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IT HAD BEEN the worst Christmas season ever for Daisy due to an attack of vestibular neuritis, also known as labyrinthitis, that left her in bed with her head spinning every time she moved. She’d slept a lot of it away due to her medication, but whenever she had to move, like to go to the bathroom, she felt violently ill and was often sick.

It had lasted a week, and she’d thought it was never going to end, that she’d miss out on the pack gathering for Boxing Day. It was held in the New Forest where she lived, so she didn’t have to travel far, but some packs would. It would be mainly wolf packs like hers, but sometimes other rare shifters came too.

But now, still feeling a little off, Daisy got ready to head to the meeting place, a large manor owned by several pack members. She hadn’t had time to cook anything fancy like she usually did. She’d raided her freezer for cookie dough she had frozen in the past and made that, so at least she wouldn’t turn up empty handed. Her grandmother would be ashamed if she did. Grandma Rosa had fled the chilly English December for a cruise in the Caribbean. The heat, she said, would help her arthritis.

Rosa had invited Daisy to go, but the holidays were always hard for Daisy, having lost her parents young to hunters who didn’t care to check if they’d taken a human life. It was never easy being the child of murdered parents, but that loss during the holidays always seemed keener.

It was probably best that she didn’t go, because being on a boat with labyrinthitis would have been awful. With the boat always moving, she’d have to fight sea sickness on top of her condition, and that would have been hell.

But she’d been alone long enough that she wanted the company of her pack. They’d known not to bother her when she was sick. She hated being fussed over. Now, though, she wanted company.

Daisy checked she had everything in her bag to stay the night at the pack house. She put on her scarf, then her winter coat over her baggy jumper, and gloves in her pocket because she couldn’t use her keys while wearing them.

Daisy picked up the container of cookies and took them and her bag to her car: a little Skoda Fabia in shiny red. She put her bag in the boot and the cookies on the passenger seat with a seatbelt over them to keep them safe. She wouldn’t be driving fast as there was still ice and snow on the ground.

Daisy got in her car and locked it out of habit. As a werewolf, she had superhuman strength. She could face most human attackers, but safety had always been drummed into her by her grandmother because of the risk of hunters. She cranked the heat up to get rid of the fog and ice on the windows and then set off slowly to the meeting.

The streets were fairly quiet. Just the people up early to brave the Boxing Day sales in person were out and about. Daisy soon reached the pack house and found a space to park. She got her bag and cookies and headed for the door. It was early still, so most of the other packs had not arrived yet, but her pack met early, waiting on the doorstop after ringing the bell, Daisy's enhanced sense could smell cooking food, and hear people getting settled, just enjoying each other’s company.. She caught the scent of Toni before she opened the door.

“Daisy, you made it!” Toni said, happily giving her a careful hug so not to jostle her. Toni was one of the pack elders and knew about Daisy’s health and that sudden movements could make her feel unwell so soon after an attack.

“Said I would,” Daisy mumbled, hugging back.

“I know. Come in, come in. I have a room set aside for you. Want to drop your stuff off there first?” Toni offered.

“Yes, please. I don’t want to be carrying around everything when I’m trying to be social.”

“Follow me,” Toni said brightly.

They chatted a little as they went up to the second of three floors, and Toni gave her the key to the room.

“Should have everything you need. You’ve got your own bathroom. But if you do need anything, just come to the third floor to my room and ask. Follow your nose.” Toni winked.

“Thank you.” Daisy put her bag on the bed but didn’t unpack it. She took off her coat and other outerwear and hung it up.

“You baked. You didn’t have too!” Toni sounded excited but concerned. “I woke up early.” Daisy shrugged.

It wasn’t a total lie. She had been up early because of the alarm she’d set to make sure she could get ready. The pack were her family, and Boxing Day was a time for family.
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