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      For Adelaide

   
      
      
prologue


      Tucker’s Last Stand was the rowdiest bar in the town of Menden, Alaska, but when the naked woman staggered in through the front
         door it was still enough to make Greg Thomas’s jaw drop. He was the town doctor, and had seen some pretty crazy things in
         his time, but still.
      

      From her post behind the bar, Margie Hurlwhite let out a low whistle and put down the glass she’d been filling. The four men
         at the bar turned to look all at once and none of them said a word. Three of them were old fishermen with hands so cut up
         and weathered they could barely hold a knife anymore. Thomas, the fourth, stood up so fast he knocked over his stool. The
         noise was loud enough to drown out the radio, but nobody bothered to look away from the naked visitor.
      

      Thomas wiped his hands on his pants. “Well, hi there,” he said, when it was clear no one else was going to welcome the newcomer.

      She looked him right in the eye and smiled. Didn’t say a word. She was beautiful, he thought, far lovelier a creature than
         any woman in Menden had a right to be, with long red hair that fell across her eyes and shaded her face but totally failed to cover her breasts, not to mention the rest of her. She looked
         like she might be twenty, or maybe younger. Just a girl. He wiped his hands on his hips again, because suddenly they were
         sweaty. It had been a long time since his wife had died and he’d never bothered much with women since then, but this one .
         . . except maybe it wasn’t exactly lust he was feeling in his heart at that moment. There was something about this girl. Maybe
         it was that she wasn’t making any effort to cover herself up. That she wasn’t shivering, even with snowflakes flecking her
         hair like glitter. It was just below freezing outside, and her feet were wet, as if she’d been walking in the snow, but she
         looked as though if you put a hand on her arm you might just get burned.
      

      “You got a good enough look, Doc, to make a diagnosis?” Margie asked, rushing around the end of the bar to drag the girl inside,
         away from the door. She stopped before she could touch the girl’s skin, though, and mostly just waved her toward the back
         and the pair of red leather booths there.
      

      Margie’s tone had been thick with sarcasm but Thomas shook his head and answered anyway. “Hypothermia’s my guess. We got to
         get her warm.” He stripped off his parka and wrapped it around the girl, which got him another smile, this one warm with gratitude.
         “Margie, make some coffee, will ya?”
      

      “Got a pot brewing right now,” Margie told him. She busied herself behind the bar while the three fishermen turned on their
         stools to face Thomas and the girl. They were blinking and rubbing their faces like they couldn’t quite believe it.
      

      “What’s the matter, miss?” Thomas asked. “You in an accident or something? Where’d you come from?”

      She tilted her head so the red hair fell away from her eyes and looked up into his face. “No accident, m’sieur. I have come from the water, just now, on a boat.”
      

      “You have people around here, someone I can call?”
      

      The smile faded a bit. “Not so close, but people, yes. I have come for my man, who I have not seen for a very long time.”

      “What’s that accent?” Margie asked, bringing the coffee. She set it down on the table in front of the girl with shaking hands.
         “Sounds like Quebec, maybe. You a Quebecois, dear?”
      

      “Je suis française, but I have been abroad. Just now I am coming over from Russia.”
      

      Well, Thomas thought, that made some sense, anyway. Menden was on the west coast of Alaska, near about as close as you could
         get to Russia without going for a swim. Boats went back and forth between the two landmasses all the time. Of course, most
         of the people on those boats dressed for the climate.
      

      “What’s your name?” Margie asked, and Thomas felt like a cad for forgetting to ask that, himself.

      “I am Lucie, thank you.”

      Thomas waved Margie back. The bartender was leaning so close she was blocking the girl’s air. “Find some blankets, a tarp,
         anything. And turn the heat up in here. She’s probably so cold her brain’s froze. We have to—”
      

      “I am altogether fine, sir,” Lucie said, and she reached out to grab Thomas’s hand. He flinched, expecting her touch to scorch
         him. Her skin was warm, it was true, though no more than normal body temperature. Her lips weren’t blue or even chapped, and
         her pupils were normal, he noted. “But can you, please, tell me one thing? That clock, there. Is it accurate?”
      

      He looked up at the old cuckoo clock above the bar mirror, mounted between a pair of antique snowshoes. It said it was a quarter
         to nine. “I suppose,” he said, though it did seem like that must be wrong.
      

      “No, honey, that’s bar time,” Margie supplied. “About fifteen minutes ahead. That’s so when closing time comes I can get these sorry fools moving toward the door faster. Why do you need to know? Are you meeting your man soon?”
      

      Lucie shook her head prettily. “Not yet. I merely wish to know, because the moon is due up at eight and the half tonight.”

      Thomas frowned. There really was something about this girl. Something off. “You know when moonrise is off the top of your
         head?”
      

      “I should be very surprised to find her up without me,” Lucie replied. “So it is just about now half past the eight? Yes,
         I can feel it is so.” She shrugged her shoulders and the parka fell away. “Merci. You have all been so very kind.”
      

      Thomas grabbed for the parka and realized, too late, that she hadn’t pushed it off herself. It had collapsed around her. Or—
         through her. She was becoming intangible, her flesh transparent so he could see the red leather of the banquette right through
         her white skin. “Holy mother,” he said. “Like a—a ghost.”
      

      “No, m’sieur. Not like a ghost at all.”
      

      There was a flash of silver light, a shimmer like moonlight flickering on choppy water. Then in his arms was an explosion
         of fur and spittle and many huge teeth. Blood spattered the dusty floor of the bar and Margie screamed, but Thomas barely
         heard her. He never heard anything again.
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great bear lake
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      Cheyenne Clark was, for the first time in her life, almost happy.
      

      
      It wasn’t something she liked to admit to herself. She had plenty of reasons to be miserable, depressed, even pissed off.
         But those reasons felt very far away.
      

      
      There had been a time, before, when things had gotten bad. Very, very bad, and she hadn’t come out of it innocent. She—or
         rather her wolf—had done things she didn’t like to contemplate.
      

      
      An agent of the Canadian government had tortured her. He’d been using her as bait to draw another werewolf to his death. The
         two werewolves had retaliated, and things had gotten out of control. She’d gone a little crazy. Maybe a lot crazy. She had
         killed some people. Or, as she wished she could put it, her wolf had killed some people.
      

      
      But that was in the past.

      
      Now she wasn’t alone anymore. Chey and Montgomery Powell—she still called him Powell, though he’d told her she was a friend
         of his now, and could call him Monty—were together now, together in a way she’d never experienced with a human being. It was more like the bond wolves share in a pack. They’d
         headed north, away from anyone who might be looking for them. Away from people they might hurt, and people who might hurt
         them. People who had easy access to silver bullets.
      

      
      Those people were a long way away. In the Northwest Territories of Canada, there was a lot of empty space to escape into.

      
      Starting from Port Radium, a ghost town so polluted nothing could live there, they’d followed the sinuous curves of the shore
         of Great Bear Lake, staying close to the water where the hunting was still good. Summer was over, and though the ground was
         still soft and the wind didn’t bite too hard yet, most game animals were already migrating south. There were fewer snowshoe
         rabbits every day and even field mice were becoming scarce. When Powell caught his first lemming—like a big mouse with a red
         back and a short tail—he brought it back to their camp and studied it as if he were reading a newspaper. “It must be September,”
         he said.
      

      
      He took a buck knife out of his pocket and started to skin the animal, preparatory to cooking it over their fire. Chey winced
         and turned away. She could feel him watching her, feel his surprise, but there were still some things her wolf handled better
         than she could.
      

      
      “You’re going to eat this once it’s roasted, aren’t you?” he asked her.

      
      “Yes,” she told him. She was always a little hungry these days and she knew once she smelled the cooking meat she wouldn’t
         be able to resist. “I just don’t want to see it cut up, that’s all.”
      

      
      “You should learn how to skin one of these. Pretty soon we’ll be living off them. You’ll need to know, then.”

      
      She shook her head. Their wolves were perfectly capable of hunting for themselves. Powell and Chey didn’t need to eat at all—what nourished their wolves nourished them. Powell insisted
         on cooking, though, because it was a human ritual and it made him feel like he was still in control of his destiny. She .
         . . respected that in him, that he still thought of himself as a human with some kind of disease. Something that could be
         managed. She was under fewer illusions, herself. “I’ll just let my wolf do it,” she said.
      

      
      Her wolf loved it up here. Her wolf thrived on the constant cold, on the silence between the trees. On the clean air. And
         because there was no way for Chey to get rid of her wolf, she was just going to have to make do. Her wolf hated human beings
         and would attack them on sight, whether it was hungry or not. She didn’t want that to happen. Didn’t want to live with the
         consequences. The only option left to her was to live up here where people were scarcer than palm trees. Powell had figured
         that out decades earlier, after exhausting every other possibility. She had chosen to come with him, to learn from him, to
         live with him so that she didn’t have to be completely alone.
      

      
      When the lemming was cooked he carved off a fillet and brought it to her. The meat was stringy and gamy but her stomach lurched
         happily when the first drop of its grease touched her tongue. She gobbled it down without bothering to chew too much.
      

      
      “So?” he asked.

      
      “You overcooked it,” she told him. He sighed and started to turn away, but she shot out one hand and grabbed his arm. “Is
         there any more?” she asked.
      

      
      He stared at her with his big cold green eyes. Eyes she saw sometimes when she was about to fall asleep, eyes she couldn’t
         not see. His eyes were searching her face, looking for something. Not validation, she knew. He was too tough to need that. Not an apology, because he knew better than to expect that from her.
      

      
      She’d been hard on him, she knew. Harsher than she’d meant to be. He’d hurt her badly, once, and she’d never fully forgiven
         him.
      

      
      But maybe … maybe she didn’t have to be such a jerk about it. Things had changed. Were continuing to change, especially
         between the two of them. And all the bad things, the bad history that had led her to this point, seemed very far away indeed.
      

      
      She took a step toward him. It was all he needed. He stepped toward her as well, then wrapped his arms around her and pulled
         her to him. Part of her wanted to push him away. Part of her wanted to lash out, to hit him, to scream in his face and rake
         her fingernails across his eyes.
      

      
      Instead she nestled her face into the crook of his neck. His flannel shirt smelled like woodsmoke, from the fire. Underneath
         that she smelled his own personal scent. It was a good smell. She closed her eyes and relaxed into his embrace. “Thanks for
         breakfast,” she said.
      

      
      “You’re welcome.” His voice was gruff, as always, but he couldn’t mask all of the relief in it.
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      They packed up their things and headed north again, on foot as always. To Chey it seemed like they’d always been moving north.
         Her legs didn’t get tired, not the way they would have if she’d still been human, but after eight hours of walking she still
         thought she deserved a break. Powell made her walk another couple of kilometers, though, before he suddenly and without warning
         called for a stop.
      

      
      Chey didn’t argue. She sank down on a lumpy mat of yellow grass and took her shoes off. Her toes thanked her.

      
      “There’s something here you should see,” Powell said, standing tall and straight like a park ranger showing off a scenic vista.

      
      Chey grunted in response.

      
      It was enough to keep him going. Like every man she’d ever met, Powell relished a good excuse to give a speech. “This is what’s
         left of Fort Confidence,” he told her, tapping a bit of stone with his boot.
      

      
      “There’s a fort here?” Chey asked, looking around. She couldn’t see much but scrub grass and a couple of trees. On the ground
         there were a couple of square piles of stones that looked a little too regular to have just gathered naturally, she supposed. If you squinted at them.
      

      
      “Back when the fur traders came through here,” he explained, “there was. Jules Verne wrote a book about it. The fort burned
         down, though. So they rebuilt it. It burned down again. Nothing left but these chimney stones.” He gave her one of his thoughtful
         looks. “This is what happens when people try to build on this land. The land always wins.”
      

      
      She bit her lip and tried to figure out what she was supposed to learn from this. “Are you saying we’ll be safe here? That
         nobody’s going to come this far north just to bother us?”
      

      
      He shrugged. “It’s the safest place I know. For a while, anyway, we can stay here. Make a camp. Maybe we’ll even be allowed
         to overwinter here before they catch up with us again.”
      

      
      “So you think they will find us. Eventually.”

      
      He shrugged again. “I’m over a hundred years old, Chey, and for most of that time I’ve had people hunting me. I’d be at odds
         and ends if one day they just stopped. Running away from people is what I do best.” He stared hard at the land around them,
         especially down the slope that led to the lake. “Still, it would be nice to rest awhile. Build a shelter, get a fire going.
         Sit for a while and …”
      

      
      She waited for him to finish his thought.

      
      “In the spring,” he said, “when it’s warm again. We can get to work on … the other thing.”

      
      “You’re seriously still thinking about that?”

      
      It had been a common enough topic of conversation on their long trek north. There had been a lot of time to talk of many things
         while they marched, or, after their wolves had come and gone, when they backtracked, looking for the clothes their wolves
         had left behind.
      

      
      “You honestly think there’s a cure,” she said.

      
      He wouldn’t look at her when he answered. “There must be. There has to be a way to break the curse. There has to.”
      

      
      Who did he think he was fooling? The ground under her was wet and muddy. She moved over to sit on one of the chimney stones.
         Moss made a cushion for her. “How long have you been looking for this supposed cure? Fifty years?”
      

      
      “More like seventy.”

      
      She knew all the things he had tried so far. He’d studied the old legends of werewolves and other shape-shifters from around
         the world, learning how people had supposedly turned themselves into animals and, more important, how they’d changed back.
         He’d spent decades reading old legends and folktales, hoping there was a grain of truth in them somewhere. He had made wolf
         straps—belts of skin, either wolf hide or human skin he’d cut from his own body, studded with silver nails that burned him
         every time he touched them. He had cultivated the flowers of wolfsbane and purple aconite, hoping to brew some kind of potion
         that would release him from his double nature.
      

      
      None of it had ever worked.

      
      “There’s an answer,” he said, sounding like he was trying to convince himself. “And it has to be here. This is where the curse
         began, did I tell you that?”
      

      
      “A couple of times.”

      
      He shook his head. “Somewhere here in the north, in the New World. We know that this is where the first lycanthropes came
         from. If we can find the place where the curse originated, we’ll find the answer. You and me. Together.”
      

      
      “And then what?” she asked. “We walk south again, through all this country without the wolves to keep us alive? We walk into
         the first big city we find and we turn ourselves in, say, ‘Hi, we’re the ones who killed Bobby Fenech and the Pickersgill
         brothers, but it’s okay because we were wolves at the time, and now we’re cured?’ You think they won’t lock us up? You think they won’t send us off to prison?”
      

      
      “A human prison. Where we can live safely with other human beings. Jail can’t be worse than this existence.”

      
      She doubted that. Almost as much as she doubted there was a cure, of any kind, except the one that came from being shot multiple
         times with silver bullets.
      

      
      “The two of us will succeed where I failed alone,” he went on. “We’ll be able to … to …”

      
      “What?” she asked.

      
      “Blast.”

      
      She knew the tone in his voice. It was time, again. She didn’t bother putting her shoes back on. The moon must be just below
         the horizon, just about to peek up over the edge of the world and bring on the change. He had a way of knowing just when it
         was going to happen, a kind of internal alarm clock that went off just before it was time. She’d never known him to be off
         by more than a few minutes.
      

      
      They each looked around them, memorizing landmarks. They would need to find this place again when they changed back—their
         clothes would still be here. It was a routine they’d established early in their trek north, and she did it automatically.
         But just like every time before, she was thinking, Remember what this looks like with human eyes. Because every time it felt like she might never see anything that way again.
      

      
      “See you when we’re—” he began to say, but he was interrupted as the moon came edging over the line of trees to their east.

      
      Silver light dazzled Chey’s eyes, blinding her. She felt her clothing fall away as she became as intangible as a ghost. And
         then there was nothing; there was the wolf.
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      The two of them were still finding each other in the dark, in many ways. Their wolves were working out their own relationship,
         every time the moon came up. Chey had seen the movies, but now she knew it wasn’t true, that thing about were-wolves only
         changing under the full moon. Chey and Powell transformed every time the moon rose over the horizon whether it was full or
         new, whether it happened in the middle of the day or only after midnight.
      

      
      The change was ecstatic. For the wolves it felt like being joyously reborn. They had spent the long hours when the moon was
         down trapped in bodies that were fragile, slow, and half-blind—at least compared to the glorious forms the wolves possessed.
         The wolves emerged from flashes of silver light into a great symphony of smells and sounds, into wind that had more colors
         than their eyes could see, into bodies that were strong and sleek and fast.
      

      
      The wolves ran and played and sported—and hunted. With flashing jaws they snapped at the snow on the ground, snatching up
         the little bright warm things that burrowed underneath. Blood flecked their muzzles and their paws and their bellies, finally, were full. The cold night air was bracing, not frigid,
         and the stars overhead were bright enough to see by, even when the imperious moon grew dark.
      

      
      They marked their territory. They considered digging snug dens in the earth while it was still soft, and decided against it.
         The air was still warm enough, the days still long enough, that there was time to play.
      

      
      How they played. The two of them danced about each other, ran arcs around each other, leaping sideways to keep their eyes
         locked even as they spun and turned. They snapped and nipped at each other’s snouts, feinted with slashing paws and butted
         each others’ sides with their heads, their powerful necks craning to try to get at each other’s bellies.
      

      
      He was stronger, and slightly bigger than her. Still he won only by trickery, by dashing up along a high tussock of grass
         and then crashing down onto her shoulders, spilling them both across the snow-strewn ground, sending them rolling. When she
         tried to right herself, to get her broad paws back down on the earth where they belonged, he was on top of her, pinning her
         with his weight across her chest, his jaws hovering over the soft flesh of her belly.
      

      
      She wrestled and fought and scratched, mewled and whined and screeched in an agony of excitement and pleasure and the need
         to break free, to get out from under. He kicked at her hind legs with his own.
      

      
      She sank her teeth deep into his throat.

      
      With a cry he jumped straight up in the air, off of her, leaving nothing in her mouth but his torn-out fur. She spat it out
         and rolled effortlessly to her feet, spreading her legs wide to get a firm grip on the ground. His forelegs came down across
         her shoulders and she bucked him off, then spun around and slammed into his side with the bony part of her haunches, knocking him away. She spun again to face him where he crouched
         low and with his forelegs stretched out across the snow, in a courteous bow.
      

      
      They were both panting. Their eyes were wild. The hair between their shoulder blades, a darker patch of fur called the saddle,
         stood up and puffed out to make them both look even bigger than they were. Their tails were up and lashing at the air. It
         was a signal any wolf could read instantly, any dog the world over, a warning, a threat, a promise, a demand to know what
         the other wanted.
      

      
      That signal could be answered with growls or with sighs. In a moment they could be mating—or tearing each other’s throats
         out. She watched his eyes, his tail. He watched hers. Neither was willing to make the first move, to break the spell, the
         staring contest, the ritual clash of wills.
      

      
      Then—as suddenly and dramatically as ice breaking on a frozen pond—his head went up. His nose scanned the air and his eyes
         narrowed. He had something, something serious enough to be a distraction.
      

      
      He sat down hard on his haunches and lifted his nose higher. His ears swept back and he closed his eyes, every iota of his
         perception committed to his impossibly keen sense of smell. She took a few tentative sniffs herself but couldn’t find what
         had distracted him. Annoyed that the confrontation had finished without proper resolution, she took a step toward him, her
         body low to the ground, and then another. She lifted one paw to bat at his face but held back when she heard what came next.
      

      
      His jaws parted slightly and a high, long keening came out, a bloodcurdling sound that made her teeth ache and her heart race.
         He let the sound slide out of him, a long descending yowl that broke up into a series of growling yelps. She’d heard him howl before, of course, but never with such nuance, with so varied a call. He was communicating something very specific but
         not something she could understand.
      

      
      She lifted her own nose to the air, let out her own preliminary cry. He opened his eyes and stared her into silence. For a
         time they waited.
      

      
      Did he expect a reply to his howl?

      
      None came.

      
      Eventually he rose to all fours again and trotted away, in the direction of the water. His tail rose again and started to
         waggle back and forth and she sensed a change in him, a slackening of tension. Had he been glad to get no reply? She could
         not know, but she understood that whatever had elicited that call was gone now. Everything was back to normal. She was glad
         for it. Still panting from their exertions, they sought out a place where the water had cut away a section of bank, forming
         a shallow overhang of frozen dirt, a bit of shelter from the wind. There they curled up together, sharing their warmth, recovering
         their energy for whatever came next. They dozed, their eyes drifting shut then snapping open again, still alert, still aware
         even as their muscles relaxed and their minds drifted into dreams.
      

      
      When the moon set the next morning, the silver light of transformation found them there, her foreleg draped across his neck.
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      They’s eyes opened slowly. It felt like her eyelids were made of sandpaper. Her mouth tasted stale and her tongue was stuck
         to the inside of one cheek. Her entire body ached.
      

      
      It was never easy coming back.

      
      She stirred a little, lifted her head, but that hurt too much, so she let it fall back. She opened her eyes enough to see
         that she was sheltered under an overhanging bank of earth, just enough to keep the wind off. Then she noticed how she was
         lying. She was naked, of course—her clothes had fallen away when she transformed, and they didn’t magically follow her around—but
         unlike most times she had woken up naked on a pile of dirt, this time she wasn’t alone. She and Powell were spooning, her
         breasts crushed against his back and one of her arms wrapped around his chest.
      

      
      He seemed to be asleep. Slowly, careful not to wake him, she started to draw her arm away. If she could roll away from him
         before he woke, if she could get a little distance between them, she could pretend it hadn’t happened.
      

      
      She had known for a while now that their wolves were getting more than friendly with each other. More than once she’d woken with the impression that the wolves had been courting
         each other. She would come to still heavily aroused, her body aching for a male touch, and she knew it was the wolf’s heat
         she was experiencing. It was just a matter of time, she supposed, before they started mating.
      

      
      Chey didn’t know what would happen then. Powell had told her she couldn’t get pregnant, even by another werewolf, and he should
         know—he’d been mated to two of them, once, in both forms. For years he’d been the lover of a pair of female lycanthropes in
         France and though by his own admission there’d been plenty of sex, no one had ever conceived. It wasn’t that which worried
         Chey, however. If she and Powell started mating when the moon was up, she would have to make a decision about how she felt
         about him when she was human. About whether the attraction she felt toward him was okay, and whether or not acting on it would
         betray her inmost being.
      

      
      “Hello,” Powell said, rolling over.

      
      Her heart skipped a beat. She’d only managed to half extract her arm from their embrace, and when he turned to look at her
         like that she was still, technically, hugging him. She could still feel his body heat bathing her chest and legs. And now
         she had to accept the fact that he had an erection. And that it was pointing at her.
      

      
      She forced herself not to look down. That meant, unfortunately, that she had nowhere to look but into his eyes. Eyes that
         were already searching hers, as if he was trying to decide what he was allowed to do next.
      

      
      He shifted slightly, moving their faces closer together. Was he going to kiss her?

      
      “We should get back to the fort,” she said. She’d meant it to sound like a firm decision, a spur to get them both up and moving and out of each other’s arms. Instead it came out faint and halfhearted. Like she was asking if they had to, or if
         it was okay to lie here a while longer.
      

      
      He licked his lips. If his mouth tasted as bad as hers, she definitely didn’t want him to kiss her, she decided. Then he opened
         his lips as if he were about to say something. Luckily he was interrupted as a fat, greasy drop of water splashed on Chey’s
         cheek just then and she scurried backward, suddenly terrified.
      

      
      There—up on the bank above them, leaning over the edge. Someone else was there, a stranger leaning over them, watching them.

      
      Her hands grabbed at rocks and tree roots, looking for something she could throw. The figure above them was humanoid in shape,
         wrapped in thick furs. Its face was obscured by a long white wooden mask with square eyeholes and an elongated carved nose.
         With one hand the figure reached up and tilted the mask back, revealing a smiling gnomic face.
      

      
      Not a stranger at all.

      
      “Dzo!” she screamed, and jumped up to spread her arms and catch him as he leapt down to her level. “Where have you been? Where
         did you come from? What have you been doing?”
      

      
      “I thought you could use these,” Dzo said, and he pulled two bundles of clothing out from under his furs. He tossed them down
         on the ground and then hugged her back. His furs were damp with freezing-cold water, but she didn’t care. “It took me a while
         to find you,” he went on.
      

      
      She was so excited to see him that she kissed his cheeks over and over. It wasn’t just because he’d broken up a very awkward
         moment.
      

      
      She had thought she had lost him forever. When she had followed Powell into Port Radium, Dzo had explained that the waters
         in that cursed place were too polluted to allow him to follow. Months ago she had said good-bye and assumed she would never see him again.
      

      
      She was very glad it was otherwise.

      
      “Good to see you, old man,” Powell said, and shook Dzo’s hand firmly.

      
      “You too,” Dzo agreed. “Hey. You got anything to eat?”
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      A helicopter came in off the ocean, from the west, and half the town of Menden came out of doors to see what it meant. The harbormaster
         stepped out of his office with a cup of coffee in his hand and shielded his eyes to watch the helicopter approach for a landing.
         Then, with a deep sigh, he jumped in his jeep and headed out to meet it.
      

      
      Not many helicopters came to Menden. It was a place where boats pulled in, dropped off their cargo, and left before the tide
         changed. There wasn’t even an airstrip within close range of town—what little air traffic came through tended to land on the
         water. Adding to the strangeness was the fact that this particular aircraft was a decommissioned Russian attack gunship. There
         were people in Menden who might still take a Russian aircraft entering U.S. airspace the wrong way, even if it was repainted
         in civilian colors. This helicopter had a filed flight plan and official clearance, however, so somebody had to be on hand
         to do the official honors.
      

      
      The harbormaster was seventy-two years old and had a beard that went halfway down his chest. He wore suspenders over his thermal shirt and a captain’s hat on his head. He was not the kind of person who stared at people in the street based on how
         they looked. He was far more used to being the object of scrutiny. Besides, people in Menden tended not to get hung up on
         appearances.
      

      
      The visitor who jumped down out of the helicopter’s belly would have attracted second looks anywhere, though. He was a middle-aged
         man, in good physical shape, wearing a dirty flight suit and ear protectors. And his skin, what could be seen of it, was a
         deep blue verging on purple in places.
      

      
      “My passport,” he said, holding it out to the harbormaster. “And here is that of my pilot. Will you confirm that my papers
         are all in order?” The newcomer had a thick accent but his English was fluent. The harbormaster took one last look at his
         blue face, then opened the man’s red passport and glanced at the photo page. The owner was named Yuri A. Varkanin, he read,
         born in Leningrad. In the photo he wasn’t blue, though the face looked the same otherwise.
      

      
      “Now, I’m not sure what the protocol is, but—”

      
      “Ah,” Varkanin said. “You are confused by my coloration. I am a sufferer of a condition known as argyria. A kind of heavy
         metal poisoning, which has had the effect of changing me into this.” Varkanin waved a hand over his face. “I can produce documents
         from a physician proving this, if necessary.”
      

      
      “I don’t suppose it is.” The harbormaster fumbled a stamp out of one of his own pockets and held it above a blank page. “Business
         or pleasure?”
      

      
      The Russian’s face darkened. “Business. I am carrying out an investigation.”

      
      “Oh?” the harbormaster asked.

      
      “I wish to learn something,” Varkanin said, “of the werewolf.”

      
      “Oh.”

      
      “I understand she murdered four of your fine citizens before disappearing,” Varkanin went on.
      

      
      “It’s not something we really like to talk about,” the harbor-master said. “After the government and the media came through
         here, I guess we figured we were done with all that. We’re still grieving for some good people, but that’s private.”
      

      
      “Believe me, I understand this pain,” Varkanin said. There was something soulful in his eyes that made the harbormaster believe
         him. “I am very interested in two things only, and when I learn them I will go and leave you in peace.”
      

      
      “Alright. That sounds fair. Why don’t you start by asking me?”

      
      The Russian nodded agreeably. “First I would like to know if you ever learned where she came from.”

      
      “Well, we think from your country. From Siberia, I guess. We found a boat we think she used, because nobody else could account
         for it. The whole thing didn’t make any sense.”
      

      
      “In what fashion?”

      
      The harbormaster shrugged expansively. “It was a twelve-foot dory, not much more than a rowboat. It had no motor and no sails,
         not even an oar. No food or water onboard either. The best guess we have is that she put to sea in Russia and just floated
         over, hoping she would hit land eventually. You’d have to be crazy to try that. It must have been well below freezing in that
         boat even when the sun was shining, and there was no source of heat onboard, nothing warmer than a couple blankets.”
      

      
      “I have reason to believe that she may be that crazy,” Varkanin offered. “And a werewolf could survive the voyage without
         nourishment or protection from the elements.”
      

      
      “Alright, fine,” the harbormaster allowed. “But then—why? She got bored over there in Siberia and decided she’d try picking
         on us for a change?”
      

      
      “I do not pretend to understand the thinking of a crazy werewolf,” Varkanin said. “My second question, then, is which way
         did she go?”
      

      
      The harbormaster frowned. “Away from here was good enough for most of us,” he said. “But I did hear one or two things. Some
         hikers claimed they saw a naked lady walking in the woods, about fifty miles up in the hills, heading due east. About a week
         later a forest service man said he saw her and she was still heading in that direction.”
      

      
      Varkanin nodded. The harbormaster could tell the man had known all this long before he came to Menden. He had just been looking
         for confirmation.
      

      
      “So, now, that’s all you wanted? Really?”

      
      Varkanin smiled. The harbormaster felt his heart going out to the Russian, just seeing that smile. There was something of
         intense sadness in the man, and also compassion. The Russian smiled like a saint. “Really and truly. I do not wish to take
         up any more of your time. And besides, I have a long way to fly tonight.”
      

      
      The harbormaster frowned. “Where are you flying to?”

      
      “The east,” Varkanin said, and offered a good-natured shrug.

      
      “Business, you said. You’re here on business. What exactly is your line, Mr. Varkanin?”

      
      “I am a hunter,” the Russian said.
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      Dzo’s return eased the tension between Chey and Powell—without an exchange of more than a dozen words the three of them fell
         back into a familiar rhythm and Chey felt like her life was back to normal. Well, normally weird, anyway.
      

      
      The three of them hiked back to the remains of Fort Confidence in a companionable silence marked by lots of shared smiles
         and the occasional laugh. It was a warmish day, considering how far north they were, and the sun was shining bright. The wolves
         hadn’t run very far before the moon went down, so the walk wasn’t too brutal. Sighting on the out-cropping of rock, they found
         the site easily and when Chey saw the chimney stones she almost felt like she was coming home.
      

      
      She wanted to lie down in the grass, roll around in it until it took on her own shape and just go to sleep right there, but
         of course Powell was already thinking about what they should do next.
      

      
      “We can clear out some of those trees, there,” he said, pointing downhill, “and have a clear view of the water. That way we’ll know if anyone comes in by boat. And we can use the wood we fell to build a cabin.”
      

      
      “Okay,” Chey said. “You got it. How do we do that?”

      
      He blinked as if she’d surprised him. “We cut them down, of course.”

      
      “With our teeth?” Chey scratched her head. “When we left Port Radium, we didn’t bring anything but the clothes on our backs.
         As far as I know you don’t have a chainsaw hidden in your coat, and I know I forgot to bring any hatchets.”
      

      
      “We’ll need to make our own tools.”

      
      “Out of what?”

      
      “Rocks. Just like the cavemen did.” Powell shrugged. “How hard can it be, for supernaturally strong lycanthropes?”

      
      “Or I can go fetch some real axes,” Dzo suggested. “I could even go back to our old place, gather up what we need, and bring
         it back in my truck.”
      

      
      “I loved that truck,” Chey mused, with a little laugh. “And you can’t deny it would be a handy thing to have up here.”

      
      Powell shook his head. “They might be watching there. I don’t think it’s worth the risk.”

      
      “You really think they’re sitting around waiting for us to come back?” Chey asked. She picked a long stalk of grass and twiddled
         it between her fingers. “Maybe they’ll just let us be, now.”
      

      
      “That’s just wishful thinking,” Powell said. He made it sound criminal. “No, they won’t give up just yet. We made a mess back
         at Port Radium. Killed a government employee—”
      

      
      “Who was trying to kill us! Who wanted to take me back to a lab and dissect me!”

      
      “—and governments have very long memories,” Powell finished, as if she hadn’t spoken. “I’m not even sure that we’re safe here.
         I really would have liked to get farther north before we stopped, honestly.”
      

      
      Chey shrugged. “Okay. I guess you’re right. So why stop here at all, then? Why not press on?” She was loath to think about
         hiking any more, but she knew he was right. Knew they were still in danger, although it was hard to feel scared on such a
         nice, quiet day. “Why not keep moving until we know we’re clear?”
      

      
      “You don’t know this country,” Powell said. “Winter is coming, and it’ll be here sooner than you expect, and a lot harder.
         If we had to, we could survive out here naked, in the open—but personally I prefer to be inside in the warm when it starts
         to snow. We need to start preparing now if we want to be ready. I want to have at least some kind of shelter before it really
         starts freezing up.”
      

      
      “Okay,” Chey said, and rose wearily to her feet. “How do we start?” She suddenly realized that Dzo was staring at her. That
         he had, in fact, been watching her closely the whole time Powell was talking. “What?” she asked. “Is something wrong?”
      

      
      “Well, no. It’s just—your shoes,” Dzo said.

      
      “Huh?” She looked down and saw them dangling in front of her. She’d tied the laces of her boots together and hung them around
         her neck, with the socks balled up inside them.
      

      
      “I don’t claim to understand you wolves so good,” Dzo said, scratching at one ear. “But I always assumed you wore those on
         your feet.”
      

      
      Chey frowned. “The grass felt good between my toes.”

      
      “Yeah, but—did the snow? Half the way back here we were trudging through old snow. And you never did put them on.”

      
      Chey blushed. She hadn’t really thought about it. Her body, even in its human form, was a lot tougher than it used to be.
         Still, it was weird that she hadn’t just put the boots on automatically. She’d never been a big fan of walking over rough
         ground barefoot before.
      

      
      Powell shot her a look she didn’t like. It was far too worried. Too paternal.
      

      
      “I’ll put them on now, okay? It’s no big deal,” she said.

      
      But she could tell by the faces of the men that they didn’t agree.
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      Dzo and Powell set to work right away, making stone axes of the kind people hadn’t used in a couple thousand years. The trick
         seemed to be to find two nice sturdy rocks and hit them against each other until they split open. If you did it just right
         one of the rocks would be left in a sharp wedge shape that was still strong enough to cut through wood. Doing it right, though,
         was a long, slow, repetitive process, and you ended up ruining most of the rocks you tried it on.
      

      
      At first they wouldn’t let Chey help. “You can weave grass together to make lashings, and find good sticks to use as ax handles,”
         Powell suggested.
      

      
      “What, because that’s woman’s work?” she asked, smirking. “I know you’ve been living alone for most of the twentieth century,
         so you probably missed a few lectures on gender equality,” she said, and grabbed a pair of stones for herself. She knocked
         them together so hard that the bones in her forearms vibrated.
      

      
      “It’s all in the wrist,” Dzo said, and showed her how to hit them together in a shearing motion. A long thin chip came off
         the top of one of her rocks. It was too small and thin to work as an ax, but it was a start. “Boy,” Dzo said, laughing, “I remember when we used to do this all day. Then somebody invented
         iron and you can’t imagine the sighs of relief.”
      

      
      “Exactly how old are you?” Chey asked. She’d never gotten a good answer out of him on that issue.

      
      “That’s kind of hard to say,” he told her, shrugging. “Time’s funny,” he added, after a while. “You know?”

      
      “Sure.” She brought down her rock with a clang. Tiny chips flicked off, joined a pile of the same between her feet.

      
      She knew very little about Dzo, other than that she trusted him.

      
      She knew his name was pronounced like “Joe,” except not really, that was just the closest her Anglo tongue could get to the
         sound.
      

      
      She also knew that he was not human.

      
      Instead he was some kind of animal spirit, the incarnation of the musquash. He was immortal and he could travel between one
         place and another, even into locked and hidden places, as long as there was some water there. He could swim through water
         in a way that she could not, in some kind of mystical fashion where all water was one. She didn’t claim to understand it at
         all, but she had relied on this ability often.
      

      
      More important than all that, he was a friend. He’d been Powell’s only friend for decades before Chey came along, following
         the werewolf as he migrated north, away from human habitation. Unlike every human being on the planet, Dzo had nothing to
         fear from a werewolf. When Chey had become a lycanthrope herself he had saved her life a few times—and helped her find her
         way when she needed it the most.
      

      
      “Okay. Maybe let’s try something easier. Where were you born?”

      
      Dzo grinned. His teeth were big and brown and she would have preferred if he’d kept his mouth closed. “I’m not sure if I was. If I really think back, really, really far back—I used to live somewhere up there.” He pointed north. “Good people up
         there. They worked hard but they laughed a lot, too. And there was always music. They didn’t look like you two.”
      

      
      The rocks slammed together with a resonant sound. Like the world’s most primitive drum band. “Were they Indians? I mean, Inuit?”
         she asked.
      

      
      He had to think about that for a while. “No,” he said. “Before they came along. I think they were, you know. Whatcha macallems.”

      
      Chey squinted as she tried to remember her social studies classes from grade school. Because she wasn’t paying attention she
         missed as her rocks came together and one of them skidded off the top of the other, flying off into some bushes. Sighing,
         she reached for another. “Before the Inuit there were just the Paleo-Indians,” she said. Which would make him at least six
         thousand years old. “You’re telling me you used to live with the Paleo-Indians?”
      

      
      He shook his head. “Nah. Before them. What did they have before them?” He turned to look at Powell, who was sucking on a bleeding
         thumb. “Remember, we talked about this once? The first people up here. The first ones who could talk.”
      

      
      Powell pressed his lips together as if stifling a laugh. He glanced at Chey and rolled his eyes. “Nowadays we would call them
         Neanderthals.”
      

      
      Eventually they had three decent axes. Dzo’s was the best, the blade thin and tapering to a slick edge. The stone he’d used
         was flecked with mica and streaked with darker stone. It looked like a real tool when he’d lashed it firmly to a handle as
         thick as his thumb. Chey’s ax looked more like a rock tied to a twig. She was at least pleased to see that Powell hadn’t done
         much better than she had.
      

      
      The next step was to take down some trees. Chey was enough of a twenty-first-century eco-liberal to feel real guilt at chopping
         down any growing thing, but she knew they needed the wood if they were going to build themselves a house. She picked a thin
         sapling that was kind of dead on one side, figuring she could put it out of its misery. Then she took a good stance, brought
         her ax up like a baseball bat, and brought it swinging down toward the tree’s trunk in a perfect arc.
      

      
      The head of her ax collided with the tree trunk—and tore out of its lashings. It spun away from her and bounced off another
         tree before crashing into a pile of dead leaves. She was left holding a broken stick.
      

      
      She looked around quickly to see if Powell had seen that. He was facing away from her, so maybe he hadn’t. He was smashing
         away at his own tree, a big old larch so thick he wouldn’t have been able to get his fingers around the trunk. So far he’d
         managed to make a tiny dent in the bark.
      

      
      Forcing herself not to curse or even sigh, she went to find the ax head so she could re-lash it to her stick.
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      By nightfall they had, between the three of them, brought down two trees and started to strip off the branches. Dzo assured
         them that wasn’t a bad showing for stone ax work, and that they could be proud of themselves.
      

      
      Powell muttered something under his breath that didn’t sound as if he was very pleased with himself.

      
      The work had been hard. Chey’s muscles were tight and sore. She hadn’t got as tired as she’d expected, though she had built
         up a pretty nasty sweat. She stripped off her clothes—both men had seen her naked plenty of times before, so she didn’t bother
         with modesty—and ran down to the lake to jump in and wash herself off. The water was frigid and she started shivering instantly,
         but it felt so good that she didn’t care.
      

      
      She ducked her head under and scrubbed out her hair, then surfaced and started swimming slow circles around the water, just
         stretching out her muscles, letting the soreness and stiffness of the day ease away. Eventually even her supernaturally tough
         body started to get really chilled, so she swam back to shore. The bottom was jagged with small rocks and she picked her way
         carefully along toward a place where the shore didn’t look too muddy.
      

      
      A noise from up on the eroded bank startled her and she spun around, splashing. It had sounded like someone stepping on a
         twig.
      

      
      Her first reaction was to cover her breasts with her arms. She looked up at the shore but couldn’t see anyone there—it was
         a jutting outcrop of mud that leaned over the water, an eroded bank thickly overgrown with small evergreens. “Powell?” she
         called. “Is that you?”
      

      
      There was no reply, but she saw branches up there moving, as if someone were stepping back into the shadows.

      
      “Did you want to come swimming with me? Or maybe you’re just being a gentleman and bringing me my clothes,” she said, laughing.
         Still there was no reply. She stared into the clump of trees, trying desperately to see him up there, but it was getting dark.
         The last blue light of the day was lying in great ragged sheets on the water and she could already see stars overhead.
      

      
      Was Powell spying on her? Was he watching her, too embarrassed to say anything?

      
      She looked straight into the trees, as if she could see him plainly, and lowered her arms, exposing her breasts. Then she
         took a long stride toward the water’s edge, straight toward him. As she came closer the water got shallower and she could
         feel water streaming from her hips and belly. If he wanted a good look, she would give him one.
      

      
      It was a dangerous game she was playing, she knew. Feeling very wicked, she reached up and laced her fingers behind her neck,
         then slowly, sinuously, arched her back.
      

      
      From the tree line came the smallest of sounds. The noise of someone delicately adjusting their weight.

      
      Like a wolf, she pounced, leaping up the side of the muddy bank, grabbing wildly at tree branches to haul herself up. She would pounce on him, she thought, laughing, pin him down to
         the ground and—and then—she would tickle him, yeah, until he begged for mercy.
      

      
      But when she rushed into the little stand of trees, her eyes flashing, there was nobody there. She reached down and patted
         the ground and found that it was still slightly warm, as if someone had been crouching there for a while, but there was no
         other sign of anybody having been there.
      

      
      “Lousy jerk,” she said, mock-pouting.

      
      She found her clothes where she’d left them, in a heap near the camp, and put them on hurriedly. Dzo had a pretty good fire
         going by the time she arrived, made out of the branches they’d stripped off their two paltry logs. Powell was crouched on
         the far side of the blaze, roasting a squirrel on a long stick. Dzo had some roots and berries mashed up in a cooking pot—where
         he’d got that she had no clue, maybe he’d had it the whole time hidden away in the bulk of his heavy furs—and was making his
         own nasty dinner, since he was a vegetarian.
      

      
      She walked up to the fire and let it steam the water out of her damp hair. “Come clean,” she said to Powell. “Did I catch
         you peeping back there, or what?”
      

      
      “What are you on about?” he asked.

      
      “Back by the water. Was that you in the trees?”

      
      He frowned and shook his head. “I’ve been right here the whole time. With Dzo.”

      
      Dzo looked up from his cookery and nodded. “I saw him catch that varmint. It was gross, the way he snapped its neck.”

      
      “It was humane,” Powell insisted.

      
      Neither of them seemed very concerned that she’d seen someone down by the water. Then again, she told herself, she hadn’t
         seen anyone either. She’d just heard something. It could very well have been an animal. She blushed a little to think she’d just given Bambi a free show.
      

      
      Embarrassed now herself, she reached across the fire and grabbed the squirrel off Powell’s stick. “You’re going to burn that,”
         she said, and tore off a piece of meat, still a little bloody, to shove it in her mouth.
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      In Toronto there was a very exclusive club, a little place above a bookshop. The club did not advertise. It had no sign out
         front and no one watching its door. To get in you had to possess a key that fit into the lock of a cheap metal fire door with
         cracked gray paint.
      

      
      The rooms beyond that door were sumptuously appointed in dark, polished wood and green leather. Gathered around roaring fires
         were massive armchairs where members of the club could doze all day if they wished, or smoke cigars, or drink single malts
         carried to them on silver platters by servants dressed in livery. For those who didn’t drink, coffee or bottled water were
         cheerfully provided. No music played and no newspapers were allowed inside. There were certainly no televisions permitted
         anywhere on the premises.
      

      
      Beyond the open common rooms out front there were a few private rooms, small, cozy spaces containing little more than a table
         and a few chairs. There was a bedroom for anyone who’d had a few too many tumblers of whisky. And that was all.
      

      
      The club’s dues were fifty thousand dollars a year. Most of that money went to a private security firm, which routinely swept
         for listening devices and subjected every member and employee to a rigorous background check. The hushed conversations taking
         place around the roaring fires were of the kind that were not meant for too many ears. The club provided seamless, invisible
         discretion of a kind the twenty-first century was all too short of.
      

      
      In one of the private rooms at the back of the club, a man named Preston Holness sat waiting to have just such a conversation.

      
      Holness worked, technically, for the Canadian Security Intelligence Service, the governmental organization responsible for
         identifying and neutralizing threats at home and abroad. He was what was called, in his line of work, an undeclared asset.
         This status meant he could operate with a certain degree of latitude that more public figures did not enjoy.
      

      
      Enjoy was probably the wrong word. Holness did not sleep well at night. He did things, for a living, that the Canadian government
         tended to deplore and condemn in public. Should he be caught doing them he would be disavowed, the government denying all
         knowledge of his activities. He would probably go to jail for the rest of his life. He was expected to take this in his stride,
         but in fact it had given him ulcers.
      

      
      And this meeting might just give him a coronary, he thought. He did not expect it to go well. He had prepared for it carefully.
         He’d had a manicure and a haircut, and he had dressed in his best Armani suit and silk Hermès tie. His shoes, which could
         not be seen under the table, were worth more than a thousand dollars.
      

      
      Holness liked to dress well. It was a passion, one that made him feel good about himself and gave him a certain amount of
         confidence in an uneasy world. Still, when he heard a knock at the door, he jumped in his seat.
      

      
      The door opened silently and a young man stepped through. He was perhaps half of Holness’s age, with whitish blond hair and
         a pair of wire-framed glasses with rectangular lenses. His suit was made of silk. Holness didn’t recognize the cut, but he
         knew quality haberdashery when he saw it. The young man looked like a very sharp, very tough lawyer, which he probably was.
      

      
      “Hello,” the young man said. “My name is Demetrios.”

      
      It was not his real name, of course. “Demetrios” was a code name used by a certain oil company that did business with the
         Canadian government. A lot of business. The company pumped billions of dollars and thousands of jobs into the Canadian economy
         every year. That meant the government wanted to keep this young man happy, no matter what the cost.
      

      
      Things were already off on the wrong foot.

      
      Demetrios’s company had bought up a parcel of land in the Arctic, beneath which lay one of the largest oil deposits in the
         Western hemisphere. Before they could start exploiting the deposit, however, the lycanthropes had moved in. Now work crews
         couldn’t be sent in to drill, because the lycanthropes would just kill and eat them. The CSIS had been given the task of removing
         the lycanthropes, and in this they had failed. If Demetrios wanted someone to blame for that failure, it was Holness’s head
         on the chopping block.
      

      
      Holness guided Demetrios to a seat on the far side of the table before sitting back down. “I’d really like to apologize on
         behalf of—”
      

      
      “Robert Fenech fucked up,” Demetrios said.

      
      “Fenech is dead.” Holness frowned in mock compassion. “He will be missed. He was a true patriot, and an excellent operative.”

      
      “He was a pathetic little boy, who thought he was James Bond.” Demetrios folded his arms in front of him. “You should never
         have sent him on this mission. We asked for something very simple. There was one lycanthrope you needed to kill.”
      

      
      “Not an easy task, under any conditions,” Holness said. “And given the lycanthrope’s location—the country up there in the
         Northwest Territories is notoriously treacherous, even in good weather …” He gave Demetrios a little smile and spread
         his hands in resignation.
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