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A book for Mummy, although I'm sure she'd prefer cuddly, polite creatures

Ye may kill for yourselves, and your mates, and your cubs as they need, and ye can; But
kill not for pleasure of killing, and seven times never kill Man!

Rudyard Kipling, "The Law of the Jungle"

In fear | hurried this way and that. | had the taste of blood and chocolate in my mouth, the

one as hateful as the other.
Hermann Hesse, Steppenwolf

MAY

Ghost Moon

Flames shot high, turning the night lurid with carnival light. Sparks took the place
of stars. The century-old inn was a silhouette fronting hell, as everything Vivian knew was
consumed in fire.

Two figures broke from the smashed front door and ran toward the woods where
she stood, their night-clothes smeared with soot, their faces white with terror. The person
who pushed them out disappeared once more inside. Another window exploded.

Three of the cottages were in flames, too, and the barn. Horses screamed in terror as
they were chased from the stables by a handful of teenage boys.

In the West Virginia hills, miles from the nearest town, they didn't expect a fire
engine to arrive.

Somewhere behind her a woman wailed and wailed. "They did it on purpose. They
burned us out.”

"Get her into one of the trucks,” a male voice yelled. "I'm bringing the other car
around.”

"Watch out for snipers,” a female voice called back. "They might be waiting to pick
us off as we leave.”



"Head for Maryland,"” Vivian heard her mother say. "We'll meet at Rudy's.”

Vivian felt a tug on her arm. Her mother, Esmé, stood panting beside her. "I put
Aunt Persia in my car. Where's your father?" Now that she stood alone with her daughter,
her voice rose high in panic.

"He went back in,” Vivian answered, her words roughened by smoke and tears.
"With Gabriel and Bucky.”

"Ivan!" Esmé started toward the building and Vivian grabbed her and held on tight.
"No! You can't both be in there. I can't stand it.”

Esmé fought to get away, but at fifteen, Vivian was her match. "You can't stop
him," Vivian said. "He swore to protect the pack.”

"But | need to be beside him," Esmé begged. "They're my people, too.”

What have | done? Vivian thought. If only she'd stopped the boys this might not
have happened. If only she'd told her father they were out of control.

Figures came around the side of the house. Bucky led a slight young woman not
much older than Vivian. Gabriel held a shrieking bundle in his arms.

The fire roared its victory; then, with a crack as if a giant's spine had snapped, a
central beam gave way, and the roof collapsed in a peacock tail of sparks and flame.

"Daddy!" Vivian screamed.

But it was too late.

May/June
Next Year

Midsummer Moon




"Mom, you've been fighting again.”

Vivian glared at her mother.

Esmé Gandillon lolled in an easy chair, one long slim leg thrown over the arm. She
refused to stop grinning. A gash in her cheek still bled slightly.

"You look awful," Vivian said.

"Yeah, but you should see the other bitch," Esmé answered. She scratched her scalp
luxuriously with both hands, tousling her thick blond hair.

Vivian sighed and came over to dab at her mother's cheek with a tissue grabbed
from the box on the coffee table. She would ruin her beautiful face. "Can't you and Astrid
leave each other alone?" It had been like this ever since they'd moved here from West
Virginia, over a year ago now. She hardly knew her mother anymore. "Can't you?" she
repeated.

"Rafe called for you," Esmé said, ignoring the question.

Vivian rolled her eyes. That was all she needed. Couldn't he take a hint?

Esmé sat up and looked directly at her daughter. "I thought that's where you were,
with Rafe and the others.”

"No, I wasn't." She bristled at the thought. The five young males who were her only
age-mates were likely to get the rest of the pack killed if they kept on going the way they
were.

"So where were you?”

Vivian turned to leave the room. Since when was her mother so worried about
where she was? "Down by the river, at the rocks," she said over her shoulder.

"What were you doing there?”

"Nothing.”

As she left, Vivian heard her mother growl softly in frustration.

Why did Esme always have to bring up the Five? Couldn't she get it through her
head that Vivian didn't want to be with them?

The familiar knot in her gut formed hard and tight. The fire last year had been the
Five's fault—and Axel's. She slammed the door of her room. The inside face of the door
was channeled with claw marks. She grew her nails and ripped another row.

Axel had to go and lose it and kill that girl.

Axel had been acting wilder and wilder last spring, and talking crazy stuff. She
heard him and the Five boast about midnight visits to town where they stalked humans in
the shadows and scared them silly. What they did sounded funny. Vivian made them take
her, too. But rumors started going around school. People were getting nervous. When
Vivian said maybe they should cool it. Axel and the Five only laughed at her.

Then Axel began to go off by himself, and something seemed wrong to her. He
didn't talk as much. It drove her crazy.

I was half in love with Axel, Vivian thought as she stripped off her leggings. Rafe
thought I was his girl but I would have dropped him in a second for Axel. She sniffed in
disgust. Caring for Axel made me stupid.

She'd seen their behavior spinning out of control, and she hadn't done a thing. She
should have told her father what they'd been up to, even if that meant she'd be in trouble
herself. But you didn't squeal on your friends, did you?

Then the night of the Valentine's dance Axel went to town alone and killed a girl in
back of the school.

Vivian still felt the heat of anger when she thought of what he'd done. She couldn't



help thinking he killed for some petty reason, like the girl turned him down. And he could
have had me, she thought bitterly.

He must have been changing back when a classmate saw him crouched over the
body. Before Axel knew he was there, the boy took off and named him to the police.

The Five decided to help. They killed another girl while Axel was in jail. They
didn't let Vivian know their plans; they must have thought she'd object. And I would have,
she thought, but she wasn't sure.

"How could a boy be covered in fur? How could a human inflict such wounds?" the
family lawyer pleaded for Axel. The new killing while Axel was locked up proved there
was a wild animal on the loose. Axel had merely discovered the body, then had panicked
and run. The case was dismissed.

But someone from town believed the witness's tale of a wolf that turned into a boy,
and late one night the inn and outbuildings burst into flame in six different spots, and black
acrid smoke hid the moon.

In the 1600s, her ancestors had fled from werewolf hysteria in France to the
sparsely settled New World, and by the end of the century had settled in wild Louisiana. In
nineteenth-century New Orleans the Verdun triplets broke the ban on human flesh and the
pack moved in haste to West Virginia, where they were joined by the remnants of a
German pack from Pennsylvania. Last year the forbidden appetite had won again, and the
pack took flight from the hills that had been its home for one hundred years and arrived
refugees in the Maryland suburbs—five families plus assorted others crammed into Uncle
Rudy's run-down Victorian house in Riverview. With luck, no one would follow them here;
they could mark new trails.

The house on Sion Road had emptied out gradually as the others found jobs and
places to stay, until it held only Vivian, Esmé, and Uncle Rudy. Vivian had thought that by
this time they would have made plans for the future, but now the whole pack seemed to be
crazy, her mother included. With more than half of them dead, no one knew his or her place
anymore. There was constant squabbling. Survival depended on their blending in while
they organized and decided where they would move and settle for good, but at any moment
the pack was likely to explode in a ball of flying fur. They needed a leader badly, but no
one could agree who.

Blend in, she thought. If only I could.

Last summer she had hid in her room and slept mostly, and in the early hours of the
morning, the time when wolf-kind come home to shed their pelts, Vivian would hear her
mother crying inconsolably by her open bedroom window for someone who would never
come home again.

By the time her junior year started, however, Vivian had begun eating almost
regularly, and Esmé had found herself a job as a waitress at Tooley's, a local dive.
Gradually it wasn't so hard to make it through the day. Vivian was no longer exhausted
when she walked in the door at three-thirty, and the schoolwork began to make sense.

She started to look longingly at the groups of kids laughing together around the
flagpole after school.

At first she thought, Why would | make friends with people who would kill me if
they knew what | was? What if | give myself away? But the yearning continued. It was then
she realized that she didn't know how to make friends.

She had always had the pack around her, the pack that now hid in their separate
dens. There were always pack kids. She had never had to reach out for company, company



was always there. The Five were still around, of course, but now she couldn't bear to be
with them, and they could never be just her friends now, anyway. They all saw her as a
mate—be nice to one, and the others would sulk and snap. Fight, fight, fight, that's what
paying attention to them meant.

| want other friends, she thought. But no one seemed to want her.

She stood in front of her closet mirror in her T-shirt and twisted this way and that.
What's wrong with me? she wondered.

There was nothing the matter that she could see. She was tall and leggy, like her
mother, with full breasts, small waist, and slim hips that curved enough to show she was
female. Her skin was gently golden; it was always golden, sun or not, and her tawny hair
was thick and long and wild.

So why was it that groups of girls stopped talking when she approached them at
school and answered her openings with terse words that killed the conversations she tried to
start? Was she too good-looking? Was that possible? Was that the threat they saw? She was
a beautiful loup-garou, she knew—the Five howled for her—but what did human eyes
perceive?

The boys nudged each other when she passed; she'd seen them out of the corner of
her eye. They noticed her. And she could understand why one or two might blush and
stammer if she talked to them. There were always shy boys who would die if any girl
noticed them. But where were the bold ones?

Male or female, they resisted her. Could they see the forest in her eyes, the shadow
of her pelt? Were her teeth too sharp? It's hard not to be a wolf, she thought.

She missed the mountain slopes where humans were far apart and the pack was
close, and she hardly ever had to pretend.

| don't care, she thought, twirling around. I don't need humans. I still have the pack,
and we'll be moving on again soon. But she did care. The pack was in shreds, and in the
midst of these humans she was wolf-kind—loup-garou—and this made her an outsider and
unwanted. But they would like me if they took the time to know me, she thought. They just
don't know me.

She flung herself onto her bed and stretched her legs in the air to admire their sleek
curves, holding her hips to brace herself aloft. She stretched as hard as she could, toes
pointed, fingers reaching, muscles in sweet tension, almost as sweet as the change to fur. "I
am strong," she whispered. "I can run with the night and catch the dawn. | can kick a hole
in the sky." And she struck out with a foot to prove her words. Then curled into a ball.

She missed her father — his advice, his comfort. She bared her teeth at the familiar
pain.

From where she lay, she could see the unbroken wall she'd cleared of furniture and
the mural she'd started to console herself and to make this room hers.

Jagged, thick blacks made the forest a wild thing, texture on texture; the painted
moon shone fiercely. There was red slashed into the dark—eyes, blood.

Loups-garoux ran through the pooled moonlight on a night in her people's ancient
past. The stories said that by ritual, sacrifice, and sacrament, they opened their souls to the
Forest God, the great hunter who took the shape of the wolf. To reward them for their
devotion, his mate, the Moon, gave them the gift to be more than human. Then they could
throw aside the pelts of hunted animals and grow their own, abandon their knives of flint
and use their teeth. Their children's children's children still carried the beast within, and all
were subject to the Moon.



In the center of the mural was where she would become part of the night, where she
would run with the pack of her ancestors. But now whenever she picked up the brush, she
couldn't go on. She couldn't see herself there. She had a dream about the painting that kept
coming back. She was surrounded by darkness and she couldn't see the muzzles around her.
She was running, running, trying to reach the open night, but all around the huge forms
crowded close and abraded her skin with their harsh thick fur as they thudded into and
jostled her. And she couldn't grow her pelt. It was always their fur against her skin, and
she'd wake up crying.

. As if to counteract the dream, she had become obsessed for a while and had
created dozens of smaller paintings and sketches of the pack she knew while growing up.
They lined her closet and were stacked in the space between her dresser and the wall. They
helped her hold on to the past. They kept her from going crazy.

The art teacher thought she was one of those punk artsy types and raved about the
power of expressionism.

Great Moon, he'd shit a brick if he knew my subjects were real, Vivian thought
gleefully. He'd talked her into submitting a few prints to the school literary magazine. She'd
laughed at first—but why not? And now, to her surprise, there was one of her prints near
the center of The Trumpet. Vivian smiled. And no doubt those humans thought her work
was the too-cool vision of the terminally hip and dangerous.

Thought of this small acceptance pushed back the gloom, and she bounded up to
fetch her backpack and have another look. She should leave the magazine open on the
kitchen table for Mom to see tomorrow before she went to work. Would she recognize her
daughter's art? Would she be proud?

The magazine smelled glossy and was cool in her hands. She found her print and
devoured the sheen of it, crisp and stark. And will those girls at school notice me now? she
thought.

She hadn't even bothered to see who she shared space with. Is my work better than
the others'? she wondered now. A poem was on the page opposite hers. She looked at it
suspiciously. A crappy poem would lessen what she'd done, make it cheap.

The title startled her—"Wolf Change." She read on.

Corsair of the wood
discard your skin
your pallid, wormlike
vulnerability.

Corsair of the wood
exchange your skin
for pelt of dun

and brindle luxury.

A pentagram is burning
in your eyes

and soft, pale twists

of wolfbane

squeeze your heart.

A grinding pain

is writhing in your thighs



the crunch of bones
proclaims the change's start.

Pirate of the flesh

throw back your head
and part your jowls

to sing a lunar song.

The forest paths are dark
the night is long.

She shivered in delicious shock.

He knows, she thought. He knows what's in the picture. Anger edged out the
excitement and her eyes narrowed. Who was this Aiden Teague? Why should he know
forest paths?

But she was intrigued. Maybe she should seek him out and have a look at this
person who wrote of the crunch of bones, see if she approved of him.

And what if she didn't? Set the Five on him? She laughed softly, baring sharp white
teeth.

The morning was tentatively warm, and the smell of early roses drifted over from a
neighbor's yard. The day would be hot later; she was glad she'd decided to wear shorts. Not
much school left now, Vivian thought as she walked down the tree-lined street. What will |
do in the summer? Move, she hoped. Get out of this place.

"Hey, Viv.”

A lean, muscular figure peeled out from behind a stone gatepost, and her eyes
widened briefly. "Rafe,"” she said in casual greeting, and kept on walking. If she hadn't been
daydreaming she would have sniffed him out.

Rafe fell in beside her. She noticed that he was now cultivating a goatee and
mustache. He ran a hand through his thick, long brown hair and shifted his grip on a
package wrapped in newspaper he carried under one arm. "Going to school?”

"Some of us do.”

The Five were more likely to be found hanging out by the diner around the corner
from school, or down by the river.

"Yaaaaahhhhhh!”

"Wh0000000000000000!”

Two boys dropped from a roadside tree in a jingling of chains, hair flying. This time
she did start slightly, and cursed herself. She should have known the others were near. The
twins, Willem and Finn, looked pleased with themselves. Round-faced Willem slipped an
arm around her waist and gave her a friendly squeeze. "Didn't scare you, did we?" he asked,
obviously hoping he had.

"You are such a puppy,” Vivian said, removing his arm. He'd been her favorite of
the twins as they were growing up. He was sweeter and more predictable than his brother,



but his affectionate gestures had lost a great deal of their innocence in the last year or so.

Finn, the gaunter twin, smiled sardonically.

She was expecting the others now, so it came as no surprise when Gregory, the
twins' lanky, fair-haired cousin, stepped silently out from behind another tree and folded in
with them, and UIf hopped over a white picket fence to dance his jittery way backward up
the side-walk, laughing wildly, until Rafe cuffed him to the rear.

They wore their usual uniform of boots, black jeans, T-shirts, and assorted tattoos.
Rafe had his sleeves rolled up to show off his biceps. My bodyguards, Vivian thought.

"Saw your mother go into Tooley’s bar with Gabriel last night,” Finn said. "She was
all over him." His lips sketched a spiteful thin leer, and his eyes narrowed expectantly.

Vivian bristled, but she wasn't going to say anything.

"Yeah, Astrid wasn't far behind,"” said Rafe. "And she looked pissed." He laughed.

"Hey, leave my mom out of it," UIf piped up.

So that's who they were fighting over, Vivian thought. Gabriel. That was disgusting.
He was only twenty-four. And full of himself, from what she could tell.

Rafe took the parcel he carried out from beneath his arm, and Vivian heard UIf
giggle. Rafe pulled at the knotted string to loosen it. His eyes were more red than brown
when he glanced up at her, a wicked grin playing about his lips, and Vivian knew he was up
to mischief.

"Vivian, I'd like to give you my heart,” Rafe said, suddenly serious, then
immediately grinning again. "But since that might be inconvenient, I've brought you
someone else's.”

The newspaper unrolled, and he slapped a brown slimy gob down on the sidewalk.

"Rafe!" She looked around wildly, hoping no neighbors were in sight. "What the
hell are you up to?”

The Five were helpless with laughter.

Vivian grabbed the newspaper from Rafe's hand and scooped up the mess.

"Give you my heart ..." he gasped, and bent over laughing again.

Where could she put this? Where was the body?

She started to rewrap the disgusting trophy. Then, "Rafe, you jerk," she cried. "This
is a sheep's heart.”

More howls of laughter exploded from the Five.

She didn't know whether to be angry or relieved. "You were over at Uncle Rudy's
store, weren't you?" Rudy was a meat cutter at Safeway. When no one answered her, she
growled and flung the whole package in Rafe’s face. That set the others off even worse. Ulf
had tears in his eyes.

She turned and left them, but they followed at a distance anyway, and she heard
their bursts of laughter all the way to school.

Mom thinks the Five have learned their lesson, Vivian thought. "Hah!" she said out
loud.

When Axel had come home from jail, her father had passed judgment swiftly. The
punishment for endangering the pack was death.

Vivian couldn't save Axel, but she pleaded with her father for the Five. They were
just kids like her. They had only killed to prove the witness wrong and protect the secret of
the pack. They wouldn't do it again. So Ivan Gandillon made them beg forgiveness of the
Moon and run the Trial of the Fang down a narrow path lined with the pack in their fur, and
all could take their bites. Some said that he let the Five off too lightly, although they licked



their wounds for weeks. Maybe those people were right. Vivian hadn't quite trusted the
Five ever since.

It wasn't until almost lunchtime that Vivian remembered that she wanted to track
down Aiden Teague.

Yeah, why don't | have a look at this poet, she told herself. See if I like him writing
about things he shouldn't know about. That was better than sitting around being miserable.
Where should she look? She decided to ask her art teacher. He was one of the advisers to
The Trumpet.

"Oh, yeah. He's a junior,” Mr. Antony said, shaking some brushes out over the art-
room sink.

"How would I find him?" Vivian asked.

"Well, if you hang around for another half an hour until second lunch, all you'll
have to do is look out that window. He hangs out with his friends in the quadrangle, under
those arches over there." He pointed with the brushes to a section of the covered walkway
that ran around the perimeter of the square courtyard.

"What does he look like?”

"Oh, I dunno. He's tall, bohemian.”

Whatever that means, she thought.

Mr. Antony must have noticed her blank look. "You know, a throwback to the
sixties, jeans and beads, an MTV hippie.”

The way he said that made her suspect that he thought he'd been the real thing at
one time.

"Oh, I know," the teacher added. "He was wearing this flowery shirt this morning—
lots of yellow and blue. It made me smile. Listen, I've got to grab a sandwich. Close the
door when you leave.”

"Sure.”

Luckily she'd brought her lunch with her. She relaxed on the warm windowsill and
chewed on a piece of steak while she waited. Groups of kids were scattered across the quad,
eating, talking, and sunbathing. Some of the boys had their shirts off, their flesh golden and
slick as if they'd swallowed the sun. They were sweet to look upon. Her eyes lingered on
them tenderly as she bit into her meat.

At the next bell, the shift changed. Kids reluctantly scooped up T-shirts, soda cans,
and books, and hurried to class, while others hardly distinguishable from them took their
places.

I'll be late to French, Vivian thought. It didn't matter, the teacher loved her. She had
a perfect accent. Vivian sat upright, and her hands kneaded her empty lunch bag. She kept
her eye on the arches.

Two young men walked into view. One had dark, shoulder-length hair and wore a
flowered shirt. That must be him. Another boy joined them, then a girl. They stood
laughing under the canopy, the shadows hiding their faces.

So that'd you, Poet Boy, Vivian thought, but she couldn't see him clearly. She
wanted a closer look.

Why am | bothering? she asked herself as she went through the side door. Because
I'm a pirate of the night and | want to see who's trespassing in my territory, she answered.
But maybe he was one of her kind from some other pack. Or maybe he just knows too
much, she thought. She laughed aloud at her melodramatic thoughts as she crossed the
grass, and a spotty tenth-grader eyed her curiously. The sun was hot, so she peeled off her



shirt to reveal the tank top underneath.

Shall I only have a look, or will I say something? she wondered. "Ooooh | loved
your poem." Instantly she felt like playing wicked games. She put a sway in her walk.
Maybe I'll make him look.

The boy to Aiden's left noticed her first. He was a burly blond with a good-natured
face and eyes that glazed over slightly at her approach. Vivian couldn't resist, she winked,
and his cheeks turned pink. It was so easy. The other kid, wearing some kind of funny
lopsided haircut, kept on yakking away, but the girl looked over and wrinkled her nose. She
was small, with close-cropped dark hair—the sort of girl that wore black stockings even on
days like these. I'll put a few more runs in those tights, honey, if you look at me like that
again, Vivian promised silently.

Then Aiden Teague turned around to see what had captured his friends' attention.
The crystal stud in his left ear reflected the sun in a burst of rainbow, and his slow easy
smile sent a shock through her.

She was staring, she knew, but his face was delicious. His eyes were amused and
dreamy, as if observing life from the outside and finding it vaguely funny. He seemed
languid, not intense like the Five — those jangly, nervy, twitching, squirming, fighting,
snapping, sharp-edged creatures who demanded so much from her. She noticed his tall
dancer’s frame and his long-fingered hands, and the thought crossed her mind that she
would enjoy him touching her.

"Do | know you?" he asked. He waited expectantly, a bemused look on his face.

Vivian said the first thing that came into her head. "Um. | liked your poem in The
Trumpet.” | don't believe that stupid sentence came out of my mouth, she thought.

"Hey, thanks," Aiden said. He still looked puzzled.

He'd not a werewolf, she thought in dismay. How can | react this way when he'd not
one of us? His smell of sweet perspiration and soap was purely human. Get a grip, girl,
Vivian told herself. She didn't like this off-balance feeling. She put a hand on her hip and
dared his dark eyes to try and drown her now. "Your poem was facing a print of mine. |
was glad | wasn't next to some trash.”

The blond kid brayed with laughter.

"Shut up, Quince," Aiden said, but he grinned.

"That was like some forest scene, wasn't it?" the kid with the funny haircut said.
"Spooky, man.”

The dark-haired girl put a hand on Aiden's arm. "Bingo's waiting for us.”

"Hold on, Kelly." Aiden gently disengaged his arm, and the girl frowned sulkily.
"Cool picture,” he said to Vivian. "It's like you read my mind.”

"That's what | thought about your poem," Vivian answered. Her response to him
was disturbing but she wanted to explore it. She took his hand and turned it up, then ran her
nails down the length of his fingers. He didn't resist.

"What are you going to do, tell my fortune?" Aiden asked.

"Yes," she answered. She slid a felt pen from her purse. Then, while he watched



mesmerized, she wrote her phone number in his palm. On a whim she outlined it with a
five-pointed star.

"What's that?" Quince said. "You Jewish or something?”

"Nah," said Aiden softly. "That's a pentagram.”

"So she's a witch," Kelly snapped.

No, my dear, Vivian thought. You don't watch enough Late-night movies. The
person who sees a pentagram in his palm becomes a werewolf's victim.

"Are you a witch?" Aiden asked, his eyes twinkling.

Her voice was husky. "Why don't you find out?" She folded his hand around the
sign that made him hers. Inside, her heart was thumping crazily in response to her charade,
but she refused to lose her nerve.

As she walked away she heard Kelly raise her voice, but she didn't bother listening.
Was that his girlfriend then? He could do better. Much better.

All afternoon her thoughts returned to him like a song she couldn't get out of her
head. After a while it became annoying. What am |, a pervert? she asked herself. He was
human, for Moon's sake—half a person.

It's only a game, she told herself, to see if | can snare him. But she wanted to know
what was in a human head to make him write that poem, and she wanted to know why he'd
stolen the breath from her lips.

As she reached home the front door opened. Gabriel, the inspiration for her mother's
latest fight, was leaving. He filled the door frame, blocking her way. His T-shirt clung to
his wide chest.

"Hi, Viv," he said. "Lookin' good." His voice rumbled like lazy thunder.

The teasing in his blue eyes made her want to spit. "Save that for Esmé.”

Gabriel rubbed his chin and grinned. She noticed the puckered white scar tissue on
the back of his right hand. The tip of another scar showed at his throat. "We don't see you
down at Tooley's," he said, ignoring her anger.

She glared up at him. "I'm too young to drink.”

He looked her over, taking his time. Before she could help it she tugged at the
hemline of her shorts. Her shirt felt too tight. She was aware of a droplet of sweat that
tickled its way down between her breasts. "Could have fooled me," he finally said.

She stared him in the eye, challenging him; she was out of her depth, but defiant
anyway, willing her lip not to tremble. There was silence for a moment and she couldn't
read his strong, chiseled face. He reached for her. She jerked back. Then he laughed like a
giant and moved aside. She slid past him into the house, angry that she'd flinched, but
showing him that she dared go by. She closed the door on his arrogant face.

"Mom!" she yelled shrilly.

Esmé poked her head out from the dining room.

"How long's he been here?" Vivian demanded.

"Only a few minutes,” Esmé answered. She looked smug. "He dropped by to invite
me for a late-night drink.”

"Dammit, Mom. He's twenty-four.”

"So?”

"You're almost forty.”

"Well, rub it in." But nothing was wiping the smile off Esmé's face.

"Don't you think it's a little bit disgusting?”

Esmé flung her hands in the air. "Well, for goodness' sake, I'm not serious about



him.”

"Oh great. Now he's your boy toy.”

Esmé smirked. "Some boy." She danced up the stairs, her rear end wagging like a
tail. Vivian followed Esmé up and slammed the door of her room.

Rudy had gone to Tooley's bar after work, so there were just Vivian and Esmé at the
dinner table. Vivian was still brooding about Gabriel's visit. She thought of her father and
the aching emptiness that still gnawed at her. Her parents had seemed so happy together.
She'd thought her mother shared that ache, but now Esmé was acting like a stupid fourteen-
year-old.

"Didn't you love Dad?" she finally said.

Esmé looked startled at this question out of the blue. "Yes, I loved him.”

"Then why are you out running around?”

"A year's a long time, Vivian. I'm tired of crying. I'm lonely. Sometimes | want a
man in my bed.”

Vivian grabbed her plate abruptly and headed for the kitchen. Couldn't her mother
talk to her as if she was a daughter? She scraped her leftovers into the trash with a squeal of
knife against porcelain.

"Watch those dishes!" her mother yelled.

That's more like it, Vivian thought.

An hour later Vivian was on her bed doing some halfhearted studying for
Chemistry, when the phone rang. She picked up the phone on the second-floor hallway
expecting to hear one of the pack, but it was Aiden.

"There's a free concert at the university this weekend," he said. "Sunday afternoon.
You wanna go . . . maybe?”

Her eyes half closed and she licked her lips. "Maybe. Who's playing?”

He mentioned a band she'd never heard of in reverent tones that suggested it was
well known and one of his favorites. He was sharing a special treat with her. "I'll have to
see if my family has anything planned,” she told him. "I'll let you know tomorrow." No
sense in letting him think her too eager. "No. Don't worry. I'll find you.”

Vivian hung up and stretched her arms to the ceiling contentedly arching her back.
Should she go, or was having him rise to the bait good enough?

But a shadow slid across her pleasant mood. If they went on a date he would want
to kiss her. Would he be safe if he came close enough to fill her nostrils with his scent?

Esmé walked out of her bedroom. She was wearing the tight black dress she used
for waitressing. "Who was that?" she asked casually as she put in an earring.

"A boy from school.”

Esmé paused. "Oh?”

"He asked me to a concert.”

"One of them asked you out?" Her mother's expression combined repulsion and
surprise. "l won't allow it.”

Vivian bristled. "You can't tell me who to date.”

Esmé put her hands on her hips. " 'Don't date if you can't mate,' the saying goes."
Human and wolf-kind were biologically incapable of breeding.

"I'm going to a concert, not having his baby,” Vivian snapped. "And don't tell me
wolf-kind only start relationships when they want children. | know better.”

"You've got a smart mouth, girl," Esmé called as she walked off.

Now Vivian was sure she was going.



He had phoned, and she wasn't an outsider anymore—untouchable and strange,
perhaps invisible. But why should she care so much? He was a human after all: a meat-boy
scantily furred, an incomplete creature who had only one form.

How sad, she thought, and suddenly she craved the change.

Like all her people, at the full moon she had to change whether she wanted to or
not, the urge was too strong to refuse. Other times she could change at will, either partway
or fully. Right now the moon swelled like a seven-month belly, and she wanted to change
because it was possible. She wanted to run for the joy of it.

She stalked through the backyard dusk, across the bat-grazed clearing in the narrow
ribbon of woods out back, over the stream, up the embankment, and down into the wide
grassy valley that held the river.

The grass was already high. Here and there might be nests made by kids making out
or getting high, but she sniffed the air and smelled no human flesh.

Down by the river was a giant tumble of rocks that screened the riverbank. Behind
the rocks, amid the shoulder-high weeds, she slowly slid off her clothes. Already her skin
prickled with the sprouting pelt. A trickle of breeze curled around her buttocks, and her
nipples tightened in the cool air off the river. She laughed and threw her panties down.

Her laugh turned to a moan at the first ripple in her bones. She tensed her thighs and
abdomen to will the change on, and clutched the night air like a lover as her fingers
lengthened and her nails sprouted. Her blood churned with heat like desire. The night, she
thought, the sweet night. The exciting smells of rabbit, damp earth, and urine drenched the
air.

The flesh of her arms bubbled and her legs buckled to a new shape. She doubled
over as the muscles of her abdomen went into a brief spasm, then grimaced as her teeth
sharpened and her jaw extended. She felt the momentary pain of the spine's crunch and then
the sweet release.

She was a creature much larger and stronger than any natural wolf. Her toes and
legs were too long, her ears too big, and her eyes held fire. Wolf was only a convenient term
they had adopted. Those who preferred science to myth said they descended from
something older—some early mammal that had absorbed protean matter brought to Earth
by a meteorite.

Vivian stretched and pawed at the ground, she sniffed the glorious air. She felt as if
her tail could sweep the stars from the sky.

I will howl! for you, human boy, she thought. I will hunt you in my girl skin but I'll
celebrate as wolf.

And she ran the length of the river to the edge of the city slums and back, under the
hopeful early-summer moon.

By eight o'clock the large parlor of Vivian's home was full. The pack spread around
the room on couches, chairs, and the floor in a rough semicircle that faced the fireplace —
except Astrid, who lounged apart on the seat set into the bay window at the front of the
house, and the Five, who loitered to the side of the window, bantering and exchanging
playful blows.



Among the crowd were strays who had gravitated to the pack when it came to the
suburbs, and others Vivian didn't know well who had worked at the inn when she was much
younger. Many of those who had gone to join relatives when the trouble started hadn't
come back.

Vivian felt a pang of loneliness. This is all that's left of us, she thought. And no one
| feel close to. Not even Mom anymore. She curled up smaller in her armchair.

Astrid laughed at the boys' antics. When she tossed her head, her red hair flamed
against the green curtains.

With her sharp features and plump rear, she reminded Vivian more of a fox than a
wolf.

Gabriel paced restlessly in front of the fireplace. Astrid glanced over at him
repeatedly until she finally caught his eye; then she winked. His grin was slow and
smoldering; she sat back with a satisfied smirk.

Vivian's mother saw the exchange, too. "Bitch," she muttered. She leaned across
Vivian to complain to Renata Wagner, then looked over at Gabriel and licked her lips
pointedly.

Renata laughed. "Stop it, Esmé.”

Vivian turned away, embarrassed.

"Can we have quiet, please,” Rudy shouted.

Jenny Garnier flinched and clutched her baby closer to her. She'd been as raw as a
trapped rabbit since she'd lost her husband in the fire. Rudy reached out from his perch on
the overstuffed arm of the couch to pat her shoulder reassuringly.

Everyone looked his way expectantly. Well, almost everyone.

Willem and Finn cackled and batted at each other to either side of Ulf, who dodged
between them, a panicked look on his small, pale face. Rafe was telling the awestruck
Gregory how big some girl's breasts were.

Rafe's father, Lucien, twisted around in the easy chair he slouched in. "Quit it," he
growled, and raised a fist. Rafe glared at his father, but he waited until Lucien turned away
before he gave him the finger.

"The insurance money's come through,” Rudy said into the silence. There was a
brief hiss of whispers. "We've got enough to do what we want now.”

Vivian bit back a yelp of outrage. This was the news they'd been waiting for and
Rudy hadn't told her. They had eaten breakfast together, for Moon's sake.

"And the funny thing is,"” Rudy continued, "we wouldn't have got the money if
Sheriff Wilson hadn't spent so much effort covering up the evidence that the fire was arson
so his buddies wouldn't get in trouble.”

"Three cheers for Sheriff Wilson," Bucky Dideron called, to gales of laughter.

Rudy raised his arms. "Okay, okay.”

The room quieted.

"My agents checked out some viable properties,” Rudy said. "It's time to choose
where the pack will go.”

"And who'll lead us," Gabriel said. Vivian was irritated to see Esmé smiling. There
was no mystery about who she supported.

On the floor in front of their oblivious mother, Gabriel's sisters — disturbingly
similar eight-year-old triplets—were intent on finding out who could sit on top of the others
the longest. Vivian itched to go over and smack them till they yelped. Before she gave in to
the itch Gabriel leaned over and whispered something to them and they settled down.



Old Orlando Griffin spoke up in a quavering voice. "Rudy, you're the one who's
pulled it all together. You took us in when we were homeless, helped us settle in an
unfamiliar place, found the lawyers, and found the agents. You've been a good leader while
we've been here." He pointed to Rudy with a burn-scarred hand. "I vote you leader for the
move.”

"l appreciate your support,” Rudy said. "But I'm not going with you.”

"Rudy!" Esmé exclaimed.

Rudy ran his fingers through his badger-gray hair. "My life's here. | was willing to
help while I could and get things going again, but now it's time for you to move on, and for
that you need a different type of leader than | have the strength or the will to be.”

"You're assuming a lot," Astrid called from her window perch.

Rudy's brow creased. "What do you mean?”

"What if we don't want to go?”

Vivian was amazed when Astrid wasn't immediately shouted down.

"You've got to go," Rudy said. "This isn't the place for the pack. There are too many
humans, too close together. With this many of us, sooner or later someone's going to make
a mistake, and this time it might mean the end of us. Look at those boys." He pointed to the
Five. "Don't tell me they've got the common sense to stay out of trouble.”

"They're only being boys," Astrid said, smiling indulgently at the Five.

"And maybe they got a point,” Lucien Dafoe said. "Maybe it's time to change the
rules. Maybe it's time to hunt instead of be hunted. That's my opinion.”

"We know about your opinions,” snapped Aunt Persia, the elderly healer.

And your drinking, Vivian thought. He hadn't handled his losses well. If anyone was
a menace, he was. What if he lost control and revealed himself in some bar one night?
Rudy was right. They had to get out of the city.

"But we've only now settled in,” Raul Wagner said. "We've got jobs." He nodded
toward his wife, Magda. "We've finally got a decent house.”

"And look what's happening to our kids while we're busting our asses trying to earn
enough to live in this city," his brother, Rolf, answered. "We need to live somewhere where
we can afford our own business again, where we can make our own hours, make time for
the kids.”

"Mom," Vivian whispered anxiously. "What do you want?”

Esmé shook her head. "I like it here." But she looked unsure.

| always took it for granted that everyone agreed, Vivian thought. That when the
time came we would go.

The Wagners were arguing among themselves now, as if no one else existed; the
triplets were wrestling and squealing again; Orlando Griffin was trying to raise his voice
above the racket. Jenny Garnier burst into tears and the baby joined her.

Rudy jumped up. "Shut up, all of you!”

His words didn't do any good. The noise crescendoed. Vivian put her hands over her
ears and wished they'd go away. She saw the Five edging toward the door.

Then Gabriel strode across the room and leaped onto the coffee table. "Quiet!”

The Five froze. The room fell silent. Almost.

Rudy knelt beside Jenny to comfort her, and gradually mother and baby stopped
sobbing.

"A strong leader has control, Rudy,” Astrid said. "Maybe the reason the boys are
running a little wild is you, not the city. I think with the right leader we can make a good



life here." She studied Gabriel with pleasure. "I know a good strong man when | see him.”

"You've known a lot of them," Esmé said loudly.

Astrid’s lip twitched but she suppressed the snarl. "What do you say, Gabe? Want to
stay in town and lead the pack?”

Gabriel looked from one of the women to the other with languid amusement and
Vivian thought she'd die of shame.

"Yes, Gabe," Esmé said sweetly. "You've been very quiet. What do you say?”

"l vote we go," Gabriel said, and jumped down from the table.

Astrid stared at him in amazement.

"Hah, | vote we go, too," cried Esmé, "with Gabriel to lead us.”

Raul stepped forward to face Gabriel across the coffee table. "What makes you a
leader, puppy? I've got years on you.”

Several other males stood