
Chapter 2 

“TGIF, right?”  Laura asked as she linked arms with me. 

“Ahuh,” I responded.  I mean, what else could I say?  I didn’t want 

to be out at this time of night.  It was cold.  Winter had come in full force.  

Snow lined the streets and everyone not as drunk as Laura was bundled up 

tight against the icy wind.  I pulled my hand-knitted beanie, complete with 

earflaps, down over my ears and shivered.  It was Laura’s idea to ‘go out 

and have fun for once’.  Ever since that night at work when he’d been 

there… I don’t know, I was kind of a mess. 

“Tell me that you are having fun,” Laura demanded, “because I 

love you, man.  You deserve to have fun.” 

“Yeah, honey, oodles,” I gave her the biggest fake smile I could 

muster.  She teetered in her high heeled boots and threw her arms around 

me. 

“I just knew you needed to get out of the house.  You can tell me 

I’m the best, it’s okay.” 

“You’re the best,” I choked as she squeezed me. 

“Let’s hit up Dempsey’s next, right?” she asked.  I nodded and was 

pulled after her. 

Some cute guy up ahead of us waved.  “Yo, Laura!” 

I sighed and pushed up my glasses.  This evening was going from 

bad to worse. 
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“Oh my gawd, Randy?!” Laura vaulted away from me to run into 

the guy’s open arms.  She giggled and drunkenly hugged him, kissed him, 

and stepped on his foot with her heel.  He grinned and bore it. 

“You out on the town, huh?” Randy asked.  Randy was a master 

sleuth. 

“Yeah!  I had to get my Bestie out of the house.” Laura waved at 

me as I drew closer. 

“Hey Bestie, cool, glad you came out tonight, Laura.  Not gonna 

lie, I was looking for you.” 

I’m sure you were, Randy. 

“Oh yeah?!  Well come with us, we’re gonna hit up Dempsey’s!” 

Laura linked arms with her boytoy, and they began giggling and 

walking in front of me.  That was better.  At least they didn’t--Laura 

stopped abruptly and leaned back to pull me between them--put me in the 

middle.  I smiled up at Randy as he slipped his arm around my lower back. 

“Hey, girl, what’s your name?” 

“Bestie, didn’t you hear?” 

He paused, clearly believing me for a brief moment, then laughed.  

“Right.  No, seriously.” 

“She’s Mel, short for melodramatic, and Mel-I-need-to-get-laid.” 

I raised an eyebrow at Laura and elbowed her.  She looked back at 

me innocently with a drunken grin.  “What?” 

“Oh yeah?” Randy laughed.  “I could probably help out with that.” 

Laura giggled and leaned to slap Randy, because he was so witty. 

 

*  *  * 

 

 

“I just need a ride home,” I said, pushing against Brad’s chest.  Brad 

was Randy’s BFF and apparently, we were ‘made for each other’.  At least 

Laura thought so.  I thought Brad was short, kinda dense, and he thought 

the word ‘no’ meant ‘of course’.  So, I was a little surprised when I learned 

he’d graduated from high school. 

“Aw, come on, girl, Randy said I should buy you another drink.  

Th-that you were mellow.” 
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I huffed a laugh in his drunk face.  Seriously?  “What the hell do 

you think that means, Brad?” 

He shrugged and turned to the bar.  He hit it hard enough that 

through the din the bartender could hear him. 

“Two shots!” he called.  A thunderous roar washed through the 

crowd.  Five girls at the end of the bar began to scream ‘Shot!  Shot!  Shot!  

Shot!  Shot-shot!’ They even managed to do a series of choreographed high 

kicks without falling over.  Even I was impressed. 

“I think they’ll take you up on that!” I yelled to Brad. 

“Nah, what do you want a Scooby Snack?” 

“Gross, a what?!” 

“Yeah!  Two!” Brad called.  I’d had enough.  I slipped into the 

crowd and made my way to the door.  At that moment, a herd of drunken 

Fargonians burst into the bar.  I was pressed to the wall, waiting, which 

inevitably gave Brad enough time to zero in on me and bring me my “shot, 

shot, shot-shot”. 

“Here, girl.  To Friday night!” He threw it back.  I laughed as he 

did it and then looked down at the drink.  It had cream in it and was green.  

I could feel Brad staring at me.  I suddenly felt bad that I’d been in such a 

shitty mood. 

“What the hell,” I called to him.  “To Friday night!” 

It was simple, tossing back the green drink, giving in to the energy 

of the bar, the happy people.  Maybe they weren’t as fake as they appeared 

and the Scooby Snack was...fucking awesome. 

“Wow!  Those are AH-MAZ-ing!” I yelled at Brad. 

“Right?  I’ll get more!” He beamed at me like a happy puppy and 

bounced away to order more for us.  People converged on the small stage 

at the back as a young skinny college guy grabbed a mic and announced it 

was time to “shake our booties”.  Was it?  I actually glanced at my phone 

to see what time it was.  Good grief, Melody, you only had one shot!   

I had four more before Laura and I hit the dance floor.  We didn’t 

dance, we unleashed our wild animal spirits.  She hung around my neck, 

one arm in the air screaming at the top of her lungs “Baby, why don’t you 

just meet me in the middle?” At some point a strobe light flared to electric 

pulsing life.  I watched my arms “stop motion” flow through the air.  Laura 

howled along with the crowd to another song. 
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Was this what it was like every Friday?  I didn’t even know what 

I’d been missing.  It was a frenzy of sound and dancing and bass drums.  I 

had a drink called German Chocolate Cake that you had to bite into a lemon 

after you shot it.  Laura raced me to slam it.  She won. 

Dionysus in headphones with his iPad on the stage demanded we 

slow it down and played something that encouraged Brad to slip between 

Laura and me to hold me.  I didn’t even mind when he boldly took hold of 

my backside.  It was exhilarating.  I stretched up on my toes to wrap my 

arms around Brad...not Brad…? 

“Time for a little TSwift.  I really dig this new sound, y’all,” 

Dionysus purred into his mic.  Ice blue eyes held me with such a magnetic 

stare that I couldn’t look away from them.  I didn’t know where Brad had 

gone.  I didn’t know where Laura was.  The only thing I heard was TSwift 

drowning out my heartbeat with a digital voice that reminded me of the 

organ in my parent’s church, an instrument that had come from my past to 

share this moment with me.  Then we began to dance. 

The lights spun in magenta, blue, orange, yellow, green.  They 

flashed with the driving beat of TSwift’s new song.  The werewolf held me 

close and dipped me easily.  Drunk as I was, I let my arms fall back into a 

perfect swoon.  I began to laugh and felt my inhibitions melt away.  He was 

laughing with me as he spun me around.  How did I know all the words to 

this song?  Why was he smiling as wickedly as he was?  Did he like TSwift, 

too?  Wait, did I?  I was a pretty sure I hated pop music.  But pop music 

had its place, I reasoned.  I had just never been in the right place to really 

hear it before.  Where was that?  Here in the flashing riot of color and in 

his arms.  Wild.   

I sang with the chaotic crowd pressing in around me.  “‘Cause, I 

know that it’s delicate.  Isn’t it?” 

I tore my beanie off because I had to shake my head with the beat 

of the music.  I held my glasses in place like a true diva and grinned at 

Taras.  He raised his eyebrows, charming bastard. 

“Wildest Dreams!” Laura shrieked and slipped around me like a 

necklace.  The music had changed.  It was slow, intimate, still a driving 

pace.  Laura pressed her nose to mine. 

“I love you, Mel!” 
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My eyes widened.  Man, yeah.  That was a bone deep truth she’d 

shared with me.  “I love you MORE!” I declared, not drunkenly at all and 

with absolutely no hiccups.  None.  We swayed in each other’s arms as I 

reminisced about how long she and I had been friends.  She’d had braces 

and we’d been eighteen.  Shit, that was an ice age ago.  I’d been hiding in 

the library at MSUM reading something steamy about cowboys when 

Laura had surfaced.  I’d watched as she attempted to decipher the 

alphabetical organization of the stacks by counting on her fingers. 

Hey, do you get thhhees?  She’d lisped.  I’d looked up at her 

through the little square glasses I used to wear and nodded.  She’d adopted 

me after that.  She’d taken classes with me, curled my hair, introduced me 

to Samurai Champloo.  Laura loved Kung Fu movies, no one knew that but 

me.  We’d had pillow fights, laid belly up on the couch eating ice cream, 

and watched Bridget Jones.  She was my family.  When had we stopped 

hanging out so much? 

I feel like Tabby doesn’t get you, though, Mel.  I mean, yeah, she’s 

your sister, but… 

Tabitha… 

Laura pivoted seamlessly with the music to lift her arm and accept 

the werewolf into our circle.  The music sped up into something we all 

decided simultaneously required jumping up and down.  The strobe lights 

went wild.  Music pulsed through the thick air.  A song I’d heard before.  

And I screamed it into the lights, “You’ve got something I need!” 

“Thank you, Dempsey’s, you’re beautiful.  That’s it for me.  Make 

sure you call a cab, no drinking and driving.  Stay safe in this snowy 

weather and I will see you next Friday!” our DJ crowed as we clapped. 

“Just one ciggy,” Laura slurred and tugged me off the dance floor. 

“Yeah, just one,” I agreed and pulled on my hat and coat as she 

dragged me along with the crowd out into snowy night.  She took out a 

vape and inhaled.  Randy tugged a beanie over her head as she exhaled.   

“It’s cold out, girl.  You gonna hit up Rooter’s with us?” 

“YES!” 

My phone dinged before I could answer and I pulled it out of my 

pocket to see a Facebook message bubble pop up.  It was Tabitha. 

No S.O.S?  You alive? 
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I felt Taras walk up behind me.  He didn’t say anything, just lent 

me his warmth.  The best thing about him at that moment was that he was 

so tall he blocked the wind.  The chill December air sobered me a bit.  I 

reached for Laura’s vape. 

“What kind?” I asked. 

“Mango.” 

I inhaled and looked at my phone again when it dinged. 

Melody? 

 I live. 

You need a ride home?  It’s 1:40 a.m. 

 Maybe. 

“You wanna come with, Mel?” 

“Huh?  Nah, it’s late, hunny.” 

I can come get you now.  Where are you guys? 

 Dempsey’s. 

Tabitha texted the barf emoji. 

 It’s fun, rlly.  I’m gna ride someone home. 

I don’t even want to know what that means… 

 It mns ride home, somon drive here.  It’s late. 

I’ll come get you.  Stay where you are. 

Don’t let anyone drive you anywhere. 

“Let me drive you home,” Taras growled in my ear.  I looked up at 

him, my phone forgotten. 

“Yeah?” 

He nodded.  Laura hit my arm, giggling.  “You should “go home”, 

Mel.” 

“You’re right.” I handed her vape back, taking a breath to steady 

myself, then leaned against Taras.  “You gonna okay?  Call a driver, right?” 

I asked Laura.  She nodded and grabbed me in a hug. 
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“Love you, gurl, happy Friday.” 

“Mm, love you, night.” 

My phone dinged as Laura romped off with Brad and Randy.  Taras 

patiently walked me to his car, steering me out of the street as I texted 

Tabitha. 

 Good to go.  Have a ride. 

Who? 

I texted the puppy emoji then giggled as I clicked off my phone.   

Taras unlocked the doors to the smallest car I’d ever seen in my 

life. 

I hiccupped, “Do you even fit?” 

He barked a laugh and I giggled uncontrollably as I stumbled, lost 

my balance, and rested on the passenger door.   

“That’s totally whatsshe said, am I right?” 

“Da, eto to, chto ona skazala, krasivaya.” 

I liked his accent and how pleased he seemed.  I managed to pry 

the tin can open and fold into the car.  Then I sat in hysterical laughter as 

he crammed his huge body behind the wheel. 

“IIIIIitty biiiiitty living space,” I gasped between laughter.  I wiped 

at my eyes.  I snorted, helpless to more giggles as he had to slam the door 

twice. 

“God, your shoulders don’t even fit.  Think little thoughts.” 

“Laugh it up, Chuckles.” 

I saluted him as I kept laughing, unable to breath.  “Aye, aye,” I 

choked out. 

He smiled at me, and turned on the car.  I lifted my fingers to the 

warm air from the heater and was dazed by the red and blue of the dash. 

“You know what?” I demanded seriously. 

“Chto?” 

“We need music, and do you have cigarettes?” 

“No to smoke, yes to Muzyka.” 

“OOoo muzyka!” I tugged my phone out of my pocket, juggled it, 

then got control of the slippery device.  “That’s totally my first Russian 

word.  Did I say it right?” I found my Spotify app. 

“No.” 
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“Harsh.  Lie to me, Taras.” 

“It was so fluent, for a moment I believed I was at home in Siberia.” 

I breathed on my finger nails, then polished them on my scarf.  “Yer 

welcome.” 

He chuckled and pulled the car out of the parking lot. 

“Does this sardine can have an “aux in”?” 

“I’m surprised it has windshield wipers, your highness.” 

“I’m being super cereal right now, Lassie.” 

“Lassie?” 

I snort-giggled. 

“More macho and dangerous, like Kuj--” 

“Buddy?” 

“Light, no.” 

“Chance?” 

“Melody.” 

“Ol Yeller.” 

“Mel-” 

“Balto.” 

He sighed heavily. 

“Balto it is.  Dude!  Stop at Holiday!” 

He swerved into the street and our little environmentally friendly 

car roared, no mewed, through a red light.  Taras cranked the wheel, laid 

on the horn, and with the help of all the snow, we skidded into a parking 

space at Holiday.  I fell out of the car and went in to buy my own vape.   

Back in the car, Mango Juul in hand, I figured out that there was an 

“aux in”.  I fumbled a cord out of my pocket and plugged in my phone. 

“Always be prepared,” I mumbled as I flicked through songs.  

“Whatcha wanna listen to?” 

“Do I really have a choice?” 

“You’re sooooo sweet.  No.  No, you don’t.” 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

“Melody, how many times must you listen to Call Me Maybe?” I 

asked, in pain. 
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“At least once more, Miss Swann.” 

“What?” I asked.  She giggled, looked me right in the eye and hit 

play again. 

I allowed it.  She was entirely too cute miming out a telephone and 

bouncing in the seat next to me.  She played it three more times.  Then she 

grew quiet as she flicked through titles on her phone.  She found one she 

wanted.  It was primal.  I liked it. 

“What’s this?” 

“Kongos.” 

I tapped a beat on the steering wheel as we waited at a red light.  “I 

don’t know where you want me to go.” 

“Home.” 

“You sure?” 

“No.  I mean, I’m having fun.  Are you hungry?” She asked as she 

pulled off her hat.  I inhaled her honey scent and gripped the wheel. 

“Yeah.” 

“Me too.  Bdubs?” 

“B-what?” 

“Chicken waaaangs,” she said in what I think she thought was a 

Southern accent.  I laughed with her. 

“They’re closed, I’m sure.” 

“Piiiiiizaaaaaaaaaaa,” she growled.  “I have Patrol on speed dial.” 

In a flash, I was directed to a small building over the bridge in 

Moorhead.  She slipped from the car again to ‘gather our feast’.  I waited 

patiently.  Maybe I glanced over my shoulder to make sure she was still in 

the building.  And maybe I hoped the guy she was talking to slipped and 

fell into the pizza oven.   

My phone rang. 

“Chto?” 

“So, you finally made contact,” Dima said on the phone.  He 

sounded smug. 

“Are you spying on me?” I demanded.  I looked around at the 

empty snowy streets, as though I was going to see my Alpha standing in 

the parking lot. 

“You sound different,” Dima said. 
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I sighed into the phone and fidgeted with Melody’s little hand knit 

hat.  Did I?  Already? 

“No, I don’t.” I deflected. 

“Happy, I think.  Is she with you right now?  You’re speaking 

quietly.  Is she asleep in your bed?  Is this a bad time, Taz?” 

“Fuck you.” 

He growled a deep rolling laugh. 

“What do you want?” 

Her hat was soft.  I played with the long braided tassels and thought 

about how the yellow and cream was the perfect color for her hair.   

“Durachit’, she’s a part of all this, whether you want to admit it or 

not.  She is your mate and she is there when you need an ally.  She wears 

Degus around her neck.  Have you explained--” 

“I haven’t explained shit.  If the world is going to end, that’s more 

important than-- 

“Taz, shut up and listen to your Alpha.  You are in this together.  

She knows runes, or will come to know them.  We don’t have time for you 

to ignore your feelings.” 

“I don’t have any feelings to ignore and I don’t--” 

“You should fuck her and get on with saving the world.” 

I raised my eyebrows, intrigued, playing out scenarios where that 

might be an option, then snarled, “No.” 

“Stubborn pup,” Dima growled, “Last week a tornado rampaged 

through a village outside of Tomsk.  A tornado, Taz!  It is unreal.  The 

weather is not the only thing deteriorating.  The Blood Warriors have 

resurfaced.  They are taking human sacrifices.” 

Melody opened the door to the car and plopped into the seat next 

to me with two pizzas, and a smaller boxed that smelled like hot wings.  

She grinned at me.  I raised my eyebrows at her and gave her a thumbs up. 

“Yeah.  Well I can’t really do anything about that right now,” I 

interrupted Dima. 

“Who’s on the phone?” Melody affected a “stage whisper”. 

“I am up to my ears in blood, trying to stop them, trying to keep it 

quiet from the authorities.  You don’t have the luxury of courting your 

mate, or trying to ease her into this life, because you need to act--she is 

there with you!” Dima accused. 
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“I understand.  Yeah.” 

“Tell her about us.  You need your mate, Taz.” 

I mimed the talkie talkie hand gesture to Melody and she started to 

giggle.  The sound was intoxicating. 

“Sure,” I chuckled. 

“I can hear you are distracted.  I’ll call later.” 

“Sure, whatever.  Later is fine.” 

I hung up on him and tossed my phone into the center console. 

“Ready?” 

Melody was hooking up her phone. 

“Hell yes.  I’m starving.  Let’s go to your place.” 

Your place… 

I drove without any real hurry.  Trying to calm myself.  She was 

willingly at my side, ready to go back to my hotel room. 

“I came to dance, dance, dance…” Melody sang along with the 

music, bouncing in her seat again. 

Stop light after stop light, Melody grooved next to me singing “Ooh 

woo, I’m a rebel just for kicks, now.” She played songs twice, and smoked 

her mango smelling fake smoke.  I realized that for the first time in a long 

time, I was actually having fun.  Sure, the world was going to end, but with 

her next to me in the little car singing, apparently carefree, I couldn’t 

remember why I was supposed to care about anything. 

I didn’t want to tell her about the supernatural world.  I didn’t want 

to ruin how much fun we were having.  I wouldn’t confront her, not yet.  I 

remembered how scared she’d been.  I didn’t want to frighten her more.  

She’d melted in my arms this evening.  Possibly it could be the amount of 

alcohol she and her friend had consumed.  I had enjoyed dancing with them 

both.  Laura seemed like a true friend and sister to Melody.  It was no 

wonder the witch had been keeping them apart.  I glanced at Melody. 

“Everybody talks, everybody talks, everybody talks too 

muuuuuuCH…” 

She believed her sister was human. 

Dammit. 

Convincing her that Tabitha was dangerous was going to be 

difficult.  I didn’t know what spell the witch had cast, but it was strong.  

Melody was clueless.   
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When we came to a stop light at the intersection of 13th Ave and 

25th St, Melody grew quiet.  I squinted my eyes at the snowy night around 

us.  We weren’t far away from her apartment.  How much of a radius did 

the black magic have?  I sped through the intersection, then down 13th Ave 

gauging her mood.  She grew quieter and unplugged her phone when we 

drove past Cash Wise grocery.  We were now only a few blocks away from 

her home. 

“Want the radio?” She asked.  Her voice was quiet. 

“Sure.” 

She turned the radio on. 

...second disappearance of this kind.  Authorities are requesting 

anyone with any knowledge of Mr.  Larson to please call… 

She hit seek on the radio and found a weather report. 

...cold again this evening.  It’s not rare, folks, to have such low 

temperatures in December, but we’ve certainly hit a record for the lowest 

temperature for this date... 

She hit seek again. 

...personally, I know its aliens.  We are talking about one hundred 

and sixty people in the last few months.  That’s more than in the last 

fifty-five years!  I’m not trying to scare your listeners, Art, but there isn’t 

any other explanation.  We’re being hunted... 

She flicked the radio off, and as we drove by West Acres Mall, she 

seemed to relax.  That far.  What kind of monster had that kind of reach? 

“Where are you staying?” She asked as we slid to a stop at 42nd 

Avenue by Target.  I pointed left. 

“The Clubhouse.” 

“Okay,” she paused, then pushed up her glasses.  “We can go there.  

It’ll be warm.” 

“Okay,” I said, not at all excited or eager.  She turned and squinted 

her eyes at me.  She was cute, nerdy, suspicious, and starting to sober up. 

“Just so you know, I have pepper spray now.” 

I barked out a laugh.  “Fair enough.  But you haven’t used it yet.” 

“True….  I have pizza, too,” she added with a giggle.  “I’m really 

hungry.  Drive faster.” 

I did.  We got back to my hotel in record time.  She pulled back on 

her hat and fumbled her way out of my little car.  We went through the 
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lobby and the attendant normally on duty wasn’t at the desk.  It was late 

and she was probably doing office work.  When we got to my ground floor 

room nearest the emergency exit, I opened the door, then stood aside to let 

her go in first.  She struggled through the door with the pizza boxes and set 

them on the bed.  After shrugging out of her coat, hat, and mittens, she 

climbed up on my bed, pulled a pizza box to her, and began to eat like the 

world was actually ending and she would never eat again.  She moaned 

around a mouthful of cheese. 

“Oh my god,” she gestured at the pizza, “help yourself, Taras.” 

Was it possible to think my name sounded so good coming from 

her mouth when it was that full of pizza?  Yeah.  I shook my head.  I was 

going to lose this battle.   

“So,” she said opening the hot wings box, “tell me what Tabitha 

won’t.  What’s going on?  Why are you in Fargo of all places?  And why 

shouldn’t I trust my only sister?” 

Everything at once.  Typical human. 

I shrugged out of my green bomber jacket and let it drop to the 

floor, then sat down on the edge of the bed leaving space between us so 

Melody wouldn’t spook.  I was annoyed that she didn’t want to know about 

me first, but at least I had gotten her away from the witch and was alone 

with her. 

Progress. 

I slipped my phone out of my pocket and tossed it on the bed, then 

took off my shoes.  She watched me as she ate, her glasses slowly 

unfogging. 

“So?” She asked, pushing the pizza box toward me.  I pulled off 

my black beanie and threw it on the floor by my coat.  I took a piece of 

pizza and ate.  Thinking about what I wanted to say first.  I wasn’t sure 

what I should lead with.  We ate noisily for a moment. 

“This pizza is really fucking good,” I declared, reaching for more. 

“Right?” She said, licking her fingers as she ate hot wings.   

“So, if you want it all, there’s a lot to explain,” I said through 

cheese. 

“I want all of it,” she confirmed, then frowned as she dropped a 

chicken bone into the box, thinking about what she’d said.  I resisted the 
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wicked grin that dared to light up my face.  She was so easy to tease.  

Flustered, she pushed at her big glasses. 

She shook her head.  “Can’t you just tell me?” 

“Everything you think isn’t real, is.  “Monsters” are real.” 

She reached for more pizza, listening.  I scooted the box closer to 

her.  She looked up suddenly, her eyes bright.  “So like vampires--” 

“Why is it every time I tell a human female that the supernatural 

world is real, they immediately want to know about those fucking 

bloodsuckers?” 

She giggled, which drew my eyes back to her.  I was still frustrated, 

but that sound, mixed with her scent... 

“Holy shit vampires are real.  Are they like the Anne Rice novels 

or the Twilight crap?” She asked in a rush. 

I clenched my jaw and forced out, “Rice.” 

She clapped her hands and bounced where she sat on the bed.  “Are 

there any in Fargo?” 

“Probably.  There are werewolves too.  Maybe we don’t live as 

long, but--” 

“Can you smell vampires?  Like, could you take me to meet one?” 

I narrowed my eyes and scooted a bit closer to her, reaching for the 

hot wings.  Closer was better.  The food camouflaged my need to be closer 

to her.  “I don’t know if there are any in your city.  Yes, I can smell them,” 

I raised my hand to silence her question, “they smell like old blood and 

death.  And no, I won’t be taking you to meet any.  They eat humans.” That 

took her excitement level down a peg.   

“Yeah, but there’s probably good ones, like you, right?  Don’t 

werewolves eat humans too?” 

“Werewolves eat hot wings,” I said, beckoning for her to hand me 

the box.  She obliged. 

Yeah.  Werewolves did eat humans, once upon a time.  Most of us 

had lost the taste for them, though.  Humans turned out to be so utterly 

devoted to their packs that should they lose even one, they would hunt us 

down to the last wolf.  We had learned that human society was similar to 

ours, a pack mentality.  They might be weaker, but they were like us in that 

regard.  In the ancient times, it was a human, after all, who had first endured 

the werewolf curse.  This didn’t stop most of our population from believing 
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that humans were inferior, simply from a strength standpoint.  They 

couldn’t heal themselves.  They didn’t have superior hearing, eyesight, 

tracking, or hunting skills.  They were weaker than us.  But in large groups 

they were dangerous.  My own tribe had pledged to protect humans, 

because while a few were no threat, the entire race hunting us would mean 

our eradication.  Humanity was most formidable when attacked.  Fear made 

them killers. 

“I don’t know much about the inner workings of vampire society.” 

I admitted, then burped and dropped the empty wing box on the bed.  “Nor 

do I want to.  Centuries ago, my pack pledged to stop hunting humans.  But 

there are others that still do.” 

“So, you’re a good guy?  Taras, did you eat the bones too?” 

“Maybe.” 

She stared at the empty box. 

I smiled at her.  I liked that she was intrigued, I could tell she had 

questions.  She opened her mouth, pointing at the box, then opened the 

other pizza box and put food in her mouth instead. 

“Are there other werewolf tribes here, or are they all in Russia?” 

She asked. 

“There are tribes here.” 

“Are they like cousins, or distant family?” 

“No.  We are like humans.  Perhaps once there was one Alpha pair, 

but we do not know for sure.  We are multicultural, like you.” 

“Huh.  That’s really cool.  So, what are the ones here like?” 

“Good guys,” I said, easily, eating more pizza. 

“Cool.  What else is here specifically?” She asked, then burped and 

fell back against the pillows.  She giggled.  “‘Scuse me.” 

I huffed out a chuckle, then took a deep breath.  Did she really want 

to know this?  “Wendigo, Skinwalkers.” 

Her face went pale, and she sat back up. 

“Yeah, well, I mean I haven’t scented any, so you should be safe.”  

“Sure.” 

“Most supernatural beings don’t venture into the heart of human 

populations.  They prefer to pick you off if you enter their territories.” 

“What else?” 
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“Witches, ghouls, ghosts, shapeshifters, dragons, demons, the 

Faery,” I thought a bit, “Atlantis, mermaids, oracles and lesser fortune 

tellers, goblins, elemental creatures of all kinds--” 

“Ents?!” Her eyes were wide and round. 

I nodded, and she leaned toward me again.  “So not all of the 

magical creatures are monsters.” 

“Well, monsters to you, because humans always label powerful 

things they don’t understand as monsters.” 

“That’s not fair.” 

“But it’s true.” 

“I never called you a monster.” 

“You were afraid of me though.  It was implied.” 

“No, it wasn’t.  I’m not scared of you.  I’m--” 

I raised an eyebrow and watched her search for the right word. 

“Wary of you.” 

“Close enough to scared.” 

“Are you like this, or is your true wolf form like a timber wolf or 

something?” 

I looked at her.  Right to the point.  So human. 

“No, my true form is not a timber wolf.  My tribe does not take that 

form.” 

“So, you’re human looking.” 

“No, I am Garou.” 

“What’s that look like?” 

I tried to think of a movie she might have seen that was fairly close 

to accurate. 

“Like Underworld?” She asked when I’d fallen silent. 

“Yeah.” 

“Whoa,” she puffed out a breath.  “That’s intense.” 

“Yeah.” 

“So, what are you doing here?” 

“Stopping the world from ending.” 

“How?” 

“I’m supposed to go to the center of North America and...” 

“And what?” 
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I laughed, “I don’t know.  My Alpha only told me that much.  The 

oracle he consulted doesn’t have any more information.” 

“That sucks.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Maybe the oracle was wrong?” 

“By their nature, they are not.  They are also rare, so when you find 

one or when one seeks you out, you listen.  I just don’t know what I’m 

supposed to find here.  There isn’t anything out of the ordinary.  I mean, 

besides…” I stopped myself from telling her besides finding her.  My mate.  

She was rare, she was out of the ordinary.  I had a bad feeling that the oracle 

had meant me to be here because of Melody. 

“Besides?” Melody asked. 

“It’s nothing.  It’s...complicated.” 

She pushed up her glasses, then sighed and laid back against the 

pillows again.  Her movement bathed me in her scent. 

Light, blind me. 

“Why complicated?  Just because you don’t know what to do now?  

Or?  Did you find something?” 

“No….  yes…” 

“Is it Tabitha?  Do you think because she’s a witch that--” 

“No, not the witch.  It’s you--uh--that necklace you have.” I took a 

deep breath to still my rapidly beating heart.  I’d almost admitted to her 

that she was my mate. 

“Because of the rune?” 

“Runes are powerful, and Degas represents cataclysmic change.  I 

think you are a part of my...quest,” I finished lamely. 

“I’m going to help you save the world,” she whispered to herself, 

but I could hear her as though she had spoken normally.  “I’m in a fantasy 

novel, and this is the call to action.  Jesus God.  This is so freakin’ awesome 

and scary at the same time.” 

She looked at me.  “I want to help you.  I really do.  But I don’t 

know how.” 

I crawled to sit next to her.  She did well not to show how much 

she wanted to get away, but I could hear her heart beating faster. 

“I don’t know either, but we’ll figure it out together.  Thank you 

for wanting me-uh, wanting to help me.” I corrected.  She giggled and 
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flushed.  That adorable little giggle...I closed my eyes reminding myself 

that I didn’t want a human for a mate.  She wouldn’t survive my bite, she 

wouldn’t survive the ritual to make her part of the clan.  She was weak.  I 

chanted the word “weak” in my head a few times to distract me from how 

little and sweet she was.   

“What do you want me to do?” 

I twitched.  She’d said that far more seductively than I think she’d 

meant.  Or I’d heard it in the tone I wanted to hear.  She tilted her head, 

watching me. 

“Taras?” 

I groaned and got up to pace the room. 

“Research,” I bit out.  “Find out anything you can on the weather 

or,” I snapped my fingers, “missing persons.  That stuff on the radio, some 

guy thinks aliens are--” 

“Are.  Aliens.  Real?” She demanded dramatically sitting up.  I 

laughed. 

“Not that I know of.  But something is happening.  Perhaps 

different supernatural factions are moving against humans.  I don’t know 

why.  See if you can figure out the whens and wheres.  I am planning to 

visit one of the old human tribes in the north this week to see what they 

know.” 

“Old human...the Native Americans?” She asked. 

“Yeah, the Indians.” 

“I don’t think we can use that term, Taras.” 

“Maybe you can’t, but I’m not a human, remember?” 

“Is it politically incorrect if you aren’t human?” She pondered. 

“Not my circus, not my monkeys,” I told her and was delighted 

when she belly laughed. 

“My dad says that,” she wiped her eyes and giggled again, “or my 

foster dad, whatever, Dad.” 

“Foster?” 

“My parents died when I was little.  Their friends, my family now, 

took me in.  They’re my guardians.” 

“That’s something,” I said, thinking that I needed to find out more 

about her past.  She had no tribe.  ‘Guardian’ was a very special term where 

I came from. 
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“What is?  Humans do adopt, Taras.” 

“No, well, yeah I know they do, but, Tabitha is a witch, are all your 

guardians magical?” 

“I think she’s faking it,” Melody said, crossing her arms.  “She’s a 

regular human, like I am.” 

I eyed her.  “She’s not.  She’s powerful, and she’s very old.” 

“Old?  What do you mean?” 

“Older than me,” I clarified. 

“How old are you?” 

I grew quiet, not sure I wanted to tell her.  Humans were weird 

about age, probably because they died so easy.  “Seven hundred,” I 

mumbled quickly. 

“Seven hund-what the fuck!?” She shot up from the bed.  “I’m sorry 

did I hear hundred after that?” 

“Maybe?” 

“Holy crap, Taras, I’m in your hotel room!” 

“Why are you yelling that like it’s an accusation?” I demanded.  

“What does my age have to do with you being--” 

“Like seven hundred, even?  You were born in the year 1318?” 

“Well, my birthday isn’t until summer so, 699?” 

“Oh, yeah, well when you get that old, why not round up?” 

“You don’t have to be weird about it.” 

“No?  Are you sure?  You’ve been alive longer than...like anything 

ever.” 

“Thanks.” 

Fucking humans. 

“Jesus, you’re older than this whole country.” 

“Melody.” 

“Older than Canada.” 

“Mel--” 

“Older than electricity.” 

“M--” 

“Definitely older than the telephone.  Jesus, the earth was probably 

still flat when--” 

“Melody.” I said again, trying to get her to snap out of it.  She kept 

going until I couldn’t stand it anymore.  I stood in front of her and took 
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hold of her shoulders.  She stopped naming the things I was older than and 

looked slowly up at me through her large glasses. 

“Age has its advantages,” I growled, angry. 

“Y-yeah?” 

I smoothly removed her glasses and leaned in to kiss her.  She 

melted against me so readily it made me dizzy, euphoric. 

Matehood.  It was a connection deeper and more vibrant than 

blood.  I was going to give in to it and become nothing more than her male.  

I would exist only to follow her through her lifetime, providing for her, 

protecting her, keeping her warm. 

I shook my head and pulled away from her.  No, I was more than 

just her mate.  I was the son of a murdered chieftain.  I had not yet reclaimed 

my father’s holdings, but I would take them back and avenge him.  I was 

going to stop the apocalypse, single-handedly.  I was myself.  She could 

not--would not--define me.  I was an ancient powerful wolf.  She was 

nothing more than a blip in my lifetime. 

She made a little sound, the combination of a moan and a gasp 

mixed together into something instantly irresistible.  My instincts, the true 

wolf in me, demanded I make her mine.  I could hear her heart racing and 

scented her arousal. 

“I will...  take you home,” I said, meaning both home to Russia and 

home to her apartment.  She nodded, her eyes out of focus.  I felt her body 

relax into that swoon again and caught her.  It pleased me to know she was 

helpless to fight her attraction to me. 

“O-okay,” she said, “That’s probably a good idea.” She lifted a 

hand to her face, pushing up glasses that weren’t there.  I laughed gently 

and handed them back to her. 

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” She repeated, something in her tone 

making me believe she was trying to convince herself to leave.  I couldn’t 

resist. 

“Unless you want to stay?” 

“Huh?  Yeah--no!  No, take me home.  Tabitha will blow a gasket 

if I’m not home soon.  Not that I care.” She was annoyed at the end and 

seemed to come back to herself. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. 
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“Yeah.  I’m just,” she looked at me, her blue eyes clearing and her 

cheeks pinkening, “I’m not that kind of girl, sorry.” 

I smiled at her.  “What kind of girl are you?” 

She flushed deeper.  “Not immune, Taras, but I don’t know you, 

you’re a werewolf, and we probably should be out saving the world, right?” 

“Sure.” 

“Sure?  I mean this is,” she waved her hand between my chest and 

hers, “excellent, right?  But, bigger fish to fry and all that, or something.  

Ugh!” She stretched her arms up to put them around my neck.  “Just kiss 

me one more time and then take me home.” 

“As you wish, zolotse.” 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

“What does that mean, what you called me back at the hotel?” I 

asked before I got out of Taras’ car. 

“What did I say?” 

“You’re going to pretend you didn’t say anything?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He smiled, because he 

did know, and I suspected he wanted me to say the foreign word, and since 

I wasn’t sure what it was, I was reluctant.  It could mean anything. 

“I’ll Google it.  Along with everything else I have to research.” 

“Do that.  You sure you’re fine?” He asked. 

I tilted my head, hearing real concern in his question.  “Yeah, 

why?” 

“This place doesn’t suit you.  I don’t understand why you chose it.” 

I frowned looking at our apartment building.  It wasn’t the Hilton, 

sure, but it wasn’t a pile of boxes under the bridge either.  “What do you 

mean?” 

He narrowed his eyes, looking from me to the building, something 

seemed to dawn on him.  “Ask your witch sister what I mean.” 

That put me on edge.  “Ooookay.” 

“I’m going north for some answers.  I’ll be back in a few days, 

maybe by the weekend.” 

“Sure.” I got out of the car, but before I could shut the door he said. 
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“Are you okay?” 

“I don’t know, Taras.  Monsters are real, and you’re a seven-

hundred-year-old werewolf.  I don’t really see how it can get much 

stranger.” I shut the car door and buried my face into my scarf as a gust of 

wind assaulted me.  The werewolf drove off leaving me staring at my home.  

What did he see that I didn’t?  It wasn’t that bad, it was what Tabitha and I 

could afford anyway. 

“Well, he’s seven-fucking-hundred years old, Melody.  He’s 

probably rich as hell and has standards.” 

I rolled my eyes at myself and went inside.  I closed the door behind 

me and flicked on the light to find Tabitha sitting on the couch in the living 

room like the quintessential “Mom”.   

“Don’t look at me with that tone of voice.” 

“Where have you been?” She snapped.  “I texted and you didn’t 

even respond.” 

“Too cliché, Tabby, you know exactly where I was.” 

“With Laura?” 

I slipped out of my coat and tossed my scarf, mittens, and hat onto 

the chair.  “Yeah at the bar.  But the werewolf gave me a ride home.” 

She crossed her arms, instantly furious.  “Seriously?  It took him 

two hours to get you back here?” 

“No, well...  He was willing to talk to me about this new 

supernatural world that I’ve stumbled onto, unlike someone I know.” 

“Why does it matter if you know more?” 

“Because he told me he’s here to stop an apocalypse, 

Tabitha...That’s a big fucking deal and I want to help with it.  He thinks 

that I’m involved and needs my help.” 

She snorted with such derision I felt anger heat my cheeks.  “Oh, I 

can’t help?  I don’t see you, an ‘all powerful’ witch, doing anything to 

help.” 

“Why do you believe him?” She demanded. 

“Why wouldn’t I?” I suddenly didn’t know why I had believed him.  

He’d just said the word “apocalypse”, and I’d filled in all the blanks myself, 

completely ready for adventure. 

“Shit, it’s not real?” 

Tabitha shook her head. 
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“But he is a werewolf, right?” 

Tabitha nodded, “But he’s fed you bullshit.” 

“How do you know that?” I believed her.  She sounded so sure, and 

she was my sister.  Now that I wasn’t with Taras, I knew she was right. 

“Does he have, like, mind control powers or something?” 

“Yeah, and he’s supernaturally sexy and knows you can’t resist 

him, so he’s poisoning you against me.” 

I sat down on the couch next to her.  What she said didn’t really 

track. 

“Why?” I asked, confused.  “I mean, why now, why me?” 

Tabitha leaned and took my hand.  “Werewolves eat people, 

Melody.  I’m sure he’s trying to lure you away so he can kill you.  That’s 

what they do.  They find someone that they want, and they separate them 

from their family, their protection, and they kill.” 

God, like a wolf pack hunting deer.  Separate out the weak one.  

Was I the weak one? 

“But you said I had power?  Why I am weak?” 

“Because you are looking for love, for a place to belong.  So, he’s 

spinning you a tale that puts you at the center of some heroic adventure.  

He knows you were a librarian.  He knows you probably feel like an 

outcast, a loner.  You hide your good looks behind that nerd-chic attire.  He 

can tell you’re looking for adventure so he’s going to make you believe 

you’ll get it with him.  Until he gets you alone and kills you.” 

“God.” 

“I know, that’s why I was so upset tonight.  I’m worried about you.  

This isn’t a game, Melody Grace, he’s a predator.” 

“I totally was alone with him in his hotel room tonight, too.  He 

was telling me that all the “monsters” are real.  That I can’t trust you 

because you’re a witch.  He even kissed me.” 

Tabitha stared at me, her eyes dark in the shadows of our living 

room.  “All lies, and luring you with lust.” 

I was quiet with her hand in mine.  “He said you were old, older 

than he is, and that you’re dangerous, but he never did tell me why.” 

“Because I love you, and I can protect you from him.  How old does 

he think I am?” 

“I don’t know.  He said he was seven hundred.” 
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Tabitha snorted a laugh.  “I’m not that old.” 

“Right?” 

Something about her laugh brought me comfort and made me feel 

like I was home.  She never told me how much she loved me, but she’d 

shown me all my life.  There was always a warm home for me with her.   

“God, Tabby, I’m sorry.  This is all so weird.” 

“You know we’re going to have to kill him, Melody.” 

I looked at her, shocked.  “What?  But we can’t.” 

She nodded.  “You’re so soft, sweet.  I know you don’t want to, but 

he’s dangerous.” 

“How are we going to do that?  I mean, he’s huge, neither of us can 

take him in a fight.  And he’s probably got superhuman….  everything.  We 

wouldn’t be able to sneak up on him.  No way I’m even entertaining this 

idea.  We can’t kill someone, Tabitha!” 

“He’s not a person.  He’s a monster from myth and legend that’s 

skulking around our home, trying eat you.  I will not sit by and let that 

happen.” 

“Jesus,” I swore, “This is heavy.” 

She nodded and squeezed my hand.  “I’ll do it.  A friend of mine 

knows how.  I’ve already contacted him and asked for his help.  You don’t 

have to be involved.” 

Kill Sexy Russian?  That didn’t feel right, but Tabitha was in 

earnest.  She meant everything she was saying.  Would I really go along 

with this plan? 

“I can’t let you make yourself a murderess for me, Tabby.” 

“He’s not human, Melody.  He’s a werewolf.  It’s better if we 

destroy him before he has a chance to hurt someone else.  They don’t just 

kill one human, once they get a taste for us, they can’t stop.” 

I looked into her black eyes and knew she was right. 

“Shit.  We totally have to kill him.” 

She nodded, “Yeah, we totally do.” 

“Who’s your friend?” I asked, “Is he like Van Helsing?” 

She chuckled and shook her head.  “No, he’s...well yeah, I guess 

that pretty much sums him up.” 

I didn’t know what to say.  My witch sister and her Van Helsing 

guy friend were going to kill my sexy werewolf.  What can you say to that?  
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I’m used to regular dilemmas like, do I want fries with that?  Usually the 

answer is yes, I do want fries.  But what if the fries were super fresh and 

salty, but if I ate one they’d kill me, or add seven hundred pounds to my 

thighs instantaneously?  Would I still eat them?  Was this really the best 

analogy I could come up with?  Melody, get it together, she’s talking about 

Van Helsing-ing someone, well, somewolf. 

I remembered how right it felt to have him hold me.  The powerful 

feeling of belonging I also associated with my sister.  Was it the same? 

Sort of? 

No, it wasn’t the same.  I loved her, she was my sister, but the 

rightness wasn’t there.  Briefly, I let my hand stray to my necklace and was 

calmed by the simple reflex of curling my fingers around the stone.  And 

then I saw it, briefly, like when you blink after staring at the sun and you 

see red dots.  But I didn’t see red dots.  When I looked around I saw a 

vacant room.  I saw cobwebs, a hole in the ceiling, and a rat scurrying out 

of sight.  Fear stabbed my heart.  I did everything I could not to let it show 

on my face.  Taras had looked at my apartment building not with derision, 

but with concern.  He’d asked me if I was sure I wanted to go home, not 

just because he was trying to get my pants off, but because...it wasn’t 

habitable… 

“Geez, what a day,” I said, in a tone that I hoped sounded tired.  

Tabitha nodded, seeming not to notice that anything was amiss.  I watched 

her relax, maybe believing she’d won. 

All the monsters are real. 

I took out my phone to see what time it was.  Past bar close.  Tabitha 

reached for a blanket and the remote.  I got up and walked calmly to the 

kitchen and grabbed a cup then turned on the tap for some water.  I watched 

the clean fresh water drain into the brilliant white sink. 

I filled my cup and drank.  It tasted like water. 

“Hey, hun, do you wanna make some popcorn and watch a Jane 

Austen flick?” 

So perfect, she knew me so well. 

“Yeah, I can do that,” I replied as my heartbeat pulsed in my ears 

She giggled and turned on Netflix then started scrolling through 

choices.  “I think after today, it’s okay to escape into a TV fantasy.” 

“Right,” I echoed, “fantasy.” 
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