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CHAPTER ONE
N
AOMI
T
RETHEWAY
WAS
A
WEREWOLF
, but that didn't stop her head from aching after work. Nor did it stop her shirt from gluing itself to her back while she waited for the light rail in the hot sun. She shifted her bag to her other shoulder. After what seemed an eternity, the little white train pulled up. Gold Line. Finally.

She settled into an empty seat, tucked her bag on the floor behind her legs, and pulled out a well-worn paranormal romance. The week was over and she was going to imagine a different world, one where she didn't have to pretend. A world where she didn't have to hide. It was good to escape into the book, even if they got it wrong. There were always too many vampires. In real life the damn things were solitary – they didn't bunch up together like in the books.
 

She rubbed the soft skin under her eyes. The sunlight at the light rail would have helped with the headache if it was the normal sort caused by the cheap fluorescent lights, but today she couldn't get the stink of Ginger's perfume out of her nose. Ginger was a total bitch anyway and then she slathered on the disgusting perfume. Ginger would blather on and on about her kids to anyone who would listen and she stunk up the joint. Honestly, who used to rose-based perfume these days anyway? Besides, Naomi could tell when someone hated her, and Ginger definitely did.
 

She shut her eyes – just for a minute.

She jerked awake just as the light rail passed her stop. She would be walking back from Sunrise. Again.

It wasn't that she minded walking. She loved walking through the neighborhood, down the river, in the forest, but walking back down Folsom Boulevard with all the zooming cars irritated her. They were always so loud with their radios going and the smells of exhaust, and after growing up in the country she was always just a little paranoid that someone would jump the curb and hit her. She knew it was stupid, but walking along the busy road wasn't relaxing, not like running along the river. Still somehow she was in a much better mood by the time she dropped her backpack just inside her front door. She kicked off her shoes before feeding Mr. Betta Fish his three evening pellets. She could just hear her mother's voice asking why she wanted such a useless pet when her phone rang right on schedule.

"Hi Mom." Not like she needed this again, but then again, who did?

"Have you met someone?"
 

Naomi stifled a sigh. A normal mom would at least ask how you were first. Aaron from the gym had asked her out last night, but with the moon she had to tell him not this weekend. Besides, human didn't count with Mom anyway. "Nothing's really changed since yesterday."

"Well, are you ready to come back home yet?"
 

"No. I like my work." Which was only true sometimes. Days like today weren't really part of that. "I love my house."

 
"The farm's a lot better."

"I have the whole American River Parkway in my backyard," Naomi said as she settled into the big comfy chair that she kept just for these conversations. If Mom was going to make her uncomfortable, she deserved any sort of comfort she could get.
 

"You should stop wasting your time down there and come home. It's time you found a mate."

"I can find a man down here just fine. Bryan sure found one."

"I said mate, not a man." Naomi could practically hear Mom's eyes roll through the phone. "And you know what I think about that. He'll be home looking for a mate as soon as this little phase is over."

"I don't think so–" Naomi frowned as Mom cut her off.
 

"Speaking of phases…" Here came the real reason for the call. "Why don't you just drive up for the weekend? The moon is going to be nice and full, and we have visitors."

"If you really want me to meet them, why not drive down to see me?"

"To the city? For the moon?" Her mom snorted like that was the most ridiculous thing she'd ever heard.

"I'm right next to the river. Plenty of deer and rabbits out here. The turkeys aren't bad either."

"Naomi," Mom said sternly.
 

"Mom."

"Don't take that tone–" The phone pinged in her ear. Another call. Thank God.

"Speak of the devil. Bryan's calling. I gotta go." Naomi switched to the other call. "Hey Bry, you totally saved me from Mom."

"We have your brother." A weird voice distortion hissed in her ear. One of her brothers must've downloaded a voice changer.

"Who is this? George?" She glanced back at the caller ID half listening. It said Bryan. He must have gone home for the weekend. "Bryan?"

"Yes, that is the one we have."

"Right, ha ha. Very funny. Which one of you juvenile delinquents stole Bryan's phone?"

"We have your brother and we know what he is."

"Sure you do. Enough's enough, just because it's the weekend and I'm not coming home doesn't give you the right to prank me. I can still take you down Georgie."

"We know what he is–"

"Yeah, you and everyone else. Who cares? Bryan's gay. Even Mom knows. You need a new bargaining chip. If you don't tell me who you are, I'm hanging up. You have three seconds."

"On Monday at nine, we will force your brother to transform, then we will kill him on the Capitol steps. We will announce what you are to the world, then we will hunt you freaks down." Her phone beeped in her ear and the voice was gone. That didn't sound like a joke any of her brothers would pull.

CHAPTER TWO
S
HE
HAD
TO
CIRCLE
THE
block times to find a parking space for her bug, and that was still three blocks away. The moon had her to senses up and ready to hunt. Everyone was out tonight. They grouped together like prey. Usually Naomi avoided the bar scene. Music flooded her senses from the restaurants and bars that dotted downtown Sacramento. She fumbled her ear plugs into her ears. At least she could block out some of the sounds. The bouncer stood in front of a long line of people already waiting to get in. Did people really go out this early? Everyone was dressed to party, but she was still in her work clothes. Naomi cut to the front of the line.
 

"I'm just here to see Mindy real quick," she said.

"Sure you are. Just got to pay the cover." The bouncer towered over her, trying to intimidate her, like she was trying to sneak her way in. She could snap him in two if she wanted.
 

"Come on, I'll be gone in like twenty minutes. I just have to talk to Mindy."

"Twenty bucks." She thrust the money into his hand headed upstairs. Why did Mindy have to have a bar anyway? Naomi sidled up to the bar, elbowing her way between patrons. Then caught sight of Mindy whose thick braid fell down her back to the top of her two sizes too small black jeans. Her petite frame and baby face made her look about fifteen. Of course, she had documents to prove she was 21, but only God and Mindy herself knew how old she really was.
 

"Naomi! What the hell are you doing here?" The bartender wrinkled her nose. "I thought I smelled dog in here tonight."
 

"Very funny," Naomi said. "But I got a problem. You hear about anything weird going on in town?"

"Weird like how?"

Naomi lowered her voice. "I got a phone call this afternoon… Said they had my brother. Gonna kill him at the Capitol on Monday."

"What?"
 

"So, you hear about anything weird going on? Any strangers come into town lately? Anyone who could take down my brother?"

Mindy shook her head. "I don't know about anything new in town, but… Hang on a minute." She turned to one of the other girls working the bar. "Hey, cover me. I'll be right back." She led Naomi through the crowded floor, past the bathrooms, and into the hall beyond. "There have been some fledglings gone missing. Just less fledglings in general actually. I haven't heard about anyone getting threats like that. Maybe it'd be best to just get out of town a few days."

"Hello! I can't run away. They are going to kill my brother. I don't even know who they are. I am hunting their asses down and finding Bryan." Naomi caught Mindy's eye. "That's why I need you."
 

"Me? How the hell would I know where to begin? Honestly." Mindy tried to go back down the hall.
 

"You are going to drive me to Davis," Naomi said blocking her.
 

"You can drive your own happy little ass to Davis. What do I want to go out there for?"
 

"I can't drive myself. Not tonight. I barely made it out here without running off the road."

"Not tonight - oh. The whole moon thing, but don't you have someone else that can take you?"

"Yeah, you know the girls from yoga would just love this. Somehow I can't see them dropping everything for me to go put my nose to the ground where Bryan disappeared. You, however, owe me."
 

"I can't just leave work."
 

"Please," Naomi said.
 

"Well I can't," Mindy said, crossing her arms.

"Why can't you? Boss-lady gonna write you up? Oh, wait. I forgot that's you. You own the place." Mindy had set it up so her staff all thought the manager owned the bar. She said she didn't want her staff to try to take advantage of her youth.
 

"Shh." Mindy clearly didn't want the rest of the staff finding out.

"Shush yourself. You're driving me to Davis. We'll talk to Mikey and see where the last place he saw Bryan was. Go from there."

"What are you some kind of detective now?"

"No, but I know what my brother smells like. I can follow his scent."

CHAPTER THREE
"'I'
LL
OWE
YOU
A
FAVOR
,' I said. Silly me I forgot you wolves are like the Mafia." Mindy pounded the steering wheel for emphasis. "All family and clan and you'll cash in–"

"It's not like that. Someone is going to kill my little brother."

"You have five of them. What difference does it make?"
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