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P
ROLOGUE


 

Granite Mountains, Wyoming – Ten Years Ago

 

I
t was getting harder to make a dishonest living these days.

Four bighorns. Wouldn’t have been a bad haul for a day’s hunting—except it’d taken them damned near a week to bring down just those four, and they couldn’t hang around any longer. Time to move down to Mexico for the winter. Bag a few howlers, maybe a jaguar or two, and bide time until these grounds cooled off. Business in the States had gone to hell over the last few months.

And he blamed the goddamned kid for that.

How the little shit managed to get out of those chains, he had no idea. They’d lost a month looking for the bastard, too, before they gave up and headed out here. There was no trace. Part of him hadn’t been that surprised—the boy might’ve been a worthless waste of flesh, but he could track anything, anywhere. Meant he could cover his own tracks just as well.

Which the kid had somehow managed to do with five or six broken bones and massive blood loss from the latest beating he’d handed down. After the brat opened a couple of industrial padlocks without a key and shucked loose from twenty pounds of chain.

When—not if—he found the slippery bastard again, that boy was going to pay. With interest.

For now he had to focus on moving the family. A few of the trucks were going to need repairs before they crossed the border, and they had to replenish some of the heavier supplies. Hopefully this outpost carried something more than standard ammo.

The place was new. Sturdy and cleaner than most of the clapboard shacks and grungy back rooms he usually dealt with, wedged under an outcropping in the shadow of a red rock mountain. He’d stopped the caravan half a mile out and come alone to get a bead on the place. Just to make sure there wasn’t a repeat of Montana.

A few years back, some fly-by-night operation up in the flatlands had tried to steal his haul, while him and his two oldest boys were inside cutting a deal. So as a kind of public service, he’d been obliged to kill the bunch of thieves running the place.

Eventually. After they stopped screaming.

Inside, the outpost was bigger than it looked—and mostly empty. His footsteps echoed in the spacious front room. There was a plain wooden desk at the back, rough shelving against the walls with boxes of ammo and a few cheap rifles, and something that looked like an oversized dog bed in the corner with a dish of dirty water beside it. Two doors on either side of the desk, one open and one closed. Nothing more, and nothing he wanted.

He was about to leave when a voice said, “Are you selling, or buying?”

The voice came from the shadows beyond the open door. He looked steadily at the opening. “Neither, if this is all you’ve got,” he said, one hand straying to his gun. “Because from the looks of things, you don’t have shit—and you can’t afford what I’m selling.”

“Oh, I’m sure we can,” the voice said. “The question is, are you selling what we want to buy?”

He sneered at the shadows. “I don’t deal with ghosts. So unless you want to step out here and show me you’ve got something, I’m gone.”

After a brief pause, a figure stepped out—and his internal alarms went off. A man in a suit like that had no business in a building like this, in the middle of Wyoming nowhere. This smelled like Feds.

His piece was already in his hand. “If you think I won’t gun you down, and any other—”

“Please.” The man spoke sharply, with absolute command. The way he raised his hands was almost mocking. “If we wanted to capture you for any reason, we would have by now. We’ve been watching your…crew for several days.”

He gestured with the gun. “Who’s we?”

“Do you recognize this?” The man reached for his left sleeve with his right hand.

“Don’t move.”

“I’m not armed,” the man said patiently as he unbuttoned the suit jacket and pushed the sleeve down, revealing nothing more than a tattoo—a dark blue, looped cross that ended in the point of a sword. “Do you know this symbol?”

His finger caressed the trigger. “Doesn’t mean a damned thing to me.”

“Good. We prefer to hire those who aren’t familiar with our organization,” he said. “People who know about our work typically have some…mistaken beliefs that are hard to break.”

“Hire?” he said. “So this is about a job.”

“Yes. A very lucrative, ongoing job, in fact.”

“How lucrative?”

“A quarter of a million dollars. Per specimen.”

He raised an eyebrow. “All right. You’ve got my attention.”

“Happy to hear it.” The man tugged his sleeve back into place. “Now, if you’ll lower your weapon, I’ll show you what we’re looking for.”

He still didn’t trust this slick son of a bitch. But if this was a sting, the people behind it were incompetent. The Feds never tried to offer outrageous amounts of money. They knew no one would fall for something that much over black market rates—the bastards played it safe, tried to make things seem legitimate. If this was a serious offer, he wasn’t going to turn down that much money.

And if it was a setup, he’d just kill everything that moved in this place.

“Fine.” He lowered the gun, but it was staying in his hand. “Show me.”

The man in the suit glanced at the gun, shrugged and turned aside. “Come on back,” he said. “My name is Redfield, by the way. And you are?”

“You’ll get a name if we have a deal.”

“Fair enough.” Redfield jerked his head and melted into the shadows.

He crossed the room. When he neared the doorway, a light came on—and something whimpered faintly, like an injured animal. Christ, did this guy have a specimen of whatever he wanted in there with him?

The next room was smaller. Another man in a suit sat at a desk to the right, working on a computer with two monitors. There was a table next to the desk with a satellite phone, a briefcase, and a stack of folders. Toward the back, a hospital-style curtain enclosed one corner of the room. That was probably where the whimper had come from.

“My associate, Wurther.” Redfield gestured at the other man, who didn’t bother turning away from the computer. “Now. You seem like a man who’ll believe what his eyes tell him, no matter how…unusual,” he said. “Am I right?”

A whisper of unease moved through him, but he pushed it away. “Guess that depends on how much unusual we’re talking.”

“More than you’ve ever seen. But I assure you, it’s very real. And it can make the right people very rich.” Redfield nodded at his associate. “Bring up the feed.”

Wurther tapped at the keyboard, and a video window opened on the left-hand screen. It showed some kid who looked around twenty or so, pacing back and forth along the short wall of an otherwise empty room. He’d been roughed up pretty hard. The faint sound of his footsteps came from the monitor’s speaker. He stopped occasionally to glare at the camera, and then went back to pacing.

“So you’re hunting people,” he said carefully. If this group was into human trafficking, they might actually be offering that much money.

“Not exactly.” Redfield produced a phone, swiped the screen and hit a number in the address book. After a minute, he spoke into it. “Gretchen. Turn the lights on in cell five.”

He didn’t hear the response, but a low, humming sound came from the speaker and the video image flashed bright. The kid in the room screamed and fell to his knees, throwing an arm across his eyes as if he was trying to block the light.

And then he started to change.

They ran the video for two or three minutes that stretched out forever as screams became growls and snarls, skin became fur, teeth became fangs, and the impossible creature lunged at the walls again and again, slashing with lethal claws. Finally, Redfield spoke into the phone again. “Enough. Thank you, Gretchen.”

He stared open-mouthed at the screen long after Wurther closed the image.

“Let’s not mince words here,” Redfield said. “That is a werewolf. And it’s not the only type of creature we’re interested in. They’re called Others. And our mission is to find them, capture them, study them and take them apart. And ultimately, wipe them from the face of this Earth.”

“Others.” His hand trembled slightly as he gripped the gun tighter, and it pissed him off. Fear was a weak emotion. “You want us to hunt…that.”

“Yes. Not just weres, but all types of non-humans. Vampires. Bogies. Fae. There are so many species. All of them quite dangerous, but very…rewarding. Satisfying, as well as lucrative.” Redfield opened the top folder on the desk, glanced at the papers inside and closed it again. “We’ll provide you and your crew with full training, and keep you supplied with the equipment you’ll need to capture them alive.”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	18
	...
	25
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Ghouls Night Out by Terri Garey



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Universal Language by Robert T. Jeschonek



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Ordeal by Linda Lovelace



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Serving Crazy With Curry by Amulya Malladi



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Search for a Star by Cindy Jefferies



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Last Druid by Colleen Montague



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Quality of the Informant by Gerald Petievich



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Sun Kissed by Catherine Anderson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Alpine Decoy by Mary Daheim



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Toyotomi Blades by Dale Furutani


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    