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Wet leaves gave gently under his paws, their dead, decaying spines folding 

in on themselves. Twitching his nose, Caleb dug his claws into the cold and 

soggy ground. Spring was knocking on the door of the world, and the leaves 

were doing their best to mulch and protect the new, fragile life stirring just 

below the ground.  

Known as “lesser” immortals to the Fae—and thought of as such by the 

angelics—his kind were probably the most looked down of all the immortals. 

Even shapeshifters, who were not true immortals, were better thought of than 

werewolves. 

One side of Caleb’s mouth pulled up in a satirical grimace, uncovering a set 

of wicked sharp canines. No better than dogs, they said. Without the potty 

training, they snarked. His claws bit deeper into the leaves, slicing through and 

shearing the side off a newly sprouted sapling. The life of the forest sang 

through every living thing, shooting a shivering, joyful song up through his 

paws and deep into his body.  
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The Magic knew him. Knew his kind. It didn’t care if an immortal wore fur 

and claws or stony skin and fangs.  

At the thought of their mortal enemies, Caleb’s teeth bared in a silent snarl. 

The vampires were what brought him to this part of the woods tonight. Hunting 

them, that was. The forest creatures had been whispering about the silent 

shadows of death for days. Normally this wouldn’t be their neck of the woods: a 

little too densely populated, but not dense enough for them to blend in with the 

crowds. This stretch of woods had been a sort of neutral, unclaimed zone for 

decades.  

When the humans moved in and built a small community, the wolves moved 

on and the shadow lurkers steered clear. They couldn’t blend in here, and if 

their leaders did manage one thing, it was to keep their existence a secret.  

The wolves didn’t require a threatening gag order to keep silent. Caleb’s kind 

had enough common sense not to go blabbing to humanity that they weren’t 

alone. They all knew instinctively what would happen.  

White sterile labs. Cold metal. Needles. Eventually, an end to their kind. He 

grimaced and shook himself, trying to flatten the hairs of his back as they rose 

in reaction.  

Caleb liked humans well enough, as a general rule. Not that he had much 

interaction with them. He’d been a wolf for a few hundred years . . . he’d lost 

count actually. Counting years wasn’t so important when you didn’t change or 

die. 

Tilting his head upward, his eyes sought and found the great mother, the 

White Lady. It was late in the month. She waned only a thin, bright, crescent; a 

shard of silver like a wolf’s fang or claw. Still, her song called out gently to him, 

spoke deep to his soul, and soothed him. The White Lady watched over the 

night, even as she retreated from the sun. If he hadn’t been hunting, Caleb 

would have offered her a soft howl, a greeting soul to soul to let her know her 

children never forgot her. It wasn’t to be this evening. He’d have to rely on his 

brothers and sisters to do the job for him. 

The forest quieted, leaves stilled, and the trees held their breath.  
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Hair rose once more on his back. Paws flexed. His senses were screaming at 

him. No longer alone. Danger. The undead. Muscles flexed tight and adrenaline 

pumped heavy and hot through his veins. Caleb scanned the dark forest 

slowly, putting every tree and shadow in its place until he found the one. Yes, 

there. That one didn’t belong.  

The size of a four-year-old sapling and dressed in dark colors, it nearly 

blended in. The shadow only made one mistake: It stood too still. Even the 

eighty-year-old pines had movement in their trunks, life in their bodies. This, 

this . . . thing—Caleb suppressed a shudder—didn’t have a spark of life in it. 

None of the Magic flowed through the lifeless pile of skin and bones. 

The shadow lurker must have realized Caleb could see it. It shifted ever so 

slightly. Caleb growled low in his throat and crouched. It occurred to him that 

he should have brought backup. But Jon was so busy, and their newest pack-

mate wasn’t totally trained yet. This was what came of being picky about who 

you had at your back. Oh well, it wasn’t his first run-in with the shadows, it 

would never be the last.  

Focusing all of his energy and senses on the shadow-lurker, Caleb leapt into 

a full sprint. The undead were fast, but few of their kind could outrun Caleb. 

Dodging trees, homes, and fences, he steadily gained on the shadow. His body 

sang with the thrill of the hunt, the knowledge that tonight there would be one 

less creature of death in the world. Keeping his eyes on the shadow was a 

challenge, but one he was up to. Caleb filtered out all else. His body and mind 

were consumed by the hunt. Instinct ruled. 

Until the deafening blare from his left. The flash of lights. The crunch of 

metal on bone. The darkness. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Jules always considered herself a full-time idiot, but this went beyond even 

her normal levels of stupidity. Exhaust rose up in the dim night to curl about 

the red of her taillights, like the entrance to the gates of hell beckoning her and 
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every other willful idiot home. Sliding the truck into park, she took a 

shuddering breath and unbuckled her seat belt.  

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she whispered to herself as she 

zipped her coat up to her chin and pocketed the keys, leaving the lights on 

despite the warning bells sounding in the cab of the truck. Even the vehicle 

thought she was an idiot.  

Pardon, knew she was an idiot. Jules bent forward and ripped open the 

glove box with shaking fingers. The old flashlight her dad insisted she always 

carry was solid and heavy in her hand. She clicked it on, relieved to see the 

beam was bright and steady. 

Finally, there was nothing left to do but open the door. “Oh my God, oh my 

God—” Jules slid from the truck down to the cool damp ground, shivering in 

the frosty air. Edging around the bed and tailgate, she held her breath until 

she could see into the roadway.  

It was empty. 

Her shoulders dropped as she let out a gasping sigh. Relief, confusion, a 

little bit of terror. . . . Anything hit that hard with the solid metal of her truck 

should have been a roadkill pancake. A sound drew her eyes to the side of the 

road a hundred feet back. Something enormous and furry was lying there in a 

heap.  

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my—” she started to run toward it, 

stopping halfway there and walking determinedly, then power-walking . . . 

finally she settled for a hasty jog.  

The mass of fur and blood was a dog. An enormous, dark-furred canine, 

with pointed ears and a fluffy tail. “Oh my God, I killed Lassie!” she cried out, 

throwing up her hands. “I’m a monster!” 

The dog moved and she jumped back. “Gah!” Its side rose, harsh and 

labored. Still alive. “You’re not dead! Oh thank God, you’re not dead!” 

Bending down over the dog, she tried to see its injuries better. His limbs all 

seemed to be pointed the right way, but blood marred his thick, dark fur, and 

she’d be shocked if he didn’t have at least a few broken ribs. Honestly, it was a 
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miracle he was alive at all. At any other point in the road, he probably wouldn’t 

be, but on this particular blind, uphill curve, Jules always slowed down to forty 

miles per hour. Which was only ten miles per hour over the speed limit, and 

the slowest she drove the entire way home. 

She thought he might survive though, with some medical attention. Biting 

down on her lip, she swayed between her truck and the dog in indecision. He 

took another gasping breath and her fists clenched. She couldn’t leave him.  

“Lucky for you, buddy,” she whispered to him, running a hand over his 

shoulder and the softest fur she’d ever felt. “I know an awesome veterinarian.” 
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