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Prologue

Frank was on his back in a dumpster. 

Pieces of cardboard, chunks of plastic, and trashbags filled to capacity pressed against him from all sides. A sliver of light slipped in through cracks in the warped lid, allowing him to see clearly. He panned his snout back and forth, sniffing through the layers of smells. The combination of rotting seafood and salt told him that he was near the waterfront, but he had no memory of how he had gotten there. The lack of a hangover told him that he had not been drinking, at least not enough to end up in a dumpster with a gap in his memory. The other alternative that came to mind was that someone had tossed him into a dumpster. 

"Sonofabitch."

A comforting nudge in his side told him that his revolver was still with him. At least he could blow something up if he needed to. He hauled himself out of the muck and pushed up the dumpster cover. The fresh air was a blessing. He swung over the wall and landed in crouch, ready for an attack from any direction. 

Several chunks of rotted cabbage and a flattened peach fell from his clothing. A sickening splat reached his ears as they hit the ground. He brushed the rest of the trash off of his matted fur. His fingers slid into a putrefied tomato. He gagged, trying to control his waves of nausea. 

A quick check determined he had shaken most of the trash from his body. Looking down at himself, a familiar pang struck him. If he had still been human, if his body wasn’t covered in fur, it would surely have been easier to clean himself up.   

He quickly wiped his hands on what had, until now, been his best corduroy bellbottoms. As he examined his torn clothing in the dim light of dawn, he realized that they were stained with blood, not garbage. A quick check of his furry body revealed no sign of injury. The blood was not his own. Its scent told him that it was from a human, yet as he sniffed the air, his snout going into overdrive, he did not detect anyone else nearby. He looked around, his eyes scanning every inch of the long alley. 

He shrugged off the remains of his tweed suit jacket, revealing his fur-covered chest and then tried to remember what had happened. He had been in his Gremlin, heading home. He remembered receiving a call for assistance over the radio from a squad car and a beat cop. 

He had gone to help. 

He had stopped next to the abandoned police car in front of a warehouse, conscious of the frantic cries for help over the radio. There had been some gunshots from somewhere inside…and then something had happened…pain had lanced through his body seeming to strike every inch of him at once. As if he had been shocked. He had fallen to the ground and rolled onto his back. That was the last thing he could remember. 

His whiskers quivered, sending a pinprick of pain up his snout. He had never had trouble remembering things before, even when he drank heavily. Someone had hit him with something, perhaps an electrical shock or some form of drug.  That was the only explanation.

The thrumming of distant car engines caught his attention. Although there were no vehicles or people close by, the city was beginning to wake up. He sniffed the air, picked up his own scent, and followed it back. 

At the alley’s end he emerged onto a broad street that divided several warehouses. Old railroad tracks cut down the center of the street where freight trains had once traveled. Parked in front of the building to his right, he saw the squad car; its lights still flashing. As for the officers who had driven the car, they were nowhere within the range of his senses. 

Frank felt oddly exposed without a partner to watch his back. But Brent was dead. Just as those who had come before him. From now on he was a solo cop. 

A quick check of the car revealed that the radio had been smashed and the shotgun was missing. Frank brushed the fur under his snout. The motion did nothing to calm his anxiety, not that rubbing his goatee had helped much when he had been human either. 

He looked up at the warehouse. The large metal door swung open as if beckoning him to enter. The two officers he had tried to help the prior evening might be somewhere within that structure. He pulled his revolver free of its holster and climbed the stairs in two strides. Whoever had blindsided him would not take him by surprise a second time.

A trail of blood, fresh blood by the smell of it, led inside. Frank listened, his canine ears straining to hear any sound, but the building was silent. He sniffed the air again. The sudden, overwhelming smell of perfume clouded his senses, preventing him from smelling anything else. He flattened his ears back against his head.

Damn them. 

Whoever they were, they had hit on one of his weaknesses. He wondered why they had left him alive. Two answers came to mind. One, they had simply miscalculated or two, they were playing some kind of game with him. Either way, they would pay. He pulled back the hammer on his revolver and proceeded inside. 

***

The trail ended in a small office. Several chairs, their stuffing torn out of them and shredded, lay at odd angles around the room while a small wooden desk had been split in half as if by a mighty karate chop. A tangle of electronic wires and circuit boards, attached by a thread to the body of a Mac Classic, hung from the single remaining fluorescent light above. The light fixture swung back and forth causing shadows to dance around the room.

The scent of perfume was almost nonexistent here, allowing Frank to detect several layers of smells. The top layer was the iron stench of human blood. Beneath that layer he detected the scent of lemon meringue pie. He felt the fur on his back rising, some of it poking through the holes in the tattered remnants of his shirt. He growled. Lemon meringue happened to be his favorite dessert. Something told him it was not coincidence.

A low moan, barely audible to even his superior hearing, emanated from the other side of the double doors on the far side of the room. Every muscle in his body tensed. He crept up to the door, then kicked through and burst inside. The several piles of large wooden storage crates filled the room forming a ring in the center. The two missing cops were there. One of them, a Hispanic man perhaps in his mid forties, hung from a metal support beam by his feet. His eyes were closed, but the moan was coming from him. His blue street uniform was smeared with white and yellow ooze. The second cop was lying face down in the doorway, a large lump on the back of his head visible where something had hit him. The smell of thick perfume hung in the air causing him to sneeze twice.

"Damn it!"  Anger burned through him, riding on the coat tails of the adrenaline pumping through his veins. He darted inside, his gun panning back and forth in front of him, ready to fire at the slightest provocation. He dove to the right, rolled, and came up on one knee. Nothing there. He launched himself from the ground, thankful for the strength his disease gave him, and landed on the top of the pile of boxes. Stretching his senses to the max, he scanned, smelled, listened, and felt for danger. The perfume prevented him from smelling just about anything, but his hearing detected no out of place sounds. 

Jumping down from his perch, he ran to the cop on the floor, rolled him over and felt for a pulse. Alive. This cop was younger then the first, with short blond hair, a clean-shaven jaw, and a face that seemed somehow innocent. Frank recognized him as Officer Ryan, a beat cop from the North End.

***

Two weeks later:

"What do you know about werewolves?"  The captain shifted his bulk forward in his chair and looked up at him.

Ryan arched one eyebrow, but managed to stop himself from frowning. He had not expected that question and had no idea how that might affect the outcome of their meeting. He risked a glance at his open performance review where it lay next to his application for promotion on O'Leary's desk. It offered no clues as to the bizarre question.

He scanned his memory, searching for all his knowledge on werewolves. He decided a quick, high-level answer would be best. "Well, Sir, the existence of werewolves was proven in the late eighteen hundreds. They are people who transform into half man half wolf creatures in the light of the full moon. Some of them are good, some are evil, but all of them can be killed with silver weapons. Grenades or other explosives would probably work too, but they are hardly practical."  He thought his memory was pretty good considering that it had been seven years since he had taken the class that had included a section on werewolves.


O'Leary nodded and stood up. He towered a good six inches over Ryan and even though he sported a considerable gut, his arms still appeared to be beefy, his chest broad with muscle.  Ryan swallowed. 

O'Leary looked towards the inner window of the small office. Ryan followed his gaze out of the corner of his eye, but with the blinds drawn he could see nothing of the precinct beyond the glass. The captain paced back and forth for a moment, then stopped to stare at a plaque on the far wall. The bronze shield was an award to be proud of, from what Ryan knew of it. He wondered what O'Leary had done to earn it but was too far away to read the inscription.

O'Leary turned back to him. "And what do you know about Frank T. Wolfe?"

There it was, the real test question. Ryan was still in the running for promotion, though he could not imagine why, and it might just come down to his knowledge of Boston's finest and only werewolf detective. "I know mostly what has been reported of his career by the local news channels."

O'Leary's face darkened. Ryan hurried on, his mind turning over information seeking a way to make up lost points. "Not that I believe everything I see on television. I know that he suffers from a unique form of the virus that causes a person to become a werewolf and that this derivation of the original virus causes him to be stuck in his half man, half wolf state all the time. And I know that he was the first officer on the scene that night I was attacked in the warehouse "

O'Leary stopped his pacing and leaned forward to put his knuckles on the desk. "Yes, the warehouse. I'm going to level with you, Ryan."

Ryan wondered why O'Leary had focused on the ware house. "Okay."

"There are a lot of more qualified applicants for this position."

Ryan sighed quietly. He wished O'Leary would hurry up and reject his application so he could get the hell out of that office and back to his foot patrol.

"But for this position," O'Leary continued. "I need someone different. As you probably know, Frank has recently lost his twelfth partner in six years. As with each of his former partners, the review board has cleared him of all charges."

Ryan had not heard the outcome of the review board's inquiry, but he was aware of the loss of another partner. Frank seemed to be cursed. Ryan had read about some of the werewolf's former partners. One of them had been shot in the line of duty, another had died of cancer, a third had been hit in the head by a falling anvil. Each of them seemed unrelated and Frank had been absolved of any fault. Ryan had to admit a certain admiration for Boston's most famous policeman.

"There are those of us who don't buy it."

Ryan forced himself not to frown. "It, Sir?"  

O'Leary cocked one eyebrow. "You know what I'm talking about."

So much for playing dumb. Ryan had always respected Frank as an officer. The werewolf had had more arrests than anyone else in the history of the department. Unfortunately he saw where the conversation was leading. "You're referring to the growing feeling among some of the other officers that Frank is somehow responsible for his partners' deaths."

O'Leary grunted his approval. "That's right. As a result, Internal Affairs has asked me to select someone to be Frank's new partner, someone that will be able to get to know Frank, watch him, learn his motivations, then report back to them with evidence of his guilt. They believe that he is a menace to the city and to the department and needs to be contained."

Ryan frowned, his cheek involuntarily twitching. They wanted a snitch, someone to spy on Frank, someone who they could convince of Frank's guilt, but who would appear to be innocent of any bias, someone young, someone relatively unknown, in short they wanted someone like him. He clasped his hands behind his back.

"You want someone to help you bring Frank down."

O'Leary's eyes narrowed. "That's right. This is a great opportunity for you, Ryan. If you don't take it, it could be years or maybe never before you get that promotion."

Ryan managed to stop his cheek twitch. If O'Leary had noticed he did not seem to care. O'Leary had basically just told him that he would never be promoted unless he played ball with them. It was blackmail really, but he could never prove it. Help them destroy Frank's career. He couldn't do that because he did not believe any of their theories. Of course if he said no, they would just find someone else, possibly someone who did believe it. If he was careful, he might just be able to get the promotion and prove to them that Frank was innocent. It was a risk, a big one. They could easily ruin his career. He silently cursed himself for applying now for promotion and being in the wrong place at the wrong time. If Frank found out, the wolf would surely kick his ass. And if the other cops found out, they would never again accept him. Catch 22. 

"Before I give you an answer, I have one question for you."  Ryan was pretty sure how O'Leary would react to the question, but he had to ask it, nonetheless. "What if you are wrong. What if Frank really is innocent?"

O'Leary said nothing for a moment, he simply stood there, watching him. After a moment, he clenched his hands into fists, breathed out, then opened them back out and raised his palms up. "Frank is guilty."

Ryan wondered just how O'Leary had become so convinced of the wolf's guilt. It was possible that he knew more than he was telling him, but why keep secrets that could hinder him from proving Frank's guilt?  It didn't make any sense. But if Ryan's gut was wrong, and there was some truth to the captain's suspicions, then he had to at least consider the possibility that Frank was responsible in some way for the deaths of his partners. If true, then he could be placing himself in great danger. Regardless, he had no choice but to take the job. It was his and Frank's only chance.

He waited for more from O'Leary, but after several minutes he realized that the captain had nothing else to say on the matter. He just stood there watching eyebrows raised in exptectation. 

Ryan knew what he had to do. "Very well, Sir. I accept."

O'Leary slowly smiled, then he straightened and held out his hand. Ryan gripped it, grimacing as O'Leary squeezed hard. "Good decision. Congratulations, Detective."

Ryan's cheek twitched.

