



One Day on a Full Moon

       By Leslie Thompson

     I am a werewolf. Unbelievably, there are those who would take offense to that term. In this politically correct world, the preferred terms are lycanthrope, the fur enhanced, and the lunarly challenged. Personally, I prefer to call a spade a spade. I turn furry and four legged once a month. So anyone who doesn’t like the way I refer to myself can just suck it. I am a werewolf.

     I could tell you how it happened. But it involves tedious story telling, me doing some stupid things, and ending in a vicious mauling. It really doesn’t matter anyways. All that matters is that this is how my life is now. I have two choices, adapt and learn to live with my new situation, or I can roll over and die. Since I’m not the suicidal type, I adapted.

     Besides, it’s not like I had to go it alone in my new werewolf lifestyle. True, I haven’t gotten around to telling my parents about it yet. Mom’s a worrier with a heart condition, and Dad, well Dad’s a bit of a fundamentalist. Odds are pretty good that if Dad found out that I am a werewolf, he’d shoot me full of silver and set my corpse on fire. Poor Mom would drop dead at the sight of Dad exorcising my demon. I decided that it was in everyone’s best interest to keep them in the dark on this one.

     My brother Sean has been there with me from the very beginning. Not bad for a guy who used to kick the crap out of me for just looking at his toy cars. He started out by helping me make my first kills. He took me out to a patch of forest and wounded a deer for me to eat. He wolf-proofed my house and managed to keep me barricaded so that I didn’t eat anyone during those first few months. He even managed to find the local pack when I was too nervous and shy to do it myself. Now Sean was my roommate and best friend.

     According to the Lycanthropy Safety Laws, there is a slew of things I’m no longer allowed to do. I’m not allowed to own a gun, I cannot hold a job in medical, teaching, or law enforcement. I had to register myself as a werewolf on the predator registration and information website, and as a consequence, I’ve been run out of four neighborhoods and two apartment buildings. Now I live in a little ramshackle house in the middle of nowhere. Sure the place is, at best, a cozy dump, but my nearest neighbor is miles away, and there’s good hunting in the woods behind my house. 

     But what bugs me the most about the Safety laws is that I’m required to see a paranormal psychologist every week. It was a precaution the state had insisted on monitoring the mindsets of the werewolves and make sure we weren’t getting dangerous. One bad report from one panicky and stupid shrink and I could wind up in a permanent safe house or a silver-lined coffin. That was not a situation that felt conducive to good communication if you ask me. My shrink once asked me what it was like to be a werewolf. I told him that it was a lot like PMS. Once a month it turns me into a real bitch.

     Now it’s been about a year and a half since I became a werewolf.

     Today is the first day of the full moon. Thanks to the Lycanthropy laws, I had the week off. The government assumed that during the full moon, werewolves were too unstable to endure any kind of stress without shifting form. They also assumed that no one would actually become a werewolf on purpose. We are considered victims of our fate. So we were given the week of the full moon off, and my boss was required to pay me for it. Ha-ha. It does explain why the man is so rude to me.

     But as always, where there’s good, there is bad. Since I’m not working my square job this week, I’m required to watch over our new wolves and the pack’s chronically stupid. It sucked because my general pack role is to bale werewolves out of trouble and to hold their hands while they did idiotic things. But I did it around my work hours. During the full moon, I had to do it all day, every day. I even have a title to go along with it. Unfortunately, no one can pronounce it, not even me. So everyone calls me Mom or Mother.

     The responsibility did make me the highest-ranking female in the pack. Along with handholding and problem solving, I got to slap around people for doing really stupid things. But I haven’t been able to work up the rage or the nerve required to really abuse someone. But it didn’t seem to make a difference; everyone did what I told them anyways. I once asked our Alpha, James, why he’d stuck me into this pain in the ass job. He’d simply told me it was because I was the strongest woman in the pack. That’s not much of an accomplishment in this pack. There are only five other women in the pack, and one of them is less than six months old, and the other four are less than a year. But then there’s the fact that James wants to get into my pants. That was most likely the reason for my high status.

     What was going to make this month worse than the other eighteen full moons I’ve been through is that my body chose today to be on my period. I was bloated and crampy, and very, very bitchy. I didn’t want anyone near me, and I had very little tolerance for anything. Since every male werewolf in the pack was going to be sniffing around me for the next week, this moon was really going to suck. And not in a fun way.

     Sean appeared out of his bedroom and swept my car keys off of the table. I wondered what he thought he was doing as I scowled and held my hand out to him.

     “Gimme,” I snapped. Sean grinned so that my irritation levels skyrocketed. He twirled my keys on his finger and looked smug.

     “You’re not allowed to drive during the full moon,” Sean said. “You know that.”

     The new driving laws were ridiculous. I hated them and I have no intention of obeying them. The laws couldn’t be enforced since you can’t tell a werewolf from a human during the day. I also didn’t know of a single wolf that would even consider driving once they’d split their skins. Operating a vehicle was one of those things you needed opposable thumbs for.

     I gave Sean a growl that was more animal than human. It rumbled low in my chest and vibrated through my throat. Sean wasn’t in the least bit impressed with it. He’s seen me get my butt kicked by a baby goat. All he did was stand in front of me and grin like an idiot. He knew that there wasn’t much I could do to stop him unless I was willing to give him a good mauling. Then he’d just turn into a werewolf next month and kick my butt anyways.

     “So where are we going?” he asked.

     “I’m going to the Den. You are staying here,” I snarled making a grab for the keys in his hand. Sean casually jerked them out of my reach. I knew that I couldn’t get them, but I had to try.

     “You can’t drive,” he insisted, laughing. “But I’ll be happy to take you.”

     “Why do you even want to come? I’m just going to baby sit some puppies,” I grumped. I went in search of my purse. I can never keep track of the damn thing. I heard Sean guffawing as I began to tug my purse from under the bed. Sean was already behind the wheel with the engine running. He grinned at me through the windshield and revved the engine. I gave him the dirtiest look I could manage and slid into the passenger seat. Sean laughed at me as he pulled out into the street.

     The Den is one of the hottest clubs and restaurants in the city. It was an impressive complex of buildings covered in beige stucco and gaudy neon. The sections the general public knew about were divided to allow specific activities without bothering anyone who didn’t want to take part. One section was a sports bar that had dozens of wide screen televisions that displayed every televised game in the world. On most nights, patrons sat in booths and at tables and exchanged gossip and local news. Another building acted as a dance club and bar. There was a very large security staff of werewolves there every night but the full moon. They pulled double duty as both bouncers, and as dance partners who thought it might be fun to get up close and personal with a monster. They never worked in wolf form, but that didn’t seem to stop them from being a draw for the public. The third section served as an elegant restaurant with mysterious ambiance and excellent cuisine. 

     The whole thing was owned and operated by Joshua, a pack veteran of nearly a decade. He had inherited the struggling establishment from his grandfather. He had put a new name on it, cleaned it up, and made it very profitable. Shortly after, he was made a werewolf, and he built a safe house and clinic beneath the floor of the business. Then he gave all of it up for the packs use. Josh is a nice guy.

     Josh was one of the few of us who lived openly as a werewolf. It gave the Den a sense of mystery and danger that kept the crowds pouring in and made him a very rich man. But there were a few drawbacks to living openly as a monster. Cops were always at his door every time someone got themselves torn up. Religious groups and “Hunters” had put so many bombs in his car that he gave up driving. And the poor man was shot several times a year. Josh has so many holes in him that he was held in a strange sort of reverence by the rest of the pack.

     Sean and I entered the safe house through a back door near the Den’s kitchens. The restaurant was already buzzing with the lunch rush, and the sports bar had a few early barflies. Sean and I didn’t actually see any of this, but were heard the furious activity coming from the kitchen through the thin wood paneling that separated the staircase from the rest of the Den.

     The stairs emptied out into the pack’s expansive recreation room. It held all the usual things that were found in such rooms. We had pool tables, air hockey, video games, and a basketball hoop. Ratty furniture was scattered here and there with lamps near them so that the bookworms can read. Across the large room to the left was a short, wide hallway that led to the safety room. It was padded and thickly reinforced with steel. It was where our puppies could go to work off their first few hours of rage before they could be let out to hunt.

     On the other side of the rec room was a pair of opaque glass doors that led to the clinic. A human doctor and a werewolf nurse staffed it. Marcel Chunley or “Doc” had burnt out working with human patients and shifted to wolves to make his living. Or so he claimed. I wasn’t so sure. But Doc was good at bandaging us up and treating the very few illnesses that werewolves can contract, so I don’t rock the boat. Most doctors wouldn’t work with werewolves.

     The safe house was empty for now, but it was certain that it wouldn’t stay that way for long. We had two puppies due to come in before dusk. And James always wanted everyone to gather here before we went out to hunt on the pack’s private lands. Doc was no doubt lurking somewhere in the clinic, organizing his tools and hassling the nurse. Full moons were stressful for Doc. Someone almost always came back with an injury and everyone was nasty and contagious.

     Sean sprawled across a well-worn couch while I dove into the bathroom to take care of my personal business. When I emerged, Doc was talking animatedly to my brother. Doc was angry and smelled of fresh blood though I didn’t see any on his person. Sean listened to the other man and just looked bored. I approached the pair and sat down in an armchair without saying a word. If Doc wanted to talk to me about what was going on, he would.

     “I was just telling Sean that Josh was laid up in the clinic. He’s been shot again,” Doc said irritably.

     “Again?” I said exasperated. I really couldn’t get to excited about it. Josh was shot a little too often for anyone to get that worked up about it. “Is he going to be okay?”

     “The perpetrator wasn’t smart enough to use silver shot, so I think he’ll be just fine,” Doc replied. “But I don’t think he’ll work today.”

     I sighed irritably and let everyone see my displeasure. I was going to have to call James in to run the Den. I couldn’t do it because I was supposed to baby-sit today. And no one else could be trusted to do the job right. There were too many criminals and nutters in the pack. Damnit. That left James, and I really didn’t want to deal with him right now. Don’t get me wrong, James is a very good leader, and did a lot to keep everyone safe. The few really violent guys we’ve got lurking on any given full moon behaved themselves once they’d spent a half-hour alone with James. We haven’t had the cops at the Den in nearly a year.

     The problem with James was that he was a prolific womanizer. If you saw what he looked like, it was pretty easy to understand why. The man was a smokin’ hottie. Women just threw themselves at him. With all that pu-tang flying around, any man might give in and go for it. But he’s also gone to bed with every woman in the pack, and every female associated with the pack. It had caused plenty of infighting, which I got to deal with personally. Now he had set his sights on getting into my pants. I’ve rejected his advances often and rudely, but it only makes him more aggressive. With my period going full-blown, the man was going to be a pain in the ass. I’m contemplating a hysterectomy.

     “I’m going to go check up on Josh, and then I have to call the police,” Doc said interrupting my thoughts.

     “What? Why?” I squawked. I didn’t want the cops here. There was no telling what a panicky armed with silver bullets would do inside a building full of werewolves.

     “It’s the law to report gunshot wounds to the police,” Doc replied. “And James says that we need to do more to show that we are willing to abide by human laws. Besides, if the police saw just how often werewolves are victimized, then perhaps they would be more sympathetic to our needs.”

     I loved that Doc included himself with us. It meant that he saw us as people. But I very much doubted the theory that viewing a wounded werewolf would do anything to change police opinion of the pack. If anything, it would just show them that we weren’t as hard to kill than they thought. But still, I could see where James might think that open cooperation would make the humans easier to live with.

     Doc was waiting for me to give him a nod of approval, which I did. It was still unnerving to me that everyone needed my permission to do what they already knew had to be done. As Doc disappeared into the clinic, I picked up the phone and dialed James’ number. He picked up on the fourth ring and I launched into the problem with Joshua and the management problem with the Den. James listened patiently before he spoke.

     “It’s been awhile since I’ve heard your sweet voice, Judy,” he said smoothly. “I was beginning to think that you were avoiding me.”

     “I am avoiding you. Are you coming in or what?” I was definitely too irritable for this. James laughed as if I’d told him a very good joke.

     “Just let me get showered and dressed. I’ll be there in an hour,” he said. “I look forward to seeing you.”

     I hung up without saying good-bye. I had just settled back into my armchair when the door at the top of the stairs opened and Delia walked in. Delia is still nervous and overly cautious about being a werewolf. Since the woman was shy and careful by nature, it was hard to imagine how she’d gotten to be a werewolf to begin with. She came down the stairs, her large eyes made larger by fear as she scrutinized the rec room. Delia has only been a werewolf for two months and being so close to the first full moon made her jumpy.

     Delia was one of those who fought the change. Fighting the change made the experience more painful, and as a result, made the wolfie brain of a new were more violent. We had to put Delia in the safety room and hour longer than our other puppy because she was so very violent after she split her skin. By the time it was safe enough to let her out, she was ravenous, and that made her a messy eater. She always wept bitterly the next morning when she saw her body covered in animal blood.

     I gave her a friendly look of encouragement that made her jump nervously. For the first time, she smiled back at me and perched on the edge of the couch. She looked like she was ready to bolt at the slightest provocation, but hey, at least she had smiled back. It was the first time she’d responded positively to any of the pack. It was a start and I’ll take it. To help calm her further, Sean sat up and began to make regular small talk with her. It worked well. My brother is charming when he wants to be. He had the little woman giggling after a couple of minutes. They ignored me as I settled deeper into my chair to try and ease my cramps.

     “Are you on your period?” Delia asked out of the blue. I shot at a frown at her that let her know that it was none of her business. Instead of turning away in embarrassment, she gave me a sympathetic look.

     “You poor thing,” she said sweetly. I was tempted to tell her to shut-up, but I didn’t want to spook her again, so I let it go.

     Things remained peaceful until I heard a rap at the staircase door. Delia squeaked and jumped off of the couch as Doc appeared out of the clinic and hurried towards the stairs. I stood at the bottom of the stairway while Doc answered the door. I could smell the cleaning oils and the reeking scent of humanity that I’d learned to associate with officers of the law.

     A pair of stone-faced cops wearing dark blue uniforms followed Doc into the rec room. They stared at me with flinty eyes and one rested his hand on his gun. I steeled myself against the stink of their fear as Doc turned and addressed me.

     “Officers, this is Judith Miller, our den mother. Ms. Miller, this is Officer Gentry and Officer Harper,” Doc said cheerfully as if all of this was perfectly normal. The cops nodded and ma’amed me while I gave them a weak smile. Then the three men turned and went into the clinic, with Doc describing Josh’s condition to the men. I collapsed back into my chair with a sigh. 

     “Where’s Delia?” I asked Sean noticing that the woman was missing.

     “She’s in the safe room, I think,” Sean said with a grin. He looked amused by the situation. I fought the urge to growl at him. I didn’t know if the cops would hear me and I didn’t want to spook men carrying guns. To make things worse for me, James chose that moment to come in.

     I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again, James is a smokin’ hottie. I couldn’t help but stair as he sauntered down the stairs in a way that was sexy. Until I met him, I didn’t believe that anyone could make traversing a stairway sexy. Graceful sure, but sexy? Well, it can be done. James had clean cut, wavy, light brown hair. Even though he was fair skinned, James managed to keep a healthy tan that flattered his twinkling eyes the color of new leaves. He was nicely muscled from time spent in the gym, and he wore clothes that flattered his perfect body. He spotted me right away, and he smiled a broad come-hither smile that probably left many a virgin weak kneed.

     But I need more that a pretty face to get my heart pumping. I needed an intelligent mind and an easy personality. Don'’ get me wrong, James is by no means stupid, but it wasn’t the kind of intellect I could connect with. Besides, he’s arrogant and far too used to getting his own way. It made him difficult to compromise with. Not good boyfriend material and I’m not much for casual flings. Too much stress. Besides, beautiful men are only good for one thing, and even then, they’re not even very good at that.

     James came close despite the fact that I was scowling viscously at him and giving him every reason to stay at arm’s length. The look in his eyes told me clearly that I was nothing more than a forbidden toy that he was hell bent on playing with. That kind of attention worked my last nerve, and I let James know it to the point of being blatantly rude.

     I glared and pulled away when James let his fingertips trail along my shoulder. It did nothing to deter him. In fact it seemed to encourage him. He put his body closer to mine and smiled down at me with heat in his eyes. He was too close, with his mouth inches away from mine and my back to the wall. I was all ready to slap the snot out of him if he tried anything. But gladly, it looked as if the pack’s alpha was going to change his tactics.

     “Why are there cops here?” he whispered. He really was too close. The question sounded dirty in such an intimate pose. But I could play his game. I stood my ground and answered him. You don’t run from a wolf when he’s hungry. I guarantee that he’ll chase you.

     “Josh was shot again. Doc said it was on your orders to bring in the police in when stuff like that happens,” I said in a solid voice. Just because I’m not going to run doesn’t mean I was going to play the game.

     “How is Josh doing?” he made it a whisper, like he was suggesting something lewd.

     “He wasn’t shot with silver. Doc says he’ll be fine.”

     James nodded acknowledgement but didn’t say anything. He leaned closer to me so that his face was close to my neck. I scowled but I didn’t do anything. He was just smelling. Everyone in the pack sniffed. It wasn’t a hitting offense. I just waited for James to give me a reason.

     “You smell good,” he said in his husky voice. His breath scalded my neck and I could feel his wolf begin to stir and mine moved in response. I pushed her down and squashed her flat. My wolf liked James’ and she always tried to come to the surface whenever he was around. She was such a slut.

     “You don’t quit, do you?” I snapped. I glared at him and wondered if I could get away with kicking him in the shins.

     “Not until you surrender to me,” he said. He had his hands on either side of my shoulders, thinking that he had me trapped until he was ready to let me go. I growled low, letting James know that I wasn’t happy, but also so that the cops didn’t hear. James chuckled and leaned in for that kiss he wanted. I dropped into a squat that jabbed my knees just below James’ and knocked him off balance. He danced awkwardly back and had to use the wall to keep from falling. A-ha, buttface.

     “Don’t you have work to do?” I snarled as I made a beeline for the clinic. James usually left me alone when there were other people around. Speaking of people, where the hell did Sean go? James watched me go with smoldering lust in his eyes. I ignored him and pushed the glass doors open.

     I found Sean sitting in a little chair next to Doc’s desk. He was flipping through a magazine and looking bored. A few yards away, Doc and the cops were talking softly to Josh behind a privacy curtain.

     “Why don’t you just doink him and get it over with?” Sean asked as he tossed the magazine on Doc’s desk.

     “Because I don’t want to,” I retorted. “Mind your own business.”

     “He’d leave you alone after.”

     “Kind of a steep price to pay to get a guy to leave you alone, don’t you think?” I snapped, unable to believe my ears. Was my only brother actually suggesting that I put out to get a man to leave me alone? Wasn’t he supposed to threaten James in defense of my virtue?

     Sean grinned and shrugged. “It would solve the problem.”

     “Shut-up Sean.”

     I left Sean where he sat and went into the curtained area. Joshua was sitting up and talking to the cops. He looked disheveled and stiff and the tender skin around his eyes were pinched painfully while he talked. The cops were taking notes while he spoke and nodding. Doc stood to one side and watched the scene intently. He was nervous to have the cops here to, though he tried to act like he wasn’t. Josh saw me as he got to the end of his story. His eyes widened in surprise as his nostrils flared.

     “Are you on your period?” he asked. The question took everyone by surprise and Doc barked out a laugh. Everyone was looking at me, so I couldn’t help but blush.

     “That’s none of anyone’s business,” I sulked. I wanted to be angrier, but there were cops in the room, and again, I don’t want to spook men who could kill me. Beyond the curtain, Sean began to guffaw. The cops stared at me with wide eyes.

     “How can you tell that she’s on her period?” Officer Harper asked.

     “I can smell it,” Josh said grinning. Both cops took deep breaths and let it out.

     “I don’t smell anything,” Gentry said. 

     “Well, you’re human,” Doc said laughing. “I don’t smell it either.”

     The cops exchanged looks and Harper shook his head. “Is there any reason why you should care about something like that?”

     “Not anymore than you would. Werewolf women are as pissy as human women,” Josh replied. He let the cops make the connection on their own if they could. The implication was that I was as moody as I had been when I was human, only now I grew claws and longer teeth when I had PMS. Harper made the connection fast and stared at me with alarm. I looked back at him and wondered what kind of psycho his wife was during her time of the month. His hand wandered back to his gun. Time for me to leave.

     I ducked out of the curtain and heard Josh and Doc laughing at my expense. The cops smelled confused, but at least they didn’t reek of fear anymore. They didn’t get the joke, but they knew one had been played on me.

     I banged into the rec room in time to see Delia emerge from the safe room and a pair of werewolves come bounding down the stairs. Fang and Magda were our “social activists”, and a frequent pain in my butt. They supposedly worked towards equal rights for werewolves, but I’m sure they just like wreaking havoc. They were a pair of half-wits who kept themselves eyeball deep in trouble. One of these days, they’re going to earn themselves a silver bullet if someone didn’t stop them. I’ve said as much to James, but he was too busy trying to get into my pants to listen.

     They were winded and smelled of smoke and fear. They were pale beneath the soot streaking their faces, and their eyes looked glassy and wild. I eyed them warily as they glanced nervously about and huddled together. Magda began to giggle. It was a high panicked sound, and if their appearance didn’t make me suspicious, that giggle definitely did. Magda only made that hyena sound when she as up to something.

     “What did you do?” I demanded. The pair jumped, the triumphant smiles dropping from their faces. Fang glanced at the floor, while Magda tried to look at me without staring into my eyes.

     “Nothing,” Magda squeaked while Fang shuffled his feet like a petulant child. The gesture looked absurd on Fang. He was a big man who liked to dress like a bad biker man. He glanced at me from behind the thin stringy curtain of his long hair. Suddenly, Magda squeaked again, and both she and Fang ran for the safe room. I turned and saw the cops exit the clinic with Doc and Sean in tow. The cops were laughing at something and tucking their notes safely away. Harper reassured Doc that they would keep the pack updated on the progress of the investigation, and to have Josh call if he remembered anything new. I stared after them men as they made their way up the stairs. What do you know? The cops actually sounded as if they were sincere in their interest to help us. They no longer smelled of fear either. Relief and hope washed over me. It looked as if Josh might actually get some justice for once.

     I went back to dealing the errant wolves as the cops began to climb the stairs. I followed their scent to where they cowered in the safe room. I glared angrily at them with my hands on my hips. I felt like my mother, and that pissed me off too. I didn’t even have any kids. I shouldn’t turn into my mother until I’ve at least had one child.

     “What did you do?” I shouted angrily. Both of them actually had the nerve to look surprised.

     “None of your damn business, Mom!” Fang snarled back. He called me Mom like it was an insult. I felt hair I didn’t actually have at the moment bristle with anger. My wolfie side didn’t like the way Fang challenged me and it pissed her off. She wanted to do something about it. I could feel the change coming on; this close to moonrise and it would be so easy to split my skin. But I wasn’t sure if I could take Fang in a fight so I gritted my teeth and fought for control. The effort made my menstrual cramps worse.

     I saw that Fangs eyes had bled wolfish and his stringy hair was fluffy with his own agitation. Magda had backed into a corner to get clear of the violence rippling the air. Behind me, Sean was staring over my shoulder and smelling of fear. He had one hand on the door and was ready to slam the safe room closed if the fur began to fly.

     “Don’t, oh please don’t!” Magda begged, tugging on Fang’s arm. “James will never let you get away with challenging the Mother! Even if she beats you, James will only beat you again!”

     Magda’s cries calmed me somewhat. It was nice to know that James had my back even if I wasn’t willing to go to bed with him. I stared coldly at Fang who only bristled more. His wolf was near the surface; it pressed hard near his skin and was clawing for release. I smell his angry lupine scent and felt no fear. After all, James was somewhere in the Den just over my head. No doubt he was feeling what was going on and would be down very shortly. Even if my wrath didn’t frighten Fang, James definitely scared the crap out of him.

     “Shut up Maggie,” Fang snarled through teeth that were getting too long for his mouth. I frowned at him and began to concentrate my wolf towards my shoulders, arms, and hands. At the rate things were deteriorating, I didn’t think I’d have time to split my skin for a real fight. If I tried, Fang would be me too it and tear me up before I sprouted a single hair.

     I felt claws emerge from beneath my fingernails and a fine layer of russet fur emerged along my arms. My upper limbs grew longer and more muscled as I became stronger and my reach extended. Magda shivered at the energy my minor changes produced, and she whimpered. I took a threatening step towards Fang and prepared to give the butthead a mauling of a lifetime. He growled back at me and stepped away. He was afraid of me. That was good to know. Nothing to do but look menacing and wait for the calvary to arrive.

     “I’m not going to ask again,” I let the words come out in a deep terrible growl. “What have you done?”

     “We blew up the DMV!” Magda shrieked. Both Fang and I froze. Neither of us could believe our ears. For me, it was that they’d actually managed to go to far, finally. For Fang, he couldn’t believe that his girlfriend had ratted him out so fast.

     “Why?” Sean’s voice came softly from the safe room’s door. “Are you insane or just retarded? Do you have any idea how much trouble you’re in?”

     “Only if we get caught,” Fang’s voice had gone all wolfie too.

     “Why would you do something like that and endanger the entire pack?” I hissed.

     “We’re protesting the against werewolves. These laws are unconstitutional,” Magda said it as if it explained everything and I should agree. I didn’t agree at all. This was post 9/11; the cops were going to go homicidally insane.

     “Then write your congress man!” I shrieked. “You don’t blow up the DMV! Do you have any idea how many people you’ve hurt?”

     “We didn’t hurt anyone! It was closed when we set the bomb off. Nobody was working!” Magda cried.

     “What about the janitor, or the maintenance crew?” I said. Magda went pale. “And what about all the people who work there? They’re all out of jobs because of you two.”

     “They can find other jobs,” Fang snapped.

     “Enough.”

     Everyone looked to see James filling the safe room door with his big shoulders. His eyes blazed with fury. I could almost hear his wolf raging just below his skin. My mouth had suddenly gone dry with fear and my breath caught in my throat. Magda crumpled to the floor and wept. All the wind was sucked from Fang’s proverbial sails and he suddenly shrunk down to a more human size.

     “If you’ll leave this to me Mother, I’ll take it from here,” James said quietly. I nodded and hurried out of the way. James didn’t even look at me as I brushed past him. Boy, he was pissed. Fang and Magda had broken one of James’ cardinal rules: Don’t threaten the humans. They tended to show up at our door with silver bullets and murder on their minds when you did.

     Sean quickly closed the door behind me. We stared at each other in shock and horror as the sounds of James kicking the snot out of Fang and Magda emerged from behind the thick door. I was suddenly struck by just how inhuman I really was. I trembled in fear of the violence coming from the room. I saw Sean’s pale face and I was suddenly angry too.

     “Still happy to have come?” I sneered. Sean just looked at me. He made a face that said he might just be sick. I pushed past him and went back into the rec room.

     Pack members were beginning to arrive so that we would be together when we split skins. James preferred that we hunted as a group. That way he could make sure everyone ate their fill and no one would become dangerous from hunger. They all knew something was wrong, they could smell it in the air. A few looked as if they were going to ask me what was going on, but my face must have been fierce. They thought better of it. Delia was cuddled in someone’s arms and crying. I sat down and dared the new comers to ask me what was going on. Instead, a wolf wearing a faded t-shirt and tattered shorts lifted his nose and sniffed. 

     “Who’s on the rag?” John asked.

     I seethed as I went into the clinic. Doc needed to be told to expect two more patients. Josh was out of bed and pulling on clean clothes. He moved as if everything hurt, and I suppose it did. Regular bullets didn’t kill us, but they did hurt like hell. Josh turned towards me and shook his curly hair out of his eyes.

     “Did I smell James come down?” he asked.

     “Magda and Fang are causing trouble again,” I muttered, not wanting to get into it. “Where’s Doc?”

     “In his office probably,” Josh replied. “Do we need to get a couple of beds ready?”

     “Yeah.”

     “I’ll let him know,” Josh gave me a weak smile. “There are more pack arriving. Go find out if Patrick is here yet. The last time I talked to him, he didn’t seem to be doing to well.”

     I went back out to greet the newcomers. Three more wolves had arrived, and none of them were Patrick. They were talking about the explosion at the DMV. It was already all over the news. Lovely. It was clear that no one had been hurt, which was good, but the Feds were getting involved and they were in a snit. I listened to the gossip with half an ear while I looked around for Patrick.

     I could tell without looking at my watch that we were just a couple of hours from moonrise. I could feel the pull of the night like a tingle in my fingers and toes. Where was Patrick? He knew that he had to be here early as a safety precaution. I growled in frustration. I must have sounded fearsome, because everyone fell silent and looked at me.

     “Has anyone heard from Patrick yet?” I called since I had everyone’s attention. Every head shook no. I cursed violently and went for the phone. Patrick’s name and number was posted on a bulletin board that listed all of our puppies still in their first six months. I waited while the line rang and rang, and nearly broke the phone when his machine picked up. I was cussing a blue streak as I went back to the rest of the pack. They were pale and nervous. The sounds of a severe ass kicking could still be faintly heard.

     “Patrick’s not picking up his phone. Who wants to go with me to get him?” I asked the small crowd. Only Sean’s hand came up. It trembled a little in the air as if he was afraid to volunteer. No one else offered. Then I remembered that we weren’t aloud to drive during the full moon. What a pain. But I needed another wolf if Patrick decided to be difficult. I didn’t ask for volunteers this time. I pointed at a veteran and told him to come along.

     Mark, Sean, and I were almost out the door when James appeared at the foot of the stairs and shouted after us.

     “Where are you going?”

     “Patrick hasn’t shown up yet. We’re going after him,” I called back.

     “Do you know where he lives?”

     “Yes!” Mark answered the question this time.

     “Kick his ass if you have too.”

     Like I needed his permission. I might beat Patrick ass even if he didn’t give me any trouble. We got into my car with Sean behind the wheel. I sat shotgun while Mark stretched out in the back seat.

     “Are you on your period?” he asked. I sighed while Sean cracked up.

     Mark gave us directions to a modest ranch style house in a seedy subdivision. Patrick’s neighbors had overgrown yards littered with junked cars and trash. Many of the homes were in various states of disrepair. Clearly, these people had bigger problems than a werewolf living next door. Only Patrick’s yard looked freshly mowed, and his porch had a clean coat of white paint on it.

     Sean waited in the car while Mark and I went up to the house. He rapped loudly on the door while I looked absently around. On of Pat’s neighbors peeked out from behind dirty blinds and stared at me. I smiled and nodded. I see you too, sweetie. I turned back to the door. Mark gave me a grim look and shrugged.

     “He’s not coming to the door,” he said. I stepped back to give Mark room to move. I could have kicked the door in myself, but hey, why do for yourself when its easier to pass the buck?

     Mark smashed the door free of the jamb with one solid kick. We stepped over splintered wood and bits of wall to find Patrick lying on the floor in front of us. He was half-naked and had a glassy eyed, happy look on his face. Flecks of foam bubbled at the corners of his mouth. His lips were cracked and dry. I grimaced in disgust. Mark uttered a foul word and came up holding a prescription bottle. He held it out to me with a look of disgust on his face. I examined the label, noticing that the anti-depressant dose wasn’t high enough to kill Patrick even if he’d taken all thirty. The most they would do was make him really, really happy. Kinda like he was now.

     “The door was unlocked,” Patrick giggled from the floor. I glared at the werewolf and tossed the prescription bottle aside.

     “Why would you try something like this?” I demanded.

     “Do you have any idea how hard it is to be a werewolf and a vegetarian?” Patrick responded. I stared at the loopy man with the stony expression and said nothing. I didn’t really feel bad for his predicament. With the exception of maybe Delia, everyone in the pack including myself had been out looking for trouble the nights we were brought over. We knew that there were werewolves in the world, and yet we insisted on being stupid. From the looks of things, Patrick was no better.

     “I spent my life devoted to the preservation of natural life,” Patrick was whining now. Big fat tears were leaking from the corners of his eyes. The pills weren’t doing their job. “I don’t eat meat, I don’t pollute anymore than I have to. I have a bio-diesel car. I work to set up nature preserves and organize protests. Now I have to eat meat, and they won’t let me near children.”

     I felt bad for Patrick and his charities. But not bad enough to coddle him. He needed to accept what he had become.

     “Welcome back to the food chain,” I said.

     Once Doc examined Patrick and declared that he would live, we tossed his silly butt into the safe room with Delia. It was nearly an hour until moonrise. The entire pack had assembled. James was sitting in a chair and glaring at the thirty or so werewolves milling around him. Everyone spoke in hushed voices and began to slowly make their way to the changing area. Usually, the pack was almost jubilant during the first night of the full moon. But today everyone was on edge. It bugged me more than it should have. Maybe it was just my period.

     “What’s going on?” I asked James.

     “I called the police,” he said quietly. Several wolves heard him and flinched. All I could do was shake my head.

     “If Fang and Magda want to commit crimes against humans, they can suffer the human consequences,” James explained even though I hadn’t asked.

     “You know that there’s a good chance they’ll get a death sentence,” I said softly. James gave me a cold blank look. The muscles in his jaw throbbed against his skin.

     “We are a small pack, Judith. There are only thirty-six of us. We are too small to claim new territory if the humans run us off. We have no choice to allow those two to suffer for their crime.”

     I couldn’t argue. But it still seemed wrong to give them up so easily. But I said nothing about it. James was upset enough without me adding to it. Magda and Fang had screwed up beyond our ability to protect them.

     The cops arrived and suddenly, everyone needed to go to the changing area. They descend as a group down the stairs and into the empty rec room. A tired looking detective glanced around and shifted his weight on his feet. At his back were seven uniformed officers; among them was Harper and Gentry. Gentry smiled at me and tipped his hat. That was odd.

     James stood up as the men approached and offered them his hand. The cops froze and looked as if he’d pulled a gun on them. Hands flew to the butts of their weapons. James quickly pulled his hand away, but left it where they could see them. Harper cleared his throat and muttered low. The detective nodded once and spoke.

     “We got a call saying that you have two suspects in the DMV bombing in your custody.”

     “They confessed their crime to myself and to our den mother here,” James gestured to me. I took the hint and readied myself for whatever would come. As den mother, I was James’ consort in name if not in fact. It was one of my duties to stand at the Alpha’s side and help present a unified front. “They’re being held in the clinic.”

     “Are they injured?” the detective looked worried. He probably had his doubts about dealing with wounded werewolves during a full moon. I didn’t blame him. I didn’t like dealing with them either.

     “They were injured while they were being apprehended. I’m sure they’re fine by now,” James said as if he wasn’t addressing a herd of frightened looking, heavily armed men. “But let me know if they give you any trouble. The pack would be glad to give you any assistance you require.”

     The detective looked as if he’d been hit between the eyes. I don’t think that he expected unquestioning cooperation from us so easily. He stared warily until Gentry coughed. The detective jumped and then let out a short nervous laugh.

     “Will you be available for questioning soon?” the detective began to make his way to the clinic. He asked the question that said very clearly, you’d better be here for questioning. James smiled as if he didn’t get the implication.

     “I’m afraid that we won’t be available for questioning tonight. As you know, it’s a full moon, and well, nature calls some of us more strongly than others.”

     The cops gave him a confused look for a moment before they got the hint. Duh, we’re werewolves. The moon is full. Put it together guys. The detective blushed and shook his head again.

     “Of course. Will you be available tomorrow?” he asked.

     “So long as it’s daylight. Otherwise, I cannot guarantee my articulation,” James grinned, letting them know it was okay to laugh. Some of the cops did so, while others just looked frightened or appalled. James assured them that Doc would make sure that our errant wolves would behave themselves and make certain of all the safety precautions. The cops left us and went into the clinic. It was so easy; all I had done was stand there and look vapid.

     James put his hand in the small of my back and steered be to the changing room. He knew that I was still nervous about having the cops here, even though he was being very gracious about it and Doc was more than capable of dealing with things. Besides, Sean was still here somewhere and he could definitely help out.

     Delia and Patrick had already split their skins and were busy snarling at each other in the safety room. The rest of the pack was gathered in the changing area near the door and waiting for our arrival. As James and I approached the wall that divided the rec room from the changing area and safety room, James slid his hand across my back and around my waist. I glared at him as he pulled me against the line of his body. James leaned in close to my neck and exhaled. His breath was hot against my skin and it made my wolf pant eagerly.

     “You smell delicious,” James said in a voice gone husky. I snorted and shoved his face away from me.

     “Give it up James. I’m really and truly not interested in sex with you,” I snapped.

     “Your wolf says otherwise.”

     “She’s not in charge now, is she?” this was getting really irritating, it really was.

     James just gave me a confidant, smug smile. “We’ll see.”

     I rolled my eyes and kept my mouth tightly closed to keep from calling him a dirty name. I moved towards the pack with James chuckling at my back. Everyone was already stripped down. Their clothes were tucked away in little cubbies along the wall and clear plastic was spread across the floor. 

     Contrary to popular belief, we did not change in an explosion of body parts, blood, and anonymous fluids. We sloughed off our human forms like snakes shedding their old skin, while our joints, ligaments, and muscles rearranged themselves into wolf form. What did make the process messy was that it was difficult to maintain control of bodily functions during the change.

     James made lustful noises while I stripped and ignored him. Nudity used to make me uncomfortable, but now it was just a fact of life. Like sex and showering. We clustered together as the full moon rose unseen beyond the confines of the Den. It pulled at us anyways. We hunched as one as our bodies began to frantically writhe and our skin split along our vertebrae. Some werewolves screamed and howled as the emerged from their human bodies, four legged and furry. For them, there was still some latent resistance to the change as they fought the full moon.

     For many others, and myself the change was much different. It was as if so much pressure built during the month that splitting our skins was sweet relief. The writhing of my muscles and the popping of my joints felt like strong fingers easing the weight of pressure from my human body. The fur sprouting from my skin tingled pleasantly. My snout and long teeth was a little disconcerting and left me with a need to bite and tear with my new long canines.

     The change didn’t take long. James could do it in mere seconds if he had to. But the average werewolf could split their skins in twenty-five seconds. So it wasn’t long before the whole pack was four legged and furry. We regarded each other in wolfish glee, each of us eager to burst into the cool night air and begin the hunt. Thanks to a long underground tunnel connecting the Den to the forest, our monstrous glee would go unseen by the humans.

     Unlike most of the pack, I had the ability to shift down to something that was a cross between my human and wolf forms. When I did it, I was cute in that whole comic book horror sort of way. But most moons, I like four legs better than two, and I would remain this way until dawn.

     Tonight, James remained in wolf-man form. He could speak if he needed to, and with the cops still in the Den, it was a possibility that he would. The pack lifted their voices in song as James lifted the lever and pulled open the door that separated the changing area from the tunnel. Our howls filled the Den with sweet piercing music that brought two cops to look in on us. We ignored them even though we could taste their lovely fear on our tongues. We weren’t interested in humans as food. There was still too much of what we once were to ever see them as food.

     James stepped aside and let us out. We bolted joyously through the door. Our yips echoed through the tunnel and proceeded us into the deep comfort and bliss of the moonlit night.

