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Carly Morneau sprinted through the forest near her home in 
Sterling, Minnesota, the trees a blur around her as she headed 
for the labyrinth of caves hidden among them. But it wasn’t feet 
that carried her. Carly was a shapeshifter—a supernatural being 
able to change form between human and animal. In her primary 
form as a white fox, her paw pads took her across the December 
snow much faster than human feet would ever allow.

Carly reached the caves with ease, stopping just as a large, 
gray and white wolf crossed her path. She circled the wolf, 
hoisting her petite muzzle in the air to sniff at him. For some 
reason she kept expecting him to smell different in his primary 
form, but he didn’t smell different at all. He smelled just like—

“Gabe,” Carly spoke as she shifted human. She raised her 
eyebrows as she stared down at the wolf. This was the only time 
she was taller than him, and she had to admit—she enjoyed the 
advantage. “What was all that stuff you said about wolves being 
faster than foxes? If you’re right, how come I always win when 
we race?”

In a split second, in less than the blink of an eye, Gabe 
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Hutchinson supernaturally shapeshifted from the large, gray and 
white wolf into his human form as a six-foot-three, dark-haired 
sixteen-year-old boy. He stepped up to Carly and gave her a gen-
erous kiss on the mouth, looking quite pleased with himself as 
he pulled away. “Wolves are significantly faster, Carly. In nature, 
anyway.”

“Well, nothing about you is natural,” she teased, her gaze 
landing on his pale blue eyes—the palest hue of blue she’d ever 
seen. Gabe had been her boyfriend for a couple months now, yet 
she was still caught off guard every time she met those icy eyes 
of his. That particular feature had been the first thing about him 
she’d appreciated, although the list of reasons she liked him so 
much had gone up exponentially since then.

“And?” Gabe asked, his eyes sweeping over every inch of her.
“And what?”
“I don’t know. It sounded like you weren’t finished.”
“There was one thing I wasn’t finished with,” Carly informed 

him, and brought her lips to his again. Gabe wasn’t just her boy-
friend, he was her best friend in the entire world, and she wouldn’t 
trade what she had with him for anything.

“Are we interrupting?” Abel Crawford questioned as he joined 
them at the mouth of the cave. Like all their close friends, Abel 
was also a shapeshifter, and modeled the race’s notorious good 
looks. He was tall, built, and blond—not to mention, the envy of 
Sterling High.

“I thought we were meeting here to play hide and seek,” Crys-
tal Spencer pointed out as she swept a long mane of red hair 
over her narrow shoulder. She stood nearly as tall as the shifter 
next to her and rivaled his beauty. Being attractive certainly had 
its advantages, and Crystal was more than equipped to take ad-
vantage of any man who crossed her path. “I’m not really in the 
mood to watch you two make out all night. Again.”

Carly’s face flushed as she pulled away from Gabe. Perhaps 
their public displays had gotten a bit out of hand. “Sorry, we were 
just…”

“Apparently,” Crystal quipped.
“Where’s everyone else?” Gabe asked as he rested a hand on 

Carly’s shoulder.
“Esther and Jeremy are almost here,” Abel answered, his 

fingers dancing on his thigh as he looked to the cave. “I think 
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they’re up to the same thing as you two were. I guess I should be 
thankful I didn’t have to break them up, too. Jeremy’s cool and 
everything, but I don’t like him spending so much time alone with 
my little sister.”

“Are they dating?” Carly wondered, something she and Gabe 
had long speculated but never confirmed.

“Not officially,” Crystal answered. “They’re just hanging out all 
the time. But you two know how that goes, right?”

“What did we miss?” Esther Crawford, Abel’s younger sister, 
asked as she and her maybe boyfriend, Jeremy Spencer, ap-
peared from the forest.

“Are we going in the caves or what?” Jeremy questioned as he 
stepped up to his big sister, Crystal. He rested his elbow on her 
shoulder, and added, “Or are you afraid you won’t be able to track 
me down? We both know how fast I can make my way through 
those caves when I’m in my primary as a wolverine.”

“Teams?” Gabe proposed, glancing around the group. They 
always went in teams now that Carly had started playing, and she 
and Gabe always won. She hadn’t been shifting nearly as long as 
the rest of them, which made some things difficult, but did nothing 
to slow her down.

“No teams this time,” Abel protested, shaking his head. “No 
way. It’s not any fun when you and Carly win all the time.”

Gabe wrapped his arm around Carly’s shoulders, and whis-
pered, “Sounds like they’re afraid of us.”

“Sounds like it,” Carly agreed, focusing on Abel. “Although we 
do appreciate you admitting your defeat now. It makes the game 
that much easier to win.”

Abel groaned in reply, his dark eyes flickering away.
“Okay, we will play in teams,” Crystal conceded, tugging on 

Gabe’s arm. “But how about we change it up a bit? You can 
stand to be away from your girlfriend for a few minutes, can’t you, 
Gabe?”

He eyed Crystal, who’d been more his sister growing up than 
his friend. Carly wasn’t too surprised that Crys had been the one 
to come up with a solution that should satisfy everyone. “You 
want to be my partner?” Gabe teased. “Are you sure you can 
keep up?”

“I can’t sprint like Carly, but I’m still pretty damned fast. Be-
sides, I think you and I will make a good match for Carly and Abel. 
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What do you say?”

Gabe looked from his girlfriend up to the blond beside her. He 
scowled as he met Abel’s dark gaze. There was constant tension 
between them that Carly had yet to understand. Whatever prob-
lem Gabe had with Abel remained well hidden in his thoughts, 
and he certainly hadn’t offered up an explanation. “Sure,” Gabe 
replied. “Let’s get started then—”

“Not it!” Esther shouted.
“Not it!” Carly echoed, itching to get a good head start on ev-

eryone else. It was the only way to beat Gabe.
“I guess that means we’re it, Gabe,” Crystal sighed. “I hate 

being it.”
“I guess so,” Gabe said. “You’d better run fast, Carly. You know 

you can’t hide from me very long when you smell so good.”
Carly gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “You’ll have to catch 

me first.” She grabbed onto Abel’s hand, dragging him into the 
black mouth of the cave—but the cavern wasn’t dark to her shift-
er eyes. What had once been a muddled, frightful maze was now 
a playground. She bubbled with excitement as she pulled Abel 
along beside her. He wasn’t necessarily as fast as Gabe, but he 
shouldn’t slow her down too much. “We’re going to have to sprint 
if we have any hope of a true head start. Are you up for it?”

“We both know Hutchinson will smell you from a mile away,” 
Abel pointed out, although he followed along without protest. “I at 
least had a chance at winning before you started playing.”

“Are you saying you don’t want me to play anymore?”
“Of course not. I love that you can keep up with us.”
“Good, because I’m going to make sure we win,” Carly de-

termined, and without a second thought made the supernatural 
shift into her primary form as a small, white fox. She led Abel 
around this corner and that, the scent of sulfur growing strong 
as she pulled him down, down, down into the deep darkness of 
the maze. She didn’t stop until they’d reached the lowest point 
of the caves, an area she knew Abel didn’t favor. Without the aid 
of their superior vision, it would be entirely black down here—so 
she didn’t blame him for his apprehension.

We’re going to have to be tricky if we want to outsmart Gabe, 
Carly telepathed to Abel as she shifted into her human form once 
again. Shapeshifters had such refined hearing that they were 
able to perceive another’s thoughts, especially if they had a close 
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relationship. The group of eight friends spent so much time to-
gether that they often communicated this way. Of course, that 
didn’t mean they could hear everything the group was thinking. 
They could block their thoughts from anyone they chose, giving 
them their privacy when needed.

Abel swallowed, and Carly realized something must have 
scared him. She rested her hand on his shoulder and an electric 
spark ignited between them. She jumped away, not sure what 
had just happened. Abel, what’s wrong?

Carly, you… I… He took a step back as he gaped at her, near-
ly losing his balance. She’d never seen him so off guard. This 
wasn’t the cocky, arrogant Abel she’d first met—this was some-
one else entirely, and she wasn’t sure what to make of him.

“What is it?” Carly insisted in a whisper, no longer caring if they 
won or lost the game. The alarm in Abel’s dark eyes informed her 
she had bigger things to concern herself with—if she could just 
get him to talk.


