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Excerpt

Shelby Carson hip-checked the car door closed and crossed the psych ER’s parking lot. She 

breathed in the crisp fall air, preparing her sensitive nose for the smells that would hit her as 

soon as she entered Bayard Medical Center.

When she glanced up at the dark sky, she realized a full moon was shining down on her. 

“Oh, wonderful,” she murmured. “A full moon on Halloween. Just what I need.”

Contrary to popular belief, the moon had no effect on her fellow shape-shifters, but humans 

seemed to go crazy during a full moon.

The automatic doors of the back entrance whooshed open. Shelby strode down the hallway 

and through two sets of locked double doors. She unlocked the door to the attending’s on-call 

room and squeezed past the desk and the narrow bed. With practiced movements, she slipped 

out of her street clothes and into a set of scrubs. She clipped her ID badge to the scrub shirt and 

the beeper to her waistband and shoved a pen into the chest pocket, feeling like a knight 

getting ready for battle.

As she walked toward the triage area, weaving her way around gurneys and wheelchairs 

lined up in the corridor, the sounds and smells of the psych ER engulfed her. In one of the 

seclusion rooms, someone shouted and banged on the door, and in the next room, an off-key 

voice sang Broadway musicals. Sneakers squeaked on the linoleum tiles as one of the nurses 

rushed down the corridor. Beneath the stench of sweat, disinfectants, and metabolized alcohol, 

Shelby picked up the subtle scent of jasmine.

Shelby grinned. She would recognize that scent anywhere. Nyla.

Just inside the front door, Nyla Rozakis sat behind the triage desk.

Shelby paused and drank in the sight of her.
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In the midst of the typhoon that was the triage area, Nyla was an island of peace. She 

brushed back a midnight-black strand of hair that had escaped her French braid as she rounded 

her desk. Her eyes, almost as dark as her hair, didn’t seem to register the psych techs and secu-

rity guards to her right, who were wrestling to restrain a screaming patient. She was focused 

solely on her own patient.

“Do you know where you are?” Nyla asked. She stooped a little as if she didn’t want to 

loom over the patient, who was sitting in a wheelchair.

“In hell,” the patient grumbled.

Wrong answer, buddy. Shelby suppressed a grin. A psych ER is not a good place for sarcasm 

if you don’t want to appear psychotic.

“Can you tell me today’s date?” Nyla asked.

The patient told her, and Nyla made a quick note in his chart without taking her gaze off the 

patient for more than a second.

“Do you have any weapons on you? Any sharp objects?”

The patient shook his head, but his hands went to his coat pockets.

Shelby tensed, ready to step in should he pull out a weapon.

But Nyla didn’t need her help.

“Ben.” With a wave from Nyla, one of the security guards helped her search the patient’s 

pockets. They laid the contents of his pockets onto the triage desk: a lighter, a glass pipe, and 

— Shelby squinted — a pair of vampire fangs.

Humans. She shook her head.

When another nurse led the patient into an interview room, Nyla looked up and saw Shelby. 

A welcoming smile dimpled her cheeks. “Hi, Dr. Carson.”

“Hello, Nyla.”

“You’re working tonight?” Nyla asked, one eye on the intake sheet she was filling out. “I 

thought you volunteered to work Thanksgiving and Christmas?”

She knows my on-call schedule! Shelby held back a delighted grin. “I don’t mind covering 

the ER on holidays. Can’t be worse than other nights,” she said. Wrasa didn’t celebrate human 

holidays anyway, and she’d volunteered to work the night shift on Halloween when she’d seen 

that Nyla would be on duty too.
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“Famous last words, Doctor.”

“Busy night, huh?”

“Full moon on Halloween in New York City — if that’s not a recipe for madness, I don’t 

know what is. We have twenty new admissions and five still on triage. All seclusion rooms are 

in use, and EMS keeps bringing in new patients.”

Before Shelby could think of a way to ask Nyla out for coffee later, loud grunts and moans 

from the waiting area interrupted them.

Shelby turned and took in the crowded waiting area. On one of the blue plastic chairs that 

were bolted to the wall sat a young woman clutching her belly. “Has she been cleared by the 

medical ER?” Shelby asked.

“Oh, yeah. Nothing physically wrong with her. She just thinks she’s giving birth.” Nyla 

walked over and stood shoulder to shoulder with Shelby, gazing at the moaning patient.

Shelby wanted to moan too as she breathed in the intoxicating scent of jasmine. She tried to 

keep her voice light and professional. “Another baby Jesus?”

“No, this one thinks she’s giving birth to the child of the vampire slayer.”

“Vampire slayer?” Shelby arched her brows. Every time she thought she’d seen it all, a new 

patient surprised her. “Didn’t anyone tell her that Buffy is a woman and can’t get her preg-

nant?”

Nyla’s dimples deepened. “Welcome to the twenty-first century, Dr. Carson. There are 

plenty of options for a lesbian who wants to get her partner pregnant.”

Shelby marveled at the casual remark. Does she know I’m gay? Is she? She had asked 

herself that question for months now, but her diagnostic skills failed when it came to figuring 

out Nyla’s sexual orientation.

When silence grew between them, Shelby finally said, “I better get to work. See you later. 

And please keep her,” she pointed at the grunting patient in the waiting area, “away from Mr. 

Fangs.” She peered up at the board that listed patients still waiting to be seen, then grabbed a 

chart from the rack and went to see her first patient of the night.

* * *
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