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’Twas the night before… 

 

“C’mon, chickie. It’s been two years.” 

Two years was a blink of the eye when it comes to goodbyes. I wasn’t ready. Not yet. 

Maybe not ever. And I certainly wasn’t ready to head to the local roadhouse for dancing and 

beer. 

Suzi leaned down to stare in my eyes. “It’s almost Christmas and you’re still living in a 

mausoleum.” 

She was right, as best friends often are. Christmas used to be my favorite season. Until a 

dark green car pulled up to my house and two men in uniform got out. December 23rd. Mike’s 

National Guard unit had been ambushed. Mine was not the only family who mourned that 

Christmas. Except I had no family. It was just Mike and me. 

“Earth to Robyn.” 

“Suz…” 

“No excuses, Robs. We are going to Angel’s. I’m going to introduce you to some of 

Drummer’s friends. We’ll drink some beer. Have some laughs. You can’t hide forever.” 

“Sure I can,” I mumbled. 

She plopped a cap on my head and snugged it around my ears. Then she pulled me to my 

feet and held out my puffy jacket. “It’s supposed to snow tonight.” 

“See? Another reason to stay home.” 

Suzi laughed. Her laughter always got to me. It sounded like jingle bells. “This is 

Montana. And December. Snow happens.” 

We took my car because it had all-wheel drive. As Suzi reminded me, December in 

Montana meant snow. It also meant Christmas. I didn’t do Christmas. Not anymore. Christmas 

had once been a big deal. Huge. As kids, it hadn’t been much to write home about—mainly 

because we didn’t have homes. Not real ones. But once it was just the two of us? Every room 

had a tree and lights and wreaths festooned everything that could be draped and hung. After I got 

the news, I took the decorations down and hid them away. And they remained in storage. 

Christmas was just one more day in a long series of days. 

 

 
 

Angel’s sat on the outskirts of Helena, just off US 12. It wasn’t a dive. Exactly. It didn’t 

quite meet the standards of a nightclub. It was a bar next to a highway and that made it a 

roadhouse. I’d never been here but that’s the impression I got from the outside. Rustic it was, 

with a roof made from barn tin and rough cedar siding covering the outside walls. And as we 

pulled into the parking lot, I realized that it catered to bikers, judging from the row of Harley’s 

lined up in a long row near the entrance. Who in their right mind would ride in this weather? 

Crazy bikers, obviously. 

A beer. Music on the juke box. An hour. And then I could leave Suzi in Drummer’s 

capable hands and go home. Except I’d never met Drummer. Oh, I’d heard all about him as Suz 

waxed poetic about his many and manly attributes. We went in and Suzi made it about four steps 

before she was swept up in a bear hug by a man who looked like a grizzly. I stood just inside the 

door, fidgeting and so far out of my comfort zone that I was ready to turn and run. 



“Well, howdy there, little darlin’,” a man drawled as he bumped into me from behind. 

His arms circled my waist and jerked me back against him. “Nothin’ I like better’n new blood.” 

Panicked, my instincts kicked in. I lashed out, nailing him in the knee with the heel of my 

boot as I dropped, twisted, and flipped him to the floor. I backed up as he lurched to his feet and 

grabbed for me. I didn’t get far before slamming into something hard. And warm. 

“Back off, Batman,” the man growled, eyes narrowed and a snarl twisting his mouth. 

I was suddenly lifted off my feet and moved behind that solid wall. Black leather and a 

leaping wolf patch filled my vision. Nightriders.  

“Saw her first,” the man growled. 

“Back off, Boozer.” A third man appeared. He was almost as tall as the guy in front of 

me. I peeked out between them—not that I was cowering or anything.  

“Fair game, Totem.” 

“Excuse me,” I piped up, my voice barely squeaking. “I’m not game.” 

Suzi sailed up, tugging the man I presumed was Drummer with her. “She’s with me, 

Boozer. Be nice.” 

“You ain’t an old lady, Suzie-Q.” 

Drummer growled. The man shielding me stiffened. The other man, whom I guessed was 

called Totem, sighed. “She’s off limits, Booze.”  

The guy cussed a blue streak but stopped when a woman in a tank top that covered 

nothing grabbed his arm and dragged him toward the bar. Totem favored Drummer with a look 

that spoke volumes in a language I didn’t understand and then he, too, sauntered off. Suzi 

grinned at me. 

“Well that was exciting.” She hooked her arms around one of Drummer’s and beamed up 

at him. “Robs, this is Drummer.” She announced the introduction like he was Prince Charming. 

“And that’s Batman.” 

I was beginning to clue in that these were what those in motorcycle culture called road 

names. I slipped from behind him and held out my hand. “Pleased to meet you, Batman. I’m 

Robyn.” I laughed. I couldn’t help it. I mean seriously? Batman and Robyn? He stared at my 

hand then stared at me until I stopped laughing. That’s when he pivoted on his heel and stalked 

away. The leaping wolf on the back of his vest appeared to snarl at me. 

I thought it was funny. So did Suzi and Drummer. I guess you would’ve had to be there 

or something. Suzi grinned at me and heat crept into my cheeks. I hadn’t laughed in ages and 

especially so hard that I made this sort of gigglesnort sound. 

Drummer herded us to a table that was back in one corner. I was happy to be out of the 

spotlight. I sipped out of the beer bottle Suzi’s new man set in front of me with a caution. “Don’t 

drink anything you don’t see the bartender open or I hand you.” I arched a brow at him as a 

request for clarification. “You’re Suzi-Q’s friend so under my protection but not every asshole in 

here tonight is a Nightrider.” 

When did I start hanging out in places where I had to worry about date rape drugs getting 

added to my drinks? When did I hang out anyplace, for that matter? 

“Yeah?” he prompted. 

“Yeah,” I agreed. Easy enough. I was driving so this beer would last until time to leave. 

Curious that he’d want to look out for me. Maybe not all outlaw bikers were like the ones 

profiled in the documentaries I’d watched on cable TV. At three in the morning, when insomnia 

insisted we were BFFs, I had my choice of infomercials or documentaries.  



Suzi and Drummer danced and drank and made out at the table. Nothing too sticky—just 

kisses and stuff. Once, when we came back from the bathroom, Drummer grabbed her and pulled 

her onto his lap. There was some grinding going on but I managed to ignore it by watching 

Batman at the bar. He didn’t interact with anyone. Not really. When he wanted another drink, he 

held up his beer bottle and the bartender opened a fresh one and set it in front of him. Women 

slinked up and tried to get his attention. He ignored them. But more than once, I caught his eyes 

in the mirror as they watched our table. 

He had dark hair but it wasn’t particularly long like so many of the men there. The scruff 

on his face wasn’t quite long enough to be a beard but he hadn’t shaved in awhile. Then there 

was his eyes. They were…I didn’t know how to describe them. At first glance, they appeared 

dark but they weren’t. Not when the light caught them. When that happened, they were a pale 

blue, like snow under moonlight, and lined by the darkest and longest lashes I’d ever seen on a 

man. 

Two hours passed and my beer was warm. Suzi was a cute drunk and she totally was. I 

had work the next day and kept checking my watch. I finally nudged Suzi. “Work,” I reminded 

her. 

Her eyes rounded as Drummer set a basket of fries in front of her. “Eat first, babe. And 

here.” He set a bottle of water on the table. 

Wow. He knew she was past her limit and he was helping her sober up? I took back a lot 

of the things I’d thought about bikers. 

Ten minutes later, I was in the driver’s seat, cranking my ignition. Rrrr. RrrrRrrrRrrr. 

Click. I tried again and again, same results. 

“Pop the hood, babe.” Drummer disappeared for a couple of minutes and then his head 

popped into view. “How old is this battery?” I shrugged. I had no clue. “Dead, babe. And every 

place that sells batteries is closed. I’ll get you girls home and then get this fixed tomorrow.” 

“Work,” I reminded him, my voice sharp. I couldn’t afford to lose my job. “I have to get 

to work in the morning.” 

“We’ll figure it out. Hang on.” 

I was hanging on. Barely. 

Moments later, Drummer returned with Batman in tow. What was happening? Batman 

straddled his bike and looked at me expectantly. “What’s going on?” I finally asked out loud. 

“Batman n’me are takin’ you girls home.” 

“On those? We’ll freeze.” 

Suzi giggled. “No we won’t. C’mon. It’ll be fun.” 

Did I have a choice? Not really. I grabbed my purse, tucked my keys into my pocket and 

made sure my cap was pulled down tight, my jacket zipped and the tops of my gloves tucked into 

my coat sleeves. I approached Batman with some trepidation. I’d never ridden a bike. Didn’t 

know how to get on, where to sit, what to hold onto. I watched Suzi mount up behind Drummer 

with drunken ease. She buried her face in the middle of his back with her arms going around his 

waist. Oh, boy. Talk about awkward. 

I followed her example, got my boot toe caught on something and almost went down. A 

strong hand grabbed my elbow and steadied me until I got rebalanced and settled. Then hands 

grabbed mine and dragged them around his waist. Oh, boy. My heart pounded so hard I was 

pretty sure he could hear it. 

They kick-started the bikes and we roared off into the frigid night. Halfway to my house, 

it started to snow. Of course, it did. 



 

 
 

I was so stiff and cold nothing worked on my body. My fingers had locked around 

Batman’s waist. My knees wouldn’t unbend. My face burned from frostbite. Drummer helped 

Suzi off then came over to help me. It was a struggle. I felt Batman huff out a sigh of relief as 

Drummer lifted me off but both men had to grab me as my knees buckled. The next thing I 

knew, I was in Batman’s arms and he was striding toward my front door. As I fumbled for my 

keys, Drummer checked out my neighborhood. 

My immediate neighbors appeared to be in competition with Clark Griswold for most 

lights on the block. Even the old Scrooge on the corner had put up a string around his porch. My 

house remained sullenly dark. I got the door unlocked and once we were all inside, Drummer and 

Suzi went around turning on lights while I thawed out. 

“Where’s the switch for your outside lights?” Drummer asked. 

I stared at him. “Outside lights? I left the porch light on.” 

“No, babe, your Christmas lights.” He looked around. “No tree yet?” 

Suzi elbowed him, hard, and his breath whooshed out. 

“Thanks for the ride tonight. I’ll call a cab—” 

“We’ll get you to work in the morning. And your car will be ready by lunch.” 

I blinked at him. “I can—” 

He cut me off. “Babe, we take care of our own.” 

I didn’t miss Suzi’s angry hiss as she herded the two men back out the front door. “Shh, 

Drummer. I told you about this.” 

“Told me what?” 

She pointed to the flag folded into a triangle in its glass and wooden case sitting next to 

Mike’s picture. “Mike was killed right before Christmas.” 

“Oh hell, babe. She’s the one?” 

I slammed the door behind them. What the frick? I couldn’t believe Suzi talked about me 

behind my back. I was angry, but something drew me to the window and I pulled back the 

curtain just enough to peek out. Suzi was already on the back of Drummer’s bike, but he was 

talking to Batman. Who just stood there staring at my house. His eyes met mine and like a bunny 

confronted by a wolf, I couldn’t move. I stood there, watching until they all rode away. 

I didn’t sleep much that night, but what else was new? 

 

 
 

A horn honked at 7:30 the next morning. I ran out, struggling into my coat, and pausing 

to lock my door. A large truck idled at the curb, Batman behind the wheel. I’d barely buckled my 

seatbelt when he took off. He didn’t ask for directions. I didn’t offer any. He managed to deliver 

me to the office where I worked. He held out his hand and I gave him a look before I extended 

my hand and shook his. 

He gave me a look like I was slightly insane and after untangling our hands, he jiggled 

the keys hanging from the truck’s ignition. Oh, yeah. They’d need my keys to fix my car. Part of 

me rebelled because I’d been taking care of me for my whole life. He held out his hand again. I 

fished out my key ring and dropped it in his hand. 

“Thank you,” I said opening the door. “For the ride and…everything.” 



He looked impatient so I scurried out and shut the door. He took off, leaving me standing 

there on the sidewalk 

I didn’t go to lunch. Work stacked up as people took vacation and hey, I never did so it 

all ended up on my desk. When I came back from the copy room just after noon, my keys sat on 

my desk. 

It was dark by the time I got in the car to drive home and mine was the only vehicle in the 

parking lot. I mentally crossed my fingers and cranked the ignition. The car started immediately. 

Relieved, I headed home. My house remained a dark void in the midst of holiday cheer. I pulled 

into the driveway and hesitated to get out. The hair on my neck prickled. I surreptitiously 

checked the surrounding area using my car mirrors. The whole street was lit up like Las Vegas 

Strip. Even Scrooge had added a pair of light-up reindeer to his yard. 

I hadn’t left any lights on and while I’d been meaning to switch out my porch light for 

one that was motion-activated, I hadn’t gotten around to it. I hadn’t gotten around to a lot of 

things in the last two years. When those two officers left my house, I turned into a zombie. 

Mike’s memorial was small. No family. Few friends. He’d been new to the National Guard unit 

so we hadn’t made connections. They’d handed me the flag from his coffin, some medals, and a 

small red, white and blue banner with a gold star I was supposed to hang in my window.  

Getting the door unlocked, I slipped inside. I didn’t need lights. Living in the dark had 

become comfortable. I kicked off my boots, draped my coat, hat, scarf, and gloves on the antique 

hall tree I’d planned to refnish and like the ghost I’d become, I drifted into the bedroom and fell 

face first on my bed. 

 

 
 

Drummer sat in my truck with me. I’d parked three houses past hers, mixed in with some 

vehicles parked in front of her neighbors. She was late getting home. I’d checked her office 

hours when I dropped off her keys after replacing the battery, doing an oil and fluid change, 

flushing the radiator, and rotating her tires. Thinking she’d stopped at the store, I continued to 

wait but she arrived home empty handed. Working late. 

“Not sure why we’re here, hoss.” 

I glanced over at Drummer. I wasn’t sure either except the hopelessness I saw in her eyes 

drew me. I winked at him and tapped the side of my nose. Climbing out, I salvaged around in the 

bed of the truck, pulling out a couple of cardboard boxes. Drummer peeked over and his face lit 

up. 

“Suzi-Q’s gonna kill me but I got your back, bro.” 

I’d only found two strings of lights. They were old and I wasn’t sure they’d even work. 

Drummer tiptoed around her dark house—I was concerned that she hadn’t turned on any lights—

until he found an outside electrical outlet. We plugged the st rings in. One worked, one didn’t. 

Still, better than nothing. 

Discretion was the better part of valor. I stretched it along the top of a row of bushes 

separating her house from the one next door. She probably wouldn’t even notice them. It was a 

start. 

 

 
 



Friday night and here I sat at the same table at Angel’s. Suz was dancing with Drummer 

and I was ignoring all the men who eyed me speculatively. Why had I agreed to this? The first 

night out with her had ended in a disaster. I didn’t see how tonight would fare better. 

“Robyn, yeah?” 

I looked up at the gruff voice. The man looked familiar—with his shaggy blond hair and 

eyes that reminded her of toffee. Totem, I remembered. I glanced at the patches on his vest. 

President. Wow. He was a bigwig. I should probably be nice. 

“Yeah. They call you Totem, right?” 

“That’s my name.” He dropped into a chair across the table. “Heard you had some car 

trouble.” 

“Yeah. Battery died. Drummer and…” My eyes strayed as I searched the room for the 

one face I’d been looking for and pretending it didn’t matter that he wasn’t there. “Uhm, 

Drummer and his friend Batman got me home and fixed it the next day.” 

His gaze softened a little. “I understand you’re a gold star.” 

My breath whooshed out and I couldn’t grab it back for the pain in my chest. I still 

managed to sputter, “I don’t know what Suz—” 

“Has said nothing to me. Mike Kerr, yeah?” 

My eyes burned and I blinked to clear the tears. I couldn’t speak around the clog in my 

throat so I nodded. 

“He was a good man.” He reached across the table and patted my arm. “We didn’t know 

about you.” 

I was totally confused now. “You knew Mike?” 

“Yeah.” He didn’t explain. “But he didn’t mention you.” 

That should of hurt, but it didn’t. Mike protected me. From everyone and everything. 

Totem pushed his chair back and stood. “You aren’t alone now.” He stepped toward the 

bar but stopped and glanced back. “You look like him.” 

Unsettled, I didn’t stick around long. I wasn’t surprised when Suz decided to stick with 

Drummer. I headed home. I pulled into my driveway and stared. Lights looped along my side of 

the bushes between me and the house next door. How had I not noticed them before? Or the 

icicle lights the dripped along the fence between my drive and the house on the other side. 

I shoved out of the car, angry. How dare the neighbors… My breath heaved in and out as 

my hands balled into fists. I closed my eyes, eased my breathing. I shouldn’t get angry. They 

didn’t know. And once, this house had been the brightest on the block. Or maybe they did know 

and they wanted to let me know they understood, but like Suzi was always saying, maybe it was 

time to lighten up. No pun intended. 

Unlocking my door, I stepped inside but paused before closing my door. I swore I heard a 

motorcycle riding off.  

 

 
 

I stared out the front window. The row of candy canes marching down my walkway were 

a new addition. Suzi caught the direction of my gaze. 

“Who do you think’s doing this?” 

Sipping my coffee, I pondered her question. “I thought it was one of the neighbors.” 

“You don’t think so now?” 



“Not sure. A couple new families moved in and it’s not like I hang out at the summer bar-

b-ques. I’m not friendly with any of them.” 

My best friend perked up. “They have block parties? With meat?” 

“Doesn’t bar-b-que translate to meat?” 

“You know what I mean. And they seem friendly. Maybe you should be friendly back. 

Besides, in all their decorating frenzy, I bet one of them had some leftover and decided to do it 

for you.” 

I jerked my attention away from the lawn decorations. “I wish they’d stop.” 

“Why? Two years, Robyn. He’s been gone two years. You can’t just hide in the dark the 

rest of your life.” 

Ignoring the concern in her voice, I continued. “I worked something out. I’m selling the 

house and moving into an apartment.” I didn’t have to decorate an apartment, had no yard, and 

little room for the antiques I’d collected. A new start without the past to remind me. 

A look of pure horror washed across her face. “But you love this house!” 

I did. I’d loved it since I was a kid. Mike and I used to walk past it and I’d talk about 

buying it and fixing it up, about how I’d make it a home for the two of us. 

The front door banged open and I noticed a Christmas wreath had miraculous appeared. 

Drummer marched in, followed by Batman. “Candy canes,” Drummer exclaimed. “And a wreath 

with a shiny red bow. Glad you’re getting into the season, Robyn.” 

How did I explain that some prankster was slowly adding Christmas decorations to my 

house. I narrowed my eyes. “It’s not me putting them up, Drummer. Is it you?” 

He looked taken aback that I’d accuse him of the deed. “Babe. I’m a biker. We don’t do 

that shit.” 

Okay. He had a point. Suzi had dragged me to their clubhouse one day and there wasn’t a 

Christmas decoration in sight.  

Batman drew my gaze as he shifted from one foot to the other and some fleeting emotion 

flickered across his face. Did he just smile? He never smiled, but there it was, like a Secret Santa 

gift he wasn’t ready for me to open. 

 

 
 

Every night for the next week, I came home to something new. Once  it was lights 

circling the trunk of the gaunt tree in the front yard. The next, I had twinkle lights outlining every 

window.  I couldn’t figure out who was doing this. Suzi swore it wasn’t her but offered to buy 

me a Ring doorbell so I could monitor the activity. 

I should have been freaked out but I wasn’t. After the candy canes, a sense of peace 

settled over me. There were times I felt someone watching me, but I had the sense he watched 

over me rather than creepy stalking. My house now looked rather festive. The eaves had lights, 

the shrubs along the foundation, the walkway, windows, and the tree in the front yard.  

I still hadn’t put up a tree. I wasn’t ready to face that. A tree with no presents was too 

close to the reality of the childhood Mike and I shared. And then there were the ornaments—

ones we’d collected, the ones Mike had salvaged and repaired almost as good as new. Each one 

was a candle flame in my heart. 

On the Friday before Christmas, I walked into my house and immediately smelled fresh 

pine. A tree sparkled in the corner not far from the fireplace. And there it was, right in the 

middle, surrounded by a halo of tiny white lights. The wolf ornament. The one Mike gave me our 



last Christmas together. The sculpted wolf was white with silver-gray markings. He stood atop a 

snowy mound and looked magnificent. This was my most treasured ornament but how had my 

Secret Santa known? 

I lifted it from the tree and fled from my house. Jumping in my SUV I drove blindly, with 

no rhyme or reason. Two hours later, I found myself parking at one of the trailheads in Mount 

Ascension Park. It was one of Mike’s favorite places. I wasn’t really dressed for a hike but I 

didn’t care. I hadn’t been here since he shipped out and with the wolf clutched in my hands, 

memories overwhelmed me. 

I found a log along the trail and sat, aware now that my face was wet. I let the tears come. 

The silence of the night enveloped me. No sound, not even the wind whispering in the evergreen 

boughs. Off in the distance, a wolf howled. I should have been frightened. I wasn’t. That sound 

was a balm to my broken heart. 

Time flowed past and I’d lost track of it. My feet and fingers were numb and ice crystals 

had formed on my eyelashes. I pushed to my feet and headed back to the parking area. I’d said 

my final goodbye, the wolf ornament left on the pine that had sheltered me this night.   

 

 
 

No Angel’s this Saturday night before Christmas. Nope, the party was at the Nightriders 

clubhouse. Suzi had roped me into coming and Drummer even picked us up in an SUV. Their 

headquarters was located in an old warehouse on the outskirts of Helena. Two guys opened the 

gate for us and we rolled in. 

The place was packed but I realized it wasn’t that different from Angel’s. There was a bar 

and pool tables. Sofas, chairs, and tables were scattered around. Women strutted their stuff as the 

bikers watched. Drummer found a spot for us on a couch that wasn’t too ratty. The jukebox 

started playing a rock and roll Christmas song so Drummer pulled Suzi up to dance. I knew it 

was just an excuse to press up against each other and squirm. I’d never seen her happier so I 

didn’t mind. Drummer was good to her and that’s all that mattered. 

Two women hitched their butts against the back of the couch, ignoring me. Their gazes 

were locked on someone across the room. 

One huffed out a lusty sigh. “I’d do him standing here in the middle of everyone,” she 

said loud enough for me to hear. 

“Yeah, good luck with that. The Dark Knight doesn’t do anybody. And he’s so broody. I 

mean, he just stares, and never says a word, like he’s totally pissed. All the time.” 

“I found out his real name,” the first said in a conspiratorial voice, then pronounced, 

“Adam Knight.” 

Curious, I turned to see if I could figure out who they were discussing. My gaze 

immediately settled on Batman. And it made sense. The Dark Knight. The women suddenly 

moved away and I wondered why. Then I saw Batman staring at me, his eyes so dark and 

penetrating until he shifted his head slightly and I caught the glint of blue snow. I offered a smile 

but he turned his back and moved toward the pool tables. 

Suzi finally returned and sank down beside me while Drummer headed off to get drinks. 

She noted the direction of my gaze. 

“Why do you keep trying to get us together? It’s not like he’s interested.” 

“Not sure what you mean, Robyn.” 

“No sure how to say it plainer, Suzi. He won’t talk to me.” 



“Not sure he can.” 

“Now I’m not sure what you mean.” 

“I don’t think he can talk.” 

“You mean he’s mute?” 

“Something like that. I’ve been dating Drummer for a couple of months and I’ve never 

heard Batman say a word.” Suzi glanced around then lowered her voice. “It’s kinda creepy if you 

ask me so it’s not me. It’s Drummer who keeps dragging him along.” 

I leaned back and covertly watched the man who’d captivated me at first sight, though I 

hadn’t admitted it until now. He could hear. I was positive of that based on my observations and 

interactions with him. 

“You know there’s a reason they call him the Dark Knight, right?” 

I tilted my head toward Suzi but didn’t divert my gaze. “Why’s that?” 

“He’s the club’s enforcer.” 

“Yeah, so?” 

She thumped me so hard it hurt, pulling my attention to her. “Enforcer.” She enunciated 

every syllable. “He hurts people, Robyn.” 

I looked back at the pool tables. Batman had disappeared. “Need I remind you the 

Nightriders are an outlaw biker gang.” 

“MC,” she quickly corrected. “Motorcycle club, not a gang.” 

“Then why freak because he’s an enforcer?” I put air quotes around the word. 

She huffed and jumped up. “I’m gonna find Drummer.” 

A chair scraped on the floor beside the couch. I turned just as Batman sat down. “Don’t 

say much, do you?” He arched a brow in reply. “What’sa matter, cat got your tongue?” 

Something feral flickered in his eyes. I lowered my gaze, any challenge I felt melting away. “I’m 

sorry. That was rude of me.” 

He didn’t speak and I wondered if Suz was right. He didn’t move, either. His fearsome 

presence kept all the other bikers away. I sipped my virgin Coke and studied him when he wasn’t 

studying me. The silence between us remained awkward. At one point, I sighed wistfully. I 

wanted to go home. 

 

 
 

At Robyn’s sigh, I stood and motioned for her to get up, indicating she should bundle up. 

I led her outside to the row of motorcycles. I draped my colors around her and snagged my spare 

from the saddlebags of my Harley. I ignored the look Totem leveled on me. He’d been barking at 

me to back away from the moment I laid eyes on her. My wolf was having none of that. 

I knew who she was. I knew what she was. I knew and I didn’t care. My wolf had 

decided. He was always stronger and smarter than the human half. I glared back at Totem. He 

might be my president and his wolf might be Alpha but he couldn’t tell me what to do when it 

came to Robyn. He huffed out a breath that steamed the air around his mouth and closed his 

eyes. His way of accepting my decision, though he still didn’t agree with it. 

Robyn managed to get on the back of my bike a bit more gracefully this time around. I 

didn’t take her directly home. Instead, I circled around Helena and drove through Mt. Ascension 

Park. When she realized where we were, she buried my face between my shoulders, her hands 

convulsively clutching each other around my waist. I could feel her sobs and decided this wasn’t 

the right time. 



I veered off and minutes later, we were in her driveway. She scrambled off but before she 

could dash to the safety of her porch, I grabbed her hand. Turning her, I used my thumbs to brush 

away her tears. The look on her face made my wolf want to howl. I got her door open, led her 

inside. I kissed her forehead and left. 

 

 
 

I stood there in the door, watching the Harley’s taillight fade away. His touch and kiss 

had been so gentle, so unlike the image of this man I didn’t know. But I did. Somewhere deep 

inside. My heart sang a song of recognition whenever I was around him. 

Shutting the door, I wandered into the living room. The tree was on some sort of timer 

and it glowed in its corner. There was an empty spot front and center, still circled by that halo of 

tiny white lights. 

I sank to the floor, fresh tears wetting my cheeks. 

“Oh, Mike. I miss you so much. Why did you have to die?” 

 

 
 

The week before Christmas was always crazy but Christmas Eve arrived. The office party 

consisted of hot cider, Christmas cookies, and a quick game of dirty Santa. My gag gift—a 

cactus decorated with chili pepper lights that danced to the tune of “Feliz Navidad.” I ended up 

with a pair of earmuffs that resembled wolf ears. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry when I 

opened them and then no one else wanted them.  

Unlike everyone else, I had only one stop to make on the way home—at Suzi’s place to 

drop off her present, the only other gift I’d bought. We exchanged presents and drank eggnog 

and ate more cookies. She gave me a cashmere-soft throw and I gave her a boxed set of her 

favorite romance novels. Suz didn’t want me to go but Drummer was coming to spend Christmas 

with her and I’d be a third wheel big time. 

It was getting dark outside and she made me wear my “wolf ears” because I’d forgotten 

my cap. I met Drummer in the parking lot. He teased me about my ears but in a sweet way. He 

gave me a Merry Christmas hug and then unloaded bags of presents from the back of the SUV 

he’d driven. 

My heart twinged only a little at my besties’ good fortune. I’d never have a love like that, 

which made my heart ache at Mike’s loss. There was an amazing amount of traffic and it was 

snowing again so it took me awhile to get home. The street blazed with lights, including my own 

house. I never had discovered who the culprit was and I could only hope the light elves would 

appear after Christmas to reclaim their decorations. 

As I walked through the front door, the timer clicked on the Christmas tree. And I saw it. 

The wolf ornament. There in its circle of light. I fled back into the cold and dark. 

 

 
 

I came to my senses when a wolf howled, shattering the silence of the night. That solo 

was followed by a chorus. Up in the sky, one star shone brighter than the rest as the moon cast 

silver-blue shadows across the snow. The wolves’ serenade ended and silence once again 

wrapped around me. 



This was the last place I’d seen Mike. He’d said goodbye here, leaving directly from this 

spot to report for duty. I’d been without him for three years now, two of them knowing I’d never 

see him again. 

A branch snapped, and snow crunched. I stilled, wiping even more tears from my frigid 

cheeks. That’s when I saw the wolf. Mike! I surged to my feet, blinking the tears away, his name 

on my lips. And then remembered. Mike was gone. This wolf looked like his, but not quite the 

same. This one was bigger. And he had a sprinkle of darker fur across his shoulders, blending in 

with the silvery white of his pelt. He raised his muzzle to the sky but no wolf song came from his 

throat. That’s when I knew. Batman. The Dark Knight. I sank to my knees, oblivious to the 

snow. 

“I know you,” I whispered. And I did. I’d always known. Somehow. He was like Mike. A 

Wolf, but one who had no voice. “Merry Christmas.” 

Hesitantly, he stepped forward and nosed me. Then he licked the tears from my face. I 

circled his neck and buried my face in his soft fur. “Are you real?” 

The wolf stirred, backed away. I let him go. He whirled and disappeared into a stand of 

trees. I couldn’t bear this. Not again. Before I could move, Batman appeared, tugging a shirt on 

and slipping his arms into his leather jacket. He was barefoot. 

He hunkered down in front of me, cupped my cheeks in the palms of his hands, and 

kissed me. Kissed me sweetly. Kissed me hard. Kissed me like I’d never been kissed before. And 

the words whispered across my heart. Sometimes, a man didn’t need words to be heard. 

Mine. 

Ours. 

And I was, just as this man and his wolf were mine. And I knew. Adam Knight. I 

remembered the name. Mike’s friend in the National Guard. The one who almost died trying to 

save my brother. 

“Merry Christmas, Batman.” 

I heard his voice and his wolf’s in my head. Merry Christmas, Robyn. 

The wolf pack ran past us and I swore I could hear Mike’s wolf howling along with them 

as their song filled the silent night. Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night. 


