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Prologue
 
Restless, she couldn’t sleep, but she hadn’t been able to since this all happened. And all of her instincts were screaming just like they had the night her mother had been killed. Misty had been plunged into a world of uncertainty and betrayal.
Unlike then, she was on edge and on the verge of running. However, she knew she couldn’t just take off. Her testimony was vital to putting a crime lord behind bars for life.
This was a safehouse with experienced guards whose job it was to protect her. So why did she feel surrounded by an electrical fence?
Misty pushed out a rough sigh and paced over to the window. Pulling back the curtain, she peeped out and instead of finding the shadowy figure of the FBI agent who was usually out back smoking at this hour, she found a prone lump on the concrete. 
Her heart stopped and scenes of the night her mother was executed before her played through her mind. Her blood, her voice weak as she begged for her life, and his cruel laugh as he pulled the trigger. 
For the third time in Misty’s life, her world had tilted on its axis and the room spun around her. 
“He’s coming for me.”
“You can’t escape me, Misty. I will never let you go. If I can’t have you, I won’t let you live without me.”
The words haunted her, and the whisper of his voice raked over her chilling skin. She would never forget the retribution in his eyes or the blood on her face, running down the corners of her mouth to stain her chin and the bodice of her dress. 
The body at her feet had been a testament to the brutal reality that she’d had to deny just to survive. The gaping hole in the olive-skinned throat and the dark eyes that stared up at her, the expression of rage forever etched in them, were a memory imprinted indelibly on her brain.  
The dull thud from outside the door jerked her from the gruesome reverie of only two months ago. The sound was followed by a rap on her door, but her heart stopped. She dared not hope the threat had been neutralized. 
Misty had seen first-hand what the hitters of the American yakuza could do in the name of their boss. As a result, her senses went on high alert. 
She opened her mouth, but nothing came out. The doorknob rattled, and the door creaked open to reveal the golden-skinned Kenji Yamamoto. His lips pulled into a grin and the gun he held in one hand lowered as he came toward her. 
Her heart beat started again, a harsh tattoo that almost deafened her. 
“I told you the FBI couldn’t keep us apart.” Kenji closed the distance between them and tried to touch her, but Misty shrank away. 
“Kenji—” A masculine voice protested from behind him.
“Just do as you’re told,” he snapped without taking his gaze from her. “Leave me.”
“We don’t have time,” the man muttered. “Grab her or kill her. The damned agent got off a call.”
“Wait outside,” he ordered, his tone impassive.
The man left them alone, and Kenji’s gaze slid over her and lust shimmered in his eyes. 
“I’m disappointed in you, Misty,” he said. “I thought we meant more to each other than this betrayal. For killing my cousin, I can forgive you, but not this.”
“I testify tomorrow, Kenji, and there is nothing you can say to stop that.”
“Say?” he asked in a silky tone. “I didn’t come here to convince you of anything. It’s too late for that, unless you’re agreeing to come to me.”
“I will die first.” She spat the words as if they were a distasteful morsel. “Your father killed my parents. Being with you would be like pissing on their graves.”
“And you killed my cousin. He was like a brother to me. That makes us even,” he snapped. “But since you won’t come to me…” He lifted the gun and cocked it.
His brown eyes lit with the excitement of the hunt while resignation filled her. Tonight, the running from the American yakuza would end one way or another.  
She’d been reduced to nothing but prey to them. She was a witness promised protection and left to the cold mercy of a cop or agent who’d betrayed her life for mere money. 
“No last words?” Kenji asked and laughed. “Don’t think to stall. The men coming are in my pocket.” He tapped his chest with his free hand.
“What can I say to a dickless wonder like you?” she demanded. “You come at me with a gun instead of manning up and using your bare hands.” 
He growled, the tiger—the animal that lived inside him—snarled at her, eyes going golden as the animal glared at her from the man’s face. She could almost see the stripes.  
Misty laughed. “You don’t scare me. You’re a weak-ass son of a bitch like your father,” she sneered. “You both think you can take whatever you want.”
“Your life is what I’ll take tonight.” He pulled the trigger, malice bright in his eyes and satisfaction coming over his features. However, the gun merely clicked. He looked at it in shock.
Her skin cooled as the animal inside rose to the fore of her mind, determined to survive. Cold issued from the center of her forehead to slam into his. He shook it off, expression puzzled. 
Then he attempted to pull the trigger again. 
Misty kicked him in the groin and shoved him backward. The gun went off and the heat of it grazed her shoulder as the bullet rushed past. She kicked him in his knee as she locked her nails in the side of his forearm. 
The gun fell to the floor, and he snarled. Misty lunged forward and sank her teeth in the shoulder, missing the side of his neck. He howled in pain and pushed her away. She threw out her hand and the ripples of icy energy tore a cry from him as they connected with his face. 
He squeezed his eyes closed and blood trickled from them. Misty whipped around and grabbed her bag from beneath the bed.
“Bitch.”  The insult came from the doorway.
Misty threw a ball of ice at him. It hit the floor, vanished, rose up as a wall of snow, and rushed him, throwing him backward. She raced for the window and his grunt floated to her. 
“Misty!” Kenji grabbed her, and she struck out wildly as she turned, and they fell to the floor. 
“My father was right about you,” he said as he pressed the bulge in his pants into her back. “You are special.”
She struggled, and Kenji turned her over. Their eyes met and arctic cold chilled her eyes before coming out in laser thin rays. He growled and tried to look away, but Misty gripped the sides of his face. Her icy fingers stuck as the frigid energy blinded him.
He snarled, and his body began to convulse as the chill played havoc with his heart. 
“D—” The words froze on his tongue, and he crumbled in her hands, turning to snow.
“Kenji!”
She got to her feet at the sound of hard footfalls on the stairs and rushed to the window. Wrestling it up, Misty shoved the screen, but it didn’t give right away. 
“Kenji, we’re out of time. Kenji?” A harsh voice demanded in the dark, behind her.
Misty put her shoulder into the mesh and the metal frame gave way, sending the material outward. Misty landed hard on her bag, but sprang to her feet as shots pinged on the window frame. She looped her bag over her head to hang cross-body wise and took off for the fence that separated the yard from the neighbor’s.
When she reached it, Misty sprang over like a teenager as the dog snarled and barked.  She heard him change course as the man chasing her followed her over. She reached the other side and was over even as a shot whizzed by her head. 
Landing on the ground with a wince, Misty was up and moving, hands shaking.
A car came out of nowhere, and the headlights blinded her temporarily. Misty moved onto the sidewalk and the car picked up speed as it headed toward her, jumping the curb.
Her eyes widened, and Misty’s hand shot out of its own volition, sending a large ball of ice to hit the vehicle, causing it to jerk left. Breathing hard, she clenched her fists and snow swirled around her head and raced for the car. It crashed into the light pole, crumpling.
 In surrounding yards, dogs barked, and Misty quickly assessed her options. There was no going to the police. One of them had allowed her to be put in this position and whoever that was would ensure she died. 
She only had one choice. She shifted into her animal form and sprinted down the street, bag beating at her chest.
 



Chapter One
 
Six Years Later…
“What’s going on?” Brynn, her second in command, asked after slipping into the chair across from her. 
Mallory took a sip of her drink and met the other woman’s gaze. Her emotions rioted inside her for the first time since she was a kid preparing to take over her pack. Back then, it had been easy to know what to do. 
The certainty of youth and the righteousness of rage had driven her while the comradery of her friends had sustained her. Tonight, the very friends she’d leaned on were no comfort.  
“I just know those bastards created the perfect storm of discord and this town might drown in it.”
“I know you think Sam is excluding you, but she’s just protecting her ass,” Brynn said. “Jenner is pissed. The charges against Mica didn’t stick, and he can’t get Sam, Syd, or Kamari for Jerry’s disappearance.”
Jericho had been the alpha of the wolf pack that Jenner was now alpha of. His pack was still clamoring for justice that they felt they’d been denied in the past weeks for the deaths of other packmates. 
“What are her plans?”
“Talk to her,” Brynn ordered. “She’s not going to lie to you.”
Mallory pushed out a sigh. Nothing could be truer of Sam. She’d let you know she was going to gut you with a paring knife if you asked. 
She was bold and fearless, but she had survived the unimaginable, giving her a backbone of steel that Mallory wasn’t sure she had.
“I don’t know if there can be much trust right now,” Mallory said after a long moment. “She knows I’m in the hot-seat over this.”
“She trusts you,” Brynn told her gently. “Don’t sell yourself or her short.”
“How are things on the floor tonight?” Mallory changed the subject. 
She and Sam were co-owners of Coyote Closet, the strip and sex club for lesbians. The business was doing better than ever despite the murder that had occurred there a week ago and accusations that Mallory and Sam were involved.
Patrons seemed to be coming in just to watch the show to see what happens next as tension between the packs ramped up. 
“Fine,” she said. “You know what? I asked Treasure to come up and give you a lap dance.”
“No.” Mallory shook her head. She didn’t fool with those damned dancers. Some of them were as contentious as grade school children at recess. 
The rest wanted a sugar mama.
Right now, any one of them could be a plant, convinced by the Coalition or Jenner to turn on her and Sam. It was a risk she couldn’t take.
“She’s still too new to the area to be a problem, Mallory,” Brynn said. “You need to relax. It’s the only way for you to see clearly.” 
Mallory made her best decisions when she was languid, but she hadn’t gotten laid in three weeks, and she was in heat. That meant, she was going to become edgier than normal and her pack would feel it. 
She didn’t need them doubting her or her strength. That kind of discord in this situation might lead to some of her people betraying her.
“If you aren’t going to do this, then you need to go into the city and get laid,” Brynn suggested. 
“I will,” she said. Brynn was a good friend of Sam’s, but she’d remained with Mallory when Sam had left the pack to take over Gray Tail, a pack they’d recently defeated. 
Mallory appreciated that, considering Brynn was one of the rare shadow coyotes. They were Indian born, stronger and more resilient than normal coyotes. They even lived longer and healed faster.
“Okay. I’ll leave you alone,” Brynn said. 
“Head back to the den,” Mallory told her. “I want you to stay out there when I’m here.”
“Anticipating trouble?”
A storm was coming, and she could already smell the snow. 
“I’ve heard a few rumors that some of the men aren’t too happy with the decisions I’ve made lately, and they might challenge me as well as you. So, be careful.”
“I’m already on that,” Brynn told her. “I’ve been trying to pinpoint the source of the problem. When I do, I’ll let you know.”
“Thanks, Brynn.” The other woman was a dominant, but Mallory hadn’t expected her to take such a leadership role as she’d formerly been consigned to following.
Brynn gave her a smile. “I want you to take a look at a few things I’d like to do.”
Mallory chuckled. “Email me, and I’ll go over it tonight after I get back off the floor.” She always walked the floor unless she was in a playroom letting off steam, but she hadn’t done that recently for fear of betrayal.
“Okay. I’m going. I’ll see you later.”
“Later.”  Mallory got to her feet and straightened her tie before heading out to the floor.
When Sam was in the club, she was mostly in the security room now-a-days or patrolling the playroom floor. They were both concerned about what the wolves might do in order to get them both hauled into human court or in front of the Coalition.
The Coalition was the shifter board that kept the balance in their area and often were instrumental in having justice meted out to shifters who broke the rules. 
Once on the floor, she went to the bar where Kamari, Sam’s mate was pouring up drinks as their temporary head bartender. Mallory gave her a nod and Kamari finished up what she was doing and walked down to her. 
“How’s it going?”
“It’s busy,” she said with a smile. “A cop’s out there tonight.”
Mallory wasn’t surprised. “Has she been doing anything other than watching?”
“Not that I noticed,” Kamari replied. “She came over for a drink, and I gave her a strong one.” She grinned. 
“Water the next one down and make sure she gets a ride if she needs it.”
Kamari nodded in understanding. “Eyes on her,” she said. “But just between us, she’s a he, about twenty-four.”
“What’s she wearing—” Someone screamed, and Mallory faced the floor. 
****
On stage, Treasure ignored the scream and ran her fingers down between her breasts, giving her tiny top a tug, lowering it just enough to give patrons a view of the creamy mounds. She bent a little and her eyes were snared by a pair of hard almond-shaped brown ones. 
Larue McDaniels. She was the jackal Treasure had gone out with who’d refused to take no for an answer. She’d tried to rape Treasure, but she’d managed to get her off her and escape the club alone.
Before she could draw back the woman reached up and grabbed her. Treasure gasped and tried to push her hand off, but claws scraped her nape, penetrating the first layer of skin.
“Come a little closer, whore.” 
She tumbled from the stage and a low growl escaped her as she fell right into the jackal’s arms. Treasure tried to get free, but the woman’s hold tightened. 
“Remember what I said?” Larue whispered. “The bouncers are too busy just now to worry about what I’m doing to you.” Then, sharp teeth bit into Treasure’s earlobe, drawing blood.
Treasure let out a cry of pain and braced her hands on the woman’s thighs but didn’t attempt to pull back. Jackals were vicious attack dogs and this one would take her lobe off if she showed too much fear or pulled hard against her hold.
“Get down there, little slut.” She shoved Treasure’s head down to her crotch and the soft perfume of musk filled her nostrils.
“Let her go,” Mallory ordered coldly. “Now.”
“Or what?” The jackal demanded and pressed Treasure’s head tighter against her. 
She was already wet and the scent of her arousal nauseated Treasure. Her claws pricked at her nails, but she fought the animal’s urge to strike out and end the threat or be ended.
“I came here for a good time and a good time’s what I’ll get from my bitch.”
Treasure’s blood turned cold and her icy hands drew a snarl from the animal. 
She fell back and nearly hit her head on the stage. Treasure’s gaze collided with the other woman’s and animal met animal. The jackal’s rage flared in her eyes, and Treasure hit her with an arc of cold energy.
The jackal let out a growl and lunged for her. Just then, Mallory grabbed the woman by the back of her collar and jerked her backward before shoving her face down on the table. Treasure stared down at the woman, breath coming out in heavy pants.  
“Stay down, McDaniels,” Mallory bit out, and punched the woman in the side as she struggled. 
“Let me up, Blacklaw,” she commanded. “You’ll regret it if you don’t.”
“No one touches the girls without permission, asshole.” Mallory tugged her up and let her go.
The jackal rounded on her and landed a blow to Mallory’s stomach, and Mallory shoved her back.
“Get that piece of crap out of my club, Camden.”

The bouncer grabbed the jackal from behind.
“She’s not welcome back,” Mallory snapped.
“Mallory, she’s mine, and I won’t let you keep me from her,” the jackal shouted. “I’ll see you after work, Treasure girl.” The jackal blew her a kiss.
Treasure fought back the growl and the urge to finish her. She wouldn’t, even though it wouldn’t take much. She had only to blow out a breath and the cold would give her brain freeze. Instead, she pulled her animal back by a white-knuckled grip. 
The animal was furious and lunged against the reins, determined to kill. So, Treasure ran from the room to separate the animal from the target. Shaking, she reached the corridor and let out a low growl as she braced her hands on the wall, panting. 
The touch on her shoulder, made her jump, and she whipped around ready to do battle.
“I thought I made it clear you weren’t to bring your drama to work,” Mallory said in a hard tone. “You can take care of that when you get off, or don’t come back.”
“She’s not my drama,” Treasure snapped, glaring up at the attractive dusky-skinned woman. “She’s just some damned animal who thinks one date entitles her to lay claim to me.”
Mallory drew her brows into a frown. Her blue-gray eyes were filled with concern. “What?”
“I went out with her last week, and she tried to rape me in the club when I told her no.”
“In a club? What kind of club were you in?” Mallory exclaimed. 
“Beasts Wild.”
“Why the hell were you there? It’s a bisexual sex and dance club.”
“I know. I was following,” she said through gritted teeth. “I can’t deal with this right now.” Treasure turned and stalked away.
“Go home,” Mallory called. “We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”
Treasure shook her head and headed to the dressing room. There was a change and shower room along with a lounge that made the area comfortable for the dancers. Two girls were already there changing into their costumes. 
“Are you okay?” One of them asked.
“Not really,” she muttered. “That asshole was out there, and she attacked me.”
“You should go to the police,” she said attaching a whip to a clip on her low slung pants.
“I know. Thanks, Velvet.” Treasure undressed at her locker and grabbed her shower slippers before heading into the shower.
She cleaned up and dressed quickly. Then Treasure headed to the employees parking lot. The area was well-lit and a single guard was visible. 
She made her way to her little black scooter and unlocked the storage compartment where her helmet was stored. Treasure removed it and dropped her bag inside. She pulled on the head gear, climbed onto the moped, and cranked the engine. 
She wasn’t worried about an attack on the road, but Treasure was concerned that jackal might follow her home.
She’d gone through enough over her lifetime to know that woman would find her, and she would create more trouble than she was worth. She’d end up having to leave town, but she was already preparing for that.
Treasure was so damned tired of leaving. All she really wanted was to find a place she could settle down and live her life, and this had looked like the perfect little town. She’d never been around so many shifters in her life which made this place feel right.
Tears formed in her eyes, and she wiped them away before pulling out of the lot. She closed her eyes for a split-second and her vision was clearer, everything she passed was brighter, the colors more vivid.
  Maybe she’d just go to the police and file charges as per Black Velvet’s suggestion. If that didn’t work, then she’d leave.
 



Chapter Two
 
“Her alpha status isn’t being questioned, Mallory,” Jenner, the chief of police of Snowbury muttered as he glared across the square table. “Just the way she acquired the pack.”
Mallory shook her head as she held his flinty gaze. Light came into the room, through the small window to his right. The warm room did nothing to combat the chill coming over her as she drew in a slow breath. 
This afternoon, her mind was only partially on this meeting Jenner had requested. She was concerned about the cop who’d attacked one of her dancers while she was giving a lap dance, and Mallory thought it had been more for effect than anything else. 
She was also concerned about the attack on Treasure.
Two incidences in one night had her more than a little suspicious about the cause.
“Answer my questions.” The thud of his fist on the table snapped Mallory out of her reverie. 
“Why are you questioning this after everything your former alpha did?” Mallory asked patiently. “He tried to kill Kamari as well as Mica.”
“Why? Because I have no choice, that’s why,” he snapped, ire blazing in his eyes. “I have dead cops, one of which was pressing charges against one of her people. I have two missing influential leaders, a pack demanding answers, and a whole hell of a lot of blood still staining this town.”
“I know the Wolf Coalition wants answers, but they need to stop attempting to demonize coyotes,” she said coldly. “I’m not helping them or you unseat Samarra so you can gain her pack. It’s not happening.” 
The former Gray Tail lands were a large territory and a nice size pack of coyotes. The former leader was dead and had once been an ally of Mallory’s until he turned on her. He’d acted in concert with Jenner’s alpha and a pack of hyenas. 
Their loss had resulted in Sam taking over the pack. However, the lands belonged to a single pack member and couldn’t be gained in the event the pack was taken over. No one seemed to get that other than herself and Sam.
“You’re not going to have much choice,” Jenner told her softly. “Samarra is my lead suspect in Jericho and Collier’s disappearances and Kamari is my second.”
She narrowed her gaze on him. “Are you crazy? You know what kind of men they were.”
“The D.A. went over the video files and refuses to accept them as anything other than a fake. He has experts who say the films were pieced together from more than one source,” Jenner told her grimly. “The Wolf Coalition is doing its own investigation prompted by that.”
“And those FBI agents and that mess?” she demanded. “They were here for him. Who do you think attacked them?”
“There is no proof of that,” he snapped. “The agent spoke to me, but offered no evidence to back that up.”
“Did he say he was closing the investigation?” she demanded.
“He said he had other evidence to look at, and then he’d be back to talk to Jericho,” he retorted. “But with him dead, there is no knowing what he had or didn’t.”
“You’re splitting hairs and you know it,” she growled. “Kamari worked under that agent, and he talked to her. He had the same evidence you had.”
“Kamari will be sanctioned for making a scene, along with Mica and her cousin,” he told her. “There is no way around that. The investigation was long and way too tedious, but that’s the final conclusion of the review board.”
“People assigned by the Coalition came to this conclusion,” Mallory said angrily. “Friends of Jerry and Collier’s decided this. It was by no means fair or impartial nor do I consider a week long enough for a true determination of guilt on Sam or Mica’s parts.”
Jenner blew out a breath. “I know Sam said she’d withdraw from the coalition if it came to that, but you can’t let her do that,” he said, his tone almost pleading. “With her having taken over Gray Tail there will be an imbalance of power.”
“What you mean is Sam will be a lone power and you wolves can’t allow that.”
“You need to convince her to accept the ruling and turn that pack over to the Coalition pending our findings,” he replied. “It’s better she loses the pack fairly and legally than have anyone in the Coalition look askance at the proceedings.”
Mallory snorted. “If she withdraws, you can’t touch her.”
“But we can still sanction Mica’s cousin. His sentence will be death to send a message,” Jenner told her grimly. “We can’t allow this town to devolve into a cesspool of lawlessness.”
“I’ll kick him out of my pack.” She shrugged. 
“With Sam being on her own, it’ll be open season on her. All the burden of proof in any case of aggression against her pack will be on her, and you know she’ll always lose.”
“That would be stupid on your parts,” she said evenly. “Sam isn’t going to be the easy target you think she will be.” 
No. Sam was deadly and cold when threatened. To that, there were three deadly women in Sam’s pack who’d turn this into a battle of attrition the town would get caught in.
“And you’ll be heavily sanctioned for letting him go as well as being charged with murder of the girl killed in your club. On top of that, the Coalition will want to charge you with conspiring in Collier and Jerry’s disappearances.”
She drew in a deep breath and let it out harshly. “That’s your answer? Force me to betray a woman who’s like a sister or do time for something I didn’t do?” 
“It’s the only answer to get things back the way they should be,” he told her. “You couldn’t have thought that getting rid of Jerry would be that easy. I’m not sure I believe everything you said, especially in light of the forgery those videos are being made to be.”
Mallory nodded. “If you do this, you’ll lose, Jenner,” she said softly. 
“Is that a threat?”
“It’s a fact,” she told him in a hard tone, slamming her fist on his desk. “Sam won’t roll over, and I’m not going to let you roll over me because you want more power.” 
He rose to look down at her, his wolf-gray eyes glittering dangerously.
Mallory got to her feet too, holding his gaze.
“Think it over. You have one week. You do as the Coalition wants and give us Sam on a silver platter or you die with her.”
Mallory backed to the door not trusting that wolf. He’d always acted with a semblance of honor, but with the evidence against his alpha being called into question, Mallory knew he was a wolf out for vengeance.
Like any wolf she knew, she was sure he’d attack her here and now if she let her guard down. She wouldn’t go for the throat for fear of dying in the police station at the hands of wolves.
The door opened at her back, and she stiffened. However, Mallory didn’t stop. She merely drew in a breath to determine the name of the wolf she’d have to kill first.
“Alpha.” The male’s voice was familiar and so was his scent.
“I didn’t call for you, detective,” Jenner snapped. “Get back to work.”
“I am working,” Rowel retorted. “I was coming to tell you a complaint has been filed against a cop.”
Jenner frowned. “A coyote?”
“No, the dancer Cordelia Harcourt.”
His eyes glittered as they focused on her, and Mallory schooled her features, though she was surprised to hear it.
“Five days,” Jenner said pointing at her. “Then, I’ll assume you chose the wrong side. Now, get out, and Rowel, tell the dancer to get in here.”
Mallory exited his office and turned to find several wolves watching them. Some growled low, but she turned her gaze on Rowel. 
“What are you doing? This might get you killed,” she muttered under her breath.
“You’re my alpha,” he said coolly. “My job is to die with you or for you if it comes to that.”
She shook her head and slapped his shoulder. “I’ll see you in the den. Thanks.”
He flashed her a brief smile. “Be careful. They all know what he and the Coalition thinks about Jerry’s disappearance.”
“Thanks for the heads up,” Mallory said. She knew getting out of the building might be a feat, but she held her head up as she made her way to the door. 
A male wolf with strawberry blond hair shoved her, and she stumbled back into the arms of a male who caught her in a head lock. Mallory jumped and kicked the man in front of her before releasing her claws and jamming them into the thigh of the man restraining her. 
He growled, and Mallory drove her elbow into his stomach. As his grip loosened, she ducked to avoid the punch of the man who’d pushed her. His blow connected with his friend’s face.
“Another move, boys and girls, and I’m busting a cap in a few asses. Then, I’m booking you for assault,” Rowel said icily. “This is a place of business not a boxing ring.”
“He’s right,” Jenner barked. “Get back to work. Another finger on her in this building, and you’ll be put on leave.”
Mallory gave Rowel a nod and Jenner a look, brow lifted. She hadn’t missed the subtle distinction that gave them the green light to attack her outside. If he wanted to play it that way, then she had no trouble with guerilla warfare.
****
Cordelia watched the scene play out from a corner of the squadroom. Mallory moved with lithe grace and swiftness which seemed to surprise the men. Her fist had one man’s face turning blue.
She couldn’t help admiring Mallory’s willingness to defend herself. Cordelia was immensely proud of her, considering the guts it took to stand her ground in wolf territory when you were possibly a woman alone.
“Miss Harcourt.” Rowel motioned her over with two fingers, and she crossed the room to be led into an office. “Chief this is Cordelia Harcourt.”
“Miss Harcourt, what’s her problem with Officer…?”
“Officer McDaniels,” Rowel supplied.
Jenner sighed and indicated the two chairs before his desk. Cordelia took one aware of Rowel leaving them.
“What’s Officer McDaniels done?”
“She came to my job at the club last night and harassed me. She jerked me off the stage and pressed my face into her crotch.”
“It’s a club,” he said coolly. “What do you want me to do about that? I’m sure that’s just a job hazard.”
“That wasn’t her first attack on me,” she snapped. “She tried to rape me when I went out with her.”
“And you’re just reporting it?” he asked blandly. 
“I figured if I just left her alone she’d leave me alone, but last night was proof that wasn’t going to happen. I want to file charges against her for jerking me off the stage.”
“I’m sure the guards there handled the matter,” he said dismissively. “If anything happens outside the club, you’re free to file a report.”
“If I slit her throat in the club and the bouncers throw her in the trash, then what?”
“They won’t,” he said acerbically. “And I’ll charge you with murder.”
“And I’ll kill you, too,” she told him coldly, fists clenched at her sides as the animal inside her fought to break free. The cat could sense the wolf’s dominant nature, but the wolf clearly had no scent of the cat. 
“Are you threatening a police chief?” he asked, eyes stone hard. 
“Aren’t threats as much of a job hazard for you as your death?” she asked silkily.
“Be careful you don’t end up in a ditch,” he said, a growl in his voice. “You’re new around here. Those women at the club won’t give a damn about you.”
Cordelia held his gaze, pulling the cat back. She was in heat and that made the cat cranky, especially since she wasn’t getting laid these days. 
“You’re right,” she said. “The next time she attacks me, I’ll go to the sheriff in the next town or call in the state police. I might even call the FBI and tell them you’re refusing to do your job.” She knocked the chair over as she stood. 
“I’d advise you to think that over,” he said, his tone deceptively calm. His animal was staring at her, his eyes wolf gray. 
“Then do your damn job. Serve and protect me before she hurts me.” She stalked from the office into the squadroom where wolves looked up from their work. 
Cordelia ignored them, exiting as quickly as possible. 
“Damn that bastard,” she muttered. All she wanted was a peaceful life, not another set of assholes who thought they had the right to do with her as they pleased. 
 



Chapter Three
 
Mallory sighed as she ended the call she’d made to Cordelia. Talking to her about her problem with McDaniels was tops on her list this afternoon. She hadn’t returned her call yet and it didn’t look like she was going to. 
She unlocked her door and climbed into the sporty black vehicle. She started the engine and was about to back out when a cry of rage stopped her. 
“What the hell?”
Mallory cut the engine and climbed out. Across the parking lot, she spotted Cordelia standing in front of her moped. 
“Cordelia?” she called, and the woman turned, her body tight as a violin string. Mallory strode over, curious. “What’s going on?”
“She trashed my bike while I was inside,” she growled. “I don’t even think filing a report will do much good.”
“Who do you think is responsible?” Mallory asked. 
“That jackass officer, Larue McDaniels.” 
“You’re not sleeping with her?” Mallory asked with a frown. The woman’s scent was too hard to place. She never could get anything more than the smell of Cordelia’s perfume and that was very enticing.
But she certainly wasn’t wearing any superficial scent that said she had been with anyone else. 
“No,” she muttered. “I told you last night. She tried to rape me. Then she threatened me. She said she’d rip out my throat if I told.”
“And that’s why you’re here?”
“I was reporting what she did to me last night,” Cordelia said. 
“And what did they say?”
“Fuck me,” she snapped. “That’s what the police chief said.” 
“You talked to Jenner?” Mallory asked. “And he refused to handle this?”
She glared at Mallory, her eyes glowing faintly green. Mallory’s coyote raised its head and drew in the woman’s scent. There was an undertone of something other than human that intrigued both woman and animal.
Cordelia turned away, the red of her hair brilliant against the gray day. Her ass was firm in the pants she wore, and she only got a few steps before Mallory was trailing after her like the bitch in heat she was.  
“Wait a minute,” Mallory called attempting to grab her arm, but was too slow.
“I can’t prove she did this, but I can report it,” Cordelia said. 
Mallory went inside with her, curious as to how this would be handled. 
The report was taken and the man who did was more or less unconcerned with Cordelia’s fears of being stalked. He merely told her there was nothing they could do absent of proof.
“So, when she rapes me and beats me to death, then you can do something?” Cordelia asked, clearly seething with rage as she stared at the officer looking the moped over.
“Yep.” He gave her a smirk.
“Right,” she muttered through clenched teeth. “She told me this would happen, so my best out is to buy a gun and blow her brains out.”
Mallory snickered, enjoying the fireworks.
“Your best out is not to say that in front of a cop,” he said coolly. 
“Thanks for the advice,” she muttered. “I’ll kill you right after to avoid any problems.” 
He looked at her then, a startled look on his face before his eyes darkened, and he growled at her. “Don’t threaten me,” he said icily. “I can arrest you.”
“My first call will be to a hitman with balls enough to kill you and brains enough not to get caught.”
“That’s enough,” he said and reached for her. His fingers closed around her arm and the air cooled slightly. A streak of blue cut across his skin going straight to the bones of his fingers. An audible crack had him jerking his hand away. 
“Officer,” Cordelia exclaimed in a shocked tone. “Are you okay? What happened?”
Mallory stared at him, wondering the exact same thing as the hint of chilled air died away along with the frost on his hand. 
“M-my fingers…” He trailed off, gaze glued to his hand, face flushed.
“Oh, my god!” Cordelia cried, eyes wide. “Mallory do something.”
Mallory almost laughed, but she was too confused. 
“Hey, jackass,” Mallory called, turning away from them to find an officer striding from the building. 
The cop glared in their direction but kept going.
“Your buddy’s in pain over here,” Mallory called. “I think he broke his hand.”
“I think the proper term is, ‘officer down’,” Cordelia exclaimed, a hand on her cheek, cornflower blue eyes chill as frost.
And this time Mallory did laugh. The woman was fire and ice and she loved it.
 



Chapter Four
 
Cordelia glanced out the window at the passing scenery five minutes later, kicking herself for losing her temper.
She hated being in heat and not being able to do anything about it. Masturbating didn’t help and after the way things had gone with Larue, she wasn’t willing to just pick up a woman in a bar. 
That was too risky, but getting laid really did make a cat less dangerous during this time of the month. As it was, keeping her claws from biting into her palms was as much a feat as keeping her power under control. 
“I need a few days off,” Cordelia finally said. She couldn’t be around people for the next two or three days unless she was going to be having lots of sex. 
“How many?” 
A whole week technically. 
“Just two.”
“You’re pretty popular,” Mallory commented, and Cordelia snorted. “The ladies like your moves and your sweet-girl persona.” 
“It’s that time of the month.” She didn’t have normal periods. She only ovulated twice a year. When she went into heat though, she bloated and got some symptoms of PMS unless she had sex.
“Is it?” Mallory shot her a look and Cordelia wondered if the other woman was attempting to pick up the scent of blood. “Where are you from, Cordelia, and why come to Snowbury?”
“I’m from nowhere, and I came here because I wanted a change of scene and society,” she said blandly as she turned her gaze back out the window. 
 She was still hiding after all this time. Cordelia had heard Yamamoto had walked on the murder charge along with his hit man. And she and Kenji had been pronounced dead as well as the agents who’d been protecting her. 
The pictures of the housefire had been pretty spectacular. However, Yamamoto’s vow to bring to justice his son’s killer had been the thing that still stuck in her mind.
She didn’t want anything but to live her life now. Going back wouldn’t bring her parents back or reclaim for her the life Yamamoto had stolen. 
“To what end?” Mallory asked. 
She shot Mallory a look, taking in her profile and caressing the lines with her eyes. She had a nice jaw line and that contributed to her pretty face. Her short black hair was thick strands of spiral curls that framed her face in a pixie.
“You ask too many questions,” Cordelia replied tartly. She didn’t need the damn FBI finding out where she was because Mallory was “curious.”  “You don’t hear me trying to pry into your life.”
“What do you want to know about me that you don’t?” Mallory asked.
“I don’t know why you’re asking me all these questions all of a sudden.” The last time an employer had gotten nosy, she’d ended up with a cop at her door talking about her freaking finger prints and her questionable past.
She was not going to go back there and go head-to-head with the yakuza again. So, she’d vanished and learned to chill her fingertips to obscure her prints.
Mallory turned off the main street, taking them into the quiet neighborhood of apartments and condos where Cordelia had rented her apartment.
“What are you hiding from? That’s the only reason you could have come to a small town.”
Cordelia sighed. Killer, beware—never hide in a small town. The residents are suspicious and nosy. 
The big city was safer because there were enough people who didn’t give a damn about when you came and went and what you were doing there. They had their own problems, and you weren’t going to be their new favorite pastime just because you were a stranger.
“I’m going to need to get another moped.”  
“I’ll give you a lift into the city,” Mallory said. “When you’re feeling better.”
She rolled her eyes, shaking her head. “I can see why you don’t have a girlfriend.”
“I’m not looking for one, Cordelia,” she responded. “I get laid when I’m horny, I take a woman up to my playroom when I’m in the mood for S&M, and I go home when I’m not interested.”
“You don’t date your dancers?” she asked curiously. 
“I don’t date.”
“Sounds like my idea of a good time,” Cordelia commented. She didn’t need to play twenty questions during the afterglow. That had nearly gotten her police custody four years ago. “I like dinner after sex not before and the same with a scene.”
Mallory pulled in front of the complex and cut the engine. She released her seatbelt and turned in the seat to look at Cordelia who met those inquisitive sky-blue eyes. 
“I’m not kidding when I say I don’t date,” Mallory said gently. “I have responsibilities and a life that can’t handle a woman who doesn’t know how to back off.”
“I thought we were talking about sex, not a relationship.”
“You’re an attractive woman. Why would you just want to have sex with me?”
“Are you clean?”
“Yes.”
Cordelia shrugged. “That’s why. If you feel like it, come by tonight,” she said.
“I’m guessing it’s not that time of the month, and you just want a few days off then,” Mallory said lifting her brows.
“I didn’t say what time of the month. Ball’s in your court.” Cordelia climbed out and looked back in at her. “Shoot or pass, your call.” She slammed the door and strolled up to her apartment. 
****
 That evening, Jenner pushed out a rough sigh as he tossed back another drink. He hadn’t been expecting to inherit this mess, but here he was, right in the middle of it. He tightened his grip on the glass momentarily and then set it on the desk in his office in the den. 
“I know you don’t want to even think about this, but right is right, Jenner,” she said.
He turned to look at the women he’d been all but ignoring because her words had been contradictory to those of his beliefs.
“People are dead. Our alpha is dead, Carleigh,” he snapped. 
“I know that, big brother,” she said quietly from the chair in front of his desk. “But let’s talk about reality here. The D.A was Jericho’s friend as well as Collier’s. Not only that, he’s good buddies with Bradley.”
“What does that have to do with anything?” he muttered.
“Bradley is talking about building a resort right where Gray Tail is and, before he died, I heard Jericho talking about the same thing.”
He shook his head. “So did I, but that doesn’t change the fact he’s missing. Probably dead.”
“It doesn’t change the fact he was involved with the hyenas either,” she snapped. “He had coyotes killed because he wanted their land.”
“That was all Sam,” he retorted. But he didn’t know what he thought about that. There was no proof that hadn’t been tampered with. On top of that, those damned coyote women thought they owned this town, and it was a wolf town. 
“He wasn’t the man you thought he was, no matter what you’ve convinced yourself,” Carleigh told him. “If you want to push for justice, then follow the blood. Those women didn’t die on their own, and I bet if you looked—”
“I’m not wasting my time,” he replied. He’d been investigating the one death that mattered. The problem was he kept going right back to Coyote Closet and Sam and Mallory. Jenner just had no idea what their motive was for killing that girl.
“That’s okay. I am. The paper assigned me the story. Wolves weren’t the only victims and now that the possibility that they were killed by a serial killer is out there, my boss wants answers.”
“Tell him you don’t want the story,” he ordered. Jenner didn’t want her digging into this. This whole thing was turning into a nightmare for him, and he could only imagine what a headache it would be for her. 
“But I do,” she said softly.
“That’s an order from your alpha.”
“You’re my brother, Jen. My twin. I don’t take orders from you, and I’m not going to not do my job because you want me to.”
He growled his frustration, and Carleigh held his gaze with a determined glint in her own. She’d never backed down from him or anyone else in her life except their mother.
He’d wanted her support because if she believed Jericho had been framed, then she’d make his job easier with her articles. He knew she was a good judge of character, but she’d never been fond of Jericho.
“Why didn’t you like him?” he asked pensively. 
“Jericho?” She asked with furrowed brows.
“Yeah.”
“He wore many masks, so it’s hard to say which one was the real one,” Carleigh answered. “If he was a serial killer, I’ll find it out and even Bradley won’t be able to stop me.”
“If you insist on doing this, be careful,” he muttered. “The real killer is still out there, and it may well be those damned coyotes.” Jerry would be vindicated, and Kamari would be proven a liar. He’d prosecute her for manufacturing evidence.
“Who gave you the video files? I’d like to start there.”
“I can’t tell you,” he said. 
“That’s okay.” She got to her feet. “I have an idea where to start. I’m meeting Kamari tomorrow. I’m sure she’ll be more than willing to answer my questions. Then, I’ll talk to Mallory since she’s the one accused of killing Isa.”
Isa’s family still wanted blood, and he couldn’t let them get it until he had proof beyond a doubt Mallory had killed her. However, Jenner didn’t think he was likely to get it.
“Don’t forget to ask her where Jerry is.” He was certain she knew what had happened to Jerry. 
Kamari accused him of killing her older sister and was now a member of Mystic Snow, Sam’s pack. Those two things alone damned her in his mind.
She smiled serenely. “I plan to.”
****
Tonight’s crowd was just as lively as before the murder and last night’s attack on Treasure and the other dancer seemed to only have fueled the flame. Mallory hated that her club was being turned into a stage for those looking for violence and death.
Coyote Closet was her dream, and she still wanted to expand into Mystic and a couple of other nearby cities. She thought they had something special. 
Mallory slipped into her office and closed the door, and anger rushed through her. The memory of how Jenner had treated her today intruded adding fuel to the fire.  
That jackass Jenner thought he had her over a barrel with the Jericho shit. She’d walked down this path as a teen when the dominant males thought they could subjugate her. They often believed they were right for positions of leadership and authority merely because they had dicks. 
She didn’t bow down then, and she wasn’t going to do it now. They could all just kiss her ass. 
She growled and knocked a paperweight off her desk as rage threatened to consume her. 
“All I need is a little recreation,” she told herself. “A woman in chains would do nicely.” 
A rap on her door and it opened at her back. Mallory whipped around prepared to snap.
“How’d it go with Jenner?” Samarra, her best friend and partner asked as she stepped in and closed the door behind her.
She growled. 
Sam looked her up and down. “You’re strung tight tonight,” Sam said and came to stand before her desk. “Besides being in heat, you okay?”
“They’re trying to trap me,” Mallory muttered and then told Sam about the meeting.
“The Coalition wants to meet with me tomorrow evening,” Sam confessed. “I’m sure it’s all about my intent to resign from the organization.”
Perching on the edge of her desk, Mallory shrugged. “They’ll come after you and me, too. Hell, Jenner made it clear there was a green light on me.”
“He’s trying to force your hand, but he won’t do anything until after the meeting,” Sam told her. “He wants answers and for some reason he won’t accept that Jerry was a dishonorable alpha and a serial killer.”
“I know.” Mallory nodded. “He said the evidence Kamari procured was tainted, faked.”
“Damn them,” Sam growled. “If I don’t lay down the law now, Cambrie will forever be a target, and Kamari will become one.” 
Mallory ran her fingers through her short hair. “Every woman with something a man wants will be subject to attack,” Mallory said quietly. “I’ll be next.” And that’s what was really bothering her.
Sam could take care of herself, but this wouldn’t end with Sam. Some of the male dominants in her pack were showing more aggression lately, and Mallory was certain Jericho had gotten to them in the recent months. 
Jenner would be able to exploit their reticence at having a female alpha. 
“I’ll be at your back, Mal,” Sam told her as if reading her mind, “no matter what, so don’t think you have to withdraw. In fact, it might not even be wise right now.”
“I know,” Mallory agreed quickly. “But letting you stand out there alone isn’t either. The first thing they’ll attack is the business. We have to stand our ground.”
“Then, we better come up with a plan, because if Jenner wants a fight, I’m playing to win.”
 
 



Chapter Five
 
Bradley studied the plans on the wall of the small office. He and his partners were finding it hard to get this waterfront project off the ground, let alone set a projected date of completion. 
He pushed out a rough sigh and turned to the window. Outside, the night was pitch black now, matching the color of his mood. Bradley put a hand on the window frame, the need for blood and sex raging through him like flood waters rampaging out of control. 
He needed a fix, but with the debris in the water, he had to be careful. 
The animal jerked at the reins and he let out a growl and turned his back on the night peering in. His hands shook, and he knew he wouldn’t last twelve hours, let alone five.
Bradley walked over to his desk where his phone lay and picked it up. He could have drinks with friends or just go out there and get what he needed. 
The device rang, and he answered it, grabbing onto the call like a lifeline.
“Yes, Jenner?” he asked. The other man was the wolf alpha in Snowbury while he was alpha of a pack in Mystic.
“I need to talk to you,” Jenner said. “I know you and Jerry were good friends, so you can probably clear up a few issues I’m having.”
“What kind of issues?”
“Suspicion was thrown on Jerry in a murder case I’m still trying to clear. Jerry told me he’d been with you that night, and didn’t talk to my vic.”
“Okay. Where do you want to meet?” he asked. That would give him something to do, but he wouldn’t be distracted long, and Bradley knew it.
“We don’t need to meet tonight. I just need a confirmation or denial.”
“Jerry was with me that night,” he said. They had been together briefly. However, Jerry hadn’t killed the girl who’d died in Coyote Closet, but he’d ordered it. They’d both been in agreement that the girl had to die for what she’d seen. 
It wasn’t personal, just a matter of protection.
“Thanks. Say, did you ever meet that FBI agent, Kamari?” Jenner asked.
“No. Why? Is she accusing me of something?”
“No. She hasn’t. I was just curious if you’d ever been to Hartland.”
“A time or two, but not in the last few years,” he said. “Why?”
“That’s where some clues lead me,” he answered.
“Jenner, you’re a smart man,” Bradley said. “These women will do anything to twist you around and turn attention from them. They’re the ones who did those killings. They will do anything to make Jerry the scapegoat.”
“That’s what I’m thinking,” he said. “I’ll talk to you later.”
“Yeah. Call me anytime,” he said and ended the call. Bradley put the phone in his pocket and headed for the door.
His ringing phone drew a growl from him, but he pulled it from his pocket. A glance at the display gave him a little hope of a reprieve.
“What is it?”
“We need to meet. I think we need to talk about our mutual problem.”  
****
Mallory toyed with her cell phone as she thought about Cordelia. The woman was a mystery, but her background check had come back clean. She knew more about her than she’d known about Sam’s mate, yet something about it all felt off.
“What, though?” she murmured. 
Mallory wouldn’t be surprised if the woman was a plant by Jerry and Bradley. They couldn’t have just come up with this idea for their resort. They had to have known it wouldn’t be easy—what she needed was a look at the plans.
That wasn’t likely to happen unless she sent one of her trusted people to snoop around. She brought up the number pad and tapped in a number. 
“What’s up?”
“Mica,” Mallory said without preamble. “Do you trust Delaney?” Delaney was one of Mallory’s pack mates, but she wasn’t about to send someone who could be a problem to do a sensitive job.
“Yeah. Why?” 
“What about Sam?” Mallory pressed. “Does she trust her?”
“It was my call, but she didn’t have a problem with her. What do you need?”
“I need someone to do a little snooping,” she said. “I want to find out exactly what Bradley is up to, and who all’s involved in his push to build that resort now that Jerry is out of the picture.”
“I know someone who can do the job along with her who’s not pack, but is trustworthy,” Mica said. 
“Get it done and tell Delaney to report directly to me,” she said. “I don’t want to risk any of the wrong people getting wind of this.”
“Will do,” she said. “You good? You seemed a little cranky earlier.”
“I’m not,” she muttered. 
“Go get laid. Sam’s in the club all night and so am I.”
“Shut up,” she muttered. “I’m fine.”
“Right. Take a girl up to your playroom and blow off some steam then.”
“Just do your job, and keep me in the loop,” Mallory grumbled.
Mica snorted in her ear. “Am I keeping Sam out of the loop?”
“Your call, but it’s not necessary. I’m just going to tell her what you find out.” She didn’t see a reason to have any secrets on this from her old friend. 
“I’ll let you do the telling then,” Mica said. “See you later, and at least—”
“Quit harping on it,” she snapped. “I’ve already heard enough from Brynn.” Mallory ended the call and got to her feet, and the knock on her door made her groan. “What?”
The door opened, and a petite younger woman stood there in a cute pantsuit. Her black hair was put up in a neat puff.
“What do you want?” she demanded of Jenner’s sister. 
“Hi, Mallory.” She pushed the door closed. “Do you have a minute or two? I’m doing a story for the paper.”
Mallory studied her, considering why she might really be there. “What kind of story?”
“As you know, Jericho’s disappearance is the talk of the town, along with Isa’s murder, as well as that serial killer scare. Isa was rumored to have been seeing you. Is that true?”
Mallory rubbed her hands on her pants legs. “No.” She’d had a few nights with the girl, but the rest was just training. Isa had wanted to learn BDSM. 
“There are a few pictures that place you with her, and my brother has evidence enough to investigate you, so there has to be something there.”
“Then go talk to him,” Mallory ordered. 
“Was Kamari working undercover here for the FBI?” Carleigh asked. “Was she tracking a serial killer?”
“Ask her. Now, get out.” Mallory motioned to the door. “I’m not going to help your brother railroad me. If he wants something to take to the D.A, he’s going to have to find it.”
“So, there is something to find. Something to the rumor that you killed Isa because she wanted more and that she was threatening to tell that you and Sam were trying to set Jericho up.”
“I’ll throw you out if I have to ask you to leave again,” Mallory said as she grabbed her phone from her desk and yanked open a drawer. 
“What’s the harm in answering a few questions, Mallory, especially if you have nothing to hide?” Carleigh persisted.
Mallory grabbed her car keys. “Do you need an invitation to the exit?”
“You do realize if you lay a hand on me, Jenner will bury you?” she asked with a raised brow. 
“Girl, I could bury you under my desk, and my security team, who saw you come in here, won’t say a thing because your brother has turned into an ass-wipe.” Mallory closed the drawer and rounded her desk. “Which means no prosecution.”
Carleigh took several steps back, concern in her brown eyes. “I’m just trying to do my job.”
“Do it elsewhere.” She breezed past the girl and pulled open the door. “Out.”
Carleigh gave Mallory a tight-lipped stare but marched out the door. “I’m not going to go away,” she warned. “I’ll be back.”
“I doubt that.” Mallory locked her office door. “After you.”
Carleigh huffed. “Is Sam in?”
“Yep. You’ll be lucky if she doesn’t throw you out on your head.” She trailed behind the other woman. Mallory led her back downstairs and motioned to a bouncer. “Get rid of her. Make sure she doesn’t get back in.”
The woman nodded and took Carleigh’s arm. “This way.”
Mallory went out the employee’s entrance and headed to her car. She climbed inside deciding what she needed was a run. But she couldn’t risk running outside of her lands.
If the wolves caught her, they’d kill her even though they rarely ran in wolf form outside of their own den. Or at least, they never used to, but with Jericho dead and the Snow Dogs set on vengeance against members of Sam’s pack, the damned wolves always seemed to be on the prowl. 
And her death would only incite a bigger problem because Mallory was certain Sam wouldn’t just say good riddance. She’d go hunting.
 



Chapter Six
 
Cordelia stood in her bedroom naked, having just climbed out of a bath. She smoothed on moisturizer, her thoughts on Mallory and the way she’d stared at her when she’d dropped her off today. It had been clear she was interested, but even more so that she was hesitant. 
With all that was going on in her life, Cordelia could understand why. She wasn’t in any hurry to let anyone get close to her either. 
A rap on her door tore her from her reverie, so Cordelia grabbed her robe and pulled it on. Once she reached the door, she looked out the peephole. Seeing no one, she carefully pulled open the door and looked out. Her breath came out a white puff in the cold. 
As she started to close the door, a figure stepped out of the shadows at the side of the building, and she let out a startled sound.
“Hello, sweetheart,” Larue drawled. 
“What are you doing here?”
“Is that any way to talk to your woman?” she asked. 
“You’re insane,” Cordelia cried.
“I don’t appreciate you getting my boss involved,” Larue said as she drew closer. “He didn’t say much. He got a bit of a kick out the whole thing.”
Shaking, she started to close the door, but Larue was faster. The woman wedged her boot in the door and shoved hard, throwing Cordelia back. Then, she stepped inside. 
“You really need to learn some manners,” Larue said and reached down to jerk her to her feet before jerking Cordelia against her. Her hands slid down her back to squeeze her ass.
“Get off me.” Cordelia pushed at her, and Larue shoved her against the door and struck her before closing a hand around her throat and applying pressure. 
“I want you, Cordelia, and I’m going to have you. You can either give yourself to me or I’ll take you the hard way. Do you understand?”
Cordelia swallowed tightly and fought the urge to attack. “I’m not yours, Larue,” she said softly.
The woman tightened her grip and banged Cordelia’s head against the wall. Then, she leaned in close to lick the side of her face. 
“Never tell a jackal who wants you, no,” she whispered. “Once we get the scent of prey, we keep going until we catch it.”
Cordelia smashed the heel of her foot into the other woman’s shin and shoved hard. Larue released her, and Cordelia reached for the door handle. However, Larue was on her again, but this time she had her weapon in hand. 
She pressed the barrel to Cordelia’s temple hard enough to make her wince. 
“Do you want to die tonight, beautiful?”
She closed her eyes, fighting the hot tears that threatened to escape. She could cry. The damned dog would just push harder. 
“Look at me, sweet thing,” she murmured. 
Cordelia opened her eyes and looked right into those pools of gray. They were stone hard.
“I don’t want to hurt you. I just want you in my bed where you belong, okay?”
She nodded. 
“I’m glad we understand each other. Now, stay away from my boss, and keep this to yourself. I just wanted to bring you a present to show you that I was serious, and you had to turn this into a fight.” She withdrew her gun and slid it back into its holster before reaching into her pants pocket.
Larue held out a small box. 
“I want you to wear this for me,” she said. “I’ll be at the club to watch you dance tomorrow, and I want to see my bracelet on your wrist.”
A cell phone rang, and Larue reached into her pants pocket for hers. “Yeah? I’m on my way.” She ended the call. “I have to get back to work.” She kissed Cordelia hard on the lips and pressed the box into her hand before dashing out the door.
  Cordelia let out a scream and threw the box across the room. “Bastard!” She locked her door as tears burned their way down her cheeks.
 



Chapter Seven
 
Mallory found herself parked in Cordelia’s driveway ten minutes later where she sat staring up at the complex. She didn’t know why she’d come here when she had more important things to do in the den. 
So why was she wasting her time here? The dancer could be nothing but a distraction, a bad waste of time. 
She just wanted to check on her, Mallory told herself. As she walked up, Mallory got the feeling she was being watched. She glanced around, eyes going nightglow as she surveyed the shadows.
A couple sat on the stairs talking quietly, ignoring the world around them. A male stood on the porch of a second-floor apartment staring down at his phone.
But someone was watching. The coyote sensed it. 
If any wolves attacked her, she’d kill them unless they killed her first. Mallory wasn’t going to allow them to bully her, no matter what.
When she reached Cordelia’s first floor apartment, Mallory rapped on the door and her coyote lifted her lip in a silent snarl. The scent drifting to her wasn’t wolf, and it rubbed her coyote the wrong way. 
The door opened, and warmth rushed out into the cold night to greet her. 
“I’m surprised to see you,” Cordelia said breathlessly. 
Mallory met her gaze, finding a tentative smile on her pretty face. Mallory moved forward, and Cordelia stepped back to let her in. That’s when she saw the faint lines of a redness on her pale skin.
 “I just wanted to check on you,” Mallory said, and it looked like she should have been here a little sooner instead of trying to talk herself into going home. “I hope you weren’t sleeping.”
“No.” She shook her head, and Mallory’s gaze was riveted on the slight peachy undertones of Cordelia’s creamy skin.
With her red hair up, it was easy for Mallory to see the hint of a black and blue mark. It drew a frown to her face and Cordelia backed up.
Mallory pushed the door closed at her back, and her gaze roved over Cordelia in a short gown that barely covered her thighs.
“Thanks, but you could have called, you know,” Cordelia said. “Slow night?”
“No. Actually, it’s pretty busy.” Mallory cast a look around the room, her coyote picking up a hint of jackal. “You’re missing a big pay day.”
Cordelia smiled. She reached up and pulled the sticks from her hair causing the auburn mass to flow around her face and shoulders, covering the bruise at the side of her throat. 
“I’ll live with it. So, do you want a drink? Water, tea? Something harder?”
“What have you got?”
“Beer, whiskey, wine, and scotch.”
“Whiskey’s good.”
“Make yourself at home,” she said, motioning to the sofa. Cordelia headed to the kitchen which overlooked the living area, separated only by the breakfast bar. 
“So, how’d you meet the cop?” Mallory asked curiously, as she swept her gaze around the room. She found a box on the floor and went to pick it up. “I mean, I’ve seen her in the club, but I’ve never noticed you with her.”
“I gave her a few lap dances,” Cordelia said. “She seemed nice enough, so when she asked me out, I figured it would be okay. Just a date.” 
“Did you report the attempted rape in Mystic?” Mallory opened the box to see a silver ID bracelet with Larue’s name inscribed on it. 
“No. I just wanted to forget about it.” Cordelia poured amber liquid into a shot glass and set the bottle on the counter. “I didn’t think she’d make it into a federal case.”
Mallory grunted. “You should have reported it.” She closed the box and set it on the coffee table. 
“I’m akin to a sex worker, Mallory,” she said as she rounded the bar. “No one gives a damn about us. They think because we take our clothes off for a living that means we’re whores who are asking for whatever we get.”
Mallory shrugged. “People do think like that, but you seem like a fighter to me.”
“I fight to survive, not make change,” she replied softly. “And I get the feeling I’m going to have to do that here or leave.”
“People like that tend to follow,” Mallory said as her coyote growled at the thought of Cordelia leaving. 
“I know, but even that can be gotten around if you know how to do it.” 
The flash of pain in her eyes told Mallory Cordelia had been down this road before and that’s what had brought her here.
She took the glass Cordelia held out to her and their fingers touched. Her blood heated, and hunger sparked low in her belly. 
The coyote growled, a rumble in her chest.  
Shit. 
She didn’t need that. 
Damn.
Mallory withdrew, sloshing a little of the drink over the rim of the glass and Cordelia’s steady gaze flashed vivid green. Mallory blinked. 
Son of a gun. Was she a shifter?
“The bracelet, was she here tonight?”
Cordelia nodded. “I called to report it, but I was brushed off by the guy who took my call. He said she couldn’t have been here because she’s on duty and would never walk off her post.”
“Take the bracelet in and file a formal complaint for harassment,” Mallory told her. “You need that on record as well as the bruise on your neck. Did she do that?”
“Yeah, she did that and put her gun to my head.” Her voice wavered slightly, and a hint of rage flashed in those eyes that went green momentarily again. 
“Get dressed,” she ordered. “I’ll take you down there.”
“I—”
“Now,” Mallory commanded. 
“Okay. You’re right.”  
****
Cordelia headed into her bedroom and changed. She had decided not to bother going down since she didn’t think it would do any good. She’d already made up her mind that if she couldn’t shake the woman, she’d leave town. 
Killing her was an option, but Cordelia had taken it off the table deciding she couldn’t solve every problem by using her abilities. 
Her cat disagreed vehemently. The animal side of her had come from both of her parents. Her mother had been a lynx, an Irish witch, a druid who’d walked the ways of the wise and gained power and knowledge through her study of her family tradition. 
Her father had been a half-black man whose Indian heritage had led him to study the craft of the wise as well. He’d been a coyote shifter.
They’d taught her to honor her heritage, but she’d hidden all connections to that in order to prevent any leakage that she was still alive. The glamour magicks were what kept her hidden so well now by giving her face a slightly altered appearance. 
“There was a rap on her door and Cordelia slipped her feet into a pair of white sneakers and exited the room to find Mallory already at the door. 
“Hey, alpha,” Rowel said. 
“What are you doing here, Rowel?” Mallory asked. 
“I was leaving the station when the desk sergeant told me about the call. I decided to come by and check it out.”
“Good man,” she said. “Why is Jenner being such a hard-ass on this?”
He shook his head. “I don’t know. Probably because she works for you guys.” Rowel looked over Mallory’s shoulder then and gave Cordelia a nod. “Hi.”
“Detective Rowel,” she said. “What are you doing here? I thought the boys in blue took care of things like this.”
“Beat cops?” He gave her a dazzling smile as he stepped around Mallory. “If the town was a few thousand people bigger, you’d be talking to someone else, but here the force is small. You get who you get.”
“Oh.”
“Larue attacked her,” Mallory said. “She’s got a bruise on her neck.”
He held up a black case. “Let me get the camera,” he said. Rowel put the case on an end table next to a lamp and opened it. “Did she force her way in or did you let her in?”
Cordelia told him what happened. 
“Forced entry,” he said. “Put up your hair.”
She did, and he took several pictures.
“I’ll take the bracelet for evidence,” Rowel told her. 
“Larue tried to rape her on their date in Mystic,” Mallory said. 
He sighed. “You really should have reported that to show a pattern of behavior,” Rowel said as he put away the camera. “We can’t do much about that here, but I can put it in my report. Do you have any witnesses?”
“The bouncer saw her grab me and slam me into the wall. He overheard us arguing about her trying to rape me. He got her off me.”
“I’ll talk to him and add that to my report, too,” he said. “What club was it?”
She told him, and he gave her a curious look. 
“I wanted to go dancing. I thought that would be fun and safe.” Cordelia shrugged. “And pretty public.”
He nodded slowly. “Okay. I’ll go over there and then head home. Be careful. Get yourself a taser or pepper spray in case she attacks you while she’s off duty. Or better yet, get a dog or one of those loud warning things you can use if you’re attacked.”
“Okay,” Cordelia said. She didn’t need a taser. She could use magick to create a spell. She hadn’t thought of it, but she would get on it now.
“Later,” he said giving them a nod. “Mallory, can I talk to you a minute?” He picked up the bracelet and slipped it into a plastic bag and dropped that into his case.
“Be right back,” Mallory said. 
Cordelia sighed and followed them to the door once they’d stepped out and pulled it partially closed.
“What is it?” Mallory asked. 
“I want to ask her out, but I’m getting the feeling I’d be trespassing. No? Yes?”
“What?” 
“I don’t know if she’s bi-sexual or not, but I get the feeling you’re looking. Am I wrong?” Rowel asked.
 



Chapter Eight
 
Cordelia smiled. She’d go out with him, but he couldn’t do a thing about her being in heat because she wasn’t bi. Right about now she wished she was, because the man was hot.
“I’m just checking up on her,” Mallory said. “Go for it.”
“Thanks.”
Cordelia stepped away from the door when it opened, and Mallory gave her a brief look.
“Are you going to be okay alone?”
“You’re leaving?” Cordelia asked crestfallen.
“I should,” she said. “I have a few things to do before I turn in.”
Cordelia nodded. “Rowel seems nice.” She kept her tone conversational, but her goal was to feel Mallory out to see if she should just forget about making a move on her.
“He is,” she said. “The ladies seem to like him.”
“He looked like he wanted to ask me out. Do you think he will? I’m not straight by any means.”
“You can let him down easy then,” Mallory suggested. “I’ll see you at work in a few days.”
“It seems like you guys are having problems with Jenner over that girl’s death,” Cordelia said. “I know you were training her.”
“What?” Mallory asked. 
“Jenner never asked me any questions, but I suspect he’ll push on with his investigation until he gets answers,” Cordelia commented. “Do you guys have any ideas? I heard Kamari saw something.”
“No ideas,” she said coolly as she tracked Cordelia’s movement to the sofa. “What else have you heard?”
Cordelia faced her, her expression closed. “I saw something.”
“What were you doing on the play floor?” Mallory asked carefully. “You never said you were interested in being a sub.”
“I wasn’t up there. This was down in the lounge.” 
“What exactly did you see?” Mallory demanded. “And why haven’t you come forward? You know the problems we’re having with this.”
“I didn’t really want to get involved.” She sat down. “I still don’t, and I don’t think Jenner would believe anything I’d have to say.”
Mallory sighed in agreement. “Not after today,” she said. “But it might help us prove our innocence.”
“I’m tired. Can we talk about this in a few days?” Cordelia asked. 
“What?” 
Cordelia got to her feet. “I’ve had enough excitement for one evening.”
“Right. Now, you want to play games,” Mallory said. “That’s why I don’t get involved with the dancers.”
The frost in her tone could have frozen Cordelia, but she was suddenly already cold inside at the prospect of putting herself right in the middle of a problem that could make her a focus for the police. 
 “I’ll survive.” It’s what she did best. “Good night.”
Mallory’s eyes flashed with anger, the coyote glaring at her, but the cat merely watched with unconcerned disregard. She’d killed a tiger. She damn sure could kill a coyote if it came down to it.
Mallory left without another word, and Cordelia locked up. She really did like Mallory, but she didn’t know if she was worth dredging up the past. 
****
“Mica,” Mallory said when the other woman answered. 
“Yeah?”
“Tell Delaney to look into Treasure’s background. I want to know who she really is and why she’s really here.”
“What? Syd checked her out.”
“Tell her to look again,” she snapped as she made her way to her car. “She knows something about Isa’s death, and she’s not talking. I think she’s dodging the police on serious matters, too. I want to know what she’s hiding from.”
“I’ll let her know,” she said. “But what if there isn’t anything to know? What if she’s exactly who she seems?”
“Who ever is these days?” She ended the call. Cordelia with her beautiful barely sun-kissed skin and pretty eyes intrigued her coyote, but Mallory wasn’t about to let a piece of ass lead her astray.
****
In the barely lit abandoned parking lot in Mystic, Bradley studied the man who’d called the meeting. His black eyes were flat and his body a little tense tonight. He’d hadn’t liked the fact Jerry had brought him into this, but they did have a few common goals. 
“How are things going with getting the project moving?”
“They aren’t,” he said tightly. “I have to get rid of Mystic Snow’s alpha, but I’m putting pressure on the others in the Coalition. However, the plans Jerry and I had are still in force.”
The man sighed. “Bradley, we had a deal. Don’t keep dragging your feet or my money just might go away,” he said. 
Bradley doubted that. Jerry had told him the jackal needed the legitimate business the resort would provide to run his dirty money through. 
“I was going to put the next ball in play in the morning,” Bradley said with a smile. “I’m just lucky Jerry put so much thought into this plan to get rid of them.”
 “Make it happen fast. The longer Summerfield breathes the longer it’s going to take to make this happen. Blacklaw will be an easier target on her own.”
 “Jenner’s sister is working on a story that could expose us. Make sure it doesn’t happen.”
“You take care of her,” Bradley retorted. “I’m not worried about her.” He doubted she’d find anything that would be a problem for him, but she might find out about his companion’s drug trade and Jerry’s part in it.
“You should be, since Jerry’s games might well lead her to your door.”
He and Jerry had played together, but there was nothing that connected them as killers. He had nothing to worry about on that score. His companion, on the other hand, might have some fears of his own, but that wasn’t his problem. 
Bradley shook his head. “I’m taking all the risks for the biggest part of the plan—you take care of the girl if she gets too close.” 
She might. 
Carleigh could be pretty tenacious when she got the scent of blood.
“I might have an idea,” Bradley said. “If it becomes necessary, I’ll put it into motion. In the meantime, good night.” He headed for his car, the wheels of his mind turning as he began putting together a plan that would solve the problem.
 



Chapter Nine
 
The next morning, Cordelia was up by 10:00 AM and dressed. She still needed to get into the city to buy a new moped. She considered getting a car, but thought that would be more than she engaged for financially. 
Of course, a car would come in handy when she had to leave. And she would have to leave, she knew that and accepted it. 
She had money saved—she always saved. She’d left so many places, she’d become an expert at it and the preparation for it. 
With a sigh, Cordelia took a last sip of her tea and set the cup in the sink. She went to the living area where she’d put her jacket. She didn’t feel the cold the same as humans, despite the frigidness of it, so all she needed was a light jacket to keep up the illusion of being human.
  She’d walk to a shop and buy a bike and take that into Mystic. As she pulled on her jacket, there was a rap on the door. 
“Coming,” Cordelia called with a frown. No one visited her. She had only one sort of friend and that was Black Velvet from work. 
She looked out of the peephole to find Mallory on her doorstep. Pulling open the door, Cordelia stared at her questioningly. 
“Morning,” Mallory said. “Are you ready?”
“Huh?”
“You wanted to go into the city, remember? I said I’d take you. I figured you’d be up and ready or you’d tell me when a better time would be.”
Cordelia nodded slowly. She knew what Mallory wanted, but she wasn’t sure she’d give it to her today. In fact, if she could avoid it, Cordelia would continue to keep her silence. 
“Are you sure?” Cordelia asked. “I can get there on my own.”
“I don’t doubt it,” Mallory replied. “Are you ready?”
“Let me grab my purse.” She left Mallory standing there and went to get her purse from the sofa. 
They headed out to Mallory’s car, and Mallory opened the door for her. Cordelia gave her a smile. She was a sucker for a gentlewoman, but she wasn’t going to forget wasn’t dealing with a mere human. Coyotes were cunning animals, and she might well find herself spilling her guts if Mallory was intent on getting answers.
They were on the road in a matter of minutes, and Mallory threw her a glance after turning down the radio. 
“Why don’t you want to talk about your family?” Mallory asked.
“There’s nothing to talk about Mallory,” she said. “What about your family?”
“I lost them in an invasion,” she answered. “My pack was attacked when I was in my late teens. Many were slaughtered by the invading hyenas.”
“Damned troublesome creatures,” Cordelia murmured without thinking. “None of your family survived?”
“A few cousins. A half-sister.”
“Where are they?”
“Work,” she said with a smile and Cordelia snorted. 
“Okay, I asked for that one,” Cordelia said. “Are you close to them? Something like that must leave an imprint, make you want to hold on tighter to those you have.”
Mallory shrugged. “My sister and I were kind of close, but she was having a hard time dealing with my being gay. She moved away not long ago. Just up and left without a word. I guess that tells you how close we were.”
“She hasn’t contacted you?” Cordelia asked softly.
“No.” Emotion made her voice thick. “What about you? Siblings?”
“I wish.” So many times, she had wished for someone she shared something in common with. Someone she could connect with without fear of being exposed.
On the other hand, Cordelia knew the lady had known what she was doing when her mother had lost the baby boy she’d been carrying just before Cordelia’s father had been killed. A second child would have made it easy for them to be found, especially one so young. 
And for her, two on the run together drew more notice than a single woman alone. 
Blessings, but a doubled-edged sword all the same.
“So, it’s just you and your parents?” Mallory asked. “Are you in touch with them? Are you a runaway?”
“No.”
“No to which one?” Mallory pressed.
“No, I’m not in touch with them.”
“How old were you when you ran away or were you in foster care?”
“I wasn’t,” Cordelia said. Her parents had loved her fiercely, and she couldn’t hate her father for the choices he’d made to take care of his family. 
She hated no one, not anymore. She just wanted to live in peace.
  “So, you ran away because you were a headstrong brat, and you’re afraid to talk to them?” Mallory asked. 
“Things happen, you know, and you can’t always go home. Even if you did, nothing would be the same, not even you.”
“I’m sure your parents would love you no matter what you did, Cordelia,” she insisted. “Most parents have a capacity for love and forgiveness that can move you beyond the past to a new relationship with them.”
“Maybe.” She grimaced, wishing that was all that was wrong with her life. She’d go home as fast as her feet would carry her. “Your pack is coyote?” Cordelia quizzed.
“Yes. What do you know about shifters?”
“Enough.” She smiled. 
“Are you one?” Mallory asked. 
She nodded. “I am and that’s one reason I stay here,” she admitted. “I’ve never been around so many shifters in my life.” Cordelia grinned. 
“What are you?” 
“According to my parents I’m a…” Her father had been from a coyote breed. The coyote of his ancestors had been rumored to have preference for colder climes. In animal or human form, the bite carried a cold virus that could infect and kill. 
It was a snow coyote who smelled of nothing, though occasionally ice. It hunted by night and killed lost and unsuspecting humans, especially at the crossroads in winter.
It had the power to crush bones and the same tenacious spirit as a hyena without its weakness of being the most dangerous in a pack. 
 
Her mother was from lynx ancestry with the ability to freeze its prey with its bite.
While she considered herself neither black nor white but both, she was only one animal not a mix.
“You’re what?”
“A mountain lion.” A snow lynx was closer to the truth. And she was deadly in both her animal and human forms, thanks to the affinity with ice.
“Where are you from?”
“Nowhere.”
Mallory let the matter drop, and they finished the drive in silence.
Mallory found the small dealership in Stonington and pulled in. They were looking for all of five minutes when an attractive man in an expensive suit came over to help them. 
Cordelia got lost in the search for the perfect moped and in the end settled for a black one. While she was finishing up her paperwork, Mallory wandered away with her phone in her hand.
****
“What’s going on?” Mallory asked, answering her phone as she cast a look back to Cordelia. 
“I looked for you in the den,” Brynn said. “Where are you? Sam said you weren’t at the club.”
“I’m not,” she said. “Just tell me what’s up.”
“Rowel called. He said Jenner took a statement from someone who places you with Isa the night of the murder. Jenner got a tip to search the playrooms again.” 
“What?” She kept her voice low. “Why? What’s he looking for?”
“Rowel doesn’t know, but he said the conversation was incriminating enough for Jen to want to get a warrant to search your playroom.”
“I don’t have anything to hide,” Mallory retorted. “I haven’t even been in there in a while.”
“Just letting you know in case you needed Sam to get up there and remove anything. He’s also searching her playroom and wants to search the entire club, but Sam’s planning to get your lawyer to block that.”
“Thanks for the heads up,” she said. “I’ll talk to you later. By the way, did Rowel say anything else?”
“Oh, yeah. He said the story checked, and he’s going to go through law enforcement channels to see what else he could find out. Anything I need to know?”
She sighed. “We’ll talk later.”
“Okay. Out.”
She ended the call as Cordelia came toward her.
“Are we not buying the funny looking motorcycle?” Mallory teased.
“No. I changed my mind,” she said with a shrug. “I might have to leave if Larue keeps messing with me, and I’m not driving that out of town. I think I’ll just get a bike to ride around town on.”
Mallory laughed. “I think Kamari still has hers. She might lend it to you since she’s driving Mica’s car.”
“I’m sorry I wasted your time.”
“Why the sudden change?”
Cordelia tightened her lips and looked away. 
“She sent you a message,” Mallory said. “What was it?”
She shook her head. “I don’t want to talk about it. Can we go?”
Mallory nodded. “You should stay on this. Report the threat to Jenner.”
“I saved the message and the picture she sent me,” Cordelia replied quietly. “I don’t think there’s much he’s going to do.”
“Because you work for us,” Mallory said, taking her arm. “If she pulls another stunt like last night, I think you should move.”
“Housing is really pretty limited, didn’t you know? And I don’t want to move here. It’s not that long a drive to the club at night, but I don’t want to have to make it after work.”
Mallory sighed as she pulled open the car door for Cordelia. “I’ll get you a ride. You can’t be riding around town at night on a bike. I’ll bring you home. In fact, I’ll put a vehicle at your disposal.”
Cordelia looked up at her, her blue eyes searching Mallory’s gaze. A hint of fear came off her that made Mallory angry with herself and Larue.
No one should be victimized this way. 
“Listen.” Mallory rested her hand on the car’s roof. “I’m not going to ask you for anything. I just want to be there for you, to help.”
“Okay.” Cordelia gave her a faint smile.
“Anyway, I owe you. Jenner’s a decent guy caught in an impossible situation,” Mallory said. “He’d normally be all over something like this, but you just have the misfortune of working for me and Sam.” 
“It’s not your fault.” Cordelia put her hand on Mallory’s arm and her coyote growled softly. “But I’m not going to refuse your help.”
“Let’s go then.” Mallory gave her a smile and withdrew. 
God, the woman’s touch was like a brand, hot and alluring. The animal inside her was straining to get closer to the cat, but she held it in check with a firm grip.
Mallory climbed in on her side and Cordelia was buckling up. She started the car and got them on the road. 
“I’ll tell you what I heard,” Cordelia told her. “And what I saw that night Isa was killed.”
Mallory gave her a startled look. She’d been planning to work her over dinner tonight.
“What did you see and hear?”
 



Chapter Ten
 
Cordelia steadied her breathing. She couldn’t believe she was going to break her word to herself. Part of it.
“I saw Ella at the employees’ entrance that night. She let in that guy who got killed.”
“Cadillac?”
“That’s what she called him,” Cordelia said allowing the memory to play through her mind. “She said she’d stolen the shirt, the tie, the cuff links, and the handkerchief and had them ready for whatever Jerry had in mind.”
“What?” Mallory’s jaw dropped. “Whose stuff?”
“Yours. The shirt he used to wipe Isa’s blood on. He said he needed her to stash the knife and the bloody shirt in your playroom. Put them in a plastic bag so it wouldn’t be obvious that they were planted.”
“Damn it. Why are you just telling me this? Shit. Where in my room?”
“I don’t know. She said she knew the best place for them.”
“Call Sam and put it on speaker,” Mallory ordered.
Cordelia gave her a confused look as she opened her shoulder bag. “It’s not like you can’t just go to the club.”
“Jenner is going there. He might beat us there.”
She hit speed dial. Both of her bosses were there in case she had to call in. 
“Hello Miss Harcourt,” Sam said coolly. “What can I do for you?”
“Sam, have Jenner’s boys arrived yet?” Mallory asked.
“Not yet,” she said. “What’s going on?”
“I need you to go to the playroom and search it with a fine-tooth comb. You’ll probably smell the reason why.”
“On it. You can explain to me later.”
The line went dead, and Cordelia disconnected. “I didn’t know.”
“No one could have known,” she muttered. “You said you saw Ella?”
“Yeah. She said Candy was in on it, too.”
Mallory blew out a breath. Candy had been their bartender, but she was now in jail for killing one of her packmates. 
“I can’t believe those fucking wolves,” Mallory muttered. “Did they say anything else I need to know?”
“Ella asked why Jerry wanted to set you up for killing Isa. He said Isa had something on Jerry and probably Bradley.”
“Bradley! That turd. What is he up to?” she mused out loud.
“I don’t know,” Cordelia told her. 
“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Mallory murmured. “I’m going to find out.”
****
Bradley looked at himself in the mirror over the dual vanity sink. His skin seemed a little brighter this morning and his eyes glowed. 
He knew he was sick, but last night had been exactly what he’d needed. Even without Jerry, last night had been as much fun as it had been the first time. 
He had been careful, but he hadn’t planned for her to be so feisty. He ran his fingers over his side and the bandage there. She’d gotten him good, but that had excited his wolf even more.
His phone rang, and he tore himself from his reflection to trip into the bedroom where the device lay on the nightstand. He grabbed it after picking up the earring. He stared at it and his cock got hard. 
He groaned as he connected. “Yes.”
“Everything is set. Jenner got his warrant. Do you need me to do anything else?”
“Not today. I’ll let you know after the Coalition meeting tonight.”
“I’ll talk to you then.” The line went dead, and he smiled as he set the phone aside and pulled open the nightstand drawer. He dropped it inside along with a few others he had there. He would be able to relive the moment later.
For now, he had to get showered and get to work. He had more plans to put in place to ensure he got that land.
****
When they reached the club, the police were already there. Mallory headed inside to find Sam with Adalyn, her mate, along with Kamari and Mica. 
“Go hang out at the bar,” Mallory told her quietly. “I’ll take you home later, okay?”
“Mallory, try to stay cool,” Cordelia said as she caught hold of Mallory’s arm. “Getting in Jenner’s face won’t do much good.”
“I know,” she murmured, her voice a low rumble and her eyes flashing a darker blue-gray. The coyote was staring at her with interest, making her blood heat. 
Mallory withdrew from her, and Cordelia stepped back holding her gaze. Desire was a blooming flower in her belly, but she turned away and headed to the bar. 
“I thought you were taking a few days off,” Adalyn said. “Are you okay?”
Cordelia met the other woman’s gaze. Adalyn was pretty, and her power was understated unlike Kamari’s. She felt the animal beneath the woman’s skin and knew she was a wolf.
“I’m fine.”
Kamari looked at her. “Mallory’s pretty hot. You guys going out?”
“She just gave me a ride,” Cordelia replied. “Larue, the cop that grabbed me off the stage, messed with my moped.”
“You have proof?” Kamari asked. 
“No, but she’s kind of stalking me.”
“Kind of stalking you?” Adalyn asked with a frown.
“There’s no such thing. That dog is stalking you, or she’s just getting back at you,” Kamari said. “Why would she be doing either? Did you date her?”
“I went out with her, okay? I thought when I was in heat she’d come in handy. I didn’t know she was a psycho dog who wouldn’t take no for an answer,” she snapped. 
“You’re in heat now,” Kamari said. “You know you should just go out with Cam or one of the other bouncers and get that taken care of.”
“Or Mallory,” Adalyn said with a smirk. “The way you two were looking at each other just now, I’d say there was enough heat for at least one round.”
Kamari laughed. “I’d put even money on a few days.”
“I don’t know,” Adalyn said. “Mallory’s been super cautious lately.”
“We’re talking about sex and Mal’s in heat, too. I think if you push the right buttons, Cordelia, you’ve got your problem fixed tonight.”
Cordelia snorted. “She wouldn’t touch me with a ten-foot pole. Anyway, I’ve already propositioned her, and it was a no go.”
“After today, I think it’s happening,” Kamari said. “She’s generally pretty controlled, but Jenner is pushing hard enough for Mallory to need to blow off some steam.”
“It’s too bad there’s no real proof she didn’t do it,” Adalyn said pensively. “Mallory might actually go down for this.”
“There is, but I don’t think Jenner will listen,” Cordelia told her.
“What is it?” Kamari demanded. “Even if Jenner won’t listen, we might be able to use it to get more evidence to help clear Mallory.”
“I already told Mallory. I’m sure you’ll both know before the day’s over.”
Kamari studied her a moment and then looked at her watch. “Where is that damned shipment?”
“You didn’t get it yesterday?” Adalyn asked with a frown. “Sam said it was coming and that’s why you were here all day.”
“It was supposed to.”
“Maybe Candy made sure it wouldn’t,” Cordelia commented. “Didn’t she handle this stuff?”
“Mallory handled some of it, but she was allowing Candy to have more responsibility,” Adalyn said. “Why do you think she’d mess with that?”
Cordelia sighed. “She was working with Jerry.” She leaned on the bar, the snippet of the conversation she’d heard replaying in her mind. “You should probably get another supplier.”
“Sam called the supplier yesterday.”
“Maybe her office was bugged,” Cordelia said, recalling her past life. Yamamoto always warned her father about the bugs and the feds.
“Damn it,” Kamari said. “I’ll make some calls and find out if any of my contacts can help. Then, I’ll get Mica and the girls to sweep for bugs.”
“How?” Adalyn asked. 
“I’ve got some equipment. The important part will be to jam them.”
“Or use them to their benefit,” Cordelia said. “I mean, if you find any.”
Kamari nodded. “I’ll make the calls outside. Adalyn, can you find Mica and tell her I need her?”
Adalyn smirked. “Yeah. Right. We don’t have time for that.” She wiggled her brows. 
Cordelia smiled, and Kamari glared at her. The two hadn’t been together that long and it showed. Whenever they were in the same room, it was like watching a fire start.
She wanted that kind of heat in her life, but Cordelia wasn’t counting on it happening in this lifetime. 
 



Chapter Eleven
 
“I don’t know if we can make this work,” Mallory said as she sat perched on the edge of Sam’s desk. 
“We’ll have to. He’ll be down here to search my office any minute. So, move your ass, Mal.”
Mallory got to her feet and took the bag from Sam’s desk. “What does the warrant cover?”
“Not your car or mine,” Sam said. “So, take it out of here.”
Mallory headed from the office with the bag in hand. Sam had just gotten the evidence out ahead of Jenner’s arrival. She’d been lucky, but if she didn’t get the bag out of here, Mallory was looking at some serious time over something she hadn’t done. 
She took the stairs down and headed to the bar where Cordelia sat alone on a stool.
“Where are the girls?” Mallory asked. 
“Adalyn went to get Mica for Kamari. “
“Why?” she demanded. 
“She’s going to sweep the club. It might be bugged.”
“Oh, fuck,” Mallory muttered and reached for Cordelia. 
Cordelia climbed off the stool, and Mallory led her outside. 
“How did Kamari come to that conclusion?”
“She said the shipment hadn’t arrived and Adalyn said Sam had checked on it yesterday.”
“Candy did something,” Mallory said angrily.
“Which is what I suggested,” Cordelia said. “I also suggested the place might be bugged if Sam had some alcohol coming but nothing’s arrived.”
“Mallory.” Jenner called from the door. “Nice purse.”
“Take this.” Mallory thrust the bag at her, and Cordelia slid the strap onto her shoulder. Mallory was glad Cordelia had left her purse in the car.
“What do you want, Jenner?”
“I want to talk to you, and I want a look in that bag,” he said. 
The place wasn’t just bugged. There were cameras if he’d tracked her out here after that bag.
“What’s your warrant say?” she asked, and Cordelia headed to the car.
“I know you brought that out of the club,” Jenner snapped. “Everything in that club was fair game.”
“Except a lady’s purse,” Mallory said as she threw a glance over her shoulder to find Cordelia inside the car. 
“I can prove you brought that bag out of there. I had a man in your camera room. So, tell the girl to bring it back.”
Damn it. 
“Cordelia.”
Cordelia got out of the car. “Yes?”
“Bring the bag.”
She got the bag from the front seat and strode over to them. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
Jenner jerked the bag from her, pulling her off balance, and Cordelia was about to kick him when Mallory stopped her. 
An icy breath slid past her, and Jenner let out a cry and dropped the purse. 
“Shit.” He leveled a look across the parking lot to where Kamari and Adalyn were standing with Mica. The three were engaged in conversation. 
Then he looked at Mallory, his eyes flashing wolf-gray. He picked up the bag and opened it.
“There was something bloody in here.”
“It’s that time of the month.” Cordelia shrugged, giving him a saccharine smile. 
He dumped the contents onto the ground sending the few small items plopping and rolling across the lot.
Mallory just caught her gasp at seeing a couple of small containers and a billfold. 
“You never know what you’ll find in a lady’s purse,” Cordelia said and bent to pick up her things. “You’re an asshole for scattering my stuff like that. Someone should bitch-slap you.”
He growled and reached for her, and Mallory shoved him back. 
“Watch the hands, asshole,” Mallory warned. “There’s a law against police brutality.”
He sneered at her. “This time you get a pass, but the next time you lay hands on me, we’re going to the mat.”
“You’re thinking I won’t be in heat, so you’ll have the upper hand? Don’t fucking count on it.”
He glared. “I’m getting a warrant to search your car.”
“Try it. I’m sure our lawyer will block it. You can’t just pout like a child because your search came up empty.”
“We’ll see,” he snarled and stalked up to the building as he whipped his phone from his pocket.
“Have them turn off the cameras,” Cordelia suggested. “We can take my purse back inside the club, or I’ll stick it in the—”
“Mallory,” Sam called from the club. “Come in here.”
“Don’t do anything,” Mallory told her. “Just sit tight.”
She nodded, and Mallory growled as she headed to meet Sam.
This was going to be a nightmare day for her.
****
“What was that about?” Adalyn asked, coming to help her pick up the rest of the items.
“Jenner thinks Mallory’s hiding something. I need to put some of this in the garbage. Is there a dumpster around here?”
“Out back.”
“Can I get to it from out here?”
“Yeah. Mica has a key. I’ll get it.”
“Thanks.” She went to the car and grabbed her purse. Tucking it into the bigger bag, she headed around back. 
Adalyn unlocked the gate, and Cordelia went through. She glanced up at the camera and exhaled roughly. Her breath came out frosty and covered the camera. 
“Does that key unlock the back gate?”
“Yeah.”
“Let me hold it.” 
Adalyn gave her the key and Cordelia raced out to the back and unlocked the gate. She ran into the woods and stashed the purse in some brush and hurried back. She was walking away from the dumpster when the frost cleared from the lens.
“What were you doing out there?” Adalyn asked with a frown, her stare suspicious.
“Nothing much,” she said. Maybe when she was ready to leave, they’d help her if she needed it. 
A cop car arrived as they joined Kamari and Mica, who were practically in each other’s arms. Adalyn grunted, and Cordelia grinned. 
“You guys ought to get married,” she teased, knowing they were mated and that was more binding than a piece of paper.
“We already did that,” Mica said sliding her hand up Kamari’s back to her nape. “What were you doing back there?”
“Nothing of importance.” 
“Ladies.” Rowel gave them a nod as he came over. “I hate to do this, but I have a warrant to search all the cars in the lot,” he said. 
“Then you should do your job,” Mica muttered. “Let’s go inside girls.”
“Uh, Cordelia, you have a minute?” he asked. 
“Sure.” She nodded. 
When the others were gone, he said, “How are you?”
“Okay, and you?”
“Good. I checked out the club last night, and the bouncer backed up your story. He’s a cop. He was freelancing.”
“Freelancing?”
“Working a part-time job,” Rowel explained. 
“Oh. He thinks I should report it?”
“Yeah, and he’ll back you up. He even had the footage pulled from that night for me, so there’s proof. You can get her off the streets.”
“Not likely,” she said. “I know how this scenario goes. I’m a stripper so I must have been asking for it.”
“You can try.” 
“Fine. I’ll go over there when I’m done here if Mallory has the time to take me.”
“If not, I’ll take you when I get off shift. We can grab some dinner after. If Mallory does take you, then why don’t I still take you out later?” he asked. 
“Rowel. I’m a lesbian.”
He nodded and exhaled. “Okay. All the cute ones around here are.”
“Not all of them. Nine’s sister really thinks you’re hot. You probably know Kelley.”
“Kelley Ninetail?”
“Yeah.”
“She thinks I’m hot?” he asked, doubt in his eyes.
She laughed and nodded. “Yeah. She’d love to go out with you. Nine’s always talking about how she swoons every time she sees you.”
Rowel chuckled. “Hell, I thought she was gay. I gave up that ship as a lost cause a long time ago.”
“You should ask permission to go aboard next time you see her,” she bantered, and he grinned. 
“I will, and can I give you a little advice?” 
“You already did.”
“About Mallory,” he said. 
“She’s already made her position clear.”
“Maybe you just heard what you wanted to hear,” he said and gave her a nod and headed to Mallory’s car. 
Getting involved with Mallory wasn’t a serious consideration. Sex, on the other hand, was still a viable option.
 



Chapter Twelve
 
 A cop came out with Mallory on his heels, but she went to stand next to Cordelia. 
“He’s going around back,” she said. “They saw you on the camera, but it was a good try.”
“You’ll be fine, Mallory,” Cordelia said and threw a look out to the street. “Rowel said the bouncer from the club was a cop and got the tapes pulled from inside the club.”
“You should let him take you to file charges,” Mallory said.
Cordelia looked up at her. “You’re afraid.”
“I’ll survive in jail,” she said. “I don’t want to be there, but I’ll do okay.”
“You could run.”
“Coyotes don’t run, Cordelia,” she murmured. “We fight.”
Cordelia leaned toward her. “Do you want to have dinner with me tonight?”
“I probably won’t be able to do that,” Mallory said. “Jenner will make sure I don’t get bail, considering I was already locked up for this crime.”
“If you aren’t locked up?” 
Mallory averted her gaze. “I meant what I said about relationships. I just don’t have the time.”
“You’re still assuming I want more than sex.”
Mallory looked back at her then and moved into her personal space. “So, if I just came over and had sex with you and then left, what would you say to me on my way out the door?”
“Depends.”
“On what?” she asked, and her eyes went to rest on Cordelia’s mouth.
“How good you were,” she said. 
Mallory lifted her brows. “You doubt my prowess?” she asked in a teasing tone.
“Not at all.” Cordelia grabbed a handful of Mallory’s shirt and tugged her closer. Mallory came, eyes alight with amusement. “I’m pretty sure you’re rock ‘em sock ‘em, but in case you aren’t, I’ll just tell you not to come back.”
Mallory laughed a soft intimate sound, her eyes darkening and shivers ran down Cordelia’s spine.
“So if I don’t deliver, I don’t get a repeat performance.”
“Why bother when you’ve made it clear you’ll think I’m trying to pull you into something you aren’t interested in?”
“Are you?”
“No. I’m only interested in one thing,” Cordelia replied. “You naked as a boss with benefits.”
Mallory chuckled, and her eyes danced merrily, making her even more attractive. Cordelia’s cat purred and urged her closer as it took in Mallory’s scent. 
“I can live with that,” she said. “I just have one hard limit.”
“What’s that?”
“When I want you, I get you, even if it’s in my office on my desk,” Mallory said resting a hand on her waist. “No games. No bullshit. Just sex.”
“That’s exactly how I like it. No strings.” 
Mallory lowered her head and nipped Cordelia’s bottom lip and kissed her hard. 
“Break it up, Romeo,” Jenner muttered. 
Mallory slowly released her, and Cordelia looked up at her, sensing the tension filling Mallory’s body. 
“Find anything?” Mallory demanded.
“Nothing,” he retorted. “Rowel, what’s in the car?”
Rowel walked over. “Car’s clean. Nothing but a purse. There was just woman’s stuff in that.”
“I know you think you’re slick, Mallory,” Jenner said. “But I’m going to get you and your girlfriend, too.”
“I didn’t do anything,” Mallory muttered. “You might want to ask Candy and Ella though. I’m sure they know more than they’ve let on.”
“I’ve already talked to them, and they both said they heard you threatening Isa so it’s only a matter of time.”
“Whatever you say,” Mallory said. 
“And when I do get you, I’m going to prosecute you for tampering with evidence, and you, too.” He pointed to Cordelia. 
“I didn’t do anything,” Cordelia said.
“Quiet, Cordi,” Mallory ordered, shifting her stance and putting Cordelia behind her. “Do your job, Jen, and stop letting your loyalty to a killer blind you to reality. Get in the car, Cordi.”
“M—”
“Now!” she cut in.
Cordelia growled in her ear, but didn’t argue. She knew how delicate an alpha’s pride could really be. They thought they had rights even when they didn’t.
Rowel opened the door for her. “This is a delicate situation for Mallory. Don’t allow Jenner or any of them to push you into doing anything to betray her,” he told her in low tones.
Cordelia met his gaze. The serious stare told her he’d kill her himself if she did.
“I have no intentions of it.” Cordelia got into the car, and he slammed the door after her.
Cordelia sat there waiting, but Mallory didn’t join her until the police cars had pulled out. 
“I have something to do here,” Mallory said. “Take my car and go on home. I’ll see you later.”
“Okay.” Cordelia climbed out, and Mallory looked down at her. 
“I’ll stay for dinner,” she said. 
Cordelia gave her a little smile. “Then I’ll cook.”
After leaving, Cordelia drove to Mystic. She filed charges against Larue and told the detective she talked to about the bouncer from the club and the footage Rowel said was available.
“Okay. I’ll take care of it, but I have to wonder why you’d report it now.”
“She attacked me at my workplace night before last and last night she came to my apartment and put a gun to my head.”
“Sounds like she’s escalating,” he said with a frown. “You need to be careful. She’s a cop, so she’s going to get bail. What do you do for a living?”
“I’m a dancer.”
He grimaced. “The D.A. might not prosecute based on that and the fact you didn’t report it right off. So, take precautions and get the police in Snowbury involved. Honestly, things like this never end well for the victim.”
“They’ve already made it clear they won’t be doing anything until she actually hurts me,” Cordelia muttered. 
“It’s an unfortunate side effect of police work,” he told her heavily. “You can file a restraining order, though. Get a paper trail to show that this woman is harassing you.”
“So when she kills me there’ll be a pattern of behavior? What the hell good will that do? I don’t have a family or friends to pursue a case,” she said bitterly.
“Look, ma’am, I don’t advocate killing a cop, cause that’ll get you in a sling, but I do advocate being prepared. Take some defense classes so you can disable her until help arrives.”
“Right,” she said. “Right.” Cordelia got to her feet. “Stiff upper lip and all that until the cops are scooping me up out of a ditch someplace.” 
“I know it’s tough, but don’t do anything you’ll regret.”
“I won’t,” she said quietly. No. If she had to kill Larue, she damn sure wouldn’t regret it. And no one would ever find her body.
****
“What’d you find?” Sam asked when Mallory stepped into her office holding the purse Cordelia had been carrying this morning. 
“I didn’t check,” she said and set the purse on Sam’s desk and opened it. Inside was a baggie with a shirt that looked like one of the dress shirts she wore to the club in the evenings. Mallory drew the bag all the way out and surveyed the contents through the plastic which included the hilt of a knife. 
“That was hidden in your toy chest,” Sam told her. “I didn’t take it out, but if I had to guess, I’d say that was the murder weapon.”
“So, how do we get to them without incriminating me?” she asked angrily.
“How’d you even know it was there?” Sam asked. 
“Cordelia overheard Ella talking to Cadillac that night.”
“The reason she wasn’t on the floor was because she was letting him in,” Sam said grimly. “What was Jerry’s end game?”
“We need to figure that out as well as who else is involved.”
“Bradley more than likely,” Sam said. “I’ll get Syd to look into this discreetly.”
“I already got Delaney on it. Mica said she trusted her. “Her judgement seems sound.”
Sam smiled. “Delaney’s okay, and I’ll have Syd work with her. We’ve got to finish this before they actually get one of us thrown in jail or dead.”
“Can you handle things tonight? I’m going to get out of here for a while.”
Sam nodded. “Got it covered. Just watch your ass. Jen looked a little pissed. It was good thinking on your part to have Harcourt engage in a little misdirection. What’d she use on the camera?”
“I’m not sure, but I think she’s got some psychic thing going on.” Mallory thought about the other day. The icy breeze had come out of nowhere. 
“Like Kamari and Cambrie?”
“Like that,” Mallory murmured. “She seemed rather friendly with Kamari and Adalyn, so I’ll ask them to talk to her. I don’t think she’ll tell me.”
“If you ask nicely, she might,” Sam replied. 
“Sam, she’s a cat.”
“A shifter cat?” Sam asked curiously.
“A mountain lion,” Mallory added.
“At least she’s not powerless.”
“No, but do you really think she has a chance against a wolf?”
“Does she need to? Jen isn’t going to go after her,” Sam scoffed. “He’s only being a dick to her right now because she works for us.”
Mallory sighed and ran her fingers over her hair and told her about Larue.
“Don’t stress, it’s not a problem to worry about. If you’re right, and she has some psychic skill, she’s going to take care of Larue on her own. The issue is going to be whether to make the consequences our problem.”
“I owe her. She’s the one who told me about the knife.”
Sam shrugged. “Fine. We owe her. We’ll make the body vanish if it comes to that or alibi her.”
Mallory nodded. “Thanks, but you don’t have to get involved. I was just telling you where I stood.”
“Wherever you stand, I’m behind or beside you one hundred percent, Mal,” Sam told her. 
Mallory nodded, wondering why she’d ever questioned their relationship. “Same.”
 
 



Chapter Thirteen
 
Bradley rubbed his hands together as he waited for his guest to enter his office. He was working late tonight since his mind was a little more relaxed.
He could focus now that the need had been slaked for now. 
He glanced the pages that had just arrived and smiled. This was one of the feathers in his cap that even Sam wouldn’t be able to dispute. Once he had those other papers finished, he’d be in business all by himself.
The door opened, and Ella stepped inside. The waitress from the strip club was an attractive one with dark brown hair and pretty brown eyes. One of his passions was brown eyes and tight little bodies just like hers. 
His dick got hard, but the animal ignored her. 
“Hi, Bradley,” she said giving him a warm smile. “I was hanging out at the station for a bit today.”
“Did Jenner bring Blacklaw in?” he asked. He fought the happiness bubbling in his veins not wanting her to see just how much that little coup meant to him.
“No.” She shook her head as she took one of the guest chairs opposite his desk. The light from the lamp fell over her, casting her face in a soft glow. 
“Why not?” he asked, reining in his anger. 
“According to one of the guys who went out with him, they didn’t find the knife or the shirt. They did find Mallory’s cuff links at Isa’s place, but that’s not enough to allow Jenner to bring her in.”
Bradley drew in a slow breath and exhaled just as slowly. What the hell was going on? 
“Did you do what you were told?” he asked, keeping the fire of his growing anger from his voice despite the fact his hand clenched on his desk.
“Yes. We did our parts, but somehow it was found and removed,” she told him. “Today by the looks of it. They think that dancer might have it. They saw her taking something out to the dumpster.”
“Which one?” he demanded. 
“The one Larue’s screwing with,” she said with a shake of her head. “You have to talk to her, or she’s going to ruin everything stalking that girl.”
Larue was a hunter like him. He had no interest in curtailing her games. 
“And Jenner’s sister might be a problem. She talked to Kamari today. Kamari gave her something.”
“Something, like what?”
“I’m not sure, but if I had to guess, I’d say it was some footage. Everything wasn’t lost. They still have those lies to spread about Jerry.”
“Talk to her.”
“I did, and she said Kamari thinks at least two more of Jerry’s serial killing club are still out there,” Ella told him. “She said the FBI was still checking things out.”
Shit.
“Anyone in town?”
“Carleigh didn’t say,” Ella replied. “But I’m sure she’ll find out. She was talking to a few of the cops who’ve been working Isa’s case, too. She also said she talked to Mallory and thinks she might be hiding something.”
“I’m sure she is,” Bradley said. “You keep your eyes open. Let me know the minute anything changes at the club. Those coyotes have something up their sleeves. Summerfield isn’t just sitting around waiting for the next move.”
“I will. Cordelia is probably sleeping with Mallory, so she’ll be willing to talk once Mallory is done with her in a few days.”
****
Cordelia turned off the stove just as the doorbell rang. She smiled and went to look out the peephole hoping it wasn’t Larue. She wasn’t even counting on her having been arrested. She was a cop. She’d claim she’d had a little too much to drink and get off with a slap on the wrist.
After a look out, Cordelia pulled the door open with a smile to find Mallory standing there with a bottle of wine in hand. She grinned. 
“Come in, Mallory.”
“You look inviting,” Mallory said, her gaze sliding over her in her short dress with hair put up. She’d added a hint of lip gloss to heighten the pink of her lips, but nothing more. 
Cordelia was certain the way to catch a woman’s eye wasn’t in the plumage of make-up, but in clothes and sheer feminine confidence. 
“Thanks. Looks like you changed.” She was wearing casual pants and a dress shirt, but no tie. 
“I wasn’t really dressed for work this morning,” Mallory said with a hint of a smile. 
“Did you get the problem with the alcohol solved?”
“Kamari might have, but it’ll cost us a little extra,” she said with a frown. “But we didn’t find any bugs.” She reached out to run the pads of her fingers down Cordelia’s cheek. “I’ve been thinking about touching you all day.”
“Was it worth the wait?” she asked teasingly. 
“We’ll see,” Mallory said and glided her fingers down over the rise of Cordelia’s breast, skimming the nipple on their way to curl at her waist. Mallory jerked her close and her head came down, blocking out the light as her mouth took Cordelia’s.
The kiss was slow, Mallory using her tongue to explore the recesses of her mouth with ease that quickly heated Cordelia’s blood. Her body came alive, the nipples hardening, her pussy growing moist. 
Mallory lifted her head and looked down at her. Cordelia’s lashes slowly fluttered up allowing her to gaze into dark-blue gray pools of lust. The animal was watching her with unbridled hunger that took her breath away.
Releasing her, Mallory’s eyes slid over her. “Strip for me. Make me want you more.” Mallory leaned against the door. 
Cordelia gave her a ghost of a smile. “An audition?” she asked.
“Just do it unless you want a spanking,” Mallory ordered and removed the leather belt cinching her waist. 
Cordelia cleared her throat, deciding to accept Mallory’s challenge. She didn’t need music for this—at least nothing more than the music in her soul. Seducing a woman was second nature to her because it had become a part of survival. 
Cordelia closed her eyes for a moment to get into the headspace. In her mind she heard the music of femininity. She opened her eyes, swishing her hips lightly. Mallory was watchful as she stood there. 
Lifting her arms, Cordelia turned and continued to move to the imaginary beat. Her mother had taught her early that there was an inherent power in being a woman that even another woman couldn’t resist. 
If done right, it was like creating a spider’s web, strong and beautiful and for a cat in heat, the scent she released when she was aroused made her that much more alluring. 
Cordelia ran her fingers over her nape before letting her hands come to rest on her hips. She turned, executing a deft belly roll before shaking her hips and sliding her hands up her thighs to cup her breasts. She squeezed the firm mounds and sighed softly before reaching behind her to release the zipper. 
The whisper of it was audible in the quiet room and Cordelia gave the spaghetti straps a brush from her shoulder allowing the fabric to fall slowly down to reveal the shelf bra. It was just one of a woman’s tools of seduction for the tiny scraps merely held up her breasts, not covering them.
Mallory blinked, and her eyes darkened. 
She pushed the fabric further down, so it pooled at her feet showing off the matching assless panties. 
The sharp intake of Mallory’s breath confirmed what she already knew. Cordelia not only had her attention—she would be getting laid tonight. The cat almost purred at the idea of releasing some of the pent up need.
Cordelia pinched her nipples and moaned softly before gliding her hands over her flat stomach to her hips. The expertly done tattoo of black flowers circled her hips. Mallory’s eyes were drawn to the markings as they traveled down to her panties. 
Mallory wiped a hand over her mouth and Cordelia smiled.
The lingerie was sexy as hell and for what she’d paid for it, it should be. 
 “I’m liking this better than what you do at work,” Mallory said roughly. 
Cordelia stroked her hand over her hips before letting one slide between her thighs. “I like you watching me, Mallory. All I can think about is you touching me.” She pushed her panties down and stepped out of them and tossed them to Mallory. 
Mallory caught the briefs and brought them to her nose. Her eyes glazed a little and Cordelia smiled. 
“Hmm. I hope you smell that good up close and personal,” Mallory murmured.
Cordelia gave her a smile and turned and headed to her bedroom. She could feel Mallory following, her wild coyote energy washing over her, hot and hungry. 
Mallory growled, and Cordelia faced her in the dim light of her bedroom. She unhooked the straps of the bra at her back. Cordelia tossed the thin wisp onto the floor at Mallory’s feet. 
Mallory closed the distance between them, stare intense as her hand slid into her pants pocket. 
“I had intended to leave this at the office, but with what’s going on, I figured that would be a bad idea. Now, I’m certain it would have been,” she said coming to a stop in front of Cordelia. 
“Why is that?” she drawled. “Do you want me to tie you up?”
Mallory’s eyes danced with humor. “Extend your hands.” Mallory secured her hands with the tie before turning her to face the full-size bed. She shoved Cordelia forward and she went, bracing on her hands. 
“You have such a nice ass, Cordi,” she murmured in Cordelia’s ear. “I’m going to set it on fire with my belt.”
“Do you promise?” she asked, and her words drew a low growl from Mallory’s throat that made her cream. 
“You know what turns me on when I see you on stage?” Mallory leaned against her, the bulge in her pants pressing into the crease of Cordelia’s ass.
“Tell me,” Cordelia said breathlessly.
“The fact you don’t take off all your clothes. I like the tease, the anticipation of the hunt.”
“All chase and no catching?”
The hand that landed on her ass was a sting that drew a startled gasp from Cordelia. The second tap was a sharp bite to soft skin that made her pussy dew even as Cordelia’s breath quickened. 
Mallory drew her fingers across Cordelia’s tight cheeks. “Safe word is quit,” Mallory told her. “Use it if you want to stop. Say slow if you want to slow down.”
“I will,” she said.
Mallory dropped the belt across her butt and the leather kissed her skin, a lick of pain that went straight to her clit. The next tap was harder and made the heat of desire flare higher inside her.
“Oh. Mallory,” Cordelia gasped.  
The belt fell on her ass again, catching her skin on fire and Cordelia gasped. Mallory hit her again, the belt slapping one cheek and then the other and back again.
“Your pleasure arouses me,” Mallory told her and drew her nails down Cordelia’s back. She sucked in a breath. “Am I hurting you?”
“No.” She liked being scratched, but it was so rare to find a woman of her own kind to play with. 
Mallory’s nail crawled down her back inflicting a slight pain before digging into the fleshy part of her ass. Mallory bit her shoulder, the press of her teeth sharp as they pierced her flesh.
Cordelia purred and arched up. Mallory bit her again in a circular pattern that created maximum pleasure. She creamed and hissed. 
 Mallory growled. The arousal riding her clear in the sound. She lifted her hand and thwacked Cordelia hard before dropping her hand on the back of Cordelia’s thighs. 
She closed her eyes, savoring the pain that had her nerve endings alive, her skin so sensitive she felt Mallory’s breath on her neck.
“Mallory, I need you,” she begged. Cordelia trembled. Her body was a blaze of need. 
Mallory turned her over and stared down at her for a moment before swiping her tongue over one pink nipple. Cordelia gasped as pleasure snaked through her. Sharp teeth raked over the tender bud before Mallory’s hot mouth closed over it. She ran the pad of her thumb over the other nipple before giving it a light thump. 
Cordelia arched into the suckling mouth with a growl. Mallory released the tight peak and turned her attention to its twin. She gave the fleshy mound a slap and then flicked the rosy peak with her tongue and took it into her mouth. 
Cordelia thrashed on her bed, the bliss crawling over her threatening to drown her. “Mallory!”
Mallory licked her way down to Cordelia’s stomach sending ripples of heat coursing through her. Mallory drew a finger along the tat on Cordelia’s hip.
“I love your ink, baby. It’s so seductive.”
Mallory settled between Cordelia’s thighs, kissing the insides before pushing her legs further apart. She growled and bit her lightly making Cordelia shiver. Then, she used the fingers of one hand to part the flushed lips and run her tongue up Cordelia’s juicy slit. 
Cordelia cried out and Mallory drew her tongue around the hard nubbin of her clitoris as she worked her fingers into Cordelia’s wet pussy. 
“Oh, Goddess, Mallory,” Cordelia cried, her skin on fire. 
Mallory’s tongue lashed at her clit while her fingers fucked deep and easy inside her. Cordelia purred and jerked at the tie wishing she could touch Mallory. 
“Fuck, yes!” she screamed. “Like that.” 
Mallory withdrew her fingers and ran her tongue down to the entrance of Cordelia’s body where she thrust her tongue inside. 
Cordelia’s hips came off the bed, and she let out a scream, the pleasure curling around her and drawing her deeper into its thrall.
Mallory used her thumb to work Cordelia’s swollen clit as she fucked her with her tongue. 
“Mallory!” Cordelia thrust up into her mouth, the hunger inside her raging like a river. “I need—please make me come now.”
Mallory withdrew from her then and stood. She unzipped her pants and slipped her hand inside.
“Baby. Baby, now,” Cordelia begged. “Fuck me.”
Mallory pressed her elbow beneath one of Cordelia’s knees and lifted her hips before tucking the head of the dildo to the entrance of her pussy. 
Mallory slid into her filling her in two long strokes. Their gazes locked then and Mallory drew almost all the way out, then drove back into her, filling her again. The stroke a sensation that threatened to bring her undone.  
As Mallory took her faster, their clits brushed, the friction a layer of sensuality that tore a snarl of delight from Mallory and Cordelia purred. Mallory drove into her, again and again, her strokes powerful enough to make the headboard bang against the wall. 
“Mallory, you feel so fucking good,” Cordelia cried and then she was coming. Her orgasm exploding through her, ripping a scream past her lips. 
“Yes,” Mallory cried, her own body jerking above Cordelia.
Mallory’s eyes glowed a rich blue-gray and the face of the coyote filled Cordelia’s vision. Her cat reacted with a low growl, her claws un-sheathing. 
Mallory nipped the side of her neck then and Cordelia came again. 
 



Chapter Fourteen
 
“Oh, fuck.” Mallory withdrew from her. “Shit.” Man. She ran her fingers over her head and paced away from the bed, breathing hard. 
Cordelia stared at her a long time and sat up. “Can you at least untie me before you freak all the way out.”
Mallory came over and set her free, dropping the tie next to her on the bed. “Are you okay? Turn over. I need to check your back.”
“I’m fine,” Cordelia muttered. “What is wrong with you?”
“I got carried away. Now, turn over.”
Cordelia did as ordered, and Mallory’s fingers traced her back. 
“I should at least put something on them, but it’s not bad.”
“I’ll get the antibiotic ointment, but I think I’ll clean up first. Could you set the table while I do that?” She slid from the bed and headed into the bathroom adjoining her bedroom and turned on the shower. 
Cordelia got into the shower more relaxed than before. She was a fast healer, so she didn’t worry about the scratches, but the water stung her back as she let it run over her. 
****
Mallory cleaned up in the sink and dressed as she cursed herself for allowing the animal to get out of hand. She was a scratcher and a biter, but she always prided herself on maintaining control.
It was that damn cat. 
She pushed her to the edge of her control with a simple look and god forbid the woman should smile at her. It just did all kinds of things to her inside.
The woman was like turning on a light in a dark room and Mallory wasn’t sure that was such a good thing right now. She was caught in a dangerous game, with the prize being her freedom or her life.
She didn’t have time to focus on this kind of thing. She had to be at the top of her game to keep her pack together and Jenner from wrecking her life.  
Cordelia’s cell phone rang, and Mallory glanced at it on the dresser in the bedroom. She ignored it and the ringing stopped and a ding signaled an incoming message. She picked up the phone and unlocked the screen, surprised there was no password on it.
You whore. You’re going to pay for fucking that bitch.
Whoa!
What?
Who is this? Mallory sent the message.
Like you don’t know, slut. I’m going to kick your ass tomorrow. And no, I’m not in jail. Did you think you could get me arrested? I’m going to make what I did to you the other night look like a laugh riot.
How do you know I have someone here?
I know.
Mallory put the phone down and glanced around the room. She snagged her own phone and headed to the kitchen. They could have a small problem here.
“Mallory?” Cordelia called. 
“I’m in the kitchen.” 
Cordelia joined her five minutes later, fully dressed in another short dress, hair still up. She looked as good as she had before except the tension in her face. 
“What’s wrong?”
“Larue texted me. She must have cameras in my bedroom,” Cordelia told her angrily.
Mallory turned to face her, the pretty face drawn while the blue eyes sparked with anger. Cordelia had her phone in one hand and Mallory waited for her to blow up about the invasion of her privacy.
“I noticed,” Mallory said.
“I wished you hadn’t messaged her back,” Cordelia said softly. “I try to ignore when I can, and I can’t figure out if she’s delusional or just messing with me or both.”
 “I apologize,” Mallory commented, hoping her mistake didn’t cost her this evening with Cordelia. 
She didn’t know why, but she wanted to have dinner with her, to enjoy the rest of the evening if possible. She hadn’t lingered beyond sex in too many months to count, and she knew that was probably the reason she was weak with Cordelia. 
She was lonely. 
“She probably bugged your place while you were out today,” Mallory said when Cordelia didn’t reply.
Cordelia paled, and her lips tightened. Her shoulders slumped as she looked on the verge of tears for a moment. Then, a mask of calm slipped over her features and Mallory wondered what had gone through her mind in the space between one thought and the next.
“Can you get Kamari to come over tomorrow and check?” Cordelia asked, her hands trembling.
Mallory nodded. “Do you want to stay here tonight?”
“No. I can’t stand the thought of her watching my every move, listening to us. It’s bad enough she saw us having sex.”
“Pack a bag, and I’ll take you someplace else.”
“Okay. I’ll put dinner away. I can eat it tomorrow.”
“I’ll do it, but first let me put something on your back,” Mallory told her. 
"Fine.”
Mallory followed her into the bedroom watching the swaying of Cordelia’s hips. The woman had a great ass, but she had to stop checking her out, she warned herself.
She didn’t have time to get caught up in a romance.
In the bedroom, Cordelia retrieved a tube of antibiotic cream from her bathroom and the scent of her soap drifted out into the room making Mallory groan. 
Damn it, she smelled good.
“Here.” Cordelia returned holding the tube out to her. Then, she unzipped her dress.
Mallory smoothed some cream on her silky skin, fingers lingering as she savored the contact. She leaned in close, coyote drawn by the scent and nuzzled Cordelia’s nape.
Cordelia purred, and Mallory nipped the side of her neck. 
“Why don’t we just take dinner with us? I’m starving.” She heard the huskiness of her voice and withdrew, cursing herself. 
 “It’s on the stove. I’ll come help in a minute.” 
Mallory left Cordelia alone and headed back to the kitchen. She washed up and opened the cupboard, searching for dishes and found some plastic take-a-long containers. She lifted the lid on a pot and the delicate scent of the white sauce drifted to her. 
She used the spoon on the saucer on the stove to fill the containers with the pasta.
“Grab the containers from the fridge. That’s the salad and there’s bread in the oven,” Cordelia called.
Mallory packed up the meal and Cordelia breezed into the kitchen with two bags. 
“We can load everything into this. It’s my food carry bag,” she said. 
Mallory did just that with a little help from Cordelia who brushed against her a few times, filling her senses with the soft scent of jasmine. The coyote growled softly in approval, but she fought the urge to turn her head and nuzzled the side of Cordelia’s neck, drown in that scent.
Once they were done, Mallory zipped the bag and Cordelia picked up her overnight case from the floor. She led the way out onto the porch and Mallory’s coyote went hunting still.
Eyes were on them—she could feel someone watching and it made her animal growl inside her mind. 
Cordelia was locking the door when a ball came out of nowhere and smashed into the door frame. She let out a scream as liquid splashed out from the ball to wet her jacket as she jumped back. 
“Leave it,” Mallory ordered shoving her to one side. A balloon whizzed at them, hitting Mallory square on the shoulder causing her to drop her parcel. Another followed by another and the liquid inside burned through her shirt, tearing a growl from her.
A snarl drew her attention and a hiss issued from Cordelia. Then Cordelia was thrown back against the brick by a big wolf. The animal snapped its teeth at her, and she hit it with her bag before being knocked off balance by the wolf’s tug at the bag’s strap. 
Hitting the ground, the wolf was on her and Cordelia placed her hands on the wolf’s shoulders and shoved. 
Mallory growled in warning and started toward them when she found herself being attacked by a figure in black with a mask covering its face. A right connected with her jaw, and she grunted and drove her knee into the figure’s groin. The growl that resulted told her it wasn’t a man. 
She pushed the woman off her and drove her fist into the assailant’s chest and only had a brief time to block the claws that came at her. Her attacker swept her leg, tumbling Mallory to the ground where she followed, knee between Mallory’s thighs. 
The attacker punched her. Mallory delivered a blow to the woman’s side before driving the heel of her hand up, aiming for the nose. She missed, and the woman bent her head to snarl in Mallory’s face. 
To her left, Mallory heard a meow, and her coyote snarled in rage. The little cat was in trouble, and she had to get to her. 
Mallory got the woman off her and as she got to her feet, the woman drew on her. She pulled up short, holding up her hands. 
“Hey, now. Let’s handle this like the animals we are,” Mallory said. 
A cold breeze kissed the side of her body and a mere second later, the woman pulled the trigger. Mallory’s eyes widened as the bullet left the barrel, but it froze mid-air.
The air to her left chilled further and white sped past her in a blur to slam into the attacker. The woman let out a cry and fell backward, got her bearings and fired at them again and Mallory jerked Cordelia to her, out of the line of fire, while the shooter took off toward the parking lot.
  “Damn,” Mallory muttered and turned her head to look left, expecting the wolf to lunge for them. Only smears of blood on the brick and melting ice were left of her surprise.
She’d never known a wolf to run from a cat.
****
A police car pulled up less than five minutes later to Cordelia’s astonishment, and she leaned against the brick wall of her apartment, breathing hard and shaking while they waited for the officer to get to them. 
“Are you okay?” Mallory asked coming to stand in front of her.
“Fine. You?” She reached to touch Mallory’s jaw and Mallory winced. “You’re going to need some ice.”
“No. It’s really fine. Whoever it was didn’t get off a good shot.”
“Macho.” She sighed and shook her head. 
Mallory tugged Cordelia’s hand away as the officers hurried up the walk. 
“What’s going on?” A brunette asked, her gaze going from Mallory to Cordelia. “We got a call of shots fired and a fight.”
“We were attacked,” Mallory muttered. “I’m pretty sure one of them was a woman. She shot at us.”
The blond man that joined them cast a look around the scene. “Looks like water balloons.”
“Someone threw water balloons at you?” the female cop asked carefully, face pulled into a question. 
“At first, and then a wolf attacked,” Cordelia said. “It ran off.”
“After you wounded it,” the male cop said. “I smell blood.”
“I’ll go call it in and get CSU out here,” the female said. “We’ll need statements from the two of you.”
The woman turned her head and used the communications device attached to her jacket. The static was followed by a loud screech and they all let out a cry. 
“Fuck,” the woman muttered.
“Use your department issue cell,” the man said. 
As she made her call, the man turned back to them, whipping out a little notebook.
“Okay, let’s go over this from the top. Do you have an idea of who might have been behind this?”
“Not that you guys care, but yeah,” Cordelia muttered. 
“Ma’am, I’m here to help you, so try to lose the attitude,” he said coolly. “Who do you think did this?”
“Larue McDaniels,” she said angrily. “She left me a message before this happened. She said she was going to kill Mallory and beat the crap out of me.”
“What? Mallory demanded. “She sent you another message after I messaged her?”
“Of course, she did,” Cordelia said angrily. “I just didn’t know she’d be out here waiting to attack us.”
“Are you sure? McDaniels is on duty.”
“I’m sure she sent me the messages,” Cordelia muttered. “My phone is right here, but it’s not like it can back that up except for the messages. I’m sure she wouldn’t have someone else texting me that she’s pissed because she was arrested or whatever by Mystic PD.”
“I’ll have to check that out,” he said. “But let’s get on with it.” 
 “Right,” Cordelia grumbled. What should have been a fun night was turning into one hell of a bad idea. 
 



Chapter Fifteen
 
By the time they’d finished talking to the police, gotten checked out at the clinic, and driven to an isolated little cabin, Cordelia was a little tired and hungry. The skylight above the small table next to a window brought in the starry night, giving the meal a romantic feel. 
“Some evening,” Mallory said as she sat across from her, a glass of wine in hand. 
“Why were you looking at my phone?” Cordelia asked carefully.
“You were in the shower, and I just wanted to see who it was.”
“Why? You’re not my bitch,” Cordelia muttered. “You had no right.”
“I was trying to help,” she snapped and set her glass down. “And don’t raise your voice to me.”
“Why not? We had sex. No strings. No after obligations, so don’t try to pull that Domme shit on me. You don’t get your cake and a forkful of it, too.”
Mallory growled at her and Cordelia hissed. 
“Was this before or after the messages came in?” Cordelia asked in irritation. 
“I only picked up your phone when the message came in.”
Cordelia doubted her and wondered what Mallory had been looking for but decided to let it go and guard her phone more carefully next time.
“You pissed her off worse,” she said with a hard sigh. “But at least you got her to tip her hand. I doubt they’ll find fingerprints on the devices they removed.”
“She’s a cop,” Mallory said and took a swallow of her wine. “She would have used gloves.” 
“She thinks she owns me, and we haven’t even kissed,” Cordelia snapped. “If they don’t do something with her, she’s going to actually kill me. That cop in Mystic said these things always end badly.”
“They do,” Mallory agreed on a sigh. “But we won’t allow her to get to you. You should move.”
“Where?” Cordelia exclaimed, a note of hysteria in her tone.
“Here.” Mallory motioned with her free hand. 
“Here? Whose cabin is this?”
“It’s a pack house,” Mallory said. “Some of my pack mates use it when they need privacy. It’s on the edge of my pack’s lands.”
Wow. That kind of stung. 
Mallory hadn’t even bothered taking her to her own home. 
“You’ll be safe here. The property is patrolled by my pack.”
“Oh.”
“And you can ride to the club with me unless you want to take a few more days off.”
“No,” Cordelia replied with a shake of her head. “What good will that do? Larue will probably just harass me over the phone.”
“She can’t get to you in the club, Cordi. I promise.”
“Call me Cordelia, Mallory,” Cordelia said softly. “The nickname is a sign of intimacy that neither of us wants.” Cordelia picked up her fork and dug into her meal. 
“Don’t be a hard-ass,” Mallory muttered. 
“I’m keeping it real for both of us,” she replied. 
She was already falling in love with Mallory. Increasing the intimacy would only make it that much more difficult to stay just friends. 
The mind didn’t always keep reality and truth separate when the heart got involved. 
That was a risk she couldn’t take. 
****
Mallory didn’t sleep at the cabin last night. As a result, she was outside of it now with the sentries who guarded their territory. The old trees towered above them, the fragrant needles of pine scenting the air while the heavy oaks reached over them like a canopy. Some of the trees were losing leaves while others were merely changing into their winter best.
“We have a guest,” Mallory told the four men and Brynn. “I want a guard making passes on this area on a regular rotation, and when Cordelia is present, I want a guard on the place at all times.”
“Gotcha,” Brynn said. 
“Is she one of us?” one of the men inquired.
“No. She’s my lover,” she said, and she didn’t know why. Well, she knew the alpha’s woman would get more attention than a normal guest, but her command would have been enough.
“I’ll make sure the right people are assigned with Brynn’s okay,” one of the other men said. 
“Go to it,” Brynn agreed, and he nodded. 
“She’s being stalked by a jackal cop. McDaniels.”
“That dude is bad news,” the coyote next to Brynn said softly. “She was part of Jerry’s inner circle, and she’s close to Bradley. I think they might even be related.”
“Thanks for the heads up,” Mallory said, giving him a glance before turning her gaze on Brynn who nodded subtly. 
“Are we going to be babysitting her in town?” 
“No,” Mallory said giving the speaker a cool look. She didn’t like his attitude and made a mental note to keep an eye on him. 
“Set up the duty, Carpenter,” Brynn said. “Everybody back to work.”
They headed off, leaving Brynn and Mallory alone. 
“Delaney wanted a word with you, so you can let her know you want a look into Larue, and I’ll take care of Butler.” She referenced the guard with the questionable attitude.
Mallory nodded. “Thanks.” It was better to allow Brynn to deal with some of the dissenters so they’d realize Mallory had trust and confidence in Brynn and her ability to do her job.
“You look more relaxed despite last night’s festivities,” Brynn teased. “I guess she was as good off stage as she is on it.”
“Shut up,” Mallory muttered with a smile. “It was just what it was.”
“Huh? That doesn’t sound good. She couldn’t have been that bad.” Brynn frowned, and Mallory growled, not pleased with the fact Brynn had even thought of Cordelia in a sexual way.
Cordelia wasn’t hers, but her animal wanted to claim her, despite the woman’s reluctance to get too close. But she was fighting a losing battle and Mallory knew it.
“Let it go,” she said. “Tell Delaney to meet me in my office. I’ll be there in ten.” 
“Will do,” Brynn said.
“Get some supplies out here. I don’t want the girl to starve.” 
“On it,” Brynn said and chuckled as she loped off.
Mallory grunted. This wasn’t anything. Cordelia had reminded her of that last night, and she wasn’t about to challenge it. On the other hand, she wouldn’t deny herself the sexual comfort Cordelia offered.
Mallory headed into the cabin finding it quiet. The scent of soap drew her to one of the two bedrooms. The door was half-closed, and she pushed it open to find Cordelia standing in the middle of the room naked. 
Cordelia hissed, and Mallory leaned against the doorframe to admire the view of her lithe frame. 
“Why’d you get the ink?” she asked nodding to Cordelia’s hips.
“I didn’t,” she replied. “I mean, I got drunk when I was sixteen and did something stupid.”
Mallory studied her, allowing the coyote to take in the scents of air. Finding nothing tainting the sweet scent of jasmine, she let it go. 
However, Cordelia had averted her gaze and the words sounded more practiced than natural which made Mallory deduce that was another lie. So, what was Cordelia hiding about her past?
“I guess your bad judgment is a curse,” she said as Cordelia pulled on a simple black bra.
Cordelia met her gaze, a blouse in hand. She lifted her brows, her eyes enigmatic. “You never made a bad decision or three in your life?” she asked coldly. “This thing with Larue—her deranged behavior has nothing to do with me deciding to go out with her.”
“Not strictly, no.” Mallory stepped into the room and crossed to her. “You’re lovely and dance with such confidence. You make them want you.”
“That’s my job. It keeps the rent paid.” Her tone was frigid now as she pulled on her shirt. “Can you loan me a car to go to my apartment? I want to get the rest of my clothes.”
“I’ll take you,” she murmured. “But I have a meeting first. After that, we’ll get you fed.”
“Thank you, but you don’t have to fawn all over me, Mallory,” she replied. “I can take care of myself despite how things look.”
“Don’t get me wrong. I’m not thinking you can’t take care of yourself. On the contrary, I’m curious. My coyote wants to know what you’re hiding from her.”
“Nothing.” Her tone was bland now as she picked up her pants and got into them. “I’m just a stripper.”
“What do you want to do with your life in five or six years?”
“Whatever comes next.” Cordelia shrugged. “I’m not too picky or too ambitious. I just want to live and let live.”
A slight scent change. 
An interesting moment to crack, but why? 
“I’ll be back in an hour,” Mallory told her and glanced at her watch. “You’re free to explore, just don’t go too far.”
She didn’t respond, and Mallory left, wondering about this strange woman. What was it about her that made her such a curious specimen?
Mallory made it to her office in ten minutes to find Delaney waiting for her. The other woman’s warm coloring and curious eyes made her wonder what Delaney had picked up in her scent. 
“What is it?” She unlocked her office door and stepped inside. The spacious room was tidy with a black leather couch along one wall and two chairs before her desk. 
“I turned up something that might be something or might not,” she said. 
“On which subject?” Mallory asked as she moved to her desk.
“Treasure. I’ve got a friend checking out something on Bradley and his resort. I might have intel tomorrow.”
“Then tell me about Cordelia.”
“Okay. The normal background on her was to just check out what she told us and make sure she wasn’t in trouble with the law.”
“She wasn’t.”
“No.” Delaney shook her head. “A second look though brought up a few flags for me. I’m assuming you’re assuming she’s connected to Bradley.”
“I’m thinking,” Mallory agreed, sitting down. 
“My problem here is simple,” Delaney told her. “I found six women that could be your girl until I narrowed it down. I’ll send you the file of the woman I think is your Cordelia.”
“She’s just a dancer who might be a problem, Delaney,” she said evenly. 
“She’s an Irish born American girl named Misty O’Bannon-Big Hawk. Her father came up in connection with a yakuza boss named Yamamoto. Nasty son of a bitch who’s got a lot of kills to his credit and some he’s rumored to have carried out with his bare hands.”
“What’s he do for the Japanese mob?”
“Accountant,” she said. “His wife was also an accountant, but her father was arrested and gave up his boss. Testified and was killed. The wife gave testimony as well, but she and her daughter Cordelia vanished.”
“What happened?”
“About six years ago her mother was killed, and Cordelia was tapped to testify,” Delaney answered. “I’m still pumping that well to see what comes out, but she didn’t make it to trial. She was killed in a house fire along with her federal bodyguards and Yamamoto’s son.”
“And why do you think this is Treasure?”
“She’s one of two. The other one is a dancer who’s living in Texas. Same age, same birthdate, and same birth place,” Delaney said. “She can’t be in two places at once. Course, I could be wrong and she’s girl number three.”
“Tell me about three.”
“She’s elusive. No real past to speak of just a few odd jobs dancing in clubs. Deceased parents,” Delaney said. “Goes by the name of Fancy Treasure when she does dance.”
“I’ll get prints on Cordelia.”
“That could help if she’s in the system, but something tells me your girl’s not a criminal. So, I’m going to need something more.”
“She has a tattoo on her hip. Flowers.”
“That I can work with, but if you can find out where she’s from that will be a help, too.”
Mallory snorted. “The girl’s keeping her past close to the vest. All she’s told me was that she was a runaway.”
“Then she’s probably the elusive number three.”
 



Chapter Sixteen
 
“I told you last night, I have to be careful,” the man said in a cold tone. “I can’t just go snooping around her office.”
Cordelia pulled up short in her slow stroll as she explored not far from the cabin.
“The stripper? Hell, I don’t know if she’s fucking her or not. Even if she is, it’s not serious. Mallory never gets involved with those hoes.”
She rolled her eyes.
“No. I’m not going to mess with that girl with her so close. Mallory will know. I’m part of her security detail… Listen, I’ll see what I can find out. If the girl knew anything, she’d have spit it out by now. Isaiah, stop worrying. Fine. I’ll take care of her the first chance I get.”
Who could have seen me that night?
Cordelia flashed back to the night Isa had been killed. The scent of blood and sweat had drawn her from the locker room that night. The whispers had kept her in place as every hair on her body stood on end.
She’d learned to pay attention in case anyone learned who she was and told Yamamoto where she was. She knew he’d pay to get his hands on her considering she’d killed his only son.
“She was the only one that night,” he said. “I’ll get something on Treasure or whatever the hell her name is. Mallory will be digging into her life anyway and with any luck she’s just like Adalyn. A fugitive. Jenner will be more than happy to kill her himself.”
He shifted his weight from one foot to the other, but didn’t bother to glance around. He was too arrogant and too comfortable to say he was betraying his alpha. 
“I can’t do anything about her—wait. That wasn’t part of the deal. Besides, what if he finds out I killed his sister? Wait … I can’t do that. If Mallory finds out, she’ll rip me apart herself if Jenner doesn’t.”
He shook his head, fear marring his face for a moment as he paced. 
“Okay.” Stress filled his voice. “I’ll take care of Treasure, but after last night I don’t think she’s going to be that easy. She killed Robert. I saw her. She’s a coyote or a wolf too… No, I didn’t see her kill him, but I saw her gut him. And he’s dead.”
I’m going to do worse to you when you come after me.
“Get Larue to take care of it… I have to go. I smell Mallory coming.”
Cordelia aimed a finger at the ground. Slick.
The ground beneath her feet turned to ice, and she slid back the way she came, jumping over a log and landing on the slick ground which took her sailing over the terrain toward the cabin. 
Her eyes widened at the sight of a low-hanging branch. 
“Levitate,” she murmured as she shifted her weight, allowing the momentum to carry her forward. 
Cordelia flipped over the branch and landed deftly on her feet. She sailed around a stand of trees and glided to a clearing that led her right up to the steps of the cabin. Cordelia jumped to avoid tripping on the stair.
She faced the icy track and pointed her index finger at it. 
 Retract.
The ice faded, leaving behind some wet, and she dashed inside. Cordelia took a few minutes to calm her breathing as she removed her jacket and tossed it back on the couch where she’d thrown it last night.
As she stood there, Cordelia went over the sparse bit of conversation she’d heard. She had to tell Mallory, or she had to get out of town.
Behind her, the door opened and Cordelia jerked around. Mallory stood there wreathed in light. Her face held no sign of what she might be thinking. 
“Are you ready to go?” Mallory asked. 
“Yes.” She grabbed her coat. She might be safer on her own.
They made their way to the pack’s underground parking facility where Mallory unlocked the door for her. 
“You’re pretty quiet,” Mallory commented. “Are you okay?”
“I’m tired. Maybe a little shell-shocked.” She was far from either. She’d been through worse and gone days without sleeping. 
Mallory leaned toward her. “It’s going to be okay,” she said softly and the warmth of her reached out to Cordelia, drawing her animal’s attention, but she kept her hand at her side.
“I know.”  Cordelia gave her a smile and Mallory kissed the corner of her mouth, setting her senses rioting and her blood heating. 
“I won’t let anyone get to you. I promise.”
“Thanks.” Cordelia turned to open the door and climb in. 
Mallory closed it behind her and Cordelia squeezed her eyes closed for a moment. She drew in a slow breath. She had to find her center before she came apart or allowed herself to depend on someone else. 
She couldn’t do that. Other people could get her tossed back into a life that was nothing more than a bitter memory. 
Mallory was in beside her a few moments later and starting the car. Then, they were exiting the parking lot, pulling out into the sunny day. Mallory turned on the heater, but Cordelia didn’t feel the cold as she stared out the window. 
When they reached her apartment, there was no yellow police tape across the door, so Cordelia used her key to unlock it. The scent of blood wafted to her along with paint. 
She passed through the living area, nose wrinkled, heading to her bedroom. Cordelia pulled to a halt in the doorway as she stared at the message painted on the wall in red. 
Whore. I’ll punish you for this.
The dresser drawers were half open and her clothes, torn and cut, sprinkled over the floor. On the bed was a doll with its throat cut, the stuffing leaking out of its throat and chest. Mallory’s name was on the doll’s mangled chest. 
The red was scattered around the room staining the sheets and carpet along with the wall. 
“Shit.” Mallory breathed out behind her. 
Tears filled Cordelia’s eyes, but she quickly dashed them away as she went to the bathroom to see if the things she’d left in the vanity had been left intact. Stuck to the mirror was a blue page. 
I’m coming for you, slut. There is nowhere you can hide. It’ll be Mallory’s blood instead of a pig’s that I paint the walls with next time.
Cordelia swallowed tightly and jerked open a vanity drawer and screamed. The pig lay there dead and mauled as if attacked by another animal. 
Trembling, she drew back shaking her head. 
“Cordi.” Mallory was behind her between one heartbeat and the next. 
Cordelia covered her hand with her mouth and tears spilled down her cheeks as memories rushed back to her. 
Yamamoto hadn’t tortured her and her mother, he’d merely attacked one night. That night had been the longest of her life as she’d watched her mother being raped and beaten and then mauled by the white tiger. 
The smell of the blood assailed her as the past slipped an icy hand around her throat. Trying to keep it together, Cordelia breathed in and out, but her breaths came quick, flooding her brain with too much oxygen.
“Cordi, baby.” Mallory pushed her down on the closed lid of the toilet and forced her head down between her legs. “Take it easy. Breathe slowly, honey. I’ve got you okay? Just relax.”
Cordelia bit off the scream rising up inside her. 
Can’t. Can’t.
You can’t lose it.
This is nothing. It’s just a blip on your radar. You’ve seen worse, heard worse. 
Cordelia. 
“Cordi, sweetheart. Look at me,” Mallory ordered, but her voice came from far away. “Cordelia.” Mallory slapped her, and the sting penetrated the fog of her brain. 
 “I’m fine,” she whispered. “I’m—” You’re alive.
She’d never really had a chance to grieve the losses in her life. Not her father, not her godfather, the agent who’d taken a bullet for her mother right after they’d been placed, and not her best friend or her mother. 
She’d had to be brave. The blood, the death, and loss had been nothing. 
Her mother had chanted that to her over and over each time someone had died helping them. Behind her lay a trail of blood and broken dreams and this was just one more stop on that path. 
Cordelia drew in a long shuddering breath and Mallory wiped tears from her face, but Cordelia pushed her hand way. 
“Don’t. I just lost it for a minute. Pigs. I’ve never seen a dead one except on my plate as a pork chop or bacon.”
Mallory blinked, and Cordelia laughed, the sound diffusing some of the tension and fear inside her. 
Mallory grunted. “Come on. I’ll call Jenner.”
She nodded. The action a resolution more than an acknowledgment. Cordelia was leaving tonight. She couldn’t get caught in the mess the wolves had going on with Mallory and Sam. 
More importantly, she couldn’t allow Larue to terrorize her like this. 
 



Chapter Seventeen
 
“I did talk to her,” Carleigh told her brother. 
“And?”
“And she gave me an SD card,” she said. “I talked to my boss, and he’s going to call in a favor and have the card analyzed by the FBI to find out if it was tampered with.”
Jenner frowned. “You need to give that to me,” he commanded. “This is a police investigation.”
“You lost the other one,” she snapped as she glared at him over his desk. “Why would I put this copy in danger? Don’t you understand, Jen? Why would she give me this information if she was guilty?”
“She’s just trying to help Sam and Mallory,” she retorted. “I’m not going to allow them to turn this town into a nightmare.”
“It’s already turning into that,” she said. “I found something on that SD card that I’m going to look into.”
“What?”
“I’m not telling you,” she said. “Not yet.”
“Carleigh, you can’t just go traipsing all over town checking this out. It could be dangerous.”
“Yeah. I know. I talked to Isa’s sister, too. She wasn’t seeing Mallory, Jen. She was seeing her best friend.”
“So?”
“So, there are a few facts that even Kamari or Isa’s sister didn’t recognize. Kamari didn’t grow up here so she had no idea what to look for, and Isa’s family don’t want to see the truth any more than you do.”
“Don’t be so cryptic,” he muttered. “Just tell me.”
“I will once I’ve checked it out. There’s another serial killer loose in this town and if I’m right, we know him.”
****
“If you could have seen her, Sam, you’d have wanted to kill that bitch, too,” Mallory said in a controlled tone. “Her apartment turned out to be a mess. There was a baby pig in the bathroom and a big one in the kitchen.”
Sam sighed from behind her. “Sounds like she was sending a message.”
“Her place was bugged. McDaniels has been watching her. She saw us having sex and threatened my life, but I don’t care about that.” She snarled at the memory of Cordelia’s pale face and the fear that had rolled off her in waves. 
Cordelia had come silently apart right before her eyes. 
“She barely hung on, Sam.” She turned to face Sam who was seated in front of Mallory’s desk in her office at the club. “Something happened to her, something so tragic, she makes up lies about her past to hide it.”
“There’s nothing we can do about her past, Mal,” Sam said quietly. “But we can protect her now.”
“I’m going to keep her safe even if it costs me my own life,” Mallory snapped.
“Let’s not go that far,” Sam said. “She’s just a dancer—”
“She’s one of our dancers.” She slammed her fist on the desk. “We owe her that much. She was attacked in our club.”
“Tell me how you want to play it?” Sam asked. 
“I want her dead,” she said, her tone harsh. And this time it was more than the animal’s thoughts she was giving voice to.
The fury came from the heart of the woman who was falling hard. 
Sam nodded. “You want to do it, or you want me to?” she asked. “I won’t ask Syd or one of the others to take out a threat when the girl isn’t your mate.”
“I’m not going to just go after her,” Mallory said with a growl in her voice. “The next time she attacks me, I’m going to kill her.”
“Are you sure it was her who attacked you?”
The scent had been marred, so she couldn’t use that as a marker. 
“I’ve asked Rowel to check something out for me. If he comes back with an affirmative, I’ll know.”
“If it was her, we can go hunting,” Sam told her with no remorse in her voice or her eyes. 
Mallory nodded. “She’ll make a move. All I need to do is wait.”
****
“So how are you holding up?” The green-eyed woman seated across from her in Coffee Crossing asked. 
She shrugged. Cordelia knew Kyra—Black Velvet wasn’t all human. Like her, Kyra wasn’t from around here though, so she could relax around her a little without fears of what she said getting back to Mallory or anyone else.
“The woman trashed my apartment after attacking us last night.”
“Us?”
“Mallory was there,” she said with a little smile. 
“Ohh. Sleeping with the boss, are we?” Kyra teased.
“It’s not like that exactly,” she said, her smile widening. “It’s not serious.”
Kyra grinned. “Is that what Mallory is saying? Because I’ve seen her watching you and it’s not just because she wants to make sure you aren’t slacking.”
“No way.”
“If she was a guy, she’d have a hard-on every time you took the stage.”
“You’re such a liar,” Cordelia exclaimed, confusion and hope blooming in her heart. 
“I’m so not.” Kyra laughed. “That woman’s in deep lust with you no matter what she tells herself.”
“Lust we can do,” Cordelia said softly.
“Hey, you know it’s okay to fall in love.”
“Yeah, right,” she muttered. When she was fifty shades free of her past. 
Kyra reached across the table to cover Cordelia’s hand with hers. “I know you don’t want to get your hopes up, but if you don’t take a risk now and then, what’s life all about?”
“Look who’s talking,” she said putting her other hand over Kyra’s. Kyra had a thing for one of the women who came into the club now and then. 
Kyra gave her a rueful smile. “That’s different. She’s not even a lesbian.”
“Okay, so that could be a game-changer.” 
Kyra chuckled, but there was a sadness in her eyes that Cordelia recognized. They were similar in some ways. Both alone, with no family, no past and not many friends.
She felt a kinship with Kyra she didn’t understand, yet it was what had prompted Cordelia to befriend her. Their friendship was still growing, and she was going to hate to leave it behind because she knew they could truly be best friends.
“Have you gone to the police?” Kyra asked, snapping her out of her thoughts.
“They don’t care,” Cordelia replied angrily. “I talked to the detective in Mystic this morning, and he said Larue wasn’t going to be charged.”
“Why not?” Kyra demanded.
“Because I was behaving suggestively,” she muttered. “She was being sent to anger management and suspended for a week without pay here.”
“That so sucks,” Kyra murmured. “Damn thin blue line.”
“Yeah.” City or country didn’t matter. The police always backed their own even in a losing fight. 
“Hello, baby. I was just thinking about you.”
Cordelia stiffened and turned her head to look into Larue’s angry stare. 
“Just can’t leave you alone for a minute, can I? At least this little slut’s no real competition since you like strong women.” Larue jerked Kyra’s hand away and sat down in the booth next to Cordelia before she could protest. 
“Are you insane?” Kyra demanded. 
“Shut up,” Larue ordered pointing at her. 
“You—”
Larue reached across the table and grabbed her around the throat. Kyra gasped.
“Let her go,” Cordelia ordered frantically. She didn’t want to see anyone else get hurt because of her. 
“Tell her to get lost,” Larue ordered. “She’s just a distraction keeping you from paying attention to me.”
Kyra made a sound that sounded like a growl, as she pressed the balls of her fingers into Larue’s hand. The nails seemed to be turning curiously blue.
“Fine. She’ll leave,” Cordelia said quickly. 
Larue released her, and Kyra scrambled from the booth, but only left after a look at Cordelia who nodded slowly. 
Larue gave her a smile. “You were pretty adept last night in fending off that wolf,” she said. “What did you do to him? I saw his blood, but we can’t find him anywhere.”
“I want you to leave me alone,” Cordelia said. “I know you’re just messing with me because someone wants you to.”
“What did you see that night, angel? Hmm, tell me. I’ll have them back off because you’re mine.”
Cordelia stared at her, her jaw going slack for a moment.
“Yeah. You’re only partially right. My friend is concerned you might tell Mallory something that prevents a goal from being met. So, you can keep your mouth shut and stay away from her, or you get hurt.”
“You’re going to hurt me now?” Cordelia asked softly.
“I don’t want to,” she said. “I just want you in my bed, but a job is a job and a piece of ass is—well, expendable.” Larue’s eyes hardened. “So, you have two choices. You can dump Mallory and start seeing me or you can never have a moment’s peace until I kill you.”
“L—”
“I like you, but I will kill you,” Larue told her silkily. “Make no mistakes.”
She nodded. “Okay.” She was leaving town tonight anyway, so it didn’t matter what the woman said. 
“Okay what?”
“I’ll never let you touch me,” Cordelia said coldly. “Not that you could. Being this close to you makes me want to claw your eyes out. Mallory on the other hand, she makes me cream my panties every time I see her.”
“You little bitch.”
“I think the lady wants you gone,” Mallory’s hard voice said from behind Larue before Cordelia could reply. 
“Get lost, Mallory, before I make good on my promise.”
Mallory gripped Larue by the nape and jerked her backward. Larue growled as she landed on her back to glare up at Mallory. 
“Leave her alone,” Mallory snarled, reaching down to clamp her hand around Larue’s throat. 
“Last night was just the opening act, Mallory,” Larue murmured. “You shouldn’t have trespassed on my territory.”
“News flash, jerk,” Mallory growled. “Cordi isn’t yours unless she says she is, and I missed that bulletin.” 
“Bitch.” Larue started to take a swing at her, but Mallory stepped on her arm and the woman growled in warning. 
“Get off me. I’ll have you up on charges for assaulting an officer.”
Mallory bent down to whisper, “They’ll never stick because you’ll be six feet under by the time it goes to trial if you don’t stay away from Cordi.”
“Ladies, take it outside,” a harsh voice called. “Or I’m calling the cops.”
Larue pushed Mallory’s foot away and tried to sit up, but Mallory pressed her foot on the woman’s chest. 
“Are we clear?”
“This isn’t over, Mallory,” she said. “You better get Sam to watch your back.”
“You don’t want that,” Mallory murmured. “Sam’s not nearly as patient as I am.” She withdrew her foot, and Larue stood up. 
She shoved Mallory and turned to Cordelia. She grabbed her by her ponytail and jerked her to her for a hard kiss. 
“Later, baby.” Larue turned, and Mallory hit her so hard she staggered back before sinking into a nearby booth and collapsing. 
 



Chapter Eighteen
 
Cordelia stared at her in shock and then glanced at Mallory. The animal was in her stare, and it was furious, the rage taking her breath away.
“Let’s get out of here,” Mallory said holding out a hand to her.
Cordelia took it and let Mallory help her from the booth. “I have to pay for this.” She motioned to the glasses of half consumed tea.
“Got it,” Mallory said and pulled out her wallet. She tossed two bills on the table. Then, she led Cordelia out to the parking lot. “Are you okay?” 
“I’m fine,” she said. “You shouldn’t have hit her. Now she’s going to get you into even more trouble.”
“I doubt it,” Mallory said. “Rowel said she was on suspension for a week. If she goes to Jenner, he’ll have to extend her suspension, especially if you file charges against her. With witnesses, he’ll have to act.”
“That’s—what are you doing here?”
“I was swinging by for something to eat, but clearly this isn’t the place for that this afternoon,” Mallory said. “So, why don’t we go to the market deli? They have great food. We can grab some to go and take it down by the pier.” 
“It’s cold out.” Cordelia didn’t really want to spend any more time in Mallory’s company than necessary. The more she was with her, the more she wanted to be with her.
“Then, we’ll go to Canine Wharf,” she said with a grin.
They were in Mallory’s car within minutes and pulling out of the lot. 
“What about the car you came in?”
“I came with Sam and Adalyn,” she said. “They’re probably inside getting ready to order.”
“Oh.” That nixed the idea of talking Mallory into going back for her own car. What was she going to do?
“Rowel said Mystic isn’t filing charges against her and Jenner’s just sending her to anger management.”
“I know. The detective in Mystic told me when I called him.”
Mallory looked at her. “I’m sorry you’re getting caught in my mess,” she said and reached across the seat to touch Cordelia’s leg. 
“I’m thinking of getting out of town for a few days,” Cordelia said.
“Going home to your parents?” Mallory asked casually. 
“They’re dead, Mallory,” she said quietly. “I was a brat. I should have been there.”
Mallory glanced at her. “I’m sorry.” She covered Cordelia’s hand with hers for a moment, giving it a squeeze. “Did you go back for their funerals?”
“I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Maybe if you did it would help.” 
“Help me relive it?” Cordelia demanded. “I don’t want to, Mallory. Damn it. Okay. I saw—let it go. Please.”
“You saw them die.”
Cordelia sighed. “Why do you have to push so damned hard?” she asked. “I’m not out to get you. I just want to live my life in peace.”
“Then, tell me where you’re from.”
“So you can have someone investigate me further?” She shook her head. “I’m no one. No. One.”
Mallory put her foot on the gas and continued toward their destination. “That night you overheard Cadillac and Ella talking, why didn’t you say something?”
“I told you. Anyway, this mess is obviously not just a problem between you and the wolves. I mean, your alpha must be working with them.”
“I’m the alpha of Snow Fur,” Mallory said. “So, what did you hear that makes you say such a thing.”
“I overheard a guy. He’s one of your packmates. He’s working with some guy named Isaiah.” 
“Are you sure you heard right?” Mallory demanded.
“Yes.”
“When did you hear this?”
“This morning,” she said. “I was out taking a walk, looking around, and I heard him.” She told Mallory what she’d heard.
“I’m going to leave him on detail,” Mallory said. “That is the only way I can find out what his plan is. If they think I’m not aware of the mole, they’ll continue to act as they have been.”
“I understand.”
“I’ll make sure he’s never on duty alone. He’ll have a few minutes that he might be able to get to you before help arrives, but help won’t be far, okay?”
“Sure.” She knew how these things were done. She’d been bait and a sacrificial offering for a tiger before. 
Look how that had turned out. 
The restaurant’s parking lot wasn’t too crowded when they arrived. They were seated in five minutes next to a window with a view of the pier and the rolling waves. 
Cordelia stared out the window instead of at her menu, sensing a coming storm. The cold of it moved over her, a psychic breeze that chilled her. 
She wasn’t a weather working witch, but she was in tune with the snow and ice. She could bring the element to bear on an enemy. It was a part of her ability that she kept tightly leashed. 
People couldn’t know about her. They’d attempt to use her for their own ends as Yamamoto had wanted to do. Being obsessed with her mother hadn’t been his only reason for killing her father. He’d wanted to control Cordelia’s power and use it against his enemies. 
As if being a freak hadn’t been bad enough for her. 
Her mother had had the gift of foresight which the mobster had made use of and wanted at his disposal as well.
“Cordi?” Mallory’s hand warmed her. 
Cordelia brought her gaze to Mallory’s, seeing a question in those blue-gray pools. “What?”
“I asked if you knew what you wanted,” she said. “But I guess the better question is, what are you thinking about?”
“Nothing.” She shook her head. “I mean, this whole mess that’s gotten my life into a twist.”
“This’ll iron out, honey, I promise,” Mallory said caressing her hand. “Just give us time to get a handle on this.”
“Us?”
“Me and Sam,” she said. “We’re going to get those jerks off our butts, and we’ll get back to business as usual.”
“Which is?”
“Living without threats of violence against us or our dancers.”
Cordelia gave her a smile. “Good luck with that.”
They ordered a few minutes later and sat in silence for several moments before Mallory spoke again. “You need to go shopping.”
“I’ll do that tomorrow with Kyra. We already have a girls’ day in Mystic planned.” 
“Oh. Okay. Well, I’ll send a guard with you,” Mallory said. 
“You don’t need to do that,” Cordelia protested. “We’ll be in public and if someone shoots at me, there won’t be much a guard can do to stop that, and I don’t want anyone taking a bullet for me.”
“We’ll talk about it later,” Mallory said. “I don’t want you dancing until this is over.”
“I have to make a living, Mallory,” she said mildly. “So, I’ll be on stage tonight.”
“What if I say no?” Mallory asked studying her with enigmatic eyes.
“Why are you pushing this?” she asked softly. “I’m just an employee you had sex with.”
Mallory averted her gaze for a long moment. Then looked at her, her stare unreadable. “I care about your safety.”
“Fine.” Cordelia said coolly, Mallory’s words like a blade to her chafed emotions. “I’ll stay at the cabin tonight. I could use the extra night to clear my head.”
After their lunch, Mallory led her out to the pier for a walk down the long wooden path where a few people were gazing at the water and having a light lunch. The tang of the salty air, the waves, and boats out in the distance, created a postcard perfect picture. 
Cordelia took it all in, wondering how she’d lived in the town for the last few months and not been down here. She captured the moment in her mind deciding a picture would do it more justice, but would only be a liability in the end.
“It’s beautiful here,” Cordelia commented wistfully.
“It is,” Mallory agreed. “I don’t come down here that often, but I thought today was a nice day for it.”
“Yes.”
Mallory took the turn on the pier that stretched east. Only two people were enjoying the solitude there, and Mallory led her past them.
“Why do you dance?” Mallory asked. 
Cordelia stared at the water thinking of the job she’d had to give up. She’d managed to get a college degree in accounting like her parents. She’d been working for the IRS thanks to the federal agent who’d been still looking out for them. 
Before that, she’d danced some to help pay for her education. 
“My—I needed to live, and it was flipping burgers, turning tricks, or dancing.” She shrugged. Fast food wasn’t going to get tuition paid even though her mother had urged her to take one of those decent jobs.
“What did your parents do that you needed to work?”
“Kids do it all the time,” Cordelia said. Lying was so easy, she mused. It was one of the things she’d had to learn to do well after her father was killed and her mother testified. 
She’d learned not to even notice her own face because when she saw it, she connected her reflection with the life of the girl she’d been before. 
 “They do,” Mallory agreed. “But why you?”
“Why are you asking me so many questions?” Cordelia demanded softly. “I’m just a dancer, and one day I’ll be gone.”
“I’m not going to let Larue harm you, Cordi,” she said reaching out to pull Cordelia into her arms. “So, don’t think like that.”
Cordelia allowed herself to snuggle against Mallory, savoring the strength of her embrace, the warmth of her skin, and the scent of her. It was a memory she’d call up frequently, on lonely nights in the future. 
“Do you miss having a family?”
“Yes.” She swallowed back the tears. 
Mallory tightened her arms around Cordelia. “Me, too. I kept telling myself one day I’d find my mate, and we’d adopt a few kids. I’d have what my parents had. My father was a fantastic father and my mother loved him crazy.”
“Really?”
“People said he was hard-headed.” She laughed. “But when mama called him, he would be at her side in a heartbeat. He doted on her, and he would die for us kids.” 
Wet dampened her hair and Cordelia looked up to see tears sliding down Mallory’s cheeks. 
“It was the end of summer when the hyenas came. The only reason they didn’t stay was because the weather grew unseasonably cold that year.”
“Most of them hate the cold,” Cordelia commented. “The breed is native to the warmer climes.”
“They turned people in the pack and that made the fight even bloodier than it would have been. My father died saving a young soldier who was overwhelmed by the sheer strength of the hyena female that attacked him.”
“It must have been a hard time for your pack—the recovery.”
“It was. I took over after taking down the hyena alpha with Sam’s help.” She laughed bitterly. “If not for Sam, I’d be dead. She was fearless, and I owe her my life and more.”
  Cordelia understood loyalty and family. Those were the only two things that remained intact when her father was murdered. 
“She’s your sister.”
“More or less,” she agreed. “That’s why I can’t leave her to deal with this mess with the Coalition on her own. Pack stands by family.”
“How do you expect to find your mate if you won’t get in a relationship?” Cordelia asked. “You’ll never make your dreams come true holding back.”
“Maybe I’m just waiting for the right beta to come along and sweep me off my feet,” she said with a teasing smile, but through the humor Cordelia saw the pain and reached up to wipe away the tears. 
“You better stop waiting for Ms. Right and start looking around for her.”
“Are you applying?” Mallory asked. 
She shook her head. “I’m not looking, Mallory, and I probably never will be. I like being alone.”
“Does that lie keep you warm at night?” Mallory asked. 
 



Chapter Nineteen
 
Her talk with Cordelia still rang in her head that evening as she headed into the meeting of the Coalition. Mallory didn’t deceive herself. She knew she was lonely, and Cordelia’s words only drove that home despite her attempts in the past to cover that with playmates.
None of the women she’d been with had touched her heart or made her want to see them beyond the period of her heat. However, she did crave a deeper connection. At the same time, Mallory wasn’t willing to take chances, but Cordelia made her want to.
“Are you okay?”
She turned in the spacious room with its long rectangular table and small circular windows high up on the wall. Sam stood behind her, her eyes filled with concern.
“Yeah. I was thinking about something,” she said and motioned to the table. The room had leather couches on each side along with a mini bar that was always well stocked just moments before the meeting. 
This evening was no exception. Two people busily laid in the supplies. The wolves wouldn’t stay, as what transpired could only be witnessed by members of the Coalition itself.
“Ah, the mighty self-confirmed bachelorette has found someone who’s captured her attention?” Sam teased.
Mallory smiled. “I never said I’d never mate, Sam,” she said. “Just that it would take a special kind of person.”
“Obviously one of mystery,” Sam said as they reached the table. “Anything concrete on her? She could be a plant.”
“I’ve considered that,” Mallory admitted grimly. “I’m just hoping the shroud around her is because she’s running from something not because she’s stupid enough to attempt to deceive us on Bradley’s behalf.”
“You’re sure he’s involved?”
“Not overly, but Cordelia said she overheard a conversation in the den this morning.”
“Bradley?”
“Isaiah, and you know they’re always working on something together.”
“With Jerry. They were all buddies growing up,” Sam said. “I’m starting to wonder if Bradley isn’t a serial killer, too. It would make sense.”
“Yeah, well, we’ve got nothing to back up that angle since experts—” 
“Wolf experts,” Sam broke in. “Not human ones.”
“You want to take that chance?”
“No, but I’ve got no choice. Kamari gave the FBI copies, and they’re working on it even as we speak. She’s quietly investigating Bradley and everyone else associated with Jerry from his youth.”
“She’s not giving up?”
“Her sister was killed by Jerry, but she’s a cop. She wants justice for all those women Jerry and his buddies killed,” Sam told her. “She’s working with Jen’s sister.”
“She’s doing a story,” Mallory said. “That could be dangerous for her.”
“Kamari said the girl’s already digging into places that could get her killed on her own,” Sam replied. “She’s just working with her so she can stay in the loop.”
“Smart. And with Delaney looking into this, too, we should get some real answers.”
“That hopefully won’t get anyone else hurt or killed,” Sam answered.
“Evening ladies,” Claudia, a coyote breed, said as she joined them. 
“What’s going on, Claude?” Mallory asked giving her a smile.
“I’d rather be elsewhere tonight, but I guess duty calls,” she replied and motioned to the doorway where men where filing in. “What’s this all about?”
“They want me to turn over Gray Tail lands, but it’s not happening,” Sam said. “Besides, I don’t own the land. One of my packmates does and isn’t interested in selling.”
“So, your taking over the pack is the issue then?” Claudia quizzed with a frown.
“It would seem as though, but only the men who called this meeting will tell.”
“Ladies and gents,” the chairman said. “Let’s take our seats and get started. Looks like a storm is brewing.”
“That it does, but it won’t fall until tomorrow,” Claudia said and moved on to take her seat on the other side of the table.
When everyone was seated, the chairman called the meeting to order. “The top item on the agenda is Mystic Snow pack and how it was acquired,” he said.
“Illegally,” Bradley muttered. “The lands were sold to me and Jerry.”
“Even if you have proof of that,” Sam said coldly. “The sale is void since the lands weren’t the former alpha’s to sell.” She removed an envelope from her jacket pocket. “The real owner of those lands has no wish to sell.”
“The papers are faked,” Isaiah said, even as they were passed down the table to the chairman.
“Because you want control?” Sam asked. “You can’t have it.”
“I can take it,” he snarled.
“Come down here and try it,” she invited in a hard tone. “I’m sure no one will object to you showing off your manly prowess.”
He growled. 
“That’s what I thought,” Sam said. “You’re a coward, Isaiah, and you think you can hide behind this coalition. Well, you’re wrong.”
“I’m not hiding,” he growled getting to his feet. “And I’m damn sure no coward.”
“Gentlemen,” the chairman drawled, and Sam growled. He gave her a placid smile. “If the papers aren’t forged, then the issue becomes you taking over the pack by deceit.”
“He attacked us, and he failed,” Mallory said. “I gave Sam the pack in my stead. I didn’t want it, and she led the teams that defeated Gray Tail, so to the victor went the spoils.”
“Besides that, the conflict between two packs isn’t ours to judge,” Claudia said. “Tensions were simmering, and we all knew it. Just as we all know tensions are simmering between Summerfield and some of you.”
“The lawlessness of the woman can’t be abided,” Bradley muttered.
“And we can abide that of you?” Claudia asked. “You seek to take lands that have long been rumored to be owned by pack members not in the alpha’s control. Does that not make you lawless?”
He sneered at her.
“I still won’t support an attack without proof to back up your claims,” Claudia said. 
“I tend to agree,” the chairman said with a shrug. “This is all elemental, the business between two packs. Let’s close that matter and move on. We have more serious concerns.”
“What about the murder of Jerry?” Isaiah demanded. 
“We have no proof he’s dead, so absent of that, I’m not touching it,” the chairman’s second said, brown eyes filled with determination. “On top of that, it goes to an issue between the packs. Jerry moved against them, if he’s dead there’s nothing to be done.”
“He was a big boy,” a female wolf, Pike said. “He gambled, and he lost, and I heard the FBI was investigating him for serial murders and rapes. I’d be interested in looking at the footage rumored to be circulating.”
“It was falsified,” Bradley snapped.
“Summerfield, do you have copies available for us?” Pike asked. “I’d rather have my own experts make that determination.”
“I second that,” Claudia said.
“Agreed as well,” the chairman said. “I think the more of us who have access to it, the better. We’ll be able to put the matter to rest or decide if Summerfield should be sanctioned for her unilateral actions against him.”
“I think any other matters between Summerfield and the Snow Dogs or any other pack should be handled without the Coalition,” the chairman’s second said coolly. “I won’t be a party to the games being played out here, especially with the humans getting involved.”
“Seconded,” the chairman said. “So, for now, Summerfield and Blacklaw you have a reprieve. We’ll meet again soon to determine if any actions will be taken against you.”
“Meeting adjourned,” the second said and was out of his chair and the room before the rest of them could process it.
“We expect the video to be forwarded within a couple of days,” the chairman said.
“For fairness I think we should all get a copy,” Bradley said. 
“I’ll take care of it,” Sam replied. 
Bradley’s expression was pretty benign, but the coyote detected a hint of fear beneath his bravado. Mallory couldn’t put her finger on what the animal was picking up, but she wasn’t willing to dismiss it out of hand.
Sam got to her feet, and Mallory followed suit. She led the way out of the room into the wide corridor with its dim lights blazing a trail to the door.
“What was that about?” Mallory asked Sam. “I expected the Coalition to let those two railroad you.”
“Me, too,” Sam replied. “Maybe this is just the calm before the storm.”
“I don’t get what Bradley hopes to gain by seeing the footage of those murders,” Mallory murmured. “I think he’s up to something.”
“So do I,” Sam agreed. “We’ll step up surveillance on him. I don’t really want to take on the Coalition.”
“Me, either,” Mallory mused, deciding they all needed to be investigated. This could just be a ploy to put them at ease before jerking the rug from under them. 
If Jerry had had something on them, then Bradley likely knew where the dirt was. He’d use it and the Coalition would turn on them to keep their own dirty laundry from being aired.
****
“That didn’t go too well,” Isaiah told Bradley once the meeting room was empty. “I thought you had the papers.”
Bradley gave him an amused look, sensing the man’s anxiety. “I do but now wasn’t the right time to present them.”
“I thought you and Jerry were going to make sure the Coalition sided with us.”
“I will. They will.” Bradley smiled. “You just worry about holding up your end of things.”
“There’s nothing to worry about,” Isaiah retorted. “I the family is still interested, and the longer things drag on the more nervous they become.”
“Stay calm and deal,” Bradley muttered. 
“How are you going to make sure Jenner continues to pressure Blacklaw into betraying Summerfield?”
“I’m already on it,” he retorted. “Nothing will make him so determined to end both women as what I’m going to do next.” He chuckled. He had thought about it, and after today, he really enjoyed the idea of the next moves he would make. 
“I want to know your plans,” Isaiah demanded.
“Don’t worry about my business,” he snapped. “Let’s go. I don’t want to risk being overheard here.”
“You’re stalling,” Isaiah retorted. “Fine. Just do what you have to do.”
“I will,” Bradley replied softly.
 
 



Chapter Twenty
 
Cordelia picked her way through the dark, deliberately refusing to allow her eyes to go nightglow. She didn’t want the thin light cast by her eyes to give her away. 
The man she’d met down on the docks, had been passing through which had waylaid her departure. The good thing was, he’d had the order she’d put in two weeks ago ready.
She always put one in when her gut started telling her it was time to move on. That way she didn’t have to stay longer than she felt was safe. The papers in her pack would allow her to get a fresh start in Canada and with the glamour spell she’d come up with, she’d no longer be white.
Cordelia liked it here. However, if Mallory was looking into her past or did start, Yamamoto would get wind of it and come looking. She didn’t want to put the few friends she’d made here in danger, especially Mallory. 
She started to stroll past the old cannery that faced the ocean and the lighthouse when a dull thud stopped her in her tracks. Not normally squeamish, since there wasn’t much a human could do with a cat, it wasn’t fear riding her, but the sudden sense of terror the cat was sensing.
“No.” The voice was muffled, but definitely a woman’s. 
A laugh followed, the sound masculine. A grunt followed that, and Cordelia headed in the direction of the trouble. She didn’t want to get involved, so she hoped she could do something to get the man to leave the woman alone long enough for them both to escape. 
A growl lit the air, and she picked up her pace, urgency churning inside her. 
A loud shriek followed. Then, something fell inside the cannery—she could hear it through a broken window high above her.
Cordelia put on a burst of speed and reached the door. A blur of blood stained fur shot through it and raced away from the cannery without looking back. She quickly stepped inside in case the animal did look back. She didn’t want him to know she was out here.
 “Help!” a feminine voice begged. “I can smell you.”
Cordelia moved through the dark, eyes lighting the way. 
“You’re going away from me. Left. Come left and watch the glass if you’re in animal form.”
She recognized the voice. It was that reporter. The pretty one who’d been in the club right after Isa’s murder. 
“Carleigh?” Cordelia stopped moving and drew in the air. She picked up dank musty building, fear, and blood. 
“It’s me,” she said weakly. “Call for help. I’ve been attacked by a wolf.”
Cordelia reached her within moments to find Carleigh sprawled on the dingy floor, bloodied and red pooled around her. The girl had been mauled and help wasn’t going to reach them in time. 
“Cordelia?”
“Yes.”
“Call for help,” she said. “I’m not going to last too long without—” she coughed, and blood droplets flew from her mouth. 
She knelt next to the girl and removed her bag, to take out her phone. “What happened?”
“Bastard attacked me,” she muttered weakly. “I have to tell my brother what I found out.”
“Okay. What?”
“I can’t tell you,” she said and winced. “Hurry. Call my brother.”
“I don’t know his number.” Cordelia turned on the phone. “Tell me.” Carleigh did, and she tapped it in. The phone rang and rang and rang.
“No,” Carleigh gasped, and fear slammed into Cordelia, a fresh wave of agony. “God. Jen.”
“Honey, it’s okay,” Cordelia murmured. “I’ll give him the message. I promise.”
Tears spilled down the corners of her eyes. “Cordelia. I-I’m so cold.”
Cordelia fought back tears, the sight reminding her of her mother’s death. “What can I do?” she asked as she ended the call and put in one to emergency services. 
“You have to retrieve the originals,” she whispered. “He took my phone, so he’ll erase the cloud copies, but I have the original taped beneath my desk at the paper.”
“I’ll tell him.”
“Tell Kamari she was right, but to be careful,” she said as tears slid down her cheeks. “They’re ruthless enough to kill anyone who gets in the way. He said he was going to kill me anyway to turn my brother against Mallory.”
“He’s setting her up.”
“He left her scent here. I walked in on him killing another girl,” she said weakly. “She’s a dancer from the club.”
Shit. 
9-1-1was busy?
Damn it! 
“Who was the girl?” Cordelia asked as she ended the call and punched the number in again. 
“April, I think,” Carleigh said. She gasped, her face a mask of pain.
“9-1-1, what’s your emergency?”
“I’m down at the old cannery, in Snowbury. I’m dying. Come quick.”
As she ended the call, Carleigh gripped her hand. “Wait with me?” she begged slipping something warm into Cordelia’s hand. “Give this to Kamari. I found it.”
Cordelia nodded. “Carleigh, who did this?”
She sniffed. “He’ll—” she trailed off, eyes closing. “Tell my brother I love him, and this wasn’t his fault. He couldn’t protect me.” Her breathing slowed and then stopped. 
Cordelia got to her feet and took off. She had to find the items that belonged to Mallory before they got here. Then, she had to get out without being seen.
****
“Are they in the club?” Jenner asked the officer sitting on Coyote Closet.
“Yeah. Mallory went back to the den, but she’s been here for forty minutes,” the man said. “You want me to go in?”
“No. Just hang tight.”
“Gotcha.”
Jenner sighed and glanced at his watch. Carleigh wasn’t answering her cell phone, and she wasn’t home yet. He dialed the number of pack security and waited for an answer.
“Hello?”
“It’s me,” Jenner said. “Is my sister in the den?”
“She was, but she ran out a couple of hours ago. She said she had to check out a lead about her story,” he said. “Someone who could prove your video had been doctored.”
“What?”
“Yeah. She also said to tell you that the girl whose body was found this morning, was the victim of a serial killer,” the man told him. “She didn’t tell me how she knew, she just said she’d been combing through a file with Kamari, and she knew.”
“The agent?”
“Right.”
“Thanks. I’ll check with her then.” After ending the call, Jenner leafed through his file to find her number. He called it.
“Yes?” Kamari asked coolly.
“Where are you?” Jenner demanded. 
“Jenner?” Kamari asked.
“Where are you and is my sister still with you?”
“No. I’m at the club, tending bar,” she replied. “I can’t talk right now.”
“Did she tell you where she was going?”
“She should be home,” Kamari said and there was some concern in her tone. “I told her not to go out there on her own. I’d be able to go in the morning.”
“Go where?” he snarled, his entire body was tight now.
“The old cannery.”
“What—why were you going there? What the hell kind of games are you fucking coyotes playing?”
“Look, I can’t talk. I have customers. If—”
He ended the call and leaped to his feet. Grabbing his gun from his desk drawer, Jenner holstered it and headed from his office. He ran into Rowel on his way out into the parking lot, nearly knocking him over. 
The other man growled at him. 
Jenner growled back. “What are you still doing here?” Jenner called as he headed to his car. 
“Covering part of Toby’s shift. I’m off now. You need back up?”
“No.” The man’s footsteps were coming up behind him. Jenner didn’t have time to argue. He unlocked the door of his cruiser and jumped in. Rowel was in on the other side.
“Where are we going?”
Jenner cranked the car and backed out. “The old cannery. My sister was going down there.”
“Are you kidding? At this time of night?” Rowel demanded. “She has no business snooping around that place on her own.” 
“I know that,” he muttered, peeling out of the parking lot. “Mallory or Sam is behind this. They knew she was writing a story to prove that video was doctored, and Kamari lied on Jerry.”
“Get over your alpha, man,” Rowel replied calmly. “It’s not like they cared. In fact, they’d want the truth to come out.”
“You tell me they aren’t behind Jerry’s death.”
“I didn’t ask if they were,” Rowel told him. “If I did, that would mean I’d be obligated to tell you and report to the Coalition.”
“Jerry—”
“Was a son of a bitch who was involved in the murder of Cambrie’s family because he thought he could then get Gray Tail’s land. No one knew Cambrie was alive, Jen.”
“Jericho would never have been so callous,” he snapped.
 “With Cambrie’s family dead, Gray Tail’s alpha could have given Jerry the land.”
Jerry was rumored to have been working with the hyenas who’d attacked Gray Tail, though they had been planning to attack Snow Fur first. The hyenas had been defeated and some wolves of his pack had died.
Jerry had said they’d gone against him and fought with the hyenas.
Jenner shook his head as if that would shake the truth loose. But the fact remained, he still didn’t know who to believe, so absent of proof, he believed Jericho.
 



Chapter Twenty-One
 
Cordelia climbed out of the bathtub, but she was still too cold. Shivering, she reached for the fluffy towel to dry herself. Tears formed in her eyes, and she began to cry anew. 
The girl had died just like her parents. Some guy had decided his way, his needs were more important, and anyone was expendable to his cause. 
A sob tore from her as she briskly rubbed herself. 
 “Mallory?”
The masculine voice had her wrapping the towel around herself and the cat going on high alert. Hissing, her heart raced. 
The guard was supposed to wait—oh, yeah. He was supposed to kill her.
“Alpha, are you back? Cordelia?”
Two scents floated on the air and Cordelia reached for the gown she’d brought in with her, and the half-closed door slid open wide. 
“Hello, darling,” McDaniels murmured. “I see you were expecting me.”
“How’d you get in?”
“The guard’s a friend of mine,” she said. “Well, a friend of my employer.” She smiled. “Wait outside.”
“Just do it, so we can get you out of here before we’re both caught,” the man called. 
The guard from this morning.
Larue moved toward her. “You know, I really do want you,” she said.
“Don’t come near me, Larue,” Cordelia snapped. “I’m not in the mood to be nice.”
The other woman laughed. “Fine. As he said, I don’t have time.” She unclipped the holster at her hip and slid a blade free. “I like to work up close and personal with a target.”
“I’m sure you do.” Cordelia made a face.
“Looks like you’ve been crying. Has Mallory finished with you already?”
“I used to hate that I was like this,” Cordelia admitted as her blood cooled. “I thought my family had to be evil because of what I am.” Her skin chilled.
“What is that?” Larue curled her fingers around Cordelia’s throat.
“Different.”
“Are you wearing contacts?”
“Why?”
“Your eyes are pale blue,” she said. “With white swirls.”
“You wanted my body, why don’t you kiss me,” she said. 
Larue gave her a slow smile. “Don’t think giving me some pussy is going to save your life.”
Cordelia chuckled. “Just one kiss before dying.”
Larue’s eyes darkened, the fever of lust filling them quickly. She lowered her head. 
“Just one.” 
Their lips met, and Cordelia parted her lips as ice swelled inside her. Larue drew back, and Cordelia chased her, pressing her lips to the other woman’s as she put her hand on Larue’s wrist.
Cordelia watched the woman’s eyes widen as the arctic cold breath invaded her body. Cordelia felt a rush, her heart beating fast, the animal snarling inside her mind. 
Larue tried to break free, to use the knife, but Cordelia’s fingers were frozen around her skin and the fingers of Larue’s hand cracked and shattered, causing the knife to clatter to the floor. 
Cordelia put her free hand on the back of Larue’s head, and her cat fed off the woman’s fear. She could hear the rapid pounding of Larue’s heart in her own ears. 
The woman froze and then shattered from the face down into icy cubes of human parts.
She shifted into her cat and crept silently from the room leaving what was once Larue to thaw. Cordelia tracked the coyote’s scent to the living area. 
“McDaniels?”
Cordelia growled, and he turned. 
“Shit.” He reached for a weapon, and she sprang forward slamming him into the wall next to a window. 
Cordelia exhaled, and snow fell on his skin, turning his face white. Then, she bit him, and he let out a cry and shifted to animal form, but he was already dying. The coyote shivered, and she lunged for its throat taking it out in an efficient move.
She shifted back and padded into the bathroom to rinse the blood from her body. 
“Being a freak has its advantages,” she mused as she tugged the gown over her head. 
When she was done, Cordelia cleaned up the bits of Larue and dumped them into the trash before heading into the bedroom to call Mallory.
Her phone rang as she reached for it. 
“Hello, Mallory,” she said with a smile. 
“Is everything okay?” Mallory asked.
“It is now,” she said.
“What do you mean?” Mallory demanded.
“I mean, the guard tried to kill me,” Cordelia said. “He’s on the floor of the living room dead now.”
“I’ll send security, but I’m on my way.”
“Okay.” She ended the call and sat on the bed. Cordelia couldn’t just leave without doing what she’d said she’d do. 
****
 “Mal.”
“What is it, Rowel?” Mallory said into her phone as she started her car.
“Jen wants to see you. He’s certain you or Kamari killed his sister.”
“He’ll have to wait,” she muttered. “I’m headed out to the den. Cordi’s guard tried to kill her.”
“What?”
“I know,” she said tiredly. “Tell Jenner I’ll deal with his issues later.”
“He’s not going to want to wait. Carleigh was badly savaged.”
“Too bad for him,” she retorted. “Cordi could still be in danger, and she’s alive. So, she’s my primary concern, not Jen’s dead sister.” She ended the call. 
Mallory hadn’t meant to sound so harsh, but the fact was, she really didn’t give a damn about Jenner right now. If he’d listened, his sibling might still be alive. However, he was hell bent on trying and convicting the wrong people for crimes they were innocent of.
She was careful not to break the speed limit getting to the den. When she arrived at the cabin, Brynn was there sitting on the chair, her face a study in compassion as she talked to Cordelia. 
Cordelia looked up and their eyes locked. Mallory went to her, heart heavy. Her coyote howled inside her as if calling to its mate. Cordelia gave her a faint smile.
“Brynn, I’ll get that report in a minute,” Mallory said before turning to Cordelia. “How are you holding up?”
Cordelia nodded. “Not bad.” She rubbed her arms. 
“I need to talk to Brynn.” Mallory smoothed her fingers along Cordelia’s nape and got a low purr. She smiled and went to Brynn. “Tell me.”
“I was already out when you called,” she said. “I’d gotten a call someone had spotted a jackal, possibly Larue.”
“Damn it,” Mallory muttered. She had failed to protect Cordelia when she’d assured her she would. “Have you found her?”
“No. The two guards on duty are dead. Both stabbed. Blood leads up the stairs, as you saw, and into the cabin.”
“Did you ask Cordelia if Larue came here?”
“She said she didn’t see her, but I picked up a hint of something. Ice with blood beneath it.”
Mallory nodded and wiped a hand over her mouth. “Check the garbage.”
“You don’t think she killed her and cut her up with her own knife,” Brynn whispered. “She’s maybe one-twenty soaking wet. It takes strength to kill a jackal and then cut it up.”
“I know.” Mallory turned and headed for the kitchen. 
The trash was kept under the sink. She removed the can but didn’t find anything inside. The smell of ice and blood was faint, making her wonder what Cordelia had done with the body.
“Did you find anything?” Brynn asked.
“No. Check outside around the house.”
“Already been done,” she said. “Nothing’s back there.”
“Comb the area and tear the place apart. I want the body buried along with that asshole who tried to kill her.”
“Taken care of,” Brynn said quietly.
Mallory nodded and went back to the living room where Cordelia was curled up on the couch. The two men in the room were talking quietly keeping their backs to Cordelia.
“Cordelia, we’re going to go to another cabin for the night,” Mallory said. “This one needs to be cleaned.”
“I’ll get my bag.” She unfolded and headed to the bedroom.
“I want Merry to check her out,” Mallory said. “She looks fine physically, but emotionally, she looks a little whipped.”
“Tonight?” Brynn asked.
“Yeah. Have her meet us at the Willow cabin.”
“I’ll make the call.”
By the time Mallory got her to the cabin, Cordelia seemed to have shut down. She went through the motions of movement, but said nothing. Worried, Mallory was glad when the healer arrived with bag in hand. 
Mallory told her what she knew. “Can you give her something to help her sleep?”
“She might not want it, Mallory,” Merry said with a shake of her head. 
“She looks like she’s been through hell.”
“Which isn’t unusual, but she presents like something more than killing an attacker is going on,” Merry told her. “I don’t know. Maybe this is the first time she’s had to kill someone.”
“And that could leave her freaked out,” Mallory said. “Talk to her, see if she’ll say anything.”
Mallory was determined to help Cordelia, but she wasn’t sure how.
 



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
When Cordelia awoke the next morning, she was glad she had refused the drugs. She needed a clear head for the decisions she had to make. 
As she stood outside, the forest her view, the cat in her came to full alert at the barely audible rustle. Cordelia turned her head to find a coyote coming out of the woods to her right. She cocked her head and drew in the scent. 
“Brynn.”
The coyote faded back into the woods and the smell of Mallory told her that was the reason. Cordelia remained where she was as Mallory joined her at the railing of the back porch.
“How are you feeling?” Mallory asked. 
“Better.”
Mallory nuzzled the back of her neck, and Cordelia turned to smile at her.
“Dogs are always so affectionate,” Cordelia said. “They never hesitate to show their concern. I didn’t know coyotes were the same.”
Mallory pulled her into a hug. “I’m sorry about last night.”
“No. It wasn’t your fault. You did your job, but they were determined to get to me.” 
“You must have heard or seen something you don’t know you did,” Mallory murmured.
“I could have,” she said. “Can we go inside? I sense three people out there and I only know one.”
Mallory led her inside. “What haven’t you told me?”
Cordelia drew in a breath and let it out slowly. “I always leave before it’s too late, but I can’t leave until I do this.”
“Do what? And what do you mean by too late? What’s going on with you, honey? Let me help.”
“You can’t,” Cordelia said quietly. “But maybe you can help Jenner.”
“Jenner? What’s he got to do with this?” she demanded carefully.
“I saw—no. Let me show you.” 
Cordelia headed to the bedroom and removed her bag from the chair after unlocking the spell she’d used to keep Mallory from getting to it in case she slipped in after Cordelia fell asleep last night.  
“What was that I felt?” Mallory asked suspiciously. 
“Energy releasing,” Cordelia told her. “I’m a witch, but that’s not important.”
“It could be,” Mallory exclaimed.
“Mallory, baby. Try to focus,” Cordelia urged as she opened her bag. “The guy tried to set you up for killing Carleigh and some other girl.”
“What! What guy?” She demanded on a growl.
“I don’t know,” Cordelia muttered pulling a plastic bag free. She held it up. “He had your tie, a tie pin, cuff links, and a sock. He strangled that girl with it.”
“Hold on. What girl?” 
“At the cannery. He left your tie pin in Carleigh’s hand.”
“Oh, my freaking—what were you doing at the cannery?”
“I’m leaving,” Cordelia told her. “I went down to the docks to meet someone who was just passing through.”
“A forger for new papers,” Mallory guessed. “That’s why you passed your background check.”
“It’s the only way I can survive.” Cordelia shrugged. “I was walking back past the cannery, and I heard the attack. She was fighting. She bled him.”
“Good. I hope he’s still hurting,” Mallory muttered. “Bastard.”
“I know.” Tears filled her eyes. “He messed her up bad.” She wiped away a tear that fell. 
“God.” Mallory pulled her in for another hug. “That’s why you were so messed up last night.”
“Carleigh was there looking for something. I don’t know what, but she said she stumbled upon him.”
“Killing someone?”
“I think so, because I found a girl dead.” She told Mallory everything Carleigh had told her. “She was conflicted. She trusted Kamari, but not you.”
“Because her brother didn’t,” Mallory said. “Jen deserves to know this.”
“I can’t tell him,” Cordelia snapped. “I can’t get involved that way, but I can’t leave until I talk to Kamari.”
“You’re not leaving,” Mallory growled. “You’re staying here.”
“You can’t make me.” She shoved Mallory away. 
“Because you’ll use whatever power you have on me?” Mallory asked silkily.
Cordelia glared at her. “I’m leaving now.”
Mallory tried to get to her, and Cordelia lifted her hand to raise a wall of energy between them. 
“Cordelia.”
“No. Mallory.”
Mallory turned, and Cordelia threw a ball of black energy at her.
“Contain.”
Mallory stumbled into the wall and gasped. “Cordelia. Stop this.”
Cordelia ignored her and grabbed her other bag. “I’ll leave this stuff for you. I’m taking your car. You can get it in Stonington.” 
“You better not leave, Cordelia. I’ll drag your ass back here and pump you so full of sedatives you won’t even be able to think straight.”
Cordelia snorted. “Cats scratch, Mallory. Don’t forget that.” She dashed from the room and into the living room. Cordelia stopped in front of the door.
“Cordelia!”
“The shield will fade in twenty minutes. I need that long to get underway,” she said. “Invisible like air, scent like sky.” She said the words softly then waved her hand as the front door opened. She walked out and down the steps into the woods.
****
“She didn’t take your car,” Delaney told her calmly thirty minutes later. “In fact, it doesn’t look like any of the cars are missing. She might have taken one of the trucks instead.”
“Find out,” Mallory muttered. Her animal was frantic knowing that someone had tried to kill Cordelia last night. On top of that, someone could be after her, thanks to Cordelia having been down at the cannery last night. 
There was no telling what was going on, but Cordelia, her little cat, had painted an even bigger target on her back. 
“What did she tell you? Why run?” Brynn asked as they stood in the parking garage.
“I need to get to the club,” Mallory said. “Delaney, find her ass and call me when you’ve located her. Don’t approach.”
“I’ll get a small team and get right on it.”
“Why are you doing this?” Brynn asked. “Let her go unless she’s working against us.”
“Hell, I don’t know if she is or not,” Mallory snarled. “But I want her ass back here.”
The drive into the town took twenty minutes. Mallory didn’t go to the club though. She headed for Sam’s office. 
Sam was an accountant and investment banker which was why Mallory had made her a partner in the club.
Sam let her into the foyer of the house she used as an office and apartment. “Morning,” Sam said. “What are you doing here? Is there a problem?”
“There could be,” Mallory muttered. 
“Let’s have some coffee,” she said and led her into the kitchen where Adalyn was seated at the breakfast bar with a cup before her. 
“Good morning, Adalyn,” Mallory said.
“Hey.”
Sam poured her a mug of the steaming brew. “Why’d you leave so suddenly last night?”
“There was an attack on Cordi in the den,” she said with a shake of her head. “I told her I’d protect her, but I failed her.”
“I’m sure she knows you did your best,” Adalyn said gently. “Is she okay?”
“She took off this morning,” Mallory told them. 
“Where did she go?” Adalyn asked. “I mean, you have time to talk to her, right, convince her to stay?”
Mallory flattened her lips. “She vanished. She said she was a witch and she used magick on me.”
“Sort of like Adalyn,” Sam said throwing her mate a look.
“I’m not a witch per se, honey,” Adalyn said with an amused smile. “So, track her.”
“I can’t pick up her scent. There is literally nothing in her wake.”
“Then she’s not human,” Adalyn said. “She’s some kind of coyote mate.”
“She’s a freaking cat shifter,” Mallory muttered.
“Doesn’t mean she’s not some kind of special mate breed,” Adalyn said. “Most of them are scentless because we aren’t as strong as dominants.”
“I don’t know, but I know she has answers we might well need,” Mallory said. “She said someone was trying to set me up still and with Jerry dead it can only be his partner or partners.”
“In the land deal,” Sam said. 
“Why was she attacked?” Adalyn asked with a frown.
“She knows something about that night,” Mallory answered. “I’m not sure if she told me everything she knew or if she’s holding back.”
“Her being gone could be the safest thing for her,” Adalyn replied. “Especially since you guys have no idea who’s behind this.”
Mallory growled at her and Sam growled at Mallory.
“Don’t get rowdy in my house, woman,” Sam warned. “It’s not her fault you didn’t stake your claim before Cordelia got away from you.”
Mallory yipped at her, and Sam rolled her eyes. 
“Come on guys,” Adalyn said. “I didn’t know she was your mate.”
“She’s not.”
“If she’s not, then Adalyn’s right. Her being gone could be for the best,” Sam said.
“Not good, Sam. Jenner is going to try to pin Carleigh’s death on us, and—” 
“Whoa, what?” Sam jumped in. 
“Carleigh’s the reporter, right?” Adalyn asked. 
“Yes, and she was killed last night by the person who’s trying to set me up. Cordi told me she was there—she was with Carleigh when she died. Carleigh gave her messages for Jenner and Kamari.”
“Did she say what they were?” Sam demanded.
“No, and she said she didn’t want to get involved.”
“Maybe she’s running from cops,” Adalyn said. “When I was hiding, I avoided them like the plague when I could.”
Mallory took a sip of her coffee. She could have seen her parents die. Cordi had been more torn up over the bloody things that had happened than Mallory thought she should have been. 
“What’s her background say?” Sam asked.
“It won’t matter because she has forged papers,” Mallory said and told her what Cordelia had told her about the forger being down at the cannery last night.
“We might never find out who she really is,” Sam said. 
“Delaney is still looking,” Mallory muttered. “What are we going to do about Jen?”
Sam shook her head. “Get bail money?”
“Sam, Mal,” one of the women Sam kept on guard came rushing into the room. “Jen’s outside, and he isn’t alone.”
“I’ll call the lawyer,” Sam said. “If we’re taken away, take Adalyn to the den and tell Syd to keep an eye on her.”
“Done.”
“One of my people was a mole for Bradley, so he has to be behind this,” Mallory said. “He’s not just covering Jerry’s tracks.”
“Absent of proof….” Sam said trailing off with a shrug. 
A rap on the door drew the guard from the room. 
 



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
All of his packages had been sent, and Mallory should be getting arrested right about now. Summerfield wouldn’t have anyone to back her up. When the Coalition moved against her, she’d lose, and the land would be his.
Things had happened a little more quickly than he’d planned, but so be it. They’d be able to run their play on Summerfield sooner rather than later. By summer, they’d be ready to break ground on the project. 
He picked up his ringing phone with a grin. “Yes?”
“How is everything going?” the voice on the other end of the line asked. 
“On schedule.”
“I’ll be in town in a few days. I’d like to meet.”
“Not a good idea. I’ll meet you in Stonington,” Bradley replied. “I have to be up there for a business meeting tomorrow.”
“Fine. Just make sure you don’t do any hunting. And bring the plans. I want to see them.” 
“I sent you the copy,” Bradley muttered. 
“Yes, but you might have made some minor changes since then, and I’d like to add to them at any rate,” his partner said.
“Fine but keep it brief.”
“I can do as I please with my money,” he growled. “And I hear you’ve recruited another investor.”
“Not me, Isaiah,” Bradley told him. “It’s been in the works from the start. They get a small percentage of his shares as well as a few perks.” Perks Bradley wasn’t comfortable with.
“We’ll discuss that as well. Bring those plans, and no excuses.” The line went dead in his ear, and he growled. 
That damned wolf was really starting to annoy him. 
His phone rang again, and he connected.  
“Yes?”
“It’s me,” the coyote said. “The girl’s in the wind, and we lost two last night.”
“McDaniels failed to do her job?”
“She’s dead or missing. I put my money on dead,” he said. “What do you want me to do?”
“Just keep your head down. Mallory can’t know you’re involved. I need you in place until this is over.”
“I’m almost done with that other matter. I’ll send you the results soon. Bye for now.”
****
The day had been a long one and with the airport closed over the high winds ahead of the coming blizzard, there was no way she was getting out of this state any time soon. She could drive, but renting a car was just a pain, even using magick. 
Cordelia preferred to use public transportation and nothing was leaving town. She sighed as she stared out of the hotel room window. It was getting darker as the storm moved in. Snow was already starting to fall.
She could probably ride the storm out here, but Cordelia needed food. 
Cordelia pulled on her coat and grabbed her bag to remove her wallet. She put her bag back on the chair and used a spell to hide it before heading out.
Cordelia locked the door and was only half way through the parking lot when her cat picked up a familiar scent. She hadn’t used her new glamour yet, so it would have been easy for Mallory’s people to track her by name and looks. 
Cordelia just hadn’t expected the hotel to be so indiscreet. She should have put a spell on that jackass behind the counter. She turned and hurried for the room. She’d grab her stuff and get out of here. 
‘Course she might end up waiting in the airport, but that would be okay. Magick would keep her safe. 
The cat picked up someone coming close to her, and Cordelia turned her head to find Delaney racing toward her. Cordelia closed her eyes only briefly and opened them again and the falling snow thickened and swirled around her before forming into a snowball. 
Cordelia sent it sailing at Delaney who dove to avoid it and slipped on the icy cement. 
“Snow.” Cordelia buried her beneath a fall of snow before turning the ground even slicker.
She used that slippery surface to skate back to her room. Once there, she was inside quickly and came to stop at the sight of the bouncer standing at the window. 
She let out a startled cry and sent a ball of ice at her. The ball missed and hit the wall. 
“Damn it,” Mica growled. “Mallory just wants to make sure you’re okay, Cordelia. Come on back with us.”
“I can take care of myself.” She threw a spell at her, and Mica lunged for her. The energy knocked her off her feet. 
“Come to me.” Cordelia stuck out her hand and her bags raced to her. She backed out of the room, her cat sensing a threat. She turned and was hit across the face.
Cordelia collided with the door and raised a shield. She stared into Delaney’s eyes.
“Tell Mallory to go to hell. Away.” Delaney was thrown back.
The door opened behind her, and she yelped. “Tell me yourself.”
Mallory closed her fingers around her nape and her warm breath caressed Cordelia. 
She wanted to sink into the warmth sliding up her back, but in Mallory’s arms was the last place she needed to be, even if it was the only place she ached for.
“We’re going home before the weather gets too bad, so don’t fight me,” Mallory murmured. 
“I don’t think so.” Cordelia was about to use a spell on her when something sharp pricked her neck. She made a face. “Mallory.”
“You’ll be fine. Kamari said you shouldn’t freeze that out of your system before we get you home.”
She stumbled. 
“I’ve got you, angel,” Mallory said in a soft intimate tone that made her wet even as fog closed around her. 
“I’m going to get you.” She slurred her words.
Mallory’s lips grazed the side of Cordelia’s neck. “I think you already have part of me,” she said. “Let’s go, ladies.”
“I’m seri … ous.” The fog took her, and she slumped in Mallory’s arms. 
****
“I hope that works,” Mica muttered. “Or we might all die before we get back to the den.”
Delaney grunted in agreement. “You didn’t see that frost in her eyes. She was like cold personified or something. And that snow. How did she do that?”
“Ask Kamari or Cambrie,” Mica suggested. “Cause I have no idea.”
“I almost busted my ass, Mal. I hope she’s worth it,” Delaney muttered as they reached the SUV.
“She has information that’s put a target on her back,” Mallory told them. 
“And what about the magic she’s put on you?” Mica teased.
“Oh, please,” Mallory retorted as she laid Cordelia down on the seat before getting in. “Delaney, you’re lucky she’s not bruising.”
“Then you should have been the one out there getting snowed in,” she grumbled. “That girl has some serious psychic juice.”
Cordelia’s skin was cool to the touch as she smoothed her fingers over her cheek while the other two strapped into the front seat. Her face was so innocent and serene in the induced sleep.
“I might never find out who she really is,” Delaney told her as she started the truck. “But I did get a call back from a source in Stonington about Bradley.”
“What about them?” Mica demanded. 
“The source said Bradley was the last person to see a pretty little waitress nine months ago,” Delaney said. “The girl was found dead three days later in the woods near the hotel Bradley was staying at.”
“He might have been playing sick games with Jerry, Collier, and the others?” Mica asked. 
“More than likely,” Delaney said. “I received a strange call from someone who said they had some proof.”
“You have to meet them where?” Mallory asked stroking Cordelia’s soft red curls.
“Nowhere. All they wanted was an address. I gave the club’s,” Delaney said. “We’ll see if anything comes. The woman I talked to said I was the second woman to call about Bradley.”
“Carleigh or Kamari,” Mica said. “Kam said she had something that proves Bradley was a killer, but she hasn’t shown it to me. She said she wanted to find more on him. Get hard proof so Jen and the D.A. wouldn’t be able to throw it out.”
“Makes sense,” Mallory said. “But it’d be nice if she shared.”
“She’s not going to,” Mica assured her. 
Mallory didn’t press. Mica could get territorial about her mate even though Kamari could clearly take care of herself. Her psychic ability was fiery from all indications, but she’d never witnessed her using it.
“I want to know the minute you get the package,” Mallory said. 
“I have one coming on your girl, too, but I wouldn’t get my hopes up,” Delaney said. 
“Don’t open it. Just give it to me,” Mallory told her. 
“I hear ya,” Delaney replied. 
Mallory looked down at Cordelia. It didn’t really matter what she’d done, she already didn’t want to let her go.
 



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
Cordelia groaned as she came awake. Her head hurt like hell. She lifted her head from the pillow wondering—then it all came back to her. 
“Illuminate,” she muttered, and the lamp flooded the room with dim light. 
She pressed her fingers to her temple. “Mallory. I’m going to strangle you. Drugs are never a good idea.”
She climbed out of bed in the small room. Cordelia scanned the chair finding her bags on it. She knew they couldn’t open them thanks to her magick, but that didn’t mean they hadn’t tried.
She pulled open a nearby door finding a closet. After a quick search, Cordelia headed out of the room looking for a bathroom. 
“Mallory, I need the bathroom, or I’m puking all over the place,” Cordelia called coldly.
“Second door on the right.”
She found it and was inside head hanging over the sink. The little food she’d gotten down hours ago burned its way back out with force.
“You’re okay.” Mallory appeared in the doorway and reached out to pull Cordelia’s hair back. 
She wrapped her arms around herself when she was finished, and Mallory turned on the water. 
“You could have killed me,” Cordelia muttered, rinsing her mouth before splashing water on her face.
“Here.” Mallory gave her a hand towel to dry her face. 
“That shit messes with my system,” Cordelia snapped. 
“Because of your psychic abilities.”
“My cat system.” She glared and then hissed. “You’ll be lucky if I don’t turn you into an ice cube for this.”
Mallory cocked a brow at her. “If you do that, who will keep you warm tonight?”
“Blankets,” Cordelia snapped. “I’m sure you have one or two around here.”
“With the storm, you weren’t going to be safe out there on your own,” Mallory said as she cleaned out the sink. “You should be thanking me.”
“I doubt anyone else would have used a tranquilizer,” Cordelia said darkly. “So he’d be dead.”
“Really? You can’t kill without getting sick.”
“I get by just fine,” Cordelia told her. “Don’t presume to know me because you’ve seen me at a few low moments.”
“Are you hungry?”
“No.” She squeezed past Mallory and headed back to her room. “When the storm passes, I’m out of here.” 
“Come have some tea,” Mallory told her. 
“Where are we? It’s dark in here and there are no windows. What time is it?”
“It’s after nine, and we’re underground.”
“Ugh. Damn canines. Why can’t you live in houses like normal people?”
“We aren’t normal.”
Cordelia stayed where she was sitting on the bed. She could hear Mallory in the kitchen and from the scents wafting to her, she was making more than tea.
She would love to say she wasn’t going to eat, but she was starving. Hopefully she could detect any drugs, but she wasn’t counting on it. The drug had messed with her senses a little. She wouldn’t fully recover from that until tomorrow.
Mallory appeared sometime later—it couldn’t have been that long—with a tray. 
“I’m hungry,” Mallory said. “So, if you don’t want to eat, then you can watch me.” She sat on the chair. “How’s your face? Doesn’t look like Delaney hit you.”
“I heal quickly,” Cordelia said and searched the tray. She found sugar and lemon and added them to her tea. She stirred and took a sip of the fragrant raspberry brew. 
“I had your place searched, so I’d know what to stock during the storm,” Mallory told her. 
“You have no respect for my person, decisions, or privacy,” Cordelia muttered. “You’re amazing. Now I know why you actually don’t have a serious lover.”
“Most women would consider that considerate.”
“Do you hunt other women down and detain them against their will, too?” Cordelia asked coldly. 
“Cordi,” she said softly. “I just wanted to help.”
“I don’t need help!”
“You’re on the run from something, so I’d say you do.”
“You can’t help me, Mallory,” Cordelia told her with a shake of her head. “I’m not a damsel anyway.”
“Why are—what happened to take you from your home?”
“I told you. I don’t have a home.” She reached for the soup. Cordelia stared down at the liquid. She drew in the scent and a smile tugged at her lips for a moment. 
Her mother used to make soup for her, too, when her stomach was upset. And tea.
“What?” Mallory asked. 
“Nothing.” She focused on eating.
 “What did you do to Larue?”
“She’s dead,” she said softly and spooned soup into her mouth. “I’d love to say I lost control, but that wouldn’t be true.”
“What did you do to her?”
“It’s always like that,” Cordelia said. “A moment of perfect clarity, but it’s more like the eye of a storm. I’m calm, centered and everything makes sense.”
“So, you do what?”
“What has to be done,” Cordelia told her. “I only wish it had been more like that then. I guess there’s been refinement with age and necessity.” 
“The night your parents died.”
Cordelia looked at her. “It was a long time ago.” She set about finishing her soup and then her tea. “Trying to find out who I am will put me in danger. Stop, please.”
Mallory frowned. “Let me help you. Sam and I can get you out of this.”
Cordelia sighed. That was a no. She saw it in the resolution in her face. 
“I need to rest to recover from the drug. Do you mind leaving me alone?”
Mallory was already done and took the remains of the meal and left her to her solitude. Cordelia laid there allowing herself to relax. She’d be fine and when the storm broke, she’d be gone even if she had to walk.
 



Chapter Twenty-Five
 
Mallory settled into bed an hour later, praying Cordelia didn’t decide to try to leave in this. She couldn’t stop her and neither could anyone else without a sedative. 
She dozed off, but it was a light sleep. Her animal was on guard for any hint of her guest attempting to escape. As a result, she didn’t sleep much.
In the morning, Mallory was up at her usual time and dressed. She headed out of her quarters inside the main den, which was a series of tunnels the pack had come upon two centuries ago. 
They had been reinforced and proper drainage had been added to prevent flooding. The system was watertight, so even in the event of a tsunami they would survive. 
She put on coffee and then tea before heading out to check on her soldiers. Mallory left the day-to-day management to Brynn, so she merely sat in on the morning meeting. When the operation lounge was empty, she walked up to the front where Brynn stood.
“How are things looking?” 
“Everything’s good,” Brynn told her. “We’re secure.”
“No problems from the storm?”
“No. I’ve pulled in most of the teams and since the storm is still raging out there, we’re working half-staff,” Brynn told her. “Syd and I decided to put only a few people on that common border and focus mainly on covering our outer perimeters.”
They shared a border with Sam that neither of them found it necessary to monitor much since they were each other’s neighbors.
“Shorten the rotations and have everyone work in animal form.”
“Will do. Did you get the girl? I heard someone was looking for her besides you,” Brynn said.
“Any idea who?”
“No. The girl didn’t say,” she said. “But I think it’s Jenner. He didn’t arrest you, but he wants to, and he probably thinks she’s the key. Plus, he’s looking for McDaniels and thinks the girl might have killed her like she said she would.”
“I’m sure,” Mallory said with a sigh. “I won’t be in my office, but use the cell to send me a message if you need me.” She suspected Larue was dead as well, but she couldn’t say she was sorry. It was good riddance to bad rubbish as far as she was concerned. 
“Anything I can do?”
“No. I just want to check out a few things since I have the time.”
Brynn nodded. “Do you want me to spend a little training time with her?”
“Who?” Her brows knit in a frown.
“Cordelia.” Brynn said. “If not, I could put her to work in the kitchen or nursery to give her something to do.”
“Not today,” Malloy replied. Cordelia had made it clear she wasn’t staying. There was no need to include her in pack life.
“Did you ask her to stay? You guys have chemistry. It could work, but you’ll never know if you don’t go for it.”
“I have a pack to run. I can’t chase after a spoiled little girl,” she said quietly, but she had felt alive yesterday. 
She always did when she was with Cordelia. It had been too long since she’d thought about two days down the line with a woman. 
“And by the trouble you’re going to finding out who she really is, I’d say you’re interested. Otherwise, you’d have let her go no matter what she might know that could get Jenner off our back.”
She rubbed her nape. “I like a mystery.” Mallory smiled. 
Brynn grunted. “I know what that mystery is in this case, and I hope you admit it to yourself and her before it’s too late.” She grabbed her clipboard from the podium. “Got work to do.”
Mallory was out of the room behind her heading back to her temporary quarters. She was waylaid by a member of her pack and ended up talking to a small group of women about some changes they wanted to make to one of the pack’s programs for juveniles, especially the more submissive and nurturing.
It was two hours later before she made it back to find Cordelia gone. Mallory went cold all over at the very thought of facing the rest of the day without having seen her. 
She checked the bedroom and found no sign of Cordelia’s bags. With a low growl, Mallory left, not wanting to be trapped alone with Cordelia’s scent taunting her the rest of the day.
****
“You shouldn’t be out here.”
Cordelia turned to give the bouncer from the club a curious look. “Camden?”
“Are you okay?” Camden came to stand next to her beneath a tree just outside the cave’s entrance. The walkway was covered preventing the snow from falling on her.
“Just getting some air,” she said. 
Cordelia hadn’t wanted to be inside all day, but there was no getting out in this unless she shifted, and she was contemplating it. However, Cordelia didn’t want to risk attack by wolves and Mallory probably wouldn’t take too kindly to her killing her packmates even in self-defense.
“I have to run patrol. You want to come?” Camden asked. “I’m sure Mallory won’t mind.”
Cordelia smiled. “Okay.”
“I have to shift. Mal wants us in animal form.”
“It’s better in animal form,” Cordelia said and quickly undressed. 
“Whoa,” Camden exclaimed. “What are you doing?”
“I like the snow.” She shifted, and Camden laughed. 
“Okay, then. Just stay close. Mallory will kill me if anything happens to you.”
Doing patrol was exhilarating. Cordelia was built for the snow, her feet bigger, and her fur shaggier in winter. Being outside doing something made her and her cat happy. 
The sense of freedom and the feeling of camaraderie gave her purpose and a sense of belonging. 
They were out four hours, giving Cordelia a chance to pick up the scents of the land. On their way back in, they swung by a frozen-over lake and she picked up familiar scents. Cordelia turned to look at Camden and growled. 
Camden yipped, but Cordelia had a feeling the coyote didn’t have a clue what she was getting at. She slid over the ice and Camden followed. They were walking a short time when they happened on Mica and Kamari in their animal forms. 
Cordelia approached slowly. She shifted to her human form for better communication. 
“Kamari, I need to talk to you.”
Mica and Kamari led them away from the lake to a small line shack not far from the border. They waited for her to go in and then followed. 
After shifting and getting sweats and t-shirts, Mica gave her a curious look. “You came out in this to talk? Why didn’t you use a phone?”
“I should hit you,” Cordelia said coldly to Mica. 
“Hey, Delany was the one that clocked you,” Mica muttered. “I’ll get some coffee.”
The shack was small with a kitchenette and seating area. She suspected there was a bedroom since Mica hadn’t gotten the sweats and t-shirts from the ottomans near the fireplace.
“We aren’t going to be hitting,” Kamari said. “Because if you can do any of what Mica said, I’ll take you down quick to keep Mica from getting hurt.”
“I can sense your fire and your strength, but I have abilities of my own.” Cordelia shrugged. “And I’m not afraid of killing you, but I wanted to give you a message.”
“Really?” Kamari asked, a hand going to her hip.
“From Carleigh,” she said, going to sit down. 
“Carleigh? She’s dead,” Mica said. 
“I know. I was with her when she died.” She held Kamari’s gaze. “She told me to tell you you were right.”
Kamari frowned. 
“About the cannery I’m guessing. I found a secret room there.” She covered her mouth with her hand. “Women were killed there. I could smell decomp. I thought it was in the wall, but it’s an entire secret room.”
“Oh, my god,” Camden exclaimed. 
“I found a camera there. He must have forgotten because Carleigh found the room, too. She said she saw him.” She hadn’t told Mallory about the room or the video files in her bag.
“Tape was still there,” Kamari said. 
“Yeah. He taped himself with her. He had her there only a short time, but judging from the others on the—”
“Others? You have the tape?” Kamari exclaimed. 
She frowned. “N-no.”
Mica groaned. “This is why Mallory had us chasing you down. You’ve got proof of something.”
“I—Carleigh said something about the originals of something.”
“Have you looked?” Kamari asked. “Where did you hide them?”
Cordelia shook her head. “I should get back. I don’t want to get Camden in trouble,” Cordelia said, and Camden blocked her entrance when she went to leave. 
“Mallory will be fine,” Camden insisted. “I want to know what else you know. Someone I cared about went missing three months ago.”
“I thought she left town,” Mica said. 
“No,” Camden said coldly. “So, talk. Were there bodies there?”
Cordelia nodded. “I would say there was a possibility, but I can’t be sure. He didn’t hide April there. He left her out in the open.”
“April’s dead?” Kamari asked. “She was a pain in the ass, but she didn’t deserve to die the way she must have.”
“It was cruel, just like Carleigh’s murder. She wanted me to tell her brother, but I didn’t want to get involved. Today after Mallory went out, I watched some of the footage.”
“Tell us what you saw,” Camden ordered. 
“No. I have to talk to Mallory first.”
“Why?” Mica demanded. “You can get back after you tell Camden.”
“No.” She couldn’t. “I—”
“Right,” Kamari said. “You should go. We’ll talk later.”
“Kamari—”
“Camden, no,” Kamari said holding up a hand. “I know you’re hurting, but she trusts Mallory, and Mallory will tell you if your lover was on it.”
“You trust me to protect you when you’re dancing, but not now?” Camden demanded and took a step toward her only to come up against a wall of energy. 
“What was her name?” Cordelia asked. 
“Rhea. Who killed her?” Camden reached for her again only to have her way barred still. 
 “I—”
“Not now, Camden,” Kamari snapped. “Take her home. She’s going to come apart right here. The cold might be good for her.”
“We’ll get lost in the whiteout.”
“My sense of direction is fine,” Cordelia told her. “I’ll get us back.” Now that she’d made up her mind what she was going to do, she wanted to do it before she lost her nerve and ran.
 
 
 



Chapter Twenty-Six
 
Cordelia had barely finished dressing when she heard the front door lock click. She tilted her head up, seeking the scent that could give her a name. 
“Cordelia?”
She frowned. She didn’t recognize the woman’s voice, but her scent was vaguely familiar. The man who’d tried to kill her had smelled like her.
“Cordelia, I know you’re here. I saw you come in,” she said and slithered into the bedroom where Cordelia stood next to the dresser. 
“Who are you?” 
“Zari,” she said. “You killed my mate.”
“I know,” Cordelia replied. “The funny thing is, he was trying to kill me first.”
Zari growled. “He was just doing a job. It was nothing personal. Me on the other hand, I have a job to do and it’s very personal with me.”
“Zari, look, I don’t want to hurt you, so why don’t you not push,” Cordelia said. “Anyway, Mallory’s coming back any minute.”
“Not that soon,” she said with a shake of her head. “She’s tied up just now. I just need the drive you picked up from Carleigh’s office yesterday. Yeah. Someone saw you slipping in there, and I got the message to take care of you.”
Cordelia shrugged. “I’m sure he’s not much different from someone I knew once upon a time,” she said. “He thinks what he wants is all that matters. Call him and tell him he’s going to have to come get it himself because you’ll be dead.”
Zari laughed. 
“I’m not going to waste time,” Cordelia told her. 
The woman shifted, and Cordelia stood there waiting for her to make her move. When she did lunge for her, Cordelia hit her with a ball of ice that caught the woman up in a vortex of spinning cold.
Zari shifted back to her human form and screams were jerked from her, but Cordelia cast a spell to mute the sound. Then, she watched as the woman’s body froze before crumbling to ice chips.
“I tried to tell you I wasn’t in the mood,” she muttered. “Now, I have to clean this up.”
She used a spell to melt the ice chips and swept up the bits of matter and bone before using a spell to dry the carpet.
“Bullies.” Cordelia frowned and sat down on the bed. She wasn’t going to watch any more of the footage, because she couldn’t stomach the gruesome scenes. So, she may as well get rid of Zari.
“Cordelia?” Mallory called twenty minutes later. “Are you here?”
“Bedroom.”
Mallory slipped in, bearing a plate of food. “Are you hungry?”
Cordelia smiled. “No. I mean, I am, but I can’t eat right now. I have to talk to you.”
“Camden said you had something to get off your chest,” Mallory said, putting the plate on the dresser and then coming to join her on the bed. “She took you out on patrol with her?”
“I needed to clear my head. I was going to do something wrong by leaving,” she said. “All I could think was my father would have done the right thing even if it destroyed him.” Which is what had happened. 
“What did he do?”
“The right thing, and he’d be so disappointed in me for thinking about myself when so many lives have already been forever changed over this.”
“Over what?” she asked. “Are you working with whoever is hellbent on pulling us into a fight?”
“Uh? No,” she said scrunching her face into a mask of distaste. “I didn’t mean my life was connected to yours. I just meant—the reason I was leaving is because of what happened at the cannery.”
“You saw more than you let on.”
“I—kind of. I found a hidden room where more than likely at least two bodies are buried.”
Mallory nodded. “That was no reason to run.”
“Yes, it was,” Cordelia said softly as she slid to her feet. “I only put myself in more danger by being down there.”
Mallory studied her. “Tell me what you left out and Sam and I will figure out how to fix it if it needs fixing.” She got up, too. 
“Carleigh told me there was proof of something. She told me where it was, but I didn’t tell you. I went to get it before I left yesterday. I was going to look it over and make copies in case…”
“In case they found you,” Mallory said. “I get that.”
“I took tapes from the cannery, too. They weren’t all tapes. Some of them had been converted to SD cards. I took the cards and a handful of tapes.”
“Why wouldn’t you tell me?” Mallory frowned. “You have no idea what kind of target you’ve made yourself.”
“I do, but he didn’t see me. He was in such a hurry to get out.”
“Let’s just—show me one. Was his face visible?”
“So was Jerry and others.”
“Jericho? He’s on there?”
She nodded. “But Carleigh found some proof on her own. A gang rape and vicious murder. The second video she found was just three men and a woman I think—you should see.”
Cordelia grabbed her tablet. The card was still inside from earlier. “I started watching this today. I swear I would have sent it to you.”
“Just show me.”
Cordelia started the video over. She wanted to leave, but instead, she leaned into Mallory. 
“Oh, my god!” Mallory exclaimed. “Mia.”
Cordelia curled her arm around Mallory’s waist. During the half-way point Mallory pulled away from her and went to punch the wall. 
“Mallory is going to kill you both,” Mia screamed. 
“She’ll never find out,” one of the men crooned. “Never, and your cousin will be next. I doubt Mallory will think anything of her disappearance.”
Mallory whipped back around, and Cordelia went cold.
Mallory finished watching the video. Cordelia held her, knowing the horror of watching a loved one die. At least Mallory hadn’t been there in person.
Mallory broke out of her hold and removed her cell phone from her pants pocket and made a call.
“Where’s Macy?” she demanded. 
Cordelia watched the look on her face. 
“Don’t give me that. Where did she go? A new boyfriend? Who? How is it not my business?” Mallory demanded. 
Chills ran up Cordelia’s spine, and she busied herself with going through her bag. 
“I can’t believe you… No. No. I’m out of it.” She ended the call and let out a low growl tinged with frustration. 
Cordelia inserted the SD card into the tablet and opened the files. 
“This is why I don’t talk to them that often,” Mallory snapped. “They’re jerks.”
“Mallory,” Cordelia said softly as she started the file. “How long has she been gone?”
“A few days. She went on a trip with her new boyfriend. One he hasn’t even met yet.”
“Oh.” She sighed, all of the air seeming to go out of her. Mallory’s sister had been teased about how she’d been too stupid to tell her family about her new boyfriend. 
The taunts had been cruel and endless. 
“Did you tell your cousins about me?”
“No. You told me not to.”
“What is that?” Mallory demanded at the sound of the voices and came to stand next to her at the dresser where the tablet lay.
“Good. When Mallory gets part of this and the other video I’m working on for her, she’ll be more than happy to do as I ask to keep her pack safe.”
“What are you talking about? What does Mallory have to do with this?”
“Your alpha is sort of a bitch who’s standing in my way, but you are going to help me help her clear it.”
“How?”
“You’re going to help me get Adalyn, and Sam will be more than happy to comply with my wishes.”
“I’m not going near Adalyn,” the girl said. “Sam will destroy me.”
“You’ll call her up and tell her you’re having car trouble, and someone is after you,” he said. 
“I’m not that close to Mallory, and I’m certainly not going to risk my life so you can screw with her and Sam. Sam isn’t the kind of coyote you want to mess with.”
“You won’t have to deal with her, I will,” he said. “And you’ll do as I say or I’ll kill you before I get her.”
“I’m leaving,” she said. “And I’m calling Mallory and Sam to tell them all about you.”
Before she got a step, he was on her. “I guess you thought I was kidding. Fine.”
“Let go of me,” she snarled and then screamed. 
He smashed her head into the wall to knock her out. 
 



Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
What happened next made Mallory growl, and Cordelia whimper. The girl’s ordeal lasted only a few hours before he slit her throat.
“That sicko has to be stopped,” Cordelia said, and Mallory let out an enraged snarl. “Mal.” Cordelia went to caress her back. “Was that your cousin?”
“No. Thank god, but she’s Delaney’s.”
Cordelia leaned into Mallory. “How are you going to tell her? And Camden. She—”
“What does Camden have to do with this?” Mallory demanded as she turned to face her. 
“I told them. I just wanted to tell Kamari what Carleigh said, and they sort of guessed the rest,” Cordelia said. “Now, Camden is waiting for me to tell her if her friend was on here.”
“Next time, trust me,” Mallory said angrily as she gripped her shoulders. “Me, Cordi. I’m the one who would put her life on the line for you, so talk to me.”
Cordelia stared at her, the pain and rage a dark cloud in her beautiful blue-gray eyes. She had the eyes of the snow coyote. It was a mythical being of two breeds. One had abilities like hers and one was just a really good tracker and survivalist with a wicked bite.
They were ferocious fighters, wily as hell, according to her father. And the dominant of the breed had blue-gray eyes even in their human form. 
Why hadn’t she realized this before?
Because I didn’t want to.   
She nodded jerkily. “Why?”
“Because you matter.”
“We’re friends,” Cordelia said, but her animal balked at the paltry word.
“Something a little more, maybe,” Mallory admitted breathlessly. “Maybe.”
Cordelia gave her a little smile. “Neither of us does more than friends.” She caressed Mallory’s arms. 
Mallory pulled her close, hands gliding down to rest on Cordelia’s waist. “I knew you wouldn’t be just a one or two-night stand,” Mallory said huskily as she lowered her head bringing her lips closer to Cordelia’s. “I think you knew that, too.”
“I figured as long as you held up your end of the bargain there wouldn’t be a problem.”
“This was a problem the moment we kissed.”
“I think it’ll be one if we kiss now,” Cordelia told her, trembling. Leaving was never hard until Mallory. 
Mallory kissed her softly, those beautiful eyes holding her as their tongues met. Cordelia witnessed the explosion of fire in Mallory’s stare before Cordelia’s lids drifted closed. 
Mallory deepened the kiss, and she moaned, savoring the taste of Mallory.
Mallory urged her closer, hand sliding down to stroke Cordelia’s ass. Mallory thrust her knee between Cordelia’s thighs and pressed it against her center. 
“Mallory,” she gasped, the pleasure shooting through her. 
Mallory kissed the side of her neck before nipping at her earlobe. “I won’t make it easy,” she crooned. “I want you to stay.”
“Mal,” She sighed as Mallory ground her leg against her. Cordelia purred as she dragged her nails down Mallory’s bare arm. “You’re going to make me come if you keep doing that.”
“What if I do this?” Mallory withdrew her knee and replaced it with the heel of her hand. 
She purred, and Mallory laughed. “I like that sexy little kitten sound.”
“You’re bad, Mallory,” Cordelia said and reached out to touch Mallory’s cheek.
“Uh-uh-uh,” she said. “I didn’t ask to be touched, little girl,” she crooned and captured Cordelia’s lips for another kiss.
Mallory deftly pressed her hand to Cordelia’s clit making her wetter as her skin grew hotter. 
“Mallory,” she cried. “Mallory.” 
Mallory worked the nubbin until Cordelia let out a soft cry as the mini explosion shook her. Mallory broke the kiss, but continued to stroke her through the waves of pleasure. 
“I don’t want you watching anymore,” Mallory said. “It makes you cry, and I hate seeing you in tears.”
Cordelia leaned into her, her legs already rubbery. “You’re sweet, but I can do it.”
“You don’t have to. Sam will come over.” Mallory kissed the tip of her nose. “We’ll talk about your past later, and trust me, whoever is after you will rue the day he ever came after you here if he comes.”
Looking up into Mallory’s eyes, she saw a fierce possessiveness that stunned her. Their animals understood each other, knew what was at stake even if Cordelia was still thinking about leaving.
****
“I can’t believe you came over here in a blizzard,” Sam muttered. “What’s so important you couldn’t just call?”
Mallory gave her friend an amused look. Sam was a good tracker, but she floundered a bit in the snow. 
“I’m surprised Mica didn’t tell you about her encounter with Cordi this afternoon,” Mallory said and took a sip from the mug of coffee Sam had made them. 
Her kitchen was small but well laid out and the dining nook provided a view of the backyard which was a nice expanse of snow right now. 
“She’s spending time with her mate, I assume, after this morning’s patrol,” Sam said. “Why so cryptic?”
“I’ve got our man,” Mallory told her. “Or should I say our two men.”
“What are you talking about?” She frowned.
“Carleigh found something, and Delaney’s source came through this morning. She had some stuff sent via snail mail which she can’t get to, but she pressed a few others and got something back this morning.”
“So, what are we looking at?” Sam asked, her gaze sliding to the tablet next to Mallory’s hand. 
“Plans for our land, especially yours. A silent partner we’ll have to track down, and Isaiah and Bradley along with another Coalition member. She’s new to the team, but she’s blackmailing them for a cut.”
“She’s going to rule against us?”
“Oh, yeah, but so are they all,” Mallory told her. “Well, not all, just the majority. Jerry had dirt on them all and now we have some of it, thanks to Delaney.”
“We can get them to back off,” Sam said. “But that’s just a Band-Aid. We need to get the main players out of the game.”
“I’ve a way,” she said. “Thanks to Carleigh and Delaney’s source.”
“I’m listening.”
“I need to keep this on the down-low,” Mallory said. 
Sam shrugged. “Kamari can make the bodies disappear.”
“Glad to know if it comes to that, but I am going to kill Bradley. He killed my sister. Plus, he’s after Adalyn.”
Sam’s eyes grew stormy. “She’s always with me lately unless she’s with Mica, Syd or Kam. That girl is one damn fine soldier. She’s a good tracker, too.”
“I know you could use one,” Mallory said with a teasing smile.
“Only for the snow,” Sam muttered. “What else?”
“I made you copies of the files. Camden wants in. She lost someone special to one of Bradley and Jerry’s buddies. He’s a member of Jenner’s pack. I’m giving her permission to go after him.”
“Not yet,” Sam said. “We need a plan, but I’ll back the play every step of the way even if it means war between us and Jenner.”
 



Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
Bradley leaned back in the chair in his den as he listened to his partners bicker as he mentally went over the information he’d received before the meeting. His plan to widen that border might not work, but he was already planning to have his “expert” on hand to redraw. 
With the papers all ready along with the maps, he just might get away with this. It was too bad Jerry wasn’t here to see it happening.
“Bradley?”
“What was that?” he asked allowing the wolf’s voice to snatch him back to the conversation. 
“I said why hasn’t Mallory been arrested. You said you had it under control.” The man hadn’t been able to come to town for the meeting, but he’d insisted on sitting in via phone. 
“She should be in a cell. The cops were crawling all over the cannery. I’m sure they found the clues I left them,” Bradley replied.
“Then, what’s the problem?”
“Maybe someone else should be running this part of the op,” Isaiah muttered. “You and Jerry couldn’t seem to carry out the simplest plan where those coyotes are concerned.”
“You want to run things, go ahead,” Bradley retorted. “Let’s hear your ideas.”
“I do have one,” the third partner said. “It’s straight to the point. No games.”
“What?” Bradley sat up. The last thing he wanted was to risk losses in open aggression against Sam. She and Mallory had slaughtered the hyenas.
“Since the land has an heir, we take care of her. And the best way to do that is take out a few of Jenner’s men and push him into it.”
 “This will take time,” Isaiah said. “I thought you said no more games.”
“I’ve already set things in motion. Jenner will be ready to move as soon as the storm breaks.”
“That’s going to be dangerous,” Bradley said. “We can’t do battle in the snow.”
“Sure, you can. If you’re not man enough, send your top lieutenants out to do the job—just get it done. I want this closed in five days.”
“He’s crazy,” Isaiah muttered when the line went dead. “What does he think will make Jenner move if his sister’s murder didn’t?”
“I don’t know, but we need to tread carefully with him,” Bradley said quietly. The fallout of that plan could backfire on him and Isaiah. 
Their very invisible partner could end up with everything which might be his plan when all was said and done. 
“Jen does have a couple of cousins he’s pretty close to, and his buddy, the assistant D.A.”
“I know. That’ll start a war on the heels of Carleigh’s death.”
“What was wrong with the clues you left?” Isaiah demanded.
“Nothing. They pointed to Mallory.” He hadn’t scented anyone on the wind that night. And since he was free, no one had seen him, so what had gone wrong?
Had Carleigh left a message for someone? But she hadn’t known about the cannery until that night and she damn sure wouldn’t have shared anything until she had her story ready for print. 
So, someone must have been tailing her or him. That brought him up against a wall and made him nervous because he knew of no coyote without a scent.
“I guess it doesn’t matter what happened. We just need to decide if we’re going to back Jenner in his move against the coyotes.”
“Of course, we are,” Bradley said firmly. He had no choice if he was going to smoke out the silent threat.
****
“Did you have a good talk with Sam?” Cordelia asked later that evening as she set a plate on the breakfast bar before Mallory.
Mallory met her gaze. She’d been quiet since she’d returned. A little pensive. 
“We ironed things out,” Mallory replied. “I’m just not so sure we should move so fast since we don’t know who Bradley’s silent partner is.”
“Do you think that’s going to be a key factor?”
“Yeah, and Sam agrees, but she thinks our window for taking care of Bradley is slim,” Mallory said.
Cordelia walked around to sit next to her. “He’s a killer. That part isn’t going to stop,” she said. “The business angle could be tricky though.”
“Right.”
“Find the money,” Cordelia said. 
“What?” Mallory asked, reaching for her glass of wine. She took a sip.
“My father was an accountant. He was a true expert in his field, and he always said if you want to know what someone’s doing, follow the money.”
“He worked for the mob,” Mallory said. “That’s what got your parents killed.”
“Not just that,” she answered with a shrug of one shoulder, resigned to talking about her past some since Mallory had dug up enough to make that guess. “His boss wanted my mother. He pushed my father too far when he started stalking her. My dad decided to roll on him. We went into witness protection.”
“But you were found?”
“Yeah.” She reached for her own wine. “My father was killed, and he tried to kill me and my mom. They made us disappear and for a while everything was good. Then, he found us. His son wanted me, and they said they’d let us live if we gave ourselves to them.”
“I’m guessing that was a no,” Mallory said.
“A resounding no. He tried to rape my mother in front of me, but she fought so hard, he ended up killing her,” she said. “While he was attacking my mother, I tried to stop it, but his nephew attacked me.”
“You killed him.”
“Good and dead, but the tiger escaped like a coward. I was to testify against him for killing my mother and a federal agent,” Cordelia told her. “That was six years ago.”
“You ran?”
Cordelia nodded. “He had agents in his pocket. His son tried to kill me since I wouldn’t be his whore.”
“You killed him?”
“Dead.” She gave Mallory a brief smile. “Yamamoto is a snow tiger. He can’t do what I can, but he has an interesting ability. He breathes out ice that can turn into a hail storm.”
“It’s like being a freaking dragon,” Mallory commented. 
“The cold and ice varies in intensity. He wanted to produce a child with my mother. He thought they could make something as special as me.”
Mallory covered Cordelia’s hand with hers and squeezed. “He can’t have you no matter what his plans are,” she said. 
“Mallory—”
“I’m not letting you go because of that, Cordi,” Mallory said. “If you want to go back and testify, I’ll go with you. If not, then, I’ll never mention it again.”
 “I can’t let you take that risk.”
“Aren’t you tired of running?” Mallory asked softly. 
“Yes!”
“Then you’ll stay right here where you belong,” Mallory told her. “Now, what would your father do to identify a money trail?”
****
The storm was finally starting to abate, Jenner thought, as he stepped out onto the steps of the police station. He hadn’t been able to go to the den where his top advisor was keeping an eye on things. 
Though catching his sister’s killer was uppermost in his mind, he wasn’t blind to his responsibilities as alpha of the Snow Dogs. However, he wished now he hadn’t taken over the pack. He’d fended off a few challenges and knew there might be more in the future if he didn’t bring down the coyotes. 
Jericho’s death, along with the other losses the pack had suffered, and one more incident with Mallory and Sam would make it impossible for him not to make destroying them his mission. The pack wouldn’t have it any other way.
“Why don’t we head out to the den now?” His cousin came out of the building with his best friend to join him on the steps. 
“I can’t,” Jenner said. “I just don’t want to face her empty room yet.”
“Are you still convinced this was the coyotes?”
“Yeah.” Jenner nodded. “I’m sure it was. She found something they didn’t want her to tell me. I just don’t know what that was.”
“Then I think it’s time we moved on them,” his cousin said. “Jerry was right. We’ve got to stop letting those women walk all over us.”
“Absent of proof,” the A.D.A said. “I think we should wait.”
“That’s what got Carleigh dead,” Jenner snapped. “I—” The growl of coyotes cut his sentence short. 
“What the hell?” The A.D.A exclaimed.
Six coyotes trotted toward them. 
“Where the hell’d they come from?” Jenner’s cousin demanded. 
“Mallory, Sam, stand down,” Jenner said. “I’m not in the mood for this shit tonight.” He scanned the parking lot looking for more. “I know you want me dead, but at least show me your faces and come at me like the men you think you are.”
The coyotes advanced and a few more came out of the shadows of the lot.
“This isn’t Sam’s work,” the A.D.A murmured. “She’s too arrogant not to come at us straight on.”
“You don’t know them,” Jenner’s cousin said. “The bitches will use every art of subterfuge to get to us.”
The coyotes leaped as one and Jenner shifted, not wanting to take chances. If Sam and Mallory had gone to the trouble of trekking through the storm, they meant business.
 



Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
Cordelia sat on the bed in the short gown she’d found laid out for her after her shower. The panties were almost scraps of lace that barely covered her butt, yet they were the sexiest underwear she’d ever worn. 
Cordelia pushed her hair onto one shoulder as she shifted her weight and wondered how they lived without the light or even the night peeking in on them. It would probably drive her crazy, especially since her dream house had a beautiful view. 
“Are you okay?” Mallory asked. 
Looking up, Cordelia found Mallory leaning against the doorway clad in a pair of little shorts and a t-shirt that brought out the color of her eyes. Her short hair was tousled as if she’d barely ran a towel through it after her shower. 
Her body was fit even with so much of it covered, and her dusky-brown skin was a lickable shade that reminded her of fresh baked cookies. 
Cordelia smiled faintly. “How do you live here without the light?”
“We have artificial light, but it’s not rigged up in here. I sleep here once in a while. I have a private den which is also underground and accessible to my top lieutenants by tunnels.”
“My dream house is above ground.”
Mallory came in and sat down on the bed. “I’ll build you a home in the trees if you’re staying with me,” she said softly. 
“You wouldn’t like that.”
“No, but a cabin on the ground with plenty of greenery to disguise it is doable,” Mallory said with a grin. “You can have your windows and I can have my privacy.”
She caressed the back of Mallory’s hand resting on the bed next to hers. “That sounds lovely, but what about bugs and stuff like that?”
“I can take care of it without killing the vines and trees,” Mallory informed her. “I’m not an expert in all-natural stuff, but I know my way around some of it. Besides, you’re a witch, you can hide our home, can’t you?” 
“Yes.” Cordelia smiled. 
Mallory leaned toward her. “Stay with me for a little while. If in six months you feel you have to go, I’ll let you.”
Cordelia looked into pleading eyes. “I’ve never wanted to as much as I do right now.”
“Then give us a chance,” Mallory urged and cupped the side of Cordelia’s face, thumb caressing lightly.
The touch made her nipples peak and set her heart to beating faster. Cordelia chuckled. “You don’t do commitment. You don’t date.”
“I do for you,” she murmured and kissed her. 
Cordelia sighed and leaned into the kiss, curling her arm around Mallory’s neck. Mallory had no idea how much she wanted that to be true. She was so used to leaving that looking for a reason had never been hard. 
On the other hand, she’d wanted to stay in this town the moment she saw Mallory. 
“I want you like I’ve never wanted any other woman,” Mallory murmured, her lips against Cordelia’s. She ran her hand down Cordelia’s arm as she kissed her jaw, trailing kisses to the side of her neck. 
Cordelia moaned. “Let me show you how much I want you,” she said, breathlessly.
“Show me,” Mallory urged.
Cordelia pushed her back on the bed and straddled her. She pushed Mallory’s t-shirt up and ran her hands up her chest to cup her firm breasts. She pinched the nipples before lowering her head to lick over one dark bud. 
Mallory gasped, her hands going to Cordelia’s hips. Cordelia drew them away and pushed them up above Mallory’s head. 
“Stay, just for a minute.” Cordelia used a thread of magick to keep Mallory’s hands where they were. Then, she rubbed her lower body against Mallory’s. “You’re so beautiful, Mallory,” she breathed. “I just want to eat you alive.”
Mallory chuckled. “Just hope I don’t spank you for this.”
“You won’t,” Cordelia murmured. “You love to top, but I have a feeling you’d enjoy playing bottom for a little while.”
“Show me how good it could feel, angel,” Mallory challenged. 
Cordelia smiled at the look in Mallory’s eyes and used a spell to get rid of her shirt, then she raked her nails down her chest and Mallory growled low. 
Cordelia bent to kiss her collarbone, tracing kisses down to the top of one breast. She drew her tongue over the rise to the dark nipple. Cordelia licked around the areola, and Mallory tried to move. 
Cordelia traced the tip of her tongue over the soft flesh before flicking it over the taut peak. At the same time, she pinched the other nipple and Mallory groaned roughly. 
Cordelia smiled and took the tip into her mouth to suckle while tugging the other turgid peak.   
Mallory hissed. “Damn, Cordi,” Mallory said raggedly.
Cordelia released her succulent flesh and turned her attention to the lightly abused twin. The arousal in Mallory’s eyes only increased the lust racing through her, making her wetter.
She bit the fleshy curve of Mallory’s breast lightly.
“Harder,” Mallory ordered. 
 Cordelia ignored her and took the nipple between her teeth, biting down.
“Fuck,” Mallory cried.
Cordelia scraped her teeth along the tender point. She took it into her mouth as she ran her hand down between their bodies to slip her hand inside Mallory’s shorts. 
 “Yes, angel. Touch me.” Mallory struggled against the invisible bindings, but only seemed to get more aroused by them. 
Cordelia drew on her nipple, the suction hard as she traced around Mallory’s erect clit. Her body was hot and slightly damp from the dew that was starting on her skin. 
Cordelia cooled her mouth and tongue and teased Mallory’s nipple. 
Mallory groaned in approval and Cordelia cooled her fingers, too. She caressed the hot flesh and Mallory’s hips jerked. 
“Cordi, you’re making me crazy,” she rasped. 
Cordelia pushed two fingers into Mallory’s slick pussy. 
“I can smell your arousal, Mallory, and it’s making me wetter.” Cordelia braced her hand against the mattress as she stroked her fingers into the tight cavern of her lover’s body. 
Mallory’s hips undulated, sending Cordelia’s fingers deeper inside her.
“Release my hands, now,” Mallory ordered. 
Cordelia did but didn’t stop taking Mallory with slow strokes. Mallory sat up and kissed her hard before tipping Cordelia onto her back. 
Mallory pushed the gown up and ripped Cordelia’s panties away. Then she swiped her tongue over one pink rose. 
Cordelia gasped as pleasure snaked through her. Sharp teeth raked over the tender flesh before Mallory’s hot mouth claimed it. She ran the pad of her thumb over the other nipple before giving it a light thump. 
Cordelia purred, the cat in her loving the claiming of the coyote. 
Mallory released the tight peak and turned her attention to its abraded twin. She gave the fleshy mound a light slap and then flicked the hard bead with her tongue and took it into her mouth. 
“Mmm,” Cordelia cried and pushed her fingers into Mallory’s short locks to pull. Her entire body was on fire, and she was drowning in it. 
Mallory licked her way down to Cordelia’s stomach sending ripples of heat coursing through her. 
Mallory settled between her thighs, kissing the insides before using two fingers of one hand to part the flushed lips and run her tongue up Cordelia’s moist slit. 
Cordelia purred and pressed Mallory’s head closer. Mallory licked around the hard nubbin of her clitoris as she worked her fingers into Cordelia’s wet pussy. 
“Oh, God,” Cordelia cried. “Mallory!” She was going into sensory overload and it felt so good.
Mallory’s tongue lashed at her clit while she fucked her with deft thrusts. Cordelia scratched at Mallory’s back as her head thrashed on the pillow. 
“Oh, yes!” she screamed.  
Mallory withdrew her fingers and ran her tongue down to the entrance of Cordelia’s body where she thrust her tongue inside. 
Cordelia’s hips came off the bed, the pleasure curling around her and drawing her deeper into its thrall. 
Mallory used her thumb to work Cordelia’s swollen clit as she fucked her with her tongue. 
“Mallory!” Cordelia gripped Mallory’s head and thrust up into her mouth, the hunger inside her a wild beast seeking release.
Mallory withdrew from her and moved onto her knees, running a hand up Cordelia’s thigh. Mallory drew Cordelia’s leg onto her shoulder before settling against her, clit-to-clit. Cordelia trembled, her body a living flame. 
Mallory moved against her, their clits brushing in a kiss of friction that drew tight moans from Cordelia and a growl from Mallory. 
As Mallory took her faster, Cordelia braced her hands on the bed and thrust against her, their bodies coming together in a slow grind that took her breath away. She gripped Mallory’s ass as Mallory rocked against her taking her with sensual efficiency. 
“Mallory, you feel so fucking good,” Cordelia cried.
Mallory ground against her, rolled them over, and Cordelia was on top. She sat up, pressed her hands into the mattress, and rode Mallory with abandon. Her hunger tearing through her, a demand she couldn’t restrain.  
Mallory gripped her hips, moving with her, the feeling sublime, the look in her eyes primitive. One more slide against Mallory and her orgasm exploded through her, catching her on fire. Cordelia jerked and let out a long cry.
Beneath her Mallory growled, holding her tight.
Long moments later when their breathing was back to normal, Mallory held Cordelia close stroking her stomach. 
“You were fantastic,” Cordelia murmured. If there was ever sex worth sticking around for, it was with Mallory. 
“Good enough to keep you in my bed?”
Cordelia smiled. “I’d never stay just for that.”
“It’s as good a starting point as any,” Mallory teased and kissed the side of her neck. “Let’s get cleaned up. Then, you can sleep on it.” 
 



Chapter Thirty
 
In the morning, Mallory woke to the soft scent of jasmine wrapped around her. Her lips tilted in a smile and her animal huffed softly in a sign of true contentment that was marred by the ugliness of her sister’s death. 
Mallory didn’t pretend her sister’s murder had deprived her of a great relationship. The fact was, she and her sister had drifted so far apart there was no real way to get back to where they’d been before their pack was attacked. 
They’d all lost something. Never able to go back, forced to take on a very adult role with a heavy mantle, Mallory didn’t regret the path her life had taken, just that she hadn’t had more time to prepare for what she’d always known could be.
And she had been lonely. 
Friends were nice, and playmates took the edge off, but when she closed the bedroom door at night, she was still alone. Being an alpha meant having a woman in her life capable of handling the challenges of her position. It wasn’t easy.
As a result, it had been better to stay emotionally detached.
Soft lips pressed a kiss to her nape and a hand caressed her arm. “Thinking about your sister?” Cordelia asked as if reading her mind.
“She’d wanted me to step down as alpha.” That had been the fight that had really torn them apart. 
“Why?”
“She thought it made me gay,” Mallory said and laughed bitterly. “She thought without Sam and her friends and without being an alpha, I wouldn’t be hard, masculine.”
“She refused to see who you really are,” Cordelia murmured. “Strong and very much a woman.”
Mallory smiled, warmth bubbling in her veins.  She needed this woman in her life and her coyote knew it, was already accepting her as its own. 
“What did your parents think about you being a lesbian?” 
“They loved me, accepted me as I was,” Cordelia told her and kissed her nape again. “Your parents?”
“My father was understanding, and he trained me like he trained my brother. He thought I’d be happiest being myself, not a carbon copy of other girls. I think he was proud of me.”
“He would be now, too,” Cordelia said softly. “I can see you’re a good alpha. What about your mother?”
“She wasn’t happy, but she dealt. I think she held out hope I’d become all sweet woman.”
“You are sweet,” Cordelia said. 
“I’m never going to be anything but a dominant, Cordi.”
“I like you that way,” she murmured. “I’d never date you otherwise.” Her cell phone rang, and she climbed out of bed to answer it. “Hello?”
“Hey, where’s Mal?” Sam asked. 
Mallory rolled over, realizing the phone was on speaker. Hers must have run down in the night. “What’s up Sam?”
“We’ve got a problem,” she said. 
“I just got off the phone with Jen’s cousin. He and a few others were attacked last night. Jen’s barely hanging on by a thread and his cousin said they were coming after us.”
Mallory climbed out of bed. “They think we did this?” There was accusation in her tone.
“It was coyotes, Mal,” she said. 
“Son of a gun,” Mallory muttered, tension tightening her body even as she felt Cordelia climb out of bed behind her. “We have to move fast, and I don’t think talking to him is going to change anything.”
“I’ll say. He’s screaming about retribution for all the lives we took, even though Jerry killed his own people.”
Mallory took Cordelia’s hand. “This is going to turn into a nightmare, but they’re going to leave us no choice.”
“Wait,” Cordelia said. “Couldn’t this be Bradley and his partners?”
“That’s possible, but I doubt Jen will be in a mood to listen, considering his sister’s death.”
“But he might if I tell him what she said,” Cordelia insisted. 
“I’ve agreed to a meet at the Wolf Trap,” Sam said. “If Jen dies, he won’t hear reason, and even if he doesn’t, a confrontation is imminent.”
“We’ve got the numbers,” Mallory said firmly. “I think we should consider this meeting as a possible act of aggression.”
“I’ll get my back-up team ready and let Syd know how to handle things if I don’t make it back.”
“I’ll do the same with Brynn,” Mallory said. “Take care who you inform. If I have moles, you probably do, too.”
“Noted. I’ll see you at eleven. We can go in to town together.”
“I’ll meet you out on the main road.” Mallory told her and hit the “End” button. 
“I’m coming with you,” Cordelia insisted. “If you’re expecting trouble, I’ll be helpful.”
Mallory sighed. “Honey, I didn’t ask you to stay so you could fight.” She drew Cordelia into her arms. “I meant what I said about wanting a chance with you.”
“I believe you.” She ran her hands up Mallory’s chest. “If you die out there, I’ll just leave here with a broken heart. If I’m out there with you—”
“I could still die.”
“I know, but I’ll be with you, and I’ll fight with you.”
Mallory hugged her tight. “I don’t want to lose you, Cordi.” She put her away from her, so she could look into her eyes. “I don’t want it to be like it was with my family.”
“Neither do I, but this is a double-edged sword either way. The cut is to be deeper if I’m not there when by your side is where I want to be.”
“No.” She shook her head, misery in her gaze, winter bleak. 
That she cared that much tugged at Cordelia’s heart. And she knew they were fighting a losing emotional battle. 
“You can’t stop me from coming.”
“Sam will be at my side,” Mallory told her urgently. “Your place in this is behind me, waiting for me to come home.”
Cordelia nodded. “I can keep the home fires burning like any good omega, but in this, I have your back,” she said softly.
Surprise sparked in Mallory’s eyes. “Do you know what that means to a coyote, Cordi?” Mallory asked. 
“That our relationship has moved beyond the casual.” She knew about the ties that bound in the animal world, and Cordelia accepted the implications of what she was saying.
“Then, you’re staying?” Mallory asked, cupping Cordelia’s jaw. 
“I’m staying.” She put her hand on Mallory’s wrist as she held her gaze. Those cat eyes spoke more than a thousand words as they poured into hers. 
“I have a meeting to arrange. We’ll talk later.” Mallory gave her a quick kiss, released her, and sprinted from the room.   
 



Chapter Thirty-One
 
By the time they headed into town, the streets had been salted and cleared. The crews were out restoring power leaving those without back-up generators to wait it out. 
Cordelia sat next to Kamari in an SUV of dominant coyotes silently preparing for the possible fight. They were ten minutes behind the main vehicle carrying both alphas and their two guards. Another vehicle was five minutes behind them. 
“The Snow Dogs have been itching for this fight,” one of the men said. “Even if we’re saved a fight today, it won’t be long before we have to throw-down with them.”
“We all know this,” Delaney muttered. “I just wish it wasn’t going to come to this.”
“Who doesn’t,” another man said on a sigh. “But fact is, things would be better if a man was alpha instead of Mallory.”
“A man would have had it out with him by now,” Delaney growled.
“Two men would have worked this out,” he snapped. “Sam would never have been allowed to drag this pack into a fight with those hyenas. The Gray Tail lands would be Snow Dog property, and we’d be minding our own business.”
“I suggest you put your problem with Mallory in your pocket until this is over,” Cordelia snapped. 
“You might be sharing her bed, but you’re just another disposable cup,” he muttered. 
“You should be careful with that negativity,” Cordelia told him icily. “You could end up on the wrong side of a snowflake.”
“I’ll bury you if you come at me, little girl,” he replied.
“Take it down a notch,” Camden ordered. “We’ll be walking from here. Cordelia, stick with me.”
Camden pulled the vehicle off the road and cut the engine. They all climbed out and last- minute orders were given before they broke into teams and struck out toward the Wolf Trap Coffeehouse.
“No matter what you see, don’t distract Mallory,” Camden said. “If this is an ambush, it’ll be nasty so—”
“I smell wolves,” Cordelia broke in. “They’re coming up behind us.”
“What?” Camden drew in the air as she glanced around the quiet and empty street. “I’m not getting it.”
“It’s under the pine,” Cordelia said. “They’re using it to hide their scents. They were prepared.”
“Shit.” Camden touched the communications link in her ear. “Listen up, this is an ambush. Keep your eyes open and your ears—” Wolf howls cut her off mid-sentence.
Cordelia’s cat hissed in fury. She might not be close enough to Mallory to help her if they were attacked this far back. They might be too outnumbered. 
If she lost her—
Focus, Cordelia ordered herself. You might not have ever been in a fight like this before, but you’ve been outnumbered and out-gunned. 
Yet, here you are.
“Cordi.”
Mallory’s voice was soft in her ear, thanks to the communication device Camden had given her before they left the den. “Yes.”
“Follow Camden’s orders,” she commanded. “That’s one of the marks of a good soldier.”
“I’m not a soldier,” Cordelia replied. 
“You are a survivor though,” Mallory told her. “And in situations like this, there isn’t much difference. Do your job. We’ll do ours.”
“I have your back, sweetie,” she said. 
Mallory didn’t reply, but Cordelia didn’t have time to wonder why as wolves came running at them in animal form. 
“Be strong,” Camden told her. “Shift because we won’t win this any other way.”
Camden shifted at her side, and Cordelia drew in a slow breath and let it out. The air chilled around her, and she spun around due to the feel of heat coming up behind her. The wolf leapt at her and she threw out a spell. 
The icy energy slammed into him and knocked him out of the air. Cordelia remained facing that direction and sent out balls of hail at the on-coming wolves. The balls split and raced out smashing into targets with brutal efficiency. 
The fight was rough, and Cordelia was forced into animal-to-animal combat near the end as she flagged mentally, but her power was still strong in that form allowing her to kill with her bite. 
With nothing but bodies lying around them, blood turning the snow red, she ran with Camden on her flank heading for the coffeehouse. When they got there, Sam and Mallory were engaged in battles with three wolves each.
Camden ran for a wolf leaping up on Sam’s back, leaving Cordelia to take out a wolf attacking Mallory from the side. She quickly dispatched her target with a single bite before snarling.
One of the wolves attacking Mallory broke off, turning his attention to her. Cordelia knew him. He was one of the cops from the police station who’d attacked Mallory that day. She exhaled sending a breath of ice at him. 
Before he could attack, Mallory had him by the tail. Cordelia took out his throat without further ado. 
****
The wolves would out-number the coyotes according to his source in Mallory’s den. So, Sam would be dead soon, and he’d send in an attack against her den before her people had time to organize. 
This would be more perfect than his plan, Bradley had to admit as he stared out the window of his home office.
His phone rang, and he reached for it. The humans would be alarmed if any of them witnessed the scene, but he doubted there were many of them out in this since their neighborhood hadn’t been cleared yet.
He’d made sure of it. 
“Yes?”
“It’s over,” the masculine voice said. “They’re coming back.”
“How many?”
“I’m not sure yet, but I can tell you Summerfield is very much alive,” he said. 
“Are you certain?” 
“I was given that intel from someone out in the field,” the coyote said. “Mallory was hurt, but there’s no word how bad.”
“Damn it,” Bradley muttered. “Find out what’s going on and get back to me.”
“Will do.”
****
“You did good,” Camden told Cordelia as they waited for the healer to work on Mallory. 
Cordelia glared at the wall, hating the lack of light in the small waiting room. 
“She’ll be fine,” Camden assured her.
“I know.” Cordelia nodded. Mallory had been attacked by a jackal, but that wasn’t what had her bothered. It was what she’d seen after finishing off that jackal that had her quiet. 
The healer came out with an irritated expression. “You can go in, Cordelia. She’s asking for you. Cam, she wants me to check you out. Come on.”
“It’s nothing serious,” Camden said trailing behind her.
Cordelia entered the small room that reminded her of an exam room in a clinic. This was an infirmary, she chided herself. 
Mallory was sitting on the edge of the exam table with a bandage around her arm and some bruising on her stomach and chest. 
“It’ll heal,” she said. “I didn’t want her wasting her healing energy on me.”
Cordelia went to pick up Mallory’s shirt. “She gave you something for the pain?”
“Yeah, but I’ll be sore for a few days.”
“I’ll fix that when we get back to your quarters,” she said. “My parents had excellent potions for self-care including muscle creams.”
“I can’t wait,” Mallory said. “Help me on with that.”
She helped Mallory into her shirt. 
“You handled yourself well,” Mallory told her as she slid to her feet. “You’ll make a good soldier.”
“With a low rank,” Cordelia said ruefully.
“You can’t get special treatment because you’re the alpha’s bitch.”
She snorted. “Mallory, I saw coyotes out there hiding in the trees.”  
“What?”
“There was a jackal with them,” Cordelia told her. “The mobster I knew used to say coyotes were good extras. He always kept a coyote-run mercenary firm on stand-by. I’m not saying it’s the same firm—”
“You’re saying someone hired coyotes to attack Jen and his buddies.”
“Exactly.”
“Okay. I’ll see where we are on that money trail. Good catch.”
Cordelia nodded. “I scented them before I saw them. They were using pine and spruce to hide their scent,” Cordelia said. “Just like the wolves that attacked us.”
“Jenner has either picked up a new ally, or he’s just a pawn in a game Jerry started,” Mallory said. “He’ll have to be brought around or we’re all going to suffer some heavy losses.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Two
 
That evening, Mallory settled into her office with Sam, Mica and Delaney. The cream Cordelia had made for her had left her capable of movement without pain to her relief. The bruising was already healing, too.
“My contact hasn’t been able to get anything concrete, except Jerry had ties to a coyote pack in Stonington,” Delaney said. “I’m looking for a paper trail, but it’s not visible right now.”
“We need a forensic accountant or something,” Mica said. “Somebody who specializes in hiding money, right?”
“That would help,” Sam replied. “But that’s not what any of our people do.”
Maybe it was what Cordelia did, Mallory mused. 
“Other than that, our options are slim,” Delaney said. “We’ll have to keep digging as this thing plays out.”
“We can expose Bradley, but is it worth it to tip our hand?” Mica quizzed. 
“It would be better to wait,” Sam said what Mallory was thinking. 
“We’re going to have to take out one of them,” Mallory said. “If Bradley’s partner is willing to pay for mercenaries, that’s going to become a problem for us.”
“And for Jenner,” Sam said. “If they take us out of play, he could be next.”
“But how do we convince him of that without tipping our hand?” Delaney asked. 
“Give him Isaiah,” Mica said. “I have a feeling Bradley’s the one with the most cards.”
“Bradley’s the one who killed his sister, but if we get rid of Isaiah, we force Bradley to work more closely with the other partner. Maybe tip his hand a little, giving us something we can use,” Mallory commented.
“Let’s do it,” Sam said. “While we’re getting those videos ready, I think the Coalition members should each get a copy. If one or two of them is involved in this, they’ll realize what a liability Isaiah is.”
“And to protect their own asses they’ll throw him under the bus,” Mica said. “He won’t last one night in jail.”
“His problem,” Sam said. “But Rowel might be able to find out who kills him. That person is our thread to pull to unravel the others.”
****
“Things will probably only get rough from here on out,” Kamari said as she put a plate on the table in the dining nook.
“I don’t understand what Jenner is thinking,” Adalyn murmured, rubbing her stomach. “Why would he approve an ambush he knew would start a conflict?”
“He lost his sister,” Cordelia commented quietly as she turned off the stove. “He’s got to be hurting.”
“He’s a dick, but he struck me as a man of reason,” Adalyn said. “This move couldn’t have been his idea.”
“Pain makes people do things they wouldn’t normally, but I agree with you,” Cordelia said. “Maybe his second engineered this.”
“Either way, this is going to escalate unless someone takes a chance and makes contact,” Kamari said.
“And with the problems from Bradley and the Coalition, Sam and Mallory are going to be well out-numbered,” Adalyn commented. “That worries me because they’ll be stretched too thin to win this.”
“It’ll be a hard fight, but with me and Cordelia, I think we might be able to keep a little balance.”
“If we each take a front, we’d provide enough distraction,” Cordelia said. 
“I’m not as powerful as you guys, but I’ll fight, too,” Adalyn insisted.
“Sam’s not going to allow it,” Kamari said with a shake of her head. “So, you’ll have to work behind the scenes in healing or sending power to us.”
“I’ve been working on shielding and channels with Cambrie,” Adalyn admitted. 
“And she says you’re good at it, that’s something you can do without being in public,” Kamari told her.
“I can give you a charm for your personal protection, so all your power can be sent out to whoever needs it,” Cordelia said. “That will make you even more valuable to us.”
“Do you seriously think Mallory will allow you to fight?” Adalyn asked Cordelia.
“I already made it clear I’m not staying behind closed doors while she’s out there risking her life,” Cordelia replied with a shrug. 
“That’s all settled,” Kamari said. “I’ll arrange for us all to meet when the time comes.”
Cordelia thought about Black Velvet. She had power, too, and would be a good fit for their group. She’d ask if the other dancer could give them any help.
 “Smells like dinner is on,” Mica said. “You girls work well together.” She winked at Kamari and strolled over to give her a kiss.
“We weren’t coordinating an orchestra, Mica,” Adalyn said in a teasing tone. “Plus, Kamari and I aren’t territorial about someone else’s kitchen.”
“You girls seem to get along pretty well,” Sam said, glancing around the room.
“Why wouldn’t we?” Adalyn asked with a frown.
“Just saying,” Sam replied. “It’s a good thing. You might all be forced to stay in the same place before this is all over.”
Kamari cleared her throat. “I’m not being stashed like an omega.”
“If we have to evacuate, I’ll want you with Adalyn and Cambrie,” Sam informed her. 
“Cambrie can handle things without me,” Kamari retorted. “I’ll be more valuable out in the fight.”
“So will I,” Cordelia said. 
Mallory gave Cordelia a look. “I won’t send you away. The young and weak will be in good hands,” she said.
“Thanks.” It wasn’t like she’d go.
 Over dinner, they talked about the possibility of the coming battle, and how things would be handled. When their company was gone, Mallory left her alone to meet with some of her soldiers and Cordelia settled down with her tablet.
Delaney had messaged her a file, and she went through it, realizing what she wanted her to do. Look for the money trail.
That was something she could do. After working with her parents on Yamamoto’s books and for the IRS, tracking money was something she did as well as hiding it. Like her parents, she had a head for numbers and a nose for sniffing out the hidden.
Cordelia started her trace on Bradley and Isaiah using the tricks she’d learned from her parents. She knew it would be easier if she knew more about the men, but she’d take what she had. 
She traced their private holdings and companies they were affiliated with in any form. Once Cordelia found that, she sniffed out their charitable contributions. With the lists before her, she made notes that would be more or less a road map.
“You’re still awake,” Mallory murmured when she arrived. 
“How’d your meeting go?”
“I just wish I didn’t have to be so careful,” she said. “Tomorrow I’ll meet with all the soldiers and lay my plans for a possible defense. Part of that plan will be a lie to see if anything leaks.”
“Good idea, but do you think it work?” Cordelia asked with a frown. “Some Whoever is tipping him off is probably being even more careful.”
“I’m not looking for a confession just a slip. Something tiny yet big enough to let me know who the Judas is,” Mallory said. “It just kills me that I can’t rip Bradley apart right now.”
“You’ll get your chance, honey,” Cordelia told her. “Delaney said you guys couldn’t find anything to tie him to any other packs.”
“She hasn’t been able—when did she tell you this?”
“She sent me a message and a file. She asked if I could help with a little research on Bradley.”
“Have you found anything?”
“Not yet, but I will,” Cordelia assured her. “My parents weren’t the only ones with a head for numbers. They both taught me a lot.” 
 “Just be careful,” Mallory warned as she climbed into bed.
“I will.” Cordelia put the tablet aside and Mallory kissed her.
“I’m glad you’re here,” Mallory said as she sank beneath the covers. 
Cordelia turned off her lamp and snuggled into Mallory’s arms. “Neither of us has to be alone anymore.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Three
 
The move had been the wrong one, and now more of his family and friends were dead. 
Jenner pushed out a rough sigh as he sat on the edge of the bed in the pack’s infirmary. This should have been a well-played chess match with him holding all the cards. Instead, his cousin had gone against his orders to bring more bloodshed. 
“I’m sorry,” the soft feminine voice said. “I hated to be the one to tell you.”
He didn’t meet her gaze, he merely slid to his feet. “Is my cousin okay?”
“He’s not conscious,” she said. “The hypothermia might still kill him, and he lost a lot of blood. He suffered broken bones, too. It’s as if a hyena got a hold of him.” 
He nodded. “Is Reid here?”
“Yes. He’s been waiting to see you,” she said. “Should I send him in?”
“Please do.” Reid was the A.D.A and part of the reason Jerry would never have gotten indicted. He was also the man who’d help him get a conviction against Mallory Blacklaw.
The door opened behind him and closed and then repeated a few short minutes later. 
“I’m glad you’re awake,” Reid said. “This was a disaster. Only five men walked away.”
“What?” Jenner turned around, wincing at the pain in his leg. “Five?”
He shrugged. “It’s probably going to be four. The hypothermia is like a virus and it’s killing him.” Reid sighed grimly. “The others are already recovering.”
“What can cause that?” Jenner asked anger blooming in his stomach.
“The healers don’t know. They’ve both said they’ve never seen anything like it,” Reid said. “Before he was completely taken over by it, he told me, he saw something out in the woods and it wasn’t back-up for Sam and Mallory.”
“Have you had someone look into it?”
“I sent a few people out, but there was nothing to connect them to any group from around here let alone Sam or Mallory. I’m thinking the other night was a set-up.”
“Reid—”
“Hear me out,” he said raising a hand.
Jenner nodded. He was tired and angry and hurting. Some good advice or sound supposition from someone he trusted wouldn’t hurt.
“Sam isn’t the kind of woman who launches sneak attacks. Never was. Remember that girl she and I fought over?”
“Vaguely.”
“She got in my face, she didn’t send an emissary,” Reid said and rubbed his jaw absently. 
No doubt he was remembering the fight that resulted. 
“Mallory’s not like Sam, but she’s strong in her own way. She fights her own battles, too,” Reid said. “They’ve never been ones to throw stones and hide their hands like Jericho and his buddies.”
“Jerr—”
“He was alpha, but he wasn’t an alpha, man,” Reid said. “He was just cleverer than anyone else.”
“You’re saying Carleigh might have been on to something that got her killed,” Jenner commented grimly as part of him struggled, torn between loyalty to his family, to his alpha’s memory, and duty. “She talked to Kamari. Sam and Mallory would have known.”
“The agent has a good record, cousin,” Reid went on. “I think someone played us to ensure Mallory was taken out of the picture and Sam was left on her own.”
“The problem is even without Mallory, Sam’s deadly. She’s one of three alpha bitches I know who could hold two packs.”
“And what do you think she’d do if Mallory was locked up?” Reid asked.
“Take over her pack and use the full might of both packs to beat back the threats knocking at her door.”
Reid nodded. “She wouldn’t have to kill your sister, and I doubt Mallory would bother. In fact, she just had her thrown out of the club that night she was there.”
“How do you know?”
“Carleigh told me.” He shrugged. “She wasn’t afraid of Mallory, and she didn’t talk to Sam at all. She said Kamari wanted to help prove Jerry and his friends were corrupt. Why kill the only person who might get you to see reason?”
Jenner wanted to argue with the logic, but he couldn’t. 
“I believe if Sam and Mallory were behind the attack on us, you and I would both be dead.”
“9-1-1 said a woman called in,” Jenner murmured. “My sister didn’t have her phone. I haven’t been able to locate it. And someone was in her office the next morning. What if she’s a witness, not the killer?”
“She might not want to get involved,” Reid agreed. “And she might have removed something from Carleigh’s office that Carleigh told her about.”
“But why? And why hold onto it?”
“To use it as leverage?” Reid suggested. “Suppose she knows you and Sam and Mallory? It might be a bargaining chip.
“I need to call Kamari and Mallory,” he said. “Do you have my phone?”
“It was damaged in the attack,” Reid said. “Here, I have Mallory’s number already in there in case you realized I was right.”
“If not?”
“Then I was going to call her myself and ask her about this,” Reid confessed. “Go ahead.” He held his phone out and Jenner took it. 
He found Mallory’s number and dialed it. 
“Who’s this?” Mallory demanded groggily. 
“It’s Jenner,” he said coolly. “Can you give me a minute or two?”
“Why would I do that? You set us up to be killed and like a sissy you weren’t even there.”
“I was recovering, and I didn’t authorize that attack. My cousin took matters into his own hands,” he said lamely. He hadn’t authorized it, but he hadn’t vetoed it either.
“What do you want?”
“I want some truths,” he said on a sigh. “My sister, did you talk to her at your club that night and did you know what she’d found?”
“Damn you, Jen,” Mallory muttered. 
He heard a rustle as if she’d put the phone on speaker. “Are you in the middle of—something?”
“Sleeping. I was injured today. I’m trying to—I talked to Carleigh, and I threw her out. I didn’t want her wandering around the club even though you had a cop in there already.”
“Did you see or talk to her the night she was killed? Someone called 9-1-1. The EMT said she died before they reached her. Maybe this person didn’t kill her, but was with her, so she wouldn’t have to die alone.”
 “I wasn’t there and neither was Sam. We didn’t have anything against her.”
“Do you know who was?”
“Yes,” Mallory said tightly. “Someone else has dibs on her killer and that’s why I’m not going to tell you who it is.”
“One of your people was with her when she died?” he demanded, rage building in his gut. 
“She said she loved you and her death wasn’t your fault,” Mallory said. “Her killer had planned to kill her anyway, but that night she accidently stumbled upon him killing April.”
The breath went out of him. His heart clenched. He had known this story was trouble. He’d just thought she would find out Jerry was innocent.
“The witness has something for you from your sister. You can believe it or don’t,” Mallory told him. “It was taken from her office. I don’t know who her source was, but she did list a few people she’d talked to.”
“I want it,” he said tightly. 
“I can send you a copy today and get you the original at the club tomorrow, but if you pull another bullshit attack like you did today, you won’t have to wonder if I can go toe-to-toe with you.”
“I’ll be there with Reid and Rowel. Bring the witness and Sam only.”
“It’s my club, asshole, but you’ve got safe passage and so do up to four others not counting Rowel because he’s mine,” she said. “I’ll call Sam and set it up and let Rowel know what time.”
“I’ll see you then,” he said. “Send the file to my personal email not my police one.” He rattled it off and ended the call.
“Are you sure you want to risk the meet?” Reid asked.
He snorted. As long as they weren’t in heat, he was fine. None of them had actually ever tried to kill him, though Mica had gone after him.
“I think you were right,” Jenner said. “I’ve been played.”
“What are we going to do?” Reid quizzed.
“Even the score.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Four
 
Cordelia wasn’t nervous about the meeting. She was worried though. This could go wrong in so many ways if Jenner was playing them again. As it was, things were already going down a path neither pack could come back from which could leave the town vulnerable to outside attack with them divided.
“It’ll be fine,” Mallory told her as she glanced across the bar at her. “If he attacks, I’ll take care of him.”
“I’m just worried about him looking into my past.”
“Don’t.” Mallory reached across the bar. “There’s no real reason for him to even know you were there. Just sit and let us do all the talking no matter how tempted you are by his sorrow.”
“Okay.” She nodded.
“Good morning, Mallory, Cordelia,” Sam said as she joined them at the bar with Mica trailing behind her. 
“Hey.”
“Morning,” Cordelia replied, squeezing Mallory’s hand.
Mallory lifted a brow, but turned her attention to Sam. “I’m not sure this wasn’t a mistake, but if he comes in here all guns blazing I’m going to kill him.”
“I’ll clear a path,” Mica assured her. “I don’t even know how that jackass got the gall to ask for this meeting after yesterday.”
“Rowel said it was all Reid,” Mallory said with a shake of her head. “I still say if this is a trick he’s done.”
“Agreed.” Sam growled. 
“He’s here with five, including Rowel,” Camden called from the door. “Delaney and I will hold our positions unless you want us to come in.”
“No. We’ve got it,” Mallory said. “If he makes a move, head to the security room, Cordi, the girls will look after you.”
“Okay.”
“She shouldn’t be here, Mal,” Sam said. “If you’re worried about her protection. In fact, get one of the girls to come up here.”
“I’ll be fine,” Cordelia said. 
“I wasn’t talking to you, so keep it zipped,” Sam said. “Mal?”
Cordelia opened her mouth, and Mallory squeezed her hand. 
“Not now, Cordi,” she said. “Tone it down, Sam. I’d never talk to Adalyn like that.”
“Because I’d bitch slap you,” she snapped. “She’s my mate and deserves that respect, but Cordelia is just—”
“She’s important to me,” Mallory growled, leaning toward Sam. 
The aggression was high as the two women snarled each other down. 
Mica pulled her from the stool and led her to the end of the bar as company came in. “If shit goes down, stay put. Rowel will have Mallory’s back, and Delaney and Camden will be in here before blood can be spilled, got it?”
“Got it.” She knew the hierarchy well enough to respect what Mica was trying to do.
“Mallory,” Jenner said. “Sam.”
Mica took up position in front of her. “Kamari likes you, that’s the only reason I’m even bothering to get in this,” Mica told her. 
Cordelia had a feeling if more agents like Kamari had been assigned to her, Yamamoto and his son would both be on death row.
“Since when did you let your girlfriends sit in on a meeting?” Reid asked. 
“Did you get the file?” Mallory quizzed Jenner, clearly ignoring Reid.
“I’m having it authenticated to make sure it’s not a fake,” he retorted. 
“How can you prove Isaiah isn’t a child predator? Are you going to go hunt those kids down?” Mallory asked.
“I am,” he said. 
“They’re dead,” Mallory told him. “Check out the case numbers. Your sister did her job.”
“I’ve already pulled the files,” Reid admitted. “She’s right. The other man in the video is someone we can hunt, as you know.”
“I didn’t see the sources she used,” Jenner said. 
Mallory shrugged. “I gave you the good faith tidbit I promised. Now, what do you want?”
“I want to know who was with Carleigh when she died. I want to thank them.”
“Probably investigate is a better word,” Mallory muttered. “I’m not putting her in a position to become a victim since you have a poor record of protecting victims.”
He threw Cordelia a look. “Where is Larue by the way?”
“How would I know?” Cordelia retorted from behind Mica. 
“You did threaten her life,” he growled. 
“I threatened to kill you, too, but here you are.”
“Enough, Cordi,” Mallory snapped. “Last time, what do you want?”
“I want the person behind the attack,” Jenner retorted. “No, I don’t think it was your girl unless she’s nothing you think she is. It could happen, but I doubt it.”
Mallory growled, and Cordelia snapped her mouth closed though she’d been planning to speak. Her father had been a stickler for a beta’s obedience.
“And you want us to do what about it?” Sam demanded. “You’re the police, you take care of it.”
“Our dealings have been nothing but mostly fair in the past,” Jenner said. “If you tell me you weren’t behind the attack, that you didn’t have Carleigh killed, I’ll accept your word.” 
“We didn’t,” Sam told him. 
“Then, someone set us up to knock each other down,” Jenner said. “I want them, and I want the name of my sister’s murderer. If the dancer doesn’t know his name, then I’d like her to sit with an artist.”
“I can’t tell you his name,” Mallory said. “Just know he won’t live much longer and when he comes up missing, let it go.” 
Jenner studied her for a long moment and then nodded. “Did she say why he was going to kill her?”
“To get you to go after us,” Mallory said. “Me, specifically. Jerry was involved in this little game, but his death didn’t end it.”
“I’ll take care of Isaiah,” he said. “Is he connected?”
“When you pick him up, ask him if he was working with Jerry to kill us off to get Gray Tail lands for his resort project,” Sam growled.
“This is about money and a resort? My sister was killed for nothing?” he exclaimed. 
“Her killer is a serial killer, part of Jerry’s killer club,” Mallory told him. “If you’d done your job—”
“She wouldn’t be dead,” he muttered bleakly.
“No, she’d be dead, but he’d have killed her to get to you,” Mallory said. “Because she did find something, what we gave you just wasn’t it. Her killer had that information I sent you copies of.”
“Where’d you get it?”
“Our secret for now,” Sam said. “Truce?”
“When it comes down to the wire, I want in,” he said. “Don’t leave me hanging with more questions than answers. I’ve already got the FBI breathing down my neck about the deaths of those agent friends of Kamari’s.” 
“We’ll let you know when we have a clear picture to share,” Mallory told him. 
“Don’t disappoint me, or we will have a problem,” Jenner promised. “I also want to speak to that witness soon. No arrests. I just want to know if my sister was dead when she left or if she left her alone just because she didn’t want to get involved.”
“She stayed with her, Jen,” Mallory said. “Right up to the end.”
“Tell her I’ll never forget it,” Jenner said. 
“She’ll get the message,” Mallory assured him. 
Once he was gone Cordelia exhaled roughly. “I couldn’t have left her alone just to avoid the police.”
Mallory rounded the bar and came to her as she wiped away tears. 
“It’s okay.” Mallory pulled her into a hug.
“I’m okay. The image is still fresh, that’s all.”
“We’re going to work with him?” Mica asked. 
“Superficially,” Sam replied softly. “Is everything in place?”
“Yeah,” Mallory answered. “I’m all set.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Five
 
Over the next three days the sun came out, slowly melting the snow and ice. Bradley was back to business as usual, though he was taking more care. Jenner hadn’t asked for his help as had been expected which bothered him. 
“The meeting with the Coalition will take care of some of our problems,” Bradley told his partner. “After that I’ll be able to get the permits as well as have the land surveyed.”
“What the preliminary report on the land?”
“I received it last night along with some pictures of a few key points,” Bradley said. “The land sits right on the ocean. We’ll be able to build a dock out there. Construction can begin for that as soon as I take possession.”
“We,” he said darkly from the other end of the line. “What about Isaiah?” 
“I didn’t get him into this mess, but there’s nothing to worry about,” Bradley replied. Isaiah would be dead soon. He’d already arranged that. 
He had no intentions of allowing the man to become a thorn in his side because he’d slipped up. 
“Make sure of it, I don’t want any leaks,” his partner said. “I certain don’t want to have the police beating down my door.” 
“I’m positive, and I’m certain the Coalition will see things my way,” Bradley assured him. “Sam will be asked to step down tonight. If she refuses, then the Coalition will take action against her.”
“I’ll have teams at the ready along with weapons,” he said. “I want this done quickly.”
“We both do,” Bradley answered. “I’ll talk to you when the meeting is over.”
“I’ll be waiting,” he said. 
Bradley ended the call with a sigh. This project was going to be well worth it and not just for the money it would bring in. This project would give him control over the small town and the power he needed to insulate himself a little more. 
This would also make his hunting ground a little more fertile. 
****
After three days of tracking, Cordelia printed out a few pages with a smile on her face. Mallory had asked her to take a short leave from dancing until this was more settled, and Sam had put her to work for her. 
Cordelia was happier working behind a desk than taking off her clothes, but she missed the look in Mallory’s eyes as she watched her dance. Every move of her body had been to entice the one woman she’d never thought she could have. 
Now, Mallory was hers and Cordelia was certain she didn’t want to leave. despite the brewing storm between the packs.
“Do you have those files ironed out?” Sam asked from the doorway.
“Yes.” She glanced at her. She liked the light and the windows, too. Mallory had promised they could move back to the first cabin she’d taken her to today since living underground was starting to get to her. 
“Okay, I’m going to pair you with a client next week and see how you do,” Sam informed her. “Do you have an actual degree in accounting?”
“Yes.” She smiled.  
“Are you a CPA with experience?” Sam demanded.
“I know what I’m doing, Sam.”
“What are you hiding from then? Why strip when you can do something else?”
Cordelia sighed and sat back in her chair. “My choices were slim, especially for this kind of work. You can’t travel and hold down a steady job doing this, but stripping is easy work to find.”
“Your life—Mallory doesn’t know much to tell me, and I want to know what I’m exposing Adalyn to.”
“She didn’t tell you?”
“Tell me what?”
“I didn’t kill anyone,” Cordelia said. “I didn’t break any laws, but I was in the witness protection program until someone helped a mobster get to me.”
“You worked for a mobster?” Sam asked.
“My father did actually, and that turned into a nightmare for all of us.”
“The government wants you to testify against this guy for the murder of your parents?”
“A little more than that,” she said with a bitter laugh. “They realized I knew as much as my mother did about some of his holdings and they wanted me to testify. The murders would get him life.”
“There’s no statute on murder,” Sam murmured. “They might hunt you forever.”
“I know. I could just go back there and testify and have it over, but I don’t trust the FBI to protect me during the trial. Three times they failed my family. The last time, well, they thought I was dead, but I’m sure they don’t now.”
“Well, if you want to put this behind you, hire your own protection,” Sam advised. “Or let speculation and rumor abound. The man will die off and his people won’t have a reason to look for you.”
“That’s my plan.”
“I think you should go back, though. Stick it to the bastard,” Sam said. “I would.”
“That won’t bring my parents back or give me back the life they stole from me,” Cordelia said softly. “This way I get to live my life in peace.”
“Running and hiding isn’t peace,” Sam told her. “Cambrie knows this and so does Adalyn. The past always comes home to roost, but Mallory has your back and I have hers.”
“I don’t want to put her in danger.”
“Then don’t run,” Sam told her. “Making her look for you will leave her vulnerable to attack she won’t know to look out for. Here, we’ll see the threat and neutralize it before it has time to fester.”
She’d said she’d stay. However, her fears were already prodding her to run. 
“If you care for her at all, you’ll consider what I just said,” Sam told her. “Next week. New client.”
“Okay.”
She didn’t just care about Mallory, she was falling for her. 
“Mallory’s a big girl, and she can definitely handle herself,” Sam said as if reading her mind. “But don’t hurt her or you’ll have one more person to worry about tracking you down.” Sam gave her a nod and backed out of the office.  
She rolled her eyes, but appreciated the depth of Sam’s feelings for Mallory. However, Cordelia wasn’t afraid of going head-to-head with her. She’d merely freeze her and have done with it as she’d do to Yamamoto should they ever cross paths again.
On the other hand, if she could avoid the messy situation, she would.
“Mallory, I didn’t expect to see you,” Sam said from in the corridor. “Something wrong?”
“Not really, I just need to talk to Cordi,” she said. “Do you think you have a place here for her?”
“If she proves herself as capable as she seems, I’ll have no problems with keeping her on. I would like to know what her intentions are though.”
“What do you mean?”
“Toward you,” Sam said.
“Sam.” Mallory’s tone was sharp with warning. 
“Anything new on Bradley’s partner?”
“I think Delaney might have found something that we aren’t going to like,” Mallory told her. “I’m hoping Cordi was able to find the money.”
“Let’s ask her.”
Cordelia already had the pages on her desk when they came in. 
“Hi, gorgeous,” Mallory said with a warm smile that made Cordelia’s heart beat faster.
“Hey.” She returned her smile and the cat purred.
Mallory grinned as she moved around the desk to kiss her, and Sam gave her a startled look making Cordelia blush.
“Now that is true happiness to see me,” Mallory murmured, stroking her cheek. 
“Mallory,” she admonished. 
“I’ll really pet you later,” Mallory teased. 
Sam cleared her throat. “You do that, Casanova,” she said in an amused tone. “But for now, can we cut to the chase?”
“Killjoy,” Mallory muttered, throwing her a look of mock consternation. “Have you been able to pick up any kind of paper trail on Bradley?”
“I have.” Cordelia beamed. “One loose thread is all it took.”
“What was it?” Sam asked. 
“Something quite innocuous,” Cordelia said. 
“Such as?” Mallory pressed.
“A receipt. He’s been careful with a lot of things business wise lately including where he stays during business trips. I got to looking through local papers, and I noticed some disappearances during the times he was on his trips.”
“We’re not actually looking for women he might have killed,” Mallory informed her. 
“No. I know, but that’s just how I was able to track him,” she said. “The receipt is from the Foxworth in North Stonington. He’s also been up to the casino.”
“So?”
“So, there is a shell company called FoxFire that owns a business in Norwich as well as in North Stonington.”
“Okay?” Sam said with raised brows. 
“The owner of that company isn’t an owner, but two. One of them is a woman named Clare-Anne Moss and the other is a man named Bennet Holcombe,” Cordelia said. “Moss is a coyote and Holcombe is a wolf.”
“How do you know?” Mallory asked. 
“Moss runs a mercenary organization that has offices down in Mississippi. Most of the coyotes that work for her are mixed with black jackal. The ones that live up here are mixed with white wolf.”
“And you know this from research?” Sam asked carefully.
“My father was an accountant, Sam. He dealt with her organization. There was some talk of Moss and Holcombe breaking seven years ago over a business dispute. Holcombe was a cold son of a bitch who would have killed his own mother.”
“So, which one of them is our target?” Sam asked.
“Holcombe. I was able to find a link to a joint business venture between Jericho and Holcombe in Norwich. Jericho left his shares of that business to Bradley. It’s a small hotel. The money links back to a shell company called CW. Coyote Wolf. Jericho had the majority shares in the hotel.”
“Whoa,” Mallory murmured.
“And money from that company was used to buy up some land right next to Gray Tail and in Mystic,” Cordelia told her. 
“Land for the resort,” Mallory said.
“They want to turn it into a gated condo complex, though there was originally talk of turning it into a resort hotel. There are two sets of plans and both include a beautiful golf course.”
“Why the change, I wonder,” Sam murmured. 
“One of them probably plans to cut the other out,” Cordelia said. “The plans I have I got from Bradley’s office.”
“How?”
“I can’t tell you,” she said, thinking of Kyra who’d gotten the pictures for her. 
“Why not?” Mallory demanded. 
“Because a friend got them for me as a favor,” Cordelia answered. “I’m not implicating her.” She had agreed to help though. Kyra wasn’t just a pretty face any more than she was. 
“Are we going to regret this?” Sam asked. 
“Me or my friend?” Cordelia asked coldly looking up at her.
“Both,” Sam muttered. 
“No.” She shook her head. “I’m the one who owes the debt not you.”
“We’ll talk about that later,” Mallory said. “But how did this person get the plans without being seen?”
She chuckled. “I don’t know. Magick is awesome.”
“Okay, so Bradley is planning to cut Holcombe out,” Mallory said. “But with Bradley gone the deal will still be on.”
“We need a way to get him to turn his half of the deal over or end it,” Sam said. 
“Even if he decides he wants out, that might not stop Holcombe after Bradley’s dead,” Mallory replied with a frown. 
“So, we’ll deal with him next,” Sam answered. “Let’s not make him an issue here. He’s a problem for another day.”
“We also have Isaiah’s shares and Pike to deal with,” Mallory said. “Bradley’s recently cut her in.”
 “I can take care of the paperwork,” Cordelia said. “It’s a simple matter of refiling, and I can get that done two days before you take him out without him ever knowing.” 
“How?” Sam asked.
“File on behalf of the company,” she said. “The paperwork copies will be sent to wherever they’re directed by the company.”
“How long before they realize?”
Cordelia shrugged. “Bradley will be dead, and Holcombe will be notified when we want. Bradley’s been quite secretive according to some documents my friend found. He’s already been working on getting Holcombe’s name off the project.”
“Is this going to be a problem for you?” Mallory asked, reaching down to stroke Cordelia’s nape.
“I don’t see why it should,” she said. She’d never come into direct contact with Moss and neither Moss or Yamamoto had any idea just how good she’d been at her job.
“Then do it, but be careful.”
“I will,” Cordelia said with a smile. “It’s all just a matter of using the trail already laid.”
  
 



Chapter Thirty-Six
 
For lunch, Mallory took Cordelia to Coffee Crossing despite what had happened the last time they were there. She’d wanted to take her back to the pier, but she feared it might spur memories of Carleigh’s death since it was so close to the cannery. 
“I’ve told Delaney to stop looking for information about you,” Mallory said after they’d ordered. 
“Thank you.”
Mallory covered Cordelia’s hand with hers. “I don’t want to lose you,” she said softly. “And I know enough for now, but I trust you to share the rest when you’re ready.”
“There really isn’t much left to tell,” Cordelia told her. 
“Were you ever part of a pack?”
“For a little while,” Cordelia said. “Until my father’s boss forced him to leave. He was isolating us slowly, so he could get to my mother.” She shrugged. “My father agreed because he didn’t want his job to cause problems for them.”
“Smart.”
“It was a mistake,” Cordelia said. “They could have helped us.”
“Why didn’t you go back to them?”
“It was too late,” Cordelia told her. “You can’t always go home no matter what the poems and songs say.”
Mallory squeezed her fingers. “You’ll always have a home in my pack.”
“Thanks.” She smiled softly, and Mallory lifted Cordelia’s hand to her lips and kissed her knuckles. 
“Sorry to interrupt,” Kyra said as she came up to their table. 
“It’s okay,” Cordelia said.
“Can I talk to you a minute?” Kyra asked. 
Cordelia retracted her fingers from Mallory’s grip. “Sure. Sit.”
“Bathroom.” She made a beeline for it.
“I’ll be right back,” Cordelia said and went after her. When she got there a woman was coming out.
“Lock it,” Kyra advised. “We’re alone for now.”
Cordelia obliged and then turned back to the darker-skinned woman. “What’s going on?”
“I was able to get into Bradley’s computer last night,” Kyra said. “That guy who works for him is kind of stupid. He seems to think he’s a brightest mind of his generation.” She rolled her eyes and reached into her purse. 
“What is it?”
“Information on his upcoming land deal. He has plan to build a dock on the ocean border and claim part of the border between Mallory and Sam’s land.”
“How can he do that?”
“I don’t know, but he also has some papers that are quite good, but they’re forgeries that could work.”
“For what?”
“To prove the owner of the Mystic Snow lands died in childhood,” Kyra told her. “I only saw copies and if he gets those papers out, Sam is going to have a fight on her hands.”
“Goodness,” Cordelia breathed. 
“He’s planning an attack on Sam with the help of two other packs. One of them will come in on the water. The other will come over land. They think they can cut through Mallory’s den.”
“How?” Cordelia demanded, and edge of fear creeping into her voice.
“Four of her packmates are working with Bradley. They’re going to use some sleeping pills to get the sentries off duty for a few hours,” Kyra told her. “Then, they’re going to cross the lake at two points. Upper and lower.”
“Once inside, they’ll probably attack the pack.”
“Mallory’s as well as Sam’s. Part of the plan is to go after the babes,” Kyra told her.
“How cruel.”
“How inspired,” she said. “Kill the next generation before killing the others. Even if they leave the old ones, there will be no one to avenge the deaths.”
“Right,” Cordelia agreed. “Thanks. When is this taking place?”
“Tomorrow night. “They want to move fast since the Snow Dogs aren’t doing anything.”
“That barely leaves any time,” Cordelia muttered and then gave the other woman a hug. “Thanks.”
“Just keep this between us. I don’t want Mallory and Sam thinking I’m a useful tool they can put to work for them,” she replied. “It’s clear this town is becoming a powder keg of trouble.”
“Why did you do it?” Cordelia asked. “I can’t see how it benefits you.”
Kyra gave her a ghost of a smile. “It serves my purpose. Believe me there is nothing altruistic about the help I gave you.”
“What do you want in return?”
“I’ll let you know if and when the time comes,” Kyra told her. 
“Right,” Cordelia murmured as Kyra headed for the door. She just hoped the price wasn’t more than she could afford.  
Mallory wasn’t alone when she returned. 
Jenner was towering over Mallory. Only the side of his face was visible from her vantage point, but the line of his body was tense as a violin string.
The man was a jackass, she mused as she strode over to the table and Mallory rose as if sensing her approach, though she never took her eyes off the cop.
“We’re not done,” he told her coldly. “Next time I’ll have a warrant.”
Cordelia sat down across from her. She didn’t have time to ask what was going on. The waitress was bringing their meal.
“What was that?” Mallory asked when the woman was gone. “With Velvet.”
“She did me another a favor that I don’t want to talk about here.”
Mallory nodded. “Jen wants to arrest me,” she said coolly.
“I thought that was done.”
“Me, too, but the jackass doesn’t seem to understand reason,” she muttered. 
They finished their meal and were out of the restaurant having only talked sporadically, 
Once in the car, Mallory cranked the engine and turned the heat on low. 
“What’s going on with you and Velvet?” Mallory asked again. “Do I have something to be worried about?”
“Yes.” 
Mallory gave her a startled look.
“She said Bradley was going to attack you and Sam tomorrow night,” Cordelia confessed. “He can’t wait for the Snow Dogs to act. Who’s that?”
“Jenner,” Mallory said with a frown. “That son of a bitch was playing us the other day.”
“Or something’s changed,” Cordelia said. “Or nothing’s changed, and he’s just trying to give the impression he’s going after you.”
“I’ll see if Rowel knows why.” She removed her phone from her jacket pocket and typed in a message before setting the phone down on the seat and backing out.
Cordelia told her the rest of what Kyra had told her. “What are you going to do?”
“Talk to Sam and set up the defensive lines.”
“I want to be on one,” Cordelia replied. 
“You need to be with the kids and old ones,” Mallory told her blandly, but she saw the flash of reluctance on Mallory’s face. 
“No. I don’t,” Cordelia said. “I’m going to be strongest outside with the snow and cold. I’ll be deadlier. I can use my magick to ensure I don’t hit any of yours or Sam’s people.”
Mallory sighed. “In the middle of a battle is the last place I want you to be,” she said quietly. “I want you safe.”
“We’ve been over this already, Mallory. I’m not a soldier, but I can’t do anything but fight.”
“And freak out at the carnage.” There was a chill in her tone, but concern on her face that touched and annoyed Cordelia. 
“I won’t,” Cordelia snapped. “I don’t. I thought I proved that already.”
“Damn it,” Mallory growled. “This will be nastier than the thing with Jenner, and I don’t want to lose you over bullshit.”
“Trying to lock me up is bullshit,” Cordelia said softly. “I know I’m a contradiction, but I’m capable of endurance in a long battle. I promise you, I’ll go the distance.”
Mallory grimaced as her hands tightened on the steering wheel. “I know I’d be a fool not to put you out there after getting just a glimpse of what you can do. Doesn’t stop me from being scared though.”
“I’m scared, too. I’ve never done anything like this, but I know I have to.” 
“Kamari will want to be out there as well,” Mallory said. “Mica won’t be holding her back. Cambrie would be out there, too, if she wasn’t pregnant. You two will be our best weapons.”
“I’ve got more,” Cordelia told her. “Magick isn’t just for creating walls of energy. I’ll need to be out there after work, so make sure no one’s there to disturb me.”
“What are you going to do?” Mallory asked carefully, throwing her a quick look. 
“Create land mines of the snow. I’ll set them to go off on intruders only.”
“Can you do that?”
“It won’t be perfect, but it’ll keep the enemy off that perimeter. All that we’ll have to deal with are those coming in off the water.”
“You won’t be there.”
“I’ll be more useful than Kamari. Water trumps fire, but not ice. I can use the chill of the water to my advantage.”
“Then why the hell are you hiding from that tiger? You could kill him.”
“I know, but I might lose. I’m smart enough to know that he has others backing him and there’s just one me. I can do a lot of damage, Mallory, but if he disables me for one second, I’m dead. I didn’t want to take that chance.”
“If you do this, I’m going to assume you’re doing this to protect your new home,” Mallory said. “Not just to help me.”
“I’m not going to lie. I was still thinking about leaving,” Cordelia admitted. “But I’m happy here.”
Mallory snorted. “Do you think I could let you go? You are my mate even if you don’t feel it yet.”
“Bold words.”
“True words,” Mallory said. “I don’t need the bond to tell me what you are to me. My coyote knew the first time you danced for us.”
Cordelia smiled. “I was dancing for you, you know. You were the only one I saw when I auditioned.”
“And I wanted more, too much more, which is why I wouldn’t ask you out,” Mallory admitted. “You were a risk to my heart I wasn’t sure I was ready for.”
“And you are now?”
“Aren’t you?” Mallory asked. “I’m tired of being alone. I need you in my life, Cordi. You’re the woman I prayed for.”
Cordelia put her hand on Mallory’s thigh, and Mallory covered it with hers. Cordelia purred, and Mallory’s lips tilted in a grin.
“I need you, too.”
****
When they returned to Sam’s office, Mallory opened her door for her, and Cordelia climbed out, looking up at her. The sun rested on Mallory’s shoulder, getting into her eyes and she turned her head a little as she brought up her hand. 
“You’re going to keep working with Sam?” Mallory asked, hoping she said yes. 
Mallory didn’t want her dancing. She hated the idea of other women seeing the barely sun-warmed skin in all its supple grace.
Cordelia grinned. “Are you ashamed of my body?”
“On the contrary,” Mallory said with a little laugh. “I’ll be insane with jealousy every time a woman touches you.”
“It’s a good thing I loved being an accountant more than I like taking my clothes off, huh?”
Mallory nodded and dropped a kiss on her nose before pulling her toward the house. “It is. I want you to think about testifying against the mob guy. That way you can be free.”
“I won’t be free, Mal,” Cordelia said. “He’ll just have someone hunt me down. One day when neither of us least expect it, someone will put a bullet in my brain. That is why I haven’t done it.”
Mallory nodded, understanding dawning clear. Her mate would never be free as long as the man was alive. Well, that could be taken care of.
“Okay,” Mallory said. “We’ll deal with him if there ever becomes a reason to.”
Cordelia looked up at her as Mallory slid an arm around her and pulled her close. “I’m glad you understand.”
“I do now,” Mallory said quietly. She had the point loud and clear.
Once they were inside, Mallory began planning. 
She walked Cordelia to her office, glad she’d be someplace safe all day. “I’ll see you later, okay?”
“Okay. Oh, here.” She removed a flash drive from her pants pocket. “I’m not sure what’s on it exactly, but it should be helpful.”
Mallory brushed a kiss across her lips and then let her go. “Thanks. I’ll have to give Velvet a bonus.” 
She went in search of Sam to tell her what she knew and then check out the drive.
“I guess that’s what Bradley’s holding over them,” Sam said as they examined the documents.
“Look. He’s only used part of it though,” Mallory said. “See it’s dated.”
“I don’t think we should let on that we have this,” Sam said. “That way we can see where he takes this.”
“If you want to play it that way. When this is taken care of, I’m going to need you to cover for me for a few days.”
“Why?” Sam asked, looking at her as she removed the drive from her computer. 
“I’ve got a problem to take care of,” Mallory told her. “It’s essential to my future happiness.”
 “Just say when.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Seven
 
“Everything is set,” his partner said. “I’d like to be there, but I have to be in New Orleans for a few days.”
““I can handle things,” Bradley replied.
“I heard your friend Isaiah was no longer with us,” he said. “We’ll have to discuss what happens to his share.”
“He’d already arranged for a split,” Bradley said thinking of himself and the small share he’d be giving away.
“Had he now?” his partner asked. “We’ll discuss that when I return.”
“We can, but there will be no need,” Bradley replied. “Just call me when you’re back, and I’ll drive up.”
“I will,” he said. “I do think it was convenient that your friend was even arrested.”
“I didn’t arrange it,” Bradley said. “He got careless and that was his problem. We’re all the bearer of our own crosses.”
“I agree,” he replied. “Take care with the coyotes. They did best us on the last attack, so it tells me they have something worth being wary of.”
“I think it was just that they were better prepared than we realize,” Bradley murmured. “Our people inside didn’t have any other answers.” No one had been able to tell him what had turned the tide for Sam and Mallory the other day.
But he had a better plan this time and it was one he believed in.  
Bradley ended the call and set his phone on his desk. He glanced over at the table where the completed model sat. This battle would end well and by this time next month, they’d have those coyotes all moved out, and construction under way.
His phone rang again, and he picked it up. “Hello, Pike.”
“We’ve called a meeting for tonight,” she said. “Six.”
“I’ll be there,” he answered. 
“Just don’t count on everyone willingly caving,” Pike told him. 
Without Isaiah, there would only be eight of them and no swing vote. However, there had been two members he hadn’t been able to get anything on. They wouldn’t be enough to topple his plans.
“I’m not concerned,” Bradley answered.  
“I’d like to see the plans,” she said.
“You can stop by. The model is finished.” Even though his partner had insisted on some changes. They’d been added for effect, but with Isaiah gone so was his third and fourth partners. Only his ideas really mattered.
“I’m glad you and Jerry thought of this. I’ll see you tonight.”
He sighed at the dial tone in his ear. He’d get rid of her last. She would be a bigger problem than Isaiah eventually.
****
Sam didn’t show the slightest hint of concern as they headed into the meeting that evening, but Mallory was concerned. If the Coalition voted to move against them, they’d have to fight this fight on two fronts. 
She wasn’t prepared for that, considering some members of her pack weren’t happy with her. Brynn had identified twenty dissidents who’d be or already were a problem to pack structure. They were either quietly undermining her or would begin doing so soon.
Mallory knew where that would lead, and she would have to take care of it before those few tainted the whole. She just didn’t want to have to deal with that right now.
“It’ll be fine,” Sam said. “We know what we have to do if they move against us.”
“I know. I was just thinking about my internal issues.”
“Rout them, Mal,” Sam said. “You can’t allow a few free reign.”
“I know.”
“I’ve already given thirty their walking papers,” Sam said coldly. “I won’t have anyone undermining me. A pack works if a leader is willing to make the hard decisions, the tough sacrifices, and yet be fair. That was you.”
“I just hate to kick them out of their homes,” Mallory replied evenly. “I never said I wouldn’t.”
“I’m not telling you what to do. I’m just curious if some of what they’re displaying has anything to do with you being unmated and seeing a cat shifter.”
“I doubt that’s an issue, but I will crush anyone who makes a move against Cordelia.”
Sam grinned. “I can feel the connection between you two.”
“Good evening,” Pike said entering the room.
“Ladies,” Claudia said as she followed on her heels. 
“Good evening,” Sam said while Mallory grabbed a chair.
Mallory watched the others file in and her phone vibrated. She removed it from her pants pocket and checked it. The notification was a text.
After reading it, she put her phone away.
“Everything okay?” Sam asked.
“Perfect.” Delaney had gained the information she’d asked for. 
The other members of the Coalition took their seats. The faces of many were grim and their eyes barely met hers and Sam’s eyes. She knew.
“I’ve had the information authenticated,” Pike said. “It is false.”
“I disagree,” the vice-chairman said. 
“That makes two of us,” Claudia said. “I’m inclined to rule that Jericho, if he is dead, got what he asked for.”
“I think you two are in the minority,” the chairman said. “I move that Sam step down as alpha of Gray Tail and turn it over to Coalition control until further notice. Any of your people who wish to leave can do so.”
Sam laughed. “What are you taking control of? People? The land’s owner is alive and well.”
“That ownership is in dispute as well,” the chairman said.
“You can dispute all you want,” Sam muttered. “The land legally belongs to a chief’s heir. It was always Indian land. You have no jurisdiction over it.”
“Unless it’s owner is dead,” Pike said belligerently. 
“And she’s not,” Sam retorted rising. “If that was a challenge, get off your ass and come over here and threaten my packmate to my face.”
“Let’s calm down,” the chairman said. “The land is in dispute. The girl and her papers, will be presented.”
“No, she won’t,” Sam replied, her tone implacable. “Cambrie is pregnant and is not setting one foot outside pack lands.”
“With the pack under our control we can go to her.”
Sam laughed. “Have you gone crazy, or just hard of hearing?” she asked softly. “I’m not stepping down.”
Mallory’s coyote tensed, picking up not only Sam’s rising aggression but that of Pike and to a lesser degree, the chairman’s.
“Then, we find you in contempt of this ruling and will declare action against you, effective immediately,” Pike said.
“Bring it on, wimp,” Sam said with a sneer. “You’ll send members of your packs to die, but none of you will be there because you’re too weak to fight your own battles.”
“I don’t support the action,” Claudia said quietly. “And I won’t provide any teams for this fight.”
“Neither will I,” a vice-chairman said. “I think this is a case of backdoor theft and I won’t have a hand in it.” He rose. “If you all want to move against Mystic Snow to support a land deal that’s on you.”
“Agreed.” Claudia got up and so did Mallory. 
“I won’t support it either.”
“You three are outvoted,” Bradley said with a grin. “I’ll move in, take control of Gray tonight.”
“Come,” Sam said. “Your presence will be seen as an act of aggression.”
“I’ll call the guards,” Pike said. 
“I withdraw,” Sam muttered. 
“Then get out,” Pike ordered. “Mallory?” Pike glanced at her as Sam and the other male member exited the room.
“I don’t,” she said serenely. “But I refuse to allow anyone to cross my lands to get to Sam.”
“You’ll be held in contempt.”
“We’re both in contempt,” Claudia snapped. “No actions will be taken until we decide as a group.”
“Action has been decided,” the chairman argued. “We’ll attack by the end of the week.”
“Mallory, I suggest you keep that to yourself,” Pike said. “And open your lands to our efforts.”
“No.” She shrugged. “Do as you will, but I won’t move in an unjust act.”
 “Leave,” Pike said. “We’ll deal with you later.”
“I’m sure you will,” Mallory said as Claudia took her seat. 
Mallory stepped out and two guards were waiting for her. From behind them, Sam grabbed one and jerked him backward. The other was hit with a frosty wave of energy. He sank to his knees, freezing on the way down and breaking when he hit the floor.
“Interesting,” Sam drawled. “But a little showy.” Sam gave Cordelia a curious look.
“You weren’t supposed to be here,” Mallory muttered. 
“Brynn sent me,” Cordelia said.
Mallory grunted. “Let’s get out of here.”
Sam discarded the dead man atop the melting ice. 
“They did this to press your hand,” Mallory said. 
“Or they doubt they’ll be exposed,” Sam replied. “I think our move inspired them to rush to action against me. Kill me, kill the problem.”
“A move they’ll wish they hadn’t made,” Mallory said, taking Cordelia’s hand. “I’m heading in.”
“I already had Mica close the club early on the pretext of being out of booze and legal issues,” Sam said. “So, we’ll both head to the den.”
“Is Adalyn safe?” Cordelia asked. 
“Yes.” Sam frowned. “Why do you ask?”
“Before I came in, Brynn called. She said something about an emergency call from your den. Adalyn’s missing.”
 



Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
“Damn it,” Sam exclaimed as she hurried for the parking lot.
“Sam!” Cordelia screamed, and a light flashed. The shot that rang out had her raising a wall of energy and ice. 
Mallory growled behind her, and Cordelia turned to find two coyotes bounding toward them. 
Mallory moved into a crouch readying for the attack, but the hard cry from the other side of the wall distracted her enough that she was knocked to the ground. Cordelia’s cat took over, and she snarled low, extending her hand.
“Ice.” She threw her hand out and a square of ice slammed into one of the coyotes, decapitating it. Cordelia moved quickly as four more came through the door. “Mallory, get rid of him and back up.”
“Sam!” Mallory cried as she threw the coyote off her. 
The other four pounced, one of them landing on Mallory. 
“Cordelia, help Sam.”
She couldn’t do that, and Mallory knew it. There was no way she’d leave her mate unprotected.
Cordelia’s claws extended as a third coyote attacked Mallory who was losing the battle. Mallory let out a cry and blood stained the ground. 
Cordelia fired off a round of ice balls, hitting the coyote coming at her. She moved quickly sinking claws into the back of one of the animals on Mallory. The coyote yipped, and she retracted her claws as she curled her arm around its neck. 
Cordelia drove her claws into its chest, retracted and drove them in again. The animal whined and went limp in her arms as it turned to ice.   
“Get to Sam,” Mallory ordered. 
Cordelia dropped the shield and hurled an ice ball at one of the animals still attacking Mallory before facing the shield. Sam was on the ground, but around her were already three downed bodies. 
Cordelia exhaled sending out a blast of cold breath that hit one of the wolves in the back. Mallory raced past her, jerking a wolf back by its scruff. 
Moving in quickly, Cordelia stopped. The cat raising its head. She sniffed. The air held blood, death and alcohol. Glass broke to her right and fire flared, spreading with a whoosh toward Mallory and Sam. 
Her eyes widened, and her cat had her moving with purpose. Ice raced along the ground and rose up to smash into the fire. Cordelia moved, leaving the chill to suffocate the flames. The lot was suddenly dark, but her eyes lit the way and her cat’s senses picked up the stench of wolf easily. 
She sent out a sheet of ice that rolled behind her, hitting the fire even as it ranged out before her. The ice rose up and broke into several pointed spears. Cries and growls followed the impact.  
 Behind her, the loud snarl jerked her around. Mallory and Bradley were trading blows while Sam was taking care of Pike. She was clearly injured, but she wasn’t pulling her punches as she beat the woman to a bloody mass.
Sam broke her neck and hurled her toward the pile of injured and dead before going to kick Bradley’s leg from beneath him. Mallory dropped her knee in his stomach and drove her clawed hand into his chest. 
Her attack was messy and as crude as his had been to Jenner’s sister, but Cordelia could only watch in silent approval as she finished him off.
“Let’s get out of here,” Cordelia said when Mallory got to her feet. She went to Sam though as the other woman stumbled. 
Sam allowed them to help her to the car. Then, Cordelia drove them out to the den. They were all silent for a time, the atmosphere in the car tense.
“What happened?” Sam demanded. 
“I don’t know,” Mallory muttered. 
“I got a call a few hours ago warning me about the attack,” Cordelia said. “She said time had changed. They’d be attacking you two at the meeting and while that was going on, others would be at the den.”
“Why didn’t you say anything?” Sam snarled from next to her.
“I did,” she snapped. “I went out to the den. I asked if I could leave early, remember?”
“I don’t see how that constitutes telling me,” Sam gritted out. “Mallory, I’m going to kill her after I find Adalyn.”
“I did my part,” Cordelia said. “I warned Mica, Brynn and Syd. They told me to act like nothing was wrong. They’d handle the rest. Brynn told me to come back to town and come to the meeting. I was all the back-up you guys were getting because they’d need all hands in the dens.”    
“You should have told me,” Mallory said. “Did Brynn say anything more about the attack?”
“No. She just said to get you back as soon as I could. Kamari and Cambrie would do what they could.”
“Damn it,” Sam snarled. 
“Double,” Mallory muttered. “Did you have a chance to do any of what we talked about?”
“I did. Kamari and Cambrie helped, but I don’t know how effective the line will be,” Cordelia said. “I’ve never done this with brute psychic strength before, but Cambrie has major juice pregnant, and Adalyn’s more focused than I thought she’d be.”
“What did you do?” Sam demanded. 
“We’ll see if I did anything good when we get there,” Cordelia said softly. 
Cordelia wasn’t sure the shields would hold long against a prolonged attack of wild animal energy. She’d never done a working of that magnitude before. 
“I created an energetic shield. I do expect some gaps. The question is how many.”
When they reached the den, it was clear a confrontation was going on outside of Sam’s place. They dropped her off and headed to Snow Fur. The fight there was winding down from the looks of the dim lights outside. 
A soldier allowed them past the gates, though, where men and women were lined up and some fighting was taking place a short distance away. 
“Camden,” Mallory called. “Camden.”
“Hey.” She sighed. Her face was smudged with blood and her clothes were torn. “We’ve almost got it contained. Some of the traitors are dead. Others are contained. We got them coming across from Sam’s side. Someone let them in.”
“Adalyn?”
“The guards Syd assigned her were killed, and she was wounded.”
“How bad?” Mallory demanded. 
“She’s okay,” Camden told her quickly. “She will be anyway.”
“I’ll call Sam,” Mallory said. “Cordelia, do whatever Camden needs.”
Cordelia looked a Camden. “Where do you need me?” 
“Boundaries are holding, but I need you on a perimeter. Some coyotes and wolves were still prowling outside. Take the south end.”
Cordelia made it to the southern point to find the fight over. The magick she’d used had held. The four of them had worked well together, she mused, as the sentries cleared away dead bodies.
A fire flared to life on a ship and she knew Kamari must be out there on Mystic Snow’s side. Cordelia helped clear bodies on Snow Fur’s side and used magick to light the boats on fire when they were done. 
It only took a few hours, but she was tired when it was over. 
“Hey.” Kamari waved to her, getting her attention. 
Cordelia walked over to the border. There was a ledge that she’d have to cross. She used magick to get her there. 
“What’s up?”
“Do you have enough gas left to shore up the mines for the night?”
“If you have enough to share.”
“Take what you need,” Kamari told her. “I’m energetically connected to Sam. She’ll provide some extra.”
Cordelia nodded and closed her eyes. 
“I’ve got your back,” Kamari said softly.
Cordelia poured more energy into the mines, re-energizing them. Kamari caught her when she stumbled. 
After twenty minutes, Cordelia was done and even more tired than when she’d started out, but she still had energy left over since she hadn’t had to use all her own.
“They’ll hold the night,” Cordelia said. “With sentries out here, any weak pockets can be easily defended.”
“Let’s get you inside,” Kamari said. 
“I can get back on my own,” Cordelia said. Part of it was a matter of animal pride. The rest was truth. 
Cordelia made it back to the other side using an ice slide. She rested on the ground for a few minutes then headed up to the infirmary to check if Adalyn really was okay.
“She’s resting,” Mallory told her. “And Sam is with her.” Mallory took her hand. “Come on. You need to rest.” 
Mallory pulled her close and led her to an empty room. There, Mallory removed Cordelia’s boots and her own before climbing into bed. 
“Mica said you four did good,” Mallory said after curling around Cordelia.
“It worked,” she said and then faced Mallory. She stroked Mallory’s cheek. “Hold me.” Cordelia stared into Mallory’s blue-gray eyes allowing the warmth to wrap around her. 
“Anytime,” Mallory said tightening her arms. “Cordi, you know what?”
“Tell me,” she whispered. 
“I’m in love with you.”
Cordelia smiled, her heart expanding and filling her entire being with light. “Mallory.”
“It’s true.” Mallory kissed her softly, and Cordelia’s skin heated where their lips connected. 
Cordelia felt as if her entire soul glowed and that love she felt for Mallory extended beyond her to engulf Mallory. 
“Mal, I’m in love with you, too,” Cordelia told her breathlessly. “I want to spend the rest of my life with you.” There. She’d said the words despite the fear churning inside her. 
Mallory laughed. “Crazy thing about that is that I want to do the same with you,” she said.
Cordelia grinned and rested her head against Mallory’s shoulder as she ran her hand up her side beneath her shirt. “I guess you should take me home tomorrow then.”
Mallory chuckled. “I had planned to.”
Cordelia drew in Mallory’s scent finding it comforting and seductive, but she let her eyes drift closed, too tired to do anything else.  
****
Mallory held her until she was sound asleep. Then she kissed Cordelia’s forehead and climbed from the bed. She made her way to Adalyn’s room and Sam cut her entrance off.
“What’s going on?”
“I’m leaving. I should be back in a few days,” Mallory told her. “Can you handle things?”
“I’ve got you,” Sam answered quietly. “Do what you have to do.”
“Don’t kill my mate while I’m gone.”
Sam scoffed. “She’ll be protected,” Sam assured her. 
Mallory gave her a quick hug and made a rapid exit. 
 



Chapter Thirty-Nine
 
Cordelia woke the next morning to a cold bed and stretched languidly with the anticipation of seeing Mallory. Mallory’s scent lingered, and she smiled and climbed out. 
She knew Mallory probably had a lot of work to do this morning, but Cordelia was disappointed they hadn’t woken up together. Not dwelling on that, Cordelia took a long shower in the adjoining bathroom and dressed in jeans and a sweater she found on the chair near the bed.  
“Morning,” Camden said when she exited the room. “Mallory’s going to be busy all day, but she said she’d see you later.”
“Thanks.”
“She wants you to see Brynn in an hour,” Camden said. “Just go to the office section. She has an office across from Mallory’s.”
She nodded. Cordelia checked on Adalyn before going to the den’s large kitchen which was located in the dining lounge. Just off of it, was a large dining room where she ate a light breakfast among a few coyotes already enjoying a bite. 
“Cordelia.” Brynn sat down across from her at the round table. “How do you feel this morning?”
“Fine.”
“Good. You’ll be taking training each day from ten to eleven and then you’ll hook up with Camden who’ll be your guard.”
“Why do I need a guard?” she demanded with a frown. 
“After that, you’ll make the rounds in the den getting to know the omega females. They have various jobs that ensure the pack runs smoothly.”
“I thought Mallory did that.”
“She can’t do it alone,” Brynn told her. “The omegas are important because they’re like the housewives—the nurturing ones who let Mallory know of problems that we dominants aren’t aware of.”
“Like what?”
“They’ll let you know,” she said. “I know you’re working for Sam, but you’ll be working from here until Monday. Then, you’ll have your weekly meetings here in the den with omegas.”
“Why?” Cordelia frowned. She wasn’t sure integrating her so firmly into the pack right now was a good idea.
“Your training will be moved to seven next week since Sam wants you in the office by nine. Training is flexible since you can train at the office with Camden or whoever Sam has on guard.”
“What if I say no to training?” she demanded.
“You can.” Brynn shrugged. “You can say no to any of this, but I advise you as Mallory’s not to. She has a lot on her plate with the club and running this pack. She doesn’t need a mate who’s a bone of contention.”
“Did Mallory tell you we were mates?” Cordelia asked. That would mean Mallory had felt what she’d felt last night, and she’d accepted. 
“Yes, and as alpha bitch, you have your own job to do and that’s to take some of the burden off Mallory where you can by meeting with the omegas and dealing with some of their problems.”
“And I need to be trained so Mallory won’t fear I’ll be hurt every time I step out the door.”
“Actually, the reason is that a smart alpha mate is an asset rather than a liability.”
Cordelia started to glare at her but stopped. She took a sip of her tea as she let the significance more than the words sink in. She nodded slowly. 
“I see what you’re saying,” Cordelia said. “And I imagine Mallory didn’t say any of that to you.”
“Of course not,” Brynn replied. “She’d be happy just having a mate, but this pack’s structure is weakening a little. You need not be a cause for further problems, though you will to an extent.”
“I understand,” she said, not at all offended. “I won’t tell Mallory we had this conversation because I’m sure she wouldn’t appreciate it.”
“Probably not, but I’ve got her back even if she doesn’t know she needs me to have it.”
“I’m willing to listen and learn.” This was her home now, and Cordelia wanted to be instrumental in making it a safe and good place rather than a place of dissention. 
“Good. I’ll let you accompany me to my meeting with the dominants and then you’ll take training before hooking up with the omegas.”
Cordelia hadn’t expected such a full day. By the time she headed back to her quarters she was tired and a little overwhelmed. Mallory wasn’t anywhere to be found, and Cordelia was a little irritated.
She took a long soak and curled up on the couch with a salad for dinner. She was dozing when her phone rang.
“Hello?” Cordelia answered groggily.
“Hi, angel.”
“Mal. Where are you?”
“I’m just with Sam,” Mallory said. “We’re talking a few things over. I’ll see you late tomorrow, okay?”
“I wish you were here, snuggled up with me on the couch.”
“Tomorrow night, I promise, sweetie,” she murmured. “Miss you so much.”
Cordelia smiled. “I miss you, too.”
“You aren’t mad about the lessons, are you? I think you need to learn a little self-defense instead of just using your abilities.”
“Fine, but just so you know, I’ve had training before, and I’m only going to combine my magick and psychic skills with the fighting.”
“Try not to,” Mallory insisted. “I want you to learn not to rely on that.”
“It’s like breathing, Mal,” Cordelia murmured. “So, the best thing for me to do is learn to use them together.”
“We’ll talk about it later,” Mallory said. “Sleep tight, my love.”
“You, too,” Cordelia murmured. Cordelia ended the call assuming Mallory would stay in Sam’s den, so she went to bed.
****
Mallory put her phone away and glanced around the club. The New Orleans night life was interesting, but not something she wanted to be a part of. She spied her target at a nearby table with two women. 
Mallory scanned the room, assuming the table next to his was where the guards were seated. They both looked bored as they tried to look more interested in their meal than their boss. In a way, she wanted this to be messy and painful, but Mallory was a realist in the end. 
She removed the dart she’d secured before her trip from its protective covering inside the wallet cell phone case she’d opted for to get the dart into the club. 
Mallory carefully removed the cap covering the dart. Then, she took out the straw she’d been assured it would fit into and inserted it. She slid her chair around just slightly so she could have a better angle to avoid hitting one of the ladies. 
Mallory was certain she wouldn’t get more than one shot at this.
Her waiter came to the table then. “Can I get you anything else?” he asked giving her a dazzling smile.
“Just the check, please,” Mallory said and feigned a yawn. “I’m a little tired.”
“Are you sure I can’t interest you in dessert? The pecan pie is very good tonight,” he said over the buzz of conversation.
She chuckled. “Bring me a piece to go.”
He grinned and made his way to another table. 
Mallory discreetly lifted the straw to her lips and concentrated, not wanting to swallow the damned thing by accident. One of the women moved giving her a perfect shot, and she took it. 
The dart hit Yamamoto in the side of the neck and lodged there. 
He jerked it free while she casually lowered her head to get rid of the straw. A second later, she heard him snarl and then a woman screamed. Mallory watched as he struggled to his feet only to sink to the floor on his knees before falling face down moments later. 
His guards were at the table within seconds, pushing the women aside. She remained seated, patiently looking on as the mob boss died quickly. 
With him gone, she didn’t see any reason anyone would ever care about hunting Cordelia, including the feds. 
 



Chapter Forty
 
Cordelia’s day was another long one, and the woman staring her down right now only annoyed her. She was tired and hungry. Cordelia was also a little sore from this morning’s training session. 
“I’m sure you have Mallory’s ear now, but you’re not in charge of anything,” the brunette told her coldly. “Mallory will dump you like she does all the rest. So stop trying to act like you have some authority around here.”
 Cordelia frowned. “I was merely attempting to find out what the problem is you’ve been having.” The room she was in was a spacious one, but it felt pretty small right now.
“Right. Like you care? You’re an outsider, so go back where you came from.” The woman stepped into her space just then.
“You need to back up,” Cordelia told her. “If you don’t want to talk to me, fine, but get out of my face.”
“I could crush you with a single blow,” she said with a sneer. 
“I’m not a pup. I don’t break easily,” Cordelia informed her. “Now, get back.”
“Or what?” The woman shoved her, and Cordelia stumbled back into the wall. 
The brunette took a swing at her, and Cordelia ducked to avoid the blow and punched the woman in her stomach. She just barely restrained herself from allowing her hand to become a fist of ice. 
“Cara,” Mallory growled. “What do you think you’re doing going after my mate like that?”
The brunette’s eyes widened, though she was clearly in pain. “I—what? I thought—your mate?”
Mallory strode over and growled at the brunette. “You thought you could manhandle my woman or any woman without provocation? When have I given the impression that was acceptable?”
“Never.” Her tone was repentant, though her gaze sparked with ice before she lowered it.
“I’ll deal with you later,” Mallory said. “And you’ll treat Cordelia with proper respect from now on.”
“Yes, alpha,” Cara said and scurried away.
Mallory leaned toward her putting a hand on the wall next to Cordelia. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine.” She rested her hands on Mallory’s hips. “I’m glad you came home early, but I didn’t need you to fight my battles.”
“I didn’t fight,” Mallory said pressing against Cordelia. “I made it clear assaulting the alpha bitch wasn’t acceptable.”
“Ah,” Cordelia murmured as she leaned closer to Mallory taking in the clean scent of cold, soap, and sugar. “Don’t call me that. I don’t like it.”
Mallory kissed her. “Cordi. I missed you.”
“I missed you, too, but you aren’t getting off that easy,” Cordelia chastised. “Where have you been?”
“Taking care of something,” Mallory responded. “Brynn said you haven’t complained about your training, but what else have you been doing and why are you here in the omega meeting room?”
“Meeting with them, talking?”
Mallory frowned. “What did Brynn say to you?”
“Just that I should familiarize myself with the den.” Cordelia shrugged.
“She talked to you about what she thought your role should be,” Mallory contradicted.
“Sort of. Don’t be angry with her. I’ve already started learning a lot.”
Mallory nodded approvingly. “Good.”
“I want to earn their respect, not have it handed to me because of you,” Cordelia said. 
“I’m glad,” Mallory replied, approval glinting in her eyes. “I won’t interfere unless someone steps too far out of line. Where is Camden? That fight shouldn’t have even gotten started.”
“I dismissed her for a while. I need to be seen as a part of the pack, not as a visitor,” Cordelia replied and rubbed against Mallory. “You’ve been to New Orleans.”
“What?”
“You smell of beignets. Did you bring me some?”
“Mallory laughed. “I did, but—”
“My sense of smell is acute, but after living there, I’d know the smell of them anywhere,” she said. “So why were you there?” Cordelia asked quietly. 
Mallory’s gaze was steady as it held hers. “Taking care of something.” Her words were equally quiet. 
“Yamamoto?” 
“He won’t be a problem for you anymore,” Mallory answered softly. “That’s my mating gift to you.”
Cordelia’s heart sped up as bubbles of happiness fizzed in her blood. “You felt it?”
“Our bond is strong,” Mallory told her. “Keeping you from realizing I wasn’t that close meant not thinking about you at all.”
Cordelia stroked Mallory’s cheek, emotion swelling in her. “You could have been killed.”
“I knew what I was doing,” Mallory assured her with a hint of a smile. “Besides, I wasn’t going to allow him to steal any part of my heart or our happiness.”
Cordelia exhaled softly, relief washing over her. That part of her life was over and Mallory was here, safe and hers. 
“Thank you.” She gave Mallory a tight hug and then looked up at her, so happy Mallory’s risk hadn’t ended their life together before it could even start.
“I wanted you free to live happily ever after with me.”
Cordelia laughed. “What about the Coalition? There could be sanctions over the other night.”
“Sam told me,” she said. “We’ll deal with it. All that matters is Bradley can’t hurt us, and his partner will meet the same fate if he presses this land deal.”
“Then, you’re right. He’s a problem for another day.”
Mallory kissed her again and lifted her onto the table. Cordelia closed her arms around Mallory’s neck to meet her kiss hungrily. 
Mallory growled against her mouth a moment later, and Cordelia registered the ring of a phone. 
“Someone has lousy timing,” Mallory muttered and jerked her cell phone from her pocket and glanced at the display. “What is it, Jenner?” she asked, not stepping back which allowed Cordelia to listen in on the conversation.
“You’ve been pretty hard to reach these last few days,” he said.
“You’ve got me now. What do you need?”
“I wanted to let you know we’re square, but I don’t want an alliance with you,” he said. “I heard about the stunt you and Sam pulled against the Coalition.”
“They tried to kill us,” she muttered.
“They tried to detain you and secure Sam,” he growled. “I’m taking Jericho’s seat on the Coalition, and we’ll want to meet with you to discuss action against Sam.”
“Do you want Sam there?”
“Yes, we want to give her a chance to face punishment rather than resigning.”  
“You’re wrong, Jenner,” she said. “This is going to turn into a bloody fight.” 
Cordelia sensed the rage building in Mallory and heard it in the controlled tone of Jenner’s voice. 
This fight wasn’t over, no matter what happened with Bradley’s partner. The wolves were going to make further moves against the coyotes, her new family, and there would be no peace here. 
“Not if Sam does the right thing,” he said. 
“Which is?”
“Walk away from Gray Tail and allow the remaining Coalition members to decide what happens to it.”
“Do you hear yourself, Jenner?” Mallory demanded. “That land is private property. Even if Sam did walk away that land isn’t up for grabs.”
“Maybe it is. I think Sam falsified the claims as Bradley said. I have papers in my office that the real owner died as a child,” Jenner said. 
Mallory laughed. “You’re a bastard, Jenner. A bitter bastard who’s going to allow someone else’s mess to—”
“Those coyotes were hired to attack us and probably by you and Sam. I’m not walking away from that.”
“What in the hell turned you around so fast?” she demanded. 
“Information that came after our meeting,” he told her. “I understand what Jericho and Bradley were, but I also understand that you and Sam are becoming a menace that needs to be dealt with.”
“Right,” she said, resignation in her tone and her eyes. “When?”
“Monday night. We’re all recovering from that incident as well as the storm. We need time to think, to make sure we’re making the right decision.”
“You better, because I have a feeling this could be a moment of no return for us all.”
“It could be,” he agreed grimly. “You need to think as well. The D.A. might not want to vacate the murder charges against you, so I will have to investigate further.”
“Do what you have to,” she said, her tone chilly now. “Good night.” Mallory ended the call. “This is never going to end until either Sam or I are in jail, and they can get the land.”
Cordelia squeezed her tight. Mallory was her mate, Cordelia would do anything to keep her by her side no matter what that was.
“I’m not letting you go,” Cordelia said softly. “That will be a fight to the bitter end.”
Mallory’s eyes echoed her fierce determination, and Cordelia rested her forehead against Mallory’s, the coyote looking back at her. 
“Yes, it will.”
 
The End
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Sample Chapter
 
Dealers weren’t off the streets, but three major organizations were no longer peddling their goods in the city. However, instead of getting thanks from the DEA or the FBI, Mojo was still under definite scrutiny. 
They’d taken on domestic cases only, but that didn’t stop the government from trying to squeeze them. To make it worse a case with potential backlash had just come across her desk.
“A woman came into my office today, and I’m still checking her story out. I didn’t agree to do anything but look into it. She doesn’t think she’ll ever get any justice for her kid sister.”
“What’s she looking to make happen?” Darice McMasters asked quietly.
“She says her sister was raped by the police chief and the sheriff won’t investigate.”
“A case of drunk and morning-after regret?”
“The girl’s dead, Darice,” Ace said grimly. “Her sister said the girl was going to press charges that afternoon. She was found dead by the side of the road the night before partially nude.”
“Had she been raped?”
“No, but she’d been subjected to a beating and part of her tongue had been snipped out. The client said her sister wasn’t the first girl this happened to. So, I put someone on it. We’ve found four other cases that occurred this year alone.”
“Guys like that have a history of sexual offenses and or predatory behavior,” Darice murmured. 
“Yeah. I’m sending a girl to do the undercover, but I want you to work with her. The mayor’s niece is looking for a photographer for an event she’s hosting. I want you to take the job. We’ll make sure she comes to you.”
“You want one of yours on the team?”
“No.” She shook her head. “I know you can deal. I want you to find out as much as you can about the mayor’s friendship with the sheriff. Sabrina will be able to wrangle a press pass into the event. She might even be able to get something herself, so check in with her.”
“I thought you guys were laying off stuff like this. And why not try to force the D.A. to take this case? It’d be so much easier to wage this war in court.”
“My client says she wants to sue for wrongful death. The body cam footage as well as the dash cam vid of two of the cops vanished. They claim equipment failure, and no one’s disputing it. Chances of her getting this before a grand jury are slim to none in a criminal or civil case.”
“It’s certain the sister was stopped by a cop?”
“Yeah. The girl called her sister and put it on video chat when she was pulled over. She called one of the officers by name, but he claims he was nowhere near the vicinity when the girl was attacked and killed.”
Darice nodded slowly, and Ace knew she was assessing the risks as well as weighing the merits. 
And she had every right to. Darice had walked away from the danger to live a safe life as a respected businesswoman. She was engaged to a nice—if slightly timid—woman. 
“The client has the footage?”
“Yep, but she’s keeping that under her hat. I brought you a copy because I know you want some confirmation, and I don’t blame you. But I’d never set you up.”
“No. I know,” she mused. “It’s not that.”
“What then?” 
“I know the feds have been on your asses. Are you sure this isn’t some kind of trap?”
“As sure as I can be, dude,” Ace said. “Fact is, we’ve considered that and if it turns out someone put one over on us, they’re going to rue the day.”
Darice shrugged, a speculative look in her eyes. “That’s why you came to me. You want deniability.”
“Problem?” They were old friends, but Ace would never ask Darice to take a risk she wasn’t comfortable with.
“Not really. Just promise me you’ll take care of Chloe if something happens,” she said. “I don’t want to drag her around the world if this thing goes to shit. I’ll fake my death and get a face job.”
“If she wants to go, we’ll pay the price,” Ace told her. “You know that.”
“I need the specs on the target. I’ll do some recon and see what else I can find out.”
“I’m only asking for your help because most of the local law’s familiar with Mojo’s name, thanks to the FBI. They even have pictures of our top operatives, so I can’t put Cat on this, and Dev won’t touch it because it might end badly for us.”
“I owe you.” Ace had protected Darice’s lover, Chloe, a while back from a threat and helped Darice give the woman incentive not to bother Chloe again.
“I’m not collecting,” Ace told her tiredly. “I’m hiring you, which means you get the same protections any other operative does. If this goes south, we’ll make sure you vanish or get the best legal representation money can buy.”
 “So far there’s nothing to go wrong.”
“She’s going to sue, but she doesn’t think she’ll win. She wants the chief of police dead, along with the mayor and sheriff if they’re aware of the chief’s proclivities.”
“Not a problem,” Darice said. “Do you have a time limit on this?”
“Can you get to him at the event? That’s in three days.”
“Hence the risk factor,” Darice said dryly.
“Exactly.”
“I’ve aged, not changed,” she murmured with a hint of a smile playing on her lips.  
“With eyes on you?” Ace asked skeptically. She couldn’t pull it off if she had to be in the same room behind a camera. Her forte was stealth.
“Don’t worry.  I’ll get the job done.”
 
End of sample chapter
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