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Chapter One
 

The elevator was nearly empty tonight as Isa Mann rode it to the ground floor. Eyes focused on the door, which in her mind, was suddenly the wooden wall of a large barn. She turned her head and it was like panning from the wall to the middle of the room where the woman she’d just met stood.
The blood sprayed with each gnash of sharp canines, and the woman’s eyes gleamed with horror as she struggled to get free. She lay on her back in a ripped dress, legs spread wide, as he drove into her. Her face, bruised, scarred, and swollen was contorted in pain.
Then she did get free, and the three men laughed and jeered as she ran for the door on legs spattered with blood and marred by scratches and bites. But hard on her heels was the man who’d been waiting for his turn.
Isa’s heart beat sluggishly as she closed her eyes to escape the last moments of a girl’s life that still haunted her dreams. But there they were inside her mind in vivid detail. Her hands shook, her skin turned cold, flesh pimpling.
The bell dinged and she gasped, the sound catapulting her back to reality. The car emptied out, and Isa punched the disc as silent tears slid down her cheeks to burn her skin.
She’d been a coward. She’d gone there to prove what she’d found was a lie, but all she’d found was truth in shades of red, black, and blue.
She pressed her fingers to her lips and bit back a sob as the car jerked and continued its downward glide.
Isa swallowed convulsively as she quickly wiped at the tears feeling as dirty now as she had every morning for the last two weeks when she woke. None of the men had scented her in the barn that night thanks to the fact she’d bathed with a man’s soap and donned a shirt belonging to one of the men from the party.
The elevator stopped, the bell signaling she’d reached the first floor. Isa climbed off and strode out into the evening. She’d just come off a twelve-hour shift at the small hospital in Mystic where she worked.
As she hurried over the smooth pavement through the deserted lot, she glanced around, the tattoo of her rubber-soled shoes heavy on the concrete. Isa knew someone was watching her and had been since she’d returned from Hartsland.
She’d witnessed three murders and one of them had been someone she’d known well. The others had been strangers, but every detail of that night was burned into her mind, leaving her trapped in a cage she’d never escape from until she did something.
But what?
You didn’t betray pack.
Her phone’s loud ring made her jump, nerves already frayed.
Isa stopped to open her shoulder bag and dig the phone out. “Hello?” she asked tentatively.
“We really need to talk, Isa. You’ve been avoiding me since you returned from Hartsland.”
The voice in her ear was dark and dangerous and that of a man she’d once thought could do no wrong. He’d been the epitome of strength and goodness whose reputation should never be marred, but her whole view of him had shattered with a single picture.
“I don’t really think we have anything to say to each other, Jerry,” she murmured, hand shaking on the sleek device. “Anyway, I have plans tonight.”
“With her? I know what you do with her,” he said.
Isa closed her eyes briefly as the words scraped over her roughly. “It’s none of your business,” Isa said coldly.
“Do you think your mother would be proud of you when she learns you’ve been sneaking off to that club and playing whore for one of those women? Your family will be disgusted by you.”
Isa knew that—that’s why she’d tried so hard not to be a lesbian, not to give in to temptation.
“Somehow, I think that would be overshadowed by the monster that you really are,” she said softly. “Stop calling me, or I’ll go to the police. I’m sure there are laws against stalking.”
The silence told her she’d gone too far, but Isa already knew her days were numbered if she didn’t find someone to trust with the information she had soon.
“You’ll be sorry, Isa.”
“I already am,” she replied, her voice quavering, and she ended the call. She was sorrier for allowing those two girls to die while doing nothing more than filming their deaths as she watched, legs cramped and frozen in icy fear.
She was done keeping his secrets as of tonight. She had a friend who wasn’t without power, though she might not be able to help. She would be able to give her advice on how to proceed and maybe she’d be able to protect her.
****
In the stand of trees across the street from the hospital, he watched out of sight as she climbed into her car. He knew where she’d go. Isa was terrified and alone. Her best friend was still out of town, providing no one else for her to turn to.
He looked down at his phone to type in a message. He’d planned this down to the last detail once he’d realized she might know, not just suspect. Isa would derail his plans if she went to that woman at the club, and he couldn’t allow that to happen.
His phone rang, and he accepted the call immediately. “Yes?”
“Are you sure?” The voice on the other end of the line asked.
“There’s no other choice,” Jerry said coldly. It’s time for us to make our move. Do you have the material?”
“Yes, and it will be handed off to him with instructions on where and how to place it, but it won’t get her out of the way for long,” Bradley said quietly. “Even if it does, that still leaves us with a threat.”
“Sydney won’t be able to take over the pack—she’s no longer part of it,” Jerry said coldly.
“No, but there are at least two other women who can take over, and there’s nothing to say that Summerfield won’t just combine both packs to keep us from getting the lands. This could slice us if it backfires.”
“That’s why they call it Russian Roulette. Are you in or out?” Jerry demanded at the slight hint of reticence in his companion’s tone. There could be no fear or hesitation on either of their parts if they were going to drive those women out of town.
He still had plans for their land. Just because light had been shone on part of his life three weeks ago, didn’t mean he had to give this up. Plus, he just wanted to be free of those damned coyotes.
“I’m in.”
“Then, let’s get this party started.”
 




Chapter Two
 

Mica Clawer’s gaze slid slowly around the room from the stage where one of the popular dancers was shaking her moneymaker in the crowded lounge where customers were enjoying the show.
A few dancers circulated along with a couple of waitresses dressed in little to nothing. One of them was the new waitress-bartender who’d blown into town two and a half weeks ago looking for work.
She had an interesting resume of popular strip clubs in four states as a dancer and bartender and it was easy to see why. The cappuccino-brown-skinned beauty wore a short skirt that barely covered her ass, and a cami that bared her shoulders and arms which were covered in blue and silver body glitter that formed a wolf head on the back of her shoulder.
She moved with grace, her inky black hair put up in a couple of Bantu knots tonight. More than one patron was checking her out, but no woman had a right to touch unless the girls invited and desired it.
Kamari Sang gave a little shake of her hips and the three women at the table all tucked bills into the waistband of her skirt before she gave them an engaging smile and moved on. The damned girl was too sexy for her own good and the way she worked it, she could be up on that stage stealing the show.
Their eyes met across the room, and Kamari caught the beat of the music and did a slow roll of her hips and shimmy of her perfect breasts before running the fingers of one hand down her throat, to glide between the valley of her breasts. Her hand flattened on her stomach, and she winked before meeting a customer’s gaze.
The woman tucked a bill into the band of Kamari’s skirt and Mica growled, the coyote inside her enraged at the patron’s presumption. Her hands clenched into fists and her claws tried to slide free.
The animal side of her wanted to challenge the wolf shifters at the table where Kamari was stopped. That’s when Mica tore her gaze away, realizing she was as riveted as ever and in much danger of losing her focus and her head.
She turned her full attention back to the dancers on the floor as she wrestled her coyote back under control.
“That was the always coy, Baby Love,” the husky female voice announced from just behind the stage. “Welcome the sexy Ms. Subline.”
Cheers broke out and music started anew, but Mica barely gave the blonde a glance as her eyes followed the two dancers now on the floor.
“Hey, gorgeous,” Kamari said in a low tone.
Despite the music, Mica heard her fine, but that was one of the first things all dancers and bartenders were taught. Never shout at the security. What the human women who came to work here didn’t know was that that a great deal of Coyote Closet’s patrons and staff were shifters and the club was owned and run by coyote shifters.
Their senses were superior to human ones, allowing them to see with clarity in the dimly lit room and hear even a whisper.
Mica didn’t look away from the room, but she didn’t have to. The soft scent of orchid-rose drifted to her announcing Kamari’s presence. She’d caught that interesting perfume even over the alcohol, sweat, and lust roaming around the club.
The coyote half of her was curious and wanted to track that scent and kiss every part of Kamari’s body the perfume scented. Then Mica wanted to kiss, to lick, and bite each part until Kamari moaned her name.
“What?” Mica asked blandly. She did spare her a look then, the coyote wanting to caress the skin that looked so soft despite the shimmery glow of it. Her black hair was almost straight and the slight tilt to her eyes and high cheekbones gave Kamari a unique exotic quality making it hard to discern her race or ethnic group.
“Candy said you wanted to order a drink.” Kamari’s tone was cool, but her eyes flashed interest that was bright as a neon sign, but it was gone quickly.
“Water.” She didn’t drink on the job, not wanting to dull her senses.
“Yeah. I figured, so I brought it with me,” Kamari murmured and held up the tray she carried.
Mica looked down at her then, taking in the chocolate brown eyes that were as unreadable as ever. Kamari was an enigma because, despite the congenial tone, her eyes were a mysterious well of secrets.
And Mica found herself wanting to delve into those riddles, to find out what gave this woman such intriguing mystique.
“Thank you.” Mica plucked the bottle up, eyes going to Kamari’s lips for a split-second. She throttled a growl of desire.
Kamari gave her a nod and walked away.
What was it about the damned bartender-waitress that had her coyote so curious?
The almost detached manner? The sexy façade that made her animal growl?
Mica twisted the cap from the bottle and took a long drink.
Damn, the woman just made her hot, and she was a sweet distraction, Mica didn’t mind watching.
She couldn’t afford to be distracted by a sexy woman while she was working. Maybe she’d just ask her out. Mica did get the feeling Kamari might be receptive to dinner or even drinks after work one evening … tonight?
There was only one way to find out.
****
“I’m still not sure about her,” Samarra Summerfield said as she studied the bank of cameras in her office.
“I don’t think she’s a threat, Sam,” Mallory Blacklaw, her partner, commented. “We should have hired her to take Baby Love’s place because she certainly has the goods.”
Samarra grunted. Yeah, she had it, and knew it. “So, what the hell is she doing waiting tables and stealing tips from the dancers when she could be making a little more shaking her ass and taking her clothes off?”
Mallory smirked. “She’s even better than your woman,” she said. “Good thing she wasn’t here when Adalyn was dancing.” She wiggled her brows and Samarra growled. Mallory laughed. “She’s hot, though, and Mica seems to be into her.”
“Unfortunately,” Samarra muttered. “It’s going to make it impossible for her to do her job if that woman turns out to be a Jericho plant.”
“You know I’m more worried about the Wolf Coalition becoming a threat. Have they contacted you yet?”
“No.”
Mallory’s lips twisted into a grimace. “I was afraid of this,” she said. “We’ve got to do something with Jericho before he turns the wolves against us. I met with the leaders this morning, and they’re concerned about what happened with the hyenas.”
“What’s bothering them about it?” Samarra asked, frowning.
“They think you and I should have come to them rather than take out Gray Tail’s leader and then the hyenas on our own. The head of the coalition said they were actually considering some sanctions against us.”
“Are you serious?”
“And that’s just the start,” Mallory muttered. “They’re pissed that we haven’t turned Sydney over to the wolves for justice. Apparently, Jericho has sold them a sack of shit that’s hard to repudiate.”
“I’ll call them for a meeting and demand a look at the evidence Jericho has amassed so far and demand a joint inquest,” Samarra said. “Witnesses need to be questioned and evidence gathered, independent of his biased slant.”
“I suggested it,” Mallory said, her gaze sliding back to the bank of cameras that overlooked the main floor of the club. “We need to keep Sydney out of the city as much as possible.”
“Who do you suggest take over her duties here?” Samarra asked. She had no problems keeping Syd in the den. There was still so much to be done to ensure her takeover of the former Gray Tail den went smoothly, which it wasn’t.
“Brynn.”
“She’s moving into her role as your head of security. Why would you want her here?”
“We might need her,” Mallory said.
“I think Mica will be enough with the others. I know your aim is to have a strong shadow here when I’m not,” Samarra said. “But Brynn is your second. She needs to be in the den when you aren’t, that’s why I have no problems keeping Syd at home.”
Mallory sighed. “You’re—” Her cell phone rang and Mallory grabbed it from her desk. “I need to take this.”
Samarra got up and left the room to give her some privacy. But she suspected it was, whatever playmate Mallory was spending a couple of evenings with lately. She didn’t know who the girl was and didn’t care, but she did worry. The girl like that new bartender-waitress might be a problem for them.



Chapter Three
 

“Kamari, I need you to take these drink orders up to the play floor,” Candy, the bartender, told her and gestured to several bottles of alcohol. “Stock the cart with water, too, if you’re running low.”
She was a bartender and waitress which didn’t include her minding the cart that was used by the women who handled all orders on the play floor. That was where patrons rented rooms and lived out their wildest fantasies.
“I thought that was Ella’s job,” Kamari said. “I’m due for a break about now. I’ve been working for two hours straight.”
“If you wouldn’t spend so much time shaking your ass, then that wouldn’t be a problem,” Candy said coldly. “You make more tips than I do.”
“I’ll gladly tend bar if you get out there and serve,” Kamari retorted coolly. She didn’t really like the other woman whose dark brown hair was cut short, and her eyes held a marked chill.
“Just take the damned cart up and use the service elevator.” Candy glared at her. “Do you know where that is?”
“Yes,” she retorted and moved around behind the bar and slipped into the small kitchen and lounge. She expected to find Ella back there, feet propped up, but all she found was two of the other waitresses, both of whom were engrossed in something on their phones.
Kamari scowled, wondering why one of them couldn’t make the trek up there and then moved to the drinks cart which was a heavy stainless-steel thing with a cooler for keeping drinks cool and a compartment for hot coffees as well.
Kamari checked it for water, finding there was none. So, she added several bottles and more bags of ice in case anyone wanted it, and then headed to the bar with the cart to add the liquor, napkins, and candies before heading to the service elevator.
She’d quit tonight, but she needed this damned job if she was going to pay her rent. The pay was better than anything else she’d get in this small town, but even that was a step down However, that was okay. She hadn’t come here looking to make a fortune.
Kamari had run to this little town to escape and begin life anew. And Mica was looking like a pretty prospect for passing the time pleasantly, she mused as she pushed her cart past a woman in the quiet corridor.
The dimness of the hallway distracted her and Kamari glanced up, wondering if the lights were working. The light was out and it looked as if the camera discretely hidden in the light’s fixture was broken.
Kamari turned back to the woman, but she couldn’t see her face because of the dark shades she wore. However, she didn’t look much like a woman. Her bodyline was more like a man’s. Too hard, too muscular and no breasts—no breasts.
She turned all the way around and noticed a slight limp and drew the scent of salt, blood, and bleach into her nostrils.
Kamari frowned at the oddity, and thought she’d seen the person before in the local coffee shop, but she shook it off, picking up her step. Kamari didn’t want to get chewed out by first the customers and then her boss.
She knocked on door seventeen and waited for an answer. The gurgling sound had her jerking the pass key from the cart and jamming it into the lock.
“Hello?” Kamari called as she unlocked the door. “Mistress Jones?”
“Help.”
Kamari turned the knob and burst in finding a naked woman on the floor and blood everywhere staining the walls, the floor and the bed.
Pillows from the bed were on the floor, the lamp was turned over along with the bench at the end of the bed. The items from one of the shelves littered the floor and the shelf listed to one side.
The stench of blood mingled with antibacterial cleaner and bleach. Sweat was a vague undercurrent drifting on the air along with the stink of fear.
“My god,” Kamari breathed out roughly and went back to grab the cell from the cart. Kamari tapped in the number to medical with shaking hands and breath coming out in shallow pants.
The claw marks were deep gouges that criss-crossed her naked body, carved up her stomach like a turkey on Christmas. Her face was sliced, bruised, and swelling with one eye already closing up.
Horror tightened Kamari’s stomach as the pictures she’d seen of her sister’s dead body came racing back to her. Fury swelled in her chest, and bile coated her tongue. This couldn’t be the same killer.
But she didn’t believe in coincidence in murder and the law.
“Yes?”
The cool voice jerked her from her reverie, making her remember she left her old life behind. She was just your average Jo Blow, so why did the agent she’d once been reject that?
“A client has been attacked in room seventeen,” Kamari said calmly. “She’s dying.”
“Check the pulse, I’m on my way.”
Kamari went to check the woman’s pulse that’s when she realized it was Isa, the girl she’d had coffee with two days ago. The fear in her eyes palpable and Kamari’s heart hammered wildly as she pressed her fingers to the woman’s neck.
“It’s weak, and she’s bleeding out so fast.”
“Find something and put pressure on the wound, Kamari.”
Kamari rushed into the bathroom for towels and came out to press them to the wound on the woman’s chest. But she knew it was already too late.
“Please,” Isa said weakly. “Help me.”
“The healer is coming,” Kamari murmured as she put the phone on speaker and set it on the carpeted floor near where she was now kneeling.
“It’s his fault,” Isa said, tears dampening her eyes. “He ordered this because I know his secrets.” Isa reached for her. “Hold my hand. I don’t want to die alone.”
Kamari nodded and took her hand as she fought the urge to pump the girl for information that could help catch her killer.
“I’m going numb all over, and I’m so scared. I never thought—but I was wrong. He wasn’t the man he appeared to be.”
“Who, honey?” Kamari asked, taking the woman’s hand as tears filled her own eyes.
“Jerry,” she whispered and Kamari went cold all over.
She knew that name, she’d seen it in her sister’s journal.
“Shh. Save your strength,” Kamari urged although she wanted to beg for answers. She was certain the men couldn’t be the same, but her sister had looked like this. And it tore her up imagining that Arleigh had died alone.
“It’s going to be okay, Isa,” Kamari said. “You can tell the police all about it later.” She gave the other woman’s hand a squeeze.
“No, it’ll be too late, and they won’t do anything because he’s one of them.”
“No, it won’t,” Kamari assured her soothingly. “They’ll get this Jerry.” She’d make damn sure of it.
Isa’s mouth worked, and she whispered, “I’m not the only one he killed. Pack doesn’t brutalize.” A sob was torn from her throat. “I followed him because I had to know if she was telling the truth.” Tears spilled down her cheeks and sorrow filled her eyes. “The good in him didn’t outweigh the darkness.”
“Where did you go and who is we?”
“Me and my best friend went to Hartsland two weeks ago because Jerry and his buddy went there for one of their killer club meetings,” she said and her eyes widened reflecting horror.
“The what club?”
“They met in various places, and there were members in each city, but I only knew Jerry,
Chili, and Cheeto.”
“Are they from here?” Kamari asked attempting to grasp onto any straw that might help the police find Isa’s killer. As it stood, she didn’t have much for them to go on unless they recognized the names.
“You look like her.”
Her heart stopped. “Who do I look like?” Kamari asked breathlessly.
“Arleigh,” Isa said softly and reached up to touch her face.
“You knew my sister?”
“No, but I’ve seen pictures of her.” Tears welled anew in her eyes. “Jerry wanted her so bad. But I guess he wanted them all. He tortured and raped her like he did the girl that night. I’m sorry I didn’t do anything. It’s been eating me up alive, but I knew they’d kill me if they knew I was there.”
“It’s okay.” Kamari wanted to rage at the injustice of finally getting a possible lead on what happened to her sister and who’d been behind it only to lose the only witness to death.
She coughed and bloody spittle mists came out of her mouth. Kamari squeezed her hand.
“Who are these men, Isa?” Kamari demanded trying to keep the desperation from her voice.
“Jerry has so many secrets,” she said. “Misty Storage is a place to start, but it won’t end there. Fourteen. The key’s in my purse. Take it. Go.”
“I’m not leaving you alone,” Kamari told her firmly. Because she couldn’t let Isa die alone. She’d hoped her sister hadn’t been alone, that someone, even if not a witness, had found her in the park and stayed with her.
“What I knew, he feared me for it, but I was just a chance to kill two birds with one stone that’s why he killed me here. Tell Mal—” Her breathing stopped and she went still, eyes open.
Tears swelled in Kamari’s eyes, and she barely supported herself with one hand on the floor as shock and disbelief speared her.
Her muscles quivered and a cold sweat dampened her skin.
“Pack doesn’t brutalize…”
Coyotes and wolves were the only pack animals around here as far as she could tell. Kamari couldn’t speak for the coyotes, but the wolves she’d known, didn’t order hits on each other.
Wolves would kill him for this, and he obviously didn’t want to die, but was a dead man walking for his part in her sister’s death.
Kamari pushed to her feet and crossed the room to find a purse carelessly discarded on the floor by the chair and picked it up. A tie peeked from under the bed, and she frowned, thinking that it looked like one Mallory had worn two days ago.
Kamari ignored it, deciding to check it out later. Then, she sifted through the contents of Isa’s purse and found a ring of keys, but no phone. She snagged the ring and shoved the keys into the pocket of her skirt before removing Isa’s wallet.
Kamari gave it a quick go over, finding a picture of Mallory and Isa along with Isa and another woman she didn’t recognize. A folded sheet and driver’s license made up the contents.
She put the wallet back but kept the note before going through the rest of the purse. Kamari found a small brag book pushed down in the lining between two pockets and carefully removed it.
Kamari opened it to a picture of an attractive woman. She closed it, deciding to look at it later. Kamari shoved the items into her other pocket before wiping the purse down with her skirt hoping that was good enough.
Then, put it back on the chair and grabbed the tie. The pin was the same gold M she’d seen attached to Mallory’s tie, and the fabric carried Mallory’s scent.
Torn, Kamari stuffed it down her bra and went to kneel next to Isa as the scent of Miranda caught her notice.
“Kamari,” Miranda, the healer called from behind her. “Move.”
She did, as she fought the urge to use her claws on something. Kamari hoped Isa’s storage locker held something she could use as a good lead.
“Call security,” Miranda ordered.
With trembling and damp fingers, Kamari input the number and waited.
“Security.” The cool voice stated.
“Cinnamon?”
“What’s going on?” Cinnamon asked carefully. “I don’t see any problems on the floor.”
“I’m in room seventeen with Miranda. Someone’s dead.” She swallowed back a snarl, her animal furious.
These savages would stop at nothing to keep their secrets, whatever they were. They knew no honor. They were cowards, less than animals, and they would pay, she promised.
“I’ll send a team and alert the bosses,” Cinnamon said. “Stay put.”
Kamari ended the call and stepped outside the room to lean against the wall and wrapped her arms around herself to keep from looking at the pictures. She could track them all thanks to the information super highway and a friend in the bureau.
The seductive scent of sandalwood and vanilla drifted to her, making her wolf’s head tilt up and drag it in. The subtle scent belonged to the sexy bouncer with the hard body and few curves.
“What in the hell?” Mica demanded tightly.
Kamari turned her head to study the leggy woman. Her black hair was cut in a classic man cut with the part on the left, the back shorter than the top.
Mica’s gray eyes slid over her, revealing nothing, which wasn’t unusual.
Kamari had seen Mica with her friends, seen the warmth in her eyes and the playful smile on her lips. However, there was nothing when Mica looked at her.
Mica quickly turned away as if looking at her was offensive. Maybe she couldn’t stand the sight of tears or red eyes and splotchy skin.
“Miranda? What the—oh shit,” she breathed out the last two words. “Sam and Mal are going to be furious and whoever dropped the ball just might be dead women themselves.”
“Well, make your call, and start with your only possible witness,” Miranda told her.
Mica sighed and made the call. As she did so, Kamari glanced around the spacious room, Isa’s words coming back to her.
“Sam, we’ve got a dead body up in seventeen. What do you want me to do?”
“Okay. Miranda, Sam wants us out. She’s calling Jenner.”
“Good idea. Someone killed this woman, and we’re just mucking up the crime scene.” Miranda removed her gloves and straightened. “Are you okay, Kamari?” She walked over. “Do you need some Valium?”
Kamari scrunched up her face in distaste. “Of course not. I’m fine. I’ve just never seen anybody carved up like that.”
“Did you touch anything?” Mica asked coolly.
“Isa,” she retorted tartly. She knew how not to contaminate a crime scene and probably even better than Mica. “I felt for a pulse like Miranda told me and got a towel to put pressure on the wound,” Kamari explained.”
“She was still alive?” Mica asked curiously. Those gray eyes shifted in color slightly, darkening a little with gold flecks. “You talked to her? What about?”
Kamari shrugged, caught by the shifting colors of Mica’s eyes. “She just told me—”
“Did she say who did this?” Mica cut her off in an urgent tone.
“No,” Kamari said carefully. “She just said some guy named Jerry—she trusted him, but he was behind her murder.”
Mica shared a look with Miranda. “Anything else?” Mica met her gaze again, wary now.
She had some idea who this Jerry might be, and that meant Kamari might have the ally she needed to find Jerry and make him and his buddies pay for taking her sister from her.



Chapter Four
 

Chills ran down Mica’s spine at the implication. Jerry was a common enough name, but it was just too coincidental for her liking.
She knew Samarra and Mallory would feel the same way and was already considering who to bring onto the investigation team other than Sydney.
If Jerry had ordered someone to commit such an unspeakable crime against his own packmate just to set them up, there would be no way his own pack wouldn’t kill him for suborning such cruelty.
“Did she tell you anything about Jerry? Anything that could help us find him?” Mica asked, not wanting to press too hard. The girl looked like she was on the verge of breaking as it was.
And all Mica wanted to do was hold Kamari and protect her from the mess she had inadvertently stepped into. However, Mica knew that couldn’t happen despite her coyote’s natural instincts.
Kamari shook her head and the subtle scent of soft perfume wafted to Mica, making the coyote half of her growl.
“I saw someone on my way here, though.”
Mica bit back a growl and flattened her lips. She couldn’t sense a true change in Kamari’s body chemistry indicating deception, but she sensed a lie all the same.
There could be any number of reasons for it, fear being at the top of the list.
“Did you recognize her?”
“No. I’m rarely up here, so I wouldn’t know anything about the guests that frequent this part of the club.”
Mica’s brows knit into a frown. “Who works up here normally?”
“Ella.”
Ella had some explaining to do and the alphas might fire her ass. This was too crucial a time and both Samarra and Mallory were a little wary.
“Mica,” Samarra called from behind them, and Mica gave her a look over her shoulder.
“Get back on shift, but don’t leave the club,” Mica told Kamari. “I’m sure the police will want a word.”
Kamari nodded and beat a hasty retreat. Mica’s coyote watched the swish of Kamari’s hips and the bunch of her ass and a howl threatened to break free of her human vocal cords, but she fought it, jerking her gaze away.
She exhaled roughly and Samarra gave her a curious look, but didn’t comment.
“She said something else to her,” Miranda said once Kamari was gone. “The phone died just as she began whispering.”
“Who? Why?” Samarra demanded.
Mica allowed Miranda to give the report while she called down to security to set things in motion.
“And you think she held that back?” Samarra demanded of Miranda.
“Yeah.”
“Mica?” Samarra turned to her. “What’s your assessment?”
Mica shrugged and glanced to where the younger woman had been standing. There was something about her, her scent especially that was distracting.
“Kamari was holding something back, but to say she was lying would be a stretch. She might be upset or afraid.”
Samarra nodded. “Do what you have to find out what she’s up to,” Samarra ordered. “You two seem to have some kind of sexual tension going on—use it.”
Mica’s coyote wasn’t keen on toying with Kamari, but she didn’t mind too much. She was interested in Kamari and wanted her in her bed, so there was no reason she couldn’t use this to her advantage.
“Not a problem,” Mica replied coolly.
“I don’t want Syd on this, Mica,” Samarra said tightly. “Miranda, not a word to her.”
Miranda made a show of zipping her lips. “Silent as the grave.”
“Go,” Samarra ordered. “She’ll be in the grave if Syd gets wind from her. I know she’s going to find out, but make sure she doesn’t know Jerry’s name was mentioned. This might have nothing to do with Jericho.”
“Exactly what I was thinking,” Mica said. “But the chances are he set this up to draw you and Mal into a nasty little investigation that might lead to both of you being prosecuted for murder.”
“That is the very reason Syd can’t be implicated. If I’m taken out of play, she has to protect her mate, and you have to help her. We can’t count on Brynn.”
“She’ll be taking over for Mallory,” Mica said. “I think Cinnamon needs to be pulled, she’ll be Brynn’s second.”
Samarra nodded her agreement. “Get someone independent of the club to aid in the investigation. Start with the pack. I don’t want outsiders that Jen can break or intimidate working this.”
Mica nodded. “I need Delany.” Delany was an old friend of hers who was not exactly what she seemed.
“Bring her in. Mallory might object, but she could have as much to lose as I do because one thing’s for sure. Jericho’s as eager to get rid of Mallory as he is me, and he’s going to either try to play us against each other or destroy us together.”
****
Jerry smiled after viewing the footage of the girl’s murder. Isa had been nothing but a thorn in his side for the last four months. He was certain she’d found something he’d lost that had led her to Hartsland two weeks ago.
He didn’t know how any of them had missed her, but they had.
“Did she tell you where the box is?” He twisted in the front seat of the Cadillac to meet the killer’s cool stare. The box held important video footage taken of a murder he’d committed almost three weeks ago during a visit to Hartsland.
The trip had meant to be special for the five of them, but Isa had tainted it. Reason enough for her to die, but he had too much to lose if word got out about that. People would start looking into his past and find a string of playthings he’d broken.
“Yes. It’s in a safe deposit box at the bank in Mystic.”
“Retrieve the item,” Jerry told him. “Bring it to me the moment you get it. Were you seen?”
“Not really. The waitress didn’t see my face, and I made sure the cameras were disengaged on that floor.”
Jerry ground is back teeth together, not liking this. The waitress was another loose end. Not only that, she was proof—proof of nothing important yet.
Damn but Cadillac had been careless, and he hated sloppy.
“This could work to my advantage.” He’d kill the sorry excuse for an executioner later. Show him how to do things right. “What about the evidence?”
“Everything was put in place, including the note inviting Isa to the club and the tie,” Cadillac said.
“Make sure you don’t make any mistakes from here on out. Jenner is smart. He’ll smell a set up.”
****
Kamari’s conversation with the chief of detectives was brief. He was an attractive man with cool eyes and the scent of a wolf. She had to wonder why the man had come out, but suspected this Jerry might be connected to him in some way.
Men like Jerry didn’t leave things to chance as she well knew from her work and from her sister’s case. The FBI hadn’t been able to help, hadn’t been willing to even get someone from the State police to go in and take a look at things to make sure the small-town cop wasn’t fucking up.
That’s why she’d walked. Kamari had no desire to be part of an organization that could condone murder.
“You’re sure you didn’t recognize this person?” Jenner asked evenly.
“Please, stop asking me that,” she said.
She’d pressed the sheriff in Hartsland the same in a quest for answers about her sister’s death. Things hadn’t added up, but with no clues of who or even why, Kamari had left town determined to grieve and then go back to Hartsland in a few years to dig for the truth. There was, after all, no statute of limitations on murder.
“You can go,” Jenner said tiredly.
His pretty eyes were wary, but she knew the look all too well. She’d seen it in the mirror the morning after her first case.
“We’ll contact you if we need to talk to you again,” he said. “Don’t leave town.”
She gave him a nod and pushed away from the wall in the conference room where she and several other personnel had been herded by the police. Kamari took a look around before heading for the door.
Mica stood with Samarra and Cinnamon while Miranda had left moments ago. The bouncer from the door, Ella and Candy were still there. Each one looking a little scared, but giving nothing beyond that away.
It didn’t matter. One of them had been in on this, and she’d find out which.
Kamari turned and exited the room, heart set on catching a killer.
“Kamari, I’ll give you a ride home,” Mica said from behind her.
Kamari turned and smiled tiredly. “Thank you. I would appreciate that.” Now was the time to start cultivating what could be the most important relationship in her life aside from the one she’d had with her sister.



Chapter Five
 

Mica led the way to her SUV which was parked in the employee parking lot amid several other vehicles. The area was well-lit with a guard on duty. Mica waved to her before unlocking the passenger side door and tugging it open for her.
As soon as Kamari climbed in and reached for her seatbelt, the scent of leather and sandalwood closed around her. It was a tantalizing seduction that rolled over her as Mica slammed the door shut and rounded vehicle to get in on her own side.
Kamari glanced at Mica and their gaze held knocking the breath out of Kamari. The animal wanted to pounce on Mica and mark her. Instead, Kamari leaned her head back against the headrest, breaking the stare, and Mica started the SUV.
As Mica started the engine and backed out, the heavy silence grew, but Kamari didn’t speak. She was tired, but she was also assessing Mica who gripped the steering wheel tightly, her long fingers tipped with neat, short nails.
After pulling out of the lot, Mica flipped on the radio, causing the soft strains of a country song to fill the cab. Mica’s body line was lean, yet a little tense and the wolf in Kamari sensed the power of a predator.
“Where are you from?” Mica asked conversationally.
“I bet you know,” Kamari replied. “I’m sure it’s on my application.”
“Don’t be catty, it’s so rude,” Mica said quietly and Kamari realized just how sexy her voice really was.
“You rarely even look at me, so why are you being so congenial now?”
There was a subtle chemistry between them that Mica ignored, so she obviously had reasons for being nice, and they had nothing to do with romancing her.
“I’m always working when we see each other in the club,” Mica replied.
“And you don’t date dancers, bartenders, or waitstaff, let alone give them the time of day.”
“If I got distracted by every pretty girl, I couldn’t do my job, Kamari, and one of those women you like to entice might grab you while I wasn’t looking.”
“Oh, please,” Kamari muttered. “If you were interested in me, you could have taken a few minutes after shift to ask me out sometime, so what do you really want?”
“You never stick around long enough for me to ask you out for drinks, much less your number,” Mica replied evenly.
“You turn up here, then take a right.”
“I know where you live,” Mica told her, humor in her tone. “I did read your application as you pointed out.”
“Then, why make small talk?”
“You never said where you were from originally, just where you’d worked in the last few years,” Mica said as she took the first turn.
“I didn’t,” Kamari agreed coolly. “I guess you’ll have to keep trying.”
Mica didn’t speak as she took the second turn and then cruised down the tree-lined street until she reached a cute Craftsman. There, Mica pulled into the driveway and cut the engine.
“Thank you for the ride,” Kamari said as Mica released her seatbelt. “Don’t bother. I can see myself in.”
Mica climbed out and was behind her in a matter of a few strides.
“The club will be closed for a few days,” Mica told her as she followed Kamari up the stairs to her front door.
“Okay.” Kamari pulled her key from the purse slung across her chest.
“If you need to talk about what happened, you can call me,” Mica told her quietly.
“I don’t have your number, but thanks.” Kamari unlocked the door and threw Mica a look.
“I’ll give it to you once we’re inside. You never know. You might wake up in the middle of the night, and just need someone.”
Kamari pushed opened the door and looked up, finding an intense gaze on her.
Mica held her stare, wanting to sink into her, to wallow in her scent. Mica looked like comfort that could make a woman forget the ache and assuage the need inside of her for a little while.
“And you’d talk me down?” Kamari asked breathlessly.
“Yeah.” Her voice was a low intimate stroke over Kamari’s nerves that made her wet.
A passing car splashed Mica with light and her eyes reflected red, drawing a gasp from Kamari. A shadow coyote was the last animal she needed to tangle with. They were dangerous on their own, but difficult to stop when in a pack.
“Right.” Kamari tore her gaze away and stepped inside. The door opened into the main living area of the house which was a medium size room that she hated. But it wasn’t her home.
Still, on the plus side, the furniture had all come with the house, but she’d added a few slipcovers to the barely used loveseat and two chairs.
“Offer me a drink while I put my number into your phone, Kamari,” Mica suggested.
Kamari looked at her and then reached into her purse to remove the phone she’d bought after leaving Hartsland.
It was a go-phone, no contract, and though it had cost more than she wanted to pay, the phone gave her the convenience and amenities of a smartphone. On the other hand, the SD card she’d put in it held nothing.
“Would you like a beer?” Kamari asked. “Or I have gin and wine.”
“A beer will do.”
Kamari handed over her phone and went to retrieve the beer. When she stepped back into the room, Mica was studying the one picture on the otherwise white walls. It was of the beautiful rolling green lawns on which Kamari and her sister stood with the beautiful horse they’d loved to ride.
That was the only picture of her home, the only memory, she’d chanced revealing to the public.
“The girl has your eyes,” Mica said. “Who is the other one?”
“My sister.”
“Where is she?”
“Why?” Kamari asked as anger cut a path through her. Arleigh had been the smart one, and she’d been the one gifted with the genes that made her exactly what Arleigh didn’t want to be—different.
Mica took a pull of her beer. “I’m from Oklahoma,” Mica said. “My parents had a ranch there.”
“Really? What brought you here?”
“The family was attacked and killed by roaming killers,” Mica said in a hard tone. “My aunt and uncle took me in here. My father’s family.”
“Your mother’s family were from Oklahoma?
“Yep. They were Indians,” Mica told her. “How about yours?”
“My father was Chinese. My mother was black and South American Indian. They met when my mother was traveling in Hong Kong. She was a fashion designer.” Kamari grinned as she recalled how talented her mother had been. “My parents were killed, too, slaughtered in front of me.” She’d fought beside her father who’d sent her inside when it became clear they were too badly outnumbered to survive.
Her mother had been fighting inside and told her to hide. Kamari took down one hyena before doing just that. Wounded and in pain, she’d hidden beneath the bed in her bedroom. The stench of blood, hyenas, and death had nearly choked her.
“I’m sorry,” Mica said. “The murderers?”
She shook her head and the images of her mother being torn apart by three hyenas replayed in her mind.
Kamari had expected to die from her injuries, but she’d merely lain under that bed on the cool wood floor for almost twelve hours and her body had healed itself as per the mysterious abilities of the shadow walker.
“They were never caught.” Her sister had lived in fear for years that one of the hyenas would see her and remember her.
Kamari had suffered nightmares for years and dealt with being not only an outsider, but a freak in a new school and new environment.
“Did you have any other family?”
“Just my sister,” Kamari replied.
“She was old enough to care for you?”
Kamari smiled. “Arleigh was barely out of college and had gotten the job of her dreams at a software company. Still, she came for me when I called.”
“Where is she now?”
There was interest in Mica’s tone and Kamari sneaked a peek at her profile finding a hard jaw, and gray eyes that were too astute.
“Dead,” Kamari said softly and rage clenched her fingers into a tight fist as she fought back the tears.
“Did the police do anything?”
“The sheriff told me they had no leads, and no real hope of finding her murderer.” Kamari sighed. “They told me she was killed while jogging in the park. It was a small town, but I didn’t feel safe anymore.” She hadn’t been able to stay for fear she’d rip the sheriff to shreds because she’d felt he’d been holding something back.
“Then, you did the right thing,” Mica said. “What town?”
She flattened her lips. The person who’d killed her sister could be one of Jerry’s killer club members or even Jerry himself. So, she had to take a chance that Mica and her friends would be looking into this. Through them, she might be able to finally get justice for her sister.
“Hartsland,” she said.
“There’s no statute of limitations on murder, and a witness might yet come forward.” Suspicion flashed in Mica’s gaze, but it quickly vanished.
“Maybe. Do you ever think of getting vengeance for your family’s deaths?”
Mica shook her head. “Not anymore. Have lunch with me tomorrow?”
“Sure,” Kamari said. She probably wanted to grill her a little more about tonight at the club, but that was okay. If Isa’s murder didn’t lead to her Jerry, then maybe Mica would help her catch him if she helped her with this.
Mica took another pull from her beer. “Walk me out.”
Kamari nodded and followed Mica to the door checking her out from the line of her graceful neck to her tight, small ass and long legs.
She was perfect visually, and she was obviously a shifter if Mica’s scent was anything to go by. Maybe Mica wouldn’t be afraid of her.
At the door, Mica faced her. Those winter gray eyes held a hint of softness and Mica reached out to caress her cheek before curling fingers around Kamari’s chin and lifting it. She bent to her and brushed her lips lightly.
The contact was sweet and sent electricity zinging through her. Kamari rested her hand on Mica’s waist and leaned into her.
The kiss was so sweet and soft it made Kamari ache for more, but she drew back, breath shallow. The urge to draw blood, to wound, reared up in her as the animal growled low in her chest.
The mist wolf wasn’t safe with a lover it didn’t trust or have some kind of emotional connection to. The animal always killed its lover whether in heat or not as if seeing the lover as a threat.
“Goodnight, Kamari,” Mica murmured.
“Goodnight.”
Mica turned away, opening the door and stepping out into the night, leaving Kamari with a heart beating hard and her head swimming.
Her wolf wanted to howl at the moon, and she knew Mica might be special. But Kamari couldn’t lose sight of reality. This was the first real lead she’d had concerning her sister’s murder, and catching her killer was more important than a fine woman.



Chapter Six
 

Kamari closed the door and leaned against it with a sigh. With half an ear, she listened for Mica’s SUV and headed to her bedroom when she heard the engine.
Kamari put her purse on the chair, glad the place had come furnished. She’d only had to buy some sheets and other essentials to get settled in.
She removed the items from Isa’s purse and unfolded the note to read it.
Isa,
I miss you. Meet me at the club tonight. We really need to talk. I don’t want things to end like this.
M
Kamari frowned and re-read the note before tossing it aside and retrieving the tie from her purse where she’d put it before the interrogation.
Kamari didn’t know what to make of it, but she didn’t think Mallory had been in that room tonight despite the hint of her scent. Isa wasn’t really her type, even if she was fling material.
Kamari went through the pictures before taking out the phone she’d bought to use here. Then, she input a call to a friend and ex in the FBI.
“Randy.”
“Hey, Randy,” she said as she sat down on the edge of the chair. The hacker was one of the communications and computer tech specialist she’d met after joining the bureau.
The silence was tense and then, “Kamari.”
“How’ve you been?” Kamari asked.
“The bigger question is why did you quit without even telling me?”
She sighed. “I had to. Anyway, I did leave you a message.”
“A phone call would have been nice.” The words were filled with concern rather than anger.
Kamari closed her eyes not wanting to relive the moment she realized their relationship wasn’t going anywhere. It was in the middle of sex when her claws emerged and her animal surged to the fore with every intention of killing Randy.
Working with Randy had been easy despite the fact Randy hadn’t waited long to start seeing someone else.
“My sister’s murderer is still walking around free. I can’t allow that. So, I need your help.”
“What do you need?” Randy asked.
“I have some pictures, and I need whatever you can give me on them. I also need a list of men named Jerry who live in Snow Fur.”
“Jerry is a common name, honey,” Randy said. “But I’ll see what I can find. Shoot me the pictures, and I’ll get back to you. Be careful. McGill did warn the team to keep an eye out for any private investigation you might be running. He also told me to flag any application you might submit to get a PI’s license.”
Kamari sighed. “He can’t stop me from doing this. Even if you refuse to help me and tell him about my request, nothing will change.”
“I know,” Randy told her. “So, I’m not going to tell him. Are you sure your sister wasn’t into anything? I mean, maybe what got her killed—”
“My sister was killed along with another woman. That was raped.” At least that’s what the very thin file and video footage left in her car had indicated. And Isa had confirmed it to a degree. “I’m getting answers, Randy.”
“I’ll let you know when I have something,” Randy said. “Take care, girl.”
“You, too.”
****
A rap on the window of Mica’s SUV turned her head left and Sydney’s face filled her vision. With a sigh, Mica released the lock and Sydney climbed in.
“Why are you watching the bartender-waitress?” she demanded.
“I’m just keeping an eye on her to make sure no one comes around looking to find out what she saw,” Mica answered.
“Why?”
“She saw someone, Syd,” Mica admitted. “She couldn’t ID them. Kamari did say she couldn’t be sure of the sex, but she thought it might be a man.”
“A man?” Sydney asked skeptically.
“Yes. Why was she up there? Where was Ella? She handles those rooms.”
“I don’t know, but I’m sure Mallory and Sam are going to find out come morning.”
“You’re hiding something from me.” Sydney’s stare was assessing, but Mica didn’t shrink beneath it.
“Nothing to hide,” Mica told her. “Why aren’t you out at the den?”
“I wanted to talk to you. I sent Cam home with Sam.”
She nodded. “Well, I don’t need any help here, so you can go rub Cam’s feet or something,” Mica said.
“I will later, but first I want to know why you’re being so closemouthed,” Sydney commanded.
“I bet, but there’s nothing to tell, Syd,” Mica said tiredly. “Beat it. Anyway, if the killer is smart, he or she will keep their distance from us and the club.”
“Yeah. It just seems damned strange that someone turns up dead right after Jericho makes his threat.”
“Agreed, but there’s no proof he has anything to do with it.”
“Let me know when that changes?”
“If it does,” Mica said. She wouldn’t hide everything from her old friend, just any Jericho involvement.



Chapter Seven
 

Kamari was out of her home early and on her way to the Mystic storage facility. She’d checked the phone book while she had her tea and found there was one located here in town. She’d have to bike, but didn’t mind despite the chill in the air.
Kamari checked the streets as she rode along keeping a steady pace to give herself some exercise. No one seemed to be following her, but she didn’t go straight to the facility just in case.
Kamari didn’t really have the time to waste since she had no idea what waited in the unit. Could be nothing more than a notebook or a DVD with nothing concrete leaving her with more questions than answers.
When Kamari arrived, she found the gate surrounding the place was already open. Kamari drove through into the deserted lot and peddled slowly until she located number fourteen.
She got off her bike and used the key to unlock the door. Stepping inside, lights came on automatically, illuminating the small square space. There was a box on the floor and Kamari crossed the room to it, glad she’d slung her backpack onto her back.
She lifted the lid and found two smaller boxes inside. She removed one of the boxes and lifted the lid to a medium-sized envelope. Kamari opened it for a peek inside. On top, was a stack of pictures, but beneath it was a cell phone.
The cell phone had a cute little pink and white case with artsy drawn flowers. With a frown, she turned it on wondering if there was any juice on it. As she waited for it to power up, Kamari went through the pictures. There were several of Isa and Mallory along with a note. There were also shots of an attractive woman with short hair talking to a man. In a few of them, the woman looked irritated.
Kamari checked the phone, learning it had a little juice. She went through it, not sure what she was looking for, but stumbled on video footage. She watched a simple conversation about an attack at Coyote Closet turn into an argument before devolving into a bloody murder.
She recognized only one of the people in the video and the haze of confusion drifted over her, causing her to wonder what in the hell kind of town this was.
Snow Fur seemed like a peaceful little place on first glance, but there was obviously a very dangerous underbelly.
The phone went dead before the video ended and Kamari set it aside and opened the other box curious as to what was going on. And how had Isa gotten mixed up in secrets and murder?
She found a small scrapbook with glossy eight by tens of scenery. Beneath each was jewelry in plastic along with a lock of hair. She frowned, confused, but near the end she found a picture of a park in Hartsland where her sister used to jog, where she’d been killed.
The memory locket she’d given Arleigh for her birthday last year was there with a smudge of red on the rose gold chain.
“Oh, my God,” Kamari murmured. She stroked her fingers over the locket next to which was a lock of thick curly black hair. Tears sprang to her eyes and her stomach knotted.
Only a serial killer would keep mementoes of his kills.
Arleigh’s death had hit her hard despite the fact they hadn’t been close in years. Kamari hadn’t lived in Hartsland on a regular basis in three years as she and her sister began to find equilibrium in their lives apart.
Arleigh had said she’d met someone six months ago, but there had been no sign that was true. Her murder had been a fluke, killed while jogging in the park one morning, and as hard as it had been for her to accept, Kamari had been trying to move forward.
But last night and now this—she didn’t know if she could let it go.
The sound of a car and then voices from outside, had Kamari quickly shoving the items into her backpack. Then, she put the boxes back into the larger one and hurried out of the room.
She closed and re-locked the door before covering her head with the hood of her sweater and getting on her bike and riding away.
****
“Another one of my people killed by them,” Jericho said coldly to Jenner, the chief of detectives as he studied him from behind the desk in his office. “How? And what did they have to say this time?”
“They weren’t exactly responsible, directly,” Jenner replied quietly. “Isa was killed by someone at the club, and it looks to have been by another customer.”
“That’s what they want you to think,” he snarled.
“Maybe, but there’s no need for them to kill any wolf especially since there’s an alliance in place and relations are brittle at best. What would that have accomplished?” Jenner demanded. “I’m looking at this as an acquaintance murder.”
“Why? I know you’re friendly with those coyotes, but this is just plain wrong—you taking their side against your own pack.”
Jenner sighed roughly. “I’m not doing that, and none of the evidence I have on Connie’s murder and activities prior to the hours of her death lead me to believe Sydney is her killer. Syd does have an alibi.”
“Connie’s family isn’t going to continue to wait while you sit on your hands.”
“They better stay out of the investigation,” Jenner snapped.
“A life for a life,” Jericho told him icily. “I’m even more convinced of that after hearing about Isa.”
Jenner glared at him. “It’s too soon to start putting a name to Isa’s killer. As it is, I’ve asked them to close the club for a few days so I can finish going over the scene.”
“It’s not enough,” Jericho snarled.
Jenner studied him, eyes snapping with irritation. He wasn’t an omega wolf to be ordered around, but he was a wolf who’d never challenge his alpha.
“Isa was seen with Mallory a few times at the Wolf Trap. There had to have been some evidence in that room where she was killed.”
Jenner wiped a hand through his hair. “Just don’t do anything that will taint these cases and make it impossible for me to get any conviction.”
“Don’t let me or the pack down, Jenner,” he said coldly.
A rap at the door had Jenner turning his gaze from him. “Come in,” he barked and the door opened.
“Jenner, thank goodness you’re in.” A lanky man burst in waving a sheet of paper. “You won’t believe this. I traced those cuff links I found under the bed to the jewelry store, and the clerk remembers who bought them.”
“Who?” Jenner demanded with a frown.
“She said there was only one pair like it sold six months ago and that was to Mallory Blacklaw.”
****
“Isa Mann’s car keys were missing from her purse,” Delany Austin told Mica. “Jenner’s already chewed my ass about it as if I stole them or something. And he wants the security footage.”
“I know,” Mica said. “I’ve got the copies all ready. Can you take them over? I’m going to pay our sort of witness a visit.”
“No problem,” she said. “He hinted that he thinks she took them and Isa’s phone if you or Samarra didn’t. He also mentioned wanting to get DNA from you, Mallory, Samarra and Sydney to compare to the blood samples he found.”
She hadn’t had time to go through the purse as she’d planned and neither had Sam. “Did he give you an inventory of the items?”
“He said he wasn’t doing any sharing on this case given what’s going on,” Delany said.
Mica looked up from the file on the computer she was reading. It had come in from a contact in the Arizona police department. “Of course not,” she muttered.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “I’ve been hearing rumors that Mallory had been hanging out with Isa so this isn’t going to be a case.”
“So, what if she was? I doubted she’d kill her,” Mica snapped in irritation.
“You don’t have to convince me,” Delany told her with a twist of her lips. “I support my alpha to end. Since that isn’t today, I’m going to Mystic to check something out.”
“What?” Mica asked with a frown.
“Isa’s sister told me Isa rented storage space at Mystic Storage.”
“We’ll meet up at Sam’s place here in town when you get back. Do you know where it is?” Mica asked.
“Text me the address. She does accounting work there, right?”
“Yeah. Be careful. I have no idea what the hell is up,” Mica said.
“I know, and I’m more worried about stepping on Jenner’s toes here. He tried to bust my ass for not having a PI’s license. Thank goodness I still do a little work now and then despite Syd closing her doors.”
Delany had a degree in criminal justice and had worked in the crime lab for the local police for four years. She’d gone to work for Syd for a year before Syd closed her private security business to work security for the pack.
“I know. We need to make sure all our Is are dotted and our Ts are crossed. There is just too much at stake,” Mica said quietly. “If Isa’s murder here wasn’t a setup, then the person who did it needs to be caught before they make the club their killing grounds.”
“I’m more worried about the reflection this will have on our pack than the club,” Delaney said. “Coyote Closet will bounce back, but a stain on our pack as murderers will be hard to overcome.”
Mica closed her computer’s lid with a slow nod of agreement.
“Later.” Delany headed for the door.
“Yeah.” Mica got to her feet, mulling over the information she’d gathered on Arleigh Sang from the Hartsland Gazette, the town’s tiny paper. What intrigued her the most about it was that two other women had been killed within the same very short time span along with a deputy.
She saw a conspiracy to cover up murder in a town where Jericho’s brother lived. That was way too coincidental for her and screamed at her to get a few answers from Amy’s family. But how was she going to do that without alerting Jericho?



Chapter Eight
 

Kamari put the finishing touches on the meal she was serving for lunch. Butterflies in her stomach as she thought of the gold of Mica’s eyes. She liked it better than the gray.
It was the animal, the coyote she liked. She wanted it to play with her, to want her as much as she wanted it.
Her heart beat faster, she growled, the fire of hormones rushing through her, filling her system with the chemical of animal attraction. The kind that formed bonds and made mates, but Kamari shoved the wolf’s suggestion aside.
She wasn’t here for a mate. She was just trying to live again, she thought as her mind drifted to the information she’d retrieved from Isa’s storage locker. The scrapbook only produced more questions about Jerry’s identity than answers.
Kamari had begun a search for the places hoping to find something connected with them, and she’d found twelves murders had occurred, one in each place. Kamari was even more intrigued, but had decided not to contact her old boss at the FBI, not yet.
The pictures of Isa and Mallory puzzled her a little, along with the note she’d found. It was clear the shots hadn’t been taken by Isa, but she suspected Isa had written the note since it mentioned Amy, Isa’s best friend and Isa’s developing feelings for her.
Still, there was no reason for Mallory to have done anything other than walk away. Mallory didn’t even strike her as the type to get deeply involved with anyone.
Kamari finished up the meal and set the table which was a small dining set for four placed against the wall in the spacious kitchen. She went to change into the simple dress she’d selected and was checking her hair when a rap sounded on the door.
Kamari grabbed the datebook and pushed it under the edge of the dresser along with the tablet computer she’d inserted the SD card into, then headed for the door.
A second rap was an impatient sound that had her rolling her eyes as she glided to the door over the thick carpet.
“Some people are so impatient,” she muttered. A look out the peephole, and Kamari was pulling the door open to Mica who held a box in one hand and flowers in the other.
Kamari frowned, suspicion snaking through her.
Mica was just trying to soften her up. That was too bad, but nothing said this couldn’t still be a hot distraction while they both got what they wanted.
“Hi.”
“Hi, Kamari,” she said and held out the flowers.
“Thank you, Mica.” Kamari took the blooms before giving them a sniff. “They’re beautiful, colorful.” She smiled and stepped back as her gaze slid slowly down Mica’s button-down navy blouse tucked into black pants and belted with a black leather belt.
Mica looked perfect and not a hair out of place. Even her loafers shone.
“Come in.” Kamari motioned her inside.
“Did you sleep any?”
“I did. Anything new come up? I mean I assume you’ve talked to the police. Jenner seemed irritated and determined.”
“I imagine he is,” Mica drawled. “Isa lived in his community.”
“I see.” Code for pack, she well knew from when she lived in Arizona. Kamari led the way to the kitchen. “Nothing new?”
“Isa’s keys were missing from her purse and you were alone in the room after she died,” Mica said.
“Why would I take them? I didn’t kill her, Mica.” She laid the flowers on the counter in the kitchen and went to check beneath the sink for a vase.
“That’s what I asked myself,” Mica said. “Then Miranda told us the phone went dead during your conversation with Isa and I wondered what she might have said to you. Who killed her maybe?”
She arranged the flowers in the vase and then took them to the table. “Lunch is ready. Shall I serve?”
“We need to talk about last night,” Mica said. “I think you held things back.”
“You can wash up, and then we’ll eat.” Kamari joined Mica at the sink and washed up and Kamari grabbed a dishcloth for them to dry their hands.
Mica moved to the table, but didn’t sit, while Kamari placed two serving platters on the table. When she was done, Mica pulled out her chair for her.
The warmth of Mica reached out to Kamari, bringing with it that sandalwood and vanilla of Mica’s skin that excited her wolf, drew it like a moth to a flame no matter how hard Kamari tried to ignore it. Not that she tried that hard.
The allure of Mica wasn’t just sexual, and it left Kamari both wary and exhilarated.
She looked over her shoulder, catching sight of Mica’s profile. The intensity in her gray eyes was bright and took her breath away.
“First flowers, now this.” Her voice came out a little husky, yet her tone held a slight accusation.
“Problem with my manners?” Mica asked coolly.
The frost in her tone was annoying, but didn’t stop the wolf from wanting to rub up against her.
“Not at all. I was just saying.” Kamari sat down to keep her animal from acting on instinct.
Mica pushed her up to the table and bent, mouth close to her ear, warm breath a caress that made her heart race. “Why so skittish? I don’t bite, not on the first date anyway.”
Kamari laughed and looked up at her, but her wolf growled. She liked biting. “Maybe there’s something about you that’s quintessentially wild like a coyote.”
Mica cocked her brows as she slipped into the chair across from her, which gave Mica a view of the entire kitchen including the patio door. “Scared?”
“Not hardly,” Kamari murmured despite the clear challenge in Mica’s gaze. No, she wasn’t scared of this coyote. Her wolf was chomping at the bit to play with her.
“Good. I’d hate to think you were a coward beneath all that bravado you were throwing around last night or was that just defensive bullshit?”
Kamari grunted and reached for her cloth napkin and Mica did the same, tucking it into the collar of her blouse. Kamari bit back a smile and began piling food onto her plate.
“Should I be anything but defensive?”
“You tell me,” Mica invited. “Did the woman or man you were with take you through the wringer or are you just naturally distrustful?”
Kamari poured them each a glass of tea and then took a sip of hers as she considered the question. She wasn’t a normal wolf. Her ancestors were descended from Mayans, shadow walkers—wolves. They had been vicious and deadly creatures that had evolved from werewolves who could only turn during a full moon into true shifters.
Her animal nature made her far more dangerous because unlike normal shifters. The shadow walkers had three breed types. Though one was a hunter of humans, the other was what was a serial killing sexual cannibal.
“Are you?”
Kamari smiled. “I guess after losing my family, I never trusted easily.” Not humans and certainly not anything other than wolf. But after hearing what Isa’s pack must be like, she might have to rethink that, too.
“When was the last time you were in a relationship?” Mica asked lifting her fork to her mouth.
“It’s been a while.” After Randy, she’d stuck to her job. It didn’t keep her warm on cold Washington nights, but that’s what electric blankets, romance novels, and heaters were for. “And you?”
“Same.”
“I imagine it’s hard for you working in a club where women probably throw themselves at you. Your girlfriend wouldn’t be able to trust that you didn’t take some dancer up on her offer.”
Mica’s lips pulled into a shrug. “Is that a job hazard for you? Throwing yourself at bouncers?”
“Not even,” Kamari said. Not even when she was stripping to put herself through college, but this bouncer called to her on a primal level that she couldn’t ignore.
“Your entire family is supposed to be dead,” Mica said. “I did check out your story.”
“I knew you would. Arleigh was afraid the killers would come back and finish off the job if they knew a witness had survived. So, I just walked away and never talked about my past.”
“Your family farm was burned to the ground.”
“And the land sold,” Kamari said bitterly.
She’d lost her pack, her family, and her sense of safety. Most of all, she’d lost a part of who she was and her freedom to be animal without recrimination.
“The sheriff knew I was alive. He came out with my sister to get me.”
Mica took another bite of her meal. “The club is for lesbians and though we’re open to transgender women, none ever play at the club. So, did you notice anything else?”
“I didn’t see his face full on,” she said. “But the body type and build—he wore shades, and he barely looked at me, though I did see a speck of red on his shirt. The room smelled like cleaning supplies, too, and Mallory.”
“Jenner said the same thing,” Mica commented carefully. “What did Isa tell you?”
“I told you everything except that Isa said she went to Hartsland because she wanted proof that Jerry was not the good guy he pretended to be.” Kamari told Mica what Isa had said about the killer club meeting and the two other men.
“Damn it,” Mica cursed low and hard. “Why didn’t you say anything last night? I could have gone down there or sent someone to check this out. I was planning on talking to Amy today to find out if Isa had told her anything.”
Kamari dug into her own meal. “You did dismiss me before I was done.”
Mica gave her a patient look. “You had my attention when I brought you home last night.”
“And you had plenty of time to bring it up, but I suspect you were just trying to romance me into the right frame of mind.”
“I wouldn’t have bothered,” Mica told her coldly, gray eyes darkening. “I’d have just beat it out of you.”
“You could have tried,” she retorted and the animal snarled inside her. She wasn’t a dark shadow, but the other dangerous type was called a mist walker.
What made the mists so dangerous was they never gave off a scent in hunting mode and could blur their bodies enough to appear invisible or misty. They were manipulators of mental energy who could destroy the mind or the body with a single thought.
“Sweetheart, you couldn’t handle me even if I gave you the advantage, but I’m here because I think you’re cute, not to trick you into telling me anything.”
The words hit Kamari like a ton of bricks. “Liar. You always look right through me.”
“I told you why last night,” Mica replied.
“So, if we go out, you’ll just keep ignoring me at work?”
“Not hardly,” she drawled and reached for her tea. “Not that I ever have. How can anyone not watch when you’re serving drinks or flirting at the bar?”
“I’m not sure what to do with that,” Kamari said with a frown. “But I think Amy’s dead.”
“Based on what?” Mica asked, eyes narrowing slightly.
“I read the Hartsland Gazette this morning and went back two weeks, that’s when Isa said they went there. There was a mention of a Jane Doe being found.”
“I’ll check it out.”
“I think Amy and Isa saw something that made them both targets.”
Mica set her fork down, tension coming into her face, her jaw clenching. “Isa told you what she saw, why someone killed her? What did the killer club do?”
“They raped and killed someone.”



Chapter Nine
 

The muscle in Mica’s jaw worked and Kamari snorted, not too concerned about Mica’s obvious anger.
She’d come here to escape, to rebuild her life and been thrown head first into a murder that could lead back to her sister’s killer. She was upset, unprepared, and unsure exactly how much to tell, but she had to take some chances.
“So, you took her keys because she told you where to find the proof?” Mica demanded.
Kamari sighed. “Mica, the day I left town, I found something in my car.”
Mica frowned. “What does that have to do with Isa’s murder?” Her gray gaze was watchful.
“When I got home, a cop came to tell me my sister was dead. He said she was found in a park, but I found pictures of my sister’s body. She’d been killed in a house, tortured BDSM style and raped. Her face and body looked like Isa’s.”
“And you think one of Isa’s killer club members killed your sister and Isa might have known something about that, too?”
“She said she’d seen pictures of my sister.” Kamari swallowed tightly. “I need to know if it’s true, so I want to help.”
“And if the murders aren’t connected?”
“Then I’m going to do as I was doing—get on with my life because the chances of me finding this killer are nil. I could spend the rest of my life looking for him, and never live again. Arleigh wouldn’t want that. She’d probably tell me to forget about it just to protect me if she were able to.”
Mica nodded, resolution in her gray gaze. “I’ll let you be involved to a certain extent,” she said. “But you have to be honest with me.”
“Then you have a deal and to show my good faith, I’ll show you what I found, but there’s one other thing, Mica.”
“But?” she asked tightly.
“Isa said he was killing two birds with one stone by killing her. Not only that, I found something of Mallory’s in her room.”
“Shit,” she muttered. “What was it?”
“One of the ties I’ve seen her wear with the M tie pin.”
“Where is it?”
“I have it someplace safe along with the footage of a murder someone took. I don’t know what’s so important about the video or the murder, but the date stamp is about three weeks ago, and Candy was there.”
“Give it—and everything else you found—to me.”
“How can I be sure my sister won’t get lost in this?” she asked. “If it is the same killer? I mean, I think this Jerry is trying to set Mallory up for Isa’s murder.”
Mica growled, anger darkening her eyes. “How can I prove that if you’re wasting time?”
“I’ll give you the footage and that’s it for now,” Kamari told her testily.
“Trust is the only way we’re going to get these murders solved, babe, so don’t hold back on me. I can be a very patient coyote, but that patience will only go so far.”
“Trust is a commodity that I can’t afford to be careless with,” Kamari replied. Her own life could be on the line. “The guy who killed Isa looked right at me. He might think I’m a threat.”
Mica didn’t reply as she got to her feet, a little growl coming from her throat. “I’ll protect you.”
“I can protect myself,” Kamari snapped. Rising, she grabbed both plates and took them into the kitchen where she dumped them into the sink.
When she turned, Mica was right behind her. Her eyes held that intensity that had left her on edge last night.
Mica closed that distance and Kamari stepped back, sensing the wild animal energy of her. Her breathing grew shallow as her back came up against the counter.
“What?” Kamari demanded. “You’re going to try to intimidate me into giving you everything?”
“You know how hot you are, don’t you? That’s why you’re always shaking your ass for the patrons. I watch, wanting you to dance for me.”
Her eyes widened. “W-what?”
Mica leaned closer and nuzzled her and then bit her lightly. “This has nothing to do with the murders and everything to do with what I’ve wanted since the first night I saw you behind the bar.”
“How can I believe that?”
“You can say yes to me,” Mica murmured. “But understand, I’m not promising a future, just a fling.”
Kamari wasn’t really looking for anything lasting. She had resigned herself years ago that she’d never mate. She would never risk someone’s life at the hands of her animal. If her mate rejected her claim, Kamari would kill her during sex and eat her.
“I don’t have a problem with that,” Kamari answered.
“Good.” Mica kissed her, but it wasn’t like last night. This kiss was hard, demanding and oh so hot.
Mica’s tongue tangled with hers, thrust into her mouth, drawing a moan from Kamari. Mica pushed her fingers into the hair Kamari had taken her time to curl and deepened the kiss as Kamari wrapped an arm around Mica’s waist.
She savored the kiss, the heat of Mica’s body as she pressed closer and craved more. Kamari glided her hands up Mica’s back before tugging her shirt from the waistband of her pants and darting beneath.
Kamari stroked her warm skin, scratched her with sharp nails as she strained closer. Mica yipped her approval and her wolf growled inside her.
“Mica,” she said roughly.
Mica kissed the side of her neck, lips trailing a path to Kamari’s jaw where Mica bit her lightly.
Kamari tilted her head to one side, giving her better access to her throat. Coyotes were known to be vicious, but she wasn’t afraid of having this one so close to her jugular. In fact, Kamari’s wolf reveled in the element of danger, yet sensed none.
Warm tongue licked along the column as deft hands pushed beneath the hem of Kamari’s dress to cup her ass.
“I want you, Kamari,” she murmured and then bit her.
Kamari gasped, but it was only pleasure that snaked through her.
“Now’s the time to end this if you’re saying no,” she ordered.
“I’m not,” Kamari told her. The wolf hungered to be taken by the coyote staring out from the woman’s eyes. “I’m clean.”
“Me too.”
They might be animals, and rarely got human diseases, but it wasn’t unheard of. Sometimes chlamydia and herpes sneaked past their immune systems.
“Do you have problems with a strap on?”
“No,” Kamari said keeping her tone light to hide her delight. “I think it’s kind of hot.”
“Like you.” Mica swept her hands up Kamari’s back and found the zipper of Kamari’s dress and dragged it down. Then she peeled the bodice back to reveal a lacy, white satin bra. She cupped Kamari’s breasts, kneading them and then pinching the already taut tips.
Kamari gasped roughly as the bite of pain rippled through her causing her pussy to moisten.
Mica deftly unhooked the three eyehooks and parted the fabric. Her eyes went pure gold and a low growl escaped her.
“Perfect,” she whispered and ran her hands reverently over the smooth brown skin, flicking the nipples with her thumbs before pinching them again and then lowering her head to lick one.
Kamari sighed and pushed her hand into Mica’s short thick hair, the strands silky as they slipped through her fingers.
Mica swirled her tongue around the areola before sucking the hard, chocolate tip.
Kamari hissed as pleasure shot through her, hot and visceral going straight to her clit. She tightened her fingers in Mica’s hair as Mica laved at the sensitive flesh before biting down on the tip.
The pinch of pain sliced through Kamari, and she growled softly as delectation poured through her. Her juices flowed thick and easy from her and her breath came in jerky pants.
“Mica,” she said pleadingly. She needed more, ached for it.
Mica turned her attention to the other nipple and thumped it, and then she slapped the fleshy curve of one breast and then the other before giving each nipple a hard pinch, drawing a cry from Kamari.
The pain was a sensual delight that made her clit pulse and her womb clench.
Mica drew her tongue around the firm bud and teased it with a little flick before drawing the peak into her hot mouth. She took a hard pull on it and Kamari moaned softly.
The pressure was a delicious sensation that made her juices ease from her to dampen her panties. Kamari pushed her chest out, seeking more pleasure as her blood began to boil in her veins, heating her skin from the inside out.
“Mica,” she cried thickly.
Mica lifted her head and turned Kamari to face the counter. She kissed the back of her neck as she caressed her sides, hands slipping beneath the skirt of her dress to glide over Kamari’s thighs.
“I can smell how wet you are, Kamari,” Mica whispered in her ear. She trailed a finger down the seam of Kamari’s ass and Kamari shivered in anticipation.
Sharp teeth nipped at her nape and she moaned, savoring the sting that only another shifter could give.
Mica withdrew her hand and lifted the dress and ran her hand over the curve of Kamari’s ass before giving the firm globe a squeeze and then a light slap.
Kamari loved a hard hand on her ass. It made her wet and high, but she didn’t expect Mica to give her that dark sensual treat.
Mica pushed her panties down and caressed her butt.
“Such soft skin,” Mica murmured. “Soft and deserving of a little blush.” Then, a hand landed on her ass, but still too light to be more than a blip on her sexual radar.
But the second was a sting that drew a gasp of delight from Kamari as it slithered over her nerve endings. The third landed soundly on her other cheek, ripping a cry of surprise from Kamari.
“I like that,” Kamari said breathlessly. The animal liked it even more.
“What do you like about it?” Mica asked.
“The burn,” she admitted.
Mica hit her harder and Kamari moaned. One tap on each cheek, and then harder taps that made her ass burn. The blow seared her deep inside, branded her with pleasure.
Then, Mica’s lips whispered along her nape and sharp teeth scraped, making Kamari cream. Her breath rushed, her animal all but purred from the hint of pain. Kamari could barely breathe for the bliss taking her.
Mica dropped another tap on her ass, playing a staccato beat, leaving Kamari’s heart pounding. Her skin was ablaze as her clit pulsed and her juices ran down her thighs.
“Fuck!” Kamari soaked in the pain and wanted more. “Mica, you’re driving me insane. I want you so bad.”
The barely-perceptible whisper of a zipper sliding down its track penetrated the fog of her brain and then the soft head of a dildo teased the entrance of her pussy.
“You want me now?”
“Please! Now!” Kamari cried huskily.
Mica pushed the head of her cock into Kamari’s heated channel, and Kamari gasped. The girth was more than she expected as it parted the tightness of her and licked over sensitive nerve endings.
Mica’s lips brushed the damp skin of her nape as she gripped Kamari’s hip tight. She slid deeper into the slick heat, taking her so slowly Kamari felt the veins of Mica’s cock caressing the walls of her pussy.
Kamari hissed, the entrance delicious. “Oh, fuck.” She clenched her fingers on the counter and her toes curled in her shoes as Mica seated herself fully in the tight clasp.
Kamari shivered, clenching around the thickness. “Damn, that’s incredible. Is it cyberskin? It’s so perfect.”
Mica chuckled. “I see you know your toys,” she murmured in that sexy voice that melted Kamari every time Mica spoke. Mica pulled out to push back in.
Kamari sighed roughly as pleasure shot through her, feeding the fire already burning. She reached back to draw her fingers along Mica’s jaw. “Baby, I love a woman who knows how to use a dick.”
Mica bit her neck and thrust into her again. Her strokes were deep, easy, yet addicting.
Kamari thrust her hips back as Mica’s thrusts grew faster. Her head fell back onto Mica’s shoulder, the heat of passion blazing bright inside her, her body burning out of control.
Mica slid her hands to Kamari’s stomach and stroked before gliding her hands up to cup her breasts as she drove into her hard and deep. Her breath caught and Mica pinched her nipples, sending bliss arcing through her.
Kamari mewled, a rush of energy ranging through her as the hormones of mating burst awake. The silver energy glowed on her fingertips as her nails became claws and Kamari scratched Mica’s nape, as woman and wolf drowned in sensation.
Mica yipped, the animal’s response akin to a groan as she plunged into Kamari hard and fast. A hard tap to her clit and Kamari was flying, crying out Mica’s name as release rushed over her in a white-hot fury of pleasure.
Mica’s cry of ecstasy followed, vibrating through Kamari and setting off another orgasm that stole her breath.



Chapter Ten
Mica closed her eyes, leaning her forehead against the back of Kamari’s head, breathing harsh. She couldn’t believe she’d lost control like that.
She’d growled in anger.
And she’d bitten Kamari more than once.
She never bit her lovers, and she only growled when the pleasure was so intense it made her shudder. However, that rarely happened and today it shocked her that it did.
She blamed the enticing scent of the woman who wasn’t human but wasn’t coyote either. Mica wondered what she was. Wolf?
Kamari’s scent beckoned to her like no other human or canine’s, yet she almost didn’t scent her at all sometimes.
“Mmm. That was so incredible, Mica,” Kamari said softly and Mica pulled free of her, not sure what to expect.
Kamari faced her with eyes still dark with fading passion though they held a silver slash near the irises. While the silver gave her pause, it was the bite marks marring the side of Kamari’s neck that Mica focused on.
Shit!
“I didn’t expect you to be so interesting,” Kamari said and put her hand on Mica’s hip.
“You’re okay with BDSM?”
She laughed and Mica loved the light dancing in her eyes. It made her even more lovely.
“Let’s just say S&M is one of my guilty pleasures.”
Mica leaned closer to her. Most of her lovers got it, but some of them just couldn’t abide her penchant for the darker edges of sex. She kissed Kamari hard and nipped her bottom lip before looking into her eyes. They were growing heavy-lidded with arousal with the silver slashes becoming flecks.
“I’m the top, Kamari, don’t forget that ever,” Mica murmured. “Never try to top me, or I’ll punish you with five to eight lashes depending on the time, method, and place of your transgression.”
“Control freak,” she said and rolled her eyes.
“I’m serious,” Mica said in a steely tone. “Don’t push that. It’s a hard limit unless I tell you otherwise.”
“Mica, I don’t live BDSM. I just play,” she said lightly. “Now, let’s clean up unless you’re thinking of tumbling me into bed first.” Kamari gave her a smile.
Mica’s animal growled, urging her to bring the girl to heel immediately, but the human half of her shoved the command aside. “I—”
“I know, Mica. You’re working me not getting into me,” Kamari said with a shake of her head. “I was just teasing.”
Mica grimaced. The animal sensed the hurt behind the words though her tone never changed and it growled at Mica, not pleased with her.
“Shut up,” she muttered and trailed after Kamari, following her to her bedroom.
Kamari wasn’t her mate. She was just highly appealing and Mica had nothing against taking her to bed.
Mica found Kamari in the bathroom, water running in the sink, her expression bland as if she was trying not to allow this to get to her, but her body was a tight line of tension from shoulders to back.
“It’s not that I don’t want you again, Kamari,” she said. Normally, she wouldn’t bother to explain because she wouldn’t see the woman more than a few more times anyway. So, it wouldn’t matter what she thought as long as she understood this would never go anywhere.
Kamari gave her an annoyed look and went back to cleaning herself up.
“It’s not a big deal. I knew what this was before you pulled my panties down. I can’t be pissed because you got me off so good I want a repeat performance.”
Mica’s gaze drifted to her back wondering about the tattoo Kamari had sported last night. Through the open dress, Mica saw a crescent moon with claws on either side where a simple paw had been last night. The claws bled into a tattoo of symbols that just hugged the edge of her right shoulder and ran to mid back on the left side.
The marks weren’t like any tribal tattoo she’d ever seen. It was discolored—hyperpigmentation—yet exactly like the markings of a shadow kiss, a shadow coyote’s mate. She was the one woman who could bear pure-bred children for a coyote female.
“What’s this?” Mica asked and went to touch the mark, breath held.
“Birthmark.” She shrugged and tossed the towel into the sink. “It’s unusual, but so is my family.”
“In what way?” Mica demanded. “What kind of shifter are you?”
Kamari gave her an annoyed look in the mirror. “Why? Are you afraid I’m going to try to force you into a relationship?” she asked bitterly. “Don’t worry. I’m not here to get a mate.”
Her stare was as icy as her tone and the coyote yipped-growled in offense, while the woman glared. Kamari’s lips lifted in a frosty hint of a smile before she stepped out of the bathroom.
“I think we should start with Isa’s family and friends unless you have a better plan.”
Mica’s fingers curled, itching to jerk her back. The wolf hated her insolence and demanded Mica take her to task for it, but she took a deep breath and exhaled slowly to regain control.
“You need to watch your tone, sweetheart,” Mica warned.
“I’m not your bitch,” Kamari told her. “I’m a plaything when we’re breathing hard, but when we’re talking business, I’m just another colleague.” Kamari tilted her chin up in challenge, her dark eyes filled with defiance that grated on her coyote’s sense of dominance.
In a heartbeat, Mica was in front of her, a hand in her hair, tugging her head to one side. “Little girl, I suggest you dial it down a notch before you get my belt on your perfect ass,” Mica said coldly.
Kamari’s brown eyes flashed with fury, and she shoved at her. Mica released her and jerked her belt from its loops and Kamari’s eyes flared wide.
“What are you—”
Mica growled and Kamari broke off mid-sentence as she backed away.
“Don’t even touch me,” Kamari said pointing at Mica. “I told you I don’t do Domme/sub shit out of bed.”
“That language isn’t really befitting you,” she said. “Is that a no to us?”
“I—damn you,” she muttered looking away, lips flattening.
“You can say no,” Mica murmured. “We can still work together, but today will never happen again.”
“Your way or no way.” Kamari met her gaze again.
“In this, yes.”
“I can’t,” Kamari said shaking her head. “In bed only.”
“I’m a Domme all the time, baby,” Mica retorted. “I’m not just a player.”
“I can’t be with you like that, Mica.”
Mica put her belt back on, not surprised. Kamari didn’t strike her as woman enough to take her on. She gave her a mocking smile. “I guess I had you pegged right. You’re just a little girl looking to get off and live dangerously once in a while. No harm. No foul.”
Kamari exhaled shakily. “You’re more of a coward than I am,” she said softly. “But I guess it’s clear that neither of us do commitment, and neither of us will push our hard limits.”
The coyote growled in answer as if being rejected by its mate, something it wouldn’t take well. Rather than give in to the animal’s demand that she make Kamari submit, Mica went back to the bathroom to clean up.
“I’ve already gotten to work,” Mica said coolly. “We might have to go to Hartsland at some point to finish this.”
“The person who killed my sister might be easier to catch once we have Jerry.”
“Any clues who that might be?” Mica asked and turned on the water. She had her own ideas, but she wasn’t about to share them with Kamari. None of them could have her tearing out to the wolf den and demanding answers.
“Not at the moment. Isa said something about pack.”
“So?” Mica cleaned up and tucked the dildo back into her pants before closing them up and washing her hands.
“I’ve done my research. There don’t appear to be anything other than coyote and wolves around here.”
Mica dried her hands on a hand towel hanging on a towel bar that looked untouched before exiting and finding Kamari seated on the bed.
“What are you?” Mica demanded.
Kamari lifted her brows and tossed a card in its plastic case to Mica. “Wolf. You can view that in your phone. It contains the footage of the murder.”
“What exactly did you find at the storage locker?” Mica asked, catching the card deftly.
“Pictures of Isa and Mallory along with something else.”
“Show me,” she ordered.
“No. I gave you all I’m going to for now,” Kamari told her coldly. “If this Jerry turns out to be untouchable for some reason along with whoever killed my sister, there won’t be anything you can do.”
“I said I’d help you,” Mica said tightly, but Kamari was shaking her head wearily.
“I know, but if the murders aren’t connected, what I do have might be all I’ll get, and I’ll turn that over to the FBI. They might be able to find something.”
Mica pulled her cell phone from her pants pocket and tapped in a number. “Jen—shut up and listen,” she snapped. “Where is Amy?”
Kamari got to her feet and leaned closer, but Mica didn’t put distance between them as she knew she should. Kamari could become a danger to her pack and her friends.
However, the woman made her heart race, and her coyote liked the feel of Kamari brushing against her.
“I don’t know,” he said coolly. “Isa was the only one who knew apparently.”
“According to who?” Mica demanded as Kamari rested a hand on her waist as she leaned against her. Mica’s coyote growled, the sound a low rumble in her mind.
“Her mother,” he retorted.
“Jen, I think Amy’s dead in Hartsland. You should check with the police.”
“Ryder Munro owns a company down there. He’d have told Georgie and Pat if their daughter were dead.”
“Damn it, Jenner,” she snarled.
“You’d do well to stop trying to incriminate someone else,” Jenner snapped. “Get your ass down here and give me that DNA sample. I’ve already got a warrant out for Mallory’s arrest—”
“What?” she exclaimed and Kamari grimaced.
“Yeah. I found evidence of her DNA in the room and on Isa. Get down here and if you hear from that waitress of yours, bring her, too.”
“I have a witness who’s going to prove we did nothing,” Mica growled.
“That waitress?” he asked mockingly. “Don’t worry I’ll be checking her out. I’m sure she’s a fugitive or a murder suspect just like Cambrie and Adalyn.”
“You’re so full of shit I can smell the stink of you from here.”
“Just get down here, or I’ll have you arrested,” he ordered and the line went dead.
“This is crazy.” Mica gritted the words out as she clenched the phone tight.
“I hope you’re not banking on me. I didn’t see enough, Mica,” Kamari told her.
“You’d know him by scent, wouldn’t you?”
“Your pack and his have issues?” Kamari asked. “Is Jerry part of his pack?”
“I don’t know,” Mica told her patiently.
Kamari turned for the closet. “Keep your secrets,” she said as she retrieved a pair of boots. “I just might get pretty talkative about finding Mallory’s tie there and the pictures of her along with a sweet little note—”
Mica moved quickly, rage cutting a swathe through her. She wouldn’t allow this little alpha wannabe to harm those she loved. Even if she had to kill her.



Chapter Eleven
 

Mica’s arm came around her neck from behind and Kamari growled, the wolf bracing for attack. Yet, her animal didn’t feel a driving desire to do anything more than submit.
“Don’t fuck with my pack or my friends, girl. I will put you in a grave no matter how good your pussy is.” Mica gave her a shove and Kamari rounded on her.
She threw a punch which Mica blocked. Holding her fist, Mica shoved Kamari back into the wall pinning her other arm firmly at her side. Kamari snarled and kicked her in her shin. Mica’s hold weakened and Kamari took advantage, jerking free.
Her normal instinct would have been to go for a fatal or near fatal wound. Instead, her wolf only went for blood.
She scraped her claws across Mica’s forearm as she bared her teeth at her.
“Don’t threaten me,” Kamari said icily. “We’ll both die if you come at me with death in your eyes.” The mist could take a shadow, and in the throes of killing rage, it could win thanks to its ability to become nothing more than mist and fight in that form.
Mica yipped at her, the sound a warning, eyes gold as the animal stared back at her. Mica put her hand on the wall next to Kamari’s head and leaned into her.
“I will fuck you up if you cross me, sweetheart.”
She backed off and Kamari held her gaze, the wolf wary, but not interested in attack.
“Anyway, we need proof before we can do anything,” Mica told her and glanced down her arm. She wiped away the blood. “Hurry up.” She stalked from the room.
Kamari exhaled shakily as she watched Mica retreat. Then, she sat on the bench at the end of the bed and pulled on her boots before retrieving her trusty little messenger bag. In it she tossed the scrapbook and pictures from the storage locker before grabbing her first aid kit along with her wallet and keys.
She found Mica out on her porch talking on the phone. Her body was tense as a dog preparing to strike.
“Get off my ass, Brynn,” she muttered. “I’m on my way down there now, but there is no way this will stick… No, I have no idea how we’re going to get her out of this, but we’ll talk later… The waitress? I don’t think she’s a plant. I have to go.” Mica ended the call and turned. “You shouldn’t eavesdrop. You might hear something about you, you don’t like.”
“Like how you want to go down on me?” she asked mockingly.
Mica snapped her teeth at her. “Let’s ride.”
“We should clean your arm at least.”
“Surface lacerations,” Mica said. “You scratch like a girl.”
“I am a girl, coyote,” Kamari said coldly. “Be a butch. See if I care if you get an infection.”
Mica grunted. “I’m sure you’ll cry a river.” She glanced down the street and Kamari locked up.
“Damn right I won’t.”
Mica led the way to her SUV, unlocked the door on the passenger side and jerked it open for her. Kamari climbed in and Mica slammed the door shut before crossing to get in on her own side.
As Mica started the engine and backed out, the silence wrapped around them like a heavy blanket. Kamari was surprised that it wasn’t stifling, merely a lack of sound.
When they arrived at the station which was downtown housed in an old brick building, the trees lining one side of the lot reminded Kamari of Hartsland and how small-town America was almost a subculture unto itself. Even in here, the pace and way of doing things wasn’t always rough and ready like in a big city.
The scenery was more serene in some cases, too.
Kamari followed Mica inside, the whir of conversation almost a dull roar as they made their way through the lobby with its polished wood floor and down a corridor to an elevator. They rode up to the third floor where the spacious office of the chief of detectives was located.
In the reception area, a uniformed officer manned a desk. She looked up at them, a hard glint in her brown eyes.
“Go right in,” she said with a jerk of her head. “Jenner’s expecting you.”
Mica gave her a cool stare, but headed for the office, opening the door, and motioning Kamari in ahead of her.
Jenner was seated behind his desk and graced them with a hard look. “I’m glad you didn’t make me hunt you down,” he said. “This won’t take long. Mica, you know where the lab is.”
“I’ll wait.”
“I think not,” he said icily. “Out unless you want an escort.”
Mica gave him a low growl that he returned before Mica shot Kamari a look of trepidation and then exited.
“Have a seat, Miss Sang.”
Kamari sat down holding his gaze, her wolf wanting to hurt him for being so cold to Mica. He was an attractive man with nice eyes and a muscular chest that his white shirt strained appealingly across.
“I need a more definitive description of the woman you saw in the hallway.”
“I don’t have one,” she said. “Anyway, it looked more like a man. The chest was flat, the hips narrower.”
“You’re pretty observant,” he commented, leaning back in his chair, studying her as if she were a spider caught in his web. “Did you see anything masculine in the room? Tie, gloves?”
“No.” She shook her head.
“Isa’s purse had been wiped clean of prints,” he said. “Did you do that?”
“Why?”
“Did you touch the purse to retrieve anything? Keys?”
“Why?” Kamari asked again.
“I’ve had my officers search her apartment, and you should know they found some correspondence between Isa and Mallory as well as some pictures. She broke it off with Mallory and Mallory had been calling her, trying to get her back.”
“Isa was attractive,” Kamari said. “I’d seen her a few times in the coffee shop, but I doubt if Mallory gave a damn the girl was done with her. She works in a strip club with sexy women, and she can have any one of them.”
He leaned forward. “Is she the one who’s marked you up?”
“I didn’t see Mallory with Isa at any time. Neither did I find her in the room. Isa was alone, dying, and she told me someone named Jerry had ordered the hit on her because of something she knew.”
“You’re lying to cover for Mallory.”
“Why?” She shrugged. “Miranda knows I was talking to her. She heard me until the phone died.”
He ran a hand over his hair, and Kamari knew he was irritated and confused by the look on his face.
“I want a sample of your DNA,” he said. “I will be checking you out. If I find out you’re colluding with those damned coyotes I’m going to lock your ass up with them.”
“Coyotes?”
He sneered at her. “You don’t smell human which means you likely aren’t,” Jenner told her. “Get out.”
He probably didn’t know what she smelled like since there weren’t any of the classic musky notes in her skin. A mist’s basic scent morphed like a lizard’s color depending on the situation.
Kamari stood, giving him a curious look. “I guess you know a Jerry or two, and you’re afraid neither is the man you think he is,” Kamari drawled. “Well, news flash, Isa said he wasn’t the man he pretended to be. Get his DNA, too, but he wasn’t the one who killed her so you’ll have to look deeper to get to him and his secrets before he gets to you.”



Chapter Twelve
 

“Calm down, Collier,” Jerry said patiently. “Nothing is going to go wrong. Just let things play out.”
“Oh, really? Amy told me she had proof of what happened that night, and she started talking about Kelly Kane and Annette Bettis. I think Isa knew something.”
“Dead women tell no tales,” Jerry said coldly. Isa had grown quite secretive in these last six weeks, and he suspected Amy had finally given her some proof to back up some of what Amy had been accusing him of.
“They do leave evidence in this information age,” Collier muttered. “There is too much at stake for all of us and Jenner just called Colder about Amy.”
“What? Why in the hell would he do that?”
“Isa!” Collier snarled. “What the hell were they doing down here that night? What did you say to Amy that finally pushed her too far?”
“Nothing,” he said. Amy was a little pissed. She seemed to believe he was the reason she couldn’t have Isa and he was.
He hadn’t wanted them together now especially after what had happened four months ago. One of the club members had gone hunting on his own and gotten caught. He was going to be convicted of rape and murder of an FBI agent.
None of them could allow him to go to trial.
“Are you sure she didn’t find something at Clive’s?” Collier asked. “She wasn’t holding it over you? I know he kept souvenirs, we all do, but you two had a bond.”
They hadn’t had a bond really, just a fondness for two of the same women. Jerry had his own memories of the times with those women, but he couldn’t be sure Amy hadn’t found something damning on him at Clive’s.
“She could have found something on us all,” Collier cut into his thoughts. “You need to check it out.”
“I’m on it,” he gritted.
“Amy sent a file that night, and it’s still out there,” Collier said. “She saw.”
“Trace the electronic trail,” Jerry ordered at the knock on his office door. “I’ve got to go. Get back to me with what you find.” He ended the call, glad he’d elected to hire a human secretary. She wouldn’t have heard a single word if that busy-body was even at her desk. “Come in.”
The door opened and Cadillac strode in clad in a cheap suit, but he didn’t pay the man for his suits. He was security and deceptively kind.
Jerry’s eyes narrowed as they swept over him. He didn’t see anything that looked like a box or an envelope in his hands and his stomach tightened in apprehension.
“Where is it?” Jerry demanded.
Cadillac came to a stop before his desk and reached into the back pocket of his brown uniform pants. He removed something and tossed it onto the desk.
“What is that?” Jerry demanded. “It’s too small to be a journal or anything else.” He jerked the folded sheet up and carefully unfolded it thinking there had to be a microchip or SD card.
Amy had been good with computers. She’d know how to hide information without it being found by the not too tech savvy like him.
Jerry,
Amy was right. I can no longer ignore the kind of man you are. I won’t allow you to continue to try to control my life. I think it’s time I shared the truth of what you really are with the pack.
Your killer boys club will be exposed, and you’ll all pay for the lives you’ve taken. Amy has more than enough proof to ensure you all get what you’ve dished out.
I have put some safeguards in place, in the last few days in case you get me. I know Amy must be dead by now, or she would have come home. Those texts you’ve been sending me to make me think she’s still alive is what made me certain I needed to remove all information and hide it someplace else. I think Mallory will find it eventually.
I’m sure she and Samarra will love watching you hang.
Goodbye.
“Shit,” he muttered and smashed his fist against his desk. Bitch was trying to reach out from the grave to fuck with him.
Jerry got to his feet wiping a hand over his mouth. He’d suspected Amy had known more than she’d let on. She’d been too smug. He’d planned to find out after he returned from Hartsland to make sure she didn’t interfere in his plans to take over the former Gray Tail den.
Now, he had to find the proof and his guess was that waitress might have it.
“This was all there was?” Jerry demanded as he shoved a hand into the pocket of his slacks.
“Yeah, but Amy’s sister said she’d been to Mystic Storage a few times recently with Amy. I’ll call Tucker and see if I can get access to her locker.”
“Do that,” Jerry told him tightly. He had to get that information before the waitress did or Mallory might not be the only one in a cell.
“I’ll take care of it on my lunch break,” he said. “I need to get on shift.”
“You do,” Jerry agreed, but he didn’t sit down when Cadillac exited. He was a little too tightly strung. The animal in him needed to run off some of this tension, but he couldn’t. He had a meeting in less than fifteen minutes with someone wanting a loan to build an addition to their home.
Jerry paced behind his desk as he repeated a calming mantra.
This was not over.



Chapter Thirteen
 

After giving up her DNA, Mica headed outside to wait for Kamari. On the stoop, she found Samarra finishing up a call. The anger in her eyes matched the tension pulling Mica’s body tight.
“What’s going on?” Mica asked.
“Mal was arrested, and I’m waiting for her to be arraigned,” she said. “Our lawyer thinks she’ll get bail, but all of her accounts will be frozen to ensure she doesn’t skip town.”
Mica nodded. “Will she be able to make bail?”
“Not without liquidating some of her assets, but I’ll cover her,” Samarra said.
“What about the meeting with the Coalition? How did that go?”
“Before her arrest, the Coalition was on her ass about turning Sydney over to Connie’s family for animal justice. I got a call from the chairman, screaming about sanctions against Snow Fur after she was arrested.”
“What are they talking about doing?” Mica asked tightly.
“They want to take the pack over and place one of their own people in charge,” Samarra said. “They’re also considering voting to sanction me for taking over Gray Tail. They said in light of the charges against Mallory and the suspicions that I might be involved, an inquest will be conducted against Sydney and me.”
“And if found guilty, they’ll take the pack from you,” Mica said and growled. “That fucking bastard.”
“Not only that, they’ll enact animal law against the three of us and Cambrie.”
“To kill her, so they can gain the land legally,” Mica muttered. “We can’t let this happen.” Cambrie had power no animal did, so she’d possibly survive, and so would Sydney. But Mallory wasn’t a shadow.
She was alpha-tough, but she might not be able to take on all of Isa’s family at once and live.
“I know,” Samarra said. “Normally we’d be bound by the Coalition’s findings, but I’ll withdraw to protect both packs.”
“But you won’t be able to call on them for help or prevent them from moving against us.” And the wolves will seize the opportunity to take down coyotes since none of them were too keen on women alphas.
“It’s a risk but if we can’t get the killer, whoever it is, I’ll be taking it,” Samarra told her evenly. “I’m not asking anyone to come along for the ride. You’ll all be free to walk.”
Mica snorted. “Like that will happen. Sydney and I aren’t going to leave you hanging. Anyway, I just left Kamari, and I think Isa was killed to shut her up as well as create this mess.”
“By?” Samarra shifted her weight from one foot to the other.
“I don’t know. We’re still at square one on that, but Kamari did take the keys, and she went to the storage locker. She didn’t tell me everything she found, but she gave me an SD card with some video on it.”
“And?”
“I haven’t had a chance to check it out yet, but there could be a problem,” she said.
“Something worse?”
Mica told her about Kamari’s sister and the tie.
“That’s the last thing we need,” Samarra muttered. “Help her find the killer, don’t, but don’t be taken in by this girl, Mica. I still think she’s a plant, and you need to do whatever it takes to get that tie.”
“I’m not sure I agree with that,” Mica said. Just looking into her eyes, Mica knew she’d do almost anything for Kamari except bottom or allow Kamari to destroy her pack.
“Just don’t forget where your true loyalties lie,” Samarra told her. “I have to get to the bank. We’ll talk later.”
The soft scent of orchid-rose drifted to her and Mica turned as Kamari stepped out into the sunshine. The wind caressed her, blowing the soft strands of her hair around her face.
Kamari brushed it back and her blouse lifted, giving her a view of a swatch of skin exposed by the ride-up of her shirt. Mica swallowed tightly, getting wet just thinking about Kamari naked.
“Ready to go?” Mica asked huskily. Her wolf just might be the real problem here. The damned animal was so wet for Kamari, Mica could drown the bastard in it.
“I can find my own way home,” Kamari commented coolly.
“I don’t doubt it, but let’s go,” she said. Damn it. The woman was too hot for words and such a pain in her ass.
Kamari descended the steps with Mica next to her.
“What did he want to talk to you about?”
“Last night,” Kamari answered. “I didn’t tell him about the tie. That would profit me nothing at this stage.”
“Or ever,” Mica said moving closer to her.
“Believe it or not, Mica, I don’t want to hurt you or your pack,” Kamari said softly as she looked at her. “I just want the person or people who killed my sister to pay.”
“And they will. Whoever these people are,” Mica told her, leaning closer to her, the coyote wanting to drag her scent in and roll around in it. She did have pretty eyes, too.
“Then you don’t have to worry about me betraying you.”
Mica reached to tuck a strand of hair behind Kamari’s ear. She shivered and Mica forced herself not to taste her soft lush mouth.
“We better get moving,” Mica said withdrawing from her.
“I agree,” Kamari said breathlessly. “Anyway. I have some research to do.”
“On what?”
“Isa. Amy. I get the feeling there’s more information out there, and I want to beat Jerry to it.”
“I have a few things to do. I’ll see you later,” Mica said.
****
After dropping Kamari off, Mica headed to Mystic to check out Isa’s apartment. She didn’t know what she might find, but sneaking in was easy. Their alarm system was too basic to keep her out, and once she was in, Mica wasn’t surprised to find the mess of the living area.
The desk in the corner was messed up, with the chair turned over. A plant had been knocked over and the cushions left in a rucked-up heap. The curtains were neatly closed, refusing to allow even a peek out.
Mica pulled a pair of black driving gloves from her pocket and went through the desk. There was nothing to find. Any computer that had been there was gone, along with anything that could have been external storage.
Mica checked the kitchen not thinking there would be anything there. She spied a note on the fridge along with a calendar. Mallory’s name was penciled in for the day of her murder.
That’s when Mica decided to look for anything connected to Mallory. She headed to the bedroom which was less of a mess with dresser drawers open, but no clothes tossed on the floor.
The room was frilly in red and white and smelled of fading perfume and sweat. Someone else had been here and from the scent, it had been a man. Men’s sweat smelled different than women’s.
Mica glanced around then pulled open the drawers on the bedside table. She found nothing of interest and moved on to the dresser and then the closet. With rumpled blankets on a shelf, it was clear the place had been searched.
She started to step out and the floor creaked beneath her foot. She thought it was just a loose floor board at first then bent for a closer look and found the carpet slightly damaged. Mica felt around attempting to remove or lift it, and finally it gave.
Inside a small box, she found a journal along with a scrapbook. Opening the scrapbook first, she found it filled with pictures of Isa and Amy and love notes to Isa.
Mica set it aside for later and opened the journal to the marked page. It was dated the day before Isa was killed.
I’ve accepted the truth. Amy has to be dead and I am next. I have to get out of the state, but I’m not sure that will even be enough distance to keep me safe.
Everything is in place. I don’t think he’ll find the rest of the items before he kills me. And he probably will get me before I can leave. I’ll have to contact Mallory. There’s no choice, but I don’t know if even she can protect or help me. Jerry already wants her dead or in jail. If she gives me sanctuary, he’ll go after her.
But what choice do I have? I have to tell someone what Jerry and the others do, what they did. The monsters have to be stopped before they kill someone else and the Coalition destroys our town.
 




Chapter Fourteen
 

Kamari turned off the whistling tea kettle and poured water over the tea bag before retrieving lemon. As she squeezed some into the cup, there was a rap on the door. She set the bottle down and went to look out the peep hole.
With a frown, she pulled the door open. Mica stood there, hair a little damp with a bag in hand. She wore faded jeans cinched with a gold belt and a gold button-down.
“It’s after eight. What are you doing here?” Kamari asked.
Mica’s gaze swept down her, taking in the slip she used for a gown and socks. Her hair fell over her shoulder in a ponytail.
“Is it too late for a little dessert?”
Kamari lifted her brows in query, her mind working furiously to try to figure out what Mica was up to. She’d told her earlier she couldn’t be with her on her terms, so why was she here?
“Sure. Coffee with that?”
“If you have it,” Mica said. “Don’t go to any trouble.”
“No, it’s fine,” Kamari replied as she stepped back to let Mica come in. “It shouldn’t take more than a minute or two. I was just having some tea.”
“Really?”
Her voice was low, almost strangled and Kamari threw a look over her shoulder to find Mica’s eyes on her ass. She knew the slip didn’t really cover much but was sure it covered her backside and the lacy little cheeky panties she’d pulled on after her bath.
Underwear was one of her guilty pleasures. She didn’t just reserve it for hot dates either.
“So, what brings you by?” she asked after entering the kitchen and going to the counter to make the coffee.
“Just taking a break,” Mica said. “I went to Isa’s to snoop around. Someone else had beat me there. The scent smelled vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place it.”
“Oh?” Kamari turned after getting the coffeemaker going and Mica was leaning casually against the counter. The very counter they’d had sex against mere hours ago.
“Someone broke into her place, but I’m sure Jenner has been there. His people just aren’t as thorough as they should be. Either that or crooked cops went tearing through the place.”
“Which do you think?” Kamari asked keeping her eyes on Mica’s face with effort, but her body was remembering the feel of her hands, the taste of her kiss and her blood was turning to lava in her veins.
“Crooked cops,” she murmured and her gaze wandered. “I found a journal and scrapbook. Isa was not sleeping with Mallory. Mallory was training her to be a submissive for Amy.”
“That’s not a surprise.” Kamari smiled. “She didn’t strike me as Mallory’s type.”
“No.” Mica agreed. “Mallory likes submissive girls with a little more fire. So do I.”
Kamari cleared her throat. “Cream? Sugar?”
“Both would go good with a taste of you,” Mica said softly, but didn’t unbend.
Kamari shot her a look, and caught her breath, heart racing at the heat in Mica’s eyes. She tore her gaze away deciding to ignore her comment as she poured coffee and retrieved cream and sugar.
After all, Mica was probably just playing her and had been from the beginning. Now, she had an even bigger reason. Get the tie and scrapbook. But somehow that didn’t matter. Woman and wolf coveted another kiss, another stroke of Mica’s hand.
Kamari set the items on the counter with a spoon and turned her attention to stirring her tea.
“Well, you probably can’t take the journal to Jenner, and it’s clear he’s not going to listen to reason without more proof.” Kamari hand shook a little on the spoon.
“No.” Mica straightened and Kamari looked at her, aware that Mica’s eyes were the color of storm clouds. “You’re not going to put on any clothes?”
“Should I?” she asked flippantly.
“Not on my account,” she drawled. “I like what I see. I’m even thinking how nice it would be if you came a little closer or danced for me.”
Kamari held her gaze, breath lodged somewhere in her chest.
“There’s no music, and I thought you said you brought dessert.”
“I was hoping that would just be you,” she murmured. “I really want another taste of you so bad it hurts.”
Kamari swallowed. “I—you’re really fucking with me, aren’t you? You think you can get me to hand over the tie and the other items I found.”
“So what if I am?” She removed her cell phone from her pocket. “There’s no harm in us both getting something sweet and hot out of it. I shared, now it’s your turn.”
Kamari shook her head. “Why bother with a dance?” she asked stroking the counter top.
“Because I want it. Now, give it to me.” Mica hit a button on her phone and set it on the counter. Music issued from the speaker.
For a moment Kamari considered refusing, but the hungry look in Mica’s stare was a match to the gasoline of lust already pooled in her belly.
She closed her eyes to catch the beat. She knew the singer’s work, had several of her songs. The beat cycled through her and her hips moved to the quick beat of their own accord and Kamari stroked her fingers along the back of her neck bringing them around to glide between the valley of her breasts to the hem of her slip.
She lifted the edge only slightly as she moved against the counter sinking down only to gracefully rise back up and cross her arms over her chest. As she withdrew them, she did a little shimmy and turned, dancing a few steps away and gliding her hands up the backs of her thighs, dragging the slip up to reveal the panties.
A low growl carried on the air and Kamari smiled as she turned and executed a few steps before dancing closer to Mica. She reached out and hooked a finger in the waistband of Mica’s jeans using it to bring her closer to Mica.
Kamari rubbed her breasts against Mica’s and turned to rub her back against Mica’s front as she moved her ass against Mica’s crotch. At the same time, Kamari slid a hand up Mica’s thigh and moaned softly before turning to face her as the song wound to an end.
Mica grabbed her and pulled her roughly against her, knocking the air out of her. Mica’s hands slipped beneath the thin fabric, to caress up her back.
Kamari curved an arm around Mica’s neck as Mica kissed her slowly before breaking the kiss to trail her lips along Kamari’s neck to her throat. Kamari tipped her head back giving Mica better access and moaned harshly as she licked down the column before scraping sharp teeth along the flesh and biting lightly.
Kamari’s body temperature heated even more, and even the few clothes she wore were a barrier to what she ached for.
“Mica,” she crooned breathlessly and Mica claimed her mouth again, silencing the rest of her words. Their tongues glided against each other and Kamari stroked the nape of Mica’s neck, nails raking against soft flesh.
Mica growled and ripped the slip and pushed the tatters aside to slap the curve of one fleshy brown globe.
“You have such pretty little tits,” Mica purred. “Such beautiful skin I want to devour you.” Mica pinched the dark chocolate nipple, already firm and at attention.
Kamari gasped as the pain snaked through her, making her wetter. “Mica,” she cried huskily.
Mica pinched the other nipple before giving the breast a slap. She palmed the blushing flesh.
“You make me so hot, I lose it,” she said roughly. “Hands on the back of your head and don’t touch me, Mari or your ass will feel the brunt of my anger.”
Kamari complied, head spinning with lust pumping through her. At the same time, Mica drew her hands away to trace kisses along Kamari’s collar bone as she glided her hands up to cup Kamari’s ass.
She slid her hands up to Kamari’s waist as her tongue flicked over the tightly furled bud of one nipple before licking around it. Her teeth scraped, bit down, sending pin pricks of pain arcing through Kamari.
Kamari moaned, fingers clenching against each other as her blood turned to lava, rushing through her, heating every part of her.
Mica drew the dark peak back into her mouth and drew hard on it before giving it another pinch and turning her attention to the other taut nipple. As she did, she glided the fingers of one hand down over the plump lips of Kamari’s pussy.
“Oh, Mica,” she breathed out.
Mica slipped a finger past her labia to the secret treasure beyond. The tip stroked from the erect nubbin of her clit down to the opening of her body to slip into the humid depths.
Kamari’s juices eased from her, her body preparing itself for the delicious penetration to come as Mica’s teeth bit down on her nipple.
“Mica!” The bite of pain was delicious, making her cream. “I need to touch you.”
“You need a sore ass that bad, baby?” Mica growled.
“I need to feel you,” she whimpered.
“Enjoy the feel of my tongue making love to you and my fingers laying claim to your tight little cunt.”
Mica sucked at her nipple as she pressed her finger deeper into Kamari’s pussy.
Kamari moaned, the rapture of the caress making her wetter. “Oh, my Goddess, you’re making me insane.”
Mica drew her finger out to pinch her clit and Kamari gasped, the pleasure ricocheting through her, creating a wave of heat over her skin that caused dew to form on it.
Mica put her finger. She put it to Kamari’s lips. “Taste your warm sticky cream,” she ordered.
Kamari parted her lips and sucked, letting her tongue glide over the digit, curve around it and Mica growled her approval.
“Mmm,” Mica purred and drew her finger free to glide it down Kamari’s chest to stroke over her clit. “So good with your tongue.”
“Let me show you just how good, Mistress.”
“Not tonight,” Mica said and claimed her mouth as she slipped two fingers into Kamari’s tight channel and ground the heel of her hand against Kamari’s clit as she thrust her fingers in and out of her in a steady rhythm.
Kamari moaned into the kiss, hips thrusting forward as the need to touch tore at her. Her claws emerged to dig into the back of one hand.
“Beautiful,” Mica said in a drugged tone and pulled her fingers free, ripping a whimper form Kamari.
Mica tore her belt open and pushed her pants down and lifted Kamari against the wall.
“Mica!” Kamari let out a started cry that turned to a groan as Mica’s erect clit moved against hers.
“Oh yes!” Kamari breathed, her gaze locked on Mica’s. The gold bright as the animal stared back at her, making her shiver. “Mica, fuck me,” she whispered wanting woman and animal taking her.
Mica pinned Kamari to the wall and ground against her hard and fast. Kamari moved her hips, thrusting back against her, savoring the slick glide of clit against clit.
Their bodies strained together, soft and slick, breathing a rough staccato. With one last thrust against her, Kamari’s body tightened, jerked, and a scream tore from her lips.
Mica growled her own release before biting her shoulder, throwing Kamari into another orgasm.
“You feel so good,” Mica said in her ear and slid her hands down to cup Kamari’s ass before carrying her into the living area and dropping on the couch with her.
“You’re so strong,” Kamari murmured. “Can I touch you now, sexy coyote?” She looked down into Mica’s gold eyes. The color indicating the animal was still close to the surface.
“Yes.”
Kamari caressed Mica’s face and then kissed her. “You’re so delicious, Mica,” she said. “But I’m still not telling you where the tie is or what else I found.”
 




Chapter Fifteen
 

“I’ve convinced the Coalition to see things our way,” Bradley said and took a sip of his brandy.
“I could tell,” Jerry said with a smile. He put his own glass on the table in the small restaurant situated near the ocean in Mystic. The dark wood surrounded them and the lights slid over them rather than blared down from the chandeliers. “But I’m curious about what you said to them, especially the coyote.”
“The coyote was the only one who didn’t vote for the inquest,” Bradley replied. “I just reminded them all of a few favors they owe me as well as how much having those two butches gone will benefit us all.”
“You didn’t agree to cut them in on the deal?” Jerry asked carefully. Once he had the Gray Tail lands he’d be able to develop it with a golf course and beautiful homes that would cover Snow Fur’s lands as well.
“I didn’t have to,” he said. “Each of them have their own proclivities that they wouldn’t want getting out.” He flashed a shark grin and pushed an envelope across the table. “A little sample of what I’ve managed to unearth on them.”
“Nothing on the coyote?”
“No. She’s clean as those butches unfortunately, but with the work we’ve done to set Blacklaw up, I think she’ll be gone in a matter of days.”
“There could be a problem with that,” Jerry said.
“What?” he frowned.
“Summerfield. She could always withdraw from the Coalition to prevent us from laying claim to both packs.”
“She won’t,” Bradley said. “And even if she does, so what? The Coalition will destroy her.”
Six packs moving against her would give him more men and women than the hyenas had brought for their fight. The grounds would be turned red with coyote blood.
“Blacklaw could withdraw as well,” Jerry mused.
“She’ll be prosecuted by the human system then. Your Jenner seems to have a penchant for human justice despite being a wolf,” Bradley said coldly. “He’s going to have to be replaced before he becomes a threat to us.”
“I agree,” Jerry said and reached for his glass. Jenner wasn’t the only one who’d have to go. “Summerfield will have to be dealt with as well.”
“And she will be.”
“Before a confrontation. I don’t want to destroy the land. I just want her dead along with those who’ll be loyal to her,” Jerry replied tightly.
“Let’s see who we can turn and blow the place up.”
****
The next morning, Mica woke wearing only her panties and bra with light filtering in from the curtains to the left of her, but she was alone. The other side of the bed was cold and the aroma of rich coffee wafted to her.
Mica sighed as she rolled onto her back and pushed strands of hair out of her eyes. Staring up at the ceiling Mica had to wonder what the hell she’d been thinking to stay here last night.
She’d only intended to stay a minute yet…
“Fuck. The damn woman’s got your coyote’s tail in a freaking twist and you can’t even blame it on heat,” she muttered in self-disgust.
Mica pushed up into a sitting position in time to see Kamari coming through the bedroom door with a tray in hand, clad only in a pair of briefs that hugged her hips and a matching t-shirt. Her black hair fell over one shoulder in glorious S-curls that were obviously the product of her mixed heritage.
“I see you’re awake.”
“How long have you been?” Mica asked as Kamari placed the tray before her and sat on the edge of the bed.
“Not long,” she said and leaned toward her to kiss her jaw. “You’re a sound sleeper.”
“Not normally.” She could hear a cat breathe down the street and around the corner if it was walking toward her home.
So, why had she slept so deeply? This wasn’t her lair or even the lair of a woman she knew well and trusted. She shouldn’t have been able to even fall asleep.
“Was there something in that coffee?” Mica demanded.
Kamari laughed and the sound was a clear tinkling that caressed her. “You didn’t drink the coffee last night, remember, sexy?” Kamari picked up a strawberry and dipped it into the cream and brought it to Mica’s lips.
Mica held her gaze as she took it and fed herself. Kamari laughed.
“You’re such a control freak,” she teased.
Mica frowned. “I just think things should be a certain way.” She finished off the berry, her gaze on Kamari. Strands of her hair fell over her forehead. Mica fingers itched to brush the locks back, but she fought it even as the soft scent of orchard-rose drifted over her like a soft wind.
“So, was the video any help?” Kamari asked picking up a cup. She took a sip of the steaming brew, brows raised.
“I think it might be.” She should have been in the den last night showing that footage to Samarra. It was a major help considering it would clear Sydney of all wrong doing. “It clears up one problem we had, but we still have to worry about Mallory.”
“Even with the notes?”
Kamari shifted her weight and her hair slithered over her shoulder drawing Mica’s attention to her breasts. The lush curves she’d abused to a blush last night and wanted to repeat the process, but with a whip.
“Yeah.” Her voice came out a little husky, and she cursed it.
“The note I found might help,” Kamari said. “I think a copy should be sent to Jenner. He’ll want to know where it came from, and he could have the handwriting analyzed.”
“What does the note say?” Mica added cream and sugar to her own coffee and took a sip. “Nice.”
Kamari smiled and tucked her hair behind her ear and Mica caught sight of the bite on her neck.
“Shit,” she muttered.
Kamari frowned and looked down. “What?”
“I marked you.” And that was bad. Mica bit her lovers, but never hard enough to leave a mark. That made twice in one day she’d marked a woman she was not supposed not playing with.
“It’ll fade, though the other one hadn’t even started to,” she said with a frown. “Anyway, I’ll get the note, but I wonder why you didn’t let me come with you to Isa’s.”
“I didn’t need you to,” she said coolly. “I just need you not to continue holding back whatever you found and to give me that damn tie.”
Kamari’s lips tightened and anger sparked in her eyes, causing a silver streak to slash across the brown. “I knew you were playing me,” Kamari snapped. “You want the damned tie? Come get it tonight.” She stood, sloshing coffee over her hand and grimaced. “Show yourself out. I’m going to shower.” She set her coffee cup on the dresser and headed for the bathroom.
Mica was on her feet putting her own cup on the nightstand. She raked her fingers through her hair, her stomach in knots.
“Damn it. Come lock up before you get in the shower,” Mica shouted and grabbed her jeans from the chair near the bed. She tugged them on as the water came on in the bathroom.
She pulled on her shirt and shoes, but when Kamari didn’t emerge, she stepped into the other room to find her testing the water in the shower.
“Damn girl. What is wrong with you?” Mica asked stalking into the bathroom and grabbing Kamari by her nape. She led her back into the bedroom.
“Let go of me,” Kamari ordered, eyes flashing with anger. “Get out and lock up.”
Mica threw her over the bed and knelt down next to her before tugging Kamari’s panties down and dropping her hand on her butt.
Kamari screamed. “Mica.”
Mica delivered another strike to her firm cheeks, the coyote furious with Kamari for daring to challenge her. “I said lock up,” Mica said and hit her again. “The person you saw could come looking for you.” She hit her on one cheek and then the other.
“Stop it,” Kamari shouted. “Mica!”
“Are you so bent on showing me you don’t have to obey me that you forgot to be concerned about your safety?” Mica snarled.
“All you had to do was lock up,” she said.
Mica turned her onto her back to see tears bright in those pretty eyes. She hated having put them there.
“I’m concerned about you, pup,” she murmured. “We have no idea who this Jerry really is or who he has working with him. I don’t want you to get hurt.” She wiped away a tear with her thumb. “So, don’t be careless, or I’ll take my belt to you next time.”
Kamari sat up with Mica’s help. She growled low in her chest but didn’t meet Mica’s gaze.
Mica snarled at her.
“Mica—”
“Don’t give me static, Mari,” she cut in firmly. “Just come lock up. I’ll come get the tie and the note later. And don’t jerk me around, sweetheart, or we’re going to have issues.”
She knew she was on the border of crossing the line with Kamari, but the coyote craved Kamari, hungered for the wolf that challenged it with such bravado. The animal saw her as worthy of its affections, yet the coyote strove to make Mari submit to her strength and dominance.
Her animal never sought to impose its will on a sexual partner and neither did the woman. But with Kamari there was an imperative need that overrode her human nature as if the coyote knew something she didn’t.
She was only part human, so how did she fight her animal’s natural urges toward a woman that might be her destruction? Especially when all she wanted to do was be with her?
 




Chapter Sixteen
 

That afternoon, Cambrie still felt chilled as she wrapped her fingers around the mug of tea she’d ordered. The Wolf Trap Coffee House was humming with conversation and wolves and humans alike crowded in for a late afternoon snack or an early dinner. The rustic shop had a warm appeal with its ski lodge-like feel, and scents of sweets, the rich brew of coffee, and yeast of fresh made breads.
“So, what’s going to happen now?” Cambrie asked, but she had a feeling Sydney wouldn’t tell her even if she did know. Her mate had this overprotective streak that tended to forget she wasn’t helpless.
“Jen’s going to continue with his investigation, but he’s narrowing his focus on Mallory and Samarra, along with the waitress, for Isa’s death.”
“Why?” she asked with a frown. “I’ve only seen Mallory with her once.”
“Doesn’t matter. He thinks Mallory killed her because Isa was breaking it off with her, and Samarra’s covering it up,” Sydney said. “So now Isa’s family, as well as Connie’s, are clamoring for coyote heads.”
Cambrie saw the concern in her eyes. “What’s going to happen? I mean Samarra and Mallory, what’s their next move? Is Samarra putting the club up to get Mallory out on bail?”
Sydney shook her head. “It’s coming out of her pocket, but Jen wants her to agree to stay in the den. I think the Coalition is investigating.”
“Coalition?”
“The wolf and coyote alphas have a sort of a council that keeps each other in check,” Sydney said.
“Why didn’t they step in when the hyenas attacked?”
“Mallory and Samarra didn’t ask for their help,” Sydney replied. “Jen’s asking me to be voluntarily confined to den as well because his packmates are threatening to bypass human justice and come after me.”
Heat washed over her, followed by a cold wave and her stomach churned as if it were a stormy sea. Cambrie wasn’t going to lose her mate to this vindictive man.
“I wouldn’t put it past Jericho to have had her killed,” Cambrie muttered. “We know he put some of his own people’s lives at risk to help the damned hyenas, and we never really found out why. What was he hoping to get?”
“Your land.”
“He can’t have it,” she muttered. “And he can’t have anything concrete on Mallory.”
“They found some of Mallory’s things, things she wears often to the club in Isa’s room. There was also some DNA evidence, but he’s not saying what.”
“Could it have been faked?”
“Yeah, but that means someone is working hard to set Mallory up,” Sydney said.
“He thinks if he gets Samarra convicted he can get the land, but the coyotes there won’t go for that,” Cambrie muttered.
“They’ll fight,” Sydney agreed grimly.
“What if they found out he’d joined forces with the hyenas and is probably responsible for the deaths of a few of his own packmates?”
“They might kill him if there’s proof to back it up, but we don’t have any,” Sydney said.
“We can’t let him get away with this, Syd,” she murmured and reached across the table to cover her mate’s hand with hers. “I could make him kill himself.” Cambrie had the ability to make people see, think, or do anything she wanted.
“No,” Sydney said firmly.
“I love you too much to lose you to this madness,” Cambrie said angrily. She was lucky to have found someone as sexy and smart as Sydney. Her mate was the right-hand woman to an alpha and head of pack security. And Sydney was her heartbeat, her home.
“I love you, too, Cam,” she murmured.
“I won’t allow anyone to take you from me or destroy my pack,” Cambrie told her evenly.
“Cam—”
Cambrie squeezed Sydney’s hand. “They’ll see just why you didn’t have to go after Connie. I could have done that myself.”
“Honey, I’m not letting you do that. You’ll obey me in this.”
Cambrie glared at her and turned her gaze away, deciding arguing with Sydney was futile. Her mind was made up. She’d never allow anyone to take family from her again.
Her stare landed on two women a few tables away. They talked for a moment and then one walked away.
“Isn’t that the new bartender-waitress?”
Sydney looked around. “I guess,” Sydney said with a lack of interest. “Since the club is closed for the next few nights, why don’t we grab a romantic dinner?”
“I’m working on my last routines. Jenner is letting the dancers in, but the play area is closed.”
“Come on. Sam wants me to work on some security stuff anyway.”
“Then pick me up later,” Cambrie said. “Kamari.” She motioned for the woman to come over. “She’s pretty. She any good at the bar?”
“I don’t know,” Sydney muttered.
“She looks like she has a few good moves. Mica’s always checking her out when she’s serving.”
“So,” she said coldly and Cambrie smiled.
Her woman was so damned touchy, but she was starting to think it was something to do with the shadow coyote as a breed. They were Indian-born coyotes who were said to be able to walk between the worlds, but her mate had no such ability to navigate the astral plane.
However, she was stronger than some males and more ferocious than any normal coyote.
****
Kamari groaned inwardly. She’d only stopped in for a quick drink before she headed to Amy’s. She had spent part of the morning at the library in hopes of finding something on the pictures in the scrapbook.
What she’d found connected to a couple of those places including the park where her sister jogged. And Kamari was beginning to think she might need to hand the book over to the FBI because only a serial killer would have kept such mementos.
She pasted on a smile as she joined the dancer and her bouncer at their table. “Hi, Cambrie, Sydney.”
“Have a seat.”
“Thanks.” She pulled out the chair across from them. “How’s it going?”
“Things could be better, but I heard life’s been a little exciting for you,” Cambrie said. “Did Isa say anything?”
“No.”
“Nothing?” Sydney asked. “Not who killed her? Who was playing with her?”
Kamari felt a slight push at her mind as if someone was trying to slip past her mental shields.
The mental shields were part of the aura, the egg-shaped energy around the body. There were many layers, but the one around the head area was associated with the mind and its ability to prevent violation.
Kamari swiveled her gaze on Cambrie noticing her eyes were a shade darker as if she was expending psychic energy.
Kamari felt a stronger push and focused her own power and shoved outward just hard enough to force her to pull back. Cambrie gasped and blood trickled down her nose.
“Cam, are you okay?” Sydney asked and quickly handed her a napkin.
Cambrie made a pained face. “I’m fine.” She took the napkin and wiped the blood away.
“Are you sure?” Kamari asked.
“Yes,” Cambrie said coolly and Kamari cocked a brow at her.
The other woman held her gaze, a hint of fire flashing there. Cambrie was no lightweight, but neither was she.
“Anyway, I did see someone, but not really,” Kamari said evenly.
“You didn’t see her face?” Sydney asked arm going around Cambrie.
“I think it was a man,” Kamari told them and turned her attention back to Sydney. “Why don’t you just ask Mica? I thought you guys were friends.”
“We are, but she hasn’t said much,” Sydney commented.
“Oh.” She took a sip of the chocolate-coffee shake she’d ordered.
“I thought Ella worked that area,” Cambrie said. “How’d you end up there?”
“Ella was invisible last night,” Kamari replied. “So Candy sent me up.”
“I wonder what’s up with that,” Cambrie commented. “Where are you from?”
“Hartsland.”
“Why’d you leave?” Cambrie pushed.
Kamari gave her an amused little smile. She couldn’t get into her mind, so she was going to try to get information from her the old fashion way.
“It was time for a change.”
“A change that brings you to a small town?” Sydney asked curiously. “What are you hiding from?”
Kamari leaned toward them. “I’m not hiding, I’m looking for a new start.”
Both women stared at her, but it was Sydney’s eyes that filled with understanding.
“Are you finding what you’re looking for?” Sydney asked.
“I’m starting to,” Kamari replied and turned her head, feeling eyes on her. She felt Mica coming from their left and her wolf raised its head, drawing in a deeper whiff.
Cambrie grinned. “Hmm.” She threw Sydney a look.
Kamari turned her head to find Mica talking to someone and watched her, hunger stirring inside her, but it wasn’t just sexual. It was an ache for something meaningful, lasting, but Kamari would never admit that out loud.
Still, Mica could become an addiction despite her need for control.
Her gaze locked with Mica’s and Kamari shivered, her breath catching. Mica’s eyes flashed gold, the animal greeting her.
They could both be making a mistake letting this go any further, but she wasn’t sure she could pull back even if she wanted to.
“Ladies,” Jenner said from their right and all heads turned in his direction. “Miss Sang, you’re just the person I was looking for.”
“Why? I’ve told you all I know.”
“You neglected to tell me you were an FBI agent whose sister had just been murdered.”
“And how’s that affect the cost of beans in your neck of the woods?” she asked coldly. “I’m living my life not running an active investigation.”
“Waiting tables? Tending bar?” he asked, a skeptical note in his tone. “Come on now, you boys and girls never just walk away from a job.”
“What can I say? I’m just trying to grieve and move on.”
“I want to talk to you,” he said. “In private.”
She got to her feet. “Excuse me,” she said to her companions.
Jenner motioned to the door at the front of the building, and Kamari went ahead of him. She faced him once she was outside.
“What do you want?”
He took her arm, and she tugged free, giving him an annoyed glare. His touch was offensive, almost painful to her and her wolf.
He frowned but didn’t speak as he led the way to the back of the building.
“I talked to the sheriff in Hartsland, so I know about your sister. So, what do you think you’re going to find here that proves she was murdered there?” he asked putting his hand on the butt of his gun.
“At what point did I mention my sister?” she asked crossing her arms over her chest. “I wasn’t satisfied with what I heard. I’m still not, but that has nothing to do with Isa. So, if you don’t mind I’d like to head on home. I’ve got a date tonight.”
“Who with?” he demanded grabbing her arm when she started to leave.
Kamari gave his hand a pointed look. “I doubt it’s your sister, so back off.”
Jenner growled, the irritation clear in his eyes. “Smart ass.” He tightened his grip and she attempted to pull free, but he held it fast.
A growl drifted to them on the air, low and menacing. Kamari felt the leading edge of dark rage and it was clear Jenner felt it, too, because he released her as he looked up.



Chapter Seventeen
 

“What are you doing, Jen?” Mica asked in a tone so cold Kamari almost got frostbite. “Do you want a limp?”
Kamari felt the heat of Mica at her back now. She didn’t turn, but she did take a step back toward her even as Jenner took a step away from them.
“I’m doing my job whether it’s okay with you or not,” he snapped. “And if you lift a finger against me, I’ll arrest your ass so fast your head will spin.”
“That won’t stop me from beating the snot out of you.”
“Try it,” he snarled and took a step toward them. “I’ll have you doing five for assault.”
“Take the human way out, pussy,” Mica said acidly as she eased Kamari to one side and moved to stand in front of her so seamlessly Kamari barely noticed it.
He growled at her and looked over her shoulder. “I’ll bury you,” he said low. “So don’t push me.” Jenner’s eyes flashed gray, the wolf staring at them for a moment.
Gray?
He wasn’t any more dangerous than any other normal wolf. A shadow coyote could tear him apart, Kamari thought.
“I think we both know where this is heading if you don’t keep your hands off her,” Mica told him. “Did you get the security footage?”
“Yeah, and some of it was useless which means someone in your security stopped the tape.”
“We didn’t,” Mica replied. “But Cinnamon pointed the lag out and Samarra is looking into it.”
“What about the keys? And Isa’s tablet? Did you or Samarra take them?”
“We didn’t touch the purse,” Mica told him. “Maybe the killer took them because they were part of the reason for the kill.”
“Why was she even in Coyote Closet? Her parents said she wasn’t gay,” Jenner said crossing his arms over his chest. “I’m sure Mallory’s mentioned something.”
Mica shrugged. “Maybe Isa’s man wasn’t getting the job done, and she wanted someone who could.”
He grunted. “Not in this fucking lifetime,” he muttered looking her up and down. “A toy will never compare to the real thing.”
“Well, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Your girl won’t come walking into the club for satisfaction. Now, if you’ll excuse us, we have other things to do.”
“I will bring Samarra and Mallory to justice for this, Mica,” he said quietly in a tone thrumming with anger. “And anyone else covering for them even if this means a broken alliance between our packs.”
“Is that a warning from your alpha?” Mica demanded.
“It’s my truth.” He gave them a last look and strode to the parking lot.
Mica faced Kamari with the coyote still in her eyes. That wolf was in trouble, but she didn’t understand why Mica’s coyote was taking such an interest in her.
“Did that jackass hurt you?” Mica demanded.
Her voice was rough, but her winter frost eyes were gentle. “No,” Kamari said quickly. “He’s a cop, you can’t be so confrontational. He’ll have to arrest you.”
“If he’s a coward, he will,” Mica told her. “But otherwise he knows what to do if he wants to settle this the animal way.”
“Mica, sweetheart,” Kamari said patiently. “He can’t do that.”
“Here we rule, and only a coward will bring the human justice system into a fight,” she said. “Go home.”
“That wasn’t in my immediate plans.”
Mica took a step closer to her. “Don’t go sniffing around without me, Kamari.”
The warning in her tone was hard and her eyes glowed gold.
“I’m not afraid of wolves,” Kamari said softly. “And it’s becoming clear that my Jerry is a wolf. He can’t hide behind his pack or his alpha for much longer.”
“Damn it, girl, don’t push this so hard,” Mica told her. “Let me take the lead.”
“I told you, I’m not—”
Mica snarled at her, and Kamari gritted her teeth. Her wolf’s head bowed, but she refused to give in to Mica’s dominance.
Mica closed that minute distance between them. “Mari, I’ll have you thrown out of this town, and make it known to all three alphas that you’re here to make trouble. The guards will eat you alive.”
Kamari’s jaw dropped and fury sliced through her, blade sharp. “You asshole, you wouldn’t?” she whispered.
“Yeah, baby, I damn well would,” she crooned as she got in her face. “Now, take your pretty ass home and when it’s time to do some investigative work, I’ll let you know.”
Kamari growled, hands balling into fists as her energy sizzled down her spine. “I’m not your sub, and you’re certainly not my superior. I’ll do any investigative work I choose when I choose.”
“You’re whatever I want you to be,” Mica told her icily. “Now get out of here.”
Seething with anger, Kamari took a swing at Mica’s face before she even formed the intent and Mica caught Kamari’s wrist deftly avoiding the claws. Then, she twisted Kamari’s wrist up behind her back as she jerked Kamari against her.
Mica bared her teeth in a growl. “Don’t ever come at me with claws again, little pup,” she said softly. “If you do, I’ll throttle you, baby.”
“Let me go, Mica.” Kamari shoved against her.
“You’re a brat,” she said roughly. “But God, I could just fuck you right here.”
Kamari gasped. “That would be bad.”
“Especially since you’re a candy-assed wolf who’s afraid of a big bad coyote with a belt.”
She laughed mockingly. “You’re the one who’s afraid to engage without being a bossy-assed, controlling lover. And it’s a shame because I want you so bad I can barely keep my hands off you.”
“It’s too bad you can’t take me as I am,” she murmured. “My coyote can’t seem to stop wanting to touch you either.”
She closed her eyes soaking up the warmth of Mica, the dildo pressing into her lower belly. Kamari wanted to rub against her, entice Mica to touch her, stroke her.
“Come over tonight?” Kamari asked breathlessly and then she did rub against Mica.
She wasn’t thinking she could change Mica, but her wolf craved closeness with the infuriating coyote. That scared and excited Kamari so much she was willing to play with Mica on Mica’s terms, but Mica would never break her. They’d have to find a middle ground.
Mica’s eyes flashed gold. “My animal can’t say no to you, which makes this thing dangerous,” she whispered. “But don’t tempt me in public.”
“Afraid my wolf will tame your coyote?”
Mica laughed and it was a low sound tinged with humor. “You can’t handle me, let alone tame me.”
“Maybe not, but can you make me submit?” Kamari nuzzled Mica jaw and if she was honest Kamari wanted her to. The wolf relished the thought.
“Hey,” Sydney said from behind them before Mica could reply. “Is everything okay? People are starting to stare.”
“Who gives a damn?” Mica asked, irritation in her tone and she slowly released Kamari.
The loss of her hand brought a chill to Kamari despite the warmth of the sun caressing them. And her wolf snarled silently at Sydney for interrupting.
“What happened with Jenner? Was he trying to bully you, Kamari?”
“No,” Kamari said as she turned to face Sydney fully. Next to her, Cambrie stood with a curious stare which she chose to ignore for the moment. “He was just doing his job.”
“Which isn’t always pleasant,” Cambrie said tartly as she wrinkled her nose.
Kamari turned her gaze back to Mica wanting to touch her, to feel her. The need only intensified each time Mica touched her with her animal so close to the surface. It was as if they were connecting animal to animal leaving their human sides to bring up the rear.
And that wasn’t good since Mica would never accept her claim. Mica’s pack came first. So, Kamari had to be careful to avoid her animal’s dark and violent nature escaping.
“What about tonight, Mica?” she asked.
“I’ll call you.”
“Right. Do that,” she said and her wolf growled in anger at the subtle rejection. “I’ll see you guys at the club.” Kamari gave Mica a last look, their gazes held and the intensity in Mica’s burned through her.
Mica was strong, passionate, sexy, and smart. Kamari would give Mica anything if Mica was truly woman enough to demand it—and Domme enough to push her boundaries.



Chapter Eighteen
 

Mica exhaled roughly and took a few steps away from her friends. Not because she was avoiding them. Kamari’s scent hung in the air, that orchid-rose vivid and powerful as it snaked through her nostrils filling her senses.
She gritted her teeth as she turned to watch Kamari walk away. The coyote wanted nothing more than to go after her and—fuck!
Mica stopped the step she’d been about to take and ran her hand over the back of her neck, pulling her animal back and clamped down on it.
“I’ve got work to do,” she said throwing a look over her shoulder to Sydney merely to take her eyes off Kamari and the sway of her firm little butt.
She wanted to do things to her that she was sure Kamari wouldn’t want. They rarely did want that.
“What’s up with that?” Sydney put a hand on her shoulder distracting her and she growled at her. Sydney pulled her hand back with a lift of her brows.
“None of your business,” she said.
“Your animal is closer to the surface than mine or Sam’s. If she’s not into your games, you’ve got to stay away from her.”
She brushed Sydney’s hand away. “Step off, girl. I don’t need advice from you on how to handle my issues.” Yeah, her animal was closer to the surface because she’d had a very nasty firefight when she was a teenager. The hyenas had nearly killed her, but fate hadn’t been ready to call her home.
“Just watch yourself. It’s clear she’s into you, but she might not be into your shit.”
Mica growled and walked away. Climbing into her SUV, she cranked it and headed in the opposite direction Kamari had gone. She knew what was going on, well partly.
Her animal was dead set on claiming Mari, but there was more. She just didn’t understand why her coyote was so determined to force submission. She wasn’t even sure why Kamari had taunted her to try a few minutes ago.
But yesterday had to be a one-time thing for both their sakes. If she allowed herself to be blinded by that wolf and her intriguing smell, silver-animal eyes, and good pussy, she could miss something that led her pack into a war they couldn’t win.
The Coalition would have the numbers and Cambrie’s power couldn’t corral them all.
Her hands trembled on the wheel as she imagined Kamari’s bright eyes and seductive smile. She loved the feel of her tightness around her fingers and the look in her eyes as she took her.
She yipped and tightened her grip. Her control around the woman had been good before she’d had her, but now the animal was in control. And it was half feral at the idea of not having Kamari.
Mica pulled to a light and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. She fished her cell phone from her pocket and put in a call to Mallory. She hadn’t talked to her or Samarra since yesterday. They’d both been unavailable this morning.
“Hello?”
“Hey, Brynn. Have you seen Mallory? I’ve been trying to reach her and Sam all morning.”
“They’re at Samarra’s business residence,” Brynn told her. “Any good news? I think we’re going to be looking at a battle with the Coalition otherwise.”
“A little. I’ll fill you in later,” she said and ended the call. It wasn’t enough, so she’d have to make Kamari turn over whatever else she had.
****
Standing outside the small house rented by Amy, just outside the wolf den, Kamari’s phone vibrated in her pocket. With an annoyed grimace, she pulled it free to see who it was, even as she noticed a few of Amy’s neighbors preparing to leave and some kids playing street hockey.
“Hello?”
“Hey, girl,” Randy said briskly. “Someone’s put in a call to McGill about you and your sister.”
“I don’t care,” she said coolly. “I’m not doing anything wrong.”
“He’s not too happy. He’s been trying to reach you.”
 “I’ve been busy. What do you have for me?”
“Eight men and two women with Jerry as part of their first names live in Snow Fur and Mystic. But there are too many to count if you add in the ones from Stonington.”
“Narrow it down to the ones that live closest to the Mystic and Snow Fur areas.”
“Did that and there are another five men and three women,” Randy confessed.
“What about the women whose names I sent you?”
“The women are all dead. All cold cases that go back at least ten years,” Randy told her. “The first one was killed ten years ago, and the last one more recently.”
“How recently?”
“Her name was Amy, and she was killed two weeks ago in Hartsland. She was listed as a Jane Doe, but she has a sister who was killed in Hartsland eight months ago.”
She frowned. “How do you know?”
“Her sister worked there for a firm called Ryder Software, and Amy apparently contacted the FBI for help saying the local law was trying to cover it up.”
“Let me guess, they refused,” Kamari said angrily.
“No basis,” Randy told her with a vein of sympathy.
“Right. Is it possible those women were the work of a serial killer?” The times between their murders could be exactly what they appeared to be, and totally unconnected to her sister and Isa.
“I don’t know, but all of the women were either from Mystic, Stonington or Snow Fur at one time.”
“M.O.?”
“Uh, let’s see. There’s noth—oh wait, each of the women were clawed to death by some kind of wild animal, and at each site there was animal fur and what looked like it could have been pieces of a necklace, but nothing like that was found. Their ages ranged from seventeen to twenty-seven, except Amy. She was thirty-one.”
The gold chain bits could have been overlooked or even ignored, but the claw marks—
“Where were the marks? Face? Torso?”
“Both. That is, some were on the face, some the upper body, and some the lower body. All of the women had been raped and beaten.”
“Multiple rapes?”
“Only two of the reports indicated bruising and damage consistent with multiple attackers,” Randy confessed.
“Is there a guess about how many?”
“There were only two sperm samples, and this was in the girls found in Stonington and New York.”
“Send me the files,” Kamari murmured. Stonington wasn’t that far away and neither was New York.
Her thoughts were churning now as she recalled some of the cities from that scrapbook.
“Randy, I know you’re busy, but if you have time check Massachusetts, New York, Vermont and even Maine for similar deaths of females in that age range as well as other cities in Connecticut.”
“If you’re thinking there is a serial or two at work, then you really need to talk to McGill and let him handle it. If the same person killed your sister, then he’s within their jurisdiction now.”
“He can kiss my ass,” she said coldly. “He was the one who said he couldn’t help me.”
“You could taint the case and if your sister was one of the victims, you might hinder prosecution and prevent them from catching her killer. Do you really want that?”
“I’m not farting at McGill. Hit me back if and when you can. And send me whatever you have on the Jerrys. Don’t tell me you just looked them up because I know you didn’t.”
“Will do.” The line went dead, and Kamari blew out a breath.
She shook her head hoping this didn’t turn out to be connected even as she checked her email after a look around the neighborhood. One couple was still at their SUV while another was pulling out of the drive and the kids had gotten a little louder.
The list of Jerrys was there, and she went through it hoping something jumped out her. She’d need to get pictures to go with the names and a little more info than the two liners Randy had included.
Her biggest problem was that three of the Jerrys lived out in what she’d learned was wolf country. She’d never be able to get to them unless they came out of their den, and she didn’t really have time to stalk each one.
She’d have to narrow the list down.
Kamari put her phone away and looked up to find the vehicle pulling away and made her way toward Amy’s house as the kids grew louder.
She slipped around to the back of the house, glad there was no fence of any kind to bar her way. A look around showed no sign of anyone watching so she removed the keys she’d taken from Isa’s purse and tried them until one fit.
The house smelled stale and musty as houses did when closed up too long. The hallway of worn wood stretched out before her, and she began striding along it.
Peeping into the first room she came to, she found a neat kitchen with a pot rack over a small island. Kamari moved on, stopping in the next room, a sitting room that was as neat as the kitchen. She spied a desk and went in to search it.
Kamari searched the rest of the house saving the bedroom for last. It was intriguing with its palate of red and black. The queen-size bed had been left unmade and a pair of lacy panties had been tossed over the sheets. The tear in them suggested they hadn’t come off easy.
She supposed if anyone had been here they’d been neat and tidy not wanting to draw suspicion from Amy’s family.
A look in the dresser revealed lingerie and neatly folded t-shirts. Kamari lifted a few items and then felt around beneath the items in back finding a lavender scented sachet and a neatly wrapped square of lace.
Kamari removed and opened it. Inside she found a locket with a heart key and thumb drive on the gold chain. The note was pinned to panties so she carefully detached it.
Isa, my love,
These are the answers, the last piece of the puzzle. I know you didn’t want to believe, but it’s true. You don’t have to do anything with this. In fact, don’t. Jerry will kill you and your entire family if he even suspects you have this.
Then, he’d probably blame it on the coyotes like he did Connie’s death. Bastard had her killed just to set them up. He was never anything but a sociopath, and you’ll see that here.
I’ll see you at the club. I want it to be a weekly thing. I know, but I’m tired of hiding. We’ll talk then.
I love you,
Amy
Kamari opened the locket and found a picture of the two women. She set it aside after removing the thumb drive and slipping that into her pocket.
She did a cursory check of the nightstand before moving onto the closet where she found a pretty pink bag in back hidden behind a suitcase. Kamari brought it out of the closet and went through it smiling at the sexy dress-up clothes she found.
“No wonder Isa was being trained.”
She was pulling out the last item when something dropped out of it. Kamari reached into the bag for it and her brows lifted.
A little diary with the word Dream etched into it.
A sound outside grabbed her attention and Kamari heard voices coming upstairs.



Chapter Nineteen
 

She went still, not wanting them to hear her and drew in the scents. One of them was familiar, but it wasn’t Ella. The sticky sweet perfume that was often too strong and more of a turn off than a magnet drifted closer, though the footsteps were masked by the carpet.
“What are we supposed to be looking for?”
“Amy’s mother said she kept a journal,” the other female voice said. “We find that and we’ll likely find what we’re looking for.”
“I still don’t know why we’re doing this, Candy. I mean, what does this have to do with Isa or the pack?”
“Isa spent a lot of time here in the last six months and Caddy said Isa had something she was using to blackmail Jericho into giving her what she wanted.”
“Which is?” The other woman’s tone was skeptical.
“She knew who killed Connie, and she was threatening to take it to the coyotes and say he knew and was keeping it from Connie’s family.”
“Why would he do that?” The woman demanded.
“I don’t know, but she’s just trying to hurt him because he didn’t want her,” Candy said. “You saw her with him, always in his face acting like he was hers.”
“She hasn’t done that in about seven or eight months, though. I think someone’s reaching.”
“Caddy doesn’t have an ulterior motive if that’s what you’re getting at.”
“Well, someone does, because I’ve heard a few rumors that Jericho had allied with those stinking hyenas which would have broken all kinds of faith with Snow Fur,” the other woman said. “I’m not helping you, because if that’s true, Jericho is an asshole, and he’s probably very well aware of who killed Connie and why.”
She heard a loud slap and moved from the closet.
“Why would he do that?” Candy demanded.
“He’s an asshole, and I wouldn’t be surprised if he had something to do with Isa’s death if he thought she had something on that hyena thing. I’m sure he’d never want the pack to find out how disloyal he really was.”
She heard a thud and then a dull cry before going to the window and tugging it up. Kamari sighed deciding not to interfere in a fight between packmates. Anyway, she’d have to explain what she was doing here and how she’d gotten in.
So, Kamari tossed the book down and jumped, aiming for the grass. She landed in a crouch and felt a twinge in her ankle as she rolled and came to her feet. Kamari tested it and it felt good enough to move.
She heard growls from inside the house and picked up the book as she made her way from the backyard and tugged her phone from her pocket to dial 9-1-1.
Her call was brief, giving nothing more than the pertinent information as she made her way casually down the street.
****
Mica found both alphas in Samarra’s office when she arrived. Delaney was sprawled on the couch looking a little tense with a bottle of water in hand. Mica nodded to her and Delaney lifted the bottle to her.
“Brynn said you were looking for us,” Samarra commented as Mica joined the alphas in Samarra’s office.
“Yeah. I have something, but it’s nothing to help Mallory,” she said. “It might cast some doubt on Jericho’s motives for going after you, though.”
“Well?” Mallory demanded.
“First, Mallory, I have to ask you something,” Mica said deciding to broach the subject with care.
“What?”
“Why was Isa at the club that night?” Mica asked. “I’d never even seen her there, but I have good reason to believe you were training her.”
Samarra threw her friend a look and Mallory sighed.
“I was training her, but things had gone a little further than I planned. She and I had had sex a few times. Amy didn’t know, but there was nothing special between us.”
“How long ago was that?” Samarra demanded.
“A month,” Mallory said coolly. “I was still training her at Amy’s behest, and we were keeping it quiet.”
“That was the call you got that night?” Samarra asked.
“Yeah. I figured she wanted to stop her training, but Isa said she needed to talk to me about something.”
“Did she say what?”
“She’d witnessed a murder and had proof. She wanted some advice.”
“Did she give details?” Mica asked.
“She’d seen two girls raped and murdered. She was bringing proof. I told her I’d help her.”
“So, you saw her?”
“No. I was with Sam. I was going to our room after,” Mallory admitted. “Why?”
“Your tie was found in the room. The one with the M tie pin.”
“I’ve been missing that for a week,” Mallory retorted. “I just assumed I left it in the room after a session and one of the girls found it and kept it.”
“Someone did,” Mica demanded despising Mallory for being so careless, but then how could she have known this could come back to bite her in the ass? “Who knew you were training her?”
“As far as I know no one other than Amy ever saw me with her,” Mallory said.
“If I suspected, then someone else knew,” Samarra commented.
Mica frowned. “Kamari said she found a note. I’m not sure exactly what she found in Isa’s purse or the locker.”
“Just ask her,” Mallory ordered. “You two have a connection. It’s easy to see.”
“I tried.”
“Why’s she holding back?” Mallory asked. “She has no stake in this does she?”
“Not really.”
“Her sister—”
Mica drowned out Samarra’s commentary as she considered why Kamari was holding back. She’d said she didn’t want to hurt her pack. So why? Kamari had no reason not to trust her if she wasn’t a mole for Jericho or whoever Jerry was.
“Afraid my wolf will tame your coyote?”
Mica laughed and it was a low sound tinged with humor. “You can’t handle me, let alone tame me.”
“Maybe not, but can you make me submit?”
The wolf was challenging her.
Damn.
How had she missed that?
Kamari might not be aware of it, but their animals knew the one thing the women didn’t want to accept or admit.
“Fuck.” She didn’t need this kind of canine game right now.
“What?” Delaney asked warily.
“Kamari did give me some footage of Connie’s murder and her murderer,” Mica said. “Candy was present when it happened.”
“Who did it?” Samarra demanded.
“You won’t believe it so have a look.” tugged her phone from her pocket and brought up the file and handed the device over.
If that wolf wanted to be made to submit, she’d make her because she damn well wasn’t done playing with her.
“There’s someone else in the room,” Mallory said cutting into Mica’s thoughts.
“We’ve only heard three voices,” Samarra said.
“Rewind it, Mica” Mallory ordered. “That’s not Powell’s hand. He stepped back after he finished killing her.”
She rewound the video and let it play again.
“There’s just the hint of a tat on the arm,” Samarra said.
“Oh, my god,” Mallory said after a few moments of watching the video again. “What the hell is he up to?”
“With the Coalition?” Mica asked with a frown. Connie had mentioned the Coalition at the start of the video as she talked to Candy before Powell and the faceless stranger arrived.
“No,” Mallory said softly. “This isn’t just about getting Gray Tail. Jerry killed someone.”
“And Isa knew it,” Samarra said. “So did Connie.”
“The question is, is it Jericho or one of his buddies named Jerry?” Mallory quizzed tightly.
“We’re going to have to be careful digging through this,” Samarra said. “There’s a Jerry on the Coalition.”
“Delaney, get on that,” Mallory said. “The Coalition probably isn’t in on whatever Jerry and Jericho are up to. They’ve probably been blackmailed into moving against us, so we need to find out why and stop it.”



Chapter Twenty
 

Kamari stood in the club’s lounge, regretting she’d been asked to come in and open the bar for the dancers who’d be practicing tonight. Her plan had been to go over the information she’d found at Amy’s in hopes something that confirmed or denied Jerry’s involvement in her sister’s murder.
She’d even be happy to find something that confirmed that exonerated Mallory. She hated to see her boss go to jail for a crime she didn’t commit.
Kamari moved her hips to the music playing over the speaker, deciding that patience was a virtue. She’d have all day tomorrow to sift through the information.
“Damn Wish I was Your Lover” by Sophie B. Hawkins was perfect for a moderate workout and that’s what the two girls were getting in as they worked on the routine they’d be doing together.
“I bet you have mad skills,” Cambrie said from behind her.
Kamari grinned and faced her. “Not hardly, but I did some dancing in college. It paid well and I never had to take anything but my costumes home with me.”
Cambrie chuckled. “So true. What did you major in?”
“Psychology and criminal justice.”
“Of course,” Cambrie said with a little laugh. “Did you always want to be an FBI agent?”
“Yes.” She wanted to be an avenging angel, but she’d learned quickly she couldn’t work with the idea of being a savior in mind.
“Then why go on leave? You could probably have gotten them to take a look at your sister’s case.”
“I tried, but my superior said there was no call for it, so I took leave to get my head together,” she said and then smiled as she turned her gaze to the stage. “You ever dance duo?”
Cambrie laughed. “Hell, no. Syd would freak out. She can’t even stand it that I dance at all, but this is my last week. I’m going to teach at the pack school starting next term.”
“Teaching is a noble profession,” Kamari commented.
“You blocked me today.”
Kamari shrugged. “I’m telepathic.” And blocking attacks wasn’t all she could do thanks to the rigorous training her mother had put her through.
“What can you do besides block?” Cambrie asked in a tone that was way too curious for her.
Kamari decided to ignore that question. She smiled and began to dance. “What do you think?”
She did a body roll, moving back a few steps. As she came out of it, Kamari skimmed her fingertips down the sides of her body. She undulated and then gave her hips a roll before turning and bouncing her butt and moving into a graceful move.
“Take something off,” Cambrie suggested.
Kamari continued to move as she turned and slowly unbuttoned her blouse to her stomach before cupping her breasts and the soft scent of sandalwood and vanilla wafted to her. Kamari turned her head to find Mica watching.
Kamari started to finish unbuttoning her blouse when Mica growled.
“Fuck,” Mica muttered. “Stop.”
“Stop what? I’m just dancing,” she said and ran her hand over her stomach. “Is that a crime in a strip club?”
Mica growled again and strode over and Cambrie stepped out of the way. Mica grabbed the hand on Kamari’s stomach, stilling it.
“You’re here to serve the thirsty, not join them,” Mica said coldly.
“I can do what I want, Mica,” Kamari replied and Mica’s eyes went gold, glowing in the low lighting.
“Cambrie, I’ll be right back,” Mica muttered.
“Take your time,” the other woman drawled. “Brynn’s got the other side of the room covered and there’s someone in the dressing rooms.”
“I need a word with you,” Mica said and gripped her hand tighter before dragging her into the hallway out of sight of the dancers and security. “What the fuck are you doing?”
“I thought it was obvious.” Kamari tugged her hand free and picked up the beat of the next song fairly quickly. It was a slower number by Mariah Carey.
“Not here, Kamari,” she said tightly.
Kamari danced a few steps back from Mica and ran her fingers down the front of her blouse and finished unbuttoning it with one hand. With the other, she caressed her hip before running it back up to cup her breast and pinch the nipple.
Mica exhaled roughly and leaned against the wall watching, eyes the color of aged gold.
Kamari gave her a smile and brushed her blouse open to reveal the plum colored bra with mock lace-up front. She caressed her flat stomach, the muscle definition born of hours of training to keep in shape.
Kamari drew her hands back up, working her hips as she turned. Backing up, Kamari rubbed her body lightly against Mica’s as she did a slow grind half way down and back up. At her back, the bulge of the strap-on pressed against her, teasing the crease of her ass.
Kamari turned and ran her hands down Mica’s arms before backing up to release her hair from its knot. She stroked her hands down her throat to her stomach and down to the snap of her pants. Then, Kamari released it and slipped a hand inside gliding it slowly down as her juices started to moisten her pussy.
The look in Mica’s eyes had her catching fire, and she wanted to make Mica go up in flames.
Kamari withdrew her hand and turned to run one hand down her butt cheek as she pumped her booty.
She threw Mica a look over her shoulder and executed a deft series of moves that brought her back around to face Mica. Then Kamari glided her hand down between the valley of Mica’s breasts to her stomach and down over the dildo.
She sank to her knees holding Mica’s gaze. With the carpet beneath her, Kamari released the buckle of Mica’s leather belt before unbuttoning Mica’s pants. Slowly, she dragged the zipper down. After that, Kamari pulled the strap-on out and ran her tongue up the soft shaft to the head and closed her lips around it.
The material was almost like a human male’s, easy to manipulate, easy to suck, and not at all unpleasant to the taste. She sank her head down on the cock and Mica pushed her fingers into her hair with a growl.
“Kamari,” she snarled out the word. “Do it. Suck that cock.” She thrust into her mouth and Kamari groaned, the sensation interesting as the dildo slid down her throat.
“Do you like giving me head, little tease?”
“Mmm-hmm.” She ran her tongue down the shaft and licked back up keeping her eyes on Mica’s. They were like old gold, the animal bright in them as it watched her.
She ran her hands up Mica’s thighs and cupped her ass as she sucked the toy into her mouth. Kamari glided her finger down the seam of Mica’s ass letting it disappear inside the band of her boxer harness briefs.
Mica’s eyes sharpened but she didn’t stop her, so Kamari pushed her finger into the tight nether hole. Mica yipped, the sound rough to her ears.
Kamari pushed her finger deeper sliding it past the tight ring of muscle and Mica’s fingers clenched in her hair.
“Damn you,” she muttered and a low huff escaped, telling her Mica was more than pleased.
She drew her finger out and thrust it back in fucking Mica with easy strokes as she allowed her to acclimate to the dry friction. Most women she knew wouldn’t allow her to even attempt this without a boat load of lube, but the slightly lowered lids, and the low growl that came from Mica’s throat told her she liked it.
“Fuck,” Mica rasped out the word. “That feels so damn good.”
Kamari licked over Mica’s lower belly before biting her lightly and Mica pulled her head back.
“Bad. Bad girl,” Mica said and tugged her to her feet and closed her hand around Kamari’s throat. “What do you think you’re doing?”
Mica’s eyes held nothing but passion and hunger, but her animal was in her voice, the sound rough.
“Giving you what you wanted,” she said breathlessly. “I can read your mind Mica, and I know you have some dirty fantasy of fucking me right here.”
Mica chuckled. “Oh, really? You think you know what’s in my dirty mind?” Mica turned Kamari to face the wall so fast she got dizzy. “Do you want me?”
“Yes,” Kamari said breathlessly.
Mica kissed her ear. “Good, ’cause I can’t stop wanting you and this is how bad.” Mica reached around and tugged the zipper of Kamari’s pants down and rolled them down with her panties.
Cool air kissed her skin a second before fire burned her cheeks.



Chapter Twenty-One
 

Kamari’s eyes widened and another heavy tap landed on her ass, searing her flesh. The third strike tore a cry from her.
“I told you to stop.” Mica delivered another stinging tap to Kamari’s butt.
“Mica!”
“I told you earlier today not to tempt me in public.” Mica hit her again before cupping her mound. “This tight little pussy was meant to be enjoyed in private.”
She heard the whisper of something and then felt the bite of leather on her ass. Her eyes widened. “Mica.”
“Stay still,” Mica ordered. “You started this, but I’m going to finish it.” The belt fell on her ass again to slice painfully over her flesh. “Next time I say stop, stop,” she said and landed a slap on one cheek and then the other before the belt landed on both cheeks.
Kamari bit back a cry and attempted to push away from the wall and Mica pressed against her.
“As my lover, your job is to obey me, not attempt to top me,” she whispered in her ear. “If I want your body on public display I’ll command you to strip, but I didn’t.” Mica bit her earlobe. “As a result, you’ll take these next five without so much as a scream.”
Damn it.
The woman in her protested loudly, but the wolf, that traitorous damned animal, bowed its head in utter submission. And she couldn’t do a thing but acquiesce.
The first of five lashes kissed her skin and she caught her bottom lip between her teeth to keep from protesting.
The horror of it, was that she didn’t want to. She wanted the dominance, the rush of no control.
Tap. Tap. Tap.
She jerked out of her thoughts as the pain cut through her, scorching her. Tears slid down her cheeks and she cursed them.
The fifth lash landed lighter than the others.
“You wanted me to break you, sweetheart, well this is me taking control,” she said. “Are you up for the challenge?”
“Mica—”
“All you need to say is yes or no,” Mica snarled. “Your choice, Kamari.”
Kamari faced her, looking up into cold eyes that glowed with the animal’s control. Mica’s jaw was set in a hard line and the determination shining in her eyes made her so damn sexy.
“Don’t cut those pretty eyes at me,” Mica told her evenly. “I didn’t give you permission, so find a wall or the floor. And while you’re at it, answer me.”
Kamari looked away gritting her teeth. Her dominance no match for the coyote’s.
“Mica?”
“If no one’s attacking, wait,” she retorted to the person who’d called her name. “Answer me.” Mica rested her hand on the wall next to Kamari’s head. “Now.”
“I don’t do submission out of the bedroom.” The wolf felt compelled to push just a little bit more, because if Mica gave, then she wasn’t the woman for her.
“Then, why fuck with me? You already knew the terms of engagement,” Mica muttered.
“I—” Because she’d seen her watching her. She’d craved the feel of Mica’s hands on her body again, wanted to feel that dildo inside her. “I could feel your hunger for me.”
Mica snorted. “You thought you could top me, when I specifically told you that would never happen.”
“You were into it.” Kamari growled and Mica snarled at her making her glare.
“Damn right, I was,” she murmured, leaning closer. “But I want what I want, give me that or keep your hands off me.”
Kamari whimpered. “This round to you, coyote,” Kamari said softly.
Mica kissed her hard and Kamari moaned.
“For crap’s sake,” Delany muttered. “Are you almost done?”
“Get out to the floor with the dancers,” Mica ordered in a low tone. “Keep your clothes on or you’ll get ten lashes later. That body is for my eyes only.”
Kamari glared at her and stalked away.
****
“What is it?” Mica demanded tightly.
“I was just over at Coffee Crossing about to grab something to eat when I ran into Petra. I was thinking if we could identify that tat we might be able to figure out who the third person in the video was.”
“Really? I didn’t know you even knew her.”
“I hooked up with Petra for a little bit, but her family wasn’t cool with it. So, things sort of fizzled out.”
“TMI,” she muttered.
Delany grunted. “Anyway, I showed her the tat after I did a cut away to avoid showing her the video,” she said. “Five guys have the tat and Jericho’s one. It was specially designed.”
“Wait, how does she know about the tat?”
“I told you we got to talking. I brought it up, and she showed me a finished version of one. It was designed by her brother for Jericho and five of his friends when they were teens. They called themselves the killer boys club.”
“Jericho doesn’t have the tat anymore.”
“No, but he has part of it,” Delany said. “She sent the design to my email. I told her the waitress who found Isa saw the killer’s arm and he had a tat with a dragon’s tail. So, she showed me four pictures.”
“Fat chance in us getting the chance to see it,” Mica said. “We’ve got to get more proof before taking this to Jen.”
“Speaking of proof—”
“Don’t go there,” Mica cut in. “Stay on this Jerry thing and let me know what you find. I have a feeling it’s not going to be good.”
“You and that girl have some serious chemistry,” Delany teased.
“Shut up, Del,” she muttered.
Delany grinned. “Another thing, Candy’s been arrested for murder.”
“What?” Mica had hoped to get a chance to talk to her.
“Cops found her at Amy’s. Someone called it in. She killed one of her packmates, but she’s not talking.”
“Perfect,” Mica snapped. “We’re going to have to lean on Ella.”
“I’ll take care of it, but I doubt she even knows what’s going on. Powell is our next stop. He can’t be walking around like Jericho’s personal assassin and not know what’s up.”
“With what, though? I’m sure he’s not killing his own people over Gray Tail lands. There has to be more to it than that.”
“Must, and if there’s something to tell, I’ll get Ella to spill her guts.”
“Hopefully.”
****
“Why don’t we hang out tomorrow?” Cambrie asked as she wiped sweat from her brow.
“I have something to do,” Kamari said. “But thanks.”
“I’m not taking no for an answer,” she said. “You’ll need something hot to strip down to for Mica.” She winked. “We can go shopping. A new shop just opened in Mystic.”
“Fine. We can drive in around twelve if you can pick me up.”
“Sure thing,” Cambrie agreed with a smile. “What is going on between you two?”
Kamari smiled. “I’m not sure,” she murmured. “My animal is climbing out of its skin.”
“Hmm, sounds like she’s your mate.”
Kamari shook her head. “I doubt that.”
“Denial is an ugly thing and a coyote’s shadow kiss’s rejection is only going to make the animal edgier.”
“A what?” she asked with a frown.
“Shadows are Indian-born coyotes and their mates are called shadow kisses. We carry a mark that invariably matches our mate’s in some way.”
The tat. Mica had seen it, and she’d known.
Why hadn’t she said something?
Not that it would have mattered. Kamari hadn’t been receptive to the idea, but her wolf was insisting on claiming Mica.
“None of the others will touch you, wolf or coyote, as long as you’re wearing Mica’s mark.”
“I need to get my bike and head home,” Kamari said glancing in the direction she’d come. Mica and Delany were no longer in sight.
“It’s late,” Cambrie said. “I’ll get Syd to give you a ride since it looks like Mica’s already gone.”
They headed for the front door and out into the parking lot where dancers were piling into their cars.
Sydney was talking to Brynn a few steps from the door.
“You ready, baby?” Sydney asked giving Cambrie a long look.
“Yep.” She gave Sydney a slow smile.
“Hey, Sydney. You mind giving me a ride?” Kamari asked.
Sydney frowned. “Some other time,” she said evenly. “I’m locking up.”
“I can wait.”
“I know, and I can wait on a sore jaw and cracked ribs, too,” she said. “So, that’d be a ‘not tonight’.”
“What?” Kamari demanded.
“You’ve got Mica all over you,” Sydney said. “And she’s in heat. I’m not taking you anywhere without her permission.”
“I’m not her property,” Kamari said through gritted teeth.
“I have plans, so woman up and fuck her already.”
“Syd!” Cambrie exclaimed.
“Whatever’s going on with you and Mica, isn’t my business, but it’s clear it’s more than chemistry,” Syd said giving Kamari a scathing look. “So, go hunt your woman down.”
“Fuck you, Sydney,” Kamari said acidly.
“Not in this life time, baby doll,” Sydney said icily.
“I’ll give you ride,” Brynn said. “If Mica wants a fight, it’s fine by me. I could use a good tangle.”
Sydney snorted. “Go for it.” She shook her head. “Help me lock up, girly, so we can head on home?”
“Sure.” Cambrie said and they went back inside.
“Come on,” Brynn said. “Let’s get you home, but a word of advice?”
“Can I stop you?”
“Mica’s a good woman,” she said quietly. “She doesn’t deserve to be fucked over, so if Jericho sent you here to set Mallory, Samarra and Sydney up, I’ll kill you to save her from having to do it.”
“I—”
“She’s into you, big time,” Brynn said as if she’d never attempted to speak. “You’ve got her by the pubic hair. It’ll cut deep if you’re just a mole.”



Chapter Twenty-Two
 

Jerry rubbed his hands together in excitement as he saw Cadillac’s car pull into the driveway of the small house in Mystic. He kept the place as his play house, not wanting this part of his life to in any way connect to his life in Snowbury. And the distance between him and his neighbors gave him plenty of privacy.
He and Cadillac hadn’t been able to hook-up after this morning, thanks to all the meetings he’d had today. Keeping the bank running on an even keel was important to him as well as ensuring the townspeople got no idea that he was anything other than the man he appeared to be. Besides that, he enjoyed the work.
Jerry watched him pull the car to a stop and his heart beat faster in anticipation. So far, the tracking of Amy’s electronic communications had yielded nothing to worry about. Isa was the only one she’d been in contact with, and Amy’s cell phone had been destroyed, making it impossible for the texts to be linked to him.
Jerry would be in the clear, and they’d be back in business. In a few days, he’d make sure his inept executioner took a long trip into a deep grave.
Cadillac cut the engine and climbed out of his car. His stride was quick, quickening Jerry’s pulse at the sight of the box in Cadillac’s hands.
“Sit it here.” He ordered pointing to his own car. “Did you look inside?”
“No, but from the lightness of it, I think you’re going to be disappointed. On top of that, Jenner was there, too. I just out ahead of him with this.”
Jerry jerked off the lid, his stomach churning. Two smaller boxes greeted him, and he pulled first one free and ripped off the lid. His heart stopped.
“Fuck! This can’t be,” he snarled and pulled out the other box to find it empty as well. He growled.
Jerry grabbed Cadillac by the lapels of his shirt and jerked the man toward him. The beta averted his gaze quickly and Jerry shook him.
“Where is it? I know Isa had the information. I’ve gone through her apartment with a fine-tooth comb. I didn’t go through this just to see my plans fail.”
“Nothing was there, Jerry,” Cadillac retorted. “I told you, you were being premature in killing her. Amy knew where the book was, and she knew about Stonington. If they get their hands on it, you and your buddies are dead.”
“Thank you, Sherlock,” he snarled.
“She knew you were coming for her, and so did Amy,” Cadillac said. “They could have hidden the proof anywhere. What about the Coalition? I don’t trust Bradley. We won’t be able to get rid of the coyotes if he betrays us.”
“He’s in this up to his eyeballs,” Jerry muttered.
Bradley wanted those women gone as badly as he did and not just because of their plans to expand their territory or develop the coyote lands for their own profit.
Bradley wanted to take over this area too, and they were willing to share the profits as well as the defense of the town and Mystic. To do that, they’d have to kill off all the Coalition members eventually.
“If I go down, so does he. That’s why he’s sending someone to search Amy’s. I think she might have overheard him talking about one of his playmates as well as the plans we were making for taking over.”
“There was nothing concrete on those plans, right?” Cadillac demanded.
“I don’t know, but there are plans drawn up for the development of the coyote lands, starting with their stakes in Mystic.”
“That borders his land,” Cadillac murmured.
“So, you can understand why he’d have as much to lose as I do. If they get wind of his desire to drive them out, he’s going to have to pull back or wage war.”
“Especially since that’s Samarra’s pack.” He shook his head, eyes bright with respect for the woman. “She’ll be hard to take down without the Coalition at his back.”
“And they won’t be if they find out about our special proclivities. Now, you go get that waitress and find out what she knows and kill her, because if this fails, you don’t get your own little pack.”
****
Kamari hadn’t waited around for Brynn once Sydney had called her back inside. She didn’t need to be a mind-reader to realize Sydney had been attempting to prevent friction between her friends. So, Kamari had called a cab.
She was eager to get home to have a look at the data from Amy’s. After paying the cab, Kamari headed up to the porch with the car’s headlights lighting her way. She’d left a light inside on, but not the porch light since it was out. She quickly unlocked the door and stepped inside.
Kamari sighed and checked out the house before heading to her bedroom to take a shower. She started the water and then decided on a long soak instead. Her nerves were a little frayed.
She stoppered the tub and then added some scented liquid and bubbles formed in the heated water. Satisfied, Kamari went into the bedroom to undress before gathering a few candles and taking them to the bathroom to light them.
She poured herself a glass of wine and went back to the bedroom where she dug out her Kindle and tapped the audiobook app. Starting the book, she climbed into the tub and leaned back with a sigh.
Kamari closed her eyes and listened to the Mary Higgins Clark mystery she’d selected. But her thoughts strayed after five minutes, going to Mica. Kamari hadn’t expected Mica to refuse her tonight, but the animal wasn’t angry.
Mica had bested her, showed her dominance definitively enough that the wolf was eager to continue to engage her. The woman was intrigued that Mica had risen to the challenge rather than slunk away as human women did.
But Mica had disappeared tonight rather than come looking for her. Logically, Kamari understood it was probably business, but she was still a little pissed that Mica hadn’t at least said goodbye.
Kamari began washing herself using a sponge as she turned that question over in her mind. When she was finished, she leaned back for a moment and listened to the end of the chapter before climbing out.
The lamp in her bedroom suddenly went dark and the imperceptible sound from the front of the house had Kamari quickly grabbing the terry robe from the back of the door and padding into her bedroom. She had a gun and it was registered.
Kamari decided against using the gun and slipped back into the bathroom to wait the intruder out. She figured it was someone—probably the person she’d seen at the club—come looking for the information she’d taken from the storage locker.
She leaned against the wall behind the door, having left it cracked, so she could see into the bedroom. It seemed like hours before she saw the shadowed figure and the pale glimmer of flashlight danced around the room.
He began opening drawers. Then, he stopped and tilted his head up. “Come out,” he ordered. “I can smell the bath oil.”
She didn’t move and he strode into the room turning on the light. He jerked the door back to stare at her from behind a ski mask.
“I said get out here.” He drew back and struck her across the face and grabbed her arm and snatched her from the bathroom. “Let’s not beat around the bush,” he said and shoved her toward the bed. “I want the items you took from the storage locker.”
“What storage locker?” she asked rubbing her aching cheek.
“Don’t fuck with me, woman,” he said icily. “I will kill you. And while you’re at it, tell me what Isa told you.”
“About what?” Kamari asked sitting up and scooting to the edge of the bed so her feet rested on the floor.
Her wolf came to full alertness now, focusing on the man’s rising and falling chest as he stood a few steps from her.
He closed the distance and reached out to hit her with the flashlight, but Kamari drew her legs in and pushed them out slamming them into his thighs. The impact sent him stumbling backward, and Kamari climbed from the bed and moved for the door.
Something hit her in the back and she cried out arching, slowing in her movements long enough for him to catch up to her. He grabbed her hair and jerked her backward.
Kamari cried out as he threw her to the floor and straddled her. He hit her with an open hand and Kamari snarled at him before lunging up to swipe her clawed hand across his face.
“Shit,” he said and barked at her as he pressed harder down on her and gripped her around the throat. He banged her head against the floor. “Where is the information?”
“I wouldn’t give it to you even if you asked nice,” she said. “Tell Jerry to come get it himself and tell me who killed my sister while he’s at it.”
He blinked, the look in his eyes confused for a moment.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you’re a dead woman.”
“You should learn more about the man who sends you to kill for him,” Kamari said coldly. “He’s probably going to kill you if I don’t.”
“And you won’t,” he muttered.
“Think again,” she said and stared into his eyes. His gaze was dark with fury, the confusion gone. Kamari sent out an arc of energy, hot as a match and it collided with his head.
He shook it off, and she sent out a harder blow and it slammed into him. Kamari held focus and the energy intensified. His eyes widened, and he let out a scream and rolled off her.
“Bitch! What are you doing to me?” He screamed.
She’d heard it called a psionic skill, but her mother had called it a rare and coveted family ability called tele-pyrokinesis. She set fires inside the body that burned her victims from the inside out.
“Who are you?” Kamari demanded and scrambled to her feet.
“Your killer, but I’ll kill you faster than I killed Isa,” he said and lunged at her, claws out.
Kamari braced for the impact even as she sent out a third telepathic strike. This one bloomed red in the air, heating it, before rushing him. He screamed and sank to his knees.
The attacker reached out for her, and she cocked her head left.
“Who sent you to kill me?” Kamari asked, the animal in her tone. “Tell me and I’ll finish you quickly. If you don’t, I’ll let you burn painfully.”
“Freak,” he gasped. “You can’t stop them, and I won’t help you try.”
Fury turned her nails to claws and the air hot. Energy cycled through her and Kamari hit him with another blast and flames danced on his hand and shirt before slipping beneath the skin.
Even as she watched him writhe in agony, knowing his brain was being turned to mush as it cooked along with his insides, her animal instincts told her to hit him again.
The noise level in the room rose as the intruder managed to get to his feet and bolt for the door.
She shifted, the heat of her body high. The wolf form bled to pure energy, no fur, no bones as it pursued him with malicious intent. Kamari heard a loud thud and the screaming stopped.



Chapter Twenty-Three
 

Kamari shifted back, continuing her trek naked. Her skin was still slightly damp and hot as the rage continued to simmer in her belly.
In the living room, Kamari found him stretched out on the floor at Mica’s feet and pulled up short. She’d been so focused on him she hadn’t noticed the change in scents or maybe her wolf had. But the animal hadn’t considered Mica a threat because she was hers.
“Mica,” she said quickly as guilt slid through her like a knife through butter.
Mica cocked a brow at her before bending down to jerk the mask from his face. The skin was lobster red and blistered in some places.
“Hell.” She attempted to feel for a pulse and jerked her hand back with skin on it. “Holy fuck.”
“Is he dead?” Kamari knew the chances were good and right now, she didn’t really give much of a damn. He’d meant to kill her, had killed Isa.
Mica got to her feet and whipped out her phone. “What happened?”
The gray stare held no recriminations, but it was hard.
“He broke in and attacked.”
“And you did what? Set him on fire with your bath water?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kamari muttered.
“Yeah, Tiny. I’m over on Snowdown Road. Our waitress was attacked. Someone broke in… Yeah, he’s still here… I’ll wait.” She ended the call. “Get dressed. I don’t want those pigs drooling all over you.”
“Don’t start giving me orders, Mica,” Kamari snapped.
“Do you need help? My belt doesn’t mind giving you a hand,” Mica retorted.
“No.”
“Then, hurry up. Tiny will be here soon.”
She backed up and Mica followed, her gaze sliding over Kamari, and Kamari shivered. “Now would be the perfect time for a striptease.”
“Mica,” she said breathlessly and turned to stride into her bedroom. Kamari discarded the robe on a nearby chair to a low growl of approval.
“God, you’re so damn beautiful.” Mica said from behind her before running her hands down Kamari’s arms. Mica kissed the back of her neck before biting her.
Kamari moaned despite the slice of pain. Mica kissed the side of her neck then bit a trail to her nape.
Kamari sank into her, savoring the feel of sharpness stinging her skin. “You make me so hot.”
“And you drive me insane.” Mica cupped her breasts.
Kamari reached back to stroke the side of Mica’s head. “I like it when you touch me like this.”
Mica pinched her nipples and Kamari gasped.
“Your scent is getting more arousing,” Mica said. “Tell me to fuck you.”
Kamari laughed. “Actually fuck me this time instead of punishing me?”
“Not right now,” Mica said in a ragged tone. “Later. Tiny will be here any minute. When I take you next, you’re going to give me exactly what I want, Mari, do you understand?”
“Yes.”
Mica released her just ahead of a hard knock. “Dress,” Mica ordered. “And let me do most of the talking, pup.” She exited the room.
Kamari hurriedly tugged open a drawer and removed lingerie, slipping into it as she heard voices from the living area.
“What the hell happened here, Mica?” A masculine voice demanded.
Kamari was buttoning her shirt when she heard another knock.
“What happened, Tiny?” Jenner demanded. “Who is it?”
“It’s Powell,” Tiny said quietly. “I think—it’s hard to tell with the scent of burned flesh and the damage to his skin.”
“What?” Jenner thundered. “What the hell—there better be a damned good explanation for this, Mica.”
“He broke in here and attacked Kamari, asshole,” she snapped.
“Oh, yeah, then why’s he laying there?” Jenner demanded.
“She obviously defended herself,” Mica retorted.
“My god,” Jenner exclaimed. “Get the fuck out here, Sang.”
Dressed, Kamari joined them. “What is it?”
“What did you do to him?” Jenner demanded and Tiny glared at her.
“I got him off me,” she said.
“How? Set him on fire with your good looks and dazzling wit?” he demanded and went charging toward her.
“Jealous?” she drawled and Jenner reached for her only to take a punch to the side from Mica.
“Back the hell off,” Mica ordered, moving to bar his way, and he grabbed her and slung her out of the way. He reached for Kamari and stumbled from the kick Mica delivered to his calf.
“Tiny, arrest her,” Jenner shouted. “Assaulting an officer.”
Tiny moved toward her and Mica growled at him. “Do you want me to put you on your ass, Jenner? That’s what’ll happen if you touch her.”
“Arrest her.”
Tiny removed his handcuffs while Jenner grabbed Kamari’s arm.
“Let me go,” Kamari said. “I had a right to stand my ground in my own dwelling.”
Tiny let out a grunt and Kamari turned her gaze on them in time to see the bigger blond male falling to the floor.
Jenner turned then, too, and Mica turned back to him. He moved to avoid the punch, swinging Kamari into the path of the oncoming fist. She ducked it and sent an arc of heat into his hand.
Jenner let out a cry and released her. Kamari stumbled and Mica caught her.
“Jenner, you are asking for an ass kicking for that,” Mica snarled.
“Mica,” Kamari said in a warning tone. “He’s a cop.”
“Who’s about to bust your ass for assault,” Jenner said.
“I’ll file charges for police brutality,” Kamari said. “You attacked me without cause, and I’m the victim here. I didn’t go out on the streets and invite this guy in. I was just getting out of the bath.”
“He’s got third degree burns over his face and hands.”
Kamari shrugged. “He walked into a flamethrower for all I know.”
Jenner glared at her. “I want answers,” he said. “Tiny.”
The other man just lay there, out cold.
“I’m tired of this shit,” Jenner muttered. “You fucking coyotes think you’re above the law. Tonight, you’re going to jail, and you, Agent Sang, better give me some answers or—”
“Or what?” she cut him off in a steely tone. “I don’t know him, and there is nothing in this house that could have done that to him. So, I’m being questioned and let go.”
Jenner lifted his lip in a silent snarl. “Don’t either of you move,” he said and whipped his cell phone out. He made a quick call and then leveled a look at Mica. “Get over there. I want to talk to your girlfriend.”
Mica folded her arms over her chest and stared him down. “Talk.”
He let out an impatient growl. “Did Powell say what he was doing here when you let him in?”
“I didn’t let him in,” Kamari retorted. “When he jerked me from my bathroom in my robe, he asked me what Isa said to me, and then he said he was going to kill me faster than he killed her.”
“Powell is no killer,” Jenner snapped. “You’re lying.”
“Why? I don’t even know him. I’m sure my cheek bears the brunt of his handiwork because it still hurts like hell.”
“He didn’t kill Isa,” Jenner said shaking his head. “I know he didn’t. He had to have said something more.”
“Not to me,” Kamari told him.
“Did he say anything to you before you hit him, Xena?” He gave Mica a scathing look.
“Call Samarra, Kamari,” Mica muttered. “I don’t want to be in jail all night.”
“Oh, you’re going to be, and I’m pressing charges and so is Tiny. You’re doing time.”
“Maybe not,” Kamari said softly.
“Don’t bet on it,” Jenner said in a hard tone. “And since I’m here, I’ll go ahead and search your place. With a dead body, I have probable cause.”
“Do you?” Kamari asked softly.
Jenner met her gaze, and Kamari focused. She’d learned a few telepathic tricks to lull the mind. The process was more or less hypnosis. She hit him with a telepathic blast that would only last a short time.
Stay still. When you wake you’ll only remember saying that you didn’t want to file charges against Mica.
She repeated the sentence three times and his lids drooped.
“You’ll wake when I say three and remember only that you don’t want to file charges against Mica. And Tiny charged Mica for no reason and she was only defending herself.”
“Okay,” he said.
Kamari rushed into her bedroom.
“What did you do to him?” Mica demanded from behind Kamari.
“Hypnotized him. It won’t hold too long.” She grabbed her bag from beneath the bed, glad she’d left the items in it. Then, she shoved in a few more things, including clothes and tossed the bag onto her bed as the sound of tires in the driveway registered.
“He’ll take me in, and Samarra will send someone. I want you to go with her,” Mica ordered.
“Mica—”
“Don’t argue with me,” Mica cut in coldly. “Just obey, and we’ll talk later.” She took Kamari’s arm and led her back out into the living area just as a knock sounded on the door.
“Three,” she said softly and Jenner’s eyes slid open. “Come in,” Kamari called.
Jenner frowned at her as the door opened.
“Jenner,” a plainclothes policeman gave him a nod though his gaze swept the room before giving the dead man a dispassionate glance.
Two blue clad officers rushed into the room. Both took in the dead man with horrified stares.
“What the hell?” The female said while the man moved around her. “Is that Powell?”
“Take Clawer into custody, but Agent Sang stays. I have a few questions for you.” Jenner met Kamari’s gaze. “If I don’t like the answers, you’ll be joining her.”





Chapter Twenty-Four
 

“If she has a mark on her, Jen, your ass is grass,” Mica said and a now awakened Tiny was on his feet with a scowl, snapping the cuffs roughly into place before giving Mica a shove.
“We can fuck her brains out if we want,” he said and laughed wickedly. “There’s nothing you can do about it from a jail cell, butch.”
“Tiny,” Jenner snapped, but it was too late. “Rowel.”
The plainclothesman moved toward them, but made no move to stop them as Mica smashed the heel of her boot into Tiny’s foot before spinning to backhand him, the metal cuffs catching him in the cheek.
She executed a deft jump kick, toe connecting with Tiny’s crotch. He groaned and hunched over.
“Fuck that,” Mica snarled in a low tone and would have kicked him again, but Rowel caught her thigh and gave her a pointed look.
“Dumb-ass fuck,” Rowel said to Tiny. “When are you going to learn not to screw with a bitch in heat?” He shook his head. “Let’s go, Mica. You can call Samarra from the station unless your girl’s got you.”
“She’s got it,” she said coldly as she met Kamari’s gaze briefly.
The chill made Kamari shiver, and Mica lifted a brow in query before Rowel took her out the door.
“I’ll pack a bag,” Kamari said. “I’m not staying here tonight.”
“You’re damn right about that. Bates, go with her and make sure she doesn’t take anything but clothes,” Jenner ordered.
“I need a toothbrush, dumbass,” Kamari muttered.
“Whatever,” he said brusquely. “Be quick and don’t touch her.”
“No plans to,” Bates muttered. “I’d hate to end up deep fried like ole Powell.”
Kamari grunted and headed into her bedroom and proceeded into the bathroom with the woman on her heels. Kamari opened a drawer and removed a small bag filled with new toiletries.
“Powell was a really good guy,” Bates said. “You’re not going to get away with killing him.”
She threw the brunette a look. “He tried to kill me first, so if you’re CSI, you should take a picture of my face and my neck. He was choking me.”
“He’d never hurt anyone.”
“What did he do?” Kamari asked curiously. The man who’d attacked her had had the heart of a killer. “Was he a minister or something?”
“He was a security guard at the bank, but before that he was a cop. He was all about fair play and kindness. Powell’s never raised a hand to anyone unless they attacked first.”
“Well, someone stuck a key in his back and pointed him in my direction and Isa’s,” Kamari said bitterly. She didn’t care how kind he was. He’d gotten what he deserved considering what he was going to do to her.
“Isa? You’re such a liar,” the cop muttered.
“That’s what she thought, too, but surprise, surprise.”
Kamari stuffed the items into her bag and grabbed a few things from the dresser, though she didn’t need them. Kamari pushed them into the bag and grabbed her Kindle from the bathroom. She zipped it into the bag and hefted it onto her shoulder before getting her phone from the dresser and heading from the room.
“Jenner, I don’t know what else you expect me to tell you,” Kamari said as she opened her contacts. She had both of her bosses’ numbers in her phone.
“Tell me again how Powell came to be on your floor burned to death,” Jenner ordered.
Kamari glanced to the man who was being photographed. Her animal felt nothing as it lingered on the surface of her.
She repeated what she’d already said.
“I know you’re lying,” he said. “Did Samarra or Mallory put you up to this? What did he know that they wanted kept quiet?” Jenner demanded. “Ronnie get a picture of her face and her neck.”
“I don’t know if you’re following the evidence,” she said as she unbuttoned her blouse giving him a better view of her neck. “Or if you’re just being protective of someone, but the person behind this is going to pay.” The officer shot pictures from both sides of her face and neck.
“Hold up your arms,” Ronnie said. “Though honestly, these marks are so faint, they could be days old.”
Kamari did, and he took pictures of her arms and hands. “But Jenner here, knows I didn’t have them earlier,” Kamari replied icily.
“What did you burn him with?” Tiny demanded.
“I didn’t burn him with anything.”
“Then what did Mica use?” Jenner asked. “I’m sure once they realized Powell would be asking you question about Isa because he cared about her, that they had to shut him up before you revealed what you really saw.”
“She didn’t have anything, and I have no idea what’s going on in your little town, but I’m going to find out, even if it gets your alpha fried.”
“Don’t you threaten Jericho,” Tiny growled moving toward her. “Tell us what those damned coyotes are up to. Which one of them killed Connie and Powell?” His tone held a hard edge as he reached for her and gave her a shake.
She barked and snarled at him, hands heating at the malice in his eyes. “If I’m not under arrest, I’m leaving,” Kamari said coolly.
“Let her go, Tiny,” Jenner said. “Don’t leave town.”
“I don’t plan to.” Kamari gave the tall blond a hard look, fire spinning in her mind, attempting to break through the mental shields she used to keep it contained.
“Keep staring at me like that, and I’ll arrest your ass and toss it into a cell right next to your butch,” Tiny said.
“You won’t live through the night if you touch me again,” Kamari told him acidly and strode from the room. “Bastard.” She exhaled and smoke came out of her nose.
“Find the weapon,” Jenner ordered as the door closed. “Tear this fucking house apart if you have to.”
Stepping off the front porch, Kamari put in a call to Samarra. A petite blonde carrying a metal case headed past her giving her a curious look.
“Hello?” Samarra answered on the third ring.
“Hi, Samarra, this is Kamari.”
“What is it?” she asked coolly.
“Mica told me to call you. She was arrested for knocking a cop on his ass—twice.”
Samarra sighed. “Where are you?”
“Home, but I’m leaving. I need to find a place to stay.”
“Stay put, I’ll send someone to get you and Mica’s vehicle.”
“Okay.” Kamari rounded Mica’s SUV to find a cop bent down searching the backseat. “What the hell are you doing? You have no right to search this vehicle without a warrant.”
“I’m just doing my job,” he retorted. “Back off.”
She sent out an arc of power.
“Mica’s not—fuck!” He straightened, grabbing his butt as he did.
“Move it or lose it,” she ordered icily. “And get that warrant next time. Remind your boss that anything found is tainted because he had no actual cause to search the SUV. The body was found inside the house and there’s no evidence to suggest he was transported here in it.”
“Woman if you don’t get out of my way—”
“Get lost,” she growled, hands heating and the center of her forehead prickling.
He backed away, and she watched him, slamming the door of the SUV before climbing into the front seat to wait.
It was only fifteen minutes before a truck arrived and a tall woman rapped on the window. Kamari opened the door and looked out, vaguely recognizing her from earlier tonight at the club.
“I’m Delany,” she said. “I’m going to take you to a safe place. Mica will be along when Samarra gets this all worked out.”
Kamari climbed out and Sydney gave her a curious stare.
“If you’d just let Mica bring you home, then this wouldn’t be happening.”
“No, she’d have killed him and you guys would be under even more scrutiny,” Kamari replied.
Sydney frowned. “What does that mean? Surely, Jen isn’t trying to pin this on us?”
“That’s exactly what he’s doing.”
“That bastard,” Sydney said and Delany grabbed her as she started to back up.
“Get out of here, Syd,” Delany told her coldly. “We don’t need you getting your ass in deeper.”
Sydney climbed into the vehicle after giving her a look. She closed the door and started the engine, backing out.
Delany took her bag before she could protest and led Kamari to a truck. She tossed the bag in back and pulled the passenger side door open for her.
“Thanks.”
Delany gave her a nod and rounded the truck to climb in on the other side.
“What happened?” Delany asked after starting the truck and maneuvering it out into the street.
Kamari repeated the story hoping this was the last time because it was starting to make her throat dry.
“Ah. Isa’s killer thought you saw more than you said you did which means someone in the department is involved,” she commented.
“More than likely,” Kamari agreed and leaned her head back against the headrest.
“So, what did you find in the storage locker? Where’s the tablet?”
“I don’t know,” Kamari said. “There was no tablet, and I already shared as much as I’m going to with Mica.”
“Why? We can help each other.”
“Maybe you can’t,” she said. “You live here. You’re concerned with the politics of packs. I’m concerned with the justice due me as a wolf even if that means killing an alpha.”



Chapter Twenty-Five
 

“I don’t know which alpha you’re talking about, but an alpha is alpha for a reason,” Delaney said.
“That is probably too true, but it changes nothing,” Kamari replied closing her eyes. “How long have you known Mica?”
“A long time,” Delany replied. “That scene earlier—Mica has some control issues and I guess BDSM helps her to a degree. However, most of her partners aren’t into pain, domination, or obedience.”
“I have no problem with it in the right context,” Kamari replied.
Mica had both angered and intrigued her. She’d also awakened the energy of the wolf like no one before her.
“If you want it over, be clear with her and us. No one’s going to allow her to impose her will on you, even if you are her mate,” Delany assured her.
“I can handle her.”
Mica’s animal could handle the dark elements of the mist wolf. The shadow coyote understood darkness, it understood psychic energy, or was supposed to.
Mica hadn’t flinched from the dead man’s burns, but Kamari was sure she had questions. Even if they could bend to Mica’s will, could Mica accept the deadly weapon she was?
“But do you want to?” Delany asked.
Kamari threw her a look. “The question is does she still want to handle me?”
****
Mica made bail within a few hours and was speeding down the street silent as a stone next to her alpha.
Her coyote had gone crazy when Rowel had taken her out of that house leaving Kamari behind. She’d held the animal in check with a white-knuckled grip and claws lodged firmly in the buttery leather of the police cruiser.
Even now she was eager to get to her, to lay hands on her. Mica needed to see for herself that Kamari was fine, that not a hair on her head had been touched.
“Your animal’s off the leash,” Samarra said glancing at her.
“It’s not,” Mica growled.
“You’ve always been a bit of a wild one,” she said. “You didn’t come through the fight as Syd and I did.”
“What are you talking about?” she demanded and massaged her temple. She knew she was different. She’d paid plenty of attention when the legends of their people were told around the campfire and in the classroom.
The shadow coyote was a norm, but his darker self, the wild one or black one was the rare one. The form wasn’t one they were born into, but one they were forced into by adversity so great only the wolf could bear it.
“When your family was attacked by those bastards, what happened?”
Her family had been part of the same pack as Sam and Syd’s, but they hadn’t run with the same crowd. In fact, her family had been part of the pack that had been on the verge of breaking away from the major pack when the hyenas attacked.
Mica had been more isolated, on the leading edges of the battle. The hyenas had come in full force, the men, the alpha bitches, the strong teens, all engaged with them, taking them out in quick order.
“Mica, I don’t care that you’re a wild one. The only reason I’m even bringing it up now is because meeting your mate has ignited that side of you. If you don’t claim her, you’re only going to grow worse.”
“I know this,” she said coldly. She would be in danger of going feral if her mate rejected her. The BDSM was a control mechanism to ensure she stayed disciplined and in control of as many facets of life as possible.
The wolf, the wildness of the coyote would break free otherwise, causing her to kill with only the slightest provocation. She’d even start hunting and eating humans or animals.
“You know knocking out Tiny and kicking his balls in only indicated a strong level of aggression that signals a need to assuage the heat.”
“Back off, okay,” Mica retorted. “I’m not a child. I can handle my business.”
“The kill?”
“Powell, but I didn’t kill him.”
“Who did?” Samarra demanded.
“Kamari’s like Cambrie,” Mica said. “She can do things with her mind.”
“Why didn’t she get you out of this mess then? Is Syd right? She’s not into you, and your animal is trying to force her into a mating?”
“She found out a little late that I wasn’t a tame coyote she could manipulate, so I took her to task.”
Samarra shot her a curious look. “I hope you two came to terms.”
“I’m not sure,” she murmured. She wasn’t sure of anything except they were going to resolve this one way or the other.
“I had Delany take her to my place. I’m keeping Syd out of the city for the time being, and you’re going to be on security at the club and my place. Delany will be there with you. Cambrie and Brynn will continue to work the club during the evening along with me. But if you and the waitress can’t work this out, you’ll stay away from her.”
“Don’t go there, Samarra,” Mica said in a warning tone.
“Don’t make me do it, Mica,” Samarra replied coldly. “The more contact you have with an unwilling mate, the more dangerous you will become to her and everyone around her. I suggest you take her to bed, if she’s willing, to take the edge off. Otherwise, Delany will keep an eye on her.”
“Samarra—”
“I’m sending someone to Hartsland to check Amy’s out death and get more information on Sang’s sister. If you and the little tart can’t come to terms that’s going to be you, otherwise, it’s Cruise and Rick.”
“I like them,” Mica said grabbing onto the semi-change in subject. “They’re willing to be loyal to you.”
“I’m evicting a few families over the next few days. They seem to think the wolves have a claim. I’m not going to get into this with them.”
“Do they own any of the land or is that all controlled by Cambrie?” Mica asked.
“Some of them own their land, but I’ve offered to buy them out. If they refuse to take it, I’ll allow them to rent the use of the land to a family, but they can never return to live there.”
“I think you should keep an offer of safe passage to any future family member in case they just need a place to live or a child wants back in the pack after it’s grown,” Mica said.
“I will. Mica, you’re going to have to get her to work with us on this,” Samarra said quietly.
“I’m doing my best.”
“The killer thinks she has whatever Isa was trying to keep secret, so let’s give Jenner that video. The killer will make another move on her and we’ll be there to get him.”
“I’ve been thinking about what Mallory said Isa saw. What if this isn’t just about that night?”
“It’s about Connie, too.”
 “No. Samarra. Listen. Delaney confirms the existence of a killer boys club, or that
Jericho and some of his buddies called themselves that when they were teens. What if they’re really killers?”
“What are you saying, Mica?” Samarra asked carefully.
“Serial killers, what if Isa and Amy uncovered a trail of dead bodies that they want to stay buried?
Samarra exhaled roughly. “We have no proof of that.”
“Connie knew something, and it wasn’t just that Jericho was in league with the hyenas. Why care unless what he was doing was going to create ripples in the pack that would cause a war?” Mica demanded. “And that didn’t have to with the Coalition helping to smooth it over.”
“But dead girls all up and down the Eastern Seaboard is something even the Coalition can’t get them out of,” Samarra murmured. “It’s a stretch and we need some proof, but that won’t kill our current problem.”
“I know.” Mallory and Samarra still had to be exonerated. “But it might shed some doubt on whether Mallory killed Isa and you helped cover it up.”
They fell silent, each turning things over in their minds as they sped to the house that served as both city home and accounting business. She had a big enough piece of land that she had two guesthouses on the property and Mica and Cambrie occupied them when they were in the city.
When they reached the house, Samarra pulled into the driveway and eased the car into the garage which contained a motorcycle and Samarra’s car.
“She’s in the guesthouse.” Samarra cut the engine and released her seatbelt before climbing out. “We’ll talk in the morning.”
Mica followed suit and was on Samarra’s heels as they stepped into the house. She strode to the back of the house and out a door leading to the back patio and guesthouses.
The land was tree laden and allowed them to run free in their animal form without nosy neighbors catching sight of them and calling animal control.
She passed a coyote making rounds and yipped at her. The coyote returned the low sound and kept going.
Mica reached the guesthouse and unlocked the door. On entering, the silence struck her hardest, and she wondered if the agent had given them the slip.
Wandering through the small dwelling, she finally caught a whiff of the orchid-rose scent and tracked it to the bedroom she normally slept in. Stopping in the doorway, Mica found Kamari lounging on the bed with several items spread out on it and a keyboard and tablet next to her.
Her black hair fell around her face forming a curtain, but she’d changed into a top with spaghetti straps and shorts leaving her legs bare. The sight of all that rich brown skin made Mica blood heat with sensual hunger.
The animal prowled closer to the surface of her mind and urged her to claim what was theirs.
Kamari swept the wavy mass onto her shoulder and looked at her. Those brown eyes were warm, like a welcome home after being gone too long.
“I see you made bail.” Her tone was soft as Kamari’s gaze slid over her, the fire of arousal sparking in her depths.
“Thank you for calling Samarra.”
“Just showing you I can be a good sub,” she commented mockingly.
Mica closed the distance to sit on the edge of the bed and run her fingertips along Kamari’s arm. Her skin was silky beneath her touch.
“I know you can, for me,” she murmured.
Kamari held her gaze. Mica loved having those copper eyes on her. They could be so expressive and filled with sensual heat it left her breathless.
“Why is it so important to you to be in control?”
“Losing my parents and being plunked in New England took something from me that I never got back,” Mica told her urgently. “I was among my own kind, but here I had to fight to prove myself dominant in a world of male assholes who thought they could push me around.”
“So, you had to learn control and play dominance games to earn rank,” Kamari said and a light of understanding shone in her gorgeous eyes.
“But it wasn’t just the change,” Mica said feeling compelled to open a door to her soul she’d slammed shut a long time ago. “I wasn’t just beat, I was raped, my body tortured.” She averted her gaze as memories swept over her, the ghosts of old pain haunting her.
Kamari leaned close to her, nuzzled her as if sensing her pain.
“My coyote surged to the fore, I shifted while one of them was slicing me with his claws, and I became—I saved myself.”
“You became dark shadow, the savage creature that hunts in the night and takes lives as it sees fit.”
Mica looked at her then in surprise. “How do you know? You’re a wolf.”
“Coyotes are but wolves in different clothing. Our ancestors are the same. Your shadows are similar to ours. We call what you are a shadow walker. The animal can visit the astral, connect to its mate telepathically without others of the same kind listening in, and they can walk in the night unseen.”
“I’ve heard legends of shadow walkers and the mists,” Mica murmured.
“Mist females can bear the children of a woman, thanks to a genetic abnormality that occurred in the seventeen hundreds.”
“Why did it occur?”
“Hunters killed off a good deal of the shifter males leaving an abundance of females with no prospect of creating new generations without inbreeding. And then there was an epidemic of an STD they think was a strain of syphilis or herpes that altered the genetic make-up of girls who were born of men and women who contracted it through contact with humans.”
“That could make sense,” Mica said. As much as anything she’d ever heard.
“So, are you going to be charged?”
“I’ll plead it down and do whatever time comes with it.”
“It was kind of sexy seeing you kick his ass,” Kamari said.
“Oh, you liked that, did you?” Mica asked in a teasing tone. But she hoped Kamari was impressed by her ability. A shadow coyote was nothing if not protective and possessive.
Part of their mystique was pride in their ability to put an enemy or threat to its mate on his or her ass. Having the mate appreciate that strength and animal power was important.
“Yeah.” Kamari leaned towards her. “I know you wanted to kick Jenner’s butt for trying to make you hit me.”
She shook her head slowly as her gaze drifted to Kamari’s mouth. “I will next time he tries something so stupid.” Mica leaned just a fraction closer, eyes snagging Kamari’s now. “Do you want to—can you accept my terms?”
“I would say no, but I don’t think I can resist you,” Kamari whispered. “I want to touch you, to own you.”
Mica kissed her softly and Kamari moaned. She trailed her lips to Kamari’s jaw before kissing her way to her throat. Mica nuzzled, wanting to bite her, and then she did.



Chapter Twenty-Six
 

The sensations tore through Kamari, and her wolf huffed. The animal was really into her, and the woman found Mica too intriguing to walk away from.
Mica ripped Kamari’s little cami and pushed the tattered threads aside revealing tight points standing at attention. “Beautiful little wolf.” She brushed Kamari’s lips with hers before taking a kiss as she cupped her breasts.
Her lips moved demandingly against Kamari’s as Kamari stroked her hands up Mica’s arms to curve around her neck and tangle in her hair.
Mica deepened the kiss as she urged Kamari onto her back on the mattress. She braced herself above her without breaking contact and Kamari clung to her.
“Kam,” she rasped after breaking the kiss to shove the items on the bed to the floor. Kamari arched up rubbing her body sinuously against Mica’s, feeling the pressure of the dildo against her clit.
She shuddered and moaned softly. “Mica,” she said running her hands down Mica’s shoulders to rest on her hips. “God, I want you.”
Mica glided her hands over Kamari’s stomach and up to her breasts. “Damn, you make me so horny.” She growled and Kamari smiled.
Mica lowered her head and flicked her tongue over a chocolate peak. Kamari gasped and arched her chest toward Mica’s mouth, hungry for the heat of it on her skin.
“Oooo!” Kamari pushed her hands beneath Mica’s black tank top and stroked her back, scratching.
Mica drew the nipple into her mouth and sucked before releasing it to pinch the moist tip before giving it a hard swat.
“Mmm.”
Mica laved the dark tip before sucking it again then releasing it with a pop. She turned her attention to the twin while her fingers pinched and plumped the other turgid peak. She slapped the fleshy mound, sucked and then scraped her teeth against the delicate flesh before sucking it again.
“Mmm. So sweet.” Mica gave her nipple one last pull with her lips and pluck with her fingers before kissing a trail down over Kamari’s belly.
Kamari’s breathing was harsh, her body an inferno. Her head thrashed on the pillow as her lover’s fingers found her clit and brushed over the engorged shaft.
“Oh, fuck!” She breathed roughly.
Mica tugged her shorts down and discarded them before flipping Kamari over on her stomach. Her sharp hiss of breath brought a smile to Kamari’s lips.
“Mari, you’re a bad girl,” she whispered and stroked her hands over her hips. “I was going to take these off and fuck you, but I have a better idea. Stay.”
She felt the bed move behind her and then Mica was walking in front of her to the closet. Kamari watched her, eyes devouring Mica’s sleek muscled form. The long legs tanned and the butt firm.
“Get on your knees, Kamari,” she ordered as she opened the closet and removed a bag from the top shelf.
Kamari did as she was told as Mica came to stand in front of her.
“Face the headboard,” she ordered and then bent to tug something from beneath the mattress.
Mica produced a tether onto which she attached a black leather cuff. She secured one wrist before going to the other side of the bed and doing the same to the other. Then, she climbed into the bed behind Kamari and trailed wet kisses down her spine to the curve of her butt.
The black panties she wore were crotchless with a slit in back revealing the seam of her ass down to the entrance. Kamari hadn’t known what would happen tonight, but she’d pulled on the sexy panties because she liked them and had been thinking of Mica.
“Do you know what I’m going to do to you?” Mica asked.
“Tell me.”
Mica tapped one curve with her hand, and Kamari jumped.
“Can you guess now?” Mica crooned and then swatted her on her other cheek before pulling her panties down just enough to bare the curves of her rear.
Mica hit Kamari harder with her hand before bending to trail kisses over one firm globe and then the other, biting her before swatting each cheek again.
Mica tapped Kamari’s ass again and again causing her butt to burn before she landed two strikes on the other cheek.
Kamari moaned. “Mica, Mistress.”
The next tap was with a paddle and by the feel of it, there were raised edges on it that delivered a sting of pain that went straight to her clit.
Kamari gasped and Mica hit her again, the points just sharp enough to elevate the deliciousness. The next tap on her flesh drew a cry from her as the burn intensified and the sharp bite of pain licked over her nerve endings, making her clit throb and her juices ease from her.
Kamari whimpered, the delectation sending her into that special place where pain and pleasure were kindred spirits.
Mica dropped the paddle on the curve of Kamari’s ass again before hitting the back of one thigh and then the other.
“God, Mica,” she screamed. Her skin was on fire, her body vibrating with the need to come.
“Angel,” she said and smoothed her hand over Kamari’s ass before peeling her panties further down.
A moment later, something cool and wet kissed the crease of her ass, sliding down to her anus.
Kamari’s eyes widened. “Mica?”
“Relax, sweetie. I’m only going to give you more pleasure.” She drew a finger around her anus and pushed it in.
The penetration had her holding her breath and the digit slipped past the tight ring of muscle. Mica drew her finger out and pushed it back deeper.
“Damn your ass is so tight,” Mica said. “I can’t wait to fuck it.” She thrust her fingers back in and fucked Kamari with easy strokes, spreading her fingers apart before drawing them out and driving them back in.
Kamari mewled as Mica fucked her harder, introducing her to a new delight.
Mica’s hand landed on her butt cheek and Kamari let out a whimper. “Mica, please,” she begged. “I need you.”
Hard and deep, Mica’s fingers drove into her, retreated, before driving back in striking a chord of bliss in Kamari.
Mica hit her harder this time and Kamari screamed, her juices soaking her thighs.
“You want me to fill this tight little ass?” Mica crooned.
“Yes,” she cried breathlessly.
Mica quickly pulled her fingers free before tugging the glove from her hand and tucking the mushroom head of the dildo at the entrance of Kamari’s ass.
The thick cock parted her tight tissues with a slight bite that made her groan in appreciation.
“Sweet little ass,” Mica murmured. “I’ve been thinking of having you like this since the first time I saw you shaking your ass in the club.” She gripped Kamari’s hips and began to thrust into her.
Kamari moaned. The dildo felt good inside her. It was just the right size. “It’s so perfect.”
Mica straightened and pulled Kamari up against her, allowing her to brace her hands on the headboard. Then, Mica pushed her hand down the front of Kamari’s panties and Kamari groaned as Mica pushed two fingers into her. “You’re so wet and hot.”
“Mistress.” She rubbed her ass against Mica savoring the feel of her warm body, breasts flat against her back.
Mica kissed the side of her neck and nipped her earlobe as she thrust into Kamari’s ass. “Damn, you feel so right,” Mica growled. She thrust her fingers deeper into Kamari’s pussy and her hand flattened so the heel was pressed tightly against Kamari’s clit.
Kamari groaned hard. “Mica, you’re going to make me come so hard.” Her head fell to rest on Mica’s shoulder. Kamari’s hips moved as she worked them on the fingers shuttling inside her. “Oh, yes! Mica!”
Mica drove into her, cock and then fingers moving in tandem as she fucked her with a rhythm that turned into a staccato beat. Kamari ground against Mica’s hand as Mica thrust into her, the dildo sinking to the depths of her ass.
Sweat dampened her brow as her body raced toward climax. Each stroke was a hard thrust threatening to bring her undone until it did.
With the feel of Mica’s fingers inside her, the heel pressed tight against her clit, and the dildo driving into her ass one last time, Kamari came on a scream, body jerking taut, her cream soaking Mica’s fingers.
Mica bit her, sinking her teeth into her where neck and shoulder met, throwing her into another orgasm.
Kamari collapsed against the headboard with Mica’s heavier body just barely resting against her, her breath hot and fast as it fanned her neck. Mica’s claws were pricking her hips lightly.
“You’re incredible,” Kamari said between pants. “You make it so hard to resist you.”
“I thought you’d given up trying when you came onto me at the club tonight.” Mica bit her shoulder and the light sting make Kamari shudder.
Mica pulled her fingers free and licked them. “God, you taste good.” She pulled back, easing the dildo from her rear and climbed from the bed to release the restraints.
Kamari slid boneless to the bed and rolled onto her back. She watched Mica tuck the dildo back into her boxers before striding into the bathroom.
“You’re so damned sexy,” Kamari murmured and smiled. “How can I do anything but give in to you? I’ve always had a weakness for dominant women.”
“Give in to me all the way, Mari,” came the murmured reply.
Kamari climbed out of bed and followed in Mica’s footsteps. Mica was washing her dildo in the sink. Kamari leaned against the doorframe reaching out to caress her arm.
“I’m tactile, Mica. I can’t wait for an invitation to touch you. I don’t need you to tell me how to dress or who to be friends with or when I can speak.”
“I won’t control when you speak, and I’d never repudiate your touch.”
“But you think you have the right to tell me what to wear and who I can be friends with?” Kamari demanded incredulously. “You’re asking for a clash of wills and setting us up for a very short and hot-burning fling.”
Mica dried her hands and turned to face her. “You know what I am, and you know what’s happening between us.”
“I know that I don’t have to accept the bond. I won’t destroy myself by setting myself up to leave you or kill you.”
Mica put her hand on Kamari shoulder and stroked up to her hair where she fisted her hand. “If you know anything about the shadows, about what’s going on with me, you know that’s all there is, one way or another,” she whispered.



Chapter Twenty-Seven
 

Kamari sighed. “Then, you better gain some control over yourself because you can’t control every aspect of my life.”
“I’m not going to try to,” Mica said frigidly.
“The ones that matter.”
“Friends should never be more important to you than your mate,” Mica growled. “Get your priorities straight.”
Kamari lifted her lip in a silent snarl and Mica barked at her.
“Clean up, we need to talk,” Mica snapped.
“D—”
“Not a word,” Mica told her and stalked from the room.
Kamari glared at Mica’s back, but did as she was told only because that’s why she’d come in here anyway.
Kamari went back into the bedroom to find Mica by the window, the line of her body slightly tense. Kamari wanted to go to her, but decided to change her panties instead.
So, she opened her bag and retrieved a fresh pair and put the dirty ones in a plastic bag and shoved it in a pocket of her pack.
“I need a washer.” She picked her items up from the floor expecting to find some missing, but everything was there.
“There’s a stackable set off the kitchen,” Mica said. “You know I could lose control of my animal that’s why controlling as many aspects of my life is important.”
“I’m not an aspect, Mica. I’m a partner.”
“Who follows my lead, not charges off like a lone wolf.” Mica turned, fire in her gaze. “You might have done things that way with your sister, but not now. No more FBI. If you need law enforcement, join the police department.”
Kamari laughed. “You’re so funny, Mica.”
“I mean it.”
“Kiss my ass,” Kamari said shaking her head. “I went to Amy’s after I left you guys at the Wolf Trap. Isa was trying to tell me something about her. I just found out where she lived.”
“And you couldn’t ask me?”
“I distinctly remember you making it clear that you thought you could control where I did and didn’t go, so no.”
“I’m trying to protect you,” Mica snapped.
“You’re trying to protect your sanity and your heart, not me,” Kamari retorted. “I know the feeling. My breed is like the praying mantis, Mica. We kill those who aren’t more dominant than we are, especially if we don’t feel anything for them.”
“I am strong enough to take you,” Mica told her icily. “And I will have you no matter how much you resist.”
“How much of me you get remains to be seen because you can’t force my acceptance,” she said mockingly.
Mica snarled at her as Kamari closed the gap between them, eyes glowing.
“Do you want to sit around antagonizing each other or do you want what I found?”
“Does it matter what I want?” Mica said reaching down, claws out.
Kamari held her breath as Mica touched her gently. “You’re excluding me, too, and yet you think I should accept your claim.”
“What did you find?” Mica demanded softly as she fisted her hand in Kamari’s hair.
“A thumbdrive. Amy’s been tracking Jerry’s movements for thirteen years. She knew how much he had to lose.”
“Go on.”
“The information has Jerry committing murders in four states with two other men. One’s only referred to as Tiffen and the other is Clive.”
“Are you sure? Clive was killed after being caught for murdering an FBI agent’s daughter,” Mica said. “They came here and started asking questions.”
“I think the person behind all this is the wolf alpha, Jericho. Only an alpha could have so much power that a woman wouldn’t want to ruin him.”
“Don’t jump to conclusions,” Mica told her firmly, tightening her grip in her hair only to release it and pace away.
“Oh, I didn’t jump to anything. I merely pieced together the clues and I’m pretty sure he’s the man who killed my sister.”
“I’m sure the FBI isn’t run on guess work,” Mica muttered.
“No, but I have Jerry, and I’m sure of him. He dies whether he admits it or not because he ordered a hit on me.”
Mica pushed out a rough sigh. “Animal justice is brutal.”
“It is, and I intend to have it.”
“Not without confirmation,” Mica told her brusquely.
“Anyway, I did find something else relating to some more current events here,” she said, deciding to move on. She was going to do as she pleased and there was nothing that Mica could say that was going to change that.
“What?”
“Here.” She grabbed a sheaf of pictures. “I researched these at your library. They’re recent kills, but they’re related to something else, not the rapes and murders.”
Mica took the items and began going through them. “Oh, no. Where did you get these?”
“Amy’s. Which one is Jerry? Amy said he was in one of them.”
“I’m not going to tell you,” Mica replied tightly. One of the men in the photos was a Jerry. He was most commonly called JJ. Jerry Junior, but he was dead. He’d been killed when the hyenas attacked Gray Tail.
“Tell me.”
“He’s dead.”
“So, what do those mean to you?” Kamari asked.
“I didn’t know them, but their deaths were linked to some hyena’s attempt to exact revenge and take over a pack’s lands and destroy Snow Fur, Mallory’s pack.”
“Well, what about this?” Kamari picked up her tablet and opened a file. “I found it on the thumbdrive. She was very angry with finding out her alpha had engaged in traitorous actions. She said she didn’t think Jerry could stoop so low for a piece of land.”
Mica stared at her, her heart stopping. Then she was snatching the tablet from Kamari’s hands.
“I’m assuming the wolf alpha is referred to as Jerry by his close pals, but I know what he looks like, Mica. I had just hoped you’d tell me,” Kamari said. “And everything Isa knew and Amy gathered is what got them killed, especially the serial rapes and murders.”
“Kamari—”
“This footage is pretty much the proof you need that he’s a killer and there are other videos. Amy followed him and a couple of his buddies.”
“Maybe, but this only complicates matters considering what’s going on. Taking him down—they’ll think we fabricated this, so we can’t just go waving it about.”
“Watch that, and tell me if this Jericho is the kind of man you think should be walking around.”
“Just wait,” Mica growled at her. “Don’t do anything stupid.”
“I won’t be doing anything tonight, so you can relax, but I will be going to the FBI if Jenner refuses to do his job. The footage of the rapes is reasonable doubt enough, especially now that I’ve had a chance to see Jericho in full color.”
****
“Shit.” Mica watched the video, but it wasn’t so much shock as it was fury that engulfed her. How could Jericho have done something so stupid and horrendous?
“Well?” Kamari asked when Mica closed the file.
“You’re right. Even if Jericho has this tat, he’s not going to just show it to us.” Mica closed her eyes a cold chill slithering through her.
This could destabilize the shifter population if Jericho was able to sway his people into believing this was all a fabrication. An all-out war could ensue between the wolves and Samarra and Mallory.
Neither woman would allow Jericho to remain in the region. And what about her?
Jericho’s attack on Kamari was the same as an attack on Mica herself. The animal was already chomping at the bit to take him down.
“This does help my pack though.” She had to handle this with care. “Samarra will be grateful and so will Sydney.”
“Grateful enough not to stand in my way?”



Chapter Twenty-Eight
 

Kamari’s gaze was locked on Mica, her face tense as she looked down briefly at the tablet. Mica’s response was crucial to whether she would in the end accept Mica’s claim or walk away from her.
“I don’t know what Samarra and Mallory’s position will be,” Mica told her evenly as she met her gaze. “But I won’t stand in your way.”
“Good. How soon can we bring this to him?” She took her tablet from Mica’s hands.
“He’ll say you stole the information or manufactured it because you’re colluding with us to save our packs.”
“I don’t care what he says,” Kamari murmured. “What kind of danger are your packs in?”
“There’s a Coalition, and they’re conducting an inquest. More than likely Mallory and Samarra will be sanctioned and animal law enacted.”
“They’ll be executed.”
“Yes. Well, Samarra’s already decided to withdraw from the Coalition if necessary.”
“I can’t believe it,” Kamari muttered. “He must have something on the Coalition to make them move against you.”
“This could get him killed by his own pack,” Mica told her. “He won’t allow you or anyone else to take that from him. He’ll come at you with everything he has to shut you up.”
“I imagine he will,” Kamari said quietly. “But he did this to himself, and I’m willing to go to the FBI if his pack or this town can’t handle him.”
Kamari could walk away from the attack on her, but vicious torture and rape of her sister was unforgivable. The footage of her sister’s murder had been graphic, heartbreaking.
Mica sighed. “Let me lead on this, Kamari. I don’t want to ruin the pack over their alpha’s bad decisions. We could possibly handle this quietly.”
“Do what you need to do.”
Mica nodded, reaching out to cup her cheek. “Just trust me.”
“Sure.” Not when it came to vengeance and if she felt betrayed, she wouldn’t trust Mica with her heart either.
****
Jerry threw a glass across the room, but the crash was less than satisfying. Cadillac was dead, and he had no clue what information Isa and Amy had left in that storage locker. There was no way to safely find out now. He had to just take things slow until he could get to the waitress himself.
“What’s the matter, honey?”
The soft female voice was way too inquisitive for him, but he turned to face the woman in her silky gown with her blonde hair flowing around her face.
“Cadillac was killed,” he said. “Tiny didn’t have too many details to give me except to say that the preliminary report was that he was burned.”
“Burned?” Julie asked with a frown. “What did she do, set fire to him?”
“I don’t know,” he said. “So far they haven’t found anything that could have caused the burns.”
“Oh my god,” she exclaimed. “The girl was arrested, wasn’t she? Cadillac’s family will want someone to answer for this. Those coyotes are going to have to pay.”
“Someone will pay,” Jerry told her coldly. He just had to be careful he didn’t end up in the hot seat.
She blew out a breath and shook her head. “Samarra and Mallory are going too far,” she snapped.
“Calm yourself, Julie,” he said as patiently as he could. “I need to go out, so I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“I’ll wait for you.”
“No. I’ll be a while.” Jerry kissed her lightly on the lips and led her from the room. “We’ll have dinner tomorrow if I can.”
“I know,” she said. “You have a lot on your plate right now.”
“I do,” he agreed and gave her a wan smile. “Let’s get dressed.” Once in his bedroom, he dressed quickly, in a hurry to be away from her. She was nothing more than a useful connection to Bradley and a good alibi.
Jerry’s cell rang, and he snagged it from the dresser. Glancing at the display, he immediately connected as he stepped out of the room. He couldn’t risk her overhearing any portion of this call. Killing her wasn’t an option nor would it give him any pleasure.
“What is it?”
“I’ve tracked the electronic trail and found a cloud drive account,” Collier told him, excited. “We’re going to see if we can hack the account and get rid of the information.”
“Let me know what you find first,” he said coldly. He didn’t trust Collier any more than he trusted Bradley these days.
That information could be used against him, so it was best he knew what he had to work with.
****
The next morning, Mica woke early though she felt as if she’d hardly slept. The other side of the bed was still warm with Kamari sleeping in the dark room.
She stared up at the ceiling wondering how she was going to tame the woman who was her mate when trust was at a premium between them.
Kamari was a wolf, but when she was angry, her eyes glinted with silver unlike any wolf’s she’d ever met. But there was something else about her. Last night, she’d given off an interesting amount of heat when she’d been near her after Powell’s death.
Was she a pyrokinetic?
Kamari squirmed and moaned in her sleep. The coyote moved quickly to cuddle against her, nuzzling the back of her neck, eager to comfort her in her apparent distress.
Kamari pressed back into Mica, reaching back to stroke the back of her neck.
“It’s okay,” Mica murmured. “Bad dream?”
“Sometimes.”
“What was it about?” Mica asked lightly stroking her hand over Kamari’s stomach.
“When the hyenas attacked my pack, I had to fight,” she said softly. “I killed two hyenas, but it didn’t make a dent. It got bad.”
“But you were able to get away,” Mica said. “Your power, what is it? Pyrokinesis?”
“What power?” she asked drowsily.
“He had third degree burns over his face and hands, Kamari. How did he get them?”
“I don’t know.”
“Trust me.” Mica kissed her shoulder and glided her hand down Kamari’s arm and Kamari pressed back against Mica. “Your secrets are safe with me.”
Mica kissed the side of her neck as her hand wandered up to cup her breast through the tank top Kamari wore.
“I promise.” She pinched the nipple before running her thumb along the hard peak.
Kamari shuddered and hissed. “Mica.”
“I know it’s hard. But a little trust will go a long way,” she said insistently as she slipped her hand inside the waistband of Kamari’s sleep shorts.
“Your touch sets me on fire,” Kamari murmured.
“The smell of your skin makes me want to bite you,” Mica told her, a growl in her voice, and then she did just that as she stroked her fingers over Kamari’s mound.
“Mmm.” Kamari rubbed against her hand as she reached back to curl a hand around Mica’s neck. “Are you trying to use sex to get answers?”
Mica pushed her hand down the front of her panties and gave her pussy lips a slap before licking the side of her neck.
Kamari creamed her panties and Mica pushed her hand back up beneath the tank to palm Kamari’s breast. She caressed the nipple and then pinched it hard sending pinpricks of pleasure racing through her.
“Mica,” she cried roughly and pushed her hand away. Kamari rolled out of bed, panting. “Trust has to be earned not stolen.”
Mica sighed and rolled out of bed. “I’m going to take a shower.”
“Good. Right now, I need some space so I won’t carve you up for trying to trick me,” Mica.”
Mica gave her a hard look and padded into the bathroom and Kamari pushed out a harsh breath.
“You don’t have what it takes to hurt me, Mari,” Mica told her. “Your wolf won’t let you.”
“Don’t bet your life on it, right now,” Kamari murmured and wrapped her arms around herself.



Chapter Twenty-Nine
 

Mica’s words replayed in her mind, and Kamari knew Mica was only half right.
Upon hearing the shower, Kamari immediately gathered her tablet and slipped it between the mattresses before fishing her bag from the closet.
Kamari had already hidden her lap top beneath the dresser, certain Mica or anyone else wouldn’t look for it there.
She tossed some clothes onto the bed and removed the cell she’d been using and checked her messages. Kamari found a list of names and numbers from a friend in the bureau she’d contacted last night. He owed her a favor, so she’d called it in eager to get some closure and truly move on.
Kamari selected one of the names on the list and sent a message. Seconds later, her phone rang, and she tensed.
“Hello?” Kamari answered coolly.
“I’ve been calling you since last night.” MacAulay McGill’s voice was tight in her ear.
“So?” She moved to the window a hand on her hip. “I’m on my own time, not the bureau’s.”
“We need to talk,” he said. “I know what you’ve been up to.”
“Really? Spying on me?” Kamari demanded. “Or did Randy just think she was helping?”
“She did her job,” he said. “Now, we need to talk.”
“I don’t really have time. I have a life to live and a sister to grieve.” Kamari started to end the call when he called her name.
“Don’t do anything stupid,” McGill said patiently. “Randy didn’t betray you. She helped you.”
“Oh? Did I say I needed help recently, because I don’t recall asking for anything from the Bureau.”
“It’s about the girls,” he told her urgently. “We’ve found over twenty-six girls and that’s just going back over thirteen years.”
“And how is that supposed to be connected to me? I’m grieving my sister, not some dead girls I never even met.”
“I know you found something,” McGill said. “If I’m wrong, I’ll drop it, but we got a call from the police in Stonington yesterday about a girl who was killed three weeks ago. Gold links were found on the site. She’d been missing for a week before she was found.”
“I know.”
“Her cause of death matches your sister’s.”
“I don’t know anything,” Kamari said stoically.
“I’m sure that’s not the truth. I know you,” McGill murmured. “I know you’ve connected the dots or you’re in the process of doing so.”
She wasn’t connecting any dots. She had video proof of some of the crimes and their participants. Kamari had watched the footage last night before Mica got here. And she was saving it in case the men escaped justice. Then, she was going to hunt them down because they were all responsible for her sister’s death in a way.
“I haven’t.”
“I’m coming to Snowbury later,” he said. “I want to talk to you. Don’t make me arrest you for interfering in my investigation just to get a few minutes of your time. Meet me at Coffee Crossing at eleven.”
The line went dead and at the same time the water turned off in the bathroom. Kamari quickly put the phone beneath the nightstand before sitting on the bed.
“You should have joined me in the shower,” Mica said as she stepped into the bedroom.
Kamari gave her a smile. “I’m not sure we’re ready for that level of intimacy,” she said as she allowed her gaze to slide slowly over Mica.
“Oh, really?” Mica asked lifting a brow. “Maybe you’re still just upset.”
“I’m not upset. I think I made my point.”
“I just want you to open up to me,” Mica muttered. “I’m not your enemy.”
“When you try to play me that way, you are,” Kamari retorted and headed to the bathroom. She quickly cleaned up and dressed before exiting.
The smell of coffee wafted on the air along with bacon and eggs. She braided her damp wavy hair in two braids and then headed to the kitchen. Mica was piling food onto a plate in the small room with dark cabinets and appliances.
Her movements were deft and graceful and the wolf watched, hungrily.
Kamari stroked her fingers along her throat and emotions rushed her. Memories of the warmth of Mica against her, the taste of her kiss, and the scent of her skin skittered through her mind. Kamari breathing became unsteady and her mouth dry.
“Oh, good,” Mica said without turning. “Can you grab the juice from the fridge?”
Kamari pulled her gaze from Mica’s lithe body and went to do as she was bid. She took it to the table which was a café style tucked in a corner near a window.
Mica put two plates on the table and then poured them both a cup of coffee before setting dry creamer and sugar on the table.
Kamari sat down and added creamer and sugar to hers and stirred while Mica poured juice into two glasses. Kamari looked up at her and Mica met her gaze.
“You’re right. I was a jerk,” Mica said quietly. “I won’t make that mistake again.”
“That’s all I ask.”
“Cambrie called to cancel your shopping trip,” Mica told her. “Sydney isn’t going to allow her to leave the den given what’s going on.”
“Not a surprise.”
“What are you planning to do when this is over?” Mica asked.
“I don’t know,” she admitted.
“Any ideas?”
She shrugged. “Psychology, maybe.”
“You have experience in that?”
“I have some, but I have a degree, which is all that’s normally required to start one’s own practice, Mica,” she said in amusement.
“I guess. Where would you set up shop?”
“I don’t know.” Kamari shrugged and met Mica’s inquisitive stare. “I don’t really have a home anymore.”
“You could make Snowbury your home and set up practice in Stonington.”
“I could,” Kamari agreed. “I suppose if I had a reason to stick around.”
“Maybe you’re looking at her,” Mica said.
Kamari averted her gaze, the light of hope and something else in Mica’s eyes too bright for her. She couldn’t make promises she might not keep.
“You’re one of those women who’s terrified of commitment, I guess,” Mica commented.
“My last girlfriend was always bitching about my job and the amount of time it took up. The trips out of town, the long hours, and the time I spent with my partner. She wasn’t thrilled about the fact that I was considering a position that would take me away from home even more.”
“How long ago was that?” Mica asked.
“Three years,” Kamari admitted, wondering where Mica was going with this. Maybe she was trying to feel her out to see how receptive she actually would be to a career change or even a move.
“But now your job isn’t your life,” Mica said. “You’d have plenty of time for us.”
Kamari studied her. “Where are you going with this? I already told you you couldn’t lay down the law concerning my life.”
“So, it doesn’t matter what I say. I’m the last place you want to be,” Mica said tonelessly, but the animal stared at her, the gold eyes seething with anger. “You’re here because you need me, but when you get your sister’s killer, you’re moving on.”
“Don’t make it sound as if it’s you,” she said defensively.
“It would be anyone wanting to get close to you, I suppose,” Mica said.
“It’s not like that,” Kamari muttered. “I’m not afraid to get close. I just prefer not to, and you’re the one who started this.”
Mica studied her, the smile she gave her, mocking. “I think we both started it,” she said.
“I wasn’t the only one looking and wanting, but we both know why, and the fact that we’re mates is the primary point here. How can you even think of walking away from me?”
Kamari shook her head. “I haven’t decided anything yet, damn it!” she snapped. “I can’t with my head so full of you.” She pushed out a harsh breath. “I know the chemistry isn’t everything. Emotions are forming and walking away from you won’t be that easy.”
Mica nodded, hurt in her eyes, before she turned her attention to her meal. Kamari hated to cause her pain, but she’d rather not lead Mica to believe she would stay when she had no idea what she was going to do.
They finished up their meal and Mica cleaned up the dishes with Kamari’s help.
“I’m going up to Samarra’s,” Mica told her. “I want to share what you gave me with her.
She has a meeting with Jericho later.”
“Can I come?”
“No. Samarra wouldn’t allow it,” Mica told her. “But I’ll let you know what happens.”
“Thanks.” Kamari didn’t expect the truth that was why she had plans of her own to put in place.
“Don’t do anything crazy, Kamari,” Mica told her with a frown. “Let’s just see how that meeting goes before you start planning to kill anyone.”
“Fine.” She shrugged.
Mica gave her a skeptical look, but left her alone. Kamari exhaled roughly and leaned against the counter. She wouldn’t get in the way of pack business, after all she wasn’t pack. Anyway, she needed to get out of here so she could make that meeting.
That jackass McGill would arrest her for anything he could and then let her sweat it out before dropping the charges.
Still, if he’d called her about this, Randy must have found something. The question was, what was she going to do about it?
If it was Jericho would she let the legal system handle it?
 




Chapter Thirty
 

“Hey,” Delany said when she entered the house. “How’s your girl?”
“I told you she wasn’t mine,” she said irritably.
Kamari had made it clear she enjoyed her sexually, but she wasn’t set on sticking around unless she had to kill a few people.
The rejection still stung. No, it left her raw and reeling. The only reason she wasn’t out there in the woods someplace running off her fury was because she knew wallowing in her pain wasn’t going to lessen it.
“But Kamari did get her hands on some information,” Mica said tonelessly. “It’s pretty damning, but I don’t know that it will do us any good. He’ll try to spin it.”
“It’s worth a try,” Delany told her. “If it will avert a war.”
“Where’s Samarra?”
“Kitchen with Adalyn.”
“Come on. I don’t really want to have to go through this more than once,” Mica told her and led the way to the sunny kitchen. Samarra was seated at the table having coffee and Adalyn sipped at her juice.
“Have you started working things out with Kamari?” Samarra asked.
“I don’t know,” she said softly. Not well enough.
“Then, pack your bag. You’re heading to Hartsland. The Coalition is pushing hard. They think Mallory is guilty of killing Isa, but Sydney has been cleared.”
“You gave them the footage of Connie’s murder?”
“Yeah,” Samarra said. “That’s the only thing that saved her. The Coalition wanted to charge her and Cambrie as well as you.”
“Me?”
“With Powell’s murder,” Samarra told her. “Apparently, Jericho went running to them last night. I’m sure he wanted to add as much fuel to the fire as possible.”
“So, the pack is safe?” Mica asked.
“No.” Samarra shook her head. “They announced that Mallory and I would both be sanctioned, animal law.”
“You?” Adalyn demanded.
“I’m her alibi,” Samarra said quietly. “They think I lied and I’m covering for her. They’re going to launch an investigation into the waitress. If she’s not human, they’re going to charge her as well as you, Mica.”
“Shit,” Mica snapped. “I warned her this would happen.”
“How could you guess?” Delaney asked curiously.
“Kamari went to Amy’s and what she found is going to set Jericho’s pack on its ear, and the Coalition will have to back off,” Mica told her as she pulled up a file on her phone.
“How?” Adalyn asked.
“Tiny and Jericho were involved in the murders of Cambrie’s cousin and her family.
Jericho struck the killing blow of her cousin.”
“What?” Adalyn demanded incredulously.
“Oh, yeah, and it gets even more interesting,” Mica said. “Jericho and a few of his buddies are on video talking about some murders they committed. It’s been years ago now, but there were six women involved.”
“Clive was one of those buddies?” Samarra asked.
“Yep. I think there’s more, but Kamari’s holding back. Her sister was probably in one of those videos, but she doesn’t want to hand it over in case we can’t get him.”
“The Coalition might not move on Jericho, but with the right proof Jenner could get him,” Samarra said.
“Kamari likely has it,”
“She has to know how important this is,” Adalyn said. “Did you tell her the Coalition is on our asses, and we could be looking at mass executions, a war, and death?”
“She thinks Jericho killed her sister, so she’s not going to turn over anything that might be lost,” Mica admitted.
“I have footage of the murders and video and audio of his meeting with the hyena, Sorrento, in which they planned the murder of Cambrie’s cousin and her husband. The deal to secure the land from Oakland and give part of it to Jericho after the hyenas defeated Snow Fur is on there.”
“Mallory should know about this,” Delany suggested. “He’s been on her ass making her doubt, when he’s the one who’s out of line.”
“She will be told,” Samarra told her quietly. “The problem is how to deal with this. Jenner wants to bring in the human legal system to hold you accountable for murder, though he’s not pressing assault charges. Tiny does plan to, though, but that’s not our way. This is a shifter matter.”
“I’ll deal with that,” Mica said. “But we can’t allow Jericho and his people to get away with what they did.”
“But why kill Isa?” Adalyn asked.
“Apparently, Amy gathered the information, but with her dead, Isa still had access to it or would have,” Mica said.
“What about Powell?” Adalyn queried with a frown. “I didn’t know him, but it seemed like he was some fantastic guy or something the way Jericho and Jenner went on. How do we deal with his death in connection to Isa’s?”
“Kamari’s an agent with an outstanding record,” Samarra said. “She won’t do time for
Powell’s death, no matter how he died. The problem will be dealing with is the very animal aspect of this and the possibility that he killed one of their own.”
“Let their families rip each other apart,” Delany said. “It’s not our concern.”
“No, but they’ll want to blame the agent,” Samarra said. “I might end up having to share this footage with other members of the Snow Dogs just to get Jericho to back the hell down.”
“Sometimes dirty pool is necessary,” Mica said with a shrug.
“I want you to come to the meeting with me,” Samarra said. “Delany will you keep an eye on Adalyn?”
“Yes.”
****
Jerry paced his office in shock after viewing the video footage he’d received this morning. He wanted to shred something, anything, but found himself growling with every step he took.
He spared Collier Beck a cold glare and Collier returned it from his place on the edge of Jerry’s desk.
“We have to do something about this,” Jerry muttered.
“That’s why I’m here,” Collier snapped. “When I got that video this morning I knew I couldn’t wait until this afternoon for a meet.”
Jerry swallowed tightly and tried to control his breathing as his animal raged in fury. It was that damned waitress.
“You were already on your way here? Why?”
“Two of the guys were picked up yesterday morning—that’s when I got in my car and headed here.”
“Did you have any luck in getting the Dropbox files hacked?” Jerry asked.
“Yes, and they’re gone, but apparently Isa had copies,” Collier snarled. “How could you let this happen?”
“Did you get a message with your file?” Jerry demanded.
“Yeah. You’re going to pay,” he said.
“The waitress,” Jerry replied. “Her name is Kamari Sang. Does the name ring any bells? She has to have some connection to this other than Isa.”
“Fuck. Arleigh has a sister. She lives in Washington most of the time. She’s an FBI agent.”
“Shit,” he growled. “Jenner said the waitress was an FBI agent. What the hell brought her to my town, Collier?”
“I don’t know,” he snapped. “She didn’t know who killed her sister. But we better take care of her before she becomes an even bigger problem. It’s clear she has some files that will get us all the needle.”



Chapter Thirty-One
 

Jenner gave them a cold glare when they arrived at the police station. Mica returned it, as did Samarra.
“What do you want?” he demanded.
“Where’s Jericho?” Samarra asked. “He’s supposed to meet us here.”
“He’s busy,” Jenner said dismissively. “He’s done attempting to deal with you, so get out.”
Samarra took the guest chair before his desk and Mica took up residence next to the door. “I think he’s going to regret blowing us off,” Samarra told him and produced the SD card Mica had given her before they’d left. “Watch it and tell me what you think and take a look at these.”
Samarra threw an envelope onto the desk. Jenner gave her a hard look.
“What is it?” he demanded.
“Find out, asshole,” Samarra told him.
He held her gaze for a long moment before picking up the envelope and emptying the contents onto his desk. He took his time going through the pictures. When he looked up three minutes later, his color had faded some.
“What in the hell kind of joke is this?” he demanded.
“Take a look at the video,” Samarra ordered. “Maybe that will clarify things a little more.”
He grabbed the plastic case the card was in and inserted the card into his computer. He opened the file and spent the next ten minutes watching as the conspiracy to murder and steal unfolded before him.
“Where did you get this?” he demanded tightly and Mica imagined his illusions of his alpha were crumbling fast.
“Amy, but it was care of Isa, along with this.” Mica threw him another case.
He caught it and quickly inserted it into his computer. His expression went from unreadable to one of utter horror.
“My god,” he whispered. “I can’t believe this.” Jenner closed his eyes and swallowed tightly. “I’d heard rumors that he was involved with the hyenas, but I never believed.” He shook his head. “That bastard. He had Connie killed after using her to incite violence.”
“Not to mention being involved in serial rape and murder,” Mica added.
Jenner got to his feet wiping a hand through his hair. “Amy had been acting strange around him for months,” he said.
“What are you going to do about this?” Samarra demanded. “Since he wanted to bring in the human justice system, it’s clear that he should be brought in.”
He turned to his desk and grabbed the phone. He punched in a number. “Yeah, where’s Tiny and Andre?” He nodded. “Bring them in. Charge of murder.” Jenner replaced the phone. “They’ll make bail, but they’ll be dead by sunset.”
Mica shrugged. The pack would take care of them. “What about Jericho?”
“He’s alpha, and the DA will be hesitant to bring a case. On top of that, the Coalition will be behind him. They’ll make sure charges are never filed.”
“Even with the rapes?”
“It was long ago,” he said grimly. “There won’t be any evidence to find even if the FBI does get involved.”
“FBI?” Mica asked with a frown.
“They’re coming down before noon,” he said. “They want to talk to me about some murders. I’ll pass this on to them,”
“What about Mallory?”
“The DA doesn’t want to prosecute. Some of the evidence was stolen and the rest tainted.”
“In what way?” Mica asked with a frown.
“There are no fingerprints on the cuff links, and Mallory’s prints weren’t in the room. No one can place her with Isa, and the only witness says she saw a man. Not only that, your girl’s story that Isa told her Jerry had her killed will prevent true prosecution of her.”
“She’s a stranger in town and has no real reason to lie,” Samarra said.
“Exactly what he said. On top of that, Powell appears to have attempted to kill Agent Sang which will further prove she wasn’t lying,” Jenner said.
“So, charges are being dropped?” Samara demanded.
“Yep. Connie’s family will be informed of who killed their daughter, but pack won’t believe Jericho raped or killed anyone. And they won’t give much of a damn that he killed a coyote.”
“So, you aren’t going to do anything?”
“I can’t,” he snapped. “He has the Coalition behind him. We can take care of the others though. Just give us two days.”
“I can’t speak for Mallory,” Samarra said. “But I’ll give you two days to take care of him.”
****
Kamari slipped from the house with her pack on her back and strode from the house calling for cab as she did so. She hadn’t seen anyone at the house other Delany who might attempt to stop her or pry.
Kamari leaned against a tree as she waited for the cab. She’d already made up her mind that she might give McGill whatever she had if it would get her sister’s killer brought to justice.
But what about Mica?
She’d hurt her this morning, even though she hadn’t meant to. In truth, she knew rejecting her mate couldn’t be allowed to happen. She was the last of her family, so she had to carry on the shadow/mist walker bloodline. And Mica, well, she wasn’t going to just be able to stop thinking about her no matter how far she went.
A black cab with a gold stripe came cruising down the street and Kamari hailed it. The car pulled onto the side of the road, and she climbed in.
The man looked back at her with his baby face. “Where to?” he asked.
“Coffee Crossing.” She could hang out there until McGill arrived.
The man glanced at her in the rear-view mirror at her with a speculative look. “You smell familiar.”
“What?” She frowned.
“Like that butch, Mica.”
She lifted a brow. “Is that a fact?”
“I almost couldn’t put a finger on what was different, but I’ve known that bully most of my life,” he said.
“Oh?”
“She’s my cousin, and I’ve got to tell you, if you think you’re going to just sneak out of town because you don’t want to be mated, think again. She’ll let you go now, but she’ll hunt you down in a few months.”
Kamari smiled shaking her head. “Mica’s older?”
“Than me, yeah,” he said. “And she’s a high-ranking member of her pack, Mystic Snow, which means the sooner she settles down the better for pack stability.”
She’d never thought of that.
“You know. The dominants are the defenders, but the omegas are the nurturers, which makes them the backbone because they keep feral-ass animals like Mica and my brother stable.”
“Where do betas fit in?” It had been so long since she’d been part of a pack structure Kamari didn’t remember and hadn’t thought much of it.
“Well, we’re the superheroes of the pack.” He grinned. “We’re equally at home kicking ass and rocking a baby. We can say the sweet words, yet with a hint of steel to light a fire under the right people.”
Maybe that was her. She was strong, and she could make hard decisions. At the same time, she was most at home letting someone else run the show.
“Why do you think Mica’s feral?”
“She’s been that way since she came to live with us,” he said. “But she’s got a big heart and she’d never hurt you unless you left her.”
Kamari rolled her eyes. She could kill Mica if it came to that, but she didn’t want to, she mused, looking out of the window.
No, she wanted to see her smile, to feel her coming against her. Kamari wanted Mica’s touch and the sensual heat and flutter it stirred her to.
Kamari massaged her temple. She had to get justice for her sister no matter what she did about Mica.
“Can I ask you something?” he said.
“What?”
“What’s your favorite flowers?”
“Why? Mica doesn’t need any help,” she murmured with a faint smile. “She knows how to reach me.”



Chapter Thirty-Two
 

After they left the police station, Mica headed out to the den to grab a few things from her cabin. The small house boasted two bedrooms and two baths with a laundry room and kitchen and living area.
The house she’d taken in the Mystic Snow den was on the border between the ocean and Mystic with a dock. She had a nice view and only a few neighbors that it would take her ten minutes by car to reach. The land stretched into Mystic as it turned out and Samarra was still attempting to get some of the dominants to spread out to occupy the outer edges to make it easier to patrol.
Mica grabbed a duffel and tossed in a few things before opening the space in the small office which was right next to the sunroom. Two rooms she’d never thought she’d use, but she was second-guessing that as she thought of her mate.
There was room to add on two more bedrooms and a nursery if they chose, as well as put in a pool. The hilly terrain was the reason no one wanted to live out here, but it would make snow sledding fun and a snowmobile wouldn’t be a bad thing to own either.
“I bet Mari would like that,” Mica thought as she put a small box into the bag and headed out. She’d need to get a second vehicle.
Mica tossed the duffel into her SUV and hopped in to her phone’s ringing. She grabbed it from the seat. “What?”
“Hey,” Samarra’s voice was tight in her ear. “D.A. won’t touch it. He says he doesn’t think he can get a conviction.”
“Are you serious?”
“He is wolf, so what do you think he’s going to say? He knows the chances of getting more coyotes than wolves on that jury is good. Jericho and Tiny as well as the others in the photos and in the video will get the needle.”
“Damn it!” Mica hit the steering wheel.
“He wants to handle this in our system,” Samarra said.
“He’ll walk. Convincing the Snow Dogs their alpha is as evil-hearted as they come will be impossible. He can spin this to make himself look ruthless and the rest planted evidence.”
“I know,” Samarra said. “Mica—”
“He’s going to go after her, Sam,” Mica said coldly. “She’s my mate.”
“Let’s see how this plays out,” Samarra told her. “Then we’ll go hunting if we have to. No questions, no doubts.”
Mica nodded, though Samarra couldn’t see her. “What’s Mallory’s take?”
“I don’t know,” Samarra said quietly. “I’m not asking.”
****
Kamari looked up when the chair across from her slid back. The hard angles of McGill’s face filled her vision, the brown eyes cool.
“Well?”
“I thought I told you not to get in trouble,” he said coolly.
“I’m not,” she remarked. “What did you want?”
“I told you on the phone. Don’t make me arrest you. I know about the information that the dead girl, Isa Mann, had and the information Amy had in the Dropbox. We lost our chance to get it. Now, I want what you have.”
She frowned. “What?”
“Amy contacted me the day before she died and told me she had information on four serial killers. I didn’t know your sister was one of the murders she had video on until recently.”
“And how do you know this?” she asked evenly.
“She sent me a sample of two videos, and your sister was in the other, but we didn’t see the man who raped her.” McGill explained. “With further investigation, we came across a Dropbox address, but we just missed getting our hands on the content by a few hours. A pro handled the erasure, making it impossible for us to recover it.”
“So, without it you can’t get them,” Kamari said evenly.
He shook his head. “I can’t get the guy who raped your sister, but we can get the two guys from the second video file she sent us.”
“You’ll never get the other three without this.” She pushed the thumb drive across the table to him. “It’s everything that Amy had. Names, dates and places.” She reached into her bag and handed the copy of the thumb drive she’d made last night over.
McGill took it and thumbed through. “This doesn’t place any of the men there.”
“No, but it tells you how many women, when, and maybe where to look,” she said.
He nodded. “This might not be enough to get them,” McGill told her tapping the drive. “You have to accept that.”
“I do,” Kamari said. She’d done things the right way and if that didn’t pan out, she’d do them the animal way.
“We’re staying in Stonington, I’ll contact you after I’ve gone over this,” McGill said and got to his feet.
She nodded and stood as well.
“You should come back to the bureau. The team misses you,” he said.
“I don’t think that’s possible now,” Kamari told him, thinking of Mica. If she went back, they wouldn’t mate. She’d throw herself into her work and continue climbing the ladder and pursuing the goals she’d set a year ago.
“It’s not too late,” McGill said not even assuming there might be someone or some reason she wouldn’t come back other than the way she’d left things.
“I just want to know,” she said. “Are we good?”
He gave her a nod. “I was just doing my job, and I understand you were grieving. Come say hello to Petersen and Gail. They came with me.”
She smiled and followed him out to the SUV he’d driven over in.
Petersen was a gorgeous blond male with penetrating eyes and hard body. He was the first to grab her up in a tight hug before planting a sound kiss on her lips.
“Girl, what the hell are you doing in a backwater town like this?” he teased, and she chuckled.
“Working at a strip club,” she bantered back.
“And picking up more chicks than me with that fine-ass body,” he said letting his gaze skate down her body.
A growl turned her head and drew his gaze. Mica’s cousin was leaning against his cab.
“Whoa, shit,” Petersen whispered. “That dude has a growl like a damn Doberman.”
She hit his chest. “Shut up.” She gave Gail, a petite black woman with nearly waist length black hair a hug. “Hey, you.”
“Miss you, baby,” Gail said. “When are you coming back?”
“I’m not.”
“Why? Are you crazy? You were born to do this job!” she exclaimed.
“I used to believe that to, but things won’t ever be the same again if you guys can’t get my sister’s killer.”
“Honey, we’ll get him.” Gail gave her another hug. “I’ll call you later.”
They piled into their SUV, and she backed up to stand next to Mica’s brother. He put an arm around her.
“Mica’s on her way,” he said. “You better be glad that guy’s scent isn’t strong on you.”
Kamari gave him an amused look. Just then shots rang out and he threw her to the ground. The sound of tires squealing was followed by an explosion and more shots pelting the ground next to her head.
Kamari pushed him off her and rolled. A bullet hit her in the back of her thigh and Mica’s cousin growled next to her before shifting. She didn’t have time to shift as a masked man with a semi came to tower over her.
“This is for Cadillac,” he said.
Power cycled through and the electromagnetic energy increased around her in a psychic wind that slowed the bullet down as it raced toward her. It slammed into the wall of her power and shattered, the fragments blowing back on him.
His eyes widened, and he hesitated a blink too long. Power slammed into him, throwing him to the ground where he immediately caught fire. Screams erupted, and he rolled, attempting to put himself out.
Kamari turned at the prickling at the back of her neck to find two wolves running at her. She cocked her head and sent out an arc of energy that slammed into the lead wolf. He howled as his fur turned into a fiery jacket.
The second one lunged at her. She moved out of his way and turned, facing him down as he spun to snarl at her. He started toward her, but a yip-growl snagged his attention. He stood rooted to the spot for a moment as if torn before coming for Kamari.
He ran full-tilt and jumped when he reached her. She drew back, swinging her hand forward to back-hand him as he reached her. He smacked the side of his head on the ground and whimpered.
Mica was there stepping on his tail, and he let out a distressed sound before shifting back when he couldn’t get to her. The blond man reached for her, and she punched him in the jaw before he kicked her leg from beneath her.
Mica landed on him, and he rolled and drove a clawed hand into her stomach. She let out a yip and reached up, but he blocked and punched her. Then, he jerked his hand up and Mica let out a gasp of pain, her eyes going wide.
Kamari moved up behind him and drove her claws into his back and Mica came up, slashing him across the throat. Kamari shoved him, and he fell to the ground next to Mica.
Mica’s eyes glowed gold as she lay there bleeding.
“Mica,” Kamari gasped as she went down on her knees next to her. “Hold on.” She glanced around. “We have to get you out of here.” Her stomach churned, bile coated her tongue as she tried to hold it together.
“I’ve got her.” Mica’s cousin snapped tersely as he came up behind her. “Help is on the way for your friends, but I don’t think any of them survived the explosion.” He pulled Mica up. “Come on cousin.”
She wrapped her arm around his shoulders. Kamari followed in his wake as he helped Mica to his car.
“I’ve got it,” Mica said, her breathing labored.
Kamari got in back next to her and opened her bag to remove a shirt. She pressed it to her stomach.
“It’s going to be okay, Mica,” Kamari whispered as the car lurched and she was jerked hard back against the seat.
“I’m fine,” Mica said putting her hand on Kamari’s. “Take me to Miranda’s, Kip.”
He took a turn and Mica held her gaze.
“Don’t cry,” she said. “I’m—this is nothing. I’ve had far worse.”
“I can’t heal you,” Kamari said as a tear dripped down her chin. Her hands were shaking with fear and rage she couldn’t control. “I don’t want to lose you.”
“You’re stuck with me, for a long time,” she said weakly.
“Okay, good.” She wiped at the useless tears rolling down her cheeks. “You better not die, Mica, or I’ll kill you.”
****
There was nothing so sweet as the satisfaction of a job well done, Jerry thought as he watched the fires. The ground was stained red where some of his people had been, but sacrifices often had to be made in the course of a battle.
He faded into the background leaving the fire department and healthcare teams converging on the site to mop up the remains. The information was all gone now, as were the agents. No one could do anything to him or even Bradley and Collier. The others would be taken care of when they got out on bail. He wouldn’t leave any loose ends.
He and Collier could take care of the waitress themselves while Bradley convinced the Coalition to move on Snow Fur. Then, he’d close the book on this chapter for good, and he knew where to find her.



Chapter Thirty-Three
 

Kamari stood out on the patio of Miranda’s home as she worked on Mica. She still had a copy of the files she’d turned over to McGill, but what good would it do to attempt to contact the bureau to put the process of apprehending him back in play?
She exhaled roughly as she came to a decision. Motion in the trees caught her attention, but Kamari ignored it. She scented him as he prowled down the hill. His footsteps weren’t as quiet as he should have been, but they weren’t loud either.
She focused her power, not certain whether he had a gun or not, but she expected it. He would want this to be quick and clean. A fight with her would alert Micas cousin, who was inside recovering from the wounds he’d sustained.
The crunch of a leaf sounded close behind and Kamari turned. Her eyes locked with his, and he pulled the triggered. She brought her hands up and the energy emanating from them engulfed the bullet. It disintegrated, and the power rushed out, racing toward him.
Collier’s eyes widened as the power slammed into him, throwing him back to the concrete of the patio. He rolled to put it out and Kamari moved to stand over him.
“You should have stayed away, Collier,” she said. “I’m not as easy to take down as my sister.”
He rolled onto his back, and she let loose with a wave of power that consumed him in a ball of flames.
Jericho dropped out of the tree he’d used to get close and shifted as he landed.
“You should have run, Jericho,” a hard voice said and Kamari turned to find Jericho standing at the edge of the porch on the other side and Samarra standing behind him.
“How the hell did you get behind me?” he snarled. “She was here alone.”
Samarra slowly moved toward them. “Mica told me where she was headed and I followed. I wanted to talk to her about trapping you. Little did I know you’d do it all yourself.”
“You can’t kill me,” he said coldly. “My pack will rise against you.”
“No doubt.”
“Get back, Samarra,” Kamari ordered. “He’s going to die for what he did to my sister.”
Jericho chuckled. “She was good and so needy, but you can’t prove her death was anything more than an unfortunate accident.”
Kamari moved toward him. “I don’t have to,” she said with a sneer, heat rising on her hands as she drew closer to Jericho. “You ordered a hit on me and then that asshole Tiny tried to kill my mate on your orders.”
“You can’t prove that,” he said coolly. “But you’ll have a chance to present your findings to the Coalition”
“No, I won’t.” Kamari came to a stop in front of him. “I won’t need to.” She grabbed his hand and sent fire arcing through it.
He jerked back and she drove a clawed hand into his stomach. His eyes widened as he grabbed her wrist while drawing back to hit her.
Samarra grabbed his arm and jerked it back, breaking the wrist before puncturing his jugular. He gasped and Samarra released his arm and broke his neck.
She let him fall to the ground and Kamari met her gaze.
“Finish it,” Samarra ordered. “I don’t want a body to be found.” She turned and headed into the house.
Kamari did just as she ordered and watched him and Collier burn to ash before going inside to check on her mate.
****
Four days later, Mica stood out on the porch of her cabin sipping coffee and studying the light sway of the trees in the woods. Her cell phone lay on the railing of the deck Samarra had helped her construct in the last four days.
Kamari had headed to Washington for the funerals of her friends, and Mica doubted she’d be back. Kip had said he’d talked to her, and she’d been asked to come back to work as a supervisor.
“She said it was a stepping stone to her dream job,” Kip had said.
And there was no way for Mica to find fault with that. Kamari had always had her life planned out way before her sister became a statistic. Kamari had gotten the justice she wanted, so there was no reason for her to hang around a small town populated mostly by shifters, especially with shifter politics starting to take an interesting turn.
“I want you back on shift tonight,” Samarra told her, her voice drifting from the phone’s speaker.
“I heard you the first time,” Mica said quietly.
“I have you called her?” Samarra asked. “It’s been four days.”
“I know how long it’s been, but she has my number. She could easily call me,” Mica muttered and took a sip of her coffee before setting the cup back down.
The late morning sun was already getting hot, but the heat wasn’t making a dent in the chill in the air. A nasty nor’easter was forecast for two days from now and temperatures had already fallen. The town wouldn’t shut down, but the club might be closed.
Samarra grunted. “You’re a stubborn bastard, Mica,” Samarra murmured. “Listen, we’re closing the club the day of the blizzard, but I’ll still plan to tighten security here in the den. The Coalition is harder on my ass, led by Bradley, not to mention the Snow Dogs leadership questioning their alpha’s disappearance.”
“Jen?”
“He’s taking over, but he’s not alone right now,” Samarra answered. “Jericho’s top four advisors are making a fuss. They want heads to roll over Powell’s death as well as Tiny’s. They don’t seem to understand that their alpha was a son of a bitch.”
“Literally or figuratively?” Mica asked with a hint of a smile.
Samarra laughed, dispelling some of the tension. “They don’t blame Mal so much as they blame me.”
“What did happen to him?” she asked conversationally. “I doubt Kamari would have just left leaving him alive considering she knows he killed her sister.”
“That’s a good reason you should call her,” Samarra said. “But the truth is dead men tell no tales.”
“You or her?”
“Both. I have to go. I’m meeting with Mal in an hour to discuss a few things before our meeting with the Coalition.”
“I’ll get ready so I can meet you there. Where is the meeting?”
“Jerry’s hotel, Mystic Waters,” Samarra said. “Just get to my place in thirty minutes. We’ll all ride in together.”
“Right. Listen. I gotta go, sounds like someone’s breaking into my place and trying to keep it on the QT.”
“I’ll send Syd.”
She switched off the phone and headed inside. Kip had developed an interest in her welfare all of a sudden. There was nothing like a near death experience to bond two cousins together, she supposed.
Silence greeted her and she drew in a slow breath. Coffee and the smell of woods was all that drifted around the room. “Kip.”
The silence had her moving quietly down the narrow corridor with two doors opened along it. Her claws itched to slide free as the identity of her company eluded her.
“I told you I was fine, Kip,” Mica said as her body tensed for an attack.
She wouldn’t put it past Bradley to attempt to go after them in a very subtle backhanded way. But the truth was, they knew very little about Bradley or the other coalition members.
“I guess Kip comes by quite often then.”
Mica turned her head to look into the bright sunny kitchen. Across the room, Kamari stood in worn jeans and a jean jacket looking very much like a fashion model with her hair pouring over her shoulders. A bag was at her feet.
“What are you doing here?” Mica asked going to stand just inside the door. “I thought you’d be shopping for a new place in Washington with your raise.”
Kamari shrugged. “I could be,” she said. “The job’s a step to where I want to be, or where I thought I wanted to be six months ago.” She sighed, pushing her hands into the pockets of her jacket.
“So, you came to tell me … what? “Thanks for a few good nights, but I don’t want to mate you”?” she asked coldly.
Kamari came toward her, holding her gaze, giving nothing away.
“My scent didn’t even stick to you, so you’re free and clear,” Mica said angrily.
“It touched me so deep inside, I’ll never be able to wash you off my soul,” Kamari replied softly as she rested a hand over her heart. “There’s nothing for me there anymore, Mica, unless you’re going with me.”
“I can’t live in that world,” Mica told her with a slow shake of her head. “I’d die there.”
“I know, baby.” Kamari nodded, her eyes warm and entrancing. “So, I came back to you. When I met you, I knew I wanted you, but somewhere along the line, I fell in love with you.”
“Kamari,” Mica said heavily.
“I know. I was all set to take the job, and the raise, ’cause it’s what I worked so hard for. And then, I looked at my first apartment. I felt like something was missing, but I didn’t realize what it was until the realtor asked me about my husband.”
Mica’s heart stopped. “What were you missing?” She’d probably left something connected to her sister or her family.
“You. Not having you with me was tearing me up inside and I knew I’d just die a little every day without you.”
Mica cupped her face with a shaking hand and her breath stuttered from her. “Don’t say that if you don’t mean it.”
“I mean it. I love you, Mica,” Kamari murmured, her eyes bright with emotion. “As challenging as our relationship will be at first, I want nothing more than to be with you.”
“Mari.” Mica crushed her lips against Kamari’s, tasting the sweet mint of her and sloshing coffee on the floor. Mica withdrew her hand and went to put the cup on the counter and Kamari joined her.
“If you’ll have me, I’m here to stay.” Kamari ran her hand up Mica’s arm, the long sleeves of her t-shirt a barrier to the touch Mica craved with every breath she took.
“Have you? I love you, too.” Mica laughed. “And I’m never letting you go.” Mica pulled Kamari in for another kiss that took her breath away.
“Mica?”
Mica groaned as she broke the kiss. “It’s Syd. I have a meeting to get to. The Coalition.”
“Go. I’ll be here when you get back, waiting.”
Mica shook her head in wonder. “How did I get so damned lucky?”
Kamari laughed. “We’ll see if you still feel that way in a week. Go.”
Mica stole a quick kiss and backed away. “I’m coming Syd,” she called. “I’ll see you later.”
****
Mica rushed from the room and Kamari heard her talking to Sydney in the hallway. The smile faded from her lips as she turned to look out the picture window into the backyard. Something stared back at her from the woods and her vision sharpened.
Kamari exited the house onto the back deck and searched for what she could feel was out there. It was more than the decreasing chill, and the clouds rolling in. Looking up, she drew in the air.
She sucked fresh, sweetness into her lungs. She turned her gaze back to the wood. She still wasn’t alone. There was a wolf out there.
A storm was coming, a bad one. Her new pack had better be ready. Either way, she’d fight with them to the death.
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Chapter One
 

The delicate scent of lemon and butter sauce snaked around her the second Ryle Kane entered Kensal Obsidian’s office. She trod over the carpeted floor, heading for the massive desk situated between two windows.
The bamboo shades were closed against the harsh summer afternoon sun, casting shadows in the room that was west-facing.
The sun drained the vampire bat shifter of some of its energy and forced it to partake of more blood than normal or blood supplements, which were a little like vitamins, except they were caplets made of blood. Fresh blood was better for nourishment, but the caps served the same purpose as the popular human energy drinks.
“Kensal?” Ryle glanced around, taking in the bookcase lined with books on business, finance, and marketing. The art on the walls contained muted colors of serene scenes and a singular picture she’d recently taken of Kensal and her mate Fallina on their short trip to Spain. The small wet bar was neat with a bare marble top.
“I’ll be out in a minute.”
Kensal’s muted voice came from the direction of a wall. Ryle took a seat in a guest chair surmising Kensal was busy with her mate in the secret apartment finished a week ago, hidden behind the north wall.
The apartment was a contingency in case the building was attacked while they were here. Fallina was no fighter and a small, two-woman team would use the exit there to get her out and to the safety of the cabal’s compound.
However, Kensal’s mating had turned her from a lone bat, as it often did with vampire bat women. It had been the luck of the draw that Ryle worked for the Midnight Agency, which had allowed her to draw this assignment and join Kensal’s cabal. Kensal had agreed to allow her to take jobs out of town should she desire, but Kensal’s sudden summons had nothing to do with her recent assignment in Spain, Ryle was certain.
At that moment a panel slid open, and Kensal stepped out into the room. “I’ve gone over your reports,” she said crisply as she made her way to her desk. “Security looks good, too.”
“I know my job, Kensal. I have been doing it for quite some time,” Ryle replied patiently.
Kensal gave her a questioning look. “Problem?”
“The only problem I have is you treating me like I’m an idiot. If you didn’t trust me, why’d you ask me to come here and join your cabal?”
She and Kensal had been friends for over seventy-five years, but their interest in professions had always been different. Kensal had done mercenary work to supplement her income and fund her education, while Ryle had loved the freedom of travel and lack of restriction.
Kensal gave her an enigmatic stare out of eyes that had gone bat-black, and Ryle snorted. Kensal might be an alpha bat, but she was certainly no slouch. She’d bagged more than one alpha shifter.
“If you wanted a yes-woman, you should have just hired one,” Ryle told her. “I’ve got your back, I’ll die for your mate, but I’m not taking your shit.”
“What about patrols?” Kensal asked, her gaze chilling on her before going back to their normal champagne color, a sign that she was letting this go for now.
“Nothing out of the ordinary.” She ran patrols of the city along with a small group from Midnight Agency. The agency was run by a vampire bat shifter from another cabal.
“Any more information on that small coven staying at the Stryder hotel?” Kensal asked, and her gaze went to a picture on her desk. The gold frame contained a shot of Kensal’s mate.
“I’ve been able to ascertain for certain that they are blue long-tail bee-bats.” Of the bee-bat breed, the blue ones were the most aggressive and in their animal form, they produced venom which was deadly to some bat shifters.
“Damn them,” Kensal snarled. She grabbed the phone from her desk. “We’ve got to deal with this immediately. I’ll set up a meeting with Jeri, and then send them a summons.”
The shifter world was deadly to those crossing into another shifter’s territory without first obtaining permission. Just slipping in unannounced was seen as intent of aggression.
With the long-tail blue bats, nothing was ever truer. They tended to send out scouts to assess weakness, and then the king or queen attacked with deadly efficiency. “Jeri, where are you? We need to talk.”
“I’m working from the club today. Why? What is it?”
As a vampire bat shifter, Ryle’s hearing was better than the average human’s, and Jeri spoke loud enough to be overheard.
“We need to meet immediately.”
There was a silence and Kensal shifted from one foot to the other, expression suspicious.
“I guess you heard about last night.”
Kensal threw Ryle a look and put her phone on speaker. “Not enough.”
“Someone tried to kidnap Zhara from the club.”
Ryle bit back a snarl of rage. There was no reason anyone should have been allowed to get that close to the sexy, leggy club owner.
“Bali’s juggling some people to get me someone I trust to oversee things until I can figure out what’s going on.”
“I’ll loan you Ryle,” Kensal said after a brief glance at her. “She’s capable of dealing with anything that comes up.”
“Come over to the club and we’ll talk.” The line went dead and Kensal met Ryle’s gaze.
“I don’t like this,” Ryle said, barely containing her anger. “Bee-bats and an attempted kidnapping?”
“Jackasses are up to something,” Kensal murmured, eyes glittering with anger. “Let’s go. I’ll have Kyrin take over for you here.”
“Right.” She headed for the door, leaving Kensal to deal with her mate and make the calls. They were going to have to be more aggressive than they’d been in the past with bats, but Ryle just hoped it didn’t mean tearing this city apart. Bee-bats never went down easily.
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