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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    Clara Night sprinted through the third floor of the building she’d been working at through a janitorial service. The carpet beneath her feet silenced her sneakers as well as the footsteps of those tracking her. 
 
    The lights had been dimmed leaving her with pale gold illuminations that cast eerie shadows along the corridor. What she couldn’t see, she could feel. The energy was taut and wild as it slithered through the building.  
 
    She would know that wildness anywhere. The shifter species of the spotted hyena had an air about it that left her unsettled. Right now, Clara was downright terrified. They lived in clans and hunted in packs that always took down their prey. 
 
    The survival rate was low in these circumstances.  
 
    “Clara.” The dark voice whispered her assumed name from behind her as Clara ducked into a dark office with wide windows. She couldn’t hear the night traffic on the busy street below, but that eerie cackle of the hyena followed her sending chills down her spine.  
 
    She attempted to steady her breathing, but Clara knew it was useless. The hyena’s sense of hearing was as excellent as its sense of smell and she was leaking fear. It would be sniffed out like the sweetness of a baking cake.  
 
    Clara swallowed tightly as she contemplated her options. She was a psychic who’d always hungered for acceptance but found ridicule and users like Patricia. 
 
    “Come on out,” Patricia Cutter crooned. “You know we’ll find you.” 
 
    She’d escaped the Midnight Howling pack eighteen months ago hoping she’d be able to outrun them and make a new life for herself. This was the sixth time Patricia had found her and it was becoming clear escaping her and her pack of rabid hyenas was something Clara was never going to accomplish—alive.  
 
    “You know I’m not going to let you go, Clara,” Patricia crooned softly. And there was something of the old affection in her tone, but Clara wasn’t fooled. “You belong to me.” 
 
    For three years she’d known Patricia, and for two of those years they’d been lovers, and Clara had ignored the coldness that crept into her lover, the vicious nature, and the obvious hunger for power.  
 
    She’d known part of that cruelty was born of a deep hurt that had scarred Patricia, left her stripped bare and without protection. From those ashes, a deceptive alpha bitch had risen. The woman beneath the anger and hunger for power was who Clara had fallen for until she realized what a manipulative woman Patty really was. 
 
    She pressed her fingers to her forehead, as sweat broke out in tiny beads on her brow. Her skin was cold, clammy, and her stomach knotted sickening making her want to vomit.  
 
    “Clara.” 
 
    She stepped out into the corridor and a five-foot-ten-inch tall female was waiting half way down. Clare’s skin was olive and her body was still a lean muscled form. Her baby blue eyes were fringed by long lashes. She was confident and oozed so much sex appeal the pheromones could be bottled and sold. 
 
    Patricia strolled toward her taking her time, her steps those of a woman who knew she had her prey cornered. “Don’t try to run, Clara,” she said congenially. “I’ll have them run you down like a rabbit.”  
 
    Patty had done that the first time she’d tried to escape, and Clara had regretted it. The claws and teeth had left permanent marks on one of her legs.  
 
    Clara looked past the other woman to the end of the hall where two big scruffy spotted brown animals sat patiently awaiting her orders. Clara’s power pooled in her belly as she stood there keenly aware that she was more or less trapped by the smooth white walls and dangerous creatures.  
 
    Her heart beat sluggishly and the gray shirt with the cleaning company’s name on it paired with khakis was suddenly too hot.  
 
    Patricia would beat her senseless, and she knew the leather the other woman was pulling from her pocket was a leash and collar. Once Patty had it around her neck, she’d be able to control her. The collar contained electrical impulses that could do nerve damage over time. If she tried to escape, Patty would use a debilitating shock on her.  
 
    The shock would leave her unable to think past the pain. She remembered doing anything to get the pain to stop.  
 
    She would not allow the other woman to do that to her ever again. She’d make Patty tear her apart first.  
 
    “I’ve missed you so much, Clara,” she murmured and her gaze heated on Clara’s face before sliding down her body.  
 
    “Right,” Clara muttered. After two years, she’d realized she was just one of many. Patricia had a small harem of lovers to tend to her sexual and emotional needs, and Patty even truly cared for some of them while being attracted to them all.  
 
    They all wore collars and when Patricia tired of them, she killed them, but no one ever escaped and lived long. Clara was the exception, and she imagined that was eating Patricia alive.  
 
    “You’re my favorite, you know that,” Patricia murmured as she held out the collar. “That’s the only reason I’m not going to kill you for making me take time away from my work.” 
 
    Patricia was a real estate agent. She and her pack had a knack for flipping properties, and making a killing off them. 
 
    “Let’s put your collar on,” Patricia said and came to a stop before her. The other woman backhanded her so hard across the face, Clara stumbled into the wall.  
 
    Pain exploded through her cheek and burned its way to her eye. She let out a soft cry as her hand went to her face as Patricia reached for her.  
 
    As the slim hand came closer panic threatened to choke her, but Clara shoved the anxiety that promised to debilitate hers back. Then her power surged from the center of her forehead in an invisible blue shower. Patricia moved to one side and laughed. 
 
    “Clara,” she said in a chastising tone. “I’ll let you go if you do this one important thing for me.” 
 
    Clara studied her warily as she stroked her cheek. “You’re lying.” Patricia would never let her go because she didn’t like to lose. Patricia’s motto was if she wanted it and couldn’t have it, she’d destroy it so no one else could attain it either.  
 
    “Do you want your freedom from the clan?” Patricia asked softly. “Once in, the only way out is death, remember?” 
 
    “All too well,” Clara muttered but her own death wasn’t one she was actually considering even now. Hers was. 
 
    “Then do as I ask, and you’ll be free within the next six weeks or sooner.” 
 
    “You will?” She heard the sarcasm threaded through her words and Patricia’s lips quirked in amusement.  
 
    “I still don’t know how you managed to get away, my sweet,” she said softly. “Who helped you?” 
 
    Clara snorted and tilted her chin up. Patricia had used her to ruthlessly further her agenda until that one fateful moment a mistake had been made that couldn’t be taken back. Clara had been prepared, and she’d run. 
 
    “You will tell me, and this time, you’ll tell me the rest of your secrets too, Clara,” she said coldly.  
 
    “That remains to be seen,” Clara told her acerbically. Patricia’s lips twisted in anger and reached for her. At the same time, Clara’s power surged from the center of her forehead in an invisible blue star. The energy slammed into her frontal lobe. Her eyes widened and pain filled her face. 
 
    Clara pushed out another arc of power. “You’re letting me go,” she ordered keeping her voice low and firm. “Tell them.” 
 
    Her power was a telepathic clairsentient force, but she could never hold Patricia’s mind long. The other woman always broke free of her, but in these brief seconds that Clara had Patricia, she had her minions too.  
 
    On some level, way in the back of Patricia’s mind where she kept things she didn’t want to face, Clara knew Patricia feared her power’s vast potential as much as she wanted to own it. 
 
    “Now.” She kept her voice forceful but low. 
 
    Patricia’s eyes glazed over telling Clara she’d penetrated her mind. The frontal lobe was the center of reasoning, of wrong and right. She couldn’t break her will, but she could redirect it. She could bend it.  
 
    “I’m letting you go,” she said complacently. 
 
    Clara stepped closer and put a finger to Patricia’s stomach, the solar plexus. It was the female power center in hyenas. It was the place of energy as well as self-confidence and the need to be in control.  
 
    The touch threw her past her ex’s mental shields—the auric energy around the body protecting it from psychic intrusion. Clara was inside her mind on a deeper level. Thoughts and fears careened into her until she forcefully pulled herself back to the threshold of her shields.  
 
    She focused on Patricia’s animal strengths, and Clara drew some of the energy into herself. The wildness rushed through her, icky and twisted. She shuddered, panting as she grimaced. 
 
    Clara backed away slowly and then turned and sprinted for the stairwell not far away. She always made it her business to know where all exits of each building she worked in were in case she needed to escape in a hurry.  
 
    She took the stairs two at a time and got to the first floor in short order. The men casually holding up walls in the lobby didn’t move as she strolled to the front door. She knew her time was short, so Clara hurried out to her car. The old Pinto had been cheap and ran well, but she’d have to ditch it now which could be a good thing and bad one.  
 
    A six-foot-four male leaned against the side facing the entrance of the thirty-floor building. He straightened as she approached. 
 
    “Clara, you’re such a bad girl,” he said in a gravelly tone. His flat dark eyes washed over her in disdain. 
 
    She knew Patricia had fought her way free and was likely hurrying after her. She sent out a blast of mental energy as she reached him. The blue star slammed into his head with enough force to knock him back onto her car. He hit his head against the window and collapsed.  
 
    He wouldn’t even remember his own name when he woke, and Patricia would kill him. She’d be that much more pissed at Clara too. 
 
    Clara shoved her key into the door on the passenger side and let the seat up. She reached beneath it and jerked her bag free. It had a few changes of clothes, toiletries, and a few of her favorite things as well as cash. She sprinted through the lot and across the street using Patricia’s hyena energy to quickly skirt a car that nearly crashed into her. 
 
    “Clara!” Patricia screamed from the parking lot. 
 
    She felt the vibration of the other woman’s rage inside her, but she hurried down the street. Patricia would be on her in minutes if she didn’t find some shadows to hide in. Her sight was keen in the dark and she was a great hunter but not the best tracker.  
 
    Hyenas were too lazy to stay on a trail too long without the correct motivation. That was a weakness that she could exploit.  
 
    Clara rounded a corner and ran into a crowd coming out of a building. She sent out a whorl of energy as she made eye contact with a single male. The energy settled over the crowd quickly. In his mind, she could see they’d all been at the same party, knew each other.  
 
    She twisted that and broadcast telepathically using the one man and his connection to them all to steal their will to think or act normally. 
 
    “Attack the people behind me,” she ordered softly because screaming sometimes jarred humans out of the compulsion. “They want to hurt you.” 
 
    “Clara.” 
 
    The mob rushed forward, and she threaded her way through it as they descended on Patricia and her minions. She knew Patricia wouldn’t do much damage to them. This was too public a stage for her animal behavior.  
 
    Clara hurried down the street knowing her ability would keep the crowd enthralled no more than a few minutes, but it was long enough with Patricia’s hyena energy inside of her giving her fast feet for quick escape.  
 
    She had no idea where she was going, but she was getting out of this city tonight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    The present day 
 
      
 
    Sydney Spring drew the pool cue back and eased it forward to bank a shot in the left pocket before glancing to her companion. The young man gave her a nod and lined up his next shot. 
 
    The crowd in Mystic Bar was filled with people she didn’t know, except the guy who’d asked her to meet him here for pool and drinks. The other people around them were enjoying their alcohol, companions, and a game of darts or pool. 
 
    She wasn’t expecting much from him if anything. Her quarry was keeping his cards close to his vest for the time being. 
 
    “The truth is,” he said after banking his shot and then straightening to grab his bottle of beer. “Leah isn’t actually working directly for Sorrento. She’s a member of the pack allied with Sorrento’s, which is called Midnight Howling.” 
 
    Sorrento, leader of a hyena pack, wanted to buy Coyote Closet. The hyena leader also wanted their territory which meant they were all on high alert awaiting his attack.  
 
    “How do you know?” Leah was a dancer at Coyote Closet, the lesbian strip club co-owned by Sydney’s best-friend. They’d heard Leah was working for a hyena pack, but the leader of that pack had been killed by her friend.  
 
    “Friend of mine used to be part of a pack led by Joelle Reacher,” he told her. “His name’s Darden. He was Reacher’s right-hand man. Now, he’s leader of the pack, and it’s called Devil Dogs. Leah used to belong to the pack back when they were living in Washington. He called in a favor, and she answered the call.” 
 
    “How big is the Devil Dogs pack?” She leaned against the side of the table and her gaze slid across the room to the bar. Reflected in the glass wall behind the bartenders, was the pretty face of one of Coyote Closet’s dancers, Baby Love. 
 
    She was drinking alone, and her black hair was pulled back from her face and wound into a knot. She always wore it up, making Sydney wonder what she’d look like in nothing but her hair flowing around her shoulders. She was five-foot-seven with a beautiful body. Her skin was a canvas of chocolate-with-cream and smooth as silk.  
 
    Her face was devoid of makeup except for that pale shade of gloss on her plump lips. She wanted to bite them and suck the sweetness from them. 
 
    “Some of the pack has been brought up on charges in New York for murder so the pack’s size has decreased, but it’s large enough to take out the wolves should it come to that.” He took another sip of his beer. “But he’s not been asked to move against you guys yet. In fact, Sorrento’s just sitting on his plans, keeping his cards close to his vest.” 
 
    Sorrento’s presence here puzzled her pack’s alpha because most hyenas didn’t venture into cold climes for long. When they did it, was to put down some roots away from other hyenas so they could be top dog without competition. However, they wouldn’t be top dog with a strong wolf and coyote pack in the area. 
 
    “Any clues why they want to settle here?” Sydney asked, taking her eyes from the young woman at the bar who was smiling at something a female bartender was saying. The animal inside her, the coyote, growled low in ferocious anger, but she tamped the reaction down. She wasn’t quite comfortable with her strong reaction to the dancer who’d started dancing at the club a few weeks ago. And she still wasn’t sure how to handle her coyote’s hunger the sexy human.  
 
    “No.” He shook his head and turned back to the table. “Did hear something that might interest you though.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “He’s not running the show alone, but I’m not sure who the partner is right now,” he said. “I’m working on it.” 
 
    “Male or female?” 
 
    “My source wouldn’t say,” he admitted with a frown. “I think he’s kind of afraid, but he did say four people inside your club are on Sorrento’s payroll just awaiting his orders.” 
 
    “Thanks.” She bent to take a shot and the scent of vanilla and arousal washed over her. A hand brushed her ass and the cue slipped just a little to the right causing her to miss the shot. Her companion chuckled and reached for his beer. 
 
    “See you around,” he said as Sydney looked up at him. 
 
    The wolf grinned and tipped his beer to her before moving on, and she turned to look down at the dancer. Her stage name was Baby Love, but her given name was Cambrie Canewater. The girl was cute as a newborn babe with those curious copper eyes, but she didn’t have the same claim to innocence Sydney was willing to bet.  
 
    “Hi.” Cambrie’s copper eyes were bright with humor that made her animal growl in greeting. 
 
    “You made me miss my shot,” Sydney grumbled and gripped the cue to keep from putting her hands on the little dancer’s compact body.  
 
    She often watched her at the club and craved her. However, she’d refused to ask her for a private dance. After all, emotional interest could become a distraction she could ill-afford. The girls counted on her to be fast, and focused in case a patron got out of line. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were into that kind of thing,” Cambrie murmured in a teasing tone and cast a glance in the direction the wolf had gone.  
 
    “What kind of thing is that?” Sydney reached for her own long neck bottle to take a pull of the cold brew. 
 
    Cambrie’s lips twitched and she moved to take up the abandoned cue. “Men.” 
 
    Sydney held Cambrie’s gaze. The other woman acted like she could read her mind and considered her a foregone conclusion. She was, and Sydney knew she was fighting a losing battle. They were going to end up in bed or against a wall or something. It was only a matter of time and place.  
 
    She ran her fingers through her dark brown hair and Cambrie’s eyes followed the action, her stare almost proprietary. Sydney fought the shiver and almost hated Cambrie for having such an effect on her. But no one made her hunger and ache like this woman did. 
 
    “Who I date isn’t your concern,” she said and the other woman shrugged, but there was heat and challenge in her copper depths. The coyote’s yip in her mind was a clear signal to the woman. She was tired of ignoring Cambrie.  
 
    “Buy me a drink then?” She asked leaning her hip against the table’s metal frame.  
 
    Sydney took another sip of beer. “What’s your poison?” 
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “You could be,” she said. “But in the meantime, I’m just having ginger ale.” 
 
    Sydney cocked a brow at her feeling the hunger for this woman increase threefold. “Then, let’s get you one.”  
 
    “I’ve seen you checking me out tonight.” 
 
    Sydney took another sip of her beer. “So?” 
 
    “So, ask me to dance,” she murmured. “Before someone else does.” 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney’s gaze darkened possessively before sliding slowly down her body lingering on the length of her legs. The look was a caress that made Cambrie feel branded.  
 
    “I guess a spin won’t hurt,” Sydney murmured and set her beer down before bringing her warm brown eyes to rest on Cambrie’s again.  
 
    Cambrie led the way to the spacious dance floor and eyes were drawn to Sydney just the way Cambrie’s were. The pale button-down she wore was open several buttons revealing a white t-shirt and silver encircling her neck.  
 
    There was a sharp confidence in the way she moved that commanded attention. And the flair with which she wore her shirt sleeves rolled up nearly to her elbows showing off a few scars on her forearms bespoke of a woman so at ease with her sexuality it could make a less assured person cringe. 
 
    A slow catchy tune poured through the speakers. It was a sultry country song about a couple reconnecting. The twang of the singer’s voice and the slow beat of the music drew Cambrie in.  
 
    Sydney gave her a smile as she moved, lithe body picking up the beat quickly. Cambrie’s own hips began to move, reaching for the beat. A subtle abandon swept over her bending her to its will.  
 
    Cambrie glided a hand slowly down her throat and down the side of one breast to her hip as she moved in time to the beat, letting it ignite the sensuality inside her as music always did. Her fingers toyed with the helm of her mid-thigh length dress and Sydney’s eyes strayed to it. 
 
    So Cambrie inched it up just a little revealing the lacey top of her stocking. 
 
    Her eyes met Sydney’s, held, and Cambrie moved closer to her so their bodies touched but only for a moment. She turned to execute deft movements of her hips and hands.  
 
    Sydney’s body brushed hers from behind as a firm hand gripped her hip and soft lips brushed the back of her neck. She smiled as heat infiltrated her skin. 
 
    Cambrie turned and moved in a smooth flowing movement of grace called the body roll. And Sydney tugged Cambrie into her. She slid the other hand over Cambrie’s hip down to her thigh before gliding it up to rest on her back.  
 
    “I like your moves,” Cambrie said in a teasing tone as she braced her hand on Sydney’s shoulder. 
 
    “Glad you approve,” she said before gliding her hand down the side of Cambrie’s firm breast.  
 
    Sydney’s hand flattened as it continued down to Sydney’s flat stomach. Sydney stroked her through the fabric of her dress, her gaze intense and her intent clear.  
 
    Seduction.  
 
    Her blood was lava hot as it rushed through her veins, and her nipples hard tight points aching in the cups of her bra. Her panties were damp as her clit throbbed in anticipation. She hadn’t imagined this side of Sydney existed, but she was intrigued by it, eager for more. 
 
    Sydney rocked their bodies and then dipped Cambrie, one hand on her hip and the other caressed down Cambrie’s arm to lace their fingers together. Sydney brought her back up slowly with a thigh pushed between Cambrie’s and a hand gliding down to cup Cambrie’s ass. Her clit pressed into the firmness of Sydney’s jean clad leg and Cambrie’s juices eased from her, dampening her panties.  
 
    Her skin flushed and Sydney dipped her head and brushed her lips over Cambrie’s throat. Cambrie was suddenly too hot, she had on too many clothes, and her breaths came out in shallow puffs.  
 
    “You’re getting wet, Cam,” she murmured. The words were just audible over the music.  
 
    “I think that’s your fault,” Cambrie said breathlessly. 
 
    “I think you’re just saying that to get in my pants.” Laughter filled her eyes, warming them as she withdrew her thigh to the fading strands of the song.  
 
    Before she could answer the song melded into a faster beat that fueled the heat in her blood and the hunger rampaging through her.  
 
    Sydney released her, taking a step back. 
 
    For a moment, Cambrie was flustered. The sudden loss of heat and solid feminine muscle was confusing. A hint of anger washed over her, and she quickly pulled herself together. Damn coward was such a tease. Cambrie stalked to the bar deciding to get a drink hoping it cooled her inflamed skin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Sydney picked up the anger even through the cigarette smoke, sweat, and scent of cheap alcohol.  
 
    She followed Cambrie to the bar, but the hairs on the back of her neck rose. She glanced around sensing eyes following her every move. Too many people at the bar and in the crowded single-story brick building made it hard for her to know if that was about the dance of lesbians in a straight bar, or if there was something more personal at work. 
 
    Her instincts warned her trouble was afoot, but she couldn’t just leave Cambrie not after that dance. Her own pussy was wet, her nipples tight and aching for contact. She’d throw her up against a hotel wall and fuck her brains out if Cambrie didn’t work at the club. She had to let her down easy and stay the hell away from her. 
 
    “So, I was thinking you and your friend could come back to my place, and we could have some real fun.” The man was six-foot-two with a beard and blue eyes that were filled with lust. 
 
    Sydney was barely able to keep the coyote’s snarl from slipping past her lips as the words drifted to her.  
 
    “Oh please,” Cambrie muttered, irritation clear in her tone. 
 
    “I’ve got what you girls need,” he said reaching out to run his knuckles along Cambrie’s arm. “You won’t walk straight for days, baby.” 
 
    “As if,” Cambrie answered in clear disgust. 
 
    “You think you’re too good for me, little bitch,” he snapped and reached out to grab her hair. 
 
    The snarl did escape her this time as the animal surged forward grabbing his hand before he could get a grip on Cambrie’s tresses, held in place with decorative chop sticks . 
 
    She jerked his wrist back and drove her fist into his stomach. “Hands off, asshole,” she snapped.  
 
    He bristled at her and swung. She winced as his fist caught her on the shoulder. She blocked his next punch and backhanded him. He stumbled back and growled before charging forward.  
 
    She prepared for her next move as a chant of “Fight! Fight! Fight!” broke out around her. The jerk had the scent of a damned jackal. They were scrappy sons of bitches but with a little liquor in them, they couldn’t fight worth shit. They only had one good punch in them.  
 
    She moved aside and drew back delivering a sharp blow to his side, and he let out a howl of pain as he hit the floor. He rolled over and the cocking of a gun had his eyes going wide. 
 
    “Take it outside boys,” a male bartender ordered tightly. The jackal got up, fire in his eyes. “I’ll bust a cap in your ass, man.” 
 
    Sydney watched his friends haul him to his feet. “Let’s get out of here, Cam,” she ordered, grabbing her arm. She still felt uneasy and it had nothing to do with the jackal. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie allowed Sydney to lead her from the noisy building out into blessed fresh air and she took a deep breath to drive the smoke from her nose. Untamed energy washed over her making her tense. With effort, she didn’t stop or jerk free, but her gaze ranged around the lot a she sought out the danger. 
 
    Had Patty found her? 
 
    She had come here because she’d known Patty wouldn’t. Patty wasn’t fond of cold weather and the east seemed to hold bad memories for her.  
 
    But Patty had been so bent on getting her back she’d braved the Chicago cold which chapped her skin so badly it cracked without meticulous care. 
 
    The laughter that danced around the parking lot clenched her fingers even as she struggled to get her breathing under control. Her hands shook as she thought of what Patty would have done to her if she got her hands on her. 
 
    “Where are you parked?” Sydney asked tightly. 
 
    “Over there.” She pointed and tucked her hands out of sight hoping Sydney didn’t notice her fear. She knew she wasn’t normal.  
 
    Cambrie had grown up around coyote shifters, so she knew how their energy felt. Sydney’s and their boss Sam’s was different—it was stronger with a dark edge. When it washed over her, it was a caress—Sydney’s energy was. She was drawn to her like a negative charge to a positive one and she had tried not to be.  
 
    “Are you all right?” Sydney asked. 
 
    She nodded, shaken. 
 
    “I didn’t hear a word you said.” There was irritation in her voice and ire in her stare. 
 
    “Yes,” she snapped and dug her keys from the pocket of her dress. Get it under control, she ordered herself. She’s sensing your fear.  
 
    Living with Patty she’d learned how to hide her feelings so that not even her body chemistry changed. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have gone off like that,” Sydney said as Cambrie pulled to a stop at her car. 
 
    Cambrie smiled then and looked up at her. “It was kind of sexy seeing you go all macho like you gave a damn.” 
 
    Sydney grunted. “You really need to stop trying to start whatever it is you’re trying to start. I don’t date the dancers.” 
 
    Cambrie frowned. “Why? We’re beneath you?” she asked coldly. A chill raced through her and her power flared in her belly. Putting a hand on it, Cambrie tamped it down. 
 
    “What if I’m so focused on you, keeping hands off you, that I screw up, Cambrie, and some other girl gets hurt?” The words were soft. 
 
    “It’s a dance club not a wrestling match,” she muttered. “Just tell me the truth. You think you’re too good to be touched by me let alone to have me in your bed. You should have just said that instead of dancing with me like you wanted me, but I don’t suppose you have much control over a hormonal reaction.” 
 
    “It’s not like that, baby,” she murmured. “I would get so damn jealous watching other women touch you, look at you.” 
 
    “Look at me? Naked?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Get over it,” she snapped. “I take off my clothes for a living not spread my legs.” 
 
    Sydney cocked a brow at her. 
 
    “Okay, yeah, but I don’t have sex with them, Sydney.” She touched her arm. “I want you as crazy as that sounds.” 
 
    “How long, Cambrie? Until some other woman gets you hot?” 
 
    “I’m not looking down the road to forever, and I didn’t know you were,” she replied. She didn’t even know if she was going to stay in Snowbury longer than another few months especially if her senses were right and that hyena was Patty’s. 
 
    “See that’s where the problem starts,” Sydney replied. “It’ll only get worse when I walk in on you and some other woman at the club.” 
 
    She blew out a harsh breath. “I’ve never cheated on a lover, but I’m not going to stand here and argue that point with you. We can talk about it at the club tomorrow.” Cambrie turned and unlocked her door.  
 
    “There won’t be any need,” Sydney said quietly. “We can’t get involved even for a few minutes.” 
 
    “God, I hope you’d last longer than that,” she said coldly. “But it’s a good thing you’re laying down the law like the macho butch you are.” She pulled open her car door. “Thanks for the dance, and thanks for setting me straight.” Cambrie climbed into her car and slammed the door shut before jamming the key into the ignition and starting it up. 
 
    Damn she’d been so stupid. She hit the steering wheel and backed out giving Sydney one last look. She looked lonely standing there and Cambrie’s heart ached as she drove away. 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney turned, body stiff as anger chilled her to the bone. The animal was pacing inside her mind in a fury wanting her to go after Cambrie. If it had been safer—no the danger was gone. She’d felt it the moment the hyena retreated though she still felt as if she was being watched.  
 
    She blew out a harsh breath and headed to her car. Sorrento probably had someone on her so he could gather information about her. That’s what they were doing, checking him and the four members of his organization out that were visible.  
 
    They knew there were more. He couldn’t be planning a takeover with such a nonexistent force. The four moving about town were obviously his eyes and ears. The only female member of the team had even been to the club a few times.  
 
    Sydney tilted her head up and took in the air. No familiar scents carried on the wind, so she headed to her car. She did a quick check before climbing in. Sorrento hadn’t shown any signs of using explosives, but she didn’t want to take any chances.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Staring out into the dark evening with trees rising up tall and menacing shadows, she didn’t see the beauty of her home. Patty’s baby blue eyes saw nothing but snow, blood, and her mother’s face as she was taken down by a silver-gray coyote. The lean body was tense, coat spattered with blood in patches where damage had been inflicted. 
 
    She should have been dead since the hyena she was killing was older and stronger. The hyena’s jaws were more powerful, capable of crushing a mere human’s bones with a single bite and doing the same to a coyote. The claws were sharp and the slashes of them brutal. 
 
    The woman lying on the ground not far away, naked with an arrow tattoo on her forearm, was bleeding to death with one of her legs broken in three places and her hand crushed from the same coyote’s attack. All Patty could do was stare in agony as the hyena made a fatal error when she lunged for the coyote who’d backed off.  
 
    She pushed herself into a sitting position as she saw the result unfold. The coyote leaped forward, canines locking into the hyena’s throat, and claws locked in the hyena’s sides. The coyote shook her prey viciously, snapping the neck and jerking the last vestiges of life from its enemy.  
 
    The coyote dropped its victim and the hyena transformed back into a woman, a broken leader with an arrow on her arm. The tattoo was bloody and the skin broken on the top part of the arrow, but the onlooker knew it was her mother, the once unbeatable warrior.  
 
    The soft sound of rustling covers jerked her from her reverie. She cast a look over her shoulder to see her lover had changed position, exposing her naked breasts. The animal’s hunger reawakened but she turned away. 
 
    Patty rubbed the tiny arrow on the side of her pinky. She’d never forgotten the loss, the heart-freezing defeat that had changed her forever. Clenching her shaking hand at her side, she closed her eyes. Her child had been taken from her that day too as her lover, barely pregnant, had died what had turned out to be a meaningless death. 
 
    But that’s why she was here in the small town where it would snow and possibly before she left. She needed closure Patty wanted those who’d desolated her life dead, even if she had to die killing them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Cambrie glanced at the waitress who’d brought her tea and gave her a smile. “Thank you.” 
 
    The older woman nodded and scurried away as a spoon clinked in the cup of Cambrie’s companion. Cambrie glanced across the square table in the quiet neat little diner to her older cousin. Skye was nearly forty but didn’t look a day over twenty-five. Her brown eyes held warmth, but her face signs of strain. 
 
    “So, why’d you ask to meet?” It was just after ten which meant she’d had to get up before her normal rising time. 
 
    “I’m sorry about getting you up so early, honey.” Skye reached across the table to cover her hand. “I really needed to talk to you about something.” She withdrew her hand and picked up her own mug of tea to take a sip. 
 
    “It’s really okay,” Cambrie assured her. She’d get a nap later. 
 
    “You probably don’t remember how much time you spent in the den before you had to leave.” 
 
    “I remember the white oak trees and how the leaves turned red and stayed that way most of the winter.” Cambrie smiled recalling her treks around the land with her younger relatives and friends. Swimming and hiking had been her favorite things to do. “And I remember the den.” 
 
    Skye smiled. “Did your grandmother tell you about our heritage? Our coyote blood?” 
 
    She nodded. “She told me the legends of the shadow coyotes and how our family migrated here to Connecticut to settle this land and join with the Gray Tail pack.” The shadow breeds were special, but mainly they were Indian born shifters. 
 
    “Good. It’s important that you know.” Skye nodded. “Did she tell you everything? About you?” 
 
    Her. 
 
    Cambrie shrugged. She’d been told about her heritage all her life first in stories that seemed like a fairy tale and then in no uncertain terms. She knew her power came from her Indian roots. She had animal medicine inside her. She had been born with the ability to produce a pure-blooded shifter child even though she couldn’t shift.  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Don’t fear your heritage,” Skye told her. “Those like you are lucky. Your power is a gift that will aid you and your mate. You have to practice your healing, so you’ll be a boon to our pack.” 
 
    “I’ll start again,” she assured Skye. She’d need a teacher first.  
 
    Skye smiled. “You have the knowledge inside, just trust your intuition.” She nodded. “The pack is having some problems so I can’t work with you right now.” 
 
    “What can I do?” Cambrie asked quickly. “I’ll do anything to help your pack.”  
 
    “It’s your pack too, so I want you to promise me you’ll safeguard these.” She put her hand on the envelope next to the salt on the table. 
 
    Warmth flooded her. Pack was family, it was safety, and Cambrie would love to have that again. “What are they?” 
 
    “The original copies of some important documents.” Skye slid the envelope to her.  
 
    “Skye, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Someone is trying to force us into an alliance we don’t want and take our land. We’re not going to allow it to happen,” she said in a steely tone.  
 
    “Who’s trying to? Another pack that lives here?” The lands had been a source of enjoyment for her as a child and the people like family. 
 
    “They only want the land because it borders another pack’s,” Skye said, the words holding the distinct edge of a growl. “Our land would give them easy access to the other pack. Our alpha has betrayed us by allying with this outside pack and he’s trying to force us to comply. But we’re going to fight him.” 
 
    “I should be there to help,” Cambrie insisted. “I can fight too.” 
 
    “No.” Skye shook her head as she held up a hand. “You’ll be more useful to the family away from the conflict. I’m glad you came home. I had no idea how to find you, Cam.” 
 
    “You were looking for me?” 
 
    Skye nodded and reached across the table to cover Cambrie’s hand with her own. Warmth flooded her and so did the love and strength of familial ties. “When this is all over, I want you to move to the den and be part of the pack. It’s where you belong. ” 
 
    Cambrie smiled, her chest tightening. It would be nice to have a family again. “Okay.”  
 
    **** 
 
    The office was sun-kissed providing plenty of natural light as Samarra Summerfield prepared for a morning meeting. She waved Sydney in and glanced at something on her desk. 
 
    She’d known Sam most of their lives. Their friendship had survived petty squabbles, the loss of their families, and a couple of major hyena attacks.  
 
    They were as close as sisters and would die for each other.  
 
    “Was last night’s meeting profitable?” she asked.  
 
    Sydney shrugged. She’d spent half the night running off the sexual tension she’d worked up on the dance floor with Cambrie. God but taking her bait had been stupid.  
 
    “Sorrento isn’t working alone,” she said, forcibly wrenching her mind from the dance and the feel of Cambrie’s body against hers. She’d smelled so good. Her perfume hadn’t been her usual baby powder scent. She’d worn something intoxicating, vanilla with a hint of musk. 
 
    Sydney had stayed wet all night and naked since the cold shower hadn’t helped.  
 
    “I’d suspected that.” Sam frowned. Her pretty face was the mirror of concern. “And I like it even less now that I know it’s true.”  
 
    Sam co-owned Coyote Closet, the only strip and social club for lesbians in the small town of Snowbury. They did more than their share of business with lesbians coming in from the nearby cities to enjoy the sexy bevy of beauties as well the freedom to socialize without scrutiny. 
 
    “Leah isn’t working for Sorrento. She’s working with his pack’s ally Devil Dogs which was Joelle Reacher’s pack.” She already had some info on the pack and had already added to it this morning. “You already know they’re criminals and some of them are being prosecuted.” 
 
    “Good,” Sam muttered coldly. “Good riddance, but how’d Leah get hooked up with them?” 
 
    Sydney told her what her contact had said. “I’m supposing the ally’s thinking he’s going to get control of our lands once the fighting is over.” 
 
    “Let him keep dreaming.” 
 
    She shrugged in agreement. Sydney was certain they were heading for another life-changing hyena attack. This one would be the second Snow Fur would see in a decade and a half. The first one had decimated the pack leaving a young and inexperienced woman, their friend Mallory, to step in and take over. 
 
    “He doesn’t know the real reason Sorrento is here, but he did tell me four of our workers are on Sorrento’s payroll. I’m willing to bet dancers.” 
 
    “Not all dancers,” Sam said with a shake of her head. “Bartenders and security are more likely suspects.” 
 
    “You think the wolves would betray us? I know pack wouldn’t,” Sydney told her. She’d handpicked the coyotes that worked security along with Sam. She trusted them with her life. They were pack. 
 
    “Most of them are pack, but Shelia isn’t and neither is Jessa. Both of them are Gray Tail.” 
 
    The leader, Oaklyn, was apparently allied with Midnight Howling now. He wouldn’t have any problems commanding his people to act as spies even though it might get them killed.  
 
    “That’s right,” she said tightly.  
 
    “We need more intel,” Sam muttered. “We can’t afford surprises with hyenas.”  
 
    “I’ve been tapping every contact I have in town and out, but there’s just nothing more concrete there right now. We have to be patient.” 
 
    Sam growled at her, the sound low and ferocious. “Do better.” 
 
    “Damn, bitch, get off my back,” she snarled. “I told you what I do know. I’m doing the best I can.” 
 
    “It’s not good enough.” 
 
    “Then, get out there and get the intel yourself,” she snapped and got to her feet. “I’ll see you later. I have things to do in the den before going to the club.” 
 
    “I want you present for the meeting with Sorrento tomorrow night,” Sam told her coolly. “Come heavy. I don’t trust him.” 
 
    She snorted. “That’s the funny thing about you. If you get the chance to let trouble walk away, you’ll back it into a corner every time.” 
 
    “Problem?” Sam demanded with her brows cocked. Her hands clenched on the desk telling Sydney she’d had enough and was fighting for restraint.  
 
    “Hell no,” she said coolly. She’d had enough too, but she didn’t want to take Sam on. In a fair fight, she’d lose. Sam was an alpha which meant she was stronger and could out last Sydney any day of the week. “I wasn’t planning on going into any meeting with the damned hyena without my old Bowie.” She’d been given the knife as a teen by her grandfather and had it on her most of the time. However, she preferred to fight with her animal teeth and claws much like most shifters.  
 
    They were coyotes. They didn’t back down from a fight and they generally didn’t take weapons to one. However, the hyenas had bone crushing strength in their animal form. In a group, they were often deadly though they’d back down from a fight when they didn’t have the numbers. 
 
    Sam studied her making her feel small, which wasn’t easy. “In the meantime, get someone closer to Leah. I want to know about her pack leader.” 
 
    “Right.” Leah had a few friends and one of which they’d allowed to come back to the club after the girl had attacked Sam’s mate. But she wasn’t an option. They needed someone clever enough not to draw suspicion.  
 
    They’d probably have to settle for a watcher and she’d take a few shifts herself.  
 
    “Make it happen, Sydney,” she said firmly. “No excuses. You’ve got the training and the skill of a PI. Use it.” 
 
    She raked her fingers through her hair. “Right. She’d been a cop for two years and a PI for three before closing her business to devote most of her time to the pack, which now included being head of security at the club. She didn’t regret her choices, and she wouldn’t shirk her responsibilities.  
 
    “You can handle this Syd,” Sam assured her gently. “Use some of your newfound authority to delegate if necessary. How do you think I got things done?” 
 
    Sam was going to take over Gray Tail once Sorrento made his move and the pack attacked.  
 
    “I’ll see you later,” Sydney said and strode from the room, her feelings a little raw. 
 
    **** 
 
    A rap on the sitting room door was followed by a respectful, “Alpha?”  
 
    Patty looked up from the gift she was putting together for the woman who shared her bed. She would be sending Tamari away soon because she was no fool. This war she’d conceived to start with the coyotes who’d destroyed her world would get nasty. She couldn’t lose the only other woman to ever truly love her.  
 
    She didn’t want to lose her and the child she carried too. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked coolly. Her plans seemed to be curtailed at every turn of late and it was starting to piss her off. 
 
    “I have a meeting with them tomorrow night, and Oaklyn’s people aren’t all buying an alliance let alone his decision to stand down and sell the land. There are signs those of his people not allied with us will rise up in opposition.” 
 
    “We’ll deal with them once we have the land,” Patty told him in a hard tone. 
 
    “He can’t sell without the sentinel Red Oak’s wife’s approval. Her family owns all but the small parcel Oaklyn bought. “ 
 
    “We’ll buy his part at half price and take hers.” 
 
    “Oaklyn’s great-grandfather agreed that the land would go Red Oak’s wife, should Oaklyn’s family wish to dissolve the pride or are conquered.” 
 
    In simplest terms she could take over the pride, but she’d have to move it.  
 
    “She’s refusing to sell and her husband is already in talks with the wolves for aid to oust Oaklyn and those loyal to him.” 
 
    “What happens if the woman and her husband are dead?” 
 
    “The land then goes to her heirs. She has a nine-year-old son, and a cousin.” 
 
    “What about the cousin?” She stroked the box before her that was now neatly wrapped in pink paper and tied with a gray ribbon bow. She had come here a few months ago to see what the Snow Fur pack’s leadership was like now.  
 
    She’d found a strong coyote bitch at the helm with the killers of her family at her back. Patty wanted them gone, but the only way to get setup for an attack was to own the land of the neighboring coyote pack. If she could gain an alliance with them, so much the better, but she’d never counted on it. 
 
    “According to Oaklyn, the girl vanished when she was thirteen, but she’s never been listed or even considered as dead. So, she’s still the heir and will have thirty days to come forward before the land goes to you.” 
 
    “Get the proper papers including wills and deeds,” Patty ordered. “I don’t want any disputes to my claim after her death.” 
 
    “I’ll offer her her child’s life in exchange for signing over the property and then kill her.” 
 
    “Exactly what I had in mind,” she replied coolly. “Make it happen tonight. Make plans to get rid of all resisters soon. I don’t have the patience for a war with them.” They couldn’t afford to allow it to happen. Snow Fur would back the resisters, and everything she’d done to get to this point would end up being all for nothing. 
 
    “How would you like it done?” he asked patiently. 
 
    She turned to look at the handsome Damien Sorrento who stood not far from the couch with sunlight falling over him. He was one of her strongest men, but his dominance still couldn’t stand against hers despite the way he held her gaze. 
 
    “Give them a party and poison them,” she told him with a shrug. “I want the resisters dead in three days and I want to be moving onto that property then.” 
 
    “It will be,” he assured her. “I was in Mystic last night meeting with Darden and I saw Sydney Spring with a woman.” 
 
    “A lover?” She did want to crush Spring, Summerfield, and Blacklaw before she took their lives. She’d been too broken to fight once she’d lost everything, but she didn’t expect the same to be said of Summerfield or Spring.  
 
    They’d run afoul of her pack before in Oklahoma when her mother had led a very successful campaign against those Indians. Part of Patty’s old pack had settled there, but without her mother, they’d been routed by the Indian survivors and their allies. 
 
    “Kill her.” 
 
    “I’d suggest proceeding with caution. Joelle thought to go after Summerfield’s woman and look what that cost her.” 
 
    “Kill her tonight,” Patty snapped. “Make it look like an accident, but record it. I want to send her the footage as a gift.” She smiled diabolically. Patty wanted Spring to relive the pain as she did.  
 
    “She works at the club, so Leah can arrange it,” he answered quietly.  
 
    “Good. I want her killed on club grounds.” 
 
    “That will be a blow to their business,” he said with a grin. 
 
    And not the first.  
 
    “Take Angelica as well as Faith and Rule to the meeting with you tomorrow,” Patty told him. “Don’t expect them to sell. Just let them know we aren’t leaving because I’m sure they’ll suggest it.” She was going to destroy Summerfield and her pals and Patty wanted them to see some part of it coming.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    That night, Baby Love strode slowly onto the stage in her signature white sneakers and pulled to a stop beneath the soft glow of light. Dressed in a sedate white blouse and little pink skirt, she began to move in time to the beat of a country tune. 
 
    The name of the game was seduction she reminded herself as she raised her arms over her head and rocked her hips from side to side. She spun around, executed a few deft moves to ramp up the heat before turning to face the crowd again. Her gaze swept the crowd and landed on Sydney who was making her way around the floor. 
 
    She worked her hips effortlessly in a graceful circle before she walked up to the edge of the stage, ripping her blouse open revealing a black bra as she went. She tossed the shirt to the floor and began moving sensually. 
 
    The skirt came up as she caressed the firm globes of her ass, revealing the sleek black thong. She executed a graceful bootie pump before dancing to the side of the stage where women were clamoring for a chance to tuck a bill into her panties.  
 
    A hand glided up her calf, and Baby Love blew the woman a kiss and moved out of reach as she turned, ripping away her skirt in the process.  
 
    The skirt hit the ground and Baby Love reached for the pole in the middle of the stage and glided one hand down it before caressing it and gripping it while she caressed herself with the other. She looked out into the crowd, savoring the hungry looks on the faces she could see. 
 
    She rubbed against the pole and whirled away from it as she released the catch of the lacy little bra. Baby Love tossed it into the crowd as she worked the other side of the stage giving the women there a chance to show their appreciation. 
 
    A hard hand curled around her ankle and the wild animal energy slammed into her. The chill of it made her shudder as she quickly reached down to caress the woman’s jaw and got a bill in her panties. 
 
    She lifted her head, and her gaze locked with Sydney’s as the bouncer took up residence in the crowd of cheering women. Baby Love saw the hunger in her eyes and it echoed in her making her pussy moisten. She gave her a wink as she executed a move that took her lower to the floor giving the women even greater opportunity to tuck bills into the band of her panties.  
 
    A hand closed around her hair, the ponytail wound into a knot. Her eyes met a pair of glazed brown ones full of lust. The woman tugged, and Baby Love teetered toward her just as fingers closed around the back of the woman’s neck. 
 
    “Let her go,” Sydney ordered coldly.  
 
    The patron’s wine infused breath fanned her face as her fingers clenched tighter and Baby Love grimaced. “I just want a kiss.” The slurred words were followed by a harder tug and Baby Love squeaked as she tumbled from the stage. 
 
    “Fuck.” Sydney’s curse was burlap over her skin and Baby Love braced herself mentally for the fall. 
 
    “Connie,” a hard voice chastised from the side of her and a firm grip anchored around Cambrie’s waist as the ground rushed up to meet her.  
 
    Heat sizzled through her, and Baby Love’s temperature rocketed. Teeth flashed, the canines were longer, sharper than a human’s, and Baby Love gasped as she was tugged away from her savior. 
 
    “Back off,” Connie said and growled as she jerked on Baby Love. Baby Love winced, and the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. Tension seized her entire body as she looked up into Connie’s face.  
 
    The surge of her energy was powerful with an edge of darkness. The carpet beneath her feet was abrasive as Baby Love attempted to pull free. 
 
    “Come here.” Connie reached out and claws sliced through her bare shoulder.  
 
    Baby Love let out a cry of pain as soft flesh was torn open. Claws retracted only to scrape down over the top of her breast, severing the strap of her bra. Pain burned through her and Baby Love lifted her hand as she bit the inside of her cheek against the ache licking through her.  
 
    Fear combined with her power and rushed forward as her gaze met Connie’s glazed one. A hard growl rumbled on the air. The pressure on her head was gone, the hand having been stripped away.  
 
    Baby Love was turned to face the stage as her savior’s body tensed with a surge of dark animal energy. She was released seconds before a wet sound met her ears over the music and was followed by a ferocious growl. 
 
    Baby Love whipped around, fingers pressed to her chest as sticky red eased from between them, dampening her skin. Sydney’s fist connected with the other woman’s face and Connie’s head snapped to one side.  
 
    Connie’s lip lifted in a silent snarl to reveal sharp canines. Her eyes flashed with pure retribution. 
 
     “If she was mine she wouldn’t be dancing here for anyone to put their hands on,” Connie said. “I’ll take good care of her needs though right after she takes care of mine.” 
 
    Sydney drew back to backhand her, but Connie caught her wrist and surged to her feet before driving her knee into Sydney’s stomach. Connie’s claws were unsheathed as she struck out for Sydney’s face. 
 
    “Sydney, watch out,” Baby Love cried. 
 
    Sydney caught the clawed hand and smashed her fist into Connie’s stomach before shoving the woman back into her chair as she held her wrist firmly.  
 
    “Infirmary,” the other bouncer ordered her. “Now.” 
 
    Baby Love backed away, her gut twisted into knots as fear for Sydney coated her tongue with bile. 
 
    “Damn it, Syd,” the other bouncer muttered. “I got it.” 
 
    Sydney kicked the chair Connie was sitting on and it tipped over sending its contents to the floor. Sydney stepped on her hand and bone scrunched. Connie let out a scream. “Get out,” Sydney told her coldly. “And don’t come back until you can behave.” 
 
    The other bouncer picked Connie up off the floor and Sydney turned to her.  
 
    “Come on,” she said calmly as she took Baby Love’s arm and led her out into the hallway. “Okay?” Sydney’s voice was low and thrumming with anger. 
 
    She was in very little pain since she’d dulled her pain receptors as she’d been taught as a child.  
 
    “Mostly.” She slanted a look to Sydney. Her features were tight, the slash of her cheekbones cast in shadow from the dim light. The music could vaguely be heard here and the cheering crowd not at all. 
 
    “You’re going to have to take a few days off, but the doctor will get you fixed right up. Then you can go see your regular doctor if you like.” 
 
    “Thanks for catching me.” She would have more than a few gashes on her chest and arm. She’d have a concussion and possibly a fractured skull. 
 
    Sydney stopped and put her back against the wall sending flares of electricity through her. Her head spun and her breath came in rushed pants.  
 
    Sydney glared at her. “This never would have happened if you weren’t always fucking with them.” 
 
    “That’s my job,” Baby Love threw back irritated. “What are you getting so pissed off for? One would think you want me dancing just for you, but we both know that’s not the case.” 
 
    Sydney’s jaw tightened. “You know the rules and yet you flout them which is what led to Connie grabbing you.” 
 
    “I didn’t tell you to try to rearrange her face, not that it wasn’t kind of sexy seeing you get all Wonder Woman.” 
 
    A low rumble of sound issued from Sydney’s throat and her brown eyes darkened as her head tilted up slightly. Baby Love cocked her brows. Yeah the woman was picking up the moisture dewing her panties, but there was no way of hiding it unfortunately. 
 
    And so what? She wasn’t ashamed of being turned on by Sydney.  
 
    “Damn it. Let’s get you to the infirmary before you bleed to death.” She stalked down the hallway and took a turn that led them down another corridor.  
 
    Why was the woman acting so jumpy? She wasn’t the one who’d nearly been splat on the ground and gutted. 
 
    Sydney pulled open the door and the petite woman sprawled in the chair behind her desk looked up from the tablet she was studying. Her smirk faded and she got instantly to her feet, abandoning the device. 
 
    Her brows furrowed as she moved to a door. “What happened?” 
 
    “One of the patrons got a little grabby,” Sydney muttered. 
 
    Their eyes met and Baby Love saw a look pass between them. She wanted to laugh. Every shifter in the place was always so guarded or tried to be where their race was concerned. They were probably both trying to decide what kind of story to tell her about Connie and her claws. 
 
    Cambrie could tell them to save it. She’d sensed the echoes of the play of the wolf and seductive coyote even though there had only been three people present.  
 
    She’d also felt the thrum of power, and shadowy energy of the most powerful coyote breed alive. Her head had told her to run as fast as she could from here and never look back. Beneath that feeling of fear had been a compulsion to stay as if she’d finally come home. 
 
    Then, Sydney had looked up from the bar, and heat sparked in her belly. Hunger raced through her along with a feeling of knowing as if she’d known Sydney her entire life. Instead of leaving, she’d taken the stage as Mallory had commanded.  
 
    She’d known settling here was risky, but she’d taken her chances as she always did when she arrived in a new place. And she’d figured this would be the last place Patty would ever look for her. 
 
    “So you fell off the stage?” Miranda asked cautiously. 
 
    “Connie tried to slice me open,” Baby Love said, and she heard the challenge in her tone. “I think she wanted to see what Sydney would do. She’s always taking long looks at me.” Even as the words tumbled from her lips, chills raced down her spine. 
 
    She’d seen something in Connie’s eyes. She’d been pushing Sydney to see how she’d react, but why? Sydney had checked her out, but she’d never shown any sign of being overtly interested on the floor. 
 
    “Mmm,” Miranda murmured. “You better head this off before it becomes a full-fledged dominance challenge.” 
 
    “Miranda,” Sydney said in warning. “Just do your job. I’ll get someone to take you home, Cambrie. You can’t work anymore tonight.” 
 
    “Are you going to suddenly become my sugar momma and pay the rent?” Cambrie Love demanded of Sydney. 
 
    Sydney cocked a brow at her. “Little girl you really need to stop pushing boundaries.” 
 
    She snorted. “What I need is—” 
 
    “To get on that exam table before you bleed out all over the carpet,” Miranda said in an amused tone before turning to stride into an adjoining room. “Sydney you should probably let Mallory know.” She motioned for Cambrie to step into the room before closing the door after them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Cambrie took in the sterile white room with its exam table and built-in desk with a computer atop it. The shelves and cabinets to their right lining the walls appeared to hold a bevy of medical supplies. 
 
    “Can you get up on the table for me?” Miranda asked.  
 
    She climbed onto the table using the silver step stool and watched Miranda pull on a pair gloves before facing her. She lightly pressed down on one wound.  
 
    “It’s not too deep. What did she use?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “She used her claws.” 
 
    Miranda laughed. “Seriously,” she said in a chastising tone. “Does this hurt?” She pressed on the wound. 
 
    “A little bit.”  
 
    “I’ll get you cleaned up, but I’ll have to sedate you.” 
 
    “No sedative,” she said quickly. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to give you a local anesthetic so I can get these cleaned up and possibly stitched up without hurting you.” 
 
    She closed her eyes and counted to ten while the other woman began working on her. She had her pain receptors deadened and her mind focused on a lake as she relaxed. Heat filled the wound burning her skin, but Miranda’s fingers didn’t touch her. 
 
    The energy to seep into her and the wound knitting slowly together was a palpable sensation. She could feel how deep it went and how lucky she was that Connie had been off by inches, or she’d have gotten her heart.  
 
    Her grandmother had been a powerful healer from a long line of medicine men, and she had been taught as well. However, Cambrie knew her skills weren’t as formidable as her grandmother’s since she hadn’t taken the time to hone them.  
 
    “Baby Love?” 
 
    “Fine,” she answered the question in the healer’s voice.  
 
    “I’m almost done, but you’re not going to be able to work for a few days.” 
 
    “On stage,” she insisted. She needed the work. She had an apartment to pay rent on and refused to rely on her cousin for financial help.  
 
    A knock at the door brought a hard sigh from Miranda’s lips, but Baby Love didn’t lose focus as heat faded from Miranda’s hand which was now on her shoulder.  
 
    “Come in,” she muttered. “There.” Miranda went to the small sink and turned on the water as the door opened. 
 
    “Miranda, how is she?” 
 
    “Baby Love, how do you feel?” Miranda asked. 
 
    “There’s a little pain and soreness in my shoulder but I’m otherwise fine,” she answered, and her eyes fluttered open to fix on her boss, Mallory Blacklaw.  
 
    “Sydney will drive you home,” Mallory told her. “You’re to take the next couple of days off.” 
 
    “That’s not really necessary,” she argued. “I can do some private dances.” 
 
    “Miranda?” Mallory asked, her gaze drifting to the other woman. 
 
    Miranda shrugged. “Technically, she’s fine,” she said. “The wounds were relatively minor but I’d rather she took at least two days off to fully heal.” 
 
    A silent message passed between the women and they both looked back to her quickly. Cambrie saw a guilty look in Miranda’s eyes and stifled the laugh that tried to bubble up.  
 
    She could just tell them she knew, but this was so much more fun. Besides, the less they thought she knew the better for her in her experience. 
 
    Mallory gave Cambrie an assessing look. Take the two days off that will cover will cover all our asses,” Mallory told her. “I need a moment alone with Miranda, Baby Love.” Mallory came to a stop before the table and held out her hand to help her down. 
 
    “Thank you.” She accepted the hand down and exited the room. Cambrie headed for the dressing room to change.  
 
    The room was connected to the dancer’s lounge, but both appeared to be empty when she got there, so she gathered a change of clothes and headed for the shower. She didn’t take long having decided she’d just take advantage of the early quit time to get to bed a little soon tonight. 
 
    As she stood in the private stall drying off, Cambrie picked up the slight creak of the outer door. The movement outside was vague and the bathroom door opened and then closed. 
 
    She frowned and then heard a voice outside. 
 
    “I don’t have more than a minute or two. If anyone catches you back here we’re both dead. So what couldn’t wait?” 
 
    “Darden is going to be pissed,” the second voice murmured. 
 
    “It’s not my fault,” the dancer she recognized as Leah demanded curtly. “I did my part, I got the attack on camera.” 
 
    The walls were almost paper-thin so she could see why Leah had checked the bathroom, but she hadn’t done that great a job. 
 
    “It won’t matter,” the other woman said. “He wanted this to go off smoothly. He stands to lose a great deal.”  
 
    There was silence and then, “He better start getting into the trenches and doing some of the work,” Leah, snapped. “Damn wolves aren’t all reliable.”  
 
    “This murder was supposed to be a message to Spring as well as Summerfield and Blacklaw.”  
 
    “If he wants Spring to hurt, he’s going to have to make other plans or try again,” Leah said angrily. “He just put me in danger. What if I’d been seen with the camera? It’d be my ass getting sliced to ribbons by Spring.” 
 
    “No one saw a damn thing,” the other woman said disdainfully. “Now give me the card so I can show it to Darden.” 
 
    “I’ll get it to him myself. You better go,” Leah said. “Let me know if there’s any change.” 
 
    Cambrie’s blood ran cold as her fingers tightened on the blouse she was in the process of tugging over her head. Someone had engineered that attack on her to get at Sydney?  
 
    Cambrie blew out a harsh breath. And she had no proof, so telling Sydney this would be crazy. She’d come off sounding desperate for Sydney’s attention. What was scarier was that a shifter, and she was willing to bet the person ordering the hit was a shifter, was about to pick a fight with two other shifters.  
 
    Just fanfuckingtastic.  
 
    Last thing she needed was to get caught in the middle of a shifter pissing contest. 
 
    She could solve her problems by just taking off but that wasn’t possible. She had a reason to stick around, and she wasn’t going to allow anyone to chase her away.  
 
    But what about Sydney?  
 
    Did she want to risk seeing her again? 
 
    There was such a potent chemistry between them she didn’t think she could just stop wanting her, stop needing to hear her voice just because of a murder attempt. And that didn’t bode well. It sounded unnatural and anyone with sense would run in the other direction.  
 
    That’d it sure make things easier for Sydney, but she already knew it was too late to stop. This feeling inside her was hard driving. She felt she’d stop breathing if she stopped pursuing Sydney.  
 
    She had coyote blood, but she couldn’t shift. Still maybe she was in heat. 
 
    With a frustrated sigh, Cambrie crept out into the lounge to find Sydney leaning against the door. Her lean frame was relaxed and her face devoid of expression as their eyes met. 
 
    “It took you long enough,” Sydney muttered. “Hurry up.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes and went to slip the shower slippers off and pull on a pair of socks and her sneakers. “I can take a cab, you know, and you can get back to work.” 
 
    “Not happening,” Sydney murmured, brown eyes brooking no refusal. “Are you ready?” 
 
    She tied both shoes and straightened. Then she studied Sydney, wondering if she could trust her. Cambrie knew she couldn’t risk talking to anyone else. 
 
    . “Give me a minute,” Cambrie said quietly and moved to her locker to grab her duffel bag and stuff her towel inside. She zipped it closed and faced Sydney who pushed away from the door frame. 
 
    Cambrie strolled over to her, watching Sydney watching her. Those brown eyes slid down her body taking in the dainty light sweater she’d paired with her casual pants and then back up to rest on her face. Her hair was still up in two braided ponytails pinned into place. 
 
    “You get off on seeing me dressed up like a little school girl, don’t you?” she teased as she came to a stop before Sydney.  
 
    She shrugged. “In a way.” She pushed a hand into her pants pocket. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “Sure and you can tell me all about your fetish for little girls,” she gave Sydney a smile as she leaned toward her. “Then, I’ll know how to better turn you on.” She started pass Sydney and Sydney grabbed her arm and tugged her back into her body. 
 
    Heat licked at her instantaneously, her heart kicked up a notch, and her pussy dampened. Cambrie didn’t understand how this woman had the power to awaken her body so fast she felt scorched through. 
 
    “Keep poking at that sleeping dog and it’s going to eventually bite.” 
 
    Cambrie turned her head to look over her shoulder at Sydney. “You promise?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Outside, the night was cool around them as they headed for Sydney’s vehicle. Strong energy snaked through the parking lot and pale fingers of light caressed over her as it slipped into the shadows. There was an air of a danger in the coyote and wolf strength, but it was comforting. However, Cambrie was under no illusions about how deadly the animals around her were. 
 
    Sydney unlocked the door of her dual cab pick-up truck and took the duffel bag. “I’ll toss this in back.” She pulled open the door for Cambrie before stowing her bag inside.  
 
    She climbed in taking in the scents of spice and wood, of Sydney. The smell was masculine yet so perfectly right for the intriguing woman who’d saved her tonight. But maybe she’d hadn’t saved her at all. Perhaps it had been a test of the security’s reaction time. It was just like Patty to run something like that as part of the reconnaissance. 
 
    She often tested the ruling animal or witch’s dominance and strength before moving in for whatever kind of attack she’d planned. While Cambrie wanted to believe Patty hadn’t found her, she knew it was possible. Maybe she’d contracted the hit on her out and she intended to kill Sydney too. 
 
    No. This wasn’t about her. Patty’s name hadn’t even been mentioned. The slamming of the door drew her attention back to Sydney. “Are you going to give me directions to your place or just sit there?” Sydney asked. 
 
    She gave her directions and lapsed into silence. If she brought up what she’d heard, Sydney might think she was in on it or something. She knew how turf wars between animals or even animals and witches went. She’d seen more than a few thanks to Patty.  
 
    Plenty of innocent people were presumed guilty or just plain got hurt. Even if Sydney didn’t see her again, Cambrie knew she’d still be a target. As a result, Sydney’s problem was hers to a degree.  
 
    She turned her gaze out the window as Sydney maneuvered the vehicle out of the parking lot and onto the main road. Soft music filled the cab moments later, and she cast Sydney a brief look as her lips curved into a smile. 
 
    Country.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” Sydney asked. “Connie’s never done anything like that, but she won’t be allowed back for the next six months.” 
 
    “I’m glad you were there.” She looked at Sydney then. “You got to me pretty fast.” 
 
    Sydney threw her a look. “I wasn’t that far away.” 
 
    She laughed. Animal speed had contributed to her rescue though Sydney hadn’t been that far away.  
 
    “True you were there eating me up with your eyes, and I’m so glad you didn’t want to share.” Sydney’s profile was cast in harsh shadows, but she saw the tiny flicker of a smile before it faded.  
 
    “I was doing my job, flirt,” Sydney retorted. “Where are you from anyway?” 
 
    “Believe it or not I was born here in Snowbury,” Cambrie said and fought the knife blade of pain stabbing through her heart. “My mother had family here.” 
 
    “Your family is from here?” Sydney asked.  
 
    She nodded. “My mother’s family’s lived here for five decades, but my parents were visiting my mother’s cousin. My father had taken a job in Mystic with the police station. One of his cases went horribly wrong when I was thirteen.”  
 
    “What happened?” Sydney asked. 
 
    “My father was killed in the line of duty, and the guy sent men to kill me and my mom. The FBI put us in protective custody, but the corruption was deep and strong. My mother was killed and I barely escaped.” 
 
    “Where’d you go? Not back to Mystic?” Sydney asked concern and interest in her tone. 
 
    She shook her head. “My mother’s mother uprooted her life and moved me to the south. I think she got help from someone in the FBI, but we were safe.” 
 
    “Where is she now? Still in witness protection?” 
 
    “Our deaths were faked. We are dead for all intents and purposes,” she murmured. “My grandmother was killed two years ago, but it wasn’t anything related to our past.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” she said. “What about other relatives?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve seen my cousin a few times.” Cambrie smiled. “Turn up here.” 
 
    Sydney took the turn. 
 
    “I’m in the duplex,” she said. Her cousin had helped her get the place since she didn’t have any references and the lady renting it out had insisted on knowing something more about her than her name. “What about your family?” 
 
    “I’m an orphan too,” Sydney answered quietly and pulled into the driveway. The wide porch was a shared one with a couple of Adirondack chairs and a small weather worn table between them. 
 
    Sydney cut the engine and she rolled the pain lacing the words over in mind. Sydney knew what it was like to lose and to ache for the love and common ties shared between family members. Cousins and grandmothers were great, but they weren’t the parents who shared her DNA and some of her quirks. 
 
    “How old were you?” She released her seatbelt and faced Sydney. 
 
    “I was a teen like you, and my uncle here took me in.” Sydney met her gaze.  
 
    “Snowbury seems like a nice town,” Cambrie said softly. “I’ve been thinking of sticking around.” 
 
    “You’re nomadic?” 
 
    “Sort of.” She shrugged. “My grandmother’s loss was hard on me.” Patty had killed her grandmother to ensure Patty alone had Cambrie’s attention. She didn’t think Sydney would ever be that cruelly possessive. 
 
    “So you just travel around to avoid dealing with the pain? How’s that working out for you?” 
 
    Cambrie turned her head looking out to the porch. She’d had no choice once she’d escaped Patty. And she’d spent many nights alone and angry. She wanted nothing more than to make a stand here in the state where her life had begun.  
 
    Cambrie knew she had the ability to defend herself against a small pack, but not one as large as Patty’s.  
 
    “It’s had its moments,” she said and a ghost of a smile flirted with her lips. “But I’m not hiding from pain, Sydney.” No. She’d dealt with that and the self-recriminations long ago. “What are you hiding from?” 
 
    “I’m not,” she said in a steely tone. 
 
    Cambrie leaned toward her. “Only part of you is afraid of me then? The other part loves flirting with me because you want me more than you want to run from me, right?” she murmured.  
 
    “Cambrie,” Sydney said in warning.  
 
    “You do want me? At least tell me that. I’ll know whether to keep pursuing you or walk away.” 
 
    Sydney looked away and indecision ran through her. If the woman had to think about it, there was her answer.  
 
    Cambrie climbed from the truck and headed up to her door. Removing her key, she heard the vehicle door close and unlocked her door. Cambrie stepped inside quickly but left the door ajar so Sydney could leave her bag without fear of having to speak to her again tonight. 
 
    Cambrie turned on the lights casting a white glow around the small living area casually outfitted with a loveseat and two chairs. They’d come with the place, but the slipcover in purple and the throw pillows were her additions. She traveled light, but dreamed of having a home again and a woman who loved her to share it with. 
 
    “Do you always ask questions you don’t want answers to?” Sydney asked from behind her. 
 
    Cambrie faced her standing in the middle of the room now. The short cut accentuated the high cheekbones and full lips that drew her eyes and made her long to feel those lips against hers. Sydney’s eyes were almost the brown of melted chocolate, and her jaw was strong and angular. The russet shade of her skin was more copper as if kissed by the sun. 
 
    Sydney was so damned beautiful and she didn’t even seem to know it or care. But there was something beneath the beauty that drew her. Not the animal, though she loved the seductive feel of its energy when Sydney looked her.  
 
    Maybe it was the bad girl image that turned her on. “Not normally, but you didn’t seem inclined to answer.” She shrugged, drinking in Sydney’s gorgeous eyes. There was just a hint of vulnerability in them that told her Sydney was just as afraid of getting hurt. “Thanks for the ride. Calling for a cab would have been a pain.” 
 
    Sydney dropped the bag next to the door. “I’m not like the women you’ve known, Cambrie,” she said as she advanced. 
 
    “I hope not,” she murmured, looking up. Sydney was all of five-foot-eleven inches with enough curves emphasize her femininity.  
 
    “Going out with me could be more than you bargained for,” Sydney said softly and it sounded more like a challenge that Cambrie couldn’t resist.  
 
    Cambrie smiled. “Same here.” She was a freak, and she knew it. But the psychic power was her norm, and she longed for a woman who could accept her without despising or fearing her for it. Sydney could be that woman. She knew what it was like to be different. “But it’s a date not a lifetime commitment.” 
 
    Sydney reached out, cupping her jaw. “You don’t know how wrong you could turn out to be.” 
 
    There was worry in Sydney’s eyes and maybe it was there because Sydney knew someone was after. She was more worried about that than them becoming mates.  
 
    Mates? 
 
    Yes, it did make sense that they could be makes and the connection had already formed between them. That would explain why she needed to be with Sydney, couldn’t take no for an answer when Sydney was clearly hesitant about getting involve with her.  
 
    “I’m not afraid,” she murmured leaning closer to Sydney. Cambrie brushed her lips over Sydney’s but made no attempt to take it further. She savored the feel of soft skin on soft skin, and Sydney’s slightly calloused hand on her face. 
 
    The soft kiss took her breath away and butterflies fluttered in her stomach even as Sydney’s lips left hers moving along her jaw to the side of her neck. Sharp teeth grazed her while firm hands glided over her arms to rest on her waist. 
 
    “What are you doing for breakfast tomorrow?” Sydney asked in her ear. 
 
    Cambrie opened her eyes to look into Sydney’s dark ones. Passion and heat raged in her depths despite the calm of her tone. “Sleeping, baby, but lunch would be good. Twelve?” 
 
    Sydney shrugged. “I’ll pick you up then.” Her fingers drifted slowly down Cambrie’s jaw to the side of her neck. Electricity sparked on her skin from the caress, tightening her stomach and stealing her breath. 
 
    “See that wasn’t so hard was it?” Cambrie asked breathlessly. 
 
    Sydney chuckled and withdrew her hand. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “I can’t wait.” Cambrie grinned and followed Sydney to the door. “Why don’t you stay for a drink?” 
 
    Sydney shook her head. “I can’t. Why don’t we do it tomorrow?” 
 
    She nodded and she understood. They’d have so much more than drinks. “That works.” 
 
    Sydney pulled open the door. “Good night, Cambrie.” 
 
    “Night.” She closed the door and leaned against it grinning. “Mine.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Sydney stepped outside of Cambrie’s apartment and tilted her head back to draw in the air. Tonight’s attack on her had been too damned strange for her liking. Nothing she’d found on Cambrie indicated she was anything other than a wanderer. So why had she been attacked? 
 
    Connie was a regular at the club, and she’d never done anything so stupid. As she headed to her truck Sydney tugged her phone from the pocket of her khaki pants and tapped in the number of a packmate. 
 
    “What’s up with Connie?” 
 
    “She’s at home. Do you want me to watch on her all night?” 
 
    “Just for another three or four hours.” She closed the door to her truck. 
 
    “Don’t you think you’re overreacting?” Brynn asked. “She grabbed the girl—” 
 
    “She jerked her off the stage,” Sydney snarled. Her coyote was still furious over the wolf’s attack and wanted the blood it had a right to. “Then she slashed Cambrie with her claws putting us all at risk of exposure not to mention putting the club in danger of being sued.” 
 
    “How is she?” Brynn asked evenly. 
 
    They all took the dancers safety seriously because a single accident could bring the shifter community into the harsh light of human eyes. That was something none of them wanted. 
 
    “She seems fine. Anyway, this doesn’t feel right, so keep your eyes peeled.” 
 
    “Why would anyone attack her? How could you have missed any problems in her background after what just happened?” Brynn demanded. 
 
    “I didn’t miss anything,” Sydney snarled and ended the call. 
 
    She hadn’t missed anything in Sam’s mate’s background. Adalyn had been very meticulous and careful which had made her even more careful in vetting all dancers who’d come after Adalyn. 
 
    She hadn’t missed anything that was there to find, and Cambrie had been open when they’d talked tonight. She’d check out what she’d told her and watch the situation to see what came next. 
 
    **** 
 
    The next morning Patty sat in the small dining room with coffee and croissants. The morning paper spread out before her, and her mind drifting to the scheduled meetings for today. She wanted to take over Gray Tail soon so she could begin her next move on Snow Fur.  
 
    Everything she did now depended on the event before it, but she wasn’t going to quit even if one phase had to be reinvented or aborted. She’d come too far now to change her mind. Once Patty was done here, she’d destroy the pack that disowned her after her parents’ failure. 
 
    She would have healed in the pack’s care, but they’d savaged both her and her heart. She wasn’t the woman she would have been, even without her parents, had the pack’s new alpha not ordered her death. 
 
    “Good morning, alpha,” Sorrento said in a respectful tone.  
 
    “Last night?” she asked not bothering to look up from the paper. 
 
    “The right-hand, his wife, and son are dead,” Sorrento told her. “I had Oaklyn kill the wife as a show of good faith.”  
 
    She smiled approvingly. “Well done. What about Spring’s lover?” 
 
    “She’s still alive,” he said. “Spring and the other bouncer moved faster than expected. And the girl was healed completely by their healer.” 
 
    “Then, make sure she dies soon,” Patty told him coldly. 
 
    “I propose we eliminate Connie as well. We can’t truly trust her to stay silent and the wolves will be all over the coyotes,” Sorrento said. “Have Darden take care of it,” she said. She didn’t need distractions or loose ends.  
 
    “Darden won’t be happy.” 
 
    “He’ll live,” Patty muttered. “If I let him. In the meantime, where are the deeds and other papers I asked for?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Gone. Oaklyn said the woman met with her cousin—she’s been looking for her. She wanted to bring her back into the fold since the girl’s all that’s left of the family.” 
 
    “Have Darden’s people take care of her as well,” she ordered. “He needs to earn his reward.” 
 
    “I agree,” Sorrento murmured. 
 
    “You’ll be moving onto the land immediately, but I’ll remain here for another few days.” 
 
    “I’ve arranged to eliminate the resisters two days from now,” he told her.  
 
    “Good. See me after the meeting tonight.” 
 
    **** 
 
    “We’re wasting resources on Connie,” Mallory muttered the next morning from behind her desk. She leaned back in her chair with her eyes on Sydney who suppressed a growl. “We’re moving on unless you’ve got a reason not to.” 
 
    The alpha had called her as well as Sam in for a meeting this morning. She normally wasn’t involved in Mallory and Sam’s meetings. They took that time to shoot the shit she supposed as only two alpha bitches did. 
 
    Sydney shrugged aware that Sam was watching intently. She couldn’t know she wanted to be with Cambrie right now instead of here or that she wanted to kill Connie for daring to put a single claw on Cambrie’s soft flesh. 
 
     “I just think the whole thing was out of character. We need to talk to Connie or at the least have her alpha talk to her.” 
 
    “I talked to Jen last night,” Sam told them.  
 
    Jenner was head of the local PD’s detective unit. He was also a wolf and was the unofficial liaison between their two packs. 
 
    “He said she’d be sanctioned, but she does live outside the pack lands,” Sam said evenly. “So she’ll be forced back to den for the duration of the punishment. That will be hard on her since she’s a bit of a lone wolf and prefers to live on her own.”  
 
    “I’m probably just being paranoid,” Sydney said. “But the attack merely wasn’t like her.” 
 
    “I’m going over with Jen to pick her up,” Sam said. “I told him if I couldn’t have a word with her, then we’d file charges against her. He agreed.” 
 
    “Get back to me after that,” Mallory said. “In the meantime, I need to get to the club. The truck didn’t come in yesterday, and we’re running low on alcohol.” 
 
    “Let me know if it turns into a problem,” Sam said with a frown. “I’ll help find a new supplier.”  
 
    “Then, get started. I’m not relying on this going smoothly.”  
 
    “Okay,” Sam agreed. “Sorrento might have decided to fuck with our supplier, so I’ll see who else I can find.” 
 
    Sydney got to her feet as the two exchanged a few more words about a new supplier. “I better get to work,” she said. She had a meeting with the man who’d replace Sam as head of den security. She didn’t really think he was right for the job, but he had seniority and had proved himself capable. 
 
    “How are things coming with Dean?” Mallory asked.  
 
     “He seems capable, but he’s a little chauvinistic.” 
 
    “Let me know if it’s a problem,” Mallory said. “I won’t have him undermining my authority.” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll be in the den until eleven,” she said. After her lunch with Cambrie—maybe she should just skip it. The woman was pure distraction and that was something she didn’t need right now.  
 
    She could just fuck her and be done with it. Sex would work Cambrie out of her system faster than a meal. She didn’t need any liabilities.  
 
    Sydney exited the office and Sam fell into step next to her. She glanced at her questioningly. 
 
    “What’s got you riled?” Sam asked. “Did you see or hear something at the club last night that roused your suspicion of Connie?” 
 
    “No.” She shook her head. “Someone was watching me at the bar where I met my source the other night. I danced with Cambrie and then she’s attacked. Maybe Sorrento went after her to get to me. He can’t get to Adalyn and Mallory doesn’t have a lover.” 
 
    “A distraction?” 
 
    “Or something,” Sydney murmured.  
 
    “I’ll see what Connie knows,” Sam promised her. “Is there something going on between you and Cambrie that we need to know about?” 
 
    “Not yet.” But there was going to be before long. She wouldn’t be able to continue to fight her self-imposed rule when the animal hungered for Cambrie with a strength she’d known. The lure of her was just too powerful to resist. It was as if Cambrie was her—she couldn’t be. 
 
    “We’ll talk after my meeting with Connie,” Sam said. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Cambrie was still sore the next morning so she settled for a brief yoga routine before heading out to the store to pick up a few things for her lunch date with Sydney. She’d decided it would be nicer to stay in. 
 
    She wanted Sydney all to herself and things just seemed to happen out in the public these days that distracted Sydney. She wanted all of her attention. She might even dance for her if Sydney was a good girl.  
 
    Cambrie spent the rest of the morning filing her nails and putting a fresh coat of black polish on her toes and fingernails. Then, she pulled together a light meal they could have at the small table in the alcove off her kitchen that had been an office.  
 
    She used it as a dining room. Getting a cheap café style table and two chairs hadn’t been that costly and the light in the room was good though she didn’t really like the carpet.  
 
    She set the table with the cloth she’d bought while she was out picking up groceries and she trimmed the stems of the carnations before placing them in a teacup.  
 
    Lemon pasta and shrimp with crusty French loaf and chocolate mousse made up the meal. She was able to put it together before heading to her bedroom, a surprisingly spacious spot with a window seat. She’d added her own sheets to the full-size bed with black curtains to the windows to keep out morning sun. 
 
    In the mid-size bathroom, which was an odd mixture of dated and modern with marble floor and track lighting over the vanity, Cambrie stripped for a shower. The round stall was separate from the claw-foot tub.  
 
    She used her favorite bodywash and climbed out to moisturize with the same scent lotion before pulling on a lacy red bra and matching panties she knew Sydney would like. Then, she pulled on sheer stockings and secured them before getting into the simple dress. She just finished putting her hair up in a loose knot and leave a tendril to trail at the back of her neck when the doorbell rang.  
 
    Cambrie hurried to the door hoping Sydney didn’t mind staying in. A look out the peephole confirmed it was her guest. With a smile, she opened the door considering it an opening to new opportunity with Sydney. 
 
    “Hi.” She took in the smoky gray button-down, top two buttons left open revealing the sweet of Sydney’s graceful neck and the silver chain. She’d paired that with navy paints cinched with a silver belt. 
 
    Sydney’s brown eyes slid slowly over her and a spark of approval lit them drawing a smile to Cambrie’s lips as butterflies fluttered in her stomach. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    “This is for you.” Sydney held out the bottle of wine and Cambrie chuckled as Sydney stepped inside and closed the door behind her.  
 
    “We can drink it tonight when you get off shift.” She watched Sydney’s eyes and saw a flicker of humor that delighted her, but she was under no illusions—yet. Sydney wanted her, but she wasn’t about to commit to anything other than the moment. “I guess that means we’re still having that drink tonight?” she asked teasingly. 
 
    “Honestly, we’ll have to see,” Sydney answered. “So, where do you want to go?” 
 
    “Here. I’ve already made lunch. I was thinking that with our track record it would be the safest bet for me enjoying just your company.” She kept her tone demure. 
 
    Sydney’s lips curved into a mocking smile. “I like that tone so much better than your normal mouthy one,” she murmured and gripped Cambrie’s nape. “You should use it more often.” 
 
    “I’m not a mouse, Sydney,” she told her coolly. “I know what I want, and I rarely hold back in going after it.” 
 
    Sydney’s fingers slid up her nape to the back of her head. “Take your hair down.” 
 
    It wasn’t a question or a mere statement it was an order. Cambrie bristled, about to tell Sydney to remove her hand when she saw challenge in the other woman’s eyes.  
 
    She was one of those women? 
 
    She hid it so well beneath her protective and civil exterior, but she should have spotted the little tells.  
 
    She wouldn’t be abused by anyone ever again, but she didn’t mind certain kinds of dominance games. Patty had trained her as a sub, and she’d enjoyed it before she realized Patty’s goal had been to subjugate her. She’d wanted to use her abilities for her own ends. 
 
    The power had never been up for grabs, but she’d been willing to give her everything else … at first.  
 
    “As you like,” she murmured lowering her lashes. 
 
    “Look at me, Cam. I like that better.” 
 
    Cambrie met Sydney’s gaze and used her free hand to release the pins holding her hair in place. Luckily, she’d used a diffuser to blow her hair dry or she’d have a frizzy cloud around her shoulders. 
 
    Sydney pushed her fingers into the thick locks and tightened just a little. “That’s better. Now dance for me.” 
 
    She smiled. “Do you want me to strip or just dance?” She knew what Sydney wanted and she had no problems giving her that lap dance. She wanted to seduce Sydney’s senses, and capture her heart. She had a feeling they could be so good together.  
 
    “Both.” Sydney released her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” She led the way into her living area. Cambrie didn’t have an entertainment system of any kind just a small TV she watched DVDs on. Her music came from her MP3 player and the speakers she had connected it to on an end table next to a lamp. 
 
    Cambrie turned it on and went to the playlist she used to practice her routines on at home. She turned it on knowing the song that would come first was nearly over. That would give her time to walk to where Sydney had seated herself before dancing. 
 
    She turned to find Sydney on the loveseat waiting for her. She’d pushed the table aside giving Cambrie plenty of room and her features were a mask of anticipation.  
 
    Cambrie studied her for a moment glad she’d chosen a simple dress. She closed her eyes for a second and felt the beat of the next song. She began to sway to the old Aerosmith tune, “Crazy.”  
 
    She pushed her fingers into her hair as her hips rocked. She moved watching Sydney’s eyes darken as arousal slowly started in her.  
 
    Cambrie turned so her back was to Sydney and executed a few deft moves before sliding her hands down her firm ass. She glanced over her shoulder giving Sydney a wink before reaching for the zipper and tugging it down.  
 
    Cambrie brushed the fabric from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor and then turned back to face the other woman. The look on Sydney’s face as she drank in the shelf bra and matching lace panties that left the lower curves of her butt exposed while the lace hinted at the hairless condition of her pussy.  
 
    “Son of a—baby what the hell are you doing wearing those on a lunch date?” Sydney asked breathlessly. 
 
    “Do you like them?” Cambrie asked and then trailed her fingers down her cheek and over her throat to cup her breasts.  
 
    “Fuck yeah,” she said, her tone rough.  
 
    Cambrie drew the fingers of one hand down over her stomach to rest between her legs to stroke her clit. It was already throbbing in anticipation of a firmer touch.  
 
    “Oh, baby.” 
 
    Cambrie squeezed her breast and stroked two fingers against her clit and moaned. She ground against them feeling her pussy grow damp and her clit swell and knew Sydney would be able to smell her arousal.  
 
    She withdrew her hand and stepped out of the circle of her dress and kicked it aside before moving to Sydney. She glided her hands up her legs and drew them back, looking up at Sydney from beneath her lashes before sitting on her lap. Cambrie moved her hips erotically as she stroked Sydney’s jaw. The contact made her skin sizzle as it heated even more from the fire in her blood. Cambrie rolled her hips bringing her clit into contact with a bulge in Sydney’s pants.  
 
    Surprised, Cambrie gasped and pleasure rolled over her from the pressure of the toy. She hadn’t thought Sydney was the strap-on kind of woman, but lucky for her she didn’t mind.  
 
    Sydney’s hand went to Cambrie’s hip and curved over her ass as Cambrie caressed her hands over Sydney’s shoulders to brush against her breasts. 
 
    “You never dance like this at the club,” Sydney said in a voice thick with arousal.  
 
    “Is that a bad thing?” she asked, pushing to her feet as the song ended and another began.  
 
    “You’ve got me so fucking wet,” Sydney muttered as she palmed the curve of Cambrie’s ass, shaped it. 
 
    Cambrie grinned. “Damn I am good,” she teased and tried to eased back, but Sydney stayed her with a firm hand. 
 
    “I want you,” she murmured and then lowered her head to bite Cambrie’s hip lightly before sharp teeth tugged on fragile lace then released it.  
 
    She pulled Cambrie down and claimed Cambrie’s parted lips. Her tongue pushed demandingly into her mouth, plundering the hot depths.  
 
    Cambrie groaned and shifted on her lap so she could grind the swollen, throbbing nubbin of her clit against Sydney’s dildo. The friction felt so good, her juices gushed forth dampening her panties even more.  
 
    “Yes?” Sydney demanded.  
 
    The words were hard as the beat of her heart. “Yes,” she said huskily. She knew this may be all she got from Sydney, but she grabbed the chance with both hands.  
 
    “Be damn sure,” she said while pushing her fingers into Cambrie’s hair and pulled as she drew Cambrie’s head to one side giving her lips better access to her throat. 
 
    “Oh,” Cambrie moaned, flares of heat licking over her skin as Sydney drew her tongue along the side her neck and licked down to the pulse beating rapidly there.  
 
    Her teeth closed over it, but Cambrie felt no fear. She sensed Sydney’s hunger raging inside her, and knew she wouldn’t hurt her. Sharp teeth lightly scraped and Cambrie creamed her panties and her eased past her panties to dampen her thighs.  
 
    Cambrie gripped Sydney’s shoulder, spinning out of control and getting drunker off sensation.  
 
    “Damn you smell so good you’re fucking with my head.” Sydney played her fingers down the seam of Cambrie’s ass before giving the lace a tug and fabric ripped. “Turn around and don’t sit until I tell you to.” 
 
    She stood and turned so her back was to Sydney. Cambrie heard the rustling of clothing and felt a brush against her thighs and then a hand on her hip slowly guiding her back. The blunt head of a cyberskin dildo breached the slick entrance of her pussy.  
 
    The warm toy was like human skin as it slid slowly in. The thick girth parted her tight tissues, stroking sensitive nerve endings to life.  
 
    “Syd,” she moaned her name. “Baby that feels good.” 
 
    “I thought you’d like it,” she said and thrust up seating the toy fully inside the snug depths.  
 
    Cambrie groaned harshly, savoring the heavy warmth.  
 
    Sydney’s fingers found her clit and worked it with teasing strokes. “Move, Cambrie, ride my dick.”  
 
    Cambrie lifted and lowered on her lap and pleasure washed over her. “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Sydney groaned and thrust up meeting her strokes with hungry fervor. Cambrie moved her hips erotically as Sydney’s fingers worked her clit with expert precision.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, baby,” Sydney groaned.  
 
    Cambrie leaned back into Sydney’s warm body, moaning. She was on fire and coming undone. Sydney moved behind her now timing her strokes with the pressure on Cambrie’s clit. It was too much, she was going to explode into a million pieces. 
 
    “Syd!” Need made her movements fast and hard. “Oh my god!” she screamed, hands braced on the couch as she slammed down on the dildo again and again. She threw her head back as release washed over her. Her body trembled, stomach muscles clenched tight and teeth clamped onto the side of her neck throwing her into another orgasm. 
 
    Behind her, Sydney let out a growl of release and the sexy sound made Cambrie shiver.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Sydney’s warm breath fanned the back of her neck, her arms loosely around her. “Are you okay?” She’d taken her in this position to avoid hurting her, but she should have waited especially since there could only be this one time.  
 
    If she kept seeing Cambrie, Sorrento might come after her again, and Sydney didn’t need the distraction in this fight with the hyenas. 
 
    “Yes.” She got to her feet and rubbed her shoulder.  
 
    “Your shoulder—” 
 
    “Is okay,” Cambrie told her. “Give me a minute to clean up and then we can grab something to eat.” 
 
    Oh shit. She’d growled. Cambrie was probably freaked. The damn woman had her and her animal so wrapped she couldn’t tell which way was up sometimes. The way she smelled, and the way she smiled, just messed with her head. And her control apparently.  
 
    “Cambrie—” She got to her feet moving with preternatural speed, fingers curling around Cambrie’s arm. She swung her around to face her and saw fading heat in her eyes.  
 
    She kissed her soft and slow and Cambrie moaned and molded herself against Sydney’s body. A soft little purr similar to a pup’s reached her ears and Sydney broke off the kiss and looked down at her lover. Her eyes fluttered open and the tender expression in them slithered past her defenses.  
 
    She was in so much trouble, she could hardly breathe.  
 
    “Are you going to hit and run or stay for lunch?” Cambrie asked with raised brows. 
 
    Her woman’s instincts told her to run. This was a disaster waiting to happen. She tended to be a little possessive and wouldn’t be able to stand seeing other women look at let alone touch her dancer.  
 
    Run! 
 
    Her animal balked at that, and refused to leave.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay? I was wrong to make a move on you like that.” 
 
    Cambrie rolled her eyes. “I’m a big girl. I would have let you know if I didn’t want you.” She caressed Sydney’s nape. “If I scratched you too hard, I’m sorry. I tend to do that.” 
 
    “I can take it,” Sydney murmured. “I’m tough.” 
 
    “I’m going to clean up.” She withdrew and headed for her bedroom.  
 
    Sydney pushed out a harsh sigh and raked her fingers through her hair. She needed to clear her head before she made a mistake and did something crazy like get involved with Cambrie. 
 
    “Cambrie?” 
 
    “I’ll be out in a minute,” she called, voice muffled.  
 
    Sydney headed to the bedroom. “I just got a call,” she said. “I have to go.” 
 
    Cambrie emerged from the bathroom clad in bra and panties. “What could be wrong at the club?” 
 
    “It’s not the club,” she said evenly. “It is work though. I do some security work on the side sometimes. I used to have a security company.” 
 
    Cambrie studied her looking as if she was trying to see right into her mind. Then, she nodded, hurt in her eyes. “I see.” 
 
    “I’ve been working on something, and it looks like I finally got a break.” 
 
    “Just get out, Sydney,” she said quietly. “You don’t have to lie. I knew you weren’t interested before I dropped my panties.” 
 
    “Cam—” 
 
    “I’m not going to fall apart over a quickie on the couch. Get out and don’t worry I won’t be throwing myself at you anymore.” She turned and headed back to the bathroom. “Lock up on your way out.”  
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney was still thinking about this afternoon with Cambrie when Sorrento and his crew of three filed into Mallory’s office on the third floor of Coyote Closet that evening. The hurt in Cambrie’s eyes, in her voice was still enough to make her animal snarl at her. And she wanted to kick her own ass for it.  
 
    The sweetness Cambrie was offering her was a gift unlike any she’d ever been offered. She was torn between her heart and her duty to her pack. Cambrie could be a plant, but her animal’s heart told her nothing could be further from the truth. The best way to find out was to stop by after work for that drink.  
 
    Mallory’s desk had temporarily been replaced by a long table with four chairs. The shades to the windows were down bringing the pale walls with the dark wood accessories into sharp notice.  
 
    She was posted up against the wall with Mica across from her and two other members of their security staff at the door. They outnumbered the hyenas as Sam had planned, but she knew she had to be on her guard. So, Sydney pushed her thoughts aside to pay attention to the meeting. 
 
    “Why do you even want to buy our club?” Sam asked coolly. 
 
    “It’s not just a profitable business,” he said evenly with a gesture of his hand. “It’s in a prime location in town for me to close it and open a straight club.” 
 
    Mallory’s lips twitched. “What about your partner? A business venture like this demands capital as well as time and energy. You can’t do it all on your own.” 
 
    “I’ve got it covered,” he told her. “Now, let’s talk price. I’m willing to go a little higher than before considering the expense to you at moving your enterprise to another location.” He held out his hand and the male who’d come with him hurried forward with a spiral bound notebook. “There is some room for negotiation, but I’m starting to lose my patience.” 
 
    “Save it,” Sam told him coldly. “We’re not interested. As for your patience, take it to another town where someone might give a damn.” 
 
    His pen paused and Sydney straightened, arms hanging loosely at her sides. She knew that look. Only a true alpha coyote could speak with such surety while retaining such calm. 
 
    “I assure you, Ms. Summerfield, we do have the manpower to take your business and take over your pack,” Sorrento told her in a hard tone. “If you don’t sell you will regret it.” 
 
    “Don’t come into our town threatening us,” Mallory snapped. 
 
    “The wolves own this town,” he told her with a smirk.  
 
    Sam leaned forward. “We drove out hyenas before without them, and we will do it again,” she said icily. “You’ll do well to cut and run before you really lose something, cat.” 
 
    He snarled at the jibe. Some of the sounds hyenas made in their animal form were similar to those of a cat especially the males making the reference an insult.  
 
    The brunette female who’d accompanied him was at least five-eleven and moved with quickness to cover him, but Sydney was there, hand around her arm jerking her back hard. 
 
    “Don’t try it,” Sydney told her with a shake of her head. In the mood she was in, she’d take her apart.  
 
    “Take your people and get out of here,” Sam said in a hard tone. 
 
    “Get out of our town,” Mallory snarled. “Tonight.” 
 
    “Or what?” he demanded and Sam’s hands shot out and latched onto the lapels of his light jacket. She jerked him forward and Mallory punched the male standing behind him as he lunged forward. 
 
    The brunette swung on her and Sydney blocked the punch before quickly driving her back to the wall and drawing her knife. She put it to the other woman’s stomach.  
 
    “Move and you’ll get the point loud and clear,” Sydney told her acidly. 
 
    “This is war,” Sorrento told Sam and then proceeded to throw a punch, and she jerked him over the table causing his lick to miss. Then, she shoved him into the wall and drove a punch into his stomach. She took a handful of his shirt and jerked him forward tossing him onto the floor before putting her foot on his groin.  
 
    “I could end you here and now, and then who’ll lead this war? Your partner or your alpha bitch leader? Tell her wars aren’t won by hiding in the shrubbery and sending little boys to do a woman’s job.” 
 
    “I—” Her growl forced him to break off. 
 
    “Tell her if she wants a war, bring it. There’ll be losses, but Snow Fur bows to no fucking hyena not even her.” Sam snatched him up and snarled at him. “Get out now with your mouths closed unless you all want to return to your bitch in body bags.” 
 
    “Out!” He ordered his crew. 
 
    The look in the woman’s eyes promised retribution. He was her man that’s why she’d been so quick to put her life on the line.  
 
    “Next time,” the brunette said coldly and held up her hands. 
 
    Sydney cut her across the stomach keeping the cut superficial and the woman snarled. “Like you said, sugar bear, next time,” Sydney said giving her a cold smile. 
 
    The other woman eased away from the wall countering Sydney’s backward steps. Sydney and Mica followed them out of the club making sure they exited. Sydney noticed a look pass between the brunette and one of the wolf security guards out in the parking lot.  
 
    The guard gave the hyena a subtle nod and a chill ran down her spine. When the first hyena attack came, the small group of shadow coyotes had been loosely connected to Snow Fur. The seven of them followed Sam rather than Snow Fur’s male leader.  
 
    They were stronger, harder to kill, and considered him an inferior leader not worth giving their respect to.  
 
    The Snow Fur pack leader betrayed the pack and Mallory took over after killing him, but the wolves hadn’t acted against them though they’d done nothing to help the hyenas. If any of them joined with the hyenas the coyotes would have a hard time defeating them. They had to win over the dissidents in Oaklyn’s pack, but how did they do that? 
 
    “What is it?” Mica asked. 
 
    “I need to talk to Sam,” she said and stalked back inside. She found Sam and Mallory still in Mallory’s office. She knocked not allowing her friendship with either as an excuse for disrespecting them. 
 
    “Come in,” Mallory called. 
 
    She stepped inside to find Sam glaring at Mallory and Mallory wearing an impassive expression.  
 
    “What is it?” Mallory demanded not taking her eyes from Sam, which warned her that the two were in alpha bitch mode.  
 
    She closed the door and walked to stand behind yet to the right of Sam. She’d kill Mallory if she attacked Sam not that she’d need to. Sam was a shadow coyote, an alpha. She could kill Mallory no matter how long the fight went. 
 
    “I think I just discovered one of the hyena spies,” she said and both women looked at her then. “Audra.” 
 
    “The wolf?” Mallory asked.  
 
    “Yeah. Did you get anything from Connie?” Sydney asked. 
 
    “She was dead when we arrived and your scent was at the scene, so now Jen wants to question you and his alpha wants answers.” 
 
    “You’re kidding right? I was in the den until 11:30, and then I was buying wine at Fannie’s.” 
 
    “You could have come here for liquor,” Mallory muttered. 
 
    “It was a gift,” she snapped.  
 
    “Will she alibi you?” Sam asked.  
 
    Sydney shrugged. “I’m not getting her involved.” 
 
    “The same woman you were with the other night when you were being watched?” Sam pressed. 
 
    She blew out a harsh breath and pushed her fingers through her hair. “Sam—” 
 
    “She could already be a target,” Mallory cut in. “Who is she? 
 
    Sam snorted and Sydney shook her head. “Cambrie.” 
 
    “What is it with you two and dancers?” Mallory muttered. “How long have you been seeing her?” She angled her head and her eyes glittered with knowledge. 
 
    “I’m not really. We ran into each other at the bar where I met my source,” Sydney said.  
 
    “This could get ugly if you can’t stay away from her,” Sam said. 
 
    “I think it’s too late,” Mallory told them grimly. “I talked to the Randi this morning and she said Connie just missed her heart and her breastbone. The shoulder bone was nicked. And you said yourself it looked like Connie was going after her on purpose.” 
 
    “Sounds like Sorrento think the girl’s your woman,” Sam said. “And now he’s really going to go after her. Don’t let him turn her into a distraction that gets you killed.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    He’d planned to get out of dodge before shit hit the fan, but it looked like he was stuck despite all the work he’d done against his old packmates. 
 
    Cargo shook his head as he watched the girl’s apartment. She’d only gone out for an hour after the coyote left, so he’d had to rush to get the get the surveillance equipment into place. 
 
    He didn’t like this. Messing around in a shadow coyote’s territory was going to get nasty for them all no matter how well Darden and his pals planned out their assault. Never mind that some of the wolves were working with Sorrento and his pal. That wasn’t going to be enough if they didn’t get all of Oaklyn’s people on board, and from the sounds of it, they weren’t.  
 
    That murder of that woman and her husband and son was already causing a stir around the Gray Tail den. From what he’d heard this morning, all it would take for the resisters to rise up was the appearance of the dead woman’s heir. She was human—she’d be torn apart within moments, but the resisters would fight. 
 
    Hyenas would tear them apart, but before they could, he was willing to bet they’d call in Snow Fur. 
 
    The phone in the seat next to him rang, and he grabbed it. A glance at the display told him it was his boss. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Kill the girl.” 
 
    He almost laughed. “Now?” 
 
    “Now.” Sorrento’s tone vibrated with rage which meant the meeting with Snow Fur hadn’t gone well.  
 
    The dumb jackass and his alpha had expected too much. 
 
    “I want her head sent to Spring at the club within two hours.” 
 
    “Okay.” He disconnected and set the phone aside before climbing out of his car and rounding to the trunk to get his tools. He didn’t like this, but he’d do it. Then, this time, he’d haul ass out of town. 
 
    **** 
 
    The sound of a motorcycle barely drew Cambrie’s notice as she zipped up her skirt. She hadn’t made any friends yet except the dancers and a couple of the bartenders at the club. So she was heading into Mystic again.  
 
    That bar where she’d run into Sydney was where the cute bartender worked. She didn’t plan to have sex with her, but she wouldn’t say no to a drink when the lady got off. After all, Sydney had made it quite clear. She’d only wanted sex from her.  
 
    Her taste in women wasn’t the best obviously, but she wasn’t looking for a woman to settle down with. She had hoped things with Sydney led to something serious, but—she shrugged.  
 
    The bang at her door made her jump and Cambrie assumed it was her neighbor. She wasn’t getting any mail, so she had to want to borrow sugar or something. She glanced out of the peep hole and her features pulled into a scowl as she unlocked the door and tugged it open.  
 
    “What do you want, Sydney?” she demanded keeping her hand on the doorknob ready to slam it closed at any second. 
 
    Sydney studied her and in the dim light from the lamp in the room, Cambrie saw the flicker of anger flit across her face before it vanished.  
 
    “Where the fuck are you going?” she demanded coldly as she stalked toward her.  
 
    “Out.” Cambrie shrugged. “You made it pretty clear this afternoon that all you wanted was sex. You couldn’t even look at me while we were doing it.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to hurt your shoulder or your chest.” 
 
    “How sweet,” she said drolly. “See you at work.” Cambrie attempted to close the door and Sydney caught it and shoved it open again nearly knocking her off her feet. “Damn it, Sydney!” 
 
    Sydney stepped inside and glanced around the room as if she expected to find someone else there. She locked the door and advanced, but Cambrie refused to budge though she was a little afraid of what Sydney would do. 
 
    “The bartender?” Sydney asked removing the black leather jacket she wore. 
 
    She was sexy in that jacket, Cambrie hated to see her take it off. It made her think of hot sex on a motorcycle. “I’m going to that bar, so what?”  
 
    “Maybe I should go with you. Make sure the beta understands you’re off limits.”  
 
    There was a growl in her voice that made Cambrie so hot she glared at Sydney now as she crossed her arms over her chest angry with them both for her reaction. “You have no right to screw with my life, Sydney, so don’t even think about it.” She turned and headed back into her bedroom to finish dressing. “And lock up on your way out.” 
 
    She didn’t hear anything and tensed even as she reached for a pair of square-heeled sandals. She didn’t wear high heels or dance in them because despite the sex appeal, they hurt. She pulled them on admiring the way they looked on her and then stood up. Maybe she’d wear her hair out tonight. 
 
    Her grandmother had always said she had lovely hair. The curls were thick and coal black.  
 
    “What do you need to go to that bar for? You can get a drink at the club,” Sydney said. 
 
    “Maybe I want more than a drink.” She released her hair only to twist it into a loose knot and holding it in place, she pulled down a tendril to trail along the right side of her face. She looked on the dresser for a couple of pins, found them, and secured her hair.  
 
    “You want to get fucked.” 
 
    Sydney’s voice was hard and a peep at her face in the mirror revealed a frigid golden gaze that sent a chill down her spine. Her animal’s rage was so palpable Cambrie expected her to snarl.  
 
    Cambrie reached for the lip gloss she planned to smooth on and then take with her.  
 
    “That’s not why I’m going, but so what if I am?” She turned from the mirror. “I don’t owe you any explanation or consideration.”  
 
    A low growl escaped Sydney as she stalked over to her and Cambrie shivered. The animal was glaring at her but the woman had it tightly leashed. 
 
    Sydney leaned toward her as she helmed her in and there was no doubt she was in the presence of the animal. “This is why I didn’t want to start with you,” she murmured roughly, her tone barely human. “I already want you again and here you’re telling me you want to go be with someone else. It’s all I can do not to throw you on that bed and tie you to it and then fuck you until you’re too drunk on the pleasure I gave you to think.” 
 
    Cambrie’s lips parted and her breath quickened, but there was nothing in Sydney that made her want to run away. She wanted to be closer, to feel the animal’s strength as Sydney caressed her.  
 
    She could tell the animal thought Cambrie belonged to her and Sydney was on a fine edge and the animal could easily slip the lease and have Sydney snarling at her. So, Cambrie put her hands on Sydney’s shoulders and glided them down her arms to rest on her wrists.  
 
    “You feel tense,” Cambrie said. “Why aren’t you at work?” Sydney’s eyes darkened a bare fraction. 
 
    “I was at work,” she replied, the animal still in her voice. 
 
    “At the club or that case you mentioned?” she asked softly, stroking Sydney’s wrists. 
 
    Sydney growled. It was a low barely audible rumble that made her knees weak. Sydney leaned a little closer and nuzzled Cambrie’s mouth before taking it.  
 
    Her kiss was hard, demanding. Cambrie whimpered and curled one arm around her neck. She melted against Sydney, the folds of her pussy dampening and her nipples growing hard.  
 
    Sydney was so warm and smelled like patchouli. She just wanted to crawl all over her and drag her to bed.  
 
    Sydney tore her lips from Cambrie’s to kiss the side of her neck. “You want to go out?” Her voice was ragged, her breath hot. “Change into jeans, and I’ll take you out.” 
 
    “Jeans? Where?” she asked dazed. Why did they have to go anywhere?  
 
    “Just do it, and don’t take too long or you’re damn well going to get fucked.” She straightened and slipped from the room. 
 
    “Yeah. Run away instead of manning up,” she muttered.  
 
    “Trust me, baby, now’s not the time to taunt me,” Sydney growled from the other room. 
 
    The animal wasn’t fully under control obviously, but she wasn’t afraid. That coyote belonged to her, but would the animal be able to bring the woman around?


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Cargo slipped back inside his car after grabbing his computer from the back seat. He turned it on not sure what he’d find, but he knew he wasn’t going in there just yet. Sorrento wanted Spring’s girlfriend dead, but he didn’t fancy himself any kind of assassin. 
 
    He watched the dancer change in her bedroom and surmised they must be going out. When she turned, his heart sank. There was a claw mark on either side of a paw low on her back. Another fucking shadow’s mate. It was just his luck.  
 
    Spring was even more feral than Summerfield. From what he’d seen at the bar in Mystic, Spring would kill first and ask questions of the corpse. 
 
    Cargo was no coward, but he couldn’t do this. This wasn’t even his fight.  
 
    How he had gotten pressed into further duty was beyond him. There was only one real way out though besides death. Like he said he was no coward, and he had no problems stealing, but whatever game the Midnight Howling had drawn Darden into was going to get bloody. People were already dying, double-dealing and back-stabbing was already in play.  
 
    He was standing on the sidelines playing errand boy when he had no stake in any of this. Not until now. His life meant more to him than watching alphas conquer for the sake of destruction. He wasn’t about that.  
 
    The door opened ten minutes later, and he watched them exit, the coyote glancing carefully around as she stood with her body blocking her lover’s. The move wasn’t just reminiscent of a dominant, but of a possessive-ass man who’d kick any guy’s ass for checking out what was his. 
 
    Dominant lesbian shifters could be some of the hardest-nosed opponents alive. They often gave new meaning to hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.  
 
    He watched them stride to the big black Harley parked in the driveway. It took them a moment with putting on helmets and the dancer slipping into a jacket.  
 
    He started his car and prepared to follow, but he wasn’t about to attempt to take them out during the drive. It might be a prime time or the coyote might be able to drive that thing defensively and he could end up getting himself killed instead. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie had been more than a little bit leery about climbing onto the back of a motorcycle. She thought they were dangerous, but once they’d gotten going, the wind whipping around her, tearing at her jacket, ripples of pleasure tore through her.  
 
    She tipped her head back even now wishing she wasn’t wearing the helmet with its windscreen covering her face. She flexed her fingers on Sydney’s stomach and she felt rather than heard a growl as it vibrated through Sydney.  
 
    They took a sharp turn setting her heart racing and Sydney took another turn before picking up speed. The bike slipped onto a dark street and Sydney took a turn before switching off the lights and whipping the bike into a narrow alley. 
 
    A door at the side of the building slid soundlessly up and Sydney glided inside with the door coming down behind them. Dim lights flooded the garage as Sydney put the stand down and rested both feet on the ground. 
 
    Cambrie kissed the back of Sydney’s neck and felt her shiver. Cambrie smiled glad she wasn’t the only one affected by the chemistry between them.  
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “Just a little place I escape to now and then.” She climbed off the bike and so did Cambrie.  
 
    She removed her helmet and set it on the seat following Sydney’s example and then removed the leather jacket that smelled of patchouli and spice, of Sydney.  
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” Sydney said. “I’ll make us some dinner. We can eat by moonlight.” 
 
    “Sounds like a picnic.” 
 
    “I guess you’re a romantic on top of being a shameless flirt.” 
 
    Cambrie laughed feeling light. “I am not a flirt.” 
 
    “But you are shameless,” Sydney teased and Cambrie grinned.  
 
    “If I wasn’t, would I be here?” 
 
    Sydney shrugged. “I don’t know, but you’re wrong about one thing.” 
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “I don’t just want sex.” 
 
    “Then, what do you want?” Cambrie asked. 
 
    “I want to get to know you a little better, but I’m not tame, Cam,” she murmured. “I can be as dangerous as an animal.” 
 
    She ran a finger down Sydney’s chest between the valley of her breasts and felt her stomach tighten when she rested her hand on the flat expanse. “Trying to scare me away?” she whispered. 
 
    Sydney leaned toward her. “I’m hoping you don’t scare that easily,” Sydney replied with a faint smile. 
 
    “Not even.”  
 
    Sydney removed Cambrie’s hand and kissed the palm. “Let’s get some dinner and that drink you promised me.” Sydney released her hand turned. 
 
    Cambrie followed Sydney up a narrow flight of stairs into an open spacious room where living area and kitchen were separated only by a low wall. Dim light illuminated the room from pot lights overhead and the two windows were shielded by plantation style shutters that shut the world out. 
 
    Sydney washed up and Cambrie followed suit waiting for her to tell her what they were going to make. 
 
    “I thought we’d keep it simple,” Sydney said. “Warm steak salad?” 
 
    “Make mine well done.” 
 
    “You’ll like a medium well so much better,” Sydney promised her.  
 
    Maybe if she was an actual shifter. “I know what I like.” 
 
    “Spoiled little brat,” Sydney commented giving her a look. 
 
    She smiled sadly. “Far from it,” she replied wistfully. “My grandmother was strict and that’s partially how I ended up picking the wrong girls every time.” She studied the items Sydney set on the counter.  
 
    “She tried to make you straight?” 
 
    “At every turn and if there was a bad girl with a bad attitude I dated her or wanted to,” Cambrie admitted s and accepted a knife Sydney held out to her. “I always had to be conscious of not calling attention to myself, of being invisible so we wouldn’t be found.” Her chest tightened with fresh pain. “I just wanted a normal life, but I couldn’t have that.”  
 
    Being a strong psychic child with a legacy of power had ensured her normal would always be different from the kids in her school. 
 
    “How did your grandmother deal?” Sydney asked banging pans behind her at the stove. 
 
    Cambrie took her items and turned so she stood at the end of the butcher block topped island. She could see Sydney as they worked. Her profile was cast in shadow for a moment until she switched on a light over the range.  
 
    “She reminded me how my mother died in front of me by showing me pictures of her dead body and my father’s.” Her skin chilled and her bones suddenly ached as she recalled the bone-crushing terror of the night she’d witnessed her mother’s death. 
 
    “That was cruel,” Sydney said. “P—kids should never be handled that way.” 
 
    Cambrie shook her head and swallowed back tears. “She loved me, she just didn’t know how to deal with my being gay and—” Her power. Her grandmother had been a healer with the heart of a warrior. On the other hand, she hadn’t known how to handle a child whose power exceeded her own in a fundamental way.  
 
    She could control her grandmother’s mind or even unhinge it should she have wanted to. She hadn’t come into her ability to borrow other people’s abilities until she was in her late teens. Even then it hadn’t been as strong as it was now. “That was no excuse,” Sydney said tightly. “She could have harmed you emotionally.” 
 
    She had in a way. For all the love her grandmother had given her, she’d given even more for her lover. She became invisible when the couple was in the same room. She’d craved that kind of love and devotion to the point she was angry that neither of them loved her with as much passion as they loved each other.  
 
    “You wouldn’t have heard her make any,” she said softly. “She did what she thought was best and in the end her death was my fault.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “My ex killed her because she knew I’d never leave my family,” Cambrie admitted. “My grandmother and her lover were home. I couldn’t see being away from them.” Or so close to them. It was like being burned alive by the sun when they smiled at each other.  
 
    Meat sizzled in the skillet, and she took a carrot to the sink to rinse and clean it.  
 
    “Did you want her to kill them?” Sydney finally asked as she turned to look at her.  
 
    “No.” Her chest clenched in pain, but the sympathy in Sydney’s brown eyes.  
 
    “Then, it wasn’t your fault, honey,” Sydney said in a tone throbbing with anger. “I thought my parents deaths were my fault too because I hadn’t been home when my family was attacked, but I came to realize I might have died there too.” 
 
    “Was it a home invasion?” she asked with a frown and her heart went out to Sydney because she felt her pain like a crushing weight on her chest. 
 
    “Of the worse kind,” she murmured. “Cam, bad things happen in our lives and sometimes to people we love. We have to accept the blame that’s ours and reject that which isn’t. We mourn our dead and live each day that comes as they’d want us to.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Cambrie was delighted when Sydney showed her the small dining space. The table was built into the wall and pulled out. Overhead, the skylight opened to shower them in starlight. Sydney lit a few candles to give them a little more light creating a romantic ambience.  
 
    “This is fantastic,” she exclaimed and looked up.  
 
    “Thanks,” Sydney said. “I helped with all the renovations of the building, which by the way used to be my office. This was my home away from Snowbury. I stayed here a lot until I started working at the club.” 
 
    “Why’d you close your office?” She frowned.  
 
    “I was doing okay, and I still work a few cases, but my priorities changed. Now, most of the cases are handled by the few employees I still have on staff.” 
 
    Cambrie nodded. “I can see using this as a getaway.” She smiled and reached for her fork to take a bite of salad. 
 
    “I bet,” Sydney said with a grin and took a sip of her wine.  
 
    “But why go work for someone else?” Cambrie pressed. 
 
    Sydney studied her. “I enjoy the work, Cam,” she said. “And Sam and I are like sisters. So when she asked me to come to work at the club I agreed. What about you? When are you going to give up dancing?” 
 
    “Never. I love dancing, and it keeps me in shape. Besides that, it’s a great way to add spice to a relationship.”  
 
    “Seriously, what about the rest of your life?” 
 
    Cambrie shrugged. She’d been a teacher before on the verge of accepting a position at a college. She’d also worked in a museum, and she’d see if she could find a job doing one of those things once the situation with Gray Tail was settled.  
 
    “I have options I’ll pursue in the future,” Cambrie said. “The steak is excellent. Just never ask me to cook it. I can never get steak tender.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll teach you.” 
 
    She grinned. “I’m sure it’ll be fun.” 
 
    They finished the rest of the meal mostly in silence, each one lost in her own thoughts. When they finished Cambrie helped carry the dishes to the sink. 
 
    “I’ll take care of them,” Sydney told her. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Cambrie asked with a frown. 
 
    “Why don’t you relax? That is what you had in mind for your night out?” 
 
    Cambrie chuckled. “Mostly,” she murmured looking Sydney up and down slowly as she stood in front of the sink. 
 
    Sydney lifted her brows. “Mmm.” 
 
    “Maybe a dance or two,” Cambrie said. “You mind if I check out your stereo?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Cambrie sauntered into the living area in search of some music. The stereo was situated beneath the TV mounted on the wall with a Bluetooth bar speaker just above it. Cambrie studied the CDs in a tower racing up from the floor. By the time she selected one and put it in, Sydney was there to turn the stereo on for her.  
 
    Cambrie gave her a smile as she began swaying to the beat.  
 
    She stroked her fingers over the side of her neck as she held Sydney’s gaze. She trailed her fingers over her collarbone before gliding them down between the valley of her breasts and over her stomach before executing a deft turn and swaying to the music.  
 
    Cambrie cast a glance over her shoulder to give Sydney a sultry look, and Sydney’s eyes were already starting to glow with arousal. Cambrie smiled as she turned back and lost herself in the music incorporating modern dance moves with belly dancing.  
 
    The music changed, slowing to a slow beat and Cambrie turned reaching for the snap of her pants. “Mind if I get rid of these?” She opened the snap and dragged down the zipper before pushing the fabric over her hips revealing sunny yellow panties with a bow in front. 
 
    Sydney cleared her throat. “Help yourself.” 
 
    Cambrie kicked the pants away. “They’re so confining.” 
 
    “I see.”  
 
    Cambrie smiled slowly drinking in the slow simmer building in Sydney’s eyes. She crooked a finger at Sydney. “Come dance with me. I want to feel you holding me.” 
 
    Sydney went to her closing her arms around Cambrie and pulling her close as they swayed to the music. Warmth exploded through her and Cambrie rested her head on Sydney’s shoulder.  
 
    “I love the look on your face when I’m stripping, but I love the feel of your arms around me too.” 
 
    Sydney’s hands slid down her back to cup her ass. “I like this too,” she murmured, her breath warm against Cambrie’s ear. “You smell so good. What is that perfume?” 
 
    “Love’s Baby Soft,” she said. “My favorite. It was the first perfume I ever got.” 
 
    “Your grandmother?” 
 
    “Her lover,” she said and stroked her hands beneath Sydney’s shirt, loving the feel of her skin. “My fifteenth birthday and he took me out to lunch. He wanted to make me feel special. Looking back I can’t help remember how kind he was to me. He didn’t care that I was gay. He treated me like any normal kid.” 
 
    “Sounds like you had a crush on him.” 
 
    “Sometimes, I wanted to be him so my grandmother would spend more time with me, but on the whole I loved him like a father. And he loved me like a daughter. It broke my heart to hear that he was dead too.” 
 
    Sydney held her tighter and cupped the back of her head as they danced. 
 
    **** 
 
    Four hours later Sydney woke to the ringing of her cell phone. Cambrie was snuggled against her side with one leg thrown over one of hers, her hand resting on Sydney’s stomach. She laid there reveling in the warm weight loathe to get up.  
 
    They had fallen asleep after talking about nothing, but Cambrie’s words came back to haunt her like a refrain from an old song. 
 
    “This is a very comfortable bed,” Cambrie said after climbing in. Sydney had watched her stride over from the bathroom in a pink cami top that enhanced the brown of her skin. The panties barely covered her ass making Sydney’s heart beat faster, but she’d promised herself she wouldn’t allow things to turn sexual tonight.  
 
    “It’ll do.” 
 
    Cambrie laughed and it was a sexy sound that caressed her. “Sydney don’t you ever get tired of the games? Don’t you want to just be yourself with a woman?” 
 
    “I thought I was,” she answered.  
 
    “I’ve seen the real you,” she contradicted. “In that bar when we were dancing, at the duplex earlier, and even tonight when we danced, I saw glimpses of the woman you hide.” 
 
    “I’m not hiding,” she retorted. 
 
    “Yes you are,” Cambrie murmured. “You like looking at me, and you’d rather keep me at arm’s length than admit it.” 
 
    “You’re imagining things, Cambrie,” she answered. “Now go to sleep.” 
 
    “I can understand why you don’t,” she said. “It hurts a little more each time when a lover rejects you or leaves.” 
 
    “I’m not afraid of rejection, and I don’t have abandonment issues,” Sydney told her. 
 
    Cambrie snuggled up against her side. “I didn’t say you did.” She kissed her cheek. “I’m just saying you’re afraid, but you don’t have to be with me. Goodnight.” 
 
    The insistent ring snapped her back to the moment and Sydney gently disentangled herself from the hold of a woman who was stealing her heart with each breath she took. She hadn’t met anyone like Cambrie in a long time who didn’t want something from her. 
 
    In boxers and a t-shirt, she padded barefoot across the wood floor to the dresser. 
 
    Snatching up the phone she glanced at the display. Her contact.  
 
    Her heart raced with excitement. She’d called him to check if he’d heard anything, but she hadn’t expected him to call. Sydney left the room to perch on the end of the low sofa before dialing him back. 
 
    “Do you have something?” Sydney asked calmly. 
 
    “It’s open season on your girl,” he said. “The order came from Sorrento, but the order on you came from his partner.” 
 
    Sydney blinked and ran a hand through her hair. “There’s a hit on me and the dancer?” Damn it. Her animal snarled at the thought of anyone harming a hair on Cambrie’s head. 
 
    But why go after her? There hadn’t been a connection for anyone to assume Cambrie meant anything to her.  
 
    “I don’t know why your head is wanted, but you can guess why the dancer is,” he said. “Also, there’s a hit being planned on resisters in the Gray Tail pack. They won’t work with your pack for fear they’re going to stab them in the back considering what’s going on. You’re going to have to finesse this if you want to keep them alive.” 
 
    “Who’s leading the resistance?” Sydney demanded. “Arrange a meeting.” 
 
    “I’ll get back to you if I can arrange it,” he said. “In case I can’t you also need to beware of the fact that there is a lot of double-dealing going on. The Gray Tail den lands are in the hands of a girl nobody’s seen in a decade.” 
 
    “She could be dead.” 
 
    “She could be a damned rabbit too, but she’s not. Sorrento wants her blood because without it, they don’t get control of Gray Tail lands. The girl can show up and kick Sorrento and his pack off the property.” 
 
    “You know who she is?” 
 
    “No,” he muttered. “She’s the relative of a coyote who was killed last night.’ Said chick left the den to meet with someone just yesterday. Likely, it was the elusive rabbit. Once Sorrento finds this out, she’s dead. Rabbits can only run so fast with a pack of hyena assassins on their tails.” The line went dead.  
 
    Sydney pushed out a harsh sigh and got to her feet. The partner had a grudge against her and wanted to make those she cared about pay. So who could it be?  
 
    An old client? 
 
    No. This had to be someone she’d seriously pissed off for them to be going after Mal and Sam too. So who was ballsy enough to go after three dominant coyotes? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Cambrie woke to an empty bed, the chill of the sheets licking at her warm skin, but she didn’t know what she’d expected. She rolled onto her back and the lingering scent of patchouli curled around her, curling her toes even as it made her heart beat faster.  
 
    Why couldn’t she just let this go? 
 
    “Why do I have to want her so bad it’s consuming?” Cambrie squeezed her eyes closed and the aromas of rich coffee wafted to her. “I’ve got to beat this. Her damned coffee is more welcoming to her than waking up next to me.” 
 
    “Would you like something to eat?” 
 
    Low and soft, Sydney’s voice reached her ears and Cambrie turned her head to find the lean form leaning against the doorframe. The jeans she wore were open revealing her boyshorts and a black t-shirt was molded to her body emphasizing her flat stomach. Her hair was messed increasing that sexy vibe she had going. 
 
    “Sure, but you don’t have to put yourself out on my account.” She heard the chill in her own voice but Sydney didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    “You’re pretty sexy even when you’re sleeping,” Sydney murmured.  
 
    “That’s why you couldn’t wait for me to wake up? I was safer with my eyes closed?” 
 
    Sydney crossed the room and set her mug on the nightstand next to the silver lamp before sitting on the edge of the bed. “You act like you’re staking a claim.”  
 
    There was something dangerous in her voice that should have put Cambrie on edge. Instead it just made her angrier. “You couldn’t handle it if I did.” 
 
    “Could you?” Sydney demanded as she closed her fingers around Cambrie’s throat. 
 
    The heat of her touch was a brand, and Cambrie had to fight the urge to caress her, to assure her it was okay to open up to her. She would never hurt her.  
 
    “Would you really know what to do with me? Would you run if I gave you what you say you wanted, Cam?” 
 
    Sydney’s eyes glowed golden and for a split second, Cambrie saw the coyote and her heart beat faster as her breath quickened. The animal was challenging her, daring her to play with it. 
 
    She put her hand on Sydney’s wrist not afraid despite the strength she knew the other woman possessed. “Are you willing to find out?” Her whisper was a dare Cambrie doubted Sydney would accept.  
 
    Sydney’s grip tightened. “Don’t fuck around on me with those bitches that love watching you, or you’ll find out just how butch I can be.” She pressed a hard kiss to her lips before biting the side of her neck. 
 
    “Sydney!” She gasped and pulled back seeing the animal in Sydney’s gold stare. She had just become prey, and Cambrie hoped she wasn’t making a mistake. 
 
    “Get cleaned up, breakfast is almost ready, and then we’ll head to your place.” Sydney kissed her again, this time slow and sweet before climbing off the bed. 
 
    Cambrie watched her vanish from the room knowing that she had to tell Sydney what she’d overheard a few days ago. There was a chance they could be more than friends if she stayed but not if Sydney thought she’d betrayed her.  
 
    She let out a low whine and climbed from the bed. She wanted real love in her life, and she kept telling herself she wasn’t afraid. However, after all that’s happened in her life, maybe she was terrified of having her heart broken one more time. 
 
    In the white and gray bathroom, she spied fresh towels on the vanity along with the essentials for personal hygiene. She even found a change of clothes. Probably an ex’s though she hoped the cute pink and white panties and matching pink bra weren’t. 
 
    She cleaned up quickly and exited the bathroom to the aroma of steak and bell peppers. Cambrie followed her nose to the kitchen where Sydney was at the stove piling eggs onto an already full plate. 
 
    “Aren’t you the domestic goddess,” Cambrie teased as she strode in, the wood cool beneath her bare feet. 
 
    “Only when I have a guest which isn’t too often,” she answered and came to put the plate on the bar. Two glasses of orange juice already awaited them along with silverware and napkins. 
 
    Cambrie glanced at the steak, potato hash and eggs. “Looks good.” She picked up a fork. “Thanks.” Cambrie cut a piece of steak and took a bite before spearing potatoes. She chewed as she considered how she’d phrase what she’d heard. “This is good.” 
 
    Sydney studied her. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Sydney, I need to talk to you about something I overheard in the dressing room the other night.” 
 
    Sydney continued to eat and watch her. “Leah was back there and I saw Christina coming from back there,” she said finally. “What were they talking about?” 
 
    Her tone was bland but there was a curious light in her eyes. Her stomach dropped into her feet.  
 
    “I can’t really be sure, but Leah mentioned getting footage of an attack,” she said and dropped her gaze to her meal. “I think someone attacked me to get at you. The death is supposed to be a statement to Samarra and Mallory too.” 
 
    “What kind of statement?” Her tone was tight now. 
 
    “That they can’t protect their own employees let alone the town. What does that mean?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sydney said.  
 
    She looked at her and felt rather than saw the deception. “My cousin said someone was trying to force Gray Tail from their land—to take it away. Is this connected to that? Is your pack allies with Gray Tail?” 
 
    Sydney shrugged. “We were allies, but their leader decided to break the alliance,” she said softly, but there was frustration in her eyes.  
 
    “This Darden person that was mentioned, who is he? Is he the pack leader that Gray Tail allied with? My cousin seemed worried, but she wouldn’t tell me anything.” 
 
    Sydney sighed and set her fork aside. “I haven’t been able to get much information, but I know that someone named Sorrento is trying to take over Gray Tail.” 
 
    “Sorrento?” she demanded and her fork clattered to the plate. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah. He wants to buy the club, but we know he has a partner.” 
 
    She shook her head, hands shaking. Cambrie drew in a long slow breath and exhaled it. Patty wasn’t here for her, but she knew she couldn’t run.  
 
    This was her chance to have a normal life again. Whatever that meant.  
 
    “You know Sorrento? His partner?” 
 
    “She’s not his partner,” Cambrie told her softly. Sorrento was devoted to Patty. He’d never make a move without her. Her success was his. The more power she gained the more he gained for if something happened to her, the pack was his. “He never makes a move without Patty. She’s his alpha—the Midnight Howling pack.” 
 
    “You know them?” Sydney asked incredulously.  
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “I need to talk to my cousin,” she said. “I have to find out what’s going on.” She left the room heading for the bedroom where her cell phone was.  
 
    This had gone from Sydney’s mess to a whole other level of complicated. Patty would find out she was here soon and she would become a target simply because Patty would rather kill her to deny Sydney’s pack use of her skills.  
 
    Cambrie found it and dialed her cousin as her stomach knotted and nausea assailed her in sickening waves.  
 
    The phone went to voicemail, and Cambrie thought for a moment and then searched for her cousin’s husband’s number. 
 
    “Who are you calling?” 
 
    She ignored the hint of jealousy in Sydney’s voice. “My cousin’s husband,” she said. “Patty is dangerous. They have to get out of t—” They couldn’t. They owned the land. Patty will decimate them for that will and the deeds to the land.  
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi,” she said tentatively. “Hawk?” 
 
    “He’s dead,” the voice said coldly.  
 
    “Skye?” Her voice trembled. 
 
    “She’s dead too. Who are you?” 
 
    She disconnected. “No!” Cambrie restrained the urged to scream and throw her phone across the room. She hadn’t even gotten a chance to know them again, but pain was an icy hand around her heart. The possibility of what might have been bit a hole in her heart.  
 
    Cambrie clenched her hand around the device and rage turned cold inside her. She had to beat Patty no matter what it took. 
 
    “Cambrie?” Sydney’s hand on her shoulder reminded her she wasn’t alone.  
 
    She swallowed tightly. “Can you take me home?” she asked. “I need to do something.” She had to try to find out if her cousin was dead. 
 
    “Talk to me,” Sydney commanded. “Is it your cousin?” 
 
    “I think she’s dead,” she said. “How can I find out?” 
 
    “I’ll ask around,” she said. “What’s her name?” 
 
    “Skye Red Oak.” 
 
    “I’ll check with the police and if that doesn’t turn up any answers, I’ll see what else I can find out,” Sydney promised and pulled Cambrie back into her arms. She kissed the side of her head. “I won’t tell you it’ll be okay, but I will tell you that I won’t leave you alone in this.” 
 
    “Thank you.” She twisted in Sydney’s hold and threw her arms around her. Cambrie snuggled against her reveling in her warmth and taking comfort in the patchouli and spice scent of her. Her heart broke for the connection she might have lost knowing she was really alone now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Sydney glanced across the seat at Cambrie as they sped back to Snowbury. Her gaze was riveted by the scenery. Her hands rested in her lap, fingers clasped but the animal sensed something different about her.  
 
    No sweetness or mirth. Rage, quiet and determined, tilted Cambrie’s chin up just a little and clenched her jaw. She wondered what the gorgeous woman who had her animal so intrigued was holding back about Sorrento and his partner.  
 
    She knew something, and Sydney wanted to know what that was. She was eager to exploit that knowledge to help her pack. 
 
    At the same time, Sydney didn’t want to do anything that hurt Cambrie. She felt the thin thread of a connection between them and her animal wanted to do nothing more than nurture it. 
 
    “How do you know Sorrento and his partner?” Sydney asked carefully. 
 
    “I dated her,” Cambrie answered coolly. “Patricia Cutter. She has a place in Arizona, but she lives like a nomad looking for new properties to buy and sell. She deals in real estate. I met her almost two years ago in Arkansas where she was buying property.” 
 
    “And?” she demanded tightly, the coyote not too happy to be talking about a past lover of Cambrie’s. 
 
    “And what?”  
 
    “Did you keep in touch?” Sydney got off the high way as the coyote and the woman both grew angry as betrayal stirred inside her. Her mate was a hyena’s bitch being pimped out to her? 
 
    She snorted. “Why would I? It was over and not because she was a shifter,” Cambrie told her coldly. 
 
    “How long ago was this?” Sydney demanded. “Six months?” 
 
    “Try eighteen months,” Cambrie muttered. “Patty was cruel and inhumane to anyone outside of her pack and at times that included me.” 
 
    Sydney fell silent, not exactly sure what to make of what Cambrie had told her, but she hadn’t sensed a lie. Still, it bothered her Cambrie hadn’t told her any of this before. It made her wonder if she’d caught Patricia with someone else yesterday and merely wanted to get back at her. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter that you don’t believe me,” Cambrie said quietly. “I didn’t expect it. I merely hoped I was wrong, so I don’t think we should see each other outside work. It’d be a waste of my time and your energy.” 
 
    “Cam—” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” she cut in quickly. “It’s not a waste of your time if you can get information out of me.” 
 
    “Don’t you think you’re misjudging me?” 
 
    She laughed bitterly. “I could say the same about you.” 
 
    “I just don’t know what to think,” Sydney told her quietly. “Sorrento comes into town wanting to take over our turf and then you show up and tell me you know him.” 
 
    “It doesn’t mean I’m lying, Sydney,” she murmured. “And as much as I want you to believe it, I won’t beg you to.” 
 
    Sydney pulled up to the duplex five minutes later and Cambrie was getting out even before she stopped. She rushed up to the porch and was jamming the key into the lock when Sydney reached her. 
 
    “I do believe you,” Sydney told her and turned Cambrie to face her. “I just don’t want to be wrong.” 
 
    Cambrie nodded. “Right. Yeah. I understand.” 
 
    Sydney leaned toward her and kissed her top lip. “When I get some news about your cousin, I’ll let you know, but don’t go doing anything crazy like going out to the Gray Tail den.” 
 
    “I can take care of me,” she said coldly. “I was doing just fine before I met you and that won’t change. I’ll see you later.” She stepped inside and closed the door on Sydney.  
 
    Sydney sighed and decided not to fight with her now. Her thoughts were already in a tangle of confusion. She wasn’t sure how to handle what she was feeling, so she decided to do what she’d always done best. She headed to her car removing her phone as she did so. 
 
    She tapped in Jenner’s number. He was a wolf police detective and he’d know of any deaths in town within the last twenty-four hours. 
 
    “What?” His voice was gruff with tiredness. 
 
    “Jen, I need a favor.” 
 
    “Begs the same question,” he muttered. 
 
    “Deaths in the last twenty-four hours.” 
 
    “On the edge of town, a family was mugged two nights ago. Red Oak. They were Gray Tail, and there’s no evidence that Oaklyn or any shadowy figure ordered a hit on them.” 
 
    “You’re a dick,” she said coldly. “Oaklyn is up to something. In fact, that girl held the deeds to Gray Tail property that Oaklyn’s pal Sorrento need to take over that den.” 
 
    “There’s no proof of that.” 
 
    “There’s proof,” she muttered. “She’ll probably be dead by sunset.” Sydney disconnected and leaned against the side of her truck. “Cambrie, get out here.” She turned over last night’s call in her mind. The cousin met someone, and likely at one of the few local eateries.  
 
    Shit. No. It could not be. 
 
    She stalked to the porch and leaped up the few stairs. Hand raised to rap on the door, it opened. Sydney pushed her way in side. 
 
    “What—” 
 
    “Cambrie, have you met with your cousin lately?” 
 
    “Twice,” she said with a frown. “Why?” 
 
    “She was killed two nights ago on the outskirts of town.” 
 
    Cambrie’s face crumbled, but she quickly wrenched the display of emotions flitting across her face under control. “Her son?” 
 
    “Her entire family,” she said. “When did you meet with her last?” Please don’t say the day before yesterday.” 
 
    “It was in fact. We met for breakfast,” Cambrie told her quietly. “I need to know more about what was going on, so I’ll go out there and talk to the pack leader.” 
 
    “No, you won’t.” 
 
    “You can’t stop me,” she said with a shrug. “Besides, you can’t tell me anything. You have no idea what was happening in that pack, right?” 
 
    “I told you what I knew, baby, so stay away from there. It’s not safe.” 
 
    “I’m not your responsibility, Sydney, and you can’t tell me how to run my life. Thanks for information. Now, please leave. I’ve got things to do.” 
 
    “Stay away from that den or I’ll—” Her cell phone’s ring cut her off and Cambrie lifted her brows at her as she crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    “Or you’ll answer your phone and take off? Good.” She turned her back and slipped from the room. 
 
    Sydney cursed and answered her phone. “I’ve got you a meet. Tread with care. I can’t completely vouch for this guy.” 
 
    “When? Where?” 
 
    “The old Barnhill place tomorrow morning, four,” he told her. “In the old barn. He says he knows you won’t come alone, but he doesn’t want to see more than one other person covering your ass or he won’t deal.” 
 
    “Got it. Thanks.” 
 
    “Just watch your ass. Things are about to get nasty.” The line went dead, and she growled low. 
 
    Sam wanted her to get something. This had fallen in her lap granted, but what the hell. Could be a trap though. 
 
    “It’s better than what I’ve got,” she muttered and ran a hand through her hair. “Cam?” She followed her scent finding her packing a backpack. “You want to know more?” 
 
    Cambrie turned her head. “I’m going to find that out.” 
 
    “Stay put,” she said. “I’ll be back later, and I’ll take you with me in the morning. I’m meeting someone who might know something.” 
 
    Cambrie studied her and Sydney could virtually see her working things out in her mind. If she was working with Sorrento and his partner then if that information led to deaths and Sorrento securing the Gray Tail property, she’d know Cambrie was a sleeper and a damned good one. 
 
    “Sydney if you leave me behind, it won’t stop me from going out there tomorrow,” Cambrie told her in a steely tone. “I’m finding out who killed my cousin and I’m going to make them wish they’d never screwed with my family.” She tossed the bag onto the nearby chair and wiped at a tear. “I’m done watching people I love die and their killers get away with murder with impunity.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re willing to help us destroy Sorrento?” Sydney asked carefully. 
 
    “Destroy? He’s a hyena. He knows the rules of the animal world. I want him dead.” 
 
    Sydney’s animal growled at Cambrie’s failure to mention Patty. She clenched her fists and bit back the accusations clawing to get out of her. 
 
    Pack was everything and a mate was forever. However, if Cambrie betrayed, she would kill her. It would break something inside her to take the life of the one person that had been made for her, but she would if it came to that. Then, she’d be no help to Sam and Patty’s plan would succeed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Cambrie sat down after Sydney left. She’d give her this chance because she trusted her to a degree. She didn’t think Sydney would purposely keep her out of the loop knowing her life could be in danger too. However, if Sydney betrayed her, she’d go after Patty and Sorrento on her own. She had what they wanted, the deeds and wills to the Gray Tail land.  
 
    All they needed to know was where Skye’s heir was and it would be easy enough for her to leak that information tomorrow at the club. Leah would have that bug in Sorrento’s ear so fast he wouldn’t have time to catch his breath. 
 
    She studied the papers to make sure she was right about what she had and finding out that she was, set her heart to pumping hard and fast with the fear and exhilaration of a chase to come. 
 
    The papers would have to be hidden for protection. If they got their hands on her they’d think she had the items here. So, she’d have to put them someplace else. 
 
    Cambrie got up from the couch and paced the worn carpet as her thoughts ran carefully over every place she could possibly use. Then, it came to her. A safe deposit box, but not in Mystic.  
 
    No one was keeping an eye on her now—no. That might not be true. Sydney had been trying to lose someone last night. 
 
    “But no one is following Mindy.” She smiled thinking of one of the identities she’d used to evade Patty and Sorrento’s searches. Mindy was a redhead with a flamboyant style, and she still had some of her clothes. She’d change and then get a ride into Mystic. Her neighbor was home. She’d just use a hint of persuasion to borrow her car. 
 
    **** 
 
    “I’ve got my pack ready to cover either side you tell us,” Darden said coolly, his eyes on Patty. “Leah has provided excellent pictures of the Snow Fur den’s exits, and she’s been working a guy who lives there. He’s given up some security intel.” 
 
    “Such as?” She wanted everything planned out to prevent as few surprises as possible. 
 
    “Spring’s not living in the den on a regular basis and neither is Summerfield, Mica Clawer, or Brynn Holley,” Darden told them. “Spring is training a new chief of security with Summerfield’s help. A man by the name of Dean.” 
 
    “Why?” Patty demanded as tension suddenly tightened her shoulders. If they were leaving, her victory over them, killing them outside of their den would be hollow. 
 
    “I don’t know why, but Dean is pretty disgruntled. He feels he’s stronger, has age, and experience on Summerfield and Spring. He’s pissed he’s just now being promoted. He’d love to teach Blacklaw a lesson and take over the pack.” 
 
    Patty frowned. That was good news on one hand. It meant the man could be bought, but on the other hand, it meant he was a hot-head who would always be trouble. 
 
    “Exploit the situation,” she murmured. “Offer him what he wants, but make sure he does what you tell him to. Get me all the information we need to defeat Snow Fur. Ways into the den, security personnel, abilities, schedules, and I want to know who can be bought.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    She nodded. Patty didn’t expect many to turn on Blacklaw, but she knew some would. Her mother had turned parts of the pack years ago. That kind of betrayal was insidious yet sweet music to her ears. She’d kill the traitors when she’d finished with them. 
 
    “I want Spring’s girlfriend dead this time,” she said. 
 
    “I did some asking around about Skye Red Oak,” Darden told her. “The diner she went to the other day, she met a woman there. According to the coyote who told me this, it was Skye’s cousin. So I checked it out. The waitress that worked the table said Skye handed an envelope off to the girl who just so happens to be Spring’s dancer.” 
 
    “The heir?” 
 
    “More than likely,” he said with a smile.  
 
    “Retrieve the information by any means necessary and kill her painfully. Then, leave her propped in bed for Spring to find.” 
 
    **** 
 
    That evening Cambrie contemplated her meal options as she lounged on the sofa in panties and a camisole. She wasn’t wasting her time planning anything romantic because what good would it do? She wasn’t even sure Sydney trusted her or ever would. 
 
    She’d meant what she’d said earlier today though. She was done being a victim, and she was done falling for all the wrong women. That included Sydney.  
 
    The bond between them was fragile with so much promise, but there was no guarantee Sydney would take steps to cement that bond. Even if she did, with a lack of trust between them, the relationship wouldn’t work causing the bond to slowly die.  
 
    The thump outside her door made her jump and Cambrie’s heart stop. Then, there was a knock on her door, and she glanced at the clock on her tablet before getting to her feet. Sydney wasn’t off work yet, and she doubted if she’d bother to swing by before morning. There was no reason since Cambrie had given her word that she’d stay put.  
 
    The knock sounded again as she reached the door and looked out of the peephole. Darkness greeted her and Cambrie opened her senses to feel for danger. 
 
    Her mind came up against wild animal energy. The unrestrained feeling of a hyena. 
 
    She backed away from the door knowing an attack was imminent. She hurried back to the couch for her phone and grabbed it running to her bedroom as she punched in 9-1-1. 
 
    “9-1-1what’s your emergency?” the cool voice asked. 
 
    “I’m at Leaf Street and someone’s trying to break into my apartment,” she had rather tell a half-truth than—the door crashed into the wall and she jumped. “Please hurry,” she whispered and rattled off the address as the unnatural silence filled the apartment. 
 
    Cambrie set the phone aside and drew in a deep breath. Her power pooled in her stomach. She could fight, but this was a hyena. He was stronger and his bite would crush her bones, and his claws would open her up like she was a plastic trash bag. 
 
    “Cool.” She exhaled slowly, silently and closed her eyes as she stood behind the door waiting. 
 
    The bathroom door creaked open and in the dark, she held her breath, heart beating slowly.  
 
    Nothing moved for all of five seconds, no footsteps on the wood in the hall, or the tile in the bathroom. The door was still before her and then she felt the shift of energy and yellow eyes lit up the dark. 
 
    “Boo!” 
 
    She let out a startled scream, and he laughed that eerie hyena laugh before slamming the door closed and moving to her. Fists clenched she waited determined not to beg.  
 
    Sydney! 
 
    Cambrie knew she and Sydney were connected, but she didn’t know if that connection was strong enough for her mental voice to reach Sydney.  
 
    “Where’s your girlfriend?” he crooned as he rested a hand on the wall next to her head. 
 
    “Behind you,” she said with a smirk. 
 
    He jerked around, and Cambrie stomped on his foot before attempting to drive her knee into his groin. He jumped back in time to avoid the blow and slapped her hard across the face sending pain ricocheting through her bones. 
 
    Cambrie grimaced, and he grabbed her and jerked her to him. “It’s too bad she won’t be here to save you this time.” He shoved her back against the wall and drove his fist toward her face. Cambrie leaned to one side with a small cry and kicked him in the side of his leg. 
 
    He growled and then laughed. “Feisty little thing aren’t you?” he taunted. 
 
    Their eyes met then, and she focused on fire. He jerked his hands away and she sent images of blinding light to him. He held up his hand to shield his eyes and Cambrie shoved him back. The attacker grabbed her arm and she hit him with a telepathic blast. 
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re psychic?” He shoved her back. “Why couldn’t you just be an easy target?” 
 
    He swung at her and Cambrie ducked. “Maybe you’re just bad at this. Why are you trying to kill me?” 
 
    “Because you’re a problem we don’t want,” he answered. “This isn’t personal.” 
 
    “It is to me,” she snapped. “What we?” 
 
    “Sorrento,” he said and lunged at her. He slammed them back against the wall between the vanity and toilet. She grunted.  
 
    “You know she’s my mate, and she’s going to kill you right?” she asked. It hadn’t actually taken Cambrie long to figure that out after they first kissed.  
 
    The sound of Sydney’s voice was a sensual music that stirred fire inside her while the touch of her was a brand. Sydney’s over vigorous protection of her in the bar and at the club had been telltale signs that Sydney’s coyote was aware of the bond.  
 
    The coyote would force Sydney to go hunting if he killed her. Not that she cared, she just didn’t want to die.  
 
    “You won’t be able to hide from her.” 
 
    “Shut up.” His claws replaced fingernails now as he stroked them along her jaw.  
 
    She slipped into his mind this time. “Get off me. Now.” 
 
    He backed up.  
 
    “Why do you want to kill me?” Cambrie demanded. 
 
    “You have the deeds to the Gray Tail property, and my boss wants them.” 
 
    “Who is he?” she asked softly rubbing her back as she eased around him. She needed to be sure this was Patty’s pack. After all, Damien didn’t have the exclusive on the name.  
 
    “Damien Sorrento.” 
 
    Her breath stopped. Patty knew she was related to Skye and had the deeds?  
 
    That was fast, but how? She backed to the bathroom door and stopped.  
 
    “Okay,” she said softly and pressed her hands against her stomach. She inhaled and exhaled slowly. She could do this. Sorrento had trained her himself. She hadn’t been just an interrogation specialist for Midnight Howling. She’d been an assassin. “Where is Sorrento?” 
 
    “He’s probably in the Gray Tail den arranging for the deaths of the resisters. He’s planning a party to poison them.” 
 
    “Why?” she asked and her voice trembled. She knew why. That’s how Patty got rid of mass amounts of people without a fight.  
 
    “His partner wants them dead. They’re resisting even harder now that the land is about to be taken from them. They all know you won’t be allowed to live.” 
 
    “Neither will you.” 
 
    The hyena fought free of her control, and he stared at her. At first, he blinked and then he grinned. “I guess there’s a change of plan.” He reached for her, and she hit him with a hard telepathic blast. He let out a cry before falling to the floor. 
 
    His brain was becoming nothing more than a pile of cells that ceased to be able to function. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    When Sydney arrived at the duplex on Leaf Street she tensed at the sight of the police cruisers and an SUV parked in the yard. She was out of her truck and at the door before remembering forming a thought to move. A cop wearing a bored expression was guarding the door. 
 
    “Hey, Sydney,” he said giving her a nod. “You can’t go in.” 
 
    “Like hell,” she snarled, and he moved to bar her way only to be tossed off the patio to the grass starting to turn brown. She ignored his growl and jerked the door open.  
 
    In the sitting room, two cops were facing Cambrie who sat on the couch. She smelled fear and knew it was Cambrie’s.  
 
    “I’ve told you all I know,” Cambrie said angrily. 
 
    “It’s not enough,” the lanky tanned cop with blond hair retorted. “The guy didn’t just come over here and drop dead in your bathroom.” 
 
    Fuck. There was a dead body? 
 
    The girl was full of freaking surprises.  
 
    “Sydney, get out of here,” the blond retorted. “This is—” 
 
    “Over,” she snapped. The scent of Cambrie’s fear was pungent, but nothing in her face belied weakness. That made her coyote proud. “That’s what it is. Cambrie, go get dressed. We’re leaving.” She barely fought back the growl at seeing the compact woman in nothing but a tank top and boyshorts. 
 
    Cambrie got to her feet and the other cop did as well. He barred her way and Sydney stalked closer and growled at him.  
 
    “Move,” she growled at Cambrie. 
 
    Cambrie flinched but did as she was told quickly stepping past the second cop and rushing to her bedroom.  
 
    “Sydney, goddamn it! You’re fucking with my investigation,” the blond snapped. 
 
    “So call the police, Tiny,” she retorted with a cocked brow. “I bet you’re here because she called you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but there’s a dead man in her bathroom,” the darker skinned cop told her. “He didn’t just drop dead because she looked at him. We need answers!” 
 
    “Then, she’ll come down with a lawyer in the morning,” Sydney told him icily.  
 
    He growled. “We’ll finish this now,” he growled. 
 
    Sydney snarled, letting her lip curl. He was a good foot taller and a strong beta, but he was about to become extinct if he didn’t back off. “Over your dead body,” she told him and shoved him aside. 
 
    “Damn coyote,” he muttered and grabbed her arm. “I’ll arrest your ass and throw it in a cell if I have to.” 
 
    Sydney looked up at him. “If you don’t get your hands off me Barney Fife, I’ll kick your ass ten ways to Sunday.” She kept her tone low and hard. 
 
    He tightened his grip and Sydney looked pointedly at his hand and then swung on him and missed when he caught her punch. Sydney hooked her foot behind his and pushed back taking him to the floor.  
 
    The bigger man grunted, but Sydney recovered quickly. She straddled him and closed a hand around his throat. “Keep your hands off me and your eyes off what’s mine.” She hit him in the eye and he let out a growl as she climbed off him.  
 
    He leapt to his feet and Sydney gave him a look. She would rip out his throat if he made another move toward her. 
 
    “Let it go, Darrell,” the blond, Tiny, muttered grabbing his arm when he would have struck back. “Jen can deal with that. He’s on his way.” 
 
    “You don’t play well with men, do you?” Cambrie rubbed her shoulder and rage sizzled through Sydney.  
 
    “Who hurt you?” she demanded barely keeping the coyote leashed.  
 
    “You can’t beat him up, he’s already dead,” she said a thread of humor in her tone, but a soft whine escaped her and the sound slammed into Sydney like a freight train. 
 
    Any doubts she might have been entertaining or thinking of using as a wall between her and Cambrie shattered. Cambrie wasn’t just her mate. She was a shadow kiss—the mate of a shadow coyote.  
 
    These women had psychic abilities or healing skills. They showed an innate understanding of the shadow coyote shifter’s nature.  
 
    She couldn’t walk away from her, no matter her doubts. It just wasn’t possible, her animal wouldn’t allow it. 
 
    “I meant to be here sooner,” Sydney told her tightly. 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Cambrie replied with a shrug.  
 
    “I should have been here sooner,” she murmured as her gaze slid over Cambrie’s beautiful silky brown skin. “Get some clothes on before one of those idiots walks his ass in here.” And gets his eyeballs pulled out for looking too hard.  
 
    Cambrie’s ass was perfect, tight and sweetly curved. Her cami fit like a glove cupping her breasts and falling over a stomach that was almost flat. 
 
    “It’s my body, and I’m not ashamed of it,” she said evenly.  
 
    “I wouldn’t be either if I were you.” A man of average height and golden skin walked out of the bathroom with a small case in hand. He leered at Cambrie’s backside and Sydney was on him punching him in the mouth.  
 
    “Fuck!” The guy cried, and his case clattered to the floor. 
 
    “Oh, hell,” Jenner, muttered. “Cross, get your ass out here.” 
 
    “I was collecting evidence,” he said in a muffled tone as he wiped blood from the corner of his mouth. He started to cut his eyes to Cambrie again then thought better of it. Cross bent and picked up the case. 
 
    “I need to talk to her, Sydney,” Jenner said tightly. “And hurry up and dress. The coroner is here for the body.” 
 
    Sydney threw Cambrie an irritated glare to find her pulling on a t-shirt. “Two minutes,” she said. “But you’re not talking to Cambrie. She’s tired. They’ve been questioning her forever. Fatigue is starting to mess with her memory.” 
 
    “Your brain’s the only one being messed with from the looks of things,” Jenner argued. “You’re lucky I don’t haul you in for assaulting one of my guys.” 
 
    “I could show him what a true assault is,” she said through gritted teeth. “The pussy.” 
 
    “Sydney,” Cambrie said in a chastising tone.  
 
    Sydney glanced at her, the coyote scowling, but giving way to the softness of her tone and the humor in it. 
 
    “I’m ready to leave. You can take me to the B&B.” 
 
    Sydney snorted. As if. She had no intentions of allowing Cambrie out of her sight. “Let’s go then,” she said. 
 
    Cambrie studied her. “Don’t hit anyone,” she commanded quietly. “I mean it.” 
 
    Sydney grunted and took one of Cambrie’s two bags when Cambrie drew near. 
 
    Jenner didn’t speak as he followed them from the duplex. “I just have a couple of questions,” he insisted as Sydney opened the truck door to toss the bags in back. 
 
    “I was relaxing and the guy broke in,” Cambrie told him coolly. “He said his boss Sorrento wanted me dead.”  
 
    “Are you sure he said Sorrento?” Jenner demanded with a frown. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Sydney wasn’t surprised Cutter and Sorrento had put two and two together. They’d probably figured the sooner they got rid of her, the better. After all, as long as Cam was alive there was no way Gray Tail lands could be claimed by them.  
 
    “Did he say anything else?” Jenner asked. 
 
    “Not too much,” she said, and Sydney sensed a lie. She could tell Jenner did too this time by the way his brows furrowed. 
 
    “I need the truth,” he said crossing his arms over his chest. “What else did he say?” 
 
    “He just tried to kill me. I shoved him, he slipped, and hit his head on the floor,” Cambrie replied. “I’m a little tired. If something else comes to mind, I’ll let you know.” 
 
    “Cambrie—” 
 
    “Enough, Jen,” Sydney snapped. “She’s told you all she can remember.” 
 
    “I’ll be in touch,” he said and turned on his heel and stalked back inside. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie climbed into the truck aware that Sydney was watching her. She felt as if someone else was watching her too. But she didn’t bother looking around. Instead she closed the truck door and grabbed the safety belt and clicked it into place as Sydney climbed in on the driver’s side. 
 
    She leaned her head against the headrest as she thought about Skye and her family. They were dead and Skye had protected her. She must have felt they weren’t going to let them live and she’d been right. Sorrento was as ruthless as Patty, but Patty was still the more dominant.  
 
    She shivered and closed her eyes and listened to the sounds of silence as they sped along. Her skin chilled from the inside out and tears tried to escape. Cambrie forced them back.  
 
    She’d save them for when she was alone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen  
 
      
 
    Cambrie opened her eyes as the car came to a stop. Her arms were wrapped around her and starting to stiffen up. Before them, a garage door slid open and she glanced to Sydney. 
 
    “I told you to take me to the B&B,” she said. “I’m not your responsibility.” 
 
    “I had no intentions of doing that,” Sydney murmured as she pulled into the garage. “But then, I think you knew that.” 
 
    “I don’t want to fight with you,” she said tiredly. “And don’t presume to understand my thought processes.” 
 
    Sydney cut the engine and climbed out leaving her alone in the cab. Cambrie shook her head and released her seatbelt before climbing out.  
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “Someplace safe,” she answered. “I’ll get Miranda to come over and look at your shoulder.” 
 
    “It just hurts a little from being shoved into the wall.” 
 
    “If he wasn’t dead I’d kill him,” Sydney muttered. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said dryly. “What do you have against men?” 
 
    “You’re about to get on my case about knocking around a wimp?” Sydney demanded. 
 
    Cambrie’s lips twitched. “Would you even listen?” 
 
    “Why’d you lie? What did he say to you?” 
 
    She leaned against the passenger side door. “What do you think I lied about?” 
 
    Sydney retrieved Cambrie’s bags from the back and dropped them on the ground before meeting her gaze. “Stop trying to fuck with my head, and just tell me what happened. You’re going to have to trust me if you expect me to help you,” Sydney told her. 
 
    “I don’t expect anything from you,” Cambrie said with a shrug. “You don’t trust me or what I said earlier yet you expect me to give you what you won’t give me.” 
 
    Sydney moved to stand in front of her. “I’m not the one who was nearly killed tonight either,” she snapped, leaning close enough to rest one hand on the truck next to the side of Cambrie’s head. 
 
    “I’ve been there before,” Cambrie retorted. “I always manage to come out of it okay.” 
 
    “How’d you kill him? And don’t give me that bullshit about shoving him and him falling.” 
 
    “Mind if we go inside?”  
 
    “I know your cousin owned most if not all of the land Gray Tail calls home, and I know Sorrento and Patricia want that land. I’m willing to bet they know by now you’re your cousin’s heir. With you alive that land is out of reach.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So,” she said softly as she moved a little closer. “You can’t defeat them alone.” 
 
    “What’s in it for your pack?” She rested a hand on Sydney’s hip and fingers stroked lightly. 
 
    Sydney purred. “We plan to take over the pack,” Sydney confessed.  
 
    She pushed Sydney who barely budged a step. “You want the land.” 
 
    “I want you, but the pack won’t make a move against you as long as you’re not supporting our enemies.” 
 
    “I told you already. I want them dead, but I’m not going to be anyone’s victim including your pack’s,” Cambrie snapped. 
 
    “Good.” Sydney nipped her bottom lip before kissing her. Cambrie gave in to her own hunger and her lips parted beneath Sydney’s warm coaxing ones.  
 
    She sighed and Sydney purred again. Cambrie glided her hands up Sydney’s back as she strained closer. God she was going to be a fool, and she knew it. She couldn’t resist Sydney, and she knew it was because they were mates.  
 
    Though she wasn’t an animal, it was just still hard for a shadow kiss to spurn her mate. Only if the bond between them was never fully accepted by either of them could she cut the emotional ties between them.  
 
    Sydney broke the kiss to look down at her with dark eyes. “We’ll discuss this later.” She pressed a kiss to Cambrie’s lips and bent and picked up the bags before leading the way to a door. “Get the door.” 
 
    Cambrie did as she was told and stepped in to a long tiled corridor.  
 
    “Sam has her accounting business here.” She took her up a short flight of stairs. “Garage apartment with a galley kitchen.” 
 
    Cambrie glanced around the living area. It was smaller than the one at the duplex, but everything she could need was there. A flat screen mounted on the wall, a couch and two chairs with a coffee table, and warm earthy colors that were soothing as well as inviting. 
 
    The small kitchen was behind them separated by a breakfast bar. 
 
    “Bedroom’s through here.” Sydney showed her to the spacious bedroom an attractive space of gray and blue. “I’ll let you settle in.” She dropped the bags on the chest at the end of the bed. “Miranda should be here soon. We’ll talk after.” 
 
    Cambrie watched her head from the room with a sigh. She went to the window and pulled back to the curtain to look out into the side yard of the house. 
 
    She’d been naïve and stupid considering that she had been raised not to trust too easily.  
 
    The problem could be her love of fairytales and happily ever after as well as giving everything when she fell for someone. Both were a weakness in this world of human animals that could tear her body apart and savage her heart.  
 
    There was no way to take care against Sydney and there never had been. The bond between them had begun forming the moment their eyes met. But she wouldn’t settle for less than what she wanted in life or love. 
 
    Sydney was her soul mate, but that wouldn’t stop from finding love with someone else. It wouldn’t be a true strong love, but she could have a relationship built on trust and mutual respect. That was the next best thing to love. 
 
    A knock on the door tightened her shoulders. 
 
    “It’s me,” Miranda said. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “Sure.” She turned and the other woman gave her a smile. She didn’t return. “I told her I was fine.” 
 
    “I’ll be a better judge,” Miranda told her. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Jenner told me Tommy can’t discern a cause of death,” Sam said the moment Sydney stepped into Sam’s office.  
 
    Curled up on the loveseat against one wall was Adalyn, Sam’s mate. She gave her a smile, but wondered why Sam had let her stay.  
 
    “She didn’t tell me what she did to him,” Sydney said. “Maybe she’s telekinetic.” 
 
    “If she was, I don’t think she’d have let Connie get a claw on her,” Adalyn said. “But she is something. I can feel it. Her light is strong.” 
 
    “My animal senses her mental strength,” Sam murmured. “What do you think she can do, Addy?” 
 
    “I think she’s a clairvoyant of sorts, but I’ve been studying your books. She’s like me.” 
 
    “A shadow’s mate?” Sam asked. 
 
    She nodded. “I could be wrong. I’d have to spend more time with her, but Sydney feels different.” 
 
    Sydney snorted. “The thing is, Sam, she said Sorrento sent the hitter,” Sydney told her. “She knows him.” 
 
    Sam exhaled slowly. “She’s a spy, and they’re cutting her loose.” 
 
    “She said she escaped Midnight Howling pack eighteen months ago. She was the leader of the pack’s lover.” 
 
    “Sorrento?” Sam asked with a frown. 
 
    “No. Patricia Cutter is the leader not Sorrento, so your suspicions were right. A woman’s behind this,” Sydney muttered, shaking her head. She sighed roughly and combed her fingers through her hair. She didn’t know what bothered her most, the fact that her mate had slept with the enemy or that her mate could be part of the enemy’s team. 
 
    She wanted to kill and comfort Cambrie. At the duplex, Sydney had smelled Cambrie’s fear, sensed her need for her. Her coyote was furious at her for keeping the distance between her and their mate.  
 
    “This does change the game a little,” Sam said. “We can expect an attack, but first I’m sure she’s going to go after the resisters of Oaklyn’s pack. We need to meet with them.” 
 
    “Even if you can get control of Gray Tail, will that stop her from attacking?” Adalyn asked. 
 
    “If we can know what her motivations for this game are to start with,” Sam replied, perching on the edge of her desk. “Then it would be easy to say. As it is, there’s no way of predicting what she’ll do.” 
 
    “Why doesn’t Sydney just ask Cambrie what kind of woman this Patricia Cutter is? What her best guess to her motivations is?” 
 
    “Don’t sleep with her Syd just talk to her,” Sam ordered. “Sex will only complicate things right now.” 
 
    It was too late for that. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “She probably needs a friend,” Adalyn said. “Since we’re the same—” 
 
    “She’s Gray Tail.” 
 
    “What?” Sam asked with a frown. “Who’s Gray Tail.” 
 
    “Cambrie said she had connections to the Gray Tail pack,” Sydney clarified. “Her cousin was killed by Sorrento, and it’s possible the cousin owned the land the pack lives on.”  
 
    “I guess that makes me a valuable prize,” Cambrie said from the doorway and all three heads turned at once.  
 
    “I didn’t scent her, did you?” Sam asked Sydney. 
 
    Sydney shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Hi, Cambrie,” Adalyn said giving her a smile as she got to her feet.  
 
    Sam moved quickly putting herself between Adalyn and Cambrie, but Sydney noticed there was no need. Cambrie didn’t move more than two steps inside the office.  
 
    “Miranda left,” Cambrie told them. “I was wondering if I could get a ride to the store. I need food supplies.” 
 
    “The fridge and cupboards are stocked,” Sydney told her quietly.  
 
    “I didn’t check,” she said. “It would be rude to ramble through someone’s home.” 
 
    “I meant to tell you,” Sydney answered. 
 
    “I guess you thought I’d just read your mind,” Cambrie muttered icily. 
 
    “Damn it, stop being so testy,” Sydney snapped.  
 
    “Why?” Cambrie demanded. 
 
    “Because I said so!” 
 
    “Yes, O Mistress.” Cambrie bowed her head and Sydney growled.  
 
    Adalyn laughed. “I’ve never seen you lose your cool, Sydney.” 
 
    Sydney drew in a breath and released it slowly. “Cambrie, that’s Adalyn.” Sydney watched as Cambrie turned to look at Adalyn or what was visible of her from behind Sam. Her expression was oddly curious and hungry. 
 
    The coyote urged Sydney to go to her, and she couldn’t fight the need though she knew she couldn’t give Cambrie what she was craving yet. Not until she was certain Cambrie wasn’t a threat to pack.  
 
    Cambrie looked at her as Sydney slid and arm around her waist pulling her against her. 
 
    “You and Patricia Cutter were lovers?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “There has to be more to the story. You didn’t just wake up one day and decide to leave,” Sam said.  
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “People grow apart.” 
 
    “When was the last time you talked to Patty?” Sam asked evenly. 
 
    Cambrie studied her for a moment and then stepped away from Sydney. She wrapped her arms around herself. “I saw Patty and Sorrento last six months ago when they tried to recapture me,” she told them. “Patty made me part of her pack and you don’t leave Midnight Howling alive without the pack leader’s blessing.” 
 
    “She just made you part of her pack?” Sam demanded skeptically. “Hyenas don’t do that. She wanted something. What was it?” 
 
    “She wanted your power,” Adalyn said softly and Sydney heard a wealth of sorrow in her voice. 
 
    Cambrie looked her way. “Yes.” 
 
    “Which is what exactly?” Sam demanded. 
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “I’m a clairvoyant, so how did he die? I was trained by Sorrento in defense and interrogation. He was military before hooking up with Patty.” 
 
    “Why did you leave the pack?” Sam asked.  
 
    “I found out Patty had my grandmother killed,” Cambrie admitted coldly and threw a glance to Sydney. Her eyes glittered with anger.  
 
    “So you want payback?” Sam asked. “That’s why you’ll help us?” 
 
    “I can’t keep running from them.” It was a good enough reason for Sydney, but she could tell Sam wasn’t swayed.  
 
    “You own Gray Tail lands now?” Sam said throwing Sydney a questioning look that told her she’d guessed based on what Sydney had said moments ago. 
 
    “And you want it,” Cambrie said evenly. “I won’t be selling. Neither will I oppose you taking over as alpha should you defeat Sorrento and Patty. According to my cousin’s detailed records, there’s never a fealty paid by the alpha. I won’t ask one.”  
 
    Sam’s expression was unreadable now yet Sydney knew Sam was devising a plan to test Cambrie’s sincerity. She’d be part of it because she and Sam were bound too by a bond that made them sisters. And nothing came between sisters. 
 
    Her coyote howled in rage at the injustice, at the betrayal being conceived without a spoken word.  
 
    “Why’s Patricia here?” Sam asked. “From what you know about her, what’s her beef with us?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t have a clue. What I do know is she almost died here, so I don’t think she wants to stay.” 
 
    “She wants revenge,” Adalyn murmured.  
 
    “Probably,” Cambrie agreed. “She wouldn’t be here otherwise.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    “The girl is still very much alive,” the cop said. 
 
    Sorrento stared at him in the dimly lit living room. Patty was upstairs with her lover and no doubt making plans for their takeover of Gray Tail. Her trust in him was a gift he would do nothing to destroy. She was a deadly foe from a long line of deadly spotted hyena shifters. 
 
    Her family had been legendary and to him still were. 
 
    “What about Jonas?” Sorrento demanded uncertain how the girl had managed to elude death at the hands of a hyena shifter. He’d been one of their best men who could easily have subdued and killed the human. 
 
    “He’s dead,” the cop told him. “I saw his body. Here’s a picture of the girl.” He removed his cell phone from his pocket and brought up a picture before holding it out to him.  
 
    Sorrento took it and his jaw dropped. The clairvoyant whose power was razor sharp? He’d never been able to break her during his training of her. She’d had mental toughness even some Navy Seals didn’t. 
 
    Despite her soft heart and her empathic tendencies, she’d been one of their deadliest assassins. Still, Patty had given her plenty of incentive. The girl had learned the hard way that there were worse things than death. 
 
    “Are you certain this is the girl?” he asked.  
 
    “She’s the girl Cargo saw Spring with, and the girl from the club,” he said. “Leah confirmed it. And from the way the bitch reacted to the damn crime scene tech, I’d say the girl’s her mate.” 
 
    Patty was going to love this. Killing Clara or whatever the hell her real name was—he’d researched her himself. She more or less didn’t exist. Natasha Night had merely came into being one summer out of nowhere along with her grandmother, Cecily.  
 
    “Anyway, the coroner has no clue how he died either. The girl said he fell and hit his head.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Sorrento said distracted. He handed the phone back. “Get going. I don’t want you to risk being seen here.” When he was gone, Sorrento headed for the stairs only to find Patty descending them. “Jonas is dead, and his killer is Natasha Night.” 
 
    “She’s here?” Patty demanded.  
 
    “And she’s in the care and keeping of the coyotes.” 
 
    **** 
 
    The galley kitchen was big enough for two and the warm tones took the edge off her ragged feelings. Still, as Cambrie dried the last plate, she cast Sydney a sidelong glance. Her expression was guarded telling her Sydney had doubts about her.  
 
    She didn’t understand why as her mate she would. Sydney was supposed to belong to her, put her above anyone else. The animal was loyal to its other half and that was part of what made shifter love so strong and lasting.  
 
    Cambrie craved that emotional connection with Sydney. Instead, Sydney’s animal belonged to her pack, more specifically to Samarra. She hated Sam for it, despised her pack for having a part of Sydney that should be hers without question.  
 
    Since only that sensual side of Sydney was hers, she’d enjoy that until they’d defeated Midnight Howling. Not having her mate would hurt, but the sooner she resigned herself to it, the easier it would be to deal with in the long run.  
 
    “I didn’t want you caught up in this,” Sydney said shattering the taut silence. “That’s the real reason I didn’t want to get involved with you initially.”  
 
    Cambrie threw her a look. “So you do date dancers?” 
 
    “No.” She shook her head. “You were the exception I was going to make.” Cambrie saw the self-deprecating smile before it flitted away. “Most of the dancers give me a wide berth, but you just kept pushing,” Sydney said, her voice throbbing with annoyance. 
 
    “It’s clear you’re a dick,” she replied and Sydney glared at her. Cambrie smiled. “I’m going to stay here after this thing with Patty is over, and I’ll be looking for another job.” 
 
    “So, you’re just using me and my pack to help you get well and truly free of her?” Sydney demanded in a mocking tone. 
 
    “I may as well get something out of this,” she said with a shrug. “A fling with you is good, but my life back is better. I want to have friends again, fall in love.”  
 
    Honestly, she was certain now that all the fairytales tell lies. In real life happily ever after isn’t a prince or princess charming. It’s peace of mind and when this was over, she’d begin building the life she needed not the one she wished for. 
 
    “Do you seriously think I’ll allow someone else to touch you?” Sydney demanded softly.  
 
    “You have me now, but after this you can’t stop it,” Cambrie told her evenly but she knew how hard it would be to take someone else as a lover. It would always feel as if she was cheating on Sydney.  
 
    Sydney growled and Cambrie flinched.  
 
    Sydney trapped her in place and stared down at her with the coyote-gold eyes. “You have a habit of pushing boundaries, but don’t push that one.” 
 
    Cambrie’s anger flared higher as she bristled up at Sydney. “Then, I suggest you don’t give me a reason to seek pleasure elsewhere.” Cambrie leaned toward her and nuzzled Sydney’s jaw, biting playfully. Sydney gripped her arms and jerked her back so their eyes met. “Don’t threaten me.” 
 
    “That was the truth.”  
 
    Sydney growled and then kissed her hard. Her fingers became bruising as she gripped Cambrie tighter. Cambrie pulled free and Sydney closed her hand over one neatly knotted ponytail and tugged Cambrie’s head to one side and bit her. 
 
    Cambrie’s eyes widened as sharp teeth sank into her. The pain was negligible, but there was an immediate connection between the coyote and the animal energy inside Cambrie. Her power flared so bright it extended from her to encompass Sydney before heating.  
 
    An animal growl rumbled around her and a soft whine escaped her as she braced her hands on Sydney’s hips. Her knees weakened and her power receded but it wasn’t the same. She felt joined to the other woman on a fundamental level.  
 
    “No one else can have you.” The words were in her mind, inside her shields stroking her, caressing her deep inside.  
 
    Cambrie shivered, fear of just how true that might be. She might walk away from Sydney, but there was no knowing what Sydney would do. She was a shadow and shadow coyotes didn’t divorce their mates.  
 
    “You can’t just bite me whenever you want,” she muttered, pushing at Sydney, but the woman didn’t even move. She was more muscular, but Cambrie knew it was her animal strength. Even the females of the shadow coyote breed were strong. 
 
    Sydney grunted. “How’s your shoulder?” 
 
    “It’s sore. I told you that. Now, get off me.” 
 
    Sydney kissed her jaw. “Why?” 
 
    Her lips were so soft and the feel of her hands as they glided up and down her arms was relaxing—arousing.  
 
    “Because you’re just trying to use sex to control me,” Cambrie murmured. Her thoughts were fuzzy. Her hands moved of their own accord squeezing Sydney’s hips lightly.  
 
    “You read my mind before, didn’t you?” Sydney said softly, her warm breathing fanning Cambrie’s ear. “You know once wasn’t enough for me.” 
 
    Cambrie whimpered. “I’m still mad at you.” 
 
    Sydney pushed her hands beneath Cambrie’s blouse and Cambrie shivered. Her fingers were slightly rough and calloused as if she worked with them but not rough.  
 
    “You have no idea how terrified I was when I pulled up to that duplex and found the police there. I feared what might have happened to you.” Sydney released the clasp of her bra and slid her palm up to Cambrie’s nape. “I heard your voice in my mind. You sounded so afraid. I knew I’d kill anyone who laid a finger on you.”  
 
    Sydney trailed soft kisses to her throat and Cambrie sighed. “Don’t stop.” Her voice was a ragged plea and sharp teeth grazed her skin before warm tongue licked over the hollow at the base of her throat.  
 
    Sydney nipped at her chin as she cupped her breasts. Her thumbs played over the hard tips before pinching them. Cambrie moaned and Sydney pinched them again sending ripples of intense pleasure through her from the bite of pain. 
 
    Sydney withdrew her hands to grip the bottom of her shirt and tugged it up and off. She brushed the thin bra straps aside and the fabric tumbled to the floor as Sydney gave one firm globe a light tap.  
 
    Her breathing hitched and heat sparked in her blood, increasing her arousal. Sydney tapped her nipple starting a burn on her skin and then she hit it harder drawing a moan from Cambrie. 
 
    “You like that?” Sydney gave her other breast a tap before hitting it harder. She dipped her head and ran her tongue around the areola before closing moist lips over the taut dark peak. She sucked, let her tongue tip play over the point, sucked again and lifted her head to palm the flesh as she turned her attention to the other nipple. 
 
    “Sydney,” she moaned, rough sensation drawing her into a vortex of pure feeling.  
 
    Sydney sucked hard and pinched the vacated tip. She lifted her head and captured Cambrie’s lips for a slow kiss as she glided her hands down Cambrie’s side to her hips. Their tongues dueled as Sydney released the button of Cambrie’s pants.  
 
    Her hand darted inside, fingers sliding between Cambrie’s legs to brush the dampness of her panties. Sydney pressed her fingers up the moist slit to the swollen nubbin of Cambrie’s clit.  
 
    Cambrie gasped. “Yes.” She needed her touch, the feel of her lips as everything faded away except this moment.  
 
    Sydney sucked her throat and pushed her fingers past the band of Cambrie’s panties. Cambrie’s breath came out in jagged pants as the pads whispered over her clit, causing more of her sticky juices to ease from her. Her eyes closed and she pushed her fingers into Sydney’s thick hair.  
 
    “Oho yes!” She drew in a ragged breath and rested her free hand on Sydney’s nape. “Baby, you feel so good touching me like that.”  
 
    “How does this feel?” Sydney’s thumb pressed against her clit while one finger tested the readiness of Cambrie’s pussy.  
 
    She bit down on her bottom lip. “I need more, Syd.” She tightened her grip in Sydney’s hair and rolled her hips trying to impale herself on her finger. “Please, give me more,” Cambrie begged.  
 
    Sydney chuckled and withdrew her hand to give her pussy a tap. “How much more, Cam?” 
 
    “Just more.” She whimpered and scratched Sydney’s nape before gliding her hand down to rest on her arm. “Baby, fuck me.”  
 
    “Like this?” Sydney slid two fingers into her slick heat while pressing her palm against Cambrie’s clit.  
 
    Cambrie gasped, breathing harder. “Like that.” 
 
    Sydney drew her fingers out and thrust them back in slow and easy. “Your pussy’s so wet and tight. I love how it clenches on my fingers.” She replaced her palm with her thumb, pressing it firmly against the clit and fucked her with rough strokes. Cambrie writhed against her hand, gripped her hair and scratched her arm as the hunger raged out of control.  
 
    “Oh, yes!” She mewled as Sydney took her faster, slamming her fingers in, fucking her with dominant mastery. Cambrie threw her head back against the counter door as bliss engulfed her.  
 
    Her body trembled and her nails locked in Sydney’s skin as she cried out.  
 
    Sydney kissed her and Cambrie curled an arm around her neck as she pressed close to her, feeling their hearts beating wildly. She didn’t know how this would end, but right now with her in Sydney’s arms was all that counted.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Sydney lifted her in her arms and carried Cambrie to the bedroom. She laid her on the bed and Cambrie sighed as she stretched. She heard water in the en suite bathroom and Sydney returned with a t-shirt and a warm cloth to clean her up. 
 
    “I can do it,” she said weakly and tried to sit up. 
 
    “I’ve got you, Cam, just relax,” she murmured and tossed the shirt on the bed.  
 
    Her eyes drifted closed. “Why are you being nice? Are you going to tell me this isn’t going to happen again and your macho act was just an act?” 
 
    Sydney’s husky laugh floated over her, and her eyes opened. Sydney kissed her stomach before heading to the bathroom.  
 
    “I deserve an answer,” Cambrie called and sat up to pull the shirt on. It smelled of Sydney and she smiled sadly. The animal wanted her, but the woman half of Sydney was torn.  
 
    “You deserve a spanking for not telling me about Patty’s role in your grandmother’s death at my apartment, but I’ll let it go this time.” Sydney returned to the room and began undressing.  
 
    “I didn’t think it was relevant then.” Cambrie watched, savoring the red-gold of her skin as her shirt was tossed aside revealing a functional white bra and black manstyle boxers. They fit her snug, but it was clear they’d been made for a woman’s body because they moved with her, molding to her contours.  
 
    “And now? How much more is there?” 
 
    Damn but she was beautiful and so firm. Her muscles rippled with her movement as she opened a drawer and removed a tank top and gracefully pulled it on. 
 
    Black ink colored her upper arm. Some of the symbols were runes but most were traditional Native American symbols including the paw of the coyote. They had to be earned as proof of the warrior spirit within.  
 
    “There’s nothing more,” she said. “You’re Indian?” 
 
    “My mother was part Native American Indian as am I,” Sydney replied carefully. “Why?”  
 
    Cambrie caressed her arm. “Nice ink.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “I’m part Indian too,” Cambrie told her. “Sioux.” 
 
    “Why didn’t your grandmother take you to them when your parents were killed?” 
 
    “She couldn’t,” Cambrie replied tracing a rune. “Indians and runes?” 
 
    “Ironically, they picked them up in their studies of other cultures and incorporated them into their teachings.” 
 
    “Same can be said for my family.” She lay down. “Are you sleeping here?” 
 
    “This is my bed,” Sydney answered quietly. “But if you don’t want me here, I’ll leave tonight.” 
 
    “It’s fine.” She rose up on her elbow to finger the disc on the silver chain. “Was this a gift from one of your parents?” 
 
    “No. I had it made as a reminder.” 
 
    “Of what?” Cambrie asked. 
 
    “That I’m not easily broken,” she murmured and their eyes met. Cambrie saw steely determination in Sydney’s gaze and flashes of a hyena attack flitted through her mind.  
 
    She wasn’t able to see visions as such but she could often know what someone had experienced, feel it as if the memory was hers. She heard Sydney’s ferocious growl, saw blood run from a male wetting her animal’s muzzle.  
 
    She’d been strong and bore an arrow on her left bicep. Something tried to break through the fog, but she stayed where she was, letting it slip past for later.  
 
    Sydney’s hand had been damaged in the attack, but the emotional pain was what rushed out to meet her, curling around her heart. Tears pricked at the backs of her eyes, and she swallowed tightly to keep from crying. 
 
    Cambrie laid back down snuggling close to Sydney’s side. There was more to her lover than she could have guessed. Cambrie sighed softly.  
 
    “What exactly can you do?” Sydney asked and Cambrie heard a note of concern in her tone.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Your psychic power.” Sydney clarified. “Why would Patricia want it bad enough to hunt you for eighteen months?”  
 
    She yawned. She didn’t really want to talk about the things she’d done for Patty—to survive. There had been times she’d wondered she’d be better off dead than being in Patty’s control.  
 
    “Good night, Syd.” Cambrie turned her back to Sydney and snuggled beneath the covers.  
 
    “We are going to talk about this, Cam,” Sydney informed her firmly. 
 
    Cambrie smiled faintly. She had no doubt of that, but she hadn’t decided how forthcoming she’d be. 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney didn’t press the issue and five minutes later she listened to Cambrie’s even breathing. Her own matched it though she was drowsy. She turned on her side and studied the woman she knew to be her mate in the dark. She was a beautiful woman who’d obviously been through hell as a child and as a woman being part of a hyena pack couldn’t have been easy. 
 
    She was human yet she was strong just like a coyote’s mate should be. Nothing could be more pleasing to her animal and to her a as a woman because a battle with hyenas wasn’t for the weak. The warrior had to be strong and if she was mated, her mate had to be strong too.  
 
    Her first pack had been decimated. The hyena leader had managed to kill or turn some key members of the pack tearing families apart, and they’d never recovered from the losses. Only two of them had escaped in the end.  
 
    She’d never forget the carnage or the betrayal and to have had to witness it a second time had left a scar on her soul. She wouldn’t lose any she loved in this battle, so having a mate with cunning enough to evade attack for eighteen months made Cambrie an asset she would not release. 
 
    As for her heart, past betrayals made her wary of trusting, so no matter how much she wanted to just give her heart to Cambrie, she couldn’t. Her animal knew Cambrie was no threat to her. She would be a worthy companion who understood her, and a lover who accepted her as she was.  
 
    So why couldn’t her woman’s heart just claim Cambrie?  
 
    Cambrie flinched in her sleep and Sydney turned, her eyes went nightglow in the dark illuminating her mate’s tense features. Fear scented the room, and she reached out without thinking to smooth her fingers along Cambrie’s cheek. 
 
    Cambrie shivered and drew her limbs into a ball. Sydney curled around her not sure if it would wake her. All she wanted to do was give her the warmth the covers seemed to refuse and the comfort she seemed to need. 
 
    Cambrie sighed and stretched out again and her animal growled low in her throat in satisfaction that she had soothed her mate.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
      
 
    Cambrie woke the next morning to a sliver of moon kissing her brow and a warm body curled around her. Confusion swamped her as her eyes remained fixed on the blank gray wall while her body began to heat from the close contact of feminine form against her. 
 
    Sydney. 
 
    That part wasn’t a mystery, but where were they? 
 
    Oh yeah. A garage apartment that smelled like Sydney, the woman who’d saved her from the police last night.  
 
    Both men had been so dogmatic and even hard. Neither of them had listened when she’d said she needed to think to recollect what had happened. They’d wanted her answers and had even threatened her with jail for murder. 
 
    She’d have called it verbal police brutality. And they had ignored her desire to dress. She’d started to get cold the second she’d killed. She hated killing, but that was one aspect of her ability that couldn’t be ignored. She had learned how to overload the mind with her own pain and induce heart attacks or strokes.  
 
    She wasn’t a true empath, but it used to hurt when she killed. She’d learned to compartmentalize when doing it at Patty’s command. She’d told herself that it was her life or theirs. In the end, under Patty’s tutelage, she’d gained strength to protect herself with her abilities. And while killing didn’t come easy, the act no longer caused her emotional pain.  
 
    Cambrie tried to climb out of bed and Sydney’s arm around her tightened. Sharp teeth nipped the back of her neck. The prick heated her blood and pulled a soft growl from her. 
 
    Her eyes widened but Sydney merely answered with a growl of her own. “Stop!” she cried, attempting to wiggled free. She’d never done that before though she knew logically from all her grandmother had told her she might at some point when she met the right woman. 
 
    “Why?” Sydney demanded sliding her hand beneath Cambrie’s t-shirt to cup her breast.  
 
    Her body’s reaction was quick. Her pussy moistened and her nipples hardened. “Sydney,” she gasped.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I—” Why? She couldn’t think with Sydney pinching her nipple like that. “Mmm.” 
 
    “I just want to eat you, baby,” she said. “Let me taste you and make you come on my tongue.” Sydney released her only to turn her onto her back and lean down to kiss her softly.  
 
    Her hands moved of their own accord, stroking up Sydney’s firm ass to move beneath her tank to caress warm skin. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cambrie groaned roughly and Sydney trailed kisses over her cheek to her lips. Their eyes met and Cambrie saw hunger burning in her eyes.  
 
    Sydney ripped Cambrie’s t-shirt and pushed the tattered fabric aside to reveal tight dark chocolate nipples standing at attention. “Damn you’re so beautiful.” She claimed a slow kiss that quickly became a demand.  
 
    Cambrie stroked her hands down her mate’s back and pushed up her tank so she could draw her nails up her back. 
 
    Sydney moaned. “Harder. I won’t break,” she ordered and then flicked her tongue over a chocolate peak. Her skin was so sensitive Cambrie gasped and arched toward Sydney’s mouth, wanting more, needing it so badly she burned.  
 
    “Uhh-ahh! I want you.” 
 
    Sydney drew the nipple into her mouth sucked before releasing it to turn 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 peak before sucking it again. Then, she kissed a trail down to Cambrie’s belly. 
 
    Cambrie’s breathing was harsh, her body an inferno. Sure fingers peeled away the panties she’d pulled on before sleep last night. Fingers parted the damp folds of her pussy and warm breath teased her skin tightening her stomach. Her head thrashed on the pillow as her lover’s fingers found her clit and stroked it.  
 
    “Oh god!” 
 
    Sydney moved between her thighs pushing them further apart before using the fingers of one hand to part the brown lips and run her tongue up Cambrie’s juicy slit. “Mmm.” 
 
    Sydney lashed her clit while her fingers fucked inside her. Cambrie made soft noises as the pleasure raged out of control inside her. She pushed one hand into Sydney’s hair to hold her head closer.  
 
    “Oh, yes!” she cried. 
 
    Sydney lifted her head and ran her tongue down to the entrance of Cambrie’s body. She pulled her fingers free and thrust her tongue inside while her fingers worked Cambrie’s swollen clit.  
 
    “Syd! Sydney!” Cambrie’s head rolled from side to side as her body turned into an out of control blaze. “Please!” 
 
    Cambrie thrust against her lips and held Sydney’s head as she moved frantically, seeking release. One pinch of her clit and her body was jerking in release. Her juices rushed from her, and Sydney moved over her, rubbed her swollen clit against Cambrie’s. 
 
    Cambrie closed her arms around Sydney and her clit throbbed and pulsed as her own arousal built anew. “Oh, yes. You feel so good. She spread her legs wider and held on as Sydney ground against her.  
 
    Cambrie’s body jerked seconds later as her orgasm washed over her and Sydney’s release followed with a growl.  
 
    Cambrie went limp gasping for breath and Sydney lifted off her and collapsed onto the bed. The heat of her body flowed into her as their damp skin touched. Her stomach tightened and she rolled onto her side reminding herself she couldn’t get too emotional with Sydney.  
 
    Sydney growled as she sat up on the side of the bed. “What are you doing?” 
 
    She laughed breathlessly. “We don’t have time for this. That meeting, remember?” She stood, tugged her panties up, and padded into the bathroom. “I won’t take long. What time is the meet?” 
 
    “Four.”  
 
    “Looks like we might make it if we don’t dick around.” She hurried into the bathroom. Cambrie braced her hands on the vanity counter still breathing hard and hung her head as she fought the ache in her chest. “Damn you, Syd,” she muttered softly. 
 
    “Damn you,” she said from the doorway and Cambrie turned her head seeing her there with a scowl. “I thought you really wanted me, but now that I’m looking like a sure thing—” 
 
    “Fuck that,” Cambrie cut in. “We both know you’re just using me. At least we’re getting some mutual satisfaction out of it.” She pushed up right and headed for the shower.  
 
    Turning on the water, she tugged her t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor before shedding her panties. It ate holes in her heart that instead of wallowing in the passion between them they could barely be in the same room without fighting about something.  
 
    Cambrie released her hair from its braids and climbed beneath the cool spray. 
 
    “Someone’s under some big fucking illusions,” Sydney snarled from behind her.  
 
    “You.” Her tone was cold as she could get it with her heart squeezing from the ache of not being emotionally close to her mate. She tilted her head up to let water wash over her face. 
 
    “You’ll never wash me way, whelp.” 
 
    Cambrie bit back her retort to the comment, the last word a little demeaning. She grabbed a bath puff from the built-in caddy before snatching up a bottle of bodywash.  
 
    The clean-up was quick more because of a lack of time than a need to escape Sydney. Cambrie ran a towel over her wet hair to squeeze out some of the water. The mass of curls was wild and wavy as she stood before the mirror. 
 
    “Leave it,” Sydney ordered as she moved behind her coming from the shower. Her fingers brushed Cambrie’s side sending a ripple of heat through her cooling skin.  
 
    “If this turns out to be a set-up, I don’t want my hair to be a liability,” she said breathlessly.  
 
    “You can put it up in the truck,” she muttered and dipped her head to kiss the back of Cambrie’s neck. She drew in the clean scent of Cambrie’s skin.  
 
    “Sydney,” she said weakly. How could she fight her? But if she let Sydney get too much closer her heart would be in pieces before they defeated or drove Patty out of town. “The meeting.” 
 
    Sydney growled and stalked from the bathroom, and Cambrie felt a wealth of hurt in that one sound and it sliced her heart, drawing blood.  
 
    A shadow kiss wasn’t meant to reject her mate or even deny their feelings for them, and now she knew why. The connection between them was but a sliver of emotion, but she felt that tiny pulse to her soul and wanted nothing more than to go after Sydney and comfort her. 
 
    She headed into the bedroom finding it empty and tensed. If Sydney had left her behind, she wasn’t going to trust much of anything she said from here on out. 
 
    Cambrie pulled on panties and a bra before getting into jeans and a t-shirt. She shoved her feet into sneakers as Sydney came back into the bedroom. She was so hot in her worn jeans and black leather jacket. The black t-shirt fit snug over her breasts and emphasized her flat stomach. Her hair was still damp and gleamed beneath the light.  
 
    She growled at Cambrie. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “Stop growling like a pissed off dog.” 
 
    “I am,” she muttered. “My bitch is acting like it’s an imposition to be a little obliging.” 
 
    She snorted despite the hurt in Sydney’s voice. “I’m your temporary bitch, so expect nothing less. Then you won’t be so ill-tempered in the coming days.” She slipped from the room with a growl following her from the room.  
 
    Cambrie clenched her fists and gritted her teeth against the anger in that sound. The fact was they both had to accept the reality. This wasn’t going to last. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
    When they reached the meet place, Sydney pulled her truck out of sight and glanced across the cab to Cambrie as Cambrie released her seatbelt. 
 
    “Stay close and don’t be a distraction,” she said coolly.  
 
    “I’m not a child,” she retorted. 
 
    “Just don’t give me shit,” she snapped. “I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I know how to handle myself, Sydney,” she retorted. “You’re on point. I’ve got your flank.” 
 
    Sydney’s gaze shimmered gold and she saw the coyote watching her curiously. “Let’s go,” she said in a voice that was low yet less than human before climbing out. 
 
    Cambrie followed and opened her senses. She’d learned how to detect hostile energy forces. Most people didn’t bother clearing their thoughts during an attack or even a meeting. Every misconception they ever had about a person or situation seemed to coalesce in their minds, half blinding them to anything but their preconceived notions. 
 
    Cambrie stopped in her stride for a moment as something slipped past her mind. “They’re worried we’re going to attack,” she told Sydney as she began walking again. 
 
    Sydney grunted, leading her over rough terrain to a dingy old barn jutting up against the morning skyline. Cambrie kept her senses open because she knew Patty’s pack was different than most. They’d all been taught to more or less merge into one single entity.  
 
    Their mental shields would be linked, not that they understood what that meant. They’d feel like one, smell like one until they attacked. However, having been a part of their hive, she could detect the subtle difference. 
 
    Sydney pulled open the barn door and moved inside the dimly lit hay-strewn space. The scent of old and rotting wood drifted on the air along with the rich aroma of coffee. Cambrie almost laughed. They’d come to a meeting with coffee? 
 
    One man stepped into view go-cup in hand. Behind him a second man came to lean against a faded stall door, the black wrought iron latch dull. 
 
    “I’m Cruise,” he said, his eyes cool and darting from Sydney to Cambrie. “Summer?” 
 
    “Sydney.” Sydney stopped a few steps away. The coffee would still get her should he decide to use it as a weapon. 
 
    “Not you,” he said moving forward and Sydney growled. He halted in his stride, gaze fixed beyond Sydney. “Skye was your cousin?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cambrie admitted carefully.  
 
    “You’re Summer Oak,” he said. “We—my condolences on your loss, but we had no hope you were even alive despite what we’ve heard.” 
 
    “Back,” Sydney ordered him when he took a step. 
 
    “No offense, but we’re not doing this without Summer,” the man leaning against the stall said. “Oaks and Red Oaks were the true alphas of the pack. We always suspected Oaklyn and his crew killed your cousin’s father in hopes of getting control of the land and the pack.” 
 
    “Son of a gun got a nasty shock when he found out the land went to Skye, and she was too smart to piss off her heritage,” Cruise said and let out a bark of laughter.  
 
    She hadn’t been Summer in a very long time. Her mother had changed her name to Cambrie after they left. It had been changed to Natasha after her mother’s death. But she recognized Cruise. He was older than her by at least eight years, and he was even hotter than the last time she’d seen him. He’d been skinny dipping with Rick and a few other boys. 
 
    “Rick?” she asked the man behind Cruise. 
 
    “You remember, peeping Tommi?” he asked in a teasing tone. 
 
    She smiled wide as she went to walk around Sydney. 
 
    “Come on now,” Cruise said leveling a look at Sydney who growled a low menacing sound. “We came here to talk, and it’s clear what’s going on here.” 
 
    “We can hear you fine from there, Summer,” Rick said.  
 
    “This is our position,” Cruise said. “We’re not on board with Midnight Howling taking over our pack, and we’re not going to bow down to those stinking hyenas. We’re looking for an alliance.” 
 
    “Can’t give it,” Sydney told him. 
 
    “Summer’s ours, she’s a chief’s granddaughter, an alpha’s granddaughter and heir to the land.” 
 
    “But you’re forgetting one thing,” Sydney said coldly. “She’s mine.” 
 
    “Not completely,” Rick said nonchalantly as he pushed off the door and prowled closer. “She only partially smells like you.”  
 
    “That changes nothing,” Sydney snapped. 
 
    “It does on our end,” Rick told her coldly. “Still, we need your might to take them down.” 
 
    “But they aren’t the only problem we have.” Cruise spoke again. “Jericho’s ready to move against Snow Fur the moment Sorrento gives the order. It’s to be a four front attack once the battle starts.” 
 
    “Wait. I thought you said Jericho,” Sydney growled. 
 
    “He did,” Rick retorted. “The wolf alpha is in on this, but we have no idea how much of his pack even knows about this let alone is on board with it.” 
 
    “That sneaky little jerk,” Sydney muttered. 
 
    Cruise grunted. “He is sneaky enough, but you should have guessed by now he’s only left Snow Fur alone because he thought Oak would back you up. The bastard can’t stand you, and he despises Blacklaw and Summerfield.” 
 
    “I guess he hates women in power,” Cambrie murmured. 
 
    “Unless they’re under his control,” Cruise said. 
 
    “Tell me about this four-fronted attack,” Sydney ordered. 
 
    “Oaklyn will lead those of our pack supporting Sorrento, and Sorrento will lead a second team against you. His pal Darden will hold the third front while Patricia the alpha will take the fourth to box you completely in.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Sydney whispered and her hand went to the necklace beneath her shirt.  
 
    Rage overlaid fear as it hit Cambrie, and she put a hand on Sydney’s side. She knew her terror, saw the bloody battle as it played out in her mind. She wrapped her arm around Sydney sensing her need for her comfort. 
 
    “You need us and we need you,” Cruise said. “Sorrento is going to move on you regardless in a week’s time. He’s counting on all our resisters being dead. They plan to kill us soon.” 
 
    “A party,” Rick said. “I overheard some talk. They fear if they don’t dispose of us soon, we’ll rise up to hold the land until Summer arrives to claim it.” 
 
    “We can launch an attack during the event,” Cruise said. “If you’ll back us. Sorrento’s people will be there, and his allies will be standing by to move in, but we’d be able to take them down with your help.” 
 
    “We’d have to divide our teams,” Sydney murmured. “And we won’t have time to move our young.” 
 
    “Neither will we,” Cruise said. “We’re probably going to lose half of them, but I’ve already made plans to protect all within my reach.” 
 
    “So, what are you proposing besides us coming to your aid?” Sydney asked carefully. 
 
    “We know that should we defeat Sorrento together, you’ll consider that a defeat of our pack,” Cruise said. “I’m prepared to step down as alpha with concessions.” 
 
    “Which are?” There was more tension in Sydney’s body. 
 
    “Cruise—” 
 
    “Silence,” he snapped. “My people, my dominants won’t be subjugated as long as they act in the best interest of the new pack. We won’t be pushed off our land and those who want to leave will be allowed to without being hunted as an enemy.” 
 
    “But it’s my land,” Cambrie said. “I get the say, not them.” 
 
    “Hold your tongue, Summer,” Cruise ordered sharply and Sydney growled. “Sydney and I both know the score here.” 
 
    “I’ll get back to you,” Sydney said. “I can’t make promises without Sam’s consent.” 
 
    “You have four hours,” he said. “Rick.” He held out his hand and Rick tossed him a small phone. “It’s a burner.” He held it up. “I’ll call you on it. You can give me your answer then.” He tossed it in Cambrie’s direction and she caught it. He carefully moved, stepping sideways as he headed for the door. 
 
    Sydney watched him as he drew closer. She growled and Cambrie moved behind her knowing what Sydney was capable of and feeling her unease. Rick tipped his head in a nod as he moved behind Cruise to walk backward as he edged toward the door. 
 
    Cambrie gave him a smile and he grinned and winked at her which earned him a snarl.  
 
    “Syd,” Cambrie murmured as she rested a hand on her lover’s back.  
 
    When the door closed behind them, Sydney turned to Cambrie. “Childhood friends of yours?” 
 
    “Not really. They’re older than me, and I used watch them skinny dip in the lake.” 
 
    Sydney grunted. “So you’re bi?” 
 
    “No, but they’re hot, so I checked them out. I checked out the hot girls too.” She shrugged. “There’s nothing wrong with appreciating beauty.” 
 
    “Just don’t do it around me,” Sydney muttered. “Let’s get back. I’ll need to talk to Sam and Mallory. I also need to know where you stand.” 
 
    That wasn’t a question Sydney should have had to ask her, but it proved Sydney wasn’t going to cut her any slack or take much of what she said on faith. “I told you I was moving to Gray Tail, and I’ll be looking for a job.” She shrugged.  
 
    “Meaning?” Sydney demanded. “They think you’ll do as I’d like, but the truth is your loyalty is divided.” 
 
    “No it’s not,” she said softly. Her heart and her loyalties were with Sydney. Sydney was just too blind to see that. “It’s where it should be, with me.” She headed for the door and Sydney grabbed her arm and pulled her back against her. Her lips played along Cambrie’s neck making her shiver.  
 
    She had fallen in love with Sydney somehow in this craziness that was going on, but she couldn’t tell her. She just wished she could hide her response to her. 
 
    “With me is where your loyalty belongs.” 
 
    “Where’s yours? With Sam? Mallory? I have to look out for my interests.” 
 
    “You have me to do that,” Sydney murmured and there was anger in her tone. “Accept that I’m not letting you go, Cam.” She bit the side of Cambrie’s neck. “If you try to leave me, I will hunt you and drag you back.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” she said huskily as Sydney’s hand slithered up to close around her throat. Sydney had to know they couldn’t have a healthy relationship built solely on their animal connection. 
 
    “I will,” she whispered. “And I will kill anyone who attempts to take my place in your bed.” She bit Cambrie’s earlobe. “Don’t make me prove it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
    “This needs to go off without a hitch, Damien,” Patty told him coldly. She shaded her eyes against the morning sun as she stared over the expanse of Gray Tail land. It was nice but nothing like her den in Arizona. She’d sell this place once she had the deed and had her primary targets heads to hang on her wall. 
 
    She didn’t really care if she didn’t decimate Snow Fur. She just wanted Blacklaw, Summerfield, and Spring dead. Anything else would be gravy. 
 
    “Oaklyn’s pitching the party as a get acquainted event for two days from now. I don’t want to make him suspicious since he has no idea the food will be dangerous.” 
 
    “That gives me two days to plan the attack on Snow Fur. And I expect that Natasha will be sticking close to the coyotes, so she’ll likely be telling them everything she knows about us.” 
 
    “I’ll build in a few contingencies,” Sorrento replied. “However, I think she’ll expect that. Natasha knows a lot about how I do things.” 
 
    “Don’t deviate too far from the plan.” Patty shrugged as she squinted her eyes against the sun.  
 
    In Natasha, she’d always seen a core of steel hidden beneath her kind nature and hunger for love. Patty believed under the right circumstances, the teacher could be just as dangerous as any coyote whose back was against the wall. She’d withstood her torture and come out with the core of who she was still intact. 
 
    Six months ago, Natasha had proven she still had a world of fight left in her, and she’d doubtless be looking for revenge or just plain simple freedom from Midnight Howling. So, she would fight since she now had allies at her back.  
 
    Natasha had enough determination that Patty thought she might survive, and she’d leave her alone. However, she couldn’t have this land. 
 
    “Just enough to make her question,” he said snagging her attention.  
 
    “Well, the wolves aren’t going to help them thanks to the deal I made with Jericho last night. He’d love to take control of the Gray Tail lands. I’m going to sell him half.” 
 
    The wolf alpha would be a good ally. “For his refusal to come to Snow Fur’s aid if asked?” 
 
    “Exactly,” she said. “He’s been most cooperative throughout allowing me to borrow some of his people. I had no idea how much he truly despised Blacklaw.” 
 
    “Why not just take them out himself? He’s the bigger, more dominant pack,” Sorrento mused. 
 
    “He has the numbers, but it was always possible Snow Fur and Gray Tail would defeat him.” She shrugged.  
 
    “Didn’t have the balls,” he murmured. He could understand to a degree. Dominant women were treacherous.  
 
    “Apparently not,” she retorted. “We’re going to show him how it’s done.” 
 
    “Enjoying the view?” Oaklyn asked as he joined them with a smile. 
 
    “Yes.” Patty returned his smile. “I can’t wait to make it all mine. Any word on the heir?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m planning a hit, but she’s vanished for now. So, I’ve got the word circulating that the heir needs to come make a claim on the bodies and the land. If she doesn’t she’ll forfeit the property.” 
 
    “That might draw her out,” Sorrento said but he wasn’t relying on it. Natasha had proven to be somewhat wily in the past. “When you hear from her, let me know when she’s to show up.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “There will be a big reward in it for you,” Patty told him with a smile. “Now, while we await her call, finish showing me around.” She held her hand out to him.  
 
    Oaklyn gave her a self-satisfied smile and took it.  
 
    Patty happily let him lead, but she wasn’t going to be sorry to see him go. 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney headed back to the house instead of going to the den. She knew she couldn’t take Cambrie there yet if ever. Sam didn’t trust her, and she was only barely certain her mate wouldn’t betray them. 
 
    Sydney pulled into the driveway, spying her bike at the curb where Mica must have parked it. She pulled into the garage and cut the engine. “I’m going to talk to Sam. You can grab a bite to eat.” 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    After they were inside, Sydney went to Sam’s office finding her there with Adalyn and Mica. Coffee wafted through the room telling her Sam had brought it with her since there had been none brewing in the kitchen.  
 
    “Where’ve you been?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “A meeting with Gray Tail resisters,” she answered.  
 
    Sam studied her for a moment, and she saw a question in her eyes. “Are you going to share or do we have to guess?” 
 
    “They want to make a deal,” Sydney told her and then relayed the conversation. 
 
    “What did Cambrie say?” Adalyn asked. “Will she assent to allowing us to live on the land?” 
 
    “She didn’t say,” Sydney said. “But I don’t think she’s in this to betray us.” 
 
    “Why not?” Sam demanded. “She’d be perfect. She has you by the crotch and you’re a close friend of mine.”  
 
    “And then there’s her power,” Adalyn said. “She won’t tell us what it is. I think it’s because she knows we’ll realize what a threat she might be to us.” 
 
    “She’s not a threat,” Sydney muttered. “She’s just caught in an impossible situation. None of us can blame her for being wary. She has to be wondering if we’re going to stab her in the back to get her land.” 
 
    “I’ll kill her if it’s necessary,” Sam told her coldly.  
 
    “Sam, don’t force my hand here,” Sydney told her.  
 
    “No one’s forcing anything,” Adalyn said soothingly. “We just need to know where Cambrie stands.” 
 
    Sydney pushed out a rough sigh.  
 
    “There’s one way to find out,” Sam said. “A test.” 
 
    “No,” Sydney said angrily. Cambrie held back from her as it was and the animal was frustrated and angry that its mate didn’t trust them completely. This would only make things worse.  
 
    “Can you tell me you’re one hundred percent certain of her? Even sixty percent?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “No.” She had her fears more than she had doubts. She didn’t want to be played for a fool, but the coyote trusted their mate and wanted nothing more than to be closer to her. 
 
    “Then, let’s find out if she’s a friend or foe.” 
 
    “I need your answer to the Gray Tail demands,” Sydney said with a sinking feeling. 
 
    “Once we know where your girlfriend stands, I’ll give you an answer.” 
 
    “He wants it in four hours,” Sydney muttered. “And I think we should agree. Cambrie isn’t going to be a problem.” 
 
    “We’ll see. In the meantime, you need to get out to the den and take care of your duties there,” Sam said. “Mica will keep Cambrie company.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
    Cambrie leaned against the counter, adding sugar to her tea and thinking about the meeting. From what Cruise had said, she suspected she’d be more than welcome into the den once this was all over. She could have a home among those like her where she could eventually be happy.  
 
    She wouldn’t go against Sydney’s pack since there was no reason to especially since a union between Snow Fur might be a good thing. Both packs would provide a measure of security for her. Cambrie would know she wouldn’t be alone in defending against reprisals by Patty should they only drive her out. 
 
    Hearing footsteps on the wood floor, Cambrie prepared to bring up the subject of the land and the terms of Snow Fur being allowed to live on her land. She was certain an agreement could be reached that might Sam might accept. Then Sam appeared at the bar. Her expression was cool as she studied Cambrie. 
 
    “Sydney had to go out for a while, but I’ll be here all day and so will Adalyn.” 
 
    “Oh, I really needed to talk to her about something important,” she said.  
 
    “Her obligations to the pack are important, Cambrie,” Sam told her in a hard tone. “We’ll talk later over lunch. You can pass on all the usable information you have on Sorrento and his partner then. We can also talk about your plans for handling Gray Tail land.” 
 
    She shook her head, anger sparking in her. “Will you be patting me on the head and giving me a bowl of kibble too?” 
 
    Sam arched her brows, her eyes chilling. “If necessary, I’ll even cut your throat, whelp,” she told her harshly. “Trust is earned not handed out like candy.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right. The fact that I was going to tell her I’d do whatever she thought was right as concerns the property was really stupid. I should really wait until we earn each other’s trust a little more bec—”  
 
    Sam growled low and menacing before closing the distance between in the blink of an eye and latching a hand around her throat. “Don’t fuck with me little girl,” she snarled. “Tell me what your girlfriend has planned for us.” 
 
    Her power rose quick and fast matching her anger, and she sent rage out in a sickening wave that slammed into Sam. At first she didn’t react, but the second wave had Sam’s grip slackening and her face contorting in pain. 
 
    “Stop it!” Adalyn cried and a wave of energy sliced along Cambrie’s shoulder.  
 
    She didn’t change her mental focus, but she did step closer to Sam who was struggling to shake off the pain assailing her.  
 
    “Now!” Adalyn sent out another bolt of her energy and it hit Sam when Cambrie moved only slightly to use Sam as her shield. “Bitch,” Adalyn said as she moved and Sam backhanded Cambrie. 
 
    Cambrie let out a cry and fear snaked through her. Shadow breeds really knew no true equal when it came to protecting their mates. Sam would kill her here and now, and she saw it in her eyes.  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re doing to me, but your death will stop it.” Claws emerged on her free hand and Cambrie hit Sam with a telepathic blow. Sam growled and stumbled.  
 
    “Sam, don’t make me kill you, please,” she screamed. Sam snarled and everything seemed to slow down as Sam’s claws drew closer. Fear swamped her, rage washed over her, and then ice.  
 
    She hit Sam with a hard telepathic strike that caused her to jerk from the force and sink to the floor. Cambrie quickly knelt to protect her head.  
 
    “No!” Adalyn screamed and charged her.  
 
    Cambrie blocked the energetic attack from Adalyn easily even as she cradled Sam’s head. Then hit her with a telepathic rebuttal that wasn’t nearly as hard as the one she’d used on Sam and Adalyn sank to her knees. 
 
    Cambrie saw the pain in her eyes as their gazes held. “Don’t force me to do this,” she whispered as she removed her hands from beneath Sam’s head. 
 
    Adalyn’s hand went to her head. “M—” The words died on her lips as Cambrie delivered another blow. She watched her slump to the floor and slowly stood as she heard someone approaching.  
 
    Mica appeared in the doorway. Her gray eyes held interest even as she carefully surveyed the scene. “I guess you’re as dangerous as we thought. Sydney, you were wrong.” 
 
    Shock clenched her fists as Sydney joined them. Betrayal slithered through her. “You tricked me? To what end?” she demanded, her voice shrill as tears clawed at the backs of her eyes. 
 
    Sydney went to Adalyn. “What did you do to her?” she demanded as she felt for her pulse. 
 
    “I defended myself,” Cambrie said weakly and Sydney looked up at her, her gaze enigmatic. “I can’t believe I trusted you. Well, stupid me.” She stepped over Sam. “I’m out of here.” Neither woman attempted to stop her. Mica was hurrying to Sam.  
 
    In the bedroom, Cambrie grabbed her bags, glad she hadn’t unpacked them. She hurried from the house to the garage.  
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” Sydney asked from behind her. 
 
    “Away from you treacherous lunatics,” she snapped. “You’re as bad as Patty and Sorrento. Deceptive and cruel.” 
 
    “Cam listen to me,” Sydney pleaded.  
 
    “Stay away from me,” she screamed. “I’m so crazy about you, but you don’t even want me.”  
 
    “That’s not true,” she said softly and Cam saw the hurt in her eyes, but it was hard to tell if it was because Sydney knew she’d hurt her or if Sydney was upset over the harm she thought had been done to her packmates.  
 
    “I wasn’t with her long before I started to suspect she’d killed my grandmother, but by then it was too late for me to leave. She’d put the chip in me, just beneath the skin. It delivered electrical currents to my body.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She almost killed me more than once to prove a point,” she said angrily. “And it wasn’t just shock collars. She’d set her hyenas on me and make me run so they could hunt me. They broke my legs, my arm, and wrist. Her healer would heal me just enough to keep me alive, and she’d let me stay in pain to remind me she was in control.” 
 
    “Baby, stop!” 
 
    “She forced me to kill for her, but I won’t do that again. You’ll have to kill me or make me kill you.” 
 
    “You could kill your mate?” Sydney asked, slowly approaching her. 
 
    “You’d kill me for Sam,” she retorted. Cambrie backed up sensing they were alone. She saw pictures in her mind’s eye and tried to decide which one to make Sydney believe.  
 
    “I’d never kill you, sweetheart,” she said in a soothing tone. 
 
    Cambrie laughed. “You sound like Patty right now,” she screamed. “But I’m not that big of a fool anymore.” She hit her with a clear image and Sydney’s advance stop. “I want the keys to the truck.” 
 
    Sydney came to her and handed them over.  
 
    “Thank you.” She was careful not to touch Sydney because she didn’t look as deeply in her thrall as others often were. Cambrie knew their bond as mates had gotten her into Sydney’s mind but was the very reason she’d never be able to truly control her. 
 
    Cambrie climbed into the truck, started it, and found the remote to open the door. When it opened, she backed out. Mica was rushing into the garage as she left and Sydney was snapping out of her control.  
 
    **** 
 
    “She’s powerful,” Mica said.  
 
    “I’m going to get her back before—” 
 
    “Before what?” Mica jumped in, her tone irritated. “Before she runs back to Sorrento and his partner?” 
 
    “I need the keys to my bike,” she said holding out her hand and Mica tossed them to her. “Tell Sam I’m going to do my job to keep from killing her while she’s unconscious.” 
 
    “Cause she wouldn’t kill you while she’s awake. You’d have a better chance now.”  
 
    She grunted and stalked outside her bike parked at the curb. Sydney grabbed the helmet and tugged it on. She had no idea what she was going to do about her mate. It wasn’t really like she could just track her down and drag her back. After all, Cambrie had just rejected any claim she had on her. 
 
    “Fuck that,” she muttered and reached into her pocket for her phone. She’d put a tracker in Cambrie’s bag while Cambrie dried her hair. She followed the signal certain Cambrie hadn’t noticed it—yet. 
 
    Sydney started the bike and followed Cambrie to Mystic knowing she wouldn’t go back to the duplex. She found her truck parked outside a motel and hoped Cambrie was inside. Using her animal senses she picked up the scent of salt and baby powder.  
 
    She took the stairs up to the second floor of the old hotel and slowly followed her prey’s scent until it ended at the third door on the row. Sydney knocked.  
 
    The door had no peephole so Cambrie would be forced to open the door and rely on her considerable ability for protection.  
 
    She’d already proven once this morning how quick she was at defense. Sydney prepared to evade her attack with physical force if she had to. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Sydney knocked again and the door creaked slowly open. She kicked it and the knob was jerked from Cambrie’s hand as the door flew open wide and Sydney forced her way in, slamming the door behind her.  
 
    “Get out.”  
 
    “Or what? You’ll hurt me too?” she snapped.  
 
    “You’re here to drag me back and force me to give you the land? I won’t,” Cambrie said softly, shaking her head. “I’m always running from danger, but I’m tired. So get out. I need to rest, so I can figure out a way to help my pack to get rid of Patty.” 
 
    Sydney reached out to touch her, and Cambrie evaded. She grimaced as pain sliced through her. “Cam,” she said softly. “This test was not my idea, but Sam isn’t just an alpha. She’s my friend.”  
 
    Cambrie glared at her. “I understand animal law. I understand friendship, but you should have felt you had my trust, Sydney.” She shoved her as tears filled her eyes. “You hurt me for no reason.” 
 
    “Cam—” 
 
    “Don’t touch me,” she whispered, shaking. “I don’t want your hands on me. I’ll still help because getting rid of Patty benefits me. Having your pack live on Gray Tail lands benefits me.” She pointed to her chest.  
 
    “What are the terms?” 
 
    “You know what the sad part of this is, Sydney?” 
 
    “Tell me?” She swallowed tightly, furious with herself and Sam. 
 
    “The alpha had part of the land. He just couldn’t sell it, and I was going to give his part to your pack as a gift of trust. How ironic is that?” 
 
    Sydney ran a hand through her hair. She’d been right about Cam. Why hadn’t she refused to be part of Sam’s little game?  
 
    Because they were sisters and they stuck together for better or worse. 
 
    “It’s fucked up,” she muttered and paced away from Cambrie. “Sam and I both know how nasty things can turn with hyenas, Cam. We belonged to two packs that were attacked by them. They turned key members of our pack including chief of security and our pack leader. The first time, me and Sam were the only ones to survive.” 
 
    She nodded but didn’t speak. 
 
    “The second time was here. Again a female led the attack against our pack.” She shook her head as if trying to dispel the memories. “The pack leader betrayed us and so many kids died, the stench of blood, the bodies—we were cleaning up for months. Then, Mallory had to step up and take over.” The images of the past flitted through her mind. She saw them clear as if they had just happened yesterday. “Sam doesn’t want to take unnecessary risks, to lose so many again.” 
 
    “We both have our scars,” Cambrie murmured.  
 
    “Scars and fears, Cam,” she said. “Baby, I fucked up, but I won’t do it again.” Sydney reached for her but this time Cambrie didn’t reject her touch. She sighed as she cupped her face. “You have no idea how good you feel and neither did I until this moment.” 
 
    “Sydney, I can’t—” 
 
    “I meant what I said about not letting you go, Cam,” she said in a hard tone. “People mess up and sometimes their reasons are worse than mine.” 
 
    “I know, but your first loyalty is to your alpha, and you’ll always put her first which means I’ll ever have a real place in life, just in your bed. I need more than that.” 
 
      
 
     Sydney’s eyes filled soul-deep hunger and vulnerability that touched Cambrie to her soul and she wanted to believe anything Sydney said.  
 
    “Take a real chance on me, Cam, because right here, right now, I’m letting my guard down for you.” 
 
    “Take off my fears of getting hurt? Take off the scars of past pain? Without trust there can be nothing good in that for me.” 
 
    “I’m giving you my trust, opening my heart to you,” Sydney said and fear stung her, made her want to pull back. She’d lost her first real love in the most violent of ways, and she knew Cambrie could meet the same fate. Still, she wanted to finally let someone all the way in to her heart again.  
 
    She wanted to let Cambrie in. If she said no, Sydney wouldn’t just walk away, but she wouldn’t try too long. She was used to being without, but she still ached for more than a warm body in her bed for a little while. She wanted a companion, a friend, and partner who’d be there on cold nights and warm days. 
 
    Cambrie shook her head. “I just don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m not used to putting anyone but pack first.” 
 
    “Just—” Cambrie blew out a breath. “I want to be treated as part of the pack, I want Cruise to have what he asked for, and I want to be consulted in everything that has to do with developing the land.” 
 
    She hadn’t told her to go to hell. 
 
    “I’ll call Sam and let her know your terms. Then, we’ll head back.” 
 
    “No. I’ll sleep here.” 
 
    “You’ll sleep where I sleep,” Sydney told her coldly.  
 
    She put her hands on her hips and glared up at Sydney. “Don’t think you get to boss me around now, Sydney Spring. I don’t care what your position is in your pack.” 
 
    “We’ll see,” Sydney replied as she removed her phone to make the call. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie walked away giving her some privacy. Her hearing wasn’t as acute as a coyote’s so it was more than a gesture. She pulled back the blue curtain to look out the window. The lot was empty except for the day manager who was strolling back to the office with a tool kit in hand. Her stomach tautened in apprehension and released the curtain. 
 
    She turned from the window and strode across the room to the small closet where she’d stowed one of her bags. She put it on the bed and sat down to pull on her sneakers.  
 
    “Well?” Cambrie asked Sydney when she ended her call and slipped her sleek phone into her jeans pocket. 
 
    “Sam wants to talk, but she’s willing to agree with one condition.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Cambrie tied her shoe and met Sydney’s gaze. Her eyes were unreadable which only put Cambrie further on edge. Not that it should. Sydney had never been an open book to her.  
 
    “She wants full disclosure,” Sydney told her. “She wants everything you know about Midnight Howling from their property holdings to their normal fighting tactics.” 
 
    She nodded. “I can do that.” If this was a trick and they betrayed her, she’d become the assassin Sorrento tried to turn her into. Ruthless, merciless, and cold. She’d die, but she’d take Adalyn, Sam and Sydney with her. 
 
    “Let’s move out,” Sydney said. “Your pals will be calling soon and Sam wants to work this out before agreeing to anything with them.” 
 
    “Well, she may as well agree because I’m sort of a packaged deal. The resisters come with me. I won’t let them lose their home. Non-acceptance of them is a deal breaker.” 
 
    “You have to understand her reluctance to just take the word of your friends at face value,” Sydney said. 
 
    “I understand there was no deception in them,” Cambrie retorted. “I understand Cruise and Rick are going to fight with or without her at their backs. I’ll be there with them no matter what Sam decides.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Patty already knows I’m a fighter, but she has to see that I’m no longer going to hide and pray she forgets about me. I’ll die standing up for my right to live on my terms.” 
 
    Sydney grimaced. “I’m not agreeing to that.”  
 
    “You don’t have to.” Cambrie got to her feet holding Sydney’s gaze as she grabbed her bag. “I’m a big girl. I can make my own decisions.”  
 
    “You take me with you in whatever decisions you make, Cam,” she said coolly. “Your life isn’t the only one you put at risk, so think about that.” Sydney picked up her bag and headed to the door.  
 
    Cambrie went ahead of her reaching the door first and gripped the knob. “I’m not backing down from this. You decide what’s best for you.” She turned and disengaged the lock before opening the door to find two men standing there with cold eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
      
 
    “It’s been a while, Natasha.” Riggs had winter frost eyes and a deep voice that Cambrie was sure made women weak in the knees. His lips peeled back bearing white teeth in a shark-like smile. 
 
    “The alpha wants to see you,” the man at his back said coldly and held up a gun. “Don’t make me use this on your girlfriend.” Gunner’s brown eyes were flint hard as was his tone. 
 
    She focused as she met his gaze and then hit him with a telepathic blast and started to hit the man behind him, but he aimed at her and cocked his gun.  
 
    “Try that shit, and you’re dead.” 
 
    “Kill him,” she whispered to Riggs. “You can’t let him hurt me.” 
 
    Riggs turned and his partner let out an annoyed cry as he was driven back. Sydney stepped past her. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Cambrie ran after her and Sydney came to a sudden halt and swung the bag hitting the man running toward them. Cambrie ducked a blow leveled at her face and came up driving her knee into the man’s groin. He let out a cry and she shoved him to the ground. He swept her leg knocking her to the ground. 
 
    Moving quickly, he was on top of her hands around her throat. “Patty wants you dead, traitor.” 
 
    She slipped into his mind but his animal put up resistance. So she hit him with a telepathic blow. “Stop,” she ordered. “Now.” 
 
    His hands fell away. Breathing hard she held his gaze. “Where is Patty now?” she asked softly. 
 
    “The Gray Tail Den.” 
 
    “Why?” she asked evenly though she wanted to scream as fear constricted her stomach. 
 
    “She’s surveying the land and preparing for her attack against Snow Fur.” 
 
    “When’s the attack scheduled for?” 
 
     “Two days there will be a party. Poisoned food will be served. Those not at the party will be killed in their homes. Bodies will be burned and two days after that when all of the forces have been briefed the order will go out to kill Summerfield’s mate.” 
 
    Patty wouldn’t be relying on the hit to start the fireworks. She’d use that as a distraction. The hit would be one act of aggression that would escalate the conflict. 
 
    “And with the wolf alpha joining the fight, it’s going to be a blood-bath.” His lips quirked up and that eerie hyena laugh filled the air. “Too bad you won’t be alive to see it.”  
 
    His hand went clawed and her eyes caught on the palm. An arrow with a drop of blood glared at her. Patty’s face flashed in her mind and her voice came unbidden to Cambrie’s ears.  
 
    “The blood of midnight and hyenas that prowl, we are sharp, and our might is indefensible.” 
 
    Pictures tumbled into her mind that she’d forgotten along with names and knowledge she’d gained in bits and pieces during her relationship with Patty. 
 
    “My parents were killed there,” Patty told her. “It was so cold and seeing them die only made it colder.” 
 
    “Cam!” 
 
    She snapped back to the moment and her eyes widened as claws rushed toward her face. Her blood ran cold in her veins. He froze in his motion, his own eyes widening. He gasped and arched his back. 
 
    He jerked around and Sydney backhanded him knocking him off her. Cambrie scrambled to her feet just as the crack of a gun filled the air. She leaned back, almost falling to her feet and the bullet whizzed past her.  
 
    She turned, jaw dropping and her skin chilling. Sydney used the hyena as a shield as she charged toward Riggs who’d broken free of Cambrie’s telepathic command. Cambrie swallowed tightly and hurried behind her to take on Gunner.  
 
    She didn’t want to kill him. She merely wanted to send him back to Patty with a message from her.  
 
    Sydney shoved her dead shield into Riggs and attacked while Cambrie leveled a blast at Gunner. He fought it, but she took control of his mind with brute mental force. “Listen to me,” she ordered once she had him under control.  
 
    In his eyes, she saw the hyena’s cold stare and knew she’d managed to do something she’d never known she could do. She’d separated the nature of the man from that of the beast. For all intents and purposes, the human part of Gunner was disengaged from his animal will and instincts. He was just a human in this moment. 
 
    “Tell Patty, Natasha is done hiding,” she told him as the animal tried to take over the man’s mind, to reintegrate. “Tell her, to consider this her eviction notice.”  
 
    “Come on, Cam,” Sydney ordered.  
 
    Cambrie backed away and the animal snarled at her, but the man was still powerless. She turned and raced for the bike where Sydney was storing her bag in a heavy looking box attached to the side. 
 
    “Here.” Sydney thrust a jacket at her. “Hurry.”  
 
    She tugged it on as the hyena finally succeeded in reconnecting man and animal. He let out a laugh but didn’t advance.  
 
    “Put this on,” Sydney ordered and Cambrie took the helmet and pulled it on. Sydney climbed on the bike and Cambrie got on behind her.  
 
    Sydney started the engine just as a shot hit the ground next to them. Cambrie ducked her head and closed her arms around Sydney’s waist as they began to move. A bullet pinged off the bike and Cambrie let out a cry. 
 
    She shivered from the wind tearing at them as they sped along, Sydney weaving and swerving her way through traffic. 
 
    Sydney went through a light and horns blared. There was a crash behind them but Cambrie didn’t dare look. She tightened her hold on Sydney praying they didn’t have an accident. 
 
    Sydney took a sharp turn and Cambrie’s heart stopped. She lifted her head as Sydney’s body tensed. A car was blocking the street ahead and a man was standing on the side a few steps from the vehicle. He had something propped on his shoulder and she knew it was a weapon.  
 
    “Hold on,” Sydney said and they picked up speed. 
 
    “No!” Cambrie squealed, the growl of the bike loud in her ears.  
 
    A shot rang out and the back of the bike dipped as the front titled up. They sailed through the air and Cambrie’s heart stopped. They cleared the roof of the car with inches to spare and landed on the other side.  
 
    Another shooter awaited them and they bore down on him fast. Sydney’s foot shot out kicking the man and the shooter flew backward before he could get his shot off. Cambrie’s stalled breath stuttered back into life as they jetted down the road now clear. 
 
    Cambrie stopped shaking as they slowed to a normal speed, but her heart still hammered in her ears.  
 
    The drive was only another twenty minutes long and then they were pulling into the garage at Sam’s business. The garage rolled up and Sydney pulled in taking the slot where the truck had been. Sydney cut the engine and put the kickstand down. 
 
    Cambrie drew in a breath as Sydney climbed off removing her helmet. She ran a hand through her hair. Her eyes glowed and her cheeks were flushed with excitement. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Sydney asked meeting her eyes then. “You went so stiff on the bike I could tell you were terrified.” 
 
    “I was fine,” she lied and got to her feet. “I just didn’t expect you to jump over that car.” 
 
    Sydney shrugged. “It was that or go through it.” 
 
    “And the way you just kicked that shooter, you could have wrecked.” 
 
    “That wasn’t going to happen, Cam,” she said going to her and pulling her into a hug. “You were safe. I knew what I was doing.” 
 
    Cambrie let her hold her needing Sydney’s touch to ground her, but she couldn’t hide the trembling of her body.  
 
    “I’ve got you, baby,” Sydney murmured. “You’re okay.” Sydney kissed her ear. 
 
    “Are you two done?” Sam called from the door that had been quietly pulled open ahead of them. 
 
    “Don’t be an asshole, Sam,” Sydney muttered.  
 
    “I’m okay, Sydney,” Cambrie said pulling away from her and removing her helmet. She rubbed her shaking hands on her jeans and met Sam’s cool stare.  
 
    A cell phone rang and Sydney quickly pulled the small burner from her pocket. “Sam?” 
 
    “I told you my position,” she said. “Postpone it.” 
 
    Sydney connected and put the phone on speaker. “Cruise.” 
 
    “What’s your answer, Sydney?” he asked.  
 
    Sydney met Cambrie’s gaze. “Okay.” 
 
    “They’re planning to attack in two days during a party,” Cambrie told him. 
 
    “I figured,” Cruise said grimly. “Too many guards will be down with alcohol and merriment.” 
 
    “I want to be there,” Cambrie said. 
 
    “Cam,” Sydney chastised.  
 
    “I mean it,” Cambrie told him as she held Sydney’s gaze. “It’s my fight too.” 
 
    “Sydney, we need to meet,” Cruise told her quietly. “And keep your woman silent. This is a convo between dominants.” 
 
    “I—”  
 
    “Quiet,” Sydney ordered her and Cambrie glared at her. “When?” 
 
    “Let’s make it ten tonight at the same place.” 
 
    “I’ll be there,” Sydney said and disconnected. 
 
    “I’m going with you,” Cambrie said. 
 
    “No, you’re not,” Sam told her in an annoyed tone. “I’ll be with her, and you’ll stay here with Mica .” 
 
    “No, I won’t.” 
 
    “You want to be part of the pack? Then, you start acting like it here and now. I’m taking over Gray Tail, I’m your alpha, and you’ll respect my rules.” 
 
    She opened her mouth and Sydney growled at her as she closed her fingers around Cambrie’s nape. 
 
    “Enough, pup,” she said in a tone that was surprisingly gentle. “Sam’s right. He knows what’s at stake and he didn’t seem to want to deal with you. Let us handle this, and I’ll let you be on the front lines like you want.” 
 
    She blew out an irritated breath. “Would you treat Adalyn this way?” she leveled her question at Sam. 
 
    “Yes. Now, let’s talk about your old friends and see how to best evict them from our town.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
      
 
    Revealing the depth of her relationship to Samarra wasn’t something Cambrie planned to do. So she kept things concise and to the point.  
 
    “My past with Patty and Sorrento isn’t as important as what she’s planning,” she said as she sat on the couch in the garage apartment. Sydney was seated next to her with her arm slung along the back of the couch. 
 
    “What did the guy tell you?” Sydney asked quietly. She saw the struggle on Sydney’s face, but it was quickly replaced by cool reserved. “I saw you talking to him.” 
 
    “What guy?” Sam demanded before Cambrie could speak. 
 
    “We were attacked. I think they were watching Cambrie and probably thought she was alone or they thought they’d kill two birds with one stone,” Sydney answered.  
 
    “Patty’s got the wolf alpha on board which isn’t much of a surprise. If she can’t turn any allies of her enemy, she’ll kill them.”  
 
    “Jericho is a weak-kneed coward,” Sam muttered. “But I still can’t believe Jen didn’t us tell the wolves were truly entertaining working with the hyenas.” 
 
    “This might just be part of the pack,” Sydney murmured. “Jen has the balls to come at us head-on.” 
 
    “Patty. She probably offered him something he wanted but had no way of getting on his own,” Cambrie said.  
 
    “Land to expand,” Sam muttered. “That asshole.” 
 
    “What would happen if his pack knew he was breaking the alliance?” Adalyn asked from her position on a stool next to where Sam stood. 
 
    “They might not care,” Sam told her. “Some of them might, but they won’t defy him if he can spin this to make it look like we broke faith with them.” 
 
    “In what way?” Adalyn pressed. 
 
    “Connie’s death,” Sam growled. “Jericho contacted Mal last night saying evidence suggests Sydney killed Connie for no reason. They’d already settled their beef at the club, but Syd took it a step further.” 
 
    “How can he use that if there isn’t evidence?” Cambrie asked glancing to Sydney.  
 
    “Mal and I are meeting with him later to find out,” Sam said. “It might not be enough for legal redress, but it just might be enough to convince his pack he has a right to move against us.” 
 
    “Then, Patty’s plan to assassinate your mate would give you cause to move against her and her allies which would be the wolves too, right?” Cambrie asked. 
 
    “There’s a hit on my mate?” Sam growled and her eyes turned murderous. 
 
    “According to Gunner, the guy who attacked me, yes. It’s going to be a distraction if I know Patty. They’re going to use it to keep you busy while they attack. You’ll be isolated and on your—” The arrow flashed in her mind and she knew why she’d been so transfixed by seeing it this morning.  
 
    “What is it?” Sydney asked, gripping her nape.  
 
    “Everything I know about Patty is based on aggression to take something or subdue a threat,” she murmured. “She tried to recapture me six months ago, and she wanted me to use my power against someone for her.” 
 
    “Who?” Sydney demanded warily.  
 
    “She didn’t tell me, but the principle thing is, I could have taken control of your entire pack through your alpha. I could have made her order deaths and even evacuation of your land. I could have handed her Gray Tail in a matter of a couple of hours considering what’s obviously going on there.” 
 
    “Yeah there has to be some division,” Sydney said. “But how could you have taken control of Mal and gotten her to order deaths and stuff?” 
 
    “It’s my power,” she said with a shrug. “I can control minds and borrow abilities. I can make you feel and see what I want. I can project pain into your body or emotion and if I feel it strong enough, it’ll kill you. Ask Sam.” 
 
    “I’m not dead,” Sam said coolly.  
 
    “She didn’t want to kill you,” Adalyn said softly. “Remember?” 
 
    “I remember her hurting me,” Sam muttered. “And you.” 
 
    “She didn’t hurt me like she did you,” Adalyn told her rubbing her arm. “Your control is excellent. Can you teach me?” 
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “I’ll give you some pointers.” 
 
    “Later,” Sydney said humor in her tone. “So, what about the hit?” 
 
    “Nothing else, but Patty is planning to poison the resisters.” 
 
    “But she won’t get them all,” Sydney said. “When?” 
 
    “A party in two days,” Cambrie said. “The rest will be killed that same night.” 
 
    “We should be there,” Sydney insisted. “They won’t be expecting us to come to the resisters’ aid.” 
 
    “An alliance would give us a right to be there,” Sam said. “We can cut down some of Sorrento and Patty’s forces, force them to draw back. And they won’t be able to use Gray Tail land as a base to attack us.” 
 
    “She won’t go away,” Cambrie told them. “She is here for revenge.” 
 
    “On who?” Sam demanded.  
 
    “You and Sydney more than anyone,” Cambrie told her.  
 
    “Why?” Sydney demanded. “We don’t know her.” 
 
    “Yes you do,” Cambrie told her. “You met her at least once, but you met her parents and her brother twice.” 
 
    “Explain,” Sam ordered. “No one interrupts.” 
 
    Cambrie nodded and looked at Sydney. “I wouldn’t have known if it wasn’t for you.” 
 
    “I didn’t—what did I say?” 
 
    “I saw what you saw,” she said. “I sometimes can. Usually it’s just a knowing, but you were projecting so hard that I picked it up easily and lived it as you relived it.” 
 
    “The loss of my family?” 
 
    She nodded. “I saw the first time you came up against the hyenas and then the second. You killed a man with an arrow on his arm. The man was Patty’s father. Her mother was the leader of the pack that attacked yours.” 
 
    “They were relentless,” Sydney murmured and Cambrie put a hand on her thigh. 
 
    “The destruction was unimaginable,” Sam whispered. 
 
    “So she wants Sydney dead for killing her father?” Adalyn asked. “All this over that?” 
 
    “Hyenas are matriarchal,” Cambrie told her and nuzzled Sydney’s jaw. “Her mother’s loss destroyed Patty’s life. What was left of the pack savaged her, disowned her. She’s angry over her father’s death, but it’s her mother’s life that changed her world.” 
 
    “We’ll have to stop her at the party,” Sam said firmly. “That will ensure Jericho doesn’t act on his own.” 
 
    “Will she be there?” Adalyn asked. 
 
    “More than likely,” Cambrie replied. “She’s always part of major kills. If she’s not, she looks weak to her pack, and she wouldn’t risk it. There are two women who’d challenge her if she did that too many times.” 
 
    “Possibility of retreat?” Sydney asked. 
 
    “For Patty? None and Sorrento won’t leave her, but you know as well as I do that if you turn the odds against them, the others will retreat.” 
 
    “How big a force does she travel with?” Sydney asked. 
 
    “She wouldn’t have less than sixty here with her now,” Cambrie said. “They probably didn’t all come in with her. She’d rent a house in Mystic and one here.” 
 
    “All right,” Sydney said. “Now that I have something to look for, I’ll find out where she is, and do some recon.” 
 
    “I’ll come with and talk to Mallory,” Sam murmured. “We need to get the teams ready for attack and to show Patricia what warmed over revenge really tastes like.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
      
 
    Patty wasn’t really furious after hearing the news. A strange calm had settled over her, and now with her lover and a few others on their way out of town, she was mentally preparing for the battle ahead. 
 
    Patty had already resigned herself to the fact that she might die here, but her legacy wouldn’t.  
 
    “She’s not indefensible,” Sorrento said from her right as he sat at her desk working on her computer. “But we can pull out.” 
 
    “We still have the element of surprise.” 
 
    “We have no idea if she slipped into his mind or not,” Sorrento told her. “And we have to assume she did.” 
 
    “Spring and Summerfield aren’t aware of who I am because I never shared enough of my past with Natasha for her to tell them anything important.” She was glad of that. Though she had to wonder just how deeply Natasha had seen.  
 
    Natasha had told her once that she felt her pain, could see the cause of it. From then on, she’d guarded her mind and her “pain” against her freakish prying. 
 
    “We’ll go through with it,” he said. “We should move the party up one night and poison the champagne rather than the food.” 
 
    “No. We’ll stick to our plans. Don’t forget our goal isn’t Gray Tail. They’re just collateral damage.” 
 
    It was too late to retreat. The rest of the pack was safe in Arizona. Her lover and child would be back there by this time tomorrow. And the day after, she’d be exacting revenge. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Well we know where she is,” Sydney said a few hours later as she leaned against the counter. She watched Cambrie slather bread with mustard. Her fingers were long, the nails clean and bare of polish.  
 
    When she was on stage her nails were always colored and sometimes with decals adding to the beauty. Some of that turned her on, and she wondered if she’d Cambrie would paint her nails just because she asked. 
 
    “Two places?” 
 
    “She rented a house here,” Sydney said as her gaze slid down Cambrie. She hated seeing her in those jeans. She had a body that was made for dresses and girly blouses.  
 
    “She wanted to be close to the action which is a good sign.” She added lettuce atop the cold cuts. “The rest of the pack won’t come if she’s killed. Sorrento has a younger brother who’s mated to a woman in the pack, but he’s not going to come seeking revenge. They aren’t that close.” 
 
    “Good to know.” She pushed off the counter and moved behind Cambrie to release her hair from one braid.” 
 
    “Sydney, don’t.” 
 
    She combed her fingers through Cambrie’s hair before undoing the other braid. “You have nice hair. Why do you hide it?” She kissed the side of Cambrie’s neck.  
 
    Cambrie shivered, her breath hitching from the contact. “I’m making lunch.”  
 
    “It’s a sandwich not a soufflé.” She nipped the back of Cambrie’s neck. “I want you to dance for me after the meeting tonight.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I like watching you,” she murmured.  
 
    “You’re finally admitting it?” Cambrie asked humor in her tone.  
 
    “I knew I was in trouble the first day I saw you dance,” she said and squeezed Cambrie’s hips. “I wanted you like I’ve never wanted a woman.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked huskily.  
 
    “You know it’s true. Is lunch ready?” 
 
    “Yes.” She glanced over her shoulder and their eyes met. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. Sydney kissed her jaw and gave her a smile. The woman just kept right on stealing her heart. 
 
    “How about that dance tonight?” Sydney asked softly and her eyes filled with hunger and a heat that singed her. 
 
    “If you’re good between now and then,” Cambrie told her breathlessly and smiled. 
 
    Sydney’s gaze traveled up her body and then down it. “How about if I just make you feel good afterward?” she asked with a teasing smile. 
 
    Cambrie shivered and it wasn’t just excitement. Sydney was trying to strengthen their bond by using the one thing she knew Cambrie loved. Dance. 
 
    Cambrie shrugged giving her a look from the corner of her eye. “That would depend on how good you’re thinking of making me feel.” 
 
    “So good you scream my name.” 
 
    Cambrie moaned. The imagery alone was enough to make her hot. “In that case, I might be persuaded.” 
 
    Sydney pulled her into her arms and kissed her, long and slow, their tongues gliding together, tasting, savoring each other. Cambrie curled her fingers around Sydney’s nape as she moved closer to her.  
 
    Sydney’s arms came around her, sliding up her back molding them together. “I love your touch,” she said against Cambrie’s lips. “I don’t want to lose you, Cam.” 
 
    Cambrie’s eyes slowly opened as her breath stalled. Sydney’s gaze was filled with warmth that washed over her, made her heart beat faster.  
 
    “I might be falling in love with you.” Sydney’s words came out in a breathless whisper. 
 
    She cupped Sydney’s face. “Then, you’ll have my heart forever if you treat me right.” 
 
    “I can do forever with you,” Sydney whispered.  
 
    She slid her fingers into Sydney’s hair and kissed the corner of her mouth. “You stole my heart the first time you looked at me. No one will ever love you more, Syd.” 
 
    Sydney chuckled. “Damn you’re going to drive me crazy,” she murmured. “I can’t wait until tonight. So—” 
 
    “Sydney?” A knock on the outer door drew a groan from her.  
 
    “Anticipation increases the appetite,” Cambrie told her with a grin.  
 
    Sydney nipped her bottom lip. “Come in, Mica.”  
 
    Cambrie moved out of her arms and turned back to the meal on the counter. She cut the sandwiches and put away condiments. 
 
    “Smells like I’m interrupting something,” Mica said with a grin.  
 
    “Don’t take so much pleasure in it, jerk,” Sydney muttered. “Lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” She grabbed a sandwich from the counter and took a bite. “Meeting’s over,” Mica told her. “Jericho says he has a witness that places you at Connie’s the morning of her murder.” 
 
    “That’s absurd,” she muttered grabbing half a sandwich. “I was nowhere near her place. Sam can access the den logs. I didn’t leave until that afternoon.” 
 
    “Coroner said she could have been killed between one and five,” Mica told her. “And the way you were going at her, I’d swear you wanted her dead, but you aren’t me. I’d have killed her for putting her claws in my woman.” 
 
    “But he’s going to push for redress since both his witness and your system could be liars,” Cambrie said leaning against the counter next to Sydney. 
 
    “Exactly,” Mica agreed and then took another bite of her meal. “Sam told him he’s full of it, and she isn’t bowing down to his shit.” 
 
    “Mal?” 
 
    “She deferred to Sam,” Mica said with a shrug.  
 
    “So?” Cambrie lifted a crusty bit of sandwich to her lips. 
 
    “In a case like this the opposing alpha will present his case to his top advisors. They’ll decide if action should be taken after reviewing the facts. They want to meet with you and Sydney. If they doubt you, then they call for sanctions. In this case, a life for a life.” 
 
    “They’ll want to allow her family to attack me, but the bastards will die,” Sydney muttered.  
 
    “Well, Sam could also refuse to agree to sanctions which will give the wolves all the ammo they need to break their alliance with Mal, but since we’re in Sam’s pack and have no alliance with them, then, that means shit.” 
 
    “Except the family might decide to go after me if they catch me away from pack,” Sydney said.  
 
    “We’ll be together some of those times,” Cambrie told her.  
 
    “There’s a good chance they’ll attack you too and they won’t be using weapons,” Mica told her.  
 
    “I guess this is my official welcome to shifter life,” Cambrie said with a bitter laugh. 
 
    “Welcome or should I say welcome back?” Mica went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “Want?” She held it up. 
 
    “Thanks.” Sydney caught the bottle she threw to her. 
 
    “No.” Cambrie shook her head. “We still haven’t been to the police station, Sydney. We should take care of that before the day gets any later.” 
 
    “I’ll tag,” Mica said. “Sam said something about meeting a client.” 
 
    They finished their lunch and headed off to the police station. Cambrie sat in back while Mica and Sydney sat up front talking about plans for tonight’s meeting with Cruise. 
 
    When they arrived at the small station housed in a brick building downtown, they were shown into a spacious office flooded with sunlight chasing shadows. 
 
    Jenner was an attractive man with brown eyes and dark gold skin. His short black hair was neatly combed into place and his suit jacket was open revealing his blue shirt and red tie.  
 
    “’Bout time you showed up,” he grumbled. “I’ve gone over the coroner’s report, and he still can’t tell me how Mick Rummer died. All he said was brain trauma not consistent with a fall. Did you even know his name, Cambrie?” 
 
    “No.” She’d never met him let alone seen him. A telepathic attack could turn a brain to mush if enough force was used. 
 
    “So, the guy just randomly targets you for an attack?” 
 
    “Is he connected to Connie’s family?” Sydney demanded. “Maybe they’re pissed that Connie didn’t kill her.” 
 
    “I’m glad you brought that up,” Jenner said coolly. “My alpha wants an inquisition done on this. So far I’ve got shit, and I’ve got a couple of officers over at the club waiting to interview the dancers who were on the floor when the incident happened. I need the truth. You know where this can lead. Was there some kind of grudge between you two?” 
 
    “Why would there be? I was doing my job,” Sydney snapped. “If we can’t keep our dancers safe from the shifters what the hell kind of club are we running?” 
 
    “Connie didn’t just attack her,” he said. “She’s not like that.” 
 
    “Exactly why it puzzled us,” Mica muttered.  
 
    “And that’s why I didn’t kill her and you know I would have been within my rights,” Sydney snapped.  
 
    He sighed. “Her family wants you dead. They also want your woman sanctioned.” 
 
    “Why?” Cambrie demanded. 
 
    “A witness says she and Connie had been seeing each other outside the club,” Jenner said. 
 
    “I spoke to Connie in a store a few times, and she bought me lunch at the market deli, but she had to run so I ate mine alone.” 
 
    “That’s not what the witness said,” he retorted. “She said you ate together in the deli and left together. She heard a mention of a motel room.” 
 
    “Syd,” Mica said tightly when Sydney growled. 
 
    “She’s lying, Sydney,” Cambrie told her quietly, and she turned in her chair to face her. “Melissa was the clerk that day. She knows I left alone. She commented that Connie could do better than a whore dancer. I told her to kiss my stockings and I haven’t been back since for fear she’d mess with my food.” 
 
    “Christina, a packmate and bartender at the club, said she saw you two together at the club making out.” 
 
    “That’s bull,” Sydney snarled. “Cameras would have caught that. Every inch of the club is wired to protect the girls and us.” 
 
    “I want tapes of that night and the last two weeks,” Jenner told them. “Don’t leave town Cambrie although absence of any real evidence I can’t pursue a case against you for Rummer’s death.” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    “Silence,” Sydney said as she got to her feet. “I’ll get you those tapes within a few hours.” 
 
    “Good. Tread lightly, Sydney,” he warned her. “Nothing less than irrefutable evidence is going to close this case and get the family to drop their calls for sanctions.” 
 
    Sydney grunted and took Cambrie’s arm leading her out of the police station. “Connie has two brothers right?” 
 
    “Yep,” Mica said. “You know they’ll want a piece of you along with her father and cousin.” 
 
    “I won’t let you do it alone,” Cambrie said, the steel of her voice drawing Mica’s surprised gaze and Sydney’s. “You saved my life, and you’re my mate.” 
 
    Sydney slipped her arm around Cambrie’s waist. “I’ll handle it Cam.” 
 
    “Not without me,” she assured her as their gazes held. The emotion in Sydney’s eyes filled her heart a little fuller with love. “I’ll kill for you.” As any shadow-kiss would for her mate.  
 
    “Good,” Mica said in a hard tone. “It will come down to that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
      
 
    That evening, Cambrie was surprised Adalyn had been left at the house with her and Mica. She’d proven how dangerous she could be, but Adalyn showed no fear at all as they lounged in the living area of the garage apartment. Mica was on the floor, back against the wall, dosing. 
 
    Cambrie had no doubt the soldier would be on her feet in a second if anything happened. She had no plans to attack Adalyn, she liked her already.  
 
    “It takes a lot to take down a shadow,” Adalyn commented, shifting position on the chair she occupied so she could see Cambrie. “And Sam said that guy who attacked you had his brain turned to mush.” 
 
    “She got a copy of the report?”  
 
    “Sam’s chief of pack security, so she demanded copies of all paperwork that might be used against the pack and Sydney,” Adalyn told her. “How’d you do it?” 
 
    “Telepathic blast.” 
 
    “Your ability is more projective then?” 
 
    “I guess,” she said. “It’s like being an empath with the ability to kill instead of heal. That’s how it was explained to me. Empaths are like telepaths. They can send and receive information.” 
 
    “A killer empath,” Adalyn mused. “Curious.” 
 
    “Anomaly,” Cambrie replied. “Your ability is different from mine, so you must be meant to be a healer, but you can train your mind for defensive purposes. Our mental shields are typically phenomenal. You can use yours to protect.” 
 
    “How can I know if I can heal?” 
 
    “It’s in your hands and your intent,” she said and got to her feet. “My grandmother was training me, but it wasn’t taking.” In fact, her ability to kill was only strengthened. “Rub your hands together and see what happens.” 
 
    She did. “They’re hot.” 
 
    Cambrie moved toward her and Mica’s eyes opened. She was on her feet and crossing the room slowly.  
 
    “Here,” Cambrie said. “Touch me.” Adalyn took Cambrie’s hand. “Now focus on sending heat into me. See it cutting my skin.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. It’s a test of your strength. Besides, you should be able to heal it.” 
 
    Adalyn focused and the heat intensified.  
 
    “Ouch,” Cambrie said.  
 
    “Oh my god,” Adalyn exclaimed. “I did it!” 
 
    “Now, heal it,” Cambrie told her. “You held back didn’t you?” 
 
    “A little. How can you tell?” 
 
    “Look how deep it is. You’d have shattered bone if you hadn’t,” Cambrie said. Blood welled from the damaged area, and she wiped it away feeling some pain but she quickly shut down her pain receptors. “You didn’t know you could do this?” 
 
    “No. I was trained a little in using my shield to protect and mantras to injure.” 
 
    “You might have needed them before, but you’re mated now. Your power should be stronger. You draw strength from Sam and your bond with her. Remove your hand.” 
 
    “I did it! Almost. I didn’t heal you completely.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Cambrie said with a shrug. “It’s a minor cut now. It’ll heal on its own. All you need to do is practice. Miranda or your pack’s healer should be able to help.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to them.” She smiled. “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem.” She backed away knowing Mica was still watching her carefully.  
 
    “We still should train together sometimes,” Adalyn exclaimed. “I think there’s a lot you can teach me about defensive use of my power.” 
 
    “Maybe.”  
 
    Adalyn smiled. “It’ll take time for trust to develop,” she said.  
 
    “I realize that, Adalyn,” Cambrie replied. “It seems you guys expect me to automatically trust you when in essence, you can be as big a threat to me as you perceive me to be to you.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Adalyn replied watching her. 
 
    “No maybes about it. Anyway, time might change that.” 
 
    “It will,” Adalyn assured her. “I already like you.” 
 
    **** 
 
    “I brought detailed plans of our den and where the party will be held,” Cruise told Sydney. “I heard a rumor that Patricia sent her lover and a few others back to Arizona. I don’t know if she’s planning an extended battle here of if she’s preparing for possible loss.” 
 
    “Hyenas don’t think in terms of loss,” Sam said. “She’s probably sure she’ll win even if she loses your den.” 
 
    “I can believe that,” Cruise replied. “Listen, I’ve been talking to our librarian. She’s a historian of sorts and a lot of our pack’s history has been written down. Some passed down through word of mouth.” 
 
    “Where is this going?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “We know you’re to take control of pack once this is over,” Cruise said. “The thing is, Summer’s family has had an honored place here since day one. Her great-great-grandfather is the original owner of the vast part of our land. He was the first alpha here. He was an Indian chief.” 
 
    “Who’s Summer?” 
 
    “Cambrie,” Sydney answered. 
 
    And you expect me to give her an honored position in the pack as what?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “I don’t know, but none of us will allow you to subjugate her as Oaklyn tried to do to her cousin. Hell we think Oaklyn killed our last alpha, Oak, so he could be alpha.” 
 
    “I can’t do anything with that,” Sam told him. “Your people can do what you want with him. As for Cambrie, she’s already angled for a few rights that I fully intend to give her especially as she’s the mate of my right-hand.” She threw Sydney a look.  
 
    “She’ll be well taken care of,” Sydney assured him holding Sam’s gaze. She wouldn’t allow Sam to relegate her to the background and use her land as she saw fit. “So, let’s talk about the battle.” 
 
    Cruise studied her a moment and then unrolled a map on a round table that resembled a spool. “This is where some of the resisters will be.” He pointed out four spots. “This is where we know security will be. I’m expecting some changes since Oaklyn knows we’re aware of their locations.” 
 
    “Where might they move?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Here and here,” Cruise said. “I’m sure in fact that some of the hyenas will be here. This will allow them to have the upper hand in attacking those of us not at the party. The entrances to the den will also be covered by hyenas.” 
 
    “And this corridor between our lands and yours,” Rick added and marked a spot with a red pen. “I don’t expect them to move on your people that night, just do some recon to test your people.” 
 
    “We’ll deal with that with silence giving them the impression our patrol of the area is lax,” Sam answered.  
 
    “I’m leaving that to you,” Cruise told her. “One of my guys said he saw explosives being kept here.” He made a dot on the map. “Can your people make sure they aren’t detonated?” 
 
    “As long as they aren’t moved before the attack,” Sam replied. 
 
    Fifteen minutes more of conversation and they had their plans set. Sydney knew she’d be busy tomorrow with the team she’d be leading in, including her mate. She wasn’t happy Cambrie would be in on the fighting, but she wouldn’t try to stop her. 
 
    If she was going to build a partnership with her as well as a loving relationship, she’d have to trust Cambrie’s judgment. Besides, she’d proven she could defend herself, and she had skills Sydney was sure she didn’t know existed.  
 
    “Your mate better not be tricking us,” Sam said. 
 
    “She’s not.” 
 
    “You’re certain of that?” 
 
    “Positive.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
      
 
    Cambrie smiled as Sydney stepped into the bedroom lit by the candles she’d placed at four points. She’d taken a long bath before selecting the black stockings and black panties that screamed sex and the matching bra. Over them, she’d pulled on a simples dress with wide straps and left her hair to trail over her shoulders.  
 
    She’d tamed her s-curls into submission, and they shone ebony in the light.  
 
    Sydney stepped into the room and stopped short as her gaze slid slowly over Cambrie. She ran a hand through her hair and crossed to sit on the bench at the end of the bed. “You look like a hot fantasy.” 
 
    Cambrie smiled and went to the dresser to turn her cell phone on. The music poured out of the speaker she’d connected it to. Then, she stepped back and closed her eyes as the beat flowed through her and strummed a cord in her blood. She began to move catching the beat. 
 
    She opted for a routine with a Latin flavor that was smooth moves and provocative rolls of her hips as her hands caressed her body, toying with the helm of her dress skirt before shimmied into reach and Sydney groaned. 
 
    “Baby, you’re getting me all turned on,” Sydney murmured. 
 
    Cambrie gave her a smile and caressed her cheek before turning so her back was to her. She did a booty pump before dropping her rear end onto Sydney’s spread thighs. She leaned back, bracing her hands on the chair and moving her ass on Sydney’s lap before rubbing her back against Sydney’s front and then getting to her feet. 
 
    Cambrie eased her dress up and undid the stocking clip and put her foot on the chair between Sydney’s legs. Then slowly rolled the sheer material down and removed it before playing her fingers over her leanly muscled calf. Cambrie slanted a look at Sydney whose shoulders were rising and falling fast. She gave her a slow smile and lifted her foot so her toes stroked lightly against Sydney’s crotch.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Sydney said on a harsh exhalation and Cambrie gave her a wink before removing her foot and kicking the stocking free and rolling the other one down. She let it drop to the floor and stepped on it as she rolled her hips before reaching behind her to find the zipper of her dress.  
 
    She dragged it down and turned her back to Sydney as she pushed the straps off her shoulders and worked her body in a figure eight and then faced Sydney. She brushed the fabric with her hand and it slid down to reveal the swell of her breasts and her dark nipples in the bra that was more for decoration than function. 
 
    “Where did you get that?” Sydney asked in a tone harsh with her mounting desire. 
 
    “Mmm?” She put a finger to her jaw. “Then you’ll like these too.” She pushed the dress down and it pooled around her ankles.  
 
    Cambrie looked up at Sydney from beneath her lashes as she let the skirt fall around her ankles. She turned so Sydney could appreciate the view of her thong from the back.  
 
    “Girl, you have a beautiful ass,” Sydney murmured. “Come a little closer.” 
 
    Cambrie laughed as she worked her hips to the beat, turning back to her. She drew her fingers over the side of her neck, detouring to travel over one exposed nipple. The touch sent pleasure rippling through her taut peak, but she didn’t stop until her fingers rested on the garter belt.  
 
    Cambrie removed it and let it drop to the floor before stroking her hand over her hip and down between her thighs. She was damp, and aching. The barest hint of her finger tip over her clit made her moan.  
 
    “Come here,” Sydney ordered.  
 
    Cambrie went to her and eased down on her lap. Sydney’s lips captured hers, the kiss hard and demanding. Sydney’s hands drifted down to fill with the globes of her ass. She squeezed and then gave one cheek a hard tap.  
 
    Cambrie moaned breaking the kiss. Her clit tingled, and her pussy clenched as it moistened a little more. 
 
    Sydney stood with her on her lap and dumped Cambrie on the bed on her back. She tugged her hips close to the edge of the bed. 
 
    Sydney leaned down and drew her tongue around one puckered nipple before lashing its chocolate peak with her tongue.  
 
    Cambrie moaned and pushed her fingers into Sydney’s hair drawing her head closer. “Sydney,” she moaned.  
 
    Sydney closed her lips around the taut tip and sucked hard, laved the areola and then drew back to slap the creamy brown flesh. Cambrie gasped softly and Sydney slapped her breast again before pinching the nipple. 
 
    Cambrie moaned as arcs of pleasure shot through her curling her toes. Sydney pinched her harder and Cambrie cried out, her face contorting in a mask as delicious needles of pain rippled through her causing her juices to ease from her.  
 
    Sydney lowered her head and licked the abused nipple before sucking it hard. “Sweet chocolate.” She swiped her tongue over the taut peak, scraped it lightly with her teeth. She took another draw on Cambrie’s nipple before turning her attention to the stiff twin point. She pinched it.  
 
    Cambrie groaned, arching up as her fingers tightened in Sydney’s hair. The cool medal of Sydney’s necklace teased her heated skin as it moved lightly over her chest.  
 
    Sydney’s teeth closed over her nipple, and Cambrie jumped. Sydney’s warm tongue laved her flesh before soft lips began kissing a trail down to Cambrie’s stomach.  
 
    Sydney trailed kisses down over Cambrie’s stomach, her tongue darting out to trace circles on Cambrie’s skin. Sydney kissed one thigh down to the knee. She nipped at the soft skin before kissing the inner flesh of the other thigh.  
 
    Cambrie’s stomach tightened. She was a little sensitive there. Sydney pulled her thighs apart.  
 
    “You smell so hot and ready for me,” she murmured.  
 
    Sydney’s tongue glided down one hairless pussy lip and back up the other. She nipped at the delicate flesh before using two fingers to open Cambrie to her gaze. She flicked her tongue up the slit and Cambrie arched hips off the mattress.  
 
    Sydney’s tongue played around her clit. “Oh God,” she whispered. “Sydney.” 
 
    Sydney gave her clit a light pinch before laving it with her tongue and sucking it into her mouth.  
 
    Cambrie’s eyes drifted closed and she squirmed, breathing harshly as Sydney’s sensual assault turned her blood into a stream of lava flowing in her veins.  
 
    “Oh, please, harder.” 
 
    Sydney pressed the flat of her tongue hard against the nubbin and pushed two fingers into Cambrie’s dripping cunt and Cambrie cried out as rapture crawled over her. She tried to thrust her hips up as Sydney fucked her with her fingers.  
 
    She mewled as the bliss became an intense wave that threatened to consume her. Sweat beaded on her brow and breasts. “Sydney, please, I need you.” She begged. She didn’t want this to end, but she didn’t know if she’d survive it. She was coming undone. 
 
    “Not yet, baby,” she said firmly. “Stay with me a little longer.” Sydney withdrew her fingers from her pussy and licked down her slit. She pushed her tongue into the slick, hot depths and fucked her with her tongue while her hands held her thighs apart.  
 
    Cambrie drove her hips up to fuck her mouth. “Oh my God. Baby, you’re so good!” Cambrie wailed, and Sydney gave her clit a pinch and Cambrie screamed, her body going rigid as she came.  
 
    Cambrie lie there watching as Sydney released the button of her pants and drew the zipper down quickly. She slipped out of her shoes and then her pants before climbing into bed.  
 
    “Come here, Cam,” she ordered. “I need your wet pussy on mine.” 
 
    Cambrie crawled to her and Sydney pulled her into her arms. Their mouths met in a hungry kiss and Cambrie pushed her hands beneath Sydney’s shirt as she rocked against her.  
 
    “Syd,” she moaned and kissed her jaw. “You make me feel so good.” She moved, her clit sliding against Sydney’s. She ground against her harder and faster as her body sparked to life with renewed arousal.  
 
    “Oh fuck, yeah,” Sydney cried thrusting up against her. Sydney’s grip on her hips tightened and Cambrie knew she was close. She ground their clits together and Sydney let out a low growl of release.  
 
    Cambrie tipped her head back, lips parted in a silent cry as she came again. 
 
    Sydney leaned back against the headboard still holding her and Cambrie nestled in her arms, heart beat pounding in her ears. Sydney stroked her back. 
 
    “You were incredible,” Cambrie said when she could breathe again. 
 
    “You were too, gorgeous. I love your hair like this.” 
 
    She lifted her head to look down at Sydney. “Is everything planned?” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    “Tell about it,” she said.  
 
    “Tomorrow, Cam,” she promised. “I’ll have to show you the map and brief the team going in with us. I’d like to make one retelling do.” 
 
    She stroked the silky skin of Sydney’s sides. “Are you lying to me?” 
 
    “No, lover.” She chuckled.  
 
    She closed her fingers around the necklace and tugged Sydney to her. Cambrie kissed her softly and Sydney lifted her head putting stress on the chain. “Don’t break it, or you’ll have to get another one of these made to remind you not to break your next lover’s heart.” 
 
    “I’m not throwing you away, Cam,” she murmured. “I need you too bad.” 
 
    Cambrie caressed her sides. “I need you too.” She captured Sydney’s lips and kissed her softly allowing everything she felt for her to shine in that kiss. She wanted Sydney to know, she was thinking about forever with her too. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
      
 
    The next morning, the sun peeked in through the bedroom curtains to lick across her face and Cambrie squeezed her eyes closed tight in reaction. The bed behind her was cold when she extended her leg hoping to feel the warmth she’d fallen asleep with. 
 
    The rich aroma of coffee drifted to her, filling her nostrils and she sighed as she opened her eyes. Sydney was standing at the window but she was watching her with an enigmatic gaze. She was already dressed in jeans and boots. 
 
    “Is waking up next to me that repulsive?” Cambrie muttered. “Are nights all I’m ever going to get in your arms?”  
 
    Sydney sat down on the edge of the bed and dropped a kiss on her forehead. “I have duties to tend to in the den,” she told her as she caressed Cambrie’s hair on the pillow.  
 
    “You’re leaving me here?” Cambrie sat up and Sydney frowned. She’d cleaned up and dressed in a tank top and panties before going to sleep last night. 
 
    “I have to,” she murmured and caressed the soft skin of her bare arm. “Sam and Adalyn are here and so is Mica. You’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I’m not worried about being alone,” she said angrily. “I can take care of myself. The problem is you didn’t even bother telling me this last night.” 
 
    She pushed her fingers into the loose mass of hair clouding around Cambrie’s face. “You’ve lived in a pack setting, you know I have duties. Once we’ve taken over Gray Tail, I’ll still have duties as chief of security. I’ll be up early and late until Sam is satisfied with security for her mate.” 
 
    “I’m not upset about that,” she muttered. “I feel like you kept this from me which means you’re going there to do something you don’t want me to know about.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Sydney insisted gently. “You want my trust, Cam? Give some of yours in return. I can’t take you into pack lands yet. If I could I’d have woken you. Mica will bring you out later to help with recon of Gray Tail’s border.” 
 
    “Cruise might be able to get us into Gray Tail.” 
 
    “Not yet,” Sydney said. “You’ll wait for me. I don’t want to have to look for you or try to rescue you.” 
 
    Cambrie sighed. “Fine. I’ll defer to you on this, but Sydney, I know how to run recon. I’ve done it countless times with and without Sorrento.” 
 
    “What’s he going to be thinking?” 
 
    “He’ll assume I’ll attempt to instruct you on what he’d do,” Cambrie told her. “So, he’ll change existing plans and try to run a formation he hasn’t used with me.” 
 
    “I’ll leave the map and you go over every possible permutation he could run.”  
 
    “He’ll want to use the trees to ambush you,” Cambrie told her. “The problem is not all of the hyenas are comfortable in trees. Some are even afraid of heights. So they won’t be up there. He’ll run part of the ambush from the ground, but the thing is, most of them probably don’t know the land any better than you do.” 
 
    “So, use the notes I made this morning, and come up with a plan. We’ll discuss it when Mica brings you out later.” 
 
    “You’re not going to use my plan.” 
 
    “Trust has to be earned, so we have to start somewhere. Mistakes are one thing, but outright deception is something that won’t be tolerated.” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    “I’m giving you my trust. It’s up to you what you do with it.” Sydney kissed her gently. “I’ll see you later and don’t fight with Mica. You’ll be seeing a lot of her.” Sydney removed the necklace from around her neck and secured it around Cambrie’s. 
 
    Cambrie watched her leave, her throat tight with emotion. She curled her fingers around the necklace feeling the waves of trust and hope Sydney had infused in it. She probably hadn’t even known she was doing it. 
 
    She closed her eyes. “Your trust won’t be misplaced, Syd,” she murmured as she pushed back the covers and climbed out of bed. “I promise.”  
 
    Cambrie showered and dressed and then braided her hair before heading out into the living area. Mica was seated on a stool sipping coffee studying the map. She looked as Cambrie passed her.  
 
    “Morning,” Mica said coolly. “I saved you some coffee. Adalyn sent up muffins.” 
 
    She poured herself a cup of coffee and added cream but no sugar. Cambrie joined her at the bar and studied the map. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been there.” She pointed to an unmarked spot. “This is near the water. They could come in by boat. It’d be a great place to stash ammo and reserve teams.” 
 
    “Sydney said something about possible bombs. A few of us can sniff them out.” 
 
    She nodded. “This lake runs down to where your property is. There are some rocks dividing it and woods. How heavily is it guarded?” 
 
    “Didn’t used to be that heavily guarded because we can see boats coming in.” 
 
    “Beef up security, Sorrento will take advantage of it,” Cambrie told her. “I’m sure the Gray Tail alpha knows how you do things there.” 
 
    “Right,” Mica agreed.  
 
    “They’ll use that point to sneak in for recon and to ascertain attack points for the future.” Cambrie reached for a muffin and took a bite of it. The blueberries burst onto her tongue in a flavorful mixture of fruit and cake. “Mmm.” 
 
    “How close do you have to be to take control of a mind?” Mica asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “I just need eye contact and if I can get past the mental shields it’s over.” 
 
    Mica studied her. “You can get into our minds, and we’d never know,” she murmured. 
 
    “Some minds I have to break into but most people’s shields are fluid enough that I can slip in on a stray thought.” 
 
    “How many minds can you control at once?”  
 
    “I’m not sure,” Cambrie murmured. “I’ve done as many twenty but it was through a host.” 
 
    “Host?” 
 
    “I use a host when I want to control a crowd of people of like mind or who’ve been together at the same function.” Sorrento had been her host more than once during a battle. His mind was easier to hold than Patty’s. 
 
    “Stay out of my head,” Mica warned.  
 
    “It’s not all bad, Mica,” she murmured. “Adalyn’s gifts are more geared toward physical healing while mine would be more help to the mentally unbalanced. I can make people forget what caused them to hurt emotionally. I can help them see right to the heart of what the real cause of their trauma is.”  
 
    She had only come to realize that last night when she was working with Adalyn. She knew why physical healing training didn’t take as well as her grandmother thought it should have. She could heal herself some, but that was it. 
 
    “That could come in handy if you decide to give up dancing.” Mica grinned mischievously. “And you better because Sydney’s going to have to be barred from the club otherwise.” 
 
    “You’re probably right.” Cambrie laughed thinking of how possessive Sydney was. “I wanted her from the moment I saw her. Now, I need her more with each breath I take. Does that sound crazy? I mean we’ve only known each other a few short weeks.” 
 
    Mica shrugged. “If you mean it, no.” 
 
    “Can I trust her? Is she going to let me do this? I need to be out there. “Patty thinks she broke me, has me too terrified to actually stand my ground. I have to let her know she didn’t win even if she kills me.” 
 
    Mica’s gaze filled with interest. “Payback’s a bitch,” she drawled. “Just make sure you’re ready to put her down if you don’t want the blowback.” 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney was talking to a few of the soldiers that afternoon when Mica arrived with Cambrie. She smelled her even before she saw her. The natural scent of Cambrie’s skin was soft with a hint of musk and it wrapped around her clean and fresh. 
 
    Sydney turned to see Cambrie standing a short distance away with Mica and her coyote wanted to growl in greeting. Instead, she turned back to the trio she was talking to. “We’ll finish this in a few minutes.” She strode toward Cambrie not caring what the younger trio would think. 
 
    “Hi.” Sydney wrapped an arm around her waist and dragged Cambrie against her for a kiss. “Mmm,” she moaned and Cambrie’s hand came to rest on her back. 
 
    “I guess you’re okay with me being here,” Cambrie teased.  
 
    “More than,” she murmured and nipped her bottom lip. 
 
    “Sydney, who’s on the east line by the lake?” Mica asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “A single team covering the distance. Why?” 
 
    “We need at least two other sets of eyes out there along the border with Gray Tail,” Mica replied. “Tell her.” 
 
    Cambrie told Sydney what she’d told Mica about the hyenas using the blind spots on the lake side to do recon for future attack. 
 
    “I’ll call Sam,” Sydney said. “In the meantime, I’ll take Cam up there and we’ll cover it.” 
 
    “I’ll head back in and we can meet up later.” 
 
    “In a few hours,” Sydney told her. “I want to nail our plan down as soon as possible.” 
 
    Mica nodded. “I’ll bring lunch.” 
 
    Sydney sent the trio off after a few more words with them, and took Cam on a thirty minute trip to the other side of the den. They jogged off and on, Cam no real match for Sydney’s speed and stamina. 
 
    When they reached their destination, Sydney took Cambrie’s hand and led her up a hill from which they could look down on the blue waters.  
 
    “It’s beautiful up here,” Cambrie commented. The trees were in full fall dress now with a few evergreens providing vibrant green color. 
 
    “It is,” Sydney agreed.  
 
    “I used to run across the border,” Cambrie told her. “I don’t think shadow-kisses are detected by most shifters.” 
 
    “I can smell you, but not Adalyn,” Sydney confirmed. “It’s strange.” 
 
    “My grandmother said it’s because we’re like shadows inside shadows. We’re hard to detect unless you know what you’re looking for and even then, it’s still hard.  
 
    “Shadows can be seen,” Sydney mused. 
 
    “Yes, but they can’t be seen in the light and certainly not inside of another shadow when the shape is the same. We were traditionally weaker which allowed us to seem like easy prey to the enemy. However, our psychic abilities allowed us to be the exact opposite.” 
 
    “You’ll get more training,” Sydney told her. “Adalyn is already being trained, but she won’t be out here today.” 
 
    “I don’t think she’s made for physical attack,” Cambrie said leaning into Sydney.  
 
    “And you are?” Sydney wrapped an arm around her a she looked down at her. 
 
    “I’ve had no choice,” she said. “When we were first on the run, I had to be quick, to be quiet, and to be accurate in my attacks. My mother counted on me.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t have had to live like that.” 
 
    “No kid should, but we had to survive, and my mother used everything at her disposal to keep us alive, including me.” She put her head on Sydney’s shoulder as she linked her arm through Sydney’s. “She was smart and cunning. She was strong, but they caught us in a weak moment. We were both so tired and the fire was unexpected. They tried to burn us alive.” 
 
    “But you escaped?” 
 
    “We both did, but they caught us outside the hotel. They shot my mother and if I hadn’t had my powers, I’d be dead too. She could shift, but I couldn’t.” 
 
    “Was your father a shifter?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes. “Yes, but he just wanted to be normal.” Cambrie laughed. “He never got it. Shifting was normal for him. He drove my mom crazy with that not wanting to be an animal mentality of his. In the end, it probably got him killed because he tried to suppress what he was in every way he could. He even tried to keep me from using my power. He wanted me to be normal too, but my mom would have none of it.” 
 
    “She wanted you to know your heritage and learn how to use your power?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah. She was the reason I spent so much time in Gray Tail. She wanted me to be close to my family, to shifters so I’d understand that what I am is my normal.” 
 
    “Your mother sounded level-headed and appreciative of her culture.” 
 
    “She was,” Cambrie said with a fond smile. “What about your parents?” 
 
    “My mother wasn’t a dominant. She was a nurturer. She ran the pack’s daycare. She was a chef too. My father was an architect. Our den was a cross between an Indian reservation and a shifter den. I loved it there.” 
 
    “That’s how Gray Tail used to be before I was born, but my grandmother said a lot of the Indian culture was lost, the rest just blended in.” 
 
    “Someone’s crossing in the trees,” Sydney said in a sub-vocal tone she wasn’t sure Cambrie could hear. In theory, she probably couldn’t. The sound was out of range of human hearing, but Cambrie was moving, with her. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” a masculine voice murmured. “I told you, I heard someone out here.” 
 
    “I don’t scent anyone,” his companion replied. “Besides, Patty will kill us if we don’t get a look around.” 
 
    “I’ll program their minds,” Cambrie said in the same tone Sydney had used. “Send them back. They’ll feed info to us or fight against Patty.” 
 
    “If we get close enough.” 
 
    “Someone’s out there,” one of the men muttered.  
 
    “I just need to catch one of their eyes,” Cambrie told her and moved out of the trees they’d taken to.  
 
    Sydney hurried to her side as Cambrie went still. She seemed to be focused on something below her. She crept carefully closer. She saw two men looking up, but didn’t speak as Cambrie whispered. 
 
    “Good. Then, you’ll report to Cruise and Rick every change in plan that will be made tonight,” she murmured. “You’ll fight to the death to defend the resisters. They are your pack.” 
 
    “Our pack,” both men agreed.  
 
    “Whenever you hear the word pack, you’ll remember that Gray Tail’s resisters are your pack and you can’t betray them.” 
 
    “Can’t betray them.” 
 
    “Die for them,” the other one said. 
 
    “Tell Patty teams are being added to the border and it’s dangerous to cross,” Cambrie said.  
 
    “Dangerous to cross.” 
 
    “Go. Coyotes are coming,” Cambrie said urgently. “Hurry.” She stepped back out of sight and both men took off running. 
 
    “Damn you’re scary.” 
 
    “They have excellent eyesight that’s why I could do it from here,” Cambrie said. “And their minds aren’t too hard to break into. The electro-shock trackers in them have weakened most of their wills to disobey. They’ve been trained that pain follows resistance.”  
 
    “They were a mistake,” Sydney said.  
 
    “Yeah, but they ensure no one turns on her or tries to leave,” Cambrie told her. “I still remember the Gray Tail den. The knowledge should come in handy, and with the hyena weaknesses, we’ll have an advantage.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
      
 
    The planning session took place in Mallory’s office. With information from Cruise about the time of the party and the change of venue from the party hall to the outdoors, they were able to plan where the initial attack would begin.  
 
    “Cruise says there are explosives, so one team will go directly to that area to deal with them,” Sam told them. “The border will probably be heavily patrolled by Gray Tail. Oaklyn’s no fool.” 
 
    “Patty knows I’m in town, and she’ll assume I’ll disarm at the border if she has forces there,” Cambrie spoke up. “So, I shouldn’t be there, but if you have diving equipment there’s a point further down the lake that they won’t expect entry and according to the map they’ve used it to bring in their forces and the explosives.” 
 
    “It’ll be heavily guarded,” Mallory said grimly. “Getting in will be difficult.” 
 
    “Hard, but they won’t be expecting us. Oaklyn’s probably forgotten I spent a great deal of time there as a kid. I still know that land like the back of my hand. And my cousin gave me pictures of where she lived so I know that area has changed some.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “She lived not far from the point of possible entry. She was going to have a cabin built for me there. When I touched the pictures I could see everything she saw when she took them including the possible entry area. There are trees and shrubs that can be used for cover by them and us.” 
 
    “You’re saying it’s doable,” Mica said. 
 
    “Exactly. All I need is eye contact with one person, and I’ll know how many there are out there and where they are. Then, I can make them kill each other or we can attack them.” 
 
    “Have them kill each other,” Sam told her. “Exact all intel first.” 
 
    “I can give you a crash course in linking your minds through your animal,” Cambrie said. “I mean can you do it in human form?” 
 
    “No, only in animal form,” Sydney said. 
 
    “Well, I can teach you to access that link and through you Sydney, they can know everything I get from the mind I invade.” 
 
    “Where all the explosives are, how many people etcetera?” Mallory asked.  
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Will that give you access to our minds?” Sam asked. 
 
    “No. Just Sydney’s which I already have.” Sydney looked at her then and she saw something in her eyes. Knowledge and understanding. Now, her mate knew why she said Sydney should have felt she had her trust. She could have gotten into Sydney’s mind easily. The coyote had no barriers against her after the animal decided she belonged to it.  
 
    Sam and Mallory looked at her. “How do we know you’re not controlling her now?” Sam demanded. 
 
    “She’s not,” Sydney snapped. “Damn it, Sam. Trust me.” 
 
    “She’s not controlling her,” Mica murmured. “Any more than Adalyn would be controlling you if she could. Love has a way of making us trust even a little bit.” 
 
    “Shut up, Mica,” Cambrie muttered.  
 
    “Hey, little sis, I’m just trying to get us back on track,” she said giving her a grin. “Besides, Syd already knows you care about her. If you didn’t, you’d have fucked over her like you did Sam. You didn’t really even bend her mind. You just gave her a tiny little nudge.” 
 
    “Okay, then, let’s get this done, so we can be ready to move out in a few hours,” Mallory said. 
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney had decided to lead the dive team and allow Cambrie to take point while she and the others acted as her defense. It was a risk because her mate could die before she made the contact she needed to make.  
 
    They came up on the lake’s bank beneath the sliver of moon hidden by the foliage of the colorful trees. Sydney picked up the scents of hyenas immediately despite the lake mud. The plan had been to fight in human form as much as possible, but each person had brought a change of clothes in case that would be stashed along the bank. 
 
    “Stop,” Cambrie said telepathically to Sydney. “I’ll step out first.” 
 
    “You can feel them?” 
 
    “I was connected to most of them mentally at one time or another. Picking up their mental signatures is second-nature.” 
 
    Sydney commanded the others to take cover and stay on guard. She moved behind a bush and watched Cambrie take a few steps. She heard the faint movement from above and looked up spying a member of Gray Tail security she’d coordinated with more than once.  
 
    Horror constricted her heart as he pulled the trigger of a gun he was holding. Her coyote was spurred into action hoping to keep her mate from being killed. 
 
    Cambrie tripped over something and went down as the bullet whizzed over her head. Exposed now, Sydney went after the coyote who snarled as he fired down at her. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie rolled onto her back as the leaves on the canopy trees wiggled and whispered above her. She let out a silent cry as she rolled. Two shots pelted the ground before a hyena’s snarl turned her head.  
 
    The animal lunged at her, and she let out a cry as she rolled out of reach and sat up. She quickly came into a crouch and met its gaze. The animal looked away and another knocked her onto her back from behind. The hyena growled and two animals tumbled out to the side of her.  
 
    “Scared?” she challenged the hyena before her as it snarled at her. 
 
    It looked at her for a millisecond and that was all it took for her to send it an image of heart-clenching pain. The animal went to the ground in pain and she got to her feet and rushed forward and right into the arms of Sorrento. 
 
    He was strong. His mind was almost as hard to hold as Patty’s. 
 
    “Good to see you again,” he murmured. “Patty sends her regards. She can’t be here. She’s having a little chat with Summerfield.” He drove a knife into her stomach. “It’s a shame you wouldn’t be brought around, but I never truly expected you to.”  
 
    She gasped from the pain slithering through her, and pushed her hand into his hair. She sent an image into his mind that the knife was red hot, and he let out a cry and dropped it in its drive toward her.  
 
    “You’ll do,” she said and pushed into his mind. He fought her but she paralyzed him with the fear that was eating at her. The fear she’d come this far to die at Sorrento’s hands after all. She drew the secrets from his mind as fighting raged around them.  
 
    Two warring animals smashed into them and Sorrento slapped her as her control broke.  
 
    She drove her knee forward and he blocked it, hitting her again and causing her to reel backward. He was on her grabbing her braid as he closed a hand around her throat.  
 
    “I’m going to take pleasure in eating you,” he told her in a hard tone. 
 
    She gasped for breath, her skin clammy. Cambrie hit him with a telepathic blast that broke his hold on her and then she kicked him in the knee before striking him with a cross-punch to the jaw. 
 
    He laughed at her and shifted in a sparkle of color and then leaped forward. She had no real defense at the moment against the animal she knew would kill her. So she did the only thing she could. She dove out of the way.  
 
    Cambrie rolled and came onto her knees to hyena laughs. She gritted her teeth against the sound. 
 
    He lunged at her, but this time she was ready. She hit him with a telepathic blast that drew a howl from him. He landed on the ground in front of her hard. Sorrento shifted back into his human form and their eyes held. She reached into his mind and used the link she’d created long ago.  
 
    Cambrie knew the others would instinctively open to her. The shock that coursed through them when they didn’t would make sure of it. 
 
    Patty had no idea how to remove the old programming and probably didn’t know she could still tap into it. The link extended into her mind too. Patty was probably the only one that wouldn’t open her mind. 
 
    Cambrie clenched her hand into a fist and used that connection to send out a blast that would turn each mind to mush. The ripple effect would ensure the power radiated would hit with an even more powerful blast.  
 
    Screams of pain erupted around her and Cambrie sent the weight of her rage through Sorrento to amplify the telepathic blast. His face reddened and he writhed on the ground with blood coming out of his mouth.  
 
    She knew the rage was crushing and that alone would kill more than the blast on its own would have. The blast would lose strength the further it had to go, but the rage was magnified by their fear and their own anger.  
 
    The wood grew silent in a few minutes and Sydney rushed to her just as an explosion rocked the den. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
      
 
    Patty let out a loud growl when the pain rippled through her. She fought the crushing agony in her chest, the loss of breath, and the burning that turned her blood to lava. She went to her knees as she tried to fight through it.  
 
    Her heart beat faster, felt as if it were being slowly stopped. Patty rushed Sam despite her pain. She had no idea what was going on with her, but she wasn’t going to go down like this.  
 
    Sam caught the fist Patty threw and drove her free hand forward, and her eyes widened. Claws pierced her flesh and the pain in her chest increased.  
 
    “I see your mother in you now,” Sam murmured. “She was a bitch of a fighter, but I’m not a child anymore.” 
 
    Patty tried to pull free, but she was too weak. “Damn her,” she breathed out roughly as the claws went deeper into her breaking a rib. She grunted, her breath coming out in hard pants. “This is … is Natasha’s work,” she said roughly. “I knew she was holding back from me.” 
 
    “Who’s Natasha?” Sam demanded with a frown and Patty laughed. 
 
    “You don’t know her. She’s as dangerous as a human can be,” Patty said weakly. “A fucking freak. My child will come for you. My mate will make sure of it.” 
 
    “I’ll kill it too,” Sam told her with a sneer. 
 
    Patty laughed as she sagged. “You didn’t kill me , Natasha—bitch. This isn’t over.” She stopped fighting knowing she couldn’t beat this. In her next lifetime, she’d kill them all. 
 
    **** 
 
    Cambrie stumbled and Sydney’s arms came around her. “She’s gone.”  
 
    “Are you hurt, baby?” Sydney demanded. “Cam?” 
 
    “A little tired.” Taking control of over sixty minds had taken a toll on her. She’d be fine after her stomach was healed, and she’d rested. 
 
    “She’s bleeding,” Mica snapped. “Sydney—” 
 
    Mica’s voice began fading. Cambrie tried to fight the darkness coming over her. 
 
    “I’ll get her out of here,” Sydney said grimly.  
 
    “Adalyn’s standing by with Miranda and Bay,” Mica told her.  
 
    **** 
 
    Sydney paced the waiting room of the small clinic in the Gray Tail den twenty minutes later. Cruise had found them as they attempted to get to the border. He’d insisted Cambrie be healed here. In a way she was glad. Cambrie had been bleeding badly enough that she feared for her life.  
 
    “How’s she holding up?” Sam asked coming in behind Sydney. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “There’s been no word.”  
 
    “Mica just took Miranda in.” 
 
    Sydney gave her a curious look. “I’m surprised.” 
 
    “About what?” Sam asked coolly. 
 
    “You allowing one of ours to help Cam.” 
 
    “She’s one of mine now,” Sam told her. “Oaklyn’s people put him out of his misery, and I’ve ordered a cleanup of the bodies. The rest of those backing will be executed later.” 
 
    “How many down?” 
 
    “Seventy-five,” Sam said. “Including Patricia.” 
 
    “Cam did that,” she said in awe. 
 
    “I wish I knew exactly what that was,” Sam said. “But there’ll be time for that later. In the meantime, we’ll take a tour of the land tomorrow in the morning. I want to get moved in by afternoon.” 
 
    “That soon? Why?” 
 
    “The longer I wait the more resistant resisters will be. Cruise is going to take a spot in my security team, but you Brynn, and Mica are still my top three lieutenants.” 
 
    Sydney nodded. “You want me to work with him to ensure a smooth transition.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind, I’d like your mate to do that. These are her people. She’ll make a good liaison.” 
 
    “You trust her not to rally them against you?” 
 
    “I trust her bond with you,” Sam told her. “And I trust you.” 
 
    Sydney exhaled softly.  
 
    “Natasha?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Her name was changed when she left,” Sydney told her. “Now, she’s Cambrie. I rather like Cambrie.” She smiled. 
 
    Sam shrugged and they both turned quickly picking up Miranda’s scent at the same time. 
 
    “Miranda?” Sydney demanded as they rushed to her.  
 
    “She’s recovering. You can go in. “ 
 
    Sydney gave Sam a look. “We’ll talk later,” she said and went to Cambrie. The small room contained a bed but no windows. The dim lamp barely illuminated the white-walled room. 
 
    Cambrie’s eyes fluttered open and Sydney smiled. Cambrie’s lips turned up in welcome. “Hey you.” 
 
    “Sleeping beauty, you’re supposed to wait for your princess to wake you,” Sydney teased. 
 
    Cambrie laughed weakly. “Next time,” she said.  
 
    “I hope there won’t be a next time,” she murmured sitting on the edge of the bed. Sydney took Cambrie’s hand in hers and kissed her knuckles. “Are you okay, baby?” 
 
    Cambrie nodded. “More or less,” she said. “Sydney, I hate you had to see that.” 
 
    “See your shameless display of power?” she teased.  
 
    “The carnage of it,” she said heavily and closed her eyes for a moment.  
 
    “I’m not afraid of you, mate,” Sydney told her. “I love you, and I know you won’t hurt me.” 
 
    “You trust me not to use my power against you?” 
 
    “With all my heart,” she murmured and leaned down to brush a kiss over Cambrie’s forehead. “Now, rest. Sam has a big job for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Inter-pack liaison.” 
 
    “Sydney I don’t know if I can do it.” 
 
    “Sure you can, baby,” she said encouragingly.  
 
    “I was a teacher not a diplomat.” 
 
    Sydney smiled. “I knew you had brains with your beauty.” 
 
    “Like you, my princess charming?” 
 
    Sydney shrugged. “I can’t wait to start our life together.” 
 
    “We already have,” Cambrie told her and smiled softly. “I’m taking off all of my fears and trusting you right now.” 
 
    Sydney smiled and warmth shone in her eyes. “Glad I’m not the only one.” 
 
    “How could you be, you had me from that first look, and I just fall deeper in love with you by the day. In six months you’ll own my heart, Syd.” 
 
    “Good because you’ll have mine in a death grip too.” Her heart was already so full of Cambrie she didn’t know how she’d bear the real happiness that would come as they learned each other and grew together as a couple. 
 
    Cambrie squeezed her hand. “Stay with me?” 
 
    Sydney kicked off her shoes and stretched out on the bed next to her and Cambrie nestled against her. Their heart beats changed just a little to match each other’s as Cambrie closed her eyes to drift off to sleep.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
      
 
    Cambrie was up and around the next afternoon. After a light lunch, she was called into Sam’s office which used to be the last alpha’s. The room had many windows and overflowed with brightness. The harsh lines of the furniture was offset by the rich chocolates and creams of the colors used in decoration and furnishings.  
 
    “I’m glad to see you’re recovered,” Sam said, gaze sliding over her.  
 
    “Thanks.” Cambrie nodded.  
 
    “Patricia said you were dangerous.”  
 
    Cambrie shrugged. “She forgot I was linked to the pack,” Cambrie told her. “I left before the link was cut. But I’m not linked to your pack. Your connection came from your animal connection to Syd.” 
 
    “You’re a member of this pack,” Sam told her firmly. “I’ll protect you just like any other. However, when or if you become a danger to us, your life is over.” 
 
    “Understand that I won’t go down without a fight,” she said evenly. “I’m done being anyone’s victim. I’m done hiding. There is so much I want to experience and I can’t do that if I go back to who I was.” 
 
    Sydney slipped her arm around Cambrie’s waist. “If you move against my mate, you make an enemy of me, Sam.” 
 
    “I know,” she said with a shrug. “I’d expect nothing less, Sydney.” 
 
    “What about Jericho?” 
 
    “I’ve spoken to him and so has Mal. He’s surprised by the turn of events and wants nothing to do with me as an ally. He hasn’t broken his alliance with Mal yet, but he will because she won’t back him when he moves against me in an attempt to get to you.” 
 
    “He’s still set on that?” Sydney asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Sam replied. “The pack will be made aware of the problem between us and him. By the way, no physical evidence has shown up to support his claim. However, his “witness” is still singing the same old song.” 
 
    “And it’s still a lie,” Sydney said.  
 
    “Then, if he wants to fight this out, we’ll do it,” Sam said. “Let’s just hope the hearing changes his mind.” 
 
    “I can change it,” Cambrie told them quietly. She looked up at Sydney then and Sydney met her gaze. “But I won’t interfere.” 
 
    Sydney gave her a faint smile. “No. He might change his mind on his own.” 
 
    “Don’t rely on it,” Sam said. “Jericho’s never been too comfortable with a woman alpha, but he couldn’t run us out of town. His chance has passed, so I think he’ll try to get rid of me or Mal himself.” 
 
    “Mistake,” Sydney muttered. 
 
    “A big one,” Sam agreed. “Excuse me, and don’t fuck on that desk.” She gave them a grin and left them alone. 
 
    Cambrie smirked and Sydney grunted. “She’s such an ass,” Cambrie said. 
 
    “But she’ll be a great alpha,” Sydney told her. “You could run now that you’re about to walk into another battle. Do you regret staying?” 
 
    “No.” Cambrie shook her head. “If I’d have left, I’d have lost you, and I don’t want to live without you, Syd.” She cupped her face. “I’d die to stay with you, and kill to keep you with me.” Her voice throbbed with emotion that echoed in her soul. She closed her hand around the necklace Sydney had given her. “This is my reminder that you’ve given yourself to me, to love and cherish.” 
 
    “I hoped you’d realize that,” Sydney said softly. “Cam, I do love you.”” 
 
     She closed her arms around Syd and kissed her again feeling her heart flutter. Sydney wouldn’t be easy, but Cambrie knew Sydney cared about her not the destruction she could bring for her. That would give her comfort even through the fights and rough times.  
 
    “I love you too, Syd.” She rose on tip toe to kiss her lightly. Drawing back she was bathed by the light of love in Sydney’s eyes and it made her heart swell as it warmed her soul. “Let me show you where our home is going to be built.” She took Sydney’s hand and led her from the office.  
 
      
 
    The End 
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