
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Shade steps up his efforts in his quest to bring his troop back together, and Chamber shows everyone he’s not the easygoing playboy everyone thought.

	 

	 

	Cameo is devasted over the shooting. She and Shook search Rebar’s home for leads. When she finds Rebar’s latest invention, they rally with Ricochet’s dark horses and set out to find Rebar’s body. What they find shocks them all.

	Another trip to Pine Ridge exposes more than the truth about Feather Blue. The legend surrounding her comes full circle, creating troubled feelings in Cameo and Shook.

	Missing bodies, unorthodox medicine practices, and a cast of compelling characters drive this tenth book in the series into the unknown.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Late Morning—Amarillo

	 

	Rebar struggled to open his eyes. They felt heavy and crusted from deep sleep. He tried to sit up, but someone had a hand on his chest, holding him down. Slowly, his vision cleared enough to see.

	“Who are you and where am I?” His throat felt gravelly, and his voice sounded hoarse.

	“Don’t try to speak,” a female voice said. “You are wounded. Save your strength.

	A woman. A woman is holding me down. He mulled that over. I must be in bad shape if I can’t overpower a female.

	“Who are you?” he asked again.

	She pressed a warm wet cloth on his bare chest. Her touch felt gentle, but it still hurt. “My name is Feather.”

	Sounds familiar, he thought, trying to recall where he’d heard it. He felt too drained to think.

	“You’ve lost a lot of blood. But the bullet went straight through and exited your back. There is no damage to your internal organs.”

	“Bullet? Are you a nurse?” He looked up into the prettiest blue eyes.

	“I’m a Medicine Woman. Hush now.” She rubbed a thick paste over his wound.

	“You said a bullet. Was I shot?”

	She nodded. “They dropped you off here for the day and will be back tonight.”

	“Tonight?” He began to feel a little panicky. “Who?”

	“Two wah-shee-chue. One with pale hair and the other black hair. I have never seen them.”

	“What is wasicu?” he asked.

	“White man. I am Lakota.”

	Dread washed over him. “Did Malika send you?” He remembered Shook’s story about Malika’s mystical appearance at White Wolf’s cabin.

	The woman shook her head. “No. She is evil. She has kept me in this house for a long time.”

	“I’m confused.” He sighed, then winced in pain.

	“You talk much for an almost dead man,” she said. “I cannot make you strong enough to escape if you won’t shut up.”

	He closed his eyes and racked his brain. However, no amount of effort helped him remember what’d happened, or how he ended up here in this unfamiliar house with a stranger.

	His short-term memory seemed blank. He couldn’t even recall what he was doing before the so-called shooting. Was he in a battle with Ricochet? He remembered everything up to a certain point. He tried to fight the grogginess and think.

	I was overly distraught while the movers hauled everything out. Chamber and I argued. I ordered a pizza, then worked in my den all night.

	He recalled playing around with his inventions to improve the stability on Face Palm. He drifted in and out of consciousness as the Indian woman hovered over him. She supported his head and made him drink a bitter tea that made him cringe. After finishing the mugful, he laid back and began to feel very relaxed.

	Great, she drugged me, he thought. Malika is using her mystery powers and posing as another woman and holding me hostage until they come back to finish me off. He fogged out.

	When he came to, she was still there. He had no idea how long he’d slept.

	“You’re awake,” she said softly. “That’s a good sign.”

	He stared at her. “What time is it?”

	“Around noon by the position of the sun. There are no clocks in this place.”

	“How long have I been here?” He turned his head and looked at his surroundings. Bare walls and floor, small windows near the ceiling, and minimal furniture. His gaze moved over her. Long black hair framed a lovely face. She was dressed in a blue and tan dress with fringes dangling from the sleeves.

	“They brought you here at sunrise.”

	“Why are you here, in this shack?”

	She pointed to a hoop with a net woven within the circle hanging over the door window. Feathers and beads dangled from the object.

	“A dreamcatcher?”

	“Yes. Malika’s magic lives within the web design. I cannot escape.”

	“I don’t understand.”

	“It’s a long story that you are not up for. Rest. You can escape and perhaps find the one who can free me.” She inspected his wound. “Would you do that for me in exchange for saving your life and helping you escape from them?”

	“Can’t you just come with me? I don’t even know where we are.”

	“I cannot.” She sighed.

	“I’m afraid I won’t get far in this condition,” he told her sadly. “I feel weak. Must have lost too much blood.”

	“If you don’t leave by nightfall, you may never escape. They have evil plans.”

	“What about you?” he asked, worried over her safety for helping him.

	“Malika would never let them harm me. I am her energy source. She has weakened me over the years, drained my soul to increase her power.”

	“You mentioned one who can free you.”

	She nodded slowly. “Her name is Cameo. She is half Lakota but recently she joined in spirit to a man who is also half Lakota. Before she gave her heart to this man, Malika was able to torment and deceive her. She tried pulling them apart in a sacred dance, but Cameo’s faith was strong. She drove Malika back and is now the only person able to defeat her power.”

	Rebar remembered that name, the name of the woman his memory could never erase. He also recalled Shook telling them about the dance. “You know Cameo?”

	Tears glistened in Feather’s eyes. “She is my daughter.”

	He wrinkled his brow. “Must be a different Cameo. The one I know is Malika’s daughter and has a twin sister.”

	“They are my twins. Malika stole them from me and sold them to evil men. Then she imprisoned me in this white man’s house to use me for her malevolent schemes.”

	“This is really confusing.” He closed his eyes to think.

	Nobody had mentioned that Malika was not the mother of Cameo and Camille. This woman surely was trying to trick him. All the weeks he’d spent with Cameo, and their intimate conversations, she’d told him all about Malika’s sad story of how the General stole her babies. One thing he knew about Cameo, she was honest to a fault.

	He didn’t believe this woman’s outrageous claims. He couldn’t understand why she’d helped him live. He began to wonder what her agenda was. Could she be Malika’s sister?

	“Are you certain that you don’t know the names of the men who brought me here?”

	“I do not know them. I sensed they were filled with hate. Since you are an enemy to them, I thought perhaps you could help me,” she told him.

	Ah, so she does want something. He didn’t say anything further. He couldn’t trust a woman who knew Malika and claimed to be Cameo’s mother. Her story made no sense. He was especially skeptical over her theory that a simple Native American decoration could harness enough power to hold her prisoner here.

	Currently, his fate looked bleak. Two men, maybe members of Ricochet, evidently had a serious enough grudge to shoot him then drop him off in this rundown house with a crazy woman. The possibility that he was having a PTSD setback whipped through his mind. He could very well be caught in a serious delusion.

	He contemplated his options.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Noon—Denver

	 

	“Is it legal for us to be doing this?” Cameo asked Shook as they roamed around the interior of Rebar’s Denver home.

	“No,” Shook replied with a short light laugh. “But we need to investigate what you saw. When we’re undercover this deep, being the law means stepping beyond it.”

	She began to grasp why he’d been so cagy about getting involved with her. His entire life seemed top secret.

	“There’s no blood anywhere.” She wrinkled perplexed brows. “You do believe me, don’t you?” She slanted a dissecting look his way. “You don’t think I was having a PTSD hallucination, do you?”

	“I believe you, love. I’ll admit that I wondered at first because of your history of PTSD. But once you calmed down, your thoughts were organized and clear.”

	She followed him around. “What are you hoping to find?”

	“Traces of gun powder. A slug. Missed blood droplets. Anything that indicates a shooting. Looks like someone cleaned up thoroughly. But never thorough enough. I detected the faint smell of bleach, but if I got a forensics team in here, they’d still find traces. Unfortunately, without blowing my cover and the whole mission, I can’t do that.”

	“If we don’t have a search warrant, anything you discover won’t be admissible in court, will it?”

	“We’re not calling the cops, so no court. We’re doing this the Ricochet way. I wouldn’t trust the president himself right now given Shade’s relationship to the General.”

	The strength in his voice thrilled her. He was tough, cool, sexier than any man she’d ever met, and knew what he wanted.

	“What about the Bureau? Do you need to notify them? Send in a report?”

	He stood still and turned toward her. “Baby,” he began with a patient look. “We’re so deep undercover that most of the Feds don’t even know who we are.”

	Cameo watched him scour the floor. She’d never seen him do his FBI thing. He looked so serious and intelligent. “Do you mind if I snoop in his den? He showed me all his tracking devices, files, computer stuff. I may be able to find something that’ll help.”

	He looked up with a slight smile. “You go right ahead. I’m so lucky to have a perceptive, cool woman.”

	“I’m the lucky one but thank you for that. Some days I don’t feel so cool.”

	He gave her a wink before she walked across the room to Rebar’s den. Everything was in disarray when she entered his private office. Papers lay strewn all over the floor. Drawers had been opened and the contents dumped. She poked her head out the door.

	“Someone was searching for something,” she told Shook. “His office is trashed. They must’ve come back after I left.”

	Shook joined her. They waded through the mess. Cameo booted his computer up and sat in the office chair. Sitting there where she’d seen Rebar many times induced waves of grief. Knowing he was dead cut deep.

	“Well, whoever was trying to hack his computer isn’t tech savvy,” she remarked. “Rebar’s files are all intact.” She tapped a few keys and entered his password to the file folder holding all the info about his latest invention, hoping he hadn’t changed it. “Bingo,” she muttered as all his info on Face Palm popped up on the screen. “This is what they were after.” She felt around the edges of the monitor for the external device. “Yep. Just as I thought. Rebar buried himself in work yesterday. I knew he was troubled.” She pulled the device from the port. “Can we take this?”

	Shook looked at her in sheer amazement. “You’re a bright lady. Did Rebar know you paid this close attention?”

	“He never minded me in here with him while he worked. He trusted me.”

	“He better have. You took a beating to protect his Face Palm invention.”

	She held up a micro SDX card. “Everything about Face Palm is on this itty-bitty card. Unreal.”

	“I’m gonna have another look around out there,” Shook told her.

	“Okay. I’ll finish going through his office to collect anything else we don’t want to fall into the wrong hands. I wonder if I should wipe all his important stuff just in case they come back to try again. I can save it. I
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