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Chapter One

 


Rachel
Jacobs parked her Bonneville in the only spare
space outside the Sandbox and looked around with distaste. The
parking lot outside the converted warehouse stank of beer, piss,
sweat, and musk—all the scents she expected from a shifter-run
fight club. Graffiti covered the walls of the red brick
building—gang tags, MC colors, and badly spelled obscenities. The
low thud of heavy bass music pumped through the walls. There was
nothing here she hadn’t seen before. It was the knowledge of what,
or rather who, waited inside the warehouse that made her
edgy.

Still,
she’d ridden hard and fast to get here,
picking up several points on her license along the way. Fired by
desperation and despair, she’d followed rumor and gossip and
finally found this place. The Sandbox. The most notorious shifter
club in the county, maybe even in the country. Drugs, sex, fights,
you name it, you could get it in the Sandbox. For a
price.

Rachel pulled
off her helmet and shook out her hair.
Her ash-blonde locks clung limply to her head after hours under the
helmet, and she spared a second to wish she had time to primp
herself a little. She wanted to look good tonight. Hell, she wanted
to look fucking amazing, and the helmet-hair just
didn’t cut it. Her biking leathers and the natural aura a prime
female werewolf threw off would go a long way though. She’d just
have to hope it would be enough.

She took a
quick swig from her hip flask for Dutch courage. The whiskey sent
flames through her body, chasing away
some of her nerves. As ready as she’d ever be, she stalked up to
the doors of the club and flung them open.

A wall of
heat, sounds, and smells hit her. The
music that had been just audible out in the parking lot was an
assault on her ears now. The swirling scents of blood, sweat, and
animals overwhelmed her. Men roared, laughed, and howled. She heard
the smack of fists hitting faces, the crunch of bones breaking.
Pure aggression, pure adrenaline. She could taste it, and the
promise of violence and blood woke her wolf. She felt the beast
stir inside her, ready and eager to play, and that gave Rachel the
last burst of confidence she needed.

She strode
inside the Sandbox, taking in the cages where men in various states
of transformation fought with a savagery
they could never have shown in the human world. Spectators gathered
around the cages, yelling encouragement or jeering insults. Past
the rows of cages were a bar and a few pool tables. All were just
as packed as the area around the cages. Nobody gave Rachel a second
look as she muscled her way to the bar.

After ten
minutes of forcing her way through a sea of shifters to get the
bar, Rachel was desperate for a drink. The bartender was a burly
hulk of a guy who smelled of pine needles
and wet earth. A bear shifter, for sure. He looked her over with
barely concealed lust.

“What’ll it
be, doll?” he asked her.

Rachel slid a
twenty across the bar. “I want your best
whiskey, and I want Arkady Gusev.”

The bartender
stared at her dumbly for a second, then
bellowed with laughter. “Doll, you’ll need more money than that for
Arkady Gusev.”

“Let’s just
start with the whiskey, then. And I’m not your doll.” At least he
hadn’t said Arkady wasn’t here. She didn’t have a backup
plan.

As the
bartender poured her drink, she caught a whiff
of overpowering peachy perfume and felt someone slide up alongside
her. She turned to see a girl about her own age, short and curvy
with bright pink hair, and the kind of face that just demanded you
smile at her.

“Why are you
after Arkady?” the girl asked without preamble.

Rachel thought
about lying then figured she had nothing to lose by telling the
truth. Who knew, maybe this girl could help. “I need his help,” she said. “I’m from his old
pack.”

The girl
whistled, green eyes widening. “Shit,
honey, do you have a death wish or something?”

“Something,”
Rachel said grimly. “Look, do you know if he’s here
tonight?”

The bartender
handed Rachel her whiskey and exchanged a meaningful look with the
pink-haired girl. “Don’t do anything
we’ll all regret, Genie.”

She
flashed him a contagious smile. “Zack, my whole
life is about doing things I’ll regret. Would I be here on a Friday
night otherwise?” She turned to Rachel, expression growing serious.
“You wanna see Arkady, I’ll take you. But if you know him, you
already know you’d better have a damn good reason to want to see
him.”

Rachel
swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry and her heart pounding. She
reminded herself why she’d come all this
way, of what waited back home. No matter how bad Arkady Gusev was,
he couldn’t be any worse than that.

Could he?

She tossed
back her whiskey and growled. “That’s not
your best whiskey,” she told Zack, shoving her glass back to
him.

His booming
laughter followed her as Genie led her away from the bar and past the pool tables. As Rachel skirted
around a group of shifters waiting for a table to become free, one
of them wolf-whistled and smacked her ass.

She whirled
instinctively and grabbed his wrist, twisting with all her shifter
strength until she heard a satisfying
snap. The man howled in pain and snatched his hand free, rage and
humiliation burning in his eyes while his friends laughed
hysterically.

“You fucking
whore!”

“You wish,”
Rachel shot back. “You touch me again, I’ll break something you
value a lot more.”

He made to
lunge at her, but one of his friends
pulled him back. “Don’t be an asshole. It’ll be healed in an hour.”
The guy glanced at Genie. “Take your friend away, kitty.” There was
an edge of menace in his voice, and Genie grabbed Rachel’s arm,
tugging her away from them.

“I bet you’re
a riot at parties,” Genie said.

“Sorry.”
Rachel realized she was shaking and tried to compose herself. A
certain amount of violence was inherent in a shapeshifter’s life.
The beast within always had … needs. She’d never thought of herself
as a violent person though, not before … well, not before she’d
been forced to be.

The brief
encounter only stirred her wolf further, and she focused on keeping
the beast leashed as she followed Genie through the warehouse to a staff only door at the back. She
didn’t need to be thinking like an animal while she dealt with
Arkady.

On the other
side of the door, the music and yelling cut off abruptly, and
Rachel breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t realized how claustrophobic it had been making her
feel.

Genie
gave her a broad grin. “Soundproofing. A
shifter’s best friend.”

“How do you
know Arkady?” Rachel asked her as they walked down a long,
featureless corridor. The scent of fresh paint and wolf musk hung
in the air, reminding her oddly of home.

“I deal pot
for him,” Genie said.

Rachel
shouldn’t have been surprised. Drug
dealing was one of the many reasons Arkady had been forced out of
the Cold Creek pack in the first place. But Genie didn’t really fit
with Rachel’s idea of what a drug dealer looked like.

She
shrugged it off. It wasn’t important. All
that mattered right now was persuading Arkady to come back to Cold
Creek.


Chapter Two

 


Arkady
smelled the women long before they
reached his office. Genie was unmistakable, with that trashy
perfume she always wore. He’d always figured there must be
something really fucking wrong with her sense of smell because she
didn’t seem to notice or care that she stank like a bathroom air
freshener.

The girl with
her though … she smelled good. Like
leather and roses, feminine and fuckable. And she was a wolf, he
could tell that as she got closer. She had that telltale musk
distinctive to wolf shifters, the way bears had their forest smell
and cats had their clean, cottony scent. Her scent made his cock
twitch, and he wondered lazily if her looks would match.

He put aside
the paperwork he’d been poring over as
Genie knocked on the door. “Come in, kitty,” he called.

Genie poked
her head in, eyes glittering with anxiety. Now that
was interesting. Everyone knew he didn’t like to
be disturbed unnecessarily, but Genie wasn’t the nervous type.
“What have you done, Genie?” he asked her.

She threw her
hands up defensively. “Me? Nothing!” She
scuttled to one side to show in the other girl. “I just brought you
a visitor.”

“If I want
pussy, I can get my own.” Arkady scowled at his unexpected guest,
mostly to cover the fact that his cock had leapt to attention the
second he saw her. Fuck. She looked good enough to
eat.

She was taller
than Genie, her body
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