
        
            
                
            
        

    
	You know what they say about karma! No one is spared from her wrath!

	 

	 

	The mystery surrounding Feather Blue continues to baffle everyone involved. Cameo begins to piece together clues as her relationship with Shook is yet again threatened.

	Velvet stokes the fire upon arrival. She’s sassy and bold and has her sights set on Shook. Rebar still hasn’t learned his lesson. Rush misinterprets the ghost rider’s message. And Shook must find a way to make things right.

	No one is prepared for what happens next at a gathering in Pine Ridge, and Cameo is more determined than ever to uncover the truth. But first, karma has her way!
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Denver

	 

	Shook told the guys over breakfast, “Just heard from Cruzan. Halo gave him the slip.”

	“No way!” Rider chuckled. “Did you read him the riot act?”

	Shook didn’t reply but simply grinned. His woman was a handful for sure. He wondered if any man could tame her, even a little.

	Stoke stabbed a few sausages from the main platter and slid them onto his plate. “May as well face it, Shook. That girl is uncontrollable.”

	“I can vouch for that,” Rebar added.

	“She must be making tracks to somewhere. She’s not picking up her phone,” Shook said.

	“When’s the last time you saw her?” Rider asked.

	“Feels like forever.” Shook sighed. “Last time we were together was that day we took Shade and his troop down.”

	“That long ago?” Stoke shot him a scolding look. “You’ve been pushing that girl away. Not good, buddy.”

	“We spoke on the phone every day. She was in Pine Ridge last time I talked to her.”

	“Was she upset? How’d she sound?” Rider seemed concerned.

	Shook picked at his food. “I don’t know. I told her about Rebar. She was shocked. Then her thoughts scattered. I’m not sure why she ditched Cruzan or why she hasn’t called.”

	“Someone better get hold of her,” Stoke said. “Malika’s lurking about and Halo’s out there somewhere unprotected. Did she give any hints as to where she might go?”

	“No. She said she wanted to talk some more with her mother and she’d text me this morning. I’ve called her several times but it went straight to voicemail.”

	“One thing we all know about her, when she makes up her mind to do something, ain’t nobody gonna stop her,” Rebar said.

	Shook glanced over at him. “That’s what worries me.”

	“Your own damn fault,” Rider chided. “We warned you about keeping her at a distance. I get why you didn’t want her at Shade’s that night. But sending her off with Cruzan, though your intent was good, may have made her feel more isolated.”

	“She’s a warrior,” Rebar pointed out. “If you don’t lean on her, you’ll lose her.”

	“Thanks, guys,” Shook groaned and smirked. “I feel so much better now.” He pushed away from the table then walked into the living room. Nothing like an early morning chastise from his friends to make him feel even worse about what a lousy boyfriend he’d been to Cameo. He plopped into a chair and rested his head back on the cushion, pondering what to do. If Cameo was on her way to Rebar’s, then it made more sense to stay put until he heard from her.

	The door buzzer jarred him from thought. He hadn’t been sleeping well and felt fatigued. He watched Rebar head to the door. His brother seemed fully recovered from the bullet wound now. From the fire to the frying pan as now Rebar had entered a new phase of torment thanks to the living tattoo.

	Rebar stopped on his way through the room. “Hey, Shook, what does ee-wah-kdah yea mean?”

	“Iwakta ye means beware, why?”

	“Had a run-in with a very angry warrior last night while I was outside. He told me to stay away from Shadow Dove, that I’m not worthy of the legend,” Rebar told him.

	“Was he on a horse?”

	“Yeah. A white one. Does that mean something?”

	“I’m not sure. Just curious if it was the same horse chasing me. Mine doesn’t have a rider, just fiery eyes and wings,” Shook said.

	“Lucky you,” Rebar said with light sarcasm. “The warrior slugged me across the back with his spear. I’ve been through many dangerous and scary things, even war. But nothing ever struck terror into the depths of my soul as that thing did last night.”

	Shook felt bad. “I’m sorry, man. Being related to me brought you more pain.”

	“I’ll deal with it. We’ll deal with it together. Just wanted to know what that Indian word was he used.”

	“Visits from the spirit world are highly revered by the Lakota,” Shook told him. “Whatever is chasing us means business. Don’t ignore the warning. Maybe keep a safe distance from Halo until we figure this thing out.”

	Rebar let out a sardonic little laugh. “I don’t think that’ll be a problem. I’m probably the last person she wants to see with Camille now that she’s prego with my baby.”

	The buzzer rang again.

	“You ever gonna see who’s at the door?” Shook half grinned.

	Rebar raised his hands and formed a cross with two fingers as if repelling a vampire. “Almost afraid to answer it these days.”

	Shook laughed. “I hear that.”

	Rebar grinned while walking to the foyer. He got there just as the buzzer blared again.

	Stoke and Rider strolled into the living room, each choosing a chair to casually lounge in.

	Rider squinted at Rebar. “That’s got to be the loudest door buzzer ever made.”

	Stoke nodded in agreement, an uncomfortable look on his face. “Must’ve been on clearance.”

	“What’d you do when you bought that thing? Ask for the most earsplitting, annoying doorbell they had?” Shook teased from the couch.

	Rebar waved them off and opened the door. His head jerked back in surprise. “Well, you finally wandered home. It’s been how many days since you drove down to post bail?”

	Camille stepped inside. “I’m sorry.”

	Shook leaned back and peered out the window. He saw her white Shelby in the drive, then spotted Shade’s black Mustang through the trees out on the road. He considered saying something snarky but decided to let Rebar handle it. He noticed the expressions on his partners’ faces deepen.

	“Did you wrap up business with Shade? Is he out of jail and safely home?” Rebar asked in a cold tone.

	“Yes. I bailed him out and he’s home.” She glanced at Shook, Stoke, and Rider, then back at Rebar. “Can we talk... alone?”

	“We can talk right here.”

	Camille balked. “We really should speak privately.”

	“You’ve been gone for days. My friends have been here for me. Whatever you have to say can be said in front of them.”

	She glanced nervously at Shook and then back at Rebar. “I heard that you and Shook are twins.”

	“Who told you?”

	“Shade told me. Your birthmother stopped at his house looking for you. Did she find you?”

	“Yeah. Good news travels fast,” he replied.

	“You’re happy about this?” Her voice hitched.

	“Yeah. I have real family now.”

	“Oh my gosh. I thought surely you’d be disgusted to learn you’re half Indian.”

	“Have you forgotten who your mother is? My father may be Native American but at least he’s not a terrorist. Watch your derogatory tone around my family,” Rebar countered. “When did you become such a snob?

	“I’m not a snob!” Camille huffed. “But I always thought you were born of noble heritage.”

	“I’m not gonna stand here and defend myself to you. You’re gonna have to accept Shook into the family,” Rebar told her straight out. “I’m not ashamed of him.”

	“No, I won’t. He’ll never be family to me. He’s never liked me. Never been nice to me,” she snipped.

	“Our baby will be his niece or nephew. So you might want to adjust that attitude before it’s born. I’m not raising my child to become a bigot.”

	Shook arched a brow, feeling proud of Rebar. He caught Stoke and Rider giving a slight nod of approval.

	Camille tossed her head haughtily. “My baby will have no relationship to your new... family... if that’s what you call it. Sorry to disappoint you. I wanted to have this conversation in private, but since you want the whole world to know, the baby’s father is Shade. He fixed the paternity test so you’d return to his troop.”

	Rebar didn’t look caught off guard or even upset, which surprised Shook.

	“Then why are you here?” Rebar asked her.

	“I came to let you down easy... in private. I never wanted to hurt you. But Shade pulled out his trump card to get me back.”

	“Shade again.” Rebar sighed. “He’s always pulling your strings, isn’t he? Have you ever had a mind of your own? You let Malika’s puppet, Joan, blackmail you. You seduced me to try and steal my tracking devices for Shade. Then you went along with Shade on this whole reunion-having-my-baby-scheme.”

	“We just wanted you with us, Rebar.”

	“Why? Because Shade has such a noble heritage?” he retorted. “You’d rather have the grandson of a man who ran a human trafficking ring and participated in illegal adoptions? Then again, I guess a woman who could drug a man and help two lunatics drag him into a swamp is capable of anything.”

	“That’s mean,” she snapped with narrowed eyes.

	“Truth bites, don’t it, Camille?” Rider smirked.

	Camille flipped him off.

	“Ow. I bet that hurt,” Stoke chuckled, giving Rider a playful kick from his chair.

	The two of them were being scoundrels but Shook wasn’t about to stop them.

	Rebar shot them a fleeting glance of gratitude. “And you not returning my calls for days then dropping in to let me down easy isn’t mean?”

	“It didn’t have to be this way. We could’ve parted as friends,” she said.

	“You don’t know the meaning of the word. Go and get your things then leave for good this time.” Rebar waved her past him toward the back bedrooms. “Don’t forget, you just admitted to lying about the paternity test in front of three Feds. No changing your mind again now.”

	“Still saving your loft for Cameo?” Camille whipped out the cutting dig then glanced at Shook.

	Rebar glared at the woman. “Get your stuff and get out.”

	Camille went to the bedroom, then came out and whisked past him. She stalked back into the hall carrying a bag and a suitcase. She set the suitcase on the floor. “I’ll come back for that. These are both heavy.”

	Rebar shrugged and didn’t offer to carry it for her. He had no sooner closed the front door when the
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