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Prologue

 


“Agents are dead, cops are dead,” Special
Agent Rueben Deeks said to the small taskforce he’d been assigned
to work with.

Only one of them was familiar with the case
in addition to a police officer on loan. The others had all been
transferred to other cities to work lower profile cases which is
why he’d gotten the call.

He got results while the others had been
stagnant.

“I’m looking forward to working this case
with you,” he said. “I want you all to study the file on Jorja
McMasters and be ready to work in the morning. For now, let’s
adjourn.”

The agents filed out, but the cop and
Sheldon remained behind in the small meeting room at the local
bureau office. Rueben lifted his brows at the agent.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I know you’re used to doing things a
certain way, but your New York ways won’t work here,” Sheldon told
him. “McMasters is clever. She’s managed to evade arrest despite
the fact we know she’s involved in murder and trafficking.”

“Gold, diamonds, and other gems,” Rueben
said. “I know.”

“McMasters has also been implicated in a
gangland war with a group of drug dealers,” Detective Grant told
him. “According to my snitch, she ruthlessly eliminated part of the
cartel and could be calling the shots.”

“What’s your proof?” Rueben asked patiently.
If they had some, he could use that as his way into bringing her
down.

“McMasters isn’t going to be that easy to
get, but we already have enough knowledge and history of her
activities to say she’s savvy, and—”

“She’s a common thug,” Rueben retorted,
growing irritated with them. “I know how to deal with her type and
since I’m in charge of this investigation, I’d appreciate it if you
two allowed me to run it.”

“Fine.” Sheldon held up his hands. “Whatever
you say.”

“Good evening,” Rueben said. He watched them
go before heading out to the parking lot himself. He got into his
car and took the brief drive to the hotel where he’d be saying.

He expected to be there three months tops.
He’d studied the files before arriving and had already come up with
a plan to get McMasters. He’d had some dealings with her several
years back when she was a college kid running product for someone
else.

He was certain she was responsible for the
murder of the agent who’d infiltrated the organization. Tandra had
been only twenty-five and still a ball of burning righteousness
despite the warnings he’d given her.

She’d identified McMasters as part of the
diamond smuggling ring as well as a close friend of the leader of
the group. They had been closing in on them, and then Tandra had
been found tortured and murdered, her body tossed into a trash can
as if she was nothing more than a used-up paper towel.

He unlocked the door and stepped into the
hotel room and a smile played over his face. Carolyn Myers lounged
on the couch, her blonde hair pouring over her shoulders in a
seductive tumble, her dress revealing even more of her lean
legs.

“What are you doing here?” he asked as he
pushed the door closed and made his way over to the seating
area.

He deposited his briefcase on the coffee
table before removing his suit jacket.

“What do you think of the rest of the team?”
she asked. “Do you think they’ll be able to get her?”

“I don’t know,” he said honestly. “I know
I’m going to nail her ass to the wall this time.”

Carolyn uncrossed her legs as he sat down
next to her. “Tandra deserves justice,” she said.

Tandra had been Carolyn’s younger sister by
seven minutes. Fraternal twins who’d joined the bureau
together.

“Maybe you should have taken a pass on this
case,” Rueben said. “You can still head back to DC.”

“And they’ll think I’m running, that I can’t
handle this case just because my sister was killed by McMasters or
someone she knows.”

“It was never proven that McMasters was her
killer, but considering the evidence Tandra said she had that
proved McMasters was our shooter as well as being part of that
ring, I think we both know she did it.”

Carolyn nodded. “So, let’s get her,” she
said. “Let’s make her pay for taking a woman we both cared about
from this world.”

Rueben tightened his lips. “We’re going to
do this by the book, Carolyn,” he told her as he reached out to
caress her wrist. “I don’t want to lose you, too.”

She put her hand on his. “We’re a good
team,” she said. “We haven’t failed since that day. I don’t want to
start allowing negativity to enter into our thoughts now.” She
glided her hand over his. “I think we can get her. She’s no smarter
than any other criminal we’ve taken down.”

“No,” he agreed. “In fact, I think her
arrogance is what will destroy her. All we have to do is push the
right buttons.”

“According to the file, she has a fiancée
who’s pregnant. I think we can start there. No woman in her right
mind wants to have her child’s life in constant danger,” Carolyn
said with a smile. “We might even be able to convince her we can
make sure that baby is taken away from her the minute it’s
born.”

He nodded slowly. “Maybe. It’s a game that
might be worth a try, but we need to go over the file on the woman
first. I want to have my ducks in a row for the first
approach.”

Carolyn smiled and leaned toward him.
“There’s nothing like the eve before a hunt,” she said. “That woman
won’t know what hit her.”


Chapter One

 


“Why are we talking about this?” Jorja
McMasters demanded of Bridget Bearenstein as Bridget sat across
from Jorja in her office. “I already told you I’m not getting in
the middle of that.”

“I’m just asking for you to give me one
formula.”

“No, damn it, Bridget,” Jorja snapped. “The
case is closed. Anyway, they’ve been bought by the hounds.”

“Which hounds?”

“Forget about that,” Jorja urged
impatiently. “We’re here to talk about the alcohol.”

“Fine,” she said. “We’ll revisit the issue
again at a later date.”

“Not unless you plan on dying young,” Jorja
commented as she held the other woman’s gaze. She and Bridget Bear
were still working out the kinks of being allies.

Jorja had a feeling the bear was angling for
something in particular with the alliance, but it was just going to
get her killed if she kept going this way.

“No, I don’t,” she replied tartly. “That’s
why I killed Pollen. He was just a problem waiting to happen.
Besides that, he was stifling me.”

Jorja grunted. She’d suspected the woman had
killed her cousin to take over the family here.

“The rest of your family is gone,” Jorja
murmured. “What are their thoughts on you still being here, taking
over this branch of the family business?”

“I have my own contacts,” she said. “One of
them is a hound who’s running Locane’s fields out of the Middle
East.”

“You’re buying some product from the
hounds?”

“I’ve got no choice,” she said. “I’m going
to buy only a few more shipments from them, but to be honest, I’m
thinking about getting out of the biz altogether and just running
the club.”

Jorja gave her a skeptical look. “You killed
your cousin to take over a club?”

“I was tired of being subjugated,” Bridget
told her. “But for now, I’m still in the game, and I have a list of
the order. Can I get it in a week?”

Jorja reached for the list and looked it
over. If the woman would kill her family for nothing, then she bore
watching carefully. At the same time, Jorja applauded her for not
only being willing to take the risk but for going the distance.

“I’m not getting involved in drugs.” She
gave the list back.

“I just want to be assured you won’t prevent
them from obtaining the product from the Middle East. I was told
you hadn’t released the fields there.”

“I’m going to have the product destroyed,”
Jorja told her. “They can’t buy it.”

“I can,” Bridget told her.

“It’s not up for sale. You’ll have to fill
your list elsewhere.”

Bridget studied her for a moment, and the
predator, the warrior goblin shifter that she was, could feel the
bear shifter the other woman was. Jorja knew the bear was trying to
decide if she could win this battle without damaging their
alliance.

“A problem has come to my attention,”
Bridget said, the calculation in her brown gaze fading. “Tia and
Tatter. Tia’s relationship with the agent is getting serious. She’s
not working out as well as she once was, and her brother is backing
her up.”

“Not my problem per se,” Jorja
commented.

Bridget leaned back in her chair and studied
her. Jorja saw the calculation in the woman’s eyes, felt it
crawling down her spine and the goblin part of her stared at the
bear looking back at her.

“I think we need to leverage the
relationship for both our sakes,” Bridget told her. “My first
thought was to kill them when I found Tia bugging my office, but
then I realized I could use that to my advantage.”

“Did you?” Jorja steepled her fingers in
front of her.

“My uncle and the rest of my family would
just kill them, but I think that would be a waste of time when we
would have eyes into the FBI.”

The goblin sat up straighter, smiling at the
deviousness, but wasn’t in any hurry to get involved in what could
merely be a trick.

“Do what you feel is necessary,” Jorja
commented with a vague smile.

Bridget laughed. “I like you, Jorja,” she
said. “I know you don’t trust me, but you and I are going to be
great allies and even greater friends.”

“You don’t say,” Jorja murmured.

“Now, back to business,” Bridget said. “As I
said a minute ago, I’m thinking of getting out of the drug biz, and
I have an idea. I just need some more capital. The money I’ll make
from the drugs won’t cover all of the startup, and I don’t want to
bankrupt the club.”

“It’s your bread and butter for now.”

“Plus, I’ve made a deal with the hounds that
they can deal there, but I want a thirty percent cut. We’re working
that out and I foresee a profitable venture there, but this one is
a legit enterprise to a degree.”

“How does that interest me?”

“I need capital,” she said again and leaned
forward. “The venture is going to involve some smuggling from Fairy
and maybe other places, but I’ve got that covered.”

“What do you want from me?” Jorja asked
curiously.

“The project could indeed make us business
partners.”

“How?” Jorja asked calmly, waiting for the
punchline that she would surely reject.

“You’re opening a spa at the casino.”

“So?”

“I plan to open my own here and create a
line of product just for supernaturals,” Bridget replied. “I’ve
made products for my skin’s special needs for years. Do you know
how hard it is to find a good moisturizer?”

“Yes,” Jorja agreed. That could be of
interest to her.

“I make a killer line that I use and share
with my family on occasion, but it’s always just been a hobby.”

“Why did you kill your cousin if you were
just going to go in this direction?” Jorja quizzed.

“I wasn’t, but I realize the expense and the
cost of dealing in drugs,” she said. “It’s an iffy business, though
quite profitable if you’re willing to constantly fight to stay on
top, and I don’t want to be at war with the hounds all the
time.”

“You don’t say.”

“I’m not a warrior,” Bridget answered. “I am
a realist, Jorja, and my family would have invaded this, taken it
from me to use as a cover for drug smuggling and dealing. I want
control of my own business.”

“I can see how that would matter,” Jorja
replied. “But how is this going to be important to me?”

“I’ll give you ten percent for the
capital.”

“Do I look like a fucking bank to you?”
Jorja asked curiously. She saw where the woman was going, but she
wasn’t sure she wanted to get in bed with her.

“Fifteen is my final offer,” Bridget told
her. “If I don’t make back your money in a year, I start paying you
back.”

“You want me to give you money to start a
cosmetics business?”

“Hygiene, not make-up. Body wash,
moisturizer, shampoo, body sprays. Perfumes tend to be too strong
for us. We need something calibrated to our specific senses. I’m
sure you’d love to walk into your bedroom and find your queen
wearing a scent that isn’t too strong.”

“That could have its perks,” Jorja said.

Jena didn’t wear a lot of scents. There were
two that she wore on a regular basis and one Jorja had selected
because it didn’t make her sick like some human perfumes did.

“All I’m asking is a small amount. I brought
a sample contract for you to look over which includes the
amount.”

Bridget reached down to get the purse at her
feet and Sonnet, Jorja’s personal bodyguard who’d insisted on being
present, removed a gun and took off the safety.

Jorja heard the action rather than saw it as
she continued to watch Bridget, who removed a folder from her purse
and held it out to Jorja.

“I’ve outlined all the points that are
important to me on the page on the front along with the amount I’m
asking. In fact, the entire first page is a summary of the
contract.”

“How convenient,” Jorja said as she accepted
the item. “I’ll look it over, and I’ll get back to you.”

“If you agree, I’d like you to check out the
location with me, and I’d also like for you to consider—that’s in
the contract—carrying my products in your spa.”

“If I agree, I’ll insist on carrying only a
small percentage of the products to see how they fare among my
clients,” Jorja told her.

“Fair enough.” Bridget smiled. “I have to
go. I have a date with Gray. I’ll let you know what I decide about
Tia and Tatter.”

“If you must,” Jorja answered. It was her
call.

She had her own plans for the brother and
sister, and she wouldn’t be discussing them with Bridget. However,
if Bridget managed to kill them first, they’d still be just as
dead.

Jorja rose when Bridget did.

“I’ll be in touch,” Jorja told her as she
inclined her head in a nod to the other woman.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Bridget said,
and Jorja rounded her desk as Bridget made for the door.

Sonnet pulled it open for her, her eyes cool
as she watched Bridget cautiously.

“I’m not sure I trust her,” Sonnet said
after closing the door on Bridget. “She’s slick.”

“She’s a predator,” Jorja replied. “I have a
date myself, so let’s get out of here.”

Sonnet’s phone rang, and she tugged it from
her pocket while Jorja gathered her tablet computer. “What’s up,
Sidony?” she asked Jorja’s cousin, who was head of Jorja’s home
security.

Jorja’s goblin, the part of her that was
pure evil, stopped. Her fiancée was pregnant. Anything that could
put her in danger made Jorja edgy.

“A what? Tell me again?” She put the phone
on speaker.

“Jena is demanding chocolate ice cream,” she
said. “Rue can’t make it without cream or chocolate.”

“We’ll pick that up,” Jorja said with a
shake of her head. Jena was becoming a chocolate fiend.

“Tell your fiancée,” Sidony said. “She’s a
bit edgy this evening.”

“Put her on,” Jorja said as she started for
the door.

“Jorja,” Jena said, a growl in her tone.

“Are you feeling okay?” Jorja asked.

“Not really,” she said. “I’ve been feeling
nauseated for a while.”

“Sid, get Thyme or Kael to come over. Jena
rest. We’ll pick up the ingredients for your ice cream.”

“And some Goldland’s chocolate with salted
caramel.”

“Got it,” Jorja said. “Lie down. I’ll be
there soon.”

“I don’t think I really need a doctor,” she
said.

“It’s a precaution,” Jorja told her. “Rest.
See you soon.”

“Soon.”

“Difficult pregnancy?” The concern on
Sonnet’s face touched her.

“Or one of the hounds that she saw today did
something to make her sick,” Jorja commented. “I’ll kill them if
that’s the case.”

“That chocolate she wants is at that
specialty market,” Sonnet told her.

“Let’s not take too much time. I want to be
there before Kael leaves.” She whipped out her own phone and called
Kael.

Kael was a doctor that Jorja trusted with
her own care. Though she wasn’t a specialist in prenatal care,
Jorja had charged her with taking care of Jena as well.

“Jorja, what’s up?” Kael asked.

“Get over to the house,” she said. “Jena
said she’s having some nausea.”

“Probably all day sickness, but I’ll have to
send Thyme,” Kael told her. “I’m in the middle of something. I’ll
check in after.”

“In the middle of something?”

“I do have other patients, Jorja, and this
one needs emergency surgery. I have to go.” She ended the call and
Jorja growled.

“She’s a doctor, Jorj,” Sonnet said as they
reached the elevator. “Thyme’s perfectly capable the way I hear
it.”

Jorja made the call to the nurse
practitioner and midwife.

“I’m already on my way,” Thyme told her.
“Rue called me. She said the nausea was accompanied by vomiting.
Could be nothing, but Rue said she’s been feeling off, even had
some dizziness.”

“That’s not normal.”

“Not for hounds, but she’s probably carrying
at least one goblin child and in my experience the goblin child
does—they move around more. If she’s carrying twin goblin children,
she might have to be confined to bed in another month.”

“Why?”

“The dizziness and nausea. I have something
that will calm the stomach, but the goblin’s metabolism might burn
through it. It could just be a bug.”

“I’ll be there soon,” Jorja told her. “Wait
for me.”

“I will. Listen, Rue is going to text you a
list of ingredients for a soup.”

“We’ll get them,” Jorja said. “I just hope
it includes chocolate.”

“The craving is on par with women pregnant
with goblin children. Goblins crave it like mad, too. I’ll see you
in a bit.”

“Right.” Jorja sighed.

They made their way to the SUV. Jorja
decided to drive to distract her mind. She hoped everything was
okay because she would kill anyone who hurt her family.


Chapter Two

 


Kinsey Kane studied Satu Moreau, the older
woman who was or had once been like an aunt to her. Satu’s decision
to break from the Mino family had ended all connection the two had
as friendly, but in Kinsey’s mind it didn’t have to.

However, she was aware that Satu wasn’t the
kind of woman who walked away from anything she wanted, and she
knew that was control of the family enterprises that had built the
Mino family into a power in the state.

“I’m surprised you asked for a meeting,”
Kinsey said as she curved her hands around the glass of iced tea
before her.

“I don’t know why,” Satu replied. “We both
know you’re becoming a problem for me.”

“In what way?” Kinsey asked coolly.

Satu had lost four girls in the last two
weeks to Kinsey. They both were part of the sex industry with Satu
having taken over the escort service the family used to run while
Kinsey had gotten the brothel as well as the bootleg alcohol
business.

Though she wouldn’t exactly call it bootleg
since they imported alcohol from other areas and sold it here. They
got it cheap, but she wasn’t up on how. She had never known, but
she was sure her partner and good friend in that enterprise, Jorja,
knew.

“I want my girls back,” Satu told her. “And
I want you to stop putting ideas in their head. I also want you to
hand the alcohol business over to me since you have no idea what
you’re doing.”

“I’m not going to force anyone to come back
to work for you,” Kinsey told her. “I know you’ve recently opened
your own brothel, but it will never be the class act Red Hat
is.”

“Do you seriously think you can maintain
control once I get my ball rolling? I will steam roll you and then
put a bullet in your head,” Satu told her. “You’re as weak as
Simona.”

She shrugged. “Whatever you say.” She and
Satu were Fairy, goblin shifters, but they weren’t warrior goblins
like Jorja.

They were both more or less just a garden
variety. Satu’s family had made up for that by cultivating talents
in herbal magic, poisons in particular. During her time as part of
her aunt’s organization, Satu rarely put that art on display.

“Whatever I say?” Satu leaned closer to the
table they shared in the country club. “It’s truth and you know it.
McMasters is really calling the shots and without her you’re
nothing more than an easy target.”

“If you think that’s true—”

“I already know it is,” Satu cut in. “She’s
the one who killed your enemies not you. She’s the one avenging
Simona’s murder not you.”

“If that’s all you have to say, then it was
good seeing you, Satu,” Kinsey said and started to rise when Satu
reached across the table and grabbed her wrist.

“Sit down, Kinsey. I’m not done,” she said
coldly.

Kinsey decided to oblige her rather than
make a scene, but Moss, the guard she’d brought with her, was at
the table with a hand on Satu’s before she could wave him off.

Satu looked up at him and laughed. “A
McMasters lackey,” she said, giving the man a disdainful glare.
“Release me.”

“Kinsey,” he said.

She gave him a nod.

“For that you’ll be lucky if I don’t have
your little friend Leigh sliced and diced,” Satu told her.

Anger snaked through her, and Kinsey held
back the goblin inside her. She might not have any special skills,
but Satu’s weren’t so impressive she was afraid to take her on if
she messed with her girlfriend.

“Threaten me all you want, but don’t fuck
with Leigh. She has nothing to do with this.”

“You give me back my girls, and I’ll leave
yours alone,” Satu told her. “If not, what I’m going to do to her
will only worsen by degrees each and every day.”

Kinsey signaled the waiter who came over.
“Put this on my tab,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said and strode away.

“I never make a lady pay, Satu, even when
she’s a bitch, but don’t take my departure for weakness.” She
leaned towards her. “You’ll find though I’m inexperienced I’m one
hell of a scrappy fighter in a dog fight.” She straightened and
strode away.

“You’re going to have to deal with her
sooner rather than later,” Moss said as he walked behind her.

“I know.” Kinsey stalked outside and down
the steps. She only got two paces when a man came out of nowhere
and swung on her.

Kinsey was too surprised to act, but Moss
caught the fist and her second guard Del was there driving a punch
into the man’s back before grabbing him by the hair and shoving him
into the steps.

“Kinsey.” Moss gave her a light shove out of
the way of a punch, but that wasn’t the end of it. Kinsey ducked a
third man.

She blocked his incoming punch and brought
her knee up to his groin. He snarled in pain, and she kicked him in
the shin. He went down, laying on his side, hand on his
genitals.

Moss grabbed her arm and led her to the car
as it rolled up before them. Del was pulling the door open for her
and she climbed in while the other two got in. One in front and the
other in back next to her.

The driver sped off.

“This is about to turn into a shit show,”
the driver muttered. “The bitch was just testing you, Kinsey.”

“How do you know, Aqua?” she asked the
female driver.

“I shot the shit with one of those guys
while we were waiting for you. They don’t think you’re capable so
they’re going to take you down ass-backward.”

“What do you mean?” Kinsey frowned. She
trusted the people Jorja had insisted Kinsey accept onto her staff,
but Aqua was one of hers.

Before taking over her aunt Simona’s
business, Kinsey had owned a detective agency in which she provided
security as well as the usual private detective services of
following spouses and digging up information.

She’d also done a great deal of work for
Jorja which had included helping her kill a few people on rare
occasions.

“They’re going after McMasters and
Leigh.”

“Shit. Leigh.”

“She’s okay,” Del told her. “Carter is still
with her.”

“Whoever you talked to just told you they
were going after Jorja?” Kinsey asked incredulously.

“Straight out,” Aqua said.

“They don’t have any respect for you,” Del
told her. “I suggest you ask Jorja for a meet and try to work this
out so you can deal with Satu with Jorja in the background.”

“If she’s going after Jorja, I’d do better
to stay out of the way,” Kinsey said, and she knew nothing was
truer. “I do know she’s stupid if she thinks she can take Jorja
down.”

Jorja was a nasty warrior goblin. Before
Jena and now Jenima, she thought morals were decorations on a
Halloween tree. Jorja could be incredibly loyal and giving to those
she loved, but she didn’t do betrayal well.

She killed without compunction and in ways
Kinsey would rather not even contemplate. She knew the pictures the
feds had of one of Jorja’s biggest crime scenes was the goblin at
her most heinous.

She’d eaten some of her victims alive. And
gods only knew what she’d done with the children that had been
present.

Warrior goblins were blood creatures,
creatures who in this realm were psychic vampires. For them, it was
either let blood or feed off a being’s energetic essence.

Her breed wasn’t the same. She didn’t need
energy to survive. Neither was killing a sport for her like it was
for Jorja. However, her breed could tangle with a warrior without
flinching.

On the other hand, Satu would rue the day
she fucked with Jorja, especially if she went after Jenima. Gods
help her if she did. Warrior goblins were monsters when their
pregnant consorts were attacked. She would call Jorja to warn her.
Then, she’d duck because this was going to be a bloody war, and
Kinsey didn’t want to get hit in the crossfire.


Chapter Three

 


“What did you eat?” Thyme asked.

“When?” Jena asked weakly as she sat on the
bed in her spacious bedroom.

She’d just thrown up again and felt as if
she was on fire. She was trembling now, and her skin was damp,
muscles weak.

“Someone poisoned you with an obscure Fairy
poison,” Thyme told her. “It’s rare to find it here, but some of
the old ones do have stores of herbs brought over from Fairy.”

“Which poison?” Casey demanded. “Is she
going to be okay?”

“I don’t know,” Thyme said. “This poison is
time-release. If I’m not mistaken it’s called haamma naa.”

“Harm all?” Casey asked carefully.

Jena didn’t like the fear she was picking up
from the other woman, but she refused to jump the gun.

“What does that mean?” Jena demanded, fear
in her voice as she put a hand on her stomach. The babies were
still, but she was getting flashes from them now. They were afraid
and they wanted Jorja. “It’s okay.” She rubbed her stomach.

“No, it’s not actually,” Casey said tightly
as she came to stand next to the bed. “It’s going to either make
you miscarry or kill you.”

“What?” Anger flooded Jena, and she grimaced
as pain rippled through her.

“Calm, Jena,” Thyme told her from the foot
of the bed. “I’m not going to—”

“What’s going on?” Jorja demanded striding
into the room. “Keep it clear and concise, Thyme.”

“Hamma na,” Thyme told her. “Jena is
exhibiting symptoms of having consumed a dose large enough to make
her miscarry.”

“Wait. What?” Jorja demanded and the concern
in her face put Jena on edge.

“She could survive and if she does the
poison will leave her with a weak respiratory system. Meaning
she’ll catch every respiratory bug that comes along,” Thyme
explained. “But truth is, Jorja, no one in this realm has ever
lived through it.”

“And the babies?”

“They won’t make it,” Thyme said quietly as
she shook her head. “It’s going to be a long night.”

Jorja stared at her, and Jena found it
difficult to read her mate. She couldn’t even feel her emotions. It
was as if Jorja had just shut down and was leaving her out in the
cold.

“The babies want you,” Jena said and held
out a hand to Jorja. She wanted her, needed her. Her head was
spinning, and a wave of nausea swept over her as her skin heated
and chilled at once.

Jorja moved to the bed where Jena was
propped against the pillows. Jorja took her hand and squeezed.
“It’ll be okay, Jena,” she said, but there was a stoicism in her
face that frightened Jena.

“Jorja. I know you can do something to make
sure this doesn’t happen,” Jena insisted, crushing Jorja’s hand as
cold replaced heat and chills ran down her spine.

She didn’t want to lose her children. She
hadn’t wanted to be pregnant, but now that she was, she was excited
about welcoming an addition to their small family.

“Jorja,” Thyme said. “I need a word.”

Jorja paused to caress Jena’s stomach before
backing away and following Thyme from the room.

“Why is she excluding me?” Jena growled and
tried to sit up straighter. “It’s my life, my body.” Pain coursed
through her, and she let out a scream and bent over to puke.

****

Jorja fought back the growl of the goblin as
it tried to break free. Everything inside her told her she needed
to be in there with Jena. She knew from a dream Jena would lose a
child, but nothing had prepared her for the reality of it.

“The situation is precarious at best,” Thyme
told her, snagging her attention. “Before the night is over, you’ll
either have a consort, or you’ll be mourning four lives.”

Jorja nodded. “Save Jena,” she said.

“It’s not that simple. Her survival will
depend on whether or not her system can survive the poison. I’ve
called Kael. She’s in surgery still. I know only one Fairy poison
specialist and Kael is operating on her. She was attacked.”

Jorja wiped a hand through her hair. Satu
was likely behind that, making sure the specialist couldn’t help
her.

“I brought those things you asked for. Can
the soup help her?”

“It might,” she said. “No silver devil dog
has ever existed in this realm. They’re wild cards of the hound
breed. Some of them actually have poisonous bites. If she’s one of
that breed, she’ll survive, but your kids more than likely
won’t.”

“What if they’re hounds?” Jorja asked.

Thyme shook her head. “They won’t become
silver devil dogs until they reach maturity. So, no.”

Jorja closed her eyes as she digested the
information and the goblin’s mind began working rapidly. Punishment
would be meted out against the Moreau family as soon as Jena was
well.

For this, she would give an extermination
order against the entire Moreau family. That would include everyone
from the oldest to the youngest.

“I’ll have Rue make that soup,” Jorja said
tonelessly, and her nails elongated and bit into her palms as she
pulled her lips into a straight line.

She would not break down in front of Thyme.
She had to be strong for Jena and herself right now.

“And the tea. She’ll need it to keep her
hydrated.”

“Thyme,” Casey called as she ran out into
the hallway. “She’s lost consciousness.”

Thyme hurried back in and Jorja followed, a
chill coming over her as her breaths came fast. She watched as
Thyme briefly examined Jena.

Jena would survive the attack, thanks to the
healer’s stone inside her, but the babies wouldn’t make it.

“I’m sorry, Jorja,” Casey murmured from next
to her. “I know you put a chip of the stone inside Jena, so she’ll
make it, but your legacy—”

“We’ll get through it,” Jorja said tightly.
“I’ll engage a therapist for Jena, and I’ll kill every member of
the Moreau clan.”

“Jorja,” Casey said in a shaky tone.
“Children—”

“They mean nothing to me if mine die,
Casey,” Jorja retorted in a low growl.

“Don’t do what my father would do,” Casey
said. “Show some humanity.”

“Do you really think you’ll be able to take
me if I’m in that kind of pain, Casey?”

Casey stared at her for a long moment and
shook her head. “No.”

“Then, be glad I won’t ask you to kill
anyone or be present when I kill Satu and her uncle.”

“She’s in a coma,” Thyme told Jorja. “It’s
the first step to her body shutting down. The babies will go into
respiratory arrest within the next five hours and so will Jena.
Their hearts will probably stop before hers.”

“No,” Jorja said softly, but she was shaking
from rage and the beginning of grief. “No!” She walked over and
started to punch the wall. Instead, she threw her head back and let
out a loud roar.

Casey put a hand on her shoulder and
squeezed, but Jorja pushed it off and hurried out into the hall and
ran right into Sonnet. She shoved her into the wall and kept
going.

“Jorj,” Sonnet called sternly. “Man, get
your head together.” Sonnet grabbed her arm. “Kinsey is on the
phone.”

“Fuck her.”

“Jorj,” Sonnet snapped. “Focus.”

“Will you shut the fuck up?” Jorja demanded
and walked away. “I’ll be in my office. Talk to Sid and find out
who was in my home and what they brought with them to feed
Jena.”

“J—”

“Don’t make me gut you, Sunny, because right
now, I’ll cut your fucking throat and bathe in your blood.”

Sonnet wisely kept silent, and Jorja stormed
back downstairs and into her office. She closed the door and leaned
against it as she tugged her phone from her slacks pocket. She drew
in a deep breath and let it out as she got her goblin back under
control.

She stared across the room, dialing Kinsey.
She’d never leave a good buddy hanging if she could help it.

The rap on the office door had her
growling.

“What?”

“Hey,” Sidony said from behind her. “Apple
was over today, but so were a couple of the goblins working that
project Kael is putting together. Jena met with them, and she met
with four hounds.”

“Who brought food?”

“Both sets. Hounds were reverent. Goblins
were nice and they brought brownies.”

Chocolate.

“Hello?”

“Kins, talk fast, dude. I’m dealing with
shit of my own.” She might be hurting, but there was no reason to
leave Kinsey out on a limb alone. In fact, it might give her a
chance to work off steam if blood needed letting.

“I met with Satu just a little bit ago,”
Kinsey told her.

“About the women?”

“Right,” Kinsey responded. “She was pissed,
and she made threats. Aqua told me she has reason to believe she’s
coming after you to get you out of the way to get to me. She’s also
probably going after Leigh, but I’m heading to her now.”

“Increase security on her and yourself,”
Jorja told her quietly. “If she’s coming after me first, she might
not do more than go after Leigh to get you to see reason. What does
she want?”

“Besides her girls back,” Kinsey said, “she
wants the alcohol business.”

Jorja ran a hand through her short black
curls. They were soft to the touch and the touch soothed her just a
little.

“I’m on it,” Kinsey said. “Del and Moss have
already begun making arrangements. What about you? How is
Jenima?”

“Not well,” Jorja said. “She was poisoned.
Hamma na.”

“Jorja, there’s no cure for it here.”

“I know that,” she replied evenly. “I need
to go.”

“I’ll come over.”

“No. Go to Leigh. There’s nothing you can do
here. My first step is to—”

“Satu’s family are herbalists. Their
specialty is poisons. They have a quintet they call the five deadly
sins and hamma na is one of them. They make two main strengths. One
is a time release formula that will kill within twelve hours of
consumption and the other is instantaneous.”

“K—”

“They’re both painful when it comes down to
it. The victim is normally conscious throughout the entire painful
ordeal and then they either go into respiratory distress and
suffocate or they have heart failure.”

“Thank you for that, Kinsey.”

“Listen, I heard Satu and my aunt talking
about the poison before. The poison is in general deadly, but it
has to be specifically calibrated.”

“What do you mean?”

“Weight … and Jena is pregnant, they
wouldn’t get her weight right unless they got her file from Kael,”
she said. “Also, the poison has to be calibrated by breed because
some breeds like goblins can burn the poison off before it does
more than make them sick.”

“And hounds?”

“I don’t know, but Jena is pregnant so more
factors will determine whether or not she’ll survive. The babies
could survive if they’re goblin because you’d survive it. It’s in
your genetic make-up as a Class-A warrior goblin.”

Her breed was impervious to various types of
poison, though not iron and rust.

“Hounds?”

“I don’t know,” Kinsey told her. “But I do
know they tried to poison one of Locane’s men before and it didn’t
take. Satu’s aunt said the time-release formula doesn’t work on all
hounds.”

“Why would they use it?”

“Pain,” Kinsey said. “They can always kill
her later, but they could kill your offspring now.”

“Thank you.”

“They probably have an antidote, Jorj,”
Kinsey told her. “But getting it might be
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