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Diplomacy is the art of saying “Nice Doggie” till you can find
a stick.

 Highly Trained

Mae
Hamilton

Keira Williams is
like every girl next door, and she knows it. Keira focuses on the
present instead of the past, and the future instead of history.
With a best friend like Gabby, who needs enemies? She spends more
time trying to keep up with things going on around her than making
a name for herself. The only thing she could do is smile when her
four older brothers come into town.

Brody Anderson
lost his Pack ten years ago. He spent most of his life running from
anyone who tries to cage him. He lives in the wild, watching
people. He hunts the real animals in the world. When he saves a
Wild Dog, he finds the last thing he even knows what to do with…
his Mate.

Warning: If you
are easily intimidated by a straight from the wild Hero. A Heroine
with more than enough patience for any man and a whole lot of
teasing that takes place in and out of the bedroom… then this book
is not for you.
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Prologue

 Keira kicked the
warehouse door as hard as she could. She hadn’t realized Sienna had
Moon Mated with Levi. If she had, she would have gone in to get the
little Jackal herself hours ago.

The door
buckled inward as she pushed her way into the dark, feeling
predators all around her. Keira had never wanted to come back, to
come back to the one place that still gave her nightmares. The
place she had earned all her scars from. Her personal
Hell.

She
pulled her knife from her combat boot, flipping it over and holding
it like a pro. She didn’t shift, she couldn’t shift. It was too
painful to even try. She hadn’t been getting her run in lately,
which left her stiff and sore. No matter how sore her body was, she
would never leave Sienna alone in The Ring.

She
sliced and diced as she walked, quietly killing everyone who got in
her way. She didn’t care if they were part of her Pack or not. The
bodies fell behind her. She spotted overhead lights ahead, which
meant they were getting closer to The Pitt.

She
doubted she could call it anything else after she had been in it.
Many called it a The Ring. That’s what the Hyenas decided to call
it, but once inside of it... there was no comparison. Keira
sprinted into the stands, looking down the sloped seating into the
arena at the bottom. Sienna looked unsteady, she wasn’t doing
anything... she wasn’t even saying anything.


Something slammed into her back, as she spun around snarling.
She stopped just before she sliced Logan a new breathing hole. Her
eyes widened as he looked like he had just created a reason to put
on new underwear. So much for protecting her Alpha.

She
tried to smile, but someone slammed into her again. She spun
quickly but recognized Gabby’s sent. She righted the little Wild
Dog, checking her over for marks. She snarled at the idiot that had
just shoved her but knew Gabby could easily handle herself up
against the overdressed Fox that looked like a dumpling.

She
slipped her knife into Gabby’s hand, smiling as she gently shoved
her back in the direction she had come from. She heard a
blood-curdling growl, as she snapped back to The Pitt. It wasn’t
the sound of someone who was winning a fight. It sounded like a
last ditch effort battle cry, and Keira had heard a lot of those
during her stint as a Ring Fighter.

She
spotted one of the biggest Bear-Fox she had ever seen. It was an
interesting combination, but it created a big assed mother fucker
that was staring down at Sienna like she was looking at dinner.
Never a good sign for such a small woman like Sienna.

“Oh my GOD! SIENNA!” Levi yelled as she spun
around. She caught him as he tried to get past her, pushing him
towards Logan. She had warned him that he was to follow her orders,
that he was to remain focused.

If he
went in The Ring, he wouldn’t stand a chance. None of the Special
Forces guys would last more than a minute. The Ring wasn’t a place
to use logic in a fight. It was a place for some of the dirtiest
fighting she had ever seen. Levi was dazed and disoriented enough
as it was, one hit and both him and Sienna would be down for the
count.

“You need to stay conscious... for Sienna’s sake.” Keira
warned the Jiger, staring at him for a moment. He swallowed hard,
trying to focus on her words. His Jiger was close to the surface,
and the last thing she needed was for it to come popping
out.

“Then do something.” He pleaded as Logan held him back. Keira
let out a sigh, turning back towards The Pitt. This was going to hurt.

Her head
dropped as she flexed her fingers. She took a deep breath in, as
she forced her claws and teeth out. Her whole body hurt when she
did it, but it was quickly over, and she would need something
against the Bear-Fox. She had a pretty pair of knuckle dusters that
Sienna had lost, and was ready to use them on anyone that got in
her way.

Keira
raced down the rows, pushing off people and trying to avoid the
little fights that had broken out. Then her worst nightmare stepped
in front of her. She skidded to a halt, looking up and down the
Hyena in front of her. Jenna Blake was Alpha of the Louisiana Blake
Hyenas, and one big B-I-T-C-H.

“I warned you...” Jenna smiled, her eyes twinkling with
mischief. “If you ever stepped in this warehouse again, we would
hunt you down and put you back into The Ring.” Jenna tilted her
head to the side.

Keira
smiled, she knew that. That was why she had been trying to keep
Scar and everyone away from them. She didn’t want to ever go back
in The Pitt, but Sienna wouldn’t survive another round against the
Bear-Fox again.

“I look forward to killing you.” Keira let out a sigh, moving
past Jenna and running straight for The Pitt. “Right now, I have to
take down your Champion.” Keira nudged her head towards the
Bear-Fox that had to be the newest Ring Champion. There was no way
the Hyenas would put Sienna against anyone who wasn’t a skilled
fighter, they were smarter than that.

Keira pushed herself over the edge of The Ring diving
straight towards the Bear-Fox, claws out and fangs flying. She
didn’t know what was going on around her, all she knew was
that holy mother of God… that bitch was
huge!

Keira
punched and clawed at the Bear-Fox as hard as she could. She didn’t
bother with blows that weren’t aimed at vital organs, there would
be no point. She was doing good until the Bear-Fox hooked her arm
around her waist and threw her.

Keira
slammed hard against the wall, falling to the ground with a hard
thud. Her world went black.


Chapter One

 Keira let out a sigh, swirling
the last bit of Vodka around in the bottom of her glass before she
finished her drink. The thumping music pounded through her, her
sensitive ears were starting to hum from the volume. Worse than the
God awful taste in music, was the fact that she was surrounded by
Humans.

She
looked over her shoulder at Gabby, surrounded by guys. It could be
worse… it could have been a karaoke bar. Keira shuttered at the
thought, she could barely stand to be in a Human bar let alone a
Shifter karaoke bar.

Her body
was sore all over. She was tired, but the last thing she would do
was leave Gabby alone in a bar full of Humans. She was looking for
someone to scratch her latest itch, why she decided to look for a
human was beyond Keira.

Gabby
wore a cute sleeveless light blue dress with a black belt wrapped
around her waist. Her stilettos looked fresh from the set of the
latest magazine cover. She was worse than Ada when she was
surrounded by guys. She was the essence of exactly the woman guys
wanted, in looks at least.

The only
reason Keira was standing at the bar waiting for another glass of
overpriced vodka was that she was there to keep Gabby’s ass out of
jail. Gabby had a way of making men fight over her, and Gabby could
never walk away from a good fight. Which always left Keira being
the Den Mother to the Wild Cat.

“Can I buy you a drink?” Keira looked at the human beside her.
She bit her lower lip, looking him up and down. She let out a sigh,
not even feeling a hint of desire for him. She wasn’t about to
waste her time on a guy that couldn’t even get her juices flowing,
a free drink or not.


Unfortunately, that left her pretty much alone on the
weekends. It had been a while since she had been on a date. She
couldn’t even remember her last boyfriend’s name. She was just glad
her brothers were across the room. They seemed to keep the most of
the cretin away, but a game of pool had drawn them away and left
her alone.

She
rolled her eyes, tucking her hand into her front pocket. She
narrowed her eyes at him, as he seemed to look her over. Not much
to look at. She wore a pair of skinny jeans, a pair of black ankle
boots, and a white t-shirt.

“In case you can’t read,” Keira sighed, pulling her black vest
away from her chest to show off her t-shirt more.
“I can’t stand you.” She turned back towards the bar after rhyming off the words
on her shirt.

Jimmy,
the bartender, smiled at her. He was Mated to a Coyote and had long
ago learned of Keira and Gabby’s secret. They were Wild Dogs
breeds, in both name and personality. Though, Gabby was a little
more on the crazy side of wild. It was the cat in her, her Cougar
to be specific.

“My girlfriend would be willing to join us.” The human smiled,
as Keira cast him a glance. She rolled her eye at the male fantasy
about sharing a bed with two women at once. A threesome, that was
the difference between Shifters and Humans.

Shifters
wanted to Mate to their one true love. Humans wanted to sow their
oats all over the continent. She stared at Jimmy, trying to keep
some grasp on the real world. Taking the glass of vodka, she downed
it quickly trying her best to ignore the Humans.

For some
reason, he seemed to take her disinterest as a sign to further
annoy her. She felt a hand slid around her back and run down her
hip. She smiled her thanks to Jimmy, elbowing the human in the
nose.

He
dropped like a hot potato to the ground, crying around his broken
nose. She really did hate Humans, they got angry at the littlest
things. If she elbowed a Shifter in the face he would have smiled.
Instead the sniveling Human laid on the ground crying.


Men…

She
shook her head, looking around for a sign of Gabby. She couldn’t
see her pale blue dress, long brown hair or any sign of the guys
she had been standing with anywhere. Fuck, the last thing she
wanted to do was spend the night trying to bail Gabby out of
jail.

She
shook her head, sniffing the air for her trail. She walked slowly
towards the door. Just what she needed after her healing bout,
another fight. She was just starting to get back into her normal
routine. It had been two months. Sixty-one days of boredom later
had left her terrified that the Hyenas were coming for
her.

She
hadn’t gotten a good night’s sleep in the last two months, but it
wasn’t the first time she had bad dreams about the Hyenas or The
Pitt. Her brothers had stuck around, although they seemed to care
less and less about what she was doing. Scar had taken them in as
part of her Pack, for the time being, why they were still around,
she didn’t know.

Keira
pushed the door open walking out into the dark night. Gabby laughed
and flirted with six guys like she had never stopped doing it.
Keira crossed her arms over her chest, waiting to see where it led
them. Hockey Player, her favorite. They were a rowdy bunch that
liked to fight both on and off the ice.

She
could see a fight starting to break out, not that she was going to
step in between them. She had her own scars from her own fights,
she didn’t need someone else’s scars to carry around. She
definitely didn’t need to embarrass any of them by beating them
senseless and leaving their ass on the sidewalk.

“Gabs?” Keira asked as Gabby snapped towards her like she had
startled the little Wild Cat. The Wild Dog in her had more energy
than she knew what to do with, and her Cougar liked to cause
trouble. The two combined were a deadly predator to mess
with.

“Keira!” Gabby smiled, pushing out of the group of guys and
heading straight towards her. “These guys are in town for a hockey
tournament. Isn’t that great?” Gabby smiled, as Keira took a sniff
of the little Wild Cat. They were Human and very stupid to get
involved with someone like Gabrielle Harrison.

Keira
wasn’t all that small, five-nine, plus her four-inch heels. She was
so tiny around that the oversized egg heads that she looked like a
child. She smelt like Brandy, and since she was still underage for
another two months, that meant she was going to kick her ass hard
in the morning.

“This is…” Gabby smiled, pointing towards the first guy and
pausing as if she couldn’t even remember his name. She frowned for
a moment, truly trying to remember with her alcohol soaked brain.
Eventually, she gave up and just smiled brightly.

“Like I care.” Keira sighed, looking over all of them. None of
them were worth enough to go home with. They didn’t have any
redeeming features that suited Keira’s needs.

“Anyways… aren’t they so pretty.” Gabby smiled, reaching out
to touch one of them. Keira slapped her hand away, staring at the
six hockey players. They were waiting for Gabby to decide what she
was doing, and that had been their first mistake.

“Go home.” Keira nudged, as they all seemed to look from her
to Gabby. Humans, they always seemed to be looking for approval.
Looking for some sort of guidance, no matter what it was they
couldn’t wait for someone to tell them what to do.

She was
too tired to hold anybody’s hand. She was too tired to explain how
they died to the cops and she was way too tired to wait in line to
bail anyone out of jail. She just wanted to go home, have something
to eat, curl up with a good book, and go to bed.

“She’s going home with me tonight.” One of the bigger hockey
players smiled, holding out his hand for Gabby. He gave a little
wink towards his current plaything and Gabby smiled like it was
some sort of compliment.

Poor
Gabby decided it would be okay to reach out at that moment. Gabby
received another slap on the back of her hand from Keira, which
made her pull back her hand quickly. Keira stared at the hockey
players, thinking about exactly what she should do.

Keira
couldn’t handle another run in with the police. There were only so
many times a person could flirt their way out of a night locked
behind bars. Hopefully, she could save up her last couple of times
for when she really needed it. Gabby seemed to have nine lives when
it came to that sort of thing, Keira, on the other hand, did
not.

Fuck it.

“Will you hold my shoes?” She pulled them off, handing them
over to Gabby. Gabby eyed them with a mischievous look, as she
clutched them tight against her chest like she was hugging
them.

“What? You gonna fight all of us for her?” The biggest of the
Humans laughed, as Keira just smiled to herself. It was times like
this when she was happy that her brothers got distracted far too
easily. They would definitely have taken all her fun
away.

It had
been two months since she had gotten into a physical fight, she was
going to love this. As long as her brothers didn’t find out what
she was about to do.






Keira
growled, snapping at her brothers, as they pushed her through the
door. She threw her shoes onto her dining table. She had been about
to have the best fight she could find until her brothers started to
follow her scent.

She spun
around to tell them exactly where to shove their threats and
scolding until she realized that she was alone in her room. She
cocked her head to the side, listening to them laughing down the
hall. They just dropped her in her apartment and went in search of
something to entertain themselves again.

She felt
her heart rate slow down, as her nerves started to calm themselves.
Ada had grabbed a giggling, wobbly Gabby on their way in and had
taken her straight to bed. That had left Keira with more time than
she expected to have before she went to bed.

She
wasn’t all that hungry, but she hadn’t eaten since lunch. Her
appetite wasn’t what it had been before her little accident, but
she hadn’t been as active as she normally was. Her doctor said to
give it time, take things slow, but she wasn’t about to lay back
and take things easy.

She had
been a lot stiffer than normal, but she hadn’t been running as much
as she wanted to either. She had planned on getting up early to go
for a run in the morning, but she didn’t want to wait until noon
for her brothers to get up. She hated getting up at noon, it was
such a waste of a day.

Keira
shifted through her fridge, grabbing a bottle of water and a bowl
of pre-cut fruit. She had been preparing food in advance for the
past two months, which left her with little choices as what to
eat.

She
pulled a fork out of the drawer, spinning around to sit at her
table in silence yet again. She was starting to feel lonely and
cramped in her small apartment. She went from her big family to a
cramped dorm room, then in an apartment with Gabby. Did she need to
say more? Her big apartment was looking pretty bare.

She
shook her head at her stupidity, heading out her door and down the
hall to the Pack living room. She dropped herself down on the
living room couch, setting her feet up on the coffee table in front
of her. Her legs were aching, and she was glad to finally put her
feet up. After spending all day on her feet, the last thing she had
wanted to do was spend her night in the same position. Gabby had
insisted, and who was Keira to ruin her friend’s fun?

The Pack
House buzzed with noise, from growling all the way to laughing. She
popped the top on her Tupperware container, sliding down into the
soft cushion behind her. She didn’t think she was going to ever
heal fully. Her right side had been badly damaged by her fight with
the Bear-Fox, her nerve damage from her fighting scars still caused
her problems on some days. Nor could she shift without excruciating
pain.

Keira
laid her head back on the couch, shutting her eyes at the buzz that
was starting to drive her crazy. She loved the thought of being
around the people she loved, but sometimes she just liked to sleep
in peace.

“Howdy.” Logan mumbled, like always. He had such a thick
southern accent that it left her wondering what he said sometimes.
It wasn’t like she could complain about a heavy accent, she was
from Jersey. She could make a trucker blush with her attitude on
some days.

Keira
opened an eye watching as Logan sat down beside her on the couch,
eyeing her fruit with interest. She chuckled to herself, holding
the bowl out for him to pick through. He was her Alpha after all,
and she wasn’t going to say no when he looked so
miserable.

“How’s the baby mama drama?” Keira asked, she still couldn’t
believe that Scar was going to be the first of the Pack to have a
baby. Sienna wasn’t going to be far behind her, she never expected
the two women to Mate let alone have kids.

“Blissfully painful.” Logan had a light tone in his voice that
said he was joking. He couldn’t fool anyone, especially not Keira.
He had seen the man’s face when he realized Scar was pregnant. She
could tell that the little Wolf would not be the only child that
the Alpha’s had.

“You can kick my brothers out at any time.” Keira smiled
hopefully, opening one eye to check on Logan. He just smiled, like
he had known she was going to say that eventually.

“They said you were trying to start a fight with Humans.” He
shook his head, as she rolled her eyes. She pushed herself into a
sitting position as she crossed her arms over her chest. As if she
would ever try to start a fight. The only reason she was in a
position to fight was because of Gabby.

“I wasn’t going to hurt them… much.” She tried to hide her
smile, but it slipped out. Like her horns, they always seemed to
tilt her halo whenever she was in a wicked mood.

“Still, you know what the doctor said. You can’t handle
another fight. One more set of broken bones, one more pinched
nerve, and you’re done. No more shifting, no more walking. No
nothing.” Logan shook his head. He wasn’t yelling or angry, he just
said it like he was talking about the weather.

“It wasn’t like I saw them and said hey, I bet I could kick
the shit out of these hockey players.” Keira smiled to herself
thinking it would have been so much easier if she had done that.
“They were trying to take Gabs home with them when I said no… they
got a little grumpy.” Keira shrugged, not even bothering to play
nice with Logan.

He was
her Alpha, but she didn’t get along with everyone from the Pack.
Especially, after her story got leaked about what she had done for
half of a year before she joined the Pack. Don’t get her wrong, she
loved her Pack. She just felt a little more like an outsider than
one of the founders.

“Gabby and Ada are training a few of the new recruits this
week. Willow’s coming down to help out with the office for a few
weeks until things get settled.” Logan sighed, rubbing his temples.
“How am I going to keep your ass out of the hospital? Your brothers
don’t do anything. Scar’s spending so much time with Sienna…”
Logan’s Wolf started to whine.

“What’s the problem?” Keira asked as Logan stared at her
silent for a few moments. Keira smiled, shaking her head at him. He
wasn’t one to crack under stress. He wasn’t about the little things
in life.

“It’s been eleven years this month that I lost my family.” He
let out a sigh, as Keira felt suddenly bad for pushing Logan into
telling her something he didn’t want to say. The Pack had always
been big on never judging someone by their past, and Keira had
always felt the same way.

“I’m sorry.” Keira sighed, looking at her now empty bowl of
fruit. She smiled, thinking it was a fair trade. Wolves and Bears
ate a lot, she had expected to lose part of her supper when she
left her room. Hell, on more than one occasion they had snuck in
her apartment and raided her fridge of everything
edible.

“Not your fault.” Logan shrugged, setting the bowl on the
coffee table. “Sorry to bring it up.” Logan sighed, pushing himself
up. He stood, but Keira could see the stress of it eating away at
him.

“Logan. You’re like my brother-in-law, Scar is like my sister.
Admit it, we’re family.” Keira shrugged, smiling at
Logan.

Logan
tried to force a southern smile that he seemed to use on all the
girls. He couldn’t seem to force it though and settled on a small
smirk. He mussed up her hair, leaving her alone again.

“You should talk to somebody. Talk to Scar, talk to Adam, talk
to Ryder… anybody.” Keira returned his smirk as best she could. She
wasn’t a psychologist, but it wasn’t good to let things get bottled
up. She knew from personal experience that the longer she kept
things to herself the worse they seemed to get. At least she had
Gabby to talk to, Logan didn’t have anyone left to remember the
good times with.

She
didn’t even think he remembered his family or his Pack. There were
a lot of things that Keira didn’t tell Scar or Logan about her
life, and she wasn’t about to start dredging up the past. She still
hadn’t told them the Hyenas were after her, and until she had to…
she was going to keep her mouth shut.

“Thanks, but a buck up cowboy was more like what I was looking
for.” Logan shook his head, as Keira let out a sigh. That was men
for you, never appreciated the effort on her part.

Yeah,
just her luck. When she started to pretend like she gave a damn
about anyone, they wanted her smart ass remarks instead of what she
really thought. She should have stayed in her room, and she should
never have agreed to move into the Pack House. She should have
stayed home, and worked in her daddy’s office the rest of her
life.

She
laughed at the thought… her, in dress clothes.

A smile
settled on her face as she grabbed her dish and bottle of water to
head back to her room. She wanted pajamas on, she wanted under her
covers, and she wanted to read a good book… alone.

Always
alone, and that was how it was always going to be. She ran her hand
over her arms, she had worn short sleeves for the night for the
first time in a long time. It hadn’t been easy, she was
self-conscious of her scars. As much as she didn’t like them, no
one had called her Frankenstein’s Monster. Maybe they weren't so
bad after all?






Brody
Anderson sniffed the air, his eyes darting across the night
skyline. It had long since turned dark, and he was ready to head
home. Every time he tried to head home, something stopped him.
Something had caught his scent, and he couldn’t shake
it.

He
smelled the Pride Hunters, no matter how hard they tried to blend
into their surroundings he could smell them. They were too clean,
too…

His head
whipped around as he caught the sound of a painful sigh. It was a
Shifter, he could tell that. Most likely a female, she smelt like
she had been soaking in lavender and ginseng. She was some kind of
Pack animal by the sound of her vocal range. She sounded like she
was in misery, an animal that said she needed to be put out of her
misery.

He
crawled a few paces closer on his hands and knees, trying to catch
her scent again. Trying to catch her sound. His eyes spun from
building top to building top, scanning for anything that moved. He
had the sight of a well-trained hawk and used it to his
advantage.

Brody
sniffed the air, following the breeze with his nose. His eyes
widened as he heard gravel scatter behind him. He dove off the edge
of the building, away from his personal Hell.

Leah
Mitton, Pride Hunter, and one hell of a stealthy Puma was always
after him. She seemed to have a particular vengeance for him, ever
since his Pack had been destroyed the Pride members had hunted him
down with a vengeance for crimes that his family committed. Crimes
he had nothing to do with.

He
hadn’t even been a teenager when his entire Pack had been killed.
He had spent the last eleven years running and hiding from the
Pride’s best Hunters. Hunters that had a badge to do anything they
pleased without repercussions. They could do anything they wanted,
and suffer no consequences for their actions.

The
world didn’t work like that for Brody. If he did something good,
the world shit on him. If he did something bad then life sure did
make him pay for it. Karma was not in his favor, no matter how hard
he tried.

He hit
hard on the fire escape, not even bothering to check on the Puma
that would follow him to the end of the earth to kill him… to make
him suffer. He vaulted over the side of the fire escape, landing on
the lid of a dumpster and disappearing into the alleyway like all
the alley cats did. He was vermin to most people, and he used
everything he could to escape the Hunters that were after
him.

He could
hear Leah walk past him twice, she was trying to follow his scent.
There was no way her nose would ever find him. Number one, he was
upwind. Number two, her nose couldn’t handle the stink of an
alleyway.

Her
heart beat furiously, her breathing coming frantic from the
adrenaline rush he had put her through. She was better than any of
the other Hunters the Pride had sent after him. She had found him
in North Dakota and followed him all the way to Louisiana. He
needed to come home. He needed to be close to the land he knew. He
needed to be close to the place he was comfortable with when
dealing with the best Hunter the Pride had.

When a
Hunter came after him, they didn’t go back alive. They were pushed
long and hard until Brody was faced with a life or death situation
that always left him with the one decision he didn’t want to make.
Kill or be killed.

He had
killed more than he had ever wanted to. He had been forced to grown
up too fast for a young boy, and it left him more of a wild beast
than the man that he would have grown into should his life had been
different.

He
didn’t have time to dwell on the past. He had to find somewhere…
someplace that was going to let him rest. He had gone the better
half of a dozen days without sleep, and if he didn’t find a place
shortly, he was going to be forced to do something that he would
rather not do.

“I know you’re here. You can’t hide from me forever.” Leah
growled as Brody crouched down. His knuckles on the ground to
steady himself, he let out a soft breath. A small snort that he
knew would echo around the alley to tease the Puma.

When a
predator ran off their emotions, they were far more predictable
than someone who running of instinct. When the past twenty-two
Hunters had let their emotions get the better of them, they had
done stupid things. They had made wrong turns. They got
scared.

And
scared they should be…

Because
he was the deadliest thing the Pride had ever had the misfortune of
meeting, and he wasn’t about to let this Puma get the better of
him. No matter if he had to kill the female or not.


Chapter Two

 Keira stretched in the soft glow
of the morning sunrise. The fog was still thick in the downtown
market of New Orleans. She had been the last to go to bed and the
first to wake up in the morning.

For the
first time in the last year, she had worn shorts and a t-shirt
outside of her apartment. She never had felt comfortable showing
off her skin when she was younger, she burnt like crazy. Ever since
she had gotten out of The Pitt, she had been hiding behind the
security blanket of her baggy clothes.

Her
scars always seemed to draw attention from Humans and Shifters
alike, and it wasn’t all that easy to explain to either how she had
gotten them. It was early though, and it was already hot enough to
cook an egg on the sidewalk. If she was going to get her run in,
she wanted to do it early in the morning when no one was
out.

She
would be back before anyone knew she was gone, and she didn’t plan
on meeting anyone while she was running. Honestly, she could give a
shit less what people thought. If they gave her dirty looks, she
could just snarl at them until they ran away.

She
wasn’t perfect, she could admit that, but parts of her were pretty
awesome. If anyone got to know those parts of her, she would gladly
protect that someone with her life. What little her life meant was
nothing compared to whoever cared for her.

She
tightened the laces on her sneakers, making sure one wasn’t going
to go flying off and land in the Mississippi River she was hoping
to run along for a couple of miles.

It was a
quiet run through parks and wildlife preserves, a run she had done
when she had started her short-lived time in University. She had
come to New Orleans to get away from her family. Now, she hadn’t
left for fear of who would follow her to her family.

She had
wanted to become a History Professor once upon a time. She had
wanted to relive battle enactments. She had dreamed of being
anything that would get her noticed in the world by her
father.

Her
brothers were all amazing cops, and she wouldn’t change any of
them, but that life wasn’t for her. Something about the way her
father looked at her said he had never been proud of her. Like he
had never really wanted the burden of watching her grow.

A lot of
good that had done her. Coming to New Orleans had been a life
changing decision. One that had landed her straight into the
electric chair. She was fried… both mentally and physically. Yet,
it still felt like she had something to do. She felt like she had
to accomplish something in her life before she could totally
retract from the world. At twenty-three she was ready to
retire.

She
laughed at the thought, pushing herself to stretch her body. She
knew exactly what she wanted to do. She wanted to bring down the
Hyenas so that they would never hurt anyone like her ever again.
She had been warned though, if she stepped back in the warehouse
the Hyenas would stick her right back in The Pitt.

She had
been young and innocent when she came to New Orleans. She had been
a bookworm that loved rainy nights spent inside. Now her life
consisted of trying to keep Gabby out of trouble and forcing her
body to move in the mornings. Oh, and she couldn’t forget her
brothers… her so called protectors.

She
laughed as she ran, her feet falling into a steady rhythm that she
had longed to feel. It had been far too long since she had gone for
a decent run to clear her mind. More than three months.

Her brothers were no more protectors than a door mouse. Sure,
they sure keep her out of trouble… if they were awake. So anything
before noon… you’re on your own
hun.

She
really didn’t want to think about anything. She wanted to run as
hard and as fast as she could. She wanted to feel her heart beat.
She wanted to feel alive for the first time in a long time, and it
wasn’t going to happen sitting in her apartment.

Keira
ran on the spot, waiting for the light to change. She kept her
breath steady, pulling a pair of sunglasses out of her back pocket
and pushing them on. Her eyes were used to the night, she had been
forced to live in the night… in the dark for two long.

She
caught the scent of something feline. Something that smelt deadly.
She didn’t wear her big combat boots, which meant she didn’t have
her big bowie knife if anything happened.

She kind
of regretted not telling anyone where she was going, if anything
happened. She doubted they would even notice she was missing. How
long would it take them to notice? Days? Weeks maybe?

That
wasn’t true. Eventually Gabby would disappear and then someone
would look around and yell at Keira for losing Gabby. When she
didn’t answer, someone would eventually notice that she was gone.
Keira could admit that she disappeared into the background most of
the time until something needed killing… then everyone turned to
her for help.

Killing.
It was what she did. It was what she had to do. The bark of a dog
snapped her back to reality. Her own Dog was still in a sleepy
daze. She smiled, letting it wake up slowly. By the time she got
back from her run, she would gladly drink a whole pot of coffee for
her Wild Dog as long as she kept up.

She
didn’t sprint through her run. She enjoyed it at a leisurely jog.
The steady beat of her feet hitting the ground was all she could
focus on for a long time. The odd squirrel running caught her
attention, but nothing to distract her from her run.

Keira
caught the scent of something… a lot of something’s behind her. Her
Wild Dog perked up at the sound of heavy footsteps behind her. She
scented Hyenas… male Hyenas. She really wished she had brought her
bowie knife.

Logan
had been right the night before, if she got in any more bad fights,
she wouldn’t be able to Shift or walk again. She couldn’t think of
not running, let alone not walking. She would never force her Wild
Dog to stay trapped inside her. It was one thing to know she was
there if she needed her. As painful as it was for her to come out
for a visit, Keira depended on her more than she thought. If she
was forced never to Shift again, they might as well put her down
with a bullet to the head.

Still,
she couldn’t go down without a fight. Without some sort of battle
strategy that was going to keep her alive until she could decide
where she was going. She pulled her cell phone out of her front
pocket, running as she dialed the number that was burned into every
kindergartener’s brain. She put it to her ear, listening to what
was behind her.

“Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?” The operator spoke in a
perky voice. She shook her head, trying to force back a chuckle.
She was starting to panic, and there was nothing the perky woman
could do about it.

“My name is Keira Anna Marie Williams, I am currently running
through the park near downtown New Orleans following the
Mississippi. I am being chased by…” She checked over her shoulder,
spotting eight Hyenas on her tail. “Eight grown men.”

“Miss Williams, are you in danger?” The operator asked as
Keira raised an eyebrow at her phone.

“If I was not in danger, why would I be calling?” Keira rolled
her eyes, hanging up her phone and shoving it in her pocket. She
was better off looking after herself.

She
dipped off the trail, knowing if she needed to kill someone… she
could. She didn’t want to have to explain to the cops why there was
blood all over the trail. She didn’t want to have to look at the
stain as she ran the trail daily.

She
scented something else… something like she had never smelt before.
Her eyes scanned around, as she tried to pinpoint the smell. It
wasn’t Bear… but it was neither Pride nor Pack. She had smelt all
sorts over her stint in The Pitt, the one place that attracted all
the mixed breeds because they didn’t have a Pack or Pride to depend
on.

She
heard the growl of Hyena, spinning around only to have a big man
slam into her. She balled her fist, slamming it across the top of
his head. Another three Hyenas piled on top of her, claws and teeth
trying to kill her.

Jenna,
their Alpha, was going to be pissed if they lost their Champion
Ring Fighter. Not that she was much use, but they didn’t know that.
She felt the wetness seep into her as mud covered her from head to
toe.

She was
panicking. She was trying to control her emotions, trying to fight
with a clear mind if she was going to die. She didn’t want to die.
There was a conflict of interest between fates. The Hyenas wanted
her… and she wanted to leave and never look back.


Brody
snapped awake at the movement of his tree. It wiggled, as he
realized someone was fighting directly under him. Something that
was about to die…

He could
scent panic and fear, and normally he wouldn’t get involved with
Hyenas for obvious reasons, but something else caught his
attention. Something… female. He had a weakness for women,
especially women in need of assistance.

She was
in a great deal of pain. She was practically naked. Worse still,
she was alone. The man in him surged at the thought of someone
harming a woman. The animal in him recognized her scent. She smelt
like lavender and ginseng. He recognized the scent from the night
before, the scent that had momentarily made him lose track of where
he was.

He
growled
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