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Prologue

 


There was no moon tonight as Montana
Summer stood on the edge of her uncle’s orchard in Mystic,
Connecticut. The arms of the trees just steps away formed a bit of
a shadowy haven for her and her guest, or rather, the man who’d
asked her for a meet.

He was wearing a pair of sweats she’d
brought with her. However, he was shirtless and without shoes as
he’d joined her in coyote form. A coyote prowling the shadows
wasn’t unusual, though, if a human spotted a shifter in its animal
form, police would be called out if the human didn’t decide to
shoot at it.

“So, what is this about,
Greenly?” Tana asked tiredly.

It had been a long day for her as she
continued to settle into her new job. She had only been the interim
police chief for two weeks and the job had come with a mess she was
struggling to clean up.

“I know you’ve heard,” he
said quietly. “Those people killed out by the lake were
cartel.”

“Crystal Snow
Lake?”

“Yep.” He nodded. “Jenner
was just getting in bed with that woman and her brother, the Shadow
Pack. They wanted to buy Summerfield and Blacklaw’s club and use it
to run their drugs through town. They also wanted Mystic
Snow.”

Jenner hadn’t mentioned anything about
a cartel to her. However, he’d been convinced Summerfield and
Blacklaw, two of the strongest alphas in the tri-city area, maybe
even the state, were running drugs. Both women had been under fire
from the former D.A. who’d been stalking them with the intent of
pinning drug and murder charges on them.

“I didn’t know,” she
admitted.

“I’m sure,” he said with a
derisive laugh. “Jenner had turned into a piece of shit that was
being pushed by members of his pack to pursue a line of false
justice to further their own ends.”

He’d become obsessed with getting
Summerfield and Blacklaw by association, especially after his
sister and other members of his familial pack were killed. He was
certain Summerfield and Blacklaw were behind it.

“He knew Shadow was
planning on framing Summerfield for the murder of another cartel
leader’s son. Carlo Russo of the Russo Pack. Russo’s son is down
here working with someone to pave the way for his
takeover.”

“Are you kidding?” Two
drug cartels here would be like two supercell storms joining to
create the perfect storm. They would tear the town apart in a turf
war.

“Thing is, there’s another
local player working both ends,” Greenly told her as he glanced
past her to the trees that shielded part of the orchard. “He’s a
real nasty character, been around for a long time, but now that
Russo and the Carpenters are trying to encroach on his territory,
he’s about to step out of the shadows.”

“Who is he?” she
demanded.

He laughed nervously. “Lots of people
like him, trust him, and nobody has a bad word to say against him,”
he told her, his eyes going flint hard. “He’s the consummate
showman, always putting on an act to fool people so I call him
Showman.”

“But what’s his real
name?” she demanded, her stomach turning.

Someone liked in their midst coming
awake to join in this turf war would surely be devastating for the
residents of both Mystic and Snowbury.

“He’s a Mystic resident.
You know him, even like him,” he told her with a grim look. “He’s a
ruthless bastard though, and he won’t hesitate to wipe you
out.”

“His name, damn it,” she
snapped.

“In the small circles of
the drug world, they call him Iron Capsule.” He shook his head as
he paced away from her. A crunch of a leaf had Greenly jerking
around.

His eyes scanned the grounds while she
merely listened hard. She wasn’t a shifter, but Tana had her own
special gifts, including sharp hearing and the ability to see in
the dark. That wasn’t common knowledge to those who knew her. Most
thought she was merely a human.

“What is it?” she
asked.

“He probably had someone
follow me,” Greenly told her. “He’ll do anything to keep his empire
intact, including eliminate the competition. Lena Carpenter is
competition no matter what she might think.”

“What do you think she
thinks?”

“She thinks she’s at the
top of the food chain and so does Russo, and they might be, just
not here in Mystic and Snowbury. The Iron Capsule reigns here.
Jericho worked with him and was preparing to take over Mystic Snow
without him and cut out all the partners until he
vanished.”

Jericho’s disappearance was a bone of
contention for his pack, the Snow Dogs. They were certain
Summerfield had killed him. Considering the rumors about him, she
was inclined to agree, but Tana had no interest in doing anything
about it.

“Anyway,” he said, moving
closer to her. “I have some proof. I didn’t get it. The person who
did is dead.”

“Who secured the
information?” she asked curiously. “What kind of information is
it?”

“The girl did—Bradley
killed her. She was one of the victims of his sickness,” Greenly
told her. “It’s in the old cannery down by the docks. There is a
room in the manager’s office that opens into a secret
room.”

“Secret room?”

“There are other secret
passages, but this one doesn’t intersect with those. They were
built during the Underground Railroad. This one wasn’t,” Greenly
told her. “She was hunting Jericho, trying to prove he was a serial
killer.”

Tana let out a harsh breath. “The
reporter that went missing two years ago?”

“Yeah. I don’t know how
she knew about the place, but her sister, she was killed a few
weeks ago when Jenner’s sister started snooping around. I think
they met there the night his sister was killed.”

“Why would two women go
down there at night?” Tana demanded. Neither of the women were
dominant, though both were wolf shifters. They wouldn’t have stood
a chance against a dominant male.

“To meet up,” he snapped.
“I don’t know. I just know the information is there. Some of it is
on the Capsule and some of it is on Lena Carpenter. There are tapes
of conversations and even plans for the new club where Coyote
Closet used to be.”

Coyote Closet was a strip and sex club
owned by Sam Summerfield and Mallory Blacklaw. It had been burned
down a few weeks ago, and Jenner had wanted to charge them with
arson and murder.

Her investigation had proved so far
they hadn’t been involved, but she had no leads on who was behind
it.

“Do you know who was
behind that?”

“No,” he said, but a
guilty look crossed his face. “I don’t want any part of it, but I
thought you might want to know about it.”

“I do,” she said. “Thanks.
Now, how do I get into that room?”

He leaned toward her and whispered the
secret, and something slammed into a tree causing him to jerk back.
With wide eyes, Greenly stared at her, fear filling the dark
depths. He trembled and something whooshed past the green of the
evergreen’s leaves.

Tana, acting on instinct, lifted her
hand and a line of energy connected with the item as she leaned to
one side. The item hit the bark of a nearby tree and fell with a
thud.

“He’s going to kill us
both,” Greenly said in a voice that shook.

A low snarl drew her attention and
Tana turned, spying a pair of gold eyes in the dark. The animal let
out a howl and she knew it was a wolf. Greenly shifted.

“Greenly, no,” Tana cried
but he took off just as two wolves came out of the shadows running
full tilt at her.

Tana braced her legs wider apart and
her fingers flared as she held her hands down at her sides. From
her palms, jets of blue-gray energy too fine to be seen pulsed and
coalesced into fine ropes with dark gray tips.

She flicked her wrist and the whip of
energy cracked as she cast it out like a fishing line. The whip
curled around the wolf’s neck and Tana jerked on it. The cold of it
infected him and turned his face blue as he began freezing on the
spot.

The other veered off course, but Tana
turned and cast out her whip as he tried to escape. It curled
around his leg and she tugged, pulling him off balance. The psychic
wind—increased a fraction as the temperature dropped. She pushed
icy energy into the whip and with the speed of light it raced down
the line and into the wolf.

He shifted back into a man just as the
ice slammed into him. Frozen in place he stood there staring at her
as the virus infected him, freezing his skin and infusing his blood
with flakes of ice that turned the oxygen to poison in his
lungs.

He collapsed and convulsed before
dying.

There was silence all around, with the
exception of a night bird calling to its mate.


Chapter One

 


Dylan Ashley closed the file she’d
been going over. The finances were there to buy the equipment she
wanted. Now, all she needed was her alpha’s signature. She sighed
and leaned back in her chair just as a rap sounded on her
door.

Before she could say a word, the door
opened, and her alpha entered.

“Claudia,” she said,
surprised. Her alpha was the mayor of Snowbury and not usually home
before six. Now, that she was mated to that dancer, Dylan saw even
less of her.

“Evening, Dylan,” Claudia
said and gave her a smile. Her gray eyes gleamed with happiness
that Dylan envied.

“Couldn’t you wait for me
to say come in?” she demanded irritably.

Claudia grunted. “Get out and have a
drink once and a while, Dylan, loosen up,” she muttered. “You’re
starting to get on my nerves.”

“Fuck you, Claude,” she
retorted.

Claudia growled at her, but Dylan
didn’t look away. Backing down from Claudia would be a mistake, and
Claudia would lose a measure of respect for her, as well as walk
all over her.

“What do you want? Dylan
demanded.

“We haven’t been able to
get enough information on what the cartel is up to,” Claudia told
her. “I hired the human hoping she’d be easier to control or at
least more forthcoming with updates, but she’s as closed-lipped as
Jenner.”

“What do you want me to
do? That’s out of my jurisdiction,” she said in a snarly
tone.

Claudia lifted her brows at her.
“You’re going to get bitch-slapped if you keep that up,” she said
in warning. “I want you to call her.”

“What!” Dylan demanded.
“And say what exactly?” She narrowed her eyes on
Claudia.

“Take her out for drinks,”
Claudia said with a shrug. “You should still know which buttons to
push since you were sneaking around with her.”

Dylan went still, every part of her
going cold and then hot. Her breathing grew shallow as she
considered the only woman Claudia could mean.

The one woman capable of heating her
blood with a smile. The only woman Dylan couldn’t get over even
four months later.

“Montana
Summer?”

“Exactly,” Claudia agreed.
“She might tell you what she’s holding back from me if you bat your
eyelashes at her.”

Dylan swallowed tightly. She’d broken
up with Tana four months ago, and they hadn’t spoken since. She
hadn’t even stopped missing her yet, and just thinking about Tana
made her physically hurt.

“I can’t,” Dylan insisted.
“She won’t talk to me. She’ll know you asked me to get information
from her. Anyway, you’re the mayor. Just order her to tell you what
she’s keeping from you.”

“For some reason that’s
not working. I have mentioned to her that we needed a taskforce,
but she’s dragging her damned feet about getting one
going.”

Her hands shook at the very thought of
calling Tana. They’d dated a total of twelve months if you counted
the two brief break-ups that had lasted all of a week each. In that
time, Tana had claimed part of her, awakened a need in her Dylan
was certain had died.

When she realized how much she was
coming to care for Tana, to need her, she’d done the only sane
thing—walked away. The coyote, her other half, still wanted to howl
as if the loss was a soul-deep cut from which emotion was leaking
like blood from a wound.

“I need you to do this,”
Claudia told her. “I’m not asking you to sleep with her, though it
might help.”

“She’s not like that,”
Dylan said quietly. “She’d never let sex get in the way of her
job.” Tana had called in a few times to spend the day with her, but
she’d worked that night.

“Just do what you have
to,” Claudia ordered. “Find out where she stands in this
mess.”

Dylan wanted to kill Claudia for
asking her to do this, but Claudia was alpha. Dylan wouldn’t
disobey an order that didn’t put lives at risk.

****

Tana was in the small park nearby.
Having found Greenly dead, she’d called in the Mystic PD and was
waiting for them to arrive when her cell phone rang.

She pushed out a rough sigh and jerked
her phone from the holster attached to her belt right near her
sidearm. She glanced at the display hoping it wasn’t work. She’d
already had a long enough day with the round of meetings, posturing
and threats from the new D.A.

Tana frowned at the name in black
letters looking up at her. She hadn’t heard the voice in a month.
It had been that long since her ex had walked out on her when Tana
had asked her to move in with her.

She had known that it was a risk and
probably too soon, but she craved Dylan Ashley with every fiber of
her being. She’d wanted nothing more than to be close to her, and
Tana had been willing to move into the Mist den if that’s what it
took.

“Hello?” Her voice was
bland despite the pain that coursed through her.

There was a brief silence and then,
“Hi, Tana. How’s it going?”

For a moment, Tana just sat there on
the swing trying to recover from the shock. She was almost over
Dylan. Her scent had started to fade from Tana’s home as she’d
packed away the last of Dylan’s things, though the memories of her
touch, her smile, and even her laughter still haunted.

Tana hadn’t had time to fall apart
with work to keep her busy. When that wasn’t enough, she pitched in
at her family’s orchard. However, she had wished more than once
she’d been able to just get blind drunk and mourn the
loss.

Then, maybe she
would be over Dylan
now.

“What do you want, Dylan?”
Tana demanded coolly.

Dylan Ashley was one of the most
beautiful women Tana had ever laid eyes on anywhere. She was so
sexy and didn’t even seem to realize it which was one of the things
Tana liked about her. And she had the most beautiful dark brown
eyes that reminded Tana of rich chocolate.

She had smooth brown skin and curves
where curves should be, though she was muscled from the physical
labor her job inevitably entailed. Dylan’s long black hair was
nearly waist length and silky to the touch just like her
skin.

“Did I interrupt
something?” Dylan asked, her tone suddenly hard and
prickly.

“What if I say yes?” Tana
demanded. “You’re the one who walked away from me. You’re the one
who didn’t return my calls. So what do you want, Dylan?”

“I need to see you,” she
said after a moment. “It’s important.”

Tana frowned.
Now, after four months?

She would love to see Dylan, but did
she really want to play this game with her? Things were done and
over this time. Or they should be.

She’d always needed more than being
Dylan’s secret lover, but Tana had accepted the way Dylan wanted to
play things because she’d thought in the end, they’d be
together.

Montana had deluded herself, and Tana
would be the cause of her own broken heart and bitterness if she
allowed herself to go back through Dylan’s door again.

Damn, if she didn’t want to see her,
though.

“My other line is ringing,
Dylan.”

“Right. Your work is
supremely important,” Dylan muttered. “Did it ever occur to you
that was part of the problem?”

“We both know you never
had any problems with my work considering yours is similar and
could be intrusive at times.”

“Not often,” Dylan
retorted. “I just want to see you. Drinks?”

Tana sighed. It wasn’t going to just
be drinks. It never was with them. They’d end up talking and that
connection would flare up again like it had both times they’d
broken up. Being with Dylan felt so right, Tana could never just
turn away from her.

“Dylan,” Tana
murmured.

“One drink, Tana,” Dylan
said in a tone that sounded needy enough to tug at her
heart.

“When?”

“Tomorrow?” Dylan asked.
“Seven at that bar in Stonington, Cats?”

“I’ll see you there,” Tana
said and ended the call.

Seeing Dylan wasn’t a good idea. The
woman had a way of looking at her that turned her insides to mush.
She would agree to do anything for her, and Tana couldn’t help
wondering what Dylan really wanted.

****

Dylan put her phone down on her office
desk. The room had no windows as the Mist den was underground. She
had made a mistake in walking out on Tana and she knew it. The very
thought cut her deep enough to draw emotional blood.

But the rawness of Tana’s voice had
been like a sucker punch to the jaw. Dylan hadn’t much thought of
what Tana must be going through or how the way she’d left things
had made her feel.

She’d pulled back … no, Dylan had run
when Tana had asked her to move in with her. It had been a sign of
a bigger commitment, something that involved the heart. That made
things real. And Dylan didn’t do anything that real.

She’d had her heart broken by a woman
she’d moved in with four years ago. The relationship had started
off great, but had slowly eroded over time as her dominance and
strength as a partner had been called into question. Then, her
heart had been ground into dust with thoughtless words one summer
night.

But Tana was sexy and sweet, a
dominant without a doubt, and Dylan preferred strong women. Her job
could be demanding with long hours. She didn’t want to have to
always be in charge after shift.

A rap on her door had her growling.
“Come in,” Dylan snapped.

Her office door swung open and the
smiling face of her younger sister appeared in the
doorway.

“Hi, sis,” Bridgette said
with a grin. She stepped in and rubbed her hands together. “We’re
going out, come with?”

“Not tonight,” she said.
Her sister had her own crowd—kids who enjoyed going to one of the
local clubs, drinking and dancing. She wasn’t into that anymore, at
least not with kids half her age and certainly not with a sister
who expected her to hang off a male’s arm.

“Oh, come on,” Bridgette
insisted. “You used to be fun, but ever since you got promoted to
chief security officer, which by the way is a man’s job, you’ve
been as droll as a doorknob.”

Dylan rolled her eyes. “Get over it,”
she muttered. She was proud of her job and enjoyed every minute of
it.

“Mom said she wanted to
figure out a way to convince Claudia to demote you back down to
regular ranks where you can not only have a life, but be
safer.”

Dylan growled, and Bridgette made a
face. “Lucky for me, Claude has good sense where the pack is
concerned,” Dylan said acerbically.

“If you were back down in
the ranks, you’d have time for a boyfriend,” her sister said. “Time
to court and dance. You love to dance.”

“If that’s it, why don’t
you head on out and meet up with your friends? I’ve got work to do,
and enjoy because whoever you’re seeing this month just might find
himself on a different rotation come tomorrow.”

Bridgette glared at her. “Being a
commander has just plain made you mean.”

Dylan flashed her a quick
smile.

“That’s why you need to go
out, so you can get laid and release some of that pent-up
tension.”

“Get out,” Dylan
muttered.

“Just saying,” Bridgette
said and slipped from her office.

Dylan sighed deeply. She might need to
get laid. She would be in heat soon, but that wasn’t going to
change reality much.

There were a couple of drug cartels in
town, and they both wanted to take over. Claudia wasn’t going to
allow that to happen, which meant neither was she. So, Dylan didn’t
really have time for drinks and playing with boys barely old enough
to drink.

 



Chapter Two

 


The next morning, after a visit with
Greenly’s family, Tana was off to work. She sat in on the morning
meeting where Rowel, her second in command, briefed the staff on a
few things and gave out assignments.

“Cranberry, I need that
report on your break-in last night,” Tana said when Rowel had
finished.

“I’ll have it on your desk
in an hour,” the wolf said. “There was nothing out of the ordinary.
I have no clues, and Bailor didn’t see anything.”

“Just keep your ears
open,” Tana said. “This might turn into one of those spree type
things and if it does, I want this person caught.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said
with a nod.

Cranberry was one of the few wolves
that wasn’t attempting to assert their dominance with her at nearly
every turn. Tana knew the male wolves thought one of them should
have gotten Jenner’s job instead of her. However, she’d managed to
put down every challenge she’d faced thanks to her own
powers.

She wasn’t really an anomaly, she
supposed. She was the daughter of a snow coyote and a human female.
Her mother had passed away years ago, but she’d made sure Tana
understood exactly what she was.

She was a cryokinetic, a rare ability
that ran in her mother’s family that allowed them to manipulate the
cold as a pyro manipulated fire. Only unlike a pyro, the cryos of
her mother’s bloodline could absorb ice and cold without fear of
being harmed by them.

Their touch could be a soothing balm
or a hypothermic caress that killed within seconds.

The cryos came in three deadly forms.
Cryokinesis, cryoviral, and cryropathics. The cryopathics were a
curious mix of ability just like the cryokinetics. Both could
possess viral tendencies making them three times as dangerous
because they could kill with any number of cold deaths called
viruses.

There was a rap on the meeting room
door and Rowel turned to it. “Come in,” he called.

Only the top-ranked officers were in
the meeting. Those few who were still beat cops were out on the
streets already while two people manned the information
desk.

“Lieutenant, Mr. Gold is
here to see the chief.”

“I’ll be right out,
Parker,” Tana said. What did the D.A. want now?

“Yes, ma’am,” he said and
closed the door.

“Everybody, let’s get to
work,” Tana said. “Rowel, I need a word.”

The officers filed out and Rowel faced
her. He was an attractive man with dark eyes that she was sure had
women hypnotized in no time at all.

“Rowel, when you and
Jenner found his sister out at the old cannery, was she still
alive? Did she say anything?”

“No,” he said with a shake
of his head.

“Did you guys ever go back
out there and look around?”

“We did,” he said. “We
found a few dead bodies out there in a secret room, and we got all
the samples of blood, hair, fibers we could find.”

She nodded. “Did you do a thorough
search of the place?”

He shrugged. “Yeah. We’ve got all the
evidence processed, too, which is part of the reason we lost some
of our men, including the D.A. They had been out there, were
implicated in Jericho’s murder club.”

“That’s a shame,” she
murmured.

“I’m going out there later
to follow up on a possible lead concerning the cartels. Did Jenner
ever confide in you about cartels being in town?”

“No, and I’m not sure how
much he even knew about that,” Rowel told her. “I’m just coming
into that information myself. What are we going to do about it? We
can’t just let them run amuck.”

“The mayor wants a
taskforce to handle it, and I’m going to get that put together as
soon as I finish going over some names.”

“What about those feds
still snooping around?” he asked.

“They’re becoming a pain
in my ass,” she muttered. “Hopefully they’ll fade on back into the
woodwork and let us handle our own town.”

“If Jeno Russo has his eye
on us, they probably won’t let it go,” he said. “They’ve lost
agents to their operation as well as an A.D.A. who was prosecuting
Russo’s son. They want him worse than ever.”

“I’m sure they do, but
they’ve got to allow us to do our jobs,” she said pensively. “I
better go see what’s got Gold’s tail in a twist today. Be careful
and let me know if you suspect anyone of doing anything stupid like
taking kickbacks from Russo or Carpenter.”

“Will do.” He gave her a
nod as she headed for the door.

Tana took Gold to her office, but he
didn’t wait until they were inside to start yapping.

“I need evidence if I’m
going to make a case against Blacklaw for murder,” he
said.

“There isn’t any, Gold,”
she replied. “We’re closing the case.”

“Like hell,” he snapped.
“I know there was something. Jenner told me.”

“I don’t know what he told
you, but I was investigating that case with him and Rowel. Nothing
ever turned up. No fingerprints at the girl’s home, no messages to
her, no blood or fibers in Blacklaw’s home or in her
office.”

“You’ve been out to her
den?”

“Yes.” She’d followed up
on the case in the wake of Jenner’s death. Tana hadn’t been police
chief then, but she had been doing her job despite Rowel
slacking.

She’d known he wouldn’t press the
issue as Blacklaw was his alpha. However, she’d had to do her job,
especially with the shake-up of losing cops and the D.A.. She had
wanted to avoid having the state police come in and possibly take
over.

They were outsiders, humans who didn’t
belong in this town or their business.

“And there was nothing?”
Gold demanded.

“Nothing. I couldn’t make
a case against her for putting together a ham sandwich let alone
murder. If she’s guilty, she didn’t leave a trace,” Tana told
him.

“Jenner said her mate had
concealed evidence. I want enough to indict her. Then, Blacklaw
will have to admit to her crimes to keep her woman out of
jail.”

Tana sighed and perched on the edge of
her desk. “Do you hear yourself?” she asked. “There is nothing.
Nothing. The FBI didn’t find anything either.”

Gold stared at her, his eyes flashing
amber, the wolf hard in his stare. She tilted her chin up refusing
to back down.

“You’re already off to a
bad start, Chief,” he said in a growly tone. “Keep this up and you
might end up just like Blacklaw’s victim.”

“I might, but you won’t be
my killer,” Tana told him coldly as she pushed to her feet. “In
fact, you might just end up behind bars for threatening a police
chief’s life.”

He snarled at her. “You won’t make
that stick from six feet under.”

She lifted her brows at him. “You have
a problem with me?” Tana asked softly. Ice cycled through her, cold
and hard. “I’m over here, and you’re over there. There’s nothing
between us but air.”

He glared her down and took a step
toward her. Her breaths became cold as energy rose in her like a
sleeping beast awakening.

Gold stopped himself from taking the
next step. “You won’t be in this office long,” he said and backed
up.

“If I were you,” Tana said
evenly. “I’d man up and kill me, or I’d shut up before I lost my
job and ended up in jail.”

“You can’t touch me,” he
sneered.

“Don’t. Bet. On. It.” One
way or another she’d bring him down if he came after her. She
wasn’t part of the packs he hated, but she wouldn’t allow him to
make her a target because she wouldn’t allow him to push her
around.

He growled and backed out of her
office.

Tana didn’t know why those damned
wolves thought she was a pushover. She wasn’t a shifter, but she
had already proven she wouldn’t run from a fight unless she had
nothing to gain by standing her ground.

****

Dylan finished with her morning
meeting and headed to her office. Before she could get there, her
packmate, Evan, stopped her.

“What’s up, Evan?” she
asked the handsome man.

“Can you cover for me if
Kyra needs backup tonight? I need to follow-up on a
lead.”

Kyra was Claudia’s mate. Claudia had
given her a position in the pack as Claudia’s personal guard. Her
place in the pack was also as a tracker and hunter which gave her a
high rank.

Dylan had balked at that, but Claudia
refused to hear arguments. So, she’d let it go.

She didn’t dislike Kyra, she just
didn’t know her.

“I know you hate her, but
she’s Claude’s mate. What can you do?” he asked
carefully.

“I don’t know her,” she
muttered and unlocked her office door and went inside. “There’s a
difference. We hardly know anything about her.”

“We know what we need to,”
he told her. “She’s not a threat to us or Claude.”

Dylan snorted. “Sure.
Whatever.”

“Don’t make Claude choose,
Dylan,” he said sympathetically. “It won’t be you.”

“Don’t I know that,” she
said angrily. “I’ll do my job, Evan. That can be counted
on.”

“Just don’t give Kyra a
reason to go to Claude.”

“She can kiss my ass,”
Dylan growled.

“Yeah, okay. Look, I can
see you’re nearing heat, so go out and have some fun. I won’t say
go get laid because I know the only woman you want might not be on
the table.”

She glared at him. “Stay out of my
personal life.”

“Have you even considered
that you might just need to call her?” he asked. “You were clearly
happy with her, so why did you end it?”

“None of your business.”
She’d gotten scared.

“I don’t know her that
well, but I don’t think Tana is Eve,” he said gently.

Eve had systematically crushed her in
the last nine months of their relationship. Then, she’d left her.
Dylan had found out it was for a man, a dominant, Eve had mated and
now had two children with.

Seeing them together didn’t hurt
anymore. It just left her cold.

Evan put his hand on her shoulder and
squeezed. “Some chances are worth taking,” he said evenly. “Stop
allowing bullshit to keep you from her—that is if you still want
her.”

“I’m way over Eve,” she
said coldly. “And Tana is just another woman.”

“Yeah? If you keep
allowing yourself to believe that, you’re going to wake to find
yourself alone one morning.”

“Just tell Kyra to call me
if she needs me.”

“I will,” he said. “Can I
get you to do me a favor?”

“What is it?” she asked.
Evan was investigating one of the cartels as part of Claudia, Sam
Summerfield, and Mallory Blacklaw’s efforts to deal with the
cartels on their own.

They didn’t think going after them the
legal way would prevent them from taking over the town since Russo
particularly was even more lawless than animal justice.

She wanted to be involved, but Claudia
didn’t want her compromised in case she had to take over the pack
while Claudia dealt with the human legal system.

“We wanted to go over the
cannery. It’s the first time we’ll have a chance since the cops
cleared out. Claudia isn’t sure there’s anything to find, but I
think it’s a good idea to keep an eye on the place.”

“You want me to go down
there and set up a little surveillance?”

“Would you? Just a few
cameras and bugs you can monitor from here or any of us could,”
Evan said. “Claude was thinking about buying the place and getting
it up and running as something, but she’s not sure
what.”

“It’d be a good idea, but
so much would have to go into the place,” she murmured.

“Yeah, well, nothing’s set
yet,” he replied. “You know, maybe you should talk to Tana before
dealing with Kyra. Take the edge off. Even fighting with her will
mellow you some.”

“I talked to her last
night, and we’re having drinks tonight. Claude wants me to try to
get information from her. She thinks Tana is hiding
something.”

“Do you?”

“No.” She shook her head.
“Montana’s always been above board with me.”

“Then, do one of two
things,” he said. “Tell Claude no because it’ll kill you to be that
close to her or use it to get Montana back. I know she won’t fight
your claim.”

“There’s no claim,” Dylan
told him, and her coyote growled in rebuttal. She knew there was
something special between them. Dylan was just afraid of what it
might cost her.


Chapter Three

 


Tana glanced around the interior of
the old building. The bones of the place were still remarkably
good. It would make a nice arcade or even an ocean side amusement
and water park.

A nice little bed and breakfast would
work, too, she mused, as she absently rubbed her palm on the
leather of the messenger bag she’d brought with her. This would be
a good place for a farmer’s market or a town co-op. Part of the
place could be turned into a magnificent greenhouse with a little
market and even a bakery.

The possibilities were there. All
someone had to do was come along and do it. She might talk to
Claudia or Sam. They had the money to be investors in the place
with her. Some jobs could be brought to the area, too.

For now, Tana put the idea aside as
she wandered through the old building checking out the high windows
that were still intact. She hoped she actually found something in
here and Greenly’s death wasn’t in vain.

Montana didn’t imagine he would have
withstood any attack on him. Greenly had been more of an omega than
a beta. She’d known him for years and had watched him mature, but
he’d never grown into a tough guy.

Unlike her. She’d felt she had to be
strong, learn to fight especially after losing her pack. Her uncle
had needed her to be independent while he built his small apple
orchard.

Tana found the offices. There were
four of them on the first floor so she checked them all until she
found the one Greenly had mentioned. An old leather couch was still
there along with an antique desk that she had to stop to
admire.

The thing was still in good shape from
the looks of it. Putting that out of her mind, she searched for the
secret room and found it after ten minutes. The panel slid free,
revealing a smaller office. There was a wall safe along with a
bookcase.

Tana looked around for the papers and
decided they had to be in the safe. She contemplated how to get
into it even as she reached for the knob. It came open, to her
dismay, and she peered inside, but had to laugh.

There were several folders in it along
with stacks of cash, small cassette tapes, a couple of old books,
and a ledger. She removed a couple of folders to thumb through
them. Tana took the folders to the old desk and chair.

She took her time combing through the
file hoping she found something to tell her who this Iron Capsule
was. She’d love to run his or her ass in on drug charges. What she
found was sort of surprising.

The listings were all more current
than she thought they should be. Right up to two weeks ago there
was mention of a shipment and plans for moving two out and one
coming in. Going through Mystic, but there was no mention of where
they originated from.

A club in Stonington was also
mentioned as a favored place to deal. The club’s owner was listed
along with what was sold there.

A dull sound pinged on her radar, and
Tana quickly emptied the contents from the safe into her bag before
venturing out into the office. Outside the door, she heard a creak
and drew in a breath and let it out slowly as she allowed the
energy of cold to fill her.

A ball of icy cold formed on her hand
as she exited the office.

“Shit.”

She let the ball fade at the hissing
curse. She knew that voice and part of her was furious the woman
was here alone. Yeah, Dylan could kick ass, but she had no business
being alone in this place.

Tana stepped into the office to find
Dylan with her back to her. She looked up at the bookcase. She
could only be doing one thing really, but why? What was Claude up
to with Summerfield and Blacklaw?

She knew they weren’t running dope as
Jenner suspected. They were all too smart for that. However, it had
to be something, because Tana doubted Dylan had called her on her
own. Claudia had put her up to it for some reason.

“What are you doing
trespassing?” Tana asked in as business-like a tone as she could
muster as her gaze lingered on
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