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Chapter 1

 


Keith tried to get into the conversations
around him, but he just couldn’t seem to focus. He’d been working
on the project that had come across his desk and hadn’t wanted to
go out on this date. He glanced at the woman on the seat next to
him, and for the life of him he couldn’t remember her name. Britney
something, he thought, but he couldn’t be sure. When she smiled at
him, he grinned back.

“Did you have a good time?”
He told her he had. “I’m glad you finally agreed to go out with me.
Mia said that I should have asked you out long ago, but I’m not
really like that. I like to be asked out. It’s the way things
should be.”

“You’re not like what?”
Keith knew he didn’t have a great deal of social skill, especially
around women, but he really despised the games they could play when
they felt you needed to guess their every thought. He wanted a
woman to date like his sisters-in-law, where if you screwed up they
let you know and when you asked them something, you’d better be
prepared for the answer. But instead of answering him, she
giggled.

He looked out the window at the passing
trees. He frowned when he realized how fast they seemed to be
going. Even if the roads had been plowed of snow there was no
reason for them to be going this fast. He looked at his friend and
asked him to have the driver slow down.

“Oh, don’t be a spoil
sport, Golden. You know as well as I do that we’re perfectly safe
in here. And you should feel doubly so. I don’t think I’ve ever
known anyone to wear their seatbelt in the back of a limo before.”
Laurence Whitney had been his friend since grade school, and it
wasn’t until lately that Keith realized he didn’t have a clue why.
“You should learn to live a little and enjoy life more. I plan to
live the rest of my life to the fullest, like I’m never going to
wake up tomorrow.”

Keith decided that he simply wanted to live.
He reached up to knock on the glass between them and the driver
when he felt something bump the limo. He turned to look behind
them, and lights that seemed to come from nowhere were coming at
them very quickly. When the car was bumped again, he turned to tell
Britney to buckle her belt, but a sickening crunch made him realize
they’d been hit again, and this time the limo wasn’t taking it so
well. It slid all over the road, bumping into things as it did.
When he felt the car lurch forward, he reached for the girl but she
was gone. He looked at the woman Laurence had been kissing only
moments ago, and her mouth seemed to be opened incredibly wide. He
heard her screams, but when they stopped abruptly, he knew that on
some level she was hurt very badly.

Broken glass was flying everywhere. He felt
the seatbelt cut into his chest and hips and felt as if he were
flying, and without the support he’d be on the ceiling of the limo
like Laurence and his girlfriend seemed to be. Something tore at
his face, glass he supposed. But when a pain in his chest seemed to
take his breath away, he felt something hit them again.

Screams tore through the large area, and he
watched in horror as Laurence flew through the window that had been
between them and the driver. When he went through the windshield,
Keith saw what was left of the driver as trees flew past them at a
sickening speed. His head was missing, but his hands still held
tightly to the steering wheel. Keith felt a laugh burble from his
mouth when he wondered just for a second if he was pressing on the
gas too.

Branches with snow in them slapped at the
front seat. Glass and red paint seemed to color everything in a
bright Pollock type of artwork. Trees, then snow, then trees again
made him realize that the limo was rolling again. He had to close
his eyes for a moment as the motion made him sick to his stomach.
As he reached for the girl she screamed, and her soaking wet hand
slipped from his when they came to a sudden and profound stop. He
cried out in pain and passed out.

Warm sticky wetness covered his face as he
tried to move. The engine was ticking, and he could hear someone
still screaming. He had a thought it was him, but put his hand to
his mouth and found it shut. He wondered if it was one of the
others and thought he should help them. Moving his legs, he felt
them trapped. He was pinned in the car and he was getting
weaker.

He felt someone touch his mind, but he
couldn’t seem to connect, so he tried harder to concentrate on the
voice.

Keith, tell me what
happened. Are you hurt?

Ryland, he thought.

Keith, where are you? Tell
me, buddy, so I can come to you.

I don’t…we rolled and
rolled. He felt something bubble from his
mouth and put his hand there. I’m
bleeding, Ryland. I think I might die. I can’t find the others.
Laurence was here, but I think…he’s dead. So is the
driver.

He tried to move again, but he hurt and
cried out from the pain. When he looked down at his chest, he
touched the large piece of glass that seemed to be a part of him.
Touching it with his fingers, he screamed out in pain again and
told his brother what he’d found.

Don’t move. I’m coming. Tell me what you
remember last.

Keith saw his friend laying a few feet in
front of the limo, his body broken and staining the snow a deep
red. He told his brother.

I think he’s
dead. He felt his brother’s fear.
I’m cold, Ryland. And tired. I can’t…I’m going to
die.

No you’re not, damn it.
Tell me where you are. He couldn’t. Keith
could no longer think, and felt himself fading faster. He could
hear Ryland and his demands to stay with him, but he couldn’t and
closed his eyes. Christ, wearing his seat belt didn’t save him at
all. He looked up when he saw a face just coming into focus, and he
smiled at her.

“Are you an angel?” She
cursed at him. “I would think they’d frown on that.” Keith closed
his eyes and felt his cat cry out. He told him he was sorry but he
couldn’t shift for him right now. Then he felt the air leave his
body as he slipped away.

~~~

Harley looked at the man with the glass in
his chest through the busted window. The fucker was as good as dead
and she knew it. Putting her hand on the door that was jammed up,
she looked around before pouring her power into it and jerked it
from the hinges. She reached in and felt his pulse. Still beating.
She moved toward the front of the limo and her stomach jumped.

“Christ,” she thought
aloud. “Where the fuck is your head?” She moved around to the front
of the huge car and found a dead man with a broken neck lying in
the snow She looked up the hill to where she’d found the first of
them and wondered if she’d suffered much. Her body had been run
over by the big car, and by the looks of what was left of her she’d
gone through the side window.

Harley was coming around to the other side
of the car when she heard a cell phone ringing. She saw another
woman when she pulled the other back door off, but it was the man
with the glass dagger in his chest that seemed to be ringing.
Harley reached in and touched his throat again.

She picked up the phone and, deciding it
might be the only way to get someone to find their bodies, answered
it.

“Yeah?” No one answered for
several seconds, and she nearly put the phone down before the
person finally spoke.

“Britney? Or is this Carly?
Can you tell me if Keith is all right?” The man sounded desperate.
“Please? I was just speaking to him and I lost the connection. I
would really like to speak to him.”

“I’m not either of them,
but I can tell you that there has been a hell of an accident. There
are four dead and one nearly. You tell me what this Keith person
looks like and I’ll tell you if he’s the breather or not.” She
looked at the man who was still breathing. “He’s not going to make
it, I think. He’s got a large piece of glass in his chest that’s
pretty much hit his lungs and maybe his heart.”

“Fuck.” She waited while he
went through an impressive vocabulary of curse words and decided
that she might use a couple of them. “He has dark long hair and
blue eyes. He’s twenty-seven and he has on a tux.” She looked at
the man in front of her. So far his description wasn’t helping
her.

“Buddy, in case you hadn’t
noticed, it’s dark out. They all have dark hair. I don’t know the
fucking color of his eyes, but I can tell you that both men have on
tuxes. And since he’s not wearing his fucking birth certificate, I
haven’t a clue how old he is.” She picked up his hand. “He has on a
college ring. Harvard. Dark gold stone, I think, and some computer
shit on it. Anything else I can’t help you with?” She heard him sob
and waited for him to compose himself. She knew before he spoke it
was Keith.

“It’s him. It’s my brother.
Is he… you said there was a breather. Is it him?” She told him it
was. “Can you tell me, is he…what happened to him?”

She thought about telling him that he was in
a fucking accident, but decided she couldn’t walk that line. “He’s
the only one in the limo, probably because he’s still wearing his
belt. But the glass broke all to shit and he has a piece in his
chest. A huge fucking piece, like I said.”

She heard him sob again and felt her own
heart take a leap. What would it be like to have someone care for
her like that? But she banished that thought and looked up the hill
to where they’d been driven off the road.

“There’s a long stretch of
highway out on two zero eight that’s just after the big farm. You
know where it’s at?” He told her he did. “Good. They’re about a
mile down the embankment. You’ll see…there’s a body up near the
road. One of the females that I guess was in this car. Don’t hit
her when you come through. She’s suffered—”

She screamed out in pain. The man, Keith she
supposed, had grabbed her arm when she went to touch his pulse
again, and held her. She tried to jerk free.

“What’s happened? We’re on
our way. Tell me what’s going on.” She put down the phone and tried
to pry the man’s hand from her, but he was holding her like she was
attached to him. When she tried jerking again, blood poured from
his wound and she stopped. She picked up the phone to hear the man
cursing again.

“He’s got my wrist, and I
can’t get him loose. Damn it all to hell.” The man on the phone
asked her to repeat what she’d said, his voice suddenly very calm.
“He’s holding onto me like he’s never letting me go. I can’t wait
around here for you guys. I don’t do police.”

“I swear to you if you wait
there I’ll make sure you’re not arrested. You’ve done me a huge
favor by telling me what’s going on. Please stay, and whatever part
you had in the accident will not go to the—”

“Whatever part
I had in the accident?
Listen here, you motherfucker, I found them.” She put her hand over
Keith’s throat and felt his pulse beating too slowly. “I’m going to
save his fucking ass and then I’m out of here. You mother…fuck
you.”

She ended the call, then wiped the phone
down. She was going to pay for this, she just knew it. Putting her
hands on his chest, she knew that for as long as she lived she’d
hate people. Pulling the glass out of his chest took effort, and
she put her hand over him to start the process as soon as it was
clear. When she dropped the glass down onto his lap, she heard the
first sirens. She had to work fast now.

Closing her eyes, she gathered as much
energy from around her as she could. Telling the deer that she’d
captured in her snare that she was sorry, she took as much as she
could from him without harming him, and he dropped to his knees.
When she felt she had as much as she dared, she poured it all into
the man’s chest and felt the immediate connection to him as he took
her in. His hand slid from her wrist, and she pressed more of
herself into him. When she heard the first shout, she pulled back
from him, drained. It was time to go.

He would make it now. Staggering to the open
doorway, she fell out of the car and onto the snow. Reaching out
again, she moved her power along the car and tried to think of
everywhere she’d touched it. Moving away and deeper into the woods,
she covered her tracks by floating just above the snow-covered
ground, knowing that she was getting dangerously low on the ability
to protect herself. When she made it to her shelter, she dropped to
the sleeping bag and lay there. She had to stay awake in the event
they found her.

Harley must have fallen asleep, because when
she felt the tiger near her, she knew it was too late to run. She
couldn’t fight him if he wanted her, but she was going to certainly
give it her best shot. When the door to her small makeshift home
opened, she looked up at him. He didn’t move and neither did she.
The big tiger looked like he could eat her alive and wonder about
dessert after.

“He’s alive, right?” He
nodded his massive head. “Then I don’t suppose that I could
persuade you to leave me the fuck alone and forget you ever found
me. And if you know that fucking prick I spoke to on the phone,
tell him to get the hell away from me before I really hurt
him.”

He looked to his left, and she knew there
was someone with him. When a man stepped into view, she simply
closed her eyes and shoved him away. It was all she had left. When
someone pulled her from the shelter, she let them. When the same
man picked her up, she cried out in pain.

“I’m so sorry. Come on, let
me cover you up.” She shook her head. “You’re not going to stay out
here.”

“I am too.” He laughed and
she reached for more of the earth to help her. “You should put me
down now.”

“I’m taking you to the
hospital. You’re obviously hurt.” He stopped moving and stiffened.
“Is that you?”

“Yes.” She touched his
forehead with her finger, and he dropped her as he fell to the
earth. She didn’t realize that the cat was so close or she might
have tried to fall away from him instead of on him. When he moved
toward her, she put her hand on his fur and pulled energy from him.
He dropped like the man had.

She figured she had about five minutes, less
if there were more of them. Gathering just what she could carry,
she moved in the opposite direction from where he’d been taking
her. There was no time for her to try and levitate now, and she
doubted she’d get too far the way she’d drained herself helping
Keith.

She was moving into the river when the first
pain took her.

You hurt my mate and now
you’re running away? Not good when all we wanted to do was talk to
you. The woman’s voice was as clear in her
head as if she was standing right next to her. He was only trying to help you.

Blood poured from her nose as she stood up.
Reaching deeper into the woods, she found a large family of deer
and begged their forgiveness as she drained them. Then, focusing
all her power back at the woman, she felt her pain. Smiling, Harley
closed off her mind and willed herself away. They wouldn’t find her
now.

Harley fell forward again before she got
more than a dozen steps. The pain this time was staggering. The
woman again. When she tried to redirect her power back at her,
Harley fell again, this time crying out. The woman was going to
kill her.

Stay the fuck down before
you hurt yourself. She sounded pissed off
and for some stupid reason that made Harley smile.
I’m sending someone for you and you won’t be able
to harm them.

Why the fuck don’t you just
leave me the hell alone? He’ll live, and so will your fucking mate.
I didn’t do anything wrong no matter what that fucking moron
said. She tried to stand again and the
pain tore at her, but she got to her feet.

Christ, you’re stubborn.
And strong. I’m really sorry about this. The blow to her mind had her racing to the darkness. Using
the last of her energy, Harley pushed back. As she fell to the
earth, she felt the woman’s pain and felt good about it. But there
was nothing else, and she let the darkness take her.

~~~

Bronwyn fell to her knees and had to take
several deep breaths before she felt like she could speak. She
glanced at the shoes in her line of vision and knew it was Brock.
The man would wear boots year round if he thought that Em would let
him.

“You find her?” She nodded
at him. “Ryland is going to be okay, and so is Neal. They have a
hell of a headache, but they’ll live. Want me to have someone go
chase her down?”

“She’s out, but I have no
idea for how long. Christ, Brock, she’s fucking strong.” She let
him help her up and he handed her a tissue. Her nose was bleeding
and she’d not even realized it.

“I’m staying here until
something clears up about the accident. I don’t think this was
slippery roads like the police are saying. They’re taking Keith to
the clinic. The team is waiting on him.” She nodded. “Do you know
what happened here, Bronwyn?”

She didn’t and told him that. “I do know
that whoever this girl is, she saved his life at a great cost to
herself. I think…did you see that piece of glass? It was in
him.”

Brock nodded but didn’t speak. They were all
overwhelmed right now. She looked up when Ryland came toward her.
He staggered a little but walked on his own. She wondered briefly
if the girl had caused the accident, and knew that she hadn’t.
Something or someone had run them off the road and killed four of
them.

Em and Jules went to where the girl was.
Ryland pulled Bronwyn into his arms and held her while the medics
worked on Keith.

“They said he was lucky.”
She nodded. “Do you know how lucky he was?”

“Yes. The glass that was
covered in blood was in his chest, just like she said. He’s lost a
great deal of blood, but he’ll make it. I don’t know what she did
but…those doors? She took them off to get to them, I think. They
were tossed too far away just to have simply been part of the
accident. She stayed with him, too.” She looked back when she heard
a door slam on the ambulance. “We’ll follow them?”

“Yes. Mom is beside herself
with worry, and Alistair is coming straight from the airport. He’s
picking her up. They’re all going to meet us there. What do you
think we should do about the girl? She knocked me on my ass, as
well as Neal. What the hell is she?”

“I don’t know. I was just
telling Brock that she’s very strong and very stubborn. I hope she
is okay. I had to zap her pretty hard to get her to obey.” She
laughed. “But she gave as good as she got. Whatever she is, she’s
got a great deal of explaining to do.”


Chapter 2

 


Harley woke quickly, something she’d done
for longer than she could remember, and flinched away from the
bright light. The man standing over her moved back, but not fast
enough to avoid her fist connecting with his jaw. She sat up when
he staggered back. Watching him recover, she reached out into the
room and knew that there was at least one more person with them and
he was a cat, the one that had picked her up.

“Where am I?” The man she’d
hit, a doctor she assumed, glanced toward where the other man was.
“I’m asking you, not him. I doubt he’d give me an honest answer
anyway.”

The doctor smiled and the cat answered her.
“You’re at the Fourth Street Clinic. And I’ve never lied to you
yet.” She snorted and looked down at her wrist, and found a deep
dark bruise all the way around it. “Did my brother do that?”

Not answering him, she slid her feet to the
side of the bed and dangled them over the edge while she tried to
figure out if she’d fall on her face if she stood up. When she
heard the door open and close, she didn’t bother looking. She knew
who it was, and she wasn’t any happier with her than the woman
apparently was with Harley.

“You’re not strong enough
to do whatever it is you’re planning. And I don’t think you should
leave here until you’re at least able to walk without falling on
your ass.” She felt her stir in her mind and pushed back. “You
can’t keep me out if I really want in.”

Wanna
bet, she thought. Standing up proved to be
a huge undertaking. She wobbled a little and when she felt
steadier, she let go only to grab the little dresser next to the
bed. She made her way to the bathroom, holding onto whatever she
could touch. When the doorknob was in her hand, she felt like she’d
run a marathon.

“You had no identification
on you when we brought you here. And I can’t figure out what you
are. I know you’re not a vampire, but you’re not human, are you?”
Harley opened the door to the bathroom as the woman continued. “Can
we at least know your name?”

“The man…the one in the
accident? Is he going to make it?” She said that he was. “Good.
Then there is no reason for you to hold me here longer. I’ll be
leaving, and if you think I’m going to pay for this room, you’re
fucking nuts.”

“Can you please tell us
what you know about the accident? My brother said it wasn’t one. An
accident, I mean. He seems to think that someone ran them off the
road somehow.” Harley didn’t move or say a word as the man that had
tried to carry her continued speaking. “We’d also like to know how
you got there so quickly.”

She turned to him then. She didn’t want to
get involved, but someone had run them off the road and left them
all to die. The limo was going pretty fast for the road conditions,
but the driver had it under control. She leaned her head against
the door before she spoke.

“He’s right. Someone in a
dark SUV hit them several times in the rear until the driver lost
control. The limo hit the guard rail three times before it jumped
over it. The first victim was ejected before they were ten feet
down. I didn’t see what happened after that. I could hear it roll,
but I didn’t see it.” She looked at him, avoiding the woman. “I
didn’t have anything to do with it. I was walking back from town to
my home. Nothing more.”

“I believe you.” She
laughed and went into the bathroom. She found her clothes in one of
the little closets there and pulled up the gown she had on to look
at her body, then dropped it again. She looked at her
wrist.

He’d bruised her badly. She could make out
each of his fingers along her skin, and there was a small tear on
the back of her hand. She licked the blood off it and tasted the
bitterness of it. She didn’t bother looking in the mirror as she
pulled off the gown and tugged on her damp clothes. She’d been in
the snow a great deal, and thought that when she got somewhere to
live again she’d have to find a laundromat.

She didn’t expect to find the couple gone,
but she was surprised to find others in the room. She could smell
the tiger in one of the other men, and knew he was the one who had
found her first. The woman had to be their mother. While they
didn’t take after her a great deal, she did smell like them. Harley
sat down on the bed to put on her shoes.

“Are you leaving now?” She
glanced at the older woman as she looked around the room. “I
thought we’d made arrangements to have her stay with us. Someone
didn’t tell her?”

“Her is right here and her
isn’t going to stay with any of you.” Harley
stood up. “I’m sorry about the others in the limo. They were dead
before I got to them. The other man—you said he was going to be
fine—I’m glad for that, but I don’t owe you shit, and I’m out of
here.”

“But Keith wants to see
you.” She shook her head at one of the other men. “I’m sorry, miss,
but he said that you’re his angel and we only have him because of
you. I’m afraid I’m going to have to insist that you at least go
and talk to him.”

She picked up her things that had been in
the little closet along with her clothes, took out the little bit
of money she had there, and put it in her pants. It was all she
really needed anyway. The rest would have to stay because she had a
feeling she was going to need both her hands before this was over.
She looked at the big man, who now stood in front of the door.

“There are a great many
people in this building that I can take what I need from. Are you
sure you want to fuck with me? I’m not really what you’d call nice
when I’m pissed off and cornered.” He cocked an impressive brow at
her. “You either move or I’ll move you. And any of the rest of you
who thinks you can stop me.”

She started reaching for energy. There was a
great deal of it here because of the incredible number of shifters.
They had the most energy of anything she could take from. When she
felt her body had more than enough, she lifted her hand and brought
a small white ball of it out.

“You think you’ll be able
to use that on all of us?” She grinned at the man and nodded to the
other men in the room. “Fuck.”

She’d already taken care of them and the
woman who was trying her best to bring her down again. Harley
wasn’t sure what she was, but she was pretty sure that she was
something kickass. The only person she didn’t touch was the older
woman. She couldn’t for some reason.

“I just want you to go and
see Keith.” The older woman smiled at her. “What’s your name by the
way? You had nothing on you when we found you that would tell
us.”

“I wasn’t found, someone
kidnapped me. And I’m not giving you my name unless you have a good
reason to have it. Otherwise….” She shrugged. “I would very much
appreciate it if you moved the fuck out of—”

She felt the power coming before he was all
the way down the hall. Letting the ball go, she pulled it back into
her body and took a step back. If this was who she thought it was,
she had to go now. She moved the man she’d disabled quickly, not
caring for how he’d landed on the floor, and yanked the door open,
but it was too late. He was standing right there, smiling.

“I was just leaving. And I
had no interaction with these people other than to save their
brother. I’m ready to go.” She dropped her head and was just on the
verge of dropping to her knees when she heard him laugh. Lifting
her chin, she glared at him.

“Hello, Harley. It’s been a
very long time.” She moved back when he stepped to her. “Where did
you think you were going so quickly?”

Years and years of training had her curb her
tongue. Decades and decades of being subservient to this man had
her needing to answer him. But she’d been banished. She’d been
tossed aside from his palace and that of his brother and brought
here as a punishment, because she’d been lied to.

“I’m leaving to where I
wish to go.” She heard the others come around and turned to keep an
eye on them. “You’ve no say over me so long as I don’t come to your
attention. And I have not. I will leave here.”

“Viktor, you know this
woman?” The bitch again. “She’s the woman I was telling you about
that saved Keith. I wasn’t aware that you already knew
her.”

“She was my…guard.” Harley
snorted. “Well, you were, my dear, for a great many years. And that
of my mate. Will you now tell me what happened that
day?”

When he cleared the doorway, she moved
toward it only to encounter Peter. He simply stood there while she
tried to think how to get around him without touching him. He
smiled at her.

“May I get by please?” He
waited for several seconds before he took a step forward. She took
a deep breath because she thought she was going to get to leave,
when he closed the door behind him and stood in front of it. Harley
turned to Viktor.

“My lord, I would
appreciate it if you were to allow me freedom.” He sat down and
pointed to the chair across from him. The men and women in the room
stepped back. Probably a good idea if he thought she was going to
have a conversation with him.

“Have you met the Goldens?
They are by far the best group of weretigers I’ve ever encountered.
This is Ryland and his mate Bronwyn. They are the male and female
of this streak. Alistair and his wife Ally; Neal and his lovely
wife Rayne are just there. Brock and his wife Em work for the
Holders of the Realm. I know that you’re acquainted with that
organization. Jules and his wife…ah, there you are Lenny…they are
the last of the children besides Keith, of course. And then there
is their mother, Sandra Golden. She is a jewel, and you’ll like
her.” Each of them either waved at her or nodded. “Everyone, I’d
like for you to all to meet Harley Pennington. She is from my
realm.”

~~~

Ryland watched the woman as she continued to
stand near the door. He had a feeling if it opened she would bolt
faster than he could as a tiger. She was so stiff with her anger
that he wondered what would happen if she let it go. He glanced at
Bronwyn when she took his hand.

She’s really pissed at
him. Ryland told her he’d gotten
that. I don’t mean mad like I was at her
last night, but she’d kill him if she could and not care about the
consequences. What do you suppose the history between them
is?

I don’t know, but I’m
thinking it has to do with something other than what happened last
night. This anger seems old, like she’s held it to her heart for a
long time. Harley looked at Viktor and
Ryland had a feeling that she was sizing him up.
What is she? Bronwyn
shrugged, and that did not make him feel good.

“I’ve done all that you’ve
ordered me to. I’ve fulfilled my sentence ten times ten, as you’ve
said. There is no reason for you to keep me here. I no longer
answer to you or the Holders.” She took a step toward the door and
Peter straightened up. “I will be within my rights to harm you,
Peter. Move or else.”

“You’ll sit down.” Viktor’s
voice thundered in the small room, and Ryland felt the compulsion
in it, but Harley only stood still. “I should like to have a
conversation with you. I’m not here to do anything more than
that.”

Ryland felt Keith coming toward them. He was
completely surprised by that, and more so when he came into the
room and hit Peter. When Harley took a step toward the door, Keith
snatched her back and pulled her into his body.

“Mine.” He snarled at
Peter, who took a step toward him and Harley. “What the fuck is
going on here? I was…Christ, I’m not well.”

As he started to fall forward, Harley caught
him and helped him gently to the floor. A nurse was called for and
several of them came running. Brock lifted him up and put him on
the bed where Harley had been. When he turned back to see where
she’d gone and get some answers, she was being held by Viktor. This
was not good.

“I think you should let her
go. I’m not sure what the fuck is going on here, but Keith is under
the impression that she belongs to him, and we’ll protect her from
you if that becomes necessary. Let her go.” Viktor held her
tighter. “Viktor, I’m not kidding you. Let her go.”

“She’s his mate. And if you
allow her to leave here, she’ll never see him again. It has taken
me nearly five hundred years to find her this time, and I won’t
have her running away again. She is very valuable to this
family.”

The room was tight with tension, and Ryland
knew that one false move from anyone and there would be a room full
of tigers and blood, maybe even a couple of bodies to boot. He
looked at Harley and
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