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Prologue

 


Clara Night sprinted through the third
floor of the building she’d been working at through a janitorial
service. The carpet beneath her feet silenced her sneakers as well
as the footsteps of those tracking her.

The lights had been dimmed leaving her
with pale gold illuminations that cast eerie shadows along the
corridor. What she couldn’t see, she could feel. The energy was
taut and wild as it slithered through the building.

She would know that wildness anywhere.
The shifter species of the spotted hyena had an air about it that
left her unsettled. Right now, Clara was downright terrified. They
lived in clans and hunted in packs that always took down their
prey.

The survival rate was low in these
circumstances.

“Clara.” The dark voice
whispered her assumed name from behind her as Clara ducked into a
dark office with wide windows. She couldn’t hear the night traffic
on the busy street below, but that eerie cackle of the hyena
followed her sending chills down her spine.

She attempted to steady her breathing,
but Clara knew it was useless. The hyena’s sense of hearing was as
excellent as its sense of smell and she was leaking fear. It would
be sniffed out like the sweetness of a baking cake.

Clara swallowed tightly as she
contemplated her options. She was a psychic who’d always hungered
for acceptance but found ridicule and users like
Patricia.

“Come on out,” Patricia
Cutter crooned. “You know we’ll find you.”

She’d escaped the Midnight Howling
pack eighteen months ago hoping she’d be able to outrun them and
make a new life for herself. This was the sixth time Patricia had
found her and it was becoming clear escaping her and her pack of
rabid hyenas was something Clara was never going to
accomplish—alive.

“You know I’m not going to
let you go, Clara,” Patricia crooned softly. And there was
something of the old affection in her tone, but Clara wasn’t
fooled. “You belong to me.”

For three years she’d known Patricia,
and for two of those years they’d been lovers, and Clara had
ignored the coldness that crept into her lover, the vicious nature,
and the obvious hunger for power.

She’d known part of that cruelty was
born of a deep hurt that had scarred Patricia, left her stripped
bare and without protection. From those ashes, a deceptive alpha
bitch had risen. The woman beneath the anger and hunger for power
was who Clara had fallen for until she realized what a manipulative
woman Patty really was.

She pressed her fingers to her
forehead, as sweat broke out in tiny beads on her brow. Her skin
was cold, clammy, and her stomach knotted sickening making her want
to vomit.

“Clara.”

She stepped out into the corridor and
a five-foot-ten-inch tall female was waiting half way down. Clare’s
skin was olive and her body was still a lean muscled form. Her baby
blue eyes were fringed by long lashes. She was confident and oozed
so much sex appeal the pheromones could be bottled and
sold.

Patricia strolled toward her taking
her time, her steps those of a woman who knew she had her prey
cornered. “Don’t try to run, Clara,” she said congenially. “I’ll
have them run you down like a rabbit.”

Patty had done that the first time
she’d tried to escape, and Clara had regretted it. The claws and
teeth had left permanent marks on one of her legs.

Clara looked past the other woman to
the end of the hall where two big scruffy spotted brown animals sat
patiently awaiting her orders. Clara’s power pooled in her belly as
she stood there keenly aware that she was more or less trapped by
the smooth white walls and dangerous creatures.

Her heart beat sluggishly and the gray
shirt with the cleaning company’s name on it paired with khakis was
suddenly too hot.

Patricia would beat her senseless, and
she knew the leather the other woman was pulling from her pocket
was a leash and collar. Once Patty had it around her neck, she’d be
able to control her. The collar contained electrical impulses that
could do nerve damage over time. If she tried to escape, Patty
would use a debilitating shock on her.

The shock would leave her unable to
think past the pain. She remembered doing anything to get the pain
to stop.

She would not allow the other woman to
do that to her ever again. She’d make Patty tear her apart
first.

“I’ve missed you so much,
Clara,” she murmured and her gaze heated on Clara’s face before
sliding down her body.

“Right,” Clara muttered.
After two years, she’d realized she was just one of many. Patricia
had a small harem of lovers to tend to her sexual and emotional
needs, and Patty even truly cared for some of them while being
attracted to them all.

They all wore collars and when
Patricia tired of them, she killed them, but no one ever escaped
and lived long. Clara was the exception, and she imagined that was
eating Patricia alive.

“You’re my favorite, you
know that,” Patricia murmured as she held out the collar. “That’s
the only reason I’m not going to kill you for making me take time
away from my work.”

Patricia was a real estate agent. She
and her pack had a knack for flipping properties, and making a
killing off them.

“Let’s put your collar
on,” Patricia said and came to a stop before her. The other woman
backhanded her so hard across the face, Clara stumbled into the
wall.

Pain exploded through her cheek and
burned its way to her eye. She let out a soft cry as her hand went
to her face as Patricia reached for her.

As the slim hand came closer panic
threatened to choke her, but Clara shoved the anxiety that promised
to debilitate hers back. Then her power surged from the center of
her forehead in an invisible blue shower. Patricia moved to one
side and laughed.

“Clara,” she said in a
chastising tone. “I’ll let you go if you do this one important
thing for me.”

Clara studied her warily as she
stroked her cheek. “You’re lying.” Patricia would never let her go
because she didn’t like to lose. Patricia’s motto was if she wanted
it and couldn’t have it, she’d destroy it so no one else could
attain it either.

“Do you want your freedom
from the clan?” Patricia asked softly. “Once in, the only way out
is death, remember?”

“All too well,” Clara
muttered but her own death wasn’t one she was actually considering
even now. Hers was.

“Then do as I ask, and
you’ll be free within the next six weeks or sooner.”

“You will?” She heard the
sarcasm threaded through her words and Patricia’s lips quirked in
amusement.

“I still don’t know how
you managed to get away, my sweet,” she said softly. “Who helped
you?”

Clara snorted and tilted her chin up.
Patricia had used her to ruthlessly further her agenda until that
one fateful moment a mistake had been made that couldn’t be taken
back. Clara had been prepared, and she’d run.

“You will tell me, and
this time, you’ll tell me the rest of your secrets too, Clara,” she
said coldly.

“That remains to be seen,”
Clara told her acerbically. Patricia’s lips twisted in anger and
reached for her. At the same time, Clara’s power surged from the
center of her forehead in an invisible blue star. The energy
slammed into her frontal lobe. Her eyes widened and pain filled her
face.

Clara pushed out another arc of power.
“You’re letting me go,” she ordered keeping her voice low and firm.
“Tell them.”

Her power was a telepathic
clairsentient force, but she could never hold Patricia’s mind long.
The other woman always broke free of her, but in these brief
seconds that Clara had Patricia, she had her minions
too.

On some level, way in the back of
Patricia’s mind where she kept things she didn’t want to face,
Clara knew Patricia feared her power’s vast potential as much as
she wanted to own it.

“Now.” She kept her voice
forceful but low.

Patricia’s eyes glazed over telling
Clara she’d penetrated her mind. The frontal lobe was the center of
reasoning, of wrong and right. She couldn’t break her will, but she
could redirect it. She could bend it.

“I’m letting you go,” she
said complacently.

Clara stepped closer and put a finger
to Patricia’s stomach, the solar plexus. It was the female power
center in hyenas. It was the place of energy as well as
self-confidence and the need to be in control.

The touch threw her past her ex’s
mental shields—the auric energy around the body protecting it from
psychic intrusion. Clara was inside her mind on a deeper level.
Thoughts and fears careened into her until she forcefully pulled
herself back to the threshold of her shields.

She focused on Patricia’s animal
strengths, and Clara drew some of the energy into herself. The
wildness rushed through her, icky and twisted. She shuddered,
panting as she grimaced.

Clara backed away slowly and then
turned and sprinted for the stairwell not far away. She always made
it her business to know where all exits of each building she worked
in were in case she needed to escape in a hurry.

She took the stairs two at a time and
got to the first floor in short order. The men casually holding up
walls in the lobby didn’t move as she strolled to the front door.
She knew her time was short, so Clara hurried out to her car. The
old Pinto had been cheap and ran well, but she’d have to ditch it
now which could be a good thing and bad one.

A six-foot-four male leaned against
the side facing the entrance of the thirty-floor building. He
straightened as she approached.

“Clara, you’re such a bad
girl,” he said in a gravelly tone. His flat dark eyes washed over
her in disdain.

She knew Patricia had fought her way
free and was likely hurrying after her. She sent out a blast of
mental energy as she reached him. The blue star slammed into his
head with enough force to knock him back onto her car. He hit his
head against the window and collapsed.

He wouldn’t even remember his own name
when he woke, and Patricia would kill him. She’d be that much more
pissed at Clara too.

Clara shoved her key into the door on
the passenger side and let the seat up. She reached beneath it and
jerked her bag free. It had a few changes of clothes, toiletries,
and a few of her favorite things as well as cash. She sprinted
through the lot and across the street using Patricia’s hyena energy
to quickly skirt a car that nearly crashed into her.

“Clara!” Patricia screamed
from the parking lot.

She felt the vibration of the other
woman’s rage inside her, but she hurried down the street. Patricia
would be on her in minutes if she didn’t find some shadows to hide
in. Her sight was keen in the dark and she was a great hunter but
not the best tracker.

Hyenas were too lazy to stay on a
trail too long without the correct motivation. That was a weakness
that she could exploit.

Clara rounded a corner and ran into a
crowd coming out of a building. She sent out a whorl of energy as
she made eye contact with a single male. The energy settled over
the crowd quickly. In his mind, she could see they’d all been at
the same party, knew each other.

She twisted that and broadcast
telepathically using the one man and his connection to them all to
steal their will to think or act normally.

“Attack the people behind
me,” she ordered softly because screaming sometimes jarred humans
out of the compulsion. “They want to hurt you.”

“Clara.”

The mob rushed forward, and she
threaded her way through it as they descended on Patricia and her
minions. She knew Patricia wouldn’t do much damage to them. This
was too public a stage for her animal behavior.

Clara hurried down the street knowing
her ability would keep the crowd enthralled no more than a few
minutes, but it was long enough with Patricia’s hyena energy inside
of her giving her fast feet for quick escape.

She had no idea where she was going,
but she was getting out of this city tonight.


Chapter One

 


The present day

 


Sydney Spring drew the pool cue back
and eased it forward to bank a shot in the left pocket before
glancing to her companion. The young man gave her a nod and lined
up his next shot.

The crowd in Mystic Bar was filled
with people she didn’t know, except the guy who’d asked her to meet
him here for pool and drinks. The other people around them were
enjoying their alcohol, companions, and a game of darts or
pool.

She wasn’t expecting much from him if
anything. Her quarry was keeping his cards close to his vest for
the time being.

“The truth is,” he said
after banking his shot and then straightening to grab his bottle of
beer. “Leah isn’t actually working directly for Sorrento. She’s a
member of the pack allied with Sorrento’s, which is called Midnight
Howling.”

Sorrento, leader of a hyena pack,
wanted to buy Coyote Closet. The hyena leader also wanted their
territory which meant they were all on high alert awaiting his
attack.

“How do you know?” Leah
was a dancer at Coyote Closet, the lesbian strip club co-owned by
Sydney’s best-friend. They’d heard Leah was working for a hyena
pack, but the leader of that pack had been killed by her
friend.

“Friend of mine used to be
part of a pack led by Joelle Reacher,” he told her. “His name’s
Darden. He was Reacher’s right-hand man. Now, he’s leader of the
pack, and it’s called Devil Dogs. Leah used to belong to the pack
back when they were living in Washington. He called in a favor, and
she answered the call.”

“How big is the Devil Dogs
pack?” She leaned against the side of the table and her gaze slid
across the room to the bar. Reflected in the glass wall behind the
bartenders, was the pretty face of one of Coyote Closet’s dancers,
Baby Love.

She was drinking alone, and her black
hair was pulled back from her face and wound into a knot. She
always wore it up, making Sydney wonder what she’d look like in
nothing but her hair flowing around her shoulders. She was
five-foot-seven with a beautiful body. Her skin was a canvas of
chocolate-with-cream and smooth as silk.

Her face was devoid of makeup except
for that pale shade of gloss on her plump lips. She wanted to bite
them and suck the sweetness from them.

“Some of the pack has been
brought up on charges in New York for murder so the pack’s size has
decreased, but it’s large enough to take out the wolves should it
come to that.” He took another sip of his beer. “But he’s not been
asked to move against you guys yet. In fact, Sorrento’s just
sitting on his plans, keeping his cards close to his
vest.”

Sorrento’s presence here puzzled her
pack’s alpha because most hyenas didn’t venture into cold climes
for long. When they did it, was to put down some roots away from
other hyenas so they could be top dog without competition. However,
they wouldn’t be top dog with a strong wolf and coyote pack in the
area.

“Any clues why they want
to settle here?” Sydney asked, taking her eyes from the young woman
at the bar who was smiling at something a female bartender was
saying. The animal inside her, the coyote, growled low in ferocious
anger, but she tamped the reaction down. She wasn’t quite
comfortable with her strong reaction to the dancer who’d started
dancing at the club a few weeks ago. And she still wasn’t sure how
to handle her coyote’s hunger the sexy human.

“No.” He shook his head
and turned back to the table. “Did hear something that might
interest you though.”

“What’s that?”

“He’s not running the show
alone, but I’m not sure who the partner is right now,” he said.
“I’m working on it.”

“Male or
female?”

“My source wouldn’t say,”
he admitted with a frown. “I think he’s kind of afraid, but he did
say four people inside your club are on Sorrento’s payroll just
awaiting his orders.”

“Thanks.” She bent to take
a shot and the scent of vanilla and arousal washed over her. A hand
brushed her ass and the cue slipped just a little to the right
causing her to miss the shot. Her companion chuckled and reached
for his beer.

“See you around,” he said
as Sydney looked up at him.

The wolf grinned and tipped his beer
to her before moving on, and she turned to look down at the dancer.
Her stage name was Baby Love, but her given name was Cambrie
Canewater. The girl was cute as a newborn babe with those curious
copper eyes, but she didn’t have the same claim to innocence Sydney
was willing to bet.

“Hi.” Cambrie’s copper
eyes were bright with humor that made her animal growl in
greeting.

“You made me miss my
shot,” Sydney grumbled and gripped the cue to keep from putting her
hands on the little dancer’s compact body.

She often watched her at the club and
craved her. However, she’d refused to ask her for a private dance.
After all, emotional interest could become a distraction she could
ill-afford. The girls counted on her to be fast, and focused in
case a patron got out of line.

“I didn’t know you were
into that kind of thing,” Cambrie murmured in a teasing tone and
cast a glance in the direction the wolf had gone.

“What kind of thing is
that?” Sydney reached for her own long neck bottle to take a pull
of the cold brew.

Cambrie’s lips twitched and she moved
to take up the abandoned cue. “Men.”

Sydney held Cambrie’s gaze. The other
woman acted like she could read her mind and considered her a
foregone conclusion. She was, and Sydney knew she was fighting a
losing battle. They were going to end up in bed or against a wall
or something. It was only a matter of time and place.

She ran her fingers through her dark
brown hair and Cambrie’s eyes followed the action, her stare almost
proprietary. Sydney fought the shiver and almost hated Cambrie for
having such an effect on her. But no one made her hunger and ache
like this woman did.

“Who I date isn’t your
concern,” she said and the other woman shrugged, but there was heat
and challenge in her copper depths. The coyote’s yip in her mind
was a clear signal to the woman. She was tired of ignoring
Cambrie.

“Buy me a drink then?” She
asked leaning her hip against the table’s metal frame.

Sydney took another sip of beer.
“What’s your poison?”

Cambrie shrugged. “You could be,” she
said. “But in the meantime, I’m just having ginger ale.”

Sydney cocked a brow at her feeling
the hunger for this woman increase threefold. “Then, let’s get you
one.”

“I’ve seen you checking me
out tonight.”

Sydney took another sip of her beer.
“So?”

“So, ask me to dance,” she
murmured. “Before someone else does.”

****

Sydney’s gaze darkened possessively
before sliding slowly down her body lingering on the length of her
legs. The look was a caress that made Cambrie feel
branded.

“I guess a spin won’t
hurt,” Sydney murmured and set her beer down before bringing her
warm brown eyes to rest on Cambrie’s again.

Cambrie led the way to the spacious
dance floor and eyes were drawn to Sydney just the way Cambrie’s
were. The pale button-down she wore was open several buttons
revealing a white t-shirt and silver encircling her
neck.

There was a sharp confidence in the
way she moved that commanded attention. And the flair with which
she wore her shirt sleeves rolled up nearly to her elbows showing
off a few scars on her forearms bespoke of a woman so at ease with
her sexuality it could make a less assured person
cringe.

A slow catchy tune poured through the
speakers. It was a sultry country song about a couple reconnecting.
The twang of the singer’s voice and the slow beat of the music drew
Cambrie in.

Sydney gave her a smile as she moved,
lithe body picking up the beat quickly. Cambrie’s own hips began to
move, reaching for the beat. A subtle abandon swept over her
bending her to its will.

Cambrie glided a hand slowly down her
throat and down the side of one breast to her hip as she moved in
time to the beat, letting it ignite the sensuality inside her as
music always did. Her fingers toyed with the helm of her mid-thigh
length dress and Sydney’s eyes strayed to it.

So Cambrie inched it up just a little
revealing the lacey top of her stocking.

Her eyes met Sydney’s, held, and
Cambrie moved closer to her so their bodies touched but only for a
moment. She turned to execute deft movements of her hips and
hands.

Sydney’s body brushed hers from behind
as a firm hand gripped her hip and soft lips brushed the back of
her neck. She smiled as heat infiltrated her skin.

Cambrie turned and moved in a smooth
flowing movement of grace called the body roll. And Sydney tugged
Cambrie into her. She slid the other hand over Cambrie’s hip down
to her thigh before gliding it up to rest on her back.

“I like your moves,”
Cambrie said in a teasing tone as she braced her hand on Sydney’s
shoulder.

“Glad you approve,” she
said before gliding her hand down the side of Cambrie’s firm
breast.

Sydney’s hand flattened as it
continued down to Sydney’s flat stomach. Sydney stroked her through
the fabric of her dress, her gaze intense and her intent
clear.

Seduction.

Her blood was lava hot as it rushed
through her veins, and her nipples hard tight points aching in the
cups of her bra. Her panties were damp as her clit throbbed in
anticipation. She hadn’t imagined this side of Sydney existed, but
she was intrigued by it, eager for more.

Sydney rocked their bodies and then
dipped Cambrie, one hand on her hip and the other caressed down
Cambrie’s arm to lace their fingers together. Sydney brought her
back up slowly with a thigh pushed between Cambrie’s and a hand
gliding down to cup Cambrie’s ass. Her clit pressed into the
firmness of Sydney’s jean clad leg and Cambrie’s juices eased from
her, dampening her panties.

Her skin flushed and Sydney dipped her
head and brushed her lips over Cambrie’s throat. Cambrie was
suddenly too hot, she had on too many clothes, and her breaths came
out in shallow puffs.

“You’re getting wet, Cam,”
she murmured. The words were just audible over the
music.

“I think that’s your
fault,” Cambrie said breathlessly.

“I think you’re just
saying that to get in my pants.” Laughter filled her eyes, warming
them as she withdrew her thigh to the fading strands of the
song.

Before she could answer the song
melded into a faster beat that fueled the heat in her blood and the
hunger rampaging through her.

Sydney released her, taking a step
back.

For a moment, Cambrie was flustered.
The sudden loss of heat and solid feminine muscle was confusing. A
hint of anger washed over her, and she quickly pulled herself
together. Damn coward was such a tease. Cambrie stalked to the bar
deciding to get a drink hoping it cooled her inflamed
skin.


Chapter Two

 


Sydney picked up the anger even
through the cigarette smoke, sweat, and scent of cheap
alcohol.

She followed Cambrie to the bar, but
the hairs on the back of her neck rose. She glanced around sensing
eyes following her every move. Too many people at the bar and in
the crowded single-story brick building made it hard for her to
know if that was about the dance of lesbians in a straight bar, or
if there was something more personal at work.

Her instincts warned her trouble was
afoot, but she couldn’t just leave Cambrie not after that dance.
Her own pussy was wet, her nipples tight and aching for contact.
She’d throw her up against a hotel wall and fuck her brains out if
Cambrie didn’t work at the club. She had to let her down easy and
stay the hell away from her.

“So, I was thinking you
and your friend could come back to my place, and we could have some
real fun.” The man was six-foot-two with a beard and blue eyes that
were filled with lust.

Sydney was barely able to keep the
coyote’s snarl from slipping past her lips as the words drifted to
her.

“Oh please,” Cambrie
muttered, irritation clear in her tone.

“I’ve got what you girls
need,” he said reaching out to run his knuckles along Cambrie’s
arm. “You won’t walk straight for days, baby.”

“As if,” Cambrie answered
in clear disgust.

“You think you’re too good
for me, little bitch,” he snapped and reached out to grab her
hair.

The snarl did escape her this time as
the animal surged forward grabbing his hand before he could get a
grip on Cambrie’s tresses, held in place with decorative chop
sticks .

She jerked his wrist back and drove
her fist into his stomach. “Hands off, asshole,” she
snapped.

He bristled at her and swung. She
winced as his fist caught her on the shoulder. She blocked his next
punch and backhanded him. He stumbled back and growled before
charging forward.

She prepared for her next move as a
chant of “Fight! Fight! Fight!” broke out around her. The jerk had
the scent of a damned jackal. They were scrappy sons of bitches but
with a little liquor in them, they couldn’t fight worth shit. They
only had one good punch in them.

She moved aside and drew back
delivering a sharp blow to his side, and he let out a howl of pain
as he hit the floor. He rolled over and the cocking of a gun had
his eyes going wide.

“Take it outside boys,” a
male bartender ordered tightly. The jackal got up, fire in his
eyes. “I’ll bust a cap in your ass, man.”

Sydney watched his friends haul him to
his feet. “Let’s get out of here, Cam,” she ordered, grabbing her
arm. She still felt uneasy and it had nothing to do with the
jackal.

****

Cambrie allowed Sydney to lead her
from the noisy building out into blessed fresh air and she took a
deep breath to drive the smoke from her nose. Untamed energy washed
over her making her tense. With effort, she didn’t stop or jerk
free, but her gaze ranged around the lot a she sought out the
danger.

Had Patty found her?

She had come here because she’d known
Patty wouldn’t. Patty wasn’t fond of cold weather and the east
seemed to hold bad memories for her.

But Patty had been so bent on getting
her back she’d braved the Chicago cold which chapped her skin so
badly it cracked without meticulous care.

The laughter that danced around the
parking lot clenched her fingers even as she struggled to get her
breathing under control. Her hands shook as she thought of what
Patty would have done to her if she got her hands on
her.

“Where are you parked?”
Sydney asked tightly.

“Over there.” She pointed
and tucked her hands out of sight hoping Sydney didn’t notice her
fear. She knew she wasn’t normal.

Cambrie had grown up around coyote
shifters, so she knew how their energy felt. Sydney’s and their
boss Sam’s was different—it was stronger with a dark edge. When it
washed over her, it was a caress—Sydney’s energy was. She was drawn
to her like a negative charge to a positive one and she had tried
not to be.

“Are you all right?”
Sydney asked.

She nodded, shaken.

“I didn’t hear a word you
said.” There was irritation in her voice and ire in her
stare.

“Yes,” she snapped and dug
her keys from the pocket of her dress. Get it under control, she
ordered herself. She’s sensing your fear.

Living with Patty she’d learned how to
hide her feelings so that not even her body chemistry
changed.

“I shouldn’t have gone off
like that,” Sydney said as Cambrie pulled to a stop at her
car.

Cambrie smiled then and looked up at
her. “It was kind of sexy seeing you go all macho like you gave a
damn.”

Sydney grunted. “You really need to
stop trying to start whatever it is you’re trying to start. I don’t
date the dancers.”

Cambrie frowned. “Why? We’re beneath
you?” she asked coldly. A chill raced through her and her power
flared in her belly. Putting a hand on it, Cambrie tamped it
down.

“What if I’m so focused on
you, keeping hands off you, that I screw up, Cambrie, and some
other girl gets hurt?” The words were soft.

“It’s a dance club not a
wrestling match,” she muttered. “Just tell me the truth. You think
you’re too good to be touched by me let alone to have me in your
bed. You should have just said that instead of dancing with me like
you wanted me, but I don’t suppose you have much control over a
hormonal reaction.”

“It’s not like that,
baby,” she murmured. “I would get so damn jealous watching other
women touch you, look at you.”

“Look at me?
Naked?”

“Yes.”

“Get over it,” she
snapped. “I take off my clothes for a living not spread my
legs.”

Sydney cocked a brow at
her.

“Okay, yeah, but I don’t
have sex with them, Sydney.” She touched her arm. “I want you as
crazy as that sounds.”

“How long, Cambrie? Until
some other woman gets you hot?”

“I’m not looking down the
road to forever, and I didn’t know you were,” she replied. She
didn’t even know if she was going to stay in Snowbury longer than
another few months especially if her senses were right and that
hyena was Patty’s.

“See that’s where the
problem starts,” Sydney replied. “It’ll only get worse when I walk
in on you and some other woman at the club.”

She blew out a harsh breath. “I’ve
never cheated on a lover, but I’m not going to stand here and argue
that point with you. We can talk about it at the club tomorrow.”
Cambrie turned and unlocked her door.

“There won’t be any need,”
Sydney said quietly. “We can’t get involved even for a few
minutes.”

“God, I hope you’d last
longer than that,” she said coldly. “But it’s a good thing you’re
laying down the law like the macho butch you are.” She pulled open
her car door. “Thanks for the dance, and thanks for setting me
straight.” Cambrie climbed into her car and slammed the door shut
before jamming the key into the ignition and starting it
up.

Damn she’d been so stupid. She hit the
steering wheel and backed out giving Sydney one last look. She
looked lonely standing there and Cambrie’s heart ached as she drove
away.

****

Sydney turned, body stiff as anger
chilled her to the bone. The animal was pacing inside her mind in a
fury wanting her to go after Cambrie. If it had been safer—no the
danger was gone. She’d felt it the moment the hyena retreated
though she still felt as if she was being watched.

She blew out a harsh breath and headed
to her car. Sorrento probably had someone on her so he could gather
information about her. That’s what they were doing, checking him
and the four members of his organization out that were
visible.

They knew there were more. He couldn’t
be planning a takeover with such a nonexistent force. The four
moving about town were obviously his eyes and ears. The only female
member of the team had even been to the club a few
times.

Sydney tilted her head up and took in
the air. No familiar scents carried on the wind, so she headed to
her car
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