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      A little fury never hurts... Until the FBI comes knocking.

      

      Sawyer didn't make it out of the destruction of Club Diablo without scars. Lots of them. They criss cross his body from head to toe. His pack is trying to help him recover, but between the smothering and the whispers, he's not interested. Once again his life has been destroyed by hunters and this time he doesn't want to start over. He wants revenge. He definitely doesn't want to babysit some Fed, no matter how many of his buttons she pushes.

       

      Penelope Bishop has always wanted to prove herself as one of the top profilers for the FBI, but she's had to struggle to get out of her father's infamous shadow. Finally, she's been given a chance to show she can handle a high-profile case on her own. She's sent to Devils Point Island to profile the suspect who planted an explosive in a strip club. Except what she finds doesn't fit any profile she's ever seen and the local assigned to help her is more interested in the chip on his shoulder and what color panties she wears.
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      Sawyer heard his world fall apart before it actually happened. One second he was walking through the entrance foyer of Club Diablo, the strip club owned by his pack, the Devils Point Wolves and the next an ear-splitting sound burst in his ears so loud he thought the island was exploding around him. A split second later the building did exactly that as he ran for the back to escape the imploding debris.

      A rush of heat from behind singed his back, driving him forward, desperate for escape. His human feet moved, but barely quick enough as he jumped from the path of flame. With no time to spare, he made it behind the stage and the door to the outside now loomed in front of him at the end of a long hall.

      Have to get out.

      His self preservation instinct had kicked in and it was all his mind allowed in. Thick, billowing smoke filled the air, making his escape that much harder. But the heat still crawling up his back and burning at his scalp warned him not to stop.

      At the same time his wolf pushed at his skin, wrestling him for control. He needed to be free to save the man. For once, Sawyer stopped fighting his inner beast and let it happen. Fur burst through his heated flesh, the change ripping through him as he reached the door, pausing only long enough for the man to push open the locked emergency exit. His lungs screamed for air.

      It was the wolf that jumped from the exploding building and it was the wolf that skidded to a stop at the sound of his alpha's abrupt snarl.

      He turned back to see the outpouring of smoke and flames as other members of the pack fled the club behind him. One by one the people he considered his family emerged from the destruction.

      Dante, the Alpha who'd claimed his attention, barked orders from his side and everyone scurried to help. Sawyer stood transfixed, examining every face that emerged from the thick smoke. When people stopped coming out, he jerked and scanned the parking lot. Looking for...

      Numbers and names flew through his mind until he'd accounted for everyone but her.

      Shit. No. No! NO!

      He turned back to the building and sprinted to the door.

      Dante beat him there. "Stand down," he ordered. "It's not safe."

      Sawyer tried to argue, but only a growl emerged from his throat. Shit. The wolf. Frustrated over wasting time, he willed the wolf back and the man forward. Fur smoothed to skin, bones cracked and elongated until he finally stood face to face with one of the three Alpha brothers that together ruled their pack.

      "Dani. She's not accounted for," he gasped. "I have to go. If she dies, he dies." They both knew what Dani meant to the pack. It didn't matter that his best friend Creed had yet to officially claim her. A mate was a mate. Claimed or unclaimed, it was the law of their nature. The care and safekeeping of the few mates in their world took precedence over all else. Even his life.

      "I'll go," the Alpha insisted.

      Sawyer shook his head. "No. I have to do this. You have an entire pack to take care of and a mate waiting for you. Also got no one waiting for me. I can do this."

      Dante's face hardened a moment before he nodded his assent. They both knew they didn't have long. "Go," he said, whipping the shirt from his torso. "Use this to cover your face. And for fuck's sake, stay low."

      Sawyer grabbed the garment and ran. There wasn't much time to waste—if any.

      Dani wasn't like them. She didn't have any supernatural powers to protect her, leaving her defenseless against the fire. Without hesitation, he ripped the door open and plunged into the darkness.

      Years of working security for the pack and in the club allowed him to make it past the debris ridden hallway and backstage quickly without wasting time. The lack of sound other than the roar of the fire and fall of debris disturbed him. Why wasn't she calling for help? He pushed faster through the smoke.

      Memories of Creed's anguish when he watched his mother die in front of him had Sawyer moving frantically forward. He never wanted to see his packmate suffer like that again.

      "Dani!" he yelled. The backstage area where the dancers normally milled was littered with broken glass, charred costumes and broken furniture. But for the most part the fire had yet to reach this area of the building.

      "Back here," she answered faintly, followed by a series of coughs.

      He rushed in the direction of her voice, flinging furniture out of his way as he went. For once he wouldn't have to explain his supernatural strength as a burst of adrenalin as they so often did when a nosy human saw more than they should. Thanks to Creed, she already knew they weren't human. Of course, she used that uncomfortable knowledge to keep her mate at more than arm’s length. Something Sawyer couldn't understand considering she still worked here. Why keep coming to the island if she truly feared their kind?

      Sawyer reared back for a moment, taking a breath. She was close now, he could scent her fear. He lifted a smoldering beam and the ceiling above him began to shake. With the path before him partially cleared, he finally got eyes on Creed's precious mate.

      "C'mon, Dani. Grab my hand."

      With a grimace stamped across her pretty face that he'd learn later had to do with a blow she took to the head, she reached her slender arm forward and he grasped her fingers. At the same time, a blast of flame burst through a new crack in the wall and singed his arm. He didn't let go. Instead, he ignored it and pulled Dani swiftly to his side.

      "Ready to call it a night?" he smiled, relieved to see her unhurt.

      She didn't quite work up a smile in return, but the relief in her eyes matched how he felt.

      "God, yes. Please get me out of here."

      There seemed to be more meaning to her words, but he didn't have time to dwell or ask. He raced back the way he came, pulling Dani along as much as her humanity allowed.

      Outside in the hallway, flames raced up the walls, fueled by layers of paint and wallpaper. They were nearly surrounded and their window of escape was closing.

      "Stay right behind me," he urged, tucking her up against his back.

      Behind them the building walls continued to crumble and crash.

      Fuck. They weren't going to make it. The wolf pushed at him again, urging him to run faster or give up control. This time he resisted. It wasn't just his life that hung in the balance at the moment. Or at least it wasn't the important one. There had to be a little extra time to save them both.

      He had to do this. For Dani and for Creed. He owed everything to Creed.

      Wood splintered above them, the sound deafening to his hyper sensitive ears. The wolf growled. Flames jumped and chunks of plaster rained down on them. He could no longer see the exit.

      Dani screamed.

      He squeezed her fingers and held on.

      He'd been so focused on getting them out that he didn't realize the section of roof they were under was caving in until he was slammed to the ground by a burning beam.

      The disgusting scent of searing flesh burned his nose and watered his eyes seconds before the pain registered. White hot, blistering pain washed over him, dragging him under with nowhere else to go.

      Screams filled his ears as he lost his grip on Dani. Smoke filled his lungs. He couldn't breathe. With no more air to gulp, the crush of his collapsing lungs pressed down on him with the force of a thousand pounds. Agony ripped through him.

      Despite the pain and his diminishing ability to focus on his surroundings, one thought still prevailed.

      He had failed...again.
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      Sawyer jerked forward and sprang to his feet. One second asleep, the next fully awake and in shifted form.

      Jesus H. Christ.

      The wolf snarled and snorted a moment before the fur receded, giving way to flesh and bone. Sawyer stayed low to the ground until he was steady on his feet while taking big gulps of clean, smoke free air.

      Four days after the incident, the nightmares began. Since then, he woke day after day to the crushing pain of his lungs caving in and his wolf staring at him in the mirror he kept near the bed.

      Shifting in sleep was not a common occurrence. It could only be triggered by their fight or flight instinct. Unfortunately, that instinct had been on hyperdrive for far too long.

      He pushed his hands through his hair and took more deep breaths, praying for calm.

      The fire was over, the damage done. Nothing about that horrific night could be changed. So what was the point of reliving it over and over again? Other than to make himself crazy, that is.

      Automatically, he reached for his hip and trailed his fingers through the deep grooves of the scars that crisscrossed his leg from waist to knee. By all rights, that two ton beam should have killed him. They all thought so.

      Instead his shifter DNA had gone to work and patched him up as best it could. Shifters didn't often scar. Their accelerated healing had a way of overcoming a lot in a short amount of time.

      Except in his case, the damage had been too deep by the time Creed got him free. His memory beyond the searing pain of his body giving out remained fuzzy, which probably explained why he always woke at the same moment in his nightmare.

      Sawyer pushed back the memories, stuffing them as deep in his mind as they would go, before he stretched to standing while watching the scars pucker and pull as he moved. They didn't exactly hurt, but he felt the skin try to flex and fail every time he moved. It served as a constant reminder that he was no longer what he used to be.

      Whole.

      He knew it. And the pack knew it.

      In the wild, an injured wolf would trail behind the pack until eventually he fell back and they went on without him. The animal kingdom had rules and they were all about survival of the pack and survival of the strong. The weak always got left behind.

      Sawyer took a deep breath, hoping to calm his racing pulse and swiped his jeans from the back of a nearby chair. Shoving them over his legs he reminded himself they weren’t exactly in the wild. They were human, too. At least that's what Dante and Creed kept telling him over and over and over.

      They weren't like other species. They had the qualities and DNA of both human and animal, the best of each actually.

      Leaving his pants slung low and undone, Sawyer relieved himself in the tiny bathroom. This morning routine where he had to remind himself where he belonged and why irritated him. He wasn't a child who didn't understand the world. He knew the world.

      And how every ugly, dirty crevice hid the truth.

      Before his brain could suck him deeper into the hole of his self pity, a knock sounded at his door. He turned and lifted the curtain over the bathroom window. Across the horizon a sliver of the morning sun shot a streak of light in his direction. Who the hell dared come knocking this goddamned early?

      Maybe he could ignore it. He had no desire to make idle chit chat with any of his pack mates at the moment. Unless whoever it was wanted their face chewed off just for funsies. That he could probably accommodate.

      The knocking got louder, more insistent. They weren't giving up.

      "Jesus. I'm coming." He crossed the tiny space and yanked it open, nearly pulling it from the hinges. "What the hell do you⁠—"

      The angry words died on his lips as he came face to face with Damien, another of the Alpha brothers who led their pack.

      "Nice to see you too, sunshine."

      Sawyer winced at the words clipped with sarcasm. Smarting off to an alpha often came with subtle and sometimes not so subtle consequences. Such as the nearly overwhelming urge to bow his head. Maybe even apologize. Neither of which Sawyer felt inclined to do no matter whether Damien’s wolf expected it or not. People turning up to check up on him at every turn was getting old.

      "You going to invite me in?" Damien asked.

      Sawyer hesitated for only a second before stepping back and letting the door fall wide. No, he really didn't want to invite anyone in. His housekeeping skills were shit before the incident at the club, but after they were pretty damned atrocious. The last thing he needed was a lecture—or a helping hand.

      "What is that smell?" Damien glanced around his small cabin, his eyes narrowing as he took in the mess.

      "I forgot to set the trash out this week."

      Damien turned to him, his eyebrows raised. "This week, huh?" he coughed. "More like this month."

      "I'll take care of it today." Not that it mattered. He didn't need or want guests and if the smell offended them, that was fine by him. Maybe they'd leave sooner.

      "I've got a job for you."

      To his surprise, he actually perked up at his alpha's words. Although in hindsight he should have known he was about to get saddled with something shitty. There seemed to be a conspiracy amongst his pack on trying to keep him too busy with stupid crap to deal with his plans for revenge.

      "I was planning to go into town today." Not exactly a lie, since he was itching to get off the island and start tracking down the assholes responsible.

      Fucking hunters. They seemed to have dedicated their lives to killing his kind. This time the pack would strike back hard enough to get a message through their idiotic skulls.

      Damien shook his head. "Not today. We need you here. We've got a bigger problem that takes precedence over your constant thirst for revenge."

      Sawyer bared his teeth and let out a low growl before he could stop it. "I can't imagine anything more important than finding the fuckers who took out the club. We must retaliate quick and fierce. The longer we wait, the harder it will be. Losing that business was a huge blow and if we don't deal with it sooner versus later, it's only going to get worse."

      The alpha nodded. "It was a blow to the pack, there's no denying that. In many more ways than simply financial."

      Sawyer winced again, knowing exactly which ways he referred to. The stench of pity hit him hard, coming across sharp and acrid to his nose. "I don't need that from you." He lowered his voice out of respect. "Not from anyone. But especially not you." He glanced away for a moment and took a deep breath before he continued. "I don't regret what I did. Never that."

      "I agree. Watching Dani flourish as her babe’s arrival draws close has been a true joy. What you did in saving her, by extension, saved us all."

      "Then why the hell am I getting pity from you? That's bullshit."

      Damien’s eyes widened. "Maybe you need to check that attitude. Sorrow for what happened to you is not the same as pity. The pack is extremely grateful for what you did. Your sacrifice will never be forgotten."

      "I'd rather the whole thing was forgotten. I’m sick of this being a constant issue." He waved his hand in front of his scarred body. "This is not important compared to protecting what's ours."

      "That does include you, you know." Damien pushed some papers off one of the kitchen barstools and took a seat.

      Sawyer cringed. Apparently, Damien wasn't leaving any time soon.

      He fought not to shake his head. If that was the case, then he needed to change the subject. His anger was hard to control on a good day. This was not going to be a good day.

      "So what are we doing about the asshole hunters who are responsible for the bomb at the club?"

      Damien shook his head. "While I appreciate your single-minded pursuit and determination towards this issue, we have got to approach this carefully."

      Sawyer nearly exploded. "Seriously? I think the time for careful is past. We need to strike now. This constant waiting is bullshit."

      Damien narrowed his eyes again. "Careful, Sawyer. I may be grateful for what you've done and concerned about your welfare, but that doesn't mean I'll put up with your disrespect."

      He shut his eyes against his alpha's stern warning. Partly so he could try and get his shit together and so the other man wouldn't read his expression if he couldn't tone it down and did something stupid like roll his eyes.

      "That's not what I meant." He finally said after several long breaths. "I just—FUCK—I'm pissed off and my instinct is to get out there and do something about it. Can you blame me? Sitting here with my thumbs up my ass is driving me batshit."

      Damien clapped his back. "Not at all. But in this you have to trust me and my brothers that we know what we're doing. You do trust us, right?"

      He didn't hesitate from nodding his head. Trust wasn't easily earned, but in this case it had been given freely a long time ago. "I do." He lifted his head and opened his eyes. "But if you aren't here to enlist my help in going after the bastards, why are you here?"

      "Believe it or not, we've got bigger problems than hunters right now and I need your help."

      His interest peaked. "What is it?"

      "The Feds. Particularly one who seems hell bent on finding out the whole truth about what happened here on the island."

      "Why in hell would they care about us? This is private property." He paced back and forth in his tiny kitchen as he tried to make sense of this news.

      "That's what I need you to find out. Their lead investigator arrived this morning and is poking around the island and demanding answers. She seems hell bent on talking to every single resident and it's got everyone on edge. If we don't find a way to appease her and get her off the island soon, I'm afraid what kind of damage could be done. She'll spook everyone."

      "She?"

      "Yep. Some hotshot profiler out of Seattle, who I suspect is looking to further her career on the back of this case."

      Sawyer shrugged. "Maybe siccing this woman on the hunters wouldn't be such a bad idea. They need something else to focus on besides us."

      Damien shook his head. "Bad idea if you ask me. Those bastards are touchy as hell and the last thing we need is them spilling their guts."

      "No Fed is going to believe any wild stories about people who shift into animals. They'd consider that ludicrous."

      "Still. We can't take chances like that right now. There's been a lot of blood shed around here lately and the shifter community is getting nervous. In fact, I'm expecting a liaison from Deception Falls later this week."

      "The bears are coming here? Now that sounds like a bad idea."

      "Agreed, but also out of my control. Diego offered to go to them and they refused. You know how stubborn they can be about their privacy."

      "Fucking bears." Sawyer paced across the room and back again. "What about the Fed chick? Didn't you warn them?"

      Diego threw up his hands in obvious frustration. "We did everything we could. Danger apparently doesn't sway stubborn.  So, we've got to do the best we can with what we've got. That's where you come in. We’re counting on you to distract and defend if necessary."

      Sawyer closed his eyes and breathed deep. He kept trying to get back to normal and for one reason or another, it never worked out. There was so much going on in his head he wasn't sure how effective his help would be, but if the pack needed him what choice did he have?

      He twisted his head side to side, cracking the bones in his neck to relieve some of the constant tension flowing through his body, followed by his fingers. "I'll do what I can. But shit, this is a mess. And one hell of a distraction from the real goal. I'll do it, but you need to remember one thing."

      "What's that?" Damien asked.

      "I won't wait that long. One way or another, it has to end."

      Damien narrowed his eyes. It was obvious he did not like ultimatums. But Sawyer had an end game and as far as he was concerned it was top priority. Whatever trouble this woman thought she was going to stir up, it couldn't be that hard to deal with her. He'd find a way to shut her down immediately and then the real work could begin (and maybe he could get these nightmares out of his head).

      "You get rid of the Fed and I'll make sure you get first crack at them." Damien held his hand out and Sawyer grabbed it, letting the man pull him into a quick embrace.

      "Consider it done. She'll be gone by nightfall."

      Damien turned and headed for the door. Sawyer snagged a shirt from the back of a chair and shoved it over his head. "Oh, hey. If she's already on the island, where is she?"

      "She's waiting on your furry ass at the diner." Damien looked back with a big grin on his face. "And I'd reconsider that shirt. I don't think she'd be impressed." Before Sawyer could respond, his front door slammed shut.

      Puzzled, he looked down to see the shirt he'd chosen was his worn out "DTF" shirt Creed gave him on his last birthday. A slight grin tugged at the corner of his mouth. That dumbass shirt had turned out to be one hell of a chick magnet. It had shocked him just how many women were apparently down to fuck.

      He shoved his hand in his hair and scratched his head. But maybe not so much with an uptight, probably boring as hell Federal agent who likely needed a crowbar to get her legs apart.

      He removed the shirt, getting a whiff of said garment and his own stench and groaned. He then headed into the bathroom for a quick shower. This stupid plan called for a different approach.
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      Penelope Bishop stared out the big picture window that took up most of the front wall of the tiny island “diner.” Although she used that word loosely to describe the place she'd been sent to cool her heels. Yes, they served food and yes, they had a couple of tables to sit at (mostly outside) but that's where her expectations had come to a screeching halt. The makeshift establishment looked more like a food trailer that someone added a small enclosed area to. In fact, that's exactly what it was right down to the silver bullet camper the base of the diner was made from.

      It had a certain unexpected charm though. The walls were lined with warm wood with subtle color variations and the hanging light fixtures were giant hunks of reclaimed wood wrapped in thick ropes with Edison bulbs dangling from the ends. Framed tide maps lined the meager wall space and an electric fireplace at one end obviously heated the tiny interior on cold days. She could easily see tourists to the island loving the rustic charm as well as locals finding it the perfect place to congregate for an early morning pick me up before they started their day.

      At least if anyone asked her later about her experience on the island, she could provide them with these kinds of interesting details. After all, it was her job to notice more than most. Speaking of the job...

      She glanced around the room at the other customers
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