
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Opposites may attract... but bad boys can drive you wild.

	 

	 

	Raine Cosworth is becoming jaded. One of the top interrogators in the business, he begins to wonder if he’s losing what humanity he still possesses. Has he become blind to the suffering he causes, or doesn’t he care anymore? His new assignment is to interrogate captured assassin Thorne Wilder. Just another job, right? Until Raine gets a whiff of the man and realizes that Wilder is his mate. What’s a harpy shifter to do?

	Thorne Wilder is big, black, and beautiful... and utterly fearless. He didn’t choose to become what he is, but he’s not going to cry in his beer about it either. He’ll do what it takes to get the job done. And he’ll drink anyone’s blood with great gusto. So why does the discovery that he has a mate... and that mate is none other than the interrogator sent to ferret out his secrets... take him aback? All he has to do is grab the shifter and run, right?

	Sometimes you have to give up everything in order to gain it all...
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	If you do not change direction, you may end up where you are heading.

	― Lao Tzu

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Raine drummed his fingers on his slack-clad thigh. Shifting his ass on the annoyingly squeaky sofa, he tried not to show his displeasure. His harpy wasn’t too thrilled about cushions smelling intrusively like wet dog. On the other hand, his restlessness might have something to do with the constant exhaustion he’d felt since... forever.

	Raine pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to battle an oncoming headache. He did his best to ignore the two glaring coyote shifters who stood left and right of the living room door. With their similar features, they had to be brothers. Both were buff, had brown eyes, black hair, and deeply tanned skin. One sported a beard and a cool mohawk, while the other was smoothly shaved. The latter kept staring at Armand, who sat beside Raine.

	A woman with black hair styled into a cute bob sat opposite them. She’d led them inside and introduced herself as First Enforcer Gillian Heston. Gillian met Raine’s gaze with unapologetic curiosity. Of course she’d known about their visit because Xander—Alpha of the Wildcat Hills Pride—had informed Alpha Donavan. Raine didn’t fault the woman for being wary of them, though.

	“Are you all right?” Armand asked quietly.

	Raine shot his boss a smile that had to have been less than convincing, considering Armand’s raised eyebrow. “Headache.”

	A blond human carrying a tray was a welcoming distraction. He had a bright smile on his handsome face. His floppy hair flew around his head, and he wore the weirdest combination of clothes Raine had ever seen—a purple Hawaiian shirt with huge yellow flowers and white skinny jeans.

	From the subtle cough beside him, Raine knew Armand was amused. The human had to be London Fishman, Donavan’s mate, since he was the only human currently living with the pack.

	“Heya. I’m London. And you guys look terribly uncomfortable.” London set the tray on the coffee table and placed his hands on his hips. “I told Donny we should get rid of this thing he calls a sofa. The leather and chrome are a right pain in the ass, pun intended. I brought tea, since Xander mentioned you’re from France. You drink tea, right? Or is it the Brits who drink tea? Sorry, I must come across as the biggest ignorant hillbilly.” He brushed his hair behind his ear. “Would the neck-less guys sitting in the SUV appreciate a cup of tea as well? Or snacks? I’m sure Joseph can fix something really quick. He’s a gem.”

	Raine shot Armand a look.

	Armand blinked. “Um... tea is fine, Mr. Fishman. And no, my bodyguards will be fine without tea and snacks.”

	“London, please. I’m trying to teach these old bores to relax and not be so formal.” London jerked his thumb over his shoulder at the two men manning the door. “The glowering dude is Cortez Montega, the one with the cool hair is his brother Raul. They’re Donny’s betas, in case nobody took the time to introduce them. Donny’s getting dressed. He’ll be with us shortly.”

	Raine checked his watch, saw that it was nine-thirty. He looked up when London huffed.

	“Don’t judge, dude.” London flicked his hand. “When you meet your mate, you’ll understand not wanting to leave your bed. I guess you haven’t found her or him yet, or you wouldn’t be on this job. I can’t imagine spending a day without my Donny. And I know he feels the same.” London busied himself pouring tea before focusing on Armand. “I understand you’re royalty?”

	Armand chuckled as he accepted the cup from London. “Not really. I’m Armand Dubois, the president of the European Shifter Council, ESC for short. At least I am for a couple more months.” He gave London one of his typical warm smiles that explained his landslide election results—and the many single men and women vying for his attention.

	London whistled. “Awesome. Although I have to be honest, I’ve never trusted politicians. Sorry.” He handed Raine a cup. “They’re a bit on the shady side. My grandfather’s in local politics and the man hasn’t an honest bone in his whole body. Same as my fire-and-brimstone preaching grandma.”

	Taking the cup, Raine eyed the brew suspiciously. He sniffed it. “What is it?”

	“Ylang ylang with lavender.”

	Armand made a weird choking noise and shot London a forced-looking smile. “Thank you. Sounds lovely.”

	Raine placed the untouched cup on the coffee table while holding London’s gaze. Armand might be the poster boy for diplomacy, but Raine wasn’t. He refused to drink something that sounded like an ingredient of laundry detergent.

	Some would go as far as calling Raine a bastard. Like Jules and Romeo. So what? He was fucking tired of diplomacy and putting up a front. Two years of undercover work in the American Shifter Council, and he barely recognized himself.

	I need a vacation. For ten years or so. Raine had tried to uncover illegal activities in the leadership ranks, following reports of several missing shifters who’d moved to the States. Their families back home in Europe had reported their relatives missing when they couldn’t contact them. According to Raine’s investigation, most of them had been assassinated at President Richard Thoreau’s command.

	London arched a brow and looked pointedly at Raine’s cup. “All right. So you stayed with my Wildcat Hills family for a while? How is everyone? Of course I talk with Viggo and Jax on the phone several times a week, but it’s not the same as living with them. We had so much fun! Pulled a ton of pranks. Asa mentioned he needs a spa day, and I’d love to accompany him. We can indulge in some cucumber masks while we get our nails done and gossip about everyone.”

	“I told you I have no problem with you joining Asa, as long as you take Gillian or Carol with you as protection.”

	Raine immediately recognized the entering man from the Council file he’d read.

	Donavan Haas was much shorter than Raine had thought. London had at least three inches on his alpha mate. Nevertheless, Donavan emitted an air of power that raised the hair on Raine’s arms. His harpy moved restlessly inside him, wary about the stronger shifter in the room.

	Armand stood and straightened his suit jacket before he offered his hand to Donavan. “Alpha Haas. Thank you for your hospitality. Armand Dubois. I’m pleased to meet you. This is my associate, Raine Cosworth.”

	Donavan shook his hand and held it for a moment longer, never breaking Armand’s gaze, as though he was trying to find something in Armand’s eyes. Finally he nodded and motioned for the sofa. “Let’s sit and chat. I understand Xander wants you to interrogate our prisoner?” He fixed on Raine. “Associate, hm? Apparently you’re exceptionally skilled in the art of retrieving information, Mr. Rainier Rousseau. You see, so am I.” Don grinned, showing even white teeth.

	Raine suppressed a shudder at Donavan’s intense stare. “You know my real name. Congratulations.” He lowered his gaze and brushed a piece of lint off his leg.

	Up until last year, nothing and nobody could’ve made him back off a challenge. Whenever Armand needed information, he’d sent Raine to retrieve it. And Raine had been good at his job. Maybe too good, since he’d fucked up so spectacularly with Jonathan Armitage.

	The corrupt eagle owl shifter had been Raine’s partner during his undercover work at the Council. Raine hadn’t eliminated him fast enough, too eager to collect more info from the man. Consequently, he’d risked Jules Armitage’s life. Jonathan’s younger brother had been undercover as well, working for Alpha Xander. Jonathan had tried to kill his brother for his betrayal.

	“Rainier?” Armand asked quietly.

	Clearing his throat, Raine rubbed his fingers through his hair. “Raine, please. I’d like to give it a try. I mean”—he noticed Cortez frown heavily—”I’ll get it done.”

	Donavan’s eyebrows climbed up his forehead, but he said nothing as he linked his fingers over his knee.

	London wasn’t as tactful as the alpha. “You think you’ll get it done? Have you met an assassin before? Do you know how they operate? I had a run-in with them twice, and I almost died.” London lifted one hand to his throat. “It wasn’t funny. Bailey’s teeth chomping at my neck is the stuff horror stories are made of. The assassins are even stronger than the average shifter. I bested Thorne Wilder because I had Precious with me.”

	“Precious?” Raine looked back and forth between the men. “Another enforcer?”

	Donavan smirked. “His shotgun.”

	“A present from my mate,” London said, puffing up his chest. “Shot the damn fucker for hurting Donny.” He slid his fingers through Donavan’s strawberry-blond hair.

	Donavan sighed deeply and swatted London’s hand away. “I’d like you to stop calling me Donny. It reminds me of the name Donald, and it’s... disturbing.” He shuddered, took a sip of tea, and grimaced. “And what the fuck happened to my coffee?”

	“Stop whining.” London snatched the cup from his hand and glared. “It’s ylang ylang tea. You drink too much coffee anyway. Makes you nervous and jumpy.”

	Donavan’s thunderous look would’ve made many men cower before him. “Being denied my coffee makes me jumpy. And dangerous. Cortez!”

	“Right away, sir.” The stoic beta peeled his gaze off Armand and vanished. Hopefully to fetch coffee.

	Donavan brushed a hand through his hair where London had messed with the tidy strands. He smiled and looped an arm around London’s waist when the human perched on the side of the armchair he was sitting on. “Where were we?”

	“Wilder.” Raine leaned forward, dangling his linked fingers between his knees. “Has he said anything at all? How long has he been in your care?” Thorne Wilder was a former human who’d been experimented on to turn him into an efficient killing machine. The assassin worked exclusively for President Thoreau, who used several teams of altered humans to get rid of his political opponents. Obviously, Donavan Haas had been next on the hit list.

	Donavan rubbed London’s back. “Two weeks. And nothing from him. We have several deer shifters in our holding cells. They feel nervous around him.” He pursed his lips. “I’m not above torturing Wilder for answers since he wanted to kill me. But I can’t risk anyone entering his cell. He’s too strong. You have to interrogate him without causing physical harm. For the time being.”

	Armand grunted. “Did you provide blood for him?”

	Raine wondered the same. A side effect of the experiments Wilder had undergone was a defect in his metabolism. The assassin’s body didn’t produce enough blood cells, so Thorne was dependent on another source. Raine had learned from Bailey—a former assassin who worked for Xander—that all assassins drank blood to survive.

	Scientifically created vampires. Great.

	“How?” Donavan laughed without humor. “I don’t have blood reserves lying around. Surprisingly, nobody has volunteered to become his nutrient source.” His expression was pure ice.

	Raine pulled his cell from his jacket. “I’ll text Bailey. He drinks from bags.” He typed a quick message. Starved prisoners tended to cooperate when presented with the prospect of food. “I’d like to see the prisoner, please. Get a first impression before we start tomorrow.”

	“Why not start questioning him right away?” Don asked.

	Raine stood and pocketed his phone. “I want him to wonder who I am for at least a night. I will take a look at him, say nothing, and leave.” He shrugged as he buttoned his jacket. “Just one of the techniques that have worked for me over the years.” At least it had worked on people who hadn’t gone through military training and a brutal assassin boot camp. But it was worth a shot.

	“Fine with me.” Don stood as well. “Raul, Gillian.” He briskly took the lead, the beta and enforcer following him. When Raine made to follow them, Armand touched his sleeve.

	“I’ll wait here. I’m not cut out for...” Armand waved his hand.

	Raine nodded curtly. Of course he wasn’t. He’d brought Raine to do what nobody else had the guts to do. “Yes, sir.”

	Raine followed Gillian, shivering when he stepped onto the porch and the chilly air hit him full force. Too damn windy for his taste. His harpy wasn’t fond of storms either, since they ruffled their feathers. Raine wrapped his arms around himself, wondering how Gillian, dressed in a skintight black uniform that looked rather thin, didn’t shiver her ass off.

	Walking past cute houses and a construction site, Raine caught sight of other men and women dressed the same way as Gillian and figured they had to be Donavan’s fighters.

	Gillian nodded to a couple of men dressed in worn jeans and thick flannel shirts who were leaning against a fence. Donavan’s pack maintained a steady income from raising beef cattle. As a city boy, Raine had never been on a farm or ranch. Didn’t diminish his weakness for tall, buff men in casual clothes.

	His gaze lingered on the two cowboys. One of them winked at him. The man turned, hooked his thumb through his belt loop and cocked his hip to one side. The move lured Raine’s attention to the heavy bulge in the man’s pants.

	Raine startled when Gillian grabbed his arm.

	She smirked. “Come on, Casanova. You’re free to enjoy the amenities of the ranch after you’ve met Wilder.” She gave him a knowing once-over. “You won’t have trouble finding companionship among our men. Those who work the farm seldom leave pack land, so a visitor is always exciting.”

	Shaking his head, Raine let her lead him to a building that attracted attention, constructed of solid brick instead of wood. “Not sure if I’m in the right mood to hook up during our stay.” Although he was overdue for some action that didn’t involve a money exchange. Undercover work sucked, and not in a pleasant way.

	Pushing thoughts about his dismal sex life from his mind, Raine brushed past Raul, who once again took post beside the door. He took in the big room they’d entered. In the middle was a large wooden table where three men sat. He assumed they were guards. Cards lay on the table among glasses and bowls filled with snacks. On the left wall was a kitchenette, while a row of desks and monitors adorned the right side.

	“This is the main room.” Gillian pointed to a door opposite the entrance. “Through there are chambers where the guards can take a short nap as long as someone always mans the monitors, as well as a bathroom. It’s also the access to the stairs leading down to the cells.” She nodded to the men at the table. “Roy, Carl, and Jerome. We always have three men on duty for six-hour shifts. We had two when we took in the captured deer shifters, but since Wilder joined us, we upped the security.”

	Raine nodded. “Five deer shifters, right?” Alpha Xander’s problems with the Council had started when he’d come across a deer shifter alpha who captured shifters and sold them to Thoreau’s research laboratory. Although Hector was on the lam, his men had been arrested and stored on pack lands.

	Donavan nodded. “Yes, but one of them stays at my house. Hugh was very helpful. He had nothing to do with Alpha Hector’s crimes. He was a victim himself.”

	Raul grunted quietly.

	When Raine turned, he noticed the man’s murderous glare. Focusing on Donavan, Raine raised his eyebrow.

	“Hugh was attacked by one of Hector’s men.” Don growled. “Raul rescued him.”

	Raine guessed there had to be more than mere friendship between the men, but kept his mouth shut. “You have video surveillance in the cells?” He walked over to the row of monitors. Each offered a live-feed for a cell. Two men were lying on their beds. One was doing push-ups in the middle of his cell, while another sat at a table reading a book. The fifth video feed showed a room lacking furniture, save for a nest of blankets in a corner. And it was empty.

	“Care to explain this?” Raine pointed at the screen.

	Donavan walked up beside him. “Wilder’s cell. He used the furniture to build weapons and tools. Tried to open the lock with a tool made from nails, a chair leg, and other stuff he found in his cell. We finally had to take the metal bed frame as well. See this?” He placed his finger on the monitor, indicating the left of the cell. “Behind this wall is a shower and a toilet. The other prisoners can leave their cells to use the community bathroom downstairs one at a time. We can’t afford to give Wilder the same courtesy. We built him this and stunned him for the transfer. Nobody wants to see how the guy beats off under the spray or takes a dump, so the camera gives him privacy for that.”

	Raine pursed his lips. “And there’s no way for him to escape while he’s out of sight?”

	“Not unless he learned to shift into a fish and flush himself down the loo.” Don smirked. “Never touch the bars of his cell, by the way.”

	“Active?”

	“Yes,” Gillian said behind him. “He once reached through the bars while Roy brought him food and got a hold of the boy’s hair. If Jerome hadn’t been with him, Wilder would’ve broken his neck.” She met Raine’s gaze. “He’s a stone-cold killer through and through. The dead expression in his black eyes sends a shiver down my back. And his silence makes everyone nervous.”

	Raine licked his lips. “What do you expect from me? I gain the best results when I’m actually able to touch the suspect.” He glanced at the monitor, then focused on Alpha Haas.

	Don cleared his throat. “For now, you’re limited to a verbal approach. If that doesn’t work...”

	“Stun guns.” Gillian lifted one then pushed it into a holster strapped to her thigh. “Specifically designed for shifters, since we have a higher resistance. Thankfully, Wilder isn’t immune to them.”

	Raine rubbed his eyes with his thumb and index finger. And here he’d thought he’d get this assignment over with and be relaxing on a warm beach by the end of the week. Suddenly he felt bone tired. “In my experience, broken fingers and smashed kneecaps loosen a tongue much faster than verbal threats. I’m not looking forward to wasting the next couple of weeks in a dingy prison negotiating with a tight-lipped vamp.”

	Gillian snorted. “You’re a delight. Beta Alan warned us about your sunny disposition.”

	“Yes, well, enough chitchat. It’s time I met the delightful man.”

	Gillian snapped her fingers at the men around the table. Jerome rose, and together the three left the main room.

	Jerome opened a steel door at the end of the hallway by pressing a series of numbers on a touch pad beside the door.

	Raine memorized them just in case. He bet there was another touch pad on the other side of the door to leave the downstairs prison. He didn’t want to be trapped with a crazed, blood-thirsty killer if things went wrong.

	Gillian smirked. “The code to leave the basement is not the same, Mr. Cosworth. But nice try.”

	Underestimated her. Raine descended the brightly lit stairs between Jerome and Gillian. The basement wasn’t the rank, dirty place he’d imagined. The bare concrete walls had been painted white and were blindingly clean. A lemony fresh scent tickled his nose. He didn’t see a speck of dust. No webs or spiders, either.

	Good. I hate the little eight-legged monsters. Eight arms against two isn’t fair.

	“Looks new,” he mused. “Clean.” Raine noticed there wasn’t anyone manning the basement. The surveillance was exclusively done from upstairs. He made a note to inform Donavan about his concerns regarding the hole in security. The space at the foot of the stairs provided enough room for a table and a chair or two for more guards.

	“It is,” Gillian answered. “We gave the place a once-over after Xander caught Hector’s men. Don said the cats didn’t have a secure enough prison
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