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Prologue

 


The door opened, and Alexi Russo glanced
over. Her own gaze followed, and KJ felt her stomach drop. This was
the last thing they needed.

Kimberly White was framed in the door
pointing a gun at Russo, and KJ cursed. This whole thing could go
from annoying to a cesspool in zero point one seconds if she and
Hanigan couldn’t find a way to talk the agent down. KJ doubted
Hanigan would try given that the other woman would love to see
Russo six feet under.

“I want answers, Russo,” White said as she
moved in. Her face was a hard mask with determination glittering in
her eyes which was a really bad sign as far as she was
concerned.

“Gamma, stand down,” Russo ordered the
muscle who had her gun in her hand and was flicking off the safety,
her brown eyes cool, body tense.

“I want to know who killed my family,” White
demanded. “I know you know.”

“White,” KJ said, her voice a whip. “What
the hell are you doing? Put that away, or we’ll have to arrest
you.”

“For what? I don’t see anything going on,”
Hanigan said. “Put it down, Russo.” Hanigan went for her
weapon.

KJ glanced at Russo, growing tenser by the
minute. She’d picked up her own weapon, her blue gaze cold.

“Don’t do that, cop,” Russo told her before
aiming at Hanigan. “Gamma, call the real police and send them a
picture of the agent there pointing a gun at me.”

“Do it and I blow you away,” Agent White
yelled.

“Agent, you’ll be dead before you can pull
the trigger,” Russo responded patiently. “Now, let’s put that down
and talk like civilized people before someone gets hurt.”

 “If you kill
her—” Hanigan said, holding up her hand in a placating gesture.

By the look on her face, Russo wasn’t buying
that.

“I will blow your fucking brains out all
over my floor, too, Detective, and Gamma will get Russell.”

 “My god,” April
cried, hand going to her mouth, horror filling her eyes.
“Alexi.”

White’s gaze grew more determined as she
took a few steps toward April.

 “Back off,
pretty girl,” Russo said.

Damn, she hoped to god White didn’t get
hands on April because she’d kill White herself.

“White, don’t do it,” Russo growled.

The agent started to reach for April, and
Russo fired, hitting the wall. April backed out and White went
still while KJ’s heart stopped.

“Ladies and Russell, do not make me ask you
to act civil in my club again,” Russo said. “April, go work.”

“I’m checking on her,” KJ said. “Hanigan,
diffuse the situation while I call backup.”

“Nuh-uh,” Russo said. “Russell, dude. Don’t
move. April, close the door. Z, get your ass down here.”

 For a moment,
KJ thought Russo was losing it, but then she remembered those
damned cameras. For a woman so anal about her privacy, she sure had
a lot of witnesses.

The door closed quietly as April left to
KJ’s relief.

“Do you really think April is going to let
you get away with this?” KJ demanded. Even she wasn’t sure about
April at this moment. The look on her face had been one of pure
indecision.

“With what?” Russo asked softly. “Keeping an
FBI agent from putting a gun to her head while two cops watch? You
can question her later. Right now—”

“Alexi.”

“Man the door, dawg,” Russo called back.
“Now, White, put that thing down before I shoot your ass.”

The agent lifted her gun higher, and KJ knew
someone was going to die here today. “Like you shot those other
agents?”

“I’ll never tell,” Russo said with a wink,
and there was no clue whether she was guilty or not in her face or
her scent.

“You evil bitch,” Agent White snarled. “Why
did you kill my sister and her kids?”

“I didn’t,” Russo replied calmly. “I feel
for you, but not enough to put your sister out of her misery. The
kids, though, it’s a shame about them.”

There was a flicker of real emotion, but it
was quickly buried behind a façade of unconcern.

“Don’t talk about my family,” Agent White
screamed. “You did this to them. You put them in this position by
going after my father. Tell me why.”

“Do you want the real real?” Russo asked
coolly.

She moved, hoping to get a little closer to
White in hopes of disarming her and diffusing this situation with
all their lives intact.

“Detective Russell, please don’t distract me
with movement, play girl. Gamma, take it easy. Only on my
count.”

The woman’s cat was hyper aware right now,
it seemed. That meant she was probably in hunting mode, and someone
would die if this wasn’t handled right.

“You’re going to kill us with ATF outside?”
Hanigan demanded incredulously.

“Could be worse,” Russo drawled. “Now, shut
up and take a seat.”

The cop bristled, and Gamma started to touch
her, but Russo shook her head.

“Cop, don’t make this worse than it need
be,” Russo said. “Take a seat and know that I’m not going to pull
the trigger unless White gives me no choice.”

“Just answer her questions,” KJ commanded.
She was curious why Russo had gone after the Whites, too.

“Now!” White snapped.

“Or what?” Russo asked in a hard tone. “You
get a bullet in the head, Hanigan gets one but Russell, I’ll give
her two just because.” Russo gave her a brief smile that KJ glared
at.

“I’m not putting my gun down until you
answer my questions,” White snapped. “How’d you manage to set me
up? I’m on the verge of losing everything thanks to you. Now,
talk.”

“You should be glad she’s dead,” Russo said.
“For all you know, they raped her before they brought her back to
her mother. Some kids break, White. They’re never the same after
that first time. Some it takes a little longer. Others shift into
victim, people pleaser mode to survive.”

“Which one were you?” Hanigan asked.

“I bet you can guess,” Russo said.

 It was all over
her face for a split second. Someone had raped her when she was a
kid. Someone had taken her innocence and turned her into a
criminal, but KJ wasn’t sure she’d say Russo had broken.

“I don’t want to hear about your childhood
traumas because frankly, my dear, I don’t give a shit!” White
screamed. “Just tell me who killed them.”

 Russo smiled.
“I’m not inclined to find out who killed your family because my
give a damn is broken.”

White fired at her, and Russo moved to one
side.

“Gamma, take out the cop.”

“Don’t do this,” KJ said in a pleading tone.
“Russo, think. ATF will know.”

“They’ll know what I want them to.” She
opened a drawer on her desk as White fired at her again.

The bullet just missed her, and Alexi
removed a ghost gun and returned fire. White gasped, eyes wide and
the gun slipped from her fingers. KJ turned to grab it and
something sharp pricked the back of her neck.

The pain was gone as something rushed her
system and blackness crawled across her vision, but not before she
saw Hanigan on the floor, blood blooming on her shoulder, and the
gun went off again.


Chapter One

 


KJ jerked awake, heart hammering hard in her
chest, breathing coming in shallow pants. Sweat dampened her face
and her t-shirt clung to her from the moisture.

Shaking, KJ glanced around the room. She
wasn’t home—she was in a hotel room with the light in the bathroom
left burning at April’s command.

She was alive, but she couldn’t remember all
of the dream any more than she could remember what had happened to
White.

The thought wouldn’t come, it was as if her
memory had been stolen.

April.

KJ glanced down at her. She was sleeping
soundly or almost soundly. She flinched in her dream, and KJ leaned
down to kiss her forehead finding it damp.

Was she having the same dream that seemed to
be more of a nightmare than a simple dream? Was she remembering
that afternoon, too?

Was she dreaming about the events that had
taken her memory?

“No,” April said and squirmed. “KJ. No. KJ!”
She sat straight up in bed, panting, the little slip she’d pulled
on before they’d laid down drenched with sweat and clinging to her
firm breasts.

“Shh,” KJ murmured leaning toward her,
pushing aside her nightmare. She cupped her cheek. “I’m here,
April. Everything’s okay.”

April leaned into her, putting her head on
KJ’s shoulder as she rested her hand on her stomach. “KJ,” she
murmured.

“Tell me about your dream.”

“Someone was trying to hurt you. I couldn’t
see their face, but I could see the long nails digging into you.
You were in a lot of pain. They wouldn’t let you go, were trying to
take you from me.”

April’s breathing grew more shallow, her
horror palpable in the rapid tattoo of her heart.

“I’m right here,” she said in a soothing
tone. “No one is going to take me anywhere.”

April looked up at her then in the dimness
of the room and reached up to smooth the long wisps of hair from
her forehead. The look in her eyes was soft as her body and just as
inviting.

“What are we doing, KJ?” April asked. “Where
is this going?”

“Where do you want it to go?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Before you, I’ve never been
with a woman, and everything is happening so fast it scares me, but
the idea of backing away scares me more.”

KJ knew what she meant. She wasn’t sure of
anything except that April was hers and she’d do anything for her.
She just hoped that anything didn’t involve her job when it all
came down to it.

Because she loved her job and wanted to keep
it.

Then, she wanted to keep April, too, but she
didn’t know if she would be granted the gift of knowing her mate.
However, April’s reaction to what she was, was another day’s
worry.

For now, she wanted to savor the gift she’d
been given even if it didn’t last long. So, KJ urged April back
onto the bed and their mouths met. April’s lips parted for her. As
she braced one hand on the bed, April glided a hand up her back
pushing beneath the tank top she’d pulled on along with her
boyshorts after their lovemaking at least an hour ago.

Her hand was soft on her skin, and her sharp
little nails raked at her skin just enough to make the wolf in her
growl into the kiss. She rolled onto her back taking April with
her. April straddled her.

KJ loved how she fit on top of her. Her slim
body was perfect, and she seemed to be so intuitive in her actions
that it was hard to believe she’d never been with another
woman.

April broke the kiss and sat up, gazing down
at her with hazel brown eyes that were dark with desire. Her sandy
curls spilled over her shoulders, down over her breasts almost to
her waist.

She was so beautiful it was hard not to want
her, but KJ wasn’t fighting it. In fact, she hadn’t even tried from
the first moment they’d met.

April’s lips curved into a smile as she
moved on top of her, running her hands over KJ’s breasts. She gave
them a light squeeze.

“KJ, I think we should take these off.” She
released her to hook a finger in her panties.

“If you want them off, take them off,” she
challenged.

April gave her a wicked smile and bent her
head causing her hair to fall onto her chest. The fine strands were
soft and smelled of flowers.

April’s lips were soft as they trailed down
her skin. Her tongue glided over her shoulder as April’s hands
busily pushed up her tank to bare her breasts to the cool air of
the room. April’s gaze didn’t linger on her scar.

Her attention was on her nipple. She drew
her tongue over the puckered areola before sucking the tip into her
mouth. She released it only to lave it, sending ripples of pleasure
through her.

April caressed her side, hand moving up to
cup her other breast. Her touch was almost shy even as she lightly
pinched her nipple.

“I won’t break,” KJ growled. “Harder.”

April raked the taut peak with her
teeth.

“Bite me,” she ordered. “Now.”

April was still learning her, learning
exactly what pleased her but what she lacked in knowledge she made
up for in willingness.

Her teeth imparted just the right amount of
pain to make her wetter and KJ fisted her hand in April’s hair.

April sucked her nipple, ran her tongue
around it in a light touch that set KJ on fire. Then, she turned
her attention to the other tight bud and blew over it before
lightly teasing it with the tip of her tongue. She took the tight
bud into her mouth and drew on it sending shards of pleasure
through KJ.

She groaned roughly and sharp teeth raked at
her tender flesh before biting down hard. She gasped, her juices
easing from her. April soothed the sting with a lick of her tongue
before her lips moved lower.

They kissed over the flat plane of KJ’s
stomach and down to her hip. With the fingers of one hand and her
teeth, she dragged the shorts down and buried her face between her
legs.

“Oh, fuck,” KJ gasped, not expecting that.
April had been shying away from using her mouth on her below her
waist.

She licked over the plump outer lips before
opening her and dragging her tongue around her clit. It was already
hard and eager to be enjoyed, but KJ didn’t expect any such
thing.

Yet, April’s tongue moved over the little
bundle of nerves as if she’d done it before even as her hand
caressed her inner thigh with tantalizing strokes.

April used the flat of her tongue on her
clit and KJ’s hips came off the bed.

“God, April. Baby,” she breathed out
roughly. “Use your fingers inside me.”

April slipped two fingers inside her and
gently moved them in and out before picking up the pace just enough
to be maddening.

“Damn it,” KJ growled as she drove her hips
up to meet the too-gentle strokes. She was definitely teaching the
woman how to fuck her.

April increased the depth of her strokes and
the speed seeming to be a little more sure of herself. KJ tightened
her fingers in her hair as her arousal grew and April’s tongue
licked from her clit to her pussy.

Inside. She drove it inside her thrusting it
in and drawing it out with surprising adeptness. April ate her with
ease and eagerness that had KJ’s head thrashing on the pillow, her
skin heated and her blood getting hotter as it rushed through
her.

April caressed her thighs as she flicked her
with her tongue before driving it back inside her. She moaned and
April moaned as if she liked her taste.

“God. Come here,” KJ ordered and tugged at
April’s hair to get her attention.

April looked up at her, her dark gaze
wicked. She moved with fluid grace, dragging her body along KJ’s in
a move that was pure sensuality.

She straddled her, her eyes filled with
hunger and desire. “You’re so type A,” April murmured as she rocked
against her. “No patience.”

“I have plenty of patience,” she
contradicted as she put her hands on April’s hips and lifted her
and moved her just a little down.

April rolled her hips just a little and
their clits grazed, and KJ fought the urge to thrust her hips
up.

April laughed softly as if she knew how hard
it was for her not to move.

“Did you know—” She leaned forward bracing
her hands on the headboard.

“Know what?” KJ asked, breathing rough.

“Did you know that you taste good?” She
licked her lips and KJ fisted a hand in her hair and dragged her
down for a kiss.

April moved against her, the tips of their
nipples rubbing together with each slow move. The contact was a
velvety caress that ratcheted up the heat in her body.

April sat up, and KJ caressed her back as
April moved against her. She glided her hands down to cup her firm
round ass clenching her fingers on the tight globes. April
increased the pace, her breasts bouncing as she drove KJ toward
climax.

Her animal reached out for April, needing
her, wanting to claim her, but KJ refused to make such an
unwarranted move just yet.

She savored the warm body and allowed
herself to get lost in the delectation filling her with each move
April made.

“April,” she growled. “Oh, fuck, April.”

“KJ, you feel so good,” April crooned as she
put her hands on KJ’s pressing them flat on the mattress as she
rode her with abandon.

“April.” She arched up, unable to just lay
still as April gave her pleasure.

April ground against her and her body pulled
tight, her release rushing through her like a rocket shot to the
moon, and KJ let out a hard growl unable to contain the animal any
longer.

On top of her, April let out a harsh sigh
and her skin heated, her eyes flared red-orange for long seconds
and KJ swore she saw flames in those eyes that slowly died to hazel
browns as the intensity of their orgasm decreased.

April collapsed against her, skin damp, and
still hotter than she should be, but the way she snuggled against
her, as if she trusted her so implicitly, broke something inside
her.

Damn she was never going to be the same
again.


Chapter Two

 


After several moments, KJ lifted April off
her using the strength of the wolf. KJ was a wolf shifter, and the
animal was alert and watchful inside her mind. It couldn’t seem to
take its attention from April.

April left her puzzled, yet she was drawn to
her and neither animal nor woman understood why. It was beyond the
fundamental truth that April was hers. However, there was something
else that she couldn’t fathom about this woman that had her so
watchful.

April rolled onto her side and ran a hand
along KJ’s stomach as she threw one of her legs over hers. “How’d
you get this?” she asked stroking the scar.

“A fight when I was thirteen,” she said.

The fight had been with a cousin who’d
literally tried to kill her. He’d been sixteen and pissed off.
She’d just happened to be the nearest and weakest—or so he’d
thought—target.

He had gotten the sharp point of her claws
to remind him that she would never tolerate his abuse under any
circumstances.

“Tell me what happened?” April said, rolling
onto her stomach and resting her head on KJ’s chest.

“An older cousin of mine had gone out
screwing around and in the process he wrecked the car and got into
trouble. He thought I’d told, but I hadn’t said a word, so he
attacked me to teach me a lesson.”

“My god,” April said, horror in her voice
and gaze. “What did your parents do?”

“My grandfather came in at the tail end of
the fight and he got the facts and then punished us both for
fighting.”

“That seems unjust,” April murmured. “He
attacked you first.”

“Grandpa didn’t really care,” she said
softly. All he’d seemed to care about was the fact she’d clawed his
favorite’s face but good.

April kissed the scar which was just beneath
her breast before looking up at her. “Tell me about your family,
KJ.”

“There is nothing to tell,” she said. “Dad
took off before I could remember him, and my mom died leaving me
with her parents. Grandma and Grandpa were a little
over-Christianized and tortured the hell out of me with church this
and church that.”

“I got some of that,” she said. “Tatiana was
shielded from the church crap. Melissa was a practicing witch. But
then so was grandma’s grandma. Grandma just wanted to be normal but
then, she didn’t have any power.”

“And she went to church?”

April laughed. “It was laughable, and
Melissa told her so, but Grandma insisted they had to keep up
appearances. What they were keeping up was a place to launder some
of their money, by making donations to the church.”

“Launder their money?” she asked
curiously.

“I’ve known for years, but that’s because I
listened more than Tatiana. She was always busy with her coven
stuff, so she didn’t have time, but I did. Grandfather was part of
Breakers. I’m sure you know them.”

“Not intimately, but yeah. Russo supposedly
had a run in with them.”

“She did, and my grandmother thought Alexi
killed her husband.”

“Did she?”

“I don’t know.” April traced circles on KJ’s
stomach. “And I really don’t want to, so don’t ask me to ask her.”
She sat up. “I have to clean up. Alexi said they’d pick me up
around 9:00. She’s taking Tatiana out tonight.”

“Where?”

“A jazz club,” April said and padded into
the bathroom. “Tatiana likes the music.”

KJ reached for her phone on the nightstand.
She checked the time. It was almost 9:00 now. She got up and
gathered her clothing. April came out of the bathroom after a few
minutes.

“Does Tatiana know you’re sleeping with
me?”

She shrugged. “I’m not hiding anything,
KJ.”

“Then tell her about me.”

“Tell her what?” she demanded as she began
to dress. “That I can’t get enough of you? That I really like
you?”

“That’s a start,” she said. “I’m not a dirty
secret.”

“How can you be? They know about you,” April
said. “I didn’t have to tell them. They guessed.”

“And you confirmed?” she answered as she
headed into the bathroom. She needed to hear the words. KJ needed
to know there might be a chance for them to be more than just
this.

“KJ, don’t get crazy,” April told her. “I’m
not hiding anything. Are you? Do they know you’re gay at work?”

“I haven’t broadcasted it.”

“So, you’re going to tell everyone you’re
sleeping with Alexi Russo’s girlfriend’s cousin?”

“April—”

April’s laughter, gay and bright cut her
off. “I’m not upset,” she said. “I don’t know what we’re doing or
where this is going. So, I’m not putting a name to it.”

“Right.”

****

To April’s ears that sounded a little
cynical or pissed off. What did the woman want from her?

She wasn’t about to go screaming ‘I’m a
cop’s girlfriend’ from the tallest building when she wasn’t sure if
KJ wanted her or if she was using her to get to Alexi.

She pulled on a fresh pair of panties from
her purse, glad she’d brought them because KJ had torn her others.
She picked those up … and the tatters of her bra … and put them in
the trash.

Her phone rang and April got it from her
purse to answer it. “Hello?”

“April, we’re outside.”

“I’ll be out in a few minutes,” she
said.

“I’ll have Gamma come up for you.”

“Okay.” She ended the call.

“Let me guess—Russo. April, do you really
want to live your life like that? Always surrounded by guards,
always being stalked?”

“No, but it’s my life right now,” she
answered.

Her grandfather hadn’t bothered to protect
them. He’d kept them in the dark—or thought he had—assuming there
was no need.

There hadn’t been any need, but then the
biggest danger to her and Tatiana already had access to them.

“Then, why?” she asked. “Why do it?”

“It’s not as simple as it sounds right now,”
April replied. “What about you being a cop? Don’t you think that’s
dangerous?”

“It’s not the same.”

“For me it would be,” she said. “Suppose you
investigated someone like Alexi who decided to kill me to get at
you?”

KJ shook her head.

“I know. It could happen. Right now, Alexi
is safer than my grandfather was to me. He’d have killed me if he
thought I was anything but loyal to him. He tried to kill
Tatiana.”

“I didn’t know.”

“How could you? I’m sure he didn’t go
broadcasting that to the world.”

“April, I—” KJ came to her and the
indecision in her handsome face tore at April’s heart.

This was so simple yet so complicated.

KJ gripped her shoulders and gave her a
little shake, frustration in her brown stare.

“I’m sorry it’s not what you want to hear,”
April murmured. “I can’t tell you that. There are just too many
other things in the mix.”

“Yeah.” She pulled April into a hug and
kissed the top of her head. “Russo is waiting.”

April hugged her. “I want to see you
again.”

KJ gave her a smile.

“I want that, too,” she answered.

“But?”

“There isn’t one. I couldn’t stop myself
from being with you again if I tried.”

April caressed her arm. “I feel the same
way.” She stared into KJ’s eyes and felt wrapped in a soft warm
blanket. She didn’t want to leave, but she knew for now, she had no
choice.


Chapter Three

 


“So, make it happen,” Alexi said to Daria
Kotova, the woman who was going to run her gun club for her. “I
don’t need any risks.”

“I’ll take care of it,” she said. “But
Alexandra is asking to talk to you. She said the order needs to
move in order to reach the buyer on time.”

“I can’t touch that right now,” Alexi said.
“Not unless you can make this happen.”

“I’ll get on the phone tonight and see. If I
can’t, you’ll have to talk to her.”

“Fine,” Alexi retorted. These people were
not going to get her in a six-by-eight for the rest of her
life.

“Talk to you later,” Daria said in her mild
Russian accent.

Alexi sighed and glanced around, now picking
up a scent that hadn’t been there before. She was on guard for any
new players, federal or otherwise, after this thing with Agent
White.

The federal agent and her entire immediate
family was dead, but Alexi had gotten wind that a relative, the
sister of an agent she’d killed and cousin of Kimberly White’s, was
pressing for an investigation.

She could handle that, but she knew they
were trying to get someone inside. She wasn’t allowing that again.
She’d been burned more than once already in the recent past.

Alexi went to the window of the driver’s
side of the SUV and it slid down. “Problem?” Slate, her personal
guard, asked.

“We’ve got human watchers,” she said in a
sub-vocal tone.

It was just below human hearing and Alexi
rarely used it, but all shifters were capable of it, though they
couldn’t hear it if the speakers were far enough away.

“Call in there and tell April to tell
Russell to stay inside.”

“Right.”

Alexi walked away from the SUV. She glanced
around, careful not to allow her eyes to go night glow as she
looked into the shadows of the parking lot.

An odd scent—not gravel or dirt, but
something just beneath it. The smell was hidden by dirt or was
trying to hide. Alexi took a few more steps in the direction of the
smell.

She didn’t tip her head up as she drew in
the scent. The jaguar catalogued it for future use and then she
walked away.

“Are we ready?” Alexi asked as April came
toward her with Gamma, a new guard that worked with Alexi, on her
heels.

Alexi was going to put her on April for the
time being. She had an old face working with Tatiana’s security.
She didn’t want to take risks with the possible remnants of Black
Raven, the witch coven seeking to kill Tatiana and April, still out
there.

“Yes.” April gave her a smile and glanced in
the direction of the possible danger just as Alexi had.

Curious.

She headed to the SUV and got in on her side
while Gamma and April got in on the other side.

“Did you see anyone?” Tatiana asked
Alexi.

“No. They were hiding in the bushes,” Alexi
said as Tatiana put her hand on Alexi’s thigh. “How’s Russell?”
Alexi asked. She knew how the woman was.

She was struggling with the lack of memory.
Alexi had made sure she didn’t remember what happened that night
any more than the other cop, Hanigan had.

“She’s fine. She didn’t ask me about that
afternoon if that’s what you want to know, and I didn’t tell her
anything.”

“There is nothing to tell,” Alexi replied.
April was a wildcard, and Alexi was already planning her death. She
wouldn’t allow a witch to destroy her just as she wouldn’t allow a
federal agent to.


Chapter Four

 


“Russell,” Captain Dillon called from his
doorway.

KJ rose from her desk in the squadroom of
homicide and headed toward his office. When she stepped into his
office, she spied a tanned man of average height standing next to
the desk.

They both looked at her.

“Have a seat, detective,” Captain Dillon
told her.

KJ moved to a guest chair but didn’t sit
down. “Is there something wrong, sir?”

“This is Special Agent Givens. He’s
investigating the death of White and her family,” Captain Dillon
told her.

KJ nodded. “Any leads?”

“Not many,” he said. “I’m here because I
asked your captain if I could borrow you for the duration of the
case.”

She frowned. “Why? If this is a federal
investigation, why would you want my help? I can understand you
wanting to speak with me, but to pull me away from my own cases?
Captain?”

“I told him only if you were
interested.”

“I’d like for us to talk and then for you
two to make your decision,” he said.

“I’ll give you the room,” Captain Dillon
said.

“I wish you’d stay,” Givens said.

Captain Dillon sat down behind his desk. “If
you insist.”

“Detective Russell, I’ve read over your
report,” Givens said. “You’ll understand me saying there are some
holes. I’d like clarification on a few things.”

“What things?” she asked.

“For starters, we’re all curious, including
White’s partner Samuels who’s working this case with me. Did White
say why she was there? She knew as much as Samuels knew as far as I
know.”

“She—” She frowned as she tried to recall
what White had said. “She blamed Russo for her family’s deaths.”
She couldn’t exactly recall enough of what had or had not happened
to be of any real use which was starting to bother her more and
more each day.

“Is that all she said?”

“She had a gun,” she said the thought, a
vague one. “She pointed it at Russo demanding answers.”

“What did Russo do?”

She didn’t remember. It was so fuzzy. “Russo
threw us out after a few minutes.”

“She threw you out?” he asked carefully.
“Who disarmed White? Russo? You? Hanigan?”

“No one. She put the gun away. She was
furious but Russo threw us out and—”

“And what?”

She had no idea. When she woke up, she was
in a hospital bed.

“You had Hanigan’s blood on you,” he said.
“Who shot her? At what point? Was that after Russo threw you out,
or did she end up getting shot during the attempt to disarm
White?”

She rubbed her temple as she struggled with
the holes in her memory. She just had no answers for him. Nothing
concrete.

“I can’t remember,” she admitted.

Givens studied her. “Can’t or don’t want
to?”

“I said I couldn’t,” she told him. “All I
can remember is that as we were thrown out, Russo said the next
time White talked to her would be through her lawyer. She told me
and Hanigan we weren’t invited back without a warrant.”

“Did anyone see you leave?”

“Russo has cameras all over the club,” she
said. “She’s anal about it. She’s cooperated in the past with
turning those over. She even allowed us to find the ones in her
home. White had accused Russo of taking her gun.”

“What?” he asked. “When did this
happen?”

“The night her mother was killed, but there
was nothing on the cameras. There was no proof Russo had made any
moves against her let alone taken her weapon, but she
insisted.”

“I heard that White had been arrested for
her sister and her children’s murders,” Captain Dillon said. “Her
gun was found in the vicinity of the scene.”

“Where did you hear that?” Givens
demanded.

“I hear things,” he replied patiently. “My
detective wouldn’t have a reason to kill White.”

“She would if she was in Russo’s pocket
which was insinuated.”

“By who?” KJ demanded. “I’ve done nothing
but my job. I haven’t shown Russo an ounce of special
treatment.”

“Detective Hanigan said you seemed to have a
rapport with Russo.”

“I talk to her like she’s a human being
because that opens more doors,” she said. “Unsubstantiated
accusations make her slam shut faster than a door in a stiff
breeze.”

“Did you ask her about the gun?”

“I must have, but she denied having it. She
told me to check the cameras, which we did.”

“Did Russo ever threaten White’s
family?”

“White said she did, but again there was
nothing on the videos.”

“Did you talk to Russo about White’s missing
niece?”

“Yes,” she said. “She said she had no desire
to get involved. I don’t think she actually took the kid—White
accused her of knowing something about it and Russo said she felt
for Tracey, but not enough to kill her or take her kid. In fact,
Russo—damn.”

“What?” both men asked with frowns.

“Russo’s been telling me all along who she
thought did this, and some of the men connected with White’s
brother-in-law were killed the day after he was. They’re cleaning
house.”

“Who’s cleaning house?” Agent Givens
demanded.

“The traffickers,” she murmured. “Russo
mentioned they had an ally who might have taken the girl.”

“And killed the family? But why take her
back if they’re traffickers?” Agent Givens demanded. “You aren’t
making sense.”

“I don’t know, and I don’t think Russo
knows, but I think she could find out if she wanted to.”

“You’re the second person to say something
like that,” Agent Givens commented.

“I need to check something out,” KJ said and
headed for the door. “Special Agent, I don’t have anything else to
tell you.”

“You can tell me why your memory has so many
holes in it,” he said.

“I wish I could,” she answered. “Try
Hanigan.”

“She remembers even less than you. She
doesn’t even remember how she got shot. There’s a problem there and
if you don’t come up with some better answers, we’re going to start
to think Russo paid you to kill White and Hanigan.”

Shock reverberated through KJ as she stared
at him. “What the he—”

“And all this is just a ruse to pin White’s
murder on some fictional traffickers to cover Russo’s ass,” he cut
in, his voice quiet and even. “I suggest you take a few days and
get your story straight and come up with something better, or we’re
going to charge you with White’s murder as well as impeding an
investigation and lying to a federal agent.”

KJ took a step back as if she’d been
slapped. “Are you kidding? If I’d have been shot, I’d be more
believable?”

“Considering Hanigan was shot twice I’d say
yes,” he said. “She looks like the one who tried to prevent
something from happening right about now while you look like
a—”

“I’m not going to listen to this bull,” she
said. “I’m going to get back to work solving my case which involves
White’s mother’s murder. Is that all, Captain?” she asked, her gaze
going to Captain Dillon.

He nodded. “That’s all for now.”

“Detective, I am serious,” he told her.
“Unless you can provide a witness—”

“Ask ATF. They’re staking Russo out. Talk to
them about what they saw.”

“I already did,” he replied calmly. “They
said they heard shots and went in.”

“And?” she demanded. Because she didn’t
remember.

“There was no blood. No one was hurt, and
you all left under your own steam which means White was killed
elsewhere and Hanigan was shot off premises, and you were with
Hanigan.”

“I had no reason to hurt either of them. Do
your damn job instead of pushing it off on me.” She turned and
stalked from the office, fury whipping through her. She had no
memory of even leaving so how the hell was she going to give him
answers she didn’t even have.

KJ went back to her desk. She had been
trying to avoid having this conversation with April until she could
be sure what had or hadn’t happened. However, she was going to have
no choice but to talk to Russo and then April.

They both had answers and one of them would
give them to her.

****

“You look happy,” Tatiana said as she set
her coffee cup down.

April smiled. They were having breakfast in
the country club with Tatiana’s two bodyguards only a table away.
“Is that wrong?” she asked. “I mean, is it wrong for me to feel
this excited about seeing another woman?”

Tatiana laughed. “Course not. Besides,
you’re asking the wrong person.”

She giggled. “I think
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