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Prologue

 


The night was a dark and chilly one in
Snowbury, Connecticut, and shots rang out as the members of the
drug cartel exchanged gunfire with the police.

Rowdy knew his name was shit if he didn’t at
least get the drugs out of there and at least half the money. That
was a million dollars’ worth of pills for humans mixed with their
new products for shifters along with a little over half a million
in cash.

He crouched down as he made his way back to
the car and was about to pull the door open when he heard the
barely imperceptible sound behind him. Finger on the trigger, he
whipped around, ready to light up whoever was sneaking up on
him.

He squeezed and the bullet shot from the
barrel, it froze mid-air and the woman staring him down moved fast.
He tried to pull the trigger again, but the gun froze in his hand.
He took a step and slipped, his feet sliding from under him.

He slid toward her, and she punched him in
the stomach, and he growled as he went down. She dealt him a right
hook to his jaw, and cold exploded through his face as his head
jerked back and thumped against the side of the car. Rowdy fought
the grip pulling him from consciousness. Then, losing the battle,
darkness crawled over him.

****

Montana Summer looked down at the man she’d
just knocked out, a primal satisfaction coming over her.

“Chief,” a feminine voice called. “Come see
this.”

Montana kicked his gun away before removing
her cuffs from her utility belt and snapping them around his
wrists. She infused the metal with a little ice to make it tougher
for him to break in case he was a shifter.

Most of the residents of Snowbury were
shifters of some type. However, Montana herself wasn’t. She merely
had the genes which gave her the strength and speed. She was a snow
coyote, sub-designation, snowflake, a deadly breed of coyotes that
couldn’t shift. However, she was a cryo-hydro-kinetic whose ice
skills were deadly.

She’d been practicing using her abilities,
to make them more useful in her job.

Montana left him lying there and went to
find out what the detective who’d more or less become her
self-appointed protector wanted.

“What is it?” Her gaze met the brown one of
Delaney Austin, a coyote shifter. Most of the staff of the PD were
either coyote or wolf shifter.

The town’s humans were in the minority, so
it had been easy for her to ensure no humans would be present for
this bust.

Montana peered into the trunk of the car,
finding several bags of pills along with colored powders. She
picked up one of the bags of powder and held it up. Delaney took it
and used a claw to slit the bag open.

Montana licked her pinky finger and stuck it
into the slit and brought it out lightly coated. She sniffed
finding the residue a little acrid.

“What is it? Coke?” Delaney asked, brows
lifted in question.

“I think it’s the shifter version of coke,”
she murmured. “We can take it back to the lab and have it
analyzed.”

“We’ve got two live perps here, boss,” Kit
Ryerson, a member of the taskforce said.

“Great, move them out, and let’s get all
this crap into lock up. I want this kept under wraps,” Montana told
them. “The fewer people who know about this the better. Our boy
Iron Capsule is going to see this as a problem.”

Kit snorted. “This is going to be war.”

“I hope so. I want his ass bad and if this
brings him out, let the games begin.”


Chapter One

 


“Montana Summer.”

The name didn’t exactly strike fear in his
heart, but she was going to become an annoyance. He’d thought after
he made sure she got Jeno Russo and his crew, she’d back off and
wallow in bliss with her girlfriend.

Iron Capsule shook his head, his lips pulled
into a thin line as he surveyed the man who stood before his desk
looking as pristine as a girl going to prom. His fingers itched to
wrap around his neck and squeeze until all the life ran from the
wolf. He’d allowed the others to be taken while he’d hidden or run
like a fucking girl.

He had no use for cowards, but he restrained
himself, fists balled on his thighs. “I just have one question,
McDonald,” he said fighting to keep his tone calm.

“Yes, sir?”

“Why are you the only one that got
away?”

“I was—I—”

“You ran,” he cut in, his tone hard.

“I didn’t see any reason in getting caught.
I mean, if I hadn’t taken off, they’d have all the product. As it
was, I was able to save the blue snow.”

His anger cooled marginally on hearing that.
The blue snow was one of their newest and best-selling products. It
was a shifter product that even the humans could use. The product
was the perfect date rape drug.

It had been designed to increase sexual
pleasure as well as elevate the user’s mood, get them high.
However, one of the side effects was the drug had a similar effect
as PCP. It sometimes created dangerous illusions that had been the
cause of death in some of his customers.

The thing was, the product affected the
different shifter species differently. In humans a little went a
long way allowing for prolonged sexual activity. As a result, human
traffickers and pimps were some of his best customers.

The addiction rate was low in general, but
the high kept the buyers coming back for more.

“Go.” He waved a hand wanting to get rid of
the man before he blew his brains out all over his beautiful wood
floor. “Lincoln!”

A moment later, his office door opened and a
tall dark-skinned man strode in clad in black. His bald head shone
in the dim light.

“Yes, sir?” he asked, taking up the stance
of a soldier at rest.

“I want you to get the lawyer to work.”

“The guys aren’t getting out,” Lincoln said
calmly. “Summer is going to handle this the same way she dealt with
Russo. She’s on the war path over there.”

“Do it,” he ordered. “Also, I want to send
her a message.”

“What do you have in mind?” he asked a light
glimmering in his eyes.

“Has Bryan been back to the orchard?” Bryan
was Montana’s uncle, the man who’d taken her in and raised her when
her parents had been murdered along with their entire pack.

“Yes.” He nodded. “He’s working on getting
the house repaired.”

“I want the entire place destroyed this
time. Beat Bryan to within an inch of his life and make sure
Montana knows it’s her fault. She backs off my people, gives me
back my product, and releases my men or her aunt is next.”

Lincoln nodded, rubbing his hands together.
Montana was smart. She’d do the right thing because her uncle and
aunt were all she had left.

“Hello, darling. Lincoln, working late?” the
woman slipped into the office and moved around the big man wearing
a smile.

“Ma’am,” he gave her a nod. “ASAP?”

“Exactly,” Iron Capsule said with a grin.
“Let me know when it’s done.”

“What are you up to, sweetie?” she
asked.

“Showing Miss Montana Summer who’s really
boss,” he told her as he got to his feet to take her in his
arms.

“Hm. Messing with a cop? I thought you had
them all in your pocket.” She slid her hands up his chest, making
his heart beat faster.

“Never that one,” he murmured. No, Montana
had always been a little aloof. She was friendly enough, but she
never allowed him to get too close. There was no way he could
become her best buddy or gain her confidence, but there had to be
someone who could.

“Good luck,” she said stroking his back.
“Don’t you have a meeting tonight?”

“I’m on my way to that now. There is talk of
moving against Sam Summerfield and Mallory Blacklaw again,” he
said. Sam and Mallory were both alphas who’d come by their status
the hard way.

Both had defeated tough opponents and come
out of the fight standing. They, like Montana, were difficult to
buy or bargain with. They would also be difficult to beat if they
combined against him … which they would.

They were the best of friends and had been
for years.

“With what you have going on, now wouldn’t
be the best time for that,” she replied. “However, it would be easy
to disguise some of your actions as the council moving against
Mayer.”

Mayer was the mayor of Snowbury. She was a
tough bitch like the other three women that were problematic to
him.

“That could work,” he said. “There are a few
who are chomping at the bit to take those three women down.” He
didn’t want them dead because they were women.

Hell, no. He respected them for their rise
from adversity to power. All three alpha females had refused to
allow tragedy to define them. The same could be said for Montana,
but they all had to either back off him or die.


Chapter Two

 


“Summer,” she answered curtly.

“Montana get over here,” Claudia Mayer, the
mayor of Snowbury, ordered. “I want to talk to you.”

“About what?” she demanded.

“About the bust you made tonight.”

She sighed. “Claudia, I have paperwork
and—”

“Get your ass over here,” she snapped. “I
don’t want another incident like we just had, and I want to discuss
a few things with you.”

“You’re the mayor, and I’m—”

“I’m your boss,” Claudia cut in harshly.
“Get over here.”

“On my way, Mayor,” she said coldly and
ended the call. Damn woman. What was it with these damned pack
alphas?

They tried to treat everyone as if they were
either part of their pack or bound to obey them.

She finished her report, and then logged out
of her computer before getting up and grabbing her jacket. She
didn’t feel the cold because she was a cryo-hydro-kinetic which
made her impervious to it in general.

And in summer, her body temperature
naturally adjusted, cooling her so she’d never suffer from heat
related illnesses even in the hottest of climes. However, Montana
had learned long ago to keep up appearances.

She opened her desk drawer and removed her
gun and holstered it before grabbing her cell phone. Montana dialed
her girlfriend, more because she wanted to hear her voice, than ask
the question on her mind.

She knew how to get the answer to that
question, though she doubted Claudia would tell her anything
straight out.

“Hello?”

“Hello, yourself, sexy baby,” Montana
purred, heart starting to beat in a rapid tattoo. The very thought
of this woman seemed to have that effect on her more and more these
days.

Warm laughter filled her ear. “Montana
Summer,” Dylan Ashley murmured, and the sound of her voice wrapped
around Montana’s heart in the sweetest hug.

“What is Claude up to?”

“I don’t know,” Dylan replied. “She’s still
at the office, and I’m out here in pack lands. Besides, she doesn’t
tell me everything.”

Montana grunted. “Somehow I doubt your
response.”

“I am home, Montana. What’s going on
there?”

She sighed. “Okay. I’ll see you later.”

“Am I going to have to come into town?”

“Don’t even think it,” Montana replied
firmly. “I’ll see you in a little while. I need to make a quick
stop.”

“If you aren’t here in an hour, I’m coming
after you.” There was a hint of both fear and warning in her tone
that made Montana frown.

“Haven’t we had this talk?” Montana asked
gently. “Stay there and let me do my job.”

“Montana—”

“I mean it,” she cut in sternly. The last
thing she needed after tonight was Dylan becoming a target. Montana
would do whatever it took to get her back or avenge her murder.

She didn’t want to become that killer, to
lose not only her mate but part of her sanity. Montana wasn’t even
sure she could be pulled back from the chill if she had to go
hunting. There would be too much pain. She had fractured once, she
would flat out break if Dylan was killed.

“I’m not coming into town,” Dylan replied
patiently. “I don’t have time, but I expect you home in one
piece.”

“As long as your alpha—”

“One piece, babe,” Dylan cut in quietly.
“Don’t try to fight with Claude. Pick your battles professionally
and personally. Love you.”

“Bye, Dylan,” Montana said and ended the
call. She shook her head and strode from her office. Dylan did have
a point. She was going to have to pick her battles with the
mayor.

Montana was living in her territory right
now and so was Montana’s family. She wouldn’t take risks with their
safety.

“Nelson, I’m going over to see the
mayor.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the young woman said from the
information desk. “Be careful out there.”

“Will do,” she said. “Davy, hold down the
fort.” David Nettles was the night Lieutenant, and he stood at his
desk across the room.

“On it,” he said tiredly.

Nettles had worked the nightshift since
Montana had come here. He often pulled doubles, so he worked as
much as she did. Montana had just hired three people with the hopes
of getting some relief for him as well as herself. However, she
knew there would be no such thing for her until after she had Iron
Capsule in a casket or a cell for life.

As Montana headed to her car, someone called
her name. She frowned and turned to see a lean man coming toward
her, glasses perched on his longish nose. His blond hair was thin
at the top.

“Montana Summer,” he said, his tone
crisp.

“Eddie Palmer,” she replied, giving him a
nod. “What can I do for you?”

“I hear you have two of my clients in your
jail.”

“Drug charges—they’re not going anywhere
tonight,” she answered.

“Iron Capsule won’t be happy,” he told her
evenly. “Let the boys go and lose his product along with the
cash—”

“Mr. Palmer, tell Iron Capsule as long as
I’m the chief, justice isn’t blind.”

“Do you really want to get into this with
him? He’s got more power than Jeno Russo. He can get to you where
Russo couldn’t.” His gaze held a hint of menace.

Jeno Russo had been a notorious drug cartel
leader who’d attempted to take over Snowbury by sending in his
family to do the dirty work. That dirty work had included an
attempt to take over the mayor’s pack in his rise to power. But
he’d failed.

And so would Iron Capsule, Montana thought,
picking up footsteps on the ground coming towards them. However,
Montana didn’t look away from him, though he did turn to see who
was coming.

“I’m a cop, not a schoolgirl.”

“You should think twice,” Palmer told her.
“This is the only warning you’re going to get.”

“I’m not backing down.” She put her hand on
her gun, though from the scent on the wind she knew she didn’t need
to use it.

“You don’t have to back down, just do what’s
right for yourself and your family,” Palmer told her. “Think what
could happen. All you have to do is accept a contribution to your
happiness fund—”

Montana burst out laughing. “Delaney, put
the man in a cell for attempting to bribe a police officer.”

Delaney Austin was a coyote who worked the
taskforce Montana had put together not long ago to bring down Jeno
Russo and his cartel. She would need to talk to them about Iron
Capsule, give any who didn’t want to stay on a chance to run.

“You don’t want to do that,” Palmer said,
darkly.

“Now.” Montana started to walk away, and he
grabbed her arm.

Before she could react, Delaney had him
shoved face down on the hood of a nearby vehicle with his briefcase
on the ground.

“Shit,” he growled. “Let me up, you
Amazonian bitch.” He let out a cry. “If you break my arm, I’ll
sue.”

“I’ll have to counter file,” Montana replied
tersely. “Arrest on assault of the police chief as well as bribery
of the police chief. Keep him back there til morning.”

“I want my phone call.”

“You’ll get it,” Delaney drawled. “Chief,
wait for me. I need to talk to you about something.”

“Later, Delaney.” She headed for her car,
but moved to pick up his briefcase. Montana followed them inside
and handed off the case. “Put his case in the evidence room,
Nelson.” Montana held it out to an officer in blue standing behind
the desk with Davy.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Chief?” Ryerson, another member of the
taskforce, called.

“Ryerson. What are you doing here?” Montana
asked. “You should have been gone already.”

She smiled. “I’ll walk you out.”

Montana groaned. “Why are Sam and Mallory
insisting on you girls crowding me?” Montana demanded.

“It’s not that,” Kit Ryerson replied, moving
to stand closer to her. “We all know this thing isn’t over. They’re
just concerned about you.”

“About me not being controllable?” Montana
demanded. “I already told Claudia, I’m not anyone’s puppet.” She
hurried to her car and climbed in. Montana started the engine and
then pulled her seatbelt across her chest.

The rap on the passenger side window had her
unlocking the door for the cop. Montana knew they were concerned
that she was the vulnerable one since she wasn’t a shifter.

Once the other woman was in, Montana backed
out of the slot and headed to the government building not five
minutes away. The ride was a quiet one and neither of them broke
the silence even as they walked up to the building’s entrance.

They were let in by a security guard in
black, which Montana recognized as a member of Claudia’s pack
security.

“The Mayor’s in her office,” he said.

They took the stairs up to the office where
Claudia was working on her computer while her mate Kyra sat facing
the door pretending to be looking at something on her phone.

“Come in,” Claudia called, her gaze not
leaving her computer’s screen.

Kit motioned Montana to go ahead of her and
she did.

“What do you want?” Montana asked after Kit
had closed the door.

Claudia made her wait a whole minute before
sitting back to look at her. “What are you doing?”

“What are you talking about?” Montana asked
coolly as she slipped her hands into her pockets.

“The two men in the jail, the drugs, the
cash.” Claudia’s tone was hard as her gaze.

“I would think even you could figure that
out,” Montana muttered. “I’m doing my job. I got a tip and followed
through.”

“Who sent it?”

“I don’t know.” That wasn’t exactly true.
“But so what? People call in tips all the time, and it’s our job to
follow up on them if they’re relevant to a case we’re working,”
Montana answered. “What’s your problem with this anyway?”

“The problem is you’re being careless,”
Claudia retorted. “What if this had been a set up and you and your
officers had gotten killed? Some of those are people neither of our
packs can afford to lose.”

“When they signed on to do the job, they
knew they might not go home,” Montana replied impatiently.

“Montana you’re trying my patience,” Claudia
sniped. “I’m tempted to fire your ass and hire Rowel.”

“And force him to make the hard decisions or
be your puppet?” Montana demanded, putting a hand on her hip. “I’m
no one’s damned minion. I do the job I’m paid to regardless of
whether you like it or not.”

Claudia stared at her, her gaze hard, and
the room chilled slightly. Montana crossed her arms over her chest,
holding the other woman’s gaze even though Kyra had gotten to her
feet.

“Don’t play games with them like you did
with Russo.”

“I didn’t play any games,” Montana answered
curtly. “I did my job. Right now, I have IC’s lawyer in jail for
attempting to bribe and assault me. I’m not backing down.”

Her phone rang, and Montana pulled it from
her pocket and answered it. “Hello?”

“Montana, your uncle and Steven haven’t come
back from the farm yet,” her aunt Alisha said quietly.

“I didn’t—they weren’t supposed to still be
there after dark,” Montana said, her heart stopping and her skin
going cold.

Not more than a few weeks ago, her Uncle
Bryan along with her aunt and cousin had been attacked at their
orchard. The house had been set on fire with them inside.

“I’m going over there.”

“Don’t. Send someone,” her aunt said in a
shaky voice. “I’m calling because I just got a call from one of the
men who work for us. He said—something’s happened, and I heard
Steve. Sounded like he was screaming. He got cut off while we were
talking.”

“I’m going over there,” Montana said. “I’ll
call you when I know something.”

“Montana, d—”

“Aunt Alisha—”

“You aren’t the chief there,” her aunt cut
in. “Just be careful.”

“I will. Don’t tell Dylan about this,” she
insisted. “I don’t want her to worry. I’ll talk to you later.”
Montana ended the call. “Come on, Kit. Call Delaney. Tell her to
call the chief in Mystic.”

“What’s happened?” Claudia demanded.

“My uncle—if IC killed him, all bets are
off. The bastard’s a coward if he’d go after my family rather than
bringing his fight to me.” She headed for the door.

“Kyra—” Claudia called.

“I’m going, Claudia. She can’t go with just
Kit. What if there is real trouble?”

“Baby, that is precisely why you can’t go,”
Claudia said, concern wrapped around her words. “You’re an alpha’s
mate. You can’t be there. Montana you need to let cops handle—”

“Fuck that,” she said and sprinted out the
door. She wasn’t worried about losing her job over Mystic cops’
bullshit.

If any of them aided IC she’d be taking
names. Whoever ended up in her bad book would be looking at twenty
to life for their part in his crimes.

“Chief,” Kit said from behind her. “I
messaged Delaney, and she’s meeting us with help in coyote form.
We’re not cowards, but we can’t get your back on the force if they
see us in human form.”

“Whatever.” She made it to her car and
unlocked it and climbed in. Montana started the vehicle and pulled
her seatbelt in place before taking off.

The drive was a tense one as she tried not
to think of the sight that had greeted her the last time she’d gone
to the orchard at her family’s call. They’d been dying inside a
burning house.

She could see the fire even before she
reached the orchard and her gut clenched. Montana gripped the
steering wheel so tight her knuckles ached. She fought the tears
that tried to escape as she turned down the dirt road that led to
the orchard.

When Montana reached the house, not only was
the house burning, so was the orchard itself. She came to a rocking
stop and leaped from the car. Montana raced up to the porch and a
wolf snarled.

She turned and it leaped at her. Montana
didn’t have time to react. The big animal knocked her down and
dipped his head to bite her. She braced her hands, infused with
ice, on his shoulders.

He whined and began shivering. Montana threw
him off even as a coyote scurried past her and into the house.
Montana kicked him.

“If you don’t die, tell IC, I’m coming for
him if my uncle is dead,” she said in a low tone. “If you do, tell
him anyway.” Her head came up. Montana caught the scent of someone
familiar on the air.

She glanced in the direction the scent came
from and saw only a pair of eyes that glowed in the darkness.

“I’m coming for you too,” she said and raced
into the house.

It was worse than before. The fire was
already everywhere. She cloaked her body in ice as she made her way
through the corridor.

Montana picked up the sound of growls and
ran toward them. Her uncle was in his animal form fighting four
wolves. He was no match for them. He was already badly wounded by
the looks of him, but he wasn’t running.

She let out a scream and ice issued from her
mouth on a wave that slammed into one of the wolves. Filled with
rage at the cowards, Montana moved quickly, the floor freezing
beneath her feet.

Two coyotes streaked past her going for the
wolves. The lone one left on her uncle leaped forward then. Her
uncle was too weak to get out of the way and the wolf locked onto
his shoulder.

For a moment, shock had her rooted to the
spot as her uncle’s blood ran down the wolf’s muzzle. Her uncle’s
gaze locked with hers, and the entire world went silent as she was
plunged back in time. Her mother was dying, trying to protect
her.

Then, her uncle let out a whimper and the
wolf shook him. The pain in her uncle’s eyes fleeting as his lashes
came down.

Montana screamed and the wave of ice slammed
into the wolf, but it wouldn’t let go. Instead, he dug his claws
into her uncle’s stomach, slashing him, drawing more blood.

When she reached them, she grabbed the wolf
by the back of his neck and jerked him back. Her uncle fell, bloody
and limp, to the ground. She put one foot on the wolf’s tail and
both hands on his neck as he fought to get free.

Montana shoved ice into his mind before he
managed to tear free. The animal stumbled and came human again.
Before her, he convulsed. She moved to her uncle who was now
human.

He stared up at her. “Get out, Montana. Sell
the orchard for you and Alisha.”

“W—”

“He’s gone. They got him first. Shot.”

Tears fell turning into tiny balls of hail
as they rolled down her cheeks.

Her uncle’s eyes widened as he weakly
reached up a hand to touch her. “Tell Alisha I love her, and I’m
sorry I came here.”

“Why did you?”

“The call,” he said. “He called, said the
orchard was burning.” He shook his head. He started to speak, but
his eyes closed, and he went limp.

The room chilled around her, but she didn’t
feel it. Hail began to fall but quickly turned to snow.


Chapter Three






Dylan got up from her chair after a glance
at her watch. She hadn’t meant to work so long. Montana was
probably already in their quarters showering and wondering about
dinner. She’d have to grab something from the pack kitchen.

That was one good thing about living in the
den. There was really no need to eat out because they had their own
kitchen where food was prepared restaurant style. Kids, families,
and singles were fed on a daily basis though their small apartments
had kitchens.

The office door burst open, and Claudia
stood there, a grave look on her face.

“What is it?” she asked tightly. “An
attack?”

“No.” Claudia sighed. “Dylan, Montana, is—do
you know where her aunt is?”

“No.” She shook her head. “I put her to work
in the kitchen, but that’s the day shift. She said she wanted to
get more involved while she was—Claude?”

Claudia nodded. “I need to find her.”

“What’s happened to Montana?” Dylan
demanded, rounding her desk quickly, heart thudding, and her
stomach roiling. “Tell me.”

“Kyra said she was fine, but her uncle and
cousin were dead. She also said something strange happened at the
orchard.”

“What?” she asked softly, her heart breaking
for her mate. Montana had almost lost her family not long
ago—that’s how they had come to be here in the first place. They
were devoid of pack.

She shook her head. “She said something
about snow and hail.”

“Montana,” she whispered. “She’s got to be
breaking apart.”

“Kyra said she’s calm, cold.”

“I have to get to her,” she insisted.

“No. You have to help me find her aunt.”
Claudia shook her head. “You’ll be a distraction right now. Cops
are on scene, and Montana is probably in cop mode.”

“She’s going to kill someone.”

“No doubt,” Claudia agreed quietly. “But
we’ll stay here and wait for the details.”

“I’m not going to let her do this alone,”
Dylan retorted, anger and fear for Montana gripping her tightly.
“I’m turning my post over—”

“No, you’re not,” Claudia snapped. “You need
to keep your head about you. Our people will need you to hold the
center if I have to go to war with another pack, and I’m lost.”

“I—”

“Listen to me!” Claudia grabbed her by her
shoulders and shook her. “As mayor, I can’t do anything other than
make sure she has the resources to fight her war on the criminal
that went after her family. As her pack leader, I’m going to make
sure when it’s time to go hunting, Montana has what she needs.”

Dylan nodded slowly. “What about the others?
Are they going to help her?”

“They’ll do what they can. Now, let’s find
Alisha.”

****

“Don’t let me keep having to tell you to
stay out of my territory,” Detective Simon Breaker growled.

“Kiss. My. Ass.,” Montana told him coldly.
“This is my uncle’s property, my property now that he’s dead.”

“Unless you killed your aunt for it—”

“I want you to do me a favor, ass wipe,” she
said breaking in calmly. “Tell your buddy, Iron Capsule—”

“Chief,” Delaney said in warning.

“I didn’t back down for Russo, and I’m not
backing down for him. He’ll get the same thing you’re going to
get.”

“What’s that?” he sneered at her as he moved
closer into her space.

“A grave marker in my garden,” she said. “Go
ahead, make a move on me, buddy.”

“Enough, you two,” another cop growled,
coming to push them apart. “Montana, we’re all cops here. We aren’t
behind this. Iron Capsule—we want him, too.”

She lifted a brow at the attractive
Detective Shawn Colman. “Do you?” she asked. “Tell him his message
had the opposite effect. Killing my uncle and cousin gave me even
less to lose. His dope, his men—I’m making sure they go to jail—and
his dope … he’ll never get that back.”

“I hear there was money in that bust,”
Breaker said.

“There was,” Montana retorted. “I lied about
how much. Tell your buddy, I’m banking that so if I have to, I can
hire mercenaries to take his ass out as soon as I find out who he
is. And I will find out.”

“Better watch yourself,” Breaker murmured.
“You might end up as dead as your uncle.” He flashed her a
grin.

“Not before I wash my hands in the blood of
you cowards,” she told him, her tone hard.

“Montana, be careful,” Shawn responded, a
hint of concern in his tone. “You can’t talk like that in front of
me. I’d be duty bound to bring you in if anything happens to
them.”

“If I go after them, I’ll make sure you
don’t find the bodies,” she growled and turned on her heel. “Let’s
go.”

“Bold,” Delaney commented.

“You just escalated the war,” Kyra murmured
from behind her. “Guys like that—”

“They bleed red just like my uncle did,” she
said softly. Her uncle’s blood still stained her clothing and so
did her cousin’s.

 Montana had
found him and held him one last time while they waited for Mystic
cops and EMTs to finally show up. It had taken them too long.

She stopped walking. “Delaney.”

“Yeah?”

“I need a good PI.”

Delaney nodded. “I know someone who can do
the job.”

“I want to meet in the morning,” Montana
said. “I want the job started immediately.”

“I’ll pass it along,” she said. “I’ll see
you in the office. Drive carefully.”

“We will,” Montana said and turned to
Kyra.

Kyra followed her to her car. “Claude had
two guards waiting to follow us home,” Cordilia told her.

“What is she even doing here?” Montana
demanded.

“I called her,” Kyra said. “I thought we’d
need her to help get the fire out.”

“Thanks.” Montana glanced at Cordilia who
was a cryokinetic and could manipulate water to a degree just like
Montana could.

Cordilia gave her a quick hug. “I’m sorry,
Montana.”

Cordilia had a low-level chill to her, and
Montana imagined the other woman didn’t feel the cold or even the
heat any more than she did.

Montana pulled out of her embrace and wiped
away a tear that had fallen. She pulled her lips into a tight line
to stave off more as she nodded and continued to her vehicle. She
expected Cordilia to leave her to ride home with those guards, but
the other woman climbed into Montana’s car on the passenger side
when they reached it.

“I can do the job,” Kyra told her. “I’m a
PI.”

“I thought you used to work for a security
firm.”

“We did whatever anyone wanted,” she
responded. “Retrieval, nosing around. I can find whatever you’re
looking for. In fact, I’d be more than happy to do it. Claudia
might not like it, but if Iron Capsule is our man, the town needs
him off the streets before dead bodies start piling up.”

“Kyra—”

“Just tell me what you’re looking for,” Kyra
cut in.

“I need to know who he is,” Montana replied.
“I have an idea of who he might be friends with. I hate to think
that this person could be supporting someone like that, but he’s
our best connection start point.”

“Then, that’s where we start,” Kyra told
her. “Give me what you have, and I’ll get started.”

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Montana
asked.

“Positive. Besides, it can only make Claudia
look good if we can bring this guy down.”

“And you’re all about making your mate look
good.” Montana smiled.

“Aren’t you? I’ll be getting Dylan involved
when need be because this guy’s already made a statement. He’s
going to come after your family, after those you love and who love
you. Dylan’s next whether he can get to your aunt or not.”

“I don’t want her involved.”

“Claude doesn’t want me involved.” Kyra
shrugged. “But Dylan and I are both capable women. We both know the
risks, and we’re willing to walk into hell for our women. So don’t
try to stop her. Claude can’t stop me.”

“You’re—”

 “This guy is
going to come after you, he’s coming after pack,” Kyra said cutting
in. “Put pack aside. You and I are women who operate on our own,
but we know how to operate within a group. So, think about this.
You’re a cop, Claudia is the mayor.”

“So?”

“So IC is going to want you, chief of
police, dead, and he’s going to go after the mayor who’s not
reining you in,” Kyra said. “That puts me in the direct line of
fire as her mate. He’s going to want to push her buttons by going
after the person she loves, hoping fear will make her pull you
back.”

Montana nodded, understanding dawning.

“See where I’m going?” Kyra asked. “Not only
that, but I won’t just stand around and allow him to go after her.
And Dylan isn’t going to just watch me work in secret and not
help.”

“I don’t want either of you hurt.”

“We don’t want either of you hurt either, so
we can do this the right way with us all on the same page, or we
can do it my way.”

 “Secret.”

“Exactly. It’ll be best if we—the four of
us—talk this out tonight. That way, we don’t end up having
screaming matches with pack overhearing us. Any one of them could
be a mole as we learned with Russo. That’s a risk I don’t want to
take.”

“Neither do I,” Montana said.

“I don’t think Dylan will be able to help,”
Cordelia commented. “Claudia will want her to stay alive to take
over in case something happens to her until a new alpha can step
in. So, I’ll help.”

“Mallor—”

“Doesn’t control me,” Cordelia cut in. “I’ll
find out if a few of Sam and Mallory’s people can help, too.”

Montana nodded. “What if Claudia says
no?”

“I’m doing it. She can give me her consent,
or—”

“We’ll talk to them,” Montana said firmly.
The woman was right. The best way to handle this was dealing with
it right up front because it was going to be a rough ride.


Chapter Four


Dylan stood in her small kitchen waiting for
Montana. She’d heard she was back in the den. She expected she had
gone to her aunt first and might be with her for some time,
considering.

She left dinner on the stove and went to
take a leisurely shower. Montana and her aunt needed the time
alone, and Dylan knew it was selfish to want Montana here with her
so she could comfort her, make sure she was okay. Still, she
did.

Dylan finished her shower and dried off
before taking her time to smooth on moisturizer and dress in a pair
of shorts and a t-shirt. She left her hair up and went back out
into the living room where she found Montana on the couch.

She jumped and glanced around as if Montana
had been teleported into the room.

“I didn’t hear you come in. How long have
you been here?” Dylan asked and went to her.

Montana looked up at her, her gaze
unreadable.

“You’re not wearing your uniform. Did you
change at your aunt’s?”

“My place,” she said. “I had blood all over
me. I needed to change. I couldn’t see my aunt like that.”

“I’m sorry, Tana,” she murmured. “I know you
cared about your uncle and your cousin.”

She nodded and reached for Dylan, pulling
her down on her lap. Dylan snuggled against her, glad Montana was
here and was allowing her to hold her.

She smoothed Montana’s chin length black
curls back from her face so she could see her azure blue eyes. They
reminded Dylan of a blue lace agate crystal she’d been given as a
child.

“Are you okay? I mean…” She let her voice
trail off so unsure what to say to Tana right now.

Montana held her tighter. “We need to
talk.”

Dylan looked down at her and the rap on the
door stopped her from speaking further. She got to her feet and
went to answer and frowned on finding Kyra and Claudia there.

“Now isn’t really a good time,” Dylan
said.

“I’d rather be home with Kyra, but we need
to talk,” Claudia said and motioned Kyra inside. They both slipped
past her, and Dylan wanted to scream at them to leave.

“What do you two want?” Dylan demanded after
closing the door behind them.

“We’re here to talk,” Kyra said. “I thought
it would be easier if we only had to have this talk once.”

“Only had to do what once?” Dylan muttered,
following them to the seating area. She sat down next to Montana.
“What is going on?”

“Montana and I were talking on the drive
back from her uncle’s,” Kyra said. “She wants to find out more
about IC, and I’m going to do the job. It’s not going to be easy
for her, but I can go where cops can’t.”

“Plus, she won’t have the headache of wolves
who could be on IC’s payroll,” Montana said. “I know you don’t want
Kyra involved, Claudia—”

“But I offered to do the job,” Kyra cut in,
a stubborn set to her jaw. “I know what I’m doing, and I won’t be
doing it alone. I’ve already contacted Sydney while I was waiting
for Montana to change. She said she could get two other people to
help. She doesn’t need Sam’s approval, but she will be keeping her
and Mallory in the loop.”

“I want to help,” Dylan said. “I can spare
some time from my duties here especially since this guy has brought
pack into it.”

“That is the only reason I’m going to allow
you two to get involved in this,” Claudia responded calmly. “Dylan,
you’re not getting involved. I meant what I said about wanting you
to keep your head in the den and its business.”

“I’d be more useful—”

“I’ve already said all I’m going to say on
this,” Claudia said, raising her voice. “I want you to spend a
little more time with Ariel and Mabon. Both are future alphas, and
I want to make sure they’re being challenged and given proper
responsibility.”

“Ariel is the one,” Kyra said. “She’s your
future alpha. Mabon isn’t going to be ready until after he’s gone
to college and done some of the things on his list. He’s more
concerned about living
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