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Prologue

 


The homecoming was sad for Trammel
Bearenstien. He’d buried two of his children two days ago and was
still trying to find the third. One of his sons had been found in a
warehouse by vagrants, while the other had died right in front of
him. However, his daughter was still missing.

He didn’t think he’d ever find her.
Therefore, he’d had a memorial service to honor her.

“There’s still no
definitive word yet, Pop, but I’m certain it had to be McMasters.
Slate was caught in a tug of war with her bitch’s father and he
wanted to use the girl to send a message.”

“The daughter?” he asked
dully.

“Unlike most families, the
heir of the hound family’s pack is the leader’s successor unless
they choose to oust her, and Zerk was prepared to do just
that.”

That meant the girl hadn’t been an
untouchable. She hadn’t been an innocent since she was going to
take up a mantle that would put her in direct competition with
him.

“She was fair game then,”
his nephew, Camden, murmured. “McMasters should have provided
better protection for a princess about to ascend the
throne.”

“She was left wide open
for the attack,” River said with a grin. “I got in the bullet that
killed her.”

“Which might have painted
a target on your back,” Bridget, Trammel’s niece, commented coolly.
“Did she see you? Did she know Golden and Rose were involved in the
bid to take out Blackdust and his daughter?”

“I don’t know what she
knew, but there was no word of it on the street.”

“I’ll be meeting with her
and the other families tonight,” Trammel said. “But I want to know
who knew what about this. I don’t want to go to war with McMasters
without full proof that she killed one or three of my
kids.”

“Full proof might be
impossible to secure, Pop, but I was there,” River told him. “She
didn’t see me because she was too busy trying to stay alive. I can
put word out I was there. If she, not Blackdust’s people, was
behind the murders, we can take her out.”

“Not without more
information on her,” he said. “I know what I’ve heard, but find out
what’s true and what’s mere supposition.”

“No one woman could have
taken out the Montgomery family. They were powerful sirens. Leaf
could have killed her on his own,” Bridget said.

“Yet he’s dead,” Trammel
retorted. “Find out the whole story because I have a feeling
McMasters is an enemy not to be underestimated.”

****

Satu Moreau leaned back against the
headboard, sated, breathing just coming back under control as she
watched her lover climb from the bed. His strong, golden-brown back
gleamed with sweat beneath the lamp light. He ran his fingers
through is hair and vanished into the bathroom.

She sighed, a smile tugging at her
lips. This was always the most sublime of moments of her day, and
she was looking forward to making them more numerous. They had
business to take care of first though.

“Have you thought anymore
about what I said?” he asked over the water running in the
sink.

“There are
risks.”

“Always,” Milo Cornell
said as he joined her. “But the longer we wait, the worse off this
will be for us. McMasters isn’t any good for us, or our own
personal interests. Before we know it, Simona will be bringing her
into the family.”

“Which is exactly what she
wanted to do, remember. Even Davney vetoed the idea,” she
muttered.

“This alliance will
eventually cut all our business interests short,” Milo said as he
sat on the bed. “Where will that leave us? The feds are already
starting to take a closer look at our businesses. I just avoided
being prosecuted for tax evasion. This wouldn’t happen if we ran
the show.”

“Simona isn’t going to go
quietly.”

“That’s why we need to do
this. My plan will get her out of the way, and Davney has already
agreed to side with us.”

“He has problems of his
own,” Satu said with a snort. “Simona will kill him when she finds
out what he’s been up to.”

“We’re all in the same
boat, but she can’t take us on by herself,” Milo told
her.

“Do you think that’s the
real reason she wanted to join forces with McMasters?” Satu asked,
thoughts churning in her mind.

“It’s been a concern more
lately especially since she went to McMasters with the land deal.
So, are you in?”

“The change in leadership
could leave us vulnerable to Bearenstien. You know he’s itching to
break us. Hell, he wants to wipe us all out. This alliance could
provide us with leverage.”

“It’ll provide us with a
way to get our asses killed faster,” he snapped, clenching his
fist, the anger bright in his eyes. “Everyone knows McMasters more
than likely took out his family.”

“And Trammel wants us out
of the way, so he can gain control of this city. Simona isn’t
openly blocking his moves, but we both know she’s the reason his
last shipment was singled out by the DEA.”

“We can use that to our
advantage, but we’ve got to get that land from McMasters and use it
as a bargaining chip. He’ll leave us alone—”

“Until he doesn’t,” she
cut in. “He’s a devil. McMasters is a demon.”

“We can use him to take
care of her while we gain control of the family,” Milo insisted.
“What do you say?”

“And Kinsey? Simona has
been training her to run the Red Hat.”

“She can try all she
wants, but she knows Kinsey will never succeed her. The fight won’t
be long once we’ve disposed of Simona, but we have to be smart,”
Milo replied.

She wasn’t sure Kinsey would be that
easy to manage since she and McMasters were friends. Kinsey could
get McMasters to move against them, and they’d have a new problem
because McMasters clearly played hardball well.

“The plan is sound, and
I’ll make a few minor adjustments that will cause Simona to break
the alliance,” Milo said. “Without McMasters looking over our
shoulders, we’ll make quick work of Simona.”

Satu nodded in silent agreement.
Simona was smart, but she’d never see the plan he had laid out
coming. In fact, she hadn’t noticed they were all pulling away from
her.

“Let’s do it
then.”


Chapter One

 


In her new office above her antique
shop, Jorja studied the diamond through a loupe holding it up with
a pair of tweezers. The gem was practically perfect with almost no
inclusions.

“Everything is still on
track?” Jorja asked giving the diamond a light turn.

“Yes. The shipments will
go out as planned to our buyers with no one the wiser, including
our nosy customs agents in other countries.”

Jorja nodded and replaced the gem in
the pouch. “These are extraordinary,” she said. “There were a few
chipped gems among the lot, but I’ll sell them at a lower cost.”
She closed the black pouch with its drawstring and replaced it in
the case on the table next to four others.

The feds were still sniffing around
and asking questions about the events of the last two weeks, but it
was business as usual for her, other than having to move her office
here.

The store was located in the Historic
District with plenty of space for the offices she needed, but Jorja
had spent little time here in the past. However, she’d walked the
property, so she’d know it inside out.

As a result, she learned the place had
once been owned by a dark witch and was set above a small maze of
tunnels built beneath the building. They’d been used by slaves to
travel out of the city, heading North.

“Ship immediately,” Jorja
said. “I don’t want to take risks.”

“Will do, as soon as I
leave here.”

“No, later tonight,” Jorja
told her. “How is everything coming with the resort?”

“The gaming license came
through this morning,” Camun told her.

“I’m glad our boys and
girls on the gaming commission got the message,” Jorja murmured
with a smile. The entire gaming commission had been given a reason
to make sure the casino would happen despite the friends Simms had
had among them.

Jorja hadn’t seen anything wrong with
finding out what their sins and weaknesses were and using them
against them.

“And all the papers of
ownership have been filed. I’ve had those copies you wanted made
up.” Camun was studying her and Jorja lifted her brows.

“Good.” She didn’t plan to
use the leverage, but she had a feeling Simona wasn’t on the up and
up with her and it irked the hell out of her. Jorja didn’t like to
be played for a fool even by someone she knew.

“If that’s
all?”

“I want Apple to work with
the crew at the resort. She’s good at making things happen. Make
sure she understands I can forgive many things, but not a
betrayal.”

“I’ll let her know, but
you won’t have any problems with her. She’s going to see this as a
promotion and do whatever it takes to continue to earn your
trust.”

“Good evening, then,”
Jorja said and got to her feet. She was already running late for
her dinner engagement. She grabbed her suit jacket from the back of
her chair and shrugged into it, buttoning it before grabbing her
tablet bag from her desk and heading out after Camun.

“Night, boss,” one of the
night watchman called.

“Good night, Alvin,” she
replied, and he gave her a grin. Jorja knew how important it was to
remember names and faces. You never knew when one of them would
betray you. “How is your son, A.J.?”

He beamed now. “He’s almost fully
recovered, but he’ll never play football again. The wife and I are
just glad he’ll still have a good life.”

“Glad to hear it.” Jorja
was also aware of the value of a well-placed comment. It could
instill a multitude of loyalty. “Is he still going to
college?”

He shrugged, his expression still
friendly, but not as bright. “I doubt that will be an option now
and loans are definitely off the table.”

“Is he in the market for a
part-time job then? My store, Diamond Design, is a retail store.
I’m going to do a grand-reopening in a few months. I’ll need
help.”

He nodded. “Where should he put in his
application?”

“If he’s interested, let
me know, and I’ll make sure he gets training and a job. It might
not be the coolest job, but it’ll be work, and we’ll work with his
school schedule.”

He gave her a startled
look.

“Get back to me or
Camun.”

“I will,” he said with a
nod, assessing her as if he wasn’t sure if she was just being kind
or if she meant it.

“I-I will,” he said.
“Goodnight, ma’am.”

“Good night,
Alvin.”

She stepped out the side entrance into
a private parking garage where Sonnet waited for her in the SUV
which had been fitted with fairy armor to make it bullet proof,
spell proof, and track proof.

“He’s got a good-looking
kid, but he’s not security material,” Sonnet said.

“No. He should do fine
stocking at the store,” she said. “I’ll get him on immediately and
move him to the new store. Do you know where he’s going to
school?”

“Was Georgia State. Ball
was all he had going for him. He’s no Einstein.”

“I’m sure twenty thousand
will buy a full ride at State,” Jorja commented.

“No doubt,” Sonnet
agreed.

“We’re already late, so
stop dragging ass,” Jorja said.

She started the vehicle and backed out
of their spot. “I can’t believe you’re taking her out and only two
weeks after Jennifer’s death,” Sonnet muttered.

“We’re not going out,”
Jorja answered.

“The meeting is at nine,”
Sonnet told her. “You should consider getting a fairy guard for
yourself. The feds have stepped up surveillance and there’s no
telling what Bearenstien will do.”

“I don’t want to waste it
on me,” she replied, thinking of the new woman in her life. “Let
them come after me. I’m ready to fight this out to the bitter
end.”

“Some of his people have
been around to her place, and Amour is holding to her end of the
deal so far, but are you sure trusting her in the long-term is
smart? Goblins haven’t allied with hounds in this realm or the
Fairy in ever.”

“There’s no alliance,”
Jorja retorted, a little ruffled at Sonnet questioning her.
“Anyway, you let me handle my business, and I’ll let you handle
yours.”

Sonnet threw her a look, her
silver-gray eyes glittering in the dimness of the interior. “Just
doing my job or has your new woman taken over as your chief
advisor, too?”

“Don’t get smart, bitch,”
she retorted coldly. “I can do this without you and
survive.”

“Oh, I have no doubt,
because you’re even blacker hearted than I am,” Sonnet said. “You
could probably have cut your grandfather’s heart out if the undine
hadn’t killed him first.”

“I wouldn’t have killed
him,” she drawled in annoyance. “Just cut my grandmother’s fucking
tongue out while he watched, so he’d know to keep his from
wagging.” She would have enjoyed that, but Jorja would have hated
to harm the old bat because she was family.

“Damn. I can just imagine
what you’re going to do to Casey if she lets your woman get
killed.”

“Kill her and send her
home to her daddy in a casket,” Jorja remarked. But she didn’t
think she’d have to.

She understood Casey and Sid well
enough to know she had their loyalty now, had earned their respect.
They’d die for her and her Jenima.

“We’ll leave for the meet
at eight-thirty-five,” Jorja said. “It’s at the Red
Hat.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Sonnet
said as they turned a corner.

“Are our people making any
headway on that information I asked for on Bearenstien?”

“Not yet,” Sonnet
said.

“I’m going to need
something soon, so light a fire under someone’s ass, and I don’t
care how.”

“Will do,” Sonnet said
grimly. “Someone’s been following since we left the
store.”

“Feds, probably,” Jorja
said thinking about Jennifer and the agonizing death she’d endured.
The meeting was with the heads of the crime families operating in
the city who no doubt wanted answers for the three deaths she’d
meted out not even five days ago.

She planned to eliminate the rest of
the bear clan soon, but she wanted to hear what the head of the
family had to say. Jorja didn’t imagine he’d be speaking from a
place of reason with three of his four children dead.

He had other family working for him
out of state, though, and Jorja assumed he’d bring some of them in
to replace his children. The children who’d been responsible for
Jennifer’s death.

She didn’t want the bear’s business
because she had no interest in running drugs, but she’d take
everything else that mattered, starting with his son.


Chapter Two

 


Jorja went straight to her bedroom
after arriving home, feeling the need for a quick shower. Once
beneath the water, she dipped her head and closed her eyes as the
warmth sluiced over her. She pushed out a rough sigh and the soft
scent of apple and spice rolled on the air.

She drew it in and turned her head to
the curtain of the shower. “Dahlin’, what are you
doing?”

“Waiting for you,” Jena
replied with a hint of humor in her tone.

A smile flirted with her lips. “I
won’t be long,” Jorja said. “Wait for me in the
bedroom.”

She finished her shower wondering if
Jena would be strong enough to deal with the demands that would be
placed on her. This life would be a hard one, and Jena would be
able to count so few as friend.

Jorja had seen first-hand what this
life would entail, the toll it could take on her heart and soul,
but Jorja had walked through the door eyes wide open. Jena not so
much.

Jorja dried off and stepped out into
the bedroom naked to find the younger woman seated on the chair
across from the bed, long russet hair spilling enticingly around
her golden face. Her green eyes were bright with interest as they
slid over Jorja.

“Like what you see?” Jorja
drawled passing in front of her.

“Immensely,” she answered
and Jorja grinned as she opened a drawer.

“So, how was your day?
Restful I hope. The doctor said you needed time to completely
heal.”

“I hate being so idle,
Jorja,” she said. “I need something to do.”

“You’ll have plenty to do
soon, but I need you well before you start exerting yourself.” She
pulled on a t-shirt and then a pair of boyshorts.

“Are you going
out?”

“Later,” she said. “I have
a meeting. No doubt Locane’s death is one of the things they want
to talk about since the bears will want his territory.”

“No one’s to stop
him?”

“His successor,” Jorja
told her, thinking of the older hound who’d take over from Locane
and his second.

“Who is that?”

“A hound named Amour,”
Jorja informed her as she pulled on a polo shirt and reached for a
pair of jeans.

“She was a good friend of
Locane’s and pretty loyal from what I’ve heard.”

“That’s what I’ve heard.”
Jorja sat on the bed and put on her boots. She ran her hand up the
smooth black leather and then stood. “Are you ready for
dinner?”

“I’m starving, but the
doctor said that was natural for my breed. Who knew there was more
than two kinds of fairy dog?”

Jorja smiled. “Are you enjoying the
education?”

“Yes.” She got to her feet
and Jorja went to her.

She was so beautiful and even more so
now than before. The russet color of her hair suited her more than
the brown, and the green eyes were far more interesting than the
hazel.

Jennifer would have died if not for
Jorja’s fear for her. She’d embedded chips of ancient stones called
the water-blood and the blood tears stones beneath Jennifer’s skin
the night of the fundraiser. The stones, Jorja knew, would heal
Jennifer to a degree, but they were connected to the stones Jorja
had installed beneath her own skin. That had given her means to
track Jennifer no matter where she was. Despite the healing
properties of the stones, they had still needed to be activated by
the parent stone which had occurred when Jorja’s hand had come into
close proximity with Jennifer’s wounded side.

“Can you do this?” Jorja
asked. “Can you pretend to be another woman in public?” Jorja
cupped Jennifer’s face as she looked down into her eyes.

“I think so.” She nodded
slowly. “The girl whose life I’m taking over, is she really already
dead?”

“Yes.” Jorja kissed her
softly and drew Jena against her. She held her gently, aware that
Jena was still sore from the magic and the bullets that had nearly
taken her from Jorja. “Her story isn’t manufactured, but common
knowledge to a degree which will make this work.”

“I was just curious,” Jena
said. “Her life seems kind of tragic.”

“Not all of it was,” Jorja
told her, thinking of the young woman whose family her uncle had
once been bound to. The girl had died after years of captivity by
her rapist. Had she lived, Jorja’s uncle would have been charged
with providing for her as he’d promised the real Jenima’s dead
father.

“How is Arica? Does she
know her uncle betrayed Locane yet?”

“I don’t know, and I’m not
getting involved,” Jorja told her. “Amour can do whatever she wants
with or to her.”

“I just wanted to know how
she was. She is my best friend.”

“Was,” Jorja said firmly.
“Her uncle would have killed you—that’s why she was here.
Attempting to find out what you knew about Locane’s
operation.”

“I don’t want to fight,”
she said. “I know I can’t revisit my past. I accepted that I’d be
living a new life the moment I opened my eyes and found I was here
instead of at the pearly gates.”

“Where?” Jorja asked
perplexed.

She smiled. “Heaven.”

“Is there any proof that
place exists?” she asked.

“There’s no proof it
doesn’t, but Casey has been educating me in your religion. I guess
it’s time I shed my good girl image if I’m going to be the lover of
a mob boss.”

Jorja smiled faintly. “You don’t have
to be anything you’re not for me, Jena. I love you just as you
are.”

“But you’d prefer that
your wife could relate to the world you live in. Casey told me most
of the fairy families practice some form of Wicca, dark God
worship, or they’re atheists. I can’t believe in nothing, so I’m
willing to give your religion a try.”

“Only if you want to,”
Jorja told her.

“I want to. Willow called.
She wanted to speak to you about the foundation. I told her to call
me tomorrow.”

“I’ll make two hundred and
fifty thousand available for them if they need it,” she replied.
“But you can’t work with them. The feds are still swarming around.
Besides that, you’re not ready to be out yet.”

“I will be in a few days,”
Jena told her with a hint of defiance in her tone.

“Don’t forget your cover
story,” Jorja said as Jena walked out ahead of her. The story had
been crafted with great care and the background drawn in minute
detail from real life.

“I won’t, but I am eager
to start living again.”

Jorja was eager for Jena to step out
into the world, but she knew she had to take care not to reveal
that Jena was her Jennifer. Bearenstien needed to believe his son’s
people had succeeded in their goal.

He had to believe he could best her if
he planned properly, and he probably could if she got too cocky or
too careful.

Jena led Jorja into the breakfast room
where the table was set for two and Jorja pulled her chair out for
her. Jena gave her a smile and Jorja kissed the top of her head
before taking the seat across from her.

Jorja poured them each a glass of wine
and Jena picked hers up.

“A toast.”

Jorja lifted her glass, too. “To
what?”

“To fairies who can bring
back the dead and the third time being the charm for us,” she said
with a grin.

Jorja nodded, her chest tight with the
emotions of that moment that had ripped her apart and left her
numb. She fought back tears that tried to break free and she knew
she wanted to get things right with Jena this time.


Chapter Three

 


Trammel watched Jorja McMasters stride
into the meeting room at the brothel on the edge of town. She moved
like a man, confident and easy, and looked like one, too, in her
navy suit with her hair cut shorter than a woman’s ought to
be.

The bear inside him could sense the
woman’s power, saw it in the way she held her body, and he hated
her for it. He also despised the attitude that she wore like a
second skin. With every step she took, McMasters stated she was far
superior to the men in this room.

Then, as if reading his mind, she met
his gaze and held it. The copper stare was dark and ruthless, the
mouth set in a hard line.

Yes. She was every bit as dangerous as
her press, but not unstoppable, because beneath her confidence was
hubris he’d use against her.

“Jorja.” Simone stood and
motioned her to the long table. They all rose, including him.
“Everyone is here. You remember Satu.” She motioned to the blonde
woman with cold blue eyes. “Davney.” The man across from him was
brown-eyed and looked on curiously. “And Milo.” Milo had brown
eyes, too, that were filled with loathing.

Clearly, the man felt the same way he
did about McMasters.

“This is Teal Simms of the
undine organization. Amour Blacknail of the Blackdust organization,
and Trammel Bearenstien of the Bear organization,” Simona said,
motioning to each in turn.

“Good evening, everyone,”
Jorja commented coolly. So, cool she could almost freeze his balls
off, Trammel thought angrily. “I’m glad we all finally
meet.”

“Welcome, Jorja,” Davney
said.

None of them attempted to shake hands
with her when she moved to the empty chair next to Teal Simms, the
undine. A handshake was natural, but in this gathering, it was a
sign of giving your word rather than greeting.

And Trammel didn’t think any of them
other than Simona was interested in getting into bed figuratively
with her.

“Let’s begin,” Simona said
and turned to a man in black. “Bring Jorja her usual,
Carter.”

“Not tonight,” Jorja said
with a shake of her head and determination blazing in her eyes.
“Thank you, Simona.”

Simona inclined her head. “Let’s begin
then.”

“With the murders of my
sons and the disappearance of my daughter, since I was the one who
asked for this meeting,” Bearenstien said. They weren’t there to
discuss any new policy anyway.

Everything remained the same even
though McMasters had been acknowledged as a new family head. This
was his first formal meeting with her ever, despite her being a
player in their world of organized crime.

“Yes, let’s save time,”
Teal agreed. “I do have plans for the rest of the evening. You can
start by telling us why you killed Amoon, McMasters … my cousin as
you know.”

“He made one move too many
against my woman,” Jorja replied, and there was a hardness in her
eyes that promised similar retribution to anyone else who
challenged her. “He also killed members of my family and destroyed
some property of mine. I felt justified to reply. Any more
questions on that?”

Teal sneered at her.
“Proof?”

“He kidnaped Jennifer, and
I found him on site with her. Not only that, he sent me evidence of
his other crimes against my family the day I buried them,” she told
him and reached into her pants pocket. Trammel heard a click before
he even saw the man move.

Jorja didn’t stop what she was doing.
The smoothness of her motion and the lack of fear on her face
bespoke of a woman who’d stared down the claw and barrel of death
and walked away the winner.

“It’s the proof,” Jorja
said, but there was humor in her eyes that pissed Trammel off even
more.

A grunt drew his gaze to Cornell and
seeing the sparks of ice in his eyes was the birth of an idea in
Trammel’s mind.

“And do you have proof my
children harmed you? They were engaged in a war with
Blackdust.”

Jorja slid the plastic case to Teal
before turning her gaze on him. Her copper eyes flashed black and
hardened like diamonds for a moment. He almost caught his breath at
the unadulterated storm of fury in that stare.

“His war included my
mate.”

“Goblins don’t mate,”
Trammel said harshly. “So that’s a moot point that has no
merit.”

“Jennifer was a hound,”
Jorja said patiently. “But I’m sure you knew that since you were at
war with her father. She’d mated me.”

Fuck and fuck. It was like check with
only one move left that would take a man right into the waiting
queen’s arms.

“Cause for killing of her
murderer in most circles, but in these, your mate knew the cost of
being the hound’s heir,” Milo commented coolly. “She would take
over and was therefore not an innocent, but a target.”

“Jennifer wasn’t part of
her father’s world, or ours,” Jorja retorted, a hint of a snarl in
her tone as she gazed at him with disdain. “Hands off should have
been the policy. She was an innocent.”

“She was still an heir,”
Milo insisted. “And as such fair game.”

“Then, if I killed his
offspring, the same logic would apply,” Jorja replied and there was
a hint of humor in her face, and a slight quirk upward to her lips
that made Trammel roar as he smashed his fist onto the
table.

Groans followed by a screech from the
undine had him struggling to pull his temper back under control.
McMasters held his gaze, her brows lifted in mocking.

“Bitch,” he snarled in an
accusatory tone. “You had no cause to interfere in our
business.”

“Not without proof,”
Davney said. “And then not without first bringing the issues before
us to decide if action was warranted.”

“Warranted?” Jorja quizzed
in a frosty tone. “There is only fairness. I won’t be dictated to
or controlled by this organization any more than I will by the FBI.
You can all kiss my ass. I will defend me and mine as I see fit
with or without your approval.” She stood, giving Simona a hard
stare.

Trammel was on his feet as well.
“Then, you refuse to abide by the few rules of engagement we have?
No killing high-ranking members of an organization in order to
prevent an imbalance or out of pure speculation? Hands off
innocents of any member’s family? No open and unwarranted moves
against another family?”

“You prove I killed your
offspring, and take it up with me then,” Jorja told him in a tone
so calm it sent chills down his spine, but the bear was enraged by
her calmness yet unaffected by the sliver of fear she inspired in
the human part of him. “In the meantime, stop speculating all over
me.”

Her eyes held amusement, and he
grabbed her by the collar of her shirt and swung at her face before
he knew it.

She moved with swift agility that
stunned him before shoving him so hard he tripped over his chair
and landed on the floor. She was on him, foot on his hand as she
stared down at him with ice in eyes that briefly flashed
red.

“A little more control
will go a long way to keeping your bones intact,” she said and
pressed harder on his hand.

“If you want a war, you’ll
regret it,” Trammel snapped as he jerked his hand free and sat up
snarling at her. “I’ll bury you, McMasters, and everyone else in
your family.” He pointed a finger of his unoffended hand at her,
but her stare glowed with determination.

“Simms put the only member
of the McMasters family I considered mine in the ground, and I’ve
since cut all ties with the rest. You kill them, and you’ll get no
reaction from me, you honorless jackass,” Jorja told
him.

“And we’ll declare war on
you,” Simona told him calmly. “They are innocents who have nothing
to do with Jorja’s organization or your suppositions that she
killed your children.”

“Amour, my daughter was at
your club the night she and two others vanished.”

“She left, and I killed
those who betrayed pack,” Amour said, holding his gaze
unflinchingly. “That was my right.”

“You’re lying.” Trammel
turned to Jorja. “You allied with her for a vengeance that wasn’t
hers to have. I want satisfaction.”

“Without proof, none can
be granted,” Amour said with a twitch of her lips.

“I say let him have it,”
Milo said. “Duel.”

“No,” Simona snapped. “We
settle this, though, tonight. Both of you sit.”

“May I ask you something
personal, Bearenstien?” Jorja asked, ignoring Simona.

Curious, he cocked his head right.
“What?”

“Are you like the
berserker bears?” Jorja asked in that calm before the storm tone
she’d adopted.

The fairies had a version of the
dangerous bear, but he wasn’t one of them.

“Why? Are you afraid?” She
was worried and hiding it well.

“I’ve lost my mate, what
is there left to fear?” Jorja asked. “Simona.” She gave her a nod
before meeting the gazes of her family. Then, she headed for the
door.

“This isn’t over,” Trammel
shouted after her.

“I never assumed it was,
but I’m done with you tonight,” Jorja replied, never breaking her
stride, the disrespect resounding in his gut making him even more
determined to make her heel.

“I’m not done with her,
Simona,” he said. “I will have my vengeance.”

“Then, you intend to wage
war against Redbone?” Davney asked.

“Exactly. No mercy and no
prisoners!” he screamed to Jorja’s back.

“Just don’t let your shit
splatter onto the rest of us,” Simona told him. “Because if you do
we’ll have a problem.”

****

Jorja stepped outside and Sonnet fell
into step next to her. “Did he declare war?”

“He was always going to, I
just gave him incentive,” Jorja said coolly. “Now, I can take him
and the rest of his clan out without getting shit from the Mino
organization.”

“Simona might have seen
through that.”

“She knows what she can do
about it,” Jorja muttered.

“If they gang up on
you?”

“I’ll call in my uncle for
a little back up.”

“Well, at
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