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Chapter One
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Dylan Ashley strolled along the perimeter of the Mist property with her mate Montana Summer. Montana had quit the police force and was living in the den full time and doing patrol with her. 

Dylan loved it. Seeing Montana all the time, knowing that her mate wasn’t at daily risk for harm pleased her and her coyote to no ends. Montana wasn’t a coyote shifter like her, but Montana had been born of coyote shifters and had psychic abilities Dylan knew very little about.

This morning as they walked along, she could tell Montana’s gifts were coming into play, though she didn’t know how.  She seemed hyperaware despite conversing with her so easily. 

“I’ll have to go into town to settle things with my place,” Montana said. 

“Talk to the landlord and get your home cleaned out?” Dylan asked as she captured Montana’s hand.

Montana nodded. “And I’ll have to stop by the station to pick up my things, clean out my locker.”

“I’ll help,” Dylan said. “Are you keeping all your furniture?”

Montana sighed. “I could just leave it, and the landlord could rent the house furnished, but I’ll probably just put everything in storage. Then, I have to take a look at the farm. I want to get the damaged buildings cleared away and have a good look at the place.”

“What do you mean?”

“My uncle bought more land since I last worked there,” Montana answered, her attention drifting to the water. 

The Mist den was bordered by the ocean on one side. 

Dylan turned her attention in that direction looking for whatever had distracted Montana. She turned her head up, drawing in the air. 

“So, I want to see exactly how big the place is. IC wanted to buy it because my uncle had bought land that IC had hoped to acquire.”

IC was a cartel leader that Montana had recently killed, toppling his empire here.

“Oh.” Dylan frowned. She didn’t smell anything out of the ordinary. 

“After that, it’ll just be a matter of what I’ll do with the other land.”

“We have other dens, and that would make a good one in Mystic,” Dylan commented.

“I already talked to Claudia,” Montana told her. “I want to know everything there is to know about Mist.” 

Dylan smiled. “Claude better watch out,” she said in a teasing tone. “You’ll be challenging her for leadership.”

Montana laughed softly. “Not even close,” she answered. “I just want to make sure I’m as well versed in the pack as I can be. If I’m going to have to hunt down people, I’m sure it won’t just be here in this den. I want to know those people, so I’ll know what I’m up against.”

“That’s smart.” Dylan nodded. “Is that why you and Kyra took your little road trip last week?”

Kyra was Claudia’s, their pack leader, mate. She and Montana had been gone a week, but Montana hadn’t talked to her about the reason for the trip or what she’d done. Dylan was still curious, but she hadn’t pressed her mate further until now.

“Sort of, yeah.”

“No,” Dylan exclaimed. “Tell me she’s not going to send you away to live in one of them for a while.”

Montana laughed again and pulled her hand from Dylan’s to wrap her arm around Dylan’s waist and pull her into her arms. “You’re acting like such a girl,” she teased and kissed her as she backed them to a nearby tree.

Dylan wanted to protest but her thoughts fuzzed up with the heat Montana’s kiss stirred in her blood. She didn’t feel the cold like humans, but she felt it even less with Montana against her. It was as if she’d created a shield against the chill air.

“Don’t worry so much,” Montana told her softly, looking into her eyes. “I’m not leaving you. I’d just be on an exchange program.”

“Uh? I can’t believe she would do this,” Dylan said breathlessly. “Montana.”

“I’m not going anywhere, sweetheart,” she said softly. “Not permanently. This is still just theoretical.”

“Kyra is going with you?”

“Yep,” Montana’s hands slid down Dylan’s back to rest on the rise of her ass. “It’s necessary for us to be able to do our jobs effectively.”

“I don’t have to like it,” Dylan said but she knew Montana was right. Her job as one of the pack’s hunters was an important one. It would be far better if she was acquainted with all their dens than just this one. 

How would she be able to hunt down rogues, killers, or what have you if she didn’t really know anything about the den’s culture, the person, their lives?

In some ways, Montana’s job would be more challenging than hers, and far more dangerous. She would have to make choices Dylan would never have to make.

“It’s important, though,” Montana told her as she palmed Dylan’s ass. “Kyra and I will need to know more than we know. We’ll need to be more respected, more well known by the members of those packs so Claude won’t look like she’s just sent in some cleaners.”

“I know,” Dylan agreed. She nuzzled Montana’s jaw. “I just didn’t think about how much work you’d have to do to get integrated into the pack.”

“I have given a lot of thought to it,” she replied. “It’s a big job but I’m more than ready to take it on.”

‘Course, Montana had thought things through. She was that kind of woman.

“When are you leaving?”

“Next month. I’ll be meeting with the den’s under-alphas by video a few times along with the top sentries and advisors.”

Dylan nodded and kissed Montana’s jaw. “I’ll miss you so much.”

Montana’s arms came around her, holding her tighter. “Dylan,” she said softly. “I love you so much.”

“I love you,” Dylan murmured. “You know, Montana Summer, you saved me from myself. Thank you.”

“Aw,” Montana said in a teasing tone and then kissed her. “You rescued me, Dylan Ashley, and the only thing that can come between us is you.”

Dylan shook her head, gazing into Montana’s blue eyes. They seemed a different shade, almost the color of the winter sky with its fluffy clouds. 

“I have no plans to do that,” she said softly. “You’re everything to me.”

Montana smiled softly, her entire face suffused with love. “As you are to me.”

“Ah, so this is what watch is really like,” a feminine voice drawled. 

Dylan groaned. “Astral.” She withdrew from Montana’s arms and turned to face the other girl. 

“I was looking for you to talk about something,” she said. “Claudia told me you were out here.”

“See you later,” Montana said. “I’m going to be out here a little while longer. Then, I have to go over the schedule.”

“Lunch?” Dylan asked.

“You bet,” Montana said with a smile. She gave Montana a last kiss and turned back to the younger girl.

The young woman had the scent of a future alpha, and much was expected of her in regard to the pack. She had already made it clear she would not be going away to college. She’d remain in the den as one of the soldiers, learning, and growing into the leadership role she would one day have. 

“What can I help you with, Astral?”

****
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Montana walked out to the edge of the water, her thoughts sliding from Dylan to her task. Someone was trespassing, but she had no proof of that, just the few footprints and the candy wrapper she’d found. 

She’d tracked the wrapper to a candy sold online, but the den’s store didn’t buy it, and their cafeteria didn’t carry it either. That was a red flag for her. 

It was trivial but something kept her senses screaming that this area needed more watchmen.

Her phone rang, and she pulled it from her jacket pocket. She didn’t feel the cold, but she often wore a jacket to appear to be nothing more than human. She was sure only Claudia thought of her as a latent coyote given that she was born of a coyote shifter father. 

“Hello?”

“Montana Summer?”

“Yes.”

“This is Lloyd Graver from the Graver Company. You wanted us to clear your property of the burned out debris?”

“I do,” she said. “When can you start?”

“Next week,” he told her. “Monday?”

“That’s fine,” she said. “I’ll send you a deposit Monday.”

“Great. My condolences. I knew your uncle. He was a great man.”

“Thank you,” she replied. Her uncle and his son had been killed on the farm, well, orchard. “I’ll talk to you Monday, then.”

“Talk to you then.” 

She sighed as she ended the call. Her aunt was in Vermont now living with her sister, she’d said. Her sister had a bed and breakfast there that she’d wanted her aunt to help out with. 

Montana was glad that she was moving on, but she’d learned of her aunt’s lover by sheer accident two days ago. She wasn’t pleased with her aunt, but Montana wasn’t judging either. 

Her aunt had given her the property and allowed her to keep the insurance money attached to it for repairs. 

Her phone rang again, and she answered. “Montana Summer.”

“Montana, this is Rowel,” the police chief said. 

“Hi, Rowel,” she replied stiffly. Montana hadn’t thought the man had done near enough to help her before she’d quit. 

“I’m trying to close out some unanswered questions, so I’ll need to talk to you soon,” Rowel said. “The feds are coming to town and they’re investigating the cartel as an entity connected to the other two cartels.”

“What has that to do with me?” she asked.

“That money and some drugs,” he replied. “Nair is still singing the same old song. She can’t get bail, and it’s making her eager to trade whatever she can to get out.”

“And you want to help her give me to the feds?” she demanded coldly.

“I just want to close the case,” he said. “The DA will probably call you to the stand and he doesn’t want these questions still hanging over things.”

“I can’t help him or you, Rowel,” she told him. “I’ve already told you everything I can. Have you talked to my neighbors?”

“I’ve done that, but the money is still a prime factor. She said it was over two-hundred and fifty thousand.”

“Why are you still not looking at the big picture?” she asked. 

“Just come in soon,” he told her. “We need to clear that up.”

“I’ll be in in a day or two to clear out my locker and my office. I’m sure you’ve already taken it over, but I’ll be there to get my things. We can talk then.”

“Good,” he said tiredly. “Don’t leave me hanging. This is important.”

There was a note of urgency in his tone that annoyed her.

“Trust me, I won’t,” she answered. “But you need to do your job and maybe you’ll be able to close the case this month.” She jabbed the end button and growled. 

That jerk. 

He wasn’t a bad cop, he just didn’t have the talent for leadership at this level. He should already have answers to the questions he was asking. 

As for that money? It would never be found.
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Chapter Two
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Storming into the man’s office with Patrick, Collier McElroy found him seated behind his desk with a woman seated in front of him. The woman started, jerking around, and the DA stared him down with cool gray eyes. 

McElroy had already told his alpha five times today alone this wasn’t a good idea and why his packmates weren’t out of jail. 

He didn’t understand himself, but he did. The one word for it was coyotes.

“What do you want, Patrick?” the DA, Alphonse Vance, demanded. 

“I want to know why my packmates aren’t out on bail,” Patrick snarled. “This is becoming an epidemic.”

“The judge thinks they’re a flight risk and so do I,” Alphonse muttered. “You know they are. They have ties to organized crime. They can’t just be let out on bail, especially with the fact this isn’t over.”

“Not over?” McElroy demanded, and the DA shot him an annoyed glare. 

“McElroy, stay out of this,” Alphonse ordered coldly. “The chief is still investigating. He’s found some proof that a recent murder is tied to your packmates. He’ll be bringing me that proof today or tomorrow. If—”

“They deserve bail, and you know it!” Patrick said gripping the back of the chair the woman was sitting in. “They shouldn’t have to wait while the bumbling coyote gets his case together.”

“The case against Nair and the others is made,” Alphonse told him coldly. “This evidence only brings to light new crimes. I’m keeping them based on what I have so far, but we’ll be back in court in a few days, and you can ask for bail then.”

“I’ll do that, but you coyotes are starting to get on my nerves,” Patrick muttered. “Your pack leader is the reason this is happening and one day, they’ll be the ones in the hot seat.”

“Or watching their mates rot in jail,” McElroy said quietly.

“Or worse,” Patrick said. “Dying. Then, we’ll see how they like it.”

“What’s the mayor saying about this?” McElroy demanded.

“She’s letting me do my job,” Alphonse answered acerbically. “Same as I let her do hers. Now, both of you get out of my office, before I call security.”

“You’re going to pay for this,” Patrick told him, pointing a finger at the district attorney. “And so is Mayer. She can stop this anytime.”

McElroy pulled Patrick from the office. “Forget it,” he said. “Let’s go.” He sighed roughly. This was a mess that was only getting worse.

“We have to get them out of there before one of them cracks,” Patrick said as they made their way out of the building in downtown Snowbury. 

McElroy glanced at him seeing the fear on his face. He almost laughed, but he couldn’t agree more. One of them was going to crack. The question was who. 

He didn’t think it would be Nair. She would never talk. That was why she’d been dragged into this. She was loyal and it was killing her to be locked up like that with no contact with those she cared about. 

Not that there were many now. There were really only a few people outside of the man she loved more than life. 

“There isn’t any visible way to that end,” McElroy murmured. “The bastards want to break them, prove they’re stronger, better than us.”

The bastards were the pack leaders Sam Summerfield and Mallory Blacklaw. And even Claudia Mayer. 

“Montana Summer is to blame for all this,” Patrick muttered. “She came along and ruined everything. Why couldn’t she just play ball? Arrogant asshole has to pay for messing everything up. So does Mayer for backing those bitches.”

“How do you plan—”

“There is only one way to start the ball rolling. Then, we’ll be back in business.”

McElroy didn’t know what Patrick’s plans were, but he doubted he’d carry them through. Patrick was an alpha who enjoyed the idea of deniability. He was one of those men who threw stones and hid his hands slinking into the shadows while others paid for his crimes. 

This would be no different and McElroy had a feeling before this was over, men would be dead and other lives would be ruined, but Patrick would come out of this smelling like a rose.
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Chapter Three
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Dylan’s heart swelled in expectation as she made it back to her quarters for lunch. She expected a quick sandwich but that was okay with her. Anytime she got to spend with Montana was time she treasured.

Just the very thought of Montana made her wonder how she had ever thought her life was over when her lover dumped her for a man. Dylan had been broken and certain she’d never love again. Then came Montana Summer. She’d walked into her life on a rainy evening. 

Montana had asked her to dance, but she’d brushed her off. She’d tried to buy her a drink, Dylan had refused it. Then, Montana had stopped her on the road one evening and given her a ticket. 

Dylan laughed softly, the memory making her stomach flutter. She’d thought Montana was hot in her uniform, but she hadn’t been willing to admit it even to herself. 

Still, Montana had told her she’d make sure the ticket got fixed if Dylan had dinner with her the next evening, and so their dance had started. 

She needed a quick shower because she was a stinking mess after working out with the level one soldiers. Dylan had blood on her from a kid who’d came at her with claws even though she wasn’t supposed to.

That little coyote had thought she could put Dylan on her ass. Well, she’d gotten the surprise of her life. 

Dylan made it to her bedroom and went through to the bathroom where she turned on the shower. She undressed and climbed in, deciding to make it quick.

Montana would be there any minute with those sandwiches. She hoped she got something other than plain old ham and cheese today. She was in the mood for a good cheese steak or chicken sandwich with pepperjack cheese. 

She washed up and climbed out. Dylan dried off and looked around for her lotion. Not seeing it, she frowned. She thought she’d left it there after her shower last night. 

Padding into the bedroom, she found Montana there leaning against the wall near the door.

“Give me a minute?” she asked. 

“Looking for this?” Montana asked and held up a bottle.

Dylan frowned. “Where did you find that?”

“The living room,” Montana said and met her halfway in the room. 

Dylan reached for it and Montana held it out of reach. When Dylan moved in closer to get it, Montana kissed her. 

Dylan smiled and cupped the back of her head. Montana was without a doubt one of the sexiest women she’d ever laid eyes on. That fall of black hair that was past shoulder length now, those blue eyes, and that tight body.

She pushed her fingers into the thick curls and Montana kissed her neck, nipping her lightly. 

“You’re going to catch a chill,” Montana told her and claimed her mouth again when Dylan started to speak. 

“Montana Summer,” she said breathlessly. 

“I’ll put some on your back,” Montana said. “Turn around.”

Dylan gave her a light swat but did as she was told. They didn’t have much time for lunch, only thirty to forty-five minutes. “Tonight, we’re going to—”

“Have dinner with Claudia and Kyra,” Montana cut in. “Claudia insisted. I think she’s trying to spend some time together with us so Kyra and I can feel more a part of life here, more part of the pack.”

“Claudia probably wants to spend time with us as a couple because you’re Kyra’s only friend.”

“No. I think it’s more than that,” Montana commented, her hand gliding over Dylan’s ass. 

Dylan shivered and Montana leaned in to kiss the side of her neck. “What do you think she’s playing at then?”

“I don’t know.” Montana’s breath was warm on her ear. She cupped Dylan’s breast. “Right now, I don’t care.”

“Tana,” she gasped when she pinched her nipples. “You know we don’t have time for you to get naked, right?”

Montana palmed her breasts and pinched her nipples again before sliding her hands down over Dylan’s hips. 

“Montana—” Montana slid her hand between Dylan’s thighs as she bit her shoulder lightly. 

Dylan moaned as slim fingers moved over her plump pussy lips and her juices dampened her, preparing her even as Dylan prayed Montana was up for a quickie. 

Two fingers slipped into her tight clench, and Dylan closed her eyes, resting her hand on the wall. Montana drew her thumb around Dylan’s clitoris, teasing the tiny bundle of nerves, barely caressing it.

“Montana,” she gasped.  

“This is one of the perks of working so close to home,” Montana said in her ear. “Whenever I get the urge to make you come all over my fingers, I can just come find you.”

“I—” Montana withdrew her fingers and gave Dylan’s pussy a swat starting a fire in her. 

Then, Montana gave her ass a sound tap before giving her another. “What do you think? Are you up for some sexual changes?”

Dylan laughed and before she could reply, Montana hit her again. She knew Montana’s sex drive was curious at best. Some weeks she was all about doing it every night all night. Others, she could take it or leave it. 

Then there were those times when she wanted to try something different. 

Montana hit her again before sliding her fingers back into her from behind.

“Montana Summer, you’re so wicked,” Dylan crooned and gasped. 

Montana drew her fingers free and thrust them back in, this time from the front with the heel of her hand pressing into Dylan’s clit. 

“Monta—” she broke off as Montana’s fingers drove into her again, her heel sending waves of pleasure through her. 

Montana kissed her as she fucked her with easy strokes that made Dylan wetter, her body hotter than a furnace. 

“God, Montana,” she groaned. “We should be on the bed.”

“So you can take control? I think not,” Montana crooned and crooked her fingers inside her finding that sweet spot as she pinched her nipple with her free hand. “Sometimes, I want to be the one topping and because I do, we’re going to do a whole hell of a lot more of that, sweet baby.”

Dylan started to argue but had to catch her breath. Montana’s fingers were diabolical tools playing her body like a pro. Damn her, it felt so good.

Dylan made soft noises as Montana took control of her body, pushing her pleasure higher. Dylan reached back, stroking Montana’s thigh. 

“Baby, yes,” she cried, and her body pulled taut, her juices ran, coating Montana’s fingers and Dylan came on a harsh shout. 

Montana continued stroking her until Dylan was spent. Then, Montana took her to the bed and shoved her back onto it. Montana leaned down and kissed her.

“I’ll be right back.”

Dylan allowed Montana to clean her sticky essence away before she sat up. Montana went to dispose of the towel and returned with a satisfied look on her face. Frowning, Dylan studied her.

“What’s gotten into you?” she asked. “This wanting to spank me and top me thing?”

“You may be a strong sexy alpha female, but I’m the one who’s really in charge. I just let you lead sometimes because I like the way it makes you glow.”

“Glow?” Dylan pushed off the bed. “What are—where is this going? Are you on drugs?”

Montana gave her a slow smile. “I’m perfectly sober, and perfectly ready for a few changes.”

Dylan grunted and turned away from Montana and smiled faintly. So, her woman wanted to take charge in the bedroom? She’d let her, sometime. 

They were both alpha females, but Montana was more butch than she was. She had to admit that. Montana wasn’t the pretty dress kind. However, Dylan did like to dress up sometimes.

She was glad Montana liked it. 

“Who have you been talking to? Did Claude tell you that you needed to take me in hand or something? She knows I’m not going to take that shit.”

“You’ll adjust,” Montana told her. “We’ll even go at your speed.” She came over and kissed the back of Dylan’s neck. “Damn, you’re beautiful.”

Dylan met her gaze in the mirror. “You’re just letting the true Montana Summer out to play after that jazz with IC.”

IC had been a cartel leader. He was dead but the residual was still creating problems for Montana. As a result, Montana was still getting shit about some aspects of that case, including some money. However, Dylan was standing by her woman no matter what anyone said. 

“May as well,” Montana said. “We only have one life to live, and we may as well start enjoying it more fully.”

Dylan laughed. “Did you bring me lunch?”

“I brought your favorite,” Montana told her. “Pizza. Now hurry up and get dressed or we’re going to have to skip it.”

Dylan laughed again as Montana left her alone. She couldn’t wait to see where this new idea of Montana’s took them.
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As the night closed around him, he knew it was time to put the plan in motion. The window was a small one, and he would have to make use of it before the waters got too muddy from others with agendas similar to his.

He could get his own vengeance, but he would have to get rid of Vance. That man and part of his team just didn’t seem to have their heads on straight. 

And, of course, the bench would have to be lightened as well to ensure that part of the game went smoothly. He had no points to make, but he didn’t mind settling a few scores in the process. 

His goal here was simple. Retrieval and escape. 

Breathing softly, he watched as the cop climbed out of his car in front of the old cannery. 

The police chief looked around and took a few steps. That’s when he squeezed the trigger. The shot was muted thanks to the silencer he’d recently bought. 

The cop jerked around, and he squeezed the trigger twice more, and the chief went down. Exhilarated, sweat starting on his palms, heart pounding out of his chest, the shooter leaped up from the position where he’d crouched out of sight. 

He didn’t bother to go over to check on the other man. He hurried into the night, confident the cop was dead.
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Dylan leaned against Montana, who was shaking her head at something their alpha’s mate had just said while the alpha, Claudia Mayer, reached for her cell phone, a grin on her face.

“So, what are you going to do about Drew?” Kyra Lyon asked, and Dylan frowned.

Drew was one of the pack’s soldiers who was proving problematic with his misogynistic attitude, which was starting to rub Dylan the wrong way.

“Claude, he hasn’t talked to you yet?” Dylan asked.

“There hasn’t been time,” she answered, looking at her cell phone’s display. “We’re meeting in the morning. Yeah? What? Are you sure? Shit. No. No. I’ve got it.” She ended the call. 

“What is it, sweetie?” Kyra asked.

“It’s Rowel,” she said quietly. “He was—” The ring of her phone cut Claudia off mid-sentence. “Yes?” she asked impatiently. She listened for a moment. “Damn. Are you certain? Call Sam and Mallory. They’re going to want to deal with this.”

“Deal with what?” Kyra asked with a frown.

“The DA was killed and the judge he was having dinner with was shot along with the judge’s wife. They don’t know if they’re still alive.”

“Oh, no,” Kyra whispered.

“He was shot three times, but he’s still alive,” Claudia answered gravely. “Montana, it’s time to go to work.”

“I’m not the chief anymore,” Montana replied coolly. “That was Rowel—”

“You’re the only one qualified with Nair behind bars, so let’s get going,” Claudia cut in. “You’re back on the payroll, not that you were ever taken off. You’re still listed as on leave. Well, break time’s over.”

Dylan straightened, her gaze going to Montana. She was tense and her expression was one of anger. 

Not more than two weeks ago, Montana had been put on leave for malfeasance in office or something like that, and she’d said she wasn’t going back. Dylan had urged her to reconsider, but Montana hadn’t made any moves to take her old job as police chief of Snowbury, Connecticut back.

“I’m willing to bet this is all connected,” Kyra murmured. “What are the odds of a judge, the DA, and the police chief being shot in the same night?”

“I agree,” Claudia replied. “Montana, I want the shooter or shooters caught, and I don’t trust those wolves to do the job, so get your ass to work,” Claudia told her firmly.

Montana got to her feet and grabbed her jacket from the back of her chair and slipped it on as Dylan rose.

“Kyra, take my car and you and Dylan can head back to the den.” Claudia reached into her back pocket for her wallet and tossed a bill on the table. 

“I’ll get the tip,” Dylan said. “See you soon, honey.” She kissed Montana’s cheek, but her mate seemed stiff and cool to the touch.

“Right. Yeah.” Montana caressed her cheek. “Don’t wait up. This could take a while.”

“Do what you have to. I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Dylan, take care of Kyra,” Claudia ordered. 

Dylan watched her go, and Kyra put a hand on her arm, squeezing lightly.

“She’s okay,” Kyra murmured, understanding in her tone that did nothing to assuage the concern coursing through Dylan. “Let’s get going.”

Dylan left the tip, and they made their way out into the parking lot. As they walked, Dylan pushed away the preoccupation with Montana and allowed the coyote half of her to come to full wakefulness. She’d hate for something to happen to Claudia’s mate because she hadn’t seen or heard it coming.

“I can take care of myself you know,” Kyra commented. 

“I’m sure Claude knows that, too, but it’s my job to protect the alpha’s mate,” Dylan responded.

Kyra stiffened and so did Dylan. She listened hard, the coyote tracking the soft sound. She tipped up her head slightly picking up the smell of wolves.

“Do you think it’s trouble?” Kyra asked. 

With their unfinished business with the Snow Dogs wolf pack, she was willing to bet it was nothing less.

“We’ll see,” she murmured. “Be ready.”

Two men came into sight, one with a cigarette in hand. He tipped his head to them as they walked past.  Dylan returned the nod, though she remained alert. 

When they reached the car, Kyra gave it a quick check, and they climbed in, Kyra getting behind the wheel. Dylan pulled her seatbelt across her chest, tension building in her gut. 

“You know it’s coming, don’t you?” Kyra asked.

“Course it is,” Dylan answered. The wolves had gone too far and their alpha and Claudia were in talks about reparations and damages. “Let me call for back-up.” Dylan pulled her phone from her pocket and made a call.

She arranged for a team of three to meet them before putting her phone away. She just hoped the team got to them before or shortly after an attack.

“Talks aren’t going well, but both issued a temporary truce,” Kyra said. “Patrick said he wouldn’t rescind the order without letting her know. Do you think he means it?”

Dylan hadn’t been at the meeting. In fact, Claudia and Patrick had done it by video chat which wasn’t the norm. She didn’t like it and had been checking in with the pack’s security teams at least three times a day.

She’d spent a lot more time walking their lands these days, and Montana had been with her on most of those rounds. Now, it would have to be Kyra.

Kyra and Montana were the pack’s hunters. Their duties were similar to hers right now with the exception that they’d have to execute any moles, or anyone caught aiding the wolves.

“It’s hard to say,” Dylan said as they pulled out of the parking lot. “Once upon a time, I’d say yes. Patrick used to be a decent guy, but so did Jenner and some of the other wolves.”

“What’s changed?” Kyra demanded. “Is it so hard for them to accept their pack leader was a douche?”

Dylan smiled tightly. “I think they know what he did was wrong, but I think some of them are just having a hard time accepting that he just vanished. They think Sam and Mal killed him and are covering it up.”

Sam and Mal were two alphas of two other female-led packs in the area. They were also allies of the Mist pack. Jericho’s, the Snow Dogs former and dead leader, disappearance had sparked a storm of fury and damaged Mist’s relationship with the pack.

“Claudia said she asked Mallory and Mallory said as far as she knows Sam didn’t kill him,” Kyra commented. “Cordelia seconds it. She thinks Kamari might have done it.”

Cordelia was Mallory’s mate, and Kamari was the mate of one of Sam’s packmates.

“Why would she?”

“That band hunted up where Kamari came from. Her sister might have been killed by one of them. I think that’s what brought her here.”

“Oh.” Dylan nodded. 

“Cordelia told me Sam faked being hurt and worked behind the scenes leading a team to take down the teams that had been sent into her den while Sydney pretended to struggle. She said it was to find the traitors.”

“Did they?”

“Sam’s not sure she got them all. I just wonder, though, what Patrick thinks is going to happen now that he has no one to back him up if he goes after us and Sam. However, I think he’s just using the previous alphas’ deaths as an excuse to go after female pack leaders.”

“You were there that night Jenner was killed,” Dylan said. “Do you know who killed him?”

“We were attacked and it’s hard to say which of the cartels was behind it. They could have been working together for all we know.” 

Dylan shook her head. The fallout from two drug cartels attempting to take over two small towns was still reverberating through the area. On top of that, the local drug kingpin had been fueling the conflict. 

He was now dead, many of his people behind bars. He’d had Montana framed, but there was still a question of the money. 

She was a good cop. She would never have kept money from a case, but Dylan didn’t think it was going to just go away.

Headlights shone into the windshield and Dylan blinked, putting her hand up to try to shield her eyes a little.

“Damn,” Kyra growled. 

“It’s coming right at us,” Dylan screamed. “Kyra.”

Kyra jerked the wheel, and they swerved around the car, drove on the shoulder briefly before getting back on the road. 

“Oh, shit!” Dylan whispered as a second vehicle drove for them. Her breath stopped even as Kyra tried to avoid a collision. 

The truck hit them, and she was slammed forward as the air bags came out. The kiss of pain made Dylan’s face ache as fear made her heart race. 

She couldn’t lose Kyra here.

Kyra groaned, and Dylan released her seatbelt. 

“Come on, Kyra,” she urged. “Come on.”

She managed to get the door open on her side, but Kyra just lay there, the bag thumping against her face with a sharp sting.

“Kyra,” she snapped. “Move it.” 

With her keen coyote’s hearing, the crunch of glass from outside the car reached her along with ominous clicking. Her eyes widened.

“Kyra.” She shoved open her door. Kyra made an odd sound.

“I can’t get out,” she said. “Something’s wrong with my door.”

Dylan looked out the damaged windshield and saw a man in black there, a gun pointed at them. He fired, and she leaned to one side, and Kyra did the same. 

“We have to get out.”

“Go,” Kyra told her. “Now.”

Dylan got out and was hit across the back. She grimaced and before she could turn was shoved. She stumbled and landed on the ground. Dylan braced on her hands and drove her foot back. The firm wall her foot hit and the grunt told her she’d landed her strike. 

She rolled and lunged for the figure just as Kyra fell out of the car. Dylan punched him hoping to give Kyra time to gain her bearings.

Someone screamed and Dylan kicked the gun out of the attacker’s hand before driving a punch into his stomach. 

“Come on,” Kyra said, grabbing her arm. 

They took off into the trees and wolf song filled the air sending a chill down Dylan’s spine.
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“I’m not accusing you of anything,” Claudia retorted. “I’m just stating a fact. Quitting the force isn’t a way to deal with the problems that came up. It’s running.”

Montana threw her a brief look but didn’t reply. No one got it. She wasn’t running from anything that had happened with her last case. As far as she was concerned, she’d done nothing wrong.

“The feds want to talk to you,” Claudia told her. “Nair is still saying there was more money. She’s also saying you took those drugs found at your home.”

“I don’t care what she says,” Montana replied. “I didn’t take any drugs, and I have the proof that she planted that shit in my home.”

“You have proof?”

“Course I do,” she growled. “Video from two of my neighbors. What IC’s people didn’t know about my neighbors is that they loved having a cop in the area. They’re also nosy. They have cameras.”

“Aimed at your house?”

Montana rolled her eyes. “Use your imagination. Anyway, Rowel got copies of that himself.”

“He said he had something to show them,” Claudia told her quietly. 

“I know these people don’t want to go to jail for a long time,” Montana started, “but was he working on something connected with that, that could have gotten someone’s back up?”

“I don’t know. He didn’t tell me what was going on,” Claudia said. “He just told me and one of the agents he had something that would shut Nair and the others down.”

Montana couldn’t imagine what that was, but she doubted he’d gotten shot on supposition. 

“That might have been what got him attacked,” she murmured and took a turn. This was the last thing Montana wanted.

She had left the force because she’d felt not only rejected by her brothers and sisters in blue, but disillusioned. A lot of those on the force were wolves.

“You’re going to have to finish this,” Claudia told her. “Face your fears head on and catch his attacker.”

Montana laughed. The woman had her confused with someone else. She didn’t have a lot to lose anymore, just Dylan. Just the love of her life. That was a huge loss to take, and if she lost her, she’d go hunting and then, she’d either become a recluse or leave the area.

“I’m glad you think this whole thing is humorous.”

“What am I supposed to think?” Montana demanded. “I’m not getting screwed by Nair or any of those damned wolves, and I have no fear that needs fighting.”

“Just do things the right way, and if you do still have some of that money, then turn it over. I’m sure you can think of a reason why you haven’t given it to Rowel already.” 

Montana grunted, though again she wanted to laugh. “I guess Nair is going all out. She can’t give them me to save her sorry ass,” Montana retorted. She pulled into the parking lot of the old cannery. There were two cars already there, but the ambulance hadn’t shown up. “You need to focus on getting your own job done.”

“Excuse me?” Claudia asked, ice in her tone.

“We need ambulance service and try to get us our own clinic.” Montana cut the engine and released her seatbelt before glancing at the mayor. “Most people in this town are shifters. Get us what we need.” She climbed out, leaving Claudia staring after her. 

She still didn’t understand why they had to wait almost an hour for ambulance service. They needed at least one small company of their own.

Montana made her way to where Rowel lay on the ground. Four cops were there, all in blue except one in plainclothes. 

“Detective Maine,” Montana greeted the older man. He probably had assumed he’d be stepping into Rowel’s job with the other qualified detectives behind bars.

“Mont—I mean, Chief.”

“What do we have here?” Montana asked.

“I’m not sure,” he answered coolly. “All we know so far is someone shot Chief Rowel.”

“Have you guys started canvasing the area? Any kids hanging around out here? Any adults, addicts?”

“No one,” he said crisply.

Montana walked over to Rowel. He was still conscious to her surprise, and she went down on her haunches. 

“I didn’t see who it was,” he told her. “I heard something—a clicking or something.”

“It’s going to be okay.”

“I already can’t feel my legs, and I’m getting colder by the minute,” he whispered.

“What were you doing out here?” she asked softly.

“I got a call. The caller said he had proof you were dirty,” he said. “But I wasn’t investigating you. I was investigating four other cops and another murder.”

“Who?” 

He cut his eyes past her. Montana turned to find Maine and Diggs not far from her. They were both watching him intently as if they could eat him alive.

She bent to him. “Tell me, man. I can’t do anything if I don’t know what I’m looking for.”

He whispered four names to her before telling her, “I’m sure they lead to a bigger cover-up and corruption. One of those guys killed Jenner. I’m sure of it.”

Montana nodded, surprise cutting a path through her, making her stomach drop. 

“One of his own cut him and members of his family down. I just—key.” He reached for her arm, pain in his eyes. “This case is connected to your case—the drugs, the cartels.”

“Try not to talk,” she urged.

“I’m not going to make it this time,” he whispered. “Take the key.”

He put something in her hand, his own was bloody and sticky against hers.

“This is the real reason I wanted you to come in. I needed to tal—” 

“Ambulance,” Diggs called. “I’ll ride with him.”

Montana wanted to go with him, but she knew she couldn’t. 

“The judge, Vance—” Rowel gasped and closed his eyes. 

“Rest now,” she said softly as she squeezed his hand. “We’ll do what we can.”

“If you don’t come back to work, this is going to go from shit show to cesspool.”  He coughed and shivered. “And there will be more deaths, starting with Dylan and Kyra. Two agendas, two teams, one illusion of the same game.” He closed his eyes, pain all over his face.

Montana nodded tightly, fighting a fresh wave of sorrow as she rose and stood back as two men came towards them. Montana watched the team work on Rowel, attempting to stabilize him. Then, finally they lifted Rowel onto the stretcher.

“If anything happens to him on your watch Diggs, I’ll personally take you apart.”

The man gave her a hard look. “It won’t be my fault if he dies.” His voice was cold, his eyes glittering with anger.

She took a step closer to him. “I’ll be making it your fault, so you better make sure he stays alive.” 

He sneered at her and climbed into the ambulance. After it had driven away, Montana panned the small crowd to see if CSI was there. The crime scene tech department was very small with only two regular workers. Qualified cops often filled in when it was necessary, yet
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