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Prologue

 


This was a dangerous idea, but what other
choices were there?

The dark of night made such decisions
simple, but in the light of day it was easy to conceive of all
possibilities.

Did that mean this was right? Seeking a
partnership with this goblin?

Probably not, but the decision was all but
made and this meeting would merely cement a connection or ensure it
never came into being.

It was fast becoming clear to her that she
probably would not be able to take full control of the pack without
some aid in taking out some key players.

Those players were gaining control of the
pack through fear, but they still needed her because they had no
idea how to get the pack back into the drug game. Drugs, creating
and selling them, had kept them all flush, well fed, and at the top
of the food chain among the fairy of this realm in this region.

With Locane Blackdust, their pack leader,
dead for mere weeks now, they were starting to see the problems
they would face if a leader didn’t emerge and take control.
Restoring food reserves and making more money was at the top of the
list right now, but they would become a target soon.

Their enemies were assessing their weak
spots from the reports she had and still trying to decide if she
was the leader or if someone else was.

Locane had created an environment where only
men could rule, but a woman could take control if she got the pack
behind her, and she had all but lost them thanks to the propaganda
and the flagging food and money supply.

As the hound moved into the shadows of the
boisterous club, she was certain there was no way of getting from
beneath this other than taking aggressive action.

She had the muscle to start, but could she
carry on?

“You’re late,” the low voice said as the
shadow of form came into view.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” the hound said,
annoyance riding her tone. “We’re both right on time.”

“Why did you ask for this meeting? I was
under the impression you had everything under control.” The other
woman’s voice was filled with curiosity.

“I did, but things have changed now that the
dust has settled.”

They were getting desperate, hungry to
maintain their lifestyles and the scent of power. The kind of power
Locane had possessed was a strong lure that the men trying to take
control yearned for.

The hound knew how the other woman felt.
They were both in the shadow of leaders who had chosen someone else
over them.

“And you expect me to do what? I don’t trust
you, and you don’t trust me, so where does that leave us?” The
other woman asked, a chill in her tone as her features
hardened.

“In a position to help each other if we
decide to,” the hound said as her gaze slid over her companion. “I
know you want to regain what you lost. I also know you’re planning
to go after Kinsey Kane to get it.”

“And you’re sure you want to take chances?”
Satu asked with raised brows as she moved completely out into the
thin sliver of light. “McMasters will crush you if she realizes
you’ve turned on her.”

“Some chances are worth taking, don’t you
agree?”

Then, Satu Moreau stepped out of the shadows
fully into the light. Her face, attractive, sharp angles, full lips
and olive skinned, she was average height. She was also the best
person to help her get from under this without having to give her
half of everything.

“I have the power to back me, but what do
you have?” Satu asked.

“I’ve put together my own team,” the hound
replied.

Satu walked a few steps from her and then
faced her again. “You do realize if we agree to work together to
get rid of McMasters, we’ll have to do so with extreme care?”

“I realize,” she said. Jorja McMasters was
very much like Locane. Powerful, vicious, and dangerous if
crossed.

“And you realize you might be better allying
with the bears and allowing them to take all the heat of her
wrath?” Satu asked.

“The bears want me to sell out to them,” the
hound answered. “I’m not doing that.”

She had talked casually with their last
leader, and he hadn’t been willing to offer her anything of value.
However, he was dead now. No doubt McMasters had seen to that.

“While they’re getting killed, we can
quietly finish her off from the shadows,” Satu said.

That would take some skill, but the hound
wasn’t without any after all these years working with a master.
However, it was clear she was now a target from those within her
own pack.

“But I am willing to deal with the bears if
it will expedite matters.”

“They’ll want you to allow them to take what
they wanted in the first place,” Satu commented.

“That can never happen,” she said. “I’m not
going to be slave to anyone.”

“Then, this might be a waste of time. We
need them on board if this is going to work.”

“There has to be a way to get around
that.”

“There is,” Satu agreed with a shrug.

“Tell me the plan,” she said, prepared to do
what she could to gain what was rightfully hers.


Chapter One

 


“The FBI have nothing,” Camden told his
cousin Pollen.

Pollen Bearenstein pursed his lips as he
studied his younger cousin. Camden hadn’t spent time down in the
trenches or learning how to play the games necessary for survival.
He’d spent his post teen years in a college learning how to be a
good frat boy.

He was an accountant by trade and that was
all Pollen really wanted from him right now. However, he did need
his help as his own man got acquainted with the city and the
players in it.

“No one was seen coming or going?” Pollen
asked. “How is that even possible? I thought they were both under
surveillance.”

“They were,” Camden said. “Uncle Trammel was
off the FBI radar the moment he lost them to leave the country. As
for McMasters, who knows how she got around them or if she even
did. This could have been the work of the hounds.”

“With Blackdust dead? I doubt any of them
would have had the strength to take him out,” Pollen replied. “What
about the mole inside her organization? Uncle Trammel said there
was one.”

“I don’t know who that is,” Camden admitted.
“The only person who did was Golden and Uncle Trammel.”

“Where’s Bridget?” Pollen demanded.

His half-sister hadn’t bothered to show up
to the meeting he’d called, but he didn’t fear that she was dead.
More likely sulking because she wasn’t running the show.

She thought she was far more capable than
any man in the family. However, she lacked the experience necessary
to get the job done efficiently.

“She went out,” Camden said. “She said she
had to meet someone. She didn’t say about what.”

“Her loyalty—”

“She hasn’t been disloyal to the family,”
Camden told him coldly. “She could run this operation, but your
father put you in charge.”

“I’m better qualified and if you have a
problem with it, I’ll send you to an office to crunch numbers.”

“That’ll be fine with me,” he said. “But you
can’t until I finish helping Curr learn his way around the
underworld here.”

“You’re an ass, Camden.”

“According to you, but I had no problems
with our uncle or Bridge,” he said. “You’ll have problems if you
don’t give her a position of leadership instead of trying to put
her on the back burner like she was a common worker bee.”

“Cam—”

“She and I grew up in Texas, the tri-state
area. Alabama and Mississippi are our playgrounds not just vacation
destinations.”

“I know this,” he said. “However, you had
too much free time on your hands while I was learning the
business.”

“Bridget was learning, too, or have you
forgotten that?” he demanded. “She might just be your half-sister,
but she’s not stupid.”

“Are you done?” Pollen asked impatiently.
“Because we have business to take care of. This isn’t a party.”

Camden snorted and Pollen pointed at him,
his fingernail becoming a claw as he stared his cousin down. They
were shifters from the Fairy realm, an otherworld that none of them
had ever seen. Their bear breed was a warrior one, though not
nearly as ferocious as the dominant bear breed in Fairy.

As bear shifters, they had often been
considered the dumb species here in the human realm by the hounds,
the sirens, and even the goblins and elves, but his family had
become one of the successful ones.

The door opened before he could reply to his
cousin and his half-sister slipped into the room clad in a black
business skirt and blue blouse. Her auburn hair was put up in a
knot giving her the picture of efficiency.

“Where have you been?” Pollen demanded. He
and Bridget had the same father but different mothers. Her mother
had been the daughter of one of the organization’s hitters.

However, she’d been ambitious despite his
father never doing anything to elevate her status. She’d been
nothing more than a gold-digging whore in his father’s eyes. Still,
Bridget had gotten the best education as well as the recognition of
being a Bearenstein and all the perks that came with the name.

“Taking care of business,” she said coldly.
“My contact revealed Amour of the Blackdust Pack, is doing business
with McMasters. McMasters is also handling the alcohol going into
the Red Hat brothels.”

“The Red Hat?”

“Not uncle’s concern,” she said. “Just the
alcohol. He had plans to remove the connection from Kane in the
wake of the problems her aunt created for him in securing the
Indian lands for the casino.”

“That deal isn’t happening?” Pollen asked in
confusion. “I found papers among Uncle Trammel’s things that led me
to believe it was still on.” He’d been counting on that because of
the possibilities for expansion it would provide.

Not only that, the hotel and casino would be
an excellent way to launder some of their drug money. It would also
be his baby now, his ticket to being a major player in the
family.

“It’s not unless you plan to kill off Kane
and McMasters, which he was planning to attempt,” Bridget told him.
“I think that’s a lost cause, as is going after McMasters. I think
we’d do better having her as an ally.”

“No,” Pollen snapped. “She’s an enemy of the
clan or haven’t you noticed?”

“I noticed she was better at beating us than
we are at beating her,” she retorted. “So, it would stand to reason
that we turned our attention to Blacknail for now. She’s an actual
problem.”

“That’s why I’m in charge not you,” he said.
“Our father wants vengeance for the bloodshed McMasters visited on
our family.”

“She did so after our family attacked hers,
so fair is fair, let’s move on with our business intact, and our
lives.”

“Stupid and sniveling bitch,” he said, and
she gave him a low rumble of sound that could be interpreted as a
growl. “I do want you to handle securing the clubs owned by
Blackdust and getting rid of their owner.”

“Fine, but in case you don’t know, it means
going head-to-head with McMasters. Her mate was the heir of his
pack, not Blacknail,” Bridget informed him. “And in case Uncle
Trammel didn’t tell you, Blackdust was a major player in the region
as more than just a drug dealer.”

“Being?” he demanded. He didn’t really have
time for her games.

“He was on track to take control of the
region. He’s secured alliances with all hounds of all breeds from
mere puppies to hounds of the hunt.”

“So he had alliances,” he said. His uncle
had known that and had planned to break those connections once he
became the leader of this city. He had the same plan.

Bridget laughed softly and they all stared
at her. “You’re even dumber than our uncle was or maybe it was just
willful stupidity.”

“B—”

“At any rate, Blackdust’s pack’s holdings
naturally reverted to McMasters which is no doubt why she’s doing
business with Amour Blacknail.”

“Arrange a meeting with this Blacknail and
McMasters. I think we need to deal with one thing at a time. If we
can sort that out without bloodshed, then we can move on to other
pressing issues.”

“Do you want me to handle the meeting?”
Bridget asked.

“I’ll be there with you,” he told her.

“I’ll let you know when it’s set,” Bridget
responded. “Are you going to pursue the land deal? I think it best
to just leave it. It would have been ideal for—”

“I can handle things,” Pollen told her,
pounding a fist on the desk, the last vestiges of patience coming
to an end. “Just sit down and listen.”

She lifted a brow at him, but her brown eyes
flashed black with fury, and he smiled. He’d have to put his sister
in her place—or in a grave—before this was over.


Chapter Two

 


“I was under the impression we were partners
of a sort,” Amour Blacknail said carefully as she ran her finger
around the rim of her coffee cup.

“And what part of ‘I don’t want anything to
do with drugs’ did you miss in our conversation?” Jorja McMasters
patiently asked the other woman.

Amour’s short black hair curled around her
face and her dark olive skin glowed with good health. Her dark
brown eyes were shrewd, belying her unassuming tone. However, there
was no aura of power about her which meant she was no true alpha,
just a strong beta.

“I think perhaps we should come to clear
terms,” Amour said evenly. “I’d hate for either of us to be wrongly
understood.”

Jorja studied her before turning her
attention to the cup of coffee before her. The dark brew smelled
rich and enticing.

Amour had taken over Locane Blackdust’s
business after the hound shifter had died and his daughter,
Jennifer, Jorja’s mate had been killed as well. His will had
intended his daughter to take over. In her absence, control of the
business went to Jorja as per the tradition of their kind.

There were sometimes exceptions, and they
were in that murky area of exception where Jorja could wash her
hands of the assets and the people or she could do what any goblin
would do, take over and dare the hounds to challenge her.

“As per our agreement,” Jorja said looking
back at her. “You have control of the drug business. I want no part
of it.” She had no interest in running dope. It was a killer, a
soul suck. “However, the clubs and motorcycle shops are doing good
business according to the books.”

“Can you waste time on them given the aid
you’re giving Kinsey Kane?” Amour asked.

Her friend Kinsey had recently taken control
of Kinsey’s aunt’s brothels that spanned six states. Jorja had
already installed managers in those establishments to protect
Kinsey’s interests.

They were people who understood if they
crossed her, they were dead or worse, she’d take everything they’d
taken from Kinsey and then leave them with their reputation and
finances in ruin.

Closer to home, Jorja was aiding Kinsey in
structuring her organization in such a way to avoid attack in the
wake of Kinsey’s aunt’s death. There were two organizations out
there, smaller than Kinsey’s, that would love to take control of
the sex trade from Kinsey.

Simona, Kinsey’s aunt, had been the head of
a crime outfit, and the heads of two smaller families involved were
dead. The third, however, was very much alive and a possible
threat.

Her business had included an escort service
and brothels where the best alcohol to be had could be found along
with any sexual fantasy a man or woman could want.

The Red Hat was a big and successful
business that included alcohol smuggling as well as the occasional
bookmaking for the small sports club operated within the Red
Hat.

“You could just sit back and collect your
check while we run things,” Amour told her. “I’ll be more than
happy to ensure that the business in its entirety is run as Locane
intended. Smoothly and properly.”

“I’m touched by your concern,” Jorja
murmured, giving her a faint smile. “However, I’m installing
someone I trust to work with you.”

The clubs were biker clubs that were
frequented mostly by fairy breeds and motorcycle gangs.

“To what end?” Amour demanded. “I was under
the impression you had no interest in an alliance with me, let
alone a business arrangement, so I’d be free to run Locane’s
enterprises as I saw fit.”

“That was before I realized Locane had a
will and wanted things this way,” Jorja replied. “As for an
alliance, I don’t really want one which means I can do one of two
things here.”

“Which would be?” Amour asked, hostility
creeping into her voice along with a growl.

Amour was a fairy dog, a hound of the hunt
with a nature that could turn vicious, but Jorja didn’t fear her.
She was a goblin shifter, born of the most dangerous warrior
bloodline in fairy history. She could and would eat the other woman
alive if she got violent.

“I could take the clubs and leave the drugs
to you.”

“Or?” Amour asked.

“The clubs are in hound territory, not that
that means much to me,” Jorja said with a shrug.

She was head of her own crime organization
and had no compunction about moving into someone else’s territory
if it suited her.

However, she was acting with some caution
due to the fact that there were three breeds of fairy dog in the
area. The most successful of the group having been Locane, a mere
hound of the hunt. He’d brought all the hounds into his pack and
under his control.

His top enforcers were the rare devil dogs
who in their shifted form were big and black with tremendous
strength in their jaws. But Jorja didn’t fear them.

She merely didn’t want to unbalance the
community, but she wasn’t going to allow Amour or any of the other
hounds to disrespect or disallow her access to what was rightfully
hers.

“But Locane did make it clear he wanted me
in charge of Jena’s interests.”

“She’s dead,” Amour told her in a pitiless
tone. “So, technically all you’re doing is padding your pockets off
us.”

“That’s my right,” Jorja told her, a chill
in her tone.

“What about our community?” Amour demanded.
“My people? The enterprises provided for programs for us. All the
packs benefitted and worked to ensure the businesses ran smoothly.
With me in charge that can continue to happen, but with you running
things there will be disruptions and uneven distribution of
funds.”

“I’m not unsympathetic,” Jorja told her.
“You can keep all the proceeds from the drugs, but everything else
we split, seventy-thirty in my favor.”

“That is robbery,” Amour snapped and slammed
her fist on the bar’s worn yet gleaming top. “You have no right to
come in here and steal from us.”

“You should have protected your people
better by not bringing me into this. You were using my people to
help you move your dope after I told you not to involve me in your
business,” Jorja told her. “As a result, I’ve decided to take full
advantage of what’s mine.”

“Bitch,” Amour growled. “I demand you
release the funds from some of the other accounts. We need them to
continue to run the business effectively and without your
help.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,”
Jorja told her. “Locane gave me one account which contained money
to bury him and make any improvement to the stores and buy
product.”

“That is a lie,” Amour growled. “I know for
a fact there are at least four accounts for the various businesses.
They contained millions.”

Jorja gave her a frown. She really had no
idea what the woman was talking about. She hadn’t found any such
thing in going over the bike shops. She was having them renovated
to a degree with the money Locane had left.

Jorja was even buying up-to-date equipment
as the two hounds she’d talked to had asked for. They’d insisted
they couldn’t do their jobs of maintaining the bikes without
upgrades to the facility.

“You’re lying,” Amour muttered. “Unless
Locane told Jennifer that day he went to see her.” She frowned.
“Have you even gone through her things or just pushed her aside
like she was trash for your new bitch?”

Jorja reached over the bar and grabbed Amour
by the collar of her blouse and jerked her in close with a warning
snarl. “Don’t ever talk about either of my women with disrespect in
your tone, dog, or I will beat some sense back into your little dog
brain.”

Amour slapped at one of Jorja’s hands, and
Jorja pulled her in closer. “Let go of me,” Amour said brusquely.
“Now, you green asshole.” She put a claw to Jorja’s throat, her
eyes shining with anger.

Jorja laughed and shoved her backward. “You
aren’t all bark,” she said.

“Next time you touch me, I’ll give you my
claws.”

Jorja leaned toward the bar. “I love a
challenge, but you won’t survive, dog,” she told her.

“Then, it’ll be a fight to the death,” Amour
said, moving to rest against the bar, eyes hard as diamonds. “Now,
I need the money so I can get more product and pay the
dealers.”

“I don’t have it,” Jorja told her. “You’ll
have to do what any other businessperson would do.”

“What?”

“The best you can,” Jorja responded.

 Amour growled.
“Give it to me out of your pocket then.”

“Hell, fucking no,” Jorja told her
incredulously. “I’ll be sending over my people to the clubs. But
I’m going to take a look around and meet with each manager first.
I’d prefer to work only with those loyal to Locane or even
you.”

“The shops are run by those loyal to Locane.
He had a small personal pack or biker gang that handled a great
deal of business for him.”

“I don’t care about your politics,” Jorja
said. “I’m just letting you know my wishes.”

 “I don’t care
about your wishes,” she retorted. “But there is one other thing we
need to discuss.”

“Which is?” Jorja asked evenly.

If the mutts didn’t want to play by her
rules, she’d have to take everything from them and enlighten the
DEA as well as the local gang and drug units about the activities
going on right under their noses.

With their main source of income crippled,
the pack would be more than happy to kiss her ass if she asked them
to.

“Bridget of Clan Bear contacted me for a
meeting concerning the business.”

“The drug running, I’m sure,” Jorja
said.

“They want to meet with us both,” Amour told
her. “I agreed to meet tonight and have it over with. If you can’t
make it, I’ll tell you their terms.”

“Where?”

“Here, Broke Paw at 8:00,” Amour answered.
“I’m closing it for the meeting.”

That was the club Amour personally ran. As a
leader, Jorja had no problems allowing her to continue to run it.
She’d even leave it alone while Amour figured out how to get her
pack back on track financially.

Jorja rose. “I’ll meet you here, Amour, and
don’t test me by going behind my back. I’ll end you and take over.”
She headed out the door ignoring the hound’s angry growl.

The sunlight embraced her as Jorja stepped
out into it and her security detail, Sonnet, pushed away from the
wall of the club and fell into step next to her.

“Productive meeting?” Sonnet asked as she
slid a hand into her jeans pocket.

“I’m not sure yet, but I think I’m going to
have to take that hound to school before this is over,” Jorja told
her.

“She’s been having trouble staying in
control,” Sonnet replied. “Locane’s enemies want to oust her and
take control of the business and the packs. Locane made millions a
year and most of that wasn’t even taxed.”

“I imagine not. Where did he hide it?” she
asked, but it was a rhetorical question.

“They have no clue,” Sonnet said. “And they
think Amour is either keeping it from them, or she was stupid
enough to allow you to get your hands on it.”

“I don’t have it and obviously neither does
she because she asked me for it.”

Sonnet shrugged. “They don’t think she’s
strong enough to take the keys to the kingdom from you and oust you
from their pack’s business, so three men who were once Locane’s
chief advisors want to do it and split things.”

“Naturally.”

“They’re calling themselves the three kings
in private, but the panel in public,” Sonnet said. “I think that’s
to avert any suspicion Amour might have that they’re becoming a
real threat.”

“Money makes people do rash things,” Jorja
said, thinking of the threat those three men could become to
her.

The reason she’d left them alone was because
she’d had no beef with them. Furthermore, Jorja hadn’t been
interested in starting an unnecessary war with them, but Amour
wanted to cut her out. They all did.

All she was trying to do was stabilize the
business in the absence of money because Amour’s last shipment
hadn’t made enough to last more than a few weeks for the entire
pack.

Locane’s pack consisted of three hundred and
thirty hounds which lived in the city limits in three housing
complexes Locane had had built for them.

Then there were the other two hundred and
nine singles and the hundred and fifty hounds that lived out of
town and their families or small familial packs.

His enterprise had supported them all and
without it, those who didn’t have jobs outside of the packs’
enterprises would be strapped. Jorja had merely been trying to find
a way to fix that for Amour.

“The three have their own forces, and
they’re planning to mount an attack against you for control of
Locane’s holdings.”

“And you’re just telling me this now?”

“I’m just finding it out,” Sonnet replied
matter of fact. “I was talking to a crankhead out here who hit me
up for a donation. I told him I’d give him a hundred if he earned
it.”

“How?”

“By keeping me company,” she said. “I didn’t
expect the fool to actually say anything relevant.”

“He wasn’t sober,” Jorja muttered.

“He wasn’t high,” Sonnet told her as they
climbed into the pick-up truck. “He wanted to be though.” She
smiled.

“He might not be reliable.”

“He was jonesing and willing to sell his
sister if it meant he’d get a hit,” Sonnet told her. “But I’m
already on checking it out. I called Sid to have her get on
it.”

Sidony Redbone was Jorja’s cousin. They had
spent a good deal of time together as children along with their
cousin Casey.

“In the meantime, we have a date with the
bears tonight,” Jorja told her.

“Do you think she’d be crazy enough to ally
with them just to get Locane’s empire to herself?” Sonnet asked.
“The bears would require a small sacrifice, but getting the three
kings killed off would leave her the pack’s leader with plenty of
room to make money despite what the bears would demand.”

“I don’t want to speculate at this point,”
Jorja murmured. She didn’t think the hound was that desperate, but
there was no way to know until something happened.

“Casey called while you were in your meeting
and so did Camun.”

Camun was her lawyer and the chief handler
of some of her business enterprise.

“What did Casey want?” she asked as she
removed her phone from the pocket of her blazer.

“Your fiancée demanded to go out and they
met up with your mate’s old friend, Arica,” Sonnet told her. “I
don’t think that’s a good idea. Arica betrayed Jena. Imagine what
she’ll do to Jenima.”

Jenima was her fiancée and mate. Jorja had
moved heaven and earth to save her when she had been killed. To the
outside world, Jenima was an obligation who’d replaced the woman
Jorja had actually loved.

“What if Arica tries something?”

“Why would she?” Jorja demanded.

“Her uncle would have inherited a
substantial chunk of Locane’s enterprises. With him dead, she’s cut
out of the life of luxury she was living.”

“Jena isn’t the same woman she used to be,”
Jorja commented as she dialed a number. “She’ll protect herself and
the children she’s carrying. Casey will put down any problem
quickly.”

Casey was conscious of the fact Jena carried
the only offspring Jorja might ever have, and she knew how
important it was to preserve Jorja’s biological legacy.

“Hello, boss,” Camun greeted crisply.

“What’s going on with my product?”

“Interrupted in Africa. The diamonds were
seized as conflict diamonds along with the pink tanzanite.”

“What about the Padparadscha sapphire?”

“The gnomes got some pretty ones and they
put the painite in the mail along with the red diamond.”

“They managed to find one?” The diamond was
quite rare to her understanding, but a client had asked for
one.

“They found two,” she said. “And the other
items should arrive in the morning if not tonight.”

“Great. Deliver the other one to the creator
after it’s cut,” Jorja said. “The client wants the dust.”

“Who would have a million-dollar gem ground
to dust?” Camun asked incredulously.

“Someone who has a magical goal,” Jorja told
her. “Call the crew in Africa and tell them to get my diamonds back
ASAP even if they have to kill those bastards. All they want is
more money. A bullet to the head will solve that.”

“I’ll deliver the message,” she said.

“Tell them there’s a bonus in it for the one
who handles it,” Jorja said.

“Will do.”

“Good afternoon,” Jorja said and ended the
call.

“Problems in Africa?”

“Always these days. If I have to go down
there, I’m going to get them a reorganization and take over that
fucking mine.”

Sonnet snorted. “You can’t afford to go down
there,” Sonnet told her. “Not with bear’s nephew in town sniffing
around and trying to find out who killed the head of their
cartel.”

“That is going to end badly for him if he
pushes too hard,” Jorja replied. “I’m about tired of those
assholes.”

Sonnet grunted. “Where are we headed? Back
to the shop?”

“Yep. I have a meeting with the builders.
Then, we’re heading over to Kinsey’s to see how things are
going.”

“Satu creating problems?” Sonnet asked
curiously.

“Not yet, but I think she might be drafted
by the bears,” Jorja replied.

“Yeah, I’d see that coming, but do you
really think she wants to play with fire? You already warned her
off.”

“I think she wants it all and if the bears
will offer her a good deal, she’ll take it.”

“You could be wrong. She could be playing
with the hounds,” Sonnet told her. “The desire for power makes
strange bedfellows of some.”


Chapter Three

 


“I’m surprised you called me,” Jenima
Cranberry said as she toyed with the stem of her wine glass.

The woman before her, Arica, was an
attractive woman with blue eyes and long dark hair that cascaded
past her shoulders. Her expression was open and friendly, but there
was something about her that had Jena on edge.

“Why? I was a friend of Jorja’s first
fiancée, and I thought it was time I met you,” she said. “There’s
been a lot of talk in our pack about you being engaged to
Jorja.”

“I am.”

“I know. I just couldn’t believe it when
Jorja was so in love with my friend who happens to have a similar
name as you.”

“I’ve heard that,” Jena said. “One of my
bodyguards told me.”

“You don’t look like her or even smell like
her,” she mused. “You have a nice, enticing scent. What perfume are
you wearing?”

“I’m not wearing any today,” she said. Her
scent had changed after she’d died. She couldn’t explain it, but
she’d taken on the scent of a flower found in fairy.

There was really nothing about her that her
friend could identify as belonging to her even with her hound’s
keen senses.

“Do you have any idea what Jorja is doing
with Jena’s shares of her father’s business? I know they probably
went to Jorja, but she has no right to them. I should have them. My
uncle was his partner.”

“I don’t know anything about that,” Jena
told her. Arica probably would have gotten half of the business had
her uncle not betrayed Locane.

“She doesn’t have a right to be involved in
hound business,” Arica said. “I want what belongs to me.”

“You should discuss this with Jorja,
then.”

“I’m talking to you,” Arica told her. “Jorja
had better get her nose out of our business, or she’s going to have
real troubles dealing with the Blackdust pack and the bears. She’ll
never survive, especially if Amour knows what’s good for her and
backs her own rather than siding with a filthy goblin.”

Jena just barely suppressed the growl
bubbling in her throat.

“I have to wonder if you really were
Jennifer’s friend,” Jena said coolly. “It seems you’re eager to
steal her inheritance. Why is that? Are you desperate for
money?”

“It’s my pack’s right,” she snapped. “Jorja
had my uncle killed.”

“Did she? She didn’t tell me that,” Jena
commented as she glanced to the table where her guards were
sitting. Casey and Gray were both watching them as if nothing else
existed but her.

Jena didn’t like that feeling, but she knew
why they were there.

“She didn’t tell you you could die either,
did she?” Arica demanded. “I don’t have anything against you. I’m
just delivering a message from the packs. Tell Jorja to walk
away.”

“I think it’s time we left,” Casey said, and
Jena glanced up to find Casey next to her. “And tell your dog packs
to be careful throwing down gauntlets.”

Jena got to her feet. She didn’t say
anything as Casey tossed a bill on the table, and when she started
to walk away, Arica grabbed her arm.

“It would be a shame for you to die before
becoming a princess,” she said softly. “And pregnant.”

Jena jerked her arm away and bit back the
warning growl that tried to get free as anger shuddered through
her.

She bent down. “Be careful, Arica. I may not
be as inclined to be as forgiving as Jennifer.”

Arica growled at her and pulled free.
“Slut.”

“I’m not a poor one,” she taunted. “My bitch
can afford to give me anything I want. All I have to do is ask. Can
you say the same?”

“All that money won’t get you anything,”
Arica whispered, “but the same thing it got Jennifer.”

Jena just restrained the urge to kill her as
she allowed Casey to lead her from the building with Gray in front
of her.

“Where was she going with that?” Jena asked
once they were outside.

“I don’t know,” Casey said. “I’m sure Jorja
will find out and put the hounds in a hole if they think of using
you to get at her over Locane’s holdings.”

“Jorja can’t afford to go to war with the
hounds and bears at the same time,” Gray commented. “They’ll divide
her forces and bury her and you.”

“Jorja will deal with them,” Casey said.

“She better make a deal or give the hounds
what they want,” Gray insisted. “Especially if she wants to defeat
the bears. She might be smart, but she’s not impervious to
death.”

“Gray, shut up,” Casey growled.

“I’m just making a statement that Jenima
needs to hear,” he said.

“How about I make a statement by slitting
your throat?” Casey demanded in a tone so hard Jena flinched and
Gray paled.

“It’s okay Casey,” Jena said. “He’s right. I
need to know this stuff, but Jorja should be telling me.”

“It’s an oversimplification,” Casey told
her. “Jorja can handle this.”

“She hopes,” Gray muttered as they reached
the car.

“If you have a problem, maybe you should
quit,” Casey said.

“The problem is Jenima has been plunged into
a world that’s foreign to her, and she’s about to become a target,”
Gray rebutted.

“I was already one of those, Gray,” she said
meekly as she reached to open the back door of the SUV. “I was
kidnapped, and my innocence was stolen in the blink of an eye.”

“It’s not the same,” he said. “Those were
sickos. These are mobsters who want your blood on their hands
because of your fiancée. Jorja is going to have to swallow her
pride and back down at some point to keep you alive.”

Jena rested her hand on his shoulder. “Don’t
worry about me, but I’m touched by your concern.” As she started to
get in, tires squealed on the pavement and a car sped into the
parking lot.

A man leaned out of the window with a weapon
in hand. Her eyes widened and the entire world stopped. Her focus
narrowed to the man, the gun, and the car. From the other side, she
saw a man draped over the top of the car with a gun as well.

“Jenima,” Casey called, and Gray pushed her
down just ahead of the shots being fired. The bullets pinged off
the bullet proof vehicle, and Jena’s hand went to her stomach.

The hound inside her howled in rage. She
fell backward when Gray turned to fire back.

Jena rested a hand on the ground, a vision
of a tidal wave smashing into the car in her mind. Power ranged out
from her fingers which sparked cold on the ground and raced out.
They took off but veered left and slammed into a parked car.

The explosion that followed had her
flinching as fire bloomed in the air.

“Gray,” Casey called as a man rose from the
ground in the cloud of smoke.

“I can’t get to him,” he called.

“Forget it,” she said as she came around to
their side. “I just wish we knew if they were hounds or something
else.”

Gray helped Jena up as Casey opened the SUV
door.

“Are you okay, Jena?” Casey asked.

“I think we’re fine,” she said breathlessly
as she rested a hand on her belly. From inside, she felt slight
movement and her heart beat faster as fear trickled through her
turning her skin cold.

“Jena?” Gray asked. “Are you sure? Do you
need a doctor?”

She swallowed tightly. “I’m not sure.”

“I’ll have Kael meet us at the house,” Casey
said. “Gray, drive. I’ll get in back with her.” Jena climbed in
back and Casey got in after her slamming the door shut.

Arica’s words rushed back to her, and Jena
wondered if this had been a planned attack to send Jorja a warning
or just random happenstance.




Chapter Four

 


Bridget sat in her office with an ear plug
in her ear and her eyes trained on her computer as she listened to
the meeting her brother had excluded her from. It was with the
goblin Satu Moreau.

The goblin was still smarting over the loss
of the brothels, as she was aware, and Bridget’s uncle had been in
talks with Satu about working with him to get them back for her.
All Satu would have to do was give him a small percentage and ally
with him as he moved against McMasters.

“I know you want a goblin on your side,”
Satu said. “That’s the only reason you contacted me.”

It was the only reason their uncle had. He
knew he couldn’t beat McMasters in an actual fight. The damned
killer goblin would have torn him apart which was why she’d urged
her uncle to try to ally with her.

Well, that hadn’t been the only reason.
However, like her brother, her uncle hadn’t listened.

“My uncle was willing to work with you and
so am I,” he said calmly.

“There is no love lost between me and
McMasters, but I’m not going to agree to help you without something
in writing,” Satu responded. “I want a piece of that casino once
you take the land from them.”

“I’m willing to offer you ten percent.”

“Twenty, and you’ll leave me to run the
brothels and the escort service in peace,” she said.

“You think you can bring forces to the
table?” he asked. “Mine are limited for the time being, but I will
be able to get more men if needed.”

“Of course,” she said. “I wouldn’t be
agreeing to do this otherwise.”

“You’re aware that this isn’t—”

“I’m not a child,” she cut in. “McMasters
and Kinsey stole something that was mine, and I want it back. I’m
willing to fight for it.”

“I was just checking,” he said. “Because
you’re going to have to shed some blood.”

“I say we separate her attentions and bring
the hounds in as a small distraction. They and I can handle Kinsey.
She’s just a novice at the game, but we’re pros.”

He nodded and Bridget leaned back to study
them. Ganging up on McMasters could work, but it would gain her
nothing. Nothing but a harder row to hoe when all was said and
done.

So, she had to put together her own
plan.

“The Mycan pack, once Blackdust, has already
agreed to work with me,” he said. “I’m in charge, no grandstanding.
You follow my lead.”

“To a point,” she said coldly. “You’re a
kid. I’m a grown woman with far more experience in handling things
like this. So, I’ll make my own decisions.”

“We need to be on the same page,” he
insisted.

“We will be as long as you don’t try to
cross me. If you do, I’ll rally the hounds against you before you
can say baby I lied.”
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