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A Note to the Reader


"Remington" was previously published in an anthology called "Marked by the Wolf" in 2024. 
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Chapter one

Remi felt her consciousness slide in and out as she lay in the alley. She knew she wasn’t dead because she hurt too damned much. The smell of her own blood mingled with the stench of garbage in the nearby dumpster was made ten times worse because of her shifter senses. It was her shifter blood that would save her, or so she hoped. The sound of her attackers had faded and the van they’d brought her in had driven away, so she made herself relax for a few minutes and take stock of the damage. 
Her evaluation? She was so very broken. Too broken to move for at least another half hour. If she moved too soon, things would heal out of alignment and she’d have to shift to fix things, putting her out of commission for a good twelve hours. Being in wolf form in the middle of the city would be bad—very bad. She wasn’t even from this city, just passing through. Now she wished she’d passed through a whole lot faster.
She’d stopped in Crescent City, Georgia, the night before to fuel up and get some sleep. Her little SUV was rigged out to allow her to camp in her car, but she’d been too tired to bother with setting up anything else that night and just put up the window covers and slept in the parking lot of the strip mall.  
When morning came, she changed clothes, folded up the bedding and window covers, then shoved her wallet and keys into her pockets, grabbed her bag, and headed to the coffee shop at the end of the row of stores to get some breakfast. Her shoulder-length dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she ducked into the restroom to wash up and brush her teeth before she got in line to place her order. Remi had the exotic look of a model with her light tan skin, golden brown eyes, and high cheekbones. She kept her head down and wore baggy clothes that hid her shape to keep from attracting too much attention. A barely twenty-one-year-old woman on her own got enough unwanted attention as it was, she didn’t need to pull more to her by dressing seductively.  
A large coffee with three shots of espresso, two breakfast sandwiches with extra sausage, and a blueberry muffin would get her through to lunch. She ate at a table in the corner while she scrolled on her phone, checking the weather and road conditions for the next leg of her trip. Her plan was to get to Windham, North Carolina, by nightfall. The Windham pack was one of the smaller packs in North America that consisted of mostly family members. They needed someone to help manage the pack house and take care of a couple of the pups as the pack leader’s mate was too ill to manage it on her own, so Remi had applied for—and was given the position. It would be a probationary situation for a few weeks, to make sure everyone clicked just right—but Remi wasn’t worried about being able to do the job.  
She was worried about what might happen if they found out that her maternal grandmother was a witch—that she wasn’t a pure shifter. It was the reason why she hadn’t had a pack in a very long time. There were too many packs who had a real bias against mixed-blood shifters, and the repercussions could be deadly. Her family had paid a very high price already, and she wasn’t interested in paying anymore.
Remi cleared the table and carried her coffee back out to the SUV, ready to get on the road. In the time she’d been eating her breakfast, the parking lot had filled up and even the spaces in the far corner where she’d parked were filled. Once she reached the car, she tucked the cup into the holder, then frowned. Something didn’t feel right. Remi got out and walked around the vehicle, then swore under her breath. The two back tires were flat, and there was a slice in each of the sidewalls that told her someone had stabbed a blade into them. A simple swap of the spare wasn’t going to work this time, she’d need a tow and two new tires—an expense she really couldn’t afford, but she didn’t have a choice. It would figure that someone probably took offense to her living in her car and decided to punish her. She’d seen it before and had experienced other types of vandalism to her vehicle over the past couple of years when she would car-camp.  
Still cursing softly, Remi pulled out her phone and locked up the vehicle, then headed back towards the coffee shop. Maybe someone there could recommend a place nearby that wouldn’t deplete her savings too much.  
The sound of a door sliding open registered faintly as she stopped and looked up ‘tire repair’ on her phone, but she was focused on her search results. As she moved to step around someone in her way, a sharp pain radiated from her thigh, and that was the last thing she remembered.
The sound of the door on the van sliding shut wasn’t heard as Remi was tossed inside and they drove away.  
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Chapter two

Magnus Volkov brushed his dark hair back from his face and glanced over at his partner, Kate Winthrop. They were in their ‘shop’—a custom camper van designed for Supernatural Intelligence Agents when they were on a case. It held all of the tech, equipment, weaponry, medical support, nearly anything they might need on the road. His light brown eyes held concern as he touched the ointment to the slice along Kate’s right forearm. Her skin was pale compared to his tanned complexion and her green eyes were closed as she whispered a healing spell to help ease her own pain. Long reddish-brown hair threaded with gray had been braided back and tucked up to stay out of her way–the only color left, as even Kate’s freckles had faded when her skin paled from blood loss and pain. 
“Are you sure you don’t want to stop at a healers or a hospital? This should get stitches, and I’m not convinced you didn’t get a concussion,” Magnus told her as he pulled the sides of the knife wound together and sealed it with the medical adhesive, then wrapped a bandage over it and secured it in place.  
“I’ll be fine. There’s a spell in that ointment to speed healing. It’ll be closed up in a day or two. Which you’d know if you ever needed it,” Kate teased. “Shifters heal so fast, you never need my potions and salves.”
Kate and Magnus had been partners for a while now, and while they sometimes worked with other teams, they were better as a duo on their own.  
“I’m sorry I didn’t smell the blade on him,” Magnus said as he handed Kate a bottle of juice. “Drink up, then go lie down in the back. I’ll get us back on the road and find a motel for the night.”
Kate took a swallow of the juice, then paused and her eyes glazed over. “No, we need to stay in town tonight. Someone’s going to need us.”
Magnus watched the vision take control of Kate, then fade just as fast. “What did you see?”
“A dark alley behind a bar, a young woman lying in her own blood—there’s a sign that glows red and blue, but I can’t read it. There’s a warehouse behind the bar, it rises three stories of brick with broken glass.” Kate shook her head and swayed a little. “Okay, now I need to lie down and sleep. I’ll be in better shape in a couple of hours, then we can find where this alley is and keep a watch on it.”
Magnus sighed. He wasn’t about to argue with Kate, even though he really wanted to get out of Crescent City. They’d been in town for four days and while they’d captured and turned over two shifters and one vampire who were part of the trafficking ring they’d been following down the Eastern seaboard from Massachusetts, the leaders of the ring were still out there. It was Magnus’ suspicion that they’d already moved on and only the lower-level workers were left in the area. While capturing anyone who was a part of the ring was somewhat satisfying, it was the head of the snake that Magnus wanted to cut off. Literally, if he were given the option.
Since Kate was already asleep, Magnus started up the van, turned on the air, and started to drive. He wanted to cruise around and see if he could find the place Kate had mentioned. An hour later, he had spotted three different areas that might be the spot she’d seen, all within a few blocks of each other. He found a small park with some trees and pulled the van into the shade, then grabbed a bottle of water and his book and settled in to relax until Kate woke up. With the windows open in the shade, it was cool enough to be comfortable and he let himself get lost in the story.  
It had been a long time since he’d relaxed enough to read. The past year had been brutal, and this was only the second case he’d been on with Kate since he returned after six months away. Magnus lifted his gaze from the tablet and looked out through the windshield as his thoughts skittered back to about this time last year.  
This time last year had been so very different. He and his mated wife, Daisy Jane, had learned she was expecting. Shifters didn’t get pregnant easily, and it was difficult to carry to term, so they took every precaution and as the pregnancy progressed, Daisy’s joy grew. The entire pack celebrated the coming birth of their Alpha’s son by bringing treats and gifts. Unsurprisingly, Daisy went into labor about six weeks early, but they both died within an hour of birth. Magnus had barely made it home in time to hold his son before he had to bury his heart in the pack graveyard under the trees.  
For the first two months, he stayed in his study with the curtains closed, drinking anything with alcohol and trying to numb his pain. His second in command and younger brother, Malachi, had finally pushed him into the shower, forced him to eat a real meal, then dragged him out to run with the pack under the full moon. Mal’s words still rang in his ears when he said, “We buried Daisy and your son, don’t make us bury you, too. Your pack needs you. I need you.” Then Mal had added the kicker when he said, “Daisy would be pissed at you for this. Get your ass in gear and start doing your duty.”
Mal had been right. He’d let himself drown in the grief and Daisy would’ve railed him up one side and
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