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Meet the Seven Deadly Sins

Seven brothers, seven sins.

Only when a virtue goes to an extreme does it become a sin. A person’s greatest strength becomes a weakness if not tempered, or at least that’s what their daddy told them when he bestowed one of the sins on each of them. Pride for Cyrus, the oldest, followed by greed for Josiah, wrath for Eli, envy for Zachariah, lust for Levi, gluttony for Noah, and sloth for Silas.

Loyalty to family is bred into their bones as much as their werewolf genetics. They live by three simple rules: Stay away from other wolves and pack politics. Protect what’s ours. Humans and wolves don’t mix.

Fugitive apprehension, abduction rescue and retrieval, bodyguard, they do it all and then some ... if the price is right.

Come what may, the Sin brothers protect what’s theirs, no matter the cost.

Prologue

Sixteen Years Ago

Lavinia “Vinnie” Grant drained the remainder of her beer, doing her best to ignore the pounding headache brought on by a combination of stress and the loud music pumping out over the sound system in the bar. She wasn’t much of a drinker, but it had been one hell of a day.

The youngest deputy in the department at twenty, and a rookie to boot, nonetheless she’d been confident she was ready for anything the job would throw at her. While she’d handled the four-car pileup just outside town, it would be a long time before the memories of the blood and broken bodies left her ... if they ever did.

She tapped on the bar, and the bartender brought her another. This was her second and her last. It wouldn’t do for her to get picked up for driving while under the influence. Yeah, that would not go over well with her boss.

Around her, people laughed and danced and flirted. She was among them yet set apart, both by her job and her natural disposition. Vinnie was quiet, kept to herself, and took pride in her job. There wasn’t time for much else. As a young woman in the sheriff’s department, she was aware there were people waiting for her to screw up and fail. Wasn’t fair, but then again, no one ever said life was.

The door opened. Instinct and training had her glancing over. Interest made her take a second look. The newcomer was a stranger. She’d lived in Kingman Creek her entire life and would have remembered this man if she’d seen him before.

Six-five and about two-sixty, to her estimation, with shaggy brown hair and a thick beard, he paused inside the door and scanned the room. He was dressed the same as most of the other men in boots, jeans, and a t-shirt, but the similarities ended there. The seams of his black shirt were stretched tight over broad shoulders, huge biceps, and muscled abs. The well-worn fabric of his jeans molded to thick thighs.

His gaze slid past her but jerked back, their gazes colliding. The air around her seemed to sizzle. He ambled across the room and slid onto a stool two down from where she sat. Up close, he seemed even larger, radiating a menace that had her turning slightly to keep him in full view. It wasn’t anything he’d done, but instinct warned he could be trouble.

“What can I get you?” the bartender asked.

“Bourbon.”

Vinnie’s breath caught in her throat. The deep sound of his voice vibrated through her entire body. What is wrong with me? She’d dated over the years, had one serious relationship that had ended when she’d decided to make law enforcement her career, but never had she experienced such an immediate and visceral reaction to a man.

When the bourbon was placed in front of him, he dropped some money on the bar and wrapped his fingers around the glass. His wrists were thick, his forearms covered in a light dusting of dark hair and roped with veins and muscle. His hands were huge.

All the better to touch you with.

She forced herself to take a breath. It was time to go home. Her mood had flipped from dark and disheartened to sexual arousal in a heartbeat. Yet she lingered, sipping her beer.

Minutes passed and the stranger continued to stare at the amber liquid. “You gonna drink that or just look at it?” She wanted to call back the question almost as soon as it left her lips. “Forget it. None of my business.” She couldn’t blame the alcohol for making her chatty. Something about him aroused her curiosity.

“Trying to decide.”

She swallowed a moan as his voice slid through her like the heat from a shot of whiskey. When he turned the full force of his gaze on her, she barely kept from looking away. Eyes as cold and black as midnight captured her.

The music continued to blare, people laughed and talked, almost shouting to be heard above the noise, but his presence somehow muted it, driving it into the background. His nostrils flared and the intensity surrounding him ratcheted up a notch. He ran his finger up and down the side of the glass, the gesture mesmerizing. Lifting the bourbon, he downed it all in one swallow, set the glass on the bar, gave her a nod, rose, and left. When the door closed behind him, she took her first full breath since he’d entered. The noise came roaring back, as did her headache. Done for the night, she shoved away her almost full beer, gave the bartender a wave, and headed out.

Sleep would be a long time coming tonight, if it came at all, but drinking alone in a bar wasn’t helping either. The soles of her boots crunched against the gravel as she crossed the parking lot. A large black truck was parked alongside her car. It wasn’t the vehicle that caught her attention but the man leaning against it.

Her hand automatically went to her waist. She silently swore when she remembered her weapon was at home, along with her uniform. She was off duty until the day after tomorrow.

The stranger continued to watch, doing nothing threatening, but she couldn’t shake the sensation of being hunted. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you.”

She took a step back and glanced over her shoulder. There was no one else around. The music was so loud it was unlikely anyone would hear if she screamed.

He straightened and sighed. “You seemed interested in the bar. If I misread the signals, I apologize. Didn’t mean to scare you.”

Her spine snapped straight and her chin tilted up—her default when her courage was called into question. “I’m not afraid of you. You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Passing through. Spending the night at the motel down the road.” He pushed away from his truck and ambled toward her, stopping a short distance away. “I’d love company if you’re interested. No strings attached.”

“Pretty sure of yourself.” The man wasn’t lacking in confidence or audacity. “Does this approach usually work?”

“Don’t know. I don’t make a habit of asking a woman back to my room.”

She eyed him up and down. He was sexy in a rough and tumble way. Women would flock to him wherever he went. “You expect me to believe that?” She might not have a ton of experience, but neither was she stupid.

He shrugged. “People seem to find me intimidating.”

That she could believe. Still, there was something about him that drew her. It was almost magnetic. He reached out and traced his index finger down the side of her face, the same one he’d run over the outside of the bourbon glass. She shuddered, her heart pounding, desire sliding through her like hot molasses.

“Let me taste you.” Before she could process his request, his lips were on hers. Not hard or demanding but light and coaxing. The sound of longing she made was one she’d never heard before. His tongue slid along her bottom lip, tempting and teasing. When her lips parted, he slid inside. The smoky taste of the liquor mingled with male heat to create something entirely new and utterly addictive. They were both panting heavily when he pulled away and ran his thumb over her lips. “I want more, but that’s up to you.” He walked over to the passenger door of his truck and opened it.

“What about my car?” Wait! Was she actually considering this? She’d walked the straight and narrow line her entire life, always doing what was expected. Her one rebellion had been following her father’s footsteps into law enforcement. Her mother hadn’t been happy, having lost her husband on the job, but she’d accepted it. Which was more than Vinnie’s ex-boyfriend had done.

“You can leave it here, and I’ll bring you back in the morning.”

No way was she doing that. If things went sideways, or she changed her mind, she wanted her own transportation. “I’ll follow you.”

He carefully closed the door, gave her one final look, and went around to the driver’s side. The powerful engine rumbled to life. Realizing she was standing there like a bump on a log, she hurried to her car. “You’ve lost your damn mind,” she muttered as she unlocked it and climbed in. It was time to be sensible. Emotionally on edge after the horrors of the day, she was in no headspace to make good decisions.

When his truck turned left onto the road, she intended to go right and head home. That’s what she’d planned, but somehow she found herself following behind him.

This recklessness wasn’t like her. She feared it stemmed from viewing so much unnecessary death earlier today. It was natural to want to reaffirm life. Even knowing that, she didn’t veer off course.

The trip was short and he pulled in at the far end of the motel. She parked her car on the far side of his. Because of the size and position of his vehicle, hers would be hidden from view unless someone walked all the way down here for a look.

She was risking her reputation and possibly jeopardizing her job—there were unwritten rules about such things in small towns—all for a one-night stand with a complete stranger. Fingers wrapped around the steering wheel, she sat there arguing with herself until there was a tap on the window. She jolted and then put down the window.

He hunkered down, a partial smile on his lips. “Lose your nerve?”

“Coming to my senses,” she muttered.

“You married?”

Indignant, she swiveled in her seat to face him. “Of course not.”

“Then what’s the problem? We’re both healthy adults with no commitments. We both know going in that I’m passing through and will be gone tomorrow.”

“It’s not that easy. I don’t do...” She waved her hands in the air. “This.” Whatever the heck this was.

“I know.” His certainty surprised her. It also settled some of her nerves. “You’re a reserved woman.” He feathered his fingers over her hair. “A man would be lucky to have a woman like you.”

The words were balm to her battered soul, even though they were likely nothing more than a line to get her into bed. Even knowing that, she didn’t leave.

He straightened and captured her in his dark gaze. “What’s it going to be?”

She put up the window and turned off the ignition. He opened the door and held out his hand.
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What the hell was he doing? As a bounty hunter and tracker—not to mention a werewolf—he was well acquainted with danger, and what he was about to do was not only risky but irresponsible. He’d finished a job earlier today and was on his way home to Kentucky. By rights, he shouldn’t have stopped for a drink, should have kept driving.

At twenty-two, Cyrus Sin was the eldest of seven boys, and guardian for his six younger siblings. Had been for the past four years. His entire life was a never-ending cycle of work and responsibility. He didn’t resent it, but it did get tiring from time to time.

Just one night. It wasn’t too much to ask. He’d talked to his brother Josiah, who was twenty and capable of holding things together a while longer. Things were fine at home.

When she put her hand in his, Cyrus knew there was no way in hell he was leaving until he’d made love to her. Carefully folding his fingers around hers, he led her to his room. It wasn’t anything special. It was cheap but clean. More importantly, it had a bed. He’d stopped long enough to check in and dump his bag earlier, anticipating crashing after a couple of drinks. Bringing a woman back hadn’t been on his radar.

She hovered inside the door, eyes darting around, landing on everything but the bed. With a sigh, he sank down on the edge of the mattress and pulled her over to stand in front of him.

He’d seen more beautiful women, but he’d never come across one that captivated him so easily without even trying. Her thick black hair was cut short with feathered bangs, the style emphasizing her high cheekbones, thin nose, full lips, and slightly pointed chin. The dark mossy green eyes gave her a mystical, almost otherworldly appearance. She was tall for a woman, but at just shy of six and a half feet, he towered over her.

He didn’t need his werewolf preternatural senses to tell him she was having second thoughts. This wasn’t a woman who went to motel rooms with random strangers she met in a bar any more than he was.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. Primal desire gripped him, but somehow he dug down and found a well of patience he hadn’t known existed.

“I have no idea what I’m doing here.”

He caught one of her hands and brought it to his lips. “You want me. I want you. It’s as simple as that.” As a wolf, there was no room in his life for a human woman, even if he were so inclined.

She gave a ragged laugh. “Maybe it should be, but it’s not. I don’t even know your name.” Before he could give it, she pressed her fingers against his mouth. “If we’re doing this, we keep it simple. I don’t know you. You don’t know me. We’ll never see each other again after tonight.”

His stomach clenched and a strange pain pierced his chest, but he nodded. “Agreed.” He’d agree to damn near anything if it would keep her here.

She took a step back, bent down, and unlaced her boots. He followed suit, letting her take the lead. It was a novel experience. The rare time he spent the night with a woman, it was usually one who knew the score and wanted the same thing he did—sexual release. This was somehow different. She was different.

Unease washed over him, but he shoved it aside, unwilling to delve too deeply into his motivation. He wanted her, plain and simple. It didn’t have to be more complicated than that.

Boots and socks off, he pulled her back between his legs and slid his hands beneath her shirt, finding warm bare skin. Her breathing hitched, and he caught the faint scent of her arousal. His dick throbbing, he pulled her down onto his lap facing him, dug his hands into her hair, and kissed her. Intoxicated, he delved into her mouth wanting more, wanting everything she’d give him.

One night would never be enough, but it was all they had. He wanted to curse the whims of fate that had made him stop in this small town even as he wanted to praise them.

Her tongue stroked his as she met the force of his passion. She tugged at his shirt, dragging it up, forcing him to release her long enough to discard it. When her hands touched his bare skin, he wanted to howl. Panting heavily, he nipped at the curve of her throat.

“Let’s get this off you.” He eased her shirt up and off. Her bra was plain white cotton with no adornment. She didn’t need any. Her breasts were full and firm, demanding his attention. He buried his faced between them and inhaled her unique fragrance, a combination of salty sweat with a hint of vanilla and honey. Her nipples were sharply outlined against the thin fabric. He covered one with his mouth and sucked.

“Oh, God. That feels incredible.”

Banding an arm around her, he stood in one easy motion, taking her with him. He laid her down on the bed and followed, supporting his weight on his forearms. Their bodies aligned, his erection pressing against her mound, their jeans no barrier to pleasure.

The only illumination was that seeping in from the security lights outside. With his superior senses, he could see her much better than she could him. He committed every detail to memory, knowing he’d replay this night over and over. His fingers shook when he undid her bra and eased it down her arms. He, who dealt with hardened criminals without qualm, was being turned inside out by this woman.

If this was to be the only night he had with her, he’d make the most of it. He cupped her breasts, learning their shape, teasing the taut tips with his thumbs. Arousal bloomed, surrounding them in the intoxicating scent.

He kissed and licked a path to her waistband and undid the single metal button. Taking his time, he lowered the zipper, exposing a swath of smooth skin and white cotton panties. When he glanced up, she was watching him, her chest rising and falling with every breath she took.

She reached down and shoved at her jeans. Following her cue, he yanked them off, along with the underwear. Her scent was driving him insane. He had to taste her. Keeping his own pants on for the time being, he scooted along the bed and ended up kneeling on the floor and pulling her down so he could reach her.

There were no words spoken as he stroked the insides of her thighs and pushed them open. They were two strangers, but even they understood this was something special. When he put his mouth to her, a low growl escaped him, but it was lost in her cry of pleasure. Driven by a need he couldn’t explain, he licked and sucked, learning what made her moan and what made her sigh.

His balls almost exploded when he tested her readiness and found her hot and wet and tight. He yanked off his jeans and dug in his wallet for the condom he kept there for emergencies. Not that he needed it, but she wasn’t likely to let him make love to her without it. As a werewolf, he carried no sexually transmitted diseases, and the chances of him fathering a child with a human were almost nonexistent.

Ignoring the sudden empty ache in his chest, he lifted her higher on the bed and notched the head of his cock against her. He hesitated, poised at her opening. She wrapped her legs around his thighs and pulled him toward her.

Cyrus sank into her one slow inch at a time, praying he wouldn’t disgrace himself and come before he was all the way in. Her inner muscles fluttered and tightened around his shaft making the task more difficult. When he was finally seated to the hilt, a sense of rightness washed over him, immediately followed by an almost mindless hunger. He began to move, thrusting hard. She clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders and back. He angled his body so his pelvis brushed her clit with each inward stroke.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” she chanted. He longed to hear her say his name, but they’d made a deal and he’d abide by it.

Sweat dripping from his brow, their bodies moved in tandem in a dance as old as time, her sighs and moans their music. Her entire body tensed, the telltale flutters of her core announcing her release. He drove home one final time, gritted his teeth to keep from howling, and came. Driven by instinct, he nipped at her neck. When she cried out and he tasted blood, he pulled back.

What the hell?

Collapsing on top of her, he sucked air into his starving lungs. The base of his shaft swelled, as it did with his kind, locking him inside her. He eased most of his weight off her and licked at the minor wound at the curve of her neck, ignoring the zing that shot through his entire body. It wasn’t a mating mark. Not nearly deep enough, but she would be stuck with a hickey for the foreseeable future.

Cursing himself, he pulled out as soon as he was able. “I’ll be right back.” He stumbled to the bathroom and gripped the edges of the sink, breathing heavily. He’d never come so close to losing it before. Blood pounded in his ears, blocking out all other sounds.

The biggest rule of their kind, one that had been driven home by both parents from the time he was born until they’d died, was that humans could never know about them. It was what kept their species safe and alive. And he’d come damn close to breaking it.

The muscles in his shoulders eventually unknotted and he pulled himself under control. For a man whose entire life was steeped in discipline, to say tonight had been disconcerting was an understatement. Lifting his head, he stared at his reflection. He had no idea how much time had passed, how long he’d been in here, but the silence was deafening.

Swearing, he yanked open the door and stalked into the other room. It was empty. She was gone. Cyrus dragged his fingers through his hair. Fur rippled on his arms, his wolf wanting out to chase after her. The pressure in his chest built until he dropped down on the bed. Her scent permeated the room. He could taste her on his lips.

Sleep was out of the question. There was also the possibility he’d do something stupid like track her down if he stayed. Responsibilities settled back on his shoulders. His brothers were waiting for him.

After a final glance at the bed, he went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. When he went to remove the condom, he swore. It had broken. He tossed it in the wastepaper basket unconcerned. It had been for show anyway, not necessity. She might stress about it if she realized, but she’d be fine.

Within ten minutes, he’d showered, packed, checked out, and was on the way to Kentucky with the memory of his mystery woman permanently burned in his brain.
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Present Day

Vinnie Grant followed the directions she’d been given, praying the man she’d driven all the way to Kentucky to find was here and willing to help. He was her last hope. She’d run through every other option at her disposal with no results. It might have been more sensible to call, but in her experience, it was harder to say no to someone when they were standing in front of you.

Although her colleagues at the sheriff’s department and the local searchers were sympathetic, they couldn’t keep up the intensity of the search indefinitely. But she could. Life went on for them. For her it had stopped seven days ago.

Adam was still missing.

Death grip on the steering wheel, she made the final turn off the blacktop, leaving the winding mountain road for an even narrower gravel path. She muscled her ancient Chevy Trailblazer over and around the ruts, praying she was almost there. She’d been warned that the family that owned and lived on the mountain weren’t friendly, were loners who kept to themselves and expected others to do the same, but she didn’t care. She didn’t want to be their friend. She wanted to hire them for their skills.

When she’d started researching individuals and private companies that specialized in finding missing people, one name had come up again and again—the Sin brothers. A quick call to the nearby sheriff’s department in Jackson had confirmed that. Their success rate was unequaled. She clung to that bit of knowledge, needing something to give her hope.

Tall trees towered over her vehicle, closing in around her on both sides, swallowing the sunlight. It was like going through a dark tunnel, but it finally ended in a yard with a truck and a couple SUVs parked off to one side. A large, two-story house stood proud and totally at home in the Kentucky wilderness.

The knot in her stomach tightened as she brought her vehicle to a halt. She wiped her damp palms on her jeans. This was it. If this didn’t pan out... No, she refused to consider defeat.

The front door opened and a tall man wearing nothing but a pair of faded jeans and a frown stepped onto the porch. Not a warm welcome, but she hadn’t expected one. Climbing out, she started toward the house. He came down the steps to meet her.

“This is private land. You’re trespassing.”

“Deputy Vinnie Grant from West Virginia.” Refusing to be put off, she marched right up to him and held out her hand. When he left it hanging there, she lowered it back down by her side. His head was shaved on both sides with a thick mass of brown hair on top. There was something oddly familiar about him, but she couldn’t put her finger on it.

“That tells me who you are, not why you’re here?”

“If you’re one of the Sin brothers, I want to hire you?”

“It doesn’t work that way. You contact us online, give us the details, and then we decide if we’re taking the job. Sorry you wasted your time.” He turned to go back inside.

She’d barely slept in a week, had trekked through miles of dense terrain, and spent every waking hour worrying. Exhausted and at the end of her rope, she grabbed his arm and yanked. He didn’t budge. “Damn it, I need your help.”

“What the hell is going on?” A mountain of a man pushed through the door. This one was fully dressed. A dark t-shirt stretched tight over massive shoulders, and faded Levis clung to powerful thighs. Past and present collided. Her heart skipped a beat and her breath caught in her throat. He was older, but the shaggy brown hair, full beard, and black eyes were unmistakable. Those eyes had haunted her dreams for the past sixteen years.

“You?” Like a sleepwalker, she made her way to the porch and up the stairs. He’d certainly aged well. He looked exactly as he had that night in the bar—tough and dangerous, pure temptation. She didn’t know what she was expecting, but it wasn’t the dark scowl that stopped her in her tracks and catapulted her back to the present.

“What are you doing here?” From his point of view, he likely had to be wondering if she was some sort of stalker. There was a good chance he was married. She ignored the clench of her heart and the churning in her stomach.

“I’m Deputy Vinnie Grant.” It was odd to have been so intimate with a man and not know his name and for him not to know hers. “I need your help. My son is missing.”

The original man who’d greeted her went to stand by her one-time lover. Side-by-side the resemblance was clear. They were brothers. He looked to her and back at his brother. “You know this woman?”

The corners of his mouth tightened and his gaze narrowed. “We met once a long time ago.”

“Sixteen years.” Every moment of that evening was etched in her memory. The result sat across from her at the breakfast table every morning or had up until a week ago. “We didn’t exchange names.”

“I’m sorry about your son, but you wasted your time coming here.”

She swallowed her pride. Self-respect demanded she leave, but screw that. She’d drop to her knees and beg if she thought it would make a difference. Taking a steadying breath, she played the one card that might sway him.

“Adam turned sixteen a couple days ago.” All by himself somewhere in the woods.

Her lover was as unmoving as the mountain on which they stood. Awareness flooded his brother’s eyes, and then he carefully said, “You said you two met sixteen years ago.”

“Sixteen years and nine months to be precise.”

“Cyrus?”

She had a name to go with the memory—Cyrus Sin. It suited him. If ever a man could tempt a woman to sin, it was him. He’d certainly tempted her. That one decision had changed the trajectory of her life.

He shook his head. “That’s impossible.”

Vinnie went cold, her stomach dropping. It shouldn’t surprise her that he’d deny parentage. After all, they’d had a one-night stand. Or more accurately, they’d shared on unforgettable hour.

“The condom broke,” she reminded him. She could still remember the utter panic she’d experienced. It had jolted her back to her senses and sent her fleeing into the night without saying goodbye. If she could turn back time she’d have handled things differently, but there was no changing the past.

He raked his fingers through his hair and pulled on the ends before pinning her with a black glare. “I have a son?” His voice was rough with emotion.

“Yes.”

His throat rippled as he swallowed. “All these years.”

“I didn’t know your name, had no idea how to begin to find you.” And that had led to unending nights of tears and shame. The only one who’d never condemned or looked askance at her was her mom. The absence of her mother had left a hole in both her and Adam’s lives. Maybe that was part of the reason he’d run away.

“Holy shit,” his brother whispered.

It had to be a shock to discover you had a teenage son. She swallowed her impatience. “Look, I’m not looking for child support or anything else from you. I’ve ... we’ve managed to get by all these years on our own.” It hadn’t been easy. There’d been problems and tough times, but she had no regrets. Her son was her entire life. “But I’ve been told you’re the best trackers out there. I need those skills.”

Unsure how Cyrus felt about having a son, she decided to give him an out. “Help me find him. Adam doesn’t need to know you’re his father, not unless you want him to.” She wasn’t sure how she felt about the idea of sharing her son with a man she’d spent such a short time with. She had no idea who he was as a person, other than he had an excellent reputation when it came to his job and was respected by the local police. “I’m not looking to upset your life but save mine.” She wouldn’t rest until she found her son.

Cyrus yanked open the door. “Come inside.”

His brother frowned. “You sure this is a good idea?”

Vinnie caught a glimpse of fury in Cyrus’s eyes before it was quickly banked. “You don’t like it, you don’t have to stay.”

“Oh, I’m not going anywhere.” The man stalked inside.

Great, the last thing she needed was resistance from one of his brothers. From what she’d been told, the Sin brothers were tight. “I don’t mean to cause problems.”

There was nothing remotely humorous about Cyrus’s laugh. “You might not mean to, but you will.”

She gritted her teeth, barely holding back her temper. Antagonizing the man when she needed his help wasn’t smart. As a woman in law enforcement, she was used to dealing with arrogant men. She could handle Cyrus and his brother. “Help me find my son and I’ll disappear from your life again. You can forget we ever met.”

“That’s not going to happen. I haven’t forgotten a damn thing about that night.”

Heat flashed through her, but she tamped it down. The past had no place in the here and now. The last thing she intended was to be seduced by him again. When he continued to hold the door, she reminded herself this was why she was here. Squaring her shoulders, she stepped inside and into the living area.

It was bright and airy and open with vaulted ceilings. Two huge sectional sofas were angled in front of a stone fireplace with the requisite massive television mounted above it. A window seat and bookcases filled the wall on her right. Wide-planked oak floors spread throughout the downstairs level. Beyond it was a huge dining table that could easily seat a dozen people. Off to the left of it was a big, modern kitchen.

“Sit down.” He motioned to the large table. “We need to talk.”

More ominous words had never been spoken. Girding herself for the battle to come, she strode across the room and took one of the chairs. “What do you want to know?”
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I have a son.

Cyrus had been shot, stabbed, caught in an explosion once, and in more fights than he cared to remember, but nothing had ever hit him as hard as discovering that sixteen years ago, he’d left a piece of himself behind in a small West Virginia town.

For more nights than he cared to admit, the woman seated at the table had haunted his dreams. Vinnie Grant. It was a tough, no-nonsense name, much like the woman who owned it. She’d matured, her facial features honed even sharper. She’d been beautiful all those years ago. Now she was exquisite.

Cursing his body’s wayward reaction, he dropped down onto his chair at the head of the table. Josiah’s disapproval radiated across the room. Too damn bad. “Tell me everything.”

She rubbed her hands over her face. For the first time, he noted the dark circles under her eyes and the tightness around her mouth. “I don’t know where to start.”

“Tell me about Adam.” Tell me about my son. A sense of possessiveness reared up inside him. It didn’t seem possible. The odds of a human and werewolf creating a child were astronomical. It had never, not once, occurred to him he might have fathered a child that fateful night.

“Here.” Reaching into her back pocket, she pulled out a picture and handed it to him. “It’s his school picture from last year.”

When he didn’t take it, she put it on the table and pushed it toward him. Defiant eyes stared back at him. Familiar eyes—black as sin—his eyes. Coupled with the shaggy brown hair, square jaw, high forehead, and sharp cheekbones, it was like looking at a picture of himself at that age. Any doubts he’d harbored vanished. There was no mistaking Adam as anything other than his son.

“Damn.” Josiah reached out to take the picture, but Cyrus beat him to it.

Heart pounding in his chest, he stared into the face of his son before turning his attention to the woman who’d irreparably changed his life. Sixteen years ago, she’d ruined him for any chance at a relationship. He’d never wanted another woman the way he’d wanted her.

“You said he’s missing.” The idea of something happening to him before Cyrus could meet him was unacceptable.

She raked her fingers through her hair and blew out a breath. “You have to understand. Life hasn’t been easy for him. Growing up in a small town without a father...”

“I can imagine.” Tough would be an understatement. Too many people were judgmental and disapproving, quick to point a finger at someone else’s perceived shortcomings rather than face their own.

“My dad was a sheriff’s deputy. He died in the line of duty when I was ten. My mom raised me. I don’t know what I would have done without her. She loved Adam from the second he was born. They shared a special bond. Adam’s been struggling since she passed away last year. We both have.”

“I’m sorry.” He’d lost both his parents and understood what it was like to suddenly be solely responsible for a child. It had been his brothers, but the situations were similar.

“Yeah, me too. Puberty is hard on most kids, but Adam...” She shook her head. “The change in him has been drastic. He’s moody and angry and secretive. I’ve taken him camping his entire life, taught him how to survive in the wilderness, but he started going out on his own without telling me. I objected and we had a huge fight.”

She turned away but not before he noted her eyes were glassy with unshed tears. When she turned back, they were gone. His admiration of her strength went up a notch. “I take it you’ve searched.”

She threw her hands in the air. “I hiked to all his favorite places, talked to all his friends. He left a note on his bed saying he was going camping, that he had things he needed to work out.”

Cyrus just bet he did. He glanced at Josiah and saw the realization dawn in his brother’s eyes. Most hybrids went through life with great health, stronger and faster than most, but they were human. Still, puberty was never easy on them with the two sides of themselves battling for supremacy. There were rumors—more folktales than fact—that whispered of some special children who were able to shift, who were more werewolf than human.

“When I couldn’t find him, I contacted the sheriff, my boss. Local search and rescue teams were mobilized.” Her voice hitched and she pressed her lips together. “Five days and nights of trekking through the bush without a sign. Everyone is sympathetic, but they couldn’t keep going indefinitely. Law enforcement across the state has been notified to keep a lookout for him, but there’s nothing more they can do. That’s why I came here hoping to hire a tracker. I took a leave of absence. My son is out there somewhere. With or without your help, I won’t stop until I find him.”

Her love and devotion for Adam shone through with unmistakable ferocity. I want that. The thought came in a flash of knowing that went all the way to his core. He’d lost her once, but by some miracle here she was. It went against every rule he’d been taught and lived by. Humans and wolves didn’t mingle, other than in the most superficial ways. The safety of their kind depended on it. But they shared a son, one that might be more like Cyrus than his mother. Even if that turned out to be the case, he had no doubt she’d do whatever it took to protect him.

It was all conjecture at this point. But human or wolf, Adam Grant was his son, was a Sin.

Drawing on years of practice, he suppressed the maelstrom of emotions swirling inside him and focused on the task at hand. Suck it up and do what needs doing. It was something he’d been telling himself his entire life. If ever there was a time to fall back on that mantra it was now.

“Does Adam have access to money?” If there was a paper trail it would give them a starting point.

“Yes, but it hasn’t been touched. I have an alert on my phone.” She reached across the table and took the picture he was still holding. He reluctantly released it. After a final glance at the image of her son, she tucked it safely away. “Does this mean you’ll help?”

The hope in her eyes made his chest ache. This could end badly for all of them. Their lives were on a collision course with no way of knowing what the ending would be. He could be endangering the lives of his brothers, the same brothers he’d spent a lifetime protecting. But there was only one answer he could give. Whatever sacrifices had to be made, he’d make them. He’d let this woman go once because it had been the right thing, the only thing, to do. His brothers were no longer children, no longer needed him. But she did, and so did his son.

“I’ll help.”

She closed her eyes and nodded. A lone tear slid down her cheek. She impatiently brushed it away. “Sorry, it’s been a hell of a long week. What’s our first move?”
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Chapter Two
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Vinnie dug her fingernails into her palms using the slight pain to ground her. It was either that or burst into tears. The relief was overwhelming. She was no longer in this alone. The room began to spin, the exhaustion that had been chasing her all week threatening to overtake her. She heard someone say her name as if from a distance.

She jolted when a heavy hand dropped on her shoulder. Cyrus towered over her, a dark scowl on his face. “When was the last time you slept?”

“I caught a couple of hours last night.” Sleep was elusive. When she did manage it, her dreams were haunted by the cries of her son. He was out there somewhere alone. He needed her and she wasn’t there.

“You need to rest.”

She shook her head. “I’ll rest when we find him.”

“You’re no damn good to me if you can’t keep up.”

Shoving up from the table, she drilled her forefinger into his chest. “I’ll keep up if I have to crawl.” The corners of his mouth twitched. If he laughed at her, she’d slug him.

“I have no doubt you will, but it’s going to take a while to gather information. You should take advantage of it and have a nap.”

Vinnie shook her head. “You might need me to answer questions. And honestly, I’m too wound up to sleep.”

“Suit yourself.” Cyrus headed down a nearby hallway. “I’ll be back.”

His brother stood there watching her. Tired of not knowing what to call him, she asked, “What’s your name? Or should I just say, hey you?”

“Josiah.” It was offered grudgingly, but since he’d given it, she decided to at least be polite.

“Nice to meet you, Josiah.”

He grunted. “You want coffee?”

It was a peace offering of sorts. “Please.” She was running on coffee, fast food, and candy bars. Not particularly healthy, but she couldn’t stomach much in the way of food.

By the time he’d poured three cups, Cyrus was back with a laptop. He grunted when Josiah set the coffee beside him but was already lost in his task. She scooted her chair closer so she could watch what he was doing. He shot her a quick glance but kept typing.

“Zach usually handles deep research, but with you here to give details, I can manage.”

“Zach?”

“Another brother.”

“How many of you are there?” Details had been scant about the family. For better or worse, these men were related to her son. That mattered. She was also more curious about Cyrus than she should be.

“Seven.” A smile twitched at the corners of his mouth.”

That surprised a small laugh. “Really?”

“Really.”

It boggled the brain to think about five more like the two here running around the world.

“I need the police reports.”

“What? Why? I can tell you anything you need to know.”

Cyrus steepled his fingers together, his expression verging on pity. Her hackles immediately rose.

“I can guarantee your boss considers you a suspect in the disappearance of your son. He wouldn’t be doing his job if he didn’t.”

As a cop, she understood procedure. In any disappearance of a minor the parents were immediately suspect, even with people you knew. Because, at the end of the day, no one knew what went on behind closed doors. Not once had she stopped to consider her fellow officers would view her in such a light, and it should have. But all her focus had been on finding Adam.

Sheriff Kingman—the town was named after one of his ancestors—had been understanding when she’d asked for a leave of absence. But thinking back on it, there’d been an edge of suspicion. He’d also wanted to know where she was going and when she’d be back. He was keeping tabs on her.

Her stomach heaved and she slapped a hand over her mouth. “Bathroom?”

Cyrus jumped up, grabbed her hand, and towed her down the hallway, through a bedroom, and into the attached bath. Falling to her knees in front of the toilet, she lost the breakfast sandwich she’d gotten from a drive-thru hours before. Exhausted to the marrow of her bones, embarrassed, and thoroughly humiliated, she flushed the toilet and rested her head against the rim.

“Here.” A damp washcloth was pressed against her forehead. She took it and wiped her mouth.

“Sorry about that.” He was certainly seeing her at her worst. If he’d harbored any fantasies about her over the years, she’d surely destroyed them by now.

“Don’t worry about it. You’ve had a rough time of it.” Lifting her under the arms, he pulled her to her feet. She resisted the urge to lean on him and grabbed the edge of the vanity for support instead. Releasing her, he dug through a drawer in the vanity and pulled out a brand-new toothbrush still in the packaging. “You can use this. Come on back to the kitchen when you’re ready.” He ran his hand over the top of her head and trailed the backs of his fingers down her cheek.

She closed her eyes, soaking in the care and concern, and nodded. “I won’t be long.” When the door closed behind him, she stared in the mirror. Pale with dark circles under bloodshot eyes, she looked like she’d been on a week-long bender. “Pull it together. Adam needs you.”

Her hands shook, but she managed to get the toothbrush open. After she’d cleaned her teeth, she splashed cold water on her face. Done, she left the bathroom. It opened into a bedroom dominated by a large bed with a gray comforter. One wall was floor-to-ceiling bookcases filled with books along with several pictures. A chest of drawers and nightstand rounded out the space. It was likely Cyrus’s space, his bed.

Ignoring the jolt of heat that spread throughout her, she hurried back to the kitchen area. Josiah was noticeably absent.

“If I access the police reports, Sheriff Kingman will know. He’ll be suspicious.” Not wanting to discuss what had just happened, she retook her chair and dove back into the task at hand.

Cyrus pushed a bottle of water toward her. “Drink. You’re probably dehydrated. And the problem is being handled.”

“How? The sheriff isn’t going to hand over files simply because you ask.” Didn’t matter how good his reputation as a tracker was. Some things were confidential.

“I contacted Zach. He’s hacking into the system.”

The mouthful of water she’d just taken spewed across the table. “What? He can’t do that. It’s illegal.” She wiped her hand over her mouth.

Unfazed by the outburst, Cyrus used several napkins to mop up the mess. “It’s only illegal if they catch him, which they won’t. They’ll never know he was there.”

She was appalled. She was also more than a little impressed at the resources at his fingertips. But still. “I’m an officer of the law.”

“And your son is missing.” Like a fist to the gut, the truth robbed her of breath. “My son is missing.” A palpable menace poured off him and filled the room. “If you don’t think I’ll use any and every resource to find him, you’re mistaken.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Yes.” She gripped the water bottle between her two hands. She’d been a deputy her entire adult life, was the daughter of a deputy. Law enforcement was in her blood. It was humbling to realize none of that mattered. “The only thing I care about is finding Adam. Whatever that takes.”

Cyrus studied her a long moment before nodding in understanding. He glanced at the computer screen. “He’s got it.”

“Already? Is security that lax in the sheriff’s department?” They weren’t a big department, but they constantly upgraded their system.

“No, Zach’s that good.” He opened the document and began to scan. “They searched your house.”

“I told them they could. They wanted to see Adam’s room. It’s procedure.” It had eaten up valuable search time, but she’d understood it was necessary.

“They went back while you were out with search and rescue.”

“What? Let me see that.” She leaned close to Cyrus and began to read. “That rat bastard.”

“I take it you’re not fond of this Deputy Wilkes?”

“He keeps asking me out. I keep saying no. He’s also vocal in his belief women don’t belong in law enforcement, except in supportive administrative roles. Thankfully, he’s in the minority. Suspicious bloodstains on a towel in the main hamper, my ass. There might have been a couple of drops at best. I nicked my finger with a kitchen knife. All he’s doing is taking resources away
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