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Prologue

 


Restless, she couldn’t sleep, but she
hadn’t been able to since this all happened. And all of her
instincts were screaming just like they had the night her mother
had been killed. Misty had been plunged into a world of uncertainty
and betrayal.

Unlike then, she was on edge and on
the verge of running. However, she knew she couldn’t just take off.
Her testimony was vital to putting a crime lord behind bars for
life.

This was a safehouse with experienced
guards whose job it was to protect her. So why did she feel
surrounded by an electrical fence?

Misty pushed out a rough sigh and
paced over to the window. Pulling back the curtain, she peeped out
and instead of finding the shadowy figure of the FBI agent who was
usually out back smoking at this hour, she found a prone lump on
the concrete.

Her heart stopped and scenes of the
night her mother was executed before her played through her mind.
Her blood, her voice weak as she begged for her life, and his cruel
laugh as he pulled the trigger.

For the third time in Misty’s life,
her world had tilted on its axis and the room spun around
her.

“He’s coming for
me.”

“You can’t escape me,
Misty. I will never let you go. If I can’t have you, I won’t let
you live without me.”

The words haunted her, and the whisper
of his voice raked over her chilling skin. She would never forget
the retribution in his eyes or the blood on her face, running down
the corners of her mouth to stain her chin and the bodice of her
dress.

The body at her feet had been a
testament to the brutal reality that she’d had to deny just to
survive. The gaping hole in the olive-skinned throat and the dark
eyes that stared up at her, the expression of rage forever etched
in them, were a memory imprinted indelibly on her brain.

The dull thud from outside the door
jerked her from the gruesome reverie of only two months ago. The
sound was followed by a rap on her door, but her heart stopped. She
dared not hope the threat had been neutralized.

Misty had seen first-hand what the
hitters of the American yakuza could do in the name of their boss.
As a result, her senses went on high alert.

She opened her mouth, but nothing came
out. The doorknob rattled, and the door creaked open to reveal the
golden-skinned Kenji Yamamoto. His lips pulled into a grin and the
gun he held in one hand lowered as he came toward her.

Her heart beat started again, a harsh
tattoo that almost deafened her.

“I told you the FBI
couldn’t keep us apart.” Kenji closed the distance between them and
tried to touch her, but Misty shrank away.

“Kenji—” A masculine voice
protested from behind him.

“Just do as you’re told,”
he snapped without taking his gaze from her. “Leave me.”

“We don’t have time,” the
man muttered. “Grab her or kill her. The damned agent got off a
call.”

“Wait outside,” he
ordered, his tone impassive.

The man left them alone, and Kenji’s
gaze slid over her and lust shimmered in his eyes.

“I’m disappointed in you,
Misty,” he said. “I thought we meant more to each other than this
betrayal. For killing my cousin, I can forgive you, but not
this.”

“I testify tomorrow,
Kenji, and there is nothing you can say to stop that.”

“Say?” he asked in a silky
tone. “I didn’t come here to convince you of anything. It’s too
late for that, unless you’re agreeing to come to me.”

“I will die first.” She
spat the words as if they were a distasteful morsel. “Your father
killed my parents. Being with you would be like pissing on their
graves.”

“And you killed my cousin.
He was like a brother to me. That makes us even,” he snapped. “But
since you won’t come to me…” He lifted the gun and cocked
it.

His brown eyes lit with the excitement
of the hunt while resignation filled her. Tonight, the running from
the American yakuza would end one way or another.

She’d been reduced to nothing but prey
to them. She was a witness promised protection and left to the cold
mercy of a cop or agent who’d betrayed her life for mere
money.

“No last words?” Kenji
asked and laughed. “Don’t think to stall. The men coming are
in my pocket.” He
tapped his chest with his free hand.

“What can I say to a
dickless wonder like you?” she demanded. “You come at me with a gun
instead of manning up and using your bare hands.”

He growled, the tiger—the animal that
lived inside him—snarled at her, eyes going golden as the animal
glared at her from the man’s face. She could almost see the
stripes.

Misty laughed. “You don’t scare me.
You’re a weak-ass son of a bitch like your father,” she sneered.
“You both think you can take whatever you want.”

“Your life is what I’ll
take tonight.” He pulled the trigger, malice bright in his eyes and
satisfaction coming over his features. However, the gun merely
clicked. He looked at it in shock.

Her skin cooled as the animal inside
rose to the fore of her mind, determined to survive. Cold issued
from the center of her forehead to slam into his. He shook it off,
expression puzzled.

Then he attempted to pull the trigger
again.

Misty kicked him in the groin and
shoved him backward. The gun went off and the heat of it grazed her
shoulder as the bullet rushed past. She kicked him in his knee as
she locked her nails in the side of his forearm.

The gun fell to the floor, and he
snarled. Misty lunged forward and sank her teeth in the shoulder,
missing the side of his neck. He howled in pain and pushed her
away. She threw out her hand and the ripples of icy energy tore a
cry from him as they connected with his face.

He squeezed his eyes closed and blood
trickled from them. Misty whipped around and grabbed her bag from
beneath the bed.

“Bitch.” The insult came
from the doorway.

Misty threw a ball of ice at him. It
hit the floor, vanished, rose up as a wall of snow, and rushed him,
throwing him backward. She raced for the window and his grunt
floated to her.

“Misty!” Kenji grabbed
her, and she struck out wildly as she turned, and they fell to the
floor.

“My father was right about
you,” he said as he pressed the bulge in his pants into her back.
“You are special.”

She struggled, and Kenji turned her
over. Their eyes met and arctic cold chilled her eyes before coming
out in laser thin rays. He growled and tried to look away, but
Misty gripped the sides of his face. Her icy fingers stuck as the
frigid energy blinded him.

He snarled, and his body began to
convulse as the chill played havoc with his heart.

“D—” The words froze on
his tongue, and he crumbled in her hands, turning to
snow.

“Kenji!”

She got to her feet at the sound of
hard footfalls on the stairs and rushed to the window. Wrestling it
up, Misty shoved the screen, but it didn’t give right
away.

“Kenji, we’re out of time.
Kenji?” A harsh voice demanded in the dark, behind her.

Misty put her shoulder into the mesh
and the metal frame gave way, sending the material outward. Misty
landed hard on her bag, but sprang to her feet as shots pinged on
the window frame. She looped her bag over her head to hang
cross-body wise and took off for the fence that separated the yard
from the neighbor’s.

When she reached it, Misty sprang over
like a teenager as the dog snarled and barked. She heard him change
course as the man chasing her followed her over. She reached the
other side and was over even as a shot whizzed by her
head.

Landing on the ground with a wince,
Misty was up and moving, hands shaking.

A car came out of nowhere, and the
headlights blinded her temporarily. Misty moved onto the sidewalk
and the car picked up speed as it headed toward her, jumping the
curb.

Her eyes widened, and Misty’s hand
shot out of its own volition, sending a large ball of ice to hit
the vehicle, causing it to jerk left. Breathing hard, she clenched
her fists and snow swirled around her head and raced for the car.
It crashed into the light pole, crumpling.

In surrounding yards, dogs barked, and
Misty quickly assessed her options. There was no going to the
police. One of them had allowed her to be put in this position and
whoever that was would ensure she died.

She only had one choice. She shifted
into her animal form and sprinted down the street, bag beating at
her chest.


Chapter One

 


Six Years
Later…

“What’s going on?” Brynn,
her second in command, asked after slipping into the chair across
from her.

Mallory took a sip of her drink and
met the other woman’s gaze. Her emotions rioted inside her for the
first time since she was a kid preparing to take over her pack.
Back then, it had been easy to know what to do.

The certainty of youth and the
righteousness of rage had driven her while the comradery of her
friends had sustained her. Tonight, the very friends she’d leaned
on were no comfort.

“I just know those
bastards created the perfect storm of discord and this town might
drown in it.”

“I know you think Sam is
excluding you, but she’s just protecting her ass,” Brynn said.
“Jenner is pissed. The charges against Mica didn’t stick, and he
can’t get Sam, Syd, or Kamari for Jerry’s
disappearance.”

Jericho had been the alpha of the wolf
pack that Jenner was now alpha of. His pack was still clamoring for
justice that they felt they’d been denied in the past weeks for the
deaths of other packmates.

“What are her
plans?”

“Talk to her,” Brynn
ordered. “She’s not going to lie to you.”

Mallory pushed out a sigh. Nothing
could be truer of Sam. She’d let you know she was going to gut you
with a paring knife if you asked.

She was bold and fearless, but she had
survived the unimaginable, giving her a backbone of steel that
Mallory wasn’t sure she had.

“I don’t know if there can
be much trust right now,” Mallory said after a long moment. “She
knows I’m in the hot-seat over this.”

“She trusts you,” Brynn
told her gently. “Don’t sell yourself or her short.”

“How are things on the
floor tonight?” Mallory changed the subject.

She and Sam were co-owners of Coyote
Closet, the strip and sex club for lesbians. The business was doing
better than ever despite the murder that had occurred there a week
ago and accusations that Mallory and Sam were involved.

Patrons seemed to be coming in just to
watch the show to see what happens next as tension between the
packs ramped up.

“Fine,” she said. “You
know what? I asked Treasure to come up and give you a lap
dance.”

“No.” Mallory shook her
head. She didn’t fool with those damned dancers. Some of them were
as contentious as grade school children at recess.

The rest wanted a sugar
mama.

Right now, any one of them could be a
plant, convinced by the Coalition or Jenner to turn on her and Sam.
It was a risk she couldn’t take.

“She’s still too new to
the area to be a problem, Mallory,” Brynn said. “You need to relax.
It’s the only way for you to see clearly.”

Mallory made her best decisions when
she was languid, but she hadn’t gotten laid in three weeks, and she
was in heat. That meant, she was going to become edgier than normal
and her pack would feel it.

She didn’t need them doubting her or
her strength. That kind of discord in this situation might lead to
some of her people betraying her.

“If you aren’t going to do
this, then you need to go into the city and get laid,” Brynn
suggested.

“I will,” she said. Brynn
was a good friend of Sam’s, but she’d remained with Mallory when
Sam had left the pack to take over Gray Tail, a pack they’d
recently defeated.

Mallory appreciated that, considering
Brynn was one of the rare shadow coyotes. They were Indian born,
stronger and more resilient than normal coyotes. They even lived
longer and healed faster.

“Okay. I’ll leave you
alone,” Brynn said.

“Head back to the den,”
Mallory told her. “I want you to stay out there when I’m
here.”

“Anticipating
trouble?”

A storm was coming, and she could
already smell the snow.

“I’ve heard a few rumors
that some of the men aren’t too happy with the decisions I’ve made
lately, and they might challenge me as well as you. So, be
careful.”

“I’m already on that,”
Brynn told her. “I’ve been trying to pinpoint the source of the
problem. When I do, I’ll let you know.”

“Thanks, Brynn.” The other
woman was a dominant, but Mallory hadn’t expected her to take such
a leadership role as she’d formerly been consigned to
following.

Brynn gave her a smile. “I want you to
take a look at a few things I’d like to do.”

Mallory chuckled. “Email me, and I’ll
go over it tonight after I get back off the floor.” She always
walked the floor unless she was in a playroom letting off steam,
but she hadn’t done that recently for fear of betrayal.

“Okay. I’m going. I’ll see
you later.”

“Later.” Mallory got to
her feet and straightened her tie before heading out to the
floor.

When Sam was in the club, she was
mostly in the security room now-a-days or patrolling the playroom
floor. They were both concerned about what the wolves might do in
order to get them both hauled into human court or in front of the
Coalition.

The Coalition was the shifter board
that kept the balance in their area and often were instrumental in
having justice meted out to shifters who broke the
rules.

Once on the floor, she went to the bar
where Kamari, Sam’s mate was pouring up drinks as their temporary
head bartender. Mallory gave her a nod and Kamari finished up what
she was doing and walked down to her.

“How’s it
going?”

“It’s busy,” she said with
a smile. “A cop’s out there tonight.”

Mallory wasn’t surprised. “Has she
been doing anything other than watching?”

“Not that I noticed,”
Kamari replied. “She came over for a drink, and I gave her a strong
one.” She grinned.

“Water the next one down
and make sure she gets a ride if she needs it.”

Kamari nodded in understanding. “Eyes
on her,” she said. “But just between us, she’s a he, about
twenty-four.”

“What’s she wearing—”
Someone screamed, and Mallory faced the floor.

****

On stage, Treasure ignored the scream
and ran her fingers down between her breasts, giving her tiny top a
tug, lowering it just enough to give patrons a view of the creamy
mounds. She bent a little and her eyes were snared by a pair of
hard almond-shaped brown ones.

Larue McDaniels. She was the jackal
Treasure had gone out with who’d refused to take no for an answer.
She’d tried to rape Treasure, but she’d managed to get her off her
and escape the club alone.

Before she could draw back the woman
reached up and grabbed her. Treasure gasped and tried to push her
hand off, but claws scraped her nape, penetrating the first layer
of skin.

“Come a little closer,
whore.”

She tumbled from the stage and a low
growl escaped her as she fell right into the jackal’s arms.
Treasure tried to get free, but the woman’s hold
tightened.

“Remember what I said?”
Larue whispered. “The bouncers are too busy just now to worry about
what I’m doing to you.” Then, sharp teeth bit into Treasure’s
earlobe, drawing blood.

Treasure let out a cry of pain and
braced her hands on the woman’s thighs but didn’t attempt to pull
back. Jackals were vicious attack dogs and this one would take her
lobe off if she showed too much fear or pulled hard against her
hold.

“Get down there, little
slut.” She shoved Treasure’s head down to her crotch and the soft
perfume of musk filled her nostrils.

“Let her go,” Mallory
ordered coldly. “Now.”

“Or what?” The jackal
demanded and pressed Treasure’s head tighter against
her.

She was already wet and the scent of
her arousal nauseated Treasure. Her claws pricked at her nails, but
she fought the animal’s urge to strike out and end the threat or be
ended.

“I came here for a good
time and a good time’s what I’ll get from my bitch.”

Treasure’s blood turned cold and her
icy hands drew a snarl from the animal.

She fell back and nearly hit her head
on the stage. Treasure’s gaze collided with the other woman’s and
animal met animal. The jackal’s rage flared in her eyes, and
Treasure hit her with an arc of cold energy.

The jackal let out a growl and lunged
for her. Just then, Mallory grabbed the woman by the back of her
collar and jerked her backward before shoving her face down on the
table. Treasure stared down at the woman, breath coming out in
heavy pants.

“Stay down, McDaniels,”
Mallory bit out, and punched the woman in the side as she
struggled.

“Let me up, Blacklaw,” she
commanded. “You’ll regret it if you don’t.”

“No one touches the girls
without permission, asshole.” Mallory tugged her up and let her
go.

The jackal rounded on her and landed a
blow to Mallory’s stomach, and Mallory shoved her back.

“Get that piece of crap
out of my club, Camden.”

The bouncer grabbed the jackal from
behind.

“She’s not welcome back,”
Mallory snapped.

“Mallory, she’s mine, and
I won’t let you keep me from her,” the jackal shouted. “I’ll see
you after work, Treasure girl.” The jackal blew her a
kiss.

Treasure fought back the growl and the
urge to finish her. She wouldn’t, even though it wouldn’t take
much. She had only to blow out a breath and the cold would give her
brain freeze. Instead, she pulled her animal back by a
white-knuckled grip.

The animal was furious and lunged
against the reins, determined to kill. So, Treasure ran from the
room to separate the animal from the target. Shaking, she reached
the corridor and let out a low growl as she braced her hands on the
wall, panting.

The touch on her shoulder, made her
jump, and she whipped around ready to do battle.

“I thought I made it clear
you weren’t to bring your drama to work,” Mallory said in a hard
tone. “You can take care of that when you get off, or don’t come
back.”

“She’s not my drama,”
Treasure snapped, glaring up at the attractive dusky-skinned woman.
“She’s just some damned animal who thinks one date entitles her to
lay claim to me.”

Mallory drew her brows into a frown.
Her blue-gray eyes were filled with concern. “What?”

“I went out with her last
week, and she tried to rape me in the club when I told her
no.”

“In a club? What kind of
club were you in?” Mallory exclaimed.

“Beasts Wild.”

“Why the hell were you
there? It’s a bisexual sex and dance club.”

“I know. I was following,”
she said through gritted teeth. “I can’t deal with this right now.”
Treasure turned and stalked away.

“Go home,” Mallory called.
“We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”

Treasure shook her head and headed to
the dressing room. There was a change and shower room along with a
lounge that made the area comfortable for the dancers. Two girls
were already there changing into their costumes.

“Are you okay?” One of
them asked.

“Not really,” she
muttered. “That asshole was out there, and she attacked
me.”

“You should go to the
police,” she said attaching a whip to a clip on her low slung
pants.

“I know. Thanks, Velvet.”
Treasure undressed at her locker and grabbed her shower slippers
before heading into the shower.

She cleaned up and dressed quickly.
Then Treasure headed to the employees parking lot. The area was
well-lit and a single guard was visible.

She made her way to her little black
scooter and unlocked the storage compartment where her helmet was
stored. Treasure removed it and dropped her bag inside. She pulled
on the head gear, climbed onto the moped, and cranked the
engine.

She wasn’t worried about an attack on
the road, but Treasure was concerned that jackal might follow her
home.

She’d gone through enough over her
lifetime to know that woman would find her, and she would create
more trouble than she was worth. She’d end up having to leave town,
but she was already preparing for that.

Treasure was so damned tired of
leaving. All she really wanted was to find a place she could settle
down and live her life, and this had looked like the perfect little
town. She’d never been around so many shifters in her life which
made this place feel right.

Tears formed in her eyes, and she
wiped them away before pulling out of the lot. She closed her eyes
for a split-second and her vision was clearer, everything she
passed was brighter, the colors more vivid.

Maybe she’d just go to the police and
file charges as per Black Velvet’s suggestion. If that didn’t work,
then she’d leave.


Chapter Two

 


“Her alpha status isn’t
being questioned, Mallory,” Jenner, the chief of police of Snowbury
muttered as he glared across the square table. “Just the way she
acquired the pack.”

Mallory shook her head as she held his
flinty gaze. Light came into the room, through the small window to
his right. The warm room did nothing to combat the chill coming
over her as she drew in a slow breath.

This afternoon, her mind was only
partially on this meeting Jenner had requested. She was concerned
about the cop who’d attacked one of her dancers while she was
giving a lap dance, and Mallory thought it had been more for effect
than anything else.

She was also concerned about the
attack on Treasure.

Two incidences in one night had her
more than a little suspicious about the cause.

“Answer my questions.” The
thud of his fist on the table snapped Mallory out of her
reverie.

“Why are you questioning
this after everything your former alpha did?” Mallory asked
patiently. “He tried to kill Kamari as well as Mica.”

“Why? Because I have no
choice, that’s why,” he snapped, ire blazing in his eyes. “I have
dead cops, one of which was pressing charges against one of her
people. I have two missing influential leaders, a pack demanding
answers, and a whole hell of a lot of blood still staining this
town.”

“I know the Wolf Coalition
wants answers, but they need to stop attempting to demonize
coyotes,” she said coldly. “I’m not helping them or you unseat
Samarra so you can gain her pack. It’s not happening.”

The former Gray Tail lands were a
large territory and a nice size pack of coyotes. The former leader
was dead and had once been an ally of Mallory’s until he turned on
her. He’d acted in concert with Jenner’s alpha and a pack of
hyenas.

Their loss had resulted in Sam taking
over the pack. However, the lands belonged to a single pack member
and couldn’t be gained in the event the pack was taken over. No one
seemed to get that other than herself and Sam.

“You’re not going to have
much choice,” Jenner told her softly. “Samarra is my lead suspect
in Jericho and Collier’s disappearances and Kamari is my
second.”

She narrowed her gaze on him. “Are you
crazy? You know what kind of men they were.”

“The D.A. went over the
video files and refuses to accept them as anything other than a
fake. He has experts who say the films were pieced together from
more than one source,” Jenner told her grimly. “The Wolf Coalition
is doing its own investigation prompted by that.”

“And those FBI agents and
that mess?” she demanded. “They were here for him. Who do you think
attacked them?”

“There is no proof of
that,” he snapped. “The agent spoke to me, but offered no evidence
to back that up.”

“Did he say he was closing
the investigation?” she demanded.

“He said he had other
evidence to look at, and then he’d be back to talk to Jericho,” he
retorted. “But with him dead, there is no knowing what he had or
didn’t.”

“You’re splitting hairs
and you know it,” she growled. “Kamari worked under that agent, and
he talked to her. He had the same evidence you had.”

“Kamari will be sanctioned
for making a scene, along with Mica and her cousin,” he told her.
“There is no way around that. The investigation was long and way
too tedious, but that’s the final conclusion of the review
board.”

“People assigned by the
Coalition came to this conclusion,” Mallory said angrily. “Friends
of Jerry and Collier’s decided this. It was by no means fair or
impartial nor do I consider a week long enough for a true
determination of guilt on Sam or Mica’s parts.”

Jenner blew out a breath. “I know Sam
said she’d withdraw from the coalition if it came to that, but you
can’t let her do that,” he said, his tone almost pleading. “With
her having taken over Gray Tail there will be an imbalance of
power.”

“What you mean is Sam will
be a lone power and you wolves can’t allow that.”

“You need to convince her
to accept the ruling and turn that pack over to the Coalition
pending our findings,” he replied. “It’s better she loses the pack
fairly and legally than have anyone in the Coalition look askance
at the proceedings.”

Mallory snorted. “If she withdraws,
you can’t touch her.”

“But we can still sanction
Mica’s cousin. His sentence will be death to send a message,”
Jenner told her grimly. “We can’t allow this town to devolve into a
cesspool of lawlessness.”

“I’ll kick him out of my
pack.” She shrugged.

“With Sam being on her
own, it’ll be open season on her. All the burden of proof in any
case of aggression against her pack will be on her, and you know
she’ll always lose.”

“That would be stupid on
your parts,” she said evenly. “Sam isn’t going to be the easy
target you think she will be.”

No. Sam was deadly and cold when
threatened. To that, there were three deadly women in Sam’s pack
who’d turn this into a battle of attrition the town would get
caught in.

“And you’ll be heavily
sanctioned for letting him go as well as being charged with murder
of the girl killed in your club. On top of that, the Coalition will
want to charge you with conspiring in Collier and Jerry’s
disappearances.”

She drew in a deep breath and let it
out harshly. “That’s your answer? Force me to betray a woman who’s
like a sister or do time for something I didn’t do?”

“It’s the only answer to
get things back the way they should be,” he told her. “You couldn’t
have thought that getting rid of Jerry would be that easy. I’m not
sure I believe everything you said, especially in light of the
forgery those videos are being made to be.”

Mallory nodded. “If you do this,
you’ll lose, Jenner,” she said softly.

“Is that a
threat?”

“It’s a fact,” she told
him in a hard tone, slamming her fist on his desk. “Sam won’t roll
over, and I’m not going to let you roll over me because you want
more power.”

He rose to look down at her, his
wolf-gray eyes glittering dangerously.

Mallory got to her feet too, holding
his gaze.

“Think it over. You have
one week. You do as the Coalition wants and give us Sam on a silver
platter or you die with her.”

Mallory backed to the door not
trusting that wolf. He’d always acted with a semblance of honor,
but with the evidence against his alpha being called into question,
Mallory knew he was a wolf out for vengeance.

Like any wolf she knew, she was sure
he’d attack her here and now if she let her guard down. She
wouldn’t go for the throat for fear of dying in the police station
at the hands of wolves.

The door opened at her back, and she
stiffened. However, Mallory didn’t stop. She merely drew in a
breath to determine the name of the wolf she’d have to kill
first.

“Alpha.” The male’s voice
was familiar and so was his scent.

“I didn’t call for you,
detective,” Jenner snapped. “Get back to work.”

“I am working,” Rowel
retorted. “I was coming to tell you a complaint has been filed
against a cop.”

Jenner frowned. “A coyote?”

“No, the dancer Cordelia
Harcourt.”

His eyes glittered as they focused on
her, and Mallory schooled her features, though she was surprised to
hear it.

“Five days,” Jenner said
pointing at her. “Then, I’ll assume you chose the wrong side. Now,
get out, and Rowel, tell the dancer to get in here.”

Mallory exited his office and turned
to find several wolves watching them. Some growled low, but she
turned her gaze on Rowel.

“What are you doing? This
might get you killed,” she muttered under her breath.

“You’re my alpha,” he said
coolly. “My job is to die with you or for you if it comes to
that.”

She shook her head and slapped his
shoulder. “I’ll see you in the den. Thanks.”

He flashed her a brief smile. “Be
careful. They all know what he and the Coalition thinks about
Jerry’s disappearance.”

“Thanks for the heads up,”
Mallory said. She knew getting out of the building might be a feat,
but she held her head up as she made her way to the
door.

A male wolf with strawberry blond hair
shoved her, and she stumbled back into the arms of a male who
caught her in a head lock. Mallory jumped and kicked the man in
front of her before releasing her claws and jamming them into the
thigh of the man restraining her.

He growled, and Mallory drove her
elbow into his stomach. As his grip loosened, she ducked to avoid
the punch of the man who’d pushed her. His blow connected with his
friend’s face.

“Another move, boys and
girls, and I’m busting a cap in a few asses. Then, I’m booking you
for assault,” Rowel said icily. “This is a place of business not a
boxing ring.”

“He’s right,” Jenner
barked. “Get back to work. Another finger on her in this building,
and you’ll be put on leave.”

Mallory gave Rowel a nod and Jenner a
look, brow lifted. She hadn’t missed the subtle distinction that
gave them the green light to attack her outside. If he wanted to
play it that way, then she had no trouble with guerilla
warfare.

****

Cordelia watched the scene play out
from a corner of the squadroom. Mallory moved with lithe grace and
swiftness which seemed to surprise the men. Her fist had one man’s
face turning blue.

She couldn’t help admiring Mallory’s
willingness to defend herself. Cordelia was immensely proud of her,
considering the guts it took to stand her ground in wolf territory
when you were possibly a woman alone.

“Miss Harcourt.” Rowel
motioned her over with two fingers, and she crossed the room to be
led into an office. “Chief this is Cordelia Harcourt.”

“Miss Harcourt, what’s her
problem with Officer…?”

“Officer McDaniels,” Rowel
supplied.

Jenner sighed and indicated the two
chairs before his desk. Cordelia took one aware of Rowel leaving
them.

“What’s Officer McDaniels
done?”

“She came to my job at the
club last night and harassed me. She jerked me off the stage and
pressed my face into her crotch.”

“It’s a club,” he said
coolly. “What do you want me to do about that? I’m sure that’s just
a job hazard.”

“That wasn’t her first
attack on me,” she snapped. “She tried to rape me when I went out
with her.”

“And you’re just reporting
it?” he asked blandly.

“I figured if I just left
her alone she’d leave me alone, but last night was proof that
wasn’t going to happen. I want to file charges against her for
jerking me off the stage.”

“I’m sure the guards there
handled the matter,” he said dismissively. “If anything happens
outside the club, you’re free to file a report.”

“If I slit her throat in
the club and the bouncers throw her in the trash, then
what?”

“They won’t,” he said
acerbically. “And I’ll charge you with murder.”

“And I’ll kill you, too,”
she told him coldly, fists clenched at her sides as the animal
inside her fought to break free. The cat could sense the wolf’s
dominant nature, but the wolf clearly had no scent of the
cat.

“Are you threatening a
police chief?” he asked, eyes stone hard.

“Aren’t threats as much of
a job hazard for you as your death?” she asked silkily.

“Be careful you don’t end
up in a ditch,” he said, a growl in his voice. “You’re new around
here. Those women at the club won’t give a damn about
you.”

Cordelia held his gaze, pulling the
cat back. She was in heat and that made the cat cranky, especially
since she wasn’t getting laid these days.

“You’re right,” she said.
“The next time she attacks me, I’ll go to the sheriff in the next
town or call in the state police. I might even call the FBI and
tell them you’re refusing to do your job.” She knocked the chair
over as she stood.

“I’d advise you to think
that over,” he said, his tone deceptively calm. His animal was
staring at her, his eyes wolf gray.

“Then do your damn job.
Serve and protect me before she hurts me.” She stalked from the
office into the squadroom where wolves looked up from their
work.

Cordelia ignored them, exiting as
quickly as possible.

“Damn that bastard,” she
muttered. All she wanted was a peaceful life, not another set of
assholes who thought they had the right to do with her as they
pleased.


Chapter Three

 


Mallory sighed as she ended the call
she’d made to Cordelia. Talking to her about her problem with
McDaniels was tops on her list this afternoon. She hadn’t returned
her call yet and it didn’t look like she was going to.

She unlocked her door and climbed into
the sporty black vehicle. She started the engine and was about to
back out when a cry of rage stopped her.

“What the
hell?”

Mallory cut the engine and climbed
out. Across the parking lot, she spotted Cordelia standing in front
of her moped.

“Cordelia?” she called,
and the woman turned, her body tight as a violin string. Mallory
strode over, curious. “What’s going on?”

“She trashed my bike while
I was inside,” she growled. “I don’t even think filing a report
will do much good.”

“Who do you think is
responsible?” Mallory asked.

“That jackass officer,
Larue McDaniels.”

“You’re not sleeping with
her?” Mallory asked with a frown. The woman’s scent was too hard to
place. She never could get anything more than the smell of
Cordelia’s perfume and that was very enticing.

But she certainly wasn’t wearing any
superficial scent that said she had been with anyone
else.

“No,” she muttered. “I
told you last night. She tried to rape me. Then she threatened me.
She said she’d rip out my throat if I told.”

“And that’s why you’re
here?”

“I was reporting what she
did to me last night,” Cordelia said.

“And what did they
say?”

“Fuck me,” she snapped.
“That’s what the police chief said.”

“You talked to Jenner?”
Mallory asked. “And he refused to handle this?”

She glared at Mallory, her eyes
glowing faintly green. Mallory’s coyote raised its head and drew in
the woman’s scent. There was an undertone of something other than
human that intrigued both woman and animal.

Cordelia turned away, the red of her
hair brilliant against the gray day. Her ass was firm in the pants
she wore, and she only got a few steps before Mallory was trailing
after her like the bitch in heat she was.

“Wait a minute,” Mallory
called attempting to grab her arm, but was too slow.

“I can’t prove she did
this, but I can report it,” Cordelia said.

Mallory went inside with her, curious
as to how this would be handled.

The report was taken and the man who
did was more or less unconcerned with Cordelia’s fears of being
stalked. He merely told her there was nothing they could do absent
of proof.

“So, when she rapes me and
beats me to death, then you can do something?” Cordelia asked,
clearly seething with rage as she stared at the officer looking the
moped over.

“Yep.” He gave her a
smirk.

“Right,” she muttered
through clenched teeth. “She told me this would happen, so my best
out is to buy a gun and blow her brains out.”

Mallory
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