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  Shape-Shifter Clinic 5


  Never Underestimate a Wolf


  Tegan Carter’s been hired as a security guard for the shape-shifter clinic. Harry Harrison’s certain she’s useless. Or a spy. Or both.


  Jayden Powell’s convinced Dr. Oscar Thorne would never make such a mistake. Besides, Harry’s a bear. A grumpy grizzly bear. But George Thorne is still determined to attack the clinic and anything could happen.


  Everything Tegan does incites Harry’s anger. When she solves a problem, he’s even more certain she’s on George’s team. When she doesn’t, it proves she’s a useless female. And when he rips her shirt off to check she’s not wearing a wire, Tegan attacks him back.


  Jayden tries to be the voice of reason between the wolf and the bear, but he wants her too, yet Harry’s his Dom and his friend. The passion between these three is as incendiary and explosive as anything that might happen to the clinic.
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  Chapter One


  


  Harry Harrison leaned his six-foot-four-inch, two-hundred-twenty-pound frame against the car and stared at the woman. Oscar had hired her? A woman? Well, he’d soon fix that. He’d give this little gal some jobs that would send her running home to Mommy in ten seconds flat.


  “You do understand that there are spiders—poisonous spiders—on the loose and that’s what you’ll be looking for? In among the trees and shrubs. They’ll get down the neck of your shirt, maybe inside your bra—” he suggested, staring her right in the face.


  “They might bite you on the breasts, but they won’t get near my skin. I’m wearing a wet suit under my jeans and knee-high boots. I’ve got a cap to put on as well. Besides, I’m not arachnophobic.”


  The green-eyed blonde was giving him back as direct a look as he sent her. Harry stood up straight and rolled his shoulders. “Just leave your car here in the driveway. Round back’s still rather a clusterfuck from the break-in.”


  She jumped from the car, pushing a cap down in the back pocket of her black jeans, beeped the vehicle locked, and pushed the keys into a front pocket. The jeans were skin tight. He couldn’t imagine how she could fit even such small things as she had into her pockets.


  Determined to scare her off, he simply nodded at her and said, “Come on.”


  He walked fast, deliberately taking long steps as he headed for the lake. She lengthened her stride and kept up with him. Well score one for her for not running, he supposed. “I’m glad you mentioned the wet suit. The lake is one place no one has checked yet for the spiders, and since they can swim, we need to do that,” he said, watching her out of the corners of his eyes.


  He didn’t get any aura of fear from her. Maybe she was telling the truth and wasn’t scared of spiders. Anyway, he’d been tasked with ridding the property of the shape-shifter clinic of as many of the spiders that idiot Adam Roth had released as they could find.


  Harry stood back when they reached the lake. She moved slowly, looking along the edges of the water and checking the soil of the narrow beach.


  “I don’t see any holes where they might have burrowed down,” she commented.


  He followed her around to the rear of the lake and helped her scan the rocky little area there. Together they lifted the lower rocks and checked underneath them for nests, but there was no sign of spiders at all. Finally he decided their search was complete. “Okay, come back to the clinic and I’ll get you a container and send you in among the trees.”


  Once again she kept up with him on the half-mile walk back. He had to admit she showed no signs of tiring yet. Maybe she would be useful after all. But he’d hold that thought until after he’d seen her with a few spiders.


  “So, Tegan Carter, tell me about yourself.”


  “I’ve been working as a security guard and in protective services for five years now.”


  “And?”


  “And what? That’s all you need to know about me. Dr. Thorne wants some people to help protect Thorne House Clinic. He chose me as one of them. End of story.”


  Harry had expected to find out a lot more about her than that. Evidently she wasn’t going to be a chatty sort of person. She was proving to be far more complicated and a whole lot harder to intimidate than he’d expected. Although he still couldn’t believe she’d really be an asset to the clinic. He’d been looking after security for the place almost since it began, and they did need more manpower. But that was exactly it. Manpower. Some big, tough shape-shifters and humans who could deal with anything. Not a fucking female they’d have to look after themselves.


  Harry took Tegan to where Adam had thrown the glass container of spiders from the roof. The glass had been cleaned up, although there might still be a few fragments in the grass here and there. The spiders, too, were long gone and that was the problem. Although they’d managed to catch a lot of them, the thought of them making nests and multiplying so very close to seriously ill people was quite worrying. The occasional spider was fine. Whole colonies of them, not so much.


  Sitting on the concrete path was a pile of buckets, Ziploc bags, and small shovels. Harry handed her one of each. “People have already been looking, but of course the spiders may still be running around, so just because anyone has checked a particular tree or area of dirt once, doesn’t mean the spiders won’t be there now. If you find a nest or colony come back to the clinic and we’ll get the bug people out to remove them all professionally. If it’s just a handful, catch them yourself. Okay?”


  “No worries.”


  She put the equipment on the ground before fiddling with the neck of her shirt, releasing the hood of the wet suit. She piled her hair onto the top of her head and then pulled the neoprene hood over her head, completely covering her neck and hair. She slapped the baseball cap on top of the hood, then buttoned her shirt tightly around her neck.


  Next she took latex gloves from the pocket of her jeans and pulled them over her hands, tucking the ends of the gloves inside the sleeves of the wet suit. When she’d finished she buttoned her shirtsleeves tightly.


  Harry stared at her. All that remained of her skin was the center of her face. Everything else was completely covered. The spiders would have a hard job indeed finding some skin to bite. If she even found them of course. Harry was convinced there were still a lot of spiders running loose. It’d be interesting to see if little Miss Tegan found any of them. And if they made her scream. He liked the idea of her running into his arms, screaming her head off.


  


  * * * *


  


  Is he always like this with new members of staff? Does he hate women? Or is it just me?


  Tegan had heard lots of stories about Harry Harrison, and none of them fit the way he’d just behaved. The stories about him being enormous were true. That man had to weigh over two hundred pounds, and she was willing to bet her new iPod that every ounce of it was muscle. He was a bear shape-shifter, and right now he was acting as if it was past time for him to hibernate. Except shape-shifters didn’t hibernate.


  But grumpy as all hell was the only way to describe him. Whereas, she’d heard plenty of people say how kind and helpful he was. Well, not today, sister. Or not to me, anyway.


  She’d just have to find the damn spiders and show him she could do the job. Not that she was used to searching for spiders. Searching for drugs or concealed weapons was more her standard line of trade. But if spiders were what he wanted, spiders she would find. Thank God she wasn’t a nervy kind of person.


  Tegan lived in the building in town known among the shape-shifters as “Wolf Central.” She was a security guard there for some of the stores on the first and second floors, but she also did some private jobs as a personal security guard. There was a growing group of rich men in their thirties and forties who liked to have a couple of obviously large, hulking security men, then someone else as well, someone unexpected, as backup. Someone who wasn’t a man wearing a black suit and size-twenty shoes. Frequently it was her. She’d be dressed in a stunning gown, hanging on Mr. Rich and Important’s arm, and slapped on the ass playfully while they danced. But the money she was paid for such jobs was astronomical, so it was all good as far as she was concerned.


  Right now Tegan was happy to be wearing a wet suit rather than a borrowed Vera Wang gown. She was almost certain no insect was going to be able to crawl inside and bite her. All she had to do was find the little fuckers.


  Tegan looked assessingly at each bush before she passed it. It seemed from the quick search she’d done on Google that wolf spiders’d be more likely to be low on the ground, under leaf litter or rocks, maybe even burrowed into the soil, rather than up in the trees among the branches. Which was good because she was wearing sturdy boots to stomp on the insects if necessary.


  The entire werewolf community was one hundred percent behind Dr. Oscar Thorne’s shape-shifter clinic. Shifters healed faster than humans. Their metabolisms were different, too. Also, often transforming and running in their other skin helped them heal. All of this meant that having their own clinic was a wonderful aid to them healing faster and with more freedom than in a regular hospital. Yet, for an unknown reason, Oscar’s cousin George was violently opposed to him having the property. George had even said in front of a judge that he was determined to take the property away from Oscar.


  Everyone was sure that the latest round of trouble with a gang of young-adult punks was orchestrated by George Thorne. The only problem was going to be proving it in court. Meanwhile the spiders Adam Roth had thrown at his sister remained to be collected. Lucky, lucky her to get this job.


  Tegan grinned. She didn’t really mind. If this was how she could help her pack, it was actually all right by her.


  Three hours later Tegan wasn’t feeling quite so thrilled to have been chosen for the task. Her back ached from walking bent over, staring at the ground. Her neck and thighs hurt, too. Just ahead of her was the wall surrounding the property. The wall had to be at least ten feet high, with smashed glass embedded in the top. Maybe a quarter mile away Tegan could see the pale blue of the mattress the punks had thrown over the wall so they could break in. It was still caught on some of the glass, so it was hanging half on, half off the top of the wall.


  I’ll walk following the wall for a bit. Having my head up and my back straight for a while will be good.


  Tegan stood still, stretching her back, arching it hard, then making a bow with it, before wiggling around, giving her muscles a rest. When she began walking beside the wall she deliberately stood about three feet out from it so she could actually look ahead instead of having to keep her neck turned all the time.


  She moved very slowly checking not just for spiders, but also for spiderwebs which might indicate they were in the area. She thought that likely this was a waste of time, as wolf spiders were more generally found near the ground, but three hours of searching at ground level had gained her no results, so right now the wall was worth checking. Unless Harry was wrong and most of the spiders had been caught already. No, Dr. Thorne had sent for her so he must have thought having someone else look was worthwhile.


  Hey, at least I’m not trying to walk in six-inch heels while pretending not to listen to other people’s conversations!


  Besides, the land here was really pretty. There was a mixture of trees, bushes, and flower gardens, as well as lawns. It was the perfect environment for shape-shifters to go running. The high wall gave it an air of privacy, too, which was so essential for shape-shifters who tried hard to stay under the radar of ordinary society.


  Tegan sighed. Wolf Central had everything possible to meet the needs of the wolf pack, including a running track. Circling the outside of the tenth floor was a rubberized all-weather running track. From the outside, the floor seemed to have a balcony all the way around it, but it was actually the track. The glass of the balcony walls was opaque, so no one could see inside. The tenth floor also contained a lap pool for swimming, a very well-equipped fitness center, and an obstacle course specifically designed to keep wolves fit.


  But she’d rather run in an environment like this any day. Oh well, maybe she’d fit a run in while she was here. The Alpha had told her to work here as long as Dr. Thorne needed her.


  Tegan was flicking her gaze up and down the wall, watching for any spiders, especially a trail of them, or webs, or anything that might give her a clue about them. She slowed down when she was about five feet from the mattress. Was that spiders on it? Tiny black specks that appeared to move. Silently Tegan took a few steps closer, this time looking at the ground, then the wall, and finally at the mattress. She couldn’t see anything on the ground, but on the wall—maybe.


  Another few paces forward and she grinned. Bingo! A steady stream of spiders was marching up the wall and into a rip in the side of the mattress. She didn’t know what they’d found—and didn’t want to know either—but she had her colony of wolf spiders. Mission accomplished. Well, almost. She just needed the bug people to come and take them away without sending them fleeing to another part of the property and having to do this all over again.


  Tegan moved back about ten feet, hoping the spiders wouldn’t notice her at this distance, and thought. She could go back to the clinic and find Harry Harrison and tell him about the colony. He then could get the professionals to come look. But that would take her away from here for fifteen or more minutes. The insects could go off somewhere else in that time, especially if they were collecting food from the mattress or something like that.


  She could try to catch them herself. She was pretty sure she couldn’t fit that many spiders into a Ziploc bag though. Or she could move far enough away that her voice shouldn’t disturb the creatures and call the clinic and tell them and let them decide. She didn’t know Harry’s cell phone number, but Josie, the receptionist at Wolf Central, would probably have it and the number for the clinic as well.


  Tegan told herself she was thinking through the options, but her feet were already moving her back away from the wall to a distance she hoped wouldn’t disturb the insects.


  She wiggled her ass to loosen her cell phone from the back pocket it was jammed into, then she hit the speed dial for Wolf Central.


  “Hi, Josie. This’s Tegan. I’ve found the nest of spiders and don’t want to leave them to walk back to the clinic. Can you please tell Dr. Thorne and Harry Harrison so they can decide what to do next?”


  “Yes. I’m doing it now. I’ve gotten your location from your phone’s GPS. Where exactly are the spiders?”


  “On the wall, about fifty feet in front of me.”


  “Is your cell phone in silent mode? I’ll call you back when they tell me what’s happening.”


  Tegan always had the phone set to vibrate when she was working. “It’s on vibrate.”


  “Okay. Talk to you soon.”


  Tegan wanted to walk forward and check on the spiders. Suddenly she worried they’d all left as soon as she’d found them. But her going backward and forward would be more likely to send them running than anything else, so she forced herself to stay where she was.


  Maybe five minutes later her phone vibrated. Tegan slid her finger over the unlock key and answered. “Yes.”


  “The wolf spiders were stolen from a company called Spiders ’N’ Things here in town. A team from Spiders ’N’ Things is on its way to collect their property. Harry’s going to meet them at the gate and bring them to you. It’ll likely be ten, fifteen minutes yet.”


  “No worries. Thanks, Josie.”


  “Well done finding them.”


  Walking as softly as she could, trying not to make any noise or even vibration the spiders might notice, Tegan moved forward again. The spiders were behaving exactly as before, marching up the wall and into the mattress. So far so good.


  


  * * * *


  


  Jayden Powell had been guarding the gate at Thorne House Clinic on and off for days. Today’d been a hell of a day between the punk kids breaking in and then having to clean up after them. Not to mention when the leader of the punks had thrown a container of poisonous spiders at a woman and one of the men had thrown the woman to him to get her out of the way of the spiders and glass. He’d caught the female as if she were a football, and had even run a few yards with her to make sure neither of them ended up wearing the spiders or got hit by the shattering glass, but it had scared the shit out of him. She was only a little thing, but still a whole lot bigger than a football, and besides, his football career had been over for ten years.


  The woman had taken it all very well. He’d half expected her to faint or have hysterics. She had lost her breakfast, but then he’d damn near lost his, too, so that was nothing.


  It was now well into the afternoon, and they were still searching for the fucking spiders. Personally, he couldn’t imagine they’d ever find them. The critters had likely been scared halfway to Michigan by now.


  Just then he saw Harry Harrison walking down the driveway toward him. Jayden was a big, burly man. There’d been a reason he’d played college football, after all. But beside Harry he looked average. The bear was four inches taller than him and likely forty pounds heavier, all of it muscle. Yet he moved almost silently when he wanted to. Who’d have thought a bear could be graceful? But somehow Harry was.


  Jayden wondered why Harry was coming down. It’d be so much easier just to text him after all. But Harry was good like that. A considerate boss, firm but always fair. He took no nonsense but worked damn hard and expected everyone else to do the same. That suited Jayden. He hated working for companies where the security guards were just there to look pretty and thieves walked off with whatever they wanted to.


  Jayden smiled at Harry and walked forward a little way to meet him. “Anything new happening?” he asked.


  “Yes. The people from Spiders ’N’ Things are on their way to collect their missing insects.”


  “Great. Where were they? Who found them? Had they made a nest? I thought they’d be long gone from here.”


  “Yes, they’ve settled into the mattress the kids used to get over the wall. Since it’s still ten feet in the air, I’m not sure how the insect people are going to do this, but that’s their problem I guess.”


  “The mattress? I wonder why?”


  Harry looked serious. “Yeah. It’s a bit weird. However, I expect the insect people will know the way bugs think and deal with it.”


  Harry leaned a hip against the guard post, and Jayden faced the road again. He wished he could watch them at work, but he wasn’t keen to have spiders biting him, so perhaps he was better off having to stay here after all.


  It was only about five minutes later that a truck pulled up with “Spiders ’N’ Things” painted on the sides and a huge spider painted on the hood. “Yuck!” Jayden opened the gate, and three men drove in and unloaded a stack of stuff. Jayden understood the ladders and huge collecting jars. There was also bug spray and what appeared to be a sealed box to put insects in, but as for the rest of their equipment, he had no idea what it was all about.


  “That gang took over a thousand dollars’ worth of our best stock. We’ve already put in a claim for compensation. If we get enough of them back, we’ll cancel, but only if the spiders are still in saleable condition, mind,” said one of the men.


  One thousand dead presidents for spiders. Wow. Expensive.


  Jayden watched them pick up their gear and follow Harry over toward the wall and head away from him. Once more he faced out the gate, ready to do his job, but the back of his neck was itchy with the thought of all those spiders out there. He’d be damn glad when these people had their stock back and safely locked up. His brain knew a couple of bites wouldn’t hurt a healthy person like him. His heart wasn’t so sure.


  Half an hour later he heard movement and turned around. It was the woman, carrying a pile of stuff for the insect people. The woman had found the spiders? Well, she’d earned her money then. Being on gate duty was boring, but all things considered Jayden preferred it to hunting for spiders.


  The woman casually put a couple of large containers filled with spiders trying to climb out of them on the ground.


  The woman smiled. “Hi, I’m Tegan.”


  “Jayden. Are you sure they can’t get out of there?”


  “The containers belong to the Spiders ’N’ Things people, so I reckon they’re secure.”


  “You found where they were hiding? Good job.”


  “Thank you. It took a while, but yes, finally I found them. They were setting up house in the mattress.”


  Jayden couldn’t imagine why spiders would want to live in the mattress. Unless there was food or something in there. He didn’t like to think about that though, so he just nodded. The woman was very attractive. Well, what he could see of her that was. She had big green eyes. Her hair was covered by a hood, and her body was absolutely poured into a pair of black jeans, which accentuated long legs. He always liked long legs on a woman. All the better to wrap around his waist when they fucked. He wished her could see her hair, though. In fact, he’d like to spend more time with her and find out all about her. She seemed a really nice person.


  “Are you just here for today, or will you be back tomorrow?” he asked.


  “I don’t know. Dr. Thorne asked for me today. I just go where I’m sent.”


  “Yeah, me, too. But it was Harry who hired me.”


  She smiled at him then they both turned at the sound of conversation. Two of the people from the van had the mattress balanced across two ladders which they were carrying. Harry and the other man had the rest of the equipment.


  “I’m surprised the police didn’t want to keep that mattress as evidence,” said Tegan.


  Jayden nodded. “Yeah, those kids stole everything else. Likely they stole that, too.”


  “We’ll take some photographs of it before we cut it open. We want to check we got all our spiders though,” the chatty man answered them as they loaded their gear back into the van.


  “Do you think you did retrieve all your spiders?” asked Jayden.


  “It’s hard to tell. We hadn’t done a head count at all. But if we didn’t, I don’t think there’s many out there now,” he replied.


  “Thank God for that. The last thing we need is them coming inside the clinic,” said Harry.


  Jayden agreed. He felt itchy just thinking about the insects.


  Danny Davies, the clinic carpenter, was walking down the drive toward them. He spoke to the insect people and shook their hands, then as soon as they’d left he said, “Oscar wants to talk to y’all. I’ll mind the gate while you’re gone.”


  What the fuck has gone wrong now?


  Chapter Two


  


  Tegan couldn’t understand why they’d all been summoned by the clinic’s owner. Harry was in charge. Why didn’t Oscar Thorne just talk to him? She had no need to even meet him. She worked for the Alpha who had an arrangement with Dr. Thorne. She had the strangest feeling running up and down her spine that something had gone wrong. But what? She’d found the spiders, and the people who owned them seemed pleased to have them back. She’d be pleased, too, when she could take off the wet suit. It was great to swim in one, but wearing it all day under her clothes wasn’t nearly so great.


  On the positive side, she hadn’t been bitten even once, so that was good news.


  She also noticed that Harry wasn’t walking as fast this time. Oh, he was still taking big steps, but he was a big man with long legs. It was as though he wasn’t in such an enormous hurry to arrive. And that was very interesting. Was he wondering what this call into the boss’s office was all about, too?


  They all entered the front door of the clinic, and Ambrielle Watson was at the reception desk. She was the office administrator and partnered to Danny and Oscar. They had their own apartment on the top floor of the building.


  “Hey, Ambrielle. I hear that Oscar wants us,” said Harry.


  “He’s up on the top floor in that big empty room near our apartment. He said to send you three up to him.”


  Now what? They were walking all through the clinic to a meeting instead of sitting in his office? This really doesn’t make sense. Unless he’s doing something important up there and doesn’t want to be interrupted. But what could that be?


  Tegan glanced at Jayden, but he was very obviously just as confused as her. Harry looked thoughtful, but she didn’t know if that meant he understood or not.


  Mentally Tegan shrugged. She’d find out in a few minutes anyway.


  The back of the top floor was blocked off with a door across the hallway as it led into Oscar’s apartment. Other doors led to the right and left from the stairs, but Tegan didn’t know what was in there as they were all closed. The only open door was the one that was right by the stairs, leading into a room she guessed overlooked the front of the building. She followed Harry in there, and Jayden brought up the rear.


  It was a lovely room. Very large and totally empty, painted with pale yellow walls and a deeper gold ceiling. There were three big windows looking out to the front of the property, and they had pale gold drapes across them. Drapes which were currently flung wide open.


  On the outside wall was a small room Tegan guessed to be a bathroom, and beside it a mini kitchen with a sink, a refrigerator, a counter, and a microwave oven.


  “What a pretty room,” she said, then wondered if she should have kept silent until she was spoken to. Oh, well, too late now.


  Dr. Thorne smiled at her. “Thank you. This is going to be a rehabilitation room for people starting their recovery. We’ll use it for hobbies, crafts, gentle exercise classes, that type of thing. But for now, I’m thinking it’ll make a headquarters for you three. You’ll be out of the way of the patients and general staff up here, and relatively independent. There’s a half bathroom through there, and you can make your own snacks,” he said, waving to the door and the kitchen area.


  “Why do we need a headquarters?” asked Harry.


  Good question. She’d like to know the answer to that herself.


  “Shut the door please, Jayden.”


  Jayden stepped back and closed the door, then the four of them gathered in the center of the room.


  “We all know my cousin George is fixated on taking this house and land for himself. But no one knows why, and so far no one can prove he’s behind many of the attacks. The judge heard him threaten me. Sierra Bond, my attorney, was there when Adam Roth accused George of paying him to frighten workers at the clinic. The wolf pack has some evidence of people trying to run my staff off the road. But it’s all minor stuff and not well substantiated.”


  Tegan stared at Oscar. In her experience, some greedy people didn’t need a reason to do things. They wanted something and just went and took it. Half the time people who stole things didn’t even need what they stole. Oh yes, sure, hungry people stole food, and drug addicts stole things to pawn for drug money, but a lot of white-collar criminals, which this cousin George undoubtedly was, didn’t need a reason. If they wanted something they took it.


  Tegan lifted her head. The doctor was talking again. “I want you three to set up headquarters in here. I want a watch on the property to prevent any more attacks on it from anyone at all, and I want you to use the rest of your time to find out why George wants my clinic and how he is linked with the young adults. Sierra has information on them, and she’ll keep digging for more. I want you three to find the link. I want something that will prevent George from taking the clinic away from me. He has to have a reason. There has to be evidence against him somewhere. I want you three to find it for me.”


  Tegan shook her head. This was not possible. No matter how hard they dug, how many rocks they overturned, there was no guarantee they’d find anything. The best bet was the punk kids, and Sierra was already getting them checked. This was going to be a massive waste of time and energy.


  Harry rubbed his hands together. “No worries, Oscar. We’ll move a couple of beds up here, set up tables for our laptops, and get right on it. With three of us we can each work an eight-hour shift so there’ll always be one of us on duty twenty-four-seven. We’ll move in tonight and should be working by the time you get up tomorrow.”


  What? The man’s insane. Move in here and work with them for goodness knows how long on a hopeless case?


  “I agree. We can do this for you, sir. We’ll all get right on it,” said Jayden.


  Him, too? They’re both insane.


  “What about you, Tegan? You’re an important part of this group. There has to be a female on the team, and I trust you to stand up to these two men and keep them on the ball.”


  Her head was screaming, “No, no, no,” but somehow when her mouth opened what she said was, “Yes, Dr. Thorne. I’ll do my best for you.”


  Well, fuck. She was so fucked now.


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry wasn’t surprised that Oscar had finally decided to ask him to solve the riddle of why George kept attacking the clinic. Everyone knew it was George. Or that George was behind the attacks, at the very least. It was inevitable that Oscar would get tired of waiting for George to give up and go away and decide to catch him out.


  It was also inevitable that he’d be the one to lead the team. He’d put in a lot of work already on this case and had some ideas about where they could go looking for confirmation that George was behind all the trouble.


  “Right. Tegan, go home and pack a suitcase for a week. Bring anything you need to conduct an online search as well. You can also be in charge of our meals, so bring us plenty of food.”


  “What kind of food?”


  “Whatever you plan to cook for us.”


  “I’ll need money if you expect me to go shopping.”


  Harry hadn’t expected her to be quite this negative. But likely he should give her some cash. As team leader he’d claim it back. “Make sure you keep the receipts.”


  “Can do.”


  He watched her ass in those tight black jeans leave the room. He had a hard-on just watching her butt wiggle away from him. Likely it was just as well they’d be working shifts on this job until they wrapped George up and delivered him to the authorities. His mind needed to be on the job, not on a woman, no matter how enticing her body was. And Tegan’s body was the most enticing he’d seen in a very long time.


  He dragged his mind back to setting up the room. “Right, we need a couple of tables, chairs, beds. Let’s do it.”


  Jayden nodded.


  The next hour was filled with sourcing the equipment they needed then carrying it up three flights of stairs. The clinic didn’t yet have much in the way of unused furniture, so they had to take things from areas where they would be least missed. In the end they could only get two beds.


  “I’ll bring a sleeping bag back with me when I go home for my stuff. It won’t be ideal, but if both of you are asleep in the two beds at least I’ll be able to take a nap as well,” he said.


  “It shouldn’t be a problem. Likely one of us should always be on duty. Are we going to set up some cameras to watch the front and back doors of the clinic, or will we just keep a guard on the gate?” asked Jayden.


  Harry rested his hands on his hips. “I don’t think Oscar’s got a lot of money lying idle right now. If we do three eight-hour shifts on the gate, whoever’s on the gate should have spare time to keep running some Internet searches as well. And the new back door security with a pin code is much more secure than the old method.”


  “Yeah. Besides, the shape-shifters here run around and check the wall for break-in attempts as well, don’t they?”


  “Yes, they do. We need to keep encouraging that. It’s good use of time. Multitasking. The shape-shifters get the exercise they need, and we benefit from some extra eyes on our perimeter.”


  Harry looked around the room. It still seemed quite spacious even with two large tables joined together to form a square, four straight-backed chairs pushed up to them, and two beds over against the side wall.


  “Right, go and get your clothing now and anything else you’ll need, and I will, too,” he told Jayden.


  “You don’t think one of us should stay here until Tegan gets back?”


  “I’ll check that there’s still someone watching the gate before I leave.” Hopefully a big strong wolf. He wasn’t sure how Tegan would go on gate duty. What if someone tried to ram-raid the gates? Would she even know what to do? It was all very well for Oscar to say they needed a woman on their team, but really how much use would she be?


  Although, she had found the spiders, and she hadn’t run away from them screaming, so perhaps this would work after all.


  


  * * * *


  


  Jayden lived in a tiny apartment above an old lady’s garage. Even thought he wasn’t home a lot, the old lady said she liked having a big young man there, as she felt secure. He always checked her doors and windows were locking properly and cut the grass for her. He also told her when he was going to be away for a few days as he was now. She patted his arm and said, “Don’t worry, dear. I’ll be fine here.”


  He wasn’t so sure of that, but he nodded anyway and headed up to his apartment. It didn’t take him long to throw half a dozen sets of underpants and socks into a backpack, add some clean T-shirts and jeans, a waterproof jacket and a couple of sweaters, and he was done.


  He spent a few minutes trying to decide whether a laptop or an iPad would be more useful, then shrugged. I’ll take them both. His next thought was to wonder how many electrical outlets were in the room, and whether his cable would reach one to plug in from the table. Again he shrugged. Danny Davies, the carpenter, was sure to have extra cable if he needed it and likely a spare power strip as well.


  His packing done, he locked up carefully and drove back to the clinic, filling his tank with gas on the way, just in case he needed to run any errands if he was on duty late at night.


  Danny was still on duty at the gate, and Jayden felt guilty. Surely they should take over duty soon. “I can be back here in ten minutes to relieve you,” he said.


  “There’s no need for you to come back yet. I’m finding it quite relaxing, actually. Quinn’s coming down to take over in about an hour, so you three can decide what you want to do about the gate after that.”


  “Harry said we’d work eight-hour shifts, but I don’t know when we start.”


  “Like I said, there’s no need to rush.” Danny waved him through the gate, and Jayden drove around the side of the property to the staff parking lot.


  He slung his backpack over his shoulder along with his laptop, then entered the clinic from the rear, climbing the stairs to the third floor.


  Tegan was already in their room, sitting at the table facing the door, her head bent over her own laptop. Her hair was blonde, and twisted into a knot sort of thing on top of her head. She was still wearing the black jeans and long-sleeved shirt she’d had on before. Either that or she had several identical sets of clothing.


  She glanced up at him, smiled slightly, then kept staring at her computer. Jayden looked around the room. A roll-along suitcase sat against the wall, a black all-weather coat resting over it. Okay, he could follow suit. He shrugged his backpack off and placed it beside her roll-along, then opened his laptop on the table, sitting like her, facing the door and with his back to the wall.


  But he didn’t really know where to start. She was evidently following a lead or at least a train of thought, but he couldn’t think of where to begin. How could they link George Thorne to the punk kids apart from the fact that Adam Roth had said George paid him to cause trouble?


  Wait a moment. Everyone kept referring to them as kids, or teenagers, or punks. But although they were young, they hadn’t seemed to be juveniles to him. Something was niggling at the corner of his brain, something about age or…


  He closed his eyes and focused his thoughts. What was hiding in the back of his brain? That was it. Ellie Roth, the woman Mike had thrown to him and he’d caught, had said her brother was thirty—no wait, turning thirty in January. So, he, their leader, was definitely not a juvenile by a long way. Therefore, if he had their photographs or, even better, the names of the young men they’d caught attacking the property, he could research their history and find out who they worked for in their gang, and what sort of crimes they’d committed in the past. If they’d committed any, that was.


  Now, who would have that information? Had Harry found it out for Oscar perhaps? Maybe Harry’d already read through all the data they’d previously gathered and found nothing helpful. Well, they had to begin somewhere even if it was just rereading what had been read before.


  “I’ll just be downstairs speaking to Ambrielle,” he told Tegan.


  She nodded, not looking up from her screen.


  Jayden ran down the stairs and around to the reception desk. No one was there, but he could see Ambrielle in her office. She had one of those fairground-style mirrors that could see around corners, so when anyone entered through the front door, she could see them from her desk. He wondered about going into her office to save her getting up but thought that might be rude. It was her office after all.


  “Hi, Jayden.”


  “Hi, Ambrielle. Sorry to make you leave your office.”


  She just smiled and shrugged, so he went on. “I was thinking about those punk kids. Except, they’re not children. Most of them are old enough to have a criminal record. I wondered who had their real names, or the aliases they use, and their photographs, so I could start looking at each one to see if I could find some leads to George.”


  “That’s a good idea. Harry found some information and sent it to Sierra Bond, the attorney. I think she had one of her clerks looking for more details, too. Why don’t you e-mail her and see what files she’s assembled and where the gaps are?”


  “Sounds like a plan. Have you got her e-mail address?”


  Ambrielle took a notepad from the desk and wrote it down for him. “Thanks, Ambrielle.”


  “I’m glad you three are going to help. We really need to take George out of the picture here once and for all.”


  Now that was true. The shape-shifter clinic was so badly needed, so vitally important, and George needed to understand that. Jayden walked up the stairs again and stopped in the doorway of the room he was already mentally terming “the office.”


  “I told you to buy us food.”


  “I did buy food for us. I did exactly what you said. You said I was to buy, and I’m quoting you here, ‘Whatever you plan to cook for us.’ I don’t plan to cook for you. I’m a security guard, not a chef. So I bought food we could all eat raw or put in the microwave oven ourselves. You also told me to keep the receipts. They’re all there, sitting under the box of oatmeal.”


  “Oatmeal!”


  Jayden thought Harry might explode.


  “Yes, oatmeal. I got oatmeal and Cheerios for our breakfasts. There’s bread, and peanut butter and jelly for snacks. And the freezer is full of microwave dinners and instant meals. If you open the refrigerator you’ll see there’s also apples, tomatoes, and watermelon, a gallon of milk and a gallon of orange juice, and a dozen cans of soda. A perfect, balanced diet.”


  “I need meat. Steaks.” Harry was thundering now. Everyone in the clinic would be able to hear him. To her credit, Tegan looked him in the eye and didn’t raise her voice at all.


  “Well, why don’t you go buy a grill and some steaks and you can have a cookout. I’m pretty sure most of the wolves would join you.”


  Harry turned and made a beeline for the doorway. Jayden promptly got out of the way. He was a burly man but not as big as Harry. Especially not as big as an enraged Harry.


  Jayden watched Harry stomp down the stairs before he walked into the room. Tegan should have been curled up in a corner, crying and sucking her thumb in fear at having outraged the huge bear. Instead, she was sitting at her computer as if nothing had happened.


  Well, the woman sure had balls. Iron balls.


  Jayden wasn’t stupid. Harry was going to explode sooner or later, and there was no way he was going to be here when it happened. He grabbed his laptop and said, “I’ll go down and take over gate duty.”


  Hopefully by the time he got back, oh, in say eight hours, Harry would have calmed down. Or at least scrubbed Tegan’s blood off the walls.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tegan was a wolf. She’d been born into the pack and had always lived with wolves. Far more male than female wolves were born, so she was used to being surrounded by big, bossy males. She was also used to refusing to let them intimidate her. She was strong, fit, and five foot nine, but she knew in a fair fight a male shape-shifter would almost always defeat her. Which was why she’d studied martial arts, and when push came to shove she never ever fought fair. She’d learned to evade punches and the standard kind of holds a man might use on her and directed her hands to a man’s nose and eyes, her knees to his balls, and her elbows to whatever they could do the most damage on.


  However, Harry was both a bear shape-shifter and a mountain of a man. Even with every dirty trick she knew, it was likely he would flatten her. Therefore she stayed sweet and calm, although firm, and refused to rise to his anger. Besides, she’d been hired as a security guard, equal to Jayden, not as Harry’s personal slave. Asking her to shop was a legitimate request. Expecting her to cook for them or clean up after them was not.


  She was deep in a search of stolen items anywhere near this neighborhood. It seemed to her this Adam Roth man didn’t believe in buying the items he needed. Rather he stole them. Or, more likely, had his gang steal them. The spiders had been stolen and their owners located. What about the metal that had been laid on the road as tire shredders a while back? Caltrops were rather unusual. No one with animals would want them around their property. Also, the mattress had looked to be in good condition to her, not like it had been lying outside in the trash. She wondered if it had been stolen from a store. She was also looking for any other stolen items which might give her a clue as to what else George planned to do to the clinic.


  Tegan wondered how this job was going to unfold. If Harry was planning to denigrate and belittle her at every turn, or if he simply thought women were inferior, second-class citizens, she was about to have a few very unpleasant days. And so was he, because she wouldn’t tolerate such treatment from anyone. She lived in a masculine environment and was well able to keep up with the men. As a wolf, she was stronger than most human women. As a very fit wolf she was more able to deal with trouble than most female wolves. A bear, however, was different. Were bears inherently misogynistic? Was that the problem? If so, Harry was about to get a crash course in equality awareness.


  Deliberately, she wiped him from her mind and went back to reading lists of stolen property. She stopped at a stolen car. Likely the police had already checked that line of thought, but those kids had to have arrived here somehow. So either their car had to be still parked somewhere not too far away, or the police had already found it, or else someone had brought them here and left them.


  Wasn’t that what happened last time? Whoever had brought the four young men who laid the ambush with the tire shredders had run off and left them. Had it happened again? Surely they wouldn’t be stupid enough to trust the same person a second time. Or had it been Adam who’d left them to their fate last time?


  Tegan closed the browser she was using and locked her laptop so no one else could use it, then headed downstairs. Ambrielle was still in her office, so Tegan tapped on the open door.


  “Hi, Tegan. Can I help you?”


  “This might sound a fraction weird, but I was wondering if the police had gone looking for the car that dropped Adam Roth and his gang off this morning.”


  “Oh, now that’s a good thought. Last time I rode up and down the nearby streets on my motorcycle looking for a car, but there wasn’t one. This time none of our people went looking. We were too busy chasing spiders. Of course the police might have already done that.”


  “They’re not likely to have lots of manpower with nothing to do, though, are they? I think I’ll go for a drive.”


  “Good idea.”


  Tegan left the clinic and walked over to the staff parking lot. She traveled slowly down the long driveway and stopped at the gate. When Jayden came over to her, she said, “I thought I’d drive around a little and see if there are any parked cars nearby. Adam Roth’s gang had to get here somehow, and if I was them, I wouldn’t have trusted someone to bring me here and drive away again, after the person ran off and left them last time.”


  “Tegan, that’s a good idea. Although it may have been Adam himself who left them before.”


  “Well, perhaps that’s why he was here with them this time. Maybe they don’t trust him. In that case, they might be singing like birds for the police right now, which would be a great help.”


  “If they all point the finger at Adam and he implicates George, that’d be really helpful.”


  Tegan grinned. “We’ll wrap this job up by tomorrow in that case.”


  Jayden opened the gate and she drove through, following the clinic property, driving very slowly, and looking hard to see if a car had been parked under any of the trees. There were a lot of trees and shrubs beside the road, but she didn’t think a vehicle could be totally hidden. She turned down the first side road and followed it for two miles before turning back. She couldn’t imagine the kids wanting to walk any farther than that. She repeated her actions down the next side road, and the next, then came back toward the clinic, passed it, and continued looking hard. About half a mile from the clinic she stopped and reversed, then moved her car right off the road. A tree branch was broken. Carefully she inched her car forward, and there was a white truck almost hidden under the trees. Bingo! She copied the license plate into her cell phone then called Ambrielle.


  “I may have found it.”


  “Already? Girl, you’re amazing.”


  “I haven’t gotten out of my car, you understand, but this’s a white truck pulled off the road, half-hidden under the bushes. Let me give you the license plate.”


  “Stay there, and I’ll call the police and Harry and let them know.”


  “Thanks, Ambrielle.”


  Tegan sat back and waited for the police. Of course the car might belong to one of the young men, and they might have told the police it was there. But in that case, why hadn’t someone driven it to the police station. No, she tended to think it was a car they’d either borrowed or stolen. Either would be an excellent lead. If someone had loaned them a car, did that mean he was interested in forcing Oscar out of the clinic, too? And if it was stolen, it was another weapon to keep these kids in jail. Either would be very good indeed.


  Tegan leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes, a happy smile on her face.


  A fist slammed on the roof of her car, making the vehicle rock. “What the fucking hell do you think you’re doing here?”


  Chapter Three


  


  Harry couldn’t believe what he was seeing. There was Tegan, pulled off to the side of the road taking a nap. They were supposed to be guarding the property, not resting. Okay, she’d found the spiders, but that was hardly a full day’s work.


  He was as hungry as hell, having driven into town to buy some steak sandwiches for their dinner. The scent of them was driving him crazy, and he would’ve liked to have eaten a couple, but he was being polite and bringing them all back to share, and there was the stupid bitch sound asleep on the job.


  He jumped out of his car and ran across to her, thumping his fist on the roof of her car to wake her up. She stared at him as if he was mad when she was the one at fault.


  “What are you doing here?” he asked.


  She pointed ahead of her. “Waiting for the police to come and see if that’s the vehicle the young men used to bring the spiders here today.”


  “What?” He stared at her. She was talking but not making any sense.


  “That truck. I’m waiting for the police to come and look at it. I think it might be the getaway vehicle.”


  He turned and looked in the direction she had pointed. Sure enough, hidden under the bushes was a white truck. It was a strange place for someone to park unless they were trying to hide their tracks.


  “How did you find it?” Suddenly he was suspicious. She’d found the spiders and now she’d found the getaway vehicle. Was she working with George Thorne? Had a spy or informer been planted among them? That would make George’s work so much easier if Tegan could tell him every little idea they had so George could evade them.


  “I’ve been driving up and down the side roads looking. I didn’t think they’d trust someone to drop them off and pick them up this time after they were left to their fate last time.”


  That made sense. But her being a spy sent by George Thorne made sense, too. He was going to keep a close eye on this woman. A very close eye. What was that saying? “Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.” Yeah, well, he’d keep her closest of all. He didn’t trust little Miss Tegan one inch.


  Just then he heard the police sirens, which was just as well because he couldn’t think of anything polite to say and he was dying to look inside that truck. It’d be too fucking bad if it belonged to one of their neighbors.


  He and Tegan had to pull their cars back away from the area so the police could search, but as far as he was concerned it was all answered as soon as one of the officers ran a license plate check and said the vehicle was stolen.


  Then they had to wait for the crime scene officers to collect fingerprints. Harry was sure it would have been one of the younger punks driving. Adam was too smart to steal a car or drive it. He struck Harry very much as the kind of punk who made younger, stupider people take all the dangerous or dirty jobs and stayed well back out of trouble. Hiding in the roof space of the clinic was a classic example. If Ellie hadn’t remembered he’d done that before to evade detection, he’d have waited until nighttime, climbed out, and disappeared, driving off in the truck and getting clean away once again.


  But what was the link to George Thorne? That was the main question. Nailing these punks was all good, but George was the person they needed out of the picture. Right now, all he had to do was hire a different gang of punk kids and they’d be inundated with more trouble.


  Harry also had to decide how to work with Jayden and keep Tegan out of the picture. If there was even the slightest risk she’d run to George with what they were doing, she couldn’t be kept informed about any developments at all. And how was he going to organize that with them all living in the same room twenty-four-seven.


  He could plant a bug on her car so he’d always know where she was. That would be easy. Bugging her cell phone was going to be a lot harder. Bugs were pretty small these days, but so were cell phones. In the old days of landline telephones, there was ample room inside the headset for a bug or two. Nowadays not so much.


  He might be able to look at her laptop and check all her e-mails while she was asleep. That was a possibility. If she was playing a double game, here he’d get her. He would absolutely catch her even if it took all his time for the next week. Then when he had her he’d get George.


  Finally the police released them and they went back to the clinic. Harry stopped as soon as Jayden let them through the gate, parked his car, and got out. He waved to Tegan to follow him. Then he leaned against the wall beside the gate and said, “We’ll work eight-hour shifts on the gate. Since you’ve taken the first shift, Jayden, Tegan can relieve you at midnight. I’ll take over from eight tomorrow morning. At the end of every shift we’ll meet here at the gate to exchange where our investigations have led us. We don’t want to be doubling up, repeating each other’s searches. Why don’t you report first, Tegan?”


  


  * * * *


  


  Jayden was surprised that Harry had given Tegan the night shift, but he guessed things would be very quiet tonight. Hopefully the kids would either be still locked up from today’s trouble or at the very least staying close to their own homes tonight. Likely that’s why Harry had made the decision. It’d be the quietest, easiest, safest shift.


  “I’ve been checking stolen property reports. Mostly I was looking for the caltrops and the mattress, but also to see if other things attracted my attention. Stolen property that might give us a clue as to what George planned to do next. I came across a report of a stolen car, which is when I realized the gang had to get here somehow, and I went looking for their transportation and found the stolen car.”


  Jayden nodded. She’d more or less told him that already. He was still pleased she’d found the vehicle though. That was a great achievement. Hopefully it’d be covered with their fingerprints and that would be something the police definitely had on them.


  Harry looked at him. Jayden took a breath and said, “I’ve been finding out what I can about the gang, the punks, whatever you call them. Various people had different little snippets of information, and I’ve been compiling it into a dossier on each of them. None of them are juveniles, though most of them are young. Adam’s the oldest and he has a criminal record, but mostly he’s gotten off with a slap on the wrist each time. He’s very good at staying in the background out of trouble, and so far none of his gang has been brave enough to name him to the police when it counts.”


  “Building dossiers sounds very good. Let’s get all our information in one central place so we can cross reference everything and see what links up to what else. I’ll start uploading information on George Thorne. Just as with the young men, there’s bit and pieces of data all over the place. Likely if we get it into one central file, something will leap out at us to research. I want you both to e-mail everything you’ve got to me and I’ll act as the backup for it.”


  Jayden nodded. That sounded sensible to him.


  “Have you eaten, Jayden?”


  “Not yet.” And he was damn hungry, too.


  “I bought us some streak sandwiches. Of course, they’ve long since gone cold.”


  Jayden didn’t care. He was about ready to eat the cow raw he was so hungry. “Cold is fine, thank you, Harry.”


  Harry handed him a couple of sandwiches and a can of soda, then said, “Tegan will relieve you at midnight. Come back here at eight tomorrow and we’ll talk about how the investigation is going. Tegan, you’d better go take a nap before your shift.”


  Tegan nodded and climbed back into her car, driving up to the staff parking lot. Damn but her ass looked good as she bent over and climbed in her car. She was a damn fine-looking woman. Tall and lean, with an innate strength and grace. She had to be a wolf. She hadn’t said anything, but Oscar had asked for her and he was working with the wolf pack.


  Whereas Harry had brought him into the job and he was human, but someone Harry had hired in the past. Oscar asking for Tegan by name made Jayden think she wasn’t just damn good at her job, which she’d already proved by finding the spiders, then the getaway vehicle, but that she was a wolf.


  But how could he ask her? Jayden didn’t want to seem rude or impose on her personal space, and some shape-shifters were really private about their heritage. So many humans didn’t even believe shape-shifters existed. They thought they were just something from the movies, and there were plenty of shape-shifters who deliberately kept it that way. If they didn’t exist, no one could harass them or persecute them. Maybe it’d be better if he said nothing. After all, if she wanted him to know, likely she’d give him a clue.


  But he liked her body. Human or wolf, she was graceful and pretty, and he longed to see some of her skin. Of course she’d proven to be damn smart as well. He liked brains in a woman. It made the getting-to-know-you side of things much more fun. He could just see himself getting to know Tegan better. Much, much better.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tegan ate a microwave meal while making a few notes about the stolen car, packed up her laptop, and put it and her boots at the foot of one of the beds. She set her cell phone alarm for ten minutes to midnight, then lay down. After years of working as a security guard she was used to falling asleep in strange beds and with lights and noises on around her, so she drifted off to sleep very quickly.


  She was awoken by rough hands pulling at her arm. Without even opening her eyes she lunged backward into the attacker and rammed her elbow as hard as she could into the person’s body. She used the momentum to spring out of the bed onto the floor, opening her eyes, flicking her hair back off her face, and wishing she was wearing her boots all in the same second.


  Harry was standing there, his face a reddish purple, his mouth wide open, dragging harsh, labored breaths into his lungs. She spent perhaps two seconds wondering if she’d elbowed him in the throat, then asked, “What did you do that for?”


  “I was waking you up. You’re due on duty at the gate in ten minutes.”


  “I set my alarm for ten before. It would have woken me up just fine.”


  “Your alarm?”


  Just then her cell phone beeped. The first few beeps were soft, but they grew louder quite quickly. She pulled the phone out of her pocket and showed it to him, before hitting the alarm off button. “Now it’s ten to twelve,” she said.


  Tegan sat on the end of the bed, put her boots on, collected her laptop, and nodded to him. His face was still quite red, but he was breathing more easily. “I’ll see you at eight for the meeting.”


  Tegan wondered if she should have apologized, but hell, he should have known better than to touch her. Why hadn’t he just called her name if he thought she needed to be woken up? In fact, why would even think that? She wasn’t a little kid about to miss the school bus.


  She moved as silently as possible down the stairs and out the staff entrance, not wanting to wake up the patients so late at night. Then she jogged down to the gate.


  Jayden was leaning against the wall, his hands in his pockets, the gatehouse lights off.


  “Hi, Jayden. How’s it been?”


  “Dead quiet since the staff shift changed over and the night nurses arrived.”


  “Quiet is good, I guess. Thank you for having the lights off. I need to get my night vision working as fast as possible.”


  He shuffled his feet, and she knew he was trying to think of the best way to say something to her. She waited silently, until he was ready.


  “That’s the problem about working on our laptops at night. To do that we need to be sitting in the office with all the lights on. If something did happen along the wall, we wouldn’t be able to see it. I figured my primary responsibility was the gate, so I concentrated on that after dark. Once it gets light, though, we can do both.”


  “That’s a good point, Jayden. I think having our night vision is important, too. The other stuff will have to wait until daylight.” But how will Harry feel about that? Will it make him cross that we’re not moving as fast as we should be to find the link to George Thorne? Well, too bad. I agree that the immediate security of the property is the primary goal right now.


  Jayden smiled at her, then said, “We’d better exchange cell phone numbers in case we need each other.”


  They did that, then he nodded and walked slowly up the driveway. I expect he’s tired. He’s had a long day. At least I got to nap for a few hours.


  Which brings me back to Harry’s actions. What’s wrong with the bear? He’s grumpy and snaps at everything. Is it because he’s a bear? He’s sure grizzly enough for one. But I’ve never heard people say that about him before. They’re usually very positive about how helpful he is.


  Tegan put her laptop on the little desk inside the gatehouse. Gatehouse sounded like a building or something grandiose from an old-world manor house. The gatehouse was simply a tiny box right beside the gate. She thought likely it was originally built to provide a shelter from the weather for someone opening and closing the gate before it was electrified. The tiny box held a small table and a single chair. There was an electrical outlet and a light and that was it, apart from an old-style wall-mounted telephone which connected directly to Ambrielle’s office, and a huge flashlight sitting on the table.


  Tegan walked from the gate along the edge of the wall, heading north, first scanning the ground for any signs an intruder may have left, such as broken foliage, and looking at the top of the wall for anything caught in the broken glass embedded up there. Now she had her night vision, it was surprising how much she could see. She thought even quite small things caught on glass might be noticeable if they moved with the tiny breeze which was blowing. She also kept sniffing, inhaling to try to catch any scents which didn’t belong in the garden.


  That was one of the advantages of being a wolf. Her sight, hearing, and sense of smell were all enhanced by her wolf genes.


  When she’d walked for five minutes, she turned around and walked back, still scanning the ground and the wall as before. Sometimes coming from a different angle exposed things that seemed invisible on the first pass. But nothing struck her as out of the ordinary.


  Tegan stood at the gate for about ten minutes then repeated her wall check to the south. Later she walked up the driveway a way and back, repeated her march beside the wall, and even climbed a large tree to use it as a look-out point.


  Nothing, nothing, nothing. The very best kind of shift, where everything was quiet and peaceful.


  After six, as dawn was streaking the sky, the gate became busier with the day shift staff arriving, then the night shift staff leaving. A group of wolves ran past her, racing along beside the wall, chasing each other and enjoying their run. For a brief moment she wished she could run with them, but then decided she could go for a run anytime she was off duty. This was a wonderful place to run in. She thought she might head for the lake when she got the opportunity.


  Just before eight she saw Jayden and Harry coming toward her. They were chatting, so it looked as though Harry hadn’t startled Jayden awake. Likely he was a fast learner. Or maybe Jayden had been awake already.


  The idea that Harry was in a good mood fled as soon as he reached her and opened his mouth. “Report in, Tegan.”


  “Nothing happened until a little after six when the day staff arrived, then the night staff left. Nothing to report.”


  “What about your search on stolen items?”


  “I didn’t work on it. I didn’t want to lose my night vision by putting the light on when it was dark, and since dawn, there’s been a steady stream of people coming and going.”


  Harry’s lip curled as he sneered at her. “Don’t you mean you slept the night away and have no idea what may or may not have happened until about six. You were sound asleep, weren’t you? Weren’t you?” he finished on almost a shout.


  Inwardly Tegan recoiled in shock, but she forced her face to stay calm and answered him quietly. “On the contrary. It happened exactly as I told you. If you don’t believe me go and check along by the wall. You’ll find several sets of my boot prints from where I walked up and down, and on top of my prints you’ll find the tracks of the wolves who went for a morning run.”


  Harry turned and began to walk a couple yards out away from the wall. At one point where the ground was a little damp, he kneeled down and looked. She knew she’d told the truth, and if he was honest he’d admit the evidence proved it. But why was he so antagonistic to her? Was it her? She’d never done anything to him. Did he dislike women? Or was it just that he hadn’t chosen her. Had she taken the place on the team from someone he’d prefer to have. Well, he just needed to build a bridge and get over it. The team had been chosen by Oscar, who was paying them. Their job was to prove George was acting illegally to disrupt the work of the clinic.


  Harry came back still sneering. “That doesn’t prove anything other than that you walked alone there at some stage. Likely you woke up a few minutes before the wolves came past.”


  “I didn’t fall asleep. I’m a professional security guard, and I take my job seriously. I’ll work on the searches again today, or on whatever task you set me.”


  “But who are you really working for? Us? Or George Thorne? Are you a spy, little lady? Are you wearing a wire to tell your true master everything we discover?”


  George reached for her shirt and ripped it open, shredding the fabric and sending buttons flying over the driveway, exposing her bra. Reacting instinctively, Tegan slammed her knee up into his balls, took a step closer to him, got her shoulder against his ribs, and shoved with all her strength. Harry fell backward, landing hard on his ass on the concrete.


  Tegan made no effort to cover her body. “I’m sure you can see now that I’m not wearing a wire. I’m also not wearing a shirt anymore. I’ll send you the bill for that. If you aren’t prepared to trust me to do my job, I suggest you speak to Dr. Thorne about it instead of making nasty, childish insinuations about the quality of my work.”


  She stepped into the guard house, picked up her laptop, and walked up the driveway, only covering her breasts with the laptop when she got to the door of the clinic.


  She entered by the staff door, instead of the front door, hoping to get up to the room they were using on the top floor without meeting anyone.


  Ambrielle was just coming out of the staff kitchen, holding a cup of coffee. She blinked, stopped, and said, “Was it a good party?”


  Tegan couldn’t help herself. She laughed. “I wish,” she replied and headed up the stairs. She’d love to tell Ambrielle exactly what she thought of Harry and his manners, but Ambrielle was partnered to Oscar and Danny, and the story was Harry’s to explain, not hers. Although if he ever touched her again, she wouldn’t knee him in the balls. She’d cut them off with a rusty, blunt knife and nail them to the wall.


  Chapter Four


  


  “I know you’re my boss, but I really don’t think that was good thing to do,” said Jayden hesitantly, staring at Harry clambering up off the driveway. He swung his head around and watched Tegan walking steadily toward the clinic. Not hurrying, not hiding her shredded shirt, just walking.


  “Yeah. My brain seems to be out to lunch every time I speak to her. She just sets me off. But she could be a plant by George, you know.”


  Jayden shook his head. “How could that be? Oscar chose her himself. He and George don’t hang together in the same group. How would George insinuate her into Oscar’s mind?”


  “It’s possible,” Harry insisted.


  Jayden dropped the conversation. After all, Harry was his boss. But it seemed crazy to him. Far more likely was that she was a wolf and that’s how Oscar knew her. If she was a wolf, she might even have been recommended by the Alpha himself, and the chances of George planting a spy on the Alpha had to be so small as to be not worth considering. But he would ask her if she was a wolf. He wanted to know, and perhaps if Harry knew it would ease the tension. Jayden didn’t fancy working with these two people constantly fighting. One of them would kill the other sooner or later, and he wasn’t going to take bets on which one would win. Everyone knew the female of the species was the dangerous one.


  By the time he got back to their office on the third floor, Tegan was wearing a clean T-shirt and eating a bowl of oatmeal. That reminded him he hadn’t had breakfast yet either. Jayden opened the refrigerator, looking at the options, then took out some orange juice, filled a bowl with Cheerios, and poured juice over them.


  “Do you know how much sugar is in those things?” Tegan asked him.


  “No, but I don’t really care. All the running around we do will burn it off soon anyway.”


  He made himself several slices of toast and peanut butter, while she went and had a shower, then settled herself at her laptop. If he wanted to know if she was a wolf, he really needed to ask her now, before she was deeply concentrating on her work. He swallowed the last of his breakfast, then spoke. “Um, Tegan, can I ask you a sort of personal question, please?”


  She looked up and at him, pushing her blonde hair behind her ears, making her green eyes look even bigger in her face. “You can ask,” she said.


  He noted that she hadn’t said she’d answer, but he pressed ahead anyway. “Are you a wolf?”


  “Why are you asking?”


  Dammit, why did women always answer a question with a question? “Um, because I thought, maybe if Harry understood your Alpha had placed you here for a reason, he’d stop being an asshole.”


  “An asshole. Yeah, that about sums him up. Is he always this grumpy, or does he just dislike me?”


  “He’s usually an amazing person to work with. Really helpful and supportive.”


  “Well neither of those adjectives fit him as well as asshole does right now. I guess that means he doesn’t like me.”


  “This is a big job. There’s a lot of pressure on him.” Jayden felt someone ought to stand up for Harry even though he had totally done the wrong thing in ripping her shirt. And in screaming at her for the food she’d bought when he hadn’t given her a shopping list or anything. If he’d wanted specific foods, he needed to tell her that.


  “He needs to lighten up. If he keeps manhandling me I can’t promise not to hurt him. I’m trained in self-defense and sometimes my training kicks in before I have time to think. That’s necessary in this job, and I won’t jeopardize years of training on the off-chance it’s Harry touching me, not some bad guy.”


  That made sense. He was the same. That’s what training was all about. Teaching people to respond instinctively to danger instead of sitting on their hands until it was too late.


  “So, are you a wolf? I reckon you already know I’m human.”


  “Yes, I’m a wolf, and yes the Alpha specifically asked me to take this job. I don’t talk about it though. I do a lot of protective work for humans, and they like to think I’m just a woman with a few martial arts skills to hang on their arm and smile at them while they’re at some boring society event.”


  “Have you ever had to save one of them?”


  Jayden had never worked one-on-one in protection. He’d always been part of a security detail. There were usually three or four of them, all big men to block any potential sniper from getting a direct shot at the person they were guarding. Although he had noticed more recently some of the middle-aged men seemed to like to have a glamour girl on their arm. Jayden had just assumed she was some sort of escort. But it was interesting to know that maybe some of the women were security guards, like Tegan.


  “There’ve been a couple of times when I’ve dragged the client into a doorway out of the line of trouble, and once when I draped myself over him, pretending we were making out, but mostly I just stand there all night on six-inch heels and look decorative.”


  Jayden glanced up her body. She was reasonably tall for a woman, maybe five nine. Six-inch heels would have her taller than most of the men he guarded. He saw her nodding at him.


  “Exactly. That gives me the reach to cover a client’s body. I’d be useless if my head was somewhere around the level of his belt, wouldn’t I?”


  Jayden nodded. “I’d never even thought of that.”


  There was silence as Tegan looked down at her laptop. Sighing mentally, he picked up his bowl and plate and took them over to the sink. Tegan’s bowl and glass were washed and standing upside down to drain. He washed the things he’d used and left them standing there, too, then went and got his laptop. Time to start work, he supposed. Likely Harry would expect a report on their progress when the shift changed again, at four.


  But he found himself thinking about Tegan. He liked her, genuinely liked her. She was strong in body, mind, and spirit. He much preferred people with opinions and ideas to those who just agreed with him all the time. Already he could tell being around Tegan would stretch his mind as much as his muscles. She was also very easy on the eyes with her salt-blonde hair, green eyes, and those pert breasts he’d seen when Harry had ripped her shirt. Not to mention her ass. Her tight little ass was absolutely perfect. He’d had to stop himself drooling watching her walk away from the gatehouse.


  Jayden smiled. I wonder how long it took Harry to pick up all the bits of the shirt he ripped off her. And where he put them. Dropping them in the trash would sure have people thinking about what he’d been doing while on guard duty.


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry stared after Jayden. He almost punched himself in the head. What was I thinking? No, he knew the answer to that. He wasn’t thinking. That was the problem. He had no idea how it’d happened, but Tegan had gotten under his skin, and he did and said the most insane things ever. He was a fucking bear for fuck’s sake. He’d never laid a hand on anyone in anger in his life. He was so big he could intimidate just about anyone with a look. But not this woman. She’d dug her elbow so deep into his throat he’d expected it to pop out the back of his neck. And she’d kneed his balls so hard he’d be singing soprano for a week. Also, he was certain he wouldn’t be able to walk without pain for hours yet. Add to that the fact he was convinced his ass was bruised, and he was no poster child for a security guard, that was for sure. She’d nailed him coming and going without breaking a sweat.


  Because he was stupid. What he needed to do was ask Oscar why he’d chosen Tegan for this security detail. If it was because someone had recommended her to him, that could mean she was under the influence of George or one of his minions. It could also give him, Harry, another lead to check. Another way of finding out more about George. Why didn’t I think about that before? There’s a nice, easy lead waiting for me to look at it.


  The morning was busy with a steady stream of people in and out. Harry refused to trust anyone about anything, and every time he phoned Ambrielle to check, patients and visitors were expected and legitimate. He also demanded photo ID of everyone just in case George had bribed a genuine visitor to swap places with one of his gang. Of course, with a bit of luck his gang would all be in jail right now, but Harry didn’t have that much faith in the legal system, especially as it related to baby-faced, innocent-looking offenders.


  Keeping busy meant he hadn’t gotten any further in his own search for leads, except for the idea of talking to Oscar. By midday his stomach was rumbling and his thoughts once again turned to Tegan. Why hadn’t the fucking woman bought them some decent food? Didn’t she know a man needed good red meat? What was she thinking of buying watermelon? Sure, at a cookout he’d eat a couple slices of watermelon, but only after he’d had a steak or two to take the edge off his hunger.


  Jayden was coming down the driveway toward him, a brown bag in his hand. Now what?


  “What’s up?” he asked.


  “I brought you some lunch. Tegan said likely you’d throw it at me, but that’s okay. I was concerned you were hungry.”


  Harry felt a stab of shame. Jayden had been concerned about him and had made him lunch and brought it down to the gate. He really should be more thoughtful of the other man.


  “Thanks. I’m so hungry there’s no chance I’ll throw it at you.”


  “Fair enough. I’ll be back at four to take over from you.”


  Harry opened the bag, prepared to eat a peanut butter and jelly sandwich he was so hungry. Instead he found a microwave burger, wrapped in foil and still warm. So she’d told the truth when she said she’d bought microwave meals. And not only that, this was a meal he was happy to eat.


  Once again shame flamed through him. He really had been much too hard on her. He needed to loosen up a little. And he would. Right after he’d checked her credentials with Oscar.


  As he ate he couldn’t stop thinking about Tegan. What was it about her that got under his skin? She was like a thorn in his flesh, sending him crazy every time he saw her. She’d found the nest of spiders and the stolen car. Neither of which was particularly difficult, but the facts were that she was the one who did it. Not him, not anyone else.


  She’d shown no fear of the spiders, just common sense, and no fear of him when he’d touched her either. If he’d been a normal bad guy the force she’d used on him was adequate to incapacitate him long enough for her to escape from danger. So she’d gotten that exactly right, too. She’d hit hard enough to escape, but not hard enough to permanently maim. Added to that he hadn’t given her any guidelines about what food to buy, so really he was the only person to blame if he didn’t like what she’d bought. Although, if the other microwave meals were as tasty as the burger he’d just finished, he really had no complaints.


  So why was he being so hard on her? Far harder than he was on Jayden. What was it about her that seemed to set him on fire. On fire. Was that it? She was a mighty fine looking woman in those painted-on jeans and her breasts in that tiny bra had been the perfect size to fit in his hands and mouth. Was he lusting after her? Was that it? Could it be that he desired her? No, that couldn’t be right. He couldn’t possibly care about a woman he’d known only for a day. Besides, no woman would ever upset his iron control over his emotions.


  So…Harry guessed it was time to man up and apologize. But only if Oscar said she was one of the good guys. He still wasn’t convinced about that.


  


  * * * *


  


  Tegan had enjoyed the afternoon spent with Jayden. They’d both worked hard at their various searches, but there’d also been an atmosphere of companionship as they’d commented on what they were looking for and what they found. She decided he was a good person, smart, and interesting, as well as nice to look at, and she was happy to call him her friend.


  As soon as she returned from the brief meeting at the shift changeover at four, she went to bed. Harry had muttered something about needing to talk to Oscar, so she reminded him she would set her cell phone alarm for her shift, and then slept soundly until just before midnight. She didn’t take her laptop with her this time, but she did shove a notepad and pen in her back pocket in case she thought of some new lead while she was on duty. Not that she expected to. She found using different muscle groups helped her stay awake and alert, which was why she’d climbed the tree a couple times last night, but she wasn’t hopeful about coming up with any new leads to link George in with the trouble at the clinic. What they needed to know was his motive. Why he wanted the clinic, or perhaps just the land. If they knew that, solving the rest of the conundrum would follow easily enough.


  Harry wasn’t in the room when she woke up, which meant she was able to change her clothes without having to hide in the bathroom. It only took her a few minutes to change from her T-shirt to a thicker, long-sleeved black shirt, then she pulled on her boots and headed out to the gatehouse, walking as silently as possible as she had the night before. She loved her boots. They were really comfortable on her feet, and she could run in them as well as fight and kick if she needed to.


  Tegan didn’t understand Harry. Jayden, she was coming to know, and everything about him she liked. Harry…well, Harry was different. What other people said about him wasn’t matching up to the way he behaved to her. It was obvious he was very good at his job. All the evidence showed he cared about people. Yet he treated her like trash, like the dirt beneath his feet. That didn’t make sense at all. If Oscar hadn’t specifically requested her from her Alpha, she might be asking to be redeployed elsewhere. But Oscar must think she had the skills for this job, so for now, she’d do her best.


  After Harry’d ripped her shirt off, she’d spent some time wondering if his bad temper was because he was attracted to her and trying to hide it or deny it. That would make sense, because such a vehement denial pointed to an equally strong attraction. Everyone else wouldn’t appreciate him so much if he was truly a misogynist or as grumpy as he’d seemed lately. But if he was fighting an attraction to her, acting in the diametrically opposite way was believable.


  Physically he was a damn handsome man, with sparkling black eyes and shaggy black hair. She just knew he’d have body hair, too, and she liked running her fingers through body hair when she fucked. Well, fucking wasn’t going to be on the menu for her for the foreseeable future.


  Jayden was just as enticing a man, with fair hair and brown eyes that reminded her of ridiculously expensive chocolate. She wouldn’t mind eating him up, either, but that was another thing that wasn’t going to happen.


  It was a damn shame really. Here she was living twenty-four-seven with two dramatically delicious men and both of them were out of bounds. Just her pathetic luck!


  Jayden was leaning against the wall of the guard house as she approached. It seemed to be his favorite position. She didn’t think she had a favorite position herself. She liked to move around. But the spot Jayden occupied was a good one in that no one could sneak up behind him and he could see the clinic driveway as well as both ways along the wall without having to turn his head much.


  “Do you think we should do a patrol outside along the wall as well?” Jayden asked as she approached.


  “I hadn’t thought about that, but it does make sense.”


  “Here comes Harry. I’ll suggest it to him, shall I?”


  “Yes, do. I think it’s a good idea.”


  Harry marched faster toward them, stopping only inches away from Tegan. “What do you think you’re doing, flaunting your body at Jayden, distracting him when he’s on duty?”


  “Flaunting? What the fuck do you mean? I’m fully dressed with no exposed skin and we were talking about the job.”


  “Distracting me? She’s not distracting me. We’re talking about patrolling—”


  “Don’t lie to me. Everything about you is a distraction. Jeans so tight I can see every movement of your ass. Legs long enough to drive a man crazy with dreams of them wrapped around his waist. Pert little breasts pushing out the front of your shirt demanding to be sucked, licked.”


  Harry pulled Tegan into his arms so tightly she couldn’t breathe then kissed her. It was a hell of a kiss. He sucked all the air out of her body until her head was so light she had no hope of thinking, far less resisting him. His lips were hot, hard, wet, forcing her to obey him, insisting she cease resisting him and kiss him back. As all the oxygen left her body, Tegan relaxed against Harry, enjoying his passionate kisses, kissing him back. His arms remained iron bands chaining her body to his, but his lips became gentle, teasing her, demanding more of a response, coercing her to open her mouth and let his tongue in.


  His tongue set a driving rhythm in and out of her mouth, while his head tilted farther to the side as he kissed her, giving him even more control over their kisses.


  Finally she managed to regain the tiniest bit of brain and shoved against him, pushing away from him.


  Harry grabbed the back of her shirt and pulled, ripping it off her. For the second time, buttons went flying and bits of fabric fluttered to the ground. As their lips parted and Tegan sucked air into her lungs, Harry’s head descended. One big hand pushed her bra up, and he sucked her entire nipple and areola into his mouth, dragging it hard and deep, making her cunt clench with need for more than just kisses, even kisses as potent as Harry’s.


  Just as he’d reduced her body to mush when he’d kissed her lips, his attention to her breast was keeping her in his control. Tegan forced her eyes open and saw Jayden standing there, his mouth open wide, his legs apart, and his cock making a huge bulge in his pants. Without thinking, she gestured for him to come closer and grabbed his head, pulling his lips down to hers, even while Harry kept sucking her breast.


  Tegan’s legs were folding under her with lust. She wouldn’t be able to stand up much longer, but she knew, absolutely knew, that she wanted to be fucked.


  The last vestiges of sanity were trying to call out to her mind, but her hormones were in control. She let go of Jayden’s head and fumbled for his belt, unbuckling it with one hand.


  Harry pushed her into Jayden’s arms and pulled her jeans down, leaving them in a puddle around her ankles. His fingers were on her cunt briefly, and she clenched on them. “I’m ready. I need you,” she gasped.


  Then his cock was pushing into her pussy from behind, his hands were on her hips, and he was slamming her into Jayden’s chest, with the driving force of his cock’s entry into her cunt.


  Harry drove deep into her pussy, withdrew fast, and rammed into her again. His cock stretched her channel wide, but her pussy muscles clenched on his shaft, wanting more of him.


  Tegan dug her fingers into Jayden’s shoulders, and leaned against him, her body completely out of her control.


  She lifted her head and Jayden kissed her. His kisses were very different from Harry’s. They were just as demanding, but gentle, sweet, drawing a response from her, enticing her to give him more of herself.


  Jayden’s cock was pressing into her belly, hot and hard, a rigid line, but Tegan had no strength or coordination to touch him. Her body was in flames, burning up with lust and desire, as Harry pounded into her cunt and Jayden kept kissing her, his hands gently petting her arms and sides.


  She was so overwhelmed with desire, her orgasm wasn’t long coming. She exploded right there in both men’s arms, only a few feet from the gate of the clinic, in full view of anyone coming to the clinic or leaving via the driveway.


  The wet head of Jayden’s cock pressing against her stomach made her remember his kisses. As Harry withdrew from her, she bent down and took Jayden’s cock into her mouth, sucking him hard, then scraping her teeth over his cockhead as she rolled his balls in her hands.


  Harry stayed close behind her, his fingers teasing both her nipples, cupping her breasts, and playing with her sensitive flesh as his mouth traced kisses along the back of her neck.


  Tegan took a deep breath, hollowed her cheeks, and sucked Jayden again.


  He thrust his hips up, causing his cock to fuck her mouth, then cum exploded against the back of her throat. She let him out enough so she could swallow his seed as he pumped into her mouth a few more times. Behind her, Harry had replaced her bra and was pressing soft kisses on her shoulders now.


  Tegan straightened up and took a deep breath.


  As her lungs filled with oxygen her brain started functioning again. Fucking hell. What did I just do? I must be insane. The man hates me.


  But the endorphins racing through her bloodstream weren’t listening. Her body felt mighty fine, and a tiny voice in the back of her brain whispered, “He doesn’t hate you. He hates the fact that he wants you.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry’s head was whirling. He couldn’t believe he’d just fucked Tegan right at the gate to the clinic, and in front of Jayden. Hell, with Jayden. The man had held Tegan and helped bring her to orgasm, and then she’d finished him off with blowjob.


  What was he thinking? No, he wasn’t thinking. Well, likely he was, but with his other head. Certainly his dick was feeling really happy right now. His brain, not so much.


  He was the leader of the team. He was supposed to be in control, calm, cool, collected. Yeah, the exact opposite of what had just happened. It was just absolute dumb luck no one had driven up to the gate, shone headlamps on them, and taken video. Shit. He was lucky he wasn’t a porn star on YouTube right now.


  Well, he’d have eight hours to think about it while Tegan was on duty. Eight hours to get his head on straight. Assuming he could look Jayden in the eye, that was.


  There was just one thing he had to know. He hadn’t used a condom and he was really, really hoping she was a wolf. Oscar had refused to tell him but he thought she must be. He was clean but if she was human and not on the Pill he could be in an even bigger mess than he was already.


  “Um, Tegan?”


  She turned to face him. Damn, she was lovely. Even in the dull, reflected light from the clinic he could see the pink flush on her cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes, and how her lips were swollen from being kissed.


  Oh, yeah, and her shredded shirt.


  “Thank you. I’m sorry I got out of control, but it was good. So thank you.”


  “I’m not too sure how it happened either. But yes, it was good. I guess I should be thanking both of you. But since I’m on duty now, and once again without a shirt, you’d better give me yours, Harry. Do you own a shirt factory or something?”


  Jayden laughed and Harry had to smile. At least she’d kept her sense of humor. And speaking of kept, he’d kept the pieces of her other shirt so at least he’d know what size he needed to go buy her. Two of them. Control. He really needed to get himself under control. But she was just so…I don’t know why she’s under my skin. In my blood. I can’t get her out of my mind.


  He pulled off his shirt and waited while she dropped the remnants of her shirt in the trash, then tugged his shirt over her head. It came down past her hips, but she unzipped her jeans again and tucked it in tightly before zipping up. The jeans were so tight he didn’t know how she got all that extra fabric inside them, but she did.


  “Why are your clothes so tight?” he asked.


  She stared at him, and he explained. “Truly, I’m not trying to be rude. I want to know.”


  “Rapists and other assailants like loose, flowing things they can grab. Like your shirt on me, for example. All my work clothes are formfitting so there’s nothing for them to grab. That’s why I don’t wear my hair out on my shoulders or in a ponytail when I’m working either.”


  “That makes sense,” said Jayden as he picked up buttons and bits of shredded fabric from the driveway.


  “Something else.” Harry felt his face flush. He hadn’t been this embarrassed since he was a teenager but the question had to be asked. “I, um, didn’t use a condom. I wasn’t expecting—It just sort of happened—”


  He took a breath and began again. “I’m clean, I swear to you, and I’m a bear. If you’re a shape-shifter we don’t have a problem. But if you’re human, I need to know.”


  “Everyone wants to know. Yes, I’m a wolf. I work for the Alpha. I live in Wolf Central, and I’m on the Pill, so there’s no problems anyway.”


  “Can’t a bear get another shape-shifter pregnant?” asked Jayden.


  Harry swung around. He hadn’t forgotten Jayden was there, but he’d been focused on Tegan. She seemed to take all his attention whenever he was near her. But it was only fair to explain it to Jayden, who was human.


  However, Tegan answered first. “It’s rare for shape-shifters to get pregnant across species, but shifters do mate successfully with humans. Since Harry’s a bear, as a wolf I’m safe. However, anything can happen, even though it’s not very likely.”


  Harry nodded his agreement with her summing up. Then he changed the topic. “Jayden, is there anything we need to know from your shift?”


  “No, it was routine. But I did wonder if we should also patrol outside the wall, along the outside of the clinic. I was just mentioning that to Tegan when you arrived.”


  Once again Harry felt shame. They’d been concentrating on their work and he had assumed they were flirting. He was the one who’d instigated the sex, not either of them. Hell, he needed his mind washed out with soap.


  “That’s a good idea. I wonder if Ambrielle would let us borrow her motorcycle. We could do a couple sweeps around the outside of the wall each day at varying times. Walking would take a hell of a long time, but on her bike it’d be easy.”


  “We could walk a bit of a way along it tomorrow then you can ask her when she starts work,” suggested Jayden.


  “That sounds reasonable. We’ll do that at the next shift change.”


  He and Jayden walked back up the driveway, leaving Tegan to begin her shift. As soon as he came off shift tomorrow he needed to go buy her a couple more shirts. Whatever had possessed him? He must be insane. Why had he fucked her? He’d gone from hate to lust in a nanosecond. That was a bigger backflip than an acrobat in a circus. Harry shook his head. She wasn’t even all that beautiful. She wasn’t ugly or anything, but her tits could be bigger and so could her ass. Liar, liar, pants on fire. Her body was perfect just the way it was, and his dick had thought being inside her was the very best place to be. His cock was telling the truth even if his brain and his mouth were pretending they hated her.


  His dick jerked as he thought of that. Resolutely he cleared all images of Tegan from his mind. He needed to go take a nap. His shift was next, and he had to speak to Ambrielle then buy Tegan’s shirts. And he’d better pack his own brown bag lunch, too.


  And that wasn’t even touching on the most important thing, finding the link to George Thorne and nailing him for harassing the clinic staff and patients.


  But his dick still wasn’t listening. It was remembering how hot, wet, and welcoming Tegan’s cunt had been, how deep he’d penetrated her. She’d taken him right up to his balls and driven him into a frenzy. Her breasts had filled his hands and his mouth, and his cock had exploded harder than he could ever recall coming before. The seed had burst all the way up from his toes over and over again. She was perfect and he wanted her again. Soon. In a bed. Or better yet chained to the wall of a dungeon. Hmm. How am I going to organize that?


  Chapter Five


  


  Jayden had ridden dirt bikes a number of times, but he didn’t have a motorcycle license, so there was no way he was going to suggest he drive Ambrielle Watson’s lime-green Kawasaki Ninja 250R. It was an agile bike, and she’d used it once before to flush the bad guys out of the undergrowth near the clinic. But this time he was thinking more of actually checking the base of the wall for a weapons cache or maybe attempts to break through and make an entry. He didn’t really know in his own mind what he was looking for, but it just seemed a good idea.


  Ambrielle rode the Ninja down to the gate, then made each of them drive it under her critical eye before she agreed to them using it. Since it’d been his idea, he got to use it first, with Tegan riding behind him.


  They traveled slowly around the wall, weaving in and out of shrubs and bushes, and several times going backward and forward, stopping to check what they saw. However, although they followed the wall all the way around, there was no sign of anything that shouldn’t be there.


  “That’s good though. Eliminating possibilities of trouble is a positive,” said Tegan.


  “I just wish we could come up with the real reason for the trouble. What is in George’s head? What’s his motivation? And most of all, what is he planning next?”


  “I’d like the answers to those questions, too,” said Tegan.


  Later, as he sat at his computer, his mind kept wandering to pictures of Tegan naked. Tegan tied to the bed as he and Harry fucked her. Tegan spread-eagle as he sucked her to a screaming conclusion. Tegan bent over as Harry whipped her ass then let him fuck her there.


  She certainly made him hot. She ticked every erotic box he could name, but was there any chance of a relationship with her? Harry the bear, Tegan the wolf, and him the human. The combination seemed way too far out of left field for there to be hope of a happy resolution. Just because there were a few ménages associated with people connected to the clinic didn’t mean anything as random as their threesome would succeed.


  Even when he took a nap before his shift, all his dreams were of Tegan, and in every one she was beautifully naked. Damn shame it’s not going to happen.


  Four to midnight was a good shift. There were visitors coming and going, then staff changing shift—the new shift arriving, the old one leaving. So there was plenty of excitement and action to help him stay alert until well after dark. By about ten, though, he’d noticed it was mostly quiet. The road traffic noises had died down to the occasional passing car on this unimportant side road. There were no houses close enough for their music or televisions to be heard from the property. So external sounds were limited to the rustling of small animals in the bushes, the tweeting of birds as they went to sleep, an occasional dog barking, and the intermittent traffic.


  Once again he’d left the light off in the gatehouse, letting his eyes adjust to the waning light. Actually, there was adequate light to see by all night long. The lights of the clinic up at the top of the property reflected off the concrete driveway, giving him more than enough grayish light to walk around without stomping on anything or tripping over.


  The low level of noise meant he heard a heavy vehicle lumbering toward the clinic long before it arrived. It was apparently at least partly broken down, as the engine noise was irregular and there were occasional squeaks and squeals from the metalwork and engine.


  Copying Tegan’s habit, he climbed the big tree near the gate until he could see over the wall in both directions.


  He had to blink from the bright light of the headlamps of the truck. It seemed to be some kind of construction vehicle, and the person steering it was having a great deal of difficulty making it go straight. Jayden couldn’t understand why it was coming down this road. The clinic was not on the way to any constructions zones. All right, the standing joke was that most of Ohio was one big construction zone in summer, but the truth of the matter was nothing was being built anywhere around here. Which made him think perhaps the vehicle had not broken down but been stolen, stolen, for example, by one of George Thorne’s punk kids who didn’t really know how to drive it and was going to use it to help them climb the wall into the clinic, or even ram-raid the gate.


  Even if he was being paranoid and was totally wrong, this was no time to keep his thoughts private. Too bad he’d have to wake Harry up.


  Jayden took out his cell phone and punched the number for Harry.


  “Yes.”


  The bear sounded very grumpy, so Jayden kept his message short. “There’s a construction vehicle coming our way being very badly driven. It looks suspicious to me.”


  “You could be right. I’ll wake Tegan. You tell Oscar.”


  Harry had already clicked his phone off, so Jayden called Oscar. “There’s a construction vehicle coming our way being very badly driven. It looks suspicious to me. I’ve told Harry and he said to tell you.”


  “It’s likely nothing, but better not to take the risk. Danny and I are on our way.”


  Jayden leaned back against the trunk of the tree. The vehicle was much closer now, and the headlamps had been dimmed, which suited him as they’d ruin his night vision otherwise. As it was, he could see the outline of the vehicle quite clearly. It was a big dump truck and either it had a problem with the steering, or else the person driving it wasn’t used to handling large vehicles. They also weren’t competent with a stick shift. They’d gotten it in second gear and were leaving it there even though the engine clearly wasn’t happy about that.


  He turned and looked back up the driveway and saw Harry and Tegan running toward him. At least, it looked like Tegan, but she’d hidden her salt-blonde hair. Likely she was wearing a dark-colored beanie. That was a smart move. He should have thought of that, too, as his hair was fair, but his shift had started in broad daylight and he hadn’t expected there to be any trouble. Oh well, he’d know for next time.


  Harry gestured to him, and he shimmied down the tree. Harry shinned up it and stood where he’d been a while back. Jayden grinned. He hoped the tree was sturdy. Harry weighed quite a few more pounds than he did. But the view there was a good one of the approaching dump truck. Or whatever it was.


  “Good call, Jayden. I’d say that’s trouble.”


  Now it was Tegan’s turn to climb the tree. Well, after all, it was her tree. She was the one who’d first used it as a lookout post. Jayden watched her, and she pulled something out of her jeans, and there was some clicking and light flashed. Ah, she was taking photographs. Likely they’d be very dark. That tiny camera flash wouldn’t extend anywhere near far enough. Still, anyone with a good computer program would be able to enhance the pictures.


  She slid down just as Oscar and Danny arrived. “They’re trying to turn it toward the wall, I think.”


  Harry climbed back up the tree to look for himself. Oscar looked around. Jayden wondered if he was looking for another suitable tree. Either he didn’t find one or he decided to wait until Harry got down.


  “They are going to attack,” Harry said softly.


  “Well, fuck,” said Danny.


  Oscar clicked his phone. “Ambrielle, send the truck down here and call 9-1-1.”


  “You don’t think there’s any possibility it’s a diversion and someone’s going to come over the wall somewhere else while all our attention is here, do you?” asked Tegan.


  Damn, she’s a smart woman. I didn’t think of that.


  “Ambrielle? When you’ve done that, get one of the men to go with you on your motorcycle and check the fence line. Tegan’s just pointed out this could be meant to take our attention from the real attack point.”


  “Gotcha.”


  Jayden was a professional security guard. He was paid never to be nervous or flustered. But dammit, he was nervous and worried. His palms were sweating and he wished he had a nice big weapon about now to fend off any attackers.


  Even as he was thinking that, there was the loud roar of an engine and a truck came barreling down the driveway, horn honking and lights blazing. It stopped right at the gate, the headlamps lighting up the road outside where the dump truck was still not fully into position yet, being angled partway across the road.


  Jayden heard the roar of the motorcycle and turned in time to see a couple people ride off, following the line of the wall. He felt better knowing someone had his back. Trust Tegan to think of that. He spent a bare moment wondering who’d gone with Ambrielle, before turning back to the unfolding drama in front of him.


  The people in the dump truck, clearly visible as four young men, were still trying to get the truck lined up properly. Two of them seemed to be arguing with the other two though. Yeah, well if it was him and he saw people waiting to catch him, he’d be getting the hell out of Dodge. Jayden watched very carefully. He felt certain that at least one of the young men would try to make a run for it. But they had no way of catching them because if they opened the gate wide enough for the truck to get out and chase the men, the others could come in. Dammit. They needed Ambrielle’s motorcycle here, too.


  Tegan stood beside him and said very softly, “When I come back, open the gate just enough to let me through and shut it as fast as you can.”


  Huh? But she’d already gone inside the guard house.


  What? What is she cooking up now?


  Sure enough, the dump truck door opened and one of the young men climbed down to the ground. Instantly, a gray wolf was at his side. Jayden felt his jaw drop but he didn’t stop. He opened the gate a few inches and the wolf walked gracefully through. Damn she’s beautiful. She moved with liquid grace, her limbs lean and sleek, her body pure poetry, and her fur the prettiest color he’d even seen.


  Suddenly Oscar’s cell phone beeped. A female voice Jayden didn’t recognize yelled, “Trouble by the lake. Send some wolves.”


  Quinn Johnson and another man Jayden recognized but whose name he didn’t know jumped out of the truck. The other man disappeared into the shrubbery, but Quinn stood beside Oscar. “I’ll take over here. You’d better get going.” Quinn held up a couple of pairs of handcuffs and a length of rope.


  Jayden grinned. “It’s always good to be prepared.”


  The man who’d vanished among the bushes must be another wolf, Jayden decided.


  He looked back outside the gate and was just in time to see a flash of pale fur as a wolf bounded out from beside the wall after a young man. The man took to his heels, sprinting down the middle of the road, but he had no hope of outrunning the wolf.


  The kids inside the dump truck revved it crazily and aimed straight at the gate.


  Jayden stepped back and to the side. Any minute now the gates would smash and the construction vehicle would hit Danny’s truck. Jayden just had time to hope it was adequately insured before the dump truck ground against the gates. They held, but the three remaining men in the dump truck seemed to be arguing heatedly. Two of them were fighting for control of the truck.


  Where are the police when you need them?


  Harry tugged on Jayden’s arm. “We can’t wait while these stupid kids trash the place. I wanted to be outside with Tegan when she catches the one who’s running away, but I’ll be too heavy for you to lift. Climb on my shoulders, get over the gate, and go help her.”


  Climbing over the gate while a dump truck was trying to push it over wasn’t exactly what Jayden had planned to do, but he agreed someone needed to help Tegan and was also pretty sure it’d be easier for Harry to lift him than for him to lift Harry. Harry kneeled down and Jayden climbed on his back, then up onto his shoulders. He was high enough to haul himself up onto the gate and to climb over. The gate was swaying wildly from the truck pushing on it, but Jayden held on grimly, then jumped down on the other side.


  He knew roughly where the young man had been headed—straight down the middle of the road back toward town—so he started running in that direction.


  There’d been so much light by the gate his night vision was totally gone, but gradually the farther away he got the more it came back to him. Jayden guessed he’d run maybe half a mile when he slowed down. Tegan was crouched in the middle of the road, clearly having stalked the young man. He feinted to the left. Tegan turned her head and watched him. He ran to the right. Tegan pounced in front of him. Then there was a standoff again.


  Jayden grinned and stayed back. He was almost certain that while Tegan would know he was there, the punk likely didn’t. It was a shame he hadn’t brought one of Quinn’s pairs of handcuffs with him, but the kid was quite slender. He could frog-march him back to the gate when the time came.


  Then he heard the sound of distant sirens. Well, fuck. On the one hand, it was about time they arrived. On the other, now the kid could run among the bushes and hide. Tegan couldn’t come out and catch him without giving away her shape-shifter status, and he’d never find the kid in the bushes in the dark. He was human without even her enhanced sense of smell to help him.


  Well, there was only one solution. He had to catch the kid now, before he could run away again. Jayden moved as silently as possible, closer and closer to the young man. He looked just like all the others George had used. A gang wannabe, likely with a record for minor and petty crime, but not smart enough to be included in a real gang.


  Jayden stood behind and to the right of the punk. He was certain Tegan smiled, then she pounced. She jumped quite high in the air and landed on the youth. He screamed hysterically as Jayden grabbed him by the arm, hauled him to his feet, and twisted his arm up his back.


  Tegan licked her lips then loped away, back toward the clinic.


  He wondered if she knew about the trouble by the lake, but couldn’t remember if they’d heard about it before or after she’d transformed.


  Oh well, hopefully someone else was sorting that problem out. He turned the boy back toward the clinic, keeping his arm twisted high. “Let’s go, punk,” he said.


  


  * * * *


  


  Defeating the kid had been almost too easy. He was young, inexperienced, and frightened of dogs. She was sure he’d have wet his pants at the very least if he’d even guessed she was a wolf. He probably thought she was a trained guard dog or something. But what really worried her was what she’d heard just as she’d walked through the gate. Wynter had said there was trouble by the lake. The fact that it was Wynter calling meant that Ambrielle hadn’t taken a man with her. She’d taken Wynter. Wynter was a shape-shifter, but she’d be unable to help Ambrielle unless someone fell in the lake. She was a great white shark. If they jumped in the lake, she would be able to scare them onto dry land, but that meant two untrained women were alone with who knew how many bad guys down by the lake.


  Tegan ran back to the gate as fast as she could, not even taking a moment to enjoy being in her shifted form and free to run. Usually she’d take the time to play a little bit when she was outside, as she didn’t get to run free out of doors all that much. But all she could think of right now was getting down to the lake in case she was needed there to help. Ambrielle was smart and tough but only human, and Wynter was scarcely recovered from major knee surgery.


  I hope to God someone else has arrived to support them!


  Tegan didn’t stop to think. She leaped onto the rear of the dump truck, pushing against the gate, then onto its roof. Another bound took her flying over the gate itself, and then she was running up the driveway at her fastest speed, stretching her body and legs right to their fullest extent, using every muscle she had to reach the women as soon as possible.


  She had a fleeting impression of a scene of total chaos at the gate, but there were enough people there to deal with it, and besides, the sirens were getting louder, so the police would be there soon. The lake was a totally different situation. It was three-quarters of a mile from the gate, and by the time the police had sorted out the situation there, anything could have happened to Ambrielle and Wynter.


  She raced past the clinic and across the grass heading for the lake. She couldn’t hear any noises from the lake, but there was a lot of noise from the gate behind her, so perhaps that was covering up other sounds. Once the lake came into her view, she ran a little farther right so she’d be hidden by the trees. She wanted to keep her arrival a surprise if she could.


  Tegan slowed to a walk then stopped at the edge of the bushes, poking her head out just far enough for her to see what was happening. She was panting from the run, but still full of energy and adrenaline. But first, she needed to know what was happening so she could make her entry onto the scene as effective as possible. Standing around like a cute pet puppy dog wouldn’t help anyone at all.


  Four young men had apparently been trying to escape back over the wall. Oscar had hold of a rope ladder and was using it to tie up one of them. Ambrielle and Wynter were on the motorcycle, and Ambrielle was trying to herd the other three men back toward the wall and Oscar, but they’d had the sense to split up and were getting away from her. Wynter had a tree branch in her hand, which she was trying to use to trip up one of the men, but they were proving hard to catch.


  Okay, that was the best use of her time then, helping herd the escaping punks.


  Tegan moved a couple hundred feet to the left, then launched herself out of the bushes with a loud yowl. One of the punks skidded to a stop to stare at her. Ambrielle raced up, and Wynter whacked him over the head and shoulders with the branch. Either she wasn’t strong enough or the punk was tougher than he looked, because it didn’t drop him. Ambrielle circled around so Wynter could have another attempt at the young man, and Tegan ran after the other two who were escaping.


  She put on her most ferocious face and snarled at them, making them run faster toward Oscar. Tegan leaped at the one closest to her, knocking him to the ground. Then she stood on his chest and snarled right into his face. The kid, who looked to be still a teenager, laid flat on the ground trying to get away from her. The acrid scent of urine filled the air, and Tegan knew he’d be no more trouble.


  “I’ll tie him up if you go get the other one,” said Oscar.


  Tegan hadn’t even realized he’d joined her, but she jumped off the kid and yipped, then looked around. Ambrielle was stripping the punk Wynter had hit and was using his clothing to tie him up. The final punk was escaping. With a loud snarl, Tegan sprang after him, barking at him as she ran. The kid looked back over his shoulders and tried to move even faster, but Tegan could tell he was tiring. She accelerated her pace, approaching in a curve to reach him from the side. As she’d anticipated, he kept turning his head to watch her and began curving himself, heading toward the lake. Tegan ran as fast as she could but he had too much of a lead and dived into the water, swimming fast for the far side.


  The end of the rope ladder had been used to bind one of the young men, but Tegan guessed if this punk was desperate enough, likely he’d climb over his friend and escape. She stretched her limbs once again and turned to follow the edge of the lake, but she wasn’t confident of being able to run all the way around the lake to reach the other side before the young man swam across.


  Out of nowhere a huge bird of prey dived down, skimming over the water and flapping almost in the young man’s face.


  He sank to the bottom of the lake, giving Tegan valuable time to keep chasing around the edge, hoping to reach the far side before him.


  Then the bird squawked and lifted up high into the sky, only to dive again before disappearing.


  Tegan was now ahead of the swimmer, so she couldn’t see what was happening as she reached the far side of the property.


  She stopped, panting, her lungs heaving as she watched the surface of the water to see where the young man would come ashore.


  There was a pile of fabric on the edge of the lake and a large sleek form underwater. Tegan blinked. What? Had Wynter jumped into the lake and transformed? She looked all over the area. Ambrielle had one young man slung headfirst over her motorcycle and was bringing him around the lake. A second one had been tied up by Oscar and was lying at the foot of the wall by the third one, who he’d tied up with the rope.


  So there was only the fourth one left. The one in the water.


  As Tegan watched, there was a flurry of splashing and screaming. The final punk swam with the speed of an Olympic gold medalist across the lake and scrambled up onto the shore, huddled on the ground, and sobbed with fear.


  On the other side of the lake, a human arm reached out and grabbed a sweater, which it pulled on. The rest of Wynter appeared out of the water, and she stepped into her jeans, tugging them up over her legs. She dried her feet on her socks and put her shoes on, tucking her wet socks into the pockets of her jeans.


  Tegan walked toward Oscar, about to indicate to him she needed to go back to the gatehouse and get dressed again, when the huge bird, a hawk she thought, flew back over the wall. A minute or two later a naked man ran across to Oscar, said something, then ran back into the bushes. Tegan just stared. Was that man a hawk? Surely not. It had to be a coincidence. He must be one of the wolves just reporting back to Oscar. She padded across to Oscar and he smiled at her. “Thanks for your help, Tegan. You came just at the right time. Don’t go back to the gate. The police are everywhere there. Get changed in the clinic then go back to the gate. Also, make sure someone has told the police about the yellow SUV which was used as a getaway vehicle. It was heading back to town, traveling very fast. Likely it’s stolen, but there was at least one more of them who got away.


  Tegan yipped at him and loped back to the clinic. It was damn annoying that one of them had gotten away. Hopefully one of the punks they’d caught would talk to the police and tell on him though.


  Tegan walked fast back to the clinic. She’d need to transform back to a human to punch her code in the staff door to get inside. I hope like hell I don’t meet a patient while I’m walking up the stairs naked! I wonder if George was driving the yellow SUV? Dammit, have we missed our opportunity to catch him in the act of attacking us? And what am I supposed to say about where I’ve been? Out by the lake all the time or what?


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry hated having to boost Jayden over the gate to catch the escaping bad guys instead of going after them himself. Fuck it. I’m the team leader. I should be the one tackling the dangerous tasks!


  But the facts were that he was too heavy for Jayden to lift. Likely Jayden would manage it, but there was some stupid rule about only carrying one-third of your own body weight, and he was likely one-third more than Jayden’s entire body weight. So the job was Jayden’s.


  Then to top that off, he had to let Tegan go out there as well. Tegan! A fucking female!


  It was all he could do to concentrate on watching everyone and everything, making sure no one else ran off and no one attacked them from farther along the wall while all the drama was going on with the dump truck.


  His excellent shape-shifter hearing had only just picked up the sound of distant police sirens over the grinding of the gate and the roaring of the construction vehicle’s engine, when out of nowhere Tegan came flying over the dump truck’s roof, clearing the top of the heavy iron fence by several inches, and racing up the driveway.


  Well! It was good to know she was all right, and because she was here that implied Jayden was fine, too, but he would have liked to know what was going on. Harry was tempted to go climb the lookout tree again, but he dared not leave his post at the gate. With Oscar gone up to the lake, he was in charge here, and he needed to stay alert.


  The punks in the stolen vehicle seemed to have spent most of the past five minutes fighting among themselves. Two of them had constantly tried to pull the steering wheel out of each other’s hands, and the third one had grabbed the door handle several times and been dragged back by one of the others. Shit for brains! None of them with the sense of a flea. If they had any sense at all they’d run a mile like their friend.


  Quinn had moved Danny’s truck so it completely blocked the driveway. If the construction vehicle did smash the gate down, it would then have to push the truck out of its way before the punks could exit the cab. Although God only knew what their plans had been. If they even had plans. If the attack had been intended as a surprise, that idea was dead and gone long since. If it was meant as a diversion for what was going to happen at the lake, the clinic might still have a problem. Although the police were very close now.


  And where was Danny? He’d arrived with Oscar and had not gone up to the lake, but Harry hadn’t seen him pretty much since they’d arrived. Harry turned and squinted into the bushes. His night vision was long gone thanks to the headlamps on the construction vehicle and on Oscar’s truck.


  He turned and cast a professional glance over the scene at the gate. It was a total fuck-up, but the bad guys were still on the outside and the good guys on the inside. Quinn was ready to act if there was any trouble, so Harry decided he could safely look for Danny. It’d be a nightmare if he’d been taken down by another bad guy or something.


  The thought of another punk running loose on the property had Harry moving swiftly and silently into the trees where he’d last seen Danny.


  Just a little way into the shrubs was a neat pile of clothes left at the base of a tree. But they didn’t look like what Danny had been wearing to him. Danny’d had a light-colored top on and this was a dark red long-sleeved shirt. And Oscar’d been wearing a T-shirt. Ah, this’d be from Quinn’s wolf friend. He’d have run off to help at the lake with Oscar. Harry stood still and looked all around. The best hiding place is always “up” because people never look up, he reminded himself, tilting his head back and checking the trees around him. He walked a little way forward and looked some more, both on the ground and up in the trees. And there they were. One hastily dropped puddle of clothing under a bush, and one very neat pile of clothing hard against the trunk of a tree, but half-hidden by a branch and leaves.


  So that was the three wolves shifted and about their business. But where was Danny?


  Harry walked toward the wall. He was maybe thirty feet from the gate now, and the police sirens were very loud, possibly even passing the wall right by him. But there was no sign of Danny. He glanced along the wall each way, but there was no hint anyone had tried to breach it.


  Harry sensed someone behind him and whirled around, his hands up ready to attack.


  But it was only Danny. “I was wondering where you’d gotten to,” he said.


  “Oscar wanted me to guard the wall along here in case they were trying to come over, while everyone’s attention was at the gate. Looks like I missed all the fun though. Oscar’s sorted out the people by the lake, and you’ve dealt with the ones at the gate.”


  “Have you spoken to Oscar then? Everything’s okay out back?”


  Danny’s lips twitched. “I’ve had a message from him. They caught the four people trying to break in, but the person driving the getaway truck got away. We need to tell the police about that. Likely it was stolen, but perhaps they were stupid enough to use a vehicle the police can trace.”


  The noise from the gate suddenly became much louder. Harry turned and raced for the gate. Danny disappeared among the shrubs, likely to get dressed.


  Four police cars had blocked the road. Officers were all over the construction vehicle hauling the three young men out and handcuffing them, then pushing them into the back of the police van. Quinn moved Oscar’s truck and opened one of the gates for the police to walk through.


  Harry arrived just as an officer said, “Who’s in charge here?”


  “I am, and there’s more attackers out back by the lake and someone in a car getting away.”


  “Give the details of the getaway vehicle to the dispatcher.” The officer waved to one of the police cars and Harry looked around for Danny, but it was Quinn’s friend who came forward and said, “It’s a yellow SUV.” He rattled off the license plate and the direction of travel.


  “How do you know?” asked the officer suspiciously.


  “I was up a tree and saw the car but couldn’t do anything about it.”


  The officer-in-charge nodded and turned back to his staff. “You three go out back and tell me what’s going on. Bring everyone back here.”


  “I’ll take them,” said Quinn’s friend, and they all started up the driveway at a run.


  “What’s his name?” asked Harry to Danny, who’d silently appeared at his side.


  “Toby.”


  “Seems a good man. We must get to know him better.”


  “He’s quite shy,” warned Danny.


  Harry just stared at him. He hadn’t seemed shy tonight. In fact, he’d been very helpful. Well, he didn’t have time to waste thinking about Toby. He needed to get this mess under control. Harry was pleased to see Quinn standing in the gap where the gate was open so no one could come in or out without him knowing. That was very helpful. As he looked out toward the road he saw Jayden approaching, pushing a kid ahead of him. “Oh yes, the runaway.”


  A policeman directed Jayden to put the punk in the van with the other kids then started interviewing Jayden. Harry sighed. Oh yes, the interviews. Likely that would take until dawn. Now all he needed was to know Tegan was safe and that everything at the lake was under control. At least Oscar was there, so hopefully things would be good. Although the getaway vehicle was interesting. Who’d run out on them and left them to their fate? Not Adam Roth this time. Harry knew he was safely locked up in jail. Could it have been George Thorne himself? Or did he have an endless supply of idiot punks willing to do whatever he asked them to do? And who would use a yellow SUV as a getaway vehicle. Yellow was not exactly an inconspicuous color. Which made him think it was stolen. But why hadn’t they stolen something a little less likely to be noticed? Because they were stupid? Or inept? Or just plain useless?


  And where the fuck was Tegan? If everything at the lake was under control, why wasn’t she back here?


  For a moment pain drove a knife deep into his chest. What if she was hurt? What if one of the kids had a knife or even a gun? He couldn’t bear the thought of her in pain, maybe lying somewhere bleeding to death. Everything inside him wanted to run and find her, but he forced himself to stay where he was. Oscar was there and the police were likely there by now. His job was to stay here.


  And why do I even care? She’s just a useless female wolf anyway.


  She’s not useless. She’s mine. I love her. No I don’t. I hate her. She’s trouble. She might be trouble but I still love her. Hate? Love? Oh, I’m so fucked.


  Chapter Six


  


  Mr. Vukic, the Alpha of the wolf pack, insisted on sending out several teams to patrol the grounds of the clinic for the next day.


  “Oscar, I insist. You’re all exhausted. You all need to sleep for at least eight hours. Then you need to spend time with your patients and your family. Your security team needs to get away and have a break. My wolves will patrol the fence line inside and outside the property and staff your gate for the next twenty-four hours. After that we’ll extend the time if everyone isn’t fully recovered. It’s a pity that getaway SUV was stolen, but I’m sure we’ll catch George soon.”


  Harry, Jayden, and Tegan were in Oscar’s office listening to the call on speakerphone.


  “I’ve already had a nap,” complained Harry.


  Behind him he could hear a muffled cough from Tegan and a snort from Jayden. Okay, so he was just a tiny bit grumpy, but still, he was ready to take the next shift and let them sleep a while longer.


  Oscar made shooing motions with his hands. “The Alpha’s reserved a room for you three at the BDSM club. The walls are soundproof, so you should have no trouble sleeping, if that’s what you want to do.”


  This time what Harry heard from Tegan was a definite snicker. Their boss was suggesting they—Well, hell. Who could say no to that. “Yes, sir.”


  Harry led the way up to their room on the top floor. He picked up his luggage and stood and waited while they both did the same, then he led the way out to the parking lot and his car. He popped the trunk and they dropped their bags inside then climbed into the car, before he drove slowly down the driveway.


  He noted the deep scratches on the concrete where the gate had been taken off its hinges to be repaired, and the even deeper scrapes where a giant specialist tow truck had removed the dump truck.


  He recognized one of the wolves on guard duty as Sam and waved as they left the property and turned toward town.


  “Do you think everyone knows we’ve been told to visit the BDSM club for a day?” asked Tegan.


  But Harry noted her voice was filled with laughter, not horror.


  “Well that’s not so bad. I’m human, so word won’t get out among my friends,” teased Jayden.


  “I expect the BDSM club bit is Oscar’s idea. The Alpha was only saying we needed a day off,” said Harry.


  “I wouldn’t mind having a nice long nap. But then I’d kind of like a swim. I’d rather stay at Wolf Central and work out,” said Tegan.


  Harry would promise her a workout all right. Just not the kind that happened in a gym. He still couldn’t decide if what he felt for her was just lust or something stronger, but he now knew it wasn’t hate. Maybe there’d been an element of jealousy at someone who was so very good at her job, as well as someone who had his libido spiking into the red zone every time she came into the room. But at least he was over the “hate” feelings toward her. His dick was mighty keen on getting to know her better though. At least there were always plenty of condoms at the BDSM club. If she wanted to use them, that was. Personally, bareback suited him even better.


  The clusterfuck at the gate had taken hours to sort out, as he’d guessed it would. By the time everyone had given statements to the police and crime scene people had walked all over the property, then the shutter service had made the gate safe, the day shift had arrived, the Alpha had sent a security team to take over, and Harry was beyond exhausted. How Tegan and Jayden were still on their feet he couldn’t imagine. The first plan for the day was sleep for all of them. Maybe after that he’d entice them into the dungeon.


  He’d seen an amazing toy at the club which he’d like to try out on them both, and other ideas for the night were buzzing in his head. But mostly right now what they needed was sleep.


  The guard on duty at the BDSM club recognized Harry and waved him through. He parked on the lowest level of the basement parking lot, then they each grabbed their luggage and headed for the elevator. Often Harry took the stairs as a sort of cheap fitness program, but he was too tired to consider that today.


  The young man on the duty desk in the foyer nodded pleasantly at them. “Mr. Vukic’s compliments, sirs and madam. Your reservation has been upgraded to the top floor. If you need anything, dial nine and your request will be answered immediately.”


  Harry wondered if he was so tired his brain had gone into hibernation mode, but he took the keycard and led his team over to the elevator.


  “Did he say the top floor?” asked Jayden, pressing the Up button.


  “Room 610, so I assume that means the sixth floor.”


  “I’ve never been there before,” said Tegan.


  Well, that was interesting. It meant she’d been other places here and that she wasn’t completely a novice at BDSM. That was good information to know. Or it would be if he could get his sluggish brain to string two consecutive thoughts together.


  He had to swipe the keycard for the elevator to accept his request for the sixth floor. That was different. Anyone could press the buttons for the public floors, and that included the rooms on a couple of the floors. Hmm, maybe they were the third and fourth floors though. Now that he thought about it, he was pretty sure he’d never been above the fourth floor before, either.


  “What about you, Jayden? Have you been to the sixth floor before?” Tegan asked.


  “Nope. I’ve visited the dungeons and the public levels but none of the rooms. In the past, mostly I’ve kept sex and BDSM separate. But I’m more and more liking the idea of uniting them.”


  Well, that was good news. Harry wanted the three of them to be together, and it hadn’t occurred to him until just then Jayden might refuse.


  To Harry’s tired eyes, the sixth floor looked exactly the same as the others, until he pushed open the door to 610 and they walked inside. The center of the room was filled with the biggest bed he’d ever seen. The ceiling, the headboard of the bed, and the wall opposite the bed were all mirrored. A glass wall showed a view out over the city.


  Tegan had flipped the light on and walked into the bathroom. “Holy shit!”


  He and Jayden followed her to the doorway.


  Harry had more or less expected the bathroom would be like most hotel bathrooms. Room for one person at a time, maximum. But no. This room was on a grand scale, with a shower easily big enough for all three of them, and a Jacuzzi tub bubbling away on one side of the room.


  “I bet that’s as good as the one in Wolf Central,” said Jayden.


  “Better. Much, much better,” said Tegan.


  “We can play in the hot tub later. Right now we all really need to sleep.” Harry gently pushed at the other two and turned the light off. He left his luggage where it stood, stripped off his clothes, and walked across to the bed. Tegan was still standing where he’d left her, fully dressed, but Jayden was pulling the quilt off the bed.


  Harry climbed onto the bed, knowing the second his head touched the pillow he’d be asleep. He watched Tegan nod and turn her back on them to undress. That was good enough for him. She was going to obey him. Later they’d eat, check out the hot tub, then finally go down to the dungeon. But right now, sleep.


  


  * * * *


  


  Jayden woke and stretched. It took him a couple seconds to remember where he was, then his eyes sprang open and he stared into the mirror on the ceiling. Beside him Tegan was laying on her side, curled up with one hand under her face, and the other down by her side, hidden under the sheet. Her hair was partly covering her cheek, and he longed to brush it back and look at her properly but didn’t want to wake her. Across from her, Harry was sprawled on his back, arms flung out, taking up more than his fair share of the bed. It was lucky it was such a huge bed or there wouldn’t be enough space for all of them together.


  Was this how it would be in the future? The three of them together like this in a relationship? Or was this just one of those weird things that happened sometimes when people worked together in a close-knit team?


  No, he thought it was a sign of the future. Harry made no secret of being a Dom and he could definitely be bossy and demanding, but apart from those few times with Tegan, he was invariably fair and just, and almost always correct as well.


  Wasn’t there some old saying about hate and love being opposite sides of the one coin? It seemed as though Tegan had gotten under Harry’s skin in a way he couldn’t deal with at first, but he’d settled down now. They were all getting along together much better now, and they really had worked as a team last night. Yesterday. Whenever it was. It had been getting on toward midnight near the end of his shift when it had started, and it had been midmorning by the time the last details were wrapped up. So what was the time now?


  He turned his head to the window, and it was dark outside with the neon lights of the stores and businesses looking bright and pretty through the window. So, likely he had slept eight hours as Oscar had instructed. He was mighty hungry. He wasn’t sure how many meals he’d missed, but it felt like a lot. But if he ordered room service, would the smell of food wake the others up? Well, if they woke would it matter? Although, it seemed a bit cruel to wake them and he wouldn’t really know what to order for them anyway. But if they woke up when he was eating, that’d be even more cruel because likely they’d be every bit as hungry as he was.


  Damn, this sharing a room thing was more complicated than he’d thought it would be. He’d figured he’d have to wait to use the bathroom, although it was so large they could all fit in there at once. But probably the others would want some privacy. But he’d never thought about the etiquette of eating.


  Trying not to wake the others, he slid off the bed and headed for the bathroom. Maybe a shower would make him feel better. He was definitely overdue for one after all that running around last night. By the time he was done he was so hungry it wasn’t funny anymore, so he wrapped a towel around his waist and padded over to the tiny desk, picking up the nice leather booklet lying there. It looked just like any other hotel he’d ever stayed in, yet it wasn’t. He was in a BDSM club, not a hotel. Well, perhaps this floor was a hotel. Shaking his head in confusion, he opened the leather booklet and flicked through it, looking for the room service menu.


  He was just about to pick up the telephone on the desk when Harry grunted and said, “Whatever you’re ordering, I’ll have two of them. And coffee.”


  Jayden glanced at Tegan but she hadn’t moved. He pressed the button on the phone and asked for four burgers, two with fries and two with salads, plus a pot of coffee.


  “That will be delivered in twenty minutes, sir,” said the person on the phone.


  Jayden thanked them and hung up, then dug in his backpack for clean underwear and a fresh T-shirt. He was going to need to do a load of laundry soon. He hadn’t expected to be away from home too long.


  Harry lumbered into the bathroom. Jayden wasn’t looking at the naked man, but he couldn’t help noticing the tattoo of a bear across his shoulders as he walked past. Well that’s fitting.


  He made sure the sound was off, then switched the television on and began flicking through the channels until he found one with a ball game. He turned his chair to face the TV and settled back to watch while the food was prepared. I could get used to this, being waited on hand and foot. It’s a shame we’re only going to be living in luxury for one day, but it’ll sure be a nice experience.


  Harry emerged from the bathroom and got dressed and was combing his hair when the doorbell rang.


  Doorbell?


  A voice said, “Your meal, sir.”


  Jayden was stunned. He’d never stayed in a hotel with a doorbell before.


  He opened the door and a waiter wheeled a cart into the room. Before he could get out his wallet the man turned and left.


  That was a first, too. The remuneration here must be all right if the man wasn’t reliant on tips to make a decent living.


  “Is that food?” Tegan’s voice was a bit slurred and she didn’t seem to have moved, but evidently she was at least partially awake.


  “I ordered you a burger and salad. And coffee.”


  “Be right back.”


  Jayden smiled as Tegan wobbled off the bed and into the bathroom. He anticipated the food would be long gone cold before she returned, so he sat down and began lifting the lids off the various plates. When he found his own burger and salad, he set it on the table. Then he took out a burger and chips, put it in Harry’s place opposite him, and set the coffeepot and cups on the table.


  Harry handed him cutlery, and they both sat down. They hadn’t even started eating before Tegan came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, with a cloud of floral-scented steam following her into the room. How could she do that? She hadn’t even been gone five minutes.


  “You had a shower?” asked Harry, sounding as surprised as he felt.


  “I perfected the three-minute shower when I was sharing a house with college students.” Tegan bent over the food trolley, picked up a plate, and carried it to the table.


  “How do I know if this is mine?” she asked.


  “I got you a burger with salad. If you want chips you need to ask Harry to go half and half with you.”


  “Salad is fine, thank you.”


  Jayden poured each of them a cup of coffee, pleased he knew how everyone liked their drink made, then settled down to eat his meal. Damn it was a long time since he’d eaten.


  “This is divine,” mumbled Tegan, her mouth full.


  And that was the last thing anyone said until every crumb had been eaten and the coffeepot was empty.


  Tegan took her roll-along suitcase and disappeared back into the bathroom to get dressed, while Jayden stacked the empty plates on the cart, then wheeled it out into the hallway. When he got back Harry was sitting at the table with the little notepad and pen from beside the telephone in front of him.


  “As soon as Tegan gets back I want us to walk through everything that happened last night, looking for clues and for threads we might be able to follow to lead us to George.”


  “Good idea.”


  They talked about every detail any of them could remember for the next hour. At the end of it Tegan said, “Apart from the fact that George was running true to form in using stupid gang wannabes, and that he or whoever was leading them ran away at the first sign of trouble, I can’t see that we’ve learned anything.”


  Jayden wondered if he was going to sound stupid, but this was his team, his friends, so he said it anyway. “Do you think there was a reason why the second group came through by the lake? I mean, apart from the fact that it’s a long way from the gate, and to divide our attention. What I mean is, do you think the lake, or that corner of the property has any significance in and of itself?”


  “It’s not near where they came over the wall the first time,” said Tegan.


  “And it’s not especially close to the clinic itself either, so I’d say not, but it would be worth checking just in case. We need to look at anything at all that might be a lead,” said Harry.


  “I assume Sierra Bond has checked for mineral rights and all that sort of thing on the property. I mean there’s not oil underground or something, is there?” asked Tegan.


  Jayden laughed, but it was a valid point she was making. They’d all look pretty stupid if they were sitting on an oil well, and that was why George wanted the land.


  “Yes, that’s been checked, and no, there’s nothing valuable underground,” said Harry.


  “Well, that kills that easy solution.” Tegan sighed.


  “But perhaps we could have a closer look at the two areas where the break-ins have been attempted. Maybe there’s something we’ve missed. We’ll look twice, in the bright light of the middle of the day, and again at dawn or dusk just to be sure nothing shows up,” said Harry.


  He laid his notepad and pen aside. “I’d like to do a dungeon scene with you both while we’re here. I know I haven’t treated you right, Tegan, accusing you of being George’s spy and not trusting you, and I apologize for that. I don’t know where my brains were the first day we met. I promise I’ll treat you, and you, too, Jayden, with the greatest respect in the dungeon, and I assure you both we won’t do anything you don’t want to do,” he said.


  Hell yes. A dungeon scene with Harry and Tegan. Jayden’s cock stood up at that plan. He turned to look at Tegan. She was sitting quite still, her face thoughtful. Jayden held his breath. Harry had been rude to her, but it was obvious he really did care for her and that he’d been fighting his feelings for her. But did she know that? She was a damn smart woman. She must have worked it out by now.


  Tegan nodded decisively. “Last night proved we can all work together properly as a team in a crisis. It’ll be interesting to see us as a team in the dungeon. I agree.”


  


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry had been aching to get these two people into the dungeon for hours. He stood completely still in the doorway of the dungeon memorizing the exact placement of everything there.


  Every spare minute since he’d woken up, his brain had been busy planning things that would teach him more about them and stretch their boundaries. Harry refused to nail down his feelings for Tegan. He knew now he respected her, appreciated her, and didn’t hate her, that he’d been grossly unfair to her in the way he’d treated her, but he certainly wasn’t willing to agree there was any chance of love between them. Lust, hell yes, plenty of lust. But love—he’d take the Fifth on that.


  Now Jayden he trusted. Jayden was a good man, rock solid to work with, honorable, upright, a man of integrity. A man he’d always be prepared to have at his back in a dangerous situation. Working with Jayden in the field or in the dungeon was okay with him.


  So what he needed was a scene that would push their boundaries, which made great use of the fact there were two of them. By letting one watch what was happening to the other, he could heighten their emotions exponentially. A big part of BDSM was what went on in the mind of the sub during the scene. The best scenes were ones where the sub was constantly waiting, wondering, imagining, driving their own response higher and higher with their thoughts. The most powerful sex organ was the brain.


  And Harry was coming close to a plan to arouse both these people to the utmost. Since he didn’t have his own toy box with him, hadn’t brought it to the clinic, he was glad they were staying here where he could borrow whatever he needed from the club. It was a good chance for him to try out a couple new whips, too. If he were to build a relationship with Jayden and Tegan, he would need to get some new toys, ones especially suited to his new subs. They were both very fit, tough people, so a new whip or two would be essential.


  The center of the dungeon was a large open space so the Dom could use it in whatever way he wanted. There were chains against one wall and a spanking bench against another wall, but the large open area of concrete floor was perfect for the first thing Harry had planned.


  He held the door open, and they walked in and waited for him. He locked the door, covered the peephole, and said, “The scene begins now. Undress, slaves.”


  Silently Tegan and Jayden did as he asked. Tegan moved gracefully into the center of the room and stood, head bowed, feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind her back. Jayden, however, kneeled beside her, his forehead resting on the floor. That was interesting. He’d ask them later if that was what they were taught to do, or if it was simply the way they personally liked to begin a scene.


  “Tegan, did you ever do that whirling dervish game as a child? I’ve been longing to play it with you. It’s rare to find a fit, strong woman who could do it.”


  “Whirling dervish? Where you keep one foot on the floor and spin using only the other one? Yes, we did that occasionally. Most of us used to end up dizzy and fall to the ground, though. Isn’t it actually a religious practice or something?”


  “In some parts of the Middle East it’s still practiced as a religious ritual. I find it frees the mind and spirit, though. Watch. You, too, Jayden.”


  Harry stood in the middle of the floor and waited until they were both facing him. He folded his arms across his chest and bent his head, then began to turn. As he spun, he raised both arms, the right pointing to the sky, but the left hand pointed down to the ground. He revolved from right to left, clockwise, spinning faster and faster until all he could see was a blur, then gradually slowed down, ending with a bow toward them.


  “Awesome,” whispered Tegan. Jayden nodded.


  “Do you trust me?” Harry asked her, watching her face very carefully.


  She gave him back look for look, her bright green eyes serious. “Of course,” she replied.


  “Come fly with me,” he said, gesturing for her to join him in the middle of the room.


  “Jayden, support her hips and follow me around until I tell you to let go. Tegan, you hold my wrists and I hold yours.”


  Harry clasped her wrists, and Jayden held her hips as Harry began to turn. Once he had his momentum going steadily, he nodded to Jayden to let go of her and stop moving with them. Jayden stepped well back, and instantly Tegan’s body flew out parallel to the floor. Held firmly by the wrists, she flew around and around in the air as he whirled. He raised his arms higher, and she was flying six feet off the floor. He had to concentrate hard to keep whirling as well as take care of her, but she was a joy to hold like this. As he slowed, he lowered his arms, and without being told Jayden was back, moving in time with him to catch Tegan’s hips and ease her to the ground.


  “Holy shit! I really did feel as if I was flying. That was really something.”


  “No, you are really something. There are very few people strong enough to do that.”


  “I didn’t do anything. Jayden had me balanced until you were moving fast enough to support me, then you held me,” she argued.


  “Who is master here?” he warned her.


  Instantly she became silent and lowered her head, but he knew her well enough now to know she hadn’t changed her mind. She was just looking docile. Deep inside himself Harry rejoiced. That’s what he wanted in a woman. Someone strong enough to stand up to him, to have all her own thoughts and ideas, but who would do what he wanted when it truly mattered. Out in the field in times of danger, there couldn’t be a committee meeting held to decide what happened next. There had to be one person everyone else obeyed. And that was him. But he didn’t want a doormat. He wanted a real live, thinking, breathing, intelligent woman. He wanted Tegan.


  He would have liked a half hour to mull over the scene, but it was time to move on. Trust had been established between all three of them. Now it was time to move into the whips and chains.


  “Jayden, come here.”


  Jayden followed him over to the wall, and quickly Harry handcuffed him and manacled his ankles, using a spreader bar to keep his legs properly apart. Harry set the chains so that his arms were fully stretched. Already Jayden’s cock was standing up and out from his body. Evidently he’d enjoyed the first scene. Harry hoped he’d appreciate this one even more.


  “Tegan,” he said.


  She walked across the dungeon and stood where he placed her, as he cuffed and manacled her exactly as he’d done for Jayden.


  Harry moved over to the wall unit and opened a few drawers until he found the one with blindfolds and carefully blindfolded them both. Now Jayden would have to work harder. As a shape-shifter, Tegan’s hearing was naturally sharper than Jayden’s, but if Jayden concentrated, he’d gather enough clues to understand what was about to happen.


  As silently as he could, he opened other drawers until he found the whips. One huge bullwhip attracted his attention even though he’d never use it on a person, or a bull either actually. He laid that one aside. He might have some fun cracking it just for the hell of it. Several other whips looked more like what he wanted. He took five and stepped into the center of the room, swishing each one through the air, then cracking them. He replaced three in the drawer, keeping the two he’d chosen in his hand, then he picked up the bullwhip. Using all the technique he could remember being taught, he swung his arm and cracked it.


  A satisfactorily resounding noise rang through the dungeon. Just as well it’s soundproof or it might have scared the people in the restaurant!


  But Harry’s gaze on was on his two subs. Both of them had jumped when the whip cracked, but neither showed any sign of fear. That was interesting indeed. They must both know him well enough to understand he wouldn’t use it on them, or if he did, it would be in a playful way.


  For a moment he considered teasing them with it, but decided not to. It’d be very easy to misjudge and really hurt someone instead of bringing them to pleasure. His job now was to give them outstanding joy. And he’d do it, too.


  Harry took the slightly heavier whip in his hand and laid four sharp strokes across Jayden’s ass. Then he stepped to the other side and repeated his actions, carefully laying the stripes above and below the first set. Changing whips, he moved closer to Tegan. This time he set three strokes on her ass from the right, and two from the left.


  Building up a rhythm, Harry whipped Jayden’s shoulders four times and his thighs twice, and Tegan the same, but with the lighter whip.


  He crossed to the chest of drawers, laying the whips on top of them and picking up a vampire glove that he’d found when searching for the blindfolds. It was made of leather and had tiny spikes on the fingers. This should prove an excellent tension breaker from the whipping. It was a toy he’d seen once before and had hoped to find again today.


  He ran the back of his hand down Tegan’s spine, then down Jayden’s. The leather should provide a very pleasurable feeling. He did it again, concentrating on their spines. Then, without warning, he turned his hand over and let the sharp spikes touch their skin all the way from neck to ass, first on Tegan, then on Jayden.


  For the next five minutes he played with them, using the leather and the spikes randomly, switching from sub to sub, from back to arm to leg and even their feet. He noticed the cream glistening on the insides of Tegan’s thighs, and on her pussy lips, and the fact that Jayden’s cock was hugely engorged, and understood that the time for play was almost over.


  Harry went back and replaced the glove in the drawer, and using only the lighter whip this time, he gave a few last strokes to both his subs on their asses, shoulders, and upper thighs.


  It was time to stop before they came and ruined the next scene he’d planned. Quickly, he packed away the toys, then removed their blindfolds and unchained them.


  “Jayden, lie flat on your back on the floor. Tegan, do you want a condom, or are you prepared to fuck bareback?”


  “Bareback is okay.”


  “In that case, slide on down over his cock. Neither of you is to move after that, nor is either of you to come.”


  He picked up the ice bucket from the corner of the room and kneeled beside Jayden. As soon as Jayden’s cock was completely inside Tegan’s pussy, he carefully rested an ice cube on each of Jayden’s nipples and placed another one in his belly button. Then he handed two more ice cubes to Jayden and said, “Hold one to each of her nipples. You can’t knock your own ice cubes off though, so keep very still as you do it.”


  Harry watched as the two of them did as he’d said, Jayden moving with intense concentration until he’d completed his task. Harry waited for a few minutes then he held out the ice bucket. “Put the cubes in here. You’ve earned your release. Jayden fuck her to orgasm. As soon as she comes, you can come, too.”


  The ice cubes hit the bucket very fast, then Tegan’s fingers dug into Jayden’s shoulders as he pounded up into her pussy. Both of them were enormously aroused and deserved their release. They’d worked very hard, been very obedient, and he’d learned a lot about them. It’d been a long, complicated scene, and one in which they’d behaved impeccably. They needed to come now though. He could tell that.


  Hell, his own dick was aching with need, and he’d been the Dom, not the one being pleasured. But I received enormous pleasure, too. How could I not with two such perfect subs.


  Harry watched as Jayden used the balls of his feet to push up hard and fast into Tegan’s cunt. He watched her breasts bounce as she rode him, her fingers whiten as they gripped his flesh, and most of all, her face as her cheeks flushed, her eyes became glazed, and then her body went limp on top of Jayden. Damn, she was stunning when she climaxed.


  Jayden’s body was sheened with sweat, making his muscles gleam as he powered up into her, his cock slamming up into her pussy then gliding out again, only to drive deep into her cunt once more. His hands on her waist held her down, giving him maximum penetration on each stroke. Harry’s own dick leaped with the knowledge of how good she would feel around his cock, especially as she’d be coating him with her cream while she climaxed. Then Jayden broke, his thrusts going ragged, his hands holding her more loosely now.


  Harry waited a few minutes for them to recover.


  Some time in this twenty-four-hour break, away from the need to worry about that damn George Thorne, he had to ask some very pointed questions about the possibilities of an ongoing relationship. If this dungeon scene had shown him one thing above all others, it was that the three of them belonged together.


  The only question was, did they think that, too, or was it just him?


  


  * * * *


  


  By the time they got back to their room, Tegan couldn’t decide whether she needed a nap or a soak in the hot tub. Before she could come to a decision, Harry took charge again.


  “I think it’s time to try out the hot tub. It’ll give us a chance to get to know each other better as people, too. If this relationship is going to succeed, we need to know a hell of a lot more about each other than how fast we can handcuff a punk.”


  A relationship? Was that what they had? As Tegan stripped off her clothes again—how many times had she gotten dressed and undressed already today? It seemed like a lot!—she thought about that. She certainly liked Jayden both as a person and as a colleague. Harry, well, she was attracted to him in some weird way that compelled her to be near him even when he was grumpy. Again she wondered if that was the bear in him, or if it was just the attitude they brought out in each other. Their personalities certainly seemed to combust around each other. Shrugging, she decided that getting to know them both better was a good thing anyway and climbed into the Jacuzzi.


  It was huge, which was just as well as both Harry and Jayden were big men. The hot water felt really good bubbling up against her back, too. She rested her head against the side of the tub and closed her eyes, letting the water flow over her skin and the bubbles tease her back and neck. Oh yeah. She could really get used to living this kind of life. Too bad it was only for a single day.


  “Tegan, why did you decide to become a security guard? I’ve been meaning to ask you that for a long time. It’s not the usual kind of career a girl chooses,” said Jayden.


  Reluctantly Tegan sat up straighter and opened her eyes. The bubbles were now hitting her lower back, and that was rather nice. “Have you heard the old joke about the questions people with various college degrees ask? The graduate with a science degree asks, ‘Why does it work?’ The graduate with an engineering degree asks, ‘How does it work?’ The graduate with an accounting degree asks, ‘How much will it cost?’ and the graduate with a liberal arts degree asks, ‘Do you want fries with that?’ Well, I was the graduate with the liberal arts degree and no desire to work in a fast food restaurant. I’m fit, strong, and like being outside as well as inside, so I took a community college course and became a security guard. How about you?”


  She looked at Jayden. He was leaning back against the side of the tub, his face turned up to the ceiling, his legs stretched out in front of him. She had to remind herself how big he was. Next to Harry no one looked large, but Jayden was six feet of solid muscle. His abs were ripped, his shoulders very broad, his thighs powerful. Well, she’d just experienced that in person. When she’d sat on his cock he’d powered up into her pussy, lifting her body as though she was a feather instead of five nine and all woman. She wasn’t fat, but everyone knew muscle weighed more than fat did, so she was no lightweight either.


  Wet, his fair hair looked almost brown, and when he turned to face her, she could about drown in those liquid-chocolate eyes.


  “I was a jock, not interested in school. While I was useful on the football field, I knew I didn’t need to study. I’d always be given a pass in my classes, or enough of them to stay on the team. I even played a couple seasons as a pro, but I wasn’t quite good enough. There were always other guys just that bit better than me, so I figured I’d better find a job where I could use my size and fitness as an advantage. I didn’t want to be a trainer or work in a gym, so here I am.”


  Harry and Jayden began talking football. Tegan relaxed, loving the water, enjoying the background murmur of the men’s conversation. The word “relationship” was bouncing around in her brain. Were they in a relationship? Did a couple of fucks indicate a relationship? Sure, they were working together at the moment, but she’d worked in teams lots of times before and would never have considered her colleagues then as being her partners in anything other than a strictly business sense.


  There was plenty of lust. Both men were very good looking and had the kind of physique she preferred. Tegan couldn’t get interested in soft, pretty boys, with smooth features and manscaped bodies like she saw in the women’s magazines. Her taste was for a hard body with lots of muscle and a man who could lift her up and hold her in his arms without snapping a tendon or breaking into a sweat. Both Jayden and Harry fit the bill perfectly.


  Originally she’d thought Harry would have body hair, and he did. A good coating of black curls on his chest and trailing down in an arrow to his cock. A cock that had pleasured her most satisfactorily as far as she could remember through the lust-ridden haze she’d had that night. She was looking forward to seeing his cock in the good light of the bedroom later today.


  She also wanted to trace the bear tattoo on his shoulder. She hadn’t thought much about tattoos or piercings before, but she liked that Harry had his shifted form inked onto his skin. It proved he accepted himself for what he was, man and bear.


  Hmm, getting back to the idea of a relationship, it would be more than just delicious bodies and hot sex. How did she feel about their personalities? Well, she truly liked Jayden. He was a good companion who treated her as a real person, an equal, a fully-fledged member of the team. That was important. She hated the idea a man would feel obliged to protect her instead of doing his assigned task and leaving her to do hers. She had no doubts she was capable of doing whatever was needed, and it was a good feeling to know that Jayden trusted her to be a true partner on the field.


  What about Harry? Ah, that was the big question. At first he’d seemed to hate her, to completely disregard her. He’d even suggested she was a spy for George. Or was that just a ruse to rip her clothes off? No, she didn’t think so. She thought he’d truly felt she was an imposter. Well, he seemed to have gotten over that. After all, he’d apologized to her, but how did it make her feel? Did she trust him or not?


  All his decisions when the kids had attacked the gate had been good ones. He’d let her and Jayden take the lead because they were the best qualified for the job. He’d stayed where he was needed most, not gone chasing the honor and glory. When the police had interviewed them all, his answers had been compete, accurate, and fair. So yes, he may have a grumpy bear gene, but she did trust him and like him, and she was prepared to continue the relationship, if it was a relationship.


  She opened her eyes again, realizing both the men had stopped talking. “Harry, why did you become a security guard? Jayden and I’ve both answered that question. Now it’s your turn.”


  “I’m thirty-five. I was in the police force almost ten years. But more and more I wanted to work primarily with shape-shifters. There’s not a lot of bears around, you know. Bears tend to be solitary. They don’t join in packs like wolves do. I felt the need to be with others of my own kind. To work with people like me, even if they aren’t bears. So I got my license as a private investigator and the Alpha started giving me work. Then he referred me to Sierra Bond, and I’ve been working for her, too. These days I’m kept quite busy and that’s why I’ve been calling on Jayden’s help because often there’s too much work for one man now.”


  Harry stood up, towering over both her and Jayden. Tegan looked up at his cock. Damn, it was delicious standing there, more than ready for action. Of course, he hadn’t gotten an orgasm in the dungeon the way she and Jayden had, poor bear.


  Wait! That’s another facet of his character. He’s a generous Dom, seeing to his subs first and withholding pleasure from himself so the scene is good for us. That’s important to know about him, too.


  Harry stepped out of the tub and picked up a couple of towels. “To signify we are now in a triad relationship, both in the dungeon and in bed, we need to fuck properly as a threesome. Tegan, that means both of us in you at once. One in your cunt, the other in your ass. Are you ready for that?”


  Tegan felt an erotic thrill ripple through her body from her head to her toes. She gave a little shiver as she answered, “Yes.”


  “Come, then.” Harry tugged her to her feet, helped her out of the hot tub, and wrapped her in a towel. Jayden stood up, too, and Harry passed him a towel as well.


  Tegan took a moment to luxuriate in the huge, fluffy softness of the towel, then rubbed herself dry, dropped the towel in the hamper, and followed the men into the bedroom.


  Harry was rifling through the nightstand, piling tubes on top of it. “We have edible chocolate body paint, aromatic lavender-scented massage oil, and waterproof lube. Jayden, would you like to lube her ass, or play with the massage oil while I do it?”


  “Wow, that’s a tough choice. Actually I’d like Tegan to try the chocolate body paint on both of us, but I guess that’s an activity for later on. I’ll go with the massage oil.”


  “Yeah. Ten seconds after that chocolate stuff hit my cock and Tegan put her mouth on me, the party would be over. Much better to save it for later.” Harry handed Jayden the oil.


  Tegan took the hint and laid on the bed on her front. The bed was so large she thought if she settled in the middle of it, likely neither man would be able to reach her, but then she did it anyway, figuring they’d work out a solution.


  She crossed her arms and rested her head on them, not sure which way to look. Where would the men sit? How would they entice her into the next session of their day?


  The bed sank under the combined weights of two big men as Harry settled himself between her legs, spreading them much wider than she’d had them to allow him to sit there, and Jayden clambered across the bed to sit cross-legged facing her, level with her torso.


  Then four hands were on her skin, smoothing and stroking it. The scent of lavender filled the air as cool oil dripped onto her shoulders then slid down her spine to pool just above her ass.


  Tegan relaxed as Jayden smoothed the oil into her skin, working her muscles gently, but with enough strength to ease the last few remaining aches from the previous day’s strenuous exercise.


  She was relaxed and loving the attention when a hard palm spanked her ass.


  “Ow!”


  “No going to sleep there, Tegan. Concentrate. You won’t want to miss any step in the next part of the program.”


  She wiggled her ass but didn’t argue. When Harry’d whipped her she’d really enjoyed it, but he didn’t need to know just how much she craved punishment right now. The whipping had cleansed her mind and released her spirit, letting her inner self soar free. But right now she needed to stay grounded and to look forward to her very first ménage sex. She understood the theory, but she had an idea the practice might prove to be mind-blowingly awesome and she wanted to be ready to enjoy every second of it.


  Harry’s fingers were thick and stubby, as she would have expected from such a large man. One of them was inside her ass, rubbing the lube into the tissues all around the entry. When a second finger joined it, she felt quite stretched, but was grateful for the gentle way he was arousing her with his actions. His hands were big, but his touch was delicate, stretching her a bit at a time, not clumsily.


  Meanwhile Jayden was working the oil into her shoulders, soothing knots and tension she hadn’t even realized was there. Yesterday had been very demanding and tense, but she’d felt she was over it, had assimilated it into her being. Apparently not. Jayden was the one who’d noticed her stress and was relieving it for her.


  Both these men were wonderfully perceptive, and she appreciated that in them.


  Finally Harry seemed to be happy with his work and went into the bathroom, presumably to wash his hands.


  “Lie flat on your back, Jayden, and Tegan, climb on him. But this time you need to lie on his chest. Keep your ass up but the rest of you down,” ordered Harry.


  Jayden rolled onto his back and waited. Tegan sat up and smiled. “I feel like I should get down at the foot of the bed and commando crawl up your body or something,” she teased.


  “Go for it.”


  Taking him at his word, she rolled off the bed and walked to the foot of it.


  Jayden spread his legs wide, and she crawled onto the bed, then, using her elbows, wiggled her way up the sheets and onto his body. When her mouth was level with his cock, she couldn’t resist sucking it deep into her mouth for one long taste before moving on.


  “You need to watch out for her elbows. She got me in the neck and nearly asphyxiated me once,” warned Harry.


  Tegan blushed. It was his own fault for waking her up unexpectedly, but likely now wasn’t a good time to mention that.


  She dug her elbows into the bedding and commando crawled a little farther, then slid over Jayden’s cock and took it deep inside her pussy. Damn he felt good. He was wide and long and stretched her fully in the best possible way.


  Jayden gripped her shoulders and pulled her flat on top of him then took her lips in a possessive kiss that sucked all the air out of her lungs. That was another thing. Both these men were amazing kissers. She’d never been kissed so thoroughly, her mouth ravished so devastatingly before meeting these men. They could teach every other man she’d ever known some skills in the kissing department.


  Harry fitted his cock to her back door and pushed. For a few moments she felt considerable pressure, and then she opened and let his cockhead in. Gradually he maneuvered the rest of the way past the tight muscle ring, and then he slid deep inside her. She’d been full and stretched before. Now she was bursting, her tissues expanded wider than she could have imagined to accept both the men simultaneously.


  They stayed still for long moments as her tissues adjusted and her body accepted them. Then she still felt full, but the hot liquids of her channel coated the men’s cocks and her body shifted and moved around them, accepting them, welcoming them, setting her nerve endings on fire.


  “I’m ready. I need more,” she gasped.


  “You move first,” Harry said to Jayden.


  His voice sounded hoarse, and Tegan understood how hard it must be for both the men to have to wait until she was ready. Her body wanted to clench even tighter on them, but she didn’t want to push them too far just yet, so she relaxed her muscles and waited for Jayden to move.


  As he slid out, her cunt felt almost hollow and Tegan experienced a momentary sense of loss, even though her ass was still stuffed full by Harry’s cock. But that soon changed as he began to enter her pussy again, and Harry started to withdraw. Tegan found it a really strange sensation, one man coming as the other was going, but after a few minutes she understood the intense power of the movement. She was always being filled and emptied. The motion was constant, and with the constancy came intense sensations of demand. It was as if they were insistent she offer them everything she was and could ever be, and the driving need they were creating deep inside her pussy and ass compelled her to do just that.


  Soon her toes were running up and down any leg she could reach. Her hands were petting arms and sides. She thrust her body forward onto Jayden’s cock and backward onto Harry’s. She wiggled her hips and her breasts. Tegan did anything and everything to indicate her extreme need for more, for them, for it all to be now, right fucking now!


  The two men were powering in and out of her quickly, but nothing could be fast enough for Tegan. Using every ounce of her strength, she clenched her internal muscles tight, both those of her cunt and those of her ass. Jayden groaned and Harry grunted. It had felt excellent to her, but it didn’t get as big a reaction from them as she’d expected. Tegan dug her fingernails into Jayden’s shoulders and put her heart and soul into it this time, clenching with everything she had.


  Her orgasm came out of nowhere, blasting through her body as if she’d been hit by a runaway train. Her entire body shook with her release, her legs flapping with no way she could control them. Her eyes snapped shut as fireworks burst behind her lids, and the explosion nearly blew the top of her head off.


  In her belly the contractions raced through her again and again, and she was aware of blasts of cum filling her fore and aft, as the men continued to stroke into her. But Tegan had lost all ability to think or act. This had to be absolutely the best orgasm she’d ever had in her life before. The question was, could she survive it? Her entire body was shaking so hard she wondered if some bits of her might come loose and fall off. Her head for example.


  If they were to stay together, to be in a relationship, did that mean they’d do this again sometime? Holy shit, she’d be dead from pleasure inside of a week. Possibly less.


  Or was this just a one-off response as a reaction to the situation with George Thorne? Ah fuck. She really, really didn’t want to have to think about him right now.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Jayden sat alone in the backseat as Harry drove them back to the clinic. He closed his eyes and tried to think through what had been an incredibly busy few days. Between the attempted break-in at the clinic, and everything that had followed on from that, then the mini-vacation at the BDSM club to now being in a relationship with not one person, but two people, it was all a hell of a lot to get his head around.


  The one thing he was certain about, though, was that he was content to have Harry as his Dom and Tegan as his fuck buddy, and the two of them as his work team. Relationship was a big word, though, and an even bigger pledge to his partners. He wasn’t really sure about the level of commitment he was prepared to put into the group. He would never let either of them down on the job. That was a given. He would watch their backs and he trusted them to watch his. He had no problems there.


  He also had no reservations about the fucking and the Dom. He trusted Harry to prepare dungeon scenes that might stretch him but would always fulfill him, and he knew Tegan was a woman he desired. Hell, more than desired. Now he’d gotten to know her, it’d kill him if she didn’t want to continue being with him in bed or at work.


  So, back to the word relationship. What did he expect of it? Would they go out on dates together? How would that work? They’d had no trouble chatting as friends, and they were already having meals together so he supposed dates would be okay. Not that he could dance. A football jock didn’t have to dance. All the girls pressed themselves into his body, and he just had to stand there shuffling his feet occasionally and trying not to come in his pants at their wiggling. Would Tegan expect to dance with him? Could Harry dance? Would he have to learn?


  Now movies, they could go to movies. Tegan didn’t strike him as the kind of female who’d drag him along to mushy, kissy chick-flicks where everyone cried buckets. He could do that. He felt sure she’d like a good murder or thriller or science fiction program. So movies would be good.


  But that wasn’t really what a relationship was about, was it? It was—It was what? Just hanging out together, caring about each other, spending time together. Yeah, he could do that. He truly cared about them both as colleagues, friends, fellow human beings. Well, a bear and a wolf, but to him they were just people. All people together. He could do it. A relationship was fine by him.


  Jayden relaxed and pictured Tegan without her clothes. She looked so nice. Long, lightly tanned legs. Big green eyes laughing at him. Breasts just the right size to fit in his mouth and a laugh that sent his libido from zero to one hundred in the blink of an eye. Oh yes. There was no way he was letting go of Tegan anytime soon. She was too nice a person, too hot a lover, to consider parting from her.


  Suddenly a blinding light shone in his mind. Holy shit, he was in love. That wasn’t sadness or jealousy at the thought of not having Tegan anymore. No, he didn’t just like her or respect her. He loved her. He wanted her. She was his! He was in love. Wow!


  Not that there’d be any chance of sex for a while. Once they got back to the clinic, it’d be back into the routine of three eight-hour shifts again until George Thorne was caught or left the state. Hopefully he’d pack up and go far, far away.


  “Who’s on the first shift when we start work, Harry?” he asked.


  “Not me. I really need to do a load of laundry. I’m almost out of clean underwear,” said Tegan.


  “I guess that means you are, Jayden. I need to meet with Oscar and find out what’s been happening. The sooner we can catch George Thorne breaking the law, the sooner the clinic will be a safe place for shape-shifters once again.”


  “Lucky me.” But he didn’t really mind. It’d give him plenty of time to think about his new partners, Tegan and Harry. Him in a relationship, huh. Well who’da thunk it?


  


  * * * *


  


  Jayden had suggested they extend their walks when on gate duty as far as the clinic to check both front and rear doors. “We can’t possibly watch the entire wall, and intruders have already attempted entry at two other places as well as the gate. We can only guess they’re after the clinic itself, so likely we should at least the check the doors a couple times each shift. Well, after dark. Not when staff are coming and going.”


  That sounded logical to Tegan, and Harry had agreed, going further to suggest they even walk right around the walls at least once per shift day or night.


  Tegan didn’t mind. In the middle of the night there were few external noises, and with her enhanced wolf hearing she was sure the noise of a vehicle would alert her to a car approaching the gate.


  It did mean her night vision would be destroyed though, because there were always plenty of lights on in the clinic so patients getting up to go the bathroom wouldn’t fall over and the nursing staff could move around. Not bright daytime lighting, but still enough light to spoil her ability to see in the dark. Oh well, it couldn’t be helped. Checking the walls and doors was a good idea, and she was there to protect the clinic, not to have an easy shift after all. Besides, she liked to move around. She was never one to stand still or sit on duty.


  She had a lot to think about to keep her mind occupied this shift. First there was the whole issue of the three of them being in a relationship. The more she thought about it, the better she liked the idea. She would really miss both Harry and Jayden if they parted, and since she worked for the Alpha who could send her anywhere, if they weren’t in a relationship, as soon as this particular job was over they would be separated, possibly forever.


  Was it love? Were these feelings she had for Harry and Jayden love? Certainly Harry seemed to have fallen in love with her. His blinding jealousy and intense unease had become love. But what about her? She wanted them both. She’d hate to be parted from either of them. She respected them both. This wasn’t love like she’d felt in her teens. It was a much more mature, deeper, longer-lasting feeling. Not a bright spark that would die as fast as it’d flamed to life, but a deeper, slower, more potent love. A love that would accept and endure. Yes, she was in love and with two men.


  Tegan wanted George Thorne to be caught. She’d never met the man, but she’d seen pictures of him and had been surprised to learn he was eight years younger than Oscar. He looked older, grayer, fatter than Oscar. Well, she couldn’t hold his looks against him. That wasn’t his fault. But she certainly could hold against him his ongoing vendetta against the clinic. He was a wolf shape-shifter himself. What was his motivation for trying to destroy the clinic? If only they could find the answer to that question, they could work out how to prevent him from succeeding.


  So it seemed as though her relationship—her love life—and her job were interwoven threads from the same garment. If she wanted to spend time relaxing with her two men, loving them, she needed to stop George from attacking the clinic.


  No one had learned anything more about the young men he used. The latest two groups of four were in exactly the same situation as all the others. Young men not accepted by gangs who saw themselves as bad guys and were easy prey for anyone asking them to do an illegal act for money, especially something that sounded easy. Unfortunately for the punks, getting into the clinic hadn’t proven as simple as they’d been led to believe it would be.


  That dump truck the boys had stolen was worth almost a quarter million dollars, and they’d stripped the transmission trying to drive it, as well as smashing the front of it into the gate. Those four young men would be sitting in jail for a while.


  Tegan shook her head and paced up and down the wall for a while. It was very quiet now. The day shift had left and the night shift had arrived a couple hours ago. No one thought anything would happen tonight, so soon after the other attack. Besides, the Alpha’s men had made their checking of the walls extremely obvious yesterday. While Tegan had been getting her brains fucked out, the replacement team had marched along the walls both inside and outside the clinic, and left their cars, emblazoned with security company signage, parked out front of the clinic where every passerby could see them.


  The Alpha’s idea had been to scare off any copycat young people, and Tegan could only hope it worked. She climbed up her lookout tree and sat for a while, letting her gaze drift through the bushes on the other side of the road, then up and down the road as far as she could see in both directions. Everything appeared quiet and still out there. Good.


  She shimmied down again and walked silently on the grass up toward the clinic. Her boots would make a noise this late at night no matter how softly she trod, so it was better to stay on the grass.


  Stepping as lightly as she could, she crossed the driveway and walked up the main entrance. The lights were dimmed inside, but she could still see quite clearly that no one was in the front foyer of the building or near the reception desk. Tegan tried the door, but it was firmly locked as it should be. She tried the window, but it, too, was locked. Excellent.


  Tegan stayed in the garden bed and stepped close to the clinic wall, searching the ground with her gaze before lifting her head to check the walls and windows as she passed them. Nothing, nothing, nothing. All exactly the way it was supposed to be. This looked like being a long shift, but boring was good right now.


  Around the building she went following the walls. This was actually an old farmhouse which had belonged to Dr. Oscar Thorne’s grandparents. Both he and his cousin George had vacationed here as children. When their grandparents had died they’d left the property to Oscar and all their disposable assets to George. The idea had been to split the inheritance more or less equally between their two grandchildren. As best Sierra Bond and a team of accountants had been able to work out, the assets were equal. But for some reason George had decided he wanted the property and wouldn’t listen to reason about it. He’d never said why, just that it was “his.” If only he’d explained his reasoning, Oscar had been prepared to buy him out if it was a matter of money. However, George had been aggressive in his desire to take over the house and land but silent on his reasoning, so here was Tegan, tiptoeing around the building near midnight, checking for punk kids who might do something to harm the shape-shifter patients in the clinic.


  Tegan stopped to look in the staff parking lot. There were four cars there, and she recognized them as belonging to the staff. She’d let each of those cars, with their occupant, in through the gate a couple hours ago. So far so good.


  Staying on the grass as much as possible, Tegan moved the few more paces that brought her within sight of the back door. The staff entry. It had a lock and a touchpad. Each staff member had their own pass code, so there was always a record of who’d arrived and was on the premises at any time.


  Except that the door was ajar. Tegan stepped back into the bushes. Why was the door open? The staff knew to lock it even if they were just running out to their car for something they’d forgotten. Besides, there was no one in any of the cars. Well, no one she could see.


  Tegan looked down at her boots and sighed. If she took them off she could cross the concrete much more silently to look in the cars. But if she needed to fight or run, she wanted her boots on. No, her training demanded she keep them on. She’d just have to try to be silent. Tegan circled around a little, staying on the grass as long as she could, before stepping on the concrete. She tiptoed up to each vehicle and looked inside, but no one was lying on the seat taking a nap or looking for something they’d dropped in the foot well or anything else. There was no one around. There was also no pile of clothing there, which may have been left had a shape-shifter gone for a run.


  Okay, well perhaps there was a simple answer, or perhaps they had a problem. Time to wake up Harry and let him know.


  She moved into a direct line with the slightly open staff door and hunched down behind a tree, before punching Harry’s number into her cell phone.


  “Ngugh?”


  Whispering, her voice barely audible, Tegan said, “The back staff door is ajar. No one is in the parking lot or the cars, and there’s no pile of clothes around here. I’m about to enter the building.”


  “Be careful. Jayden and I’ll back you up.”


  Tegan tucked her cell phone back in her jeans pocket, pulled a scrunchie off her wrist and tied her hair tightly on top of her head. It wasn’t long enough to be a real danger, but if there was going to be a fight with a couple of punks, Tegan wanted every possible point to be in her favor. Now they couldn’t easily get a grip on her hair.


  This time Tegan ran across the concrete, moving as lightly as she could, but not wanting to waste any more time. The punks could be unplugging some patient’s oxygen cylinder or causing who-knew-what damage inside the clinic.


  Cautiously she opened the door a little wider and slipped inside. The lighting was low, but it was easy enough to see no one was in this hallway. Keeping close to the wall so the floorboards were less likely to creak, Tegan tiptoed the length of the hallway and poked her head around the corner. A man was attaching something to the bottom of the stairs. He had a backpack with tools spread out around him and was concentrating on his task, oblivious to her or anything else.


  Tegan slid back out of sight and hurried softly into the staff kitchen, grabbing the fire extinguisher off the wall. Only when she was about to use it on the man and what he was doing did she realize a fire extinguisher would not stop a bomb. If it was a bomb.


  “What the fuck are you doing?” she yelled, holding the extinguisher pointed at him.


  “Too late. It’s a bomb and it’ll go off before you can stop it.” The man—George Thorne, she recognized him from his pictures—sneered at her.


  “Then you’ll blow up, too,” she said, slamming the fire extinguisher into his guts with all her strength.


  She dropped the extinguisher, wrenched the box from the bottom stair it was partially duct-taped to, and ran down the hallway, barreling through the doorway into the parking lot. Tegan could hear the damn thing ticking away her life and that of the clinic. She ran a few more steps until she was clear of the building then hurled the parcel as hard as she could, over the grass toward the lake.


  It hit the ground with a bit of a pop, and then there was nothing.


  “A dud, just like everything else he’s done,” she said, turning to walk back to the clinic.


  Behind her was a massive whoooommmph!


  Tegan whirled around as a fireball blew up into the sky.


  “Okay, maybe not a dud.” She pulled her cell phone out of her pocket and punched in 9-1-1, then remembered George himself was likely getting away.


  Tegan sprinted back to the clinic and down the hallway. Harry was handcuffing George, and Jayden was on his cell phone. A handful of patients and two nurses were standing in the recreation room watching them.


  “What service did you want, please?” came a voice from her phone.


  “Fire,” she answered at exactly the same time as Jayden said, “Police.”


  “Yeah, them, too.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Harry was almost ill when he learned that Tegan had run outside with a bomb that had then exploded. It’d taken three fire crews to put out the blaze, and there was a five-foot-deep crater in the middle of the grass, and bits and pieces of rubbish and bushes scattered over a wide area as well.


  At first George had said he was just delivering the parcel for a friend and knew nothing about it. The crowbar in his backpack belied his story that the door had been open. Apart from that, a patient had been heading to the kitchen to get a late night cup of coffee and had overheard George tell Tegan it was a bomb. The patient had quickly shuffled away to tell the nurse on duty, so both of them had heard and witnessed enough to implicate George himself. After that, George refused to say anything to anyone.


  Jayden had gone with Ambrielle on her motorcycle, and they’d found George’s getaway car—stolen of course—long before the police had sent anyone to look. But it really seemed that this time he’d done everything himself. Either he’d gotten tired of his minions failing, or else they’d been scared off by seeing all their friends end up in jail.


  Twenty-four hours later there was a team of wolves guarding the gate again, two teams of landscape gardeners standing by to restore the garden when the crime scene people were done, and Harry was sitting in the same Jacuzzi with Tegan and Jayden as they’d been in just a day previously. Once again the Alpha had arranged everything, insisting they needed a reward for catching George Thorne.


  “The Alpha’s going to be broke paying for this luxury for us twice in a week,” joked Jayden.


  Tegan spoke thoughtfully. “You know, it wouldn’t surprise me to hear he owned this place, or was a part owner at least. He seems to be very involved in the BDSM community in this town.”


  Harry grinned. He’d been thinking exactly the same thing. But he had more important things to discuss. “Now that our job is done, we need to concentrate on our future. We’ve agreed we’re in a relationship. We’ve said we’ll commit to each other. And I know you’ve both admitted mentally at least that we all love each other. The next step is to work out how we’re going to grow our love and be together. I think you should both work for me full-time. I can easily expand my business. I already have more work than I can accept, and if the Alpha agrees to release Tegan to work with me, he’ll be sure to keep sending us some jobs as well. But are you both okay with that? I’m already your Dom. Will me being your employer as well be too much for you both to handle?”


  Harry kept his face bland and mildly interested, his arms loosely by his sides under the water. But inside his guts were tied in a knot of tension. He wanted them both. Jayden was the best partner a man could have. Trustworthy and honorable. He never needed to worry about his back or the quality of the work when Jayden was on the job. And Tegan, well Tegan was still under his skin and in his blood, but now he’d recognized that it wasn’t either hate or lust, but love. He cared for her in a way he’d never cared for anyone else in his entire life. He wanted her with a passion so deep he didn’t know what he’d do if she said no to him. And she was a damn good operative, too. She’d found the freaking spiders and the stolen car and stopped the bomb from leveling the clinic to the ground. She was truly a woman worthy of any man in the world. It was just that he hoped she was ready to admit she wanted him and Jayden, not anyone else.


  “From my point of view it’s the perfect solution. We won’t always be working the same cases, either. Because we’ll be working with different cases at least some of the time, that means we won’t be living in each other’s shadow or anything like that,” said Jayden.


  Both men turned their faces toward Tegan. She was lying right down under the bubbles, the water up to her neck, her eyes closed and her head tipped back on the side of the tub. If it wasn’t for the slight smile around her mouth, he might almost think she was asleep.


  “I’ll only agree under certain circumstances. I’m not your personal slave outside the dungeon. If you want food purchased, we negotiate. If you want laundry done, you can do it yourself. And I will never, ever pick up your dirty clothes from the floor, for either of you. I’ll be an equal partner outside the dungeon. Understand?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” said Jayden.


  “I agree we all share the chores. I’m actually used to looking after myself,” said Harry seriously.


  Then he caught the slight twitch of her lips. Harry dived across the tub and hauled her body to his, sending a tidal wave flowing over the side of the tub and flooding the bathroom floor. He didn’t care. He had her in his arms and smacked her ass hard. She wiggled in his grasp, but it was a happy wiggle. She wasn’t trying to escape.


  “You little witch, you were teasing us,” he said, paddling her ass again.


  She opened her eyes, her green gaze full of laughter which she no longer tried to hide. “To some extent, I’m serious. If we’re all working, we all share the chores. And I’m not mopping the bathroom floor here either. You made the flood, you can clean it up.”


  “Whatever. The next step will be to work out where we’re going to live,” he said, prepared to ignore the floor for now. If his plans came good he and Jayden would be fucking her in this tub quite soon, and likely there’d be even more water on the floor.


  “Aren’t you forgetting something? We still don’t know why George wanted the clinic. And until we find out, the issue isn’t closed. He’ll get out of jail one day and likely he’ll have friends who can carry on his attacks even though he’s in jail himself.”


  “Fuck,” groaned Jayden.


  Tegan slid around and grabbed his cock and Jayden’s, one in each hand. Her palm felt so good on his flesh Harry almost lost all power of thought. But there was an important thing still to do. “First we have to verbalize our relationship. I love you, Tegan, and I respect you, Jayden.”


  Jayden slid across the tub and joined them. “I love you, Tegan, and I’d be honored to have you as my Dom, Harry.”


  Tegan gripped both cocks tighter. “I love you both very much. Now can we get on with the fucking?”


  


  


  THE END
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