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      Tiger shifter, Boone Jameson, isn’t interested in love, not when grief rules his life.

      Until he meets Hedra Miller, the private nurse he hires to care for his ailing grandmother.

      His instant attraction to the sassy and gorgeous human isn’t surprising, but his urge to be her mate is.  Hedra’s ability to extinguish his sorrow has him eager to spend time with her in and out of the bedroom.

      Too bad Hedra has a strict rule against sleeping with the boss.

      Hedra’s no stranger to mistakes.  And sleeping with Boone would be more than a mistake, it could cost her everything.

      Unfortunately, ignoring her attraction to Boone proves impossible, especially when she’s a live-in nurse.  Not sleeping with the sexy tiger shifter requires a level of willpower she doesn’t possess.

      As Hedra and Boone grow closer, Boone’s grief and Hedra’s enemies threaten to tear apart their blossoming love.

      But when Hedra’s life is in peril, Boone and his tiger will stop at nothing to save their mate.
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        For more information on the Shadow Security Series, go HERE.
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      Hedra was an animal lover.  A dyed-in-the-wool, lifelong animal lover.

      Which is what made her decision to kill a tiny terrorizing poodle named Alfie so shocking.

      Of course, said poodle had just shit in her shoe for the eighth time in three days.

      That was grounds for murdering him, right?  A jury would take one look at the cold poop smeared all over the bottom of Hedra’s bare foot and between her goddamn toes and declare her innocent.

      The very victim of her murderous thoughts, the shoe-pooping vigilante himself, trotted into her bedroom.  He had what could only be described as a satisfied grin on his evil doggie face.

      “I’m gonna murder you, Alfie,” she said as she held her Croc in one hand and kept her shit-covered foot in the air.  “Do you hear me, you little jackass?  Your time on this earth has been cut short.”

      “I can hear you threatening to kill my dog, you know,” Althea said from their shared bathroom.  Hedra had helped her into the tub not ten minutes ago, and she could hear the old tiger shifter splashing around like a little kid.

      “He pooped in my shoe… again,” Hedra said.  A lock of her bright blue hair slipped from the clip that held it back and tickled her cheek.  She blew it off impatiently.  “I have poodle poop between my toes, Althea.”

      “Maybe you should keep your shoes on instead of going barefoot like a hooligan,” Althea said.

      “I was not barefoot,” Hedra said.  “These are my extra pair of Crocs that I needed to change into because you deliberately splashed water onto my regular Crocs when I helped you into the tub.”

      “Crocs are an abomination, and I will not abide them in my house,” Althea said.

      “It’s your grandson’s house, not yours,” Hedra said.

      She had the old woman on that one, and Althea knew it.  After about thirty seconds of silence, Althea said, “Alfie also hates Crocs.”

      On perfect cue, Alfie growled, grabbed Hedra’s Croc that wasn’t currently covered in shit and streaked out of her bedroom.

      “He just stole my shoe, Althea,” Hedra said.

      “He’s doing you a favour,” Althea said.  “You can’t blame him for trying to save you from bad shoe choices.”

      Despite her irritation, a grin crossed Hedra’s face.  She loved spicy patients, and Althea Jameson was as spicy as they came.  The tiger shifter might have been in her eighties and recovering from a broken hip, but she’d kept Hedra on her toes from the moment she took the job.  She hadn’t been Althea’s live-in nurse for very long, but every morning, Hedra woke up happy and looking forward to what the day brought for the first time in a long time.

      Is that because of Althea or her grandson?

      She shut her inner voice down immediately.  Thinking about Boone, about her employer, in even the vaguest of ways, always made her flashback to that slightly inappropriate moment they’d shared.

      Slightly inappropriate?  Girl, you were about to fuck him on his friend’s porch.  I’d say that’s a tad more than inappropriate.

      Yeah, probably.  But what was done was done, and Hedra couldn’t take it back.  She could only pretend that the moment had never happened, and she didn’t at all remember what the sexy tiger shifter’s lips tasted like or how good it felt when Boone touched her.

      Spread your legs for me, little lamb.

      Boone’s voice echoed in her head, and she shivered all over.  Her nipples hardened, and her pussy went wet, and dammit, why couldn’t she get him out of her head?  Her libido would cost her a job she really liked, not to mention free living accommodations.

      She’d been standing with her foot in the air for nearly two minutes, and with a grimace, she hopped toward the bedroom door.  “Althea, I’ll be back in a few minutes.  I’m just going to wash my foot.  Will you be okay?”

      “Oh, for God’s sake, human, I’m not a toddler.  I think I can manage not to drown for the five minutes it takes you to clean your foot,” Althea said irritably, her voice echoing in the small bathroom.

      Hedra grinned again before hopping awkwardly out of the bedroom.  Using the wall for support, she hopped down the hallway.  Her choices were the pedestal sink in the half bathroom near the front door or Boone’s en suite bathroom.

      She hesitated before heading towards Boone’s bedroom.  She was flexible enough to get her foot into the sink, but it would be a hell of a lot easier to wash her foot in the tub in Boone’s bathroom.  He’d met Chase for a sparring match this afternoon and wouldn’t be home for at least another half hour.  He’d never know she’d used his bathroom.

      She hopped into his bedroom, keeping her eyes averted from his unmade bed.  It would be all sorts of wrong to lie in his bed and bury her face in his pillow, even if dog shit didn’t currently cover her foot.

      Grunting and starting to sweat a little from the exertion of keeping her foot up, she made it to his bathroom, a soft ‘damn’ escaping her lips.  In addition to a walk-in shower, Boone had one of those gorgeous old-fashioned claw tubs in his bathroom.  Everything looked brand new, from the hexagon-shaped black and white floor tile to the gleaming white subway tile in the shower, and she had no doubt that Boone had renovated the bathroom himself.  She’d quickly discovered that Boone loved home renovations, and he’d purposely bought his house because it was older and required a lot of work.

      Using Boone’s body wash, she washed her foot and rinsed the tub completely clean before swinging her legs out of the tub.  She grabbed a hand towel from the rack and, sitting on the side of the tub, dried her feet.

      She wondered idly if Boone would consider letting her use his tub if she cleaned it afterward.  She loved nothing more than sinking into a hot bath, and while the tub in her shared bathroom with Althea was perfectly serviceable, this tub was the gold standard.

      It wouldn’t hurt to ask.  The worse that could happen was he said no, right?

      “What are you doing in here?”

      Boone’s voice scared the hell out of her, but it was the sight of his sweaty, almost entirely naked body that sent her ass over teakettle back into the tub, banging the back of her head on the cold porcelain.

      Wedged sideways into the tub like a turtle on its back, her scrub pants soaking up the water pooled in the bottom, and her legs stuck straight up in the air, Hedra gathered what little dignity she had left and said, “I had dog poop on my foot.”

      Boone’s gaze dropped to her feet sticking up, and Hedra said, “I washed it off.  That’s why I’m in here.  It was an emergency situation.  I’m not some weirdo who uses your bathroom when you’re not here.”

      A grin crossed Boone’s face, and Hedra tried not to think about the fact that he wore nothing but a pair of shorts as he dropped the shirt he held into the laundry hamper near the tub.  He took her hands and pulled her out of the tub like a stuck jack-in-the-box.

      “It’s fine,” he said.  “I don’t care if you use my bathroom.”

      “Right,” she said.  “Uh, how was sparring with Chase?”

      “Good.  I kicked his ass.”  Boone grinned at her before scratching his chest.

      She tracked the movement like she was a hunter stalking her prey.  Boone’s upper body was gorgeous, with a light layer of dark hair, pussy dampening abs, and a treasure trail she longed to follow with her tongue.

      “Little lamb,” Boone’s voice had turned low and intimate, and just the sound of it made her pussy wet.

      She licked her lips and raised her gaze to his.  The pure hunger in his eyes was a heady aphrodisiac.  She clenched her thighs together, very aware of how her nipples tightened when Boone stared at her breasts.

      He purred softly.  “Stop looking at me like you want me to fuck you, little lamb.”

      She tried to speak, but all that came out was a strangled sounding moan.  Boone stalked forward until his chest nearly touched her breasts.  His pupils went to slits, an indication he was speaking to his tiger, and she swallowed hard when a low growl escaped his throat.

      His pupils rounded, and he leaned in and inhaled against her throat.  “Your scent drives my tiger crazy.  Did you know that?  It’s all over the house, and we can’t escape it.”

      “I…” she cleared her throat and tried again.  “I’m sorry.”

      He grinned at her, and she stared in fascination at his fangs.  “Don’t be.”

      He trailed one finger down her bare arm, sending goosebumps popping into life along her skin.  Her desire to touch his sweaty, half-naked body was a raging fire inside of her.

      “Boone, I…”

      “I can hear you when you’re touching your pussy in your bed at night, sweet lamb,” Boone said with another low growl.

      “Oh fuck,” she said.

      He grinned and made a chuffing, purring sound.

      “I’m… I’m very quiet,” she said.

      He grinned, his pupils turning to slits again for a few seconds before he returned to her.  “You are.  You’re my quiet, soft lamb when you come on your fingers.  But,” his finger traced along her collarbone, visible above her scrubs, “I have excellent hearing.  Better than most tiger shifters.”

      She couldn’t figure out if she was about to die from embarrassment or lust.  It was obvious that Boone’s grandmother’s hearing had declined, but Boone was in the prime of his life.  Hedra might have been human, but she’d grown up in a family of cheetah shifters and knew better than to use her vibrator, even if Boone’s bedroom was at the far end of the house.  She’d thought she’d been so clever, using only her hand to masturbate instead of her buzzing vibrator.

      Boone’s nostrils flared as he took another deep breath.  “I lie in bed with my hard cock in my hand, listening to you touch yourself and wishing it was my fingers in your tight pussy.  My tongue on that pretty little clit.”

      She moaned quietly, her body nearly vibrating with need.  Boone hadn’t kissed her, hadn’t touched her beyond a soft caress of her arm and collarbone, and she was so turned on she was about to have a wet spot on her scrubs.

      “I jack myself off while you touch your clit,” Boone said with another soft purr.  “I close my eyes and listen to your barely-there moans while I rub my dick and imagine you in my bed.  Picture you riding me, my hands full of your perfect breasts, your tight cunt squeezing my dick with every thrust.”

      “Fuck, Boone,” she said in a breathless moan.  “I want -”

      “Hedra!”  Boone’s grandmother’s voice raised to a shout, broke through the haze of lust surrounding Hedra.  “I want to get out of the tub.  Where are you?  If you’re taking a dump in Boone’s bathroom, use the spray.  We don’t need the smell drifting down the hallway.”

      Boone’s gaze cleared, and he stared at her with dawning horror.  “Holy fuck, I can’t believe I just… I’m sorry, Hedra.  That was so fucking inappropriate.  I shouldn’t have…”

      His pupils turned to slits for nearly ten seconds before he shook his head and cleared his throat.  “Please don’t quit.”

      She took a shaky breath as Boone backed away like she was on fire.  “I’m not quitting.”

      “Good, that’s good.  I, uh… fuck.”  He raked his hand through his short, dark hair, making it stand on end.  “I won’t do that again.”

      “Hedra!”  Althea shouted again.  “Where the hell are you?”

      “I’m coming!”  Hedra called.  Her legs rubbery and her body throbbing, she left Boone’s bathroom and hurried out of his bedroom.  She sucked in a few deep breaths, trying to calm her racing heart as she walked toward the bathroom she shared with Althea.  Christ, she hoped her nipples calmed the fuck down before she got in there.  They poked against her bra and scrub top like they wanted to escape.

      Girl, forget your nipples.  She’ll smell your lust.

      She stopped outside the bathroom door, staring at her bare feet.  Crap.  Her heart still thumping, she closed her eyes and thought about Dianne, about the way she’d looked lying on the hospital bed, her body broken and bruised.

      It killed her lust immediately, and her stomach now rolling with nausea, she knocked on the bathroom door before stepping into the small room.  “Sorry, Althea.”

      “It’s fine,” Althea said grouchily.  “My favourite thing to do is sit in a tub of cold water.”

      The water was lukewarm at best, but Hedra didn’t have it in her to spar with the elderly tiger shifter in her usual manner.  Thinking of Dianne had sent her into a guilt spiral like it always did.

      Althea sniffed the air as Hedra picked up the big bath towel.  “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” Hedra said.

      “You smell upset.”  Althea’s eyes, still sharp despite her age, narrowed, and she growled at her.  “I don’t like to be lied to, human.”

      “I’m fine, Althea,” Hedra said.  “Stop growling at me, or I’ll leave you in the tub until you turn pruney.”

      Althea rolled her eyes.  “This is why I hate humans.  They’re so sensitive.”

      “If I were sensitive, I’d have quit my second day when you told me my ass was the size of Jupiter.”

      “To be fair, it is a sizeable ass,” Althea said.

      Hedra turned and wiggled her butt at the tiger shifter.  “It’s an amazing ass.”

      Althea snorted.  “My grandson certainly thinks so.”

      Hedra flushed bright red, and Althea laughed.  “Don’t pretend you haven’t noticed him staring at it.”

      “All right, let’s get you out of the tub,” Hedra said.

      As she helped Althea stand, the tiger shifter poked her in the arm.  “I don’t want my grandson with a human, so don’t fuck him.”

      “I have no intention of fucking your grandson,” Hedra said.

      Althea gave her an indignant look.  “Why not?  He’s a catch.”

      “He’s also my employer,” Hedra said.  “Come on, let’s get you out of the tub and into bed.  I’ll make you a cup of tea, and you can watch the new episode of Shifters in Love.”

      “That jaguar shifter is going to choose the lion shifter.  I know it,” Althea said in disgust.  “He’s as dumb as a post.  He probably can’t even wipe his own ass without written instructions.”

      Hedra laughed, and Althea gave her another gentle poke as Hedra helped her step out of the tub.  “If you do fuck Boone, make sure you use a condom.  The last thing I need is a bunch of human great-grandchildren running around my house and stinking up the place.”
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      “Boone, do you have a minute?”

      Boone glanced up from his laptop.  Cooper, his boss and owner of the Shadow Security firm, stood in the bullpen with a man nearly as big as Cooper.

      Boone rolled back his chair and stood.  “Sure, what’s up?”

      “I want to introduce you to our newest employee.  Max McKinley, this is Boone Jameson, one of my best.”

      Boone’s tiger chuffed with pride as Boone shook the big man’s hand.  He was a lion shifter, Boone could smell it on him, and he had short brown hair, dark eyes, and a firm grip.

      “Max worked as a private investigator in New York for the last few years,” Cooper said.  “He’ll be helping out with security as well as some investigative work for our corporate clients.”

      “Good to meet you, Max,” Boone said.

      “You as well,” Max said

      “Oh, hey, Grayson.”  Cooper waved his hand at the tiger shifter who was walking by.

      “What’s up, boss?”

      “Can you show Max to his desk and give him a brief overview of the computer system, including the client database?  I want to chat to Boone about his new assignment.”

      “You bet.”  Grayson and Max headed to the far end of the bullpen as Boone followed Cooper into his office.

      He sat in the chair across from Cooper’s desk as the lion shifter sat behind his desk.  He glanced at his laptop screen and cursed before punching a few keys.

      “What’s wrong?”  Boone asked.

      “I think I deleted my calendar again,” Cooper said.

      Boone grinned.  His boss’s computer challenges were legendary in the office.

      Cooper sighed and closed his laptop.  “I’ll ask Daisy to help me later.”

      “So, tell me about my new assignment,” Boone said.

      “It’s another celebrity one,” Cooper said.

      Boone felt a small sliver of excitement.  “Stalker problem?”

      “No,” Cooper said.  “Just some general security.  She’s popular but also older, so fans getting too close when she’s out in public make her nervous about injuries.”

      “So, she’s human?”  Boone said.

      “No, she’s a lynx shifter, but her healing abilities aren’t full strength anymore,” Cooper said.  “Her name is Abena Nkosi.”

      “I’ve heard of her,” Boone said.  “She had a cameo in the last Mission Impossible movie.”

      “That’s right,” Cooper said.  “But she’s been in a lot of other movies throughout her career.  Anyway, it’s a daytime gig only.  Ms. Nkosi doesn’t go out in the evenings much, and if any evening shifts are required, I’ll have Chase or the new guy, Max, cover them.  She won’t need you daily either, so you can be more readily available if your nan needs you.”

      “Okay,” Boone said.

      His excitement over his new assignment was deflating fast.  He reminded himself that the boring assignments wouldn’t be forever, and what mattered was his nan.  His tiger grumbled and pouted like a cub.

      We need to show our mate how brave we are.

      Boone wanted to roll his eyes.  His tiger was like a damn dog with a bone about his nan’s private nurse Hedra.  Not that Boone could blame him.  Hedra was a knockout with her bright blue hair and smooth skin.  Boone was downright obsessed with her pretty dark brown eyes framed by long lashes and the smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose.  Her septum piercing had him itching to explore her perfect curvy body for more piercings.

      She is our mate, his tiger purred happily.

      She’s not our mate, ya big idiot.  Knock it off, would you?

      She isn’t our mate because you’re doing a terrible job at showing her how brave we are, his tiger growled.

      “Boone?”

      “Yeah, sorry, Coop.  My tiger’s being a pain in my ass,” Boone said.  “When do I start?”

      “She’d like you to stop by this afternoon around three to meet her,” Cooper said.  “Her file with all relevant information is already in the computer system.  Take a look through it before you go.”

      “Will do,” Boone said.

      Cooper hesitated.  “I know it’s not the type of assignment you wanted, but -”

      “It’s good,” Boone said.  “I appreciate you being so flexible, and, hell, it’s better than mall security, right?”

      Cooper grinned.  “Yeah.”

      “Listen, you didn’t have to hire Max because of my inability to do my job, did you?”  Boone asked.

      Cooper scowled.  “You are doing your job, Boone, and I hired Max for his investigative skills.”

      He stood and walked around the desk before clapping Boone on the back.  “I know taking a step back is tough, but it won’t be forever, right?”

      “Right,” Boone said.  “Thanks again, Coop, I appreciate it.”
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      Boone took a minute to admire the architecture of the large Mediterranean-style house through the car’s windshield.  High stone walls and a thick iron gate surrounded the home, and they had a guard at the gatehouse.  He’d carefully studied Boone’s ID and confirmed with the main house that they expected him before allowing him past the gate.

      Towering Jacaranda trees lined the driveway.  Their purple blossoms were gorgeous, but Boone didn’t envy whoever had to clear the driveway of the flowers. He parked next to a black SUV and slid out of his vehicle, admiring the entrance’s curved archway.  The clay roof tiles, grand arches, and mix of stone and stucco gave the exterior a classic Italian experience.  A large second-floor balcony above the entranceway boasted iron wrought gating and three stone archways behind it.

      A woman stood on the balcony, a wine glass in one hand as she stared down at him.  She wore a blue silk robe and a large ruby necklace that gleamed like fire against her dark skin.  Her springy shoulder-length black coils had streaks of silver throughout, and her lips were painted a deep red to match the jewel around her throat.

      Boone nodded to her.  “Good afternoon, Ms. Nkosi.”

      Her smile was vibrant and full of warmth.  Without speaking, she turned and disappeared into the house.  He knocked on the heavy wooden door.  It opened, and a man with olive skin and brown eyes, wearing a grey business suit with a blue paisley tie, said, “Welcome, Mr. Jameson.  Please come in.”

      “Thank you.”  Boone stepped into the foyer as the man closed the door behind him.

      To their right was a curved staircase with an iron railing against the stone wall.  Against the left wall were two hardback chairs and a small side table with a phone.  The wide hallway straight ahead had an arched entrance, and the cream coloured tiles below Boone’s feet didn’t show a speck of dirt.

      “I’m Frederick Banks, Ms. Nkosi’s butler.”  Frederick held out his hand, and Boone shook it.  “If you follow me, please, Ms. Nkosi will join you shortly.”

      Boone followed the human deeper into the house to a large library with floor-to-ceiling mahogany bookshelves, a matching desk, and a plush leather couch.  French doors opened to an immense backyard with immaculate landscaping and an in-ground pool with a comically large unicorn floaty.

      He returned to the bookshelf, studying the books with interest and tracing his finger over the spines.

      “Do you enjoy reading, Mr. Jameson?”

      He turned and smiled at the lynx shifter as she stood near the doorway.  “Very much, Ms. Nkosi.  Your book collection is impressive.”

      “Thank you.”  She pointed to the sofa.  “Join me.”

      He sat on the couch as Abena sank gracefully onto the cushion beside him.  “I’ve asked Frederick to bring us some tea, but if you prefer coffee, I can ask him to make you a cup.”

      “Tea is good,” Boone said.  “You have a beautiful home, Ms. Nkosi.”

      “Thank you.  Tell me a little about yourself, Mr. Jameson,” she said.

      “I grew up here in California.  My mom is a snow leopard, and my dad is a tiger,” Boone said.  “I served in the military, which is where I met Cooper.  When I left the service, I joined Cooper at his security firm.”

      There was a knock on the door before it opened, and Frederick entered, pushing a silver cart that held a teapot, two cups, and a plate of pastries.  He parked it in front of the sofa and, wearing white gloves, poured tea into two china cups.  He added a cube of sugar and a splash of milk to one and stirred it carefully before handing it to Abena.

      “Milk or sugar, Mr. Jameson?”  he asked.

      “Just milk, please,” Boone said.

      Frederick added the milk and handed him the cup.

      “Thank you, Frederick,” Abena said.

      “You’re welcome, ma’am.”  He left the library, closing the door softly behind him.

      “Do you have any siblings?”  Abena asked before sipping at her tea.

      “Only child,” Boone said.

      “Are you close to your parents?”

      “Yes, and no.  They moved to Ireland about ten years ago, and while we chat a lot through text and video, I don’t see them in person very often.”  Boone took a sip of tea.

      She studied his left hand and his bare ring finger.  “So, you’re alone in the city then?”

      “My grandmother lives in the city.  She’s currently staying with me as she’s broken her hip.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Abena said.  “How is she healing?”

      “She’s eighty-four, so the healing is slow, but that’s to be expected.  I hired a nurse to help her during the day when I’m at work, and Hedra has been very helpful.”

      “Good.  So, Mr. Brooks mentioned that your firm has worked with people in my line of work before,” Abena said.

      “Yes.  We worked with the Shepherd family,” Boone said.

      “Beverly Shepherd is the one who recommended you.  Unfortunately, I’m afraid the job with me won’t be nearly as exciting,” Abena said.  “My healing abilities are fading, and I find myself quite nervous when out in public now.  The paparazzi are not respectful of my personal space.  And fans can be,” she paused, “enthusiastic about meeting me.”

      “Your safety will be my number one priority,” Boone said.

      “I appreciate that,” she said.  “And while I don’t want to be difficult, I also need to be clear that I want fans to be able to approach me and not be hurt in any way.”

      “I understand,” Boone said.

      “Do you?”  She studied him, her dark brown eyes sharp and clear.  “My employees remaining calm in difficult situations is a must with me.  We will be photographed and recorded whenever we are out in public.  My career can be destroyed by something as simple as the release of a video with me or one of my employees losing their temper.”

      “It takes a lot to rile up my tiger and me,” Boone said.  “It’s why Cooper assigned me to work with you, Ms. Nkosi.  I have an easygoing nature and understand the importance of composure when dealing with your fans.”

      She studied him for a few seconds before nodding.  “I appreciate that, Mr. Jameson.  I have lunch plans tomorrow at the Glasshouse with my agent.  I’ll be leaving the house at eleven thirty sharp.”

      “I’ll be here,” he said.

      There was another knock on the door before it opened.  “Abena, have you seen the latest gossip on - oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

      Boone stood and stared at the pretty leopard shifter standing in the doorway.  His stomach twisted, and his tiger made a startled yowl before retreating.  He set his cup on the cart, hoping his shaking hand wasn’t that noticeable.

      Abena smiled at the leopard shifter as she stood gracefully.  “It’s fine, Camilla.  I just finished meeting with Mr. Jameson from the security firm.”

      She turned to Boone.  “Mr. Jameson, this is my assistant, Camilla Crane.  Camilla, this is -”

      “Boone,” Camilla said with an icy smile.  “We’ve met.”

      Abena arched one perfect eyebrow.  “Have you?”

      “Yes.  We dated a few years ago,” Camilla said.

      Even if Boone didn’t have better than average hearing, he would have heard the hiss Camilla’s leopard made.

      Fuck.  Boone’s tiger hissed in return, and he barely managed to swallow the sound before it escaped.

      Knock it off, he snarled at his tiger.

      I hate her.  She stinks, his tiger pouted.

      She doesn’t stink.  And it’s our fault she’s angry.

      Me?  What did I do?  I didn’t do anything, his tiger snarled.

      We’ll talk about this later.  Boone cleared his throat as his tiger retreated again, very aware of how both Camilla and Abena stared at him.

      “I see your tiger still has plenty to say to you,” Camilla said.

      “Um, yeah,” Boone said.  Sweat dripped down his back as Abena studied him and Camilla with a thoughtful look.

      About a year after Derek’s death, Boone had met Camilla through a dating app.  They’d hit it off and started dating.  Unfortunately, he’d still been fucked up by Derek’s death, and Camilla had taken the brunt of it.  They’d only dated for about nine months, but the last three months had been a nightmare of epic proportions, and it had been all Boone’s fault.  Unable to process his grief or his chaotic emotions over Derek’s death, he’d put Camilla through hell before she’d finally left him.

      Not long after that, Grayson and Cooper had practically dragged Boone to his first therapy session.  The therapy had made a huge difference.  Hell, it had saved his damn life.  In a better head space emotionally and finally understanding the depth of how much he’d hurt Camilla, Boone had attempted to make contact with her.  He’d texted and emailed asking if they could meet so he could apologize, but she’d never responded.  Knowing it wasn’t her responsibility to make him feel better about his guilt for hurting her, he hadn’t reached out again.

      “Are we going to have a problem, Camilla?”  Abena asked.

      Fuck.  Boone would be fired before he even did a single shift.

      Cooper was going to kill him.  He was a dead tiger walking.

      Before Camilla could reply, Frederick stepped into the room.  “Ma’am, your daughter is calling.  She says it’s urgent.”

      “Excuse me, please,” Abena said.  “I won’t be long.”

      She left the room with Frederick.  Sweat now beading at his temples. Boone said, “I’m sorry, Camilla.”

      “For what?  Treating me like shit until I finally left, or telling me you loved me when you didn’t?”  she asked.  Her caramel coloured eyes were narrowed in anger, and her slender body trembled minutely.

      “Both,” he said.  “You didn’t deserve any of that, and I’ve wanted to apologize to you for a long time now.”

      She grimaced, running one hand over her long blonde hair in a familiar gesture.  “Yeah, I’m sure you have.”

      “I have,” he said, joining her by the bookshelves and ignoring his tiger’s grumble about the smell.  “How I treated you was awful.  I was still fucked up by Derek’s death, but that is zero excuse for the things I said and did.  I was immature and a coward.  I should never have let it get to the point it did.  I should have been honest with you and admitted that I was too fucked up to be with anyone.  I wish every goddamn day that I hadn’t been such a coward.”

      “That makes two of us,” Camilla said, but he could smell the scent of her fury lessening.  “I loved you, Boone.  I mean, I really loved you, and you hurt me.  Do you know how long it took me to get over that?”

      “You were amazing and incredible and did nothing wrong,” Boone said.  “What happened between us was completely my fault, and I am truly sorry for hurting you.”

      He hoped she could both see and smell his sincerity.  While he didn’t want to lose the assignment, the opportunity to finally apologize to Camilla was more important to him.

      Camilla sighed.  “Dammit, I hate that I can smell how terrible you feel.”

      He stayed silent, and Camilla studied him before saying, “I accept your apology.”

      Relief washed over him.  “Thank you, Camilla.”

      She folded her arms across her torso.  “So, you’re Abena’s new security detail.”

      “I am,” he said, “but I can speak with my boss and have someone else assigned to Ms. Nkosi if you prefer.”

      She smiled.  “I appreciate the offer, but I’m a big girl.  I can handle seeing my ex-boyfriend a few times a week.”

      “Thank you,” he said.  “So, how long have you been working for Ms. Nkosi?”

      “Two years.  I quit my job at the marketing firm because I was over being the personal assistant to a bunch of assholes.  I thought I might return to school and do something else, but then a friend of a friend knew Abena was looking for a new PA.  I snagged an interview with her, and the rest is,” she shrugged, “history.”

      “You enjoy it?”  he asked.

      “Very much.  Abena is down to earth and not at all like a typical celebrity.  She can be demanding and has high standards, but do your job well and keep your nose clean, and she’ll treat you well, and,” another smile crept onto her face, “she gives amazing Christmas bonuses.  Treat yourself to a week’s holiday somewhere hot, amazing.”

      He laughed.  “I’m glad you’re doing something you enjoy.  I remember how much you hated working for the marketing firm.”

      “God, I really did,” she said.  “How are Grayson, Cooper, and Wes?  I imagine they’re all still single.  None of them seemed like the settling down type.”

      “Actually, they all have mates now.”

      “You’re kidding,” Camilla said with a growl of surprise.  “Even Wes?”

      “Yes.  All three are mated to humans.  Cooper is engaged to be married.”

      “Wow.”  Camilla shook her head.  “I thought the four of you would be lifelong bachelors.  What about you?  Are you -”

      The door opened, and Abena joined them in the library again.  “My apologies, Mr. Jameson.”

      “It’s not a problem,” Boone said.

      Abena studied the two of them before inhaling deeply and repeating her question.  “Will we have a problem, Camilla?”

      Camilla glanced at Boone before shaking her head.  “No, Abena.  No problem at all.”
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      Boone’s front door opened before he could unlock it.  His tiger made a startled chuff, and he stepped back as his nan’s physiotherapist pushed past him.  The lion shifter was crying, and she growled at Boone when he reached out to snag her arm.

      “Rebeccah, what’s wrong?” he asked.

      “What’s wrong?”  Rebeccah glared at him.  “What’s fucking wrong is your grandmother is impossible!  She scratched me.  And that horrible little dog of hers tried to bite my leg!”

      She showed him her torn pant leg before shoving up her sleeve so he could see the scratch from her inner elbow to her wrist.  It was faint and not even bleeding, but Boone winced.  “Shit.  I’m so sorry, Rebeccah.”

      “She refuses to do any of the exercises.  She growls, hisses, and fights back when I try to do simple stretches on her, and,” Rebeccah’s face turned red, “she told me I smelled worse than a dead raccoon in a ditch.”

      He grimaced.  “Rebeccah, my nan is difficult, I know, but -”

      “Difficult?”  Rebeccah growled again, soft yellow fur appearing on her cheeks.  “Your grandmother is a monster, Mr. Jameson.  I quit!”

      She stomped toward her car, and Boone hurried after her.  “Rebeccah, please don’t quit.  I’ll pay you double.”

      She yanked open her car door and glared at him.  “I’d rather starve to death than ever set foot in your house again, Mr. Jameson.”

      She climbed into the car and, with a screech of tires, drove away.  Boone scrubbed a hand through his hair.  “Fuck me.”

      Rebeccah was the third physiotherapist to quit, and he had an idea he was about to face the same problem he had with hiring a nurse.  No one would work with his grandmother.

      He stepped inside the house and winced when he heard his grandmother snarling and growling from her bedroom.  He tossed his keys on the side table and hurried toward her room.

      I don’t wanna go in there, his tiger said.

      You think I fucking do?”  Boone said.  “She’ll probably eat us alive.”

      His tiger whined like a little cub and retreated so far that Boone could barely feel his presence.

      “Coward,” Boone said and stepped into his nan’s room.

      She was sitting in bed, with orange and black hair sprouted on her face and her nails long, sharp claws.  Alfie sat beside her on the bed, baring his teeth at Hedra, who stood at the end of the bed.

      “How dare you speak to me like that, human!”  Nan growled.  “I’ll rip you apart for that disrespect.”

      “Oh yeah?”  Hedra had her hands on her hips, and Boone could smell her anger, but she spoke calmly.  “How will you do that when you can’t even get out of bed without my help, Althea?”

      His nan roared in fury, the sound echoing in the room, and Boone cringed as his tiger, who had crept cautiously to the surface at the sound of Hedra’s voice, fled like a scared cub.

      Respect and a healthy dose of lust flooded Boone when Hedra didn’t even flinch.  She leaned closer and said, “Rebeccah is trying to help you, Althea.”

      “She’s a stupid little lion who wouldn’t know the difference between a muscle and a bone if it smacked her in the face,” Nan shouted.

      “No, she’s a professional who could help you get out of this damn bed without me if you’d stop being so stubborn and disagreeable,” Hedra said.

      Nan growled again at her.  “The next time you come near me, human, I’m going to shred you like bacon.”

      “Nan!”  Boone snarled.  His tiger had immediately resurfaced at the threat to Hedra and growled so loudly that Boone couldn’t contain the sound.

      His nan’s gaze snapped to him, her usual brown eyes turned dark green with fury.  “Did you just growl at me, Boone Jameson?”

      “Stop threatening, Hedra,” he said.  “I mean it, Nan.”

      He stared her down, and, to his complete surprise, she slumped against the bed, the hair on her face fading away as her tiger retreated.

      “Nan, you can’t threaten Hedra or scratch your physiotherapist or sic Alfie on her.  She’ll probably report you to the Council,” Boone said.

      “Let her,” his nan growled.  “I don’t care.”

      Boone took a deep breath.  “You’ll care when you’re being arrested for assault charges.”

      She bared her teeth at him before petting Alfie roughly.  The little dog climbed into her lap and licked her face before circling three times and settling on her lap.

      Boone glanced at Hedra, who still stood calmly at the end of the bed.  “Nan, this is the third physiotherapist who’s quit.  You have to stop being rude to them and attacking them, okay?  Physiotherapy is necessary, and -”

      “It hurts,” his nan said abruptly.  She suddenly looked so tired and old that Boone’s tiger trilled in alarm, and Boone’s stomach dropped.  He hurried over to the bed and sat down, taking his nan’s hand and squeezing it gently.

      “It hurts so bad, Boone,” she said.  “I know I’m a burden to you, and I hate that I am, but the exercises and the stretches hurt so bad, I can barely stand it.”

      A tear slipped down her wrinkled cheek, and Boone could smell her shame and misery.  His tiger trilled to her, and her tiger trilled back.  Guilt washing over him, he purred softly and squeezed her hand again.  “I’m sorry, Nan.  We’ll take a break with the physio for a while.”

      “Boone,” Hedra said, her voice a mixture of disbelief and irritation, “she needs physio.”

      He ignored her, rubbing his Nan’s hand gently.  “Why don’t you rest while I get supper started, okay?”

      “Okay.”  Nan closed her eyes, and Boone leaned forward to kiss her forehead before standing.  He turned around, his tiger chuffing with disappointment when Hedra no longer stood in the bedroom.

      He left Nan’s room, closing the door behind him and walking to the kitchen.
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      Don’t, Hedra.  It isn’t any of your business.

      Hedra stood in the kitchen doorway, staring at Boone, who was chopping chicken on a cutting board.  She knew he could smell her, but he didn’t turn around, and that just pissed her off more.

      You’ll get yourself fired, Hedra.

      She ignored her inner voice and stepped into the kitchen.  “She needs physio, Boone.”

      “I know she does.”

      “You can’t give in to your nan’s every wish,” she said.

      He dumped the pieces of chicken into the frying pan.  “I’m not.”

      “You are.  Do you want Althea to live with you for the rest of her life?  Because without physiotherapy, that’s what will happen, and she’ll be miserable.  She wants to go home and be independent.”

      “I know she does.”  He added seasoning to the chicken and stirred it in the pan.

      “She’s tougher than you think, and you have to stop giving in to her every whim,” Hedra said.

      He turned, his eyes now a bright jade and growled, “I hired you to be Nan’s nurse, not give me advice on how to care for her, Hedra.  So, maybe back the hell off, would you?”

      She didn’t need to be a shifter to smell his instant regret.  She could see it in how he slumped against the counter, in how his eyes faded to their usual hazel and the look of shame on his face.

      “We both want the same thing here,” she said.  “We want her to feel better and return to independent living, right?”

      He nodded.  “Yes.  I’m sorry I snapped at you.  I hate the idea of Nan being in pain.”

      Her anger disappeared at the misery in his voice, and she joined him at the stove, taking the wooden spoon from him and stirring the chicken in the pan before it could stick and burn.  His reactions and the tenseness in his body suggested something more than just his nan was bothering him.

      “I know you don’t like it, and I don’t either.  But it can’t be helped, and delaying physio will only make it harder for her in the long run.”

      “I know,” he said with a heavy sigh.  He ran his hand through his hair.  “I’ll look into finding another therapist and talk to Nan about it in a day or two when she’s not as upset.”

      “Okay,” she said.  “Will you tell me what else is wrong?”

      He blinked at her, his pupils going to slits for a few seconds while he talked to his tiger.  “How do you know something else is wrong?”

      She shrugged.  “Am I mistaken?”

      He raked his hand through his hair again.  “No.”

      “What’s wrong?” she asked.

      He stared moodily at the chicken pieces sizzling in the pan.  “I hired you to be Nan’s nurse, not my therapist.  You don’t need to listen to my shit.”

      “I don’t mind,” she said.  “But I’ll also understand if you’d rather not share.”

      She understood but didn’t like it.  She wanted to be the person Boone confided in, and that was a fucking dangerous feeling, but she didn’t know how to stop it.

      He leaned against the counter, his arms folded across his chest and his body stiff as he confessed.  “I was assigned to a new job today.  It’s an easy one babysitting an aging celebrity, and I hate it.  It’ll be boring as shit, and I’m,” he glanced at the doorway, “resentful about it.  Then I feel guilty for feeling resentful because I love Nan, and nothing else should matter to me more than her.  I want her to get better and return to her home because I know that’ll make her happy, but also so I can return to my normal life.  But then I go and do stupid shit like telling her she doesn’t have to do physio, even though I know it will just prolong her recovery.”

      He stared at her.  “What the fuck is wrong with me?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with you,” she said.  “You’re allowed to feel how you feel, including being a bit resentful that your life has been turned upside down.  Look, Boone, everyone in your life and even strangers can see how much you love and care for your nan.  No one will ever question that, okay?”

      He nodded.  “Thank you for saying that.  I appreciate it.”

      “You’re welcome.”  She stirred the chicken again.  “Your chicken is done.”

      He stared at the pan.  “Do you want to join us for dinner?”

      “Thank you for the invite, but I have plans tonight.”

      “A date?” he asked before muttering a curse.  “That isn’t any of my business, sorry.”

      “It’s not a date,” she said.  “I’m having dinner with Daisy, Ryan, and Ryan’s friend, Shay.”

      “Oh, that’ll be fun,” he said.

      “I hope so.  I’m worried that my crush on Ryan will make me super awkward,” she said.

      A small grin crossed Boone’s face.  “Ryan is cool, and she’s used to people geeking out over her.”

      “Well, I’ll do my best to keep the geeking out to a minimum,” Hedra said.

      “Good luck.”  He gave her another cute grin before bending over and opening the freezer below the fridge to snag a bag of frozen vegetables.  She stared at his ass, then hurried out of the kitchen before Boone could smell her lust.

      She’d been looking forward to dinner with Ryan and the others all day, so why was she suddenly wishing she could stay home with Boone?
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