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Chapter 1
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SADIE

Swimming up from a dream about my dad and into the light of day was both devastatingly sad and beautiful at the same time. 

I never wanted to forget a single thing about him. The way he laughed. The way he joked. The loyalty he showed his friends, and the strength he’d displayed in everything he did, from the way he handled my mother’s death and raising me, to running a business of fifty strong men on his own. 

There was also his kindness. The way he’d held me when I cried, read me bedtime stories and made me feel safe. Always. Even when a boy would break my heart in high school, or I’d miss my mom so much my chest would feel like it was going to crack open.

He had been there for me. Always.

I smiled as I arched my body, connecting with hot flesh and firm limbs. Hopefully my mates would show our children the same things my father had taught me. There was a time to be strong, a time to be kind. A time to be smart with your head, and a time to use your heart. But there was always time for family.

Speaking of which...

Rogan’s hand slid over my thigh, caressing my flesh before moving north and stroking across my belly.

Tingles of awareness and arousal curled inside me.

“Good morning,” I said as my eyelids fluttered open. 

I lay on my side, facing the spot where Fridge normally slept. Rogan pressed against my back, the heat of his body radiating over me, making me want to snuggle in even closer.

“Good morning, beautiful,” Rogan replied, kissing my neck. Then he sighed, sounding happy, and his breath caressed my skin like a hot wave.

Stretching out a hand in front of me to the empty side of the huge bed, I curled my fingers into the sheets. 

I frowned. The space was cold. Then I realized there was no indent in Fridge’s pillow and sadness hit me all at once. 

I swallowed down the emotions that clogged my throat. “He didn’t come home last night.” 

Rogan sighed, this time with a touch of resignation. “He must be bad.”

I rolled onto my back and looked up at my beautiful wolf shifter who was half propped up against the headboard now. Damn, he was gorgeous. His dark blond hair was tousled, and I wanted to reach up and play with the strands. So, I did, combing my hand through his hair and stroking my fingers along his cheek.

He stared down at me, the intensity of his gaze warming the sad, cold parts of my heart.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “About Fridge being bad?”

Rogan turned his head, kissing the palm of my hand that I had cupped around his face, then looked at me again. “He would normally be home, that’s all. He’s had enough time to cool off. I would have thought he’d have flown back by now.”

I gazed at the open bedroom door. “Do you think he came back, and maybe slept somewhere else in the apartment?”

I could imagine Fridge on the couch, all huffy and mad at us, but at least he would be here and we could start to sort out everything. 

Rogan shrugged. “Only one way to find out.”

He dropped a sweet, gentle kiss on my lips, then jumped up out of bed. 

Damn, he’s fine.

Unable to stop myself from following his every move, I loved the way his ass cheeks flexed with each step he took, and admired the breadth of his back and the incredible strength in his arms. 

He was shredded, strong, and gorgeous.

“Hey, Fridge!” Rogan called out, still wearing his boxer briefs from last night. “You around?”

I hadn’t been up for any sort of intimacy with Rogan after Fridge left. The last thing I’d wanted was for Fridge to come home and feel like we’d deliberately excluded him, especially when the reason he’d left was mostly due to his insecurities and jealousy. Which seemed a little ridiculous to me, knowing how I felt about him, but obviously those feelings were very real to him.

We’d slept in Fridge’s bed. And I was pretty much still fully clothed, so that if and when Fridge did turn up, he wouldn’t have a reason to be even more resentful. Or, that had been the plan, anyway.

Rogan walked through the bedroom door and disappeared from view, then within a few minutes sauntered back into the room again, shrugging. 

“Doesn’t look like he came home at all.” He ran a hand through his hair. “I kinda assumed I’d wake up and he’d be here cooking breakfast and pretending like last night never happened.”

I sat up, remembering the breakfast he’d made for me yesterday. “Yeah, me too.”

I wrapped my arms around my knees and sighed. What should we do?

Rogan walked over to the bed, knelt on the mattress, and crawled over to me. “Come here, beautiful.” 

He flipped over and lay down on his back on top of the covers. Then he pulled me down so that I lay with my head on his chest, his heart steadily beating beneath my ear. 

He stroked my hair. “This is not your fault, Sadie. And it’s not mine, either. We’ve just gotta wait for the big idiot to get his shit together and come back.”

I nodded against his chest but didn’t speak. My eyes were hot and my throat was clogged again.

I was never this emotional. It must have been everything that had happened this week. My father’s murder, finding my mates, and then meeting my cousin, who I hadn’t even known existed.

There was only so much a person could take. Even one who didn’t normally cry.

I cleared my throat, wanting to change the subject, because thinking about Fridge and the hurt he was obviously carrying was just too much at the moment. 

He was my Fated Mate but he had serious issues about that term. All I knew was that he was a sexy guy and I desired him an incredible amount. Clearly, he wanted me in return. And yet, he was fighting our connection because he didn’t want to be “forced” into a mating that hadn’t been of his choosing. As if any Fated Mate had a say in who they could choose or not. Fate was the one who chose, in that instance.

“So, what’s the plan for today?” I asked, pushing myself up and sliding out of bed, ripples of annoyance at Fridge moving along my clenched jaw. 

Channeling annoyance rather than worry toward Fridge was actually a good way of pushing forward. It beat feeling melancholy and rejected. 

At least I still had one mate who wanted me!

Rogan sat up in bed and leaned back on his hands. His skin glowed in the morning light and a curl of desire moved through my belly.

Yum...

“Well, we need to go into work, I suppose,” he said. “And Fridge could be there. He barely leaves the place. That suit you?” 

I grinned. “Yeah, of course. It’s my business now, I suppose. So, I’ll have to get used to being there every day.”

He nodded as though agreeing with me, but his expressio was thoughtful.

I opened my mouth to ask what he was thinking about, something my father had always said not to do with a man.

We’re not women, Sadie. Half the time we’re not thinking about anything other than what needs to get done at that moment. And the other half... you probably don’t want to know about anyway.

Rogan jumped up and grinned at me, distracting me from my question. “I’m gonna hop in the shower and get dressed. Wanna join me?” 

He waggled his eyebrows in a suggestive fashion, and I dropped my gaze to the floor. I didn’t want to say no to him, especially as he was my mate, but I wasn’t able to control the guilt that came flooding in.

“I’d love to, but...”

“But you’re concerned about Fridge’s feelings if he finds us in there together.”

I glanced up, meeting Rogan’s gaze. “I know I shouldn’t be worried about him. I wasn’t the other night, when we had sex in front of him. That was pretty hot actually. And he’s the one who ran away last night; rejected me. I shouldn’t worry. And yet...”

Rogan chuckled softly. “But you do worry about his feelings, and that’s totally okay. We’ve got the rest of our lives to enjoy lovemaking and showers together, don’t we?”

I didn’t like the slight question in those last two words. Was Rogan doubting us? Doubting me?

I nodded quickly. “Yes! We do!” We were mated, or at least, our wolf shifter sides were. I was pretty sure that meant the human side automatically followed suit. It was a done deal. Breaking that fated mate bond would probably kill us both. 

“Great. Well, I’m gonna grab some clothes. You wanna shower first?”

Not really. But I should. 

“Yeah, thanks. I’ll be quick.”

I scrubbed myself from head to toe, then jumped out of the shower the moment Rogan stepped into the bathroom.

We were both showered and dressed and driving to work within the hour, drive-through coffees in hand. 

“Muffin?” I asked him, opening the bag of food I’d bought at the coffee place. “Chocolate or raspberry?”

“Not fussy,” he said, so I gave him the double chocolate one.

He bit into it, crumbs falling to his lap.

I smiled as I ate my raspberry and white chocolate muffin, the strange normalcy and complete relaxation between us at odds with the short amount of time we’d known each other.

We parked a street over from my father’s bounty hunter business, otherwise known as the Workshop, and walked up to the building in pleasant silence.

Rogan pulled out a set of keys from his pocket and opened the door for me. “I’ll go switch on all the lights and set up a few things.”

I nodded, amazed at how quiet the large converted warehouse was without all the men who worked there. “Doesn’t anyone else have keys to open up if we’re late?”

Rogan shook his head. “Nope. Just Fridge and me. And now you.” He stopped and grinned. “The guys won’t be long, though. They know we’re pretty reliable on opening time.”

I smiled at Rogan, then glanced at the staircase that led up to the second floor. “I’m gonna head up to the office.”

He nodded. “I’ll see if Fridge is here, hiding out somewhere, and let you know if I find him.”

My chest tightened. “Thanks.”

I ran up the stairs, part of me expecting Fridge to pop out of the shadows. 

But he didn’t. 

When I entered my empty office, my stomach dropped. 

He’s not here.

Fridge was a fiery one, in more ways than one. 

Every time I looked at him, I could feel the chemistry between us. There was so much potential for us, if we accepted the mate bond. We would ignite like dragon’s breath, if—no, when, I corrected myself—we came together. Our mating would be hot and all-consuming, and part of me knew that was exactly what Fridge was afraid of.

The power of our connection. The potential for our love.

I sat down in my father’s large executive chair behind his imposing desk, and sighed into the empty room.

I desperately wanted my dad back. But that was never going to happen.

Physically shaking myself, I wished my melancholy away. The only way to push through depression, in my limited experience, was to stay busy. Accomplish something useful.

And what was on my list for today?

I glanced down at the handwritten to-do list I’d scribbled yesterday that lay next to the computer on my desk.

Pick up Dad’s ashes.

My heart twisted with pain in my chest.

I can’t believe he’s gone. 

I got to my feet, angry at myself for being so weak. For allowing myself to be pulled closer to the quagmire of grief that I knew would kill me if I let it tug me down into its depths.

One step at a time. Get things done.

Grabbing the remainder of my muffin and coffee that I’d dropped onto the desk, I slung my bag over my shoulder.

I didn’t want to go and collect my father’s ashes, though I wouldn’t mind kicking the ass of the coroner who had deliberately sabotaged my father’s remains. That man’s actions would make Dad’s murder so much harder to solve.

Not that it wasn’t already an almost impossible task to prove who’d killed him, since a vampire was the murderer, and they were notoriously difficult to pin down.

But still...

I left my dad’s office. Even in that short time the place had transformed. Instead of silence, the warehouse was now bustling with the sounds of my father’s staff. The men were training and getting ready for the day.

Smiling, I headed down the stairs and met Rogan, who appeared to be on his way up. 

He grinned as our gazes met. “I was just coming to tell you that Fridge hasn’t gotten here yet, which I can tell you has never happened before.” 

Rogan shook his head like he was disappointed in our mate.

I wasn’t surprised, unfortunately. Even though I’d hoped to be wrong, I had the feeling this issue around fated mates ran very deep for Fridge.

“He’s probably perched on a rocky mountain somewhere, blowing fire rings,” I said, as flippantly as possible to hide my concern.

Apprehension for my reluctant mate weighed heavily on me. My stomach twisted every time I thought about him. But I couldn’t do anything to help him at the moment, so I was using that nervous, worried energy for something else. Namely, heading out to pick up what was left of my father.

I forced a smile to my lips. “I’m off to the coroner to pick up Dad’s ashes. Let me know if Fridge turns up, okay? I have my cell.”

Rogan frowned, concern written all over his face. “You want me to come with you?”

I shook my head. Rogan had already seen me in every state imaginable in the few days since we’d met. Grief-stricken, lustful, fighting and crying. He didn’t need to see any more, and I had no idea what was going to happen to me today and if I could control my emotions. 

“I’ll be fine. But thank you for offering. I’ll take Dad’s car if you’ll hand over the keys.” I grinned, holding out my hand.

Rogan tossed them to me and nodded. “You just call if you need me. I can be there in a few minutes.”

I swallowed hard at the solemn expression on his face. I was pretty sure he was offering to shift into wolf form and run the length of the city to get to me if I needed him.

We had laws against shifting in public in the city, but it seemed my mate didn’t care about such things.

“I’ll be okay.” I gave him one last, lingering smile before heading out the door.

Out of all the darkness of this past week, Rogan was a true star in my inky sky, giving me hope and guiding me home.

But as I headed out the door and into the sunshine, a shadow cast across my path. I was about to pick up the remnants of my father’s body. A task I’d never dreamed I’d have to do.
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Chapter 2
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SADIE

The drive to the coroner’s office was slow due to heavy traffic, and each block only pushed my temper higher.

My father had been murdered, for God only knew what reason. And those in power, namely the coroner and the police in this instance, were covering it up. I’d bet my life on it.

By the time I arrived at the drab, old gray building, my hands were clenched into fists and my jaw was tight and painful.

I parked, jumped out of the car, and stormed in through the front door.

“Can I help you?” an anemic-looking male clerk asked as I strode up to the desk.

“Yes. My name is Sarah Williams, and I’m here to pick up my father’s ashes.”

The man pushed a form at me, attached to a black clipboard. “Fill this out.”

I glared at him. “While I do this, can you go get the coroner? I want to speak to him.”

The clerk’s eyes widened. “He’s, uh, working.”

I narrowed my eyes. “I don’t care. Tell him I’m here and I want to see him. Now.”

I scribbled out the details of my father’s death and identification, then pushed the clipboard over the desk. 

When the clerk didn’t move, I practically growled at him. “Go!”

The man jumped and ran out the back door of his office and into the inner sanctum of the morgue.

I inhaled and exhaled sharply, trying to get a feel for what type of shifter the clerk was. He was some sort of weird mix, but it was difficult to tell with all the strange chemicals in this place. The walls were painted a sterile, hospital white. The floors were a drab, pale linoleum.

I inhaled again and grimaced. A person would probably be able to eat off any surface in the place as far as cleanliness went, if their gut could handle the toxic level of disinfectant.

The door behind the reception area opened and the man scurried back in. 

“Miss... here you go.” He pushed a plain silver urn at me.   

I frowned. Was that it? They simply gave me a jar and expected me to be on my way? 

“Where’s the coroner?”

You know, the man who didn’t even bother doing an autopsy on my dad before he incinerated him?

The clerk’s eyes darted down and left, then right. He was an odd little man. Creepy. 

“He’s busy,” he said, then flicked his gaze up to me. “I’m sorry, but if you would like to speak to him at a later date, we can schedule an appointment.”

My fingers itched to go for the knife I had strapped to my ankle, but it wouldn’t do any good to threaten him.

I glanced toward the exit. No, leaving didn’t feel right either.

Forcing myself to calm down, I attempted to smile in a relaxed way, so as not to put the weird shifter on alert.

I picked up my dad’s ashes and nestled the urn into my elbow, holding it close to my body.

“I’ll wait,” I said calmly. “Can you go back there again please, and tell the coroner I’ll wait here until he is free, and ask him when that is likely to be?”

The man’s eyes darted from me, to the counter, then back to me.

Walking over to the ugly waiting chairs pushed up against the wall, I sat down. I crossed my legs, settled in, and gripped my father’s ashes, all the while forcing myself to remain as calm as possible. 

Panic flashed across the clerk’s face. 

I pulled my cell phone out of my bag and began flipping through the contents, checking emails and making a big show of the fact that I was quite happy to be there all day if needed. The weird little shifter wouldn’t want that, I was sure.

“I’ll, uh, go speak to him again,” he said, and hurried out the door behind hisdesk.

As soon as he was gone, I jumped up and charged for the swinging doors that would lead me into the inner recesses of the coroner’s world.

Pushing through the double doors, I walked along sterile, white corridors, listening for any signs of life. 

Then I heard what I’d been listening for. Quick footsteps on the linoleum floor and hurried whispers to my right.

I pushed through a door into another sterile room, my heart hammering in my chest.

Where was that traitor? That sell-out.

The voices were getting louder and more heated.

I followed the sounds, moving with deliberate intent, looking left and right, ready to defend myself against an attack.

Maybe I should have brought Rogan with me.

I shook off the thought as I plowed through another set of double doors and came face to face with the coroner.

His mouth dropped open as I approached. “What are you doing in here?”

He was a vampire, though he didn’t seem to be a particularly strong or dangerous one. His skin was as pale as moonlight and he was as thin as a whippet. 

I lifted my chin. “I want to speak to you about my father’s death.”

There was a dead body on the table in front of him. The coroner had obviously been examining the body before I’d walked in. His hands were gloved and he still held a scalpel.

I glanced down, trying not to absorb the sight of the man on the table. He’d been beaten to death, by the looks of his mangled face and upper body.

My stomach lurched and my empathetic heart cried out against the injustice of such a death. 

My spine straightened as I strengthened my resolve. “Are you going to burn this man’s body before you do a proper autopsy as well?”

The coroner’s eyebrows flew up, then he frowned. “I don’t know who you think you are, young lady, but—”

“I’m Sadie Williams. My father was Jack Williams. He owned the business, ‘Hunters’. Remember now? You destroyed his body before even doing a proper report on his death.”

The coroner’s mouth flapped up and down. “There was no autopsy ordered from the police or the judge. It was an open-and-shut case.”

“Open-and-shut case?” I repeated, anger boiling up inside my belly. “It was murder! How could you have destroyed the only evidence we had to find the killer?”

My hands tightened into fists and every instinct I had was on high alert. Every noise was magnified. Every beat of my heart sounded like a war drum in my ears.

The coroner stuck his nose in the air. “There was no evidence of the killer, young lady.”

I laughed, though what he said wasn’t funny. “He was killed by a vampire. Don’t tell me there was no evidence. Or that a professional like yourself couldn’t give the police any evidence pointing to a suspect.”

The coroner smiled, though there was no humor in his expression. I could see the tips of his fangs. “Miss Williams, you have no case here. I suggest you take your father’s ashes, perform whatever ceremony you mortals do to say goodbye, and move on with your life.”

I clenched my teeth as my temper snapped. I wanted to snatch the knife from my calf and threaten him with it. Who the hell did he think he was?

But something stopped me from doing what I craved. Whether it was the knowledge that he was a vampire and could probably fly out of here the moment he saw my weapon, or the fact that he was dirty. 

Dirty as hell.

He had connections, and he’d been bought. Making it obvious that I was after him and his owners wasn’t smart. It would only put a target on my back, if there wasn’t one already.

“You’re right,” I said, dropping my head but secretly seething on the inside. “I’ll go.” 

I left the sterile room and the horribly depressing building with my tail between my legs. Or that was how I wanted it to appear.

But I wasn’t giving up. Nowhere near it.

They thought they’d gotten rid of the threat my father posed, but I was coming for them. Whoever they were.

*
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I WAS NUMB ON THE DRIVE back to the Workshop. I’d buckled my dad’s ashes into the passenger seat so they didn’t spill anywhere, but I couldn’t stop looking over at the urn. 

How was that urn my dad? How was it possible that the only thing left in this world of his strong presence was ashes in a jar?

It was so... wrong.

I shook myself as I got closer to work. I didn’t want anyone there seeing how badly affected I was by this turn of events.

Should I set up some sort of memorial service? Tomorrow, maybe? Or wait until the killer had been brought to justice? 

There wasn’t any rush, after all. Dad wasn’t going anywhere.

I parked across the road from the Workshop, grabbed my bag, and my dad, and ran to the entrance of Hunters. Should I give my cousin Shadow a call and see what he’d found, if anything? Or did he prefer to contact me? I would have to ask Rogan what normal procedure was.

As soon as I opened the doors, I knew something was wrong.

For one thing, there was no one around.

“Where is everyone?” I called out, wondering if anyone was available to answer.

There were strange noises coming from the back of the building. A grunt, then a pained groan. I listened harder. I could head the crack of punches landing in the unmistakable sounds of a fist fight. And it didn’t sound like a normal training session. 

Every part of my intuition knew who was fighting: my two mates.

I ran to the training room, where everyone was standing around watching Rogan and Fridge go at it.

I pushed past two of the men, gripping my father’s urn securely in one arm. I assessed the situation in a second. Fridge was winning, that was for damn sure. Rogan’s shirt was ripped off his body, blood splattering his chest and arms and the training mat from his nose and cuts on his head, whereas Fridge looked mad as hell, but untouched. 

“What the hell is going on?” I yelled, using all the command and force that my father had bred into me.

Fridge and Rogan stopped fighting and turned to look at me, while the spectators glanced at the ground. Why? Because they hadn’t stepped in to aid the wolf shifter? Or because they knew the root of the issue was me?

Fridge was panting, his huge shoulders and chest heaving as he breathed roughly in and out. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, drenched with sweat.

I stood there staring at them, and as the seconds ticked on, I relaxed. It appeared I didn’t need to intervene physically.

Both of them glanced at the urn in the crook of my arm, and to their credit, each looked slightly sheepish.

I turned my attention to the crowd of spectators. “All of you, back to work. Now!”

Then I stepped over the mat to my mates, one of whom was more injured than I’d originally assessed. Rogan’s shoulder looked dislocated, his arm hanging at a weird angle. 

I steeled myself against the pain twisting in my chest. “Rogan. Fridge. My office.”

Turning my back to them, I walked away, calling on my “boss” personality to save face. Mine and theirs. 

A large part of me wanted to go to Rogan, though. I wanted to help him, check his wounds. But he wouldn’t thank me for highlighting any signs of weakness—his or mine—so I marched up the stairs and walked into my father’s office, placing his ashes safely on the desk.

I shook out my hands, my palms sweaty and my stomach clenched with worry.

Where could I secure Dad’s urn until I worked out where I was living long term? Perhaps the wall safe. 

The door opened and Fridge stormed in, his sweaty body radiating the most incredible pheromones.

My knees actually shook as I breathed Fridge in. His battle heat. His anger. His jealousy. It was all there in the notes of his scent. I didn’t need to be a full shifter to appreciate them.

Rogan limped in after Fridge, dragging his leg and holding his shoulder. 

Happily, though, the arm that had been at an odd angle downstairs now seemed to have righted itself.

“Shut the door, Fridge,” I said, sitting down in my executive chair and casting my gaze over to Rogan as Fridge turned away to slam the door.

You okay? I mouthed at Rogan.

He nodded and fell into one of the chairs opposite me, barely stifling a groan.

Fridge stalked over to us and stood behind the other visitor’s chair. I didn’t ask him to sit. He would have refused.

Instead, I laced my fingers together over my chest and leaned back in the chair as though I were as cool and calm as could be. “So... what the fuck happened?”

Fridge growled, a strange and threatening sound.

I stood up, placing my knuckles on the desk, and leaned forward. “Don’t you fucking dare growl at me like that. You hear me? I won’t stand for it, and frankly, I don’t deserve it. Rogan doesn’t, either. You’re the one who abandoned us last night, so if I were you, Fridge, I’d start apologizing. Hell, I’d be on my fucking knees, begging for forgiveness.”

I stared him down with all the strength of my genetics. Half witch, part shifter, mad as fucking hell.

Fridge dropped his gaze and finally sat down in the chair opposite me.

My heart hammered in my chest and I could feel the magic in the air, the stir of change around us. It was time for this stupid dragon to get his head on straight.
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