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One




Maverick Hale, owner of Storm Moon and alpha of the Storm Moon Pack, made his way through the crowd in front of the stage to the bar at the far end of the room. 

It was Thursday evening in the middle of November, and his club was busy. A local rock band was playing, and the heavy thump of the bass guitar thudded up through his feet. The atmosphere was heady, the excitement palpable. They were popular, with a good-looking frontman, and many of the crowd were scantily-clad women—despite the freezing weather outside. The scent of sweat, perfume, and spilled beer was strong, although he was probably more aware of it than most, courtesy of his superior wolf senses.

He familiarised himself with his customers’ moods as he passed through the crowd, detecting paranormal creatures among the humans, who were for the most part unaware of the company they kept. There were shifters, predominantly wolves like he and his pack, but there were also bird shifters and therians—who could shapeshift to any animal—as well as witches. They chatted about work, holiday plans, relationship problems, and flirted. Nothing to give him any concern. There was never much trouble at his club; his security staff ensured that. They were discreet, polite, and vigilant, easily disarming conflicts, but also swift to eject anyone who caused trouble. Apart from a couple of humans, his security team were all wolf-shifters, tall and packed with muscle, and that helped, too. Other than the occasional rowdy drunk, they hadn’t had real trouble for a long time. 

As he reached the bar area, festooned with Christmas lights already, he spotted his friend, Kane, propped against the bar, having a drink and watching the dance floor. Another shifter, and the deputy manager of the club. 

“Expecting trouble?” Maverick asked as he joined him.

Kane grinned. “No. Just thought I’d take a moment to enjoy the band. They’re good. Going places, I reckon. They might be too expensive for us to book in a couple of years.”

“The club who helped them in their early years? I hope not!” Maverick caught the eye of one of the bar staff and signalled for a drink. In seconds, she passed him a rum and Coke, his usual. 

“Hey Maverick, I know it’s a bit short notice, but I was hoping to get a couple of days' leave next week. There’s a couple of things I need to do.”

Kane asked this casually enough, but he kept his eye on the crowd, and an uneasy feeling that he couldn’t explain settled over Maverick. “I’m sure we can juggle the shifts. Someone always wants extra money at this time of year. Is there a problem? No family issues, I hope?” Maverick knew Kane’s family was up north, and hoped no one was ill.

Kane shook his head, finally looking at him. “No, nothing like that. I might head up there to see them anyway, seeing as I won’t go up at Christmas. Nothing serious. I thought I could tag the days on to my days off. Monday and Tuesday would work well.” Kane was obviously unwilling to elaborate, eyes on the band again. 

“No problem. Have you talked to Arlo about it?” Arlo was the pack’s second in command, and the club’s manager. 

“No, actually. It’s a very recent decision.”

“Are you sure nothing is wrong?”

Kane flashed him a grin before staring at the stage again. “Mate, you’re paranoid. I’m fine. Just need to wrap a few things up.”

“Fair enough. I’ll head up to the office now and get it sorted out. Do you fancy a game of poker after the club closes?” 

“Sorry, I can’t hang around tonight.”

It was unlike Kane to turn down a game. It was a regular event that took place in Maverick’s flat, but it was obvious Kane wasn’t going to share any further information. Taking his drink with him, and trying to dismiss his worry, Maverick headed to the office. The club was in Wimbledon, London. It was an upmarket establishment in a rich area, but the club appealed to everyone. The rich, the poor, and those in between. That was mainly because he pitched his prices right, and booked bands, mainly rock, to play regularly. The club was in the basement, and a bar was on the ground floor. He lived on the first floor above it.

A tug at his elbow made him look down. “Tamara! I haven’t seen you for a while.”

“I’ve been skiing.” Tamara was blonde and tanned, with whiter than white teeth, a dirty laugh, and an even dirtier mind. They were not a couple in any sense of the word, but they certainly had hooked up on occasions. It was an arrangement that suited him—most of the time. She stepped closer, pressing her body to his, her perfume wafting around him. “I missed you. Can I come up later?”

A night with Tamara was probably better than a night spent playing poker. “Sure. I have a few things to organise, but I’ll come find you when I’m done.”

She reached up and kissed him, a promise of things to come. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

Thinking his night was looking up, he turned down a corridor that ran between small rooms, all with plush couches, low tables, and atmospheric lighting that allowed for more intimate conversation, finally reaching the stairs at the end that led upward to a mezzanine office. Brody, one of the younger pack members, stood sentinel on the door, and Maverick nodded in greeting before passing inside. Immediately the raucous noise and pounding beats vanished, thanks to the soundproofing that insulated the room.

It was a mix of office space and lounge area, with a small kitchen and personal bar, plus a couple of security monitors with feeds from cameras around the club. A huge window overlooked the stage and bar, and a desk topped with a computer and the usual office paraphernalia was at the far end. It was Domino’s desk, but seated behind it was Arlo. His office was upstairs, but he liked to use Domino’s at night. 

He was the only person in the room, and he looked up as Maverick entered. “I hate staffing rosters. They stink, beyond anything else that I have to do. Even the accounts.”

“You don’t do the accounts. Our accountant does.”

“You know what I mean!” He leaned back in his chair, huffing with annoyance.

Arlo was in his thirties, like Maverick, and one of his most trusted friends. He’d been a pack member for years, and had supported Maverick when he had challenged for the alpha position years before. He wasn’t interested in the role for himself. He just wanted a secure and functioning pack. The low light cast his strong features into relief, making snakes of his dreadlocks that fell to his shoulders. He was mixed race; his dad Jamaican, his mother English.

Maverick took the chair opposite him. “Is this your usual pre-Christmas grump?”

“I like Christmas! I like mince pies and rum cocktails, and all of the ridiculous shenanigans that go with them. I’m not grumpy. Well, maybe I am over Christmas lights. There are hundreds of them!” He gestured to the room in general. “Jet and Domino have gone mad. It’s not even December!”

Maverick couldn’t disagree with that. At least they hadn’t put up the Christmas tree yet. “Which is exactly why I haven’t let them decorate my flat, despite their pleas. But I actually have other things on my mind.” He leaned forward, placing his drink on the table. “Kane wants some leave next week. It’s a last-minute request.”

Arlo groaned. “See? Rosters! I’ll bring up next week. Bloody Kane…”

“Something’s wrong with him, I know it.”

Arlo was already flicking through files on the computer. “Because he wants leave?”

“He wouldn’t look at me while he asked. It was odd.”

Arlo stared at him. “I know you have your alpha super-sensory perception thing going on, but I really think you’re being paranoid.”

“I’m serious. Have you been watching the floor tonight? Has he met anyone?”

“No, I’ve been stuck behind the desk. Domino and Grey were watching earlier, but they’re watching the band now.” He studied him a moment more. “It’s probably family business, and Kane tends to keep that stuff to himself. Don’t worry about it. And I can give him the time—a couple of guys want more hours. It’s all good.”

Maverick tried to brush his concerns off. Maybe he was just tired and overwrought. He had been working some very long hours lately, as well as monitoring the activities of the North London Pack, the other big shifter pack in London. He walked over to the window, looking down to the bar where Kane had been standing, but he’d gone. He searched the crowded floor, but there was no sign of him. Potentially he was in one of the side rooms, or even upstairs in the bar.

Arlo was right. Kane just needed leave for personal business, and he should let it be.


      [image: image-placeholder]Kane watched Maverick walk away, feeling terrible that he’d lied to his friend. 

It couldn’t be helped. In fact, it was safer this way.

For the briefest moment, he had considered taking him into his confidence. Kane knew he could trust him, and certainly knew Maverick could handle himself, but there were some things not meant to be shared. 

He smiled as the crowd parted in front of Maverick, as if they knew he was the alpha. 

It was the way he carried himself. His tall stature, good looks, and his tightly controlled air of authority. A blonde reached out to tug his elbow, and leaned in. Tamara. That guaranteed there would be no poker game tonight, and it made him feel slightly better about lying.

Kane checked his watch. Another few hours yet before his meeting. Perhaps he should call his father, just in case.


      [image: image-placeholder]Maverick was entertained for hours with Tamara’s naked body and wicked smile. 

It was probably a stretch to say that he’d missed her, but he certainly appreciated having her back in his bed. He knew she felt the same. It’s why their relationship—or lack thereof—worked. She had her life, and he had his. Their between the sheets activity was a fun side-line. He was also pretty sure that he wasn’t her only romantic interest, and that was fine, too. He had several willing females who shared his bed, and he was happy to keep it that way. He was not about to settle down any time soon. The perks of running a club. 

As the weak winter light cracked through his blinds, Tamara stretched against him, all smooth skin and heat, and his hand lowered to cup her bottom and pull her onto him. She nuzzled his neck and straddled him. “I can’t stay long. I have to work.”

“So do I. We better make it count.”

Unfortunately, before he could start making anything count, his phone rang, the buzz carrying it across his bedside table. He ignored it. Whoever it was could wait. Lost in Tamara’s heat, he was vaguely aware of the call ending.

And then it rang again.

Bollocks.

He answered it gruffly, seeing Domino’s name on the caller ID. She was the head of his security team, and another shifter. “This better be good.”

She didn’t waste time on preamble. “You need to get down to the club. Now.”

Tamara nuzzled his neck. 

“I’m busy.”

“I’m not fucking kidding, Maverick. Get down here. Now. It’s…” She hesitated, a catch in her voice. “It’s Kane. Just come. I’m out back.”

She ended the call, and his worries for his friend eclipsed all other thoughts. “Sorry, Tamara. Rain check.”

“Now?”

“Right now.” He rolled her off him, deciding a shower could wait. “Help yourself to breakfast, and I’ll see you soon.” He pulled his jeans and t-shirt on, not even bothering with underwear. 

She sprawled naked on his sheets, pouting. “Can you come back? I’ll wait.”

Unfortunately, fear was chasing all other thoughts from his mind. “It sounded urgent. Sorry, Tam.”

Heart in his mouth, he raced down the stairs to his private entrance that was situated at the side-rear of the club, rounded the corner, and descended the steps that led to the open-air loading bay. There were two entrances to the club’s lower level there. Double doors, which led directly to the rear of the stage where the green room and storage areas were, and a single door that provided an emergency exit. It led to a corridor that ran alongside the stage onto the dance floor. The area wasn’t ideal. The steps from the ground floor carpark meant bands had to carry their gear up and down, but that was just the way it was. 

Domino waited by the open emergency exit. She was a tall, athletic woman, with long, chestnut hair that glinted with red in a certain light. Her lips were pressed so tightly together, the skin around them was white. She had earned her place as his head of security because of her astute nature, brilliant combat skills, and diplomacy. All qualities he valued highly. And she was also a good friend.

“I have very bad news.” She led him inside, not waiting for questions. 

The smell of blood struck him before he was even in the room. It was in darkness except for one spotlight onstage, which lit up Kane’s dead body. As if dreaming, Maverick walked up the steps, silent as he studied the torn throat and bloody mess that now constituted one of his best friends.

His silence masked a building anger and utter shock, quickly followed by a desperate urge to find and kill whoever had done this. He couldn’t trust himself to speak. He crouched down to close Kane’s sightless eyes, taking a moment to compose himself. He wanted to shift right now and head out to the London streets to chase the murderer down, but in broad daylight, that was impossible. He could, however, search the club from top to bottom. 

Domino spoke as if she’d read his mind. “I’ve already checked the immediate area while I waited for you, and I found one strange scent on Kane’s body, but that’s all.”

He shifted from grief and anger to practicalities, standing to face her. “Wolf-shifter?”

“Hard to tell. There are so many other scents around—the band from last night, their crew, the customers, and the shifters who were customers. To be honest,” she hesitated, “I think shock impeded my senses. He was one of my best friends.” Domino’s eyes filled with tears for the briefest of moments before she brushed them away.

Maverick suddenly felt horribly selfish for not even considering her feelings. His own had been so overwhelming. “Sorry, Dom. I’m shocked, too. Are you okay?”

“No. I am very far from okay. I want to kill whoever has done this.”

“That makes two of us.” His tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth, and he moistened his lips, aware he hadn’t even had a drink yet that morning. “Who the hell would kill Kane? I can’t get my head around this at all. But I want answers, and I want them now.”

“I know—so do I. The thing is, there’s no sign of a break-in. Kane either let the killer in because he knew who it was, or they were here all night.”

“But your team searched the place before locking up, right?”

“Of course. But maybe it was a therian-shifter who was a tiny animal. Maybe it came through the vents.” She raked her hands through her long, thick hair. “I don’t know anything right now, but I will find out.”

He squeezed her shoulder. “I know you will. We all will. When did you find him?”

“Minutes before I called you. I let myself in upstairs, as usual, made my way down here.”

“Everything okay upstairs?”

“It all looks as it should. But down here, the spotlight was already on.”

“The killer lit him up, like a bloody stage act.” Maverick took a deep breath and rolled his shoulders that were so tight they were bunched up around his ears. “I just don’t understand why he was here so early. He never normally arrives until mid-afternoon.”

“Maybe we have to consider the fact that he was meeting someone.”

Maverick stared at Kane’s dead body once more, considering the conversation they’d had the night before, and then surveyed his club. They didn’t open until the evening. The bar opened at five, and the club opened at eight. That meant security could sweep the building, and the shifters could do it in their wolf form. What was he thinking? There was no way the club would open that night.

“Dom, I want the team to search every nook and cranny, but they need to especially take notice of the roof spaces, cupboards, storage, anywhere where someone could have hidden.” He took a deep breath, grief threatening to overwhelm him. Just because he was part wolf didn’t mean he didn’t feel human emotions. They had a reputation as fighters, but like any wolf, they cared about their pack, and their family. He focussed on his anger. That was the only thing that would sustain him now. 

“What about Maggie Milne?” Domino asked. “We have to tell her. I know you want to handle this yourself, but we must involve her.”

“Bollocks. Not bloody Maggie!” Maggie was the Detective Inspector of the Paranormal Policing Team in London. She was razor-sharp and relentless. “Holy shit. She will drive me insane.”

“I know, but…”

“Yes, of course. We have to. If she finds out any other way, it will be worse.”

Domino nodded. “I’ve called Arlo, straight after you. He should be here soon.” 

“He’ll be devastated.”

“Everyone will be. Kane was popular. I also have four shifters on the way. We can search this place in an hour, and call in Maggie then. Sound good?”

“Perfect. I’ll help search, too. What about Grey?” Grey was Domino’s deputy. He was human, and ex-forces, and like a bulldog when it came to investigating anything.

“On his way, too. I haven’t told them anything over the phone. Just said it was urgent.”

The snick of the club’s entrance door opening had them both whirling around, but it was just Arlo. He lived in Wimbledon, only minutes away. He froze when he saw the body on the stage, and then he finally stared at Maverick and Domino. “Kane?”

Maverick nodded. “I’m afraid so.”

With a visible effort, he gathered himself together and reached their side. “Bastards. Who would do this?”

“Excellent question, and one we’ve just been discussing. Thanks for coming so quickly.”

Arlo shook his head in disbelief. “When you said there was an emergency, Dom, I didn’t really envisage this.”

“Sorry. I didn’t want to say over the phone.”

“It’s fine. There’s really no easy way to break this news, is there?” 

Domino lowered her voice, searching the dark shadows of the poorly lit room as if someone might lurk there. “Who would dare to do this? Everyone who knows the shifter world knows they’d be starting a war they could not win. What’s their end game? Is this an individual vendetta? Did Kane piss someone off, or is there more to this?”

Maverick stared down at Kane’s body as he considered her questions. Blood had spread around him, congealing in thick, dark pools. His throat was ripped out, and huge claw marks shredded his abdomen. Kane was tall and powerfully built, like most shifters. “He’s not in his wolf, but his injuries suggest a wolf did this—or another wild beast. Why didn’t he change? That’s the most obvious thing to do when we’re threatened. We’re more powerful as a wolf!” 

“Perhaps he did,” Arlo suggested, “and shifted back before death.”

A horrible thought stuck Maverick. One that made his anger flare again. “If this was one of our own pack…”

“We don’t know that,” Domino said, cutting him off. “We don’t know anything. Let’s not jump to conclusions.”

Arlo nodded. “I agree. Second-guessing the loyalty of our pack will not do us any favours. Could this have anything to do with that leave he wanted, Maverick? You said he seemed off.”

“What leave?” Domino asked.

Maverick quickly summarised their conversation from the previous night. “Arlo convinced me I was overreacting, but now I’m sure something was troubling him. He seemed guarded. Like he was keeping secrets.”

Domino shook her head. “He was never forthcoming about his family. Some people are like that.” 

Arlo drew their attention back. “The pack. When are we going to tell them? It has to be soon.”

“This afternoon. Once Maggie’s been here.” Maverick could barely wrap his head around this, never mind think about telling the pack. “Can you arrange it, Arlo?”

“Of course.” He raised his dark eyes to Maverick’s, his concern apparent. “This will cause absolute disruptions.” 

Domino folded her arms across her chest, drumming her fingers on her arms. “Perhaps this is what the killer wanted to do. Split the pack from within by creating distrust.” She was almost as tall as Maverick, and she held his gaze, something that not many people could do. “If someone is seeking to challenge your leadership, they would do so by creating discontent and making the pack feel unsafe. You have to be stronger now than ever before. Our pack, and your position, depend upon it.”

Maverick knew the shifters would be angry and nervous. Always a bad combination. “I am fully aware of that. But I need to check this place out for myself, first.” He stripped his clothes off and handed them to Domino, aware he shouldn’t leave them close to the crime scene.

When shifters changed, they did so naked, or their clothes would rip. They had learned to abandon any modesty within the pack, because often they shifted and ran together at night, under the stars. Or in the day, if they could find a sufficiently isolated spot. While Wimbledon Common and Richmond Park beyond it offered miles of green space, they were also popular places, which made them too dangerous to shift there in the daylight.

Maverick shifted in seconds, the fluid movement of changing from human to wolf as natural as breathing. There was a misconception that it was painful, like they used to show in the old werewolf films, and that certainly might be true for werewolves. They were human, and it wasn’t their natural state to change; the moon’s cycles made it impossible for them not to. However, for him and his kind, it was a second skin.

Being a human in a wolf’s body meant he kept his human intellect, thoughts, and reasoning, but benefitted from a wolf’s superior senses. It also meant that as a human he was much stronger and faster than a normal person, because he had inherent wolf abilities. 

Maverick raised his nose, the many disparate scents assaulting him. He detected individual pack members, and the scent of humans—particularly the band who had been on the stage and their crew from the night before. However, Kane’s scent overwhelmed all others, especially the sharp tang of his blood pooling around him. Thanks to the slope of the stage and the angle of Kane’s body, there was no blood on one side, and he could sniff his body easily. Domino was right. There was an odd, unknown scent on him. 

Maverick moved on, investigating the wider stage, and then progressed to the dressing room, essentially one long room with a sink and fridge, and finally the bathroom and storage rooms. He spent a while investigating the double doors that led to the loading bay. The killer could have entered that way, but again, Domino was right. There was no sign of a break-in. Failing to detect the strange scent anywhere, he explored the main floor. Unfortunately, he found nothing obvious. The killer had been too clever for that.

Maverick needed space to think. He headed to the bar, situated at the opposite end of the dance floor from the stage, and shifted back to human. His reflection in the mirror behind the rows of spirits did not paint a pretty sight. Framed by his shoulder-length dark blond hair, grief made his face look older than his years, and his eyes smouldered with orange light that displayed his anger. A faint scar marked his clavicle and stretched down his sculpted chest to his abdomen, the result of an old fight, but a few others were invisible in the low light. Shifters were born fighters. It was rare to find one without scars. Potentially, by the time this was over, he may have a few more.

Sighing, he stared at the scene on the stage, feeling the chill of the cold room on his bare skin, but unwilling to move. He held on to the moment’s peace and quiet. Once Maggie arrived, and the pack and the staff were told, there would be no peace for days, maybe even weeks. There were things he had to do. Calls to make. 

Killers he had to hunt.








  
  
Two




Maggie Milne groaned as she ended the call with Domino, grabbed her bag, and pushed away from her desk. She was just thinking about a midmorning snack, and now she was going to have to traipse halfway across London and go to overpriced and snotty Wimbledon.  Home to wombles, tennis, and wolf-shifters.

“Stan, time to go.” 

“Now? What’s happened?” He was just unwrapping his sandwich, no doubt lovingly packed by his long-suffering wife, because as usual he could never wait to eat it at lunch. Like all police officers, Stan worked unpredictable hours. 

“A death at Maverick Hale’s club.”

Stan whistled, eyebrows raised. “A shifter?”

“Yep. Kane.”

“Holy shit. He was a nice guy.”

“I know. I don’t know what’s worse. His death, or the fact that I have to see that swaggering fucking rock star.”

Stan sighed, rewrapped his sandwich, put it in the drawer, and stood up. “Maverick is not a rock star.”

“He thinks he’s one.”

“He doesn’t really.”

Maggie glared at him. “He does so. It’s all that knocking about with the bands that he books.”

“They’re good. Have you ever been?”

“No! Have you?”

Stan was tall, lanky, and quiet, and looked like he’d never listened to rock in his life. “Yes, actually. I used to be a drummer for a band in my youth. I like rock.”

For once, Maggie was actually lost for words. “You’re kidding me. You?”

Stan looked offended. “Yes! I was pretty good. And then the band fell apart due to creative differences.” He shrugged. “I couldn’t be bothered after that.”

She tried not to roll her eyes. “Rock’s loss, my gain!”

“I know.” He said it without the least hint of sarcasm. “You want Irving to join us?”

Irving Conrad was the other Detective Sergeant on her team. “No. Let him finish up with Burton and Knight.” Burton and Knight was an auction house in Chelsea that traded primarily arcane and occult objects, and that morning they had called in a theft. “Has he reported what’s been stolen yet?”

“No. I think he was going to make some enquiries with Sam at The Alley Cat after that.” He shrugged at Maggie’s doubtful expression. “It’s worth a shot.”

“Sam won’t say a word, even if he knows.”

The Alley Cat, a wine bar close to the Embankment, was also a front for some shady auctions that sold occult objects obtained on the black market, or magical objects made by private individuals who didn’t want to advertise their skills too widely. 

“He might if he thinks we’ll be looking over his shoulder.”

“Perhaps,” Maggie said, not wanting to shoot Stan’s suggestion down, but thinking it was highly unlikely. “While we’re on the way, call Forensics and get them to meet us at the club. I have a bad feeling about this. Killing a shifter in a prominent pack is bad news. Maverick will hit back, hard. We need to find out who did this before he does.” 

She didn’t need to explain why. Stan had been around long enough to know the implications. If they weren’t careful, they’d have a shifter war on their hands, and no one wanted that.


      [image: image-placeholder]Arlo stood next to Maverick and faced the assembled pack who were gathered in the bar while the Scene of Crime Officers finished downstairs, dreading the next few minutes. 

It was two o’clock on Friday afternoon, and they were about to break the news about Kane’s death, although from the pale, strained faces in front of them, he was pretty sure some already knew. It didn’t help that the SOCOs van was parked outside, and Maggie was here with her sergeant. After they told the pack, they needed to tell the staff. While a few of them knew about shifters, most of them had no idea of the paranormal world in which they worked. They intended to keep it that way. 

He glanced at Maggie and DS Walker. Despite Maverick’s insistence that this was pack business, she had pulled rank and insisted she stay, as part of her investigation. The memory of it almost made Arlo smile. Almost. Kane’s death overshadowed everything. 

Maverick cleared his throat, quelling the whispers, and then told the group about Kane. While he talked, Arlo watched them closely, looking for any signs of guilt. Domino and her team were spread among them, listening for murmurings of insider knowledge, although Arlo doubted that anyone would give themselves away. The killer would be too clever for that. Most of the shifters just looked horrified and upset, turning to each other for reassurance, but a good number were also furious, and tension started to build. 

Renwick, one of their older and more outspoken members, a grizzled veteran of pack fighting, muscled his way through the crowd to the front, and glared at Maverick. “This place is supposed to be safe. It’s our headquarters. My kids work here! What the hell is happening, Maverick?”

Maverick’s voice was low and even, but anger radiated through every word. “Like I told you, Renwick, I don’t know, yet, but I will find out.”

Brody, one of the newer members, stepped forward, too. He was of average height, stocky with muscle, rather than lean. He had a sneer on his face, and a challenge in his eyes. “If you can’t keep us safe, Maverick, who can?”

Fuck. That was quicker than expected. He and Domino knew there might be dissent about Maverick’s leadership, but they didn’t expect it this soon. That alone made Arlo suspicious. Brody was either very brave, had some backing, or was a complete idiot.

Maverick acted quickly, eyes already smouldering to a molten orange as he crossed the space between them with lightning speed. He was tall with long limbs and powerful shoulders, and he radiated the magnetic power of the alpha. He picked up Brody by his jacket collar and lifted him clean off his feet. “If you question my leadership, that means you have to fight. Are you prepared for that, Brody? Because if so, we can settle this tonight. But you won’t walk away alive. What’s it going to be?”

The pack, as one, stepped back. The security team waited, as did Arlo. Maverick dealt with this alone. It was the alpha’s responsibility to handle any threat to his leadership. 

Brody stuttered out his words, face almost purple. “I wasn’t doubting you.”

“Really?” Maverick growled. “Because it sounded like it to me. Think you have the balls to be pack alpha? To keep this pack functional? Because you’re barely out of school, and I seriously doubt you’d have much support.”

“No! It was just a question. Kane was a good fighter. If he couldn’t survive, what chance have we got?”

Maverick stared at him for several long seconds. If he chose, Maverick could insist on a fight just to prove a point, but instead he lowered Brody to the floor. “Questions are fine, Brody, but challenges are not. I do not appreciate your tone. You talk to me like that again, and we fight over it, understood?”

Brody dropped his eyes to the floor. “Yes. Sorry, Maverick.”

Maverick pushed him aside and addressed the wide-eyed, mute pack. Even Renwick had backed off. “I know that this is distressing for everyone. Kane was a good friend to many of us, but infighting and bickering will not solve this. I’m your alpha for a reason.” He paused as he scanned the crowd. “You need to let me and my team find his killer and bring him or her to justice. Are there any other questions or comments? Anything you’ve seen that might shed light on this?”

Jensen, loyal to Maverick and an old pack member, said, “I don’t know anything about this, but I trust you, Maverick. No one wants a shifter war, and I know that you won’t let that happen.” He stared at the others, particularly Brody. “I’ve been in this pack long enough to know good leadership and stability when I see it. If you need any help at all, Maverick, just ask.”

Maverick nodded. “Thanks. Anyone else?”

“Who will tell his family?” Frieda asked, a middle-aged shifter who had three children in the pack. They stood next to her, two boys taller than she was, and a daughter. None of them worked in the club. “They’re up north, I think.”

“I’ll arrange it with the alpha,” Maverick answered. 

She nodded, her fingers clasping those of one of her sons. 

The tension ebbed, but the shock remained, and when it was obvious there were no more questions, Maverick turned to Maggie. “Do you need to speak to them?”

“Yes, please.” She stepped forward, hands on her hips. Maggie was of average build and height, with light brown, shoulder-length hair. She wore little makeup, but her clear features didn’t need it. However, her pleasant looks were offset by her steely demeanour and her lack of patience for anything and anyone. “I’m Detective Inspector Maggie Milne of the Paranormal Policing Team. Behind me is Detective Sergeant Stan Walker. I appreciate that you see this as pack business, but I don’t agree. I take murder very seriously. This is not one of your inhouse alpha spats. Kane was murdered. I want to know what he’s been up to over the past days—and weeks, if necessary. Everything! Meetings, girlfriends, boyfriends, club activity… You name it, I want to know. I’m sticking around for the next hour, and I’ll start with close friends.” She turned to Maverick. “I will also need to speak to his family. Maybe through an officer in their hometown.”

“Not a problem.” He addressed the group again. “You heard her. Stick around, get seats, have a drink. Domino and Grey will also be talking to you, so please share anything.”

A swell of chatter arose as Maverick walked to Arlo’s side, face grim. His eyes still smouldered, but grief was mixed with anger. It exaggerated the fine lines around his eyes, more apparent now because his hair was tied back. Maverick was confident, cocky even sometimes, especially when he needed to be, but Arlo knew him well enough to see through that. He was stretched tight, like a guitar string, and that didn’t bode well.

“Do you need to get out of here?” Arlo asked, voice low.

“No. I need to be seen. I could kill that little shit Brody.”

“You handled it well. Best nip it in the bud now.”

“If I don’t get answers, I may get more of that.”

“And you’ll knock them all back. Most of the pack, though, like the stability we have right now, and the freedom you give them. They won’t trade that easily.”

“He asked a good question, though. Kane was a good fighter, and clever. It wouldn’t have been easy to take him unawares. And he’s not just injured, he’s dead! How can I keep the pack safe? He was attacked here, in this club, on the damn stage!”

“It’s not just your responsibility. It’s mine too, and Domino’s. You want me to approach Castor?” Castor Pollux was the North London Pack’s alpha. They did not have good relationships with their rivals. They tolerated each other. “Just to make enquiries, obviously. Any unknown shifters in the area, odd behaviour observed? They have their fingers in all sorts of sticky pies.”

Maverick shook his head. “Not yet. Let’s make our own enquires first. The whole place is closed tonight, anyway. I presume you’ve cancelled the band?”

“It’s done. It means we can search the whole place again later, which is a good thing.” 

“We’ll re-open tomorrow, though. If we’re being watched, I want whoever did this to know we are not afraid. We carry on.”

“Okay.” Arlo checked his watch. “The staff are due in at three-thirty. Want me to handle that?”

“Yes, please. I’ll call the alpha in Cumbria.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Hunter Lawrence, member of the Cumbrian Pack, sipped his pint of Grasmoor Dark Ale as he watched Ollie, the pack’s alpha, and Tommy, a good friend and shifter, finish their game of pool.

He sat at a corner table in the bar of The Slaughtered Lamb, dimly lit and busy on a Friday afternoon. A Christmas tree filled one corner, and fairy lights twinkled overhead, reflecting in the mirrors behind the bar. A few years back, this room would have been filled with cigarette smoke, stained yellow with nicotine, and inhabited by grumpy old men who viewed all newcomers with suspicion. Now it was updated, modern, and featured a gin bar. Well, the lounge area had a gin bar. The main bar retained a more local feel. 

The impending Christmas depressed Hunter. Only a few weeks earlier, his girlfriend, Briar, a witch in White Haven, had dumped him, and even though he knew she was right about the distance between them, it still stung. She lived in Cornwall, close to her coven, and he was miles and miles away. He finished his pint, pondering whether to have another. He may as well. Work was slow. He part-owned a family business with his brother and two sisters that offered tours of the Cumbrian wilds. They were very busy in the summer, but winter and the wild weather that accompanied it always slowed the business. 

Wishing he could shake his mood, he stared through the window, noting it wouldn’t be long until it was dark. He could shift then. Head to the hills, run off his pent-up energy, and attempt to cheer himself up. He definitely had time for another pint. 

He called over to Ollie and Tommy. “Another round?”

“Yes, please. And some pork scratchings,” Tommy added, eyes on his shot.

Ollie rolled his eyes. “Disgusting stuff.” His mobile phone rang out, rattling across the table. “Get that, will yer, Hunter? Tell Jen I won’t be long.”

Hunter looked at the caller ID. “It’s unknown. Not Jen.”

“Get it anyway. If they’re selling something, tell them to piss off.”

While Ollie watched Tommy take his shot and lined up his own, Hunter answered. “Ollie’s phone. Can I help?”

“My name is Maverick Hale. I need to speak to Oliver Noble. It’s urgent.”

That name rang a bell, and he spoke in a London accent. Ollie loathed Londoners. “Maverick Hale? Does he know you?”

“No.” He hesitated. “Who is this?”

“Hunter. One of his best mates. He’s busy right now. Can I give him a message?”

“Tell him I run Storm Moon in Wimbledon.”

It suddenly clicked. The Storm Moon Pack was in south London. “Hold on.”

Hunter carried the phone to Ollie. “Pack business.”

Ollie finished his shot and straightened up. “Who is it?”

“Maverick Hale.” Ollie knew who all the pack alphas in England were, and Maverick was more well-known than most.

Ollie nodded. “I’ll take it outside.”

Tommy leaned against the wall, hands gripping the cue as he watched him leave. He was a big man, all muscle and hair. His shaggy brown hair fell over his eyes, but he’d recently trimmed his beard after one of the pack kids told him he looked like a young Santa Claus. “That can’t be good.”

“Might be just Christmas greetings.”

“Yeah, and an invitation to his posh club, I’m sure.”

Hunter smirked. “Would you go?”

“No, I bloody wouldn’t. Would you?”

“I might. I could do with a change of scenery.”

“You need to get over Briar, and the best way to do that is with another woman.”

“That’s your way, not mine.”

“Oh, get over yourself.”

Refusing to get into another discussion about his post-split recovery, he watched Ollie through the window instead. He paced outside, face twisted into a grimace. “This is bad news. I just know it.” 

In another minute, Ollie ended the call and entered the pub, drawing them both to the table where they could talk without being overheard. He was very different to Tommy; lean in muscle, clean-shaven and short-haired, and unlike Tommy who loved to fight, he was self-contained and quiet. But that exterior hid an icy interior. He had achieved pack alpha by killing Cooper Dacre the previous year at Samhain. It was a bloody coup, and a couple of White Haven witches had helped them overthrow him by neutralising the witches who supported him. It was how he’d met Briar. Hunter had fought Cooper before the coup, and near death, after a brutal, uneven fight, his family had rescued him and fled Keswick for the opposite end of the country. They’d ended up in White Haven. 

Right now, Ollie’s eyes were hard, his jaw clenched. “We need to find Harry Elliot, now. Any idea where he’d be?”

“At his workshop, probably,” Hunter guessed. Harry owned a carpentry and joinery business on the edge of Keswick. “I know he’s busy. What’s happened?”

“His son, Kane, is dead. Murdered.” Ollie finished his pint, eyes distant. “He’ll be devastated.”

“Back up!” Tommy instructed. “What do you mean, murdered?”

“I’ll tell you in the car. There’s no time for another pint. I can do this alone, but I’d rather have company.”

Hunter was already rising to his feet. “I knew Kane, and his dad is a good bloke. I’ll come.”

“Me, too.” Tommy was already puffing up. “I’ll help find the bastard, too.”

While Ollie drove the short distance to Harry’s workshop, he filled them in on the scant news that he had. Hunter was dreading the coming conversation. However, when they exited the car, there was silence. None of the usual sounds of jigsaws, hammering, and all the other usual noise associated with his workshop.

Hunter lifted his head and inhaled. “Blood.”

“I smell it,” Ollie said. “Stay close.”

Harry’s workshop was in an old, converted stable. It had huge double doors that were wide open in the summer, and closed tight in the winter. Now, however, despite the cold weather, the door was ajar. They crossed the yard quickly, Hunter already fearing what he would see inside.

As they pushed the door open, they could see Harry’s dead body spreadeagled on the floor. Just like his son, his throat had been ripped out, and his body gouged with claw marks.

Tommy howled and punched the door frame, an unearthly, eerie sound that was wracked with rage, but Ollie stood stock-still, fury building as he thrust his keys at Hunter. “Go and check on his wife—now!”








  
  
Three




Domino Franklin moved from one staff member to another, offering comfort where she could, all the while veering between wanting to go out and hunt Kane’s killer and cry in a corner. 

Arlo had just broken the news to them, leaving out the gruesome details of Kane’s death. As predicted, the staff had been shocked, upset, and scared. They were a mixture of pack members and humans, almost thirty in total, of which about half were human. They had a range of roles—security, bar staff for both floors, club attendants, the DJ, and a kitchen crew. Storm Moon wasn’t a full restaurant, but they did offer bar snacks and light meals. The pack members, of course, already knew, but had been told to pretend they knew nothing for the benefit of those who had no idea about shifters. Kane’s body had already been removed hours earlier.

Now, as Domino spoke to everyone, she couldn’t help but suspect them. Did someone know something? Was someone being a good actor? She finally ended her rounds, leaving the staff to comfort each other, and headed to the bar. She sat on a stool and leaned on the long, polished copper counter, and having finally sat down, realised how exhausted she was. 

Arlo was behind the bar, watching everyone from his vantage point. After breaking the news, he’d opted to offer comfort by way of free drinks, and he poured her a glass of white wine. “You look like you need this.”

“I need answers, but this will help.” She sipped the cold drink, savouring the crisp notes of Sauvignon Blanc. “Any news from Maverick?”

He nodded to the floor above. “He’s still in his flat. I thought I’d give him space.” 

“You handled this well. Telling them, I mean.”

“Thanks, but it sucked. I hope I don’t ever have to do it again.” He poured himself a pint of beer, and then gave a sad smile to another staff member who joined them. “How are you, Jet?”

Jet, a petite and stunningly pretty young woman with impressively tattooed arms, was employed as a waitress and spy. Because of her looks, the customers loved to talk to her—male and female. She always looked dramatic, favouring black clothing, skilfully applied makeup, and lots of jewellery. She was human, but knew all about shifters, and was considered one of the inner team. She befriended everyone, knowing all the regulars and what they did—on or off the premises. Currently, she was less self-assured than normal, which wasn’t surprising.

Her dark, lustrous hair fell around her pale, heart-shaped face, and she wiped tears from her eyes and blew her nose. “I’ve been better. Rum and Coke for me, please.”

“I’m sorry we had to tell you with the rest of the staff,” Arlo said as he fixed her drink. “It seemed better that way.”

She brushed it off. “It’s fine. I completely understand. I just can’t believe it. It seems…impossible.” She turned to Domino. “Has your team found anything?”

“Not so far. I picked up one strange scent on Kane’s body earlier, but it could have been from something innocuous. The others noticed it too, but we haven’t found it anywhere else in the club.”

“Which is surely unusual,” Jet reasoned. “There are hundreds of people in this place every night.”

Arlo leaned closer as he put her drink in front of her. “Exactly. We need to work out who that scent is from.”

“I can’t stop wondering why he was here before me,” Domino mused. “It’s my job to come in and open up. And we know Kane! He was not an early riser. There was no sign of a break-in. And no sign so far that a therian-shifter hid in here overnight. Which suggests he was meeting someone here and let them in himself.”

Jet groaned at Domino’s implication. “You think it was someone he knew.” She glanced behind her, at their friends, and the pack that should support each other no matter what. “Oh, shit.”

“You know what I’m going to ask,” Domino said.

“You want me to spy on everyone.”

“Just be aware of anything unusual.” She glanced at Arlo. “We’ll all be extra careful over the coming days. I’ll get my staff to review everyone’s background—again. Just in case we missed something. Anything strike you now?”

Jet shook her head. “No. But I’ll do as you ask, of course.”

“Where’s Grey?” Arlo asked Domino. 

“Downstairs with John. They’re in the office, watching the SOCOs.” John was a Scottish shifter who was part of her security team. In his forties, with red hair and a clipped beard, he had blue eyes that seemed to see right through you. “Maggie was not happy at them being there, but seeing as the office was locked, and there was nothing in there to suggest it was part of the murder scene, she let them stay. I’ll head down to see him soon.” She considered the office her bastion of power. The door had a multitude of locks and featured a steel core.

Arlo’s phone rang and he stepped aside to take the call, but it lasted seconds only. “Maverick wants to see us. You too, Jet. Everything just got a whole lot worse.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Hunter tried to calm Tommy down, while the local police secured the dead bodies of Harry’s wife, Donna, and their youngest child, Maria. 

As soon as Ollie had asked them to leave, they had driven to Harry’s house, but again they were met with the scent of blood. After confirming they were both dead, they had left the house. 

“Stop scowling at the police, Tommy. It’s not their fault.”

“I know! But I’m fucking angry!”

“So am I, but let’s do something productive. There seems to be a vendetta against Kane’s family,” Hunter reasoned. “But why kill Donna and Maria? They surely never harmed anyone.”

“Because there are some sick wankers out there.” Tommy was wild-eyed, and it was obvious to Hunter that he was spoiling for a fight. “I will rip them limb from limb.”

Hunter ignored him as another horrible thought crossed his mind. “Harry had another son—Riggs. He’s in Birmingham, right? I haven’t seen him in years.”

“What is it with Harry’s kids and their need to move? What’s wrong with our pack?” Tommy grumbled. “This is a good one, right?”

“Some people like to travel, that’s all. Harry used to before he settled here. There’s nothing sinister in that.” Hunter bristled with impatience. “Focus! We need to warn him! What if he’s next?” 

“I never knew him that well. He was older than me, left when I was in my teens. Maybe some of the other members kept in touch. Ollie must know. Or Jimmy.” Jimmy, a shifter in his forties, was the pack’s well-respected second in command.

“I reckon Ollie has got enough on his plate right now. Besides, he asked us to get the pack together. Let’s start calling. Tell them to meet us at my place. One hour.” 


      [image: image-placeholder]Maggie prowled around Maverick’s flat while he made a few calls, half-listening as he spoke to various alphas. 

Arlo and Domino had been summoned from the bar, along with a girl called Jet she hadn’t heard of before. Interesting that Maverick was allowing her to be here. She must have importance to his team. Good. They needed all the help they could get, because this was going to be big. She could feel it in her blood. Another shifter dead in Cumbria, and his human wife and daughter, with another shifter son in Birmingham who the police were trying to track down. By the sound of it, so were the shifters. From what she could gather, there were three packs in Birmingham, but she wasn’t sure where Riggs was. She trusted that they did.

However, it wasn’t just their deaths to be concerned about. There were others, news she wouldn’t share just yet, news she was pretty sure even Maverick didn’t know.

While Maggie waited for Maverick to finish his calls and the others to arrive, she examined Maverick’s richly appointed flat for any signs of a violent struggle, although she seriously doubted that he had killed Kane himself. Fury radiated from him, and she didn’t think he was that good an actor. Besides, the place was immaculate. His club must turn over a lot of money, because it had a lot of top-quality goods in it. It was furnished in a loft style. There were bare brick walls, huge windows with black metal frames, rich furnishings of leather and velvet in dark materials, tons of artwork, a high-end sound system, and state of the art kitchen. Under one of the windows was an original Eames chair in cream leather with a matching foot stool. A fancy wood burner was suspended from the ceiling, its bulbous burner hanging clear of the floor. A fire was burning in it, warming the huge floor area, and Maggie was grateful for it. It was a cold day, and would be a colder night. Snow threatened.

Through half open doors, she could see a couple of bedrooms, and a very well-equipped gym with a punching bag. She wondered if this place had been designed by a professional. The style reflected the bar décor, but there were a lot of personal touches. Maverick had rock star swagger, and elegant tastes. However, she also knew from her own run-ins with him, and from the current tone of his voice, that he was not a man to be trifled with.

He ended his calls the same time as the others arrived. Domino and Arlo stood shoulder to shoulder with him, their stance wary, violence reined in on a tight leash. A reminder that beneath their very human appearance, wolves lurked. Deadly, fast, and powerful. A flare of fear threatened, and she quickly squashed it down. It would never do to show them fear. In fact, Maggie never liked to show anyone fear. She studied the far shorter woman who stood next to them. She was petite, dark-haired, and must be Jet. They all stared at Maggie with a mixture of hostility and wariness. 

“For fuck’s sake,” she said, rounding on them. “I’m not the fucking enemy. I’m here to help! I know all this blah blah pack shit, I’m the alpha, we do it my way bluster, but this is too big! And,” she stepped forward to meet Maverick as he advanced across the living room, eyes already smouldering with liquid fire, “don’t try that eye shit on me.”

Maverick snarled. “I am very angry right now.”

“Me, too. I don’t like dead people on my patch, and I especially don’t like what looks to be the start of a shifter war.” She glared at the other three. “I presume you don’t, either. Of course,” she took a breath and stepped back, “I can’t discount any of you doing this. There’s no sign of a break-in downstairs.”

Maverick didn’t break eye contact with her. “You can take every single one of my clothes and search this flat from top to bottom. There is nothing here to link me with Kane’s death—I even have an alibi. I’ll provide her number if you like. And I would stake my life on the fact that Domino, Arlo, and Jet weren’t involved, either. Or Grey.”

“Ah, the Jason Statham lookalike downstairs. Your security second, I gather?” Domino nodded. Maggie had been all too aware of her own attraction to Grey when she met him earlier, so she was glad to hear that Maverick trusted him. Not that she could take his word for it, obviously. “Regardless, I need to know where you all were last night. And yes, Maverick, I’ll have the name of your alibi. I presume Brody is on your hot list. That stupid little upstart who challenged you. I’ll look into him.”

“It’s already taken care of,” Maverick said, a growl in his throat.

“Not to my satisfaction it isn’t. Now,” she gestured to the comfortable velvet sofas in dark grey that she wanted to sleep on for a week, and said, “can we be civilised and sit and chat for a moment? I’m fucking knackered.”

Maverick extended his arm toward it dramatically. “Be my guest.”

Arlo smiled, tension easing. “Tea or coffee?”

“Coffee, please. Strong, no sugar. Black.”

“Done.” Arlo headed to the kitchen, looking comfortable with its setup. Domino and Jet each took a seat, but Maverick warmed himself in front of the fire. 

“Is it true?” Domino asked, crossing her legs and leaning forward. “Kane’s dad is dead, too?”

“I’m afraid it is. I presume their pack alpha told you, Maverick?” He nodded. “And his wife and daughter are dead, too, neither of whom were shifters. Now the race is on to find Riggs, his other son.” Maggie had more news to share, but that could wait. First, she pulled her notepad out. “Where were all of you last night? Domino?”

Domino’s eyes widened with surprise. “Oh, of course. At home, in my flat. I arrived home at about three in the morning after everything was locked up here, but there’s no one to corroborate it.”

“And you left this place secure?”

“Of course.”

“I find it odd that the head of security locks up herself. Don’t you have minions who do that?”

Domino’s jaw clenched. “My staff are not minions. Some nights they do, or Grey oversees it. Last night, it was me. Sometimes it’s Arlo.”

Arlo agreed as he brought over a tray loaded with a coffeepot and mugs, and placed it on a low table. He passed her a mug of steaming coffee as the others helped themselves. “Yes, I take my turn locking up. I left at about two last night. Went home to my flat. I share it with another shifter. Jax.”

“He was awake?” Maggie sipped her drink, glad of the shot of caffeine.

“No. Night off. He was asleep.” Arlo looked honest enough, but like all three shifters he was wary, tightly controlling his fury and grief. “You’ll have his details from earlier.”

She made a note to follow up with him, and then turned to Jet, who was watching and listening intently. She may not be a shifter, but she certainly had an edge to her. However, purely from her size alone, it was unlikely she had killed Kane—unless she had an accomplice. “What about you?”

“I was here until closing, and then I went home, too. I live with three other girls. They were all asleep.” She huffed, clearly incredulous as she reached for a mug of coffee. “But look at the size of me. You think I could have killed Kane?”

“Unlikely, I agree, but I’m not ruling out your potential involvement.” She studied them, hoping they weren’t involved, because having someone in the shifter community that she could trust would help a lot. Paranormal communities were closed in general to outsiders, especially police, although Maggie had been in her job a long time, and knew that many of them trusted her to do the right thing. She played on that now. “I can see you’re all devasted. Your staff, too. Unfortunately, people are very good at lying. However, it’s also pretty clear there must be more than one person involved. To get from here to Cumbria would take hours, and on first impressions, the deaths were only hours apart. It’s possible, but unlikely.”

Domino frowned. “Kane’s family was killed this morning?”

“Early, yes. Just after eight, we estimate. Kane was around three.”

“That hadn’t escaped my attention,” Maverick said, finally sitting next to them. His knuckles were white as his hand gripped the mug. “A coordinated strike.”

“Exactly. Are you aware of anyone who had a problem with him, or his family?”

“No!” Domino was emphatic. “He was a good mate. Funny, loyal, and a good pack member. He mentored the younger shifters.”

“The family in general, then?” Maggie’s own anger boiled over. “They’re all bloody dead! Even the humans! Was there a possibility that they were involved in something underhand that had gone wrong?”

Arlo answered this time. “No. I’ve known him for years, and although, of course, you never know everything about anyone, I seriously doubt it.”

“Unless,” Jet suggested, casting an uneasy look to her friends, “he was being punished for something Riggs has done. Maybe it’s all a warning to him.”

“Interesting,” Maggie conceded. “But I have more bad news, I’m afraid. There have been other shifter deaths across the country, and as far as I’m aware, they aren’t related to Kane’s family.”

Maverick’s mug shattered from the strength of his grip, and ceramic shards and the remains of his coffee splattered across the sofa, rug, and table. Jet took a sharp intake of breath, but Arlo and Domino both froze in shock before quickly recovering. All looked at Maverick for guidance.

Maggie was pleased she had been the one to break the news, because every single one of them looked utterly blindsided. She’d put money on the fact they weren’t involved. Their response made her breathe a little easier.

Ignoring the hot coffee that was splashed across his skin and furnishings, Maverick leaned forward, eyes boring into Maggie’s. “How many?”

“Half a dozen, so far. I found out only within the last hour.”

“Where?”

“Packs all across the country. The Peak District, North Yorkshire, Lincolnshire, Scottish border, Wales. I don’t have details yet.”

Domino’s eyes narrowed. “How have you collated all that together so quickly?”

They didn’t know about the government’s Paranormal Division that kept tabs on all sorts of paranormal activity, and she wasn’t about to tell them about it, either. One of the team had informed her. Instead, she lied. “We paranormal policing units have connections. We’re more specialised than other divisions. We’d be stupid not to be.”

Maverick was already reaching for his phone. “I’ll start making calls. We need to respond. And call a security team meeting. We need a strategy.”

Arlo stood, ready to leave, but Maggie waved him to sit again. “The North London Pack. Where do they fit in here?”

“I have no idea. I haven’t called them yet.”

“You guys don’t get on.” It wasn’t a question. She knew they didn’t. “Isn’t it better, considering the circumstances, that you stick together?”

Maverick interrupted. “No. Not until we know more.”

“You distrust them that much?”

“Yes.”

“You think they would kill other shifters? Why?”

“Knowing them? Just for the sheer hell of it.”

Maggie studied all of them. “I don’t buy it, and deep down, neither do you. I know they run black market activities. Drugs, gambling, stolen occult objects that they fence. They wouldn’t bring attention to themselves this way, and you’re all fucking idiots if you think they’re behind this.”

“Has anyone died in their pack?” Domino asked, a challenge in her stare.

“No. Not yet. But the way this thing is heading, who knows what’s going to happen next.” 

Darkness had fallen while they talked, and the only light in the apartment came from the fire. The flames reflected in Maverick’s glittering eyes. “Will you be throwing the full weight of the police behind this investigation, Maggie? Or will it be the usual lowkey to non-existent response when it comes to paranormal matters?”

“If you’re suggesting that I don’t care, then you’re a bloody idiot. Why else have I spent hours here, rather than leaving this to you? I know you’re spoiling for a fight. Don’t pick one with me. Besides, there are human deaths too, unless those are irrelevant to you. My investigations are lowkey because you and your kind, like me and my team, don’t want the general public to be aware of this shitshow that exists below their day to day lives, or there’d be an uproar. Don’t mistake my discretion for not giving a shit.” She stood, ready to leave. She was over shifter egos and politics, and this investigation had barely begun. “We’ve had dealings before, so you know I’m better than that. I’ll leave you to your plans, but don’t any of you do anything stupid, because I’ll be watching. And I’ll be back.” 
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