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A small body and a mighty soul send Misty into the arms of the man she rescued before she had seen him.

 

 

Misty is a hunter for the shifter Council who uses her small body to get into the cracks and crevices of prisons and habitats. She can go where others can’t and save those who had no other chance at freedom.

After her time with the Council, she is free to pursue a life of her own, and she heads to the Crossroads without hesitation. It takes three weeks before her mate arrives, and just as she is losing hope, she is asked to take him on a tour. It isn’t love at first sight because he has seen her before.

Samuel was captured and held in a collector’s habitat when a tiny creature landed on him and rode him to freedom. When that sugar glider turned into a stunning woman, he knew he was looking at his mate, but he was trapped in his feline form. Seeking her out became his goal and finding her was his great reward.
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Chapter One
 

 

The collector was coming. It was now or never to get into position for the escape.

Misty looked at the shifters beneath her and hoped that her resemblance to a rodent didn’t shift their urges from escape to attack.

She was thirty metres in the air, tucked in the corner of an I-beam, waiting for the collector to complete his evening taunting of his acquisitions. Focusing on the cold of the metal, she let herself go dormant and her body stiffened. It would make her drop harder to manage, but she would not show up on his sweep.

Time slowed around her, and she locked up a moment before the magic swept over her body. Misty kept her mind calm and her body in torpor until the waves of energy passed and the elf down below had moved on.

She remained in position while the shifters below settled down for the night. The small, smug spot in her mind woke up and sneered when the elf returned and scanned the ceiling once again. Misty played dead, and when he was gone, she dropped silently through the air, making a slow corkscrew down into the cougar habitat to land on the back of the largest male in the pen.

She gripped his ears and pulled him toward the fence. His inwardly spiked collar didn’t shift as she tried to keep her balance. When he carried her past all the other curious noses with a few growls and swipes, she sighed and made the jump out of the habitat and back into her naked human form. She looked around, got to the keypad and opened the doors.

The habitats opened and the shifters walked free. After the first few rescues, it had been found that the blade collars were best left in position until a healer could be found to remove it.

She looked down at the beasts that were gathering around her. She asked the cougar, “Do you mind if I hitch a ride? We want to head out and keep left. The rest of the attack forces are on their way in now.”

He nodded and lowered his head.

Misty sighed and pushed the door open then quickly moved to straddle the cougar so climbing on him was easy. When she was in place, she tugged on his ears and the beasts started to run.

They kept left, and the sounds of shouts and confusion were coming from the main house. The shifters kept together and kept moving toward the guarded healers against the outer wall.

Misty hopped off her ride as he was released from the collar, and she asked him the question she needed an answer to. “Is there anyone inside the main house?”

He nodded slightly.

She cursed, grabbed a blade from the nearest guard and ran for the main house and the shouts of battle that were coming from within.

This was not her first rescue. She sprinted up the stairs and looked at the melee from a high vantage point. The chained cats were in a corner with one of their number lying, bleeding, on the floor. Another elf was closing in on them, and they growled and cowered away from the blades he carried.

Misty cursed, climbed to the railing and launched herself through the air, growing the gliding flap between her arms and legs in just enough time to slow her fall onto the back of the elf, blade first.

He groaned and fell, clawing at his back.

Misty released the chains and lifted the wounded leopard in her arms, carrying her out and to the healers with the others following in a close cluster.

Misty brought in the group, and the healers gathered around the panting and bloody leopard.

She wiped at the blood on her body, absently watching the attempts to save the life while those who were trapped waited patiently for their turn. Their lives were not at stake.

Sighing, Misty went to the wall where some of the newly human shifters were sitting.

“Can you breathe? Are you injured?” She asked the standard questions.

The man who had been her riding cougar smiled slightly, his face was grubby but it was the scarlet collar marks holding her attention. “Not injured. Better. Thank you.”

“You are welcome. This was the second biggest collection they have found to date. There will be therapy and recovery options given to you.” She nodded and smiled helpfully.

“You do this for a living?” He seemed appalled.

She held out her hand and wobbled it. “My family owes the Council, so we offer the services of one of our family at any given time. This is my rotation.”

He chuckled and leaned back. His eyes closed and he fell into the evenness of sleep.

She crept away and spoke with some of the hunters who were emerging from the house with elves in bindings.

“I am going to head back to base. Do you need anything else?”

The elf was staring at her with a dark look. His gaze almost scraped her as it went from toe to her bloody torso and up to her wild mass of tawny and black hair. “What are you?”

She shrugged. “Nothing that you need to concern yourself with.”

Misty Cliff stepped back and pressed the embedded crystal in her hand, transporting her back to the base where she could get a shower and some pants.

 

Roland, her guild master, asked her, “How did it go?”

“Same as usual. No one ever looks up. He did sense me on the first pass, so I think I need a stronger concealment charm, but the torpor mode kept him from thinking I was anything more than a dead rat.”

“You think you can use that technique again?”

“It has worked well so far. I will keep doing it until folks stop falling for it.” Misty was dressed again in a lovely floral sundress that floated around her when she walked.

“When is your rotation over?”

She looked at her watch. “Two hours ago. Jenner is your next Cliff to work with. He’s pretty good, but he tends to focus on the pretty things. You will have to remind him to stay on mission.”

Roland grumped, “I don’t see why we can’t keep you.”

She smiled beatifically at him. “Because I have an appointment at the Crossroads. I leave tomorrow and will be back when I am back. My mom said that sugar gliders are hard to match.”

“Then why are you going to the Crossroads?”

She snorted. “Because sugar gliders are hard to match. I have been looking for a mate out here, but I tend to hop into an area and hop out again. This isn’t a solid means for finding a guy or at least having a second date. I am ready to try something else.”

“Would you go out with me?” Roland tried to look casual.

She smiled and shook her head. “I have thought about it, but you are married to the job for now and I am ready to find a mate and settle down. I have a hefty nest egg to start a life with a lucky fella, but now, I need to find him.”

He frowned. “You really think I work too much?”

“How many days out of the last ten have you been at work?”

“Uh, ten.”

“Then there is your answer. I was jumping into a pit full of teeth and claws and I still took a day off to get my nails done.”

Roland nodded. “I can see your point. Well, good luck on your mate hunt. I am sure he won’t know what hit him.”

Misty got to her feet, gave him a short salute and walked out of the boardroom with a sassy swing to her step. Tomorrow, she would be at the Crossroads and she could finally find the man who was meant for her and her alone.

Was that too much to hope for?

 

Chapter Two
 

 

“Misty, what the hell are you doing?” Spike’s tone was amused.

Cross-eyed, Misty looked at her friend. “I am balancing a peanut on my nose. I thought that since I was stuck here, I could go home with a new skill.”

Spike wiped the counter of the bar and chuckled. “You should at least shoot for Brazil nut or higher. Make it impressive.”

Misty sighed and removed the peanut from the tip of her nose. “No one ever said that waiting for a mate would be so
boring.
It is also depressing. I get the feeling that everyone is getting together at the transporter offices and falling in love before I even get a crack at them.”

“This is just a slow time. Relax. There will be more men here for you to flirt with in a few days. In the meantime, we are going to get together for a lawn bowling tournament. You are welcome to play for my team. It is girls versus boys.” Spike grinned. “We are going to wipe the floor with them.”

“Or the lawn. Sure, I am in.”

Two hours later, they were in the midst of a pitched battle when Tony and Teal were called away from the party to open the portal.

Misty lined up her shot. “I wonder who has the bad taste to arrive during this moment.”

She rolled the ball smoothly to her target, knocking the offending balls of the other team aside. Smiling brightly, she dusted her hands off and stepped aside.

Chuck and the other men eyed the field with irritation. There was no move they could make that would not leave the girls in control of this round. She was firmly between them and an easy victory.

Albert lined up his shot, and a moment before he released it, there was a shout from the Meditation Centre. All heads turned toward the centre where Teal was sprinting toward them.

She skidded to a halt on the green and bent over. “We have a huge backlog on the way in. I need guides to take folks around and show them the ropes. I am afraid that the game is called on account of duty.”

Misty sighed. “Should I go back to the Open Heart?”

Teal grabbed her arm with wide eyes. “No, if you could do the guide thing, I would appreciate it.”

Teebie nodded. “I will open the Open Heart to full capacity. We can get eighteen of them in there if necessary.”

Teal smiled as everyone was at attention and ready to step into action. “Thanks and I am sorry that this messed up our game.”

Teal, Ivy, Spike and Misty all headed to the Meditation Centre. It was aptly named; Misty had meditated there once a day, every day for the last week. It was incredibly soothing when she lost all hope of finding a mate.

The first arrival was waiting with Tony. She was handed off to Ivy and then it was time to wait for the next one.

Spike took the man who came through once he had finished his paperwork. He smiled at Misty and she perked up. This might not be such a boring week after all.

“Misty, you are up. The next one is coming in five minutes. They are close together today. I wish I knew what was going on; it is like the transporters can’t even find the portal.” Teal rubbed the back of her neck. “Today is going to be a rough one.”

“Does this happen a lot?”

Tony looked up from the pile of paperwork that was actually growing while Misty watched. She rubbed her eyes and looked again. Yes, files were appearing under the stack that he was working on. Weird.

“No, this doesn’t happen a lot. It has been a little more frequent of late, though. Dira is going to have to get with the transporters and make new pathways or something. This is getting ridiculous.”
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