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Description
She might think she’s captured the wolf, but in the end, he’ll
take her heart.

 

Brody is a soldier who misses the excitement of the military and its missions. He retired to work as clan beta in Kodiak Point. Talk about boring, until he's captured by the enemy.

Him, a prisoner?

Not for long. This wolf will do anything in order to get away—even if it involves seduction.

First step in plotting his escape: pretend interest in a woman.

But Layla isn’t just any woman. She’s
special.

Not human. Not shifter. He doesn’t know what she is other than
his
.

A prisoner for years, Layla isn’t sure what to make of the enemy who shares a cell with her. He promises her hope, but that would involve trust. Despite her doubts, she can’t help but be drawn to him. Unacceptable, which means she does her best to drive him nuts.

Working together, can they escape the clutches of the enemy?

And do they dare fall in love?

Prologue
Everyone dreaded the ‘I told you so’ moment. You knew which one she meant.
The event
—and, yes, she finger quoted as she said it. In retrospect it was quite easy to spot, as it was the catalyst that would forever alter the course of her life.

And it was totally my fault.

As Layla was dragged from her home, kicking and yelling, she couldn’t help but flashback to her father’s latest lecture—given just that morning. Before you jumped to the conclusion her father was a strict disciplinarian, she should note she fully deserved the boring speech considering he’d caught her, yet again, disobeying.

Act of defiance one hundred and sixty-one. He kept count.

“You must hide what you are, Layla. Hide it well because if anyone ever finds out, they’ll come for you.”

Blah. Blah. Blah. Nothing new here. She tuned out the rest of his speech, which went on for a while along that vein.

The gist of the rebuke was, “Don’t use your power. Ever.”

As in never.

Ever.

Which sucked.

Because really, how could she stifle it? Her skill, her super-special, top-secret ability was a part of who she was. It lived within her. Beckoned her. At times she could feel it as it pulsed just under her skin. Much like a treat, it tempted and cajoled her into tasting.
Just a nibble.
Or, in her case, a simple act. The barest thought and Poof! She could do incredible things.
Special
things.

The older she got, the harder she found it to restrain herself. And why should she?

I can’t help who I am. A bird flies. A dog barks. My dad lectures. Why can’t I just be me?

Once she hit those rebellious pre-teen years, she stopped fighting her innate power. She let it loose. Such a relief, and, once started, impossible to stop. She dabbled in the forbidden—and loved it.

Which in turn led to more experimenting.

If I can do this, then I wonder if I can do that.

She conducted more trials. Played. Delighted in her developing ability.

Her cockiness led to the ‘I told you so’ moment.

She thought herself alone in the hills when she let her senses fly. As she tickled the minds of the creatures around her, she not once sensed the eyes that watched or judged. Never suspected the gaze that assessed.

She never knew someone was there, but that was no excuse. Nor did her ignorance save her. She only wished her folly hadn’t cost her father’s life. How she would have given anything to hear him say, “I told you so,” one more time.

The masked kidnappers came for her in the darkest hour of night, dragging her from her bed despite her shrill cries for aid. “Papa. Papa. Help me.”

But her father couldn’t save her. He’d not even been able to save himself.

Layla did her best to escape, blasting forth with her untrained power, seeking help, but in the end, an unschooled girl, even with a small herd of spitting cats and cackling hens rampaging, was no match for grown men. In a cruel twist, the avian animals who came to her aid were shot down, plucked and roasted.

Even worse, while they smelled great roasting over an open fire, they tasted even better with salt and a dash of pepper.

With no regard to her wishes, she was taken captive and her new life began. A prisoner treated like a prized goose, she was sold to the highest bidder. More than a slave, not quite a servant, she was both treasure and tool.

Her first owner placed chains around her, real ones made of gold. Much like a songbird, he caged her and then lived to regret it, as did those who served him as. During her first incarceration, she taught more than one person to fear the chirp of a canary. They might seem small and cute, but a flock of them could cause serious damage.

It seemed she didn’t take well to having her freedom curtailed, but that didn’t stop her capture and sale to the next highest bidder. It didn’t take long after her new keeper locked her away before she embarked upon what she now fondly recalled as Escape #2. An escape of opportunity.

Given the lack of actual planning and her by-the-seat-of-her-pants execution, it was almost surprising how far she made it and for how long. While her first bout for freedom lasted less than twenty-four hours, she learned from her mistakes. Escape #2 netted her six months of glorious freedom.

Until, once again, her cockiness got her in trouble. An article in a newspaper led the hunter to her.

A gang of cats, yes cats, are engaging in thievery. Several surveillance cameras have shown the feline burglars absconding with the oddest items. Clothing, food, and, in the weirdest twist yet, a team of them made off with a comforter. Evolution of the cat? Behaviorists don’t know.

Unfortunately, her army of felines and their acts didn’t go unnoticed.
Oops.

So much for Escape #2. Off she went to her third owner, who didn’t believe in gold cages, but her next room, with its barred windows and door, wasn’t much of an improvement. Thus did she hatch, Escape #3, rise of the rats.

Chapter One
I don’t know how those cats find this comfortable.

Tree branches did not make the most pleasant of seats, especially if sat on for several hours.

Normally, Brody wouldn’t be found perched in a tree like a pea-brained bird. He preferred to keep his two feet—or four paws—on the ground. But he had a good reason for hiding in the treetop. As to how he got there, it had started hours before.

It started with him waking early. Brody never woke early. He was a sleep-in-late, hit-the-snooze-button-a-few-times kind of guy. But at the ungodly hour of nine a.m., he rolled out of bed. He was in the office by ten a.m., which caused his alpha, Reid, to question if he was all right.

No. No, I’m not.
Restlessness plagued him, an unease and sense that something was amiss.

At first, he blamed it on too much coffee. For some reason, shifters didn’t process caffeine as quickly as other drugs. An odd trait.

Three cups, strong enough to make him sprout hair without even trying, and Jan tossed him out of the office claiming if he didn’t stop pacing she was going to shoot him and use his fur to make a jacket. Knowing Jan, she meant every word.

He left and went on the prowl, sniffing every corner in Kodiak Point.
Just doing my job.
As clan Beta, it fell upon him to ensure things ran smoothly and to note potential issues that might affect the safety or well-being of the clan. If something cropped up, he could either take care of the issue or report the problem to Reid.
But not kill it.
He was living in the civilized world now.

Boring. So, so boring, but safe. No one was shooting at him. He ate regularly, got more sleep than needed. Could shower whenever.

Which totally sucked.

A man craved a bit of excitement in his life.

Whatever plagued his gut—which never steered him wrong and always knew when someone was hosting a barbecue—he didn’t sniff it out in town. So Brody roamed farther, leaving the civilized areas—a bit of a misnomer really given the wild shifters living in the homes—and took to the woods.

This time of the year, with so much daylight, life abounded, from the green leafy kind to the four-legged and furry. Insects thrived too, much to his irritation. He slapped at yet another mosquito determined to suck him dry. Mini vampire bastards.

Of all his abilities as a Lycan—another name for wolf shifters—the one he would have really appreciated was one to counteract the itchiness of insect bites. He’d be scratching up a storm later, which meant he’d have to put up with Boris needling him about getting a flea collar.

Stupid moose thought he was so funny. Funny was Brody spraying silly string at Boris’ antlers and hearing him bellow. A beautiful moment caught forever on video.

Scratching aside, Brody couldn’t complain about the other benefits of being a Lycan, such as quick healing, great health, a resistance to most diseases, and, of course, a kickass timber wolf he could swap into.

Hey, let’s not forget my awesome hair.
A shaggy mane, which he kept long on his head, possibly in a fuck-you gesture to his old sergeant who thought the only proper hair cut was a bald one.

Bzzz
. Another winged leech died. Ten more took its place.

Given the insect problem, Brody could have shed his skin and let his thicker pelt protect him, but he decided to hold off. For one thing, his wolf form emitted a much stronger, noticeable scent, and his second reason was instinct, which said he needed to exercise patience, not something his beast side was known for.

Wait? Why wait? Hate watching. We need to act.

Say hello to his impulsive wolf. His Lycan side did so hate inaction, and yet most of Brody’s missions involved patience. Observation and planning. Then, when the right moment arrived, pounce on opportunity—which in most cases meant kick some ass.

Those were times his wolf lived for. Thrived. In the past, most of Brody’s assignments involved violence—and that was when his wolf got to come out and play.

But this wasn’t wolf time.  And this wasn’t war. This was Kodiak Point, and for the moment, it was watch and wait time.

No biting?

No biting.

A grown wolf shouldn’t use puppy eyes on its human host. Good thing Brody was immune. He stayed two-legged and decided to find himself a hiding spot in the woods. His options?

Tree. Other tree. Bush. Smaller bush. Big tree.

No surprise, he went with the big tree in order to properly mask his presence. He needed something far from the ground, the higher, the better. Since most of the attacks involved shifters, many of whom possessed a keen nose, it was best to take every precaution.

Including one that reeked. Literally.

Time to spritz himself with his lovely cologne, eau de stinky squirrel. Gag.

It was one thing to chase a frisky, furry-tailed creature, another to smell of one. To compound the insult, much like one of those chattering little rodents, he had to climb a tree. Piece of cake—and he knew just the kind. Rum-soaked chocolate cake with whipped cream between the layers and crushed cherries. Drool. Aunt Betty-Sue—who wasn’t his aunt but insisted with a wag of her spoon that he call her that—made him one every year for his birthday.
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