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      Book Description:

      

      All it takes is one time…

      

      Prue Davis is desperate. Her boss has gone nuts trying to show everyone his ‘mangina’, her research has been confiscated and her only hope of salvaging her career is to return to Devils Point and find out why so many wild wolves are drawn to one small island. She thinks she’s prepared, but is anyone ever ready to find out their new lover is a werewolf?

      

      Mating Season is over, but Brody Fox is still going insane. He’s angry, resentful and probably dangerous. And he can’t stop dreaming about the brown-eyed girl he wants to bite. Now he’s ready to do or say anything to find the mate he lost. But if one more person calls him feral…
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      Brody stared out at the rocky beach from the inside of his tiny eight by eight cell unsure if he'd last another day in this hell hole. As far as holding cells went, this one wasn't so bad. The room was clean and he had a comfortable bed with plenty to eat.

      None of which did a damn bit of good when the wolf inside him stirred constantly. If this is what it felt like to live with multiple personalities then those afflicted had his heartfelt sympathy because this shit sucked, keeping him on edge day and night.

      The security detail assigned to watch over him kept calling him feral and he was sick and tired of hearing that too.

      Several of the pack assured him he'd only be held here until they were certain he wasn't a danger to anyone else. But he knew better. In the midst of his frenzy he'd bitten an innocent girl, the mate to one of the pack leaders as it turned out. She survived, but that situation did not bode well for him and he knew it.

      Not that he blamed them.

      He spent his whole life hating and hunting down shapeshifters without ever understanding anything about them. Shifters called the hunters fanatics, where Brody simply called them family.

      Now, forced to walk in their skin it was easy to see just how narrow-minded he had been. Is that the way it always went? Hindsight and all that bullshit.

      A growl formed deep in his throat. With the sun hidden behind the dark grey clouds, the outside seemed to match his inside as a storm continued to brew.

      In the midst of his confusion after being accidentally bitten, the scent of a mate had given him hope and lured him to Devil's Point Island.

      The disappearance of that scent had created a monster. One that refused to settle down no matter how hard he tried.

      According to the pack living here on the island, his frenzy should have ended with mating season. The one time of year when all wolves go a little crazy with the need to find and bond with a mate. Only it didn't.

      Weeks had passed and nothing changed. He still wanted to tear down the walls of his cell brick by brick and go on a hunt. Except he had no clue where to start.

      The beautiful brown-haired girl he'd found on the beach had disappeared just as she appeared—without a trace.

      After first scenting her in wolf form, he'd followed her scent for miles before finally coming upon her sitting on the beach in front of a campfire roasting marshmallows and laughing with her friends.

      Night had fallen and the golden glow of the burning logs cast an ethereal aura around her. Instead of shifting and approaching her, he'd been a dumb ass and chosen to sit on his haunches and watch her from afar.

      After traveling so long to catch her and not understanding the irresistible draw, he simply wanted to savor the moment.

      He couldn't see the color of her eyes and had no idea what her name was, but in the soft light with the cool breeze blowing through his fur, none of that mattered.

      Listening to her laugh with her scent wrapping around him calmed the chaos raging inside him. For the first time in weeks he'd felt a semblance of peace. Something even his human life never gave him.

      Of course he'd been an idiot and waited too long. By the time he was ready to talk to her she'd disappeared into her tent and he didn't want to scare her by stalking her in her sleep.

      Instead, he resigned himself to let them both get some rest before he approached her. He took cover in the tree line for the night and laid his body down in a soft spot of grass and fell asleep almost before his chin hit the ground.

      When he woke she was gone. Somehow he'd slept through her departure and no amount of searching the island and surrounding areas had turned up even a trace of her.

      He'd lost his mate.

      His human side still balked at the idea of a fated mate. His sister, Allison, had been led down that path not long ago and now seemed somewhat settled with her new mate Diego.

      She visited him everyday and he believed she might be happy if not for the worry lines that creased her forehead every time she saw him.

      Brody pulled his gaze back from the beach and dropped to the floor and began doing push ups. Since he couldn't run free, he was forced to do calisthenics to ease some of the energy constantly overloading his system.

      It didn't exactly work. But it made him almost civil so, he continued to do it everyday.

      Like every other day the number of reps flew by, sweat coated his body and his brain temporarily focused on the task at hand.

      He wasn't thinking about anything beyond the determination to keep going so the new scent from the open window slammed into him unexpectedly.

      Brody dropped and rolled, his hands ripping at the pants that confined his shift.

      It couldn't be.

      Before he registered what was happening claws tore at his zipper as he began to change and he barely got the denim off his legs before the bones popped and fur sprouted across his body.

      He jumped on the window and inhaled deep, sticking his snout through the bars. It was there. The unmistakable scent of the woman never far from his mind.

      No way.

      The wolf began clawing at the walls below the window despite the fact the concrete construction gave him absolutely no way out.

      He didn't care. All that mattered was getting to the woman he needed more than anything else. He scratched and scraped until his forearms ached and his claws were worn down to the quick.

      "Brody, what the hell are you doing?"

      The wolf jerked at the sound of his sister's voice behind him, giving his human half a chance to regain control. As quickly as he shifted to wolf, he changed back.

      "Holy shit." Allison jerked away from him and turned her back. "Give a girl some warning. I do not need to see your junk—Ever!"

      He looked down at his nudity and almost smiled. Any other time he would have teased her mercilessly about being so squeamish.

      Not today.

      Not when the answer to his prayers stood right in front of him.

      "Allison, you've got to get me out of here." He grabbed his pants and shoved his legs in them, barely taking the two seconds to fasten the zipper and button.

      "You know I can't do that." She sighed. "How many times are we going to go over this? It's not safe. "

      "For who?" he growled. "Me? You?"

      "The whole pack, Brody. This isn't just about you and me anymore. There's a lot more at stake."

      He rolled his eyes and groaned. "I can't believe how easily you accepted the whole pack mentality. What happened to bucking the system? Being an individual? Not being a sheep?"

      “Because we're not human anymore,” she hissed. “Wolves need the pack.”

      "So you've said."

      "I'm not the only one," she retorted. "Don't discount what Diego and his brothers have to say. They've dealt with ferals before."

      He cringed at the word. The fact even his sister called him that did not give him much of a chance. But he had to try.

      "Have they ever saved a feral? It would seem our captors don't say much about that."

      "We aren't captives."

      He looked around his small room. "Really? I know I can't go anywhere. Are you so sure you can? What if you wanted to leave the island?"

      "Don't be ridiculous. I chose this life. I chose Diego and I'm happier for it. Can't you understand that? We just need to stick together. All of us. The pack."

      He stepped forward and leaned against the plexiglass that separated them. "If that's true then how am I supposed to be getting better being isolated in here? It's impossible to acclimate in isolation."

      She shook her head. "I'm not letting you out. Not until Diego says it's safe."

      Brody banged his hand on the clear divider. "Don't be like this, Sis. I'm not trying to get free so I can go on some insane killing spree. Being locked up is the problem. I just want..." He stopped, unable to say the words even to his sister.

      "You want what?" Suspicion rose in her voice.

      He considered his next words carefully. He didn't like having to manipulate her, but he was desperate. No way in hell he'd lose the woman on the beach twice.

      "There's a woman. I can smell her."

      Allison crunched up her face. "Eww, seriously? I don't want to hear this."

      "Oh for fuck's sake. I am not talking about sex. She is far more important than that. It's the mate bond." He swallowed down the distaste of his lies. But he had to do something...

      "We connected during mating season before I understood what was happening. She was here on vacation, but by the time I realized the true nature of what she was to me she'd left the island."

      Allison's stance and features were softening as he spoke. The curse of someone in love is that they want everyone around them to be in love too. It made his sister easy prey.

      "I saw her on the beach this morning. She's returned and I think she's pregnant with my baby."

      Her hand flew to her mouth. "How can you be so sure?"

      He tapped his nose. "Heightened senses, baby. This thing tells me all kinds of stuff now."

      She nodded, obviously agreeing with him.

      "So you see? You have to help me get out of here so I can find her. I can't let my pregnant mate suffer."

      Suddenly the sound of clapping filled his small cell and Creed, one of the men keeping any eye on him, walked out of the shadows.

      "Wow. That was quite a performance. That's some serious balls you've got there to feed that bullshit to your sister though."

      Allison's face hardened and her eyes narrowed. "Is that what you were doing? Lying to me to get what you wanted?"

      When he didn't immediately answer she stomped her foot and exited the room without another word.

      "Thanks, bro," Brody muttered.

      Creed smiled back at him. "I don't think she was going to let you out anyway. Diego would have given her hell and probably tried to lock her up again."

      "What do you mean again?"

      He shrugged. "They didn't exactly meet under the best of circumstances. Before he figured out what to do with her he had to detain her somehow."

      Brody shook his head. "Let me guess. It didn't work."

      "Nope," Creed paused. "I heard she got herself free in less than ten minutes."

      "That's my sister. The escape artist."

      "Too bad you didn't get that trait. Maybe you wouldn't be making up strange stories to get loose."

      "It wasn't all lies,” Brody said. "I did sort of meet a woman during mating season."

      "And? Don't leave a brother hanging. Mating season is a kick ass time for us unattached wolves. For some it means finding the elusive true mate. As for the rest of us, we just want to screw every available woman who will have us. "

      Brody had to fight the urge to lash out at Creed. As much as he respected the man for his loyalty to the pack and the respect he gave him, he didn't like his mystery woman being lumped in with the conquests he and Sawyer bragged about.

      "It wasn't like that. There was—I don't know—something about her scent that made me feel different."

      "No shit. Are you serious?"

      Brody lifted his shoulders. "Like I said. No big deal."

      "Uh huh. Did her scent make you desperate to get close to her? Or did you feel unusually settled when you were around her?"

      Yes. It was exactly like that, but he didn't like the direction Creed was headed. He didn't want to talk about their mating crap anymore.

      "I wouldn't know. Before I could talk to her I got a text from Allison that she was on the island looking for me. I took cover and by the time I made it back to the beach, the woman was gone."

      The other man nodded. "I knew you were bullshitting Allison. She is going to kick your ass."

      "Probably. If I ever get out of here that is. Not a whole lot she can do with me in here and her out there." He was really fighting the need to snarl at Creed by this point. The scent of the woman on the beach was making the damned wolf insane, beating at his brain.

      "Was anything you said real? Or are you bullshitting me too? I've got a much better nose for lies than your newbie sister."

      "I caught her scent again." His words were clipped as the aggression in him rose.

      "And you need to get out there, don't you? The wolf is riding your ass to do something and do something quick."

      He nodded, gritting his teeth. "How do you know? You aren't mated. Not that I'm putting a lot of stock in that nonsense."

      Creed reached into his pocket and pulled out his keys. "That's a story for another day." He slid the metal into the cell lock and opened the door.

      "Don't make me regret this. If you pull something stupid I will put you down and then I'm going to be really pissed."

      Brody failed to see how his logic worked, but he didn't care. The only thing standing between him and freedom was this one shifter. And he was willing to tell him anything he wanted to hear if it meant he got what he wanted.

      "You won't regret it. Unless you keep toying with me. Then we'll both have regrets."
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      Prue Davis dug her toes into the sand and looked out over the rocky shoreline. A light breeze ruffled her long hair and the salty ocean scent calmed her nerves.

      It would be summer soon and she imagined the beach filled with families from all over the country. The Pacific Northwest was idyllic in the summer and it drew people from many states that were desperate to escape the oppressive summer heat.

      Not that she blamed them. As far as she was concerned this part of the country suited her perfectly. Her job in Montana had been the perfect position at the right time, but ever since spring break, this island and her research had been calling out to her.

      At least that's what she spent half her day convincing herself. It was easier to say that her return trip to Devil's Point Island was all about her life's work versus the cold hard truth.

      She'd lost her job and possibly ruined her chances at another. At least as a wildlife biologist. The bitterness that had been eating away at her for the last several weeks roared up and threatened to consume her once again.

      It was hard to not feel sorry for herself when her only crime had been being in the wrong place at the wrong time. She closed her eyes at the onslaught of memories. Once upon a time she was on the fast track for a spectacular career under the tutelage of renowned wildlife researcher and longtime professor John Mahoney.

      And then he went nuts.

      Not a little crazy. He couldn't be like the other nutty professors with their eccentric episodes that could be chalked up to stress. Nope. John took the full-blown psychotic crazy route with the aid of twelve-year scotch.

      Right after returning from spring break she attended one of the university fundraisers that was set to fund their Pacific Northwest wolf conservation and relocation program. To her shock, all it had taken was a cheating wife and a bottle of booze to obliterate her dreams.

      Of course John couldn't be garden variety when it came to his breakdown. Oh no...

      Instead of an alcohol bender and some sort of fight that might have landed him in jail for twenty-four hours to sleep it off like a normal person, he got drunk at the party. Then proceeded to take all his clothes off, stand on the bar and tuck his penis between his legs and launch into a long, slurred speech about the stupidity of researching wildlife when we don't even understand the humans and supernatural currently living among us.

      She shook her head. It had taken three big bodyguards to drag his ass down and off campus. Needless to say, he was not going to be teaching students or heading any more research projects anytime soon.

      And in her case—no professor, no assistant position. She was let go effective immediately and who in their right mind wanted to hire a biologist associated with a very public scandal?

      She stabbed her foot into the sand.

      Nobody, that's who. As evidenced by her deathly silent cell phone and university after university declining to interview her for so much as a janitorial position.

      Although it was her recent research that took the biggest hit. Her findings from her spring break trip were confiscated and her computers with all of her data seized by the university.

      Which was a round about but direct way of saying that's how she ended up here. The small island that after one night of camping on the beach had stuck in her brain.

      Rumors of the island having an unusually large pack of wolves had her suspicious and under the guise of a backpacking trip with friends, she'd come here to gather any evidence of said wolves and what might have drawn them to such a small territory of a mere two hundred and sixty acres.

      Then there was the lone wolf from this beach...

      She couldn't shake the memory of the wolf hovering in the tree line watching her. His behavior had struck her odd and she wanted to know more.

      Of course he might have been stalking the group for some sort of attack, but she doubted it. Its body language had not seemed primed for an attack.

      Prue wiped the hair out of her eyes. Maybe she was going crazy. Thinking that a wolf was watching her like she was something other than prey sounded pretty stupid even in her own mind.

      "Hi there."

      Prue twisted to the female voice behind her and found a pretty blonde coming up behind her.

      "Hello," she answered cautiously. She wasn't really up for idle chit chat with a stranger. This was supposed to be her "feel sorry for myself" whinefest and she was gearing up for a pretty big pity party later that evening.

      "I hear there's a storm brewing. You might want to head back to the mainland before the bridge washes out." The woman plopped down in the sand next to her. "I mean I wouldn't want you to get stranded here with nothing to do and nowhere to go. What with the lack of amenities for hu—uh—people."

      Prue shrugged, eying the woman warily. "I could always take shelter in the club by the bridge."

      The woman laughed. "I didn't take you for the stripper club kind of person."

      Prue looked down at her ragged, thread bare tank top and tattered jeans that had definitely seen better days, but made her ridiculously comfortable. "I guess you're right. I'm not exactly dressed the part, huh?"

      The woman snorted. "If you think the guys in there would care one iota how you are dressed you couldn't be more wrong. They won't be able to see past your boobs."

      Prue scrunched up her face at the image that put in her brain. Perverts in a dark club drooling over mostly naked women. Yuck.

      "Yeah, no thanks."

      The stranger laughed and stuck out her hand. "I'm Allison by the way. I live here on the island."

      Prue took her hand and was pleasantly surprised to find she had a firm, trustworthy handshake. Nothing was as bad as meeting a woman and shaking a limp hand. It gave her the creeps. "Prue Davis," she answered. "I don't live here obviously."

      "What brings you to our humble little island? Vacation?"

      She studied Allison for a moment and wondered how much to tell her. It seemed a little odd that she popped out of nowhere and was now grilling her for a life story.

      "Yeah. A little getaway. I was here several months ago on a backpacking trip and I guess the place stuck with me." She lifted her shoulders. "So I'm back."

      "You got a room at the motel? I noticed this morning we were full."

      The unease crawling up Prue's back thickened. She had no idea why this woman was being so nosy about her, but it made her uncomfortable.

      She stood and wiped the sand from her pants legs and butt. "No, I didn't really think that far ahead. So maybe you're right and I should leave."

      Allison's face dropped. "I'm sorry I didn't mean to offend you. We don't get as many travelers as you might think and it's a tiny island. You know, the kind of place where everyone knows everything about everybody. An unfamiliar face not here for the Diablo is especially rare."

      Some of the tension eased from Prue during Allison's small speech. Maybe she was being a little paranoid thanks to her recent scandal. "That's too bad. About the lack of visitors I mean. The view is amazing from here. A lot better than watching some poor girl trying to put herself through college by grasping onto a pole and gyrating her way through the night."

      Allison broke out in a fit of giggles so infectious they made Prue laugh too. Maybe she was overthinking this situation. Just because a stranger wanted to chat with her didn't mean there was some sinister reason.

      "So if there's no where to spend the night other than my tent, can you recommend somewhere on the island I could get some food? I'm suddenly starving."

      "Well," Allison hesitated. "You could go to the diner. Or you could go to the diner. It's all we've got."

      Prue smiled. "Okay you've convinced me. The diner it is." 

      A whistle sounded from the tree line and both women turned to look. To Prue's surprise there were three men standing among the trees watching them.

      Three tall and gorgeous men from what she could tell. They may have been dressed casual in jeans and T-shirts, but they could have been wearing anything and looked damned fine doing it.

      Two of them had dark hair and similar scowls stamped across their face, but it was the one in the middle who drew her attention. Sandy brown hair curled around his ears, highlighting the chiseled cheek bones in a square jaw that somehow exuded the kind of manly power that took her breath away and sent tingles of sensation trickling down her arms and legs.

      He was beautiful.

      "Busy place," Prue mumbled.

      Allison waved to the men and one of them pointed to his wrist as if indicating time.

      "Yours I take it?"

      The woman turned her attention back to Prue. "Yeah, I guess so."

      Her words were vague but the big smile on her face spoke volumes. She was in love with at least one of those men. Maybe more. These days you couldn't make assumptions.

      She bent down and scooped up her backpack and settled it on her back. "I think that's my cue to get going. It was nice meeting you, Allison. Maybe we'll run into each other again. I might be here a while."

      The young woman stilled and slowly turned to face her. "Oh yeah? Why is that?"

      "Because I'm here to study the wolves."
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      Brody could hardly hold himself back from the woman standing on the beach talking to his sister. The wolf inside him wanted to go to her and take what he needed despite any cost. Fortunately his human side still maintained control most of the time and he stayed rooted to the spot like a good little dog.

      "Your sister is a handful," Creed said.

      Both Diego and Brody growled at him. It didn't matter that he was pretty annoyed at Allison at the moment. Those thoughts and comments were reserved for him. Maybe Diego, since his sister had become his mate during the last mating season.

      Creed held up his hands. "What? I'm just saying what I know you both were thinking."

      Brody shook his head and turned back to the two women on the beach. "She's always been like that. Growing up she never listened. The best way to get her to do something is to tell her she can’t. It’s the ultimate motivation for her."

      "So who is this woman?" Diego asked.

      "Don't know. Last time I saw her I didn't get a chance to speak to her before she left. You and Allison were on my ass."

      Creed snorted. "I can't believe that you⁠—"

      Diego and Brody growled at the same time to shut him up, their focus entirely on the two women. He didn't know exactly what they were talking about other than a few snatches of words on the wind, but his sister had gone on alert. Her body language now screamed danger and it offended the wolf.

      Diego marched out of the trees, headed for his woman. He and Creed followed. Brody kept his eyes on his mystery woman the whole time.

      Something was wrong.

      He scented fear from both Allison and the other woman. Curious. He saw no threat in the vicinity or scented anything out of the ordinary.

      Diego reached them first and he pulled Allison against his side and wrapped his arm around her. He also pressed a quick kiss against her forehead and whispered in her ear. Allison nodded.

      All this Brody saw from his peripheral vision, as he had not taken his eyes from the woman who still stared at the sand.

      "Prue, this is my husband, Diego."

      Brody felt more than he saw Diego stiffen slightly at Allison's use of the human term. They weren't legally wed, only mated. To Diego's credit he recovered quickly and Brody doubted the woman named Prue even noticed.

      Prue.

      He rolled the name back and forth in his head, allowing it to filter through his senses. Unusual and uncommon. He liked that. Although he really didn't like the fact that Diego was still touching her. His eyes narrowed and an all too familiar red haze began filling his vision.

      As much as he wanted to deny what the pack kept warning him about, these bouts of inexplicable rage were not easy to control or push back.

      Allison must have sensed his agitation as she acted quickly by turning to him. "And this is my brother, Brody."

      Finally his mystery woman turned his way and their gazes met, making him forget for a moment that some other man had been too close to his woman.

      Instead a pure moment of sizzling energy rushed down his spine making him swallow the need to lift his head and howl.

      Up close he spotted the dark green flecks of her brown eyes and the small smattering of freckles across her button nose and the long inky lashes that fluttered against her skin every few seconds.

      His body grew taut as he drank her in. He couldn't have looked away from her if there was a bomb going off in his vicinity. That's how entranced he was by this woman.

      He stepped forward and took her hand. The energy already surging through him sparked and both their bodies jerked. Her eyes widened and her pulse sped up as he gently squeezed her hand and held onto it.

      Mine.

      The word repeated in his mind, making sure that he knew exactly what the wolf wanted and that he was going to get it whether he liked it or not.

      "Prue," he said. Not really asking a question just wanting to say her name again.

      "Yep." She gently pulled her hand from his and looked away from him. Turning to Allison she said, "I think I really should go now. I've got some work to do."

      The hair on Brody's nape rose at the change in Diego's demeanor. It was weird how his wolf senses came out often even while in human form. Sometimes it surprised him and others it turned out damned convenient.

      "What kind of work do you have here on the island?"

      Not liking the steel in Diego's tone, Brody inched closer to Prue and angled his body so he was slightly in front of her and in a position to protect her if need be.

      "I'm studying some plants here on the island. I think they might be affecting the wildlife in an unusual way."

      Brody squeezed his eyebrows together. He wasn't getting why Allison and Diego seemed so concerned about Prue. What did it matter if she was interested in some sort of silly plant?

      "How so?" Diego asked, taking the words out of Brody's mouth.

      "There have been a lot of reports lately about increased wolf sightings in this area. Enough that I got curious and came here back in the spring looking for something that might be the cause."

      "You study wolves?" Brody asked, unsure how that information was going to play out all things considered.

      She turned to him, nodding. "I'm a wildlife biologist so I actually study many animals, but in this case, yes. I want to study the wolf patterns in this area.

      "Unfortunately, this is private property." This time it was Creed who spoke up and his abrupt outburst did not sit well with Brody.

      A faint blush crawled up Prue's neck. "I thought it was open to tourists. I camped here a few months ago and gathered some data. I only need a little more to finish."

      Diego shook his head. "Probably not a good idea. If we've got an overpopulation of wolves, as you suggest, then you need to be careful. Plus there's a storm brewing."

      "It really would only take me a few minutes. If I can prove that the unusual plant life of the island is attracting the wild wolves then our scientists can use that research in their quest to repopulate certain species of wolves that have been dying out and place them in more appropriate areas." She was shuffling her feet and pulling at the edge of her shirt. Her display of nerves said more than the words. This was obviously important to her for more reasons than she mentioned.

      "Who do you work for?"

      Her face blanked for a minute and her eyes darted past the men standing in front of her. He had a feeling she was about to take off on them and he couldn't let that happen.

      Let her run.

      The wolf had different ideas. Apparently the thought of a chase was his idea of fun.

      "I don't work for anyone at the moment."

      Diego and Creed frowned. "You said our scientists. Who is our?"

      Diego had an incredible memory for detail. He retained things others didn't.

      "Well..." She looked at the ground. "Just a general figure of speech?" The fact her answer came out a question made it obvious to them all she was lying.

      "Nice try. Now tell us the truth." Diego demanded harshly.

      Brody growled and both Diego and Creed turned their attention to him.

      "What's wrong?" Creed asked him.

      Brody didn't answer right away. There were some things that weren't supposed to be discussed in front of humans. "Nothing."

      Creed narrowed his eyes and compressed his lips together, his obvious detection of the lie all over his face.

      "Don't do⁠—"

      "So who do you work for?" Diego asked Prue, cutting off Creed from whatever he'd been about to say.

      She sighed, a harsh breath expelling from her lungs. "Maybe I should talk to whoever owns the island. I can assure him that I can complete my research without being intrusive."

      "You've got him," Diego said. "Me and my family anyways."

      "Okaaay," She said, her eyes nice and wide. "I wasn't lying. It is true that I don't work for anyone at the moment. I recently lost my job. But that's a long story I'd rather not get into. However, I am hoping that with positive results to prove my hypothesis I might be able to secure a position at Wolf Haven. They're a wolf sanctuary a couple of hours from here."

      "I'm familiar. Although that doesn't really influence me in letting you roam our island and disturb the residents. We value our privacy here."

      Prue's eyes narrowed and Brody swore he saw a spark in her eye. Things were about to go seriously south.

      "Is that why you have a strip club? So no one will come here and check you out. That seems a little rich to encourage tourists to partake in your young girls, and then deny a scientist some simple research that has no bearing whatsoever on your ‘residents’ She held up her hands and made air quotes to emphasis her point and Brody had to bite his tongue to keep from laughing out loud.

      Diego on the other hand looked ready to blow. Allison must have sensed it too as she did what she always did best and calmed him by placing her hand on her arm. “What's the harm in allowing her to take some plant samples, Romeo?”

      Brody winced. Diego didn't always appreciate Allison's incessant need to call him by a nickname she gave him before they were mated.

      "Don't like strangers."

      "She's not." Brody stood straighter. "I met her last time she was on the island and I'll vouch for her if you need me to."

      Prue shifted behind him. "I don't⁠—"

      Brody reached behind him and grabbed her hip and squeezed. She squeaked but also stopped talking.

      "I thought you didn't know her?"

      He shrugged. "Well enough to know she's harmless. That's all that matters right?"

      Silence descended as Diego thought over what he said. Creed stayed silent. He'd already gone out on a limb by releasing him and didn't need to do more that could blow up in his face. Brody preferred to have this on his shoulders if something went wrong.

      He glanced back at the woman he'd searched high and low for and willed her to keep quiet. It must have worked because she didn't say another word.

      When Diego finally spoke, they were all wound as tight as could be. "She'll need an escort if she goes anywhere other than the public beaches or the club."

      "I'll do it," Brody blurted.

      Everyone spoke at once. Prue, Creed and Allison all had their own opinion on that idea.

      "Enough," Diego ordered.

      Brody bristled at his tone. He and his brothers might lead this pack, but that didn't mean Brody was ready to roll over and automatically obey. Wolf or not, that behavior was absolutely not in his DNA.

      "A word." Diego said, indicating with a tilt of his head that both Creed and Brody were to follow him. "Excuse us."
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      Allison stayed with Prue while he, Creed and Diego walked through the sand until they were out of earshot. Or at least human earshot. Allison would hear everything they said.

      "What the hell is going on here?" Diego asked.

      "I think he's got a nut for the woman."

      "I'm right here," Brody said, not appreciating Creed's assessment.

      "That true?" Diego asked.

      He shook his head. "I don't know. Maybe I just need to get laid." He maintained a straight face when he said it because he didn't want to go into the details of his torment all these months. That was none of their God damned business.

      "I don't like it. Having a human poking around the island sounds like a bad idea."

      "And what the hell is she talking about that a certain plant is drawing wolves here? What kind of craziness is that?" Creed interjected.

      "Sounds like nonsense," Brody agreed. "But what does it hurt to indulge her?"

      "That part about the plant isn't totally untrue." Diego's voice lowered.

      Creed looked as confused as Brody felt.

      Diego smiled. "We've been here a long time, things have happened. Many forgotten."

      "Don't talk cryptic bullshit and tell us what she's talking about." Creed sounded on edge.

      "Supposedly the origin of the name Devil's Point comes from a plant that used to grow here in abundance called Devil's Club. Now it's not as prevalent as we've learned to control it."

      Brody smirked. "What is this? The little island of horrors?"

      Diego ignored his sarcasm. "The berries that grow on them are rumored to have many useful properties to shapeshifters."

      "Like what?" Brody asked. He was beginning to not like the sound of this.

      "They were mostly used for medicinal purposes before modern medicine rendered them unnecessary."

      "And?"

      "And the berries are also filled with pheromones that act as an aphrodisiac to some shifters, particularly wolves."

      "How come I don't know anything about these berries? Where are they?" asked Creed.

      Diego shrugged. "Over the years as we populated the island, they began dying out. They are around here and there but not in a large enough quantity that you'd ever notice."

      "And you think that's what Prue found on her last visit here? One of those bushes and now she's looking for more?"

      Diego shrugged. "Sounds like it. Except we all know that has nothing to do with the reason there are so many wolves on this island. I'd sure like to know where she got data on that. If we have a leak or someone is keeping an eye on us, I need to know about it."

      Creed nodded. "Agreed."

      "Then let her stay so we can find out. What difference does it make if she finds any of these plants? If it doesn't mean anything? I'll stay with her and make sure she doesn't wander anywhere she shouldn't."

      "You really think you can handle that on your first day of freedom?" Diego asked.

      "I'm fine. I haven't felt the urge to bite anyone in quite some time." Except in his dreams that featured one brown eyed girl he now knew was named Prue. He always wanted to bite her.

      Creed turned to Diego. "Let him do it. He's ready."

      Diego stayed silent for several long seconds. "Fine. But you're responsible for both of them. If something goes wrong it's on your head."

      Creed smirked. "Got it, boss. My head on a chopping block. Wouldn't be the first time, right?"

      Diego grinned and clapped Creed on the back. "I guess not. You always seem to find trouble."

      As the two men joked with each other, Brody worked on calming the wolf inside him. It felt as if he was going to burst out of his skin at any moment and go after the woman.

      What was his deal? Why was this woman so important?

      He turned back to the two women waiting on the beach and began walking toward them. Each step making it harder for him to control the wolf. As much as he wanted to spend time with her, he hated not being in total control.

      "So?" Allison asked. "What's the verdict?"

      "You've been granted escorted access." Brody looked at Prue as he spoke. He was definitely ready for the rest of them to leave.

      "Told you Diego was a softie." Allison smiled.

      "I heard that." Diego yanked Allison against his front and banded his arms around her. "Does any of that feel soft to you?"

      She smiled and shook her head.

      "Ugh." Brody turned away from the implied meaning of Diego's words and grabbed Prue's hand. "How about we get out of here before watching this brute maul my sister in public makes me ill or lose my temper."

      Prue gave him a small smile and nodded. He grabbed her backpack from the ground and hefted it over his shoulder. "Good night, what do you have in this thing?"

      She giggled, a sweet soft sound that made his body tighten further. Not that he wasn't already half hard just from sight and scent alone.

      "My ancient laptop is ridiculously heavy I know. Want me to take it?"

      He didn't bother to respond but he must have made a funny face because she started to laugh again. He tugged her hand and began leading her away from the group. Creed had an odd look on his face and Brody wanted to get the hell out of there before any of them changed their minds about him.

      "Stay away from the residential areas," Diego ordered. "I don't need to get any phone calls today."

      Brody lifted his hand and saluted. "Yes, Sir." He tried to temper his sarcasm around any of the alphas but it wasn't easy. He had always balked at being told what to do. Taking orders definitely went against his nature. Something he didn't know how he'd reconcile while living with a pack.

      Creed watched Brody lead the human woman away. There was something about the way Brody suffered that rang a little too close to home. The anger always sitting just below the surface spoke to something different than simply turning feral. There was an underlying reason and he was pretty sure it had something to do with this woman.

      "You really think that was a good idea?"

      He turned to Diego. "I think it had to be done."

      "You know what's going to happen right?"

      "Yes. I'm well aware of the effect a newly turned wolf has on a human. But I think there's something else going on he doesn't understand yet and his wolf might be the only one he'll listen to."

      Diego shook his head. "We’re playing with fire on this one. Anything goes wrong and it's going to blow up in our face. Not to mention his little scientist might draw a lot of unwanted attention to our private island. We definitely don't need that."

      "Trust me," Creed said. "I don't think it's going to come to that. She's going to be sufficiently distracted from her fact finding mission."

      "What are you his pimp now? You think getting him laid is going to solve all his problems?"

      Creed looked at him, a gold glint of the wolf showing in his eyes.

      "It solved yours didn't it?
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      Prue tried to think about something else besides the big, strong hand wrapped around hers. His first touch had caused tingles to erupt across her body and she hadn't quite recovered.

      At the moment he was in front of her leading the way up the beach, which gave her a spectacular rear view of the handsome man. His broad shoulders flexed and moved under his shirt making her wonder what they would feel like under her fingers.

      More tingles erupted along her spine as her gaze traveled south to the tapered waist and tight butt that she watched mesmerized as he moved.

      What the hell was wrong with her? Yes, he was gorgeous. Yes, he appeared to have a perfect hot body. But, it’s not as if she hadn't seen that before. So why did she want to reach out and squeeze him?

      She shook her head, trying to clear it of her crazy thoughts as they entered the wooded trail that led back to the main road. When they reached the clearing he stopped and turned back to her, still gripping her hand.

      "So where to, Professor?" he asked.

      "I'm not a professor, just a researcher. I'm a long way from having my teaching credentials."

      He smiled down on her, looking wholly amused. He took a step closer to her and she held her breath. His hand came up and brushed some of her hair out of her eyes. "It doesn't matter if you're a bonafide professor or not, Professor. You've got the whole beautiful geeky thing going on that makes me think of you as a hot teacher. That's what counts."

      Prue blinked, startled by his brazen words. Beautiful geek? Half of her wanted to be affronted and the other nearly swooned.

      "Do you have a thing for teachers? Is that what this is about?" she asked.

      He laughed again. "I never thought so, but I think I just changed my mind. If they look as sexy as you do, then yeah I've got a thing for them."

      She shook her head. "Good thing I'm not a teacher then."

      As soon as she quit talking his fingertip touched her bottom lip. "It doesn't really matter when I've already got the perfect image of you in my head."

      A shiver worked down her spine at the gentle caress. The man touching her was a virtual stranger and she was oddly drawn to him. So much so that it would be easy to forget why she was here and the job she had to do. So much of her life had been focused on academia and then research that it left zero time for a social life.

      How long had it been since she'd had a date? She couldn't remember. But here with his eyes focused on her and his fingers stroking her face, it seemed suddenly important.

      "I'm not perfect," she whispered. "Far from it."

      "Not from where I'm standing." He gripped her bicep and tugged her close
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