
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Brutus’s Surprise

Arrowtown #7

By Lisa Oliver







 


Brutus’s Surprise (Arrowtown #7)

 


Copyright © Lisa Oliver 2022

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 


Cover Design by Lisa Oliver

Cover pictures and model picture, purchased
from Shutterstock

 


First Edition February 2022

 


All rights reserved under
the International and Pan-American Conventions. No part of this
book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical including photocopying, recording or by
any information storage or retrieval system, without permission in
writing from the author, Lisa Oliver. Yoursintuitively@gmail.com

 


No part of this book may be
scanned, uploaded or distributed via the internet or any other
means, electronic or print, without permission from Lisa
Oliver. Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this
copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement,
including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by
the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years
in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.
Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do
not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of
copyrighted material. Your support of the author’s rights and
livelihood is appreciated.

 


Brutus’s Surprise is a work of fiction.
Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of
the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and any
resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, events or
locales is entirely coincidental. All trademarks are owned by the
relevant companies and are used for reference purposes in this book
only.

 


Smashwords Edition

 








 Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Epilogue

About the Author

Other Books By Lisa/Lee
Oliver












Dedication

To all my lovely readers who are supporting
me in my decision to stop smoking fifty cigarettes today – it’s
been six weeks and I haven’t had a single puff so far, so thank
you.

To Holly and Pat for polishing my prose.
This book wasn’t easy (see comment above), but I’m getting back to
normal, thank you.

And then another huge thank you to my
readers again, because you’re all brilliant, and the reason I get
out of bed in the morning.

Therese of Lisieux said, “without love,
deeds, even the most brilliant, count as nothing…”

So, let’s do it all with love in 2022.







Chapter One






Oh, shit… Shit. Double shit. That was
too long of a jump even for a shifter. Heath glanced back. His dray
was gaining on his ass. Let’s see... Die in a failed glide or be
torn to death by sharp teeth and claws... Well, hell...

Heath gave a jump, flicking his tail as he
did. Soaring through the sky to the next tree, he caught hold of it
by his front claws and scrambled to the branch. “Fuck.” Well, it
was supposed to be fuck, but what came out was chittering. Okay, so
it was fuck in flying squirrel talk. Reaching a good takeoff point,
Heath took the time to glance back for a moment. Some of the dray
were on the other tree preparing for the jump, others were making a
mad dash for the ground to continue the chase.

“Oh shit.” Somehow swearing did not sound as
effective in squirrel… Heath shook his head. Then jumped and spread
his arms and legs again, floating over to the next tree. If there
was only some way to get his former den mates off his ass.

There was no point in preparing for the next
jump, Heath decided when he landed. He ran without stopping, then
took off soaring for the next tree. Heath knew he was in trouble.
He wasn’t the most athletic or the most powerful of the dray; there
were too many who were better physically than he was. If they
caught him, his fuzzy tail was going to be hanging from his alpha’s
handle bars.

Heath scooted to the top of the tree he was
on and glanced around. Smokestacks... Estimating the very top of
the tree just might hold him long enough to get a better look,
Heath started climbing up. The top started to sway, but he kept his
eyes focused on the smoke. A factory? It had to be an old
factory... The branches bent hard... Shit... or not. Heath had to
decide quick. A factory would have places to hide. Maybe... The top
of the tree cracked. He didn’t have time for maybe. Heath jumped
and glided for the next tree. And then the next, and the next,
desperate to get to that smoke.

/~/~/~/~/

Still huffing hard, Heath circled the strange
building. It was an old factory, and it would have passed as
abandoned except it had new windows and doors fitted, leaving no
easy way inside. He chittered in frustration as he went around
again.

Ah... at last, a door cracked open. Without
second-guessing himself, Heath skittered inside. Long hallways
greeted him, long white hallways with security cameras all over the
place. Damn it, a brown flying squirrel is going to show up like
a neon sign in this set up. Better find somewhere to nest. On
the bright side, a dray of flying squirrels would really show up
with nowhere to hide. Studying the position of the cameras, Heath
realized they had a major blind spot. After all, security tech was
his business. This just might work. It just might. He
grinned... well if flying squirrels could grin.

Heath clawed up the wall and jumped from each
lighting sconce to the other until he saw another door cracked
open. Figuring he had nothing to lose, Heath glided down to the
floor and sprinted through the door. His big eyes were suited to
the darkness and adjusted quickly. He was in an office. This
could work.

Hearing footsteps, Heath hid underneath the
desk, hoping no one would think to look for him, or spot him. Shiny
shoes entered, and the lights flicked on, blinding him. “Damn it,
Professor Jopper left the door open again. Hang on a minute while I
make sure everything is okay. It should be, he was the last one
out.”

Huddled back in the darkest shadow of the
desk, Heath didn’t breathe as the man walked toward him then around
the room. “Yeah, it’s good.” The lights flicked back off as the
door closed. Heath patted his chest, panting hard.

“Hey! Where the hell did those squirrels come
from.”

Heath heard feet running down the hallway the
way he’d come – the outside door must still be open.

“Who left the outside door open?” Someone
yelled. “Get those damn squirrels out of here.”

At least they got rid of the dray. And
here he was locked in the office, which was the safest he’d been in
hours. Climbing out Heath glanced around. There was a nice sized
Tibetan singing bowl sitting on a shelf. Hmm... And a scarf on the
back of a chair. Yeah, that would work. And it was high enough on
the shelf that no one would bother to look inside. But damn, I
need fingers for a moment. Straining his ears to make sure he
couldn’t hear anyone coming, Heath shifted.

A brown-eyed, naked twink stood in place of
the squirrel, his fawn-colored hair matching his squirrel’s fur.
Moving as quietly as he could, Heath pulled the bowl from the
shelf. Then taking the scarf, he arranged it in the bowl, replacing
it back on the shelf where it had been, after he was done. Shifting
back, Health climbed up the shelves, he curled up in the bowl,
pulling the scarf over him with his teeth and claws as much as he
could. He heard a door slam and more voices as he tried to
relax.

“That should stop those furry little
bastards. And I want to know who left the door open.”

“I’ll check the video.”

“You do that.”

Good. If they saw him at all, they would
assume he had been herded out with his dray... his former dray.

Footsteps passed the door. Giving a sigh,
Heath closed his eyes. He needed to get some sleep, and then he
needed to figure out how the hell to get back out of the building,
and away from the guards his alpha… former alpha would’ve set
outside. It was a damn shame that squirrel was a squirrel, because
Heath’s alpha would’ve made a very good wolf alpha or another
predator. Damn, what a shitty, all-around rotten, fucking
day. Sleep escaped him as Heath replayed the day, trying to
work out where his life suddenly upended. Hell, probably when I
woke up. I should have just stayed in bed.

/~/~/~/~/

Earlier that day.

“Heath?”

“Yeah?” Looking up from the computer, Heath
scowled at the enforcer standing in the doorway.

“The alpha wants to see you.”

“Can’t it wait? I think I solved the problem
with the strange loop that is causing Execucorp to...”

“No. Now.”

Fuck. Heath knew that tone. Yep. Now. Heaving
a sigh, he slammed the desk drawer shut and put the computer on
standby. “Okay, fine.” He shook his hair out of his eyes and stood.
As he walked outside the door, another enforcer was standing there.
One in front and one in back, they headed for the alpha’s house,
not his offices.

Damn. Two enforcers? The alpha’s house? This
wasn’t a routine visit then. What the fuck could he want?
Heath’s mind raced searching for answers. Unless the alpha wanted
to reward him for a job well done with the computers, it could only
be his little Wednesday excursions that could’ve got him in to
trouble. But who the fuck could have seen him sixty miles away? It
wasn’t as if any of them would hang out at a gay club. It had to be
something else.

The enforcers didn’t motion for him to sit
when they reached the living room, and no one else was in sight.
Oh, this was so not good. It had to be the club. It just had
to be. But how the fuck did he.... Fuck it. The how didn’t matter
if the alpha knew. Shit. Fuck. Oh, hell.

Heath tried to stay calm. If he was going to
be dead, so was the alpha’s security business. That gave him a
small bit of satisfaction. Anyone trying to access his computer
would set off a chain reaction, effectively destroying the business
system, and all the security programs for any of the businesses
that had his system installed. Any device with a link to his system
would be destroyed. The alpha and the dray would lose their major
source of income in five seconds after the first domino...
computer... went down. Unless they had the code, locked in Heath’s
head.

And they’re not getting that even if they do
kill me. Let’s see how the bastards manage if they have to actually
work for a living.

The second stepped out of the alpha’s den and
motioned them in. Mind blank, Heath followed the enforcer in. Shit.
The alpha wasn’t alone. Cara was there. A smirking Cara at that.
It must be about Wednesday. That was the only thing Heath
could think of – the only thing anyone could hang over his head.
And from her expression, she thought she had him right where she
wanted him.

Why the fuck didn’t she just find someone who
actually wanted her instead of badgering him for a mating that he
didn’t want. He knew she wasn’t in love with him, and she knew damn
well he wasn’t interested in her.

“Alpha, perhaps if I spoke to him?” Cara
smiled at Heath. Okay, so she showed her teeth at him, like a
cougar waiting to pounce.

The alpha didn’t even look at Heath. “Use the
side office.”

Nodding, she gestured for Heath to follow. He
may be a short little twink, but she barely made it to his chin.
Closing the door behind him, she didn’t give him a chance to say
anything before she whispered, “look, I’m pregnant. I need a mate,
and I need one fast before my father strokes out on me.”

“Who?”

“Who what?”

“Who’s the father? Maybe you should marry
him.”

“Oh, don’t start that.”

“Cara, I’m not interested in you.”

“I’m not interested in you either, Heath.”
She shook her head, and the russet hair covered her face for a
moment. Brushing it back, she said, “Look, just go along with this.
It gets you out of hot water with the alpha for not mating.”

“No.”

“Oh, don’t be such a stubborn ass.”

“No. I’m waiting for my true mate.”

“Stop with the bullshit, there’s no such
thing. If you don’t do this, I’ll...”

Heath glared. “You’ll what?”

“I’ll tell him what you have been doing on
Wednesday nights when you are supposed to be taking that class.”
Her smile turned sharkish.

Heath might have been small, but he wouldn’t
be bullied. “Who the fuck is the father of your baby, and won’t he
have something to say about this?”

“He’s married.”

“Married? Well, tell him to unmarry or at
least take care of his kit.”

“I can’t. He would lose too much. He’s very
powerful.”

Something clicked. Heath knew he sounded
incredulous. “You... The kid belongs to the alpha?” Who else could
it be? The puzzle pieces suddenly all came together. Cara was the
secretary of the dray. She and the alpha traveled together, often.
She was unmarried and until recently, had been happy to stay that
way. It all fit. The kit she was carrying belonged to the alpha.
“You can tell the alpha from me, I’m not taking his leftovers.”

The slap knocked him backward. “This was
supposed to be easy. It would have worked for all of us, you
moron.” Spinning on her high heels, she stormed back into the
alpha’s den.

Well, shit. Heath listened to her
shrieking next door. Cara was telling the alpha about his
Wednesdays. Okay… He wasn’t getting a second chance. Ripping his
clothes off, Heath ran for the window. Giving it a push, he shifted
at the same time and dove through it, landing in a tree. Running to
the end of the branch, he took another jump knowing that he didn’t
have too long before the dray was on his heels.

/~/~/~/~/

Back in the office, the sound of the door
opening woke Heath, followed by voices. “I found it lying on the
floor near the back door yesterday and put it in here. I thought I
saw you wearing it.” The male voice was deep.

“Thank you so much. My kids gave that to me
as a birthday present, and I don’t know what I would have done if I
lost it.” Female... huh. Wonder what they are talking
about?

“I thought I put it on the chair. Now, where
did I...”

Chair? Scarf. Oh shit, scarf! Heath
found himself tangled up in the scarf as he tried to scramble out
of it.

A high-pitched female scream sounded.
“Rat!”

Crapola... She saw him.

“I don’t believe it is a rat, I rather think
it is a Glaucomys Sabrinus.” The man adjusted his glasses.
“Ah yes, definitely a Glaucomys Sabrinus, not a Glaucomys
Volans. You see unlike the Volans, or the Southern Flying
Squirrel, this one has grey in his stomach fur, and he’s much
larger than...”

“Rat!” Yep. She only took that pause to get
more wind.

Kicking free, Heath jumped toward the still
open door, which caused a louder scream as she dove out of the way
of his glide. Hitting the door, he scrambled down it and fled out
the door just in time to run into a guard.

“Damn it, I thought we got them all last
night.”

Double fucks. And the door to the outside was
shut. Heath climbed the wall and jumped from wall sconce to wall
sconce until he reached the end of the hallway. Realizing that the
door was also shut, he started to turn when the door suddenly
opened, and another guard ran through it. Taking a chance, Heath
glided through the door and high-tailed it down the next
hallway.

Now, he didn’t have two guards chasing him;
he had the man, two guards, what had to be admin assistants, and a
couple of businessmen. “Get him before he gets in the lab!
Everything is going to be contaminated.”

Lab? What lab? Another door slid open,
and Heath slid sideways and scrambled through it. Shit. Humans or
squirrels... Either way, he was in deep shifter crap up to his...
Oh, shit. Net! Heath jumped and misjudged the distance to
the top of a dome vat. Landing in an open vat full of stinking
chemicals, he sank like a rock.

Struggling, he tried to swim to the top.
Heath just had to be a flying squirrel... if he was a regular
squirrel, he could have saved himself. Deciding his only chance was
to shift, Heath tried. Both he and his squirrel focused on it. No
dice. No human. What the hell is in this vat?

The net he was avoiding captured him,
dragging him to the surface. A face peered down at him and hissed,
“I don’t know how you got in here, shifter, but if they figure out
what you are, we’re all in trouble.” Then louder, he said, “I got
him. I’ll get rid of him. Someone test the vat.”

Shifter? Either the man was one or he knew
one and could pick out the signs. Heath tried to sniff but instead
sneezed because of the gunk in his nose. The man said, so only
Heath could hear him, “Just play dead.” Then, louder, he added,
“He’s dead. That was his last gasp. Drowned.”

“Just toss him outside.”

“What if someone comes across him? I mean,
it’s obvious something happened to him that wasn’t normal. Let me
get him away from here so they don’t connect this to us.”

“Good point. Go.”

The man grabbed a box and dumped Heath into
it. Unsure of what to do and terrified he would get caught by the
bad guys this time, Heath curled up, his tail over his feet. When
he heard the car door slam, he sneezed. The box didn’t open. “Stay
put until I get somewhere safe.”

After what seemed like forever to Heath, the
car stopped. “Now, out you go.” The door opened, and the box moved
as it was lifted and set on the ground. Heath peered out as the man
opened the box, feeling as miserable as he was sure he looked.
Scrambling out, he tried to shift again. Unable to, he chirped.

“Well, shift. “

This time the chirp was more insistent and
frustrated.

“Stuck?”

Heath nodded.

“Can’t help you with that. You are going to
have to be a squirrel until you can figure it out. I need to get
back to work. Just forget the lab, okay? It has nothing to do with
shifters, and it’s better they don’t know that shit inhibits
shifting.” Giving a sniff, he stared at Heath. “And it appears it
also hides you’re a shifter, so, be careful. You smell like a
squirrel, not a shifter.” And that was it. Heath watched as the man
just walked back to the car and drove off… leaving Heath… goodness
knows where.

Well, great. But at least it gets the dray
off my ass. They would be following the shifter scent not a
squirrel’s scent. Heath looked around. Trees. Trees. Trees.
Stuck as a squirrel with nowhere to hide. Climbing a tree,
Heath shook his fur and sneezed again, then sniffed. At least his
nose was starting to pick up scents again. Still, he knew it was
better to keep moving. Heath headed in the opposite direction the
car took. At least he didn’t have to find clothes. He would worry
about not shifting later. Every leap was taking him further from
the lab, and even further from his dray.







Chapter Two


Brutus sighed as he opened the back door to
the bakery. Rocky was standing there looking like a pathetic puppy
caught in the rain. “Please, Brutus? Mal is...”

“Probably right.” Brutus shook his head.
“You’re going to be the first fat wolf with diabetes.”

“I can’t help it,” Rocky whined. “I smell
sweets, and something just comes over me, and I...”

Brutus never thought he would hear Rocky say
he couldn’t help something, especially after he got voted in as
sheriff. And never in a million years did he imagine he’d see Rocky
looking that pathetic. There was no point in saying something. The
only person Rocky listened to at all was Mal, and the fact that he
was hiding his bakery addiction from Mal… Sighing again, Brutus
opened the case they kept the extras in, and pulled out the last of
the bear claws, bagging them, and handing them to his friend.

“Thank you so much!” Rocky grabbed one out of
the bag, almost stuffing the entire claw in his mouth.

“Rocky, eat slower. It will help,” Brutus
rumbled at him.

“I can’t help it.”

Brutus wasn’t sure how Rocky managed to say
that around a whole bear claw in his mouth. “Maybe Doc could figure
it out?”

“I... Oh shit. Mal!” Rocky took off at a run
down the alley.

“Brutus!” Mal rounded the corner. “Have you
seen Rocky? I thought I smelled him. Is he begging baked goods
again?”

“Um, I was telling him he needs to see Doc
about this.” Brutus was torn between confessing and covering. They
were both his friends.

“And feeding him?”

“Well...”

“Brutus, you’re too nice for your own good.”
Mal sniffed the air, then finding the scent, he ran after
Rocky.

Oh, dear. Brutus headed back inside
the bakery, thinking about what Mal had said. The young wolf was
probably right. Brutus had been told that often enough. Too nice
for his own good. It was why he had left his sleuth. Being too nice
didn’t work well for a California Grizzly. Not that anyone knew
exactly what they were. Brutus figured that they were the last
group of California Grizzlies left. The natural bears were all gone
and all that was left, were the shifters who hid their animal sides
from other shifters a lot of the time, and more particularly, hid
from people.

People often mistook someone of Brutus’s
shifted size for a Kodiak bear although Brutus could’ve told them
the coloring was wrong. He never bothered to correct them. Shifters
knew he didn’t smell like a Kodiak but many of them figured
Brutus’s slightly skewed scent was due to some unknown shifter in
his background. But nope, Brutus was pure bear, and too nice for
my own good, apparently.

Brutus finished the cleanup and made sure
everything was ready for the morning. Fergus was a good boss, and
he’d employed more staff as the bakery got busier. Brutus got a
sense of pride from the fact that he was one of the few staff who
was trusted to take care of lock up when Fergus was with Cam, so he
checked everything twice, while thinking of his evening at home to
come. A home filled with oodles of kids and mated pairs. That
wasn’t very grizzly of him either. Not that Brutus had ever had an
urge for kids. Being the favorite uncle worked for him. All the fun
and none of the responsibility.

Now, a mate? That was something else
entirely. Brutus wasn’t sure his breed even had mates. The members
of his sleuth had wild bear sex, and then everyone went back to
their own homes to raise any resulting cubs in a kind of joint
custody arrangement. There was a lonely part of Brutus who really
wanted a mate after seeing his friends so happy with theirs. The
other part of him wondered what in the hell would he do with one.
Finally, Brutus had decided to leave that shit up to the Fates...
Honestly, it really was up to the Fates. Brutus wasn’t
actively looking for a mate nor did he pine over not having one.
Yeah, definitely up to the Fates. He shrugged and went back
to stacking the trays that needed to be washed.

Life was good. Brutus loved his job. How many
people could say they got paid to do something they loved. Feeding
others was what he was good at. It showed love and caring. So,
Brutus put all his caring emotions into his cooking and baking.
After all, a grizzly was not supposed to be anything but gruff and
ferocious. Another reason Brutus had left. He just didn’t live up
to the ideals of the sleuth. He’d found his sleuth with Ra, Rocky,
Mal, Simon, their mates and their cubs. Those people were his pack,
and Brutus was forever thankful for the day he’d met his
friends.

“Brutus? I’m going now.” One of the new
hires, Kelvin, an armadillo shifter, stuck his head around the
door. “Jerry said he was running a bit late for cleanup and to set
up the baking for the night. He had to take his wife to Doc. They
are expecting another baby or two.”

Yep, Brutus had been expecting that
announcement. Jerry’s wife always craved his fruit cake when she
was pregnant, and she had been in five times so far over the past
week asking for fruit cake. Brutus had given up making individual
cakes and baked a whole tray just for her. And she’d finished off
that tray, which reminded him he needed to bake her another lot.
There would soon be more cute little possum shifters running
around. From the amount of cake Jerry’s wife was consuming, Brutus
would bet they were having triplets.

“That’s fine. I think I already knew that was
going to happen
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