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        Looking for help in recovering a fugitive? The Lone Wolf Agency can help you. We specialize in huffing and puffing criminals back where they belong, behind bars.

        

      What happens when a predator falls for his prey?

      Bounty hunting is the perfect job for a maverick wolf—flexible hours, decent pay, the thrill of the chase. But Everett never counted on a doe stopping him in his furry tracks.

      Dawn was a prisoner of Mastermind and ended up experimented on, against her wishes. On the run from Furry United Coalition agents, she ends up in the arms—and bed—of a lupine bounty hunter. Instinct tells her to run when she gets a chance because everyone knows not to trust the big, bad wolf, but her heart begs her to stay.

      When the result of genetics gone wrong rears its mutated head and threatens both of their lives, will they manage to survive and discover if a wolf deserves a happily ever after?

      
        
          
            [image: F.U.C]
          
        

      

      For more books, see EveLanglais.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’re firing me?” Damn. There went his plans to buy a bigger television.

      “I’m sorry, Everett, but you’ve left us no choice. As of this moment, you are no longer a recognized agent of this bureau, and you need to relinquish your FUC badge.”

      No, not his badge! That shiny emblem was the ultimate panty dropper. “But I solved the case!” Shouldn’t he be receiving a medal instead of the shaft? As usual, he unraveled the clues, caught his animal and, once he hit his favorite hotspot, would get the girl—for one night of naked, sweaty fun. Awooo!

      “Solved it, yes, while putting dozens at risk of serious injury. You also destroyed public property and almost caused a media relations nightmare by allowing a human to spot you shifting. Not to mention, you displayed a gross disregard for the orders you were given asking you to stand down and wait for backup.” His boss held up fingers as she ticked off the problems with his methods. She held up quite a few.

      “Waiting would have meant them getting away.” And if there was something Everett hated, it was watching criminals slip through his paws. I also love the chase, the more mayhem the merrier. But he didn’t think mentioning that would help his case.

      “Better we catch them later than suffer the consequences of your maverick actions.” Kloe, head of the FUC department in this city, shut his folder and leaned back in her chair with a heavy sigh. “I don’t disagree this decision sucks. Just so you know, I tried to get the council to place you on administrative leave. You’re a good agent. A bit rash and perhaps less than delicate in your dealings, but you get results. Unfortunately, given your history,”—she eyed his thick file with a pointed stare—“they felt it best for the shifter community at large that you no longer be involved as an active agent of the FUC office.”

      “This is bullshit.” Also, possibly fallout from the girl he’d recently dumped whose daddy held a lofty position high up in the ASS chain. Not one of his brightest decisions. His da always did say, “Don’t poach where you shit.” Of course, his father meant it literally, but the analogy still fit.

      “I am sorry, Everett. With your skills, though, you should have no problem picking up some work as a security guard or something.”

      “A security guard!” His voice hit a high pitch of incredulity that made him pop a few whiskers in agitation. “You’re talking to a former Marine.”

      “Key word being former. As I recall, you got discharged for being unable to obey orders.”

      “I did survival skills training at Quantico.”

      “Before they kicked you out for not listening to the instructors. Are you starting to see a pattern?”

      Yeah. He did. He needed to stop working with people who thought the law and criminals should abide by a strict set of rules. How many thugs would have slipped away had he followed protocols to the T? How many more victims would there be today if he stood around waiting, while some soft-bellied idiot in a suit twiddled his thumbs in an office waiting for the paperwork to come through? That’s not how I work. Which in turn led to him being out of a job. Again.

      Grumbling, he slid his FUC badge across the scarred desktop. He’d miss the symbol, not just because of the paycheck and benefits, but because he’d truly enjoyed working for FUC. The Furry United Coalition made him feel he was doing something to help his fellow shifters. It gave him a sense of purpose.

      Where else would he find a job that would pay him to let loose the hunter inside him?

      The slaps of commiseration from his fellow agents did nothing to dispel his gloom and neither did the several drafts of beer he downed at a local bar. He didn’t drink for long, not at five bucks a glass. Grabbing a case of beer, he headed for home where he could marinate in the injustice of his dismissal.

      Fired! He still had a hard time wrapping his head around it. After all he’d done and achieved. How could they toss him out like that? Sure, he could have perhaps tempered his actions and not engaged the weasel until he’d cleared the propane station. Just like he could have taken a look around before shifting. In his defense, the homeless man in his cardboard box of a home who’d seen him morph wasn’t the most reliable of eye-witness accounts. But no one listened. FUC screwed him over, without lube and without a care.

      Unemployed with no skills other than that of a cop and ex soldier, what could he do? His severance package would only last so long. The idea of returning to a mundane job lacking the excitement and thrill of detective work didn’t appeal. And it wasn’t as if he could use his FUC credentials to get himself hired by the human authorities. Besides, did he really want to work under some pencil pushing human?

      Flipping on his television, he sulked in his La-Z-Boy chair, channel surfing until he came across an action show involving some dude with a mullet wearing sunglasses chasing someone down a dirty alley. It took him a few minutes to realize he wasn’t watching fiction but a reality show called Dog, The Bounty Hunter.

      Does this guy actually get paid to chase and take into custody bail jumpers? He straightened in his seat, his interest piqued. When the show ended, Everett hopped on to his laptop and did some Google searching. Not only were bounty hunters—who also went by the lofty title of fugitive recovery agents—paid to go after bad guys who tried to evade punishment, they did so without many of the restrictions he’d faced in an office environment. The icing on the cake, though? Dog got to wear cool freaking clothes and keep his hair as long as he liked.

      I could do that job. Of course, he didn’t have an awesome mullet like that Dog fellow, but he did have a wicked pair of sideburns to rival that movie fellow, Wolverine. He also looked great in a pair of leather pants—not the real thing because he didn’t believe in using animal products as clothing unless he’d hunted and skinned it himself.

      Goodbye and good riddance to FUC. Hello, Lone Wolf Agency. Huffing and puffing criminals back where they belonged, behind bars.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Years later…

      

      With a mighty leap, Everett cleared the hood of the car in hot pursuit of his target. The bail jumper might have youth and agility on his side, but Everett was a pro, and a champion jumper. Those agility training classes, where he’d played the part of dog, had really paid off when it came to honing his skills. It was getting his shots at the vet so he could sign up for classes that sucked. No one, not even a paid doc for animals, should ever put fingers, gloved or not, in the places this one dared. She was lucky she didn’t lose her digits for the affront. As for the friend who played the part of his owner? After Tom finished trying to kill himself via laughter, he almost died until he swore he’d never reveal the indignity.

      So it was with confidence and grace, Everett’s wolf, wearing a collar and tags to promote his guise of trained service dog, tangled himself in the legs of the fleeing criminal and tripped him. The runner hit the ground and Everett pounced on his chest. A low growl and bared teeth sufficed to keep the male from moving as he blubbered, “Nice doggy. Don’t eat me.” As if he’d ruin his palate on scum.

      Tom, his handler, arrived panting, partially hunched over, a hand on his hip to brace himself. “Everett, I swear to God, I am going to kill you one day, if you don’t manage to kill me first.” No, the extra large fries Tom kept ordering for lunch would. As his best friend, Everett was just doing his part to keep Tom in shape.

      He lolled his tongue and winked, since talking in front of the human would probably get him in trouble.

      Tom grimaced. “Don’t you give me that face. I am too old for this.”

      “Yeah, and if you know what’s good for you, gramps, you’ll let me go,” the thug lying underneath Everett threatened.

      A lifted lip and a rumbling snarl shut him up. Everett trotted off to the side as Tom zip tied their bounty’s hands together and marched him back to their SUV.

      Another successful hunt by the LWA, short for the Lone Wolf Agency. They didn’t have their own television show yet, but all the cop shops knew, if someone slipped their bail, who to call for help. Awooo!

      After they’d gotten their perp booked and the paperwork filled out to receive their check, they headed back to their office, also known as his garage. Downtown space came at a monthly premium and, given they spent as little time as possible in an office, proved neither worth it nor necessary. So long as they had a filing cabinet and a computer, they could call anywhere their office, even his cluttered garage. If it was good enough for the IRS, then it was good enough for LWA. Not to mention a short commute in the morning.

      Only once the metal roll down door had hummed shut did Everett morph from his wolf into himself. As he grabbed his pants from the pile he’d left behind, Tom continued to grumble.

      “Why must they always run? Would it be so hard for them to just stand still and hold out their hands?”

      “But then how would we get our exercise?”

      A dirty look from his partner made Everett chuckle.

      Tom continued to complain. “I’m a sloth. Our idea of exercise involves climbing a tree to find a good branch to nap on.”

      “You’re no fun.”

      “And you’re insane.”

      “It’s why we work well together,” Everett replied with a toothy grin.

      Tom shook his head. “Why me?”

      Why indeed? Unlike Everett, Tom played well with others. He went to work on time. Did his job and never rocked any boats, yet when Everett had called his old friend and told him he was contemplating starting his own business as a bounty hunter, Tom quit his job as an accountant and declared himself his sidekick.

      It had worked out better than expected. Given Everett’s wolf side was best for tracking fugitives, they came up with a clever plan. When they caught a suspect’s scent or ferretted out a location, Everett shifted into his wolf either in the garage or, if in the field, behind the dark-tinted glass of their company truck. He acted as Tom’s canine helper, albeit a really big one. Tom got perverse pleasure out of introducing him as his oversized, king-sized German shepherd. Those who knew their breeds questioned the designation, but for the most part, humans accepted the explanation, and no one made a big deal, so long as Everett didn’t maul—too badly—the suspects he took down.

      “So how much was this guy worth?”

      Not anything close enough to get himself the brand new dream truck—fully loaded with GPS, a kick ass sound system and heated seats—he was eyeing over at the dealership, but it would pay his utility bills and mortgage for the month. Bounty hunting, while fun, was hard work. Yes, it could pay, but how much really depended on the skipper. It definitely wasn’t a steady paycheck. Not all criminals chose to run out before their court dates, but still, Everett loved the adrenaline rush that came with the job.

      Speaking of which, the fax machine hummed. Excellent. It looked like a new assignment was coming down the wire. The paper was still warm when Everett snagged the bulletin as it spat out of his printer. His brows lifted as he noted the header then lifted higher when he read the content of the fax.

      “Dude, check this out.” He handed the sheet to Tom.

      Not given to extreme emotional outbursts, even the stoic Tom whistled. “I’ll be damned. They must be desperate if they’re asking you for help.”

      The who in question was his old FUC employer.

      

      To the attention of Everett Johnson, Fugitive Recovery Agent of the Lone Wolf Agency

      As you may be aware, there was an incident a while back with a certain rodent involved in experimentation. While the wily mammal in question was dealt with, some of its involuntary companions escaped custody. While a large number have been apprehended or accounted for, it has come to our attention that a certain violent predator has been spotted in your area. Despite your lack of agent status, we would like to hire your services in tracking and eliminating the creature currently terrorizing the campers at your nearby national park. You will of course be suitably rewarded.

      The possibility exists that more than one suspected animal is in the park. Use extreme caution. The subjects are considered armed and extremely dangerous.

      Sincerely,

      FUC Management

      

      “Hot damn. They must really be overworked if they’re asking you for help,” Tom said after he finished reading aloud the missive, his tone rife with disbelief.

      “They’ve got a lot of nerve, that’s for sure.” Bitter? Him? Darned straight he was. Getting fired, while a good thing in the end for his paycheck, still rankled.

      “You going to give them a hand? Or tell them to shove it where the sun don’t shine?”

      “And pass up a chance not only for money but a great big middle finger on their mistake in letting me go? Hell no. I’ll capture their escaped woodland creature. I mean, did you see the list of suspects? A deer, a cat, a gecko, and an ostrich, just to name a few. Piece of freaking bacon. I’m a wolf. We serve these animals as appetizers at family get-togethers.”

      Funny how fate had a way of making a wolf eat his words.

      Less than a week after getting the fax, Everett wished he’d not acted so cocky and that he’d gotten more information. Reading that the animals he was chasing were a little different due to some experimentation did not prepare a man to meet the monstrous thing face to face.

      A gecko should not tower eight feet tall with six-inch fangs or possess claws sharp enough to slice and dice his carcass into hairy julienne fries. As if to add insult to injury, no one had mentioned the bloodlust this creature suffered from, a slavering madness not usually seen outside of horror movies.

      I should have brought a gun. But, oh no, he preferred the paws-on approach.

      Scuttling through the low underbrush, Everett’s wolf form blended well with the shadows, but it didn’t prevent the mutant gecko from tracking him with ease, knocking aside branches and saplings as if they were mere matchsticks in its path.

      Goddamn. What kind of steroids was this thing fed to make it so big? Injured, and limping along on three legs, Everett couldn’t outrun it, and he’d lost Tom a few miles back. The sloth couldn’t keep up, and a good thing too. Tom wouldn’t stand a chance against this oversized lizard, which, despite evolution and what online sources claimed, could run on two or four legs.

      Bursting from the edge of the forest, Everett skidded to a halt, the sharp drop-off of a bluff signaling the end of this path. Just freaking great. He whipped around as the crashing of branches and underbrush drew closer. And closer.

      What to do? He couldn’t fly—and he wasn’t Wile E. Coyote to jump off the cliff holding a sign saying Help! He bore no weapons save his teeth and claws, which did some damage against the leathery skin of the behemoth hunting him, just not enough to stop it. Bad odds or not, he wouldn’t go down cowering. Even if he didn’t stand a chance, he’d do his damnedest and fight.

      The stench of his opponent reached him a moment before it appeared. Jaws open wide in a slobbering grin, the lime green gecko with gray splotches lumbered on two legs from the woods, its stubby front arms waving. All the better to grab me with.

      Everett switched back to his human form and tried diplomacy—something he’d flunked when in school. “I don’t suppose we could discuss this?”

      “Urgle. Muaha, blerg.”

      While he couldn’t decipher the words, Everett deemed the razor-tipped claws that reached for him a definitive no. He dove out of the way, rolling as he hit the ground and coming up with a stray tree limb. He swung it. Thunk. He managed a solid blow against the monster’s side, which had absolutely no effect.

      The creature grasped at his staff and yanked it from his grip, a big bully taking away his toy. Not good. Then he lunged at Everett, who tried to dodge; however, his injured leg buckled at the sudden movement, and the gecko got a hold of him.

      Wrestling on the edge of the precipice, Everett stared into the face of death, and damn was it ugly—not to mention in dire need of some dental floss.

      I do believe I see some campers stuck between his front teeth.

      As his rib cage compressed in a hug, he couldn’t escape, and his eyesight blurred, Everett continued to struggle; however, the only things he could move were his legs. Everett wasn’t one to discount a dirty shot when his life depended on it. Up came his knee, right into the fleshy area between the thing’s legs.

      What do you know, he’d found a vulnerable spot. With a bellow of pain, the monster let go. A good thing in most circumstances, but as Everett plunged down, down, down, the ground receding above him, he managed to utter one final, “Ah, hell. I wish I’d learned to swim.”

      But that proved a moot point because as soon as he hit the water, head first, he blacked out.
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      Her furry ears twitched and she paused in her grazing. What was that?

      The usual noises of the forest died down. Something spooked the wildlife. But what? And more importantly, should she flee or investigate?

      Could be nothing. It didn’t take much to send the less evolved wildlife that lived in these parts into hiding. Taking a few ginger steps toward the edge of the forest, she strained to hear what spooked them.

      Dawn heard the distinctive groan before she saw the body. He was splayed on the shore, a naked, muddy mess. Her first instinct was to run, dash into the safety of the forest and hide. Running a year ago would have saved her the nightmare of captivity. But her tender nature, then and now, saw her picking her way daintily across the slick stones lining the river’s edge.

      As if sensing her approach, the injured man raised his head and muttered a very distinctive, “Fuck.”

      Eep! Instinct took over, and she trotted back to the safety of the forest. She huddled behind a tree, holding her breath and listening. No sound of pursuit. Peering around the edge of the trunk, she noted he laid where she’d left him, on his stomach now, unconscious again, a helpless victim and an easy feast for the predators who lived within the woods.

      Not her problem.

      He groaned again.

      Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. Her subconscious kept repeating it over and over, yet she couldn’t help herself from approaching the large, soaked form washed up on the shore, the coppery scent of blood perfuming the air. Stupid of her or not, her grandmother had raised her to always lend a helping hoof. It would have been nice if that hoof came with a stretcher.

      Eyeing the body on the ground, Dawn wasn’t quite sure what to do. On the one hand, the stranger was in obvious need of assistance. The numerous contusions and gashes that bled all over his nude body screamed, “Requires medical attention now!” However, at the same time, the man was a predator, a Lycan to be exact, or so her twitching nose claimed. There was something inherently wrong about a doe helping a wolf.

      Or there would be, if this were still the dark ages before the shifter council had formed and outlawed the hunting of weaker sentient breeds. Still…I am supposed to be hiding. Hiding from the humans. Hiding from her own kind. And, most especially, hiding from FUC, the agency that first promised to help her, then, because of a miscalculation on their part, issued orders to terminate her.

      Is it my fault I’m a little different?

      Lamenting over her fate didn’t solve her current dilemma. Help the wolf or let him die? That was what it boiled down to. She knew what her mother and father would say; however, Dawn had left home to escape their archaic ways. With a heavy sigh, Dawn shifted, and hoped the male
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