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The wedding was lovely.
Brit wasn’t going, but when her sister’s time at the reception gets
uncomfortable, nothing could stop her from lending a hand by
becoming bait.

 


 


Brit got a call from
her sister and headed off to the wedding on Daycross Island. She
just had to pull a tracking device out of her foot before
going.

Being the only
current multi-morph on record makes her very popular with law
enforcement and espionage agencies. She doesn’t want to play with
either.

She finds her
sister, understands what’s needed, and coordinates with one of
Ylara’s associates to distract the three alphas stalking her sister
due to her state of heat.

Brit changes to
her sister’s form and makes a run through the woods, but an
unearthly howl follows her, and she is soon up a tree with nowhere
to go.

Denier knows
that the scent is wrong for his original target, but he can’t
resist running prey. The scent is what he has been looking for, and
he sets out to catch it.
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Chapter One

 


 


Brit was sitting and
reading a book while pondering her place in the universe when her
sister called.

“Uh, Brit, I
have a problem.”

Brit sat up and
focused. “What do you need?”

“There are
three alphas here, and they won’t leave me alone. I don’t want
three.” Ylara was sniffling.

“Are you
safe?”

“Yeah. For a
bit. You’ll come?”

“Be there in
five. But if there are three, you might want to get someone else to
help. It won’t be as obvious.”

“I will. Can
you dress nicely for the wedding?”

“Send me a
picture of what you are wearing. I will try to match it.”

The image
formed on her com, and she nodded. “Got it.”

She ran to her
closet, grabbed a dress that was close, and she went to her private
stash. She would catch seventeen types of hell for this, but Ylara
never called for help.

She dug her
tracker out of her foot, bound the wound, and got her stash of
high-powered active blood samples. She opened a high-speed flier
sample, licked it, and put the vials back in her bandolier.

It took a lot
of effort to copy an active’s power this way, but Ylara sounded
scared. If three alphas were circling, she had a right to be. Brit
had five minutes with the active ability, and she wrapped her dress
and some shoes up carefully and took off. It wouldn’t do to lose
the power over the bay before she reached Daycross.

The night was
lovely. The ocean was playful but not wild, and she landed outside
the Daycross manor, deep in the woods. She gathered her hair up
into a cascade, put the bandolier with blood samples away, and got
into her party outfit. She stashed everything into a tree and
smoothed her hands down her skirts. Declining the invitation to the
wedding had hurt her, but if she had known she would come anyway,
she would have dug the tracker out and put on her dancing shoes.
She was pretty sure that Etgar could help her find a job.

Her training at
the BDC had been halted when the peacekeepers raided the practice
date she had been on. All that hard work and she was now a
liability.

The three
alphas were easy to spot. Tall, as most actives were, they radiated
quiet power and tenuous control. The guy with the scorpion tail
made her blink, the Anubis-headed male seemed familiar, and the
green Hyrenean male had his arms crossed.

She walked
calmly past them, continued on, and found Ylara inside the closet
where she was hiding. Brit stepped inside and closed the door
behind her. Ylara hugged her and sobbed. “Thank you for coming. Is
it going to get you in trouble?”

“Doesn’t
matter. Oh, shit. You are in heat. No wonder they are looking for
you.” Brit looked at Ylara’s blown pupils and dewy skin.

“I don’t want
to have all three of them, but that is all they wanted.”

“Don’t worry. I
can distract at least one of them. Did you call someone else?”

“Sabine was at
the party. She’s on her way. It takes her a while. How will you
lead them off?”

Brit grinned.
“Spit into this vial.”

Ylara chuckled
and spit into the vial. “We could have used blood.”

“Blood lasts
too long. I just want to distract them, not mate with them. I can
probably get the Anubis to follow me.”

“His name is
Denier. He’s a reaper.”

“Right. Well,
no time to waste.” She slammed back the spit as Sabine joined
them.

They discussed
what was to be done, and then, Brit made a run for it. She ran down
a hall near the spot where they had been clustered, and then, she
made a break for the woods. She heard a dog baying behind her and
doubled her efforts to get to her hidden stash of active talent
samples in the woods.

Running in
heels was part of the escort training, but as she had never
finished the training, she hadn’t embraced it as part of herself.
She could do it, but she didn’t like it.

Brit felt a
change in the air pressure behind her and sped up. There was a
grunting chuckle, and an arm snapped around her waist, prompting a
shriek. She was lifted off her feet, and he clutched her against
his chest as he turned to stop their progress by thudding into a
tree.

“Now, little
prey, where do you think you are going, and why do you smell like
blood?”

She paused.
“Blood?”

“Yes, your
scent is wrong, and you smell like blood.”

Brit rotated
her foot and felt the stickiness. She hadn’t healed all the way.
Fuck.

“There is a
reason my scent is wrong and I smell like blood.” She checked her
com. “And you will find out in about a minute.”

She felt her
body shift, and she was back to herself sooner than expected. “Or
now, it could be now.”

His muzzle came
around, and he met her gaze with his.

“Shapeshifter?
Your scent is almost like hers.”

She chuckled.
“Yeah, it would be. I hugged her right before my little
exercise.”

“No, it goes
beneath that.” He snuffled against her neck.

She froze and
swallowed. “I think you should put me down.”

“I think your
game has earned me a consolation prize.”

“Do you need
consolation?” Her foot was bleeding quite steadily now. Throbbing
pain was rushing in.

He growled.
“You are bleeding. Where?”

“I can tend to
it, just set me down.”

He growled,
looked around, and set her on a tree branch. He sniffed out her
injury and growled at her right foot. “You taped it.”

“I caused it. I
thought it would heal.”

He removed her
shoe.

“What are you
doing?”

“Like a lot of
canine activations, I can heal with my tongue. I will fix your
foot, and we will have a discussion about running from alphas.”

“She was sick
with panic. And you... well, you would chase a running target. So,
that only left her with two to deal with.”

“So you are
bait.” He slowly removed her adhesive bandage. He growled when he
looked at the damage.

He licked her
heel and moved deliberately against her with his wet, wide tongue
lapping noisily.

Brit looked
around the woods with the wet sounds surrounding her. She was fine
until his tongue caressed her arch. That touch made her leg
buck.

He gripped her
thigh with his long fingers, and he kept licking. His grip moved up
her inner thigh until it rested against the fabric covering her
sex. Whoa.

She tried to
edge away, but the trunk of the tree was up against her back. He
had chosen the tree carefully. She cleared her throat. “I thank you
for the healing. It’s appreciated, but I need to get home before a
SWAT team arrives.”

He chuckled.
“You are a funny bit of bait, but I do need to charge you for the
healing.”

“I don’t have
any funds on me, and I doubt you get paid via the com. If you will
take that, I can pay you immediately. Probably.”

He looked up,
and he cocked his head. “Financial currency is not what I want from
you. I understand you are not a sweet little omega like your
friend, but I think you know what I want from you.”

She swallowed
and looked at his red eyes. “What?”

“One release,
freely give. You will let me pursue it until I have wrung it all
out of you.”

Her eyes were
huge. “That’s... I don’t... Why?”

“Because that
is an energy that I consume. I enjoy it like others enjoy a fine
wine and others an energy drink.”

She bit her
lip. “Then I can go?”

He gave her a
bow. “I swear. There are others here who can confirm that it is all
I am seeking, and it is pleasurable.”

She swallowed.
“What do I have to do?”

“Remove your
undergarments and put them next to you.”

Brit blinked.
“Oh. Right. Is the height of this branch all right for you?”

“What?”

“Is it a
comfortable height?”

He looked at
her and cocked his head, glancing around. “You are right. This one
would be better.”

He gripped her
around the waist and moved her to a branch where he would be facing
her sex directly. She squirmed around and got her underwear off,
putting the boring cotton next to her hips in a folded square.

He stepped
forward, and she said, “Wait!”

He growled.

“My other shoe.
One on, one off feels weird.”

He sighed and
flipped her shoe next to the other one. “Any other delays?”

She hiked her
skirt and parted her knees. “No more delays. I pay my dues.”

He growled, but
it was a happy sound that changed into a whine as he got close to
her. She suspected that it was a happy noise, and as he started
lapping wildly at her with short flicks of his tongue, he leaned in
and wrapped his hands around her waist, licking rapidly.

She gripped the
tree and braced her hand on the trunk, the branch, and finally, she
gripped his head as she curled over him. His fur was short and hard
to grip, but she breathed faster and wailed as she came.

She thought he
would stop, but he kept going, and his words replayed in her head.
Wrung it all out of you. She gulped. Oh, no.

He chuckled,
and she knew he was laughing at her discovery of her situation. He
licked with longer strokes this time, his tongue curling and
flexing. Her fingers curled in the same rhythm until she cried out
again, and then, he started up again.

This time, he
went in deep, and her voice rang through the forest as she couldn’t
keep quiet. He coiled and thrust with his tongue, and she sobbed
when she came.

There was a
slow and steady build, and when she moaned softly, he chuckled and
withdrew. His eyes had gone from red to soft gold. “Thank you,
bait. I am looking forward to meeting you again.”

She nodded.
“Enjoy the rest of the reception, and respect Ylara and her
choice.” Her voice was deep and throaty even to her own ears.

He chuckled and
stroked her thigh. “I have what I wanted.”

She felt the
vials on the branch above her and got the one she needed from the
active pocket. She muttered to him. “A deal was a deal.”

She took a sip
from the vial, corked it shut, grabbed her pack, and flew out of
his grip. She knew her body was that of a male in a dress, but who
cared. She needed to get away before he tried to logic a way into
keeping her.

She heard his
howl of frustration and aimed toward Aksalla. She went low and
stayed low, following the coastline for an hour until she saw the
inland resort and, from there, the driveway to Salat and
Khytten’s.

She had to wait
until the blood wore off before she could ask for admittance. She
sent a message to Salat before dawn.

He answered
immediately, and the gate at the front of their property opened.
She walked toward the house, down the drive, and kept her bare feet
to the edge of the paving.

A familiar
small figure burst out of the house in pyjamas and bolted toward
her. “Auntie Brit!”

The little body
hit her, and Brit stumbled back. “Hey, little bit. Having a fun
sleepover?”

Baola beamed.
“I am. We went swimming and snorkelling, and I saw some fish.
Khytten is huge, and Cira and Ciro are getting ready to walk.”

Lyric came out
and grinned, holding a cup of coffee out. Brit walked quickly and
claimed the coffee. Baola giggled.

“Come out back,
Brit. The babies are getting up, and Khytten is out getting some
breakfast and fresh air. She’s excited to see you but less mobile
than she is normally.”

Brit came
around the corner and saw Khytten sitting and looking tremendously
uncomfortable. “Good morning, Khytten.”

Khytten shifted
and opened her arms for a hug. “Hey, Brit.”

“Hey, Khytten.
You are almost to term.”

Khytten
grinned. “Yes. Baola and Lyric say that I am going to be seeing the
first one by this evening. You look nice. Did you go to the
wedding?”

Baola sighed.
“Auntie Ylara called her for help, so she hurt herself and went to
help. It worked. Auntie Ylara has met her alpha and is nervous but
feeling happy.”

Salat came out
carrying two mugs, and he handed one to Khytten. “Morning, Brit. Do
I need to help with bodies today?”

“No. I was just
needing a place to lie low until I can figure stuff out. And don’t
mention it to anyone here, as I didn’t get here by standard
means.”

He chuckled.
“Got it. You are a talking shrub as far as I am concerned. If you
need coffee, we keep it inside where Khytten can’t get to it.
Fortunately, that just means six feet up now.”

“These babies
are coming out, and then, I can have coffee again with Little
Salat. That will be nice.”
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