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        She’ll find love when lambs fly.

         

        Amira needs to work her way up the FUC ladder if she hopes to become a field agent one day. Unfortunately, the next rung involves becoming the assistant to a man known for being a total Dick. That’s okay. She’s used to being a complete woolly carpet when it comes to overbearing superiors and she’s determined to make her term a success.

      

        

      
        Richard knows his reputation and is content to keep letting everyone think that he’s a drama llama, but the moment he meets Amira, he realizes there might be a good reason to change. She ignites something in him he’s never felt before, and when she’s threatened, he turns into a fuzzy white knight determined to protect her.

      

        

      
        With Zagan escaped from prison, Amira and Richard find themselves in uncharted territory. Can they capture the bad guy and navigate their curious feelings toward each other without breaking too many rules?

      

      

      Does this premise and world seem familiar? That’s because it is based off the Eve Langlais Furry United Coalition. Eve Langlais has invited her author friends to come and play in her world. To find out more,  visit worlds.EveLanglais.com.
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      Ash approached the federal penitentiary that had housed Zagan for the past six months, and his smile broadened.

      Today is the day I break him out! Pete’s idea was brilliant. Ash patted his jeans pocket before pulling out a small vial. He placed it between his teeth before shifting into his crested gecko with leatherback markings.

      Who knew Pete would become so skilled at these formulas that he could give me the strength of a leatherback but remain the size of a small gecko? It would allow him to easily sneak in and break Zagan out. I just wish the formula wasn’t temporary because I kind of like this power.

      Ash scaled the wall until he was on the window’s ledge overlooking the warden’s office area. It was a hot day, and thankfully, someone had opened the window. The building was old, with no screens, so Ash crawled in undetected. He quickly scurried up the bland grey wall and into the vent for the heating system. Smells from the kitchen wafted through, so he knew he was close.

      Navigating the heating duct maze wouldn’t be hard. He and Pete had been planning this for months! They’d hacked into the local zoning office for a map of the penitentiary’s vent system. Now, all he had to do was follow it right to Zagan’s cell.

      He zipped through each turn on his light feet as if he’d run this course every day for the past six months. It would be only a matter of minutes before he’d reach his best bud, Zagan, and Ash would fill him in on his newest—and best ever—plot: stealing a retired royal’s blood! It was the best idea Ash had come up with yet. So far, Zagan’s attempts to steal royal shifter blood had been thwarted, but now they had an opportunity they hadn’t had before. The former King Gregor was visiting a friend in Canada, so he wouldn’t have as many guards as he would back home. Plus, it was so close to the Shifter Hellenic Island Talks that his security would be focused on that.

      And now that Pete could make potions to give shifters a temporary added boost, they’d surely succeed.

      Ash finally reached the vent above Zagan’s cell and crawled through the opening. Zagan sat on his cot with his head in his hands. Ash crawled down the wall and inched up Zagan’s back. Zagan hardly flinched, which alarmed Ash but not entirely since he’d added a little lightness to his footing so he’d even be unnoticed by thermal detectors. Once on Zagan’s shoulders, he pulled the vial out of his mouth and whispered in Zagan’s ear.

      “I have something for you, my friend. You can escape with me.”

      “Ash, is that you?” Zagan said in a hushed tone, his hands still covering his face so he would not call attention to himself. The guards had motion cameras in each hallway of the prison. So it was best not to clue the guards in on this little breakout.

      “Yes, it’s me! Now, hold still! This may sting a little.”

      Ash popped the needle into Zagan’s neck with his tiny gecko hands and injected the formula into his bloodstream. Within seconds, Zagan turned into a gecko with tiny wings and cloven feet. Features of his bull-griffon peaked through with this formula.

      “Let’s get out of here before they notice you’re missing. The formula doesn’t last that long!”

      “You don’t have to tell me twice!”

      The two scaled the wall and were out of the facility and in the thick forest within a matter of a few minutes. Once they were clear of the facility, Zagan stopped for a minute to catch his breath. The formula wore off, and Zagan shifted back into his human form. Ash followed suit.

      “What took you so long to spring me?”

      “Pete had to get the formula right, and we only had so much of the royal Gregor’s blood to spare. We wound up using a little of mine after we used the last of Gregor’s on me. Now all Pete has to do is replicate the formula. I was also timing this perfectly. King Gregor is coming to visit Stan in two days. We can steal more blood from the former king so we can do more experiments.”

      Zagan patted Ash’s broad shoulders.

      “Ash, you are a genius! They won’t have enough time to beef up security as usual—especially not this close to the talks! This means we have the element of surprise, and you know how much I love surprises.” Zagan laughed, and Ash smiled. His friend’s laugh rang through the forest and lightened Ash’s normally sullen mood.

      “I’ve missed this, my friend! I missed you!”

      “I’m sure you have, but we can’t waste any more time. We must plan out how we’ll kidnap the former king of Skyros. His blood and yours will help us make more of these temporary potions. We’ll need those to infiltrate the FUC Academy.”

      “Why would you want to infiltrate the FUC Academy?” Ash shook his head, confused. Their mission had always been to retrieve royal blood, and while the Furry United Coalition had gotten in their way, their Academy wasn’t known to host many of royal lineage.

      “I want Stan,” Zagan growled. “He’s the reason I was behind bars. That man trains the best FUC agents, and if we get rid of him, there will be no FUCs left to give us trouble.”

      “That’s a suicide mission—isn’t it?”

      “Not if I can become a crested gecko anytime I choose,” Zagan grinned.

      Ash’s chest puffed with pride, happy to have pleased his friend. “But what will you do with Stan?” His blood wasn’t royal, and Pete couldn’t do much with it. Though, if he could, it would be great because who wouldn’t want the ability to shift into a grizzly bear?

      “You said it yourself. Pete’s got a new way of working the formula.” Zagan shrugged. “And if Stan’s blood still proves to be worthless, I’ll think of something else. For now, I just want to devise a plan to capture him and former King Gregor. Can you hack into FUC as you did for the penitentiary?”

      “They’ve got some pretty good firewalls, but I can try.” Ash wasn’t so sure he could best FUC, but it didn’t matter. He had Zagan back, and seeing as he was the one to personally rescue the mad genius, Ash figured his time had finally come. “In the meantime, let’s come up with a potion for me so I can help you.”

      “What are you talking about?” Zagan narrowed his eyes. “You are fine just being a crested gecko. You don’t need to be converted into anything else.”

      Heat rose in Ash’s usually cool body. “You can’t be serious, Zagan. That’s been the plan since we started stealing royal blood a few years ago. You promised!”

      The last sentence came out more like a hushed whisper rather than a statement, and Ash hated the desperation in his voice. But he couldn’t help it. Zagan had dangled this in front of him for so long.

      “I really need your crested gecko for our plan to work,” Zagan replied.

      Ash opened his mouth to reply, but no words came out. It didn’t seem fair that after all his efforts, he was still not rewarded.

      “Come on, Ash. Don’t you trust me?”

      Ash let out a sigh as Zagan placed his hands on Ash’s shoulders once more. Zagan was more than a boss. More than a friend. Zagan had taken Ash in when his parents died, so Ash always felt he owed Zagan. Still… When was it going to be his turn to become something better than a crested gecko?

      “Fine. But we are revisiting this after we kidnap Stan.”

      “Sounds like a plan to me.”
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      Richard perused the stack of resumes from Stan, grumbling as he did so. Stan had been ready to send Richard an immediate replacement for his assistant, but Richard had been his usual stubborn llama self and demanded to have his choice in the matter. Why did I give myself an added stressful task? He thought. Especially since it looks like the one Stan recommended is, indeed, the best choice.

      He sighed and pushed the papers aside. The last thing he wanted to do was replace Quinn, but the man had been promoted and moved on past being Richard’s assistant. Shame, really. Not a shame that Quinn had been promoted—the guy deserved it—but Quinn had been one of the best assistants Richard had ever had. The man knew not to take Richard’s shit, and it was rare to find someone who could put up with Richard’s ever-changing moods. What could he say? He’d always been a bit of a drama llama, especially before his coffee in the morning.

      Of course, Quinn had been more than an assistant. Richard had taken to him—imprinted on him, which was something that happened in his type of llama. For them, it could be similar to adoption. Richard’s llama wanted to protect Quinn at all costs. It also meant Richard cared for him. Unfortunately, Richard hadn’t been the best at expressing this, and instead of being the kind of mentor Quinn deserved, he’d been, well, a dick, overbearing, seeming to hold Quinn back from opportunities. Richard regretted that.

      But he was happy that Quinn was flourishing now. Quinn had a promotion and a mate and was living a full life. Considering all the torture Zagan had put Quinn through, he certainly deserved a happily ever after. Richard’s only problem with it was the fact that he needed to re-staff his office.

      Richard sighed. The pile of resumes seemed a bit lackluster. He wondered how many people had decided not to apply for the position considering all the rumors of how difficult he was to work with. Sure, his ex, Carol, had given him the nickname Dick, but he deserved that since he wasn’t exactly a prince while dating her. With his assistants, though, Richard never expected the nickname to stick and take on a life of its own!

      Oh well, nothing he could do about that now. He just needed to pick someone new and hope for the best. All of the applicants in his pile were more than qualified to perform the tasks of an assistant, but he was hoping for someone with more years of experience under their belt. Most of these were in their first year post-FUCN’A training and still pretty young. The only standout was the one that Stan had offered to send to him right away: Amira Kendal. She was older than the others and had gained plenty of office experience before enrolling in the Academy.

      Richard let out a groan. He hated admitting when he was wrong. Telling Stan that he’d been right and that he should have just accepted Amira when Stan suggested her, would be admitting that he was being a drama llama, yet again.

      Oh, well. It was either that or end up with an inept new assistant. One who would screw up the reports and cause Richard to shout, which would then continue to solidify his reputation as a dick, nicknamed Dick.

      Which was worse? Drama llama or Dick?

      Richard picked up his phone to dial Stan’s extension. Stan answered in less than one ring and immediately started talking.

      “Listen, Richard, before you tell me that all the applicants are whatever it is you concocted in that brain of yours to explain away how unacceptable they are, let me tell you that you have to pick from the resume pool I provided you. You don’t have a choice in this.”

      “Actually, Stan, I was calling to ask if Amira Kendal was on campus today. I’d like to schedule an interview with her after lunch.”

      “Amira Kendal?” Stan paused. “The one I originally suggested?”

      Richard gritted his teeth, hating the smug tone of Stan’s voice. “Yes. Amira, okay? You were right. She’s the best candidate out of the stack of resumes you gave me.”

      “Of course I was right. I’m good at my job for a reason.”

      “Can she meet me today or not? I’d like to interview her before I make my final decision.”

      Richard heard a long pause at the other end of the phone before Stan spoke again. “She’s in the office here with me. Do you want to wait until lunch, or should I send her now?”

      “If she’s got the time, sure. I’ll meet with her now.”
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      Knowing what had happened with Quinn, Richard tried to prepare his llama for the meeting with Amira.

      We’re not imprinting on our assistants anymore. This won’t be some helpless waif that needs a big strong llama protector, okay? It was part of why he wanted an older assistant. He wanted someone who could take care of themself. One he didn’t find himself imprinted on and subsequently coddling or, as Quinn had thought of it, being an overbearing dick.

      So, while he was prepared to avoid imprinting on the woman who would walk through his door, he wasn’t ready for a different kind of reaction to Amira Kendal. One that shot heat through his body the moment the woman stepped foot in his office with her gorgeous platinum-blonde locks, legs that went on for days, and a thousand-watt smile that lit up more than the room.

      He sat there, stunned, while his heart pounded hard in his chest.

      For her part, Amira didn’t seem bothered by the cold welcome Richard knew he was offering.

      “Hello, Mister Anderson, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Amira Kendal,” she said as she sauntered toward his desk with an outstretched hand.

      Richard leaned forward to shake her hand then had to bite the inside of his lip as heat shot through his arm and right to his dick like a bottle rocket.

      God, she’s gorgeous!

      He quickly snatched his hand away and motioned to the chair across from his desk. “Please, have a seat,” he grumbled, already wondering what he was going to tell Stan to explain why this woman couldn’t work for him.

      Imprinting was one thing, but what he was feeling toward Amira? No. He couldn’t even admit that to himself. It couldn’t be true. This must just be a reaction to him not having gotten laid in a while. Would that fix the situation? Would going to the bar and finding a random woman to have a night in the sheets with stop him from ogling Amira?

      It wasn’t worth the risk. He couldn’t hire someone like her. He’d get nothing done because all he’d do was stare at her all day, getting lost in those beautiful eyes. She was looking at him now with a smile, and he knew he hadn’t listened to a word she’d said since she sat down. Her beauty made him crazy, and it was taking all of his strength to keep it together.

      She stopped moving those plump, kissable lips, signifying she wanted a response from him. She lifted an eyebrow when he didn’t answer.

      “I’m sorry?” he asked.

      “I was just explaining that I’m a little older than most of the cadet graduates, but I look at it as a benefit. I have years of experience working for large firms as a personal secretary in my other lifetime.” She let out a nervous giggle before continuing. “I believe this position fits rather well with my wheelhouse. And I’m rather excited about working with you.”

      “Really?” She was excited? He wasn’t sure how he should react to that. Excitement had him thinking about another thing: making her scream his name. Repeatedly. Those curvy hips of hers bent over his desk would be a beautiful sight, for sure. And fuck, now his dick was so hard he could probably crush diamonds with it.

      Shit, what was wrong with him? He was known as Dick for his brusque demeanor, never for inappropriate behavior in the workplace. Even his relationship with Carol had been developed outside FUCN’A. This strange development of lewd thoughts toward a potential employee was something he’d never experienced before.

      He tried hard to focus on her words as she continued. “I spoke with Quinn briefly before he left, and he told me about this position being open. He and I go way back, and we both have a similar work ethic. That’s why I believe I’m the perfect candidate for the job.”

      “I agree.” He should be listening to the woman, but all he was focused on was her lips, wondering how they’d be wrapped around his dick.

      “Oh? You do?”

      It was almost as if a genie was granting him a wish as her lips formed the most perfect O-shape, giving him the chance to imagine those turquoise eyes looking up at him beneath her thick lashes while she stroked his cock with her mouth.

      Stop! He cursed at himself. If he couldn’t get it together, he’d have to pass on her for his assistant, and that would bring all sorts of issues. Stan would be pissed and call him a drama llama for not being able to settle. He’d lose out on a candidate that seemed perfect for the job.

      And his inner llama would punish him, because it demanded they spend more time around the beauty.

      “Of course,” he said, gritting his teeth to stay focused.

      “That’s a relief! I want you to know that I won’t let you down, especially since Stan said that this is going to be a trial run.”

      “What?” Richard asked, confused. Stan hadn’t informed him of any trial period. He didn’t need a trial. He already knew everything about Amira was a perfect fit. He didn’t care about her abilities to file paperwork or balance budgets. All he wanted was to taste those kissable bombshell-flushed pink lips. Would they taste like a combination of strawberries and champagne—two of his favorite things in the world?

      Then it dawned on him: That bastard isn’t letting me trial her. He’s letting her trial me before she commits to working for Dick.

      “I would be a temporary fill-in for the position at first,” she repeated in her soothing, melodic voice. “I’ll do what I can in the office for two weeks, but then I’m working a short-term security gig for Stan.”

      “But why not take this job permanently and then just take a leave of absence to do Stan’s thing?”

      She blinked, looking taken aback. She seemed reluctant to answer but finally admitted in a quiet voice, “I suppose there’s a chance of promotion if all goes well with the mission. A small chance,” she hastily added.
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