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        This sly fox is eyeing the henhouse, but a handsome wolf is blocking her score.

         

        Elizabeth “Lizzie” Adams has always lived outside the shifter world, taking on jobs that allowed her to sneak around in her fennec fox form without humans becoming wise to her. But when her sister is threatened, she joins the Furry United Coalition Newbie Academy under false pretenses.

         

        Wolf shifter Neil Yun is adjusting to life as a solo agent. He misses being part of a dynamic duo, but fate has a surprise in store for him when his mate sits down next to him on his international flight back to Canada. Lizzie is sweet and sexy, but she’s hiding something and he’s determined to sniff it—and her—out.

         

        Lizzie knows an upstanding FUC agent like Neil couldn’t be serious about someone like her. Someone who works outside the law. Especially when he learns how she’s used him to gain access to the Academy.

         

        Can the crafty fox keep the wolf at bay, or will he howl his way into her heart before it’s too late?

      

      

      
        
        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.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: EveL Worlds Banner]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Having the opportunity to write in Eve Langlais has been a great deal of fun. I want to thank her for opening this world up for fellow writers to build and expand. I’ve been a fan of her work since Kodiak Point. I also want to thank Jess Renee Ripley for doing a wonderful job at editing and leaving inspiring comments to spur me on.

      

        

      
        And finally, to Rebecca Poole, who did an excellent job on the cover art.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      For fans old and new. Welcome to Neil and Lizzie’s story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Elizabeth “Lizzie” Adams lived by a set of strict rules:

      
        
        Never steal from someone who couldn’t afford the loss.

      

        

      
        Make sure her targets deserved it.

      

        

      
        Always keep her identity a well-guarded secret.

      

      

      Working with a third party, someone she’d never met who helped her keep her online footprint well hidden, had been worth every penny. It was the only reason she dodged all those seeking revenge. If anyone had found out who she was, they would have killed her long ago.

      All she needed to do was take Elijah’s memory stick from his safe and drop it off at the designated point. After the client picked it up, they would transfer her fee to one of her offshore accounts. Nice and clean. The way she liked all her jobs.

      She moved through the nearly deserted building in her fox form, noting the gentle hum of activity. The daytime security team was swapping out with the night shift, which had been her way in. The teams each consisted of four guys who wouldn’t have looked out of place on a rugby field and might prove to be a problem if they found her. Elijah had hired the best to protect his valuable assets.

      Luckily, nobody noticed her slip into the building and head toward her prize, which was kept in the office safe on the top floor. She’d taken the time to memorize the layout of the building. The floors were like a labyrinth; a couple of wrong turns and she would be in a world of trouble.

      It would have been easier to take the lift, but many things could go wrong with that route. Too many chances for Lizzie to be caught by the men with guns. That left the staircase.

      Six flights would feel like she’d tried to climb a mountain, but first, she needed to get through the locked door that led to them.

      When she’d disguised herself as a cleaner and visited the location earlier, she’d discovered a hiding place, which she now darted toward. The table next to the door was large enough for her to hide under. Even better, if she pressed against the farthest wall and kept still, her camouflage would kick in.

      She wasn’t sure where she had gained the ability to blend into her surroundings. Lizzie’s shifter form was a fennec fox, a cute animal with large ears and humongous eyes but without a natural form of disguise. She’d always wondered if maybe she had chameleon somewhere in her family tree.

      Not that her fox form alone wasn’t good for sneaking around. Being small meant she could slink in and out of places without anyone noticing her.  Human guards, without the concept of the supernatural world, wouldn’t be looking for a four-legged thief. She liked a challenge, but sometimes an easy job was a nice change of pace.

      When she skidded underneath the table, she slipped into the natural blind spot and kept her eyes on the door in front of her. Her window of opportunity was short and risky. If she fucked up, the job would be over before it had begun.

      There was a click as the door opened, and a guard dressed in a smart black suit came into view. He raised the radio to his mouth. “All five floors have been checked. We’ve got one worker on the third floor, but they’ll be out in an hour.”

      There was a garbled response. "Have you ordered the pizzas yet?”

      Lizzie dashed forward as the guard started to saunter away, his back facing the closing door. She made it inside the stairwell just before the door clicked shut behind her.

      Her tiny heart raced. If she’d been a more standard version of the adorable creature, she would have had a heart attack long ago.

      If the guard decided to pass on the pizza and return to his post, it left Lizzie only a few minutes. She looked up and around to identify a few places she could hide if she needed to. If Tall, Dark, and Ugly reappeared when she was on the stairs, he’d see her. Lizzie counted to ten, threw a silent prayer to any god who took pity on thieves, and cursed whoever invented stairs.

      It was one thing to have incredible strength and endurance, but nobody liked a prolonged cardio workout. Especially considering that her tiny legs needed to carry her own body and the small pouch that hung around her neck. It would be near impossible to complete the job without it. She knew what her limits were, and there was no way she could get into the secure door to Elijah’s office without the right tools. The office could only be accessed with a four-digit number and a fingerprint. One of those couldn’t be hacked.

      Arriving at her destination, she crouched by the keypad, and the change swept over her. One minute she was a cute fox with fathomless black eyes; the next, she was a naked woman. She had no problem with a bit of nudity if ignoring it helped her get the job done. Thanks to the blueprints of the building, she knew there weren’t any cameras on this floor. The people Elijah worked for didn’t like being caught on film.

      She stood and stretched, shaking her head. Her stark white hair brushed against her shoulders as she tugged on the pouch around her neck. It opened, and she pulled out a small glass strip, two thin panes pressed together. With care, she pulled them apart and unpeeled the thumb-sized mold protected between them. When it was secure over her thumb, she pressed it against the scanner.

      Green light.

      The four-digit code was the problem. Security changed the numbers every day. There were three chances before the silent alarm was triggered. She closed her eyes. She tilted her head from side to side, breathing deeply, and shook her hands. When she was ready, she opened her eyes and tapped in the number. If she got it wrong, the light would turn red.

      Red.

      Shit.

      She rolled her head from side to side. Something clicked at the base of her skull, and some of the tension left her. She wasn’t some wet-behind-the-ears rookie. The unfortunate truth was that if she got this one wrong, the job needed to be put off for another day. She had a flawless reputation. Failure wasn’t an option.

      She pressed her counterfeit thumbprint against the keypad again and typed in the number.

      Green.

      She fought against the urge to do a happy dance. It could wait until she returned to her apartment and got into some clothes. She nudged the door open and peeked around. A large bookcase encompassed the left wall, and there was a door on the right, which led to some filing cabinets. They held valuable information in them, but they weren’t her target.

      She made her way to the painting behind the desk. As she made out faint details in the near darkness, she pulled a pair of gloves from her pouch and slipped them on. She ran the tips of her fingers across the frame until she found the ridge—a hidden button— and pressed it.

      The painting swung off the wall like a door opening. Many people liked safes that came with plenty of security features. Those weren’t easy to crack. Elijah, on the other hand, wanted things old school. That made Lizzie’s job easier. She flexed her fingers and tucked her hair behind her ears.

      Whoever designed safes hadn’t considered that a shifter would be the ones who cracked them. She closed her eyes and pressed her ear against the steel. Then she got to work, her fingers on the dial. She’d spent months honing her skills, and so far, her record was three minutes. Every click was a welcomed sound and proof that the decision to learn had been time well spent.

      With the last click, she opened the safe. Her eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and she pulled out a small stack of papers. Resting on top was the flash drive. Jackpot!

      She placed it into her pouch, replaced the stack of papers, closed the safe, and returned the painting to its original position.

      Then she removed the gloves and returned them to her pouch, checking it one last time before she shifted back into her fox form and waited.

      The door opened.

      Just on time.

      The man was a black silhouette, a gun in his hand. He was human. It would take his eyes a while to adjust to the darkness. He scanned the area as Lizzie waited for her opportunity to dart past him through the door he’d so thoughtfully opened for her. He moved purposefully, keeping his gun pointed as he swept the room.

      She didn’t stay and wait for him to turn around. She heard him radio in as she slipped through the closing door and scrambled for cover under the receptionist’s desk. “You better put a call out to the tech guys. I don’t know what triggered the alarm, but there’s nobody up here.”

      A garbled response.

      “I don’t know what to tell you; there’s nobody up here. You’re more than welcome to check if you don’t believe me.”

      Escape. The animal part of her brain threatened to overtake her human half.

      No, we need to give it a few minutes, and then we’ll go. I promise we’ll get out of here.

      Scared.

      No, we’re not. We’ve done the job we’ve been hired to do, and we’ve done it well. We’ve never failed, and we aren’t going to start now. You trust me, don’t you?

      Trust?  There was a pause like her fox was taking the time to consider the word. Yes.

      Then relax; we’ll be back home before you know it.
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        * * *

      

      Lizzie climbed up the fire escape and through the window into her apartment. She shifted back into her human form and picked up the robe she left draped over the back of the couch, keeping the pouch around her neck. She didn’t plan on letting it out of her sight until she dropped it off at the train station in locker number 1408 for pickup.

      “Hello, Miss Adams.”

      The unexpected sound made her jump. She spun around and noticed she wasn’t alone. A man sat in the shadows.

      The apartment was her inner sanctum. It was under a different name, and there wasn’t anything that linked it to her. She never invited anyone there, and knowing someone else was there made her skin crawl. So how did this man get in? How did he know her name? “Who are you?”

      “That’s not important. I have a job for you.”

      “I think I’ll pass.”

      There was a soft chuckle. “It’s cute you think you have a choice. Have a read of the folder when you wake up.”

      “What do you mean, wake up?” A thick arm snaked around her waist in a blur of movement, and there was a sharp pain in her neck. Her vision started to become cloudy. Whatever they had hit her with, it was potent stuff.

      “Who are you?” She tried to push the words past her lips one more time.

      “Call me The Broker. There’s a burner phone in the folder. We’ll be in contact.”

      Lizzie slumped to the floor, and the darkness swallowed her whole.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Neil Yun tapped the bar counter while waiting for his contact to arrive. The Dirty Habit wasn’t busy, but Neil was a frequent enough patron that he knew the customers would start to roll in, in a couple of hours. He wanted to be back on the plane by then. He promised Jackson he’d visit the old stomping grounds.

      Soft jazz played over the speakers. The classy interior of The Dirty Habit didn’t match the odd name choice. It sounded like a place that could be discovered down some dark alleyway. Somewhere to disappear in a haze of alcohol and drugs. A hundred years or so ago, it was that kind of establishment, but The Dirty Habit’s current owners had kept the name as a homage to days gone by, even though they’d classed up the joint.

      Neil glanced outside. He didn’t know when it started to rain, but the windows were now slick with raindrops, and the people on the sidewalks rushed by. Some had umbrellas, but others must have missed the forecast this morning, as they attempted to keep dry under folded newspapers.

      “You want another drink?”

      “Please.” Neil raised his whisky glass. The amber liquid sloshed in the bottom, diluted by a few ice cubes.

      “Coming right up.” The bartender was pretty, with onyx hair and bright sapphire eyes. She wore a short skirt, which rode up whenever she moved. Every time it did, she tugged it back down. The whole look was completed with a form-fitted white blouse, a thin black tie, and a matching waistcoat.

      Neil didn’t usually drink on the job, but he hardly considered a meeting with Gerald Alberty work. They’d known each other for years and were friends, even if all their encounters ended with an exchange of money for the information Gerald gave him.

      The bartender smiled as she pushed his refilled drink toward him. Neil opened his wallet and pulled out a twenty. “Keep the change.”

      “Thank you.” She nodded toward the door before asking, “Is that whom you’re waiting for?”

      Neil glanced at the mirror above the bar. “That would be him. Glass of whatever you have on tap, please.”

      The woman nodded and started to prepare Gerald’s drink.

      Gerald was in his fifties but could pass for someone in his thirties thanks to his shifter genes. He wore his hair long and in a tight braid down his back. Neil noticed how people looked at him as he walked past. Gerald scanned the bar until he saw Neil.

      By the time he reached the counter, his drink was ready. He sat as Neil paid the bartender.

      “Have you been waiting long?”

      “I got into the city a few hours ago.”

      “You should have said. I could have met you sooner.” Gerald pulled out his phone, pressed a few buttons, and replaced it in the inside pocket of his deep brown suit jacket. Neil did the same, opening the Bluetooth and linking his phone with Gerald’s.

      “Don’t worry about it. How’s the family?”

      They spent a few minutes talking about Gerald’s harem. In Gerald’s breed of horse shifters, males were rare, and they were expected to take several lovers in the hope that one or more would become pregnant. He often joked it was dirty work but somebody had to do it. It would have sounded flippant to anyone else, but Neil knew Gerald loved his three wives.

      Neil’s phone vibrated against his chest, and he pulled it out, closed the Bluetooth connection, and transferred money across to Gerald. They looked like two friends catching up to anyone else who watched them. The Dirty Habit had a human clientele. It didn’t mean the bad guys didn’t or wouldn’t use humans. The supernatural world was a secret, and there were rules to ensure it stayed that way. The thing was the bad guys didn’t follow the rules.

      “How’s your love life? The last time we talked, you were dating Florence from your department, weren’t you?”

      Neil shrugged as he downed the contents of his glass. “She found her mate. It wasn’t me.” That was the downside of dating shifters; so many of them were the type who had their destined mate. At least Neil and Florence had an understanding. Whatever happened between two consenting, non-mated adults was just a bit of fun. There weren’t supposed to be any hard feelings when the mating bond kicked in with someone else. Even if Neil knew and understood, the truth still stung. “It’s fine.”

      “It isn’t judging by the look on your face.” The horse shifter took a deep drink from his glass. “You travel all over the world for work. You’ll find her.”

      “We do a lot of dangerous work. Maybe it’s a good thing I haven’t met her yet.” He stood and redid the button on his suit jacket. The information Gerald brought had been downloaded to Neil’s phone and then sent off to the secure servers at Neil’s FUC office. He hoped it would provide a lead in the cases surrounding the thefts and attempted thefts of books by Miklos Bathory, a Hungarian philosopher who’d been alive during the medieval era. While most of his books were written in code, they held the first mentions of the Isten Teremtmenyei. The creatures of God. Shifters.

      The shifter secret had been safe throughout history, but if Bathory’s books ended up in the wrong hands, it could mean the end of it.

      The Furry United Coalition worked to keep the shifter world safe and secure. That was precisely what Neil was trying to do.

      “The world is always going to be dangerous. It’s the nature of the job.”

      “Very true.” Neil shrugged. He had more important things to think about than dating. Not even the pretty bartender piqued his interest. Not when he was on a critical mission. “Thanks for the information. We’ll be in touch.”

      He would have liked to stay longer but had a plane to catch.
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        * * *

      

      A couple of hours later, Neil was on a plane waiting for it to take off. He hated flying. His inner animal, a wolf, hated it more. The upside was that FUC footed the bill for first class. The flight attendant, a man in a bright red suit, walked down the aisle and talked to the passengers. Neil checked his watch. They should have taken off five minutes ago. Nobody had started to grumble, but he knew it was just a matter of time. People rioted over much less.





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/fuc-academy-logo-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/fuc-academy-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/evel-worlds-facebook-banner.jpg
RE®





OEBPS/images/the-wolfs-vixen-ebook-cover-full-size.jpg
SAMANTHA ALLARD





