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Jax stood on the tips of his toes by a tree, his hooded sweatshirt clutched by a 

tall, bearded lycan. The man wore only a pair of camouflage pants. No shirt, no 

shoes. He was streaked with dirt and blood, and his expression was fierce as he gazed 

back at her.  

“Let him go,” she said, her voice low. Despite the panic, the fear, her words 

came out dead calm. She stepped closer, just once, and the man backed away, pulling 

Jax along with him. Anger flared inside her. Jax was a pup, damn it. A Woodland 

pup. Nobody threatened her pups. 

The boy whimpered, his eyes round with fear. 

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said in a soothing voice, although her gaze didn’t shift 

from the lycan. “You will not hurt him,” she said, her tone low and heavy with 

warning. If he so much as hurt a hair on Jax’s head, she would kill him. Or at least try 

to. Her skills weren’t in fighting. Her eyes narrowed. There was only one of him, and 

although he was big and obviously a warrior while she was neither, she was prepared 

to try and take him down, if only to give Jax an opportunity to escape.  

“I’m going to count to three, and you’re going to release him,” she said, edging 

closer. The lycan narrowed his eyes.  

“One,” she said slowly, then launched herself at him, using the element of 

surprise as an advantage. 

A heavy body slammed into her side and she was caught in mid-air and 

knocked off target. She rolled in the dirt, trying to escape the weight, fists and feet 

lashing out, cursing herself for her mistake.  He wasn’t alone. Flashes of tanned skin 

and white blond hair made brief impressions as she tried to keep some momentum, 

to roll away. She heard a muffled ‘oof’ as her fist connected with something firm and 

warm, then she grunted as her back was slammed against the dirt, and something 

hard, muscled and strong slammed against her front. Her wrists were grasped and 

shoved above her head, and she shook her hair out of her eyes as she glared at the 

shirtless lycan lying on top of her.  

“Someone can’t count,” he commented dryly, staring down at her, a grin 

sliding over his lips. 


