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Chapter One 

Kat 

Well, bother. 

Dangling from a zebra ornament on a rather sparsely decorated, diminutive Christmas tree 

certainly broke Katherine „Kat‟ Studwick‟s record for bizarre starts to the holidays, which as a 

shape-shifter was saying something.  The feather tail glider shifter—„not a mouse, thank you 

very much‟—often found herself in odd situations, but never up a fake pine tree.  She really had 

no one to blame but herself as the idea had been hers from start to finish.  

She‟d chosen to purposefully ignore the fact while she put the tree up—after breaking into the 

flat.  Declan Garrett--the owner of the apartment, though not the decorations--happened to be the 

best mate of her older brother Zack.  The two men had been close from almost birth.  They‟d 

studied side by side from their youth all the way to attending Cambridge together.  

Declan had veered off into zoology, no doubt encouraged by his own nature as a shifter.  Jack 

had begun his long path into become a barrister.  Kat hadn‟t been surprised by either of their 

choices.  Her brother always enjoyed a good argument, mostly when he won the discussion.   

Bloody swot always won our arguments. 

Nine years younger than the two men, Kat had always tagged along after the duo, to her 

brother‟s annoyance.  Jack had taken over role of parent in her life when their mother and father 

divorced when she was twelve.  Their father disappeared on them while their mum took to 

spending entire weeks in her small shifter form.  Eleven years later, her mum still spent almost 

all of her time as a tiny flying raccoon. The „glider gene‟, as Jack called it was passed from 

mother to daughter in the family. 

“Where are you, little mouse?” 

Kat found herself slowly drawn from her depressing thoughts, tilting her little head up to find 

Declan in the doorway.  As a polar bear shifter, his senses were as heightened as her own.  He‟d 

probably caught her scent in the hallway in front of his flat.   

Even in her diminutive form, Kat could appreciate the sheer gravitas of Declan‟s presence. At 

thirty-eight, he‟d greyed prematurely.  It matched the icy tones of his brilliant blue eyes.  His 



skin was paler than her more naturally tanned complexion. Standing at almost six-foot-six with 

immensely broad shoulders, he seemed to directly reflect his polar bear form.  

And Kat had been in deep, unrequited love with the man for years.  It had started as a crush 

when she was fifteen and grown.  And continued to grow until now at twenty-four, it had fully 

blossomed.  The depth of her emotions consumed her, though she‟d never had the courage to 

even kiss him chastely on the cheek, not even when they‟d stood under the mistletoe the previous 

year. 

Coward. 

Mousey coward. 

“Tiny creatures shouldn‟t frown so seriously.  Do burglars normally come equipped with pine 

trees?”  Declan crouched down so he was at eye-level with her. “You need to stop breaking into 

my apartment, Kat.” 

She twitched her ears at him then stuck her tongue out. 

“I have a date…” 

Not letting Declan finish his sentence, Kat took a flying leap from the tree onto his shoulder.  

She scampered down his back and sprung into the air yet again.  Shifting back to her human 

form, thankful for the thousandth time her clothing always seemed to magically disappear then 

reappear along with her two-legged body, she darted quickly out the front door and straight into 

the un-giving wall of her brother‟s body.  She rubbed her nose with a grimace, cursing his idiotic 

need to work out so much. 

“Running, mouse?” 

“I am not a mouse!” She snapped at her brother then uselessly swatted him on his arm, having 

to flex her fingers afterward to ease the sudden pain in them. “Over-muscled prat.” 

“So why is my not-mouse little sister running from my best mate‟s flat? Hmm?” Jack rested 

his heavy arm on top of her head and used it to guide her down the hall toward the lift. “Is it time 

for boozed-up tea and biscuits?” 

Kat smothered her urge to shove Jack away and nodded with a morose sigh. “More brandy 

than tea.” 



“It can‟t be that bad, eh?” 

“Worse.” 

“Oi, Strudwick!” Declan‟s shout halted the siblings at the end of the hall.  They turned around 

to find him storming toward them.  His blue eyes flashed dangerously, a hint of the polar bear 

within. He caught Jack on the shoulder and dragged him behind him. “Stay.”  

“Declan?” Kat had never once felt afraid of the man, no matter how much he towered over 

her petite frame.  She did gasp in surprise, though, when he tossed her over his shoulder and 

stalked back down the hall toward his front door. “It‟s only a Christmas tree.” 

“Pardon?” He let her slide back down to her feet. “I‟m not bothered about a blasted tree.” 

“Well, then?” Kat crossed her arms and stared stubbornly up at him, refusing to follow him 

into his flat. “Why are you trying to cart me around like a bit of baggage?” 

“And where the bloody hell do you get off shoving me around?” Jack stepped up behind his 

sister. 

“You‟re not going anywhere with my mate.” 

“Did he?” 

“Did you?” Kat stumbled back against Jack. She blinked up at Declan, who appeared to be 

turning an impressive shade of pale. “Am I your mate?” 

“Yes.” 

“And how long have you known?” Her words were short and clipped, a sign her temper 

simmered dangerously close to the surface. 

“Years?” 

Kat wanted to scream in pure frustration, but managed to restrain herself--barely. “How could 

you not say something? Anything? I‟ve been…” 

“And what exactly have you been doing, little mouse?” Declan‟s lips twitched into a 

confident smirk. 

“I am not a mouse. You can sod off and forget it, arrogant prat. I don‟t know why I‟ve been 

wasting my time.” Kat stormed off in a huff.   She jammed her finger against the lift button 



repeatedly, but couldn‟t help but catch the tail end of the conversation between her brother and 

his best mate. 

“You‟re a bloody twit. You do know that, right?” Jack sounded highly entertained. 

“I know, I know.” Declan, on the other hand, simply seemed weary all of a sudden. “How can 

someone so small have such a temper?” 

“Practice!” Kat shouted back at them, darting into the lift and flipping them off before the 

doors closed. She leaned against the far wall and dropped her head against it with a groan. 

“Shit.” 
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