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Going into heat twice a year is not feline
shifter Fatima's idea of a good time. She isn't looking to have
kittens and she sure as hell isn't looking for a mate. Hiding out
in an isolated cabin during a snow storm seems like the safest way
to wait it out. Unfortunately, an alpha werewolf named Dylan has
already claimed the area as his territory. He's come to claim
Fatima, too.
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“Are you sure you want to stay out
here? It's awful dangerous for a woman by herself, with this big
storm coming and all.”

I snatched the key out of the old man's hands and resisted
the urge to yell at him. He was fussing and trying to be helpful,
but between his good-intentioned sexism and the hormones screaming
through my bloodstream, I was fairly certain he wouldn't survive if
he stuck around any longer.

“Yes, I'm sure. Thank you.” I flashed him
a tight smile and just about bodily shoved him out the cabin door
before I shut and locked it.

Alone at last, I sank down to the floor and just laid on
the wood there for a moment, my eyes closed, breathing a bit
unsteady. I'd been traveling through Oregon when I'd felt the first
stirrings of the season come upon me. Usually, it came closer to
February. A Christmas heat was unexpected and annoying. If I got
pregnant, I knew I'd have some relief during the pregnancy and
while lactating, but all of the male werecats I'd known were
assholes and I had no desire to raise their children. Being a
solitary species, us cats didn't have the benefits of a pack
structure influencing our breeding like with wolves. Once in winter
and then a milder heat in summer had been hitting me year after
year since I'd turned eighteen.

A cabin out on Mount Hood during a sudden snow storm was
perfect. No one could get to me and I couldn't get to anyone else.
I'd be in agony, but it was safer this way. Both for me and for any
stupid human male that crossed my path. Feline shifter females were
violent when aroused and it only became worse when we were in heat.
To ensure I didn't go tearing anyone's throat out when fucking, I'd
had to insist on all my past lovers tying me up.

They thought I was submissive. They really had no idea.

The sound of a wolf howling in the distance pulled me back
to the world around me. They'd been reintroduced in Idaho from
Canada a few years back and their population had been growing as
they spread to neighboring states. Unlike the feline or rodent
shifters who preferred to live close to humanity, the lycanthropes
tended to stick close to their wild relatives. When real wolves
were almost wiped out by humans, so were the wolf shifters. It was
possible their population was growing alongside their animal
counterparts, though.

I got up from the floor and picked up my bags of groceries
to take them into the kitchen. I put the carton of milk and salmon
away first, then made myself a sandwich before I put the rest away.
If the storm was as bad as everyone was predicting, the food would
have to keep me for the next eight days, until I was sure my heat
was over. In my animal form, I could hunt and feed myself just fine
during summer, but most of my prey would be harder to get in the
middle of a snow storm.

The cabin had propane heat, but the fireplace looked
particularly inviting. The idea of curling up on the bearskin rug
in front of it was really appealing. Once I had the fire going, I
stretched out on the rug, squirming and arching my back. I felt
cooped up after driving all day and groaned as I felt joints pop.
Using my feet, I kicked off both of my boots and then pulled my
socks off with my toes. My leather jacket was feeling uncomfortably
warm next to the fire, so I unzipped that and slid it off as
well.

My hands immediately smoothed down the front of my body,
cupping my breasts through my shirt. Masturbation wouldn't satisfy
me during my season, but it could take some of the edge off, at
least. My thumbs caught my nipples, pinching them between my thumbs
and the sides of my hands. I took a shaky breath as I teased
myself. The longer I drew it out, the calmer I could get after I
came. A quick orgasm would only leave me in a frenzy and I'd have
to masturbate for hours just to get a little peace.

One hand slid down my body to rub myself through my pants
slowly, my hips gyrating up to my own touch. Just as my other hand
was moving under my shirt, I heard a howl again. Close this time.
Very close.

And it didn't come from a wolf's throat.

I picked my head up to look toward the window beside the
door. The snow had started to drift down slowly in big, fat flakes,
but the storm hadn't picked up much steam yet. On my back on the
floor, I couldn't see much more than the tree line and sky, so got
up into a crouch, then rose to my feet. As soon as I was standing,
my eyes locked with those of the man outside. He was walking up the
narrow drive to the cabin and currently alongside my car.

His hair was golden brown and cut fairly short, but not
quite short enough to tame it entirely. It stuck up in damp spikes
as though he'd dragged his fingers through it to push away the
snow. Worn jeans hugged muscular thighs, but his upper body was
difficult to judge. I could see he was wearing a dark green t-shirt
with an open flannel shirt over it and then a brown leather bomber
jacket over that. Slung over one shoulder, he was carrying what
looked like a duffel bag. Despite the fact that he was dressed like
someone who lived almost entirely outdoors, his skin was
unweathered. His face boyishly handsome—in a dangerous sort of
way—though I'd guess he was around thirty. His lips looked full and
soft, his nose finely chiseled. His square jaw added age and power
to his face, tapering to a sculpted chin with an almost
imperceptible dimple in it. From this distance, only a cat's eyes
could make out such a small detail. It was his eyes that really
caught me, though. They were large and soulful, fringed by thick
lashes a shade darker than his hair, with a hunger in them that
made me ache to satisfy it.

They were also amber. An alpha wolf's eyes.

I dropped down to a crouch again to break eye contact, my
heart thundering in my ears. Shit. That hadn't been a real wolf
calling out to his pack. It was a shifter warning me that I'd
stumbled into his territory.

There was a knock at the door. Restrained. Polite. The
feline in me wanted to dash out a window and escape, but then I'd
be outside during the storm and naked when I finally shifted back.
There would be nothing stopping him from hunting me down
either.

So I forced myself to get to my feet and pull open the
door. The wolf stood there with a cocky grin that begged to be
slapped off his face. The casual arrogance that surrounded him like
an aura was far more offensive than bared teeth and snarls. All I
had to do was look at him and see he didn't consider me a real
threat.

The scent of him was muted because of the cold, but that
didn't mask it entirely. The stench of dog should have disgusted
me, but at the moment all that mattered was the male musk that made
me weak in the knees. One of my hands curled around the edge of the
door to give me something to grip. My nails bit into the wood as I
leaned into it.

“I'm not hunting on your territory. I
just needed somewhere to stay.” My words were said low and fast,
gritted out through clenched teeth.

“I don't think that's all you need,
sweetheart.” His voice was deep and there was a faint drawl to it
that seemed out of place in Oregon. If the wolves were only just
coming back to the area, though, who knew where they might be
coming from? The look he was giving me made it clear that his nose
had picked up my “need.”

“Fuck off.”

I didn't care if it was his territory any longer. I flung
the door to slam it shut. Instead of hearing the satisfying crack
of wood striking wood, there was only a muffled thump. He'd stuck
his hand in to catch the door and pushed it back open again before
stepping inside, as casually as if he lived there. I took a step
back from him, hissing a warning.

“Easy, kitten. I picked up your scent
back at the grocery store.”

He shut the door behind him and set down the duffel bag
before he continued walking toward me. For every step forward he
took, I was taking another one backwards. He
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