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"DOMINIC, I SWEAR TO God if you don't quit drinking all my booze, I'm going to chop off your fucking lips!"

The tall man currently draped over my barstool didn't even blink, flashing one of those panty melting saucy grins that all my pack member’s loved, and raked a hand through his mess of short strawberry curls. "Come on, Kit. It was just a little tequila. Maybe a bottle or two. You know I'm good for it." His nose wrinkled up at the tip in that way that made his ginger freckles bleed together, stifled a burp into one thick fist, and tossed a wink of his olive-green eyes my way. 

I sighed, waddling my way over to his corner of my bar, and snagged the neck of the empty glass bottle with two fingers. "Just because you're the pack's Beta doesn't entitle you to special treatment like this." Adding a little extra oomph of agreement, my baby kicked low against my hip, making the tight fabric of my black 'Rock on!' T-shirt faintly shiver with the movement. It made it even more obvious because I was 5'4 and all belly, like I had a supersized watermelon growing straight in my belly.

Dominic's hazy eyes catch the movement, subtly widening at the corners. "Damn, that kid looks like it's going to bust right out of there. You sure you've still got 4 weeks to go?"

"Yep, and that's just an estimate. Usually the babies in my family run late, like my mom said I was about 2 weeks overdue." Giving my stomach a little pat, the baby settled right back down... for now. Currently standing at 36 weeks pregnant, my little passenger was a little more active than my doctor said was usually normal, but I assume that it was because the full moon was approaching soon. Of course, the doctor was assuming that I was having a human baby, but it's a werewolf, just like me and its father. 

Bracing one hand against my back, I shuffled back to the storage area through the kitchen, and plopped the empty bottle right into the crate of tequila that had just arrived this morning. It was a good thing too, with the full moon approaching in a few weeks, my packmates would be on edge and I'd need all supplies on deck. So what if the doctor said I should take some time off? I can't stand to sit on my ass and wait around for something to happen, I need to have something to do or I'll drive myself crazy. 

Plus, it didn't give me time to think about that.

A soft jingle, and the sound of heavy footsteps crossing the scuffed wooden floor quickly faded into a soft hum of conversation. I stretched my senses to the limit, tipping my nose up high in the air, and briefly closed my eyes as the wolf senses came to the fore. Wood, and smoke. Oak. That's what it was. Fresh Oak, like someone had been running in the woods, but it was tempered with the sharp clean scent of fresh rainwater and something else. Something uniquely male and very strong. My scarlet painted lips started to stretch into a smile, Tyler. That was Tyler's scent. I knew it by heart. I had for years, even when we were three years old and he gave me half of his PB&J because a few bullies stole my lunch. My Alpha.

Letting my fingertips drift over the smooth glass bottles, my mind tracked back to our conversation this morning where he said that he was going to be out with a couple of the pack today. Something about the scent of an intruder out on the fringe of the territory, and I wasn't stupid. Since I was the most vulnerable member in the pack right now, that's why I hadn't been able to shake Dominic off my ass today. Annoying he may be, but he was still our pack's Beta and second in command. Not to mention that his lethal combat skills could make most wolves show their belly in five seconds flat. 

Plucking out a full bottle, I had started to turn for the door when I caught sight of my reflection in the mirrored surface of my stainless-steel refrigerator. Short, choppy layered hair dyed a bright bubblegum pink hung just across my ears. The five-inch strappy leather sandals curling around my slightly swollen ankles, and the black pleather leggings showed off every curve of my legs. Including the slightly wider span of my hips and ass. My shirt was still clinging to my belly, showing off the bulge of my navel and the new larger cup size of my swollen breasts. Plus, the music bar tattoo that ran down the inside of my right arm was peeking out, and the words believe in yourself under my right wrist slightly caught the light. Combined with my perky, slightly upturned nose, and the too thick cat eye frames keeping my stormy gray eyes in focus. I looked like a punk rocker whale that had beached. 

I sighed, shaking my head, and turned away. Following the tangled burr of conversation out into the main area, the full force of his aura hit me before my foot ever cleared the door. Like a warm blanket sliding around my shoulders, it was protective and comforting in the same way, but without being annoying. Standing across from Dominic with his arms crossed across his broad chest was Tyler Ferguson, the Alpha of our Thunder Ridge pack.

Tall, and leanly muscled, his long jaw and sharp chin combined with the low light of the bar created beautiful shadows, the kind that highlighted the dimple in his cheeks and the cleft in his chin. The dark aviators kept his eyes hidden, but my spine arched automatically when he twisted to face me, his nostrils flaring slightly as he registered my presence. 

Then, like warm caramel flowing from a jar, a crooked smile curled his lips up. “Hey, Kitty Kat! I was waiting for you.” 
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“DON’T CALL ME THAT!” Kat snapped, and I chuckled. Just as feisty as always, her heels clunked against the floor as she walked towards us. The vaguely peppery scent of her soap swirling through my head and mixed with the slightly sweet scent she carried these days. I won’t lie, it did a wonder for the migraine trying to crack my skull open, and the tightness in my chest finally started to ease.

“Are you feeling bad today, Kat? Usually you can take a little teasing.” I tipped my head to the side, focusing on the sound of her quick tripping heartbeat and the echo of the baby’s much faster but softer tone. They sounded normal, but something was bothering her. The dim light in the bar wasn’t helping my legally blind vision out much, reducing the normally fuzzy haze of things I could see to a shifting curtain of moving shadows. My lips pursed slightly, the rough edge of my teeth subtly gnawing on the lower rim, and the slight pain was a little reassuring. 

“You’d be irritable too if you had this idiot shoved up your ass all day.” The slight rasp of her clothes shifted as she clunked over to the furthest edge of the bar, the sound of clinking glass echoed through the air, and the solid whump of a door closing was punctuated by the firm press of her hand. 

“Hey! I’m right here!” Dominic mumbled, the thick rank of booze clinging heavily to his breath, and I felt his body shift and lurch towards mine. I stepped back, idly watching the impression of his blurry body fall completely off the stool. “Ow!” He landed with a hardy thump, the plain tile floor shaking softly underneath my feet, and I shook my head with an amused grin.

“Did you break anything?”

He was quiet, too quiet with just the noisy rasp of his breathing, and I started to get a little concerned until I heard him shift. “No.”

“Then go on out and give me a minute with Kitty Kat. I need to talk to her privately.”

“Alright, alright.” He mumbled in a strangely complaint tone. His body thumped and rolled, scrambling to his feet with so much noise that if anyone passing by heard him, they might think he was a bear stuck in a dumpster. “I’m outta here!” His voice drifted on the stale air, preceding the dull thump of the door as it slammed shut. There was only one reason why Dom would agree so easily, instead of pestering me so badly that I wanted to slam my fist in his face, and that was if he was planning something. Maybe I’d just be lucky today, and he had a new girlfriend that he wanted to see.

“Finally! If I knew it was that simple to get rid of him, I would have called you out here a long time ago.” Kat sounded harsh, but I could tell she was laughing. Her voice always had the little squiggle at the end when she did. Now that Dom was out of the room, the air had started to still except for where Kat was moving around. Cozy actually, and maybe it was just from spending all morning running through the woods, but this big wave of exhaustion just slammed right down on my bones like a tidal wave. 

“Dom was just keeping an eye on you like I asked, so he’s not entirely to blame for his actions.” Tucking the folded length of my cane into the hip pocket of my jeans, I took a seat at the nearest stool and propped my elbows up on the bar. Silence greeted me, but I had a feeling she was rolling her eyes at that. “Don’t roll your eyes, they’ll get stuck backwards in your head.”

“Oh, shut up!” She said with a giggle, an honest to God giggle, and my mission was accomplished for today. “Did you find the rogue?” 

Mission not accomplished. Scrubbing a hand against my cheek, the rough edge of stubble coating my jaw reminded me that I hadn’t shaved this morning, barely taking time to hop in and out of the shower before joining Kirby in the forest before the sun was ever up. Six fucking hours of running our legs off, following the sickening soured scent of filthy body, and nothing but a dingy little campsite with
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