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        Can’t Hide Your Wolf

      

        

      
        Wolf shifter Xander Remington is a single dad, trying to do right by his rambunctious young son. While he’d like to dip his toes into the dating pool, he just doesn’t have the time. Not to mention, there’s more than his heart at stake.

      

        

      
        Xander has done his best to shield his son from the fact that his mother didn’t want him; he isn’t willing to take the chance that the child will get his heart broken by someone else.

      

        

      
        When Luna Moran, a witch with the Sight steps into his life, she informs him that she had a vision, that his son is in danger.

      

        

      
        The vision comes true when Caleb is kidnapped. Luna and Xander must work together to find him, which requires them both to confess secrets from their pasts—and to try to resist the simmering attraction between them.

      

        

      
        Witches and Wolves, in reading order:

        After the Magic

        Wolf Me Tender

        Can’t Hide Your Wolf

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “I need a break.”

      Xander Remington slid onto a barstool at On the Prowl, a place that should feel familiar, comforting, like home. Except he hadn’t gotten out much in the last six years. Not since Felicia showed up on his doorstep with a three-month-old child that had been unmistakably his, and then disappeared like smoke.

      Xander hadn’t known he was a father until that moment, but he’d done a damn fine job of being a single parent ever since.

      But gods above, even single parents needed time off once in a while.

      Kason Holt, the bartender and owner of On the Prowl, slid a bottle across the sleek bar top without being asked. “Rough day?”

      Xander accepted the beer and took a long pull before replying. “Not any more so than all the rest of them. It’s just that tomorrow is the last day of school and I haven’t figured out a babysitter for the summer yet.” He swiped his hand over his mouth and took another drink. The beer was half gone already and he didn’t even care.

      “I work from home, but there’s no way I’ll be able to get a damn thing done with Caleb underfoot all the time. The kid has enough energy for twenty men, and he’s far too inquisitive for his own good. Or mine.”

      The bar was empty other than Xander and Kason; it was still early on a Wednesday afternoon. But Xander hadn’t been able to concentrate after the last disaster of a babysitter interview, and he had about thirty minutes before school let out for the day, so he’d used those two factors as an excuse to detour here on his way to picking up Caleb.

      Kason leaned his elbows on the bar and nodded, presumably sympathetically. The door opened, sending a splash of bright light across the scuffed, wooden planks, before closing again. When Xander’s eyes adjusted, they focused on another figure, heading their way.

      Benjamin Martinez.

      He and Ben had a shared history that tended to make Xander uneasy whenever the guy was around. Probably because Caleb was a result of Xander cheating—unknowingly—with Ben’s then-girlfriend, who had claimed Caleb was Ben’s kid until he was born with Xander’s blond hair and facial features.

      “Hey, Kason, Xander.” Ben nodded as he slid onto the stool next to Xander.

      Why’d he have to sit right next to Xander? As if it weren’t awkward enough with them simply being in the same room together.

      “The usual?” Kason asked as he and Ben shook hands and shared a bro hug across the bar.

      Ben glanced at Xander’s beer and said, “I’ll take one of those.”

      Kason slid a fresh bottle across the sleek laminate. “What are you doing here so early in the day?”

      Ben took a hit from his beer before responding. “Hannah’s out of town on an assignment, and Estella doesn’t have anything for me to do right now, so…” He raised the bottle before tilting it to his lips.

      Until last year, Ben had worked undercover for their pack leader, Estella Monroe, trying to take down the most feared rogue pack in the country. In the process of doing so, he’d fallen in love with Hannah, who was now his mate and who had been hired on as a pack hunter.

      So maybe Xander’s unease truly was all his own. “You’re, er, happier, now that you’re with Hannah, huh?”

      He willed his cheeks not to darken like he was a freaking embarrassed teenager while Ben arched one eyebrow before saying, “You mean happier than being alone? Absolutely.”

      That wasn’t what he meant, but he focused on finishing his beer instead of clarifying.

      “This is good stuff,” Ben commented when Kason replaced Xander’s empty bottle.

      “Yeah,” Xander replied and then hurried up and took another swallow. Damn, he wasn’t this uncomfortable on first dates. At least, he didn’t think he was. Considering how long it had been since he’d gone on one, he supposed his memory may be skewed.

      After another bout of silence, Xander said, “How about that weather,” and now he was officially a dorky old man too.

      “Supposed to rain tomorrow,” Ben noted.

      “Yeah,” Xander replied before they fell silent again. Kason shook his head and disappeared through the door leading into the storeroom, obviously trusting them enough to carry on his duties without needing to keep an eye on them.

      Xander glanced at the time on his phone. He needed to get going after he finished this beer.

      “Someplace to be?” Ben asked into the oppressive silence.

      “Um, yeah. Gotta pick up Caleb from school.” He mumbled the last. Ben didn’t want to hear about his son.

      “It’s gotta be nice to have a flexible schedule so you can pick him up, huh?”

      Xander frowned and, for a moment, forgot that it made him really uncomfortable to talk to Ben about his son. “I own my own business, so yeah, my schedule’s flexible, but trust me, when you have a kid, you still need help if you’re going to work from home.”

      Ben nodded. “Hannah’s been talking about kids a lot lately. I have a feeling she’s going to want to start trying soon. Which means we’ll get to figure all that out too here in the next few years.”

      “My advice,” Xander said, “is to make sure you have the babysitter secured before the second-to-last day of school.”

      Ben chuckled. “Sounds like you’re speaking from personal experience.”

      He drained the bottle and placed it on the bar. “Yep. School ends tomorrow, and I have no clue what the hell to do. I’ve interviewed a dozen people and none of them were right for the job.”

      Silence descended again and Xander blurted, “Caleb’s rambunctious and curious and has way too much energy.”

      Ben nodded.

      “I need a babysitter who can keep up with him, who won’t be distracted by their phone. I can’t have someone who’s taking summer classes and thinks they can study while watching him. Because it won’t happen, trust me. And, shit, I’m sorry for all this complaining.” Christ, he’d never word-vomited like that in his life. And to the one person who probably cared the least about his single-parent struggles.

      Ben shook his head. “It’s cool, man.”

      And then there was silence. Again.

      Xander pulled a twenty out of his wallet, placed it on the counter, and started to slide off his stool.

      “Hey, listen,” Ben started, and then paused. Xander stood there, one foot on the ground, the other leg half hanging off the barstool.

      Ben said, all in a rush, “If you’re worried that this is weird because of Felicia, don’t be. That was a lifetime ago, and I’m happily mated to the woman I should be with. Like you said that day we met last year, he’s your kid and no one should be raising him except you.”

      Xander’s other foot dropped to the floor. “Thanks for saying that. I appreciate it.” He cleared his throat and nodded at the door. “I’d better get going. Bell’s going to ring in a few minutes.”

      He made it two steps before Ben called out, “Hey.”

      Xander turned around.

      “This is going to sound out of left field, but…I can help. If you want.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Ben waved his beer. “I can watch Caleb. I’m between assignments at the moment. I can just tell Estella not to give me anything for a while. Until you find a permanent babysitter. In the meantime, I’ll hang out with Caleb.”

      Xander stared at him. The fact that Caleb was Ben’s ex-girlfriend’s kid aside…

      “Do you have any experience with kids?”

      “Nope.”

      Xander shook his head.

      “But I think that will work in my favor. I’ll be more diligent, sharp. Plus, I’m a pack hunter, so it’s my job to track people down. Means I should be able to keep an eye on a six-year-old little boy. And, truthfully, I’m bored out of my mind right now, so I could use the distraction.”

      “This is crazy.” Even more so that Xander was even considering the idea. “He doesn’t know…you know.”

      “That I thought he was my kid? I’d not imagine he does. I won’t say a word. Won’t mention his mom, either.”

      “I don’t ever talk about her. He asks sometimes, wants to know why most kids in school have two parents while he only has one. But I haven’t figured out how to tell him in a way that he’ll understand. And I don’t want him to feel like his mother abandoned him, even though that’s exactly what she did.”

      “That’s a tough spot to be in.”

      “Tell me about it.” Xander stared at the stained glass window next to the door. “When he was just a baby, I used to think I’d meet someone, mate with her, and she’d become his mother and he’d know no different. It’s obvious Felicia’s never coming back, so I figured I’d never have to tell him anything about her.”

      Man, he’d never talked so openly about his personal life. And to Ben Martinez, of all people.

      “So what do you think?” Ben asked.

      “About what?”

      “Me babysitting your kid?”

      “Oh. Right.” Xander dragged his hand through his hair.

      What did he think?
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      Xander made it to the schoolyard just as the bell rang. The double doors to the school house burst open, kids pouring out like a tidal wave. Ben, who was standing next to him, shoved his hands into his pockets and rocked on his heels while whistling.

      “Damn.”

      Xander chuckled. “It’s like they’re in one of those old-school pressure cookers and the lid has popped off.”

      “Accurate description.”

      “To be fair, it’s worse right now because it’s the end of the school year.”

      A tow-headed kid with olive skin and dark eyes charged toward them, not stopping until he slammed into Xander’s knees. “Dad,” he shouted, wrapping his arms around Xander and squeezing.

      “He’s affectionate,” Ben noted.

      “Very,” Xander agreed, lifting the little guy into his arms. “Hey, buddy. Good day at school?”

      “Yep. A frog jumped into Missy’s hair, and she screamed like a banshee. It was so loud that one of the windows cracked.”

      Xander nodded. “I’m pretty sure Missy is part banshee, so that would make sense.”

      “Who’s that?” Caleb asked, pointing at Ben.

      “This is my friend, Ben.” Was it weird to call the guy who should have been Caleb’s father his friend?

      Probably not any weirder than calling him babysitter.

      “Hi, Ben,” Caleb said, thrusting out his hand like Xander had shown him.

      Ben shook his little hand and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Caleb.”

      “Ben’s thinking about being your babysitter after tomorrow. At least until I can find a permanent replacement.”

      Caleb cocked his head. “Are you a good babysitter?”

      “To be honest, I’ve never done it before.”

      Xander shook his head. “Wrong thing to say, dude. The kid’s going to eat you alive now.”

      They all laughed. Including Caleb.

      “We can handle it, right, little man?” Ben offered his fist and Caleb tapped his knuckles to Ben’s.

      “Can we go fishing?” Caleb asked.

      Ben glanced at Xander and then said, “Sure.”

      “How about hunting?”

      “Er, I’m not so sure about that.”

      “Can we get ice cream every day?”

      “Probably not every day.”

      “Can we explore in the woods?”

      “Yes, we can do that.”

      “Cool.” Caleb looked up at his dad and solemnly said, “He can be my babysitter.”

      Xander laughed. Holy shit, he was really going to do this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Luna Moran surged into a seated position, her eyes wide but unfocused, gasping for breath. Her cami stuck to her breasts, her dark skin was coated with a sheen of sweat.

      That had been a hell of a bad dream.

      Correction, vision.

      Shoving the sheet away, she slid out of bed and then grabbed the headboard when her knees wobbled.

      Emotions flashed through her head, the sensations of anger, triumph, paralyzing fear.

      Sucking in a deep breath, she waited for the last remnants of the vision to fade and then let the air out of her lungs slowly before focusing on walking, carefully, toward the bathroom. She had no idea what time it was, but based on the weak light haloing the curtains, it was pretty damn early. Which hardly mattered because she knew she wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep now. No doubt she’d need to do a couple shots this evening to even be able to convince herself to go near that bed again.

      Damn the visions for interrupting her otherwise peaceful existence.

      Flipping on the light, she stifled a shriek as she glanced at the mirror.

      Her normally healthy, topaz-colored skin was sallow, sickly. The wrap around her straightened hairstyle had come undone and now her locks were sticking up every which way. There were such huge bags under her eyes, she could fit enough luggage to travel Europe for a month.

      She splashed water on her face and brushed her teeth, but the murky tendrils of the nightmare still wouldn’t dissipate.

      “To hell with it.” She hopped into the shower without a shower cap.

      And then she stood there, letting the too-hot water beat on her back, while she leaned her forehead against the tiles and stared at nothing at all.

      But she still saw. That was the problem when one had the Sight; they saw far more than they wanted to.

      Bonus if they also had dark magic running through their veins, like Luna did. Evil magic that was constantly clawing to get out, to take control, to rule her.

      Except she’d conquered it—well, most of it. When she wasn’t having visions, she was able to live a perfectly magic-free life, and, frankly, it was glorious. Like a long-time smoker who’d quit, Luna had figured out she was happier without her magic. She could breathe easier, run farther. Her lungs didn’t constrict anymore, like they were wrapped with tight bands.

      Having a vision was like walking into a cloud of cigarette smoke; the longer she lived as a human, the more she resented that oppressive cloud the visions created in her mind.

      When the water ran cold, she stepped out, dried off, and dressed in a basic, hot pink T-shirt and a pair of capris. For a brief moment of weakness, likely brought on by a lack of caffeine, she considered summoning her magic to style her wet curls into a Dutch crown braid, then paused, staring at herself in the mirror.

      “No. No magic. I’m human. Humans can do anything magical folk can. Well, except for have visions, and those suck, so really, this is better.”

      With a definitive nod, she lifted her arms and began the process of taming her locks into a far more perfect braid than magic could probably create anyway. Bonus: the sense of satisfaction at a job well done.

      Yeah, being human was pretty cool.

      By the time she was done, her hair was in much better shape and her skin tone was a little closer to normal, but the bags under her eyes hadn’t dissipated and her need for caffeine had reached near-desperation levels.

      Of all mornings to run out of coffee…

      She needed to talk to someone.

      That was something humans did in abundance. They were always yammering on about their day-to-day struggles. Luna wasn’t a chatty person—being human was much easier than using magic on the regular, or so it seemed, so she didn’t have much to complain about—but whenever she had a vision, it really messed with her head. Probably because at this point in her life, it was the only magic she ever produced.

      And it was the only magic she couldn’t control.

      Problem was, her options were limited. She couldn’t talk to a fellow human about something only the magical community understood. Besides, she kept to herself, so she didn’t have a lot of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About this book
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Try this Series Next
      


      		
        Chapter One
      


      		
        More Books by TJ Bell
      


      		
        Writing as Tami Lund
      


      		
        Contemporary Romance by Tami Lund
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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/tami-as-tj-bell-cant-hide-your-wolf-zebook-high-res.jpg
“TJ BELL






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





