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A pregnant librarian isn't the sort of person
who should have to worry about an alpha male werewolf, but luck
isn't on Fatima Malik's side. After a week of ecstasy in a secluded
cabin with Dylan Collinee, she ran, carrying his child.

 


Now Dylan has hunted her down and isn't about
to take no for an answer. Yet things are more complicated than a
bit of panic over commitment. Fatima is a feline shifter herself
and neither the wolves nor the cats are ready to accept such a
forbidden mating.
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Though there
were several young people in the children’s library, they were all
dutifully quiet save one. Paper rustled as little fingers turned
the pages in their books. A little boy over by the easy reader
section was clunking the pieces of a chunky wooden puzzle into
place. The pieces made muffled thuds and clicks as they were pushed
into place, lightly scraping at the edges of the puzzle. Whooshes
of arms swooping through the air came from a girl wordlessly
flailing her way through a video game in the multimedia center.
Lights and elderly monitors hummed as computer fans spun to keep
themselves cool, so low and quiet human ears would have to
concentrate to pick out the omnipresent background noise. To my
left, tiny claws and a furry body were scrambling around.

Two hamsters
were kept as library pets. They were named Zig and Zag and were in
separate cages on either side of my desk. From the silence to my
right, I assumed Zag—the female—was asleep. Zig could be heard
climbing in the recycled newspaper bedding in the bottom of his
cage.

I could smell
both rodents, but didn’t find them to be particularly tempting
prey. Animals kept in cages weren’t food. It was the chase that
made prey worthwhile. My shifted form wasn’t much bigger than any
standard house cat, but I preferred challenging prey when I hunted.
Rabbits were a good start.

The hamsters
weren’t the only thing I could smell. The wood pulp scent of
several hundred books filled the air, a scent I had always
associated with comfort. A hint of warm plastics and wires from the
various electronics laid over the fragrance of paper. And then
there was the sickly sweet bubble gum currently wafting up to me
from the mouth of the sole child in the entire library who could
not stay quiet.

“And then it
ate the rabbit,” Abbie said, widening her
eyes dramatically as she came to the climax of her story. Done with
her tale, her mouth snapped shut to busily chomp on that gum. Her
little jaws worked in almost the exact same way as one of the
hamsters on a treat.

Black
corkscrews pulled up in pigtails bobbed on either side of her head
in time to her gum chewing. The hair ties holding her hair in place
had little balls, which the elastic of the tie was then wrapped
around. My mother had never had much interest in her children and
my hair had been kept boyishly short all through my childhood so
she wouldn’t have to bother with it. I liked the way the hair ties
looked, but had no idea what they were called. I wondered if I
would style my daughter’s hair like that. If I had a daughter.

Abbie’s skin
was a similar golden bronze to mine, though our ancestry came from
different parts of the world. Her father’s family was Filipino and
Puerto Rican. He and I had chatted on occasion when he dropped her
off or picked her up for story time. Her mother was one of those
random white American mixes, with similar curls to Abbie’s except
in light brown. My mother had come to America from Egypt and I had
no real idea who my father was beyond the fact that he was white. I
honestly wasn’t entirely sure if my mother knew either.

The onyx black
mirrors of Abbie’s eyes anxiously watched my own gray ones,
awaiting some response. I took a deep breath, trying to remember
the details of her outlandish story.

“That’s very imaginative. I don’t think I ever heard of a
tiger monster hunting rabbits before. Did you read that in a
book?”

She pursed her
lips into a frown as she shook her head, dark curls bouncing
against either cheek with the motion. “It wasn’t in a book. I saw
the tiger monster.”

I frowned
slightly as I took Abbie’s book from her to check it out. She
didn’t have a history of lying at the library or having trouble
separating fantasy from reality. I wondered if she was doing the
same thing at home and made a mental note to make sure everything
was all right when her father came back from the main library to
get her.

“You told me you hate kids, Fatima. Why
surround yourself with them?”

That familiar voice chilled my blood. I looked up from the
book, though my eyes weren’t necessary to confirm what I already
knew. Dylan was standing behind the little girl. He had a mild
smile on his face, one thumb casually hooked on his belt buckle.
His jeans hugged muscular thighs, his soft gray t-shirt doing more
to highlight the definition of his chest and upper arms than
provide cover. He was missing the ten gallon hat and an oiled up
chest, but otherwise he looked like he’d just stepped out of a sexy
cowboy calendar.

The Oklahoma drawl to his voice added to the good ol’ boy
illusion, but I knew he was more than that. I’d kept a tight lid on
myself, but he hadn’t. He had told me about how he worked private
security for the wealthy. He was faster and stronger and far more
lethal than any mere bodyguard, but most of his work was focused on
surveillance rather than diving in front of bullets, he’d said. He
knew his way around all sorts of gadgets for turning a mansion into
a fortress and what cameras might miss, his nose never did. It had
been silly of me to think I could get away from him. If he wanted
to find me, he would. He did.

His eyes were a soft green at the moment. Not the amber of
his wolf form. That was good, but I’d heard enough stories of just
how dangerous an angry alpha werewolf could be to distrust those
eyes. Among the werewolves, it took attaining a special level of
power—being alpha—to be able to partially shift. Cats didn’t have
that limitation, as each of us was our own alpha. Almost all of us
could partially shift upon reaching adulthood. We weren’t anywhere
near as dangerous as the wolves, though. He could give control over
to his wolf side at any moment and slaughter everyone in the
library.

Natural wolves are just predators and don’t deserve the
hate they’ve had heaped upon them by humans. Werewolves, on the
other hand, are nature’s way of striking back at humanity.

“Here you go, Abbie,” I told the little
girl softly as I passed her the book. She walked away with a
confused look on her face, checking over her shoulder as she passed
Dylan. The lower ranked wolves could pass for human when they were
calm, but alphas exuded an aura of power. They had to concentrate
to keep it under control and Dylan wasn’t doing a damn thing
against it. Most likely that was for my benefit.

His golden brown hair was a little shaggier than it had
been the last time I’d seen him in his human form. His face was
still as beautiful as ever, though. Lips still perfectly, kissably
full. Nose still finely chiseled. His square jaw added age and
power to his face, tapering to a sculpted chin with a faint dimple
in it. There was something perpetually boyish in his face, charming
in that playful sort of way. Yet it wasn’t all fun and games in
that beautiful face. He stepped forward and braced his hands on the
counter, then leaned in close to me. I felt the hair on the back of
my neck automatically stand on end, but stayed right where I was,
forcing myself to meet that heavy gaze.

“I never said I hate kids. I said I
didn’t want kittens. You must have
misheard me.” My voice was calm and even, despite the fact that
every instinct I’d been born with was screaming at me to run or
scratch his eyes out.

He raised his brows at me, then looked around the
children’s section of the library with theatrical surprise.
“Clearly.”

The last time I’d seen him, he’d been heading out into a
snow storm to hunt for us. He’d wanted to provide for his family
and some stupid canine loyalty had pushed him to decide that it
included me. The hormones of my breeding season had been dying down
at that point and no longer being caught up in my desire for him
meant that I could stop and think. Thinking had led to running.
That had been four months before and I’d assumed I’d never see him
again. I’d certainly hoped I’d never see him again. Crossing paths
with a werewolf after running away from him simply wasn’t a smart
thing to do.

There was no hatred in his face at the moment, but that
didn’t mean I wasn’t going to be subject to his wrath. Dylan had
been unquestionably dominant. Gentle, yes, but that was when I was
doing what he wanted. Dominant wolves didn’t much care for being
defied.

“What do you want, Dylan?” I asked,
keeping my voice hushed.

“You know what I want.” His eyes flicked
downwards and he leaned in a little more, trying to see down my
body behind the counter.

For a moment, I considered trying to hide it from him. Not
every breeding led to a pregnancy and, as far as I knew, there had
never been a successful mating between a wolf and a cat. It would
be completely believable for it to have just not taken. But with
him here in person, trying to hide it would just prolong the
inevitable. Even with most of my body behind the counter, he could
still see the way my breasts had nearly doubled in size and were
riding high on my chest with the promise of a mother’s milk. With a
sigh, I stepped back from the counter so he could see me clearly.
One of my hands automatically moved down to smooth over my swelling
belly in a protective gesture.

His eyes were glued to my stomach as if it held the secret
to the universe. Hell, maybe it did. “Do you know which it is?”

He wasn’t asking about the baby’s sex. “No. I’m not even
sure how to tell that at this point.”

Dylan nodded once, then turned and walked out. No words
were necessary, because I already knew what he was going to do. A
confrontation here in front of all of these children was dangerous.
It could reveal far more than was safe. A confrontation somewhere
he could corner me alone would only be dangerous to me. I expected
that he would find me in the parking lot later.

As I watched him go, my mind flashed back to the first time
I’d seen him. My breeding season had come upon me over Christmas,
earlier than I had expected. I had been on the road to visit some
friends when it happened and had just enough time to find a remote
cabin on Mount Hood. I could still function while in heat, but it
made it difficult. Solitude was better. Unfortunately, I didn’t get
solitude that time.


I heard a
howl. 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. It was his eyes that really caught me.
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
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