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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 close friends.

      Scratch that, she had no close friends. She was friendly with a couple of witches from her coven; okay, she was friendly with one witch from her coven. But friendly didn’t translate into, “Do you mind if I dump on you all the scary shit going on in my head?”

      Sighing, she trudged out of the bathroom, snagged her purse, and left her apartment. Her living space consisted of about five hundred square feet above the garage of an elderly witch from her coven who was little miss social butterfly but, luckily, tended to hang with witches who were forty years Luna’s senior, so for the most part she left Luna alone.

      She slipped into the driver’s seat of her Jeep Wrangler and didn’t take the top off since she’d just fixed her hair and ugh, it was drizzling. Regular rainfalls here in northwest Oregon made the landscape beautiful, but what a pain in the ass it was for girls with curly hair.

      And then she headed even farther away from town, down winding, two-track dirt roads that took her up into the mountains separating Golden from the Pacific Ocean. Her mother’s preference for living so far away from civilization was the reason Luna bought the Jeep. Hell, even with the four-wheel-drive, off-road vehicle, it was still a struggle to get up here on some winter days and shortly after a heavy rainfall.

      The house she’d been raised in, the one her mother still inhabited, was a basic stone cottage with moss growing on the roof and a lean-to under which Mom parked an ancient pickup truck she rarely used. If there was a person more reclusive than Luna, it was her mother.

      Another inherited trait?

      A light glowed in the window; Mom was awake. Luna pulled right up into the yard and parked next to the front door since there wasn’t a driveway to speak of. A chicken scurried out of the way when she stepped out of her Jeep. A goat grazed nearby, and she knew there were a couple of cows somewhere around as well. The garden claimed the only area of the yard that received enough sunlight between the trees and the shadow of the mountains, and was surrounded by a fence to keep the free-range animals out.

      The scent of dark brew and—was that coffee cake?—hit her nostrils and Luna’s stomach gave an anticipatory growl. That was good; hunger meant she was shaking off the shock of the latest vision. Maybe she wouldn’t even need to talk to Mom about it. Maybe she’d be just fine, keeping it all locked inside.

      It’s better to be human. Certainly safer.

      She tapped her knuckles against the rough wooden door, and Mom’s voice barked, “Come in.” Luna stepped into a house that hadn’t aged along with the rest of the world.

      Heavy, hunter green curtains framed the windows. The couch was floral; the accent furniture was blond wood. Southwestern prints hung on the walls. There were plants everywhere; it felt like walking into a jungle every time Luna visited her mother.

      She strode through an arched doorway into the eat-in kitchen, which was so white on white she practically needed sunglasses to see. Mom stood at the counter, placing slices of cake onto a plate. Her dreads were pulled back and secured with a band and hung to her ass. She wore a simple, scoop-necked shirt and a pair of lounge pants, no makeup on her clear, dark brown face, and no jewelry. Even without the accompaniments, she was a striking woman. Her skin was as smooth as a twenty-year-old, her muscle tone possibly better than Luna’s.

      “Well, help yourself,” Mom snapped, waving at the coffee maker. “I know that’s what you came for.”

      Her tongue was no less sharp than the last time Luna paid a visit.

      “Thanks,” Luna mumbled, pouring steaming, dark liquid into a mug with “Witchy Woman” screen-printed on it. The cup was from Witch Book, the bookstore in town that, when it opened twenty years ago was intended exclusively for witches, offering spellbooks and ingredients necessary to create spells. But the owner soon realized that they were leaving money on the table by not catering to the human tourists who came to town because of their fascination with the paranormal.

      Nowadays Witch Book was more of a tourist shop than a bookstore, and the spellbooks and paraphernalia needed to cast spells were relegated to a back room one needed permission to access.

      The first time she’d come to visit Mom after starting her job, that mug had been in her Jeep—a gift from her new boss. She’d taken it inside and she’d forgotten to take it with her when she left again.

      She was mildly surprised Mom had kept it these past few years. It wasn’t at all her style.

      Mom placed the plate of sliced cake on the table, and Luna sat, scooping a piece onto a napkin while Mom filled her own mug with coffee.

      Luna sipped the steaming, dark brew; nothing like it to clear away the cobwebs in her head. Next time, maybe she’d go into town, head to the Betty Brews instead of coming out here. If all it took was a cup of strong coffee to clear away the visions…

      “So what is it this time?” Mom’s barked question—seriously, the woman always sounded impatient, always bit off her words when she spoke—caused Luna to fumble her cup, sloshing liquid over the side and onto the white laminate tabletop.

      Mom’s lips thinned as Luna hopped up and snagged a rag to wipe up the mess.

      “It was another vision,” Mom said, answering her own question. “How many times do I have to tell you to control that damn magic?”

      “I have the magic under control,” Luna replied. “I use it so little, I might as well be human. Which, for the record, doesn’t suck.”

      “You’re obviously not controlling the visions.”

      “How many times do I have to tell you I can’t control the visions?” The gods knew, she’d tried. Her mother knew, too, since she’d been demanding Luna figure it out since she had her first one when she was eight.

      In the middle of class. Yeah, that had been fun.

      Mom smacked her palm against the table, rattling both cups. “If you controlled the dark magic, you’d control those worthless visions.”

      “They aren’t worthless,” Luna blurted and then cringed.

      It was true, though, even though she, too, tried to deny it. Except she knew the truth: they were impressions of the future, things that would happen, at some point, to someone, somewhere in the world.

      The problem was, they were so hard to decipher, she usually didn’t figure out what they meant until after the event or situation happened.

      And did she mention that her visions were almost always warnings of bad things to come?

      One of the first ones she’d ever had was of a sea turtle and a seagull. Shortly thereafter, there had been a writeup in the local papers about a specific type of sea turtle that had become extinct after the last baby had been snatched by a bird of prey only inches from the safety of the sea.

      Then there was the one she’d had about a burning trash can. She’d learned several weeks later that a local business had burned to the ground because an employee had tossed a still-lit cigarette in the trash and it had caught fire.

      She would never forget that expectant mother and her child who died in her womb a week after Luna had a vision of a person floating in water, struggling with what she thought was a rope but had turned out to be an umbilical cord. The woman had cancelled her doctor’s appointment and thus an ultrasound that might have helped the doctor realize the baby was in distress.

      Yeah, Luna pretty much loathed having the Sight.

      She definitely preferred living as a human over dealing with all that emotional baggage.

      “You see images of something that is supposed to happen,” Mom pointed out. “You don’t see those things so that you can stop them.”

      “Then why do I even see them?” What the hell other reason would there be for her to have the damn visions?

      Mom stabbed her finger across the table, pointing at Luna’s face. “It’s the dark magic. You are letting it control you.”

      “I’m not you.”

      Mom’s eyes flared, and for a split second, Luna half feared the woman was going to toss a spell at her. Mom was the only person Luna had ever met who had used dark magic at some point in her life.

      She only ever talked of the experience in vague terms, usually as a warning to Luna when she complained about the visions. When Luna had asked if Mom, too, had the Sight, she’d said no, and Luna had been confused by the connection of the two things.

      “Dark magic is far more powerful than you or I or any other form of magic,” Mom had said. “It makes you do things you regret afterward yet have no power to stop while it’s happening.”

      According to Mom, that was all the explanation Luna needed.

      “No, you are not,” Mom said now, her dark eyes boring into Luna as if she were trying to read what was in her soul.

      Luna dropped her gaze to the slice of cake she’d only picked at. Why had she come here? She hadn’t even told her mother about this latest vision, and she felt worse than when she arrived.

      Pushing away from the table, she stood. “I like being human,” she insisted. “Trust me, I want these stupid visions even less than you do. If not for them, I could be happy.”

      She left, jumped into her Jeep, and pressed a little too hard on the accelerator, sending mud and pebbles flying behind her as she drove through the yard, to the narrow road that would take her back down the mountain.

      Because she hadn’t ingested nearly enough caffeine, Luna pulled into a parking space in front of Betty Brews and hopped out, jogging to the restaurant, hurrying in an attempt to avoid the rain doing too much damage to her freshly styled hair. As she reached for the handle, the door opened and a muscular arm held it there so that a child who was obviously of mixed heritage could step out. The kid was holding what looked like a milkshake with a lid on it.

      He had dark eyes and a dark complexion, but his hair was sun-kissed blond. It was a quite stunning combination. He was going to be a knock-out when he grew up.
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