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      Tori knows she shouldn’t flirt with the sexy bear shifter, Judd.  She’s a bunny shifter.  There’s no future for them.  And not just because he’s a predator and she’s prey.

      Tori isn’t nearly as prey-like as Judd thinks she is…

      She’s hidden behind her dumb bunny façade for so long that she’s almost forgotten who she really is.

      Until an old enemy finds her.

      With hiding no longer an option, Tori prepares to make her final stand.  But with danger lurking around every corner, she’ll need Judd’s help as well as a little magic.

      Judd’s wanted Tori from the first day she started working at the bar.  Too bad the flirty bunny shifter has made it clear they’ll never be anything more than friends.

      Until he sees the real Tori, and everything changes.

      Judd is thrust into a treacherous world of magic, mad scientists, and a sweet little bunny shifter who just might be an assassin.

      With the fate of the world at stake, will Judd convince Tori that they can save the world and build a life together?
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      Astoria Genevieve Baker did not have time for the bullshit currently going down just a block from her shitty apartment.

      She’d be lucky if she weren’t late for her work shift as it was.

      Of course, it didn’t mean she would walk right by the woman’s soft cries like the asshole ahead of her had done.  Fuck that bullshit.

      Her boss was a good guy.  He’d forgive her for being late this one time.

      She turned down the mouth of the alley, marching steadily toward the bastard who had the woman pinned against the wall and was currently slapping her face in a steady rhythm that was more about the humiliation than the pain.

      Astoria sniffed the air.  The dickweed was a skunk shifter.  The odour that clung to every pore would have clued in even a human.  The woman was a skunk shifter too.  Unsurprisingly, skunks tended to stick to their own kind, mostly because of the smell.

      She slipped from her jacket, letting it fall to the snow-covered ground.  The cold air bit into her bare arms and seeped past her nylon-clad legs, but she ignored it.  A little cold wouldn’t hurt her.

      As Astoria grew nearer, she could hear his whiskey-roughened voice say, “You gonna disrespect me again, Carla?”

      “No, Bill, I won’t.  I promise.”  The woman’s voice cracked every time Bill’s palm connected with her cheek.

      “Good, because I’m getting fucking sick and tired of -”

      “Hey, dick for brains!”  Astoria’s voice was soft but clear.

      Bill didn’t turn away from Carla, although he did stop slapping her.  “Get lost, bitch.  This ain’t any of your concern.”

      “Did you come out of your mama this fucking ugly, or did you get smacked in the face with a baseball bat?”

      Lame.  She really needed to work on her insult game.

      It may have been lame, but it caught Bill’s attention.  He stepped away from Carla.  The skunk shifter stayed where she was… huddled against the wall, her cheeks bright red from the slaps and tears forming ice chips in the dark hollows under her eyes.

      “What the fuck did you just say to me?” Bill said.

      He started toward her.  He was a big man, probably just past the six-foot mark, with a soft belly and jowls beginning to sag.  He towered over her diminutive size.  Not that she gave a fuck.  The bigger they were, the harder they fell, right?

      She rolled her shoulders like a boxer before a big fight and cracked her neck as Bill grew closer.  It’d been a long time since she’d been in a fight, and she wondered if she still had it in her.  Fighting was a lot like dancing.  The less you practiced, the rustier you got.

      It was too late to worry about it now.  Bill was nearly on her, and from the look on his face, he was getting ready to start slapping her around like poor Carla.

      Bill stopped inches from her, staring down at her with a sneer.  He sniffed in her direction before looking her up and down, his gaze lingering on the tight, thigh-high skirt she wore and the t-shirt that clung to her perky tits like a second skin.  “You’re not half bad looking, are you, ya little slut?  Tell you what, I’ll forgive you for the disrespect you just showed me ‘cause I can be a nice guy. So, hop away, little bunny, this ain’t none of your fucking concern.”

      He turned around to head back to Carla.  Astoria shot her leg out, kicking him in the ass with the toe of her winter boot.  It made a satisfying, meaty thud, although Bill's pig-like squeal as he staggered forward was infinitely more enjoyable.

      He turned around.  The shock on his face made her laugh, and Bill’s surprise quickly turned to rage.  His face red and chest heaving, he came at her with his fists raised and murder in his eyes.

      She dodged his first wild swing with practiced ease, her body doing what came naturally despite how long it’d been since she’d fought.  His following two punches were just as simple to avoid.  His anger and shock worked against him, although she would have kicked his ass easily, even if he'd been clear-headed.

      She taunted him for a few minutes, letting him try to hit her at least half a dozen times as she dodged and ducked.  He repeatedly swore, his fists flying, but she was a rabbit, for fuck’s sake. She was built for speed.

      “You little bitch, stop fucking moving!”  he growled out.

      She laughed again.  “What’s the matter, stinky pants?  You too old to catch me?”

      “You slut!” he shouted.

      She ducked out of the way of another wild swing.  “You know slut isn’t an insult, right?”

      “I’m gonna rip your fucking legs right off your body,” he said.

      “You’d have to catch me first, slowpoke,” she said with another taunting grin.

      He roared with anger.  She side-stepped him neatly when he rushed forward, sticking her foot out and grinning when he tripped over it and sprawled into the snow.  He jumped to his feet, snow and… ew, gross… a rotting banana peel stuck to one cheek.

      “Uh,” she pointed at his face, “you got a little something….”

      He swiped the peel off his face with another angry roar.  Astoria could have done this all day, fuck, it was incredible how good this felt, but she really would be late if she didn’t finish this in the next few minutes.

      Bill rushed toward her again – some assholes just never learned – but this time, she grabbed the lid of a trash can with her right hand and blocked Bill’s blow with her left arm.  Before he could swing at her again, she punched him in the face with the garbage lid.  The crunch the metal made when it connected with his nose sent a wave of satisfaction over her.

      Bill the skunk crumpled to the ground, his legs folding under him like a wobbly card table, and his eyes rolling up in his head as blood gushed from his broken – well, more like shattered – nose.

      She leaned down and studied his face before giving him a boot to the ribs.  He didn’t move, and she dropped the trash can lid beside his prone body and turned to Carla.

      “You okay?”

      Carla blinked at her before pushing away from the wall and joining her on unsteady legs.  “You… you killed Bill.”

      “Nah, he’s not dead.  Just unconscious.  Although…”  Astoria leaned down and heaved Bill’s body onto his side so he wouldn’t choke to death on his own blood.  She might not be opposed to beating the fuck out of some slimy shithead who liked to slap women around, but she wasn’t a killer.

      Not anymore, anyway.

      Carla still stared at Bill, like she couldn’t believe what had happened.  “I… thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” Astoria said.  “Hey, this isn’t my business, but you can do better than this loser.  You know that, right?”

      “It’s my fault,” Carla said.  “I wore something I shouldn’t have, and I knew Bill wouldn’t like it.”  She pointed to the skinny jeans she wore.  “My pants are too tight, and I showed too much cleavage at -”

      “Don’t do that,” Astoria said.  “You’re allowed to wear whatever the fuck you want to wear.  It’s your body.  Don’t let this asshole,” she kicked Bill again, grinning when he groaned in pain despite still being unconscious, “convince you he has the right to tell you what to do with your body or your life for that matter.  He has no power over you.”

      Shit, now she sounded like an after-school special, but damn if she didn’t hate to see a woman looking broken and defeated over a fucking man.

      Carla stared at her.  “My sister says the same thing.”

      “You should listen to your sister.”

      Carla pulled out her phone and snapped a picture of Bill’s face.  She smiled at Astoria.  “For my sister.  She’ll probably frame it and hang it on the wall.”

      Astoria laughed and walked to the front of the alley to snag her coat.  Carla followed her and patted her arm a bit timidly.  “Seriously, thank you for helping.  Where did a bunny learn to fight like that?”

      “You’re welcome.” She ignored the second question.  “Do you live with Bill?”

      Carla nodded.  “I do.  Or rather, I did.  I’m about to grab my shit and take the next bus to my sister’s.  She lives in Winchester.  You ever been there?”

      “Once.  In another life,” Astoria said.  “Take care of yourself, Carla.”

      “You too.”

      Carla headed north, and Astoria kept going south to her car parked on a side street.  She climbed behind the wheel and turned the heat high, rubbing her hands together to warm them up.  Her rabbit bounced around with glee, and Astoria couldn’t help but grin at her excitement.

      We should find someone to fuck.  C’mon, pretty please? Her rabbit pleaded.

      She shouldn’t have been surprised that the rush of adrenaline from the fight had turned into a serious need to fuck.  She was a rabbit shifter, after all.  Still, her libido could and often did get her in trouble, and there’d been more than one occasion when she’d wished she had better control of it.

      It was only a fifteen-minute drive to work, but she was still five minutes late when she parked in the half-full lot and hurried toward the entrance.  She stopped and took a few deep breaths, trying to calm the adrenaline rush and her urge to fuck.

      It had lessened slightly in the drive to work, but it would roar back to life the minute she saw him.

      It always did.

      She and her rabbit both wanted him with a raw intensity that grew harder and harder to ignore.  Working with him day in and day out certainly didn’t help, nor did his flirty behaviour or the lust she could sometimes smell drifting from his skin when he looked at her.

      That got her rabbit worked up something awful, but she’d never read too much into it.  He was a natural flirt.  She’d seen his flirting skills in action many times, and it was never a surprise to her when the women lapped it up.  She understood it.  Hell, most shifts, she could barely stop herself from pushing him into the supply room and riding him like a pony.

      Shit, she needed to stop thinking about him and his body, or she really would lose control.  Maybe she’d get lucky.  Maybe he wouldn’t be right at the front door, and she wouldn’t have to hear his deep voice, smell his intoxicating scent, or be knocked over by his two-hundred-watt grin.  His shift started at the same time as hers, but he could be in the back room grabbing a keg.  He was technically the bouncer but helped with other stuff at the bar.

      She rolled her shoulders again, arranged her face into her usual mask of brainless innocence, and mentally submerged herself in the role of the dumb bunny she had perfected.  She opened the door and stepped inside the warm bar, making sure her smile didn’t slip when he was right there.

      “Hello, doll.”  His warm and appreciative look stripped her to her very core despite her layers of clothes.

      What was it about this man that made her want to throw away her new life and show him who she truly was?  No matter what it cost her.

      “Oh, like, hey, Judd.  How ya doin’, handsome?”  The affected Valley Girl voice she had adopted grated on her nerves, just like it always did.

      “Can’t complain, sweet thing.  You’re looking gorgeous tonight,” Judd said.

      “Oh my God, stop it!  You’re making me blush.”  She giggled, making it so high-pitched that the wolf shifter in the corner booth glanced over with a look of irritation.

      “How was your day?  You do anything fun with the kids?”  Judd shoved his hands into his back pockets, making his t-shirt cling to his chest and sending her lust into overdrive.  Her rabbit was going crazy, and sweat dripped down her back as she fought for control.

      Judd could smell her lust.  He was a black bear, and they had great sniffers.  But what did it matter?  He knew she lusted after him, but he also knew she wouldn’t fuck him.  He’d apparently made peace with that long ago and was content to keep things flirtatious.

      Which didn’t bother her.  Nope, it didn’t bother her one little bit.

      Maybe if she kept telling herself that, she’d eventually believe it.

      “It was, like, fine.  The kids had a birthday party to go to this morning.”  The lie about her non-existent children rolled easily off her tongue.

      “I didn’t do much while they were gone because I was sooo tired from last night’s shift, and, like, my feet were totally killing me.  I really need to get some better arch support in my shoes. You know?  Like, I heard that most women are nearly crippled by the time they’re forty because the shoe manufacturers deliberately use this weird material in the insides of their shoes that make women’s feet change shape over time.  Isn’t that, like, terrible?”

      “I haven’t heard that,” Judd said.

      She could barely stop the laughter – her genuine laugh, not that fake giggling shit she did and fucking hated – from spilling out.  One of the things she loved about Judd was his ability to keep a straight face when she droned on and on.  Not only that, but he actually appeared to pay attention too.

      “Yeah, I know it’s, like, kind of crazy, but -”

      “Tori!”

      She looked to the bar where her boss, Porter, stood near the beer kegs.  “You’re late.”

      “I gotta go, big guy.”  Knowing she shouldn’t, but fuck, she was dying over here, she let her hand trail across Judd’s flat, tight abdomen.  Just the feel of his hard stomach made her fucking gush into her panties.  “I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

      “You bet, Tori-girl.”  Judd winked at her.

      Telling her rabbit to simmer the fuck down, she walked away.
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      The chipmunk shifter was gonna be a fucking problem.

      Judd knew it, Porter knew it, hell, even Alfie knew it, and he’d been a bouncer at the bar for less than two weeks.

      Judd settled back against the bar, watching the chipmunk as he pushed past a group of badgers who, based on their business suits and the lanyards around their necks, were a part of the big environmental conference happening at the hotel down the street.

      The chipmunk bumped the smallest badger as he shoved past him, spilling the badger’s beer onto the front of his fancy suit.  The badger snarled and whipped around.  “What the fuck?”

      Judd tensed, pushing away from the bar as the chipmunk glared at the man.  “You got a fucking problem with me, buddy?”

      The badger glanced at his friends, saw no help, and backed down immediately.  “No, I don’t.”

      Judd didn’t blame him.  Badgers were tough as fucking nails, but going after the chipmunk was pure insanity.  The chipmunk shifter was only about 5’8”, but, like ninety-five percent of chipmunks, he hit the steroids hard along with Christ only knew what other muscle-enhancing poisons he’d pumped into his body.  The drugs bulked up the chipmunks, but they made them mean, unpredictable, and as nasty as those fucking Canadian geese.

      “That chipmunk’s gonna be a problem.”  Alfie leaned against the bar next to Judd.

      “Tell me something I don’t fucking know.”  Judd glanced at the leopard shifter.  “You ever had to deal with a chipmunk before?”

      “At the security place I worked for a few years back, we used to patrol a local mall.  Had trouble with a chipmunk in the food court.  The Dixie Chicken got his order wrong, and he lost his fucking shit.  They called me and my partner, Vince, to escort him out of the mall.  He didn’t want to leave, and shit went downhill real fast.”

      “What happened?”

      Alfie scanned the bar, his lean body on high alert as he tracked the chipmunk’s progress across the crowded space.  “Vince is a brown bear and fucking tough.  We got him into cuffs, but the asshole shifted to his chipmunk, ran up Vince’s pant leg, and chomped on his fucking balls.”

      Judd’s mouth dropped.  “You’re kidding me?”

      “Nope.  Vince says he still has tooth marks on his sack.”

      “Fucking chipmunks,” Judd said.

      “Fucking chipmunks,” Alfie agreed.

      They both turned at the growling from the booths along the bar's right side.  A snake shifter and a mongoose shifter were shoving at each other’s chests, and Judd rolled his eyes.  “For fuck’s sake, those two were just in here last night and got into a fight then too.”

      “I’ve got it,” Alfie said.  He pushed through the crowd as Judd looked for the chipmunk again.  A growl erupted from his chest, and he immediately stalked across the bar.  His bear snarled and growled, and Judd didn’t try to calm him down.

      It was useless to try.  The chipmunk was touching Tori, and even if his bear couldn’t see how the chipmunk shifter’s fingers were sinking into the soft meat of Tori’s upper arm, he would have been pissed.  Lately, his bear got pissed when anyone even looked at Tori.  And considering that Tori was the most beautiful woman in the bar on a nightly basis, a lot of fucking men looked at her.  His bear spent most of their work shifts in a terrible mood.

      His bear snarling and snapping, Judd stopped beside them and stared at the chipmunk.  “Take your fucking hands off of her.”

      “Get lost,” the chipmunk said without looking at him.  He squeezed Tori’s arm until she gasped.  “I said bring me another beer, you stupid little bitch.”

      Judd had to give it to Tori.  Even for a rabbit shifter, she was on the tiny side, but she stared the chipmunk in the face and said, “And I said you’re cut off, you dense cabbage.”

      Judd’s grin died when the chipmunk shook Tori so hard that the tray of beers she carried crashed to the floor, spraying his boots with liquid.  His bear roared deafeningly, and the chipmunk made a strangled yelp when Judd’s hand shot out and wrapped around his thick neck.

      Judd squeezed hard, baring his fangs at the chipmunk as a deep growl radiated from his chest.  “Take your fucking hand off of her.”

      The chipmunk choked and gagged but didn’t release his grip on Tori.  Judd leaned in closer, his bear snarling and growling at him to kill the man, and said, “Take your fucking hand off of her now, or I will string you up by your nutsack, rip out your fucking intestines, and use them as skipping rope.  Do you understand me?”

      The chipmunk released Tori.  His face was bright red, and he clawed at Judd’s hand as Judd’s bear pushed forward and goaded Judd into saying, “I think I’ll fucking kill you anyway, you rancid dickmeat.”

      “Judd, enough.”

      Judd barely heard Hudson’s voice over the angry demands of his bear.

      Kill him for touching her.  Kill him!

      His bear had the right idea.  The prick chipmunk was about to discover what happened to assholes who thought hurting innocent women was acceptable.  Who thought hurting Tori was acceptable.

      “Judd, let him go.”  Hudson’s big hand clamped down on his shoulder.

      Judd snarled at his best friend, baring his fangs as his bear pushed for control.  “He fucking touched her.”

      “I know, but if you kill him, you’ll go to prison, you idiot.  So fucking let him go.”  Hudson was doing a great job as the voice of reason, but Judd and his bear were about two hundred yards past reason.  All that mattered was making sure the chipmunk and everyone else in the bar knew that hurting Tori resulted in a very fucking painful death.

      “Judd.”  Tori’s arm wrapped around his waist, and her tiny hand patted his lean stomach.  “It’s okay, big guy.  Let him go.”

      “He hurt you,” he snarled.

      “I’m okay.  I promise.”  Her voice was soft and low.  It didn’t sound at all like her usual high-pitched Valley Girl voice, and a shudder of pure need went through him.  Christ, he wanted her so fucking bad.

      “Let him go, Judd,” she said, rubbing her hand back and forth across his stomach.

      He released the chipmunk shifter, and the guy immediately bent over, hacking and coughing before falling to his knees.  He wheezed in a breath.  “I’m gonna fucking sue you.  I’m gonna….”

      Hudson reached down and hauled him to his feet.  The chipmunk shifter might have been used to intimidating other shifters with his muscles and his attitude, but Hudson was a polar bear shifter.  He was over seven feet tall and thick with muscle, and even a steroid-abusing, rage-filled chipmunk shifter would be insane to go after him.

      The chipmunk stared up at Hudson as the polar bear shifter leaned down and said, “What you’re gonna do is get the fuck outta this bar and never come back.”

      “You can’t kick me out,” the chipmunk shifter’s voice was hoarse, and he rubbed at his throat, “you’re just the fucking bartender.”

      “Yeah, well, I’m the fucking owner, and I can kick you out.”  Porter, the wolf shifter who owned Bud’s bar, stood beside Hudson.  “Do what the bartender said and get the fuck out of here.  You’re banned, asshole.”

      “Fuck all of you!”  The chipmunk shouted before stalking toward the door.  He shoved it open and disappeared into the darkness.

      “You all right, Tori?”  Porter studied the red marks on her arm.

      “I’m good, Porter.”  Tori’s voice sounded normal again, and she smiled up at Judd before squeezing him.  “Thanks so much, big guy.  You’re, like, my hero tonight.”

      His bear chuffed to her, and Judd swallowed the sound.  “You should get your arm checked out at the hospital.”

      She giggled and slapped him playfully on the stomach.  “It’s, like, not that bad, silly.”  She stood on her tiptoes and brushed her lips across his cheek.  “Thank you, handsome.”

      “You’re welcome, Tori-girl,” he said as she glanced at the mess of broken glass and spilled beer.

      “I, like, need to get a mop before someone slips in this,” she said.  She walked away, and Judd studied her perfect ass in her tight skirt as Porter returned to his office.

      “Jesus, your lust is so thick right now that a human could smell it.”  Hudson clapped Judd on the back.  “I seriously don’t get what you see in the bunny.”

      “Tori’s sweet,” Judd said.

      “She doesn’t have a single brain cell in her head,” Hudson said.

      “So fucking what?”  Judd said.  “Doesn’t mean she deserves to be treated like she’s second class.”

      “I didn’t say she did,” Hudson said.  “What’s gotten into you tonight?”

      “Nothing,” Judd said.  “I’m just…tired.”

      “I don’t get why you don’t just fuck her and get her out of your system,” Hudson said.

      “She doesn’t want to fuck me,” Judd said.

      His bear made an undignified whine that Judd ignored.

      “Of course she wants to fuck you.  She’s a rabbit shifter,” Hudson said.

      Judd glared at him, and Hudson held up his hands.  “I’m not insulting her.  It’s a well-known fact that rabbit shifters aren’t picky when it comes to fucking.”

      “Yeah, well, she’s made it clear she’s not into me,” Judd said.

      Hudson squatted and began to pick up the bigger pieces of broken glass with his ham-sized hands.  “Smells like she’s into you.”

      Judd bent and picked up glass pieces as well.  “Fine.  She’s into me, but she doesn’t want to fuck me.”

      Hudson sniffed the air, and a rare grin crossed his face.  They both straightened, and Judd didn’t need to turn around to know that Hudson’s mate was behind him.  The happiness on Hudson’s face said it clearly.

      Hudson’s polar bear growled and chuffed before Hudson said, “Hello, my mate.”

      “Hi, honey.”

      Judd turned and smiled at the tall and curvy human standing behind him.  She held a large plastic container in her hands, and the delicious scent of lasagna drifted from it.  “Hi, Rosalie.  How are you?”

      “I’m good, Judd.  You?”

      “Can’t complain,” he said.

      She studied the broken glass in his and Hudson’s hands before smiling at Hudson.  “I brought you dinner, but I can leave it and head home if this is a bad time.”

      Hudson shook his head.  “No, I can take my dinner break now.”

      He handed the broken pieces of glass to Judd, barely glancing at him as he put his hand against Rosalie’s lower back and ushered her toward the large employee’s only booth near the back.

      Judd squatted to pick up more glass, smiling at Carmen when she stooped beside him and grabbed the last broken glass.  “Thanks, Carmen.”

      “Of course.”  She gave him a toothy grin as they both straightened.  Like Alfie, Carmen started at the bar a few weeks ago.  She was a capybara shifter, and her body was thick with muscle.  Her reddish brown hair was short and spiky, and she was calm and easygoing.

      She swept her gaze over his body, and he could smell the faint scent of her lust for him.  “You didn’t get hurt, did you?”

      “By a chipmunk shifter?  Fuck, no,” he said.

      She laughed as she followed him to the garbage bin behind the bar, and they dumped the broken pieces of glass into it.  “How was your day off yesterday?”

      “Good,” he said.  “Didn’t do much.  How about you?”

      “I met up with a few friends and went swimming at Clove Lake.  We’re going again on Thursday.  You should join us.”

      “Isn’t it supposed to be below zero on Thursday?”  Judd asked.

      “And snow.”  Alfie leaned against the bar again.  He had a slight cut on his face, and his dark brown hair was messed up.  “Not to mention the Solum Winds.  They’re a hell of a lot stronger outside of the city.  They’ll cut like a knife right through you.”

      Carmen shrugged before smiling at Judd.  “You can always swim in your animal form if it’s too much for your human side.”

      “Thanks, but I think I’ll pass.”

      “Suit yourself,” she said with another grin.  “But if you change your mind, you know where to find me.”

      She walked away with a sexy sway to her ample hips that Alfie watched with appreciation.  “I hate to see her leave, but I love to watch her go.”

      Judd snorted.  “Lame, Alfie.”

      Alfie laughed.  “Yeah, I know.  Are you going to sleep with her?”

      “Carmen?”  Judd said.

      Alfie dabbed a bar napkin against the cut on his cheek.  “Don’t say it like that.  You know she wants you.”

      Judd shook his head.  “I’m not going to sleep with her.”

      “Cool.  So, you won’t care if I do, then?”  Alfie asked.

      “Why would I?”

      “Just wanted to make sure it wasn’t a Tori situation.”

      “What the fuck does that mean?”  Judd asked.

      Alfie balled up the napkin and tossed it in the garbage bin.  “It means that if I slept with Tori, you’d have my balls on a keychain.”

      “Tori and I aren’t… I mean… she’s free to sleep with whomever she wants,” Judd said.

      “And yet, she doesn’t.”

      Judd glanced at Tori, who was mopping up the spilled beer.  Alfie clapped him on the back.  “I may have only been here a couple of weeks, but it’s obvious you’re totally into each other.  Fuck, I knew it within the first half hour of my first shift.  Weird, though.  I’ve never seen a rabbit shifter lust after someone like she lusts after you without actually fucking them.”

      Stupidly, hurt rolled over Judd, and Alfie sniffed the air before squeezing his shoulder.  “Shit, man, that came out wrong.  I didn’t mean it like that.  It’s just, you know, rabbit shifters and their libido… they’re not known for their restraint.”

      “Yeah, I know.  C’mon, we need to get back to work.  Porter isn’t paying us to talk,” Judd said.
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      Tori peeled off the rubber gloves and tossed them in the cleaning bucket before throwing both into the supplies closet.  Despite her gloves, she scrubbed her hands with hot water and the industrial-sized bottle of soap sitting next to the deep sink in the closet.

      The sour smell of vomit lingered in her nostrils, and she leaned against the wall next to the shelf of cleaning supplies.  Fuck this night.  It’d been a fucking disaster since she stepped into the bar.  She grimaced and rubbed at her forehead.  The temptation to walk straight to Porter’s office and tell him she quit was overwhelmingly strong.  Being a server wasn’t exactly her fucking dream job, and cleaning up a shockingly large amount of puke in the ladies’ bathroom was one hell of a way to end her shift.

      She straightened and paused with her hand on the door handle.  Quitting her job, as tempting as it was, wasn’t the answer.  She might hate being a waitress, but she liked eating and having a roof over her head.

      So find something else.  Anything else!  Work for Porter’s brother - the one who owns the security firm.  It’s much more suited to your skills.

      Yeah, it was, but it was also the first fucking place he’d look for her.  And he was still looking for her.  She couldn’t fool herself into thinking she was safe.  That almost got her killed the last time he found her.

      She yanked open the door and walked down the hallway.  Ten more minutes and Porter would close the bar, and she could cash out and go the fuck home.  She’d have a hot bath and a -

      “Well, hey, pretty bunny.  I’ve been looking for you.”

      She groaned but plastered on a smile as the tiger shifter walked out of the men’s room.  He did a zipper check before adjusting his crotch, his grin widening when her gaze dropped to the motion.

      She rolled her eyes internally.  The tiger shifter had been hitting on her all night, and she was fucking over it.  Still, she kept that false smile firmly in place as the tiger leaned on the wall before her.  “You disappeared on me.”

      “Oh, like, I was cleaning up so much vomit in the ladies’ room.” Her Valley girl voice annoyed the tiger, she could smell it on him, so she amped it up to a thousand.  “It was, like, soooo gross.  But, like, you know, it’s totally part of my job.”

      “Right.” The tiger shifter trailed his finger down her bare arm.  “So, the bar’s closing soon.  What do you say I wait for you in the parking lot, and we go somewhere a little more private.”

      “Oh, like, aren’t you just the sweetest!” She giggled and patted his arm.  “But my kits are, like, waiting at home for me, so….”

      “They can wait a little longer.” His finger investigated the sliver of flesh between her tank top and skirt.  “You’ve been coming on to me all night, sweet thing.  Don’t play shy now.”

      Her patience died along with her false smile, and she dropped the Valley girl accent.  “No, I fucking wasn’t.”

      The tiger shifter blinked, his pupils narrowing as a low hiss escaped his throat.  “What did you say?”

      “I said no, I fucking wasn’t.  You’re just so fucking arrogant you think any woman being nice to you means she wants to bone you.”

      “You bitch,” the tiger shifter said.  “I gave you fucking amazing tips all night.”

      “ Let me give you a tip - when a waitress flirts with you, it’s because she wants your money, not your dick.”  Tori pushed past the shifter.

      With a low growl, he grabbed her arm and yanked her back to him.  “No one fucking talks to me that way.  Especially not a dumb little bunny who doesn’t have a single thought beyond who’s she gonna fuck next.  Now, are you gonna play nice and apologize, or do I have to - FUCK!”

      The tiger shifter bellowed in pain when Tori yanked his arm behind his back, twisting it until he dropped to his knees with another curse of pain.  He hissed loudly, fur growing on his face, and she yanked viciously on his arm.

      “If you shift, I’ll break it, I swear to fucking God,” she snarled.

      He sucked in a large gulp of air.  “Let go of me, you fucking bitch!”

      She yanked his arm again, relishing the sound of his high-pitched squeal.  “Call me bitch one more time, friend.”

      He moaned with pain, his body shuddering as he stared at her.  “Let me go.”

      “In a minute,” she said.  “But first, you’re going to apologize to me, and you’ll make it fucking sincere, or I really will break your goddamn arm, you useless twat of a shifter.”

      He cried out when she pulled on his arm again.  Sweat sliding down his forehead, he said, “Okay, okay, I’m sorry.”

      “Try the fuck again,” she said and yanked mercilessly on his arm.

      He hissed out another expletive before sucking in a harsh breath.  His eyes locked onto hers, and he said, “I’m sorry.  I was an asshole and shouldn’t have said what I said.”

      “And…” she gave his arm another tug.

      He squealed, and she kept the grin off her face when tears leaked down his face.  “I don’t know what you want me to say!”

      “Think harder about what you did to me,” she said.

      Panting and moaning, he stared wild-eyed at her, his pupils dark slits.  “I… I shouldn’t have….” Understanding dawned in his gaze.  “I shouldn’t have touched you without your permission.”

      “Bing-fucking-o,” she said.  “Top of the class for you.  Good boy.  She released his arm and stepped back, watching as he rubbed it before staggering to his feet.  “Go home, good boy.”

      He snarled at her, and she sighed.  Fuck, he really was going to make her break his bones, all because of male pride.  His body started to swell, and she said, “You don’t want to do this.  I will hurt you.”

      He stared at her, and she returned his gaze with calm confidence.  After a moment, he deflated and turned to leave, still rubbing his arm.  He chuffed in surprise, and she followed his gaze, dismay washing over her when she saw Judd standing at the hallway entrance.

      Shock covered his features, and he paid no attention to the tiger shifter when the man pushed past him and disappeared into the bar.

      “What the fuck?”  Judd said.

      “Oh, like, hey, big guy,” she said.  “You ready to call it a night?  It’s been such a long shift, am I right?”

      He strode down the hall, the floor shaking minutely with every step, to stand before her.  “Don’t do that.”

      She pasted a smile on her face.  “Don’t do what, big guy?”

      “Don’t use that voice.  Don’t pretend to be….” Judd looked her up and down, “whatever the fuck this is.”

      Exhaustion seeping into every bone, she sighed and said, “My shift’s over.  Good night, Judd.”

      “Your shift’s over?”  Judd stared wild-eyed at her.  “I just watched you put a fucking tiger shifter on his knees and make him blubber like a baby, and all you have to say is my shift’s over?”

      “Yes,” she said.

      “What the fuck, Tori?  Who are you?  Why are you hiding who you really are behind this fake dumb bunny routine?”

      “It’s none of your business,” she said.  “Get out of my way.”

      She pushed past him but stopped when he said, “What do you think Porter and the others will say when I tell them you’re faking the dumb bunny routine?”

      Her back stiff, she returned to him.  He swallowed hard at the look on her face as she stepped so close her breasts brushed against his chest.  “Tori-girl, you -”

      She reached up and bopped him lightly on the nose before smiling at him and, laying her Valley girl accent on thick, said, “Like, who would ever believe you, big guy?”

      She stood on her tiptoes and brushed her mouth against his.  She shouldn’t have, but her fucking bunny was all riled up from her encounter with the tiger shifter.  She had to touch Judd.  She needed to know what his lips felt like against hers.

      “Tori,” he breathed against her mouth, his voice filled with need.

      He gripped her hips, pulling her up against him, and her bunny practically salivated when she felt the hard press of his erection against her belly.  She placed her mouth at his ear and, hating herself, said, “If you tell anyone what you just saw, I’ll kill you.”

      His hands tightened and then loosened on her hips before falling away.  She stepped back as Carmen stuck her head into the hallway.  “There you two are.  Porter’s locked the doors.  Tori, can you help me cash out?  I think I fucked up something because my totals aren’t matching.”

      Tori turned and smiled at the pretty capybara shifter.  “Like, of course, I can help you, gorgeous.”

      “Thanks, Tori.  You’re a lifesaver,” Carmen said.

      Tori hooked her arm around Carmen’s.  “Okay, but, like, a red lifesaver, right?  Everyone knows they’re the best ones.”

      Carmen laughed, and Tori risked one final look over her shoulder at Judd as they left the hallway.  She expected to see fear, maybe even anger, on his face.  Instead, a lust so deep it seemed etched permanently into his skin covered his face, and her stupid pussy immediately soaked her underwear.

      Ignoring her urge to return to him and ride him like a mechanical bull, she followed Carmen into the bar.
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