
  
    [image: Shake That Sass]
  


  
    
      Shake That Sass

      
        DIRE WOLF MATES

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        C.D. GORRI

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: C.D. Gorri]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Shake That Sass

        Dire Wolf Mates #1

      

        

      
        by C.D. Gorri

        Edited by BookNookNuts

      

        

      
        Copyright 2022 C.D. Gorri, NJ

      

        

      
        For all the sassy badass women out there,

        Never stop being yourself!

        Xoxo, C.D.
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        He’s an Alpha looking for a home.

        She’s an outsider with no one to call her own.

      

        

      
        Can they find what they’re searching for in each other?

      

      

      

      Derrick Rand is an Alpha Dire Wolf, a rare and powerful species of Shifter. When he hears about the seemingly ideal town of Blue Valley, New Jersey, he, and his crew, fill their tanks and mount their bikes for the long cross-country ride. Tired of the nomadic life, Derrick is determined to find a place to call home.

      

      Lucy Corwyn leads a fairly simple lifestyle, moving from town to town and working crappy jobs to make ends meet. Feline Hybrid Shifters aren't exactly high enough on the food chain to claim territory.

      

      After her junker breaks down, Lucy finds herself stranded and without funds. Time is of the essence for this not-so-big Cat. She needs to earn some fast cash to fix her car before some dumb Shifter tries to turn her into a chew toy.

      

      Luckily, she spies a help wanted sign at a biker bar. Walking into Serious Moonlight to inquire about a job is a piece of cake, or so she thinks. Imagine her surprise when the sexy new owner turns out to be her mate… and that's not all.

      

      The gorgeous male is not only a Dire Wolf, he's the Pack Alpha. Larger than life and chock full of testosterone, this monster is used to getting his way, but that doesn't mean Lucy will make it easy on the big guy.

      

      No way. No how.

      

      If the big bad Wolf wants to catch this little she-Cat, he's gonna have to shake that sass.
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      The air buzzed with electricity a split second before the loud roar of six—no, make that seven—magnificent, suped-up Harley Davidson motorcycles, speeding down the highway like so many bats out of Hell, reached Lucy’s hypersensitive ears.

      The symphony of engines drowned out all other traffic as Lucy sat criss cross applesauce on a patch of dusty weeds just off the shoulder of the parkway, right next to her old, not-so-reliable, Ford Aspire.

      Her knowledge of mechanics was seriously lacking. But even Lucy knew the engineers who’d designed this particular vehicle had fallen short of their aspirations.

      And then some.

      As if to punctuate her point, the car let off another ghastly noise followed by a progression of thick, black smoke from the tailpipe.

      The rust bucket was a constant drain on her limited funds, but Lucy had no choice but to keep fixing the clunker. And now she would have to look for a cheap mechanic at whatever town was located off this exit. South Jersey was chock full of small communities, safe for a week or more, but that was it.

      There was no place left for a Shifter like her to hide for the long term. She was too submissive. Too small. And too damn tasty, according to the last Pack of Hyenas she’d run into.

      “I sure love the taste of pussy cat in the morning. Gonna get a big ol’ chunk of you, kitty freak,” the Alpha fem taunted just before the attack.

      Lucy was a fool thinking she could let her guard down at that shithole motel in Newark. It was not the place for a loner. But Lucy was so tired of running. 

      She’d managed to escape before the Hyena Shifter Alpha could bleed her too badly. It was nothing her healing abilities couldn’t repair. Just a few smooth silver lines across her shoulder and stomach remained. But that incident still haunted Lucy.

      The hybrid curse. Unwanted. Unloved. Doomed to walk alone. 

      Lucy’s mixed blood was the source of all her problems. Her hybrid heritage kept her from forming alliances. None of the Big Cat Prides wanted anything to do with her.

      She’d been shunned, targeted, and tossed out of more towns than she cared to remember. Feline Shifters were such shits. Snooty fuckers, all of them. But what she wouldn’t give for a Pride of her own.

      Someplace where she belonged. A home. A family. But those were fairy tales for Lucy.

      Shit. Shit. SHIT.

      Her cell phone was dead. She had no food. No money. And it was getting late. Of course, her stomach decided to rumble right then. 

      Totally cliché for a chubby chick. But society’s opinions on the perfect female body could go right to hell as far as she was concerned.

      Lucy had curves. And yeah, she got them from eating. Food was the one source of comfort she could rely on.

      Rrrrrr.

      She rubbed her stomach. It had been twelve hours since she’d eaten her last granola bar. Much too long for a Shifter to go without feeding her animal.

      She stood for a moment, head back, staring at the darkening sky, and watched the line of Harleys until she couldn’t see them anymore. Dust clouds rose in the air behind each one of those mile-eating machines, and Lucy grinned like mad.

      Lucky SOBs.

      Damn, she’d love to jump on the back of one of those badass bikes, holding on to the rider and whooping in the air like a wild thing. Of course, in her fantasy, someone else had to drive.

      Lucy had never ridden a motorcycle before. She would likely end up in a ditch if she tried.

      Clumsy should be my middle name.

      Despite being a Cat Shifter, graceful, she was not. Lucy could still see dust clouds shooting up into the air. She stood, staring at them a while longer. Her grin widened in its place. 

      Those little particles seemed like magic to her. Yeah, she knew they were nothing but grit, sand, and dirt. To Lucy, they were fairy dust.

      Silly she-Cat.

      A wistful sigh escaped her lips and she wrapped her arms around her body. Standing on the side of the road, broke but not broken, Lucy allowed herself a moment to dream.

      Wouldn’t it be wonderful if one of those big, sexy bikers was all for me? Some untamed, wild, beast of a man. A magician. Casting a spell with that powerful machine between his legs, carrying me off someplace safe and permanent.

      She hugged herself tighter, head back as she made her wish. Lucy blinked slowly when she was done. She shook her head at her overactive imagination. 

      That’s what she got for reading too many romance novels. Her inner beastie stirred, reminding her of her situation. She had an empty stomach, and a broken down vehicle.

      Rrrrrr.

      Oh well. No use sitting there dreaming stuff and nonsense when she had to keep moving to stay alive. She felt a great sense of loss when she could no longer hear the motors or see the dust clouds in the air.

      What was wrong with her? They were just a bunch of strangers, for fuck’s sake. Just some guys on motorcycles, passing through life without a care in the world, and that was all they were.

      None of them were for her. No one ever was. Didn’t Lucy have enough drama in her life? 

      No men.

      That was her one, unbreakable, firm, completely non-negotiable rule. She was not going to fall into that trap. Not after witnessing what her mother had gone through time and again.

      Pitiful, just pitiful. Don’t waste wishes on men. It ain’t worth it.

      Those bikers rocketed down the black asphalt wherever the hell they were going on the backs of their powerful, and apparently dependable wheels, without a care in the world. Unlike her.

      Shit.

      Night was falling and Lucy had to get a move on. She started walking, taking the exit she should have been driving down on foot. Thank goodness her sneakers still had some sole left to them.

      She turned her head, looking down the empty road. There had to be some place she could charge her cell phone and call for a tow. 

      The sounds of engines and horns caught her attention. Too far away to make out yet. But at least now she had a direction.

      The moon was almost full, hanging bright and low in the sky. Horns meant traffic, and traffic meant people. Lucy took a long, deep breath, then exhaled. She’d wasted too much time mooning after those motorcycles.

      But sometimes dreaming was all a person had. What could a little fantasizing hurt while she made her way to a phone charger and maybe a little something to eat? As her sneakers ate up the miles, she played a game with herself.

      What would I do if one of those big barrel-chested men were mine? Easy. I’d wrap my arms so tight around him and just hold on for dear life. My mystery man would keep me safe. 

      We would share secret smiles, hand holding, and deep kisses. He’d take me for rides, driving like a wild thing, taking tight corners before stopping in some abandoned meadow.

      Then he’d reach around, pull me in front of him, and claim my lips with his in a bruising kiss designed to bring me to my knees. 

      And that’s exactly where I’d go next. On my knees, unbuckling his belt, biting my lip in excitement to see what he’d hidden behind his thick denim jeans.

      He’d be thick, long, and hard just for me. 

      Oooh yeah. Lucy could sure get behind a dream guy like that.

      Meeee—ooww!
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      “Dammit.”

      Leave it to Lucy to step in a pothole. Ugh. She rolled her ankle too. Walking it off sucked, but it was necessary.

      “I was just getting to the good part of my fantasy, too,” she mumbled to herself.

      Pausing a minute, she hissed and spat out a curse, checking her ankle with her fingers when the wind suddenly turned. The breeze blew right in her face, bringing with it the smell of leather and motor oil.

      She closed her eyes and inhaled. Her senses tingled from something unidentifiable lingering in the scent. Before she could get more from the interesting notes hidden within the air, a big flatbed rolled by.

      The damned truck leaked pollution and Lucy nearly doubled over, choking. Damn sensitive feline nose of hers.

      Achooo.

      She growled aloud and hobbled up the driveway of the small gas station convenience store. 

      “Hello.”

      “Hi there, Miss.”

      Lucy’s ankle throbbed. She was tired, hungry, and annoyed.

      “Do you have an outlet so I can charge my phone?”

      The older man nodded at where an outlet sat unused behind a shelf full of mostly expired snack cakes. Plugging in her ancient flip phone, she leaned against the wall and waited for it to charge enough to call a tow service.

      The cashier was an older man, a normal if her nose could be trusted. He looked her over through narrowed brows, pausing when the sound of her rumbling stomach reached him.

      “You can help yourself to one of those packages there. They might be a little stale, but I imagine it’s better than nothing,” he said, pointing to the snack cakes. 

      “Sorry, I’m on a budget,” she muttered, embarrassment heating her cheeks.

      “The company comes and swaps them out every week. They are due tomorrow morning. No one will go looking for one,” he added kindly, nodding at her to go ahead.

      “Okay. Thank you,” she replied softly, grabbing a chocolate frosted cupcake and scarfing it down in two bites.

      “Hell. Have two then, child. Must be starving. Go on now.”

      “I appreciate it,” she said, looking in her pockets for loose change.

      “Don’t you worry about it. Look, my name is John, and I’m a widower, but my Nancy would have hated me leaving a young girl to go hungry in my store.”

      “That’s really kind of you, John. I’m Lucy,” Lucy replied, tears welling in her eyes. 

      “What’s the matter, little lady, you okay?”

      “Yeah,” she mumbled, wiping her face hastily. “I’m sorry. It’s been a long time since someone was kind to me.”

      “Look, don’t you worry about the snack cakes. You can get me back some other day. You havin’ car trouble or somethin’?” John’s eyes were round with sympathy. He was a good soul, showing kindness to a stranger.

      “Car trouble. Waiting on my phone to charge so I can call a tow,” she told John, deciding to trust the honesty she heard in his voice.

      “Well, I can help with that. This is a local place. You might have to haggle a bit, but he’s the closest you’ll find without having to pay an exorbitant amount for them to bring your car in,” he told her, handing her a card.

      “Thank you so much. My phone is at fifteen percent already. Do you think I can charge it a little bit more while I wait on the truck?”

      “Of course, Lucy.”

      “Thanks, John.” She offered a real smile that time, and the old man gave her a semi-toothless grin.

      “Glad to help.”

      Lucy dialed the local mechanic’s roadside assistance number while John went back to whatever he was doing behind the counter. The receptionist told her a driver was on the way, and that was that.

      “All sorted?” John asked.

      “Yes. Thank you so much.”

      “You’re welcome. Good luck to you,” he said, waving goodbye.

      The snack cakes stopped the bite of hunger, but she would need more than that. Still, the hike back to her car was manageable at least. There was nothing else she could do about it now, anyway.

      Lightning cracked overhead, splitting the sky apart and flashing brightly overhead. Thunder rolled in like an angry Mama Bear scolding her errant cubs, and Lucy shook her head as she quickened her pace.

      Lucy knew all about Mama Bears. One  had taken her in when she was thirteen and on the run from the fresh hell foster care had placed her. She’d had four cubs of her own, but needed the help.

      At the time, Lucy had been willing to do anything for a place to sleep and a warm bed. Taking care of the cubs was easy while Jaylinn worked as a waitress at a greasy spoon down the road from the motel where she lived.

      It was the kind of place that took cash every week for rent. But it had been the closest thing to home Lucy had for a long while. She liked it there.

      It was the happiest time of Lucy’s young life up to that point. It only lasted eight months before authorities caught up with her. Her mother’s ex had called in the police, claiming he missed his stepdaughter.

      Lying sack of garbage that man. He said her mother was beside herself with worry when the foster family had misplaced her.

      “Misplaced,” she mumbled. 

      Like she was a sock or glove. Truth was, that asshole just wanted to use Lucy to keep her mother in line. It worked for a while. The sleaze had griped the entire ride back to their dirty, cramped apartment about stupid human authorities.

      He’d said they had no idea what they were doing, placing a Shifter cub with normals. It bothered her that he was right about that. Keeping the secret of the supernatural world was tantamount to their survival as a species.

      At thirteen she’d been on the cusp of her first change. While Jaylinn might have been able to help her through it, the Mama Bear had no time for Lucy.

      She needed another Big Cat, someone more dominant to keep her steady. Preferably her mother. While that did not happen, Lucy did the best she could with her inner animal. Her hybrid Shifted form was a shocker.

      “The shit really hit the fan then,” she mumbled to herself.

      She had a while yet for the truck to arrive, and she saw her car in the near distance where she’d left it–or rather, where it had left her.

      She’d been lost in her memories as she walked. They’d rolled across her brain, like a runaway train without stops or any real destination. 

      An unfortunate side effect of being alone so much was talking to herself. Lucy did that a lot. She’d had time to get used to her animal, but the truth was off putting to a lot of Shifters. 

      Lucy was an unfortunate and somewhat curious looking combination of her mother, a sleek and petite Bobcat Shifter, and her sperm donor, a big old Mountain Lion Shifter. 

      She mostly resembled the latter, but smaller by a third of the average Mountain Lion Shifter. She also had the short, cropped tail, and pointed ears of her mother’s beastie. 

      Freaky, as her stepfather had put it after that first change.

      “Perfect timing,” Lucy muttered as a light spattering of rain started falling.

      Minutes ticked by as she hustled to her car, by then more thunder and lightning cracked across the sky, and drops fell in earnest. She fumbled with the rusted door handle.

      Locked. Fuck.

      Lucy checked her pockets, cursing under her breath. There was a gaping hole in the back right one. It was her favorite and most often used pocket. 

      Empty. Of course, it was.

      “Shit,” she growled.

      Slamming her hands against the glass to see inside, she bent over and peeked. There they were, sitting on the driver’s side like they were innocent in all this.

      Stupid keys. Stupid hole in my back pocket. Stupid stupid rain.

      Well, at least the tow truck was coming. John had assured her Blue Valley was only six miles or so in size. Small and close knit, that’s what he’d said.

      “On his way, my ass,” Lucy growled and huddled into her soaked hoodie.

      Two-hours had passed before the tow truck arrived. The ornery driver cursed the whole time he had to work in the rain. Took him thirty minutes to load her tiny car, and he made her stand outside the whole time.

      Finally, inside, Lucy shivered uncontrollably. She was dripping in the seat next to Tony, the chubby, sweaty, and somewhat creepy tow truck driver.

      She’d taken off her soaked hoodie, desperate to quell the chill racking her bones, but regretted it now. The white t-shirt she’d had on underneath clung to her skin, giving the greasy jack-off a perfect view of her abundantly large breasts.

      Thanks for the tatas, Mom.

      The woman hadn’t given her anything else by way of genetics, but Lucy usually liked her boobs. 

      Not right now. But usually.

      “Hey, eyes on the road,” she growled and snapped her fingers at Tony the Perv.

      “Oooh, spunky. I like that in a chick,” he said with a leer.

      She clenched her teeth against the snarl that rose in her throat. Slashing him across his stupid face would not win her any favors. So, with a great deal of strength she did not know she had in reserve, Lucy ignored the revolting man.

      He was definitely icky, but he was a human, a normal as Shifters called them. Nothing she couldn’t handle. She might be short for a female, but she was still a Shifter, which meant if Tony here got handsy, Lucy would be kicking his ass ten ways to Saturday.

      Of course, if he’d been a Shifter, she would not have been so confident. A she-Cat-Mountain Lion hybrid was a bit on the low, squishable side of the predatory hierarchy.

      Always a quick study, she’d learned early that in order to survive, Lucy had to stay out of towns and cities where the more dominant species tended to congregate.

      Without a Pack, Clan, or group of her own, she was at the mercy of whatever bigger, stronger predators ruled the areas she passed through. It was a lonely existence, but it was her life. And she did just fine on her own.

      Independence was crucial to Lucy. She’d watched her mom flit from male to male, seeking protection and affection time and again from anyone who would give it to her all through her troubled life. 

      Her mother had always been kind of desperate and sad, and nothing ever seemed to work out for her. Especially not the last time.

      Lucy shuddered. She refused to be like her mother. She could and would protect herself.

      What did she need a man for? Not a single thing, that’s what. 

      As far as she was concerned, Lucy did alright. Yes, she missed her mama, even after ten years. But she was still here. No strings or ties. No anchors to slow her down. Nothing to hold her back.

      Lucy might never get very far, but wherever she wound up, she would get there on her own.

      She watched Tony the Perv turn the AC on, fucker was trying to make her nipples harder beneath the chilled, soaked shirt. 

      Screw him. She pointed the vent away from her and grabbed her wet hoodie and backpack, clutching both to the front of her body.

      “How long?”

      “About fifteen minutes,” he grumbled.

      Curiosity about the place she was currently stranded in had Lucy turning towards the window. It was dark, and she couldn’t really see much because of the rain. 

      But anything that kept her mind off the rank smelling cab of the tow truck, and Tony the Perv, who was currently chewing gum with his mouth open like some dull-witted cow, was alright with Lucy. 

      It was all she could do not to scratch his face off.

      Grrrrrr.

      “Shit.” Lucy knew she’d entered the Garden State a few miles back, but she had hoped she’d landed on the Delaware side of 95. 

      As they sped past the Welcome to New Jersey sign, those hopes were thwarted.

      “Blue Valley coming up,” Tony grunted.

      He was right. The next sign said Blue Valley. More followed, telling how far they were from Barvale, Maverick Point, and Maccon City.

      Unfortunately, none of those towns were far enough for her liking. This part of New Jersey was run by Shifters, Big, dominant, fur-ocious Shifters. Bears, Tigers, Wolves, and even Dragons, if the rumors were true.

      Oh, I am so fucked.

      Everywhere she looked, there were predators. She only hoped Tony the Perv’s boss was good at fixing cars. She was barely healed from her recent Hyena attack.

      “What’s that?”

      “Nothing,” she replied with a tight smile. “Um, Tony? Would you happen to know of any place I can rent a room? Somewhere quiet, on the outskirts of town, maybe?”

      “Sure, I do,” grinned Tony.

      Lucy felt her stomach drop.

      Yep, this was definitely gonna suck.
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