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        For the readers who’ve been here with me since the beginning. I can’t believe this is tale #15! Thanks for sticking with me through all the bumps and turns…happy reading!

        Xoxo,

        C.D.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

        

      
        *Be sure to check out my BUY DIRECT BUNDLES and get 30% off when you buy available only my website.
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        He’s a single dad with a furry secret. But this normal doesn’t believe in fairytales.

      

      

      

      Finally, divorced from her controlling ex-husband, Samantha was determined to make a home out of the one residence she remembered fondly from her eight years of married hell. Only the creep had it remodeled to the point where it was almost uninhabitable.

      Good thing the property's caretaker has a nephew more than capable of filling Samantha's needs.

      Her new contractor was one gorgeous man. Almost perfect, except for the strange growling and his penchant for sniffing her whenever she walked by.

      Michael doesn’t expect to meet his fated mate in a new client. When his aunt arranges for him to take over the remodeling of Samantha’s home, he discovers there’s more to the beautiful woman than meets the eye.

      Determined to claim her, Michael must explain about his supernatural side. But getting her to believe him is another story.

      Can Sam resist Michael and his intense stares? Or will she accept the Werewolf as her one and only lover?
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      Goodbye, asshat!

      Samantha listened to the message and let out a squeal of triumph.

      Was that it? Could it truly be over?

      The clipped New York accent sounded from that insipid little rectangular piece of hell-spawned technology called a smartphone, and suddenly, it was like a choir of angels was singing to her.

      Like her own little private concert.

      “Ms. Jones the divorce is finalized. You are now the ex-wife of Gary Birkemeyer. As per your agreement, you have retained the title and deed to the New Jersey residence. Along with the remainder of all monies made during your modeling career that you brought into your marriage, including those funds earned during the first three years you were married while you were still employed. The total comes to $393,850 and sixty-two cents. Mr. Birkemeyer’s attorney deducted certain fees that he insisted were consistent with your lifestyle. Housing, food, medical and the like. There is about $20,000 left.”

      She paused it, breathed in, then allowed the message to continue playing.

      “Ms. Jones, I sincerely urge you to reconsider the matter of alimony. You were married to Mr. Birkemeyer for eight years and are entitled to much more than what you have settled for. His estate is worth upwards of fifty-million dollars. If you want to move forward with this, please call me. I am sending you a copy of all the final paperwork to your new permanent residence, 24 Winding Willow Way, Maccon City, New Jersey. Again, call me if you change your mind.”

      “EEEEEEEEK!” she screeched.

      Her attorney droned on and on, but all Sam had heard was the first sentence. Her divorce was final. It was the most important sentence in that whole spiel.

      Sam was free.

      Tears of happiness pricked her eyes, and Samantha expelled a deep, long breath before wiping them.

      The former prom queen, magazine model, infamous June plus sized, calendar girl, and ex-trophy wife was finally free.

      She stared in quiet awe at the cell phone in her hand and replayed the message.

      Once.

      Twice.

      Seven times.

      That was how long it took for her to firmly believe it was true.

      When her phone rang after eight o’clock that night, she took her time answering it. Samantha figured her ex-husband was calling to give her even more grief, and she was so not in the mood.

      Gary was nothing if not predictable that way. She’d promised herself she would no longer cower for that man.

      And she didn’t have to. Not anymore. It was her choice to speak to him or not.

      Really, she simply could not handle another taunting phone call or phony delay in the proceedings. She refused to feed his perverse appetite for torturing her.

      Not now. Not ever,

      The movers had just finished delivering the rest of her things, and it dawned on her she was no longer bound to him. Sure, it might seem sad that her whole life had fit into the back of a smallish truck.

      But all things considered, that was fine with her.

      She was looking forward to building her life anew.

      Right now. Right here.

      Which was why she absolutely hated the idea of Gary invading her space.

      It might be his money that first bought it, and the ugly-ass furniture filling it, but now it was hers. Not theirs. Just hers.

      This space is mine. It is safe and sacred, and I will keep it that way.

      She exhaled after making that affirmation.

      Fucking Gary.

      He’d always loved taunting her with his money, and all the ways he could control her with it.

      Threatening to destroy things she’d loved was one of his favorite methods of torture.

      But now she could breathe again. Samantha was officially divorced. Finally, she was beyond Gary. Completely out of his reach.

      The seven-bedroom, three-and-a-half-bathroom, private residence, with one acre of land sitting on a quiet cul de sac was all hers.

      She sucked in another breath, needing the oxygen to grasp what this truly meant. Satisfaction bubbled through her veins.

      She knew that Gary had only agreed to let her have the house in their divorce settlement completely furnished and free and clear of debt with the taxes paid for the next five years because of her terms.

      The businessman in him wouldn’t allow him to turn her down. One little old house in a state he hated, New Jersey, and in return she wouldn’t ask for alimony now or ever.

      He could hardly refuse. Foolish as it seemed, he’d never had her sign a prenuptial agreement.

      She couldn’t believe it either.

      Gary could have been taken for quite the ride, but frankly, she didn’t have it in her. He’d taken all he was going to get out of Samantha.

      He wouldn’t take one inch of her soul.

      Samantha loved that house. She had already started to move in, traveling from California a few days ago.

      She’d put all her worldly belongings into a trailer, paid the drivers, and hopped on a plane. She picked up the Jeep Wrangler she’d bought herself right from the airport and took possession of the residence immediately.

      Samantha smirked as she looked around the place. She should have known better than to trust the slime ball ex of hers, but she couldn’t bring herself to care.

      Not about the terrible décor, the dark red paint, or the gold fringed curtains.

      Nope.

      She was just that happy. Sipping her wine, she replayed the conversation she’d had with him in her head.

      Ugh.

      He’d even called her that awful nickname.

      “Fine, you can just take the New Jersey property, Doll. Even if it’s the most valuable piece of land I own. I’ll even give you the furniture.”

      The sanctimonious louse. She’d always hated it when he called her Doll. As if she was nothing more than plastic.

      Nothing about her looks was fake, despite the nasty rumors he’d started accusing her of enhancing her looks through surgery.

      Samantha grimaced and tossed a horrible red velvet pillow across the living room. Gary’s toad of a lawyer had convinced him to give up the place because she was waving her right to sue him for alimony in exchange for a house he did not like or use.

      He’d given in. But she should’ve known better than to think it was all good.

      Vincenza, she cringed at the thought. His other ex-wife had apparently been hired to redecorate it from the last time Samantha had seen the house three years ago.

      The rustic charm of the home she’d loved and remembered was gone. In its place was more red velvet and gold lace than had any business being anywhere off the set of some bad horror flick.

      The house actually looked like some kind of vampire bordello.

      Samantha sighed disgustedly and tripped over another cardboard box the movers had just stacked randomly in the hallway.

      That didn’t matter. Nothing did except her future. Despite being past her prime, as one snarky journalist had said when reporting on her split from Gary, Samantha didn’t feel like she was finished yet.

      The papers said she was too old. She’d let herself go and basically forced her ex into his latest flashy lover’s bed.

      As if eight years of marriage meant nothing. Samantha shook her head. She was over the hurt. Society could think whatever the fuck it wanted.

      But she knew better. Her husband had been cheating on her for years. The fact he’d finally dumped her for some twenty-year old model from Sweden only meant that the younger woman was holding out for a ring.

      Good luck, Gary.

      Samantha thought with a grin. Sure, at first, she’d been completely stunned when she met the platinum blonde beauty.

      Thin and tall, with enormous silicone enhanced boobs that defied the laws of gravity and tight buttocks sculpted by what must be some of the major gods of plastic surgery.

      She shuddered, thinking this was how he’d seen her in the past. Like some kind of plastic toy, not a real person at all.

      She was far too young for the silver-haired shark that was Samantha’s ex. Surely, Gary thought he had the upper hand, but Samantha had seen something in the younger woman’s eyes.

      She would eat him alive, and it was all that he deserved.

      So what if he and the journalist he’d hired to cover the divorce said Samantha was a washed-up former model, with dyed hair, crow’s feet, and a drooping bust line?

      Okay. Ouch.

      That kinda hurt. Samantha picked up a large framed picture of herself from her modeling days. It was sitting on the top of the open boxes.

      It was a flashy photo from an advertisement that Gary had liked to show off.

      He’d had this image hanging on the wall of their entryway back in L.A.

      She shivered at the thought. So very tasteless, but that was Gary for you. Always eager to show off his new toys.

      She looked at the bright-eyed, practically nude woman in the photo and wondered when she’d been that young.

      Maybe her ex and that dickhead journalist had a point.

      Samantha’s breasts no longer stood up on their own. And yeah, more than a few threads of gray wove through her auburn locks. She definitely had crow’s feet.

      But dammit, she was thirty-seven. Aging gracefully had always been her plan and fuck anyone who tried to make her feel bad about it.

      Fine. Her usefulness as a decorative piece had expired. She could deal with that.

      Gary made his bed, and he could lie in it alone or with every teeny bopper model he could bribe to fill it for all she cared.

      She was moving on.

      Alone.

      No more men.

      Period.

      Samantha let out a little scream of glee and did a little victory booty shake on the tacky gold and burgundy carpet that covered the living room floor.

      The sound of footsteps brought her head up, and she cringed. She probably shouldn’t have screamed.
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      “What is it, Samantha? Are you okay?” exclaimed Eileen.

      The lovable fifty-ish woman hurried into the living room, looking alarmed. She was the property caretaker, but now that Sam would live there permanently, she had hired her to come in a few evenings every week, and even more for the foreseeable future, until she got things organized.

      Samantha needed help to clean up and organize the large house. Maccon City was fairly large, and her house was in a fairly secluded section next to a small wooded area that connected to the Pine Barrens.

      Yes, she needed Eileen. Especially now. It was a mess since she’d just moved in and had her belongings delivered.

      “Eileen, this is it.”

      “The lawyer. Did he call?” Eileen asked, excitement sparkling in her eyes.

      “Yes! I am officially back to being Ms. Jones! The divorce is final,” Sam twirled around the room with her phone and replayed the message for Eileen.

      “Good news, indeed, Samantha. No more Mr. Gary! I hope you will be happy now, mija,” the older woman replied with feeling.

      Eileen clasped her hands together in front of her. She was a petite woman, shorter than Samantha by at least a foot, but she was incredibly strong, which she demonstrated by hauling the younger woman into a bearish embrace that had Sam giggling despite the alarming cracking sounds in her bones.

      “Isn’t it great, Eileen?”

      “He won’t be happy, you know. He doesn’t like to give up on things, mija,” she whispered.

      The poor woman had worked there for years, but she never liked to be around when Gary was home. Sam didn’t blame her in all honesty.

      “Oh, I’m not worried about him anymore, and I won’t let you worry either. You have been wonderful taking care of everything and explaining things to me while I’ve been in the city these past few months. I know you worked for Gary first, but you’ve been indispensable in helping me set up the house and move in. I can’t thank you enough, Eileen,” Sam told her.

      She hugged the older woman and squeezed her for just a minute.

      “Yes, but he is a snake. Always listening, always plotting. He will try to make this hard on you,” Eileen replied.

      She patted Sam’s back and looked at her with wide, dark brown eyes that seemed to glow like warm honey in the dim lighting.

      Such a nice color.

      “Not this time, Eileen. I won’t let him near me or my life again.”

      “Out of all of Mr. Gary’s wives, you were always the best. So smart and kind. Too good for the likes of him.”

      “Eileen, thank you so much. Now come on, dance with me!” Sam felt so light and free. She recommenced her little dance, dragging Eileen with her.

      “Samantha!”

      “I don’t care if he has a hissy fit right in the middle of Madison Square Garden, Eileen! I feel great, so very great. Come on, let’s celebrate!”

      She shimmied over to her wireless speaker and turned up the volume. The sweet, sultry sounds coming from the speakers had her shaking her hips around the living room as she opened the small fridge behind the built-in bar and took out a bottle of champagne.

      The good stuff.

      Sam popped the bottle triumphantly and poured two flutes, handing one to Eileen.

      “He must’ve forgotten to empty this out. Serves him right. Here’s to, heck, here’s to me,” Sam said.

      She lifted the flute to her mouth and frowned when Eileen did not take hers, “What’s wrong?”

      “Sweetie, you must be open to finding real happiness. Promise me, yes?”

      “Sure. I can be happy. I will be happy alone.”

      “No, the right man will come. You’ll see.” Eileen sipped her own champagne and patted Samantha’s hand.

      She took in the large living room and its hideous décor. Eileen grimaced, but tried not to show it.

      Bless her heart.

      “You know, you need some help. I am too old to do this, but you are going to work yourself into an early grave if you try to tackle this remodel alone. Come on, sit, sit, sit. Here, let me get you something to eat,” Eileen murmured.

      The older woman produced a plate of homemade cinnamon cookies from the sidebar and shoved them towards Samantha.

      Sam had to admit, she liked the coddling. Loved the way it felt to have someone looking out for her.

      “Oooh!” Sam sighed and took a bite of sinfully sweet heaven.

      “Now, about this place,” Eileen started.

      She nodded at the red velvet curtains and gilded mirrors throughout the room with muted horror showing on her face. The woman had flawless skin. Sam appreciated beauty, and older or not, Eileen looked great.

      “You’re right, Eileen. It is terrible.”

      Samantha smirked and picked up a gold fringed pillow. She threw it across the room to join the other one. An audible sigh escaped her lips as she nibbled on another deliciously soft cinnamon cookie.

      “You need to fix this mess, mija.”

      “Yeah, but paint isn’t going to do it. What I need is someone to help put this place together my way. I mean, all those interior designers Gary used to deal with. Ugh. They wanted everything their way, and I am tired of listening to everyone telling me who I am.”

      “I understand, Samantha, I do.”

      “No, you’re right. I don’t know how to take this place apart myself. But it needs to be done.”

      Weary and anxious, Samantha leaned on Eileen and let the woman fuss with getting her a napkin and another cookie.

      It felt good being fretted over.

      “What you want is not a designer. What you want is my Miguelito.” Eileen grinned, as if an imaginary light bulb blinked on over the top of her salt and pepper curls.

      “What

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/cd-gorri-logo-23-eye-fixed.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Her Werewolf Lover
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Motley Crewd Shifters
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Join the Pack!
      


      		
        Have you read the Wild Billionaire Romance series by C.D. Gorri?
      


      		
        Also by C.D. Gorri
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by C.D. Gorri


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/wolf-1247882_1920.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.





OEBPS/images/her-werewolf-lover-final.jpg
NWOOD PACK TALE

I =
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

C'DUGORRI






