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      Luna

      As a she-wolf, I took being named after the moon seriously. She was my goddess and my guiding light. And when the earth spun me away from her? Torture.

      “You’re like your namesake. You drive men wild,” Nana said with a dismissive wave when I told her about my latest venture as a contestant on The Real Werewives of Sawtooth Forest. “They’ll be fighting over which one gets to claim you, like they go into the forest and fight every full moon.”

      “That makes zero sense, Nana.” I checked my makeup in my vintage compact, reminding myself I was a fucking force to be reckoned with, even when I wrapped myself up with lipstick and pretty bows. “Fated mates means two wolves are meant to be together. Any other wolf should be on the hunt for his own mate.”

      “This pack follows tradition only when it suits them,” she said. “Otherwise, you would’ve never been contracted to a wolf you didn’t belong to.”

      “That’s why I refuse to settle for less than my fated mate.” I snapped the compact closed and dropped into my purse. I’d bought them in the same thrift shop when I was hiding out in Austin. I didn’t have a lot of things, which meant I treasured everything I had. “It’s the only reason I came back to Sawtooth Forest. I only have room in my life for things I love—art, passion, or mates.”

      “You’re perfect for this TV show.” Nana chuckled. “You’ll help them sell the fantasy. We’ll have an influx of humans coming here, hoping to snag their own personal werewolf. They’ll be high on romance and in for one helluva tumble when they see what it really means to be pack.”

      I gave an obligatory eye roll any time someone said what it means to be pack. If it was a drinking game in Granger Falls, I’d never be sober enough to operate heavy machinery. Yesterday, at the press conference announcing the show, I cheered Shadow Channing on as he shattered all the tired misconceptions about what wolves did. First and foremost? He’d freed the she-wolves from their mate contracts. We’d barely had time to adjust to that before he dropped the second bomb. Effective immediately, we’d outed ourselves to humans.

      I’d spent a good part of my adult life hiding. Instead of fighting my contract, I ran. When I was eighteen, leaving was the biggest middle finger I could give the arrangement. Now that I was back, I was determined to leave my mark on this pack.

      “Good. Maybe they’ll quiet down all the fools who think we’re dangerous.” They hadn’t given me too much trouble, but they’d made my best friend Willow the target of their attacks after she left her marriage to a wolf she should’ve never been with in the first place.

      “We are dangerous, Luna.” Nana sighed. “So much time away from your pack made you forget your she-wolf nature.”

      “No.” I let a little growl slip for good measure. “I’ve been discovering what it means to be Luna. I’m more than someone’s mate. I’m a she-wolf who wants things, loves fiercely, and will protect my right to do so.”

      “I’d never expect anything less. But we have a new set of concerns, now that Shadow Channing decided it was a good idea to out us to humans.”

      “I’ve been living as a human for the last ten years.” I laughed when Nana made a face like she’d just sucked on a lemon. “They don’t pose a threat to a pack.”

      She shook her head. “They play by different rules than we do, and that takes our advantages away.”

      “Any good wolf should know how to gain an advantage on a human.”

      “Do you?”

      “A girl never tells her secrets. You taught me that.” Truth was, I’d passed for human so convincingly it had never been an issue. “On that note, how do I look?”

      “Like a handful.”

      “Good.” For the party tonight, I’d chosen a body-hugging leopard print dress that hit just above my knee. Winter lasted until almost summer in Granger Falls, so I had a pink faux fur jacket that went over it. It contrasted with my blue hair but matched my heels and lipstick. I was going all in on this Real Werewife gig. No matter if I found a fated mate or not, I would not be forgotten.

      Nana kissed me on the cheek as I headed out the door. “I can’t wait to meet the wolf who’s brave enough to be your mate.”
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      The Redheaded Stepchild never had a reputation for being a chill place, and that hadn’t changed while I was away. Protesters greeted Willow and me as we walked the red carpet, and she was freaking out.

      A little piece of me loved that humans were so upset about sharing space with another species. In most of the country, shapeshifters were out, but the Sawtooth pack had kept their secret. The announcement wouldn’t change anything for the humans, but I didn’t come back here for things to stay the same.

      Willow’s jitters weren’t the only reason I’d encouraged her to go into the infamous Werewives’ confessional booth first. I hadn’t been to The Redheaded Stepchild since I used to sneak in here underage to cause trouble with wolves I didn’t belong to.

      When I realized how little Shadow’s declarations had changed—how, even after a decade, the same men sat on the same barstools, the pool tables still loomed in the dark corner, and sweet moon, Red Heaven still existed. That place held secrets I’d take to the grave…

      I couldn’t breathe. I’d definitely changed, but my faith that Granger Falls could make good on its promise to do the same waned.

      Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.

      Could one of these wolves be the one I was meant to spend the rest of my life with? Would they care about my hopes and dreams, when theirs fit so snugly nestled into this valley?

      Someone plowed into me with their shoulder, almost knocking me off my high heels. “Out of the way, wolf.” A woman I’d never seen before sneered at me.

      How did she know?

      I was determined to make my mark, but a woman could change her mind when something turned out to be an absolute shitshow. If I left now it wouldn’t be a big deal. Besides Willow and Nana, no one would miss me. I hadn’t kept many friendships when I left town. I’d reached out to Willow when I came back because she had to be feeling as lost and lonely as I was. There was a line of hopeful Werewives out the door. One of them would be more than happy to take my episode.

      “I had a feeling I’d see you here, Luna.” Justin, the wolf I’d been sold to all those years ago, the one I’d spent my entire adult life avoiding, stood in front of me wearing a lopsided grin and one of his many suits, like he had to make sure everyone in the room knew he was important.

      Somehow, he’d always managed to track me down and send me trinkets to remind me of his inflated opinion of himself. He missed the mark by several miles every time.

      “Are you a Real Werewife?”

      The temptation to say no was overwhelming. “I am.”

      “I signed up for the show, too. You can’t deny what a coincidence that is.” Somehow, he’d moved closer, sucking the little bit of remaining oxygen out of the room. “Are you ready to give me a chance, moon child?”

      “Don’t call me that.” I tried to step away from him, but the bar was crowded, and he moved with me. He’d never respected my boundaries; it was unreasonable for me to expect him to start now. But it would never stop pissing me off. “Justin, you finally have the opportunity to find the she-wolf who wants you. Don’t waste it. Please.”

      “I want you,” he insisted. “We have a contract.”

      I shook my head, swallowing my fury he still thought that worthless piece of paper bound me to him. “You want to own me. I’m not for sale.”

      “Shadow Channing doesn’t get to change everything about this pack.”

      “If you’ve learned anything about me, it’s that I don’t wait around for the men of this pack to tell me what I can and can’t do.” This time, I managed to get around him and headed straight for the bar, letting the crowd swallow me.

      Tessa Williams, executive producer of The Real Werewives, had promised she recruited wolves from outside the Sawtooth pack when she assembled the cast. Because I’d had concerns about the very thing that just happened. Justin was a lawyer, and he was probably cooking up a plan to keep the Sawtooth pack in legal purgatory over those contracts. Didn’t matter. That wasn’t what I signed up for. I had a fated mate out there somewhere. I never imagined I’d find him in Sawtooth Forest, but I was willing to try almost anything.

      And at this point, I’d take a shot of anything, but whiskey was strong enough to burn away my doubts and give me a fresh perspective…

      I closed my eyes and shuddered as I downed the shot. Heat radiated through my body as the whiskey erased my bad feelings about running into Justin. The rules were different now.

      A man stood on the other side of the bar. Many men—the place was packed, and a band wailed through their set—but this man was different. I blinked to make sure my eyes weren’t lying to me after an infusion of ninety proof, but he didn’t change. He was definitely a wolf, all freaking wolf. His T-shirt clung to his muscular chest, riding up on his biceps. I gulped, because he’d caught me checking him out. Normally, this guy wasn’t my type—I’d bet he was insanely loyal to whoever his pack leader was, and more comfortable in the forest than in this packed room full of people.

      It was sexy as hell.

      Maybe he was my type after all. I met his gaze, and from across the bar, his eyes shined like platinum. Dark hair fell past his shoulders, and he ran his fingers through it, pushing it away from his face.

      I looked down at the shot glass, wishing I had more magic potion.

      When I looked up again, he was gone.

      I caught a flash of Willow.

      “Hey, how did it go?” I asked, but the look on her face said everything I needed to know. She didn’t answer and plowed right into a massive mountain of man. Now it was my turn to be shell-shocked, because he was with the gorgeous creature I’d locked eyes with across the bar. But now was not the time to make a move.

      Something was happening with Willow and her wolf. She wiped tears away from her cheeks and smiled as she walked away with him. Okay, so maybe I could talk to his friend. We definitely had a common interest.

      “Ready to come into the confessional?” Tessa’s question made me jump. I’d let my guard down, confusing being back in my hometown with safety, and I was making rookie mistakes.

      “Now?” I almost said my forever mate is right there, but the last thing I wanted was for Tessa to make an awkward introduction. And my she-wolf was still urging me to run.

      She shrugged. “Doesn’t have to be. We have a few Werewives who have already signed on, but none of them stand out on camera like you do. We’ve had multiple wolves express interest in you already.”

      I was about to ask who, but I didn’t really care unless it was the man from the other side of the bar. The friend of the wolf that had disappeared with Willow. And unless he’d seen me come in and made a beeline to Tessa, who’d been in the confessional booth with Willow pretty much the entire time I’d been in the bar…he wasn’t one of the wolves she was talking about.

      “I have my eye on someone.” Awkward introductions be damned. I had control of my destiny on the show. Tessa had drilled that into us since she first pitched the idea. Especially to the she-wolves who’d been under contract. I always loathed that term. It sounded like we’d negotiated a deal.

      We’d been sold.

      Tessa’s expression brightened. “Excellent. Show me who he is. If he’s not signed up for the show yet, I’ll pitch him.”

      Oh, right. I had to find a fated mate that was willing to fall in love with me in front of an audience.

      “He’s right…” He was still there, in all his tall, dark, and handsome glory, but now he had company. Tate Ulrich, Willow’s ex and shit-stirrer extraordinaire, had walked in, flanked by his boys. I groaned. This could mean nothing but trouble for my friend.

      If he saw her with another wolf, he’d do whatever he could to stop it. The wolves in this pack had a hard time letting go, even of things that should have never belonged to them.

      My wolf nudged his friend, tipped his chin toward Tate, and then followed him. They were either working with them or against them. Neither option was good.

      I didn’t miss this crap when I was away from Sawtooth Forest.

      “I have to find Willow. You can follow me if you want.” Having a camera record whatever was about to go down was convenient. “I have a feeling all hell is about to break loose.”
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      Leave it to Carlos to have a beautiful she-wolf literally run into him within moments of arriving at The Real Werewives of Sawtooth Forest kickoff party. The guy could turn nothing into something amazing without even trying.

      It was the reason I’d stayed with him for the last seven years. I hoped some of his penchant for turning shit into sunshine would rub off on me.

      The night of the party, I thought I’d finally channeled some of Carlos’ magic touch. We’d been signed up to be suitors for the Real Werewives. Technically. We were really there to make sure none of the wolves Tessa Williams had invited from outside the fold were looking to stir up some serious shit. That included us, too, not yet considered members of the Sawtooth pack. We’d been asked to prove ourselves first. There were too many opportunities to fail.

      That Werewife party was almost a colossal fail. I’d been about to approach a blue-haired beauty that looked like she’d been ripped straight out of a pin-up calendar when Tate fucking Ulrich and his thug wolves walked in, acting like they owned the place. Problem was, they probably did.

      “Follow them,” Javier growled.

      I didn’t move. My blue-haired beauty was talking to Tessa Williams. She could be a Werewife.

      Maybe my luck was about to turn.

      “What the fuck are you waiting for? Carlos will have our asses if we let this guy start shit.” Javier loved telling me what to do when our alpha wasn’t around. I’d learned to let it roll off me. Most of the time. He considered himself responsible for the attack all those years ago, saying too much to the wrong guy, and he was determined to never fuck up like that again.

      Now, I was the one who usually screwed things up.

      The last thing he’d want to hear was that I’d found my mate. Not now, anyway. She’s part of the show, my wolf reminded me. Keep your pack happy, and she’s all yours.

      As long as another wolf didn’t get to her first. I’d spent my life keeping my pack happy and had nothing to show for it.

      Mate, my wolf rumbled inside me, like that would tip the scales in my favor.

      But I chose my pack over what my own animal wanted, just like I always did.

      “Hey.” The blue-haired beauty grabbed my arm. “Your guy just left with my best friend, and Tate Ulrich followed them out the door. I don’t know if you’re familiar with his work, but I am. I can guarantee it won’t end well.”

      “What do you know about Ulrich?” It wasn’t the introduction I was hoping for, but the she-wolf could have valuable information.

      She could also be putting herself in danger. No one would hurt her, not on my watch. That was the one thing I could guarantee.

      She mashed her pink lips together and her gaze darted toward the door. The she-wolf knew pack secrets, and I had a feeling she was deciding if she could trust me with them. “He won’t hurt Willow, but I can’t say the same about your friend. Tate still thinks he can get her back.”

      “What’s his style?” I had some experience with Ulrich in the forest, but we were more frenemies than anything else. Wolves were cautious while we learned each other’s strengths and weaknesses, taking inventory until it was time to strike. So far, his bark had been worse than his bite. But he also seemed like the type of guy who would like his chances if he got Carlos alone.

      “Elegantly nasty,” she finally said. “He’ll make sure you get fucked up, but he’ll never get his hands dirty.”

      She gasped, and I followed her gaze to the door. A whole bunch of unfamiliar wolves funneled into the Stepchild.

      Humans screamed when the party crashers started to shift.

      “Here we go,” the she-wolf muttered.

      “Get your friends and go outside.” I didn’t mean for a growl to slip out, but my mate hesitated. “Now.”

      Her eyes widened. “What’s happening?”

      “Nothing good. You need to go.”

      She shook her head, and her eyes darkened. Not in defiance, but in disappointment. This woman knew more than she was letting on. “I should’ve never come back here.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Would you recognize the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Mastered by the Rogue Wolf
      


      		
        Also by Kristen Strassel
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Kristen Strassel


    


  


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/kstrassellogo.png
PORISTEN
SPRASSEL





OEBPS/images/star.png





OEBPS/images/ks_sbtrw_03.jpg
SAW L@








