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        What happens when a sassy Dire Wolf, with a penchant for breaking rules, and a Lion, who’s in love with the law, clash?

      

      

      She’s a sassy Dire Wolf with a fondness for speed, and he’s a lethally sexy Lion who knows how to lay down the law. Get ready for fireworks when these two dominant personalities clash!

      

      Sheila Rand is the only female member of the Dire Wolf Motorcycle Club. Rare and powerful Shifters, the Dire Wolf MC has decided to make Blue Valley their permanent home. As the Alpha’s cousin, Sheila’s outspoken nature, and habitual defiance are overlooked by her Packmates, but not by him.

      

      Mr. Law and Order thinks he can break her, but he doesn’t know who he’s dealing with. This she-Wolf does not want a mate. Especially not a puffed up pussycat!

      

      Leonard Crowley is one of Blue Valley Police Department’s only Shifter Detectives. He’s worked hard to keep the Shifter secret, doing his utmost to blend in with mainstream life. With his father ailing, Leo is called home to confront certain issues that have popped up in the Blue Valley Pride. The elders insist he name one of their females as mate to assume his rightful position as King of the Pride, but Leo has a surprise for them.

      

      Leo has already met his mate. He just has to claim her.

      

      Will the feisty couple discover breaking sass is much more fun together?
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      Damn. Damn. DAMN.

      Sheila Rand pulled her Harley Softail Convertible over, coasting to a slow roll and eventual stop on the shoulder of the four-lane New Jersey highway. She’d been out for a spin on her bike alone after closing the bar tonight. It was nothing she hadn’t done a dozen times or more since they’d opened Serious Moonlight in the South Jersey town of Blue Valley.

      She tore off her helmet and tossed her mane of fiery red over her shoulder, huffing out an angry sigh. All she’d wanted was some time alone. A few minutes with the wind rushing all around her so she might try to weed out the negative thoughts and worries that had plagued her throughout the long and surprisingly busy day.

      Business was good. Her Alpha was happily mated. The female he’d chosen was a real spitfire, and Sheila thoroughly approved of her. Lucy Corwyn was the name of the now pregnant feline Shifter Derrick was completely smitten with. They were downright cozy and wasn’t that annoying in an adorable sort of way?

      Grrr.

      Easy, girl.

      Sheila’s inner beast prowled inside the metaphysical plane where she rested till called. Her evening rides usually helped settle her animal, but of course, tonight was all wonky. Her favorite thing about Blue Valley, the new place of residence for the Dire Wolf Motorcycle Club, was its easy access to the highway. Sheila could really cut loose on the miles of smooth, sleek asphalt in the wee hours of the morning.

      Her Pack was off doing whatever they did when they weren’t working or riding. She’d chosen to run with Derrick and his boys when she’d still been young enough to appreciate their wild ways. Oh yeah, their branch of the DWMC had started as a real ragtag group of renegades and nomads. Like all Dire Wolf Shifters, she supposed.

      Only they were different. Very recently, Derrick, the boys, and Sheila had all decided to end their time on the road. Dangerous for their kind, but necessary if they wanted to lay down roots, build homes, have families. Her stomach clenched with butterflies, thinking about Derrick and Lucy’s cub.

      Lucky, lucky couple.

      Sheila didn’t know if it would work in the beginning, them staying in one place. But now that Lucy was growing her cousin’s baby inside her belly, well, it gave all of them a reason to settle. A reason to protect their land and their business. That cub was the future heir to the throne, and the entire Pack couldn’t wait to meet the little blessing.

      The fact their kind usually attracted unwanted attention in the form of challenges and brawls with other Shifters didn’t worry Sheila. Because of their size and strength, Dire Wolves often kept their Packs small, but that did not make them any less tough. The elusive Shifters usually stayed on the road to avoid altercations, but they’d staked their claim and they would defend it with their lives.

      She liked Blue Valley, contrary to popular belief. Sheila wasn’t trying to leave or missing her old life when she went on these runs. It was just, well, riding a motorcycle was a lot of fucking fun, and she was fond of fun.

      Hell to the yeah.

      She trusted Derrick, and not just because he was her cousin and Alpha, but because the man had a nose for things. When he’d announced his plans to settle, the whole lot of them had agreed to join him. Tired of life on the road, they all agreed to make a claim on some land and build a home, a Pack house, together.

      So, here they were. And here she was. But there was something else in the air Sheila hadn’t counted on when they’d landed here, and that was a restlessness she didn’t want to name.

      Shit.

      She was no coward, and it was time to face facts. With their Alpha just mated, hope had sprung eternal. The rest of the Pack had started mooning around and looking outside, all of those big, dumb boys wondering if they too would find their fated mates in the small town.

      All except for Sheila.

      This spunky little she-Wolf was perfectly fine on her own. She didn’t need a man to complete her, or whatever horseshit the graybeards from her old Pack had tried to convince her of when she’d been just a cub. What could a man do for her that Sheila couldn’t do for herself?

      Puhleeze.

      She was stronger, smarter, faster, and worked harder than most of the guys she knew. Sheila could out cuss, out ride, and shoot more whiskey than half the Shifters she knew, and that was saying something.

      Plus, she already knew where her g-spot was. The last guy she dated couldn’t find it with a hand-drawn map or satellite guided assistance, for fuck’s sake.

      Pack house was getting stuffy with all the sighs and whines of the lovesick men she’d pledged to ride, and land, with. Overgrown cubs, the whole bunch of them, crying in their beers about needing a mate. Still, Sheila could deal with them. With her Pack.

      They’d picked Blue Valley and that meant she did, too. But she’d never ever, never ever signed on to deal with him—that butt-sniffing, post-scratching, lazy feline pain in her ass.

      Nuh uh. Not her. No way.

      She looked in her rearview mirror at the sedan that had pulled over onto the shoulder behind her with one end sticking slightly into the traffic lane, to protect the person being hassled, of course. The customary siren was perched on the roof, lights flashing. At least the bastard hadn’t turned on the sound.

      Silver lining.

      Oh, whatever.

      He’d been waiting for her to ride by, of course. Crafty fucker. Darn speed traps should be illegal, in her humble opinion. What harm was she doing, taking her frustrations out on the road when no one else in their right mind was out and about at this time? It was the witching hour, after all, and Sheila was feeling mighty crafty.

      Should make a big, fat voodoo cat and stick pins right in his you-know-what, she thought with an annoyed snarl. Would be a shame, though. Truth be told, the boy was quite good looking. Nice, big, hard body, and from the semi bulge in his pants, Sheila would bet the Lion was packing something mighty girthy behind his zipper.

      Grrrr.

      Hush up, she told her horny she-Wolf.

      The man certainly was taking his time, but finally, after a few minutes, Sheila’s supposed fated mate stepped out of his vehicle. She watched as he straightened up, and up, and up—he sure was big. His gold eyes flashed in the darkness, and was that a purr coming from his chest as he raked over her body with that possessive gaze of his?

      Sheila frowned. She was not an object. He did not own her. And furthermore, she refused to let her inner beast dictate her reactions to this, this—really hot fucking guy. Her she-Wolf could be somewhat pushy at times with her invasive thoughts.

      Ugh.

      “Put your helmet on the ground, please, and show me your license and registration,” Leo Crowley said in his usual gruff voice.

      Gives me goosebumps every single time. Bastard.

      “Make me,” she countered.

      “Sheila.” His tone held a warning note, but she didn’t give a fuck.

      “Detective,” she replied, tossing her hair arrogantly.

      “You know, you were doing ninety-five. It’s dangerous on the road at night,” he started.

      “For you, maybe. But I was born on the road, detective. Just one more difference between you and me. Now, are you giving me a ticket?”

      “Not tonight,” he said, hands on his narrow, rodeo cowboy hips.

      “Then can I go?”

      Leo growled deep in his chest before nodding sharply, staring at her with those big, golden eyes of his.

      “Get home safe, Sheila.”

      She ignored his parting words, revved her engine, and shot off like a bat out of hell. Inside her, a storm was brewing, and the reason was that man. Why couldn’t he just walk away? She’d told him now a hundred times.

      So, what if her she-Wolf was up in arms over the man? Sheila the human was decidedly not. He was all wrong for her. A cop, for fuck’s sake, when she’d been raised to flout the law.

      No, no, no. Leo Crowley was not for her.

      Mine.

      No.

      Grrr.

      Quit it.

      Fate might have decided Detective Leo Crowley was her mate, but Sheila wasn’t about to go down without a fight. She was going to break that crush right out of that man, one sassy comment at a time. Then Sheila would have what she’d always wanted above all else.

      Her freedom.
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      “Leo, come home,” George whined over the phone.

      The grating sound his younger cousin had perfected at seven years old still made Leo’s Lion hiss in annoyance. His inner animal seriously did not care for George’s manners or attitude.

      It’s not that he was blatantly disrespectful, but George was a bothersome prat. A pest. An annoyance. An irritation. But he was still his cousin—something Leo would very much like to forget.

      His beast chuffed in response to the whining imbecile on the other end of his smart phone. If he were here, Leo would have already shifted and played a little game of cat and mouse with the much smaller male.

      Grrr.

      As it was, he had to count to three before replying. A little technique he’d learned in kindergarten to help him reassert his self-control. After all, it was unseemly for the future King of the Blue Valley Pride to lose his shit at a subordinate. Especially over the phone.

      “I have a job, George. I cannot just come home when summoned. If you have an issue, tell the King.”

      “That’s just it, Leo. The King is not seeing anyone these days,” George whined.

      “What? Come on, that can’t be true. Dad is always available to the Pride. Besides, I’m on a case investigating an attack that could lead to a possible leak in our organization,” he said, alerting his cousin to the fact some humans had gotten wise to the Shifter secret.

      If word spread about the existence of the supernatural world, it would be pure chaos. Every Shifter, Vampire, Witch, and whatever would be under fire. There was a reason they kept hidden. Humans did not respond well to the unknown, and paranormal creatures would suffer grave consequences if discovered.

      “Officially, I am investigating the bombing at Serious Moonlight that occurred last month. Unofficially, the Council has me poking around to try to find the mole. They want me to shut this shit down, George. It’s important,” Leo said, working hard not to let his Cat override his sense of serenity.

      “So is the Pride.”

      “The Pride can wait,” he snapped at the younger man, his beast’s growling growing louder by the second.

      Shit.

      There were too many humans milling about. Leo closed his eyes and rolled his shoulders. He gazed out over the horizon outside of his small kitchen. He’d chosen this house for one reason only, and that was the view.

      Magfuckingnificent.

      The structure was small and cramped, but its location was sound. On the edge of town, his home was far away from the hustle and bustle of the otherwise idyllic community of Blue Valley. Sure, he missed the Pride sometimes. Conversations with his father, and the small patch of woods where he used to roam as a cub, but Leo had a different life now—a new purpose.

      “Leo, please,” George whined again.

      “Rroarr!”

      “Eeek!”

      Leo roared into the phone, unable to hold on to his patience any longer. Thank fuck he was home. His idiot cousin actually squeaked in reply, and the sound made his animal want to hunt.

      No. No. NO.

      “Christ, George, enough,” Leo grumbled and rubbed his hand over his face.

      His Lion was a damn nuisance. Being born dominant meant always battling the beast within. His Lion was violent, bloodthirsty, volatile. He liked to growl, hiss, bite, and claw—tear into anyone who even thought to challenge him.

      His list of enemies now, unfortunately, included George, his idiot cousin. The fool obviously thought it was a good idea to try to order him around. But Leo’s dominance was a real thing, even over the phone. He looked around quickly, making sure no one had heard his little slip.

      Fucking hell. 1, 2, 3…

      “Sorry, Leo,” George mumbled. “I mean you no disrespect, your majesty. But your father, the King, is not doing well. His illness is progressing, and the elders have called a circle—tonight, Leo.”

      “Tonight?”

      “Yeah. It’s serious. You really need to be here for this.”

      This time, George’s whine was coming from his animal. The difference sounded distinct over the phone, and Leo knew he was agitated. His Lion growled softly. The beast was a natural born leader. He wanted to soothe the younger male, while maintaining his position as the stronger, more dominant Lion. It was all part and parcel of being born the next true King of the Blue Valley Pride.

      Other Shifter groups had Alphas, Netas, and what-have-yous to guide them, but Lion Shifters were led by either a King or Primus, depending on their Pride. The Blur Valley Pride had Kings and Queens to rule them.

      Leo Crowley had flouted tradition by leaving to become a cop, but it did not matter. His future had been set in stone the day he was conceived. It was easy to forget since he’d moved away from the Pride. But George was right. Leo had a duty, a responsibility to his father, and the Pride.

      No, he was not particularly fond of politics. The slimy, greasy, double talk of the Pride’s circle had never sat well with him. Hence the reason he chose a profession where he kept law and order, not talked about it.

      There was another reason he wasn’t feeling particularly gracious at the moment. Everyone knew the best Kings had Queens by their sides. Fate often played a hand at bringing Shifters together, but Leo’s own potential mate had found some pretty unique and off-putting ways to turn him down.

      Telling him no was a favorite pastime of Sheila Rand’s. One of her favorite methods was, of course, the one-fingered salute she waved whenever he even walked into the bar her Pack owned and operated, which was daily, since—stupid fuck that he was—Leo couldn’t seem to stay the hell away from the ornery female.

      Sassy, sexy, fiery-tempered woman.

      Leo’s beast chuffed whenever he pictured the voluptuous Miss Rand. The Lion grunted, baring his teeth where he rested inside the metaphysical plane where all Shifter beasts existed till called. Leo had a special connection with his Lion, and he could see and hear him quite clearly inside his mind’s eye. The Lion was annoyed at his human side’s fretting, but whatever. Leo had plenty of things weighing on his great leonine mind.

      Curvy, redheaded, sweet-smelling things.

      “Well? Leo, will you come?” George interrupted.

      He’d forgotten he was still on the phone with the annoying male. Leo sighed heavily. The younger Lion had a point about the elders calling for a circle on such short notice. It was unusual and suspect. But he had no desire to be sucked into Pride politics. Not at the moment.

      His Lion wavered. The primal need to take care of those weaker than him was strong. Right up there with his need to crush anyone who dared challenge him. Instinct won out. His Lion was riding him hard, urging his human side to offer comfort to his Pride and kin.

      Years of practice pushing his dominance aside in order to get things done, Leo tapped the countertop and exhaled slowly. Working with one foot in the human world and one in the supernatural world required balance. But if he was any sort of son to his father, the King, keeping tabs on the Pride was a matter of familial obligation and duty. What other options did he have?

      “A circle, you said. And it is taking place on Pride territory tonight?”

      “Yes. It’s not good, there’s been talk of a coup,” George replied quickly.

      “A coup?” growled Leo.

      Bad enough they were calling a circle, but if this was a plot to overthrow the King without a direct challenge, heads were going to roll. A circle usually just meant the elders were getting ready to announce something. His guess was it was something big, and possibly annoying.

      These things did not occur for no reason. Leo’s experiences on the force and his heightened supernatural senses made him superb at finding out people’s motivations. Leo was his father’s heir. Whether or not he wanted to rule, Leo would have to accept formal challenges for the title once he ascended the throne.

      Anyone trying to flout that law would be dealt with. Lion laws were complex and intricate, dating back to ancient times. The elders knew this. If they were plotting a coup, what did they have to gain by trying to circumvent their own traditions? That was the real question.

      “I’ll find someone at work to cover for me.”

      “You mean, you’ll come?”

      The younger man’s excitement made Leo wince, and he growled into the phone loudly before he stifled the sound.

      “Yes. I will be there, George,” he returned.

      Feelings of duty, honor, and loyalty welled up inside Leo as he tapped the end call button on the small screen. They were strong character traits of any Lion of worth, in his opinion—any person, really. He had a strict view of his responsibilities, and the Pride was both duty and obligation at the very least.

      With over sixty adult members, the Blue Valley Pride was one of the largest Big Cat groups in the northeast. And that was not luck. No way. Leo’s father, the current King, was a total badass with a reputation for being strong and decisive, while maintaining a gentle paw on the pulse of his Pride mates. Happy Lions meant a happy Pride, and a happy Pride was a fruitful one. The Blue Valley Pride was extremely productive in that respect.

      Eat Well Live Proud, their import and export business, worked with the finest organic meat products in the world. The business was profitable and kept the Pride’s coffers healthy. They had business dealings with top sheep, goat, bison, and of course, cattle ranches around the world, including but not limited to Colorado, Texas, New Mexico, Brazil, China, Australia, and of course, Argentina. Not to mention their fish and poultry connections.

      EWLP products were shipped to all the top supermarkets, specialty stores, hotel chains, and restaurants. They even had a ranch to table delivery service where families could order top quality meat in bulk. He knew the importance of this business and its connection to the Pride, and Leo was proud of his father’s success in making it all happen.

      The US Department of Agriculture’s Animal and Plant Health Inspection Service had been a constant figure in young Leo’s life. He still kept tabs on new regulations and requirements and made sure his father and his advisors were aware of any new laws and rules that crept up on them.

      Eat Well Live Proud kept the Pride in the black. Every one of his Lions shared in the profits of the company with quarterly dividends. Most of the adults in the Pride worked for the company, and those who retired did so with excellent packages and still kept a portion of the proceeds.

      Donovan Crowley was no fool. His father had always been crystal clear during his reign that greed had no place within the Pride. He was a philanthropist, using most of his own wealth and his share of the proceeds to see to his community’s needs.

      King D had built an entire community of houses for his people. A gated community where he managed to separate his Lions from the normals who would likely shit themselves if confronted with a couple of changed adults from the Pride.

      Smart. Very smart.

      It was the duty of every Shifter to keep their secret. Leaders had to be strong, decisive, and capable of keeping the peace. King D was all that and more. The Blue Valley Pride’s gated community, called Blue Valley Homes, had three recreational parks for their cubs, several grassy knolls, and over fifteen acres of surrounding forests to roam.

      There was plenty of room for Pride members to move about. He also reinforced their sense of fellowship with scheduled runs and Pride meetings. Yes, Leo’s father was a good King. And yet, the elders were calling a circle.

      Grrrrr.

      Of course, Leo had been absent lately. He didn’t have much hands-on experience with his father or the Pride since he’d been elbows deep in doing his job—not to mention other distractions.

      Redheaded, big-bosomed, sassy, sexy as fuck distractions… Prrrrrr.

      The truth was simple, if a little embarrassing to admit aloud now that he was an adult—but here it was. Donovan Crowley was Leo’s personal fucking idol. The King had always been larger than life to his son. A true example of the best of what their species had to offer. Powerful, just, fair, and stronger than any other Lion Leo had ever seen.

      True, he’d been distant. But he was a caring father. He just always put duty first—something his son had learned to emulate. One thing was certain, the Pride sure loved Donovan Crowley, and his people were loyal.

      There just hadn’t been much room for Leo in his busy life. But that was okay. Leo understood all about duty, and he wasn’t whining about it. He was never mistreated. Nothing could be farther from the truth.

      If anything, Leo was a little spoiled. Growing up Lion royalty had given him the best. He had an excellent education—best that money could buy. As for the whole Dad being too busy to toss around the old pigskin, well, Leo had plenty of friends and buckets of affection from his dearly departed mother, and the other Lionesses in his family.

      He literally had dozens of female relatives, all doting on him throughout his child and young adulthood. He had been afforded all the benefits a man of his position was entitled to. And when he was old enough, he’d left home for college. That had been a very turbulent time in Leo’s life.

      At the end of his first semester, he’d returned on a weekend visit to find his human mother ill, and his father tending her bedside alone. He’d been stopped at the door, told by his father’s loyal valet—a man who was a pillar of the palace—that his father thought it best if Leo did not visit during that time. The King needed his Lion settled before he could handle the dominant male his son had become.

      Of course, seeing his mate decline in health had upset his Lion, and Leo mourned the loss of both mother and father during that time. He hated not seeing his mother, but he managed a handful of visits when his father was away from the palace, during her illness, before she’d finally succumbed to it.

      Yes, he resented his father for keeping him away from his mother for all those years. Partly why he’d become so distant. Donovan Crowley had ordered his son away from the palace and kept his mate to himself, denying Leo access to his mother, and that broke something between them. It damaged the bond Leo should feel to his King and father. He knew it. The King knew it. But both ignored it, pretending everything was okay over brief emails and even briefer phone calls.

      He did not want to deal with all this Pride business right now. Fucking George. Why couldn’t he just leave Leo alone? Being heir to the crown was simply a fact he did not have time for. But Leo knew his duty. Even if he’d conveniently forgotten it as he’d set about making a life for himself outside the Pride.

      He’d always known he would have to return one day. Leo just wasn’t prepared for it to happen this soon. He stood looking at nothing and thought long and hard about his position.

      A Crowley had reigned over the Blue Valley Pride since the late 1790s. His father was a firm believer in the old ways. Donovan Crowley followed those old beliefs to the t, including alienating his only son.

      He’d even kept a circle of elders, a sort of council of advisors to help keep the Pride on a healthy track. Their job was not to dictate, but to ask questions and to make suggestions. Should a King not be able to perform his duty, they had the power to call for a challenge for new leadership.

      That meant they would have to pick a challenger who would then fight the King in a battle to the death either on two feet or four. Those were the only rules. And it had never happened. Not in the history of the Blue Valley Pride. At least, not as far as Leo knew.

      Born with the Crowley lineage’s powerful streak of dominance, Leo’s Lion was strong, a true Alpha male. It was logical for Leo to leave the Pride until the time came for him to lead it. No one wanted a challenge between father and son. Heartbreaking though it was to be parted from his mother, Leo understood his father’s reasons for keeping him at bay. Sometimes a King had to make difficult decisions.

      “Son, I have no wish to harm you, but the elders say it is inevitable. When two dominant males, each with the predisposition to be King, are locked inside of the same Pride, one usually winds up dead. I will not have any harm come to you. I owe your mother that.”

      His father’s voice echoed in his ear on the day of his mother’s funeral, and he realized it had been one of the last times he’d actually talked to the man face to face. Leo knew stories of Lions killing each other, of sons and fathers at each other’s throats to claim the throne. According to his father and the elders, this happened when dominant males could not control their natural urge to rule.

      His grandfather had been killed in an accident before his father had cause to test this theory himself. Leo understood he did it out of love for his son. But understanding and accepting it were two different things. Would he change the past if he could? Maybe. But that was not within his power.

      Pride life was bloody and complicated. Keeping the Shifter secret by working alongside human law enforcement and covering up those incidents that would have leaked the truth had become his duty and obligation in place of the Pride. It had been hard, very hard, to stay away when his mother had become ill. But he did. For peace.

      He’d tried to forgive his father. Tried to patch the bridge. Even made the best of it when he’d been told to leave and not return in that hated letter Montgomery, his father’s valet, had given him. But Leo was loyal and good at following orders. He did as he was commanded by his King and father. He moved on, only visiting a few times over the years. Of course, ever since his mother had passed away, the visits had lessened.

      According to George, he had to return. His father’s health was declining, the Pride at risk. Shame filled him as he thought of all the time he’d allowed to pass. The gap between him and his father growing wider all the while. Leo walked outside of his house, into the warm night breeze that greeted him like a blanket against his skin. It was not balmy, just mild. Agreeable for the season.

      Kind of like the warm air that blew from the expensive dryer he’d ordered through his barbershop. Like most Lion Shifters, Leo was big on maintaining his mane. He wore it a little shorter than most males in his Pride, but it was thick, glossy, and golden and he treated it well with conditioners and organic, sulfate free shampoos. Good hair care was a Lion thing.

      He shook his head at the errant thought. He’d need his wits about him if he were to enter the elder’s circle. Those felines were cunning and slick as most hunters were, and everyone knew Lionesses ruled the hunt in any Pride. Four women from the oldest, most loyal families made up the circle. He’d been away long enough to lose sight of their agenda, but not of the fact that they were dangerous.

      Distance can be good, his Lion grunted, they will have forgotten who we are.

      “Well then,” he said aloud.

      “Let’s remind them.”

      

      Later that night…

      

      The sky seemed lit with thousands of stars, and he took a moment to look at them before he sat down in his custom 1965 Corvette Stingray. The red convertible was pure cherry, in his not so humble opinion.

      It took him a few years to track down that particular model of his favorite sports car, but it had been worth it. He’d spent weeks rebuilding the engine, adding perks, and modifying the interior to fit his larger than normal frame. Leo was a big fucking Lion, and he needed the extra room.

      He’d tried to maintain the original body, right down to the accents. The color was not just simple red. It was the original Rally Red made by GM with the same luster and deep shine the car would have come with brand new from the factory.

      It was the best of both worlds. Classic car, modern comfort, and fuck, he loved the damn thing. Especially the way the powerful engine felt beneath his hands and feet. The sleek automobile had taken a long, long while to hunt down. But Leo was a patient Lion when it came to things he wanted.

      The image of a certain seductive she-Wolf flitted through his head, and his Lion growled, rising within him to contemplate the object of his current hunt.

      Sheila Rand. Beautiful, dominant, sexy as fuck Dire Wolf.

      Mate. Mate. MATE.

      Leo’s growl rose and rattled the interior of his ride. He closed his eyes and counted, trying to rein in his inner beast. Fate sometimes played a hand in bringing Shifters together. Leo had never really thought about it. At least, not until the day he’d met his in a curvy little package who wanted nothing to do with him.

      Fuck. Fuck. FUCK.

      The confounded woman knew they were mates. At least, he was 99% sure she did. For whatever reason, she was completely unwilling to talk about it. So, he did what any self-respecting Lion would do. Leo visited her at her job. Waited for her when she left for her nightly rides. Watched. Protected. Lusted from afar.

      Fine. He was stalking her. What the fuck choice did he have? The animal would not let him leave her alone. He tried for patience. Wanted to take his time, to woo her with his charm, wit, and looks, which were not half bad—if he did say so himself.

      Sheila Rand was worth it. And Leo would not, could not, rest until she was by his side.

      Grrrr.

      But first, he needed to focus on what lay in wait for him at the Pride house. Afterwards, he’d worry about the sassy woman who’d already laid claim to his fierce predator’s heart.

      Mine.

      “Yes,” he agreed with his beast.

      “Mine.”
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