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      Solstice is a time for miracles. Is Kurt ready to accept his?

      

      Kurt Lowell is partners with his brother at Macconwood Law Associates. He’s also one of the Macconwood Pack’s honored Wolf Guard.

      Known as the Pack clown, he's managed to traverse life unscathed by relationships. A free spirit, what happens when his mate is revealed one winter's night?

      With the biggest snowstorm of the year looming overhead, Kurt is depending on Crescent Moon Books to deliver the volumes he needs to finish the treaty he’s been drafting between the Macconwood Pack and the local Witch Coven.

      Scarred for life at the hands of a drunk driver, Clara Crescent is perfectly content staying out of Pack affairs and running the bookstore she and her sister co-own. Life is boring, but good for the she—Wolf. She’s successfully avoided the man she secretly pines for but finds herself trapped in an elevator with the redheaded lawyer after delivering his order.

      Will this Winter Solstice deliver the happy ever after they so desperately want?
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      Ten years ago...

      Snow had already started falling while she prepared the yule log for the solstice feast. As she’d been doing most of her life, Gran prepared the rituals she and her granddaughters would celebrate to welcome the coming dawn.

      The banging on the door caused her to jump and drop the chocolate cupcake she’d been icing onto the cold tile floor. Gran wiped her hands on her apron, calling upon her guides and guardians for strength.

      “Are they okay?” Margaret O’Hare wailed as the heir to the seat of Alpha for the Macconwood Pack, Rafe Maccon, stood in her doorway.

      “Yes ma’am,” he replied in a voice warm with sympathy. “The girls have been brought to the hospital.”

      “I have to go⁠—”

      “I am afraid you should prepare yourself,” Rafe said, gazing at her with icy blue eyes that were the signature of his line.

      “Oh, who? Please tell me who,” the old woman demanded.

      She knew better. Really, she did. A human did not simply make demands of a Werewolf, and an Alpha at that.

      Not a Wolf herself, Margaret, or Gran, as she was known, became aware of the Macconwood Wolf Pack the second she moved to the small Jersey shore town. And when her daughter had married one of their own, she did her best to stay out of their way.

      What did a Wolf want with a Druidess with no Magical talents, anyway? Still, she kept to the traditions and honored her ancestors as best she could. When her granddaughters came to live with her, she did the same for them. Keeping them out of it, until now.

      “I am sorry, but Clara’s injuries are quite severe,” Rafe continued.

      “Clara? No. Not her,” Margaret said, exhaling as she gathered her small magical stores to her and began to pray to the goddess for strength.

      Memories filled her mind on the short drive to the hospital, and she knew then she had nothing to fear. This was not Clara’s time to die.

      “It will begin on Solstice,” the fortuneteller had whispered in a scratchy voice that had more than grated on Margaret O’Hare’s nerves.

      “Two are yours. One light, one dark. Both skin, both fur. They will hurt, they will bleed. A fight to survive. The battle does not end there. Like the star that grounds us all, fate pulls the Wolf to her. Balance and temperance must be learned. Independence is not a foe. If she fights it, she will not win. It will begin on Winter Solstice at the culmination of her twenty—seventh year, and that will be the end. Do not forget.”

      Gran had almost forgotten the strange words of the old woman who’d read for the Coven in secret so many years ago. For some reason now the words came rushing back, clear as day.

      “I’m afraid Clara had the worst of it, Mrs. O’Hare,” the future Alpha stated. “Delia was thrown from the vehicle and has a concussion, but Clara was pinned inside for the better part of ten hours. She is getting surgery now.”

      “Oh no,” the older woman whispered, allowing the tall Wolf to help her into his truck.

      He was with a few others like him. Big, strong Wolves, the lot of them. Men that would be his Guard. She turned to land her steely gray gaze on a set of twins. Rare even in normals, and almost unheard of for Wolves.

      “Don’t worry, Mrs. O’Hare,” one twin said to her. “We take care of ours.”

      “She’ll give you a hell of a time taking care of her, son,” she said, smiling suddenly as the fortuneteller’s words came rushing back. “But she is worth it, I’ll wager.”

      The young man blinked, nodding, a small smile on his face. He was humoring a nervous old woman. But Gran finally began to understand the words of the fortune teller.

      But before she could prepare her granddaughter for her future, she must make sure she survived the night.

      Please, goddess, keep her safe.
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      Present Day…

      Clara looked down as another weather alert beeped across her cellular phone. Another snowstorm was due to hit the East Coast, and it wasn’t even Christmas yet!

      While she enjoyed the ambience of the frosted pine trees that surrounded the Jersey Shore town where she was born and raised, Clara did not enjoy shoveling the white stuff. Especially not with all the trouble her leg had been giving her lately.

      Imagine being the slowest Werewolf in the Pack? Oh the shame! Clara snorted at her own histrionics. She didn’t give a rat’s ass about being unable to race with the other Wolves. At least, not since she was around sixteen.

      “So, what are your plans tonight?” Delia asked her sister, jostling Clara out of her bizarre musings.

      Day by day this winter, she’d grown antsy, and even a little morose. Delia turned up the volume on the holiday music that had been playing in the store for the last eight weeks with as much enthusiasm as ever.

      “Delia! Turn it down,” Clara growled.

      But her sister kept on swaying her hips, wagging her eyebrows up and down. With her short dark brown hair and her creamy jade eyes, she looked a bit like a Christmas Elf instead of a Werewolf.

      Well, Wolf Shifter, actually. Most Packs had stopped referring to themselves as Werewolves once Hollywood got a hold of the idea that they were mindless monsters who turned into gruesome, half—shifted animals every full moon. Clara knew this, of course, because of the countless occult texts she and her sister collected and sold at their store, Crescent Moon Books.

      “Come on, Clara, sing with me!” Delia yelled over the high—pitched notes sung by Mariah Carey.

      While the superstar was not a Werewolf, Clara personally thought she could howl with the best of them. She shook her head and waited for Delia to finish murdering All I Want For Christmas. Sighing loudly, Clara wondered how the woman could be so terrible at singing, and so ignorant of that fact. She had supernatural hearing, for fuck’s sake.

      She closed her eyes briefly. If she never heard that song or Rockin’ Around the Christmas Tree or Jingle Bells ever again, it would be too soon.

      “How can you still like Christmas music, Del? We’ve been listening to it since Halloween!”

      “But these are classics! Besides, I love the holidays. And this year you have even more cause to celebrate. And I thought you were lucky being a Christmas baby!”

      “Lucky? Every year I got one gift for Christmas and my birthday combined. How is that lucky?” she scoffed.

      “But that just means your gift was doubly special.”

      Yeah, right, Clara snorted. She wasn’t complaining. Not exactly. She was used to getting gipped every year on her birthday, but this year she was turning twenty—seven.

      Looking at her dark haired, bronze skinned sister, it was hard to tell they were even related. Clara favored her mother’s people. Her maternal grandmother was born in Ireland, descended from the Celts and an ancient line that she’d kept secret for more years than Clara had been alive.

      Twenty—seven years old in just one more week, and already her she—Wolf had been champing at the bit. She’d read the old scrolls, knew all about the importance of the number three in Magic.

      Nine was a multiple of three, and an especially sacred number to her mother’s Druidic ancestors. On this birthday, Clara was going to inherit something. She didn’t know what exactly, but it both intrigued and scared the shit out of the Jersey she—Wolf.

      “Seriously, tonight is the start of the Winter Solstice. Plans? Parties? A little bow chicka action? Anything?” Delia asked, slapping her hands down on her hips when Clara shook her head.

      “Ugh, you are so overthinking this,” she moaned.

      Was she, though? Clara did not think so. She did not know what to expect when she turned twenty—seven, and she refused to be excited about something that could be downright awful.

      “You know, I don’t know why you want me to be excited, I read in the annals that a woman received her grandfather’s penchant for fighting his enemies with potent gas, Del. As in farts. The chick inherited super Magical farts as her boon for turning twenty—seven.”

      “You are making that up!” Delia squinted as she yelled.

      She never could tell when Clara was fucking with her. Of course, this time she wished she were. Magic farts were apparently a real thing.

      “Nope. It’s in the annals Gran left us. The O’Hare family annal eighteen hundred seventy two.”

      “Hmm, I must have missed that one,” Delia replied pensively.

      She was always the happy go lucky one. The fun one. Carefree, beautiful, and completely in touch with her inner Wolf. When the siblings discovered they were the descendants of an ancient Druid line, Gran had taught them to be silent, to guard their secret fervently.

      Especially against the Pack, which, when the old woman had been alive, had been run by a real jerk named Zev Maccon. So they read as much as they could to prepare for something that might not even happen. All the while, they had to adjust to life as Wolf Shifters, having inherited that from their father’s side.

      That was difficult enough. Of course, once the Curse of Natalis had been broken by a teenager named Grazi Kelly a few years ago, things had gotten a tad bit easier for most of them. For Clara, the danger had just begun.

      It seemed the curse had been holding back her extremely dominant she—Wolf. Without it to temper Clara’s beast, her inner animal had been growing more and more powerful by the day. Her she—Wolf was pretty chill most of the time, but lately she was scratching at her skin and acting out of character.

      More signs that added up to Clara not being thrilled about her upcoming birthday. Of course, Delia could not stop talking about it. Her younger sister simply couldn’t wait to embrace her Druid gifts.

      “Do you think you’ll get something cool? Like dreamwalking? Or ghost whispering?”

      “How in the fuck you can think either of those things are cool is beyond me, Del!”

      Yep. This was proof Clara was adopted. She was her sister’s total opposite. And not just because she was fair skinned, blonde, and scarred for life after a tragic accident with a drunk driver. The mostly shy she—Wolf had a brilliant mind and a quick tongue, which she often had to bite else risk losing a customer.

      Delia was a people pleaser. She was always smiling and pleasant. Her sleek brown she—Wolf could run miles around most other adult Wolves. She was the fastest she—Wolf around and was always finishing just behind the Pack’s elite Wolf Guard during their monthly runs. Runs that Clara had been avoiding.

      “Look Del, I plan to deliver the rest of these orders before this nor’easter hits us. Then I’m going home, I’m gonna heat up some pizza, and I’m a binge watch some British crime dramas on Prime.”

      “Oh my gods, Clara, not again? How many seasons of DCI Banks can you possibly sit through?”

      “All of them,” she replied, grinning wickedly at her sibling.

      Delia found British accents completely annoying, and Clara wondered if she didn’t watch them on purpose just to bug the shit out of her.

      Of course you do, her Wolf pushed the thought at her with an approving grin on her lupine face

      The animal’s thoughts were becoming more and more clear in her mind as her birthday neared. More cause for concern. Werewolves were dual natured beings, not two separate entities, and yet, sometimes it felt that way.

      Grrr.

      “So, I’m gonna go out, meet some hot Druid or Wiccan, welcome Solstice with him and the Coven, and you are going to go home. Alone.”

      “You do you and I will do me,” Clara returned, giving her sister the one fingered salute.

      “Yeah, I think you have been doin’ you for too damn long, Clara. You need a man.”

      “How would you know?”

      “Um, I live with you. And we share an Amazon account. Your replacement battery order is off the charts, sis.”

      Oh gods, how mortifying.

      Not only were the Crescent sisters co-owners of Crescent Moon Books. The women also shared the small house they were raised in, in the same small town they were born in. She just couldn’t picture herself anywhere else.

      Maccon City was home.

      It was as simple as that. Her family was there. Her Pack was there. And he was there.

      The secret object of her affection lived in the South Jersey town as well. He was Pack, a Wolf Guard, actually, and he was just about the most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on.

      “Solstice marks the beginning of Winter,” Delia continued. “You won’t be honoring Gran if you don’t dance naked under the moonlight,” she crooned.

      “What? No way, Delia. Besides, Gran never let us dance naked under the moonlight.”

      “I know, right? Prude,” she said with a grin. “Alright, come on, at least light a candle or something. I swear, Clara, if you don’t, I’ll cast a spell on you,” Delia grinned wickedly at her sister, wiggling her fingers, and making ghostly noises.

      “Shh!”

      Clara looked around, tsking at her sister sharply. The one thing Gran had instilled in both women was a healthy fear of being discovered. The Macconwood Pack might have undergone an entire management change in recent years, but that did not mean everything was different.

      Clara needed to make sure there were no prying ears in the shop, which, thank the gods, was unlikely as they would be closed in the next five minutes. The truth was, the Crescent sisters had a secret. Maybe not too dark, or deep, but it was secret all the same.

      “What? Why are you looking at me like that? It’s not like the Pack isn’t accepting of Witches anymore. The Beta is mated to the Morrigan, for fuck’s sake,” Delia said, rolling her eyes.

      “And that might work well for one of the Wolf Guard, but we are a bit lower on the totem pole, Delia!” She admonished.

      If there was one thing their Gran had always taught them, it was to hide that part of their Magical heritage. Yes, they were Werewolves, a trait passed on by their father. But they were more than that too.
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      “Druidry is about connecting our innermost selves with the nature that surrounds us. It combines ecology and spirituality, my dear girls, and as Shifters, you both are more in touch with that than you can possibly know.”

      Gran had been a wise woman, and losing her still stung. Sure, Clara missed her parents, but it was Gran who’d raised her and helped through all the hard times. She’d been her rock. Delia’s too.

      Now they only had each other. And when they were alone, away from prying eyes and ears, the Crescent sisters honored their Druid ancestors by celebrating certain ceremonies and rituals. Customs their beloved Gran had taught them, so they could pass them on to their children someday.

      As if.

      “Clara, you worry too much,” Delia said, shaking her head.

      For a moment, Clara just watched her beautiful younger sibling. Delia was so vivacious. Still had that same pep and brilliant smile she’d been famous for back when she’d been the head cheerleader at Maccon City High School.

      The things they’d gotten involved in. There was the time both girls had snuck into the opposing team’s locker room and stole all their jock straps, making a sort of underwear paper chain out of them and stringing them across the field.

      Surprised at her own bravery back then, Clara had to admit she’d been a real hellraiser too. She was never a cheerleader, but she led the debate team and was a color guard for a bit.

      Delia and Clara ever seemed to squabble like other siblings. Even if Delia got more attention from the local boys and Clara received more academic awards. It never seemed to matter to them. The sisters were like peas in a pod and always had such fun together.

      But that was before that one reckless night. It happened on the anniversary of the day her parents’ plane had gone down. She and Delia had gone to the woods to say their farewells in the tradition of her mother’s people.

      In the dead of night, in the middle of the woods, Delia and Clara had gone to the sacred clearing to honor their parents. They lit a ring of candles, called for peace, as was custom, and recited stories and their favorite memories of their mother and father.

      Though it had been years since they’d passed, Clara and Delia had still felt their loss like a fresh wound across their hearts. The ritual of passing helped them deal with that pain, and Gran had encouraged them, even offered to take them. But this was something they wanted to do alone.

      Clara would never forget that night. The roads had been so quiet and still as only a winter’s night could be. The road had glittered in the moonlight. Clara recalled the street had been recently paved, and she wondered whether they used crushed glass or Mica in the asphalt like they did in New York City.

      Clara had written a paper her junior year about the streets of Manhattan being paved in dream dust, the source of which was a mixture of rocks and glass that not only created an aesthetically pleasing appearance but also made the streets and sidewalks easier to clean. Perhaps she shouldn’t have been thinking so much about that when she’d gotten behind the wheel of their car.

      No. Not your fault.

      Her Wolf whined as the old memories rushed forward. The beast hated it when she dwelled on that tragedy. The truth was, Clara had been a competent driver. On their way home a teenaged drunk driver, a member of the Pack who’d been having issues with his Wolf as so many did while they’d been under the Curse of Natalis, had run them off the road.

      Typically, Werewolves did not get drunk, but this teen had purchased a Magical drug to slow his metabolism and enhance the effects of the alcohol. So, it wasn’t that Werewolves could not get drunk, they could, it just took some serious junk to get to that point.

      Clara recalled the endless silence that had echoed in her brain, even after the impact. She was certain it had been noisy. After all, there was the screech of tires, the crash of two vehicles, each weighing over a ton. Glass shattered, metal crunched, and screams had undoubtedly been torn from their throats. And yet, it was the silence that echoed afterwards and forevermore, or so it would seem, in Clara’s brain.

      Shifters usually healed from their injuries without scars or permanent damage. But not this time. Clara shivered as the memories came flooding back. There was nothing she could do to stop them, so she closed her eyes and let them in, opening the gates to her mind.

      Her she—Wolf growled deep in her throat as images of Delia being thrown from the vehicle and the twist and turning off the car as it spun with Clara trapped inside until it landed on its side in a ditch, with the metal railing wrapped around it.

      Her sister had been knocked unconscious several yards from the car. But Clara, she’d remained awake and alert for most of the ten hours they’d remained unnoticed on the quiet little road by the woods until rescue teams had found them. Blood had matted in her hair, tiny cuts healed over with broken glass still inside, and she knew it was going to hurt like hell to remove them.

      But that pain was nothing compared to the real fear that she might never walk again. Her left leg had been crushed under the weight of the car. The numbness afterwards was scarier than the pain had been upon impact. Her face was trapped, pressed against the broken window for hours on end.

      She knew a large piece of glass was digging into it, but Clara couldn’t move. Her eyes riveted to where Delia was knocked unconscious. She saw her sister’s feet, noting the angle of her body, wondering if she was dead. It was the not knowing that nearly drove her mad. If only she’d been able to tell if they were going to live or die.

      Nightmares still haunted her sleep a decade later, making her Wolf ornery and angry. And just lately, the beast had become even more difficult. There was nothing Clara could do about it. She could not forget the accident.

      Not with the long, thin, silver scar that ran down her cheek or the slight limp she was sometimes too tired to hide. Both were constant reminders. As were the incessant questions from people whenever she did venture out into the world.

      Where’d you get the scar?

      Ugh. That was not even half of her problem with strangers. It was the pity in their eyes when she mentioned a drunk driver that cut the worst. No, Clara was better off staying with her books. Shutting herself off and diving into the worlds of the talented people who shared their gifts through the books they published was a much better use of her time to her mind.

      Keeping away from others was not always practical, but it was her way of stopping the questions and pitying glances. Besides, she was happy with her life.

      Grrrroowll.

      Her she—Wolf growled deep and long inside her mind’s eye, and Clara exhaled. Okay, fine. Maybe happy was too strong a word. She was satisfied with her life so far.

      There. Better?

      Grrr. The big platinum she—Wolf cut off the sound quicker this time, but she was still antsy.

      The sound of the bell over the front door jarred her out of her reverie, and Clara nodded at the older woman who came in, leaving Delia to greet and help one of their most frequent patrons. The bookstore had been a pipe dream at first, but once they opened their doors, it just took off.

      There was a main lobby where they sold the usual paperbacks and hardbacks, the latest fiction and nonfiction bestsellers, and all that. They had a local authors section, a children’s section where they held story time every weekday at ten and eleven in the mornings.

      A private room was located behind the register and was available upon inquiry only. That space was reserved for rare and valuable occult books sought out by Shifters and others in the supernatural world. The Crescent sisters did a big business in rare paranormal books.

      “Mrs. Hendricks is buying late this year,” Delia mused, wiping down the counter after the customer had left with her purchases.

      Clara murmured noncommittally. She watched Delia work, hating that her sister sometimes blamed herself for the amount of time Clara had waited after the accident. She’d been awake and in pain, waiting endlessly for help to come, but her sister was not to blame. Clara put a firm end to that kind of talk the first time she’d heard it with a vicious snarl.

      Broken, she may be, but her Wolf was more dominant than her sister’s beast. In fact, she was so strong, Clara hardly shifted in company. Especially not since her Wolf had been showing signs of restlessness.

      “You want to blame someone, Del, blame the Wolf who’d been drunk and irresponsible.”

      Sometimes that didn’t help either. Billy Drudge died a year later in a similar crash. Unfortunately, he hadn’t been able to handle the separation between him and his Wolf. That was before the Curse of St. Natalis had been broken.

      Poor boy. Clara thought sadly and closed her eyes as her Wolf walked slowly forward in that metaphysical plane where the beast rested till called. She was beautiful, her Wolf, with platinum gray fur and a small silver scar running down her muzzle.

      The she—Wolf looked at Clara with the same serious expression the beast had worn for years. Then she went back to the dark corner where she waited.

      It hurt to know her she—Wolf was not whole. The creature more morose than not. But Clara could not bring herself to do what the creature wanted, which was to hunt down and claim her mate. Yes, she knew who he was. Had seen and watched him from afar. But the very notion of speaking to him, voicing her belief that he was her mate, had her stomach in knots.

      She would never be a femme fatale, and that was totally fine with her. But personal vanity notwithstanding, Clara could not approach him. The man who haunted her dreams and filled her nights with carnal fantasies, the likes of which she’d only ever read about, was beyond her scope of experience.

      He was a member of the elite Wolf Guard which served their Alpha, a lawyer, millionaire, and playboy to boot. Beautiful women threw themselves at him all the time, and he more than appreciated the attention. Not like she could blame them, even if her Wolf did want to tear their throats out.

      Easy, girl.

      “Hello, earth to Clara!”

      “What?” She turned, surprised to see Delia had been talking to her.

      “Sorry, I was just⁠—”

      “Just miles away in your head? I know, I know,” Delia said, humoring her big sis.

      “Sorry, Del. What is it?”

      “Well,” the younger woman hedged. “I hate to ask this, but I sorta have a last minute date tonight, and I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind adding one more stop to your deliveries this evening. Pwetty pwease,” Delia asked with her best puppy dog expression.

      “It’s demeaning when you make that face, you know.”

      Clara snorted. She’d been trying to find a way to resist Delia’s big eyed begging face for years. But as her only living relative, and the oldest, she felt it was her duty to give in now and then.

      Sigh.

      “Please, Clara! I have spent so long angling for this woman to ask me out on a date, and she finally asked me. She is so cute and smart, and so adorably clueless when it comes to me,” she said, and sighed as if that was something admirable.

      Clara just rolled her eyes.

      “Anyway,” Delia said, playfully swatting Clara once she’d caught the whole eye roll. “She just texted me and asked to pick me up half an hour earlier than we’d planned. I have like no time to get ready, and I really want to look nice⁠—”

      “Alright, alright! Please stop talking,” Clara cried. “Sheesh. Go on and add the order to the rest of my pile,” Clara said, laughing when Delia jumped up and down in celebration.

      “You are the best sister, evah!” She yelled, wrapping her arms around her older sister and squeezing her tight.

      “Yeah, yeah, I know. Just remember that next time I ask you to switch the laundry for me, will you?”

      Clara shook her head and waved Delia off as her sister when rushing home to shower and dress for her hot date. She was happy for her sister, but still felt a stab of jealousy that immediately shamed her.

      Delia was a fun loving she—Wolf. She was all about embracing her sexual fluidity, her inner animal, and her magical heritage. Clara could not be prouder of her. Her sister had been into both men and women since she’d discovered her sexual preferences were not as cut and dry as other people at the tender age of fifteen.

      She was honest, loyal, and the best damn person Clara knew. So, like any good big sister, she loved and supported Delia in any and every way she could. Including fighting for her right to bring a female student as her date to prom with a successful “Love is love, like is like! We dance with who we choose all night!” campaign.

      Her very public support earned her senior class presidency that year. What a memory! But that was not why she did it, of course. As long as her sister was safe and happy, she didn’t care who Delia chose to love or sleep with.

      “At least someone’s having fun,” she murmured.

      It had been years since Clara had indulged in a meaningful outing with a man. What was the point? She’d already identified her mate. Everyone else was of no interest to her or her Wolf.

      “Don’t go there,” she mumbled to herself and loaded her rolling cart with the three deliveries she had to make that evening.

      “Crap. Four deliveries, not three,” she corrected herself. “Now that Delia has pawned off hers.”

      Oh well. Lucky her, she thought with a soft groan as she lifted the boxes of books onto the cart and buckled them in place.

      She locked up the store after closing out the register and turning off those damn carols. At least she could change the station in her car, she thought with a satisfied grin. Clara loaded the boxes into her car, making note of each address as she added it to her GPS.

      It was late, but despite the hour the sky was a light grayish white color indicating the upcoming storm. She shivered involuntarily and looked around the empty parking lot. Always the first one there and last one to leave, she mused.

      The tiny strip mall where the bookstore was located had a variety of local favorites, including a new Java House location, making two in the small beach town. But they were the only brick and mortar bookstore around for miles.

      A dying breed, she thought sadly. But they did what they had to stay afloat. Including deliveries. When Clara got to the order Delia asked her to make, she saw red.

      “That conniving little brat. I am going to kill my sister,” she growled.

      There was no need for her to punch the address into her cell phone. Clara knew all too well how to get to Macconwood Law Associates.

      Her Wolf yipped and snarled, anticipation making the beast vocal. Her inner beast always got that way whenever there was the possibility of running into him.

      Kurt Lowell. Member of the Macconwood Pack and one of the Wolf Guard, lawyer, womanizer, twin brother to Dib, who was mated to her friend Aleeza, and wearer of some of the most horrendous t—shirts ever created. And he was also the only man Clara Crescent had ever loved.

      So that was Delia’s game. She’d made all those comments about celebrating and dating and all the while, her younger sibling was trying to set her up.

      Again.

      For the love of all that was holy, couldn’t she see this was not what Clara wanted?

      Anger flared, then receded just as quickly. She loved her sister and knew she was only trying to help. But Clara didn’t want Kurt’s indifference, or worse, his pitying glances, when she pulled her cart of books into his office.

      And the note on the order specifically said the delivery needed to go to Kurt Lowell. Not to a secretary or receptionist, though she couldn’t imagine who would be there at this hour.

      “At least it’s not snowing yet,” she mumbled just as the first fat, white flakes began to rain down on the windshield of her previously owned, but reliable Volvo XC60.

      The midsize SUV was cherry red with excellent reviews, and Volvo was known for being one of the safest cars out there. Vehicular safety was something the Crescent sisters took very seriously since the accident.

      Clara was grateful she’d bought the vehicle. It had been especially helpful to her during their free delivery promotion throughout the holiday season to customers within the city limits.

      She turned the radio on and started switching channels. Clara groaned, banging her head on the steering wheel as station after station seemed to be playing holiday music.

      Bing Crosby’s White Christmas filled the interior of the car, and she just gave up. Turning off the radio, she drove to the address of the first of her deliveries, following the robotic voice of the GPS.

      It was going to be a long night.
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