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Prologue

Tavish MacAlary glanced at his watch. He had a few hours before the moon reached its zenith, but he didn’t want to chance leaving too late. Looking out the window from his office, twilight had just begun to settle over the city. Lights obscured the transition, but he knew the moon slowly made its way toward the zenith. He could feel its power over him. The call to transform beckoned him with a siren lure he couldn’t ignore. 

He was probably the only wolf shifter in the world who hated to shift. Hated becoming a mindless beast led by his baser instincts. When he was growing up, he’d been told how great it was to be a wolf, and to have his strength inside you. Having the wolf be your companion. All but false truths, and it meant nothing to him. When he shifted for the first time, there wasn’t a sense of connection. No magical rush of power. No wolf voice in his head to greet him—only silence and pain, followed by anger because he’d been lied to. He’d felt just as much an outcast in his transformed body as he did in his human skin. 

Over time, he realized not every shifter needed others of his kind. He was perfectly content to be alone.

Standing, he hit the intercom buzzer to his assistant, Charles, before cleaning up the scattered contents of his desk. A brisk knock sounded on his door before it opened. Charles stepped inside the office and closed it behind him.  

“Call my driver,” Tavish ordered. 

He expected Charles to leave immediately, but the man lingered. Tavish looked at him, one eyebrow raised as he waited for the man to speak.

“Sir, we found her.”

The simple sentence knocked the breath out of him. Finally. After three years of regret and annoyance, he could finally close an irritating chapter of his life.

“Where?” 

“The United States, in a place called Sheridan, Colorado.”

“Send me all the data you have.” Tavish took a deep breath. “Damn it. I have to get past this fucking full moon.”

“I’ve arranged for your plane to depart tomorrow.” 

“Needless to say, cancel my meetings next week,” he ordered. “Don’t reschedule just yet. I’ll let you know when I’ll return.”

“Very good, sir.”

Charles inclined his head before turning to leave. Tavish stared unseeingly at the closed door, lost in memory. He had no idea what his wayward wife looked like because they had an arranged marriage. A union his grandmother insisted on as a condition to gaining the majority interest in the MacAlary business. He’d insisted on one caveat—there’d be a no-fault divorce if either found their moon-fated mate. Not that he believed in mates, where a ridiculous smell could make people lose their minds to lust. 

Hopefully now that Mairi Monroy had been found, he could move on with his life.

****
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Tavish woke up slowly, painfully aware he lay on his side. The cool morning mist lingered over his nude body like a wet blanket. He rolled onto his back and opened his eyes, surveying the bare branches of the trees overhead in an effort to figure out where the hell he was. Hopefully on his land because he didn’t relish walking bare-assed naked through his neighbor’s backyard. 

Slowly, he sat up, wincing as muscles protested. Dead leaves and moss-heavy dirt clung to his body, causing him to itch in unmentionable places. He rose and started in one direction, glancing around in an effort to get his bearings. As he pushed through the tree line, he recognized the rolling hills, and a sense of relief washed through him. He was on MacAlary land. 

Making his way to the south, he came across the small cabin where he had a stash of clean clothes, water, and soap. He washed up as best he could, looking forward to the hot shower waiting for him at his ancestral home, Rundlaith Keep. Slipping into a pair of dark jeans, a thick white sweater, and hiking boots, he trekked over his land, glad the change was once more behind him. 

He arrived at Rundlaith about midmorning, and his steward came to greet him at the southern gate entrance. He held a cup of coffee, and with a nod of thanks, Tavish took the mug to sip the hot brew. It settled in his bones, warming him up.

“Is my plane ready?” he asked.

“Aye, m’lord,” the steward murmured. “It’s set to depart as soon as you arrive at the airstrip.”

Tavish halted the cup of coffee halfway to his mouth. “I’ve asked Charles to reschedule my meetings. Coordinate with him if you need anything.”

“Do you know how long you’ll be gone, sir?”

“Hopefully not long. All I have to do is get her to sign the papers.”

He finished his coffee, handed over the cup, and strode toward his castle. Rundlaith Keep had been built in the early 1600s, on the bank of Loch Carron in the Scottish Highlands, to protect the MacAlary lands. However, the area was so remote it saw very few battles. A few nearby chieftains thought to flex their muscles only to be turned away by the fierce MacAlary clan. No one knew they were actually wolf shifters, and it was a secret they safeguarded since there were no longer wolves in the UK. 

An hour later, his jet lifted him into the air to transport him to the USA. He tried to concentrate on work, but his mind kept slipping to the faceless woman who had taken up far too much space in his head. 
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Chapter One
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Absentmindedly, Mairi scratched her arm and glanced up at the darkening sky. The forced need to shift steadily rose, and as the night progressed, she wouldn’t be able to resist the pull.

“Are you running with Rhodes tonight?” Keegan asked. 

She glanced at her cousin, who was dressed similar to her in a plain white cotton chemise. They were deep in the forest, standing in a clearing as they waited for the High Luna’s calling for all her subjects to turn into their wolves. 

“I don’t know.” Mairi sighed. “It’s wrong of me to lead him on because nothing can evolve between us.”

Keegan frowned. “Why?”

“You know why.”

“Why are you staying loyal to a man who’s not loyal to you? He basically told you to fuck off.”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Mairi,” Keegan said with a sigh. “You can’t have a crush on a man you’ve never met.”

“Sure you can,” Mairi replied. “People crush on movie stars and athletes all the time. But that isn’t it.”

“Then what is it?”

“We were friends when we were children,” she murmured. “I always knew there was something about him. Something my wolf liked. I didn’t hesitate to marry him when our grans arranged it.”

“If he was your friend, why didn’t he want any part of you? Why stay married to him?”

“I ... I don’t know.”

Yet, she did know. She just didn’t want to talk about the husband who rejected her. After their so-called wedding, he sent a text saying he wanted to live separate lives. That he was coerced into their vows and didn’t want her. Explained his grandmother held the majority of shares in his company, and she would only turn them over upon their union. He’d even signed the marriage certificate by proxy. Apparently, when you’re the wealthiest man in Scotland, you can do just about anything. Now, he was the controlling shareholder in the business his grandfather had started, and she was his unwanted memory.

It wasn’t long before the change was upon them. Both slipped out of their gowns and embraced the wolf inside them. Bones snapped and reformed. Dichromatic vision took over. Where once two women stood, they now resided in their wolf forms. Keegan’s pelt was dark like her hair, with white paws and white fur running down her neck. Mairi’s own wolf was reddish-brown and leaned more on the smaller size. They howled at the moon, and an answering call reverberated back. They took off running through the forest, Mairi a little slower than her cousin. 

Suddenly, another shifter joined them, and Mairi gave a little yip of recognition. The beast was large. Probably only slightly smaller than Alpha Jericho or Beta Ledger. Pitch-black, blending in with the night. Rhodes Madigan. As they all ran through the forest, he played with her, nipping at her heels and causing her to growl at him. Regardless of her situation, she was still a married woman. She liked Rhodes and knew he wanted more, but her heart belonged to the man who hadn’t even bothered to tell her face to face what she did to make him despise her.

****
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The next day, Mairi wiped down tables while her cousin, Keegan, cleaned the coffee machines. They were due to open in a few minutes, and she already saw two people waiting patiently. She loved working with her cousin in the coffee shop. Loved coming up with different creations of flavors. This week the special was hot butterscotch coffee.

When the clock hit seven, Keegan flipped the CLOSED sign to OPEN and unlocked the door. Mairi smiled as old Mrs. Smyth bustled inside, the complaints already slipping from her tongue. 

“You were a minute late,” she snapped, marching up to the counter. “The butterscotch drink. Large.”

Keegan smiled at her. “Coming right up.”

Mairi didn’t know how her cousin didn’t lose her patience with the mean woman. She was thankful she didn’t have to talk to her. Keegan was far better with that, while she was better with making the orders.

The rest of the morning flew by with a steady stream of customers. The shop only stayed open until three in the afternoon, closing right after the lunch rush. She swept and mopped, laying the chairs upside down on top of the tables. When they were done, Keegan locked up and nudged her with her shoulder. 

“Wanna grab an early dinner at the diner?” 

Mairi nodded. “That’s fine with me.”

“Good, because I don’t feel like cooking.”

“Hold up,” Mairi said. “I wouldn’t call what you do cooking. More like detonating a nuclear bomb on the taste buds.”

“Rude,” she gasped, then gave a rueful shrug. “But a fair assessment.”

They laughed and linked arms as they headed toward the diner. The one thing Mairi loved most about living in Sheridan was that she could walk everywhere in her little corner of the world. 

The days grew shorter as fall approached. The crisp air causing her to slip on a heavy sweater against the slight chill. When they stepped into the busy diner, Luna Payton waved at them and gestured to a booth in the back. Her pregnant belly had started to show and the pack couldn’t be more excited. Various people waved and smiled at them in greeting. That was another thing Mairi liked about Sheridan. Once you were pack, everyone looked out for you. It had been quite different in Scotland. There weren’t any wolves in the UK and no packs, so shifters generally kept themselves a secret. 

After Tavish had sent the text saying he wanted no part of her, that he found the whole nonsense of marriage to her distasteful—his word, not hers—she felt the need to disappear. So, she contacted her cousin Keegan, who lived in the States, and she’d been in Sheridan ever since. 

She liked being in a pack, having people say hi to her from the other side of the street. People who didn’t think she was distasteful. She’d been a sad, pathetic woman wallowing in self-pity when she asked Alpha Jericho for sanctuary, but she was tired of being that woman. Maybe Keegan was right. Maybe it was time to cut all ties to Scotland and send divorce papers to His Grace Tavish MacAlary. It wasn’t like they were ever going to meet and live happily ever after. 

“Hello, ladies,” Esmeralda said with an easy smile. “It’s the after-full-moon special of meatloaf, butter-sautéed zucchini and squash, with a baked potato and strawberry pie for dessert.”

“Sounds delicious,” Keegan said. “I’ll have that.”

“Me too,” Mairi added. 

Esmeralda’s gaze lingered for a moment on her, her gaze turning from inquisitive to troubled. Mairi squirmed, not liking how uncomfortable she suddenly felt.

Then, as if realizing what she was doing, Esmeralda smiled. “Coming right up.”

After she left, Keegan raised an eyebrow. “What was that about?”

“If she wasn’t a wolf, I’d swear Esmeralda was a soothsayer or something,” Mairi replied. 

“I was thinking the same thing.”

A few minutes later, their dinner came and they thanked Esmeralda. The old woman nodded and left, and Mairi was grateful there were no more sly glances. They ate, keeping conversation light. As they finished, both drinking coffee with the slice of strawberry pie, Savannah approached their booth.

Savannah was an “Other,” which meant something other than a shifter. She was a gifted enchantress and caster, and Mairi was grateful for the potions she made for her, to help keep her polycystic ovary syndrome under check. Unfortunately, it was an awful condition to both her human and animal side. Before Savannah, she suffered every month with pain and irregular menstrual cycles that even affected her wolf. When she arrived in Sheridan, Keegan had taken her to visit Savannah, and discovered a lifesaver. Mairi had thought she would have to suffer for the rest of her long shifter life.

“Good evening,” Savannah greeted. “I hope I’m not interrupting.”

“Not at all,” Mairi said, smiling. “We’ve finished dinner and are now enjoying this delicious pie. I might have to unbutton my pants.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Savannah said with a slight chuckle. She patted her hips. “My curves are far too used to Esmeralda’s pies. I just wanted to stop by and give you this month’s medicine, Mairi.”

She sat a brown paper bag on the table. 

“Thank you,” Mairi replied. “You are a miracle worker.”

“My pleasure,” Savannah said with a wink. “Enjoy the evening, ladies.”

As the enchantress left the diner, the door was held open by a man. Something about him caught Mairi’s attention. Dark auburn hair. Tall, muscular. A trimmed mustache and beard. A blue tartan scarf wrapped around his neck. Ocean-blue eyes met hers and lingered for a moment before she looked away, leaving her shaken.

“You okay?”

Mairi turned her stricken gaze onto her cousin. “It’s him.”

“Him?”

“M-my husband,” she whispered, still in shock. 

Keegan turned in her seat. “The hunk in the blue and black tartan scarf?”

“Sh! Stop looking!” 

“What’s he doing here?”

Mairi could only shake her head in stupefied confusion. “I don’t know. How did he find me?”

Questions she loved to know the answer to, but was far too scared to approach him to ask. She had to get out of there and regroup. Allow herself a moment to think. He had to be in Sheridan for her. Did he want her back? Did he come to apologize and ask if they could have a real marriage? Hope flared in her heart, because even though he said he didn’t want her, she very much wanted him.
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Chapter Two
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Tavish rolled into Sheridan, Colorado, in the late afternoon, liking the feel of the picturesque town. It was surrounded by forest and mountains, much like his own ancestral home. People bustled up and down Main Street, where a variety of shops lined each side. The busiest place seemed to be the diner smack-dab in the middle of town. 

He finally found what he was searching for at the end of the busy street. Parking, he exited his rented SUV and headed into the Chamber of Commerce building. Large black-and-white photos of Sheridan lined one brick wall, detailing how it had grown over the years, all the way down to a grainy photo of an active lumberyard. A young woman sat at the desk, smiling at him. 

“Good afternoon,” she greeted.

“Hello,” he replied. “I have an appointment with Alpha Savidge.”

“Your name?”

“Tavish MacAlary.”

The young woman smiled prettily and picked up the phone to let Jericho know he was there. A moment later, the man walked out of an office, and Tavish immediately felt his alpha power and fought baring his neck. He might not be part of a pack, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have his own power.

“Hello,” Jericho greeted, holding out his hand. “Welcome to the Sheridan Pack.”

Tavish took it and shook. “Thank you for meeting with me and allowing me to visit.”

“No problem. How long do you think you’ll be in Sheridan?”

“Only long enough to get my divorce papers signed.”

“Oh,” Jericho said with a frown. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“It was an arrangement that’s no longer needed.”

“Would your wife happen to be Mairi Monroy?”

“Aye,” Tavish replied in a questionable tone.

“She’s Scottish, too,” Jericho explained.

“Ah, the accent is a dead giveaway. Would you happen to know where she’d be?”

“She works with her cousin, Keegan, at the coffee shop down the street.”

“Excellent. Then I should be out of Sheridan in an hour or so.”

“You’ll have to catch her tomorrow morning. The shop closes at three.”

Tavish checked his watch. “Very well. Where would you suggest to be a good place to eat and retire for the evening? I’ll use the time to do some work.”

“The diner has excellent food, and I should know because my luna works there. As for accommodations, you’re more than welcome to stay at the pack lodge. Has all the amenities plus high-speed Internet and Wi-Fi. It’s not too far away.”

“I appreciate that.”

“I’ll have my beta open it up. Can I have him call you?”

“Aye. Thank you.”

They talked a few more minutes before Tavish left the building, giving the receptionist a nod of goodbye. He decided to leave his rental parked where it was and walked toward the diner, enjoying the crisp air of the late afternoon. 
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