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      Julia Lawrence, highly successful pet boutique entrepreneur and all ‘round sexually liberated werewolf, needs a place to invest the gobs of money she’s been making hand over fist since she opened her store.

      Enter lion (roar!), Xavier Wolf from Pride Investments. The hot financial advisor who’s come to advise her how to invest all her lovely money, also a shifter who happens to be equally liberated.

      When the two meet, it’s explosive and hot, steamy shenanigans ensue. They both agree, they’re only in this for their undeniable physical attraction to one another. No commitments, no questions asked. As two peas from the same pod do. Before meeting, both were infamous for their dalliances. Their well-versed in the game.

      But here’s the problem, both Julia and Xavier have avoided deeper relationships due to their strict upbringing and the “stick to your own kind” mentality—mixing outside your species is forbidden—even though Julia’s pack is riddled with interspecies mates. Yet, neither of them have found anyone of their respective kind they want to spend their immortalities with.

      So what happens when not only are you wildly attracted to someone from an entirely different species, but find yourself daydreaming about what it would be like to end your days of carousing and spend your lives together?
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      Dear readers,

      If you’ve visited Cedar Glen before, welcome back! This book, formerly known as Moon Over Manhasset, was originally published in 2005 with Changeling Press and when the rights were returned to me, I forgot all about it. LOL!

      When I discovered it again, tucked away in a file I’d forgotten existed, I decided to retitle, expand, and update it to reflect current day and add it back into the series.

      That said, I hope you enjoy Julia and Xavier’s journey to overcome their differences and find their happily-ever-after!

      Dakota :)
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      So what if she had a tail.

      Big damn deal.

      Though, it became a big deal if it scared off your potential one-night stand and because the moon was full… well, then it was hard to contain her tail. And indeed, the moon was full tonight. So full, she’d slipped—bigtime.

      Oops.

      Julia Lawrence whistled a tune, staring down in disdain at the sexy AF man she’d just attempted to ravish, but instead, had left her with a thwarted rendezvous and a call for a Lyft.

      While she waited for his ride, she mourned the loss of a good toss in the sack.

      He truly was divine. Dark, muscled, delicious and he smelled like expensive cologne, her favorite kind. 

      But he’d turned out to be a total chicken shit.

      So what if she was a werewolf. A carnivore—lupine, thank you. Why was that so damn scary to a guy?

      Because he’s a human guy and tails tend to frighten even the biggest of bad-asses…

      But didn’t guys like big dogs? Like German Shepherds and rottweilers? Some might equate her to a big dog, right?

      No. Human men want to own them as pets, Julia, not play hanky panky with them. That’s just weird. If you stuck to your own kind, you wouldn’t have this problem.

      That last part was her father’s voice in her head, reminding her she should only mate with another were.

      Julia stroked her tail thoughtfully. The problem was, she liked human men far more than she liked werewolves.

      She definitely didn’t like the men in her pack—not even a little. They were dirty and smelly. Well, most were, anyway. What she’d meant was she didn’t like the men she was offered as possible mates.

      She didn’t want a mate.

      Julia got a zinger of a chill right up her spine when she thought of the last man her family had tried to pawn her off on.

      Boris was his name.

      Talk about hairy. Ick. Boris wasn’t just hairy when he shifted. He was hairy in human form, too. She’d been tempted to ask if he’d consider taking a dip into an entire vat of wax—head over heels.

      You should have run with the pack, tonight, Ms. Picky. You don’t know, maybe you would have gotten lucky.

      There was no way she was going to get lucky and find a werewolf that suited her, though she tried to run with them whenever time allowed and or pressure from her pack members forced her to recognize their ritual.

      Shifting to bay at the moon as one big happy family wasn’t her thing, but Julia did what she had to in order to remain a part of her pack even if she wasn’t a bit like them. That’s what kept her from spending time with them. Their ancient rituals and rules were archaic at best, leaving her labeled the black sheep of the family.

      Black sheep or not, never let it be said she didn’t play nice with her family members—from a distance, of course. She tried. She genuinely tried.

      They accepted that because really, who could scoff at her life when she had pack members that, instead of eating small woodland creatures, were vegetarians and liked fuzzy baby bunnies?

      Pack members who mated with cats, for pity’s sake. They had no ground to stand on when it came to her enjoyment of a human male.

      Other packs mocked them. She defended them because she loved them and who was she to question who they loved—even if it went against every pack law she’d had drilled into her head since birth?

      So what if she owned a high fashion pet boutique far away from them? Big deal. She liked her life here in Manhasset, away from the conflict of her pack and all the arguing about lifemates and how she didn’t have one.

      Julia was the least of their worries. The pack needed to focus more on her cousins Max and Derrick and their penchant for adopting stray women who cut hair and meowed.

      Though, Julia had to admit, Max’s wife JC was a superb hairdresser. Added bonus, she really liked her and honestly, she couldn’t care less that JC wasn’t another were.

      But what she didn’t appreciate?

      The idea that everyone had plenty to say about her fondness for human men and banged on her endlessly for it without nary a raised eyebrow directed toward Derrick and Max was infuriating.

      Oh, the pack was plenty vocal behind closed doors about their chosen mates, but they didn’t vocalize their distaste the way they openly admonished her.

      Though, for the most part, the pack let Julia live the lifestyle to which she’d chosen to accustom herself to and that was that. It wasn’t that she didn’t love them. She simply loved them and their chaos and judgement from a distance.

      But back to the problem at hand. Looking down at her expensively high­heeled feet and the man who lie before them, she snorted.

      What to do about the stud muffin who’d keeled over in a New York minute when she’d gotten a bit amorous while the moon was full. It was beautiful—the moon that is—and it turned Julia on. But then her shifting got a little out of control and well… in her excitement, her tail popped out.

      It was really quite an attractive tail—as tails went. All her pack members said as much.  But human males didn’t always think so.

      Hence the passed-out hunk. A hunk who’d turned out to be a pansy­assed sissy.

      That’s not fair, Julia. He’s a human. He’s only seen creatures like you in the movies.

      Julia scooped him up and sat him on the park bench, huffing as she blew a strand of hair out of her face.

      Damn, he was cute, too, David was.

      Wait.

      Was his name David?

      Er, David, Darren, Darrell…whatever. She couldn’t remember now. The only thing she could remember was eyeing him from across the swanky bar she’d chosen when the call of the wild assaulted her senses.

      He was yummy indeed and Julia had set about having him the way she did most of the men she’d had. She just had them, let them believe they’d had her and mostly, walked away unscathed.

      She relished her sexual nature, luxuriated in her prowess and didn’t give a damn what anyone thought about it.

      Some might call her promiscuous—some, in fact, had. Julia chose to call herself empowered. She was always safe. She always ensured there was mutual consent. She was always honest about her intentions from the start just as she’d been with Whatshisname⁠—

      David, Julia. It’s David.

      She frowned at her conscience, ever reminding her she could be quite dismissive of another’s feelings.

      Anyway, above all, she made it clear when the fun was over, it was over and it was time for them to skedaddle. She didn’t like sharing her bed.

      Yet, there was always the exception to the Egyptian cotton mambo with a human.

      A screamer.

      Whatshisname here was obviously a screamer.

      He’d definitely screamed when she’d wrapped her tail around his taut leg, so lost in the moment, she’d forgotten herself.

      And then he’d lost his bloody mind.  Sometimes they did that, too. It hadn’t happened often, but there’d been a couple of pretty close calls.

      Ah, well, you win some, you lose some, right? This one, she’d lost.

      Julia sighed in resignation, running a finger down his tanned cheek. Covering him with his suit jacket, she decided home was the best place for her right now.

      Kitten would be waiting and hungry for her tender vittles and Whatshisname wasn’t going to be getting up anytime soon.

      Or getting it up. Such a pity, him being so pretty and all.

      Human men were so—so simple.

      Sometimes a girl just wanted to fuck. Julia just didn’t want to do it with another werewolf; however, that presented a real problem because she was hormonally worked into a lather when the moon was full.

      And when the moon was full, shifting couldn’t always be controlled and then things like her tail popping out happened. Another werewolf would appreciate the beauty of her tail. Humans, not so much.

      Life as a werewolf was indeed, sometimes, the proverbial bitch.

      And that sometimes meant no nookie, cookie. Not tonight anyway.

      Tucking his suit jacket around him, Julia figured he’d be all right. This was Manhasset, after all. Not much happened here. He’d wake up, probably freak, never whispering a word about what he’d seen, because he likely wouldn’t want to believe what he’d seen.

      When his Lyft showed up, she hoisted him over her shoulder and popped open the back door with a smile, confirming with the driver the address she’d found in his wallet on his license.

      “Long night?” he asked with a shaky tone and a hard swallow, his eyes glittering with confusion and fear.

      Seeing a woman of her stature hurl a man of at least two hundred pounds into a car was likely jarring. But she smiled in return, pretending not to notice.

      “Something like that,” she crooned before she shut the door and hurried away without looking back.

      Strolling under the moonlight, basking in the scent of freshly cut grass, she made her way along the narrow path back toward the parking lot of the bar.

      Dear God, she loved the full moon—it made her insane with ravenous joy. Gloriously yellow tonight, it shone like a bright ball of pale butter.

      The desire for release was greater than she was sometimes. Her forehead beaded with sweat as she fought her desires, relentless in their pursuits. Her legs trembled with need; sharp pricks of heat assailed her spine.

      She paused for a moment, allowing the rush of frenzied heat to envelop her, overwhelm her, carry her away.

      Then it happened. In all its magnificent, stupendous glory.

      The tidal wave of blissful sensation raced within her, clutching madly at her throat, imploring her to do the one thing that might relive some of this pent-up stress.

      She burst out in song.

      Throwing her head back, she closed her eyes in utter ecstasy, and arching her neck, she sang with relish: “Dooobee­doobee­dooooooooooooooo. Straaaaaangers in the niiiiight. Two lonely peeeeople, we were strangers in the niiiight… Love was just a glance away. A warm embracing chance— dance— chance… awaaaaaaay.”

      Was it chance or dance? She could never remember the words.

      Shaking her head, Julia waltzed her way back to her car, belting out Frank Sinatra as she did, caring little if people looked at her as though she’d gone crazy.

      She loved to sing. And it was the second-best thing to do when the moon was full and a roll in the sack was no longer a part of the equation.

      Because sexier-than-sin Whatshisname was definitely no longer a part of the equation.

      Boo hiss.

      * * * * *

      Xavier Wolf slammed the door of his overpriced sports car and stomped down the sidewalk of Manhasset filled to overflowing with trendy boutiques.

      Christ, he hated meeting clients in this part of town. They were a bunch of stuck up, affluent, pretentious assholes with too much cash to burn.

      Worse still, he was going to a pet boutique. A fucking pet boutique called Pets in the City where the owner sold ridiculous paraphernalia like overpriced diamond studded collars and booties to keep their widdle furry companions’ feet dry.

      It offended his innate sense of right and wrong.

      However, the client and her money did not offend Xavier. She intrigued him with the fortune she’d managed to amass in such a short time with her designer puppy pants or whatever she made, and she had plenty of cash to invest.

      Xavier certainly wasn’t going to let that pass him by. A coup was a coup as they said, and his investment firm was coup­ing left and right. Life as an investment counselor was damned good.

      As he stood in front of the stylish boutique on this sunshiny day, cars passing him by, his nose was assaulted by the smell of animals. Many animals. He covertly sniffed the air, narrowing his eyes.

      Was that a poodle?

      He hated that he wanted to eat those damn dogs because they were cute and cuddly, but it was instinct—one he had to curb at all costs.

      He prayed there wasn’t a Chihuahua in there or he was going to have to fight picking bony fur out of his teeth for weeks to come.

      Now, now, Xavier scolded himself. Living in polite society meant behaving and fighting the urge to devour small animals. He survived just fine on raw meat. No animals were harmed in the making of a meal at his house.

      Instead, think money, Xavier. Lots and lots of money.

      Like a Brinks truck backing up to your house and dumping wads of greenbacks at your doorstep.

      Tucking his briefcase under his arm, Xavier pushed his way into the glass etched doors of the very pink and gold boutique called Pets in The City, head down, calculating numbers in his overactive brain when his senses exploded.

      His eyes instantly rolled to the back of his head. He closed them briefly to stop the dizzying rush of scents attacking his nostrils. Sharp, tangy, undeniably sweet, latent sexuality, a thick, churning hunger.

      The scent of a woman…

      A rumble, low and deep, sounded in his chest, but Xavier managed to quell it as he grabbed blindly for what he hoped was the edge of a counter. His white knuckled grasp held him steady as he took a deep breath and lifted his head with a slow, precise movement.

      Jesus Christ… what the hell was that about? It swept over him in hard waves that crashed in his ears and pounded in his head.

      As he scanned the small boutique filled with racks of ridiculous, fluffy outerwear for one’s pet, he couldn’t locate where the scent was coming from, but it was pounding through his veins in rapid bolts of heat.

      From the far-right corner of the frilly store, a white, long-haired cat sat on a poofy pink and gold pillow, eyeing him with obvious disdain.

      Xavier eyed it back—King of the Jungle that he was—with a hard stare, letting Miss Kitten Chow know exactly who was in charge here.

      She promptly turned her nose up at him and arched her back, stretching with a lazy deliberateness. Her mouth opened wide in a yawn of utter boredom, revealing a row of sharp teeth.

      Yeah, yeah, so he wasn’t scaring her. She’d made her point.

      The cat hopped down off her perch with a graceful thump and on soft cat paws, scurried off to somewhere beyond his vision.

      Xavier inhaled with a long, ragged breath as the moment passed and he regained his focus.

      What the Hell was that about?

      Then suddenly, he knew because the scent—the scent of a lifetime—walked from the back of the store somewhere and stood before him, tall and slender with a head of thick auburn hair that had his cock raging against the silk of his trousers.

      This wasn’t good.

      Nope, not good at all, because for the first time in Xavier Wolf’s life, he wasn’t thinking about the cash he’d make off this possible deal. That in and of itself was totally out of the ordinary for him.

      Money was good. Money made Xavier happy. Hell, it made him ecstatic, but it didn’t make him feel like this.

      He was thinking that if he didn’t rip this woman’s clothes off this instant and fuck her senseless, his pants would do the Incredible Hulk thing.

      Houston, we have a problem and it ain’t of the financial variety.

      “Can I help you?” her silky-smooth voice queried. Her hazel eyes held a question Xavier hoped didn’t involve the bulge in his drawers.

      Could she help him? Yeah, first could he get her to unload some cash and second, could he get her to help him unload a…

      Knock it off, buddy!
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      Julia tilted her head at the rather large man with the thick tawny hair who stood in her boutique looking utterly ridiculous amongst the pink and gold setting. His broad shoulders were clad in a black suit her cat Kitten’s hair was sure to find.

      A crisp white shirt and red tie complemented the dark ensemble, revealing thick muscles and a lean throat.

      Phew. His good looks didn’t make her mad, but what was he doing here, in of all places, a pet boutique? Maybe he had a girlfriend or a wife who liked to dress her dog up.

      Julia admired his tapered waist from a clinical distance while she fought off an undeniable pull toward him.

      He really had a gorgeous head of hair… thick and full, it just grazed his collar in streaky blond waves. It was the only thing about him that didn’t scream conservative.

      Then, quite out of the blue, she wondered vaguely what kind of product he used for styling. Her hair was so unmanageable, any suggestions were welcome.

      He held a briefcase against the edge of her countertop like it was the only thing between him and the floor. He wasn’t answering her and his green eyes had a kind of glazed look about them as he scanned her from head to toe, almost eating her alive with his stare.

      He cleared his throat, swallowing hard as he did. Julia noted the muscles in his throat bulge and flex as he attempted to speak. “Jul –um, Julia Lawrence?”

       “Yes,” she answered with some hesitation because now he had a wild look in his eyes that was freaking her out a little.

      Maybe he was sick? Having an allergic reaction to some of the scented sprays she sold?

      He squared his big shoulders and held his hand out. “Xavier Wolf. Pride Investments. We have an appointment today to talk about your mon— um; I mean your financial future.”

      Ahhh. Recognition dawned on her then. Yes, her money. She had lots of that and it needed to do something other than sit in the bank.

      It was merely a matter of finding the right investment firm to guide her with something she completely didn’t understand.

      Placing her hand in his, Julia ignored the jolt of awareness and said, “I’m sorry, you caught me off guard. Yes, I’m Julia Lawrence and yes, I have money that I need to invest. You’re the investment banker my friend Bonita told me about, right?”

      His smile was curt and brief. “Yes. Bonita. A great lady.”

      Bonita was most definitely a great lady and a favorite client. She loved to dess up her tiny Pomeranian, Donna, in all manner of finery.

        “Why don’t we go to my office so we can discuss my money?”

      Julia turned on her heel, glancing briefly at her hand—a hand now currently pulsing with a strange tingle—and made her way to the back of the store toward her office, acutely aware of her heels clacking against the wood flooring.

      She heard the confident shuffle of Xavier Wolf’s feet and an odd rumble she couldn’t quite pinpoint.

      Kitten, her white Persian cat, was on her desk, basking in the sunlight, streaming from her office window. Her beautiful white fur glistened in the sun after her recent grooming.

      Sitting behind the desk, Julia motioned to Xavier to have a seat as well. He took the soft backed leather chair to her right and sat— stiffly, mind you, his big body filling the chair to the brim.

      She caught a whiff of his spicy cologne and something else unrecognizable, yet familiar. It sent a fissure of awareness up her spine. A bizarre feeling of familiarity and great anticipation.

      She understood anticipation, but not this frenzied panicked kind and she definitely didn’t understand why he felt familiar.

      Which made zero sense.

      Cocking her head, Julia watched as Kitten strolled across her glossy desktop and planted herself firmly in Xavier’s line of vision. She arched her back and swished her tail, preening for him.

      Huh. That was weird. Kitten hated men.

      Kitten rolled to her back and rubbed along the smooth oak of Julia’s desk, giving Xavier a come-hither look. She tilted her head, fully expecting him to be completely besotted with her now.

      Xavier narrowed his eyes at Kitten, tapping his lean finger on the pad he’d put in his lap. Obviously, he didn’t like animals.

      Neanderthal…

      “So, Ms. Lawrence, how about we talk investments?” Mr. Wolf’s tone was curt and crisp with the impatience to begin doing business.

      Julia leaned back in her chair, clasping her hands together. “Sure, let’s talk money. How are you going to make me more money?” Because really, could you ever have enough?

      Xavier cleared his throat and pulled out a vinyl folder from his briefcase with her name on it. He placed it on the desk, sliding Kitten out of the way.

      But Kitten, refusing to be ignored, flopped over the folder with a thunk and rolled onto her back dramatically, putting her paws in the air with a playful jab.

      Xavier brushed her fluffy tail out of the way, trying to ignore the cloud of hair she created, and focused on his paperwork.

      Not to be outdone, the feline stretched her body, flexing seductively, and rolled just a bit too far south. She unceremoniously fell into Xavier’s lap, catching him by surprise. Then she curled into a ball and purred, arching her neck against the lovely black of Xavier’s suit.

      Oh, Hell. She was making a mess of his crisp, perfect jacket and slacks. Still, Kitten’s antics made her snicker as Xavier tried to work around the lump of melting butter her cat had become.

      He looked helplessly at Julia, who was rather enjoying the docile, all of a sudden coy side to her cat.

      “It appears Kitten’s rather fond of you. You should be pleased, Mr. Wolf. She doesn’t normally take to men.”

      That was an understatement of the millennium. Her cat despised men in all shapes and sizes. However, Xavier seemed to have something none of the others did.
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