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        She refuses to be mated without love. His Wolf wants no other.

      

      

      
        
        Liam McAllister is on a mission of peace, representing the Macconwood Pack at a special gathering of the Shifter Council to appoint a High Alpha. He didn’t expect he’d meet his mate in a curvy little she-Wolf from the local pack. 

      

      

      Putting his foot in his mouth is a mistake he isn’t going to soon forget. But Liam is going to make it up to her, and fast, before mating fever kicks in.

      

      Mabel Ann Williams can't help being picky. To her father's consternation, she refuses to consider any of the local males as possible mates. Everyone thinks she's frozen inside. Heck. She's starting to think so, too. Until he walks in. The strange Werewolf is positively gorgeous.

      

      She can’t believe her luck, that is, until he opens his big mouth.

      

      How can her mate have a problem with curvy girls? Disappointed, but determined to be accepted on her terms, she leaves the male stunned. Yes, her Wolf still wants him. And badly. But she is not ready to swallow her pride just yet.

      

      Can the two young lovers compromise long enough to survive Werewolf fever?
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      “There is no other way!”

      “But a High Alpha? Are we sure we want to endure that kind of subjugation?”

      “Have you not seen all the skirmishes? War is seconds away if we continue on this route!”

      “What say you, Rafe?”

      “Yes, we want to hear from the Macconwood Pack!”

      “No! I’ll not stand for this. The American Alpha wants the position himself. Can ye deny it?”

      The din of growly voices grew louder and Liam McAllister adjusted the volume on the WolfMoon FaceCall. The noise made his own inner beast cringe and whine.

      Thank fuck for technology.

      Anything could be done online these days. Randall, his Pack mate and the owner of Graves Enterprises, the creator of the popular WolfMoon online role playing game, developed a face to face chat option for players a few months ago.

      Combined with magic-secure firewalls from Draco Fortis, supernaturals round the world were using WolfMoon FaceCall for chats and conferences between Packs, Clans, Covens, and whatever other groups existed. Liam was still reeling from the sheer amount of supes in the world.

      Werewolves had been cut off for so long, the influx of information was positively deafening. As if that wasn’t enough to cause a stir, with the recent defeat of the Curse of St. Natalis Wolves the world over were increasingly out of control. They should be banding together, but tempers were high and there didn’t seem to be a quick answer available.

      That was why this particular meeting of Werewolves only was happening. Liam sneered when one of the Wolves brought up life while the Curse of St. Natalis, a terrible thing that made it impossible for Wolf Shifters to transform to their beasts until the night of the full moon, had been ruling their kind. The stupid Alpha honestly believed it was better back then.

      “If we could find the she-Wolf and hold her accountable⁠—”

      “You want to punish the hero that broke the curse and disbanded the Hounds of God who were ruling us with an iron paw?” another asked, disbelief in his raspy voice.

      He might not be an Alpha, but one thing was obvious to Liam, the Wolf Packs were restless.

      Without proper leadership to guide them through the changes that had occurred as a result of the curse being broken, chaos was inevitable. Werewolves the world over were in desperate need of guidance. The Packs had finally decided to come together to vote for the position of High Alpha.

      Something that had not been done in a very long time. Liam was never more grateful to be a Wolf of mid-level dominance than right then. He was not in the running, and he preferred it that way.

      This was strictly an Alpha thing, and in his opinion, there was no better Alpha than Rafe Maccon. Leader of the Macconwood Pack which made up most of North America, he was the strongest, bravest, and most just male Liam had ever heard of.

      It wasn’t like he had a crush on the guy, but fuck, there was no one else like Rafe. His Wolves were one hundred percent loyal to him, his mate, and pups, and it was because of one irrefutable fact. Rafe would never ask anyone for anything that he himself would not give.

      He’d fought in the trenches with them, bled for them, and Liam had no doubt, would die for his Pack as well. It was all he could ask for in an Alpha. He sat there, monitoring the computer and internet connections, and kept his opinions to himself.

      “Gentlemen,” Rafe stated quietly.

      The natural Alpha power that flowed so readily from him seemed to cow even these dominant Wolves. All averted their gaze. Niko Bagrat, the new Alpha of the Dead Sea Pack, grinned before looking away and baring his throat in deference to Rafe. The male had clearly not forgotten what he owed the Macconwood Pack, after Dib, his mate Aleeza, and Liam bore witness to his challenge against his uncle.

      The old bastard Wolf had nearly destroyed the entire Pack with his abuse of Dark Magic. He was also guilty of kidnapping and holding Rafe’s mother as prisoner unlawfully for decades. Niko was a much better man, Wolf, and Alpha. He’d been surprisingly quiet throughout these talks, but maybe that was because he had a Pack to rebuild.

      “Many of you questioned the reinstatement of a High Alpha, and I assure you when this was brought to my attention, I too, had doubts. But it is clear, we Wolves are facing something no other supernatural group in history has ever faced. We are coming into our Wolves for the first time in a thousand years with a connection that is closer, stronger, on faster than ever,” he said, allowing that to settle before continuing.

      “If we do not have a common set of guidelines and a place to go to ask for help, I fear for our kind. Reports have come back to me that six rogue Wolves in Eastern Europe have been captured and put down. One by a group of normals who thought they’d caught and killed a rabid wolf someone had as a pet that had been eating their sheep. This is unconscionable and we cannot allow it to continue,” Rafe said, pausing before laying out his thoughts on the vote.

      

      Liam allowed his attention to waver a moment. Six deaths, it did not seem a lot in the greater scheme of things, but he knew every Alpha felt each loss as if it were his or her own child. Going rogue was a terrible and frightening thing most Wolves feared above all else. To lose oneself to the beast within was a myth, a bedtime story used to scare shifter children into behaving when they were kids.

      Liam recalled a time when Seff had told him such a tale, but the memory no longer made him smile. It was happening. Here and now, and the entire Pack was looking to Rafe for answers.

      So many young Wolves had been lost without that connection to their beasts, but now that they had it they were losing themselves to their beasts. Werewolves just couldn’t fucking win.

      The suicide rate for young Pack mates had been high until the day the curse ended. It was a horrible, tragic blight on their past and they all carried the weight of it, but the end of the curse brought a new problem. Learning to live with and to control the Wolf.

      “Yes, it is a rough road, and that is why we need common ground,” Rafe said in response to one of the other Alphas.

      Liam understood the importance of tending your own. He was the youngest of the Macconwood Pack Wolf Guard, an elite group of Werewolf warriors chosen to protect the Pack and the Alpha’s family. Rafe and Charley had a set of triplets who were the apples of everyone’s eyes. Their names were Owen, Valen, and Rafaella.

      Those little pups were proving to be miracles on several levels. Already able to shift without having to undergo the same wait till puberty as everyone else, they were always getting into mischief. Wily indeed!

      Just that morning Seff had found them on the roof of their treehouse where Val was being tempted to jump off by his brother and sister.

      Of course, Liam had put a stop to that, suggesting they engage in relay races to see which pup was fastest. They’d been happy enough with the idea and their harried looking nanny thanked him profusely.

      Rascals, he mused.

      There was no greater trust a Wolf could give another than to allow him to protect his family, and Liam was honored to be chosen. He worked hard to earn his place among the elite group of Wolves. It wasn’t easy.

      His own brother was the Pack Beta, serving directly under Rafe. That just meant Liam had to work twice as hard to prove he belonged there.

      Seff was a good big brother and Liam’s only family. He’d recently mated the love of his life, the Morrigan herself, and they were expecting their first young. Liam could not be happier for them, and he could not wait to have a little niece or nephew to spoil.

      Sitting across from Rafe, maintaining the technical side of the FaceCall while the Alpha spoke was a real honor. He was one of the trusted Guard, and that meant a lot to him.

      Nepotism did not get you anywhere in a Wolf Pack. He was there because he deserved to be. He was loyal, trustworthy, and dedicated to the Pack

      But even Liam saw the hesitation in his Alpha’s icy blue eyes. The younger Wolf understood what some of them were asking, even if Rafe tactfully avoided it.

      “Gentlemen, I agree a High Alpha is the next logical step. After what happened with the Dead Sea Pack, it is the only way to ensure Wolves everywhere are afforded the same freedom and rights as everyone else. Without the Curse to bind our gifts, we need to relearn control to thrive in this world.”

      “Here here!”

      “Agreed.”

      “Are you in the running then, Rafe?”

      “Yes. Will you be putting your name in the hat?”

      “Of course he will.”

      “I do not know yet, gentlemen. As some of you may have surmised, that is a discussion I need to have with my mate first. Now, the Council will hold a meeting and each Pack is expected to send representation. I look forward to seeing the results. Thank you,” Rafe said, ending the call.

      Liam waited for his Alpha to nod, then he disconnected the link and wiped any and all evidence of that chat from the web. A neat trick if you could do it.

      “Thank you, Liam,” Rafe said, but the Alpha appeared distracted.

      Liam had noticed that of late. The normally vibrant and always caring leader of the Macconwood Wolves was unnaturally quiet.

      “Is everything okay, Alpha?”

      “What? Oh,” the big man said, turning his ice blue eyes on Liam.

      “Well, the truth is, Charley and I are, um, well, she is expecting.”

      “Expecting what?”

      “A baby! What did you think I was talking about? A Prime delivery, for fuck’s sake,” Rafe snarled.

      “Sorry,” Liam said, grinning and glad he could lighten his Alpha’s mood.

      “Congratulations to you and Charley. This is really wonderful news, and I know the triplets will be thrilled.”

      “Thank you, Liam,” Rafe replied, and placed his giant hand on the younger Wolf’s shoulder.

      “I am thrilled at the prospect of another pup, but I worry about my mate. She is not a Wolf, and her last pregnancy was difficult,” Rafe said, frowning.

      “We will all endeavor to pitch in and keep an eye on her, Rafe. You know, we will.”

      “Of course, I know that.”

      Rafe was a good father, naturally. Even if he’d almost messed things up permanently with his mate during her first pregnancy. Rafe and Charley had been through a lot together, and their love was the stuff of legends.

      Liam was a huge fan of the Alpha fem, even if she was a normal. Charley was a fine singer, an excellent cook, and a fabulous mate to their Alpha. She was also tough as nails and had whacked him with her mighty wooden spoon more than once when he attempted to steal a meatball before Sunday dinner. She sure was fast, but her meatballs were worth it.

      Oh yeah.

      Liam had like truckloads of respect for the woman.

      “She’s confirming her due date today with Dr. Evangelos. Truth is, Liam, this meeting could not have come at a more inopportune time. I am not too thrilled with the prospect of leaving her this early in her pregnancy.”

      “I understand, Alpha. But we will all pitch in to look after her⁠—”

      “I know you will, son. But I just⁠—”

      The Alpha stopped and tightened his hold on Liam’s shoulders, causing the younger man to wince as an idea hit him.

      “I got a better idea!”

      Liam nodded, not really listening. He was busy focusing on not crumpling to the floor under the strength of the powerful Alpha’s grip. Fuck, the man was strong!

      “How about you go for me!” Rafe exclaimed and released his hold, sending Liam stumbling back a few steps.

      “Um. What?” Liam asked abruptly, trying to regain his balance.

      “Everyone else is mated with children. Or expecting. But not you,” Rafe said and pointed one meaty finger at him.

      “You can represent the Macconwood Pack at the gathering of the Shifter Council to appoint the High Alpha!”

      “But Rafe, I can’t be the High Alpha,” Liam gasped.

      “Of course not! But you can be there in my stead while the nominees are named, and the election is held. I will run this by the Council of course, but I doubt they will refuse me. I will give you my vote in a sealed envelope, to deliver on election day.”

      “Are you sure about this?” Liam asked.

      “I am the Alpha, Liam, of course, I’m sure. What could go wrong?”
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      Books had always been the single most important thing to Mabel Ann. Why shouldn’t they be?

      Life in the smallest Pack in the western United States, having broken affiliation with the Macconwood Pack a hundred or so odd years ago, was hardly a hot spot for any other activity. Save fighting and fucking.

      Mabel Ann abhorred violence and at twenty-six was still a virgin. For a Werewolf, she was certainly an odd duck. Probably had to do with the fact that while most she-Wolves were long and lean, Mabel Ann was a whopping five foot three and had more than few bonus pounds left over from her childhood.

      Too old for it to be baby fat, she was, to put it simply, a plus size Wolf with a honky tonk badonkadonk that may very well have been the inspiration for the song of the same name.

      She stepped outside the small library she ran for the Zapata Pack and was grateful it was winter. Though too short for her liking, it was cooler and drier than the rest of the year in the southwestern Texas town where she and the Pack made their homes.

      Her cell phone buzzed in her pocketbook, but she was on chapter thirteen of this really steamy paranormal romance from one of her favorite authors, and it was just about to get good. Whatever her daddy wanted could wait. Knowing him, he’d had her stepmother call with another blind date Mabel Ann would have to politely decline.

      The phone buzzed, buzzed, and buzzed again, causing Mabel Ann to lose her train of thought, and her temper. Not unusual for the “ice queen” of the Zapata Pack.

      “Where is it, dammit,” she grumbled, searching her enormous bag for the ridiculously small cell phone.

      Why did she have so much stuff? Mabel Ann always liked a big bag. They were great for lugging along her eReader, work laptop, and even paperbacks when the mood struck her. The problem was it ended up becoming her dumping ground for things she didn’t want to deal with.

      Notes from her father. Mail she didn’t feel like reading. And pesky notices from the Pack that she was due to submit to a sniff and mate test. Okay, so technically that wasn’t what it was called.

      It was simply a compatibility test for true mates given in close proximity and with a lot less clothing than she thought necessary for such a thing. The two Pack mates would strip, shift, sniff, and if they were amenable, or if the Fates came down and zapped their asses, they would mate.

      Her she-Wolf snarled at the idea of having to be sniffed. No way. She would not submit to that kind of humiliation. If her mate was somewhere in the Pack, she’d have found him by now.

      “Aha!” she announced grabbing the thing.

      “Afternoon Mabel Ann,” Georgie Smith called out from down the lane.

      The long-legged she-Wolf was tall and thin, and prettier than a fresh daisy. She came strolling by near every day to have a chat with Mabel, seeing as how they were bosom buddies since preschool.

      “Afternoon,” she said, trying to open the silly gadget that was still buzzing like mad.

      “Here,” Georgie said with a slow smile.

      That infinite patience of hers was said to pay off in the bedroom if the local boys could be believed, but Mabel never had the guts to ask. Still, she had dry hands and knew everything about the shorter, plumper Wolf, including her passwords. There was no one else in the whole Pack Mabel Ann trusted more.

      “Thanks.”

      “Well, you’re about ten minutes late to the party,” Georgie said and nodded towards the men and women who’d left their shops and pulled their cars over to chat excitedly with one another.

      “Well, what’s going on?” Mabel asked, not bothering to read the email.

      “Alpha Garra just sent an all pack alert. Seems we’re gonna have a High Alpha again.”

      “No! They finally decided. Well, it’s about time,” Mabel Ann growled, her she-Wolf rising up quicker than the tide.

      Her inner beast had been growing more unruly with every passing day. Nothing like what the staid librarian was used to. Their current Alpha had only risen to his position a few years ago, and he was so busy trying to placate his mate with trips to Dallas and San Anton, he’d been unaware of the difficult time his own Pack was having with all the recent changes.

      “Yes, the Council of Shifters, um, the international one, I mean, not the locals, anyway they voted, and there is gonna be a new election,” she nodded earnestly.

      “And guess what?” she asked, and Mabel was aware she was not going to be finishing her break with chapter thirteen after all.

      Sad whine.

      “What?” she asked politely.

      “They are holding the election here!”

      “Wait. What?”

      Mabel Ann’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. The elections were being held on the Zapata Pack lands.

      “But how? Why?”

      “Who knows why, sugar? Let’s just enjoy it. I mean, can you just imagine all those big, sexy, foreign Wolves running around here in their Gucci and Armani,” she said, practically vibrating with energy.

      “Imagine the conversation,” Georgie said with a sigh of longing.

      “Sure would be a change from horses and farm equipment,” Mabel Ann replied.

      Not that it mattered. Even if Georgie was right and all sorts of big city Shifters came to their tiny town to have this all important meeting, Mabel Ann was unlikely to find her match.

      After all, who would want a chubby Werewolf who was all bark, no bite?

      No, she was so not going down that road again. After her disastrous break up with none other than Santiago Garro, present Alpha of the Zapata Pack, himself back when they were teenagers, Mabel Ann had shied away from men.

      It might seem stupid to everyone else, but she’d thought he was the one. Had even almost given him her virginity. She’d had it all planned out. The perfect prom weekend romance.

      Except, like many Wolves, Santiago had been an athlete. While away at a championship game in Dallas, he’d had his first shift. And wouldn’t you know it, his fated mate was there in the very same hotel where he’d stayed with his team.

      He’d shifted back to human, fucked her, gave her his claiming bite, and brought her back to the Zapata Pack lands. At eighteen, they’d been young, but no one could say no to a fated pair.

      They were just too rare and special for such a thing. Santiago’s run of good luck hadn’t stopped then. The Alpha stepped down amicably, and Santiago, or Sonny, as he was called, rose to Alpha status.

      He was young. He was gorgeous. And he was a total asshat, in Mabel Ann’s humble opinion. His mate of eight years had given him no pups, and she demanded to return to Dallas every fortnight to see her kin.

      What kind of Alpha ran his Pack from a distance of almost five hundred miles every other weekend? It was unconscionable. Now and then, she’d caught Sonny looking at her with those amber eyes she used to love, all big and sad. Like he felt guilty or something about finding his mate.

      Why should he? The Fates had their own ideas, and she was not one to stand in their way. Besides, they’d never professed true love to one another. And really, he’d been the only male to pay her any attention back then.

      Of course, nowadays with Daddy’s fortune taking off, Mabel Ann had prospects coming out the wazoo. All of whom she’d turned down with a firm no. She was not the kind of woman to settle. To date she had not participated in even one of the Alpha’s get naked and find your mate tests. She’d simply refused.

      “Oh, by the way Crystal is hosting another sniff and mate event this weekend. She told me to tell you to come.”

      “Yeah well, unless she uses her Alpha voice on me, I am not going, Georgie.”

      “You say that, but maybe it’s not a bad idea, Mabel Ann. I mean, I’m not getting any younger either,” her best friend replied.

      She had to be out of her mind. Not only was Georgie tall, and thin, with killer legs and even deadlier grin, she was a dominant she-Wolf and very much in demand. From her platinum locks to her plump red lips, baby doll blue eyes, and impossibly thick lashes, the woman was drop dead gorgeous.

      Truth was, if Mabel Ann was not besties with Georgie, she’d have to hate her guts. No one was that perfect. Except, Georgie really was. Movie star gorgeous, and nicer and kinder than Mother Teresa.

      How am I supposed to get a mate when Georgie is still single?

      Georgie was saying her goodbyes when Mabel Ann’s phone rang. That was the only reason she’d forgotten to look down at the device before answering it, and she could have cursed herself for her stupidity the second Bonny’s voice sounded in her ear.

      “Mabel Ann, this is the fourth time I called you this morning alone,” Bonny said, and not for the first time, Mabel Ann wondered how anyone could sound so nasal and high-pitched at the same time.

      “Now, your daddy had a meeting with the Alpha today, and our Alpha fem is arranging a mate testing before this whole to do happens that High Alpha business,” she said.

      “Bonny, I am telling you, just like I told my Daddy, and Crystal. I will not submit to a test to find my mate. If it happens, it happens, but I am perfectly fine remaining unmated⁠—”

      “Oh, you don’t mean that, Mabel Ann, but if it’s your weight, honey, I found this new alchemist down in Starr County, and he says he can make the pounds come off just like that!”

      The woman went on and on, but she did not hear a word. Mabel Ann was too busy trying to rein in her suddenly very pissed off she-Wolf.

      OMG! She did not just go there.

      It was no good. Her temper flared to life and Mabel Ann squeezed the cell phone so hard it crushed in her hands. Darn it. That was the third one in two months. Dropping the useless hunk back inside her bag, she closed her book and returned to her duties.

      As head librarian, she was in charge of a substantial number of things, including acquiring new books. Today was the day the catalogs were updated, and she always looked forward to going through the offerings.

      Shaking her head, she pushed all the petty things that annoyed her out of her mind. It wasn’t her fault this Pack was stuck somewhere in the previous century. But one thing was certain, Mabel Ann did not need any male to make her feel complete or valuable.

      She was a woman of worth. Intelligent, dedicated, hardworking, and pretty too. She might not be thin, but as her beloved late mother used to say, skinny was not everything.

      Mabel Ann had plenty to offer the right man. But what she really wanted was someone worthy of her. Someone with plenty to offer on his own. Why should she settle because she did not fit society’ standard of beauty?

      The heck with all that. Mabel Ann did not suffer from a lack of self-confidence. She might still be a virgin, but that was her choice. Sighing, she looked back at the paperback copy of the paranormal romance from a local indie author she’d been reading.

      Hard to believe a human could get it so right, she thought and shook her head. Pack politics were one thing. She trusted her father and the Alpha to do their best when it came to this High Alpha business. But as far as intricacies of the heart were considered, Mabel Ann would follow her own instincts.

      “There will be no sniff and mate nonsense for me,” she muttered.

      “What did you say Miss Williams?” Jimmy, a teenager who worked parttime in the library asked.

      He was loading the heavy, wheeled cart they used to restock the returns a few feet away from her. But since he was a Werewolf too, Jimmy heard her clear as day.

      “Nothing Jimmy,” she said, offering the boy a smile.

      The skinny teen nodded his head and went back to doing what he was doing. Not a lot of teenagers hung around the library, but Jimmy had always liked to read. Too bad he wasn’t older, she thought with a rueful grin.

      “If you ever need to talk, Miss Williams, I am here for you,” he offered quietly before pushing the cart towards the aisles.

      “Thank you, Jimmy. I’m fine,” she said, and winked.

      “If I don’t see you later, have a good night.”

      “You too.”

      Mabel Ann grinned and went back to work. There were only a few hours left till closing and she had a slew of books to order. She paused going through the self-help section.

      Snorting a little, she pondered ordering a few dating guides and relationship books. The scandal that would cause!

      She could see the Alpha now, storming in her library to tear down her display. She was not going to do it, of course. That would embarrass Sassy, and she loved her old man even if his new mate was a bit hard to take.

      “I just don’t want you to be alone, Mabel Ann.”

      She understood the sentiment. After all, who wanted to be alone? But her father, the Alpha, and his mate, all needed to understand one thing. Mabel Ann had standards.

      Wolf males, in her opinion, were so damn macho. Always showing off for their females, like they were still in high school. Hell, Jimmy was more mature than any of them. The teenager was highly sensitive, well read, and more thoughtful than any of the adult males in the whole Pack.

      Not that she was into robbing cradles. She was just saying. At least there was hope for the future females of the Zapata Pack. As far as Mabel Ann was concerned, she would simply have to be satisfied with book boyfriends and her Bob, her battery operated boyfriend.

      Things could be worse.
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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