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    Lennox Grayling is coping with the challenge of being pack alpha. He’s grown a hard shell since being forced to drive his brother, Logan, into exile, and the only thing that can pierce it is his devotion to his mate and his love for his baby son, Lachlan.




    Sarah Woods is a vet in the Highland village of Kirkmuir. Having moved there to escape a boyfriend whose behaviour became obsessive and violent, love isn’t on her agenda any more.




    When tragedy makes their paths cross, Sarah and Lennox discover an attraction for each other. Sarah can’t believe she’s falling for a wolf shifter, but their passion is too powerful to deny. But what will happen when Lennox is forced to protect his pack?
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    Chapter One




    The night was still, the moon at her fullest. Lying naked on the forest floor, he looked up towards the distant orb, half-veiled by clouds, and gave thanks for her light and power. There would not be many more opportunities like this to simply bask in the moon’s cool white glow and absorb her restorative powers; already there was a chill to the morning air, and the nights were drawing steadily longer as summer gave way to autumn. But for now, his belly was full, the long grass prickled deliciously at his bare back, and Lennox was content to rest here, at peace with the world.




    Truly, he and his kin were blessed. For all that he had first struggled to establish control when his father had died and the mantle of pack alpha had passed to him – and to maintain that control in the face of the occasional, foolhardy challenge to his position – his life was a good one. He’d made the right decisions when he’d needed to, ensuring their little collection of dwellings was well protected from any threat, and if his head and his heart had inevitably come into conflict in that process – well, that was something he’d had to accept when he’d taken on the role. Showing weakness would not only undermine him as the Grayling alpha; it could very well prove fatal.




    And now, he was in possession of everything he’d ever wanted. A happy, healthy baby son who would one day grow up to inherit his place at the head of the pack, and a beautiful, loving wife …




    At the sound of soft rustling in the grass, Lennox opened his eyes to see a tall, slender figure drawing near. Aoiffe, her hair loose around her shoulders, dressed in the thin gown she wore to bed. It seemed just thinking of her was enough to bring her to him.




    ‘So there you are.’ She sounded as though she’d just roused from her bed. Perhaps she’d been feeding Lachlan; the boy couldn’t yet sleep through the night. ‘Come to bed, Lennox. It’s late.’




    ‘And it’s far too fine a night to waste in sleeping.’ He rose to a sitting position and held out a hand, beckoning her to join him. ‘How many more times will you and I have the chance to spend time alone like this before the winter is upon us?’




    ‘Would you have me run with you through the woods? Is that what you’re asking?’ Now her voice held a teasing edge, any initial annoyance at finding him here quickly melting away. He held that power over her, and she him, to soothe a quarrel with only a few gentle words. And she had other powers too, more subtle but no less potent. The faintest hint of his mate’s musky, unique scent, carried to him by the night air, and he was lost.




    ‘Come on, Aoiffe, how long has it been?’ Already, he could feel the wolf in him beginning to rouse. The moon was calling to him – Aoiffe was calling to him. Together, they were an irresistible combination.




    ‘I can’t. You know that.’ Her tone indicated that she wanted to, very much. For all that she had embraced motherhood with a passion, the wild girl who’d been his running mate for so many years still lurked close to the surface. ‘What if Lachlan wakes and I’m not there?’




    ‘It’ll be fine. Màiri is close by. She’ll hear him cry. And if he needs milk, she has plenty to spare, even with the twins’ appetites.’




    She shook her head, even as she took a couple of paces forward. ‘I can’t ask that of her. It’s not fair …’




    Typical Aoiffe, he thought. Always wanting to put others before herself. ‘You’re the wife of the alpha. That entitles you to ask anything of anyone. Never forget that. And Màiri loves looking after Lachlan; you’ve seen how good she is with him.’




    Aoiffe nodded. ‘Dear Màiri. It’s funny how she waited so long for a child of her own. She’d begun to think she would never have one. And when it finally happened –’ she spread her hands in an expansive gesture ‘– along come twins.’ She smiled. ‘You know what I’ve been thinking, Lennox – hoping, even? That Cairistìne will grow up to become a mate for Lachlan.’




    ‘Hey, let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. Just because you and I were always meant to be together, that’s not how it works for everyone.’




    To an outsider, his words might have sounded like an exaggeration, but he knew them to be true. He had heard the story so many times of how Aoiffe’s mother had come to the pack with a baby in her arms, seeking sanctuary after her mate had been shot dead by a gamekeeper looking to hunt down the wild animal that had been killing the deer on his land. Aoiffe had been Lennox’s playmate since both were old enough to toddle, and when puberty had kicked in, bringing with it the ability to shift into wolf form as well as all the other associated hormonal changes, he and Aoiffe had become aware they were the other’s mate. They had formally pledged themselves to each other when Aoiffe, just over a year behind him in age, had reached 18, but as far as he was concerned, there had never been anyone else for him.




    ‘And if that does turn out to be the case, where does that leave Conall? You may have paired off his twin, but where do we find a mate for him?’




    ‘Do you really think I intend to stop at one child?’ Aoiffe smiled, patting her belly. ‘I always regretted not having a sister to share my secrets with. Though Lachlan might enjoy having a little brother …’ She must have seen the way his expression closed down, just for a moment, for she added, ‘You still miss him, don’t you? I’m sure Logan is doing well, wherever he is. He’s your brother; you’d know if something had happened to him.’




    ‘I don’t want to talk about it,’ he growled, not wanting to admit to her just how much the loss still grieved him. Though he had always known that one day he might have to force his own brother into exile, to prevent him causing any harm to Aoiffe and their son, he could not have foreseen how much it would hurt, or how hard he would have to try to forget the look of anguish and betrayal on Logan’s face as blow upon blow rained down on him. Though he would never admit it, deep down he prayed that his outcast brother had found sanctuary, and that one day Logan might even find the same kind of happiness as he shared with his beloved Aoiffe.




    ‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to …’




    He cut her off with a snarl. ‘No. Logan is gone. And when he crossed the line that marks our territory, he ceased to be any kin of mine.’




    ‘You don’t have to pretend with me, Lennox. I’ve seen how you’ve changed since Logan left; I’ve seen that shell you’ve built around yourself, and how you try to make it impossible for anyone to pierce your defences. There are times when you don’t even let me in, but I can always tell what you’re thinking. The others can’t even begin to know the sacrifices you make on their behalf, but the one thing they do know, as do I, is that without you this pack would fall apart.’ She turned her most seductive smile on him, the one that never failed to make him melt into her embrace. ‘Let me show you just how much I appreciate what you do for all of us. You and I can run together some other time. There are plenty of other things we can do right here …’




    His resistance faded as she came even closer. She pushed the straps of her nightgown off her shoulders, letting the fabric puddle at her feet. Taking a moment to gaze at the long, pale column of her body in the moonlight, he was struck into silence. Aoiffe had always been beautiful, but now she was magnificent. Those breasts, full and swollen, with the jutting red nipples at which their son suckled so eagerly. The soft curve of the belly that had carried his child for nine long months … To his eyes, she had matured into a goddess, and he wanted her with a desire stronger than he had ever known. The power of the moon surged through his veins, and he pulled his wife down to the ground with him.




    ‘Oh Aoiffe, m’eudail.’ He sighed. ‘My darling, my sweet one …’




    She stopped his words with a kiss, taking his breath away with the force of her passion. Her tongue battled with his, her nails raking down his back as they rolled over, till she was on top. For all her reluctance to come to him, now she had him between her thighs, she was more than eager.




    His cock strained up, fully hard, pushing against her nether lips as he sought to gain entry. Aoiffe smiled down at him – a wicked, secret smile – and pulled up so that the tip of him bumped along her wet cleft. Holding his shaft at its base, her slim fingers almost, but not quite encircling him, she used it to stimulate herself, rubbing the head over her hard little bud. He wanted more, wanted desperately to be inside her, but she seemed determined to make him wait. And it couldn’t deny that it felt good to be in her grasp, and at her mercy.




    Again she guided him so that he was just touching the soft, slick heat of her, and he did his best to arch up, seeking to lodge himself in her depths. Once more she pulled away, and he groaned in frustration, the sound slipping out before he could prevent it. She gave a soft chuckle in response, gripping him tighter and giving him a little squeeze. Damn it! Did the woman actually intend to make him beg?




    ‘Patience,’ she said. ‘Like late-ripening berries, pleasure is all the sweeter when you have to wait for it.’ That sounded like one of her mother’s aphorisms: it seemed Aoiffe grew more like the woman every day. Though her cooking was considerably better than her mother’s, he thought, feeling her begin to stroke her fingers up and down the length of his tormented cock and casting around for anything to distract him from the deliciously maddening sensation.




    ‘Patience be damned,’ he retorted. ‘I need to be inside you …’




    Just when he thought he would scream if she delayed the moment any further, she sank down onto him, engulfing just the head of his prick at first, then taking him all the way inside. The sensation of being clasped by that snug velvet channel had him moaning and clutching at her. She rocked back and forth with infuriating slowness, cupping her breasts in her hands and kneading them like dough. Her eyes were half-closed and she seemed away in some distant world of her own, heedless of his rising need to come. Growing impatient, he grabbed the cheeks of her arse so he could aid her passage up and down his length.




    That appeared to stir her into action, or maybe it was the play of the moon, shining her light across Aoiffe’s naked body, that caused the beast within her to rise to the surface. Keening and moaning, she rode him in a frenzy, spurred on by his sharp slaps to her buttocks and the convulsive jerks of his hips as he sought to thrust himself even deeper inside her. When he gazed into her eyes, he saw the want, the need, the all-consuming love he had for her reflected back at him.




    Like the two wild things they were, they fought and bit and scratched at each other, knowing the marks of their love play would have all but healed by the morning. Aoiffe rubbed frantically at her clit, driving herself to her peak. Her cunt fluttered around his shaft, and his spunk rose from his balls to flood her insides. In that moment, he felt as if he was connected to her body and soul. Wolf and woman, wife and mother, she was his, now and for ever more.




    They rolled on their sides in the grass, his cock slipping from her as it began to go limp.




    ‘Oh my love …’ she sighed. ‘That was wonderful.’




    ‘Tell me it will always be like this,’ he murmured, stroking the tawny tangles of hair away from her face. A cloud passed across the face of the moon, and for a moment her light was lost entirely. He could not say whether the chill that passed through him came from the resulting cold, or something darker, something that was at the heart of all his secret fears. He clutched his wife just a little tighter, as if seeking to shield her from some unknown harm. ‘Tell me you will never leave me.’




    ‘It will, my love. Nothing can part us, I swear.’ Aoiffe’s reply was fervent, the kiss she pressed to his lips proof of how much she meant those words. But a small, unwelcome voice reminded him that nothing could last for ever, and even the most powerful alpha was not invulnerable to danger. Threats lurked that no man could possibly foresee, no matter how well he laid out his defences. Trying his best to dismiss that thought, he guided Aoiffe to her feet, picked up her nightgown, and led her back to their bed.
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