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Rosalind Bell doesn't believe in curses. She believes in hard work, hot tea, and saving her father's failing business. So when the grumpy lord of the manor hires her as his housekeeper, she's determined to prove her worth. Even if the job comes with one strange rule. Never go outside during daylight.


Therion Kaplan is cursed. Every morning, he wakes as a savage tiger with no memory of who he is. Every night, he becomes a man again, reliving his worst nightmares. He's dangerous. Broken. Alone. Until a gorgeous, stubborn, sunshiny woman walks into his life and refuses to leave.


Rosalind Bell should run. The reclusive billionaire is clearly hiding secrets. The locked doors. The feral tiger on the grounds. The way he looks at her like she's his salvation and his damnation all at once. But when he touches her, she forgets every reason to be afraid.


One night together changes everything. Now she's his fated mate, bound by a shifter bond she never knew existed. But can love break a curse born of grief and guilt?


Find out in Her Beastly Lover, a scorching hot Beauty and the Beast retelling with a grumpy tiger shifter, steamy fated mates chemistry, and a happily ever after worth roaring for. Grab your copy to claim your beast today!
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ONE


 


"Are you sure you don't want to come? It's going to be amazing. I know you'll like what you see," Mum said. 


Therion shook his head. "No, Mum, I'm not into real estate. That's your thing, not mine. I want to finish processing all the photos I took in Siberia. Besides, I'm still a bit jet lagged. I'll probably only fall asleep and embarrass you. You can tell me all about this amazing ecovillage thing when you get home."


"And if he doesn't go, then I can drive the Aston Martin, instead of that monster four wheel drive that doesn't have a proper engine," Dad said cheerfully, tossing the keys into the air and catching them. The keys to the Aston Martin, of course, as the four wheel drive only had a remote. 


"That's because it's electric, darling, and it's what we'll need to drive once we move into the ecovillage. Therion likes it, don't you, dear?"


Therion nodded dutifully. There was a bit of blur in this set of pictures that made the fur look fluffy. If he could just sharpen it up...there. Therion sat back, admiring his work. He should print this one and frame it. Or at least put it on the fridge until he could get it printed professionally. Maybe he should put it on a USB drive and ask Mum to drop it off on her way to the meeting. He raised his head to ask her, but there was no one else in the room. They must have left without him noticing. 


Oh well. He did tend to get wrapped up in his work when he was editing photos. Especially when he had so many good ones. But this particular shot of the tiger in the hot springs needed a frame. He knew exactly which one, too. One of the ornate moulded ones Mum had picked up at an estate sale. She'd gotten a whole box of them, then stuck them at the top of the linen cupboard until she worked out what she wanted to do with them. They were probably still there, in the cottage they'd lived in until his grandparents passed and they'd all moved up to the main house. 


He could wait until daylight, but now he'd thought of it, he wanted to pick a frame out now. He printed a quick copy of the picture – nothing like professional quality, but enough to compare the colours to the frames and see what suited, before getting the job done properly tomorrow. His parents had left him the four wheel drive, so he could cut through the woods and take the lane at the back of the estate. He'd be back here in twenty minutes, tops. 


He slid behind the wheel, having to check the dashboard twice to make sure the car was actually on, so quiet was the hum of the electric engine. Nothing like the roar of the other cars in the garage, which mostly ran on fossil fuels. Some of the older ones used as much oil as fuel, or so Dad said. Therion wasn't inclined to drive Dad's classic cars, so he wouldn't know. This year, he'd probably spent more time driving hire cars as he travelled around the world, photographing wildlife, than he had driving his own vehicle. 


Which was probably why the downpour that deluged his windscreen as he exited the garage took him by surprise. He'd forgotten how much it rained in Scotland. The trip to the cottage might take a bit longer, then, especially if the back lane was flooded again.  


By the time he arrived, he'd already decided to leave the car outside, instead of putting it away in the garage, in the hope that the incessant rain would wash away some of the caked-on mud before he headed back home. Via the road and the main gate this time, he promised himself. 


Inside, the cottage was freezing, turning Therion's breath into a cloud of condensation that heralded him as he moved through the house. If he'd intended to stay, he'd have turned on the heating, but it was better to simply retrieve the box of frames and take it back to the main house. 


It was right where he remembered – at the top of the linen cupboard, surrounded by empty space where the Christmas decorations used to live. His ancestral home had decorations dating back centuries, but Mum had insisted on adding the bright, modern colours into the mix, and she'd always made it work. It was worth coming home for Christmas just to see what Mum had done with the place. 


Well, tomorrow she could work out where to hang his latest picture, which would no doubt be wreathed in tinsel come Christmas. 


Therion's phone buzzed in his pocket, and he put the box down on the dining table, beside the printed out tiger picture, so he could answer it. 


"Shaw? If this is you butt dialling me again while you're on a hunting trip..." Therion began. The last time, Shaw had video called him, there'd been a lot of howling and naked flesh, like they were trying to recreate the legendary orgy scene from Andy's Anal Adventures #69. 


"Kaplan? I'm sorry to call you so late, but the police probably won't tell you until morning and I'd want to know right away, if it was me." Shaw swallowed noisily. Nervously. And Shaw was not a man prone to attacks of nerves. He negotiated multi-million dollar real estate deals before breakfast. Breakfast he'd usually hunted down personally. "It's your parents. There's been an accident."


Therion's heart plummeted to his boots. "Are they all right?"


"It's...it's bad." Shaw's face vanished as he panned his phone camera around. Dad's Aston Martin had flipped upside down, coming to rest against a tree. Jagged glass teeth glinted where the windows had once been. There didn't appear to be anyone in the car, though. That was good, right?


"Where are my parents? Can I talk to them?" Therion asked. 


"They...they were thrown out of the car. By the time I arrived, it was already too late. I swear I was only a few minutes behind them. There was a hatchback weaving around, driving on the wrong side of the road, and your dad swerved to avoid it, but there was a truck coming around the bend. He swerved back, but the truck clipped your dad's car and it rolled. The truck driver stopped and called an ambulance, so I heard him tell them what happened, but there was nothing he could do. It was too late. I'm sorry."


Damn Dad, driving the Aston Martin, one of the few cars in his garage without seat belts. If he'd been driving the four wheel drive, they'd have been securely strapped in their seats, cushioned by air bags all the way. "So you're telling me my parents are dead?" It was Therion's voice that sounded dead. Fitting, really. 


"The ambulance officers just zipped them up into body bags, and drove away. I'm sorry, Kaplan. I really am."


Therion's legs refused to hold him any more. They folded up and dropped him in a dining chair. "Thanks for letting me know." He ended the call with one stab of his numb finger, before tossing his phone on the table. 


His parents were dead. If he'd only gone with them, they'd have been safe in the four wheel drive, with little more than bumps and bruises. 


But he hadn't gone with them. He'd allowed Dad to take the Aston Martin, knowing the old clunker wasn't safe. He should have gone with them, instead of fucking around with his photos. 


This was his fault. His parents were dead, and he was to blame. 


 



 


 


TWO


 


"I think you must be a witch, Miss Bell. You have absolutely enchanted me with your beauty. We should go somewhere quieter so we can talk in private, so that I can profess my love for you properly."


Rosalind had to admit Suitor Number Three was an improvement on One and Two. He hadn't trodden on her feet once while they were dancing, he'd kept his hands from wandering anywhere except the obligatory contact at her waist, and his flowery politeness was rather refreshing. She suspected if she did accompany him upstairs, he was likely to propose on bended knee, presenting her with an appropriate ring, before even suggesting they spend the night together. 


Anna swept by in a suitor's arms, flashing both thumbs up at Rosalind. That meant Suitor Number Three was high up on the rich list that girls like Anna, Elsa and Candace consulted religiously before every ball. If they hadn't memorised it. 


But unlike those three, Rosalind hadn't come to the ball for husband hunting. 


The song ended, and Rosalind gently disengaged herself from Three's arms. "I must go. Thank you for the dance."


"But you can't go. You're my good luck charm. Look, it's a sign!" He held up his hands, both palms sparkling gold. "You must marry me now. When you are mine, every business venture I touch will turn to gold. We'll be the richest couple in the country, if not the world. This is proof!"


Rosalind pasted a smile on her face, wishing the mix of gold glitter and hairspray she'd used to mask the worn patches on her secondhand dress had lasted just a little longer. "Perhaps next time. I must go." Before anyone looked too closely at her dress. The costume hire shop had been selling it off cheap for a reason.


The frigid air outside stole Rosalind's breath for a moment. She hadn't realised quite how warm she'd gotten in the crush in the ballroom, but the night air chilling the perspiration on her bare skin and tugging at her damp hair whispered that she should go back inside, accept Number Three's offer, and live happily ever after as a pampered princess, who never had to wear a costume shop's castoffs again. 


The Mirror Academy coach crunched across the gravel to stop right in front of her, the doors hissing open in their own, far more enticing invitation. Rosalind climbed aboard, no longer caring that her dress now shed sparkles like confetti with every step. Someone's feather boa had already moulted all over the floor, the feathers occasionally taking flight as they were caught in a gust of warm air from one of the heating vents, before floating back down again. 


Rosalind hoped they'd come from a feather boa. If someone had plucked a chicken instead, she did not want to find the butchered corpse used in some sort of silly ritual. There were always rumours about Mirror Academy being a school for witchcraft, instead of a modern female-only university. It didn't help matters that some of the more marriage-minded students (plus a few who thought luck played a greater part in their grades than sheer hard work) occasionally surrendered to superstition and attempted a spell or two, setting off the fire alarms in the process. Luckily, it took more than a couple of candles and a bowl of smouldering leaves to burn down a castle. 


"Is that a lion?"


Rosalind glanced up, to find she was no longer alone. Auren and Lily had come aboard, and were now peering through the window. 


It couldn't possibly be a real lion. Lions didn't live here, except occasionally in zoos. A statue, or something, surely. 


The screech of claws on the glass window told her it wasn't a statue. The paws attached to them were bigger than her hands, as the creature who owned them towered almost as tall as the coach for a moment, before it slid back down to all fours, then it vanished from view. 


Silence swelled, before Auren broke it with a giggle that sounded forced. "Damn. I didn't get a clear picture of it. Just the claw." Auren held up her phone. They couldn't all have been hallucinating if she had a picture of the beast. Another sickly giggle. "Well, that's one photo from the ball I won't be posting. I should delete it altogether, so it doesn't give me nightmares. I wanted to be a travel blogger when I was little, until I realised how many dangerous wild animals live in the prettiest wild places. Lions. Wolves. And bears! All sorts of things that could eat me alive." She shuddered. "Well, I guess I won't be going for a walk in the grounds until the zoo catches that lion."


"Absolutely not. If anything happens to you, our design project is toast, and I promised my dad he'd be our first test client for the software. You're confined to the castle until they catch that thing, even if I have to sleep outside your door to make sure." It was Rosalind's turn to shudder. "Because if I had to fight a lion for you, it would probably win with one swipe, and then you'd be next."


Auren wagged a finger at her. "No fighting lions for you, either. Your dad would never give me access to his info if I was responsible for getting you killed, and we'd both fail the design project. No wrestling with wild beasts for either of us."


Rosalind nodded. "Agreed. And no running away to get married like Diana did, either. Even if you met your soul mate at the ball tonight, you're going to have to insist on an engagement just long enough for us both to graduate. Deal?"


Auren rolled her eyes. "Like any of the eligible bachelors were going to propose to me. Love at first sight? Please. That's the stuff of fairytales, not real life. Though I did see you dancing with quite a few men tonight. Should I be worried about you eloping?"


Rosalind snorted. "Not a chance. Romance will have to wait until after I graduate. No one's found their perfect match at a ball since the end of the Regency, I'm sure. Right, Lily?"


But Lily wasn't listening. Probably half asleep, from working all day, then dancing half the night. At least she'd gotten to go to the ball. Last thing Rosalind had heard, Lily hadn't had a dress to wear to the ball. Rosalind wondered how she'd gotten the gorgeous gown she was wearing now, because that definitely wasn't a costume store reject. Still, Lily would be back in uniform, serving breakfast in the cafeteria, in a matter of hours. 


 Rosalind didn't envy her. If she couldn't turn her dad's business around with their new software, she might have to work as one of the Mirror Academy maids, too. 


The coach pulled up at the castle door, and the doors hissed open. "Sleep well, ladies," the driver said. 


Rosalind thanked him as she descended. After a night like this, they'd all sleep very well indeed. 


Auren let out the mother of all yawns. "Don't wake me until Monday, girls. I'm going to hibernate like a bear after this."


Whatever kept her safe, Rosalind told herself as she trudged off to bed. 


 



 


 


THREE


 


Someone was hammering on his head, Therion was sure of it. Maybe that was all the whisky he'd drunk after hearing of his parents' horrible death. 


No, it sounded harder than his head. Was someone drumming? Maybe he was in a hotel somewhere, and what he heard was the band, blasting out dance songs for a wedding downstairs. He'd wake up and find out he'd only dreamed Shaw's phone call, and his parents were alive and well back home in Scotland. But when he got home, he'd insist his dad should either sell the Aston Martin or have seatbelts installed, so his dream never became a reality. 


Therion forced his eyes open, reaching for his phone. Huh. He'd fallen asleep on the table in his parents' old cottage, next to a woefully empty whisky bottle. The kind of cheap shit he hadn't drunk since he was a teenager, which was probably why he'd left the bottle here, stashed in his old bedroom. He grabbed his phone and thumbed through the call log. Oh, fuck. The last call had been from Shaw. It hadn't been a dream. 


Then what was that drumming?


Not drumming. Knocking. Someone was hammering at the door to the cottage, in the middle of the night, during a torrential downpour. 


It had to be Shaw. Who else knew he was here, or what had happened? Times like this, a man truly knew who his friends were, because who else would come all this way, on a night like this, to check he was okay?


Therion staggered to the door, leaned heavily on the doorjamb, and threw it open. 


Only to find it wasn't Shaw at all. 


Rain dripped from golden ringlets, down her drenched dress and into her high heels. She looked like she'd come straight from some high class party, not tramping around a small Scottish village in the rain. Her shoes didn't even look muddy!


"Hi, I was driving down the road and a truck came past, going the other way, and something fell off it and smashed the windscreen of my car. It's all cracks now and I can't see a thing, not even which side of the road I was on, but I saw the lights on here and thought I'd pull up and see if there was somewhere I could stay for the night." She tried to peer around him, but Therion blocked the doorway. "It sure is chilly in there. Almost as cold as out here. I could keep you warm tonight, if you like." She stuck her boobs out, her nipples clearly visible through her rain-soaked dress. 


Most men would invite her inside and accept everything she had to offer. Hell, when he was younger, and still at university, even Therion might have. Last night, before his world had come crashing down, he might have called her a taxi, or offered to drive her into town. 


But right now, he didn't give a fuck who she was or what she wanted. 


"Fuck off. You're not welcome here," he said, starting to close the door. 


"Wait!" she said desperately. "I have nowhere else to go. I can't drive in this weather. At least let me charge my phone so I can call a cab."


"Not my problem, lady." He had enough problems. He'd just lost his whole family tonight. He was not going to deface his parents' memory by spending the night with some random woman he'd never met. "Get out of here before I call the police to arrest you for trespassing. This is private property, you know." A lie, but he suspected she wouldn't know that, what with her foreign accent and all. For all he knew, she could be the idiot who caused his parents' accident in the first place. If she was, he'd be tempted to kill her himself. "You need to leave." 


"What about guest right, and the ancient laws of hospitality?" she persisted. Like she had a death wish. 


"You're not my guest, you're a fucking trespasser, and all the ancient laws in Scotland are dead and buried, like the men who made them in the first place. I said fuck off, and I meant it."


"Then I curse you, arsehole! For breaking the ancient laws of hospitality, you shall spend your days as a witless beast, and none shall be safe beneath your roof until you are prepared to obey the ancient laws!" She spat at his feet, then turned on her heel and vanished into the downpour. 


In the distance, he heard the sound of a car engine starting up. 


"Good riddance," he mumbled, slamming the door shut. Damn, he wished he had another bottle of whisky right now. He strode toward the kitchen, hoping to find something suitable in the pantry, but he only made it three steps before darkness clouded his vision and he knew no more. 


 



 


FOUR


 


The whole train journey home, Rosalind felt numb. Part of it was the lack of sleep after the ball last night, but waking up to the news that the school was shutting down early and she had to go home today instead of at the end of term had utterly thrown her. Sure, she and Auren could work on their final design project from home, but the prospect that they could all be in danger, after Eden had gone missing...it absolutely did her head in. 


Was it just her, or was her home town looking distinctly shabbier, too? 


One end of the train station was blocked off with construction fencing where the roof had come off, and not been replaced.


She passed a cottage falling apart so badly she barely recognised it. The first winter storm would probably demolish it entirely, if the council didn't do it first. She was surprised the council hadn't done something already, even if it was just to put up fencing and caution tape to tell everyone to stay out of the condemned building. Surely the owners of the manor next door had complained about the state of the place. They wouldn't want this eyesore dragging down the value of their ancestral property. 


Rosalind blinked. The well-kept manor with the gorgeously manicured rose garden was now a mess of brambles so high, you couldn't see the house from the gate any more. The high walls hadn't changed, but they felt more threatening and imposing now than they ever had before. Despite the profusion of roses still on the bushes, it wasn't flowers she smelled, but apples. There must be an orchard somewhere past the brambles, the fruit unharvested and likely to be eaten by no one but rats.


Maybe their gardener had quit, and they couldn't afford a new one. She hoped someone pruned those roses before the winter snow started, because sitting in a snowdrift for the whole winter couldn't be good for them. Her mother had always loved roses, and Dad kept her rose garden alive through the worst Scottish winters, in her memory. 


Sure enough, the roses in front of Dad's cottage were already pruned for the winter, though he hadn't surrounded them with straw to insulate them from the coming cold season. 
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