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            HUNGRY FUR LOVE

          

          THE SERIES

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to Castor’s Corner—where the witches are curvy, the magic is unpredictable, and the fated mates come with fur, fangs, and deliciously dirty minds.

      The witch trifecta of Castor’s Corner is made up of three over-thirty besties who might be a magical mess, but they’ve got hearts of gold and zero time for nonsense—unless it comes in the form of a smoldering supernatural male.

      As the guardians of their quirky, chaos-prone town, these witches are supposed to keep things under control.

      Then the barrier goes down, and all magical hell breaks loose.

      Now the town’s crawling with trouble: ghouls in the cemetery, talking pets with attitude, ghostly family drama, and worst of all—gorgeous shifters who might just be their fated mates.

      These sexy strangers are growly, protective, and utterly devoted. And they’re not backing off, no matter how messy things get.

      If you love:

      [image: check mark] Fated mates who can’t resist a curvy witch

      [image: check mark] Magical mischief and hilarious spell fails

      [image: check mark] Steamy slow burns with a side of claws and cuddles

      [image: check mark] Found family, fierce friendship, and paranormal chaos

      Then buckle up, buttercup. The Hungry Fur Love series is here to cast a spell on your heart—and maybe your underwear.

      Dive into this sizzling romcom series full of heart, heat, and happily-ever-afters with bite today!
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      A Curvy Witch Meets Baker Bear Shifter Fated Mates Romance

      A haunted salon, a broody Bear Shifter, and one very bad hair day. Can magic fix this mess?

      Will I let a swoony Bear Shifter help me face my past, fix my magic, and save Castor’s Corner—again?

      Ugh. Probably. But I don’t have to like it.

      See, Castor’s Corner is special. Magical. And a total pain in my perfectly-toned Witchy behind.

      Some people think I’m just a small-town stylist with a flair for facials and fabulous blowouts.

      Okay, yes—I’m a goddess with a curling iron, and yes, beauty does matter. But my true gift? Helping people feel like the best version of themselves, inside and out. Magic through makeovers, baby.

      Still, I’m more than just a killer cut and color. I’m one-third of the Trifecta protecting our supernatural town. And lately? Things have been hectic.

      Ever since we accidentally let down the barrier, we’ve had a parade of paranormal drama: spooky new neighbors, a mystery Ghost in the salon, my new grumpy familiar who hates my guts, and Ryan—the seven-foot-tall, croissant-baking, brown-eyed Bear Shifter who makes me feel all kinds of things I do not have time for.

      Did I mention he’s the only one who can help me channel my out-of-whack powers and save my maybe-grandpa from Purgatory?

      Now there’s a blood moon rising just in time for the town’s Halloween Bash, and chaos is coming for us in a glittery, cursed, candy-coated storm.

      So yeah. My BFFs and I have one job.

      Protect the town. Again.

      Easy. If I can keep my hands off the Bear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE-DONNY

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was shining when I left for work this morning, as it always seemed to on crisp Autumn mornings in Castor’s Corner.

      Like the Goddess herself was mood-lighting the whole damn town.

      Maybe She was trying to butter me up. If so, She was doing a good job of it.

      The day passed by in a whoosh of appointments and fashion fiascos, and now, we’d just finished charging our wards, protecting the town.

      Even so, I could still feel it as I stood beneath the pale moonlight.

      There’s just something about fall that makes everything feel a little more enchanted.

      The air gets that bitey edge, your sweaters start looking cuter, and the leaves go full drama queen.

      And let me tell you, nobody does foliage like South Jersey.

      Our trees go full-on peacock every October—flashing colors like they're competing in a magical Miss America pageant.

      The pines keep it classy, of course, but the maples? The oaks?

      Those show-offs burst into flaming oranges and reds like they’re about to storm a runway.

      There are even some purples, the kind that make you feel like you fell into a bottle of cabernet and never looked back.

      Even the birches get their shimmer on.

      It was no coincidence that my birthday landed right smack in the middle of fall.

      October 18th, baby.

      A Libra to my glittery little core.

      And yes, I was feeling every one of my mature, magical years that morning.

      Not that I’d tell you my exact age, so don’t even ask.

      Witches live long lives, okay?

      Some of us just do it while still looking like cover models for Wands & Wine Weekly.

      But even though I looked fluffy and fabulous—and I did, thank you very much—my age was a bit of a sore subject.

      Probably because I’d yet to find someone to share my present or my future with.

      Someone who could handle all this—the curves, the sass, the moonlit rituals, and, oh yeah, the chaotic magical energy that sometimes sparks out of my fingers like I’m cosplaying a lightning bug on meth.

      So yeah. The past?

      Not really my favorite topic.

      It was full of failed almost-romances, regrettable eyebrow shapes, and an unfortunate incident with a talking vibrator and a cursed drawer that I still refuse to discuss.

      Let’s just say—I stay busy.

      I run my salon, Hair Now, Gone Tomorrow, I co-guard the magical wardings of this entire town with my besties-slash-soul sisters, and when things get really dire, I turn to my trusty drawer of battery-operated back-up plans.

      You know the kind.

      The kind you do not use in a group setting—unless you’re in a very different kind of Coven.

      Castor’s Corner hadn’t exactly been overflowing with viable man meat lately.

      At least, not until they showed up.

      The trio of supernatural hotties that had blown into town like the world’s sexiest natural disaster.

      My powers always got twitchy around newcomers, but this time?

      Full-on tingle fest.

      Every time I caught a glimpse of the grumpy Bear Shifter working at the firehouse-slash-bakery, my magic decided to perform an internal jazz hands routine.

      Which was concerning.

      Especially because Ryan McLeod looked like he could break me in half and then bake me a pie to apologize.

      And that? That was a problem.

      But right now I have different concerns.

      Mainly my besties who were whispering about me with freaking blow horns or so it seemed.

      “So, what are we doing for her birthday this year?” Bella asked Evie in the worst attempt at a stage whisper I’d ever heard.

      I didn’t bother to hide my groan.

      Not this shit again.

      It was no secret I hated birthdays. Mine especially.

      Nothing like being reminded that your existence was a side note in your own parents’ epic love story.

      A plot twist they barely remembered, let alone celebrated.

      Yeah, I had issues. But who didn’t?

      The thing was, I wasn’t pouting about it anymore.

      Not since learning Evie and Bella weren’t just my best friends—they were my blood.

      Cousins.

      Real family.

      The kind that didn’t forget your birthday.

      Even when you really, really wished they would.

      “Ladies,” I drawled, narrowing my eyes at the two conspirators. “I’m still here. I have ears. Magical, highly sensitive, stunningly symmetrical ears.”

      Evie ignored me, as usual, giving Bella a wide-eyed shrug like I hadn’t just threatened her with bodily glittering. Which was fair.

      I’d already doused them in pink glitter rain once this week, and honestly, it did nothing to deter them.

      If anything, they looked sparkly and smug.

      It was the night of our monthly boundary ceremony.

      You know—the thing that kept clueless humans from wandering into our little supernatural haven.

      We were standing around a roaring bonfire, the flames dancing higher than usual, crackling with layered spells and protective intent.

      All very serious. Very mystical. Very important.

      And yet there they were—giggling and plotting like my entire disdain for birthday parties wasn’t a matter of public record.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, casting a narrowed glance toward the firehouse where smoke curled into the night sky and the unmistakable scent of grilled meat wafted through the cool air.

      Of course.

      The three new Shifter additions to our town were out there flipping burgers and searing steaks like they weren’t sex on legs with sharp teeth and mysterious pasts.

      I could practically feel the hormonal haze wafting off Evie and Bella from here.

      Evie’s fated mate, Jaxson, had already claimed her.

      The Wolfy Sheriff had broody eyes and a body that did deeply sinful things to denim—not that I noticed. He wasn’t mine, after all.

      But I did approve of how he treated Evie. And I was happy for them.

      Mostly.

      Bella was dancing around her own animalistic tension with one of the other two Shifters, and I’d bet my limited-edition Jimmy Choos that this whole freaking birthday party idea was cooked up as an excuse to gather under the pretense of cake and awkward presents.

      The heifers.

      “AHH!”

      “Donny!”

      The glitter storm hit them mid-conspiracy, raining golden flecks over their heads and shoulders.

      They squealed, of course.

      But it was practically a tradition at this point in our lives.

      They plot. I bomb. Period.

      “Oops,” I said, smirking. “My wand sneezed.”

      They glared at me, but I was already flicking my wrist and redressing myself in something that made me feel like me—Lafayette 148 New York cashmere, wide-leg silk and linen-blend pants.

      Earthy taupe tones—perfect for my skin color and my dark hair.

      Elegant without trying too hard.

      Magical but minimal.

      We weren’t typical Witches, not in Castor’s Corner.

      Evie had that effortless retro glam thing going on—like a 1960s siren met a horror movie hostess and they decided to run for mayor.

      Bella was a garden nymph come to life. Bows, florals, the occasional pastel tulle.

      And me? I was couture curves, top to toe. If it had structure and softness, I’d wear it.

      And if it didn’t come in my size? I’d make it.

      Being curvy in a supernatural world came with its challenges.

      Shifters could eat three times their weight and still look like a damn Marvel superhero.

      But our Trifecta? We were soft, strong, and undeniably magical.

      My magic hummed in my veins as I looked around the fire-lit circle.

      It wasn’t just vanity.

      This was about presence.

      Power.

      Claiming our space in a world that often tried to squeeze us into smaller boxes—both literal and metaphorical.

      I used magic to tailor designer pieces not just for me, but for others in the town who deserved to see themselves in velvet, in silk, in sequins.

      We weren’t invisible.

      We were divine.

      “Still trying to throw me a party?” I asked them, softer now.

      Bella grinned, unrepentant. “What gave it away?”

      “The utter lack of subtlety,” I said. “And the glitter in your hair.”

      Evie stepped beside me, giving my hand a squeeze.

      “You don’t have to celebrate if you don’t want to. But, well, we want to celebrate you.”

      I didn’t answer right away.

      The truth was—I wanted to believe them.

      I wanted to lean into it, into the possibility that maybe birthdays didn’t have to suck.

      That, maybe, being seen, being loved, was something I could allow without bracing for disappointment.

      “I’ll think about it,” I said finally.

      Which was basically a yes in Donny-speak.

      The girls knew it too.

      Bella bounced on her heels, and Evie’s eyes shimmered in the firelight.

      Ugh. Emotions. Gross.

      “Now, if you’ll excuse me,” I huffed, executing a full-bodied twirl like the dramatic queen I am. “I have a hot date with a medium-rare steak and a sinfully spicy book series Stanley told me not to read in public.”

      “Nuh uh, Donny dear,” Bella said, snapping her fingers and hooking her arm through mine like a determined Disney villain sidekick. “You’re eating with us tonight.”

      “Wait—why? Did I lose a bet? Am I being punished for something I said in a past life?”

      “Because we’re family, you glorious, sparkly beyotch,” Bella hissed like a trashy soap opera villain and somehow made it sound like a love confession.

      It was honestly pitiful how much I adored her.

      “She’s right,” Evie chimed in, always the cool mom of our trio. “We’re family. We’re hungry. And let’s face it, none of us knows how to portion control. So whaddya say? Come, break bread—or, you know, meat—with us?”

      I squinted suspiciously. “Where?”

      “Firehouse. The boys are grilling,” Evie answered, eyes gleaming like she just got away with shoplifting from a Sephora.

      They both burst out laughing like the maniacal Witches they are.

      And for once?

      So did I.

      Because even though I had spicy books, leftover steak, and a perfectly fluff-folded blanket waiting for me at home, there was something even better about dinner with the people who made my life feel like magic.

      Even if they were bossy, nosy, and constantly trying to fatten me up for some future supernatural bake-off.

      Family, right?

      Dangerous.

      But worth it.
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      Did I forget to introduce myself before?

      My name is Donatella Andrews. AKA Donny.

      Trifecta Witch. Stylist. And entrepreneur.

      I own my own salon here in Castor’s Corner, and I had several interests, but beauty was my number one.

      See, life wasn’t always kind to the curvy girls of the world, but that just made me dig my perfectly manicured heels in harder.

      I’d made it my personal mission to be a force for women—especially the ones society didn’t always celebrate.

      We came in all shapes, sizes, and supernatural species here in Castor’s Corner, and I considered it my sacred Witchy duty (and aesthetic responsibility) to help every last one of them feel like the magic they were born to be.

      That meant everything from waxing Shifters who went furry more often than full moon legends care to admit, to formulating wart-banishing creams for the Troll sisters who liked their skin smooth and shimmer-free for their monthly mahjong nights—they’re surprisingly competitive, and very into tea tree oil and cucumber facials.

      My salon wasn’t just a place to get your brows snatched or your aura cleansed—it was a sanctuary.

      A safe space.

      A spell-charged, vanilla-citrus-scented temple to self-love.

      As for me, Evie, and Bella?

      Well, our problem wasn’t razor burn or horn polish.

      It was our hips.

      Specifically, the fact that they didn’t lie—and neither did our thighs, bellies, or butts.

      Sigh.

      You see, supernaturals typically burn calories like toddlers on espresso, but for some reason, the magical Trifecta of Castor’s Corner didn’t get that particular blessing.

      While most supes could wolf down five pizzas and still fit into enchanted body-con rune-suits, the three of us actually had to watch what we ate.

      Spoiler: we didn’t.

      And honestly?

      Fuck society’s view of what we looked like.

      I wasn’t here for anyone’s approval. I was here to elevate what we already had—and in my not-so-humble opinion, what we had was a lot.

      We were juicy.

      Voluptuous.

      Powerful.

      Dangerous in the best way.

      Sure, we all dealt with one form of social anxiety or another. Evie hid hers behind Mayor-level sass and vintage cardigans.

      Bella turned hers into sparkly optimism and edible glitter.

      And me? I wore mine under designer threads, six layers of self-confidence, and enough hair serum to smooth a Yeti.

      But deep down, we felt it.

      That quiet hum of not-enoughness that followed girls like us since the cradle.

      And you know what?

      We were so done with that.

      Because all I knew—for a chubby magical trio of BFFs from South Jersey?

      We were hot as fuck.

      Hotter than hellfire in stilettos.

      Stronger than the enchanted arches on our town square.

      And ready to hex the hell out of anyone who said otherwise.

      So yeah. Life hadn’t always been kind.

      But we were.

      To each other.

      And to ourselves.

      And that? That was the kind of magic this world desperately needed.

      Seriously.

      So what if we had curves for days? We also had humor, brains, sass, and cheekbones that could cut glass (when properly contoured). Not to mention enough magical juice to light up every crystal in a five-mile radius.

      Even better? Bella, Evie, and I weren’t just besties anymore.

      Turns out we were cousins, too.

      Family by blood and bond.

      Together, we made up one seriously powerful Witch Trifecta, reinforcing the magical perimeter of Castor’s Corner every month like clockwork since puberty.

      Warding off humans, bad vibes, and the occasional cryptid with boundary issues.

      Easy peasy.

      Most of the time.

      And we always did our duty—well, sorta.

      I mean, it wasn’t always easy being a Trifecta Witch.

      For example, there was that time Bella was late to our bonfire, and the wards went kaput for exactly forty-seven seconds, and a banshee wandered into town and scared the piss out of poor Old Man Clive at the grocery store.

      But hey, it was once.

      One time.

      And technically Clive had it coming—he still uses coupons from 1997 and hits on the entire staff of every store in town.

      Even the mail office—and I’m pretty sure he’s related to the postmaster.

      And most recently, of course, was Evie’s recent mishap. Her tardiness was the reason we now had three maddening males in our midst.

      Sure, she happened to find her fated mate among them. And good for her. But now I had to deal with seeing him on a regular basis.

      Do not go there, Donny, I warned myself.

      For me, being single wasn’t an accident. It was a choice.

      Tell yourself that.

      Sometimes I really hated my inner voice.

      Anyway, the point is we always tried to be extra careful.

      But shit, as they say, happens.

      They talk a whole lot, don’t they?

      Anyway, there we were, wrapping up another uneventful strengthening of the town’s wards bonfire night.

      Easy as pie.

      Nothing doing.

      But honestly? Something felt off.

      Maybe it was the end-of-summer air curling in with that bone-deep warning that things were about to change.

      Or maybe it was just my usual low-key birthday dread starting early.

      I hated birthdays.

      Always had.

      Too much pressure, not enough cake.

      And don’t even get me started on the years my parents forgot entirely.

      Nothing says childhood trauma like a half-eaten Entenmann’s and a card addressed to the cat.

      No, I wasn’t in the mood for celebration.

      And these two knew that.

      “We just wanna celebrate you,” Bella wailed, all blonde curls and drama, her arms flailing like a caffeinated fairy godmother as she summoned a massive fluffy pink towel from thin air.

      A matching blue one landed on Evie, who gave her a look like really, and started drying off her boobs with the kind of nonchalance only a Mayor-slash-Witch could pull off.

      I crossed my arms and tried not to laugh.

      I'd soaked them with a little glitter rain for bringing up my birthday again.

      Was it petty? Maybe.

      Was it hilarious? Absolutely.

      So yeah, I did it again. Drenching the towels this time, too.

      “Donny!” they both screeched at me, as if I hadn’t been pulling this exact stunt for the past decade.

      “Love you,” I sing-songed, flicking my wrist to change into one of my favorite Lafayette 148 cashmere sweaters and wide-leg silk-linen pants.

      Designer duds and magic? A match made in retail therapy heaven.

      Typical Witches couldn’t cast for personal gain. Nope. That was a big no-no in the magical world.

      But we weren’t the average trio of Witches.

      We were curvy, magical, and fabulous—and we owned it.

      Always had.

      Always would.

      Castor’s Corner might’ve been our hometown, but we brought the sparkle, sass, and snark to every single bonfire, bake sale, and battle with ancient evil.

      Evie rocked her whole retro glam aesthetic like a pin-up librarian who could hex you into a frog and still make you blush.

      Bella was pure pastel chaos in floral prints with dimples of doom.

      And me? I liked clean lines, bold colors, and labels that didn’t think plus size meant potato sack chic.

      And for the record?

      I had never been zapped by the Goddess for magicking a Chanel blazer into a size twenty-two.

      So I took that as cosmic approval.

      After we all changed into dry clothes and removed the glitter bomb residue from our skin, we linked arms like the magical coven of badasses we were and headed toward the Castor’s Corner Firehouse.

      And just like I knew they would be, there they were.

      The Shifters.

      Three larger-than-life, ridiculously handsome, and unfairly built supernatural snacks grilling half a cow over a spit like it was the Stone Age.

      But at least they made it hot.

      Literally hot—there were flames involved.

      And biceps. So many biceps.

      Some locals were there too, mingling, munching, and making nice.

      Apparently, the big boys had been making themselves right at home.

      And the worst part? The town liked them.

      Great.

      Jaxson Reid was a given.

      He was Evie’s fated mate, after all.

      Town Sheriff, swoony mate, and sweet on her in a way that made me both sigh and roll my eyes.

      He spotted her the second we walked up and practically ran over like a golden retriever in a flannel shirt.

      He swept her up into one of those bone-melting embraces that made everyone around them go awww and me go gag.

      Okay, fine, I was a little jealous. Shut up.

      Still, I couldn’t blame her. If someone looked at me the way Jaxson looked at Evie, I’d probably cry and drop my panties at the same time.

      Which brought me to the other two Shifters standing there looking way too good for it to be legal.

      Conrad Boman. Python Shifter. Tall, pale, coiled energy in a fireproof shirt, and one hundred percent obsessed with Bella.

      Dude’s eyes followed her like he was waiting for her to drop her lip gloss so he could propose.

      Bella, being Bella, hadn’t noticed. Or maybe she had and was pretending not to. Hard to tell with that one.

      But I sure did. And Conrad Boman was definitely into the curvy little Witch.

      And then there was Ryan McLeod.

      Grizzly Bear Shifter.

      Massive.

      Broody.

      Delicious.

      Built like a tree trunk with arms thick enough to bench press a school bus.

      He didn’t look at anyone the way Jaxson looked at Evie. He didn’t follow Bella with his gaze like Conrad did.

      Nope.

      But he looked at me.

      Sometimes.

      From under his lashes.

      When he thought I wasn’t paying attention.

      Spoiler alert: I always paid attention.

      Problem was, I didn’t know what to do with it. My heart hadn’t exactly been open for business lately.

      Hell, I wasn’t even sure the power was on inside.

      Still, Ryan McLeod made it flicker.

      He made something stir deep inside of me.

      And that was terrifying. Alarming. Disturbing. And definitely not allowed.

      So I crossed my arms, adjusted my hair, and pretended not to care.

      Classic Donatella defense.

      But inside?

      Inside, I was gulping.

      Because when a Bear like that looks at a Witch like me, all bets are off.

      And I wasn’t sure I was ready to find out what happened when he finally made a move.

      But I had a feeling it was coming.

      And when it did?

      Well.

      Gaia help me.

      I just hoped I didn’t melt faster than the marshmallows toasting over that fire.
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      There she is. Donatella Andrews.

      The Witch of my dreams.

      Literal dreams, okay?

      Not some kind of poetic metaphor.

      Ever since the damn truck broke down and stranded me, Jaxson, and Conrad in Castor’s Corner, my Bear has been restless as hell.

      Pacing, snarling, demanding—hers. Mostly just hers.

      Like he’s just waiting for her to look our way and say the word.

      I thought the town was cursed at first.

      I mean, the mayor’s a Witch, the bakery talks to itself (don’t ask), and someone keeps hexing the firehouse bathroom so every time you walk into the damn stall, it plays Back That Azz Up.

      But the real madness?

      It’s her.

      Donny.

      She’s all fire and glitter and that big city-meets-small town kind of fabulous that makes my brain short-circuit every time she struts by in some designer getup I can’t even pronounce.

      Her hair always looks like she just stepped out of a shampoo commercial.

      Her laugh is too loud for any one woman to own.

      And her curves? Her fucking curves.

      Gaia help me.

      My Bear wants to worship every inch of her like she’s a damn altar.

      She doesn’t even look at me.

      Correction—she looks at me like I’m one of those novelty air fresheners that smells like beef jerky.

      Intriguing.

      Confusing.

      Possibly offensive.

      Meanwhile, I’m working double time—literally.

      Fighting fires during the day, baking croissants, rolls, baguettes, and even pies at The Tasty Tart at night.

      Anything to stay busy.

      Anything to stay near her.

      Because here’s the thing.

      I don’t just want her.

      I think she’s mine.

      That’s a lie. I don’t think shit.

      The woman is mine.

      I fucking know it.

      My Bear knows it.

      My soul feels it.

      But how the hell do you convince a woman like Donatella Andrews—chic, sarcastic, powerful as hell—that you, a giant lumbering Grizzly with a heart the size of Nebraska, are her fated mate?

      Hint: you can’t.

      So instead I do what I can.

      I bake.

      I sweat.

      I chop wood and carry water and flip steaks at every town gathering like a man possessed.
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