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LOVE & MAGIC...

There’s a war coming in the shifter world, a tear in the veil that separates good and evil, and the reincarnation of ancient goddesses heralds the preparations for the battles ahead. Rose, a wolf shifter, whose birth pack nearly killed her, has found contentment as a member of a loving pack, and that has been enough. When she meets the Alpha and Beta of a neighboring bear clan and learns these men are her fated mates, her life changes in ways she never could have dreamed.
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CAN SAVE THE WORLD

Brothers Mason and Riker Porda became the Alpha and Beta of their clan when their parents were slaughtered, and their lives have been a struggle ever since. While bolstering the health and safety of their clan is their life’s work, their hearts are sad and empty...until Rose. Their mate is everything they thought they’d never have, and when the threat of collector demons returning to earth invades the shifter world, the brothers learn Rose is so much more than their mate, she’s the reincarnation of the Goddess Thorne, the Huntress.
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Now, how the hell am I going to get myself out of this? Rose silently grumbled as she listened to two bears trying to bring down the walls with their snoring. Mason and Riker, the alpha and beta of the neighboring bear clan, were fast asleep on air mattresses that had been dragged into her recovery room. She was surprised the mattresses hadn’t exploded by now.

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been unconscious, but it was dark outside and the pack house was silent. She felt every one of the stitches that crisscrossed her body. Those damn hyenas had made her pay for protecting her alpha matriarch, Raz, and Rose knew it was going to take some serious time for her to heal. Funny, she’d come to the North Woods Pack covered in injuries, and now that she’d met her mates, she’d be leaving in the same condition.

Rose tried to move her left leg but was barely able to contain the scream of pain from bursting through her lips. Right, no moving. She was running out of options, and Rose really needed to use the bathroom. Her molars were floating. She’d have to bite the bullet.


“Um...” Rose mumbled, not knowing what to say.



She’d never seen two men that large move so fast. It stunned her how quickly they were at her bedside. They looked panicked and their eyes turned darker than their usual amber. Wolf shifters’ eyes turned to amber when their wolves were near the surface, while bear shifters’ eyes turned dark brown.

Mason scanned the room and Riker checked her over before pulling her blanket up to her chin. “We’re glad you’re awake. We’ve been so worried,” he said in a rush as he leaned over the bed blocking the light with his big body.

Male bear shifters tended to be large even in their human form. They were over seven feet tall and weighed around two hundred and seventy-five pounds. From what she could see, it was all muscle. She was enjoying the view, but her bladder was making its demand clear. She had to suck it up, no matter how embarrassing this was.


“I need to go to the bathroom,” Rose mumbled. “I can’t seem to move.”



Mason and Riker looked at each other, and as she watched their silent communication, she marveled at the brothers’ resemblance. Both had sandy blond hair—though Riker’s reached his shoulders while Mason’s was cut short—wide-set eyes that were rich amber when in their human forms, strong jaws and delicious full lips. Both men had a patch of golden chest hair peeking out from their shirt collars, and both were sculpted like Greek statues. Sure, she’d seen Mason naked when he shifted, but she had been bleeding to death at the time and had been a bit distracted.

“I’ll carry you to the bathroom, but it’s still going to hurt. Maybe we can get Doc in here to give you something to ease the pain,” Mason offered.

She could see the worry in his eyes but she’d waited too long already and couldn’t take the pressure any longer. “No time. Gotta go...now,” Rose begged as she began pushing herself up. The pain was instantaneous and caused her head to spin, but she wasn’t going to pee the bed.

Mason moved quickly, reached down and slid his big arms underneath her back and knees. “Easy there, hon. I’ve got you.”

She couldn’t help her cry of pain, but being surrounded by her these bears and their heavenly scent of forest after a rain helped soothe her. Mason’s scent held something a little different, a spice of some sort she couldn’t place. It didn’t matter what it was, all that was important right now was it helped her pain subside.

Once she had her breathing under control, Mason continued to move toward the bathroom while Riker slipped out the clinic door. Thankfully, she was wearing one of those hospital robe with the opening in the back. It saved her from having him pull down her pants. He set her down to relieve herself then waited outside the open door with his back to her. After she’d done her business, Mason held her so she could wash her hands. Big hands, which could turn into massive paws with four-inch razor sharp claws, carefully avoided her injuries with a bunny-soft touch.


He asked, “Do you need to do anything else in here?”



She ran her tongue over her teeth and thought, yuck, slime. then grabbed a plastic-wrapped toothbrush, took it out of its packaging, then squirted toothpaste on it and got busy.


“That it?” He grinned as she finished rinsing.



Well, since he was holding her up, and she could maneuver the upper part of her body without too much pain, she took out a hair brush from its wrapping and began to tackle her mop. When she tried to reach the back of her head, the pull made her wince. He slid the brush from her hand and started to smooth the tangles she couldn’t reach, all while continuing to support her with the strength of his lower body.


As he placed the brush back on the counter, he rumbled, “Done?” “Feel like polishing my nails?” she teased.

“Mani-pedi?”

She laughed, then grabbed her side. “Yeah, we’re done.”



He swooped her into his strong arms and carried her to the bed, and had her tucked in as if she’d never left. He brought a glass of water to her lips, and she wanted to tell him she could do that for herself, but he seemed to need to do it for her. She noticed how quiet Mason had been. If she had to guess, worry was making him watchful and subdued.

The door opened and Riker peeked his head inside before pushing it all the way in for a woman to enter. She had a variation of Rose’s mates’ scents, which was weird, but she discovered why when Riker said, “This is our sister and our clan’s doctor, Jewel.”


“Are you the one I have to thank for all these stitches?” Rose arched a brow.



Jewel looked uncertain but answered, “Yes, Alpha Matriarch.” Words Rose never thought would be directed at her; at least she had hoped never to hear them. Though she was an alpha wolf shifter, she never wanted to lead anyone.

Rose made a point of talking softly when she said, “Thank you for putting me back together and saving my life. I owe you a great debt.”

“You owe me nothing. We are family and you are the alpha matriarch of our clan. It was an honor to help you.” Jewel came around to the side of the table and began inspecting Rose’s wounds. “I have some medication that will help with the pain until your natural healing ability kicks in.”

“How long do you think it will take before I’m healed enough to get around on my own?” I hate being an invalid, and it’s particularly embarrassing having to be carried to the toilet.

“I’m sorry, Matriarch, but it will be at least ten to fourteen days before we can take the stitches out over your joints. The remainder can come out sooner. I can’t imagine you being able to move comfortably until the worst of the stitches can be removed.”

Jewel handed Rose her medication and Mason helped her sit up to take it. She wasn’t too proud to admit she needed it, but at least it would be for a short time. She looked around the recovery room, and between the machines and all the medical equipment; it was cold and sterile. She wasn’t going to heal staying in here.


“Can I return to my room to heal?”

“Yes, of course, Matriarch,” Jewel answered quickly.



Before she could even ask, Riker was collecting her into his arms much the same as Mason had. “You direct us, and we’ll take you there.”

Clearly, she wasn’t going to get any alone time for the foreseeable future. It wasn’t as if she didn’t feel the pull of Mason and Riker. Rose wouldn’t lie to herself—if she hadn’t been injured she might be all over them right now, but the injuries provided more time to get used to the idea of having two mates and becoming a matriarch of her own pack, or clan in this case. Would they accept a wolf as a bear matriarch? She was getting too far ahead of herself.


“Rose, are you with us?” Riker asked.

How long had she been lost in thought? “I’m fine. I need to rest, that’s all.”



“And, I imagine, time to get used to having two big bears hovering over you,” Riker said with a warm smile. Rose was beginning to see how the two brothers differed. Mason seemed to be more stoic, while Riker was more open and blunt.


Rose couldn’t help but smile back. “Yes, there is that.”



“We’ll get you comfortable in your room before hunting you down something to eat. You missed supper,” Mason stated as if he didn’t expect anyone to argue with him. Boy was he in for a shock when they mated.


“Hunt down?”



For the first time she had woken, Mason smiled and winked at her. “In the kitchen, not the forest. That’s for another day.”

Jewel stood staring at her brother. Rose wondered what was wrong, but as they headed out into the common area of the pack house she had to focus on Riker’s movements, and leaned into him hoping not to exacerbate the pain. She gave her mates directions to her private room on the far side of the lodge before laying her head on Riker’s chest. Mason reached around and took her hand. Being in contact with both of them calmed her. Probably a mate thing.

Jewel opened the door to Rose’s room and turned on the lights. She had only seconds to warn them about Freckles before the big ball of orange and white fur jumped into Mason’s arms. Mason’s warning growl trailed off once he realized what he was holding and looked at Rose in curiosity.


“You have a cat?”

“Yes, her name is Freckles.” Rose crossed her sore arms over her chest, daring him to say



You’re a wolf with a pet cat.

Instead he said the unexpected. “We’ll have to put a tracker on her collar so she doesn’t get lost in our compound.”


Surprised at his response, “Okay” was the only reply she could come up with.



Mason set her cat down on a chair and pulled the covers back on her bed as Riker took great care laying her down. Pain rushed through her body and she gritted her teeth and tried to breathe

through it. Their scent seemed to throb off them as they closed in around her and hovered like guardian angels. The pain lessened almost immediately, better than any pill ever created.

Mason knelt on the bed and gently ran his fingers through her hair while Riker crawled in beside her, murmuring comforting words into her ear. After a few minutes, she felt her eyes getting heavier and knew she’d be asleep soon. Her body was draining a lot of her energy as it worked to heal itself, leaving her weak and vulnerable. Not since the time spent in her abusive birth pack had Rose been this vulnerable, and she swore never to be again, so she struggled to stay awake.

“Don’t worry, mate. We’ll watch over you. Rest. No one will harm you ever again,” Mason told her with such conviction that her eyes closed and she fell asleep in her mates’ arms.

Later she’d wonder how he’d done that. More concerning was the fact that her body had obeyed.
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Mason looked at his younger brother and could see the affection shining in his eyes for their mate. The Gods had chosen well for them. Rose was a strong and kind alpha wolf shifter that would bring his clan together and strengthen their bond. She’d risked her own life to save her friend, Raz, from the hunters and hyenas, showing true bravery. Rose was as stunning as she was strong in both her white wolf and human forms. His heart sped up every time he saw her, or thought of her, or stood near her—hell, all the time.

Since the deaths of their dads and mom, Mason had watched his younger brother bury himself into his work every day. They’d all dealt with the pain in various ways. Now that they’d been given this miracle, Mason would be damned if they would lose her as well. He hadn’t felt this hopeful since before the tragedy. This would signal a new start for them, their family, as well as the rest of their clan. Everyone had been in mourning for so long it was amazing to feel alive again.

“I’ll go and round up some food. Rose will have to eat when she wakes. Riker, you stay and watch over her while Jewel and I go in search of the kitchen,” Mason ordered before running his large fingers through Rose’s white-blonde hair one last time, and then turned toward the door.


“I will, brother,” Riker replied, never once taking his eyes off their mate.



Freckles jumped onto the bed, lay down beside Rose as if sensing she was in pain, and the cat began licking Rose’s bruised hand. It would be interesting having a pet cat among a bear clan, but she’d be the best damn protected feline in the world.

With a final look at his mate, Mason continued out the door with Jewel at his side. The pack house was silent. It was four in the morning, with only the odd enforcer passing them in the hallway and common room. When they made their way into the large kitchen, there were people everywhere, cooking, preparing various dishes, cutting, chopping and baking. A short, older wolf shifter with her grey hair pulled up into a bun on the top of her head rattled off instructions to the group. That would be the she-wolf to see about getting some food for Rose.

Mason looked down at his sister and Jewel rolled her eyes. “You’re not a monster.” He knew he wasn’t a monster, but he also knew how big he was in comparison to most shifters and how that sometimes made them uncomfortable. It was better for him to stay off to the side as not to alarm anyone. Jewel huffed, shook her head and made her way into the fray of kitchen madness.

Mason scented him before he walked into the room and sidled up beside him. Axel was a good friend and neighbor; they’d worked together numerous times in the past disposing of hunters and the hyenas that followed their orders. It still made no sense to him that hyena shifters were aiding the hunt on other shifters. It had to be stopped.

“So, we scoping out the kitchen from way over here?” Axel asked, making Mason laugh softly.

“I didn’t want to alarm anyone by stepping into the middle of that routine they’ve got going on. You know”—Mason moved his hand up and down his torso—“I’m a little intimidating.” Mason looked down at the wolf alpha of North Woods Pack. Axel rolled his eyes much as Mason’s sister had.


Was no one afraid of him anymore?



As if reading his mind, Axel told him, “Don’t worry, you’re still the strongest shifter for miles, but everyone in my pack already knows you and your family. They know you’re a big tough bear but they also know you wouldn’t hurt them, my friend.” Axel smiled and winked.

Mason could hear his brother’s laughter through their link. Told you. Then he continued laughing. His entire family had been trying for years to make him more social outside of the clan. Still, he felt like people avoided him because of his appearance. Honestly, who wouldn’t have a little trepidation when faced with someone so tall, muscled and with hands twice the size of their own.

“No respect. I’ve got my brother laughing at me through our bond and you’re standing here all nonchalant and shit.” Just then a toddler who had been helping her mother with the biscuits came over and raised her chubby little arms at Mason, standing there waiting with a lopsided grin. He couldn’t say no.

Mason reached down and lifted the little wolf shifter into his arms. She was so tiny compared to him that he moved in slow motion so he wouldn’t jostle her. Then the little shifter, who had to be at most three years old, said. “Bear, awrrrr.”

Axel busted out laughing, causing all the people working in the kitchen to turn and look at them. Exactly what Mason had been trying to avoid in the first place. The little cutie kept making growling sounds like a bear and holding her hands out like claws. Silence...he hated the silence. That was until everyone in the room began laughing along with Axel. His sister leaned back against the counter as the older woman in charge walked toward him. Great.

“Alpha Mason, it is an honor to have you in my kitchen.” She smiled wide. “If it weren’t for you coming to our alpha matriarch’s assistance I’d hate to think what might have happened. Trust me when I say you have the pack’s gratitude and respect.”


“Thank you,” Mason replied. “I’m sorry, I didn’t hear your name.” “Ida.”



“Thank you, Ida. We are all a family, all shifters, and we need to stand together against any threats to our people. Except for those hyenas who seem to be working with the human hunters.”

“You and your people are indeed good friends to have.” Ida then ordered, “Now hand over the young one, we have to make sure your mate recovers, and that starts with good food.”

The mother of the youngster came over with an indulgent smile and took her still-growling daughter from Mason’s arms.

“Come,” Ida instructed. “Rose will be hungry. She’s suffered at the hands of those damn hyenas.”

“We will find their base and end this, I swear it to you. I won’t have our people live in fear,” Mason told her with total conviction.

Ida smiled wide and Mason realized he’d made that declaration a bit louder then he’d intended as people began to peek through the entrances and join the group.

“I believe you. If all the alphas had this type of relationship with other shifters, I’m sure we could drive our enemies away. But as it stands now only a few even talk to one another.” Ida shook her head as if it all didn’t make sense then pointed to the pantry. “You come with me, Alpha. We’ll choose what is best for your mate so that she heals quickly.”

Axel grabbed Mason’s arm before he followed Ida into the throng of people standing in the kitchen. “When you have the food settled, we need to talk. I’ll be in my office.”

Mason nodded and continued after the spunky old woman, knowing that their peaceful existence was coming to an end. Since it had become known that the Tigress Matriarch was the reincarnation of the Warrior Avra, Mason’s suspicions were confirmed. A time of great conflict was upon them. He’d seen the change coming over humanity in the past century and feared this was only the beginning.

Mason, Jewel and Ida had loaded up a basket of food to take back to Rose’s room. After repeated thanks, he and his sister walked out into the main hallway that led to a large wing of the pack house.


“I have to go meet with Axel. How far out are our warriors?”



“They should be arriving shortly. Rose is safe here and the clan is in full preparation mode for their alpha matriarch’s arrival,” Jewel assured with a glowing smile. Mason pulled Jewel into his arms, the hope his sister had—and echoed for their pack—when it came to Rose. His sister had been devastated at the loss of their parents; she and their mother had been especially close.

Mason could hear the buzz of excitement through his link with the clan and knew his people finally had something to celebrate. Finding a fated mate was heralded as a good omen, a potent of prosperity. They needed it now more than ever given the turmoil and danger they were about to face.


“I’ll return as soon as I can. If Rose wakes please tell her—”



“That you’re not far and that you’re assuring her continued safety.” Jewel jutted out her chin. “She will not forsake you, brother. You and Riker will finally have your mate and our clan will finally have what it has sorely needed after Mom was taken from us.”

Mason nodded before turning away, unable to bear seeing the tears shining in his sister’s eyes. He headed for Axel and Xander’s office near their family’s private wing. Enforcers stood outside the office door but they didn’t try to stop him from reaching for the handle. Instead, they fisted their hands over their hearts as he approached.

He wasn’t entirely sure what that was all about, but he entered the office knowing there was a lot to discuss. Axel was sitting behind his intricately carved oak desk in a wide, high-back chair. Mason remembered first seeing the desk when his fathers had taken him to meet Axel’s fathers over one hundred years ago. Mason had a similar desk that had belonged to his fathers and their fathers before them.

Axel stood and motioned him toward a large leather chair in front of his desk. “Please join me, my friend.”

Mason bowed his head ever so slightly as a sign of respect for another alpha and sat. The chair creaked but held his weight. All of the furniture in his clan had been built to accommodate bear sizes.

“Congratulations on the upcoming arrival of your first child,” Mason said. “This is a time of change among our people.”

“And to you and your brother. I’m happy you found your mate,” Axel replied, but there was more to it than that. Mason could tell Axel had something to tell him.


“Thank you. Why do I feel as though there’s a ‘but’ hanging in the air?”



Axel huffed out a deep breath and leaned forward, indicating to Mason that he wasn’t going to like what came next.

“Rose came to us through unfortunate circumstances. Her home pack had taken to attacking her regularly on the then alpha matriarch’s orders.”


Mason blood began to heat in his veins. “Why would the matriarch do such a thing?”



“As far as I know, it boiled down to jealousy. Rose is an alpha that came of age, equal to the matriarch in strength and speed. She had no interest in running that pack but the alpha bitch wouldn’t let it go. When the alpha and beta contacted us for help in relocating Rose into our pack, there had been several years of violence inflicted upon her. When we met them at a midway point, she was barely conscious. Although she’s never spoken about what had happened, it doesn’t take a genius to figure out the level of abuse she’d been subjected to.”

Mason gripped the arms of the chair and felt the wood compress beneath his hands. “What is the name of the pack that abused my mate? Where are they located and how many members do they have?”

“Old friend, the hunters exacted justice before any of us could. The matriarch lost her mind, turned feral and was never seen again. The pack was small, only fifty or so members and they scattered into other packs when their world fell apart. The remaining few were lost to the hunters along with the alpha and beta of the pack.”

“Unfortunate that I did not have the opportunity to share my feelings about how they treated my mate,” Mason snarled as his canines lengthened.
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