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A TRIAD FAMILY

Somewhere along the way of her escaping from her cage, Raz found herself on wolf pack lands which would mean certain death for a trespassing three-hundred pound Bengal tiger-shifter. However, she couldn’t ignore the pups cries for help even with the hunters closing in. If given a choice between saving herself from being forced to return to her cage or possibly dying saving the wolf pups lives her decision was obvious as she raced headlong towards their cries. Only, now, in a strange turn of events she finds herself in a whole New World where she’s declared true-mate to not only one, but two wolf-shifters, none other than the Alpha and Beta of the pack.
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THE DESPERATE CRIES of wolf pups echoed through the forest around Raz—terrified shifter wolf pups. Raz scented she was on pack land, but she had no choice, she had to get away from the men hunting her. Sure, she may be a three-hundred pound Bengal tiger shifter, but they had guns. Claws helped up close, but on way too many occasions she’d seen that bullets always won.

It seemed she had run from her hell right into someone else’s, if the sounds of those cries were any indication. Razelle had hoped to be well out of the wolf shifters’ territory long before she was scented. She didn’t have permission to be on their lands, and death was typically the result of such a trespass—or so it had been explained to her.

Great, just friggin’ wonderful. Not only will I be strung up, I might be left for the hunters to find and skin.

The pups’ cries grew louder, and she knew she had to answer their calls for help—hell, they were only pups. Razelle’s conscience always got her into trouble. After all, wasn’t that why those damn hunters were tracking her even now? She was never going back into a cage; she would sooner die. Changing direction easily as her four-inch claws dug into the damp forest floor, she sensed the pups were over the next ridge.

Using her large padded feet, silently she stalked up to the edge of the small ridge overlooking a ravine, and when she peered over, her breath froze in her lungs. Two wolf shifter pups were cornered against a wall of jagged rocks by four hyena shifters who were nipping at the pups. Razelle could scent and see traces of blood on the pups’ fur. Bastards.

Anger like nothing she had ever experienced raced through her, and that was saying a lot considering she had spent most of her life in a cage, tortured and abused at the hands of her captors. How dare those mangy hyenas attack defenseless pups? Before she had a chance to think it through, Razelle raced down the slope toward the hyenas. She let out a mighty roar and dove at the closest attacker, ripping her claws across the hyena’s side and onto its chest, easily sending him flying away from the pups. The other three hyenas quickly backed away as she placed her mighty body in front of the pups.

Raz let out another angry roar that echoed through the forest before she slowly backed up, ushering the two pups closer together, making it easier for her to protect them. She scanned the area for an escape route, but she could only carry one pup in her mouth, and she wasn’t about to leave one behind, so she was going to have to fight her way out of this one. Though she despised fighting, it didn’t mean she couldn’t, and she always had plan B, the escape plan. But by the look of pure hatred coming off the hyena shifters, plan B was so not happening.


How could someone hate pups this much?



Slowly, the hyenas formed a semicircle around her and the pups, blocking them against the rock face. As drool dripped from their open, fang-filled mouths, they started in with that maniacal laughing bark of theirs, which never failed to make her skin crawl.


Not just assholes, but creepy assholes.



Having all that pent-up anger and rage from being trapped in a cage for so many years was certainly going to come in handy right about now. Normally, wild hyenas would have gotten the point that taking on a pissed-off tigress was not in their best interests, but these were shifters, and by the looks of them, not the sharpest crayons in the box.

The largest of the four hung back slightly, and it was easy to figure out that he was the leader of this gang, and he was more than willing to let his minions take the pain that Raz was about to dish out.

The one she had already attacked didn’t look stable on his feet, but he continued to inch forward. Razelle huffed. Idiot didn’t get enough of his ass handed to him the first time around. He lunged forward, snapping his jaws at her throat, but she easily dodged him, bringing her massive paw up and backhanding him. Or would that be back-pawing him? She laughed internally at another one of her lame jokes. Hell, she thought she was funny even if no one else did.

That hyena now lay sprawled out on the ground like he had been hit by a truck. Another snicker escaped but came out as a sneeze in her cat form. Either way, the other hyenas didn’t find it as funny as she did. In sync, the two remaining minions charged. She pushed the pups into a slight indentation in the rocks as cover, then Raz brought herself up to her full height and put her body directly in front of them. The hyenas would not get to the pups.

One hyena attacked her flank while the other tried to use the distraction to reach their prey. What was it with these pups that these hyenas wanted them so badly, and where the hell was the damn wolf pack to protect them? Raz swiped her claws across the jaw of the hyena who was trying to get to the little ones, but unfortunately that left her flank open to the other hyena. Pain shot through her side as its claws ripped through her heavy fur and dug into her flesh. That one was going to leave a mark. Damn.

Quickly, she adjusted her position, ever conscious of staying directly in front of the pups, and wrapped her canines around the other hyena’s front leg, tearing through muscle and bone until she heard a satisfying crunch. The three minions were starting to look a little frightened, and Razelle thought it was about damn time they came to their senses. Besides, her flank really hurt, and she could feel wetness coating her fur. She assumed it was blood. Realizing the hyena might have gotten in a really good shot, she chanced a look down and wished she hadn’t. A five-inch gash was now seeping blood from her side.

Raz knew she had to end this fight soon or she wouldn’t have the strength to protect the pups, who were now cowering behind her for protection. That damn hyena laugh brought her attention back to the four assholes—well, really only two now, since the other two couldn’t move any longer, which gave her a sense of satisfaction. Any sane shifter would suck it up, back off, and lick his wounds, but by the look in the leader’s eyes, sanity had left the forest long ago.

The last two hyenas began to inch forward, snapping their jaws, sending blood and spit flying everywhere. A shiver of disgust ran up Raz’s spine, and the realization she was likely going to have to fight to the death to save these pups seemed definite.

Knowing she couldn’t fight fully and keep the pups behind her and safe, she decided she had to kill the hyenas before she went down; that would be the only way to save the terrified pups.

Well, what a fine mess, missy. You get your ass free of the cages to die within twenty-four hours of gaining your freedom. Shit.

With that thought, she opened her stance and crouched low, readying herself for their next attack when a terrifying howl ripped through the air. It should have chilled her to the bone, but surprisingly, a different kind of chill rushed through her body and settled in all the right places.

Shaking her head to clear her inappropriate thoughts, Raz realized the pack was on the way to save their pups, and she had to hold out long enough for them to get there. Lifting her head, she roared in answer to the howl to give them a direction to track faster, because God knew, she needed help.

Of course, instead of doing the intelligent thing and running away, the last two standing hyenas thought now would be the perfect time to attack full on. She backed the pups farther into the cubbyhole and brought her teeth and claws to the party. Swiping at snapping jaws as they attempted to rip out her throat, she sliced both hyenas across their faces and shoulders as they clawed at her wounded flank and bit at her. She felt the pain, but only thought to keep the pups safe a little longer. She had to hold out for the pack, but she was losing a lot of blood.

Crashing and furious growls could be heard moments before what had to be over fifty wolves came barreling into the clearing. Two massive wolves were in the lead; one silver and one black. They had to be the alpha and beta. Neither broke stride as the silver one crashed into the side of the hyena to Raz’s left, and then the one on the right was yanked away. Quickly, she checked on the pups, who were still safely in the cubbyhole, then turned to face a pack of furious wolves.


Well shit. What now?



For the first time since this fiasco began, Razelle felt real fear, along with all the wounds the hyenas had inflicted. Would the wolves think she had something to do with the pups’ kidnapping, and would they seek her death for being on pack lands? Shitty shit shit shit.

She had to get out of there. All this noise attracted attention, and if she had any time left, she needed to get away to escape the hunters. Raz had always been fast, but she was injured. The pups were safe with their pack, and she needed to make it out of there alive to heal while still avoiding the men tracking her. While looking for an escape route, she caught the hint of the most amazing scents, and she opened her jaw to scent it further. Earth and leather.

Whatever it was, Raz had never smelled anything like it before, and her tiger wanted to keep inhaling and roll around in it. That was until a few of the wolves decided it was time to get their pups back and began moving forward.

Okay, time to go. Quickly, she judged the distance to the ledge above. Five feet, give or take. She could make that even when injured. With one last look at the pups, who seemed happy the pack was here, she turned to see the silver alpha and the massive black wolf in the middle of the shift back to human.

In the movies she’d seen on the guards’ television, Hollywood had always played up the pain and bone-cracking gore of shifting. But in truth, it was actually painless, almost peaceful, and rapid. Knowing time was short, she had to get out of there before they finished shifting and ordered her death.


Now.



With the agility only a cat would possess, Raz twisted her body, crouched low, and hurled herself upward to the top of the rock outcropping. A wave of dizziness assaulted her, and she nearly fell back over the edge, but she held on with her claws. She had lost more blood than she’d realized. Quickly righting herself, she chanced one last look back at the now completely shifted and nude alpha and the other male who had to be the beta.


She froze. They were gorgeous.



The alpha was well over six-foot-five, with chiseled muscles, shaggy blond hair, and ice-blue eyes. Where the alpha was light, the other male was dark. Slightly shorter than the alpha, the beta had short black hair and equally dark eyes, and was perhaps a bit more muscled than the alpha.

Honestly, because she really couldn’t help herself, she glanced down, below their one, two, three...shit...eight-pack of defined abs, and wow.

Um, lady, bleeding to death here and you’re ogling two males that are about to order your death at the hands of a pack that probably wants to rip you to shreds.

That smell of earth and leather came from them; she could almost see it rising off the naked males in waves. Weird. Something important tickled the back of her mind, but she was too terrified to pay it any attention. Several of the wolves were shifting and approaching the pups who were happily jumping into the now humans’ waiting arms. The pups were safe, and it was time to go. Placing her weight onto her uninjured leg, Raz was about to run when a shout had her turning around.

“Wait, stop.” The alpha’s deep, rumbling voice matched the power radiating off him, but she was not one of his pack and did not have to obey, though a part of her really wanted to.


With one last longing look, she ran.



Raz had to get as far away as possible. Now, not only were the hunters after her, but a pack of wolves as well. She didn’t have a death wish, but her bleeding wounds would have to wait until she found a safe place to hide.
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AXEL WATCHED THE TIGRESS shifter turn and run into the forest. All he wanted to do was follow her. As unbelievable as it was, her scent proved she was his and Xander’s mate.

“The pups are a little bruised. Only a few small wounds, but no serious injuries, Axel, and the four hyena shifters are dead. I don’t know who the tigress was, but please tell me you scented her as well, because I swear she’s our mate.” Xander, his beta, best friend, and brother, nodded toward where the tigress had been perched on the ledge of the ravine while worried parents were reunited with their children.


“I scented her. She’s our True Mate,” Axel agreed as he prepared to shift and follow their



tigress.


“Finally. Thank the gods,” Xander yelled out in his excitement. “We need to go after her.



She’s injured. Why would she run? She must have scented us?”

“A cat surrounded by wolves that are furious beyond belief, and you wonder why she ran? She probably thought she was running for her life, being on pack lands without permission in the presence of two kidnapped pups.” Axel made a mental checklist of what they needed to track their mate and heal her injuries.

His pack had quieted, obviously overhearing the declaration that Axel and Xander had found their True Mate, who had run off. It was not uncommon for an alpha and his second-in-command to share a True Mate. With a pack as strong as his, the need to have two strong wolves love, protect, and watch over one mate and all their children was necessary. There were always outside forces—other packs or other species of were creatures—either starting wars, or at least attempting to start wars.

Caine, a young wolf of only ninety-six years, came running up, blood covering one hand. “She’s severely injured. The ground around the pups is covered in her blood.”

“We need to track her now and get to her before it’s too late. No way are we losing our mate after finally finding her.” Axel turned to Xander. “She’s frightened and injured, so we’ll take only a handful of people to search. I need the others on the roads covering the area, so that when we find her, you’ll hear our calls and be able to bring a truck and first aid to the location.”

“She saved my son. I want to go.” John stood tall and proud with his son tucked safely against his chest.

“And my daughter. I will come,” Jamie offered. “You may need a woman to calm her instead of a whole mob of testosterone and two new mates.” She caressed the blonde curly hair of her three-year-old daughter who was sleeping peacefully in her father’s arms.

“Thank you. Caine, I need you to arrange the trucks and bring Doc Hanley out with you, and tell Zane to prepare the pack house. Charles, you are one of our best trackers. Memorize her scent. We need to move now,” Axel ordered.


“Yes, Alpha.” His pack shifted and began to scatter.

Axel shifted quickly alongside Xander, now almost out of his mind to get to their mate.




They had a mate. The shock washed over him as he ran side by side with Xander, Jamie, and John, as Charles led the way, scenting the ground and air as he went. It would not be hard to track her. She was losing blood, and Axel was becoming frantic. He could smell Xander’s fear, and Axel knew his brother would do anything to get to their mate just as Axel would.

In all his one hundred eighty-nine lonely years, he had never expected to be blessed with a True Mate. Others in the pack had found theirs over the years, and eventually, he had resigned himself to the fact that he and Xander were not destined to have a True Mate.

The pack had wanted them mated long ago, but they couldn’t bring themselves to mate with anyone other than their True Mate simply to have pups. Even if they had never found her, they felt it would have been a betrayal. It wasn’t as though they were celibate for all that time, far from it, but that was in a completely different league from what sex would be like with a True Mate.

Their True Mate was precious, a gift from the gods, the other half of their souls—a triad family.

As the alpha and beta, he and Xander had been born with the ability to track and speak to each member of their pack mentally through great distances. They had taught their pack how to do the same. As alpha matriarch, their True Mate would have the same ability, but at the same time, she would be able to share a private link with only Axel and Xander.

They had waited so long for this precious gift, and through their bond, he could feel his pack’s excitement at the prospect of an alpha matriarch, and their worry about her grave injuries. His pack was strong, and would be even stronger with an alpha matriarch. He had three hundred twenty-nine members scattered over his territory of over twenty-five-thousand acres of forest, but they all knew an alpha as strong and old as he was needed a strong alpha matriarch to balance him, to soften him and comfort him or he would eventually turn feral. As beta, Xander,

shared the same fate.

Axel would not allow anything to happen to his family, even if the newest member was running from him at the moment.


Charles stopped suddenly, raised his muzzle to the air, and spoke through their shared link.

I have her, Alpha. She has stopped.



A roar echoed through the trees—a warning not to come any closer. The tigress knew they were there. Gesturing the others back a few feet, Axel and Xander stepped forward into a small clearing covered in moss with a little stream running through it. They were about four miles from the pack house. Xander sent the coordinates to Caine to bring the truck with medical help.

The smell of her blood almost drowned out that intoxicating honey scent that had shocked Axel when he had first arrived and ripped a hyena off her during the fight. Now she lay on her side beside the stream, her breathing labored. Her fur was covered in blood from the deep gashes on her side. Even with a shifter’s advanced healing, those wounds would take a lot of care and time to heal.

Axel shifted seamlessly and slowly approached his tigress with Xander at his side. Her green eyes tracked their every step as they made sure not to make any sudden movements. She was an injured tigress, lethal as hell. Ever so slowly, he lowered himself to a crouch a few feet away from her. The honey scent kept driving home the fact that she was their True Mate, and he had to force his body’s natural instincts to possess her to calm the hell down, because now was not the time to get hard and amorous.

“I am Axel, alpha of the North Woods Pack. This is Xander, my beta and brother. We will not harm you, and my people will not harm you.” He thought it better to discuss the whole True

Mate thing after she was safely taken care of and comfortable in their home—now her home. He conveyed that message through his private link with Xander, who understood and agreed to wait to spring the news on their tigress. “You are severely injured. We need to get you medical attention.”

At the words medical attention, the tigress growled and swatted her paw out, but with no real strength. Axel felt her fear and wondered what about having a doctor look at her would make her afraid.

“The doctor is a shifter,” Xander called out. “A weremole to be exact. Wears the biggest glasses you ever saw, but a damn good doctor.” Axel had no idea why Xander was joking at a time like this, but it seemed to work as the tigress seemed to settle a bit. Xander had that ability; he calmed people with his manner and his presence. “I’ll take it that since you’re not trying to slice me to bits, you’ll accept our offer to get you to our doctor.”

When she nodded her head slightly, Axel went into action. “I have members of my pack in the woods, but remember, they will not harm you. In fact, two of them owe you for their children’s lives.” Axel sent a message to all his wolves, informing them the tigress had been found and that she would accept their help. Slowly, Jamie, John, and Charles inched out of the surrounding forest. The tigress flinched slightly at the sight of them but did not move.

“They will not harm you. I would tear apart anyone who tried.” Xander spoke softly and crouched down behind their mate’s head and started to stroke her fur in an attempt to comfort her. She began chuffing in greeting; rumbling her throat and blowing air through her nostrils was a normal form of greeting for her kind. The tigress was trying to put everyone at ease, which made Axel think she was more amazing than he’d surmised when he saw her protecting the pups at her own peril.

Jamie shifted and approached slowly. In the background, Axel could hear several vehicles stopping on the old logging road nearby.

“Hello, tigress, my name is Jamie,” she spoke softly. “You saved my little girl today. I owe you my life for that act of bravery. Please allow me to tend your wounds.”

As Jamie spoke, the tigress kept still, her brilliant green gaze shifting between Axel and Xander. Axel wondered if she could feel their pull. After a moment, she must have come to a decision. She chuffed one last time and shifted from an over three-hundred-pound tigress into the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She had to be only one hundred ten pounds, if that, and was maybe five-foot-three, with silky hair of dark orange and blonde, which flowed over the ground where she lay. She had golden skin, and the same startling green eyes as her cat, which were now staring cautiously at him.

Immediately, he and Xander applied pressure to the long, jagged wounds along her ribs and stomach where one of those damn hyenas had raked its claws. As they surveyed her body, Axel saw several bite marks on her right leg that looked painful as hell.


Oddly, she still hadn’t spoken or even moaned.



“What is your name, little cat?” Axel asked without acknowledging Caine and Doc as they entered the clearing, followed by a small group of pack members.

“Razelle...Raz.” Her voice was weak, and Axel felt the panic rising inside Xander, a panic he shared through his link with the pack.

Suddenly, Doc and Caine were at his side, with Caine carrying a huge, red first aid kit. Caine was a nurse and assisted their doctor. Gently, Doc inspected the wounds on her side before placing huge bandages over the cuts. Then he examined her legs and shook his head. “I’m so sorry, my dear, that you had to go through all this. I’ll get you patched up good as new in no

time.” But through his mental link, Doc expressed his need to get her to the pack house tout suite to stop the bleeding.


Raz reached out and placed her tiny hand on Doc’s. “Thank you.”



Caine and Doc quickly covered all her wounds as Jamie held Raz’s hand, and Axel cradled her head on his leg while Xander sat at her side, running his hands up and down her arm to provide some measure of comfort. How he had managed to end up holding her, Axel couldn’t honestly answer. It was as if his body moved of its own accord to comfort her, which was only right as one of her mates.

They would care for her and love her for the rest of their days, which would be a long time since shifters lived upward of five hundred years.
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Raz lay as still as possible, but damn the pain was getting to her. They kept sticking things on her wounds and pushing, which hurt even more until eventually she had no choice other than to cry out. Immediately, she was enveloped in that heady scent of earth and leather, and huge arms wrapped around her shoulders in comfort. She was scared—hell, she had been scared most of her life in the cages, but this time she was not only scared but confused. She was trusting a pack of wolves she didn’t know, on whose lands she had trespassed. In shifter society, trespassing meant death, but yet, on the word of the two men giving off those amazing scents, she had calmed and had accepted their help.

Hell, she knew she was dead if she hadn’t. She had lost a lot of blood, too much, and had barely made it to the stream for a small drink. Once she had stopped, she couldn’t make her body move any farther, and until Axel and Xander had come out of the tree line, she assumed she would die there. Now that these two men held her close, Raz could distinguish their scents and realized that the scent of earth came from Axel and the scent of leather from Xander. Both were intoxicating.

Movement caught her eye as more pack members stepped out of the woods, some in their wolf form, others as human. They watched nervously from the edges of the clearing. Raz couldn’t understand why they would be nervous. She couldn’t hurt a fly, and hell, the fly could probably kick her ass right about now.

“Why is your pack nervous? I cannot and will not harm them,” Raz asked the yummy smelling Axel. “And why do the two of you smell so good?” Okay, that last question just popped out, but hell, they did smell good. Christ, I could be bleeding out, and all I want to do is smell them.

Axel gently stroked her hair as he answered. “They are not worried you will attack them, little cat. They are worried for you and your injuries. They do not like to see you hurt. Later, I will explain why Xander and I smell so good to you, when you are safely healing.”

Xander continued to stroke her arm and hair, helping her to relax and stay calm until he asked, “Didn’t your parents explain this to you, love?”

“I don’t remember my parents, only the cages and the guards. No parents.” It was getting increasingly difficult to concentrate and even more difficult to speak.

“Rest now, beautiful, but you must stay awake. We’ll be moving to the pack house as soon as Doc has given us the all clear,” Axel stated calmly, but the anger on his and Xander’s faces was

unmistakable as the two looked at one another. They seemed to be having a conversation, but their lips weren’t moving. She figured she was hallucinating, which wasn’t a good sign.

After a few more minutes and multiple silent conversations that she imagined were being carried on around her, Raz was convinced she’d finally lost her damn mind. The lady, Jamie, held her hand and kept speaking soothing words, telling Raz about the daughter she had saved, and Axel’s pack. Raz was happy she had saved the two little pups, even if she had to sacrifice her own life to do it.

She was getting sleepy, it was hard to keep her eyes open. She could feel her body trying to heal itself, but the damage was so extensive, and she was exhausted. She was pretty sure this had become a losing battle.

Raz consoled herself with the fact that at least she had been free for a little while before she died. She had even been given kindness and had experienced being held by the gorgeous leaders, Axel and Xander.

“No, love, you keep those beautiful eyes open for me, okay?” The hard push of Axel’s order, and the power rolling off of him and Xander, which, for reasons that didn’t make sense, caused her eyes to clear and open. “Good girl, I’m going to lift you now.”

Wrapped in a soft blanket, Raz felt Axel reach under her shoulders and legs. As he lifted her, she cried out again. Her head swam as pain slammed into her. The huge Alpha cradled her in his arms like she weighed less than a feather pillow. As the pain subsided, Raz became aware of warmth surrounding her and opened her eyes to see Xander standing close to her other side, effectively pressing her between Axel and himself. In her mind, she could see her cat stretching out on her back, completely content at being placed between these two men.
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