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        When a pulse of magic swept through Whitby, Lyra, ordinary werewolf and barmaid of the Moonlight Inn, found herself the most desirable wolf in the country. With rogue wolves coming miles to claim her as their mate, Lyra was left with one option: claim her own mates before the rogues took the choice from her.

      

      

      

      
        
        In the rainforest pocket world where Lyra and her pack shifted, she bonded with her three pack members: Cas, the burly, protective Polish alpha; Jack, the muscular, attentive intellectual, and Gray, the wild wolf joker of the pack and Lyra’s best friend.

      

      

      

      
        
        But even with three mates, Lyra didn’t escape the hunt of the wolves, and a bigger problem presented itself. Each night Lyra suffered immense pain as magic built in her blood: the rare ability to travel from place to place, and to heal.

      

      

      

      
        
        When it was revealed that Lyra wasn’t a werewolf but in fact a shifter—and a royal shifter at that—Lyra’s problems only grew. Rogues were still drawn to claim her, but so too were those who wanted to protect her. Nico, a borzoi hound shifter cursed by wicked shifter Lords, joined her pack. When Lyra cleansed him of the black curse twisted around his heart—yet another new power—Nico explained that shifters should have only one magic. And that with three powers, Lyra possessed the Goddess’s Touch, an ancient magic.

      

      

      

      
        
        As Lyra cleansed Nico—and glowed—an old pack member witnessed them: Royal, who left the pack a year ago, and who Lyra accidentally slept with. Twice.

      

      

      

      
        
        And now he was here to stay.
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      The sound of Lyra shouting at Cas was clear through the living room door. I settled a heavy look on Royal, the subject of the argument, who had turned up half an hour ago, witnessed my mate doing something … godly, and walked into the cottage like he owned the place. Here, apparently, to stay.

      He was pack—he had been, at least, before he’d walked out—but I didn’t trust him as far as I could throw him. He’d made it through the witch shields around the cottage but that didn’t mean much. I didn’t like the way he’d looked at Lyra, and I didn’t like the way he’d spoken to my alpha so disrespectfully.

      Gray kicked a chair out and spun it around, sitting on it backwards and resting his elbows on the top. “I don’t buy it.”

      Royal turned a baleful look on Gray. “I wouldn’t expect you to get anything, Vinny. You never could keep up with me, too slow in here.” He tapped his head, and I was a second away from jumping across the table and strangling him. Nobody spoke to my pack that way.

      Even if I’d rather not provoke an altercation, a growl built in my chest. But I didn’t have to do anything, because Royal didn’t know me—I saw him glance at my bare arms, bulging where they rested on the table top. He didn’t need to know my muscles were more for aesthetic purposes. I could use them the same as if I’d built them up for violent reasons.

      “Call me that again,” Gray seethed, a flash of wildness in his eyes, “and I’ll rip your fucking throat out.”

      “Aw, don’t be like that, Vinny. I was only—” He cut off with a gurgle as a thin, silver knife whipped around and pressed to the column of his bronze throat. At some point, the living room door had opened and Lyra had crept into the kitchen. She still had the sword strapped to her back, her long black hair as straight as the blade itself, and her leather jacket and furious glare made her look fearsome, a warrior not to be crossed.

      “Talk to my mate like that again, and I’ll kill you. He goes by his surname and you damn well know it.”

      Royal went still. I saw the emotion slice through his eyes because I was watching him so closely, but it was gone before I could name it. “Wow,” he laughed. “You mated Gray? I knew you were close but … wow.”

      Lyra removed her knife from his throat and tapped the sharp edge of his cheekbone with the tip. He didn’t move an inch. “I mated Gray, and Jack, and Cas, and if you have one vicious word to say about any of them, you can take your worthless arse out the door and stay out.”

      “Lyra,” Cas scolded. “You are not worthless, Royal.”

      I barked out a laugh. He hadn’t complained about anything else she’d said. Sometimes I fucking loved our alpha. It was a hit to my masculinity to admit that, even in my own head, but I did love him. He’d taken me in—he was family. I loved him like I’d loved my sister.

      I flinched away from that thought, focussing back on the asshole across the table. This wasn’t going to end the same way that had. My pack accepted me. They were good, loyal people.

      “Fine,” Royal bit out. “I’m sorry, Gray. Lyra.”

      She flicked her knife away and stalked to a chair at the head of the table, hanging her sword on the finial and lounging across the seat like a deadly animal. A panther, playing with her prey. I watched her and knew my eyes were hungry.

      “I repeat,” Gray said, a growl in his voice. “I don’t buy it. You didn’t come here because you were worried. What do you want?”

      But Royal was silent, and I was still watching my mate. I saw the moment something hit her, some understanding.

      “Royal,” she said, much softer. “You’re lone. Why the fuck wouldn’t you come back? We didn’t kick you out—you left.”

      He laughed, a bitter, pained thing. “Oh, I had to leave. Trust me.”

      “You were in trouble, then,” she said, her lips twisted. Disappointed in him but not surprised. “Someone was after you. What did you owe?”

      Royal’s eyes flashed. “Not like that, asshole.”

      My hackles raised at the insult, and I watched Cas, Nico, and Gray react the same way, but Lyra just snorted and shrugged. “Whatever.”

      “Why did you come back?” Cas asked. “You are welcome, but this is bad time in Whitby. It isn’t safe.”

      “Yeah, well, Chelmsford wasn’t that fucking fun, either.” Royal scowled at the table top, tracing a word etched in the surface. I squinted and saw it was his own name, carved by a knife’s edge. “I wasn’t lying. I caught Lyra’s scent and thought, ‘that’s fucked up, I’d better check everything’s fine.’”

      “It isn’t,” Lyra put in bitterly, but with a twist to her lips.

      Royal shrugged. “I’m not here for whatever you think.” For a split second I waited for his shoulders to hunch but the opposite happened; he straightened, clenching his hands into fists and glaring. I met his scowl with a look flat enough to intimidate. “But whatever, I can see you’re all fine. I’ll piss off now.”

      “Your room is taken,” Cas said carefully. “And Nico sleeps on sofa.”

      “Yeah, no problem.” Royal got to his feet, his jaw tense and hands shoved in his jeans pockets. “I’ll go back. Nice seeing you, et cetera.”

      Lyra expelled a great heaving sigh. To my surprise, her eyes flicked to me. “Can I sleep in with you?”

      I nodded instantly. “Of course.”

      “Right then.” She scowled at Royal, her mouth pursed as if at the distaste of doing a nice thing. I almost laughed. “You’ve got a bed for the night. Abra-fucking-cadabra.”

      Royal snorted, dropping his gaze to the table, but this time I didn’t miss the fondness in his eyes. And my wolf would have snapped its jaws in threat if it could, because there were feelings there. Beneath his asshole exterior, Royal felt something for Lyra.

      “Whatever,” he muttered. Then forced himself to add, “Thanks.”

      Lyra nodded.

      For a long moment, we sat in silence. And then Cas opened the cupboard above the sink and got out a small army of glasses. “Drink?”

      Lyra groaned, making grabby hands. “Fuck yes.”
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      “I hate you,” I growled at Nico as he easily folded his tall, lithe body into a yoga pose and gave me an expectant look. His long white hair was tied back, exposing his pretty, delicate features, and the loose cotton shirt and exercise pants oddly suited him. I half expected his ears to be pointed, he looked so much like an elf. My eyes strained to his collarbones, bared by the V neck of his shirt, before I dragged my eyes away.

      “You need to empty your mind and calm your body before we can begin,” he patiently explained.

      “You sound like a new age dickhead,” I patiently explained back. “Do I look like an incense and meditation type of girl?” I gestured at my cut-off jean shorts, my tattoos, and the knife strapped to my thigh. Then again, I’d learned not to stereotype thanks to the witches of Whitby, none of whom looked like the old fashioned or the modern witches I’d come to imagine. No broomsticks either, as far as I’d seen.

      “Meditation has no type,” he replied with a twitch of a smile. “It’s for all people. Just sit down, Lyra, stop thinking and moving and worrying for a few minutes.”

      I grumbled but sat cross-legged on the wind-tossed grass by the cliff’s edge, the setting sun staining the field orange. My legs were covered in goose bumps already and I’d be frozen in a few minutes but that was probably my fault for not wearing more appropriate clothing. I shut my eyes, huffed out a breath, and said, “Now what?”

      “Just breathe, Lyra,” he coached. I pressed my lips together to stop further insults—I was unsettled and nervous and taking it out on Nico. It wasn’t his fault I never knew I had power and was uneasy to learn more about it. And what Nico had said after I’d cleansed the curse from his system, after I’d glowed... I didn’t want to think about the word godliness. I wasn’t a goddess. I was just Lyra, werewolf and barmaid.

      Except I wasn’t a werewolf. I was a shifter, and a near-extinct one. And my parents had been royalty. And kept secrets I still hadn’t uncovered and wasn’t sure if I wanted to.

      “Stop thinking, Lyra,” Nico said calmly. “You’re too worried—you need to calm.”

      “Easy for you to say,” I snapped, and wished I hadn’t. I took a deep breath, threw my shoulders back, and focussed on the brush of wind along my body, on the scent of the sea and the sounds of the water shifting, the trees creaking along the road in the distance, and a car zooming down the winding street, heading home from work probably.

      “Good,” Nico praised, and I wanted to tell him to fuck off because a glow lit in my belly at the approval. “Keep breathing slowly, Lyra.”

      I did as he instructed, listening to the trees and the wind, inhaling the scents of sea and pack and the rainforest tang of our pocket world. And gradually, the tension in my shoulders dropped, and I swear more air trickled into my lungs than normal.

      “There’s a tingle in your palms—feel it, concentrate on it.”

      I was a second away from telling him he was wrong, and mad, but then I felt it, like pins and needles, a watered-down version of the stabbing the moon fired into my blood. I focussed on the warm, tingling feeling and kept breathing evenly, not allowing my mind to drift for one damn second to the fact I could feel my magic.

      “Let’s focus on your travelling for today, since that was the power that manifested first.”

      “You sound like a stuffy schoolmarm,” I sniped, but kept my breathing steady. The wind traced a shiver from my hair down my spine. I couldn’t sit here in the freezing cold for much longer.

      Nico ignored me. “Hold onto that tingling in your palms and picture the inside of the cottage—picture your room, your bed. You have to really want to be there, Lyra. Feel it and want it with all of you.”

      I tried to do as he said, and as another gust of wind rushed over me and I shook hard, it wasn’t difficult to want to be inside.

      I peeled my eyes open and—growled in frustration, scowling at Nico. “This isn’t gonna work.” I threw a hand at the sky around us, the light practically gone. “I’m gonna be out here until fucking midnight.”

      Nico looked at me evenly. “I wouldn’t expect it to work on the first try.”

      I ground my teeth. “Nice of you to tell me that.”

      “Lyra.” His voice softened. “It’s okay—just keep trying.”

      “If you say practise makes perfect I’m going to castrate you.”

      He blinked his black eyes in surprise but then warm amusement filled them. “Two more attempts, then we’ll go back inside. This was never going to be easy, Godliness or not.”

      I wanted to snap again but I looked into his steady eyes and nodded. Two more tries wouldn’t kill me. Unless I got hypothermia. I needed to do this quickly. A cloud passed overhead and I tensed as the moon was revealed in slow increments, but the prickling didn’t stab into me and I relaxed. Looked like I was over the worst of it.

      I closed my eyes and picked out the sounds and smells of the cliff, settling back into the calm state and wishing really hard that I was inside where it was warm. I pictured myself on my bed, bundled up in the covers, with the central heating turned up high. I inhaled, flexed my hands as the tingling warmth grew, and asked, “What now? I just keep trying?”

      When Nico didn’t answer, I peeled my eyes open. “Holy fuck,” I swore, and shuddered for an entirely different reason than being out in the cold. I sat on my bed, the walls of my room secure around me. A minute later, Nico pushed the door open and gave me a grin.

      “You were using the cold against me,” I accused.

      “I may have noticed you hate being cold,” he replied, leaning against the doorjamb. His silver-blond hair obscured half his face as it fell forward but I didn’t miss the look of fierce pride. And I felt proud of myself too. It sent a thrill through me and I scrambled off the bed, grabbing a thick jumper held together at the shoulders with safety pins and swapping my shorts for dark jeans. Nico made a sound in the back of his throat and spun so fast that I laughed, but I kind of liked that he gave me privacy.

      “You can turn around now,” I told him, amused. “I’m fully dressed.”

      He made another sound, maybe embarrassed. I gave him a grin, strapping my knife back on over my jeans. I wouldn’t go without one, not since Gray, Cas, Jack, and I were attacked. I had three on my person right now. Better safe than sorry.

      “So what next?” I asked, crossing the room to stand before him. He was at least six foot two, so even though I was tall for a woman, he still towered above me and I had to tip my head back to meet his black eyes.

      His expression turned contemplative. “You don’t have any problems travelling. That,” he said, giving me a sharp look, “was uncommonly easy. I expected us to be out there for at least three more nights. You must have a natural aptitude for it.”

      I shrugged. “Or I’m just good at everything.”

      He snorted, the cutest fucking sound ever. I wanted, very suddenly, to grab his head, bring his face down to mine, and kiss him. But I resisted the impulse since we weren’t technically mated yet and it would feel … wrong. A betrayal to my mates, even though we all knew Nico would be my mate too.

      “You’re not good at everything,” Nico said with a laugh. “Don’t expect everything to be that easy.”

      I just shrugged. “So what’s next?”

      “Healing is not an option,” he mused, “as I’m not prepared to hurt anyone. And the sacred light will only present itself when a person or object is badly tainted.”

      “Which leaves what?” I couldn’t think of anything.

      “Which leaves a series of tests all shifters take when we start to develop. Usually, we’re testing for one magic but since you’re Goddess touched—”

      “Got it,” I said, grabbing his arm and pulling him away from my bedroom and the godliness topic. “Let’s go.”
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      I practised with Nico for two hours, cross-legged on the front room floor opposite him, and nothing happened. Not one damn thing. Nico’s theory was my power only presented when I badly wanted something to happen—and that travelling, as he’d said before, was my natural ability. As in, the one I’d have if I only had one form of shifter magic. Instead I had … we didn’t even know how many. Time would tell, I guess.

      At night I did shifts at the Moonlight and during the day, I trained with Nico. My palms always tingled and heated but nothing happened except I honed my ability to poof from place to place. I was pretty pleased with that talent since it meant I could run from anyone trying to murder-abduct me, but Nico said I hadn’t scratched the surface of my magic. I could tell he was getting frustrated with me but every time I went through the motions of his testing, nothing happened.

      Weeks passed this way, and while I loved the time it gave me with my mates—and Nico, our new pack member—the tension in the cottage only grew with Royal there. He didn’t spend time with us, avoided us even at meal times, and it was a bit like living with a ghost. Why he hadn’t left was anyone’s guess. Why I hadn’t thrown him out … I didn’t know.

      A week before the full moon, I walked into him. Literally. He was lucky I didn’t have a knife in my hand or I’d have stabbed him again. Accidentally, for the second time.

      “Watch where you’re going,” he barked.

      Oh hell no. He didn’t get to talk to me like that in my own damn house. I shoved his chest with the flat of my palm. “Watch it yourself. This is my fucking house, asshole.”

      He bared his teeth, growling.

      I bared my own teeth and snarled back.

      His eyes flashed and he took a step closer, invading my personal space. It was really fucking unfortunate how attractive he was, since the heat and rage rippling from him was enough to excite certain areas of my person. He’s a dick, I tried reasoning with my body. If it could reply it would say, yeah but a damn good one.

      “What the hell do you want, Royal? Why are you here?”

      His laugh was so unexpected, it stunned the snarl from my throat. “You think I know? I’m just here, Lyra, and I’m not going anywhere. Get the fuck used to it.”

      I shoved him again, my heart beating fast in anger. “If you don’t know why you’re here, then leave.”

      He laughed again, a harsh sound. “I’ve tried. I’ve fucking tried, alright? I just end up back here in the goddamn morning.”

      I snapped my mouth shut, going still. “What?”

      He shrugged, crossing his arms
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