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        Hundreds of years ago, a group of Alaskan explorers crossed a glacier in search of their fortune. When the storm blew in, the ice was their only refuge. But they found more than they expected deep inside that glacial cave.

      

        

      
        A gift.

      

        

      
        A curse.

      

        

      
        A secret.

      

        

      
        Whichever it was, they emerged as more than human.

      

        

      
        They emerged as Alaska Alphas.
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        Welcome to the world of Aurora Shifters, where magic comes to life beneath the northern lights, and the wilderness isn't the only place to find fur and fangs.

      

      

      About Aurora Shifters: We are a collaboration of Alaskan authors who decided to put our own Arctic spin on hot paranormal shapeshifters. Look for wolves, bears, moose, ravens, seals, and many, many others. Each book stands on its own, with a guaranteed HEA and no cliffhangers, but be warned—once you read one, you'll want them all.
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      The wind tore at Donal Grayer’s exposed cheeks and bit through his gloves. He’d gotten them wet two hours ago, and I almost froze his fingers were almost stiff. They needed to find shelter.

      He tipped his head back and stared at the night sky. Blue and green lights swirled in the darkness, interrupted at random moments by splashes of red and purple. He’d lived his entire life in Alaska and had never seen an aurora this complex, this alive. The moving ribbon of light reflected off the endless snow, seeming to create almost physical forms.

      Donal shook off the eerie sensation. His original companions had been superstitious and refused to continue following the remnants of tracks deeper into the darkness. Meeting up with Tate and Adriaen had been pure luck. 

      Hopefully, they hadn’t just met only to die together.

      “We have to get out of this wind,” Donal said. He couldn’t resist glancing up at the dancing lights.  

      “Not frightened of the aurora, are you?” Adriaen asked, the Russian trader’s thickly accented voice humming with sarcasm.

      Donal shook his head. “Not frightened. Respectful. My grandfather says the lights are the spirits of the animals we have killed.”

      He’d been raised by his white mother but had spent several winters with his paternal grandfather. He didn’t fit with the people of his grandfather’s village on the Yukon River. He didn’t fit into the white world either, which left him in the empty space between.

      The multi-colored lights played over the face of his companions, as if daring Donal to look up again, but he swallowed the urge. His grandfather had never quite explained if he meant the animals were coming back for revenge. He shook off the idea. There were no animal spirits in the sky.

      Jonathon Tate, Donal’s other new companion, made a broad gesture at the flat expanse of snow broken only by thin willow saplings and short, ragged black spruce. “We won’t find shelter among these twigs,” he shouted over the wind. The prospector said he’d been living in this area for a few months and was the one who’d alerted them to the huge white caribou leading a herd across the valley. “Move closer to the glacier.”

      “Closer to the ice?” Adriaen questioned, the wind ripping the words from his lips. “We’re cold enough.” He wrapped the seal skin coat a little tighter around him. Adriaen was part of the Russian fur trade. His trip this far inland was to see what other opportunities he could find. He’d convinced Donal going after the caribou could be lucrative.

      “The glacier might have caves,” Tate shouted again. “We can at least escape the wind.”

      And the lights, Donal silently added.

      Tate maneuvered down an incline onto the expanse of snow at the base of the pale wall of ice. He moved with solid determination, so Donal took a breath and followed. If nothing else, moving helped keep him warm. Their boots crunched as they moved across the solid, snow-covered ice. Keeping Tate’s broad shoulders in view as they moved between wind-scoured ridges, he noted that the man’s clothes appeared thinner than Donal’s or Adriaen’s, yet Tate seemed impervious to the cold. 

      Tate paused and pointed to a darker spot in the craggy ice wall. “There.” 

      The lights flashed brighter overhead, reminding Donal of a fireworks display he’d once seen at a politician’s speech. He tensed, waiting for embers to fall. None did. The aurora remained in its place, glowing brighter as they drew closer to a narrow indent in the ice. It didn’t look like it would give three grown man's much cover.

      As they drew closer, Donal realized the alcove was wider than he’d imagined, opening into a tunnel. Despite the darkness, the northern lights glowed, shining through the ice.

      Adriaen paused at the mouth and pulled a torch from his pack, lighting it with a flint and steel. The flame guttered, threatening to go out. “We should go deeper. Out of the wind.”

      The floor was littered with broken stones embedded in the ice, as if the glacier had chewed them up and spit them out, but they made for decent footing as the men moved inside. They had to hunch over to keep from bumping their heads on the low ceiling. Out of the wind, the torch pushed back the rainbow colors of the aurora, illuminating icy blue walls and a tunnel sloping upward. Adriaen and Tate followed it, taking the light with them.

      Donal hesitated, but finally took up the rear. He didn’t care for enclosed spaces, and the strange groaning coming from inside the ice made him shiver with more than cold. Like the aurora, the glacier felt alive, but he wasn’t about to express his superstitions to his companions. He lost track of how many times they turned, but finally the tunnel opened into a wide cave.

      Stretching his aching back, Donal took his first full breath since they’d entered the glacier. Their torchlight reflected off the walls, but the smoky orange glow was overwhelmed by the bright colors shining overhead through the ice. The aurora filled the cavern, dancing across the jagged ice walls and illuminating a few scattered boulders.

      The temperature in here seemed higher by several degrees, enough they all felt they could remove their outer layers. Donal shoved his gloves in his pockets and sought a dry place to lay his coat. That was a challenge. They were in a glacier, after all. But there were a few scattered boulders that would be better than bare ice.

      A thin, steady stream of water trickled from the ceiling into the center of the cave. It dripped onto an enormous flat stone embedded in the floor before rolling off it and disappearing into the ice beneath.

      Adriaen moved closer, tipping his head and clearly preparing to drink.

      “Wait.” Tate’s voice bounced off the walls. Somewhere deep in the belly of the glacier, the ice groaned.

      “Why?” Adriaen glared at the prospector from beneath bushy eyebrows, chin still tilted toward the stream.

      “I don’t know. This feels… strange.”

      Donal nodded, echoing Tate’s concern. The space felt prepared. As if it had been waiting for someone. Them?

      “Strange or not, I’m thirsty.” Adriaen leaned in and opened his mouth. As he drank, the lights above them turned almost fully blue. He took two mouthfuls then stepped away, staring at the other two, practically daring them to follow his lead. “See? It’s fine.”

      Brushing off the strange atmosphere, Donal stepped forward. His canteen had been empty for hours, and he was thirsty. The lights above them shifted to purple as he caught the cold, clean water in his mouth. His thirst disappeared, but a shiver ran through him as a disturbing chill sank into his bones.

      He backed away from the falling water, wanting to warn Tate away. His mouth opened, but he couldn’t speak. Tate leaned in and took long, slow gulps.  Again the lights changed, illuminating the ice cave in red.

      “I feel strange,” Donal managed to say. His bones ached, like they were trying to grow within his body.

      “Don’t—” Whatever Adriaen was prepared to say turned into a bark. Donal stared, his mouth dropping open as the big Russian shrunk and fell to the floor, his body changing. Cries bounced off the walls as his skin turned brown and sleek. His hands and arms flattened out and became flippers. His face stretched forward. Whiskers popped from the sides of his nose.

      Holy God above.

      A seal. Adriaen had turned into a seal.

      The fur trader made another noise, a demand.

      “What—?” The question caught in Donal’s throat as pain lanced every muscle in his body. He fell to his hands and knees as the bones and muscles within his flesh ripped and tore. Heat surged through his core. He closed his eyes and clenched his teeth, holding back a scream, praying for the pain to pass.

      Finally, he felt stable—like himself and yet not. He dragged in several more breaths but kept his eyes shut, sensing a change but too tired to do anything about it.

      He didn’t know how long he rested there before the irritated bark of a seal and the guttural croak of a raven snapped him back. He opened his eyes and looked up. A raven screeched and flew around the cave before landing on the ice near Donal. How had the bird gotten inside the cave? Donal turned his head, looking for his companions, but couldn’t find them from his position on the rock-strewn ground.

      “What happened?” Donal called out. Or that’s what he wanted to call out. The sound came out a yelp and a whine. He shook his head, confused at the noise. He stood and stared down at his paws. Paws? Why did he have paws? “What the hell?” he barked.

      He lifted his hand, but the shirt bound his shoulders. Panic surged through his core. He snapped at the sleeve, desperate to be free. The material tore beneath his teeth. His trousers dropped off his hips and fell in a pile. He clawed at the shirt, satisfied when the cloth ripped. The tattered pieces still clung to his shoulders, but he no longer felt constrained.

      The bird screamed its displeasure. The seal barked. Donal mirrored the sound, desperate to make his confusion known, make himself understood.

      Donal pushed himself to his feet—paws—and stalked the room, searching for the exit, needing to run, needing to get away from this terrifying place. But the narrow tunnel that led outside had vanished.

      He tipped his head back and howled. The mournful sound echoed back to him. 

      Though they couldn’t understand each other, Donal recognized the fear in the others. Adriaen, his seal form awkward on land, flailed, searching for the exit while sliding and barking his annoyance. The raven flew at the thick ice, pecking as if searching for a weak spot while Donal stalked the small room.
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