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      “Oh, my God, Jax! What happened? Are you okay?” Phoebe screamed as she entered the clinic.

      “Yeah, I’m fine,” I grumbled, more embarrassed than hurting at the moment. I was still trying to figure out how I’d made it through two tours in Afghanistan and protected some of the most hated Heads of State without so much as a scratch, only to be taken down by a…well, I don’t really know what the hell hit me from behind. But I knew it had fur and a tail, and I was damned sure gonna find out the finer details as soon as they let me out of my bed.

      “Are you sure? When Grant’s guards told me they’d found you unconscious in a gulley, I freaked! I just knew there had to be some mistake. You never get hurt. You’re the most sure-footed person I know. What happened? Tell me.”

      “Are you gonna take a breath so I can answer at least one of your questions?” Yeah, I was being an asshole. It wasn’t Phoebe’s fault I’d busted my ass, but my pride was wounded and thankfully, she knew me well enough not to take my nastiness personally. Her cocked eyebrow and the way she rolled her eyes said if I hadn’t been lying on a stretcher in the clinic she’d have kicked my butt, or given it her best try. For the first time since waking up on a gurney feeling like a fool, I smiled.

      My adopted sister gave me the hurry up sign, so I told my story as quickly as I could. “As for what happened, I seriously have no clue, Sis. I was walking on the far side of the Pride’s lands, heading to the bluffs, when I heard something or someone whining in the direction of the forest.”

      Living with a pride of Feline shifters can really change your perspective on somethings versus someones. I’ll explain in just a minute.

      “It sounded like they were hurt and in pain, so I headed that way. Swatches of light brown fur were mixed in with a humongous mess of brambles and thorns. It looked like the poor cat was stuck tight, and from the way it was squirming around in there, he/she was just making a bad situation worse. I hollered out for it to stay still so I could run and get some help. Leaving the poor thing all hung up like that sucked, but I had nothing but my little pocket knife with me. I hadn’t planned on doing anything other than sitting on the cliffs and watching the tide come in.”

      “Something you’ve been doing a lot of lately,” Phoebe grumbled under her breath.

      Hurrying on, trying to avoid lecture two hundred and thirty-two concerning my lack of participation in the activities of the Pride Leòmhann, I went on. “I took off running towards the castle to get help. I’d made it less than a quarter of a mile when something that felt like a fur covered rocket hit me in the back of the knees. I caught a flash of tan fur as my feet were flying over my head in the only back aerial I’ve ever performed in my life. The last thing I saw before my head made contact with a small boulder was the dark tip of a big cat’s tail. When I woke up, I was here with the doc over there poking and prodding my head and leg. She says my leg’s broken, so I’ll be sporting a cast for about a month, and I have a few stitches here and there, but I’m fine.”

      Phoebe was biting her bottom lip, and I knew from the look in her eyes she was scared but trying to hide it. Her hand shook as she wrapped two fingers around my much larger index finger and squeezed. It was something she’d been doing since we were kids trying to survive one foster home after another. I saw tears in her eyes and knew it was time to make a joke. I can handle anything and I mean anything—land mines, enemy insurgents, an empty beer fridge—but no way can I deal with tears, especially Phoebe’s. I‘ve spent the better part of my life keeping that girl from crying, and there was no way I was going to be the reason it happened now.

      “And the best part is the guys that carried me in said I didn’t even crack the rock or break the hill I fell down.”

      I watched her fight not to smile, so I added another quick one for good measure. “And bonus…you get to take care of me because you lurve me.”

      She smiled one of her big, cheesy grins and even giggled like when she’d had pigtails. It warmed my big-brother heart. I opened my mouth to give her just a little more of my quick wit when the doors to the clinic flew open and in came the King of Lions, and the ruler of every other feline shifter too, running like his mane was on fire in his Italian loafers and custom tailored suit. Every nurse, doctor, and staff member snapped to attention as Grant made his way to my bedside, and more importantly for him, his wife, or I guess I should call her his mate—my sister, Phoebe.

      You see Phoebe is the ‘Not Quite’ Phoenix Queen of legend. That is to say, she’s the queen of all the bird shifters and a phoenix shifter herself. She can call this amazing fire for protection, or whatever she wants to do with it, I guess. But no matter how hard she tries, she can’t transform into an actual phoenix, hence the ‘Not Quite’ part. My dear little sister has gotten as far as a few tufts of down in her long red curls and behind her ears but I’ve yet to see any real feathers. As for flying, well let’s just say it’s a good thing Grant has a private jet. Anyway, some old dudes they keep calling ‘The Scribes’ prophesied that Phoebe would meet her mate, the Lion King no less, and together they would replenish both the aviary shifters’ and the lion shifters’ population.

      I know what you’re thinking and I can’t figure it out either. I mean how a lion and phoenix ended up being mates to begin with, let alone are gonna make babies. But these crazy kids try…BUNCHES from the sound of things. I keep thinking my nieces and nephews will be flying cats, but there’s no way in hell I’m ever saying that out loud. And if you breathe one word of what I just said, I’ll kill ya, dispose of the body, and no one will ever find you. I can do it. I’ve got skills. I’ve been trained by the best. I’m a marine.

      Well, she met Grant Hollingsworth, and after a seriously FUBAR situation, they were married. With both of them being royalty, they had to decide whether to live in Crete at Phoebe’s castle or in Scotland at Grant’s.

      Real people problems these ain’t!

      After more discussion than I ever care to relive, they struck
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