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      Welcome to the Witch Shifter Clan!

      Three sisters. Three powerful hybrids. One unforgettable bond.

      A spellbinding paranormal romance collection full of fated mates, magical secrets, and swoony Shifter heroes.

      They were born rare—hybrids of Witch and Shifter blood, bound by destiny and the magic in their veins. But fate doesn’t make things easy.

      FIRE WOLF

      Martina Harbor returns home expecting birthday cake—not a mate-hungry Wolf who insists she belongs to him. After a lifetime of hiding who she is, can she risk trusting the Pack again… or her own heart?

      SNOW FOX

      Nova Harbor is a brilliant scientist with a body that gets more attention than her mind. She’s sick of being underestimated—especially by arrogant Lion agent Asher Donnelly. But when they’re forced to work together on a deadly case, sparks fly—and so do claws.

      RIVER DRAGON

      Sybil Harbor is used to feeling like the odd sister out. Then she meets a mysterious stranger who awakens something ancient and dangerous inside her. But Percy Calloway has a secret, and his betrayal could destroy her—unless love transforms them both.

      Emotional, gripping, and full of fated mate heat, The Witch Shifter Clan trilogy delivers steamy urban fantasy romance with fierce heroines, broody Shifters, and heart-pounding adventure.

      Magic. Mates. Mayhem. Get ready to fall for the Harbor sisters—one wild, wicked love story at a time
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        To the leaders,

        It’s not easy being the one everyone looks to, but know this: you are seen, and you are important. The ones who follow know you and love you. Even when you’re a hard ass. So don’t doubt yourself and don’t ever let up. We need you.

        xoxo,

        your devoted followers
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        Secrets. Magic. Forbidden Passion. This Wolf is breaking all the rules!

      

        

      
        With her thirtieth birthday fast approaching, Martina Harbor is coming home to celebrate the day she shares with her two sisters. Little does she know her big brother and his mate have invited the whole dang town to join in the festivities.

        Things might have changed with the local Wolf Pack, but after spending her entire life hiding what she is from the very Shifters she’s eating cake with has Martina more than a little confused. Is she just supposed to forget about the past?

        Why were her siblings okay with this? And who the heck was the hunky guy who kept sniffing her whenever she walked past?

        Could someone explain what the actual heck was going on?

        Mitchell Truman is a Wolf Shifter comfortable in his own skin. Happy go lucky, that’s his vibe. He had friends, money, and was always a shoe in with the ladies. But one look at Martina Harbor and his bachelor days are a thing of the past! He knows she belongs to him. With his inner beast scratching against his skin, there is no doubt in his mind the female is his fated mate. But there’s more than meets the eye with this fiery Wolf.

        Will Martina brush Mitchell off, or will they light fires together?
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      Harbor House. About twenty years ago…

      Nova beckoned me and Sybil to her side. She showed me the piece of paper, and I felt my magic and my Wolf tremble. This was important. She ran inside to where Davian and Erryn waited for us, and Sybil and I followed, our hands clasped together.

      “It’s gotta be a secret for a while, but what do you think?” she asked, blue eyes wide and bright.

      She turned the paper around, and everyone fell silent. Sketched out with unerring perfection were Davian and Erryn at the center of the image, with me, Sybil, and Nova behind them. Behind all of us were our animals. A Badger Mountain Lion Hybrid for Erryn, a Wolf for me, a Snow Fox for Nova, and an awesome River Dragon for Sybil. Swirling lines surrounded us to represent Davian’s magic.

      Beneath the drawing, in perfect script, were the words Witch Shifter Clan.

      “Wow, Nova!” I exclaimed.

      “That’s amazing! But why am I so short?” Sybil asked.

      “You are short, though.” Nova frowned.

      “Nova,” Davian said in a hushed whisper, and walked to take the paper from her. “This is beautiful.”

      “You think so?”

      “Yes, I do. We’ll get it framed and hang it up in our training room, so no one accidentally sees it, okay?” he asked.

      Nova nodded.

      “Erryn? What do you think?”

      “I think it is perfect,” Davian’s new mate said.

      I liked Erryn. In fact, I had named her. She felt big to me, important. Wolf liked her, so I did too.

      Witch Shifter Clan.

      That was what Nova had named us, and something about it made my insides warm and my Wolf howl with joy. This was a good thing. I just knew it. And someday it would be everything. My Wolf growled softly inside of me, and though I had yet to meet her, it made me smile that she agreed with the sentiment. The Witch Shifter Clan was important.

      I slept that night in the same room as my sisters, with Davian and Erryn in the bedroom they shared, and for the first time my magic and my Wolf were content. It would not always be that way. My animal and my powers often fought on another.

      Harbor House was the first place we ever belonged, and I knew it was one of those special places I’d read about in one of the many books lining the shelves in the reading room Mama Anne had set up for us when we were kids.

      It would always be the place I came back to. Mama Anne built Harbor House for supernatural runaways and delinquents. Those of us who were unloved and unwanted. But it was so much more than a soft spot to land. It was home. My first home. Just as much as Davian, Erryn, Nova, and Sybil were my home.

      I would leave there someday. That was inevitable. But Harbor House would stay with me. The place, the memories, that feeling of belonging. They would always be special to me. Just like the drawing Nova did of us.

      Witch Shifter Clan.

      That was our name. It was where I belonged. And someday everything would fall into place. I didn’t know what that meant, but my child’s heart felt it with the absolute surety only an innocent could claim. I had things to do yet. Adventures to go on and experiences to have. But home would always be there waiting. Just like Mama Anne said.

      Harbor House would always be my home.
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      “Fuck a duck,” I muttered and kicked the flat on the brand new Tesla Model Y I borrowed from Phillip.

      Phillip was sort of my boyfriend. We’d been dating on and off for six months, and our relationship sort of felt like a hamster on one of those spinning wheels. In other words, we were always moving but never really going anywhere.

      Phillip was easy on the eyes, smart and not at all needy. He’d just made partner in the law firm we both worked for and was busy with a sudden influx of added responsibilities. I was happy for him. Really, I was. He worked hard and earned the job. Besides, changes were coming for me. Changes I hadn’t shared with anyone. Not yet.

      I’d been thinking about this thing with Phil for days now, mulling it over. No, I was not mad about his dedication to his job. In fact, I really didn’t care. It was just, his sudden promotion was the reason I was headed home alone. Typically, we accompanied each other at family events. But this was just another indication of where we were going, in separate directions.

      I hadn’t told Phil what I was planning, and I doubted he would approve. It didn’t matter. I would do what I felt I needed to do with or without him. I didn’t need permission from any man to follow my path, much less a man who spent more time on his skin care routine than he did on making sure I came. I mean, really. Who the fuck did that?

      Reminded of my sexual frustrations, I growled and grabbed my cell phone, calling the insurance company to send a tow. Fucking Tesla. Electric cars might be the wave of the future, but for all their gas saving blah blah blah, they still used rubber tires. And as I just found out, running over six-inch-long rusty nails were hazardous to all vehicles, regardless of all the fancy tech shit.

      So there I was, an hour late to my own damn birthday party and stuck on the Garden State Parkway just two exits away from my hometown. At least I had heat. I checked the temperature gauge and frowned. Sixteen fucking degrees was too damn cold, I didn’t give a shit what anyone said about majestic blankets of white across forests or winter wonderland photo ops.

      Despite the enormous midnight black Wolf inside me, I did not appreciate winter. Like at all. I turned the heat on full blast, snuggling into the seat as I waited for the tow truck. It was fifteen minutes away, which wasn’t bad. Of course, as soon as I had that thought, the battery light went from green to red and within thirty seconds, the damn car shut down on me.

      “Motherfucker,” I snarled, tapping my long fingernail on the damn thing.

      It was no good. The car was dead. I had no heat. And my phone just chirped, letting me know the tow truck was delayed, and I’d be sitting there for the next two hours if I didn’t do something. Gritting my teeth, I called my brother.

      “You’re late,” he said jovially, and I could just picture the goofball smiling wide as he scolded me.

      “I’m stuck,” I countered.

      “Are you safe?” Erryn asked, having grabbed the phone from Davi.

      Her tone was more than concerned, and I knew her eyes were probably glowing purple with her Hybrid beast. God, I missed her! Actually, I missed both of them. Erryn and Davi raised me and our sisters. They were the best people I knew. Caring and protective, but also loving and fun. The two of them were so in sync, I used to stare at them in awe. For the past six years, I lived in Manhattan, and I never came across another couple like them.

      “Yes, I’m fine, Err. Phill’s car just⁠—”

      “That fancy electric thing I told you not to drive?”

      “Yep, that one,” I mumbled, feeling like I was twelve all over again. “Anyway, I got a flat, so it wasn’t the car’s fault,” I grumbled.

      “Then why are your teeth chattering, Marti?”

      I closed my eyes and huffed a sigh. Dammit. Nothing got past Erryn.

      “Because after I got the flat, the car shut down and now, I have no heat. There. You happy?” I barked, trying to stop my teeth from chattering.

      “Of course, I am not happy. Just vindicated,” she replied, and I heard a muffled laugh that told me Davi was listening.

      Ugh. Incorrigible. There was nothing like looking like a fool to make you feel like a child again. I cleared my throat and tried for patience.

      “Why don’t you use magic to fix the flat?”

      “Because, Erryn, as you know, I’d be more likely to make the damn car explode. Besides, fixing the flat wouldn’t matter. The engine is dead!”

      “Still having problems with your powers, pup?”

      I ignored her probing question. I knew she meant well, but I didn’t want to get into it.

      “Am I walking or are you coming to get me?” I asked, finished with this conversation.

      “Stay put, pup. I’ll send someone to get you.”

      Erryn hung up before I could respond to her cryptic statement, and my rumble filled the tiny car. Something was totally up with my Wolf. Ever since the Curse of Natalis had been broken a few years back by a tenacious teenager named Grazi Kelly, I’d been able to communicate with my inner animal faster and clearer than ever.

      But living in the city was hard on Wolf. Hell, it was hard on my magic, too. Truth was, I’d been so busy pretending to be normal with my human boyfriend and my human world job, I’d lost touch with my supernatural self. What was I supposed to do? My entire life, I tried so hard to just fit in. Years of hiding my magic from the Macconwood Wolf Pack had taken its toll. How long could a person live in denial, anyway?

      The sign to Maccon City loomed in the distance, but with Wolf’s help I could read it just fine. A bitter wind shook the idiotic, pretentious automobile, and I shivered, but not because of the cold. Something was coming. A change. And I wondered if I was ready for it.

      My phone buzzed, and I saw a text from Phillip, but I really was not in the mood. He probably got an alert his precious car had stopped working. The man was ridiculous about material possessions. I knew he grew up poor and was proud of how far he came, but sometimes it felt like I was just something else he’d acquired.

      After all, with my Hispanic heritage, my noticeable curves, and my own hard knock life background, far as he knew anyway, I checked off more than a couple of the boxes he needed to appear a super guy. The first time I met him he greeted me with some badly accented Spanish, and I had to tell him I didn’t speak a word.

      That was when he really got interested. I guess I’d had a weak moment, or seven. I mean, Phil was a nice guy, if a little vanilla. He’d been a good listener though, and hearing about how I’d been abandoned and put into foster care, he didn’t judge me. In fact, he seemed to admire how far I’d come. Maybe we were alike in that way, but something was very clear as I sat in his overpriced car a few hours away from where I left him.

      I did not love Phil. Not even a little. What was I doing with this guy? He was human. He knew nothing of my real life. Even the physical aspect of our relationship had taken a huge nosedive. And it wasn’t all that to begin with.

      Shit. I really needed to break up with him. I’d told him in the beginning, this would not be a forever kind of deal. He’d thought I was issuing a challenge, playing hard to get. But he had to know I didn’t love him. And he sure as fuck didn’t love me. We hadn’t even had sex in months! I grabbed my phone and scheduled a reminder for later that week.

      Break up with Phil.

      What? Don’t judge me!

      I was bound to get sidetracked by family shenanigans, and this had to get done. Shivering in earnest, I checked the time. What the heck was going on? Fifteen minutes had passed, and the temperature was dropping.

      I thought about the welcome I would get when I walked into Harbor House and my Wolf perked up. A long while had passed since I’d come home. Ever since Davian and Erryn, my adoptive brother and sister-in-law, had taken to globetrotting, it seemed kind of pointless. Sybil and Nova were busy with their own lives, and I was doing fine with my law career, living in the Big Apple.

      Some life, huh? I was living the dream, or so I told myself. But the truth was my Wolf was out of sorts and my powers were wonky as fuck. The second I got the call from Davian asking me to come home to celebrate the birthday I shared with our two sisters, I knew I was going to say yes.

      How could I say otherwise? My big brother did everything for me. For all of us, really. Davian Harbor was a saint. Okay, maybe not a saint. He was a Witch. But he’d raised Sybil, Nova, and me after our foster mother, Mama Anne, passed away, and that meant a shit ton of sacrifices on his part. He wasn’t perfect, but none of us were, and Davian loved us just the same.

      When Erryn came into our lives—literally from another world—we were struggling a bit. But after they took care of a couple of goons who wanted to hurt us, Davi and Err put all their strength into raising the three of us. But that still wasn’t why I said yes to coming home for a visit.

      It wasn’t out of obligation. No way. That was a copout, and I was not into lying. Not even to myself. I was coming home because I needed to recharge. My life was going according to plan, but lately I had started to wonder—what if the plans were wrong? What if I was supposed to do something besides help wealthy businesses cheat the government?

      Did I mention I worked in corporate law? It was challenging at first and fun, but lately, it seemed to have lost its appeal. My Wolf yearned for something else, and the way I kept setting the sheets on fire at night—because of bad dreams not super smexy times—all pointed to one very obvious thing. I was homesick.

      Our little makeshift family was anything but normal, and that was exactly how I liked things. But coming back to Maccon City? That left me feeling kind of iffy. I had a complicated relationship with the town where the biggest, baddest, and most powerful Werewolf Pack in the entire world had its headquarters.

      See, back in the day, Witches were a big no-no to those guys. The problem was, I was one of those guys. A Werewolf, or Wolf Shifter. But only half. The other half of my DNA was pure Fire Witch. Of course, that sort of magic was something most covens feared, and therefore hated.

      So, there you have it. Outcast on both counts. Hated by Wolves. Feared by Witches. I was left to rot on the outskirts of town, which was exactly where Mama Anne had found me almost thirty years ago to the day. God, I missed her. She was the kindest, most giving person I had ever met. Her example was a strong one, and somehow, I felt that I disappointed her with my life’s choices.

      Before I could get too maudlin, however, an enormous, cherry red pickup truck pulled in behind me and out of the driver’s side came the tallest, widest man I had ever seen. He had a thick scruff of beard covering his face, a skullcap pulled down tight over his head, and a pair of reflective sunglasses covering his eyes.

      Wolf, my inner beast growled, having sensed his animal before I even had time to register, he was coming towards me.

      The stranger wore a thick, hooded sweatshirt. It was one of those brands people who worked outdoors favored, and it molded to his powerful chest and arms perfectly. He had dark blue jeans on his long legs and work boots, and the prints they left on the snow-covered ground had to be at least twice the length of mine.

      “You gonna come out or what?” he asked, his Jersey accent brisk and no nonsense.

      Fuck. I startled hard, grabbing my chest before I remembered myself. Motioning for him to step back, I opened the car door and gasped as the freezing wind whipped against me.

      “Did Davi send you?” I yelled above the noise of the traffic and bitter January weather, and the man nodded.

      He hadn’t backed up a step either, which meant I had to push him a little with my hip to wiggle out of the car.

      “Excuse me,” I mumbled, and the man bent down.

      “What for?” he growled.

      Damn, but that accent of his was so familiar. Jersey natives tended to drop r’s so what for became what faw, and so on. It took me a really long time to get rid of my accent, which was a necessity in the legal world. I bet I’d have it back in an hour, being home.

      Sexy voice. Good body.

      “Oh, just—hey! Did you just sniff me?” I asked, shocked at his bad manners.

      I knew the Macconwood Pack had stopped its ban on Witches and magic, but that didn’t mean I liked this big, strange Wolf sniffing at me like I was a bag of Cheetos, for fuck’s sake.

      “Smell good, sweetheart. Got any bags?”

      “Yes. Two in the back, and I am not your sweetheart,” I growled, stomping my way to his truck.

      I stopped short, certain I heard him say “not yet” but when I glared at him, he totally ignored me. I noted the stenciled logo on the truck door and frowned.

      Truman Contracting LLC? It couldn’t be! Could it? The Truman boys had been in school about the same time as me and my sisters. I’d had a crush on Timothy when I was ten, but this wasn’t him. This man was too big, too dark to be the delicate blond boy I’d once known.

      Didn’t Tim have a brother?

      I gulped. Oh crap. Yep. He had a brother named Mitchell. And I remembered him.

      Mitch Truman had been every teenage girl's dream in high school. If I remembered correctly, he’d played varsity basketball as a starter freshman year. The guys had talent. But he was one of those beautiful, popular boys. The kind who never paid attention to me.

      Now, Nova, she’d had her pick of the boys at Maccon City High, but my sister was ridiculously beautiful. She never dated the Werewolves, though. None of us did. But I wasn’t a teenager, we were not in high school anymore. That meant I had options.

      Wait. What?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO MITCHELL

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      My breath huffed out in streaming clouds, but I was far from cold in the cabin of my truck. With the beast I had inside of me, it was a wonder I didn’t fog up the windows all on my own.

      “Where are you?” I mumbled to myself, checking the sides of the road as I drove carefully, looking for a broken down vehicle.

      Of course, I didn’t know what I was in for when Davian Harbor called me and invited me to his little sisters’ birthday party. I vaguely remembered the girls from back in school. They’d been pretty, smart, and a few years younger than me.

      It was odd to be invited to their party since we weren’t friends, but I owed the man a favor. Davian Harbor was one of those super smart computer guys, and he’d been recommended to me by a member of the Pack after our brand-new top dollar computer system ate all our files. My brother and I own and operate a construction firm, mostly renovations.

      Tim studied architecture in college, as for me, I just liked to work with my hands. Anyway, our system crashed, I called Davian, and he came through for us. So, when he sent the invitation via text, I figured what the hell? I liked parties as much as the next Werewolf.

      Of course, it never occurred to me when he called a second time that I’d be picking up one of the guests of honor on my way to Harbor House. Davian shared her location with me, and I frowned. The woman had gotten stuck with her car just a few miles away from the house. She could have shifted and ran home—I knew they were all Shifters, the sisters, having gone to the same school as them even if I was older.

      Maybe she’d been anxious about her luggage. Or the car itself. Females always carried a ton of crap with them. But I had to admit the hoity-toity, super geek ride was not something I had expected from Martina Harbor.

      Sure, I knew electric cars were the future, but what could I say, I was a throwback. I loved the classics. I’d restored my 1972 Chevy C/K and made tons of modifications towards making it more environmentally responsible, as well as comfortable for me and any guests, of which she was the first.

      Talk about a classic. The woman was petite and curvy, with skin that looked as smooth as silk, and a creamy tan complexion I was dying to touch. There was something unusual about this she-Wolf. Oh, I knew what she was, alright, but she didn’t feel like Pack. I’d have to call one of the Wolf Guard, maybe the Pack Beta, Seff, to ask him what he knew about little Martina Harbor.

      I grabbed her bags out of the trunk of that toy car she was driving, shaking my head at her choice of vehicle. Oh well. I didn’t expect her to be perfect. What was I thinking? I didn’t expect anything from her. She was a stranger. I didn’t know her from Eve—my Wolf snarled, and I froze, listening to the beast’s long, drawn out rumble.

      Mine.

      Fuck.

      Elation warred with caution. Mine? Could this tiny, curvy, little female really be mine? It was definitely a possibility, and I was more than open to it. In fact, I had to adjust my dick in my jeans because of how open I was to the possibility that Martina Harbor and I might mean something to each other.

      Grrrr.

      She smelled good. Like cinnamon apples with hot honey drizzled across the top. My favorite dessert. I knew better than to tell her that. Women today didn’t like to be compared to food, but what better compliment was there than that? The fact I was already imagining licking her from head to toe was a testament to the fact I found her absolutely fucking mouthwatering. It was a wonder I didn’t need a bib.

      “Cold?” I asked, noticing her shiver.

      That was odd. She was a Wolf Shifter like me. She shouldn’t be cold enough to shiver unless temps went below zero. I frowned and turned the heat on, not waiting for an answer.

      “Thank you,” she replied stiffly, and I grinned.

      Oh, but she was a feisty one. I recalled Davian saying something about his sisters taking over the world. One was a scientist. The smart one, Nova, I recalled her name from school. One was a social worker. And another was a lawyer.

      One look at little Marti Harbor and I knew which one she was. Everything about her from her expensive clothes and the top dollar luggage she carried with her said big city rich. She was no social worker. She’d been known for her razor sharp tongue back in high school, and it seemed she put it to good use.

      Good for her.

      Pride filled me and I couldn’t stop the shit-eating grin from spreading across my face if I tried. Seriously, for some fucking reason, I wanted to fist pump the air and give a victory shout. This little badass was doing strange things to me, and inside me my chestnut brown Wolf was simply taking it all in.

      “I live on the edge of town, down Devilwood Lane,” she said and told me the directions.

      “I know where Harbor House is,” I replied easily, wanting her to be comfortable with me.

      “Oh. I guess Davian told you where to bring me?” she asked.

      “Your brother sent me, didn’t he?”

      “Yeah. About that, um, thank you.”

      “My pleasure.” It really was. She just had no idea.

      Her warm cinnamon scent filled the cabin of my truck and my Wolf practically fucking purred at how delicious and tempting she smelled. Animal instincts were harder to control on full moon nights, and wouldn’t you know it? It was a full moon tonight.

      The Wolf Moon, actually. Which was kind of a joke around town, seeing as how most of the Macconwood Pack, especially members my age, had grown up playing the online game of the same name created by one of our very own. WolfMoon was still going strong, had its own fandom and everything.

      “By the way, happy birthday,” I said, needing to fill the silence before I did something stupid, like reach for her.

      “How did you know it’s my birthday?” she asked and turned her luminous violet eyes on me.

      Fuck. They were beautiful. More purple than blue. There was something different about those eyes. Special. But maybe that was her Wolf. I knew mine turned gold when my beast was near to the surface, otherwise they were just a muddy hazel color. Nothing like hers.

      “One, I was invited to your party⁠—”

      “Why? We aren’t friends. You don’t even know me.”

      “I would know you anywhere, Martina Harbor,” I said, and my voice was rough with my Wolf.

      She narrowed her eyes, arms crossed across her chest, and damn, but she was cute when she got fired up. My Wolf studied her while I concentrated on driving. Sure, my reflexes were supernaturally enhanced, but January meant ice-slick roads and there were plenty of humans driving two-ton death machines who didn’t have my senses.

      Steady does it.

      “I’m sure Davian put you up to this, but I am not in the market for some pity date, got it?” she growled and this time, she’d shocked me.

      “Pity date? I’ll have you know I am a very well sought after bachelor in Maccon City,” I told her.

      “Oh, I bet, Mr. Truman.”

      “First of all, gross. Mr. Truman is my dad. I’m only like three years older than you. My name is Mitch⁠—”

      “I know,” she said softly, turning her head towards the window.

      But it was too late. I already saw it. A grin was peeking out at the corner of her mouth, and she’d averted her face to hide it. The woman was teasing me. And there went my interest, skyrocketing up a few more notches, as if it needed it. She was intriguing.

      Fiery little badass.

      “We went to school together, didn’t we?”

      “You remember that?”

      “Yes, I remember that. Damn, woman. I wasn’t just a dumb jock back then. Besides, the Harbor sisters were the prettiest girls in town when we were in high school. Not that you grew up too bad,” I added.

      “Well, gee, thanks. I’m speechless,” she replied, and rolled her eyes.

      But her scent told another story. She was nervous, And maybe a little interested. I took the exit and drove slowly, trying to drag out this bit of time we had together. I was becoming more enamored with the woman with every second that passed. It wasn’t unnatural for me to want to prolong this first reunion.

      Score one point for Mitch Truman.

      “Seriously though, weren’t you a senior when we were freshman?”

      “Junior, actually, and your sister was in my AP Calculus class that year. She got top marks, if I recall correctly. Made me feel a little dumb to be honest,” I told her.

      “Hmm. Yeah, Nova makes everyone feel a little dumb. But that’s usually because she looks like a supermodel and has a brain like Einstein,” Martina replied easily.

      I detected no jealousy, or snark like I did whenever my siblings got to chatting about each other. I came from a large family. Four sisters and a brother. In fact, I was pretty sure the Harbor girls were in Tim’s class in grade school.

      “She was definitely smart,” I said, wanting to keep the conversation going.

      “And pretty. I mean, her eyes alone have been known to stop traffic,” Martina said.

      Was she fishing? I inhaled and tried to determine what she was angling for, but she was concealing something from me, and it made my nose less reliable than usual. Hmm. That was odd.

      “Blue eyes, right? Yeah, I remember. I’m partial to purple, myself,” I said in a low voice.

      Take that, I thought with a tiny grin. I didn’t want her getting too comfortable now. Best to keep her on her toes. Her breath caught in her throat, and I pulled to a stop at a red light. Two more minutes till we’d pull up at her door. I turned my head towards her.

      “Shouldn’t you be looking at the road?”

      “Hard to look at anything else with you sitting here.”

      “Yeah, right,” she said and snorted.

      Oh, my God. She actually snorted. Fuck. She was cute.

      “I’m serious. Look at you, Martina Harbor, sitting in my truck all grown up.”

      “What are you talking about? Like you ever wanted me in your truck.”

      “I did. But I was shy⁠—”

      “Okay, I call bullshit.”

      “Yeah, you do that for a living, right?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Isn’t that what it means to be a lawyer? Calling bullshit,” I asked, enjoying the fact I surprised her.

      “Okay. You know who I am and what I do. What else do you think you know about me, Mitch?” she asked, and I could see her moving back, calculations forming in her brain.

      She was an overthinker. Probably had something to do with trust issues. I understood that, not from personal experience, but because I was a thirty-three-year-old man and I didn’t live under a fucking rock. Besides, like my mom always said, anything worth having was worth waiting for and I could be patient.

      I was a Wolf, after all. An apex predator. A natural born hunter, and hunters needed to have an unlimited supply of patience to catch their prey. Not that I thought of Marti as prey—okay, yeah, maybe some small part of me did. But only in a I wanna get to know you better kind of way not the hey, bunny get in my belly way.

      “What else do I know about you? Well, I know I like what I see so far. And I know I want to get to know more about you,” I said.

      “Is that so?” she asked, one eyebrow quirked up.

      She was shivering again, and I wanted to warm her up. In fact, I was desperate to. My growl started slowly, building up inside my chest, and filling the whole damn cab of my truck. Desire and need raced through my veins, and I was hypnotized by her, drowning in the crystalline violet pools of her eyes.

      “Oh, yeah,” I replied.

      A horn honked behind us, breaking the mood. It was all I could do not to leap out of the car and beat that fucker with his steering wheel. I should have kissed her already, but she was skittish, and I wanted more than a stolen moment.

      “So, you still playing basketball?”

      “Ha! So, you do remember me? Okay,” I replied, grinning in earnest now.

      There was simply no stopping it. I liked this woman. I was interested. And I was not afraid to let it show.

      “Hardly,” she muttered, but it was too late for take backs.

      I pulled up outside the long line of cars filing up the driveway of her childhood home, noting with surprise the big party tent set up outside and the loud thrumming of a guitar.

      “Holy shit. What did they do?” she muttered, eyes wide as she leaned forward to get a better look.

      I barked a laugh and shook my head. Looked like the whole Pack was there, and from the sounds of it, everyone was having a good time. The tent was fashioned for outdoors. Heaters were placed strategically throughout, the music was live, and I smelled the mouthwatering scents of food and drink dancing on the air.

      Yep. This was some party, all right. I got out of the truck and went to the passenger side, opening the door for her. She was still stunned and seemed unsure of her next move. So, I stole it from her. I was a Wolf, not a saint.

      I took her elbow and helped her out of the truck and cupped my hand around the back of her neck and crashed my mouth to hers in a hot, rough kiss that left my dick hard and her heart thundering inside her chest. My eyes were glowing gold with my Wolf, their reflection shining in the window of my truck behind her.

      Martina held on to my shoulders, dazed from our kiss, and damn, but that made me feel ten feet tall. I growled and dipped my head again, sniffing her neck before stepping back. Fuck, she smelled good. I needed to distance myself before I pushed too fast, and it was torture, but I managed it, turning around one last time to flash her a Wolfish grin before I vanished inside the tent.

      “Welcome home, Martina Harbor.”
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      “You’re here!”

      Sybil tackle hugged me before I got my bearings. I fell backwards, hopefully denting that asshole’s truck. How dare he? Imagine kissing the hell out of a woman then running off to party. Oh, I saw the fucker. He was dancing with some tall blonde she-Wolf. Not that I should care, but for some reason I did. Even more shocking, I wanted to rip her damn head off.

      “Of course, I’m here,” I growled, hugging Sybil back.

      “Let’s get Nova,” she squealed, grabbing my arm and pulling me forward with more strength than necessary.

      My sister was a badass River Dragon, the only one of her kind as far as I knew. She was super fucking strong, making her petite pixie-like appearance the perfect camouflage. Within seconds, we found Nova in the throng of people, and I was just flabbergasted.

      First, I missed my sisters. We hugged and screamed and kissed and jumped up and down, which was what sisters did. We’d always been connected, if not through our shared birthday, then through our bond as former foster kids who’d grown to depend on each other for anything.

      They had my back, and I had theirs. And dammit, I missed this. Living in New York City was not what I’d hoped. I’d been lonely and cut off from them for too long. My Wolf was sick. I hadn’t told them, but she was. Something was wrong. But being with them, even for just a few minutes was, well, it was magic. I felt better already.

      Tell them, my Wolf urged, but I zipped my lips.

      Now was the time for reunion, not secret telling. Besides, I wanted to feel them out before I mentioned what I was really doing home. There were a lot of moving parts and I wanted to make sure I dotted my i’s and crossed my t’s first.

      “I am so glad to see you,” Nova said, and hugged me tighter.

      “Yeah, you look like shit,” Sybil yelled over the music, and I frowned as ten pairs of Wolf eyes shot a curious glance at me.

      Fucking Shifter hearing.

      “Where’s Davi and Err? And why the fuck is the Pack here?” I growled and felt old angers rise.

      The motherfucking Macconwood Pack had made my life hell when I was a kid. Back when Zev Maccon was the Alpha, he’d outlawed witchcraft and had no use for half-bloods or mixed offspring. Wolves were encouraged to mate with other Wolves, anything else was considered a violation, a weakening of Pack bonds.

      He was a fucking medieval monster, and I hated that prick. It was because of him my parents had given me up. His stupid prejudices against Witches and magic made my childhood hell. I had to hide who I was at every turn. In fact, no one except for family knew I was both a Witch and a Wolf.

      That was my secret. Mine and Sybil’s and Nova’s. Each of us harbored a beast inside, along with our Witch blood. But while Nova and Sybil had their own demons to contend with, mine had been very real and in my face on a daily basis. I had my family, but I was a Wolf without a Pack, and my animal had felt that loss keenly.

      Shit. I’d really messed up everything, hadn’t I? Moving to the city. Dating Phil. What the heck was I doing with my life? My heart stuttered in my chest, and I felt panicked for a moment.

      “Hey, you’re safe, Marti. You’re here with us,” Nova whispered, and I felt her minty magic seep into me, bringing calm and coolness.

      I always thought about things in terms of food. Maybe that was why I had such a fat ass. Seriously though, Nova’s striking beauty was just one of my sister’s attributes. She was a certified genius, worked for some secret government agency as some mad scientist. I always pictured her with goggles and elbow-length gloves, laughing maniacally as she poured chemicals into tiny vials. I know, I know, my imagination was totally fucked.

      “Here, take this,” Sybil said, her blue hair glittering under the disco lights.

      She was so damn cute as she offered me a shot glass of some dark liquid. Of all of us, Sybil had the biggest heart. She’d followed in Mama Anne’s footsteps, becoming a social worker, and helping kids who needed it. I admired the shit out of both of them, and I was proud to be their sister.

      “There you girls are!”

      Davian, our brother, came running towards us and lifted me in a huge bear hug. He squeezed me tight and fuck, I felt like crying. I was so happy to see him. I felt Erryn embrace me on the other side. She smelled like fur and gun oil, as always, and I snorted a laugh through my tears.

      “Good to have you home, little Wolf,” she murmured and kissed my head.

      “More shots!” Sybil yelled and came back with two more for them.

      “Okay, we down them in one, two, three—Happy birthday!” she shouted, lifting her shot into the air.

      Davian, Erryn, Nova, and I did the same. We clinked glasses and everyone cheered as we tossed them back. I still didn’t know why the fuck all those people were gathered to celebrate our birthday in a huge fucking tent outside our childhood home, but for a moment there, it seemed totally normal.

      People came over, clapping hands on our shoulders and wishing us well. There was a live band playing some country cross over and I giggled as a big, lumberjack looking fucker took Nova’s hand and asked her to dance. She looked horrified, but Sybil double-dog dared her, and off she went.

      I laughed and shook my head when Davi tried to drag me onto the makeshift dance floor. The party was jumping. I recognized dozens of people from town. Mostly Wolves, and my chest felt tight again. The Wolf whined, but I shushed her, quieting my beast was just second nature. Chills ran through me, and I felt slightly nauseous.

      Shit. I hadn’t told them yet that there was something wrong with me. Later. I’d get to it later. My gaze drifted over the crowd, landing on a pair of gorgeous hazel eyes. Shit. It was him. Mitch raised his longneck in some sort of a salute, and I offered him a two-fingered wave. I tugged on the bottom of my sweater, crossing my arms when he started to amble towards me.

      Shit. What did one say to a guy who stole a kiss then left immediately after like he was on fire? And he wasn’t. I checked. Besides, my magic was not exactly reliable these days. I suspected my fire had gone out, and to someone with my kind of Witch blood, that was not good. Like at all.

      But I had no time to ponder that with Mitch Truman headed my way. He did one of those long-legged slow walks guaranteed to make the girls turn their heads, and quite a few did. I didn’t even realize I was growling until I saw his eyes widen and that panty-melting grin of his spread across his face the closer he got.

      “Hey, you,” he said, clicking his bottle to my empty shot glass.

      I’d taken four already, and that was pretty much my party limit. Shifters had supernaturally enhanced metabolism, but I was only half Wolf and that meant liquor hit me almost the same as it did normals. Four shots and I was happily buzzed, but not drunk. I didn’t like to be drunk.

      Losing control had never been allowed when we were younger. Keeping a leash on my emotions and behavior had become second nature. It was ingrained in my very soul. Right then, I very much needed to stay in control.

      There was something about Mitch Truman that reminded me of a caged beast. An untamed, wild thing. And if he was set free, well, I worried what he might do. Pounce on me, perhaps?

      Yes, please.

      I rolled my eyes at the predictable bitch my Wolf was being. He was so damn good looking, it should be illegal. Tall, dark, tempting. Dangerous, I should have led with dangerous. He was sensuously enticing, but I hadn’t even ended my non-relationship with Phil yet. Shifters moved fast, but I was not ready to go there with anyone.

      “Are you having a good time?”

      “Yeah. why? Don’t I look like I am?” I asked mildly insulted.

      He raised his eyebrows, and I wondered what I did to bring about that expression. Then I realized I was just being myself again. Defensive and antagonistic to hear some tell it.

      “You look a little pissed off, actually,” he said, and once more, I was taken aback by his bluntness.

      “You know, there’s this whole thing people do. It’s called being polite and not pointing out the faults of others,” I mumbled, angry, but not quite sure if it was at him or myself.

      “Yah, but that’s a rule for normals, sweetheart. We aren’t that,” he replied, clinking his bottle to my empty glass again before taking another long pull.

      Dear God, how could a man guzzling a beer look so fucking hot? I had no idea. But there was just something about the way his lips curled around the bottle and his throat worked as he swallowed that had me quivering in places I didn’t even know could quiver.

      “Just so you know, I kind of have a boyfriend.”

      “Kind of?”

      “Actually, I made a note on my calendar to break up with him. I suppose I’ll do it tomorrow when I tell him I left his car stranded on the parkway,” I mumbled.

      “That was his car?”

      “Yeah. Why?”

      “Good, means I like you even more now because you didn’t buy that piece of shit.”

      I smiled then. How could I not? Looked like Mr. Sexy hated the Tesla almost as much as I did. Not that I hated the concept of the car, just the actualization of it. It was downright weird looking, and the fact was, it didn’t work. Not well enough for me to trust it to drive as far as I did. Maybe they were just a city life car. Maybe the next edition would be better. Who could say really?

      “Did you say you like me?” I asked, unable to help myself.

      “Yep.”

      “Even though I have a boyfriend⁠—”

      “You said he’s a sort of boyfriend, which is girl code for someone who means less than your favorite ice cream—which is?” he asked, and I felt compelled to answer.

      “Strawberry. But only if it’s Hagen Daas. Otherwise, my favorite ice cream is always chocolate. Wait. What?”

      “Besides, you’re breaking up with him. Tomorrow, in fact,” Mitchell continued.

      He clinked my glass again before taking another sexy sip and I stared, mouth hanging open. I must have been more desperate for male attention than I knew if I thought some man slurping beer was hot. Okay, he didn’t slurp. But what the fuck? I wasn’t some needy little coed looking for attention and this wasn’t a 90s movie, either.

      God, he was so hot. Like the kind of hot I was only used to seeing on billboards in the city. He could be an underwear model easily. Of course, he was probably too big for the industry. And I meant that in a purely observatory sense. Werewolves, Shifters, were large in general.

      I’d almost forgotten that. I mean, yeah, there were supes in New York City, but not many in corporate law from what I’d seen. The men in my current circles were thin, lean, average height. It had been a long time since I’d felt tiny around a man, if ever. But Mitchell did that to me. He made me feel petite, and his hungry gaze did wonders for my self-esteem. Even if the constant sniffing was a bit strange.

      I didn’t mind my curvier than average frame. In fact, I was pretty fond of my ass, which some had compared to fabulous booty award winners such as J-Lo and a certain Kardashian, though mine was gained au naturel. Likely from a lifelong romance with Ho-hos and other snack cakes.

      Anyhoo…

      “Why do you keep doing that?” I barked the question, wincing at how rude I sounded.

      “Doing what?” he asked, one dark eyebrow raised.

      “Tapping your bottle to my glass. It’s empty. I don’t have another drink,” I said.

      He made me so frustrated. I felt inadequate and silly, and dammit, I did not like that. Of course, that part was all me. Mitch hadn’t done anything wrong. And if I was being honest with myself, he intrigued me more than anyone else of the opposite sex had done for a very long time.

      “It’s for good luck, sweetheart. Can I get you a drink?”

      “No,” I began, then shrugged.

      Fuck it. It was my birthday, and I was entitled to live a little dangerously once in a while, right? I nodded.

      “Yeah. Yes. I mean, sure, I’ll have what you’re having.”

      “Be right back,” he said and winked.

      Sizzles seemed to spark through me at that sexy little gesture, and I rubbed my arms. What was going on? I’d been freezing my butt off lately, but five seconds with Mr. Tall Dark and Scruffy and I was warming up all over. And I meant all over. This was dangerous territory, but I was in it now.

      “Hello little Martina,” a lightly accented voice flitted towards me.

      I turned my head to see a beautiful Sherry Morgan smiling widely with a handsome man, sniff, Werewolf, on her arm. That was a shocker. I didn’t know Sherry had settled down, and I was surprised it was with a Wolf. She’d been part of my childhood, a local White Witch who’d helped me and my sisters learn to control our powers. That she was the descendent of the first Morrigan, and now held the powerful title herself, was something I didn’t learn until I was much older.

      “Sherry! I didn’t know you were here,” I said, and gave her an awkward side hug.

      I was trying to avoid touching the male who had an arm firmly around her waist. I frowned. Possessive much?

      “Seff, be a good boy and let go. You’re making my young friend here nervous,” she told her man.

      The Wolf was handsome, I’d give him that. He grinned at her indulgently, whispered something in her ear before releasing her. He leaned close and kissed her temple before he turned to acknowledge me.

      “Sorry, I can be a little protective of my Sherry. The name is Seff, Seff McAllister,” he said and offered me his hand.

      I stared. My heart was pounding, and my Wolf whimpered deep inside of me. This man wasn’t just a Werewolf. He was the motherfucking Beta of the very powerful, scary as hell, Macconwood Wolf Pack.

      “Easy, I mean you no harm,” he rumbled, and I saw his Wolf in his eyes. “You are upset, and my animal is protective. Please be at ease, Martina. I am a friend.”

      “We’ll be okay, Seff. Leave us a second,” Sherry said, and he nodded, backing away with his head cocked to the side as if he were baring his throat to me.

      But that couldn’t be. Why would a powerful Wolf bare his throat to someone as insignificant as me? I shook myself out of whatever trance that whole meeting had put me in and looked up into Sherry’s worried gaze.

      “You’re sick, little Wolf. Tell me what is wrong,” she whispered, and I gasped.

      “You could always see right through me. Please keep it quiet, Sherry. I haven’t told the others,” I said, gripping her hand.

      I was desperate for her to keep my secret, and she frowned, but nodded. In the nick of time, too. Mitch just returned with our beers, bowing low to Sherry and I realized things had changed a whole lot since the last time I was around.

      “Hey Sherry,” the big male said and grinned.

      “Hello there, Mitchell. How are you now? I see you’ll be taking care of our girl, then, yes?”

      “Looking forward to it,” he replied, and I was fucking lost.

      I watched the exchange like I was watching a foreign film. I heard their words, but they made no fucking sense, and without subtitles, I had no idea what was happening. Sherry smiled widely, then whispered something to Mitch whose eyes went gold before he nodded once, hard.

      “Come see me soon,” Sherry told me. I nodded, watching her float away towards Seff.

      “What was that about?” I asked, truly baffled.

      “Nothing much. Come dance with me,” he growled, and took my half-drunk beer from me.

      He put both bottles on a nearby table and pulled me onto the dance floor before I even had the chance to respond. He was taller than me. Like a lot taller. But for some reason, that didn’t seem to matter when he wound his arms around me and pulled me in to lean against the curved muscles of his body.

      “You could have asked me to dance,” I said.

      I was trying hard to stay grounded when all I wanted to do was drift away on the wave of desire I felt for him, rising like the tide from somewhere deep inside me. Mitchell Truman was magic, and not in the sense that I or my sisters were. No, this was something purely physical. Like an animal magnetism I hadn’t been expecting nor was I prepared for it.

      “And risk you turning me down? Fat chance, sweetheart.”

      “You’re light on your feet,” I murmured, allowing him to lead me around.

      “Mom made us take lessons when we were pups,” he confessed, and I laughed.

      “Really?”

      “Yep. My brother, you remember Timothy, right?”

      I nodded, and he continued.

      “Well, she had the two of us taking lessons and teaching our sisters to dance before we could even tie our own ties.”

      “That’s awesome,” I said, laughing.

      “Are you making fun of me?”

      “I wouldn’t dream of it. Really, you dance well, Mitch. I like it.”

      And I did. Apparently, so did my Wolf. My usually reticent beast peeked through my eyes, a deep, satisfied growl sounded beneath my breast.

      I like him.
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      Spinning Martina Harbor around the dance floor last night was like something out of a dream. Kissing her goodnight at her door, well, that was like a memory of something I never got to do. It was strangely sentimental, but perfect all the same. I’d wanted more, of course. But I wasn’t some horny kid trying to cop a feel just so I could have something for my spank bank when I got home.

      I mean, yeah, I was interested, but this was different. She was special. After what Sherry had whispered to me before the knowledgeable White Witch had walked away, I knew I’d been right about the woman. Martina was important. She was big. And I needed to proceed with caution.

      So, instead of putting the pressure on last night, I decided to take it off. I danced her and her sisters around the dancefloor. Acted as their own personal waiter, I got them drinks and snacks from the endless buffet. When it came time to blow out the candles, I cheered her on from the sidelines and accepted the forkful of chocolate deliciousness she held out towards me.

      Hell, I felt like I’d known her for years. I guess I had. Even if it was the first time, we’d hung out like that. Martina was not what I thought. She was funny and sweet, smart as a whip, and not the hardass she actively presented to the world. It was like that
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redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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