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      Cupcakes and canines

      Ashlyn Reed came to Alaska to run a bakery, not run from the law. But after she's attacked in a dark alley and the guy ends up dead, the hot detective investigating the case tells her she's not only a werewolf, but his fated mate. Can either one be true?

      

      Whispers of witches

      Someone in town is hexing shifters, and Detective Kepler Stone is determined to hunt them down, especially when it turns out his new mate may be next. But the pack wants Ashlyn eliminated before the curse spreads. Can he solve the case and keep her safe?

      

      Secrets and sacrifice

      With the passion between them growing, they stay one step ahead of their foes, but the magic inside Ashlyn may be more than either of them can handle. As witches close in on one side and the pack on the other, will they have to decide between staying together and staying alive?

      

      
        
        ❄︎~❄︎~❄︎

      

      

      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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        Dear Reader,

      

        

      
        Bewitched Shifter can be read as a standalone, however, the adventure with the rogue shifters began with Adrian and Darcy in Book One, Untamed Instinct.

      

        

      
        Tamsin
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      Music from the bar shook the sidewalk under Ashlyn’s feet as she waited for the bouncer to check her ID. She’d let her new hair stylist talk her into “mermaid hair,” and the pink and blue color seemed to make people think she was younger than her twenty-five years. That, and the fact that she was carrying cupcakes.

      “They’re mojito flavored,” she told the bouncer, feeling stupid. Who brings cupcakes to a bar? “For a bachelorette party.”

      “Ah.” The bouncer returned her card with a wink and waved her in. “They came in a while ago. Have fun.”

      “Thanks.” She smiled and stepped inside. Since moving to Kenai a couple of months ago to take over her cousin’s bakery, she’d come to appreciate how friendly the locals were. Even this bachelorette party was proof of that. Between baking and catching up on the mess cousin Lana had called bookkeeping, she’d barely had time to meet anyone. Muffy, a local bride-to-be, had come into the bakery looking for a quote on a wedding cake and, after learning Ashlyn was new in town, had invited her to the party.

      Ashlyn wasn’t usually one to take invitations from complete strangers, but she needed friends, and Muffy seemed nice. At least the party would get her out of the house.

      Pausing just inside the door, she scanned the crowd for Muffy’s familiar face. Multi-colored lights flashed over a tiny dance floor packed with people, and patrons hovered around high-topped tables nearby. A long bar extended through the center of the room, and the delicious aroma of fresh Alaskan halibut and steak fries drifted from the kitchen in the back. Her stomach growled. She’d been too busy for lunch today, and sugary cupcakes weren’t going to cut it, especially if she was going to be drinking.

      Laughter caught her attention from several semi-circular booths along the wall. A group of women in low-cut blouses held shot glasses in the air, and she spied Muffy’s dark, artistically tousled tresses beneath a sparkly plastic tiara. Nerves tightened her belly. She wasn’t shy, but joining a clique of women who already knew each other was always awkward. Too bad Cousin Lana was busy on her fishing boat or Ashlyn would’ve made her come along.

      Straightening her shoulders, she headed over, looking at Muffy’s white sash proclaiming her soon-to-be hitched status. Cliché. But she kind of liked cliché. It felt stable. Predictable.

      The bride-to-be spotted her and rose, leaning across the table and waving her manicured pink fingertips in a shooing motion at her other friends. “Scoot over, let Ashlyn in. Ashlyn, this is Jen, my sister. She’s visiting from Idaho. I’m trying to convince her she should move here.” She pointed to the auburn-haired woman Ashlyn settled next to, then toward the other women at the table. “And these are my friends Bev, Christy, and Alison.”

      The women greeted her with smiles, and Ashlyn felt a warming welcome flow through her. She hadn’t realized how much she missed hanging out with friends. She didn’t know these ladies yet, but they seemed really nice, and the penis-themed gag gifts scattered across the table promised they had a sense of humor. Maybe they’ll even appreciate my bad jokes. But first, she’d bribe them with cupcakes.

      Ashlyn held out the pink pastry box. “I thought you might like some treats.”

      “Oh, you’re so sweet. You shouldn’t have!” Muffy set the box aside and pushed a shot glass at her. “Here, drink. You need to catch up!”

      The sharp scent of tequila wafted from the glass. Last time she’d had tequila, she’d turned into a bitch and alienated everyone at the party. Not that Ryan, her ex, hadn’t deserved every ounce of her alcohol-fueled anger, but she definitely could’ve handled the break up better. “No thanks. Really.”

      “Oh, come on! The bakery is closed tomorrow!” Muffy wiggled her shoulders in time to the music, gravity-defying breasts staying perfectly in place. “Live it up a little.”

      Ashlyn reached for the laminated menu buried beneath the gag gifts. “You do not want to see me on tequila. Besides, I haven’t had dinner yet.”

      “We have appetizers on the way.” Muffy splayed a hand over the menu, pressing it flat against the table. “Don’t worry.”

      Jen leaned closer, auburn tresses cascading over bare shoulders. “Just do the one and she’ll leave you alone.”

      “At least until the next time someone says you know what!” Bev—a blonde who Ashlyn thought might’ve been in the bakery a time or two—gave an exaggerated wink.

      “What words are we not allowed to say?”

      “Oh, she’s sneaky!” Jen laughed. “Trying to trick us into saying them out loud.”

      “I told you you’d like her.” Muffy leaned over to drape a string of Mardi gras beads over Ashlyn’s head. “Jen made a list. It’s somewhere in there.” She gestured to the baubles strewn over the table. “But everyone has to do at least one shot to start.”

      Ashlyn was a lightweight, and any amount of alcohol would go right to her head. On the other hand, a small buzz would help her relax. She tipped the shot glass back. The tequila burned an oily trail down her throat, followed by a moment of vertigo. Whoa, that was fast. She scrunched her eyes and shook her head. “Ack!”

      “Yeah!” several of the ladies at the table cheered.

      Ashlyn accepted a piece of paper titled bachelorette bingo as another round of shots arrived. The waitress set a glass in front of her and Ashlyn said, “Thank you.”

      That was apparently one of the things they weren’t allowed to say, and the surrounding women started chanting, “Drink! Drink!”

      Stomach twisting, Ashlyn looked over her shoulder, hoping for the promised appetizers. The waitress had moved to another table, but food had to be arriving soon, right? You didn’t come out tonight to be a party-pooper. Taking a deep breath, she lifted the glass and downed it.

      She knew right away she’d made a mistake. Stomach revolting, she shot to her feet. “Excuse me.”

      “Are you going to the bathroom? Wait for me,” Muffy said.

      Ashlyn didn’t wait. The tequila was coming up, and she’d prefer not to spew all over her new friends. The bathrooms had to be near the back, right? She elbowed through the crowd of sweaty bodies to reach the rear of the bar. No bathrooms, only a door to the kitchen and an emergency exit. Tequila rising in her throat, she shoved against the exit door.

      Blessedly cool night air flooded over her, and she only managed to stumble a few steps outside before she doubled over and heaved into the dirt alley. After a couple of spasms, her stomach was empty. She rested with her hands on her knees, panting. Glancing upward, she noticed the aurora borealis was out, ribbons of green light roiling behind wisps of clouds. This was the first time she’d seen the lights since moving here, and she wished she was in a better condition to enjoy them.

      The alley remained quiet but for the muffled beat of the music from inside as she took a few deep breaths. Ugh, she hated throwing up. And the smell—it’d been gross out here before she’d barfed. Now it was disgusting. At least the door didn’t appear to have been hooked to an alarm.

      Straightening, she wiped her mouth against the back of her hand and turned to the bar. She collided into the solid chest of a man. Fuck. The bouncer must’ve come to check on her. She raised her chin. “Excuse me, I was…”

      A pair of glowing purple eyes met hers.

      She gasped and stumbled back. She’d heard of tequila giving people hallucinations, but she’d never had any herself.

      The man opened his mouth, exposing unnaturally pointed teeth. She backed up another step. Her heart was about to pound its way out of her chest. His mop of hair had a white streak down the middle, and her mind immediately conjured images of Frankenstein’s Bride.

      Knowing it was a bad joke, but unable to stop herself, she murmured, “It’s alive!”

      In a move almost too quick to follow, he reached for her.

      She screamed, trying to remember anything from the self-defense class she’d taken in high school. But that’d been almost ten years ago. Like claws, his fingertips jabbed into her arms, yanking her toward him. His face descended to her shoulder, and pain seared through her.

      Did he just bite me?

      Agony surged through her. Pain. Anger. Fury. Her entire being seemed to explode in a shower of sparks and fur. Fur? Her lips curled back from her teeth.

      The next thing she knew, her mouth was against his throat. The taste of iron coated her tongue.

      Not iron. Blood.

      What the fuck was happening? She wasn’t in control. Her head twisted, jaws refusing to let go. She felt the tear of flesh and heard an awful gurgling as the man’s hands pawed uselessly against her. The light in his eyes shifted to green, and she swore he whispered, “Thank you.”

      Then the glow faded to darkness.
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      Kepler arrived on the scene as the nearby Orthodox church bell began chiming midnight. He climbed out of his Jeep and retrieved his forensics kit from the back. Red and blue police lights reflected off the bar’s sheet metal roofing. Tourist season was nearly over, but a swarm of onlookers pressed against the police tape blocking the alley.

      He pushed through the crowd, ignoring the irritated looks, and ducked under the police tape. The officer watching the line nodded as he passed.

      Near the bar’s dimly lit rear exit, blood darkened the packed dirt between the dumpsters. The air stank of bad seafood, vomit, and garbage. Kepler forced his shifter senses down, breathing shallowly as he took in the scene. A lanky man with curly hair sprawled on his back near the rear exit, throat torn open like a package of hamburger.

      Kepler paused next to a bloody paw print the size of a melon. Bear attacks weren’t unheard of in the town on the banks of a river known for its salmon runs, but this wasn’t the print of a bear. It was a wolf, and a big one. A shifter. He knew that even without verifying the scent.

      Near the bar’s back door, Cal, the local police officer, broke from conversation with a State Trooper and strode over, broad freckled face unusually grim. Cal was also a wolf shifter and had been the one who’d contacted Kepler when the rogue outbreak showed up in Kenai. Both outsiders to the local pack, they’d become fast friends in the three months since Kepler’d transferred here.

      Cal pulled a tube of vapor rub from the breast pocket of his police uniform and offered it to Kepler, speaking in a low voice. “Victim’s a shifter. And he has those freaky white marks we’ve been looking for.”

      Kepler shook his head, declining the vapor rub. Much as he hated the scent of a crime scene, his nose often detected clues that might otherwise be overlooked. It helped him excel at his job, and he’d already earned grudging respect within the good ol’ boys club that dominated the Major Crimes Unit. He bent to get a closer look at the body. “Any idea who took him out?”

      “Nope.” Cal shrugged. “We’re telling the press it was probably a bear attack. You think you can bring me in on this one?” Cal wanted to join the forensics unit, but lacked formal training, and Kepler didn’t yet have the clout to get him a position with the human-dominated state law enforcement agency.

      “I’ll take it up with Finch, but you know how it is. We have to maintain jurisdiction. How’s class going?” Kepler’d helped him sign up for an online course.

      “I fucking hate homework,” Cal complained. “Are you sure there isn’t a way to test out?”

      “The test won’t use your shifter senses, Cal, you know that. It’s all about chain of custody procedures, documentation—”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know.” Cal waved off the familiar lecture. “I’ve been studying. Go do your thing. I’ll keep the humans occupied. Just let me know how I can help.”

      Nodding, Kepler pulled out his camera and started taking photos. The white streak definitely indicated the man had gone rogue, which meant that whoever had killed him was of secondary concern, at least to the shifter community. What or who was causing shifters to turn rogue was Kepler’s primary mission. Back in Diablo Falls, the rogue outbreak had been blamed on a witch’s hex, although that hadn’t been proven before the outbreak ended. Steeling himself for an onslaught of sensory input, Kepler dragged in a breath, sniffing for clues. Blood. Garbage. Wolf shifter. Mate.

      He shot to his feet and backed away. Mate? Not the dead shifter, but the other wolf who’d been here. The one who’d most likely made the kill. Wildflower honey and musk. A scent that made his inner wolf come to attention and demand action.

      He realized he was panting when Cal offered the vapor rub again. “Change your mind?”

      “I’m fine.” Kepler rubbed his palms against the front of his slacks uncomfortably. All shifters longed to find their perfect match, their destined mate, but this situation was about the least romantic he could’ve imagined. He didn’t have time to deal with a mate, especially not one who was also a suspect. “You don’t smell anything unusual, right?”

      “No, why?”

      The back door to the bar swung open and a young woman wearing a plastic tiara emerged, phone in hand. Cal turned, one hand up to stop her. “Hey, you can’t be out here.”

      The woman looked at the body with wide eyes. “My friend is missing and I’m worried about her.”

      “Well, she’s not out here.” Cal hurried over and ushered the woman inside.

      Kepler turned back to the crime scene, gaze following the bloody paw prints circling the body. They led toward the other end of the alley. His wolf was urging him forward. Yearning to meet this woman. His human mind kept a tight leash on the beast inside him. He couldn’t let hormones cloud his investigation of the crime scene.

      Heart thundering against his ribs, he walked down the alley, watching every footstep to be sure he wasn’t missing any clues. The prints faded quickly, but the scent of honey and female grew stronger.

      He froze at the corner of a dumpster, nostrils twitching. She was here. Right here. His hormones were screaming at him. He called softly, “Hello?”

      From inside the dumpster came a soft, breathy sob.

      Throat tight, he cracked open the lid. A pair of glowing blue eyes met his.

      “Don’t come any closer,” a woman choked out.

      He lifted the lid higher, exposing a naked, amber-skinned woman cowering in one corner of the container, surrounded by crushed takeout boxes and empty alcohol bottles. Flowing pink and blue hair tangled across her round, anguished face, the bright colors completely at odds with the grim surroundings. She seemed familiar, but he couldn’t place her. She likely just felt familiar because his wolf insisted they were mates. “Are you okay?”

      “I said stay back!” She bared her teeth, glowing blue eyes flashing. Drying blood marred her smooth skin, and her shoulder had a fresh crescent of puncture wounds.

      He glanced down the alley toward the body, putting together the pieces. That mother-fucking rogue attacked my mate. His wolf was going crazy. Protect her. He extended his free hand toward her and spoke in his most soothing tone. “It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you. What’s your name?”

      Her delicate bare shoulders heaved with rapid breaths. “You don’t understand. I killed him. Stay back.”

      Shit. Her wolf form must’ve taken over to defend her from her attacker. “It’s not your fault. My name’s Kepler. Detective Kepler Stone.”

      She stared at him a long moment, wariness fading from her eyes. “Detective Stone?”

      “Yes.” He leaned into the dumpster, hand still extended. She seemed to recognize him, but he’d met a lot of people since moving here and wasn’t surprised. “Let’s get you out of here before the humans start asking questions.”

      Wariness flared in her eyes again, and she shrank deeper into the corner. “Humans? What are you talking about?” She choked on a sob. “I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

      His blood turned to ice. Was she not a shifter? He inhaled deeply, sorting through the other smells to focus on hers. His wolf insisted she was both shifter and his mate. Definitely wolf. Something like ashes. Vomit. Perhaps she was suffering a form of post-traumatic stress amnesia. Every protective urge in his body surged to full strength.

      Uncaring of who might be watching from the other end of the alley, he removed his shirt and held it toward her. “What’s your name?”

      “Ashlyn,” she whispered. With a trembling hand, she accepted the shirt. “Ashlyn Reed. I run the bakery.”

      He blinked as understanding flooded over him. He’d stopped by the bakery a couple of times to pick up a dozen bear claws to share at the office. Why hadn’t he scented her as his mate then? Hell, he hadn’t even realized she was a shifter. None of this was making any sense. A human shouldn’t be able to become a shifter without visiting the hidden glacial spring, and he doubted that’s what’d happened here.

      He glanced toward the bar’s back entrance, where Cal and the Trooper were once more in conversation. The Trooper was human, and part of Cal’s job was to keep him engaged while Kepler investigated. Most humans didn’t know about shifters, and the Shifter Council wanted it kept that way. But what about Ashlyn?

      She was choking back sobs and fumbling to put an arm in the shirt he’d given her. Her entire body trembled like leaves in a storm. Until he could figure this out, he needed to protect her. Protect his mate. “You’ve obviously had some shocking experiences tonight. Let me take you somewhere safe so we can talk, okay?”

      With a shaky breath, she nodded and rose, giving him a glimpse of her naked body. The mating urge was strong, and he felt his body react, despite the sordid environment. Rein it in, he told himself, keeping his lips secured over his emerging fangs and his eyes cast down to hide their unearthly glow. The last thing Ashlyn needed was a horny mate she didn’t even realize existed.

      As her bare feet settled to the dirt, she looked up at him. “I—I’m not supposed to say thank you,” she said with a hiccup, then started to laugh.

      He had no idea what that meant, but she was obviously not in her right mind. He had to get her away from the scene and calmed down before asking questions. Before the Trooper or any other humans spotted her, he swept Ashlyn up in both arms. No way was he putting Ashlyn into human law enforcement custody. He could trust Cal to come up with an excuse for his disappearance.

      Heading toward the far end of the building, he circled the parking lot toward his Jeep. Ashlyn clung to his neck, her wildflower honey scent laced with tequila, garbage, and the ozone-like odor of magic. Does that mean she might be a rogue, too? His steps faltered as he examined her pink and blue tresses in the light of the moon. No indication of a white spot.

      Relieved, he buckled her into the passenger seat and jogged around to the driver’s side. He started the engine and turned toward home. Once he had her safe, he could plan out their next steps.

      Ashlyn remained silent as he drove, staring out the windshield and clutching the front of the shirt closed. He pulled into his driveway, grateful for the tall wooden fence between his yard and the neighbor’s. As he turned off the Jeep, Ashlyn seemed to come to life. “Shouldn’t you take me to the hospital?”

      “Shifters don’t need hospitals.” The words were out before he thought them through.

      “Shifters?” she whispered, eyes round. The smell of adrenaline flooded the Jeep.

      He ran a hand over his hair. Idiot. He needed to be more subtle. She didn’t know what she’d become. What her world was going to be like from now on. “You’re going to be okay. I promise. Let’s go inside so I can explain.”

      She blinked at him, as if tempted to believe him, then glanced out the window. “Where are we?”

      “My house. You can clean up, then I’ll
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