
  
    [image: Mason’s Mission]
  


  
    
      MASON’S MISSION

      Paranormal Shifter Romance

      
        BROKEN SHIFTERS

      

    

    
      
        JULIE K. COHEN

      

    

    
      Julie K. Cohen

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MASON’S MISSION (BROKEN SHIFTERS)

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She’s a White Wolf. . . one of the wolves all other shifters fear, with good reason.

      

        

      
        No pack will accept her.

        No one will fight for her.

        Except Mason, a shifter from an enemy pack.

      

        

      
        To save the shifter she loves,

        Takara will do anything her alpha orders.

        A-n-y-t-h-i-n-g.

        Including sacrificing herself.

      

        

      
        Mason has something to say about that. . .
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Fight Hard. Love Harder.

        Mason’s Mission is a steamy wolf shifter romance where appearances are deceiving and love truly conquers all.

      

        

      
        Note: This story is part of the Broken Shifters series.
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            THE PATH TRAVELED THUS FAR…

          

          (An overview of the shifter world if you haven’t read prior books in this series)

        

      

    

    
      
        
        In today’s world, humans know of and fear shifters—with good reason.  Shifters have better hearing, sight, and sense of smell compared to humans. They also run faster and can self-heal, making them harder—but not impossible—to kill.

      

      

      
        
        Shifters can blend in with the human population.

      

      

      
        
        In the 150 years since shifters came into being, humans and shifters have developed a strained coexistence and understanding.  Humans don’t interfere with shifters’ lives, and shifters stay away from humans.

      

      

      
        
        Not everyone abides by that unofficial stance.

      

      

      
        
        Humans lead their lives, happily ignoring the presence of the packs who inhabit the mountains and forests throughout North America, Europe, and various isolated regions.  Wolf shifters, meanwhile, tend to congregate in packs.

      

        

      
        Those wolf shifters who live and work alongside humans usually do so in secret. A pack offers safety, whereas being a lone wolf means having no support, no backup. And shifters do not have rights.  Period.  They are viewed as less than human, even though they are feared and hated for their superior abilities.

      

        

      
        There is no overriding law or council that rules over or controls shifters or packs. Each pack has its own rules, traditions, and goals, though the structure of packs tends to be consistent from one pack to the next.  Only one rule is universal among all wolf shifter packs: No one may break a blood-bond, the sacred bond that links two mates.

      

        

      
        For now, the U.S. Government remains quiet on the ‘shifter issue’, not interfering with the activities of the WSSO and other anti-shifter hate groups. Without legal protection against the anti-shifter hate groups that target them, shifters have developed ways to combat their enemies. Many packs form alliances, while others take unique approaches including espionage and blackmail.

      

        

      
        Those methods have proven effective. . . until now. One anti-shifter organization has developed a genetic weapon, one that will ensure shifter genocide.

      

      

      
        
        Shifters’ Origin

        Over 150 years ago, anthropologists dug up several wolves from the ice in Antarctica and shipped them to various museums to be prepped for display. When the wolves were thawed, the taxidermists and other staff became exposed to a virus that spread like wildfire.

      

        

      
        Thousands became sick. Most died before doctors isolated the infected people and stopped the spread of the virus. Those who survived the illness started shifting. They were seen as monsters. Even in their human form, the first shifters were hunted until they were killed or ran off. The wolves in them soon took over, driving them to form packs for survival. Packs formed mainly in North America and Europe, where the virus spread the fastest. The survivors of the virus were not human or wolves, but a new species—shifters

      

        

      
        That original virus is now referred to as SOV, Shifter Origination Virus. When the virus jumped species from wolf to human, it took a copy of the wolf’s genome, the DNA that is unique to a wolf. The virus spliced the wolf’s DNA with the human’s DNA by creating a genetic ‘bridge’ between the two. It is this bridge that enables shifters to shift between human and wolf.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        This story follows the lives of male and female shifters in three packs.  All of these shifters are broken in one way or another, but they never give up. They do more than fight to survive… they fight for the ones they love.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The Packs

        In the mountains of Colorado, west of Boulder, three wolf shifter packs rule near Devil’s Peak. Each pack has its own territory and laws. Very few rules are universal between the packs, except the laws of nature. . . and these shifters like to defy nature.

      

      

      
        
        Black pack (alpha: Damien Black)

        Novak pack (alpha: Drake Novak)

        Greyson pack (alpha:  Liam Greyson)
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        TAKARA

      

      

      Takara watched the wolf crossing into her pack’s territory. His silver coat shimmered in the waning moonlight. While most shifters would consider trespassing on Drake’s land a dangerous move, this shifter clearly didn’t care. He knew she’d be the only shifter guarding this sector, that she presented no threat.

      Too many shifters thought that.

      Logan Novak, the previous alpha, assigned her to guard duty just after she’d turned twenty-one. . . and after she’d refused to sleep with him. Two months into her new and hated career as a border guard, Hayden killed Logan. Takara certainly didn’t mourn for Logan. No one did, except his nephew Drake. Having Hayden as alpha would have been an improvement for the pack, but Drake exiled Hayden and took over the pack. Guard duty or not, Takara was thankful she wasn’t part of the Novak line, exceedingly smart and fierce shifters responsible for the toxic culture of her pack.

      Here she stood, guarding her pack’s northern border two years later, still not trained for the task. Regardless, even as untrained as she was, she still preferred to face the enemy rather than confront Drake. Asking to be removed from guard duty would end badly for her.

      Takara’s back straightened as the wind shifted, carrying the silver wolf’s scent to her. She smelled no fear on him. He moved with confidence and stealth, barely making a sound. A trained fighter who wouldn’t hesitate to kill.

      Panic flooded Takara as she tried to remember the evasion techniques Mason had taught her. Panicking was most definitely not on that list. She needed to ignore the butterflies in her stomach, shove the nervous energy down deep, and focus. Right now, she had the element of surprise if she didn’t blow it.

      The wind shifted again. Damn it!

      Bright blue eyes snapped up and locked onto her. The silver wolf had caught her scent. He’d be on her in seconds if she hesitated. Clothing shredded as Takara dropped to her knees, shifted, and ran.

      Her heart beat hard in her chest as she tried to outrun the silver wolf. He was gaining on her, fast! All those days, learning to outmaneuver a larger, stronger male would mean nothing if he got his claws on her. Her speed was her only advantage out here in the woods, darting around trees and leaping over low branches and shallow ravines.

      Takara glanced over her shoulder. Had she lost him?

      Keep going! Mason’s words repeated in her head. Don’t stop until you’re safe.

      He’d been working so hard for weeks—months—teaching her the skills she needed to survive out here, to ensure no male ever caught her.

      Damn it! She’d run the wrong direction, into the wind, which would carry her scent to the silver wolf, but it was too late to change direction. Up ahead lay the only avenue of escape, the infamous Little Canyon, as her pack called it. The drop to the river below would only stun a shifter during the rainy season, but this was January, and the river had iced over, making any fall potentially deadly. She could make the leap, had made it numerous times, but never in winter where one slight slip of a paw on her approach could prove fatal.

      The silver wolf blind-sided her from her right, taking her down in a tangle of limbs. He easily outweighed her by sixty pounds, all muscle. Her heart pounded so hard she felt her pulse in her ears. The wolf’s jaws clamped down around her throat. Takara froze, unsure what, if anything, she could do.

      The male shifted above her, pinning her with his arms and torso as he released her throat. Brown hair stood on end, wild from the chase, but it was his deep scowl that sent a shiver through her.

      “Shift, now,” he ordered.

      He wouldn’t do anything to her if she remained in wolf form, but if she shifted, she’d be as naked as him and utterly vulnerable.

      “You can’t escape. You’re mine now. Shift.”

      Her wolf retreated within her, the coward. Takara shifted.

      His legs quickly pinned hers before she could squirm out of his grasp. One hand skimmed her bare ribs to the underside of her breast as his thick, hard cock dragged across her belly. That glint in his eyes told her she wasn’t going anywhere.

      “Not fair, Mason,” she said as he licked one very hard nipple, sending a thrill through her.

      “Fair, Kara. You weren’t fast enough to evade me. Now you have to pay,” he said, sounding determined to get more from her than the mere satisfaction of being able to chastise her for whatever mistake she’d made that had resulted in him catching her.

      He grabbed her hands and held them over her head as his mouth captured hers. Takara didn’t fight him. Mason was her only true weakness. Always had been. If any other male had been chasing her, she would have jumped Little Canyon, risking everything.

      Mason’s tongue glided over her bottom lip, causing her to open. He knew her so well, too well sometimes. As his tongue delved into her mouth, he nudged her legs, trying to get her to open all she had. She kept her legs locked. She wasn’t going to make it that easy for him. Not today. Not here. Not like this.

      Worry darkened his stunning blue eyes as he released her arms. “I didn’t hurt you in the takedown, did I?”

      “No,” she said, sitting up. As he rose, he held his hand down to help her up. “I’m fine.”

      “Then what’s wrong?”

      “I stink at this, Mason. I shouldn’t be a guard. What if it had been another male?”

      “Then you would have jumped that canyon back there. And made it.”

      His confidence in her warmed her, but it wasn’t enough. She was vulnerable here, and not just from intruders. After all, Mason usually patrolled the same section, but on his pack’s side of the border. When it wasn’t him, it was Robbie, a quirky, sweet shifter, who trained alongside Mason. She could outrun Robbie any day, not that he’d ever shown any inclination of crossing the border or terrorizing her. She didn’t need outsiders to terrorize her, not when there were plenty of shifters in her pack who did so.

      She shuddered. Three days ago, when she’d been heading to the river with a fishing net, Travis Chitman had strutted in front of her, completely naked, swinging his erection back and forth as if she should fall to her knees and service him. She’d made the mistake of turning her back on him.

      “You overpowered me,” she said to Mason, trying to forget about Travis and how he’d almost trapped her with her own net.

      “Which is why you have to use your other skills,” Mason said.

      She loved listening to Mason, but her focus was shot. Drake had been talking about sending her away since she’d been causing too much trouble lately. It didn’t matter that Travis had attacked her. Drake blamed her. He always blamed her.

      “Don’t let yourself be taken down,” Mason continued. “That’s the most important thing you have to remember, Kara. That’s why we’ve been doing these drills.”

      She glanced up at her handsome shifter with the worried eyes and smiled for him. It was sweet of him to worry about her, to spend all his free time training her, but there was nothing he could do in the end. He wasn’t from her pack. She couldn’t simply run-off with him, though ever since she’d met him, she’d dreamt of doing so. The treaty between their two packs was already on shaky ground.

      Takara reached up and let her fingers glide along Mason’s jaw, past the thick muscles of his neck, down to the hard planes of his chest. So much power and still so gentle.

      “And here I thought you were training me so I could pay you with sex.”

      He leaned back, distancing himself. His expression. . . horrified as if she’d taken every bit of honor in him, wrapped it up in toilet paper, and flushed it down the proverbial septic tank of immoral behavior.

      It had been a stupid thing to say because nothing could be further from the truth. Mason had never and would never force her to do anything she didn’t want. But every time he took her down, they ended up doing more than reviewing what she could have done differently to avoid the takedown. She often wondered if she didn’t try hard enough because it was Mason and she wanted him to take her down, so she could enjoy the next hour of him making love to her and holding her tight in his arms like they were the last two shifters on Earth. She cherished those times, when she could simply be herself with him and forget the world she had to return to at the end of her shift.

      “I’m sorry, Mace. I know you’re trying to help me.”

      His face relaxed, though not completely. “I want you safe, Kara, and sometimes it feels as if you’re not taking your safety seriously. You’ve been skipping training again, haven’t you? Or are you going to stand there and tell me you’ve been going? You’re no further along than you were a month ago, except for what I’ve taught you.”

      Takara slipped her hand into his, but his tension didn’t ease like it normally would at her touch. They didn’t have much time before her shift ended and Hollis arrived to take over. She didn’t want to fight or talk about her asshole instructor and her training back in her pack.

      “Let’s head over to the cave so I can get some clothes.”

      “You’re avoiding my question,” Mason said as he followed her. “And since when do you need clothes around me?”

      “My shift ends in an hour, and I don’t want to walk back naked. I didn’t take the time to strip when I spotted you.”

      “Tell them you shifted because you heard something, and it turned out to be a tree branch coming down from the weight of the snow.”

      As if she wasn’t already weak in the eyes of her alpha and the other guards. The fact that she was a fast runner was probably the only reason Drake kept her on guard duty when he took over as alpha. No one expected she’d stop an intruder, but they expected her to be able to race back to camp and sound the alarm. Her pack’s lack of respect for her was part of the reason Travis got away with tormenting her. Drake already saw her as a female who only knew how to complain, not listen to her alpha or the males of the pack.

      “I can come up with an excuse. I don’t want to walk through camp naked.”

      Mason yanked her back until she faced him. “He’s bothering you again, isn’t he? That’s why you’ve been skipping training.”

      There was no denying the anger in Mason’s face. He was fiercely protective of her, which was one of the reasons why she loved him so much. But this was her battle, not his. If she made too big a deal of Chitman’s harassment, Mason would cross more than a mere hundred feet over the border into Novak territory. He’d track Chitman down and hurt him, probably start a war between their packs.

      “I’ll figure something out,” she said with a playful smile. “I always do.”

      “Come with me, Kara. You don’t belong here.”

      “And do what, exactly? Walk into your pack and ask your alpha for sanctuary?” she said, her voice pitching high. How many times were they going to have this discussion? “That’s something humans do, not shifters.”

      “Damien might—”

      She stopped short, and he nearly plowed into her as she spun around. “Your alpha is new to the job. The last thing he’s going to do is accept a shifter from Drake’s pack. Even if Damien didn’t think I was sent to spy on him, I still have my oath to think about. Face it, Mason, there is no hiding out in Damien’s territory. To do so would cause problems between our packs, and there’s already enough of that.”

      Mason’s finger glided down her cheek, to her jaw and neck. He placed a kiss on the fragile part of her throat, making her melt. He knew her weaknesses all too well. His lips quickly found her breast. He sucked and laved her nipple, adding an occasional nip. Already, moisture gathered between her thighs. His fingers moved lower, sliding into her wet folds, teasing her until he found her clit.

      “So, not fair,” she said as he circled her clit, drawing a moan from her.

      His hand disappeared as he positioned himself on the ground in front of her and eased her right leg over his shoulder. His mouth took over, sucking on her sensitive pearl until all she could do was sink her hands into his soft brown hair and hold on as that sweet tension poured through her body.

      Mason released her clit, only to drag his tongue through her folds, burying his face in her most intimate area. Ecstasy rolled through her until her core clenched. She dug her fingers into his hair, crushing his face against her pussy. He continued licking and eating her like she was a feast created just for him.

      “Need to taste you,” she said, half-moan, half-plea. She pulled away and with one shove, he landed on his back.

      “I like this side of you, K,” he said as she kneeled over him.

      His cock was already dripping. Her tongue swiped his tip, tasting the salty essence of her shifter. She drew her tongue down his length, loving how his taut muscles brimmed with power and how his hands wove through her hair as she pulled him into her mouth.

      Normally, she’d close her eyes to focus on making Mason writhe with a need to fuck her, but right now she watched his face as she bobbed up and down on his shaft. She’d never forget that look, the way his features practically glowed with sheer pleasure.

      He tugged her hair. “Come here, beautiful. You’ve denied me your lips long enough.”

      “I think my lips have been giving you plenty of attention down here,” she said as she climbed up his body and laid on his chest.

      She shrieked when he rolled her onto her back and peered down at her, those blue eyes brighter than any star above. “Starting tomorrow, I’m teaching you self-defense. I want you safe.”

      “Hardly pillow talk, Mace.” Mason had been teaching her everything he learned about guarding a border—mostly how to detect and evade a predator—invaluable instruction she wouldn’t get even if she showed up for training.

      “You think I’m worried about getting the chance to sink my cock into you?” he asked, rising suddenly. She’d made him mad—again. She was screwing everything up today.

      “I don’t like the idea of Shitman anywhere near you.”

      “It’s Chitman,” she corrected, though Mason wasn’t the only shifter to call Travis Shitman and with good reason. Unlike Mason, she had to be careful. Calling him Shitman even here to Mason could spill over in the heat of the moment one day in front of Chitman, and then she’d be in serious trouble. Travis was a bully and a user of the worst kind. She’d dated him once, a long time ago. Biggest. Mistake. Of. Her. Life. He’d pressured her into the date, and she hadn’t known how to say no back then. She’d gotten better at it since, out of necessity, though she still had to school her features and watch what she said near him.

      “I don’t give a fuck what his name is,” Mason said, hands on hips, pacing now. Takara had never seen Mason pace before. “You’ll come with me. I’ll ask Damien to let you into the pack. I’ll beg if I must. We’ll figure out the rest from there.”

      Mason beg? That wasn’t something she could imagine, not with other shifters, at least. With her, he often begged, because she left him no choice. It made giving in much sweeter in the end, for he could get rough when frustrated and riled up. Not rough enough to hurt her, just enough to make their time together more fun.

      “I’ll cite precedent,” Mason continued, still looking for a way to solve her problems for her. “Damien’s uncle accepted Hayden after all.”

      Hayden was one shifter from her pack that she missed. He’d always smiled and been nice to her, respectful, unlike most of the males in her pack. Why couldn’t he have become alpha instead of his brother?

      “Hayden’s situation was different,” she said. “He was considered a lone wolf by then. He broke his oath the second he killed Logan. If I break my oath to leave, Drake won’t let me leave. And if I leave without first breaking my oath to him, in person, he’ll claim I’m still part of his pack and that your pack kidnapped me. He’ll use it as an excuse to attack. Even if I stand on your side of the border and shout that I renounce my oath to him, he’ll say I was forced or brainwashed.”

      “Fuck this whole situation!” Mason slammed a downed branch against a tree.

      It was time to go. If this was the effect she was having on Mason, she needed to leave before she drove him to do something stupid. Takara started walking toward the cave, where she kept her stash of extra clothes.

      “Wait, Kara,” Mason called from behind her, but she kept walking. She couldn’t endanger him any more than she already had, nor could she stop her tears—and she didn’t want him to see her crying. All the anxiety and fear had been building for months. She was going to lose everything she had with Mason. The caring touches, the lessons, and the ability to talk with the one shifter who understood her, who cared about her. She was going to lose him, and she couldn’t even tell him why.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        MASON

      

      

      Hair flying in the wind and dark eyes filled with an emotion Mason had never seen in her. Fear. Regret. Whatever it was, his Takara was walking away from him. She’d never done that before.

      Mason dropped the branch he’d split in two by slamming it against a tree. His heart raced and his head spun as he racked his brain trying to find a solution. He’d never felt so useless before as he did now. His girl was in trouble, and he didn’t know how to help her. She was hiding something from him too. He could sense it, his wolf could smell it. Takara wasn’t a good liar, but she was good at keeping secrets. There was a slight almond odor to her when she hid something.

      Mason raced after her. “You’ve never lied to me before.”

      “No,” she said, still several strides ahead of him.

      “Did Chitman touch you?”

      She stopped suddenly. Mason wrapped around to her front. Tears streaked her face.

      “If I said yes, what would you do about it? Track him down and kill him? Even if by some miracle that didn’t start a war, it would land you in hot water with your alpha, who might want to make an example of you, given how sooner or later he’s going to have to do something to demonstrate his dominance. Making an example of a border guard who couldn’t manage to stay on his side of the border and who took it upon himself to attack a shifter in another pack. Well, I can’t see how that ends well for you, Mason. And if by some miracle your alpha allows you to continue as a guard on this same border, I guarantee I would be moved elsewhere. As far from you as Drake could put me.”

      “Fuck.”

      “Unless you’re offering that in the recreational sense, stop swearing. You know I don’t like swearing.” She shoved past him, determined to leave him behind.

      Mason couldn’t help himself. He grabbed her hard from behind, spun her around to face him, and then swept her legs from under her, making sure he cushioned her head with his hand as her body struck the snow. Her dark eyes went wide in shock both at the maneuver and the fact that he was lying atop her, his cock brushing against her mound, but he didn’t smell any fear on her. He’d never hurt her. This was his Kara, his mate. If she’d ever say yes.

      Takara licked her upper lip, the vixen. His cock was already hard as could be. “Open,” he said, nudging her legs. Not a request, but an order. The damn wolf in him was as on edge as he was and pushing him hard.

      “Open where?” she teased, dark eyes wide and almost doe-like.

      Her question gave him too many ideas, and she saw the moment of confusion on his face. She’d twist his momentary lapse to her advantage if he let her. Just once, he’d like for her to do as he said. But not his Kara. She had to make everything difficult.

      Mason was already fighting his wolf, pushing him out of the way so he wouldn’t lose full control and give in to his primal side. Pleasantries had gone out the window the moment Mason thought about another male touching what was his. And Takara was his, even if she wasn’t ready to admit it.

      She licked her upper lip again, teasing him, but she didn’t open her legs. She was going to make him work for it today. Fine. He’d be happy to oblige.

      Mason flipped her over, careful to make sure her face didn’t strike the branch jutting out of the snow. Then he lifted her hips and pushed her legs apart. He reached forward to her pussy. Dripping, except her back hole was right there, pink and pretty as a rose, and practically begging for attention. A tough choice, especially when he scented her excitement.

      Mason slid his cock through her folds, slathering her juices on him.

      “You missed the target,” she said, her tone smug.

      That did it. He never reacted well to sass, and she knew it. Mason pulled back, spread her cheeks and slid the tip of his cock into her back hole. She was tight, but he slid in easily enough for the first inch until she pushed up on her elbows and arched her back, trying to force him out. His wolf loved when she fought, and he had to admit, he did too.

      “I found my target,” he said as he reached around and grabbed her mound.

      She sucked in air at the shock of how he’d taken hold of her. He owned her, just as she owned him, but she refused to admit it. There was a dance with her, always a push and pull until finally she’d submit and let him take what he needed. His fingers played with her clit as he pushed further into her ass. It didn’t take long before she moaned and relaxed, submitting to him. She was his to enjoy, but he’d make it good for her too, because nothing in this life mattered except his Kara.

      Another glorious inch. His cock slid into her ass as he kept playing with her clit. She knew his buttons, and he knew hers. That’s why they were perfect together. Why couldn’t she see that?

      Before long, he was in to the hilt, her round ass cushioning his groin, taking all of him. He pulled out again, slowly at first, enjoying her moans, but then she started squirming. He didn’t want to release her clit, not with how expressive and loud she was. Except loud out here wasn’t a good idea.

      “Quiet,” he growled, more to her wolf, whose instincts would kick in before hers would. His Kara was smart in so many ways, but she wasn’t guard material. She didn’t have the right instincts for when and how to be quiet, how to move without gaining attention.

      Her body arched as her orgasm ripped through her. Listening to her, smelling her arousal, spurred his need to claim her. His thrusts became hard, primal. One hand pushed down between her shoulder blades, keeping her
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