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      The Freeman sisters are on their way to Moongate Island for a weekend of decadence and sunshine! They’re in for twice the surprise when they run into three sets of Alpha and Omega Shifters, each looking for a third to complete their Triad. Can three sassy sisters discover just how much fun mating can be when they get double the dose of Shifter love?

      

      The Council of Triads is meeting on Moongate Island to discuss a very serious problem. These three sets of Alpha/Omega Shifter pairs need to find their mates! Only then can they seal the bond between them and access the powers necessary for leading their Clans. But are these fierce men ready to fall in love?

      

      Find out in this trilogy featuring three Alpha/Omega Triad pairs and their fated mates.

      

      Included:

      Doubly Claimed

      Doubly Bound

      Doubly Tied
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        For Teresa,

        You were one of my first readers and I will never forget you and the support you showed me through the years. Rest in peace my, sweet friend. Blessings and prayers for you and your family.

        xoxo
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        Will this Alpha Omega pair discover their fated mate?

      

      

      

      Needing a break from her nightmare boss, Ginger is more than ready for the Freeman sisters’ annual vacation. She loves being a preschool teacher. If only her supervisor would keep his comments about her weight to himself! This feisty redhead is sick and tired of having to eat in her car to avoid the man’s snide looks and rude comments.

      

      A weekend getaway with her siblings is just what she needs! With a pitcher of watermelon margs, some tasty bear claws from the hotel bakery, and plenty of beach time, Ginger is determined to enjoy her stay on Moongate Island. She might even meet a man or two for some no-complications fun!

      

      Misha Orson is a Kodiak Bear Shifter and the Alpha of his multi-Shifter Clan on Kodiak Island. Along with his Omega, Constantine Ross, a Roosevelt Elk Shifter, he oversees the health and safety of their small and tight knit community.

      

      Desperate to find their third, they travel to Moongate Island for a secret meeting of the Council of Triads. But they never expected to find her in the very same hotel. The beautiful human is exactly what they always wanted.

      They just have to convince her she is theirs, forever and always.
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      Misha ground his teeth as Ross instructed their pilot to circle until the runway was cleared for landing. Like most Shifters, especially Alphas, he hated commercial flights. Unable to control the beast inside him for the fifteen-hour trip from their small Alaskan home to Moongate Island, they opted for their own private jet instead.

      “Do you think the others have arrived yet?” he asked his best friend. The Omega to his Alpha.

      “I don’t know, Misha, but apparently Callan has big news,” Ross grunted his reply. “I received word from one of our friends from the Sea Cove Coven that Callan and Landry have kept some of their brethren busy on a new project the last few weeks.”

      “Is that so?” Misha grunted. “I hope like hell they know what they are doing.”

      “I’m sure they’ve done their homework, my friend.” Ross smirked. “Besides, if there are Witches on Moongate Island, at least we know it will be fun.”

      “I’m not looking for fun, Ross. I want our mate.”

      “I know,” the Elk Shifter grunted, all seriousness. “Me too.”

      The two men knew each other well enough that they had no secrets. Shifters worked with Witches often. Of all the Supernatural groups, they were perhaps the most willing to cooperate, since they needed specific elements only Shifters could provide to perform certain rites and rituals. Their relationship was symbiotic.

      Mikhail Orson was groomed for this life since birth. But no one, other than Ross, called the Alpha male Misha. At least, not unless they were family. It had been that way for as long as he could remember, anyway. And that was long.

      Shifters lived supernaturally enhanced lifespans, and as the Alpha, his was even longer. The pair of them created two-thirds of the Triad necessary to rule their home on Kodiak Island. Constantine Ross was technically a Roosevelt Elk, but he was the brother Misha’s parents never gave him. The two of them had been inseparable ever since they were just cubs.

      They’d been searching for their third for most of their adult lives, but none of the females from the variety of Shifters on their island, or near it, was the one.

      Other Alpha Omega pairs were having the same difficulty. The modern age was ruled by smart phones and stupid people. The supernatural world was finding it almost impossible to stay hidden. But it was a necessity. Unmated pairs were volatile. Unable to fully control their Packs or Clans. It was frustrating as fuck.

      Living in a world where everything was being recorded and the truth could be twisted and turned with a few images and words sucked balls. Worse was the fact without their mates, any Alpha Omega pair was liable to turn rogue. Regular Shifters could wreak havoc on normals on any given day, but a rogue Alpha Omega pair could mean catastrophic fatalities and a strong probability that Shifters would be introduced to the world at large.

      Hence this meeting of the Council of Triads. The Shifter secret must be kept. To do that, changes had to be made. They needed mates. And not just any mates. Only their fated mates would do.

      Fate was a fickle bitch sometimes, but Misha firmly believed the only way he and his Omega could be whole was with the one female the universe destined to be theirs. Some thought it fiction, but he knew better.

      After all, his parents had had such a mating. Their passing within days of each other had been one of the worst experiences of his life, but such was their bond. Once his mother had succumbed to illness, his fathers soon followed. They’d loved her for all their long lives, and his childhood had been peaceful. Misha remembered his three parents fondly.

      They’d loved him equally and raised him best they could. Each of his fathers was a Kodiak Bear Shifter, and he took after them, not his mother, who was a Wolf Shifter. Their island was not big enough for several Packs or Clans to live in peace, and so his parents had worked to bring them together. The result was a Clan like no other.

      Misha grinned. Kodiak Island was a special place, and he and Ross were going to need an exceptional woman to help them rule it. His Bear surged forward at the thought and he had to work to quiet the beast.

      “Will there be a solution?” Ross interrupted his thoughts, and Misha was grateful, not for the first time, for his Omega’s uncanny ability to read him.

      “I don’t see how, but I have to believe,” Misha replied carefully.

      “We’ve searched high and low for Shifter females to complete our Triad, but none of them was ours.” Ross smirked. “Still, I will say I enjoyed some of them.”

      Misha rolled his eyes. The two men had known for decades they would one day rule Kodiak Island together, sharing a mate as his parents before them had. To prepare, they regularly shared women. Had done so since they were old enough to fuck. No sword crossing, no hands, lips, or eyes. For an Alpha Omega pair, sex was about pleasuring the female. Of course, they had a good time too.

      Not all Shifters could do such a thing, possessiveness and dominance were part of the beasts within, and those traits did not lend themselves to sharing. Misha had more control than that. As the Alpha of the pair, he was naturally the more dominant of the two. Fuck, he was the most dominant force on Kodiak Island. His inner Bear was a great, big, growly fucking monster. But that also meant he could provide protection, security, and control to those lesser dominant Shifters.

      As Omega, Ross was equally important to him and their Clan. Omegas were exceedingly rare and were highly valued. They were the only Shifters impervious to the Alpha’s command, which was why they tended to be paired with one. If they could not be dominated, they would be seen as a threat if not for their entirely empathic natures. If Alphas were the strength of a Clan, Omegas were its heart. Together they provided stability unlike any other.

      “Yes, but we cannot ascend to our positions completely without our third. We need her to create the right balance,” Misha completed his thoughts aloud.

      He felt his Kodiak Bear pace and growl beneath his skin. The behemoth animal was angry and quick to rage these days. He needed a female’s touch, his mate’s love, to keep him sated and calm. Otherwise, the worst would happen. The deep growl that filled his chest reverberated in the small cabin, and Ross’ eyes glowed green while he worked to quiet Misha’s fury.

      “She is out there.” Ross nodded at his best friend. “I believe that with every fiber of my being.”

      “I hope you are right,” said Misha.

      “I am, brother.” Ross clapped him on the shoulder. “We will listen to what the ruling Alpha Omega say, then we will find her.”

      Misha returned the platonic gesture and nodded. Yes, they would find their mate before the winter came to their part of the world. Their Clan was depending on them. And if he was being honest with himself, he was too. They needed her. Needed to claim their third to secure their position and sate their beasts.

      “Yes,” Misha agreed, “we will find her and claim her.”
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      “Ms. Freeman!” wailed little Johnny DeMarco from the back of the rug.

      He always had trouble sitting still during circle time, but Ginger was used to his antics. Instead of rushing over to coddle the child, she closed the storybook she was reading and made sure he had her full attention from where she sat, crisscross-applesauce, in front of the class.

      “Yes, Johnny?”

      “I want to sit on your lap!”

      “Johnny, I know you like to sit on my lap, but it’s our last story time before summer break, not cuddle time, okay?”

      Johnny’s lower lip wobbled, but Ginger calmed that bothersome maternal instinct that flared up whenever one of her littles, which was what she called her preschool students, was feeling down. She waited another beat before giving him an exaggerated wink, then returned her attention to the story and the other three-to-four-year-olds she was responsible for.

      Today was the last day of the term. She’d miss them, but it had been a long and grueling year. The bell rang loudly, and all her littles yelped like the silly, loveable children they were. Ginger giggled and finished helping the kids gather their things. She walked them outside, waving and wishing them an awesome vacation.

      The end of the school year was always bittersweet. She’d miss her littles, but she was so proud of them for finishing what was, for many of them, their first experience in a classroom. Being away from their parents was a huge adjustment. Not to mention the recent changes to the classroom because of the global covid-19 epidemic. The addition of mandatory face masks, plastic gloves, temperature check stations, and hand and desk sanitizing every fifteen minutes did not exactly make things easier for the tiny preschoolers.

      But she’d done her best to help normalize the add-ons. She’d even had her sister, Sage, sew a bunch of fun, child-themed masks that she donated to the students. Sage sewed in her spare time, not that she had much of it, but Ginger had paid for all the supplies. Many of her students could not afford the extra expense of the necessary safety equipment, and she was happy to help.

      But it was over now, and Ginger sent a silent prayer of thanks that they’d made it without incident. As she walked back to her now quiet and empty classroom, she smiled behind her mask, which depicted a bunny nose and teeth, removing the ears she’d added for the last day’s festivities.

      Her preschool class had decided on a “cute animal” theme. Sigh. It really was a long, long school year. Ginger was exhausted and tired of smelling like sanitizer and cheese sandwiches. She was more than ready for her yearly getaway with her siblings.

      The Freeman sisters agreed after the youngest finished college to have a girls’ only weekend every year, no matter what. It was their thing, and she loved it. Looked forward to it with glee. They never knew their mother, but their father had done a pretty amazing job raising them, if she said so herself.

      A locally famous chef, Mark Freeman, named all three girls after his favorite spices. That Ginger was a redhead was luck of the draw since she’d been born with no hair at all. Not even peach fuzz. But as the middle sister, she was used to accepting things as they came.

      Sage was the oldest, with a gorgeous head of ebony hair that Ginger used to envy with all her adolescent heart. She was also the wisest with her uncanny brainiac math skills. Anise was the youngest, a natural blonde, and a corporate executive working for some mega company that was recently involved in a toxic waste scandal. All three women were curvy, a little on the short side, and had sassy comebacks for about any occasion. Call it a sister’s intuition, but she felt it down to her bones, her sisters needed this vacation just as much as she did.

      Ginger was the only one of the three who’d remained in their hometown. Northern was a quiet place, but it was close enough to the city that her sisters made it back every year for the holidays. She would have still lived with her father, but she’d insisted on moving out after college. There was no way she wanted her daddy in the other room when she was entertaining. Not that she should’ve worried.

      At thirty years old, Ginger’s apartment had seen very little action over the past seven and a half years since she’d started renting the place. Just ten minutes away from her childhood home, but at least it was her own. Daddy was always busy with work, but she still ate dinner with him twice a week and he always sent her home with plenty of leftovers.

      Mark Freeman was never too busy for his girls. He made sure they knew how treasured they were, and Ginger, who was the curviest, and maybe even the shyest of the three, appreciated it the most.

      Speaking of her curves, Ginger cringed when she heard the telltale sound of Mr. Gardner’s shoes clicking down the hallway.

      Click clack click.

      The man sounded like he was wearing heels.

      Then again, he wore heels. Snort. Shame immediately filled her at her surprising mean streak, but it was still true. She did her best to avoid him after that brief encounter, but he still insisted on doling out unwanted advice and invitations her way. If only she would’ve finished packing up her room earlier!

      Click clack click.

      She froze with her hands full of folders. Dang it.

      He was getting closer. Her mind raced back to the time she’d caught him through the window to his office. Mr. Gardner was bent over, adjusting the “inserts” in question. She could not believe he had three-inch heels inside his highly polished black leather shoes! He tried to tell her they were orthopedic, but Ginger’s keen eyesight said otherwise. Fact was, he wore lifts or elevator shoes as her father called them when she’d asked his opinion.

      Ginger was never one to complain or poke fun at anyone’s style of dress or comfort. She didn’t care what he wore. Or the fact that Mr. Gardner was forty-eight, balding, and reed thin. None of that was any of her business. To Ginger, Mr. Gardner was and would only ever be her boss. Not her friend. Not her boyfriend. Simply her boss.

      But and that was a big, bold, underlined but, the man had overstepped that invisible boundary line between supervisor and teacher one too many times. He somehow thought it appropriate to constantly comment on her weight and choice of dress. The sound of her classroom door opening had Ginger dropping the files into her crate faster than lightning.

      “Ms. Freeman, I see you are still clearing out your desk,” Mr. Gardner spoke, breaking the calm silence that had pleasantly surrounded her and filling it with unease.

      Ginger closed her eyes and counted to three. Her back was still facing him. Thank goodness for masks or he would see the frown she could not hide whenever she was in his presence.

      His voice sounded even more nasally behind his plain black face mask. The man did not even attempt to lighten the mood, despite being the principal of a grammar school. She took another calming breath before turning around to answer him. He was still her boss.

      “The students only left a few minutes ago, Mr. Gardner,” she returned.

      “Yes, but as I said in the morning’s memo, the cleaning staff will be in early today, and I thought perhaps we could have that lunch—”

      “I just need five minutes to finish, then I will be on my way, Mr. Gardner. There is still a week left before the superintendent sends out contracts for the next term, correct?”

      “Yes, well, that is, if we even go ahead with renewing the preschool program at this location. Maybe we should discuss it over lunch. Veggie Bowl has added some outdoor dining tables, the minimum six-feet apart, of course,” he began. “I know you must worry about your size with these health scares. I wouldn’t want to impede your road to weight loss—”

      “Excuse me?” Ginger felt her cheeks heat as anger boiled inside of her.

      She had officially reached the limit of her patience with this man. Having spent most of the year ignoring his comments about her figure and his dirty looks whenever she wore something form-fitting or frilly, like the navy blue and yellow polka dotted short-sleeved dress she had on today, Ginger was about to blow a gasket.

      True, she was a curvy girl. Despite society’s predisposition to praise only women of a certain body type, Ginger had learned to love herself. So, yes, she had large breasts, wide hips, and thick thighs, and she stood only five-foot three-inches tall. But her body was none of Mr. Gardner’s business. Neither were her eating habits.

      “Mr. Gardner, I don’t know why you’re worried about what I look like, or where I eat my lunch, as I have no intention of ever eating with you socially. I am a certified preschool teacher with a master’s degree in Early Childhood Education. I am very well qualified to do my job, but it is the Superintendent who renews the position, not you. Still, you are my boss, but that is all. For your information, and believe me it is none of your business, but I will share this with you, only this once, I see a physician regularly for check-ups. I can assure you, my health is just fine.”

      She saw his face flush above his mask, but his discomfort did nothing to soothe her ruffled feathers. The guy was off his rocker! Did he think she was so desperate for a man she’d ever consider dating him? He obviously did not like her the way she was. Why did he even bother asking her out?

      “Ms. Freeman, Ginger, perhaps you don’t understand, I am asking you on a lunch date. I would think someone like you would be exceedingly happy to accept my generous offer—”

      “Are you serious? Look, I am not sure how often you’ve successfully convinced a woman to date you, but that line is not it. This is not happening. Like ever.” She straightened her shoulders. “Now, if you will excuse me, I must finish packing up. I will send the virtual summer lessons I made for those students who need to connect over the upcoming weeks off from school from my home computer. Goodbye, Mr. Gardner. I will look for that email regarding whether my contract will be renewed from the superintendent.”

      “B-but,” he stuttered.

      “Good afternoon,” she said loudly, and turned her back on the man.

      Ginger had to work to control her temper. Trying to breathe through the mask was difficult when her emotions were in such a state, but she closed her eyes and counted to three. The same advice she gave her littles whenever they got overwhelmed.

      “Easy-peasy,” she whispered.

      Her hands trembled as she returned to packing up her belongings. She heard him clicking and clacking out of her classroom, and only then did Ginger exhale. The stupid, insufferable, idiotic jerk-wad!

      She swung her pocketbook and laptop bag onto her shoulder, and grabbed the crate loaded with the rest of her knick-knacks. Sure, there were supplies she’d bought and whatnot still spread out and around the classroom, but she was too mad to even think of collecting them. Whatever. In less than seven hours she was going to be elbows deep in succulent treats from the Bear Claw Bakery located in the lobby of the Stein Luxury Hotel & Resorts, where she and her sisters would spend their vacay.

      Contrary to what Mr. Gardner thought, Ginger worked extremely hard to eat healthy and exercised at least four days a week. She was just naturally curvy or whatever. It had been months since she’d indulged in something decadent and sweet; and she meant pastry, not sex. That was a horse of a different color altogether.

      Sigh. Maybe sweets made up for smexy times in some strange way for the lonely redhead. Or not. Her sex life was all but nonexistent for the last year and a half. If it wasn’t for her trusty side-drawer with a few economically feasible and sinfully pleasurable, rechargeable battery-operated friends, Ginger might have exploded from all the pent-up frustration. What did a curvy girl have to do to get a little love, anyway?

      In a sad point of fact, most of her sexual encounters had been dreadfully disappointing. Men tended to underwhelm her. But what else could they do when her expectations of what men were like in the bedroom were based on impossible fantasies garnered from the minds of the fantastic authors she read? Amanda Kimberley, P. Mattern, Gina Kincade, Erzabet Bishop, and of course, the delightfully sassy southerner, Julia Mills, to name a few. Fiction was better than reality.

      It also didn’t help that no matter what she tried, Ginger’s tastes ran to the unconventional. For the staid, stuffy men who usually asked her out, the idea of oral sex sent them running in a tizzy. Never mind the threesome she’d secretly been longing for since she’d hit puberty. Okay, it wasn’t exactly a secret. Ginger frowned as she recalled the vacation she’d shared with her sisters just last year in Cabo.

      “Sage, you clam up whenever we discuss anything even remotely involving sex.” Anise snorted into her Cosmo glass.

      “That’s cause big sis is a freak,” Ginger chimed in. “She just doesn’t want us to know.”

      Their hotel room was crowded with all their suitcases packed with souvenirs from the trip, and it was their last night to be together until the holidays. Sage and Ani had high-powered jobs that kept them super busy. Ginger understood, she just missed the bond they shared whenever they went away again.

      “Like you would know about freaky, Miss School teacher,” her sister teased, pulling her from her thoughts and back to their raucous discussion.

      “Actually,” Ginger leaned forward. “I have to tell you both, this has been on my mind since I was like sixteen, but I wish, well, that is I really, really, really want to be with two guys,” she said in a hurry.

      “So, you like two men at the same time? That’s okay… You can alternate date night.” Ani thought she’d solved the dilemma, but Ginger frowned.

      “Oh, oh, OH!” Sage’s eyes bugged out of her head, but she nodded and squeezed Ginger’s hand. “It’s strange because I know exactly what you mean. That is, I’ve wondered about the same thing,” her big sister confessed.

      “Thank goodness,” Ginger sighed. “I thought I was weird or broken somehow.”

      “Of course, you are not,” Sage scolded.

      “What are you two talking about?” Ani asked.

      “Well,” Ginger embellished, “I’ve been sort of fantasizing about being, you know, in bed with two guys at once for years, and I think maybe that’s why all my sexual encounters have, well, been insufficient.” She grimaced.

      “You want a threesome?” Ani chuckled. “Girl, I had no idea! Well, I’ve had them, and let me tell you there is nothing like riding one guy while the other is snuggled up behind you. It really is the best kind of sex.” Their baby sister winked.

      Sage and Ginger gasped, giggled, then high-fived Ani.

      “Well, damn,” Sage said. “It’s always the quiet ones.”

      The three sisters spent the rest of that night laughing and confessing the rest of their secrets. It seemed the Freeman sisters were a tad freaky, but in the best possible way. But Ginger was not laughing now. So, she and her sisters had the same predilection towards threesomes. That wasn’t odd, not really, but it was more than just the sex. Ginger craved the love and companionship of two men.

      Darn those books! She’d started adding MFM books to her reading list years ago, and even though she knew they were just fiction, somehow, they clicked. That was what she wanted. Two strong, handsome men to come in and sweep her off her feet. But that was just one of those silly dreams, she guessed.

      Sigh. Still, Moongate Island did sound kinda dreamy. The name of their destination created all sorts of indulgent fantasies inside her overactive mind. Imagine cabana boys in tiny little swim trunks that barely covered their oversized manliness serving her bear claws and chilled pitchers of yummy Margs! Yes, please. She had to remember to jot that down in the little notebook of naughty ideas she kept for the day she finally took the plunge and wrote her own sexy romance novel.

      Sigh. She was overdoing it again, wasn’t she? Well, what did she expect from someone who spent eight hours a day engaged in educational playtime with small children? An avid romance reader, Ginger spent most of her preteen and high school years with her nose in a book. Even before that. Okay, from the moment she learned that perfect boys only existed in books, she couldn’t get enough of them.

      Some people thought romance novels were an unsavory addiction, but they could all bugger off as far as she was concerned. Some of the worst moments of her life were made better by her devout reading. Her sisters used to tease her about it in that unique way only siblings could, but Ginger was immune to their raucous comments. Especially when she’d caught them ransacking her stores! Now the three of them traded books regularly.

      At that very moment, her e-reader was charged and packed away in the single carry-on luggage she was bringing to their exclusive destination. Frequented by the young, rich, and hopefully single, Moongate Island was going to be Ginger’s ultimate escape. No matter what happened, she was going to be open to some new experiences this weekend. Her sisters didn’t know her plan, but she intended to find out if all her bookish imaginings could be reality. Even if only for a night or two.

      Yes, she thought and started her car. It was time Ginger got her groove back.
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      Ginger exited the stuffy plane, stretching her arms and back the moment she was clear to do so. The tiny airport was air-conditioned, thank goodness, but she was still warm despite the lightweight capri pants and loose-fit blouse she wore.

      Must be a hundred degrees outside.

      “Eeeeeeek!”

      “I know that sound.” She smiled and turned to see her sister, Anise, screeching and running toward Ginger with her arms outstretched.

      Anise, Sage, and Ginger had taken separate flights, but at the same general time. Ensuring their arrival would at least coincide with one another. She prepared herself for the impending bear hug from the littlest Freeman sister as best she could, but Ani was always stronger than she looked.

      The ferocity of the embrace jostled Ginger’s face mask. Uh oh. She was probably about to get booted from the airport because of her sister’s shenanigans. But she missed Ani and would suffer willingly for one of her ferocious embraces.

      “Ooof,” Ginger groaned when another sister tackled from behind her.

      “Yay! We made it,” Sage sighed through her own paisley printed mask, and squeezed Ginger’s chubby middle, which made her giggle.

      “No tickles!” she admonished, freeing herself of their silly attempts to make her pee her pants.

      Fine. She admitted it. Her bladder was known to fail her during times of extreme glee, or tickle attacks from her siblings. The bitches. Sigh. But she loved them.

      The three sisters stood in the tiny island airport and hugged each other for another minute before they separated and gathered their bags. Smiles wide, they looked for their hotel shuttle.

      “Where is the shuttle bus stop?” Sage queried.

      “I don’t know, but I am glad I wore these,” Anise pointed to her hot pink Crocs and her sisters groaned in unison.

      She had no shame whatsoever when it came to her penchant for rubber footwear. Ginger shook her head.

      “Where did you find this place?” Ani asked Sage.

      “A co-worker turned me on to it. She’s a little strange, kind of new age mystic chick, but...” Sage’s grin was wide, and she waggled her eyebrows. “She told me to expect something amazing this weekend.”

      “I bet,” Ani quipped and snorted. “Just don’t catch anything.”

      “Ew, shut up!”

      “Girls, remember your manners or I will have to separate the two of you,” Ginger admonished in her best teacher voice.

      She rolled her eyes and kept pace with them while she perused the small airport lobby. Surely, there was a sign or something to point them to transportation to their hotel?

      “Hey, is that our name?” Ginger stopped in her tracks and ignored Ani’s oompf as her sister ran into her back.

      Her eyes were riveted to the tall, muscular, dark-haired man in the printed shirt with the word Stein over his heart and the rest of the hotel emblem beneath it. His sunglasses kept them from seeing his eyes, but there was no doubt he was attractive. And he was smiling at them. The small sign in his hand had the words “The Freeman Sisters” printed in bold black, and the three women wandered over to him.

      “Hi,” Ginger said.

      “That’s us.” Sage nodded at the sign.

      “Whoa,” whispered Ani, and Sage elbowed her gently.

      “Welcome, ladies.” The man smiled, showing off straight, white teeth. “My name is Jacob. I’m with Stein Luxury Hotel & Resorts. I am here to drive you to your destination. Please follow me, but first, allow me to carry your luggage.”

      “Wow, this place must be really nice,” Ginger whispered to her sister who just nodded.

      All three of them couldn’t help but stare at Jacob, their chauffeur. Holy cow. He lifted all three suitcases in one go. The smallest was tucked under one beefy arm, and the other two were competently secured in his enormous hands.

      “Don’t you want a cart?” Ani asked.

      “Thank you, I am fine, miss.” He smiled. “So, you ladies here as the hotel’s special guests?”

      “Yes,” Sage answered quickly. “Mildred DiBenedetto told me to use her name upon arrival?”

      “Indeed, miss. Thank you. It is going to be an exceptionally fine weekend for you all.” He nodded at them.

      “Yes, indeed,” Ginger whispered, “it is fine already,” and Sage elbowed her while Ani shushed her.

      Ginger had no idea who Mildred DiBenedetto was, but she was grateful that Sage took her advice. This trip was going to kick ass! Speaking of asses, that Jacob had a mighty pleasing one, and Ginger couldn’t help but ogle him.

      “Quit it,” Sage whispered and narrowed her eyes, but Ani just giggled. The three women followed the man outside to where a huge, brilliant white SUV waited.

      “Here, allow me.” Jacob smiled and reached inside his pocket, pulling out three identical bracelets.

      “These will ensure you three lovely ladies get that special treatment Ms. DiBenedetto guaranteed you.” he winked and placed one on each of their wrists.

      “What?” Sage asked.

      “Thank you,” Ginger spoke over her.

      “But why do we wear these?”

      “Shhh.” Ginger glared at her sisters, mouthing at them to shush up. Who knew? Maybe they would get a free drink or some suntan lotion with these babies. True, they did not resemble the silicone bracelets they’d gotten on their last vacation. Then again, that particular cruise line did ask that she and her siblings never come back. In her defense, they shouldn’t say unlimited drinks if they didn’t mean it.

      Whatever. Despite what her sisters thought, Ginger was looking to have fun this weekend. Besides, flirting with their driver was harmless. And accepting a bracelet that would get them a free drink or two, well, BFD.

      “Hey Ginger, should you really be eye-fucking our driver like that?” Ani snorted her question.

      “Who I fuck with my eyes or anything else is none of your business,” she responded.

      “Oh, I see you brought your slutty-alter-ego this weekend, nice!” Ani high-fived her.

      “OMG! Will you two quit it!”

      “Sage, I am not a virgin. None of us are. What is the harm in being open to new experiences?” Ginger asked.

      “Can we not have this discussion now? Please.” Sage’s face burned red, and Ginger finally sighed and zipped her lip.

      She could be so childish. But anyway, Jacob returned to them, his cheeks a shade darker. But that could not be because of anything they said. He was too far to hear them. Unless he was one of those supernatural heroes, she read about in her paranormal romance books. As if.

      “Please, allow me to open the door for you, lovely ladies. Oh, I almost forgot to mention, remember to keep your bracelets on for the duration of your stay,” Jacob said, returning to the side of the SUV once he secured their belongings in the trunk.

      “Thank you.”

      “You got it.”

      “Sure,” they each returned and got in.

      “My pleasure. Now, allow me to put your minds at ease. Here on Moongate Island the constant breeze and balmy weather make wearing a face mask unnecessary on the island. You may take them off and leave them off for the remainder of your stay, unless you prefer to keep them on,” he said in his rich, lightly accented baritone.

      Ginger didn’t have to be told twice. She removed her mask and took a deep breath, letting the warm island air filter its way deep inside her lungs. It was positively lovely. She could smell the sun-baked sand, the sweet fruit swaying on the palm trees, and the salty sea on the air itself.

      “There are drinks and snacks waiting for you inside,” Jacob said, smiling widely as the three of them removed their masks and stuffed them in their purses or pockets.

      “Thank you.”

      “This is a treat.” Sage nodded.

      “My pleasure, ladies. Now, if you need me to adjust the temperature inside, please let me know.”

      “Nope, this is perfect.”

      The ride to the hotel took mere minutes, and Ginger and her siblings spent it drinking the chilled fruit juice and munching on the delicious miniature treats that, to her delight, were wrapped in tiny little bits of tissue paper holding the Bear Claw Bakery logo.

      A New Jersey staple, the Barvale bakery was world famous for their delicious non-GMO, organic, handmade goodies. Ginger couldn’t get enough of them. Each morsel melted in her mouth as she sampled the mini eclairs, cream filled croissants, and her favorite, a black forest bear claw.

      “Ginger,” Sage scolded, “leave some for the rest of us.”

      “You snooze, you lose,” she sighed contentedly.

      Besides, there were plenty of the delicious tidbits. Sage was just whiny. She noticed Anise had no trouble picking out her own favorites. The youngest Freeman sister was sitting back with her goodies and an icy glass of coconut water, enjoying the scenery as it flew past. Ginger tried to take it all in, but there was just so much of it.

      Flashes of color, all salmons and corals from the mid-day sun, ocean blues, and streaks of white clouds went by in a rush as the large SUV sped down the paved road. It made her feel dizzy, excited, and something else. Something anticipatory.

      Her nerves seemed to tingle and dance on edge, as if something thrilling was about to happen. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? She hummed to herself, ready for her own personal adventure to begin. She was more than ready for it. Had been waiting her entire thirty years for something exciting to happen to her.

      Ginger’s life was good. She was happy, somewhat. But wasn’t it time she did more than just read about romantic adventures? Wasn’t it time she had one of her own? With Jacob or someone similar. The island had no shortage of beautiful people. She might be plump, but she was still pretty.

      If luck was on her side, there was a single, handsome man or two out there for her during this trip. Moongate Island, though she’d never heard of it, was a hopping place. Someone must be doing a bang-up job of promoting it, because it was way more packed than she’d expected.

      “How many visitors are on the island?” Ginger asked.

      “Well, miss,” Jacob looked into the rearview mirror to address her, “the hotel can fit up to fifteen-thousand guest maximum capacity. There is a four-limit person to our standard guest rooms, though a handful of suites for six guests and up do exist, as you will soon find out,” he smiled as he spoke.

      “Are we getting an upgrade?” Anise asked Sage, but their eldest sister was busy typing on her smart phone.

      “All our special guests have a suite reserved for their use,” he returned.

      “Wow, I had no idea!” Ginger gasped and popped a mini pastry in her mouth. “I thought this place was one of those diamonds in the rough resorts only known to a select few.”

      “Oh, yes. You are right there, miss, but those of us who do know us, know us very well indeed. We have year-round perfect weather, and our relationship with the people indigenous to the island is excellent. We are their main source of income.”

      “I see, and they don’t mind the crowds then?” Sage asked, all business.

      “Not at all. In fact, we employ many of the locals. I was born here,” Jacob explained.

      Ginger’s mind wandered as Sage and Jacob discussed the local economy, turning to what she had planned first. A swim, lunch, shopping? A casual flirtation with a devastating stranger. All the above?

      Hmmm. The possibilities were endless. While Anise and Sage talked shop with their driver, she pictured herself sitting on the sandy shores with a mystery man’s arms wrapped around her. He’d dip his head to kiss her soft lips and she would open for him, then another set of lips would trace her earlobe in that special spot she just loved to have caressed and—whoa. Where the heck did that come from?

      Since when did Ginger dream of two men at once?

      She shook her head to try and clear the lusty image, but it was no good. She’d never had a threesome before. In fact, all the sexual encounters involving more than two people that she’d heard about seemed to involve two or more women and one man. Seemed unfair, really.

      Her daydream was different, but now that she’d imagined it, she couldn’t seem to stop. Oh, this was unfair.

      She couldn’t find one man to have anything resembling satisfactory sex with. How was she gonna find two?

      But her vision wouldn’t stop. Every time Ginger closed her eyes, she pictured it. There she was, sandwiched between two sexy, hulking men, both intent on pleasuring her, lying on the shore with the soft waves lapping at her toes. As far as fantasies went, it was a doozy.

      She shivered involuntarily as Jacob rolled to a stop in the circular driveway. Holy hell. Ginger blinked rapidly as she looked out the window of the vehicle. Ignoring her sister’s elbow as it dug into her side, she went as far as to pinch herself.

      “Have we died or something?” Anise asked, mouth hanging open.

      “Oh my.” Sage licked her lips.

      “Ladies, allow me to get your door.” Jacob smirked.

      Ginger couldn’t think of a reply. Not when her eyes were being assaulted by dozens of tall, muscular, drop-dead gorgeous men from every direction. These were the hottest guys she’d ever seen, and they seemed to simply be milling about the lobby. As Jacob circled the car, the men nearest stopped in their tracks. Dozens of gloriously hued eyes were riveted to their vehicle.

      “Why are they staring at us?” Sage asked, and Ginger just shook her head.

      It was a little weird. Maybe they thought they were someone else? Regardless, their eyes were locked on the door as Jacob lifted the handle, and some of them appeared to take deep breaths. Like they were sniffing the air.

      “Holy fucking hotness,” Sage murmured.

      “Maybe it’s a cutie convention.” Anise giggled.

      “I don’t care what it is, I refuse to be in these travel clothes any longer. Sisters, we are changing into our bathing suits, and hitting the beach,” Sage commanded.

      “Yes, general.” Anise mock saluted.

      “Shut up.” Sage grinned.

      There she was, giving orders, like always. Sage claimed it was her right as the eldest. She often came off as haughty and snobbish to those who didn’t know her, but Ginger knew better.

      The three Freeman girls had a bond most siblings could only imagine. Without a mother to raise them, they had looked to their father to teach them most things. Like the proper way to catch and gut a fish when they were kids, and how to pair wine with meals when they became adults. But for everything else, they had only each other.

      Ginger was surprised she hadn’t come up with that line about the cutie convention. Anise was normally the more conservative of the three. But she just laughed. Okay, she snorted at Ani’s and Sage’s silly back-and-forth banter. But the butterflies in her stomach had suddenly turned into thunderbirds, beating their wings, and making her whole-body tremble in anticipation. For what? She had no earthly idea.

      It was true. As Sage and Ani had so rightly observed, there was an unusual number of good-looking men walking around. If only there was someone for her out there. She bit her lip, brushing her long red locks behind her ears. The strangest premonition took root in her mind as Jacob opened their door.

      The sisters all glanced at one another, hesitating to get out of the car. Nodding at them both, Ginger took the first step. As her sandaled foot hit the pavement, she knew without a doubt whatever happened that weekend, it was going to change everything.

      “Welcome to Stein Luxury Hotel & Resorts. We hope you enjoy your stay.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Are you kidding me? He springs this shit on us now?” Misha growled.

      He was having a challenging time controlling his Bear as it was, but after the bomb Callan and Landry just dropped on them, the beast was enraged. Maybe from the possibility of finding a mate this weekend, or maybe because he didn’t want to feel trapped into it. Either way, if he couldn’t calm the fuck down, he was going to need space to Shift.

      “You heard what he said,” Ross tried to talk Misha down, but it was no use.

      The Bear was royally fucking pissed off. Bad enough the Dragon and Liger got in bed with Witches to make this happen, but now there were humans involved. Fucking hell! How was a human female going to react when he got all furry and shit with his beast?

      “There are still normals here who don’t know of our existence, Misha.” His eyes swept over the beach where several dozen people were in various states of relaxation on the beautiful sandy shores.

      “What the fuck were they thinking using Witchcraft and inviting human women here without our okay?”

      “They thought they were helping,” a deep voice said from behind Misha, and the Bear turned around with a snarl on his lips.

      Callan and Landry approached the other Triad pair carefully, gesturing to one of the six seats that were arranged around a table to their left. The resort’s tiki bar was dubbed the Moongate Tiki Lounge. Not a very original name, but it was pretty damn awesome. As if it was designed for Shifters. The entire outdoor concept was preferable.

      Misha especially hated small, cramped indoor bars and restaurants. He was more at home with cookouts and camping, but that was the same for many of his kind. He accepted Landry’s offer and took a seat. Several such tables had already been set up, more than likely to cater to those visiting Triad pairs, so they could enjoy food and beverages while basking in the tropical sunshine. All with a full view of the excellent water. It was one of the many rewards of the island.

      “Come, let’s share a drink and allow me to put your mind at ease,” the Dragon Shifter spoke calmly, but Misha and Ross felt the command in the Alpha’s voice.

      “Dammit, Callan, you should’ve told us.” Misha took a seat with Ross beside him.

      He nodded his hello to Landry, the rare White Liger Shifter, who was the Omega to Callan’s Alpha. Together, they were the leaders of the Council of the Triads, governing over four thousand pairs of Triads across the globe. Their job was to keep the Triads working toward the same goals, prosperity, and productivity, and to settle any disputes among the Clans, Prides, and Packs. It was a shit job, in Misha’s opinion. He’d much rather take care of his own. He hated traveling and big cities were like a fucking nightmare for the Bear. No, he was best back on his own Kodiak Island.

      He felt his Omega brush against his mind. The man’s instinct was to promote calm and understanding. Misha appreciated it, usually, but he was too amped up.

      “It’s a mistake. Humans won’t understand,” he growled.

      “A moment, if you will, I invited Brody and Mayne to join us.” Landry raised his arm and waved the two Texans over.

      “Of course.” Ross nodded as the newcomers sat down.

      Almost immediately, members of the wait staff brought food and drink to the table. Always a good idea to distract Shifters with food, Ross pushed the thought at him with a half-grin. Misha chuffed. It would be funny if his beast wasn’t ready to claw someone. The great Kodiak Bear who shared his soul was growing wilder as the years rolled by. It was why he was part of an Alpha Omega Triad.

      Misha’s beast was far too dominant for him to be on his own. With Ross helping, he could control the Bear, but it was getting more difficult. They needed their third as an anchor. Only their fated mate would do.

      Grrrr. His animal snarled and clawed at his skin, but he wrestled the beast down.

      He closed his eyes and fought for control, but still, the Bear wanted out. He wanted to hunt. He wanted to sniff out those females now that he knew they were there. Needed to see if his one was among them.

      He could only imagine what a human would think of that behavior. Fear of rejection and disgust had him equal parts sorrowful and furious. Ross pressed a hand to his shoulder. Shifters needed that, needed physical contact to break through to their animals. Touch was not sexual between Alpha and Omega pairs, but it was more common than among human males. He didn’t understand why normals shunned such natural behavior, but whatever. He nodded his head and Ross released his hold.

      “Misha,” Callan’s Alpha voice reached him, and his Bear stilled in response, “have a drink, my friend. We can discuss this.”

      “Humans, Callan? You invited them here without telling us,” he growled softly.

      “Yes, I did. As you know, the number of available Shifter females declines every year. Fewer females are being born too. That means we need to broaden our horizons, my friend. The decision was made at the end of last year’s meeting, and we employed our strongest allies of the Coven Realta to the cause.”

      “How will we tell which females are here for us?”

      “Ah,” Landry began, “that was my idea, actually. The women who are here willingly to see if they belong to a Triad pair, after being selected and contacted by representatives from the Witch coven, are all wearing special bracelets like this.” He grinned. “So yes, they know the rules and are here willingly. When the Witches interviewed them, if the women declined, their memories of the conversation were erased.”

      The blond giant of a man held up a bauble that seemed to be woven of braided silver and gold threads. Misha and Ross looked at each other and his Omega picked up a carrot stick from one of the dishes on the table. Fucking vegetarians. Misha rolled his eyes.

      “If you find your fated, you will know, my friends,” Landry said. “The same way Shifters have for thousands of years. But you must remember even though they agreed, these women are human, fragile, not used to our ways.”

      “Yet, I saw some pairs here who are more animal than men, Callan,” Misha growled, “How will you control them?”

      “Every Triad pair who came here this weekend received a packet of information. There are rules to be followed, of course, and anyone who breaks them will be expelled from the island,” Callan added.

      “Just so I understand correctly, you are sayin’ anyone with that there bracelet on their wrist is fair game?” Mayne asked.

      “Yes. And, I am sure I do not have to explain, when you find your thirds, they are to be cherished, protected, and willing. Be sure to get consent before you proceed with any mating.”

      “Of course,” Mayne responded, and to be honest, he sounded affronted.

      Not that Misha blamed him. No honorable Shifter took a female who was unwilling. At least not in this century. Besides, it was his understanding fated mates felt the pull. Would it be the same for humans? He did not know the answer.

      His mind raced with questions, but he just listened quietly to the conversation as it touched upon several topics. The other Alphas settled into silence as well. That was to be expected. Alpha’s tended to talk with claws and teeth, not words. They were men of action.

      It was often the Omegas who took up the reins of discussion. Too many dominant Shifters in one place meant tensions were often high. That was never a good thing, but they had Omegas to keep the peace. Of course, that peace was dubious in times of heightened emotions. Like this. Every Triad there was unmated. All the males would be desperate to find their third to complete the circle of power that was rightfully theirs. Some would be sneaky, perhaps stooping to unacceptable levels to secure a female.

      “It would be sad for them if they did,” Landry inserted, and Misha realized he’d spoken aloud.

      “It’s in their nature,” he put forward.

      “And it is in mine to kill anyone who disobeys my ruling,” Callan said, his Dragon flashing in his eyes.

      “Yes, but a female would solve all those impulses. Don’t you think? The right female, that is.” Ross nodded and raised his glass in toast.

      Misha just grunted. Their connection meant they could pick up on each other’s thoughts. It could be invasive, but in reality, it just meant their bond

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/doubly-claimed-new-2023-ebook-copy.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR






OEBPS/images/line-flowers-9.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
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.




OEBPS/images/twice-mated-tales-trilogy-2023-ebook-copy.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

RRI







OEBPS/images/cd-gorri-logo-23-eye-fixed.jpg





