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THREE HOT SHIFTERS want her...for their bride! 

Three sexy irresistible wolf shifters: an alpha, a beta and an omega. One badass half-mage. One magical destiny to protect their town. Fated Mates, whether they like it or not.

They each need to save each other and the people in their small town, before it’s too late, with one magical vow before the night of the next full moon. 

But Hannah has to choose one hot shifter to marry. Could she really marry all three of them?

As they race against time, a deadly secret and a powerful spell from a cursed painting could tear them apart.
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A low growl sounded from Aaron’s lips as his elder delivered news to his pack in the den at his mansion. 

It was also the unofficial second location of the Protector Agency where they often had meetings away from the main office on the mountain. 

Aaron’s pack ran things in this part of Haven, a large town divided by many zones that spread out across the entire country in a parallel world within small towns in the U.S. 

Humans often crossed over to their world for a better life but the boundary lines worked one way. There was no going back to their small towns. Aaron and his pack made sure to protect the humans in their zone, since paranormals like bear shifters, vampires, witches, and his kind, wolf shifters, hid in plain sight. Witches were almost non-existent now since the Establishment that governed Haven had banned them from practice or took them in to a control facility to be monitored—or probably used for their powers. He didn’t think it was fair that the witches were always targeted by the Establishment. The trouble was that terror trolls also existed in Haven causing trouble and the Establishment didn’t seem to do anything about that problem. 

His team of shifters consisted of his beta, Beau and his omega, Luke. Each zone within Haven had its own team of shifters from the many packs of wolves in the entire country. Their zone was headed by a chief wolf shifter named Carlos. Quietly, they protected the humans in the town as his bloodline had done for centuries. 

The shifters had a long territorial war with the trolls. Right now, the trolls were leaderless since their leader was in hiding—so they were running rampant in the town. Aaron had a lot of work to do to keep them from getting out of control. Chief Carlos had started using bounty hunters to track the trolls down, to Aaron’s chagrin.

After the massive troll attack two decades ago, trolls were banned from coming out of their underground caves and castles and coming into the town of Haven. They’d managed to keep their distance until recently. 

Rumor had it they wanted to destroy the wolves and wolf shifters so they could reign terror over the town of Haven and control the humans. As a child he used to believe that trolls were limited to Norse mythology, until that great attack when two decades ago they’d surfaced wreaking havoc. 

But this meeting called wasn’t about the troll problem—as serious as that was. It was some other more personal urgent matter.

Right now, the fire from the stone fireplace blazed hot, matching his inner wolf. 

“Are you sure about this?” Aaron asked, fighting hard to remain calm. Anytime there was a threat to his community or the people he cared about; he didn’t back down. He took charge. He took control. Of course, that was harder now that their danger was not yet defined.

“Yes, there is a serious threat to our small pack,” Elder Jones said, as he winced as if in emotional pain. Elder Jones was a good man. He’d raised them as his own. He was always there for the town’s people and he was a well-respected citizen. He’d showed his shifter adopted sons how to care for others.  

Elder Jones swallowed hard. 

It was a good thing Aaron and his pack members transformed back into humans for this meeting. They’d just burned off enough energy after their run in the woods as wolves. They needed to remain relaxed so they could think and plan their next strategy. 

As the alpha in the pack, Aaron was the largest and the one with the reputation of being the most intimidating and controlling. His pack member Beau was the charming beta who attracted women like bees to honey with his dark hair and light blue eyes. While Luke with the dark hair was the quiet yet observing omega who spent a lot of time taking care of the household duties and helping at the Agency. Luke was observant and missed nothing—except a chance to say hi to a woman he was attracted to. He mostly kept to himself. 

They were not related by blood, only by bond. 

After losing their families when they were young, Elder Jones and his wife, whom they called Aunt Jane, adopted them and took them in as their own.  Aunt Jane had told them she was barren and couldn’t have children of her own, so she’d told them she was happy to help raise them from their early teens.

“You’ll need to hurry up and find your mate soon,” Aunt Jane burst out then buttoned her lips. It was as if she was dying to say something but kept it in. “And not just for the sake of our species. The wolf population in dwindling. There aren’t many females left and...”

‘We know that, Aunt Jane,” Aaron said, softly. “And we will find a mate when it’s time.”

“But you need to mate sooner than later,” Elder Jones said. “You three are in grave danger.”

“Grave danger from what though,” Luke asked. “You know we can handle those trolls.”

Their elder sighed. “I didn’t want to say this but—”

“We should have told them earlier,” Aunt Jane said, shaking her head. She took a tissue from the gold tissue holder and dabbed her eyes.

“What’s going on?” Aaron asked, pointedly. “You’re hiding something.”

“Oh, dear. I don’t know how to say this but...sit down.”

“We are seated,” Aaron said, narrowing his eyes in suspicion.”

“Have a cookie,” Aunt Jane said, pointing to the tray on the table. She always used avoidance when she’d done something wrong or didn’t know how to come out with something.

Aunt Jane had laid out the batch of cookies she’d just made. Bless her heart. The cookies were stone. She’d brought them over from her manor next door. There were three mansions on the massive luxury ranch estate. Aaron and his pack lived in the main house. 

Aunt Jane was maternal but it seemed as if she’d been cursed in the kitchen. 

The shifters had to learn to cook for themselves and their family in order to survive. She was a sweetheart and they didn’t have the heart to tell her that her cooking could kill a bear a thousand times over. Elder Jones had told them it would crush her feelings—and she couldn’t take that since she was already dealing with not being able to have children of her own. 

So the pack would gently redirect her when possible, and help out in the kitchen, being as tactful as they could. Once when she’d turned up the stove on high and left the kitchen, one of them would swoop in and put it at the correct temperature. She’d made lemonade and almost dumped a whole tub of salt instead of sugar in the jug but Aaron was able to use his energy to move the salt particles out without her knowing. Yes, they had special energies that worked sometimes. And their senses were impeccable. They could sense the energies of the others in the pack. And they could sometimes sense danger too, from a long distance. 

Right now, Aaron sensed something was off—seriously way off.

“I was hoping we didn’t need to have this talk about mating again,” Elder Jones continued.

“Hey, we already know about the birds and the bees,” Beau joked.

Aaron rolled his eyes and shook his head in disapproval. “No time for jokes, Beau.”

“Who’s joking? If they want to tell us about the sex talk, we’re way past that.” 

Aaron’s cock twitched just thinking about the women he’d had lately. What could he say? He loved women. He loved to fuck! He enjoyed sliding his tongue inside a woman’s pussy and watching her writhe with ecstasy underneath him then bringing her to soaring heights of primal pleasure as they screamed out his name. He enjoyed the many creative ways of pleasuring them. He had a reputation with his skills in the bedroom. But he also had a reputation of keeping his emotional distance from them. Mating with them was never permanent. Beyond raw pleasure, he knew they were not fated to be together anyway. He was emotionally detached so it never went further. There was no connection beyond the physical.

And now he was faced with trouble if he didn’t find a mate soon. That could really complicate matters.

He was sorry that he had to snap at his pack member but he didn’t want to be side-tracked on what was going on. He didn’t like a prolonged surprise or prolonged bad news. Just tear the bandage off and done.

“You boys are the finest I’ve seen,” the elder continued. “I’m not just saying that because you’re our family. But look at you. So darn handsome, healthy, strong and fierce when it comes to protecting others, especially family and the people in this town. I thought you would have found your true soul mate by now.”

As if being all of that brought your soul mate to you, Aaron thought. He knew too many nice gals in the town who were great people but ended up with the wrong partner. Too bad none of them resonated with him or he would have taken them in and take good care of them.

Love was a game of chance. It was about being at the right place and the right time. At least that’s what Aaron believed. He’d almost given up on finding that special soul mate. He was too focused on his mission in the town. They each had a job in the community. Saving people was something they did on the side because they could.

“It’s not that easy,” Beau added. “We’ve tried. Love doesn’t just happen these days. Even if you swipe right on a dating app,” 

Aaron had to agree with his pack member.

But their elder was also right. Their breed was dying. He knew how much they gave back and helped kept things in order in the town, even without the townspeople realizing it. What would happen if there were no more wolf shifters in their part of Haven? The terror trolls could take over. Aaron couldn’t let that happen.

“I know about your phone apps,” Elder Jones said. “But you must find a more creative way to meet your fated mate.”

The truth was, they’d had their share of amazing sexual intimacies with women who loved to date a strong sexy shifter. But after thrusting inside them and bringing them to amazing orgasms, none of those women had that spark; that special chemistry they were looking out for. They weren’t fated mates so the relationships never went far—if you could call it relationships. 

“Who knows when we’ll find this fated mate,” Aaron said, as he stood up by the fireplace loosening his silk tie, gazing into the flames. “We can’t exactly rush this.” He didn’t want to sound arrogant to his elder. He would often boss his beta and omega around but he was always respectful to his elders and to the ladies he’d had pleasure with.

“You must rush this.”

“What do you mean we must?” Aaron narrowed his eyes. “What’s going on here?” he demanded with as much politeness as he could muster. He wasn’t perfect, he could be short-tempered at the office sometimes but he wished his elder would not hold back on what he had to say.

“Come here,” he said. “Let me show you something.”

The men gathered in front of one of the oil paintings in the grand foyer of the manor as if they were in some sort of art gallery. Even though Aaron’s father had abandoned him and his mother when he was younger, he learned later that his dad had been a rich man and when Aaron turned eighteen, he found out that he was the heir to his miser father’s hidden fortune. That allowed him to purchase this piece of land that came with three luxury manors. He gave one to the Elder and his wife and his pack members took the main house. The other house was for guests and seasonal staff.

“Ah, yes, the painting of the hourglass under the Amethyst Full Moon,” Aaron said.

“Which is in thirty days,” Elder Jones reminded them.

The image was beautiful. It was a painting of an hourglass in the middle of a sandy beach with sand at the top of the bottle and a backdrop of a deep purple and red sunset, the sea was a purplish reddish hue. It seemed like any ordinary portrait. Only, if you look closer, the sand is slowly drifting to the bottom half of the hourglass. Aaron read the inscription:
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Tempus Fugit

“TEMPUS FUGIT IS LATIN for time flies,” Aaron said. “I remember that you bought this for our house as a reminder to hurry up and mate before the next purple full moon.”

“Yes, the Amethyst Full Moon to be exact,” Elder Jones said. “This winged hourglass in this oil painting symbolizes the passage of time. And as you can see, the grains of sands are halfway through to the end,” the elder said. “It almost represents the days and moments we have. We must cherish every moment as a precious grain of sand. We have so many. Yet none should be wasted because time is finite here on earth. Which means we have only so much time to enjoy every moment and accomplish what we are set out here for. Find our true purpose. Our true soul mate. Our true destiny.”

“Time flies like the wind,” Luke said.

“And I guess time flies when you’re having fun,” Beau chipped in, probably trying to make light of the situation as he always did. “It’s a beautiful painting.”

“Yes, that’s why I bought it at the market,” Aunt Jane said. “There are so many memorabilia being sold for the upcoming next Amethyst Full Moon, a supermoon that promises extra protection and love an all good things for those mated under it, especially since the last one was 150 years ago. I thought it would be cute, you know, like a reminder to find your true mate by then.”

“But?”

“But I was at the market again recently and I was told that the painting was actually cursed.”

“Cursed?” Fury coursed through Aaron’s blood. Heat prickled his skin.

“Yes, when I went to the market I told the merchant I was looking for a nice painting to remind my adopted sons to find their mate by the next full moon and then I went back to pick it up. And then I found it’s not just a reminder. It’s...it’s a spell that says that if you are not mated to your own fated mate by the next Amethyst Full Moon. You...you will all die.”

Aaron felt his blood run cold.

He took in a deep breath and held his chin up in defiance.

His tone was slow and dangerous. “Tell me this is a joke.”

“I...I’m afraid it’s not a joke. I...I’m so sorry.”

“And why not?” Aaron said, sharply. “Can’t we reverse the spell?”

“Only a counter spell can do that but even so, there are no guarantees. This was a special powerful spell that can’t be broken.,” Aunt Jane said, sorrow in her eyes. 

The elder sighed again. “You see, you need to find your fated mate and get married and bond with her in thirty days. That’s the only way the spell can be broken and this portrait will shatter into a thousand tiny pieces of dust particles into the air. Then your bloodlines will go on forever. But you need to mate with your fated mate. Each of you.”

“What?” Aaron’s throat burned. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Says who?”

He'd made peace with the fact that he was never going to have a permanent relationship. So what’s this about some prophecy to mate with their bride in thirty days?

Aunt Jane looked down at the marble floor as if embarrassed.

Aaron’s ears burned.

Were they serious?

“So no one can break this spell?” Beau asked, incredulously leaning forward. He looked shocked. They were all shocked, stunned. 

Aaron could feel the strong energy in the room coming from all of them.

“Why would you even get this painting in the first place?” Aaron demanded.

“It was supposed to be a fun reminder,” Aunt Jane said, regretfully. 

“Fun? How is being killed by a curse supposed to be fun?”

“I’m so sorry, dears. I was only trying to help. And as you know, there aren’t many females in the packs in this town. Females are dwindling. We need to produce heirs. We’re a dying breed, we need to keep our species going so as to not risk extinction. What would happen to the town? The wolf shifters are keeping things together here. Keeping everyone safe.”

“Yes, I know,” Aaron’s voice was quiet as he pondered. His brows furrowed with concern.

She hesitated.

“Aunt Jane, there’s something else you’re not telling us,” Aaron said, softly. “What is it? We can handle the truth.”

When she glanced into Aaron’s eyes, he could see terror in hers.

“Aunt Jane, what’s wrong?”

“What she’s trying to tell you sons, is that it’s not just the trolls we have to worry about now. We don’t know where the spell came from or if it has anything to do with the trolls wanting to destroy you all.”

“I bet you it does have something to do with those fucking trolls,” Beau shot back. “Who was the merchant at the market?”

“I...I don’t know. When I went back the third time to ask if the spell could be broken, he was gone.”

“Well, that’s convenient,” Luke said, his tone laced with sarcasm.

“This must be a joke,” Beau said. “I can’t believe this is true.” Beau then raised his hands up to take down the painting but heat burned his palms.

“What the...”

“No one can take it down.” Aunt Jane’s voice was remorseful. “I tried, see.” She showed them the scarred palms of her hands.

“What the hell,” Aaron said.  

“We’ll just have to go and find our fated mate then,” Beau said, matter-of-factly. “Let’s make that our priority.”

“And that’s not all,” Aunt Jane added. “You have to be married and mate on the night of the Amethyst Full Moon.”

“The night of the Amethyst Full Moon?”

“Yes.”

“But that only happens—”

“On one day in a hundred and fifty years.”

“That’s right. And the deal is that you each have to find your own fated mate by this date and be charming enough that she wants to marry you on that day to keep our community and species surviving. We cannot afford to die out. The woods are tied to our ancestors who protect the town and its people. They don’t realize this but we know this and that’s all that matters.”

“Holy shit, you’ve got to be kidding me,” Beau said.

“No, I’m not kidding, son. And mind your manners,” she said, arching a brow. Her grin showed them she was only kidding and trying to lighten the mood.

“Sorry, Aunt Jane,” he said, sheepishly.

Aaron noticed Luke’s furrowed brows. The look of dread on his face. He could feel his pack member’s sense of unease. Luke hardly talked to any women, especially because of what happened in his past. 

“I wish I were kidding,” she said more seriously. “But we were hoping that you would all have found your mated soul by now. You see, not only do you have to save our species, our pack’s blood line but you have to save your souls and your fated mate.”

“Wait. What?” Aaron couldn’t believe his ears. His inner wolf raged with fury. There was more to this insane request. 

“What exactly does that mean?” Aaron asked, hoping to make sense of this new development. He really hoped they’d known this sooner. Not that it could have made a difference if they each hadn’t found their fated soul mate.

He’d inhale the scent of a lot of beautiful women but none had given him that magical connection. That bond that made him know she was the one he was destined to be with for eternity. Maybe they would never find that destined soul mate. But how could they pay for this with their life? 

He was a determined alpha who always won—especially in the business world. He was always in control. He was an alpha that took care of everyone and it bothered him when he was told something he may not have any control over.

“She who is fated to be with you, must also agree to be married and mate on the night of the Amethyst Full Moon.”

The special supermoon named the Amethyst Full Moon would hover over the town in full radiant view in thirty days. Named after the precious lavender-colored gemstone for its color and symbolic meaning centered around hope, protection, power, peace and eternal love. And that only happened every one-hundred and fifty years.

This was critical. 

The pack members all looked at each other with disbelief. Luke got up.

“I’m going to go for a run,” he said and left the study.

Aaron didn’t blame him one bit.

Aaron’s jaw clenched. It looked like the trolls would finally win. 

Not that he’d go out without a fight. 

This ridiculous curse thing really threw a curve ball. Like what the hell! 

They had other matters to tend to right now. Troll crime was ramping up in the town. People and things







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
] RENM\ROMANCE

A STEAMY PARANORMAI

MAGIC PRO OR REVERSE HAREM TRILOGY BOOK 1





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





