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      Falling in love was never part of the plan.

      

      Sweet, shy and… human.  Rosalie Parker wants one thing - her co-worker and lion shifter, Lincoln.  There’s only one problem.  Lion shifters have a reputation for enjoying the kink, and Rosalie is far from kinky.

      Determined to win Lincoln over, Rosalie will do whatever it takes - including stepping out of her comfort zone and into the kinky zone.  The last person she expects to volunteer for kink teaching is grumpy polar bear shifter, Hudson.  And why does she forget all about Lincoln when she’s in Hudson’s arms?

      Hudson shouldn’t get closer to Rosalie.  Sure, her sweet nature and soft curves have him and his bear all worked up, but being anything more than friends is dangerous.  He has a price on his head, and it’ll be collected sooner or later.

      But he can’t stay away from her.

      Will their unconventional friendship turn into something more?  Or will the bounty on his life destroy their chance at happiness?
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      “You know what isn’t fair?”  Rosalie sat down at the lunch table next to Bria.

      “What’s that?”  Bria ate a bite of her pasta.

      “Every day at lunch, you eat something delicious like pasta or bread.  I eat salad.  Yet, you look like you, and I look like me.”  Rosalie opened her lunch container and poked at her salad.

      “Honestly, I’d kill for my chest to look like yours.”  Bria set her fork down and glanced critically at her small chest.

      “Yeah, well, I’d kill to be a size two.”

      “You’re gorgeous just the way you are,” Bria said. “Besides, it’s all metabolism.  All the women on my side of the family got lucky with metabolism.”

      “Being a tiger shifter probably helps too, huh?”  Rosalie said.

      Bria shrugged.  “Yes, but there are curvy cat shifters.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yep.  It doesn’t happen all that often, but you’ll sometimes see a shifter who, in their human form, doesn’t match their animal form.  My dad has a friend, Mr. Baker, who’s an elephant shifter.  When he’s in his human form, he’s only 5’2” and weighs about a hundred and ten pounds.  But when he shifts, he’s as big as any normal elephant.  And most male chipmunk shifters are huge in their human form.  Of course, that’s because they use steroids and work out like maniacs.  They have the worst case of little man syndrome, I swear.”

      “Can you talk when you’re in your animal form?”  Rosalie asked.

      Bria grinned, and Rosalie said, “Sorry, that was a stupid question.”

      “It isn’t.  We can’t speak English or anything like that, but if Jace is in his tiger form and I’m in my human form, I can understand his growls or chuffs or whatever.  Any big cat, I can understand.  But I couldn’t understand a non-cat shifter, like a coyote or a bear.  Make sense?”

      “Yes.”

      “Oh, and,” Bria gave her an excited look, “apparently, dragons could speak the human language in their animal form, but they went extinct long ago.”

      “There were dragon shifters?”  Rosalie said in disbelief.

      “Yep.  My grandpa said they were everywhere when his father was a boy.  But then the females started having a hard time getting pregnant, and they began to die out.  They were extinct even before we revealed ourselves to humans.”

      “Why couldn’t they get pregnant?”

      “No idea,” Bria replied.  “Grandpa said some of the dragons started talking about mating with other shifters to try to keep the bloodlines going, but most dragons were kind of racist toward other shifters.  They wanted to keep their bloodlines pure, but it made them go extinct.”

      Bria popped another forkful of pasta in her mouth and ate it.  “Oh, and snake shifters?  They’re, like, super messed up.  Some are normal-sized snakes when they shift, and some are gigantic, like those stupid fake CGI snakes you see in the movies.  There’s no rhyme or reason to it, either.  Some of them are just really big.”

      “Wow, I had no idea,” Rosalie said.

      “Hell, look at me.  I’m way smaller than your average tiger shifter.  Most female tiger shifters are over six feet tall and have curves for days.  My hips are non-existent.”

      “I like your non-existent hips,” a deep voice said from behind them.

      Rosalie watched as a happy smile broke out on Bria’s face.  Jace joined them in the kitchen and sat next to Bria.  He leaned in to kiss her, frowning when Bria leaned back and shook her head slightly before glancing at Rosalie.

      Jace sat back in his chair.  “How’s the morning been?”

      “Busy,” Bria said.  “The phones have been ringing almost nonstop.”

      She didn’t object when Jace grabbed her water bottle and took a big swallow.  “Rosalie, do you have time to meet with me after lunch to go over the Vanden’s paperwork for their condo?”

      Rosalie nodded.  “Yes.  If you can meet at one-thirty?  I have to finish the budget report first.”

      “Sounds good.”  Jace stood, and Rosalie couldn’t help but grin when he bent quickly and pressed a kiss against Bria’s mouth before she could stop him.  “Bye, ladies.”

      He walked out of the kitchen, and Rosalie’s grin widened when Bria stared at his ass.  A month ago, Bria and Jace had started dating.  There was some gossip about it in their small office, but Rosalie refused to participate.  She liked Bria a lot, and she was deeply loyal to Jace. She was glad they were dating.  She had never seen Jace so happy.

      She nudged Bria.  “So, when will you and Jace get married and have little tiger babies?”

      Bria blushed.  “We’ve been dating a month, Rosalie.  There hasn’t been any talk of marriage or babies.”

      “You spend every night at his place, don’t you?  You’re practically living together.”

      Bria didn’t answer, and Rosalie ate a bite of salad.  “You know you don’t have to hide your relationship with Jace, right?  We all know you’re dating.”

      “I know.  I also know Rhonda and Sam have been talking about me behind my back.”

      “Rhonda and Sam talk about everyone behind their backs.  Did you know I’m going to die a withered old maid with eighty-seven cats?  At least, according to Rhonda and Sam, I am.”

      “One, you’re not even close to being withered or old and two, dating the boss is still a stigma.  Don’t tell anyone this, but I’ve been looking for a new job.”

      “What?  No!”  Rosalie’s fork clattered to the table.  “You can’t quit.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I’m still planning on going through the real estate program to become an agent.  And I know Jace will only consider hiring me as an agent if I find someone to replace me as his assistant.”

      “I still don’t know what that has to do with me,” Bria replied.

      “I’m training you for my job.”

      “What?  I can’t do your job.  I’m just the receptionist.”

      “Not yet, you can’t.  But after a few months of training, you will.  You’re super smart and reliable.  You’ve only worked here for a few months and already know more about the business than Sam.  She’s been here for over a year.”

      “I don’t know,” Bria said.  “Couples who work together and live together can be tricky.”

      “So, you are living together.”  Rosalie gave her a triumphant grin.

      Bria blushed.  “Not technically, but I can’t remember the last time I went to my apartment.”

      “Okay, well, just think about it all right?”

      “I will.  But, Rosalie, Jace will still let you take the schooling and become an agent, even if he doesn’t have someone to replace you as his assistant.  You know that, right?  He knows you’ll be an awesome real estate agent.”

      “Maybe,” Rosalie said.  “Anyway, what are your plans for this weekend?”

      “Ava and Bishop are moving into their new house on Saturday.  I’m going over to help move and unpack.”

      Rosalie gave Bria a curious look.  She’d met Ava and Bishop when they used Jace as their real estate agent.  Ava was a curvy redheaded human, and Bishop was a massive grizzly shifter.  “I didn’t know you were friends with Ava and Bishop.”

      “Well, I’ve known Bishop since Kat started working at the security company with him.  He and Kat are close, and since Kat and I are best friends, we end up in the same social circle.  And since he started dating Ava, she’s gotten close to Kat, so we’ve had our fair share of girls’ nights together.”

      Bria ate some more pasta.  “Anyway, Kat and her boyfriend Ronin are helping them move on Saturday, and I volunteered to help.”

      “Is Jace helping too?”

      “He is,” Bria said.  “I told him he didn’t have to, but he said he didn’t mind.  How about you?  What are your plans?”

      “Not much.”  Rosalie poked at her salad again.  “I’m going to the movies on Sunday with Hudson.”

      Bria leaned forward.  “You’ve been going to the movies with Hudson every weekend for the last month.”

      “We both like movies.”

      “Is that all you like?”

      Rosalie sighed and pushed her salad away.  “Hudson and I are just friends.  You know just as well as I do that polar bear shifters prefer to be alone most of the time.  He made it clear that he has no interest in dating me and, besides, I love Lincoln.  Remember?”

      Just saying the lion shifter’s name made her feel too warm.  Lincoln worked for Jace as an agent and was also his best friend.  She’d been madly in love with the handsome lion shifter since the day she started working for Jace.

      “I know, but…”

      “But what?”  She hated how defensive she sounded.

      “I hate to sound like a broken record, but lion shifters are -”

      “Kinky sex addicts, who like to bed multiple women and want a woman who has lots of experience in the bedroom?”  Rosalie’s cheeks felt like they were on fire.

      “Yes.”  Bria’s voice was blunt.  “And unless you’ve been up to some serious kinky stuff with a mystery man, that’s not you, Rosalie.  You told me that yourself.”

      “Not yet, but I’m going to change that,” Rosalie said.

      “You shouldn’t change for Lincoln.  Not when he -”

      “Not when he what?”

      “Nothing.”  Bria put the lid back on her pasta.  “Never mind.”

      “Say it, Bria.”

      “Lincoln is never going to settle down.  Even if you’re everything he wants in the bedroom, he’ll never be happy with just one woman.”

      “You don’t know that for sure.”

      “I do, honey.  I’m sorry, I don’t mean to hurt you, but I know lion shifters and -”

      “You don’t know Lincoln, not the way that I do.  We’re friends, and I know he’s attracted to me.  The only thing holding us back from having an actual relationship is my lack of skills in the bedroom, and I’m going to change that.”

      “How?”

      “I have a plan.  Can we change the subject?  I don’t want to talk about Lincoln anymore, okay?”

      “Yes, I’m sorry,” Bria said.  “Hey, why don’t you come to Bishop and Ava’s moving party on Saturday?”

      “Now it’s a party?”

      Bria laughed.  “Well, Bishop has promised beer and pizza afterwards, so that’s pretty much a party, right?  There will be lots of people, so you’ll probably only have to move a couple of boxes, then you can eat pizza and hang out with us.”

      “I don’t know Ava and Bishop that well.  Why would they want me there?”

      “Uh, free labour?”  Bria laughed again.  “C’mon, Rosie-girl.  Hang out with us on Saturday.”

      “I usually visit my mom.”

      “She won’t mind if you skip one Saturday.”

      Bria was wrong, but spilling her guts about her complicated relationship with her mother to her boss’ girlfriend was a bad idea.  She hesitated a few seconds longer.  Surprisingly, she wanted to go.  She loved her mother, but spending every Saturday with her was getting old.  It would be nice to hang out with people her own age.  She didn’t have many friends – hell, she didn’t really have any friends if she was being truthful – and she liked Bria.  Even if the others weren’t friendly with her, she could have fun with Bria and Jace.

      “There will be other humans there,” Bria said.  “You know that Ava and Mal’s mate Willow are human.  Plus, the owner of Bud’s Bar – Porter is his name, did you meet him when you were there?  Anyway, his mate is a human, too.  So, you won’t be the only human if you’re worried about that.”

      “Sure, okay.”

      “Yeah?”  Bria gave her a delighted look.

      “Yeah.  What time and where?”

      “I’ll email you the details.  I’m so glad you’re joining us, Rosalie.  It’ll be fun.  I promise,” Bria said.

      “I’m sure it will be.”  Rosalie stared at her salad and ignored her trepidation at attempting to make new friends.  She was twenty-six years old, for God’s sake.  This wasn’t high school.
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      “Who are you texting with?”

      Rosalie tucked her phone back into her pocket.  “My friend Hudson.”

      “Hudson?  You never told me about him.  Is he your boyfriend?”  The fear in her mother’s voice was palpable.

      Rosalie sighed.  “No, he’s not my boyfriend.  I did tell you about him last week.  Remember?  He’s a bartender.”

      “I don’t like the idea of you being friends with someone like that.  Who knows what trouble you can get into.”

      “It’s fine.  Hudson isn’t like that.”

      “What do you and a bartender have in common?  If he doesn’t want to sleep with you, what else does he want from you?”

      Rosalie tried not to grimace.  Her mother meant well, but everything she said had a note of passive aggressiveness that drove Rosalie crazy.

      “We both like going to the movies.  That’s why I was texting him.  We were arranging to meet at the theatre on Sunday.”

      “Well, you shouldn’t be talking to your friends when you’re with me.  This is my time with you.  I barely see you as it is.  You know how lonely I get.”

      “I have dinner with you three times a week and spend Saturdays with you.”

      “Not this Saturday.”  Her mother pounced like an angry kitten on a toy mouse.  “You have plans this Saturday.”

      “I’m helping friends move.  It’s not like I’m abandoning you for a weekend in Vegas or something.”

      “What am I supposed to do on Saturday?”

      She wanted to ask her mother why she was responsible for her social life.  Guilt immediately flooded through her.  “Why don’t you ask Mrs. Nester across the street to take you with her when she goes to Bingo?  She’s always offering to drive you there.  She’s lonely, I think, and could use a friend.”

      Her mother hesitated, and Rosalie could almost see the excuses flickering across her face as she tried to think of a valid reason to say no.

      “Mrs. Nester has cats.  I’m allergic to cats.”

      “You’re not allergic to cats.  You hate them.”

      She had never told her mother about Mr. Pibbles and never planned to tell her.  Her mother rarely came to her house.  On the two occasions her mother had come to Rosalie’s place after she had adopted Mr. Pibbles, Rosalie had locked Mr. Pibbles in the spare bedroom with his food and water and a generous sprinkle of cat nip on his favourite toys.  He’d been too stoned to care that his usual run of the entire house was thwarted.

      “Is this what’s happening now, Rosalie?  You’re leaving your mother all alone because of your friends?  You’re my whole world, sweetheart.  Don’t you understand that?”

      More guilt.

      Guilt so heavy she could feel it weighing her down like a stone.

      Her mother needed her.  She needed to be a good daughter and be there for her mother.  Bria would understand if she cancelled, and it’s not like Ava and Bishop would even care.  They didn’t even know her.

      Rosie, don’t.  It’s one Saturday.  You need this.

      “It’s only one Saturday, Mom.  You’ll be fine without me for one Saturday.”

      “Come over on Sunday then.  I’ll cook that baked chicken dish.  I know it’s your favourite.”

      “I can’t.  I have plans on Sunday, too, remember?”

      Her mother’s eyes welled up with tears.  “So, I’ll be alone all weekend?”

      “Not if you ask Mrs. Nester to take you to Bingo with her.”

      Her mother glared at her, and Rosalie tried not to sigh when the tears disappeared and she switched tactics again.  “You know, I always see Mrs. Nester’s daughter’s car at her house, Rosalie.  All the time.”

      “That’s nice, Mom.”  She gathered her purse and stood.  “I’ve got to run.  I’ll come by Monday night, and we’ll have dinner then, okay?”

      “Maybe I’ll be busy.”  Her mother sounded like a petulant child.

      Determined not to give in to the guilt, Rosalie pasted a smile on her face.  “Okay.  If you are, call me and let me know.  Love you.”

      She leaned down and kissed her mother’s cheek.  Her mom stared at the table and refused to reply.  Ignoring the guilt eating away at her stomach lining, Rosalie hurried out of the house.  She took a deep breath of the clean air.  As always, she felt a sense of relief, and as always, the relief made her feel terrible.

      She glanced back at her mother’s house, resisting the urge to go back in and beg for her mother’s forgiveness like a little kid.  It was only one Saturday.  Her mother would be fine.
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      Hudson stared fixedly at his phone.  When Rosalie didn’t text again after almost five minutes, he tossed it on the couch beside him and stared blankly at the television.  After a moment, he reached down and adjusted the crotch of his jeans.  He had a damn erection just from texting with Rosalie.  He adjusted himself again, grimacing at the pressure.

      The problem was that he could easily hear Rosalie’s voice in his head as he read her texts.  That low, raspy, incredibly sexy voice.  Her voice always brought on images of tangled silk sheets, smooth pale skin with curves in all the right places, and a woman’s soft cries as she climaxed over and over.

      Rosalie’s soft cries.  Rosalie’s pale skin.  That little freckle at the corner of her mouth.  Her perfect nipples outlined against the pink shirt she wore last Sunday.

      The air conditioning in the theatre had been on the fritz, pumping out more cold air than it needed to pump.  Despite wearing just a short-sleeved t-shirt, Rosalie had insisted it was fine.  She said they didn’t need to leave.  She said she didn’t get cold easily.

      He always kept an empty seat between them.  She thought it was because he took up more than one seat, and it was partially because of that.  But it was mostly self-preservation.  Having those soft curves of hers pressed up against him would have his dick so hard it would rip through his damn jeans.

      Last week was no different.  She had automatically sat a seat away, but an hour into the movie, he could almost feel Rosalie shivering in her seat, could see the way her nipples were hard little peaks against her shirt.  The sight had made his bear so pathetically eager to mate with her that he would have been ashamed of it…if his human side hadn’t felt the same way.

      He should have given her his hoodie to wear – he never got cold – but he didn’t.

      He couldn’t.

      If he had her scent on his clothes, it would drive his bear insane with need.  He wouldn’t be able to stop himself from coaxing her into his bed to make her forget all about that lion shifter she was in love with.

      He’d wanted the little human from the moment she’d bumped into him at the bar that night.  Wanted her from the moment she had stared up at him with those gorgeous blue eyes and asked him to help her.  She had pressed her body up against his, and he was lost.

      The wolf shifter at the bar had threatened her.  He’d scared and bullied her, and Hudson would have torn that fucking wolf shifter to shreds if he had taken one step closer to Rosalie.  When the asshole tried to go near her again, not ten minutes later, Hudson had almost lost control.  He’d managed not to kill the wolf but couldn’t resist putting his arm around Rosalie, couldn’t resist pulling her soft and curvy body up against his so that everyone would think she belonged to him.  Ensuring some of his scent was on her so other shifters would stay away was bad enough, but the fact that Rosalie noticed?  That was way too fucking dangerous.  For Rosalie and him.

      He muted the television and checked his phone again.  Still no text.  It wasn’t like she had to keep texting him.  They had confirmed their plans for the movies on Sunday.  But, sometimes, she would ask him how his day was, and once, she had sent him a gif of a baby polar bear sliding off its mother’s back.

      He kept his replies short and didn’t even respond to the gif.  After that, she stopped sending texts other than ones related to their weekly movie plans.  He was stupidly disappointed, but it was for the best.  He needed to keep her at a distance.

      Then why have you gone to the movies with her every weekend for the last month?

      Because he was smitten with her like an idiot in one of those stupid romantic comedies that Samuel had always made him go to see.  He tried to conceal it by being even more standoffish and irritable with her than with others.  She seemed to accept that it was just his personality.

      She was cautious around him, though.  He didn’t think she was afraid of him – would she go to the movies every Sunday with him if she was?  But it bothered him that she made sure not to touch him and didn’t talk much on their movie dates.

      So now you’re calling them dates?

      He stood and shut the television off before stomping to the kitchen.  He wasn’t dating Rosalie, and saying he was smitten with her, was him being a fucking drama queen.  Sure, he was interested in fucking her, but she was gorgeous and sweet, and any red-blooded male would feel the same way.

      It had been almost two years since he’d mated.  Of course he was interested in fucking Rosalie.  He’d never slept with a human before but knew how to be gentle.  Even shifter females were much smaller than him, and he was always conscious of the size difference.  His first lover had been older than him with experience.  She’d done a fine job of teaching him how to be gentle.

      Besides, Rosalie wasn’t a tiny, fragile little human.  She was tall for a human female, and she had nice full curves that would cushion his body nicely if she was brave enough to try missionary with him.

      If she wasn’t, if she wanted to be on top like most of his partners preferred, watching her gorgeous, naked body ride him would be more than enough.  He’d take her however she said.

      Hell, he’d do whatever she wanted him to do.

      Yeah, no, you’re not smitten at all.  Idiot.  His inner voice sounded both smug and perplexed.

      Who was he kidding?  He was utterly and completely hers…and she had no fucking idea.

      She never would.

      He couldn’t put her in that type of danger.  If Corden knew, if he even suspected that Hudson cared for her, he’d use her to get to him.  Corden would hurt her and torture her, just like Samuel was tortured until…

      His hands curled into fists, and he turned and slammed his left fist into the wall next to the fridge.  He punched through the drywall, scraping the shit out of his knuckles.  He pulled his hand free and stared at the hole before moving to the sink and rinsing away the blood and the drywall dust.  His appetite for supper had disappeared completely.  Instead of eating, he added wall repair supplies to the grocery list stuck to the fridge and headed to the bedroom.

      He couldn’t tell Rosalie anything about him, let alone confess his immediate love for her.  The idea of not seeing her at all sent his bear into a frenzy of panic, so he would keep going to the movies with her every Sunday.  He would dream about her, masturbate to thoughts of being with her, and let her keep believing that he barely tolerated her.

      What happens when she finds someone else?  What happens if she convinces that asshole lion shifter to bang her?  You'll rip him apart the first time you smell his scent on her.  You know you will.

      No, he wouldn’t.  He had more control than that.  If Rosalie started sleeping with the lion shifter or anyone else…he’d pack up his shit and move on.  He’d have to leave the city eventually, anyway.  It was too dangerous to stay in one place for too long.

      Corden would never stop looking for him.
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      “Hi.  Can I help you?”  The dark-haired woman with incredible green eyes and a killer body smiled politely at Rosalie.

      “Um, hi.  I’m Rosalie.  I’m here to help with the moving, but I think maybe I have the wrong house?”

      She stepped back and checked the house number again.  It matched the address Bria had given her, but no moving truck was parked in the driveway.

      The woman’s eyes lit up in understanding.  “Rosalie!  You work with Bria, right?”

      “That’s right.”

      “It’s so nice to meet you.  Bria’s told me a lot about you.  I’m Katarina Frost.”

      “From the security company.  You’re Bria’s best friend.”

      “Yes.”  Katarina smiled at her and held out her hand.  “It’s nice to meet you.”

      “It’s nice to meet you as well, Katarina,” Rosalie said.

      “Call me Kat.  Come on in.”

      Rosalie followed the woman down the hallway.  She was a cat shifter of some kind, she was sure of it, but she couldn’t remember what Bria had said she was.

      “The guys are back at the old house packing the truck with the furniture and the rest of the boxes.  They should be here any minute.”  Kat squeezed past a stack of boxes.  “But we brought a bunch of boxes in our cars and have started to unpack.”

      Rosalie followed her into the kitchen.  It was full of boxes, some half unpacked, and she smiled at Bria when the tiger shifter waved at her.  “Rosalie, you made it!”

      With a chubby, redheaded baby held in one arm, Ava was rifling through a diaper bag.  “Hi, Rosalie.  It’s so nice to see you again.  Thank you for helping us move.  We really appreciate it.”

      “It’s no problem.”  She gave Ava a bit of an awkward smile.  “Your baby is adorable.  How old is she?”

      “Thanks.  Her name is Lila, and she’s three months old.”

      “Hi, Lila.”  Rosalie stroked the baby’s soft cheek.  She loved kids, and she was itching to hold the baby.

      To her delight, Ava held Lila out to her.  “Would you mind holding her for a second?”

      “Not at all.”  She took Lila and kissed the top of her head before jiggling her lightly.  The baby stared up at her, and Rosalie kissed her forehead.  “Hi, sweetie.”

      “So,” Bria stood beside her, “let me introduce you to everyone.  You know Ava and you just met Kat.  This is Willow, Ginger, and Maggie.”

      “It’s, uh, nice to meet you all.”

      The three women smiled at her and said hello.  They ranged in size from tiny to average height, and Rosalie was uncomfortably aware of her height and oversized hips.

      Lila started to fuss, and Rosalie jiggled her again as Ava dug deeper into the diaper bag.  “Oh, for goodness sake, is it possible that I didn’t put a single diaper in the diaper bag?”

      Willow laughed and peeled off a piece of packing tape from a box.  “I’ve got an emergency stash at my house.”

      “Seriously?  Okay, let’s take Lila over there, and I’ll change her and feed her.  If I’m really lucky, she’ll fall asleep.”  Ava took the baby and smiled at Rosalie.  “Thank you.”

      “How awesome is it that you can walk over to my house now?”  Willow said as she joined Ava at the doorway to the kitchen.  “Living next door to each other will be amazing.”

      “You won’t be saying that when you hear Lila screaming in the middle of the night for food,” Ava said.  “Her hunger cry will echo across the neighbourhood.”

      Willow laughed and kissed Lila’s chubby leg.  “I won’t hold it against you, sweet Lila.”

      The baby’s forehead wrinkled, and she let out a screech that was loud enough to rattle the dishes in the boxes.

      Ava winced.  “Speaking of which.”

      Willow checked her watch.  “It’s almost lunchtime.  We’ll order pizza for dinner, but Ginger, if you don’t mind helping me make sandwiches for everyone for lunch, I’d love you forever.”

      “Sure,” Ginger replied.

      Kat raised her voice to be heard over Lila’s increasingly loud wails.  “Bria and I will unpack the books in the living room and put them in the built-ins by the fireplace.  Maggie and Rosalie – can you guys start unpacking the kitchen?”

      “Of course.  Ava, do you want stuff in particular cupboards?”  Maggie asked.

      Ava grinned at her.  “Okay, don’t laugh, but there’s a piece of paper on the counter with a diagram of the kitchen and detailed descriptions of which dishes go in which cupboard.”

      “Wow, you guys are organized,” Maggie said.

      “Not me.  Mal is the organized one,” Ava said.  “He and Bishop have been planning out the move.  I’ve barely done anything.  Hell, Willow and Ginger packed most of the house for me.”

      Willow grinned at her.  “We’re the nicest friends ever.  Also, I’m starting to think that packing and moving is Mal’s secret superpower.  C’mon, let’s go feed that kid of yours.”

      Maggie smiled at Rosalie as everyone else left the kitchen.  “Boy, Lila has a cry on her, doesn’t she?”

      Rosalie nodded.  “She does have a healthy set of lungs.”

      Maggie laughed and studied the paper on the counter before opening the box closest to her.  “So, weird question, but – are you human?”

      “I am.  Are you?”  Rosalie reached into the box and took out a paper-wrapped glass.  She unwrapped it and set it on the counter before reaching for another.

      “I am, and honestly, never thought I would start so many conversations with – are you human?”

      Rosalie laughed and set another glass on the counter.  “How do you know Ava and Bishop?”

      “I’m mated to Porter, who is Mal’s brother.  Bishop practically grew up with Mal, Porter, and their siblings.”

      “Porter owns Bud’s Bar, right?”

      “He does.  Have you been there?”

      “Just once.”

      “Cool.  How do you know Bishop and Ava?”  Maggie reached into the box.

      “I don’t, not really.  I mean, they used the real estate agency that I work for to buy their house.  I’m Jace’s PA and friends with Bria.”

      “Well, it’s nice of you to help out.”  Maggie studied the paper.  “Okay, everything in this box is their everyday dishes, meaning they go in the far left cupboard.  How about I unwrap and hand the dishes to you, and you put them in the cupboard?  I think that’ll be faster.”

      “Sure.”  Rosalie stood next to the cupboard and lined up the glasses neatly on the bottom shelf as Maggie handed them to her.  “So, how did you meet Porter?”

      “I was having trouble with a hyena shifter I had dated briefly.  Porter, as well as his brother’s security company, uh, helped me with him.”

      “That’s nice.”  She didn’t know Maggie very well – didn’t know her at all, actually – but even she could see that the woman was hiding something.  Deciding it wasn’t her business, she stared at the empty spot where the fridge should have been.  “So, it’s kind of weird that they don’t have a fridge.”

      Maggie laughed.  “Ava said the previous owners insisted on taking their fridge with them.  Made it part of the sale agreement.  Ava and Bishop bought a new fridge, which was delivered yesterday.  It’s sitting in the garage.  When they return from the old house, Bishop and Hudson will bring it in.  Whoops - careful.”  Maggie grabbed for the glass that was slipping out of Rosalie’s hand.

      “Hudson?  Hudson, the polar bear shifter?” Rosalie said.

      “Yes.  He works with Porter at the bar.  Do you know him?”  Maggie asked.

      “I do.”

      “Oh, right.  You’ve been to the bar, you said.  He’s so big, he’s kind of hard to miss.”  Maggie handed her the glass again, and Rosalie placed it in the cupboard.

      Maggie was unwrapping the plates and stacking them neatly on the counter.  “Porter asked him if he would mind just helping them load and unload the big pieces of furniture.  He says Hudson is unbelievably strong.  He says he usually unloads the entire beer shipment, and it takes him less than half an hour.”

      She handed the stack of plates to Rosalie.  “I’ve met him several times when I’ve stopped by the bar.  He’s so quiet, I don’t think I’ve heard him say more than five words, but Porter says he’s a great bartender.  How well do you know him?”

      “We, um, we go to the movies together almost every weekend.”

      “Oh.”  Maggie handed her another stack of plates.  “Are you guys dating?”

      “No,” Rosalie said quickly.  “God, no.”

      Maggie glanced at her, and Rosalie blushed.  “Not because he’s a shifter or anything.  I have no problem dating a shifter.  In fact, I have a huge crush on this lion shifter at work, and I’m trying to get him into my bed and … oh my god, I can’t believe I just said that.”

      Maggie laughed.  “It’s fine.”

      “I’m so embarrassed right now.”  Rosalie set the second stack of plates in the cupboard.

      “Don’t be.  I know a little bit about having a crush on a shifter.  Before we started dating, I was a total dork whenever I was around Porter.”

      “What kind of shifter is he?”

      “Wolf.”  Maggie was unwrapping bowls, and she shoved the paper into a recycling bag.  “Anyway, I get what it’s like, so don’t feel bad.  You and Hudson are just friends, then?”

      “Sort of?”  Rosalie moved the plates to the side so she could fit the bowls beside them.  “It’s kind of hard to tell with Hudson.  What with his preference for complete silence.”

      Maggie laughed again, and Rosalie grinned at her.  “We ran into each other at the movie theatre once, and he suggested we go to the movies together as friends.  I think he felt a little sorry for me because he’d just watched Lincoln dump me for Tori.”

      Maggie paused in handing the next bowl to her.  “Tori, the bunny shifter from the bar, Tori?”

      “Yes.”

      “And who’s Lincoln?”

      “Oh, he’s the lion shifter that I like.  He invited me to the movies, and we ran into Tori and Hudson.  After the movie, Lincoln went to the club with Tori.”

      Maggie gave her a you’re kidding me look, and Rosalie nodded.  “I know.  That was a total dick move on Lincoln’s part.  But, in his defense, he never said we were on a date or anything.  Just asked if I wanted to go to a movie with him.”

      “I guess, but finishing the night with another woman isn’t very nice,” Maggie said.

      “He’s a lion shifter, and they’re pretty flirty.”

      “Yes, I’ve heard,” Maggie said.

      “Anyway, so now Hudson and I go to the movies every Sunday, but we don’t talk or anything,” Rosalie said.  “Still, having someone to go to the movies with is nice.  My other friends -”

      What friends?

      She ignored her inner voice.  “My other friends aren’t really into movies.”

      “Oh, well, I like going to the movies, and a lot of my nights are free because Porter’s working at the bar.  If Hudson can’t make it, I’d be in for a movie night.”

      “Yeah?”  Rosalie gave her a surprised look.

      “Yes.  Just remind me to exchange phone numbers with you before we finish here.  Okay?”

      “Okay.  Thanks, Maggie.”

      Maggie smiled at her. “Thanks for possibly hanging out with me.  I don’t have a lot of friends and even fewer human friends now that I’m with Porter.”

      “Honestly, I don’t have that many friends either,” Rosalie said.

      “Well, before we go any further with this new friendship, I need to ask you a serious question.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Do you like coffee?”

      “Love it,” Rosalie replied.

      “Thank goodness.  I work at a coffee shop and am a total coffee snob.  If you don’t like coffee, I spend most of my time wondering what the heck is wrong with you.”

      Rosalie burst into laughter, and Maggie grinned at her.  “After Porter, coffee is my second love.”

      “Are you sure my brother is first?  From what I’ve heard, you’re pretty grumpy until you get that first cup of coffee in the morning.”

      Rosalie turned to see a tall, dark-haired man leaning in the kitchen doorway.  He had light blue eyes and broad shoulders and wore jeans and a t-shirt that clung to his flat stomach.  He was very handsome, and she could feel her cheeks redden when he smiled at her.

      “Rosalie, this is Porter’s younger brother, Heath.  He’s a lawyer.  Heath, this is Rosalie.  She works with Bria at the real estate agency.”

      “Hi, Rosalie.”  Heath’s handshake was warm and strong, and he held on for a beat too long.

      “Hi.  It’s nice to meet you.”

      “You as well.”

      “Is everyone back?”  Maggie asked.

      “Yep.  Willow wants to have lunch before we start unloading the truck.  But Bishop and Hudson are bringing in the fridge – and here they are.”

      Rosalie’s eyes widened as she watched Bishop and Hudson carry in the fridge.  Neither bear shifter had even broken a sweat.  The muscles in their upper arms bulged as they maneuvered the refrigerator in front of the space.  Bishop plugged in the fridge and nodded to Hudson.

      Rosalie was suddenly fascinated by Hudson’s back muscles as he pushed the fridge into the space.  Lord, he was strong.  He backed away from the fridge and shook Bishop’s hand when the grizzly shifter held it out.

      “Thanks for the help, Hudson.”

      “Sure,” Hudson replied.  “It’s not a -”

      His big body suddenly stiffened, and he lifted his head, sniffing the air before turning and staring at Rosalie.  She gave him a small wave.  “Hi, Hudson.”

      “Hey.”

      “You guys are friends?”  Heath asked.

      When Hudson didn’t reply, Rosalie gave a nervous laugh.  “Yes, we go to the movies together.”

      Heath glanced at Hudson.  The polar bear shifter neither confirmed nor denied her statement, and an awkward silence descended.  Rosalie’s cheeks heated up, and she wanted to sink into the floor.  If she wasn’t sure about her friendship with Hudson, she certainly was now.  Why had she said they were friends?  Why couldn’t she have said she met him at the bar once and left it at that?  God, she was an idiot.

      She considered bolting out of the house when Willow popped back into the room.  “Ooh, the new fridge looks great.  We’ll have a quick lunch before we unload the moving van.  It isn’t much, just sandwiches, but we’ll have pizza and beer for you later.  Come on over to our place and…”

      She cocked her head and stared at each person in the room before turning to Bishop.  “Why is it so weird in here?”

      He shrugged.  “It’s not weird, Will.”

      “It is.  What happened?”

      “Nothing happened,” Maggie said.  “It’s all good, Willow.”

      “Well, I don’t believe any of you fibbers, but since we’ve wrangled you all for free labour on a beautiful Saturday afternoon, I’ll let it go.  C’mon, let’s eat.”
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      “Here, Rosalie, let me take that.”

      Heath took the heavy box from her and set it on the dining room table.  She straightened her shirt and brushed her hair back from her face as Heath grinned at her.  “Starting to regret giving up your Saturday afternoon?”

      “No, not at all,” she said.  “I’m having fun.”

      He laughed.  “Sure you are.  So, how do you know Ava and Bishop again?”

      “Oh, I work for Jace at the real estate agency they used.”  She flushed a little.  It sounded stupid that she was helping them when she didn’t know them.  “I, uh, I’m friends with Bria, and she asked me to help.”

      “That’s nice of you.”  Heath stepped a little closer.

      Even though she was just shy of six feet in her sneakers, he was still taller than her and, wow, did he have broad shoulders.  He was also ridiculously attractive with his dark hair, square jaw and full lips.  If she wasn’t so in love with Lincoln, she might have allowed herself a completely pointless crush on the so-far-out-of-her-league-it-was-laughable wolf shifter.

      She straightened her shirt again as Heath said, “You’re very tall for a human.”

      “Oh, um, yeah.  My dad was pretty tall.  My mom isn’t.  She’s only 5’2”, has blonde hair and brown eyes and is super slim.  People never believed that I was her kid when I was growing up.  I was too tall and chubby and -”

      Rosalie!  Shut up!

      She gave Heath a weak grin.  “Uh, anyway.  So, you’re a lawyer?”

      “I am,” he said.

      “And a wolf shifter.”

      “That’s right, and you’re human.”

      “Yes.”

      “You have beautiful eyes, Rosalie.”

      “Thank you.”  His gaze dropped to her mouth when she licked her lips.  “Your eyes are pretty, too.”

      She cringed inwardly.  Heath did have lovely green eyes, but most guys probably didn’t enjoy being called pretty.

      He grinned at her.  “Thank you.  What are you doing after - ?”

      “Heath?”  A dark-haired man stuck his head into the dining room.  “Mom’s trying to reach you.  Do you have your phone turned off?”

      Heath stepped away from her and reached into his pocket.  “It’s on silent.  Thanks, Mal.”

      “You bet.”  Mal glanced at her curiously before leaving.

      Heath pulled his cell from his pocket and read the texts before smiling at her.  “Sorry, Rosalie.  Could you excuse me?”

      “Of course.”

      He left the dining room, nodding to Maggie, who was walking in.  Rosalie opened the box on the table as Maggie joined her.

      “Hey, need some help?”  Maggie asked.

      “Sure.  Ava asked if I wouldn’t mind unpacking some of the extra kitchen stuff in the buffet.”  Rosalie lifted out a large paper-wrapped glass pitcher and unwrapped it.  She handed it to Maggie, who placed it on the cabinet's top shelf.

      “What do you think of Heath?”  Maggie asked.

      “He seems nice.”

      “Just nice?”

      Rosalie handed her a ceramic platter.  “Why are you looking at me like that?”

      “Heath’s into you.”

      Rosalie stared at her.  “What?  No, he isn’t.”

      “Yeah, girl, he is.”  Maggie laughed.  “I’ve been in this family long enough to know when a Burke boy is interested.  He’s interested.  Plus, I heard him asking Ava if you were single.”

      “Why would he be interested in me?”

      “Why wouldn’t he?”

      “Because he’s blindingly attractive?”  Rosalie replied.

      “He is pretty hot.  Of course, all the Burke brothers are.  You haven’t met Ellet yet, but trust me, he’s just as good looking as the rest.  It doesn’t seem fair that one family can have that much hotness.”  Maggie handed her another ceramic platter.  “So, are you going to go out with Heath?”

      Rosalie nearly dropped the platter.  “I, well, I don’t know.  He hasn’t asked me out.  Are you sure he’s interested?”

      “Positive.”

      Rosalie set the platter on top of the first one.  She had no idea why someone who looked like Heath was interested in her, but maybe she could use him to teach her some moves in the bedroom.

      “Has Heath, uh, had a lot of girlfriends?”  Her plan wouldn’t work if he didn’t have the experience she was looking for.

      “I think he’s dated occasionally but hasn’t had a girlfriend in a while.  So, he might not be the best choice if you want something serious.  He works a ton of hours,” Maggie said.

      “I’m not looking for serious,” Rosalie said.

      “Right, you’re in love with a lion shifter.”

      Rosalie flushed.  “Do you think I’m awful?”

      “No, why would I?”

      “Well, because I’m in love with Lincoln, but I’m not opposed to, uh, hanging out with Heath.”

      “I don’t think you’re awful.  You’re not dating Lincoln, and if you’re upfront with Heath about only wanting sex, then I don’t see what the big deal is.”

      Rosalie’s face turned bright red, and Maggie gave her an embarrassed look as her own face turned red. “I’m sorry.  That was crude of me.  I don’t think, I mean…”

      “No, it’s okay.”  Rosalie grabbed another paper-wrapped object out of the box.  “It’s just that I don’t usually do this sort of thing, but I’m trying to learn…”

      Oh shit.  She couldn’t tell Maggie that she was trying to learn how to be kinky.  She was nice, and Rosalie might feel an immediate connection with her, but normal people didn’t just blurt out stuff like that to people they just met.  She was hoping to be friends with Maggie.  If she got too personal too quick, she’d ruin that.

      “Trying to learn what?”  Maggie asked.

      Before Rosalie could reply, Porter strolled into the room.  “Darlin?  I’m leaving for the bar.”

      “What time is it?”  Maggie glanced at her watch.  “Holy crap, it’s almost five.  I’ll walk you out to the car.  I’ll be right back, Rosalie.”

      They left, and Rosalie rubbed her forehead before finishing emptying the box.  There was a second one on the floor, and she bent and tore the packing tape off the top.  God, she needed to get better at not being so awkward around people.  No wonder she didn’t have any friends.
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      Hudson carried the box into the dining room, stopping short just inside the room.  Rosalie was bent over a box, and he stared at her amazing ass encased in tight denim.  His cock turned to stone in his jeans, and his bear made a happy little growl.

      His urge to stand behind her, cup her hips in his hands and press his dick against her ass was almost impossible to ignore.  She’d finally know just how much he wanted her, how insane she drove him with lust, how desperately he wanted to be between her lush thighs and deep inside her pussy.

      She straightened, and he dropped the box down to cover his erection as she turned.  She twitched a little in surprise before giving him a hesitant smile.  “Hi, Hudson.”

      “Hey.”  He made himself walk into the room.  He had avoided her at lunch and the rest of the afternoon, but he couldn’t walk out of the room carrying a box labeled dining room.

      “How are you?”

      Praying she wouldn’t notice the bulge in his jeans, he set the box on the table.  “Fine.  You?”

      “I’m good.”

      “Good.”  He needed to leave.  His need for her would only grow stronger the longer he stood here gawking at her.  Too bad he couldn’t get his goddamn feet to move.  His bear wanted to stay close to the little human.  It had smelled the wolf shifter’s interest in her, and it didn’t like it one fucking bit.

      It’s fine.  She’s in love with the idiot lion shifter.  She isn’t going to go out with the wolf.  His efforts to soothe his polar bear weren’t working.

      “What are you doing here?”  His voice was gruff, and he winced inwardly.  Jesus, he sounded like an asshole.

      “Oh, um, Bria and I work together.  Ava and Bishop used our agency to buy their house because Bria is friends with Ava,” Rosalie said awkwardly.  “Bria asked if I could help out, and I didn’t have other plans, so…you aren’t working at the bar tonight?”

      “Porter said I could go in a bit late today.”

      “Oh, that’s good.”  She cleared her throat.  “Are we still on for the movies tomorrow?”

      “Yeah.  Two o’clock, right?”

      “Right.  So…” she studied the room, “it’s kind of neat to see a client’s house.  I mean, we help them buy the house, but I never actually get to see it.  It’s kind of cool to see it.”

      She flushed a little and bit at her bottom lip.  God, she was fucking adorable when she got flustered.  He flustered her a lot.  He didn’t mean to, but he did.

      “Anyway, I’m looking forward to the movie tomorrow.  I’ve heard good things about it.”

      “Yeah, me too.”

      “Are you -”

      “Sorry, Rosalie, I didn’t mean to abandon you like that.”  The wolf shifter strolled into the room, and Hudson’s polar bear snarled.  He pushed it back as the wolf lifted his head and inhaled.  He stared at Hudson, a small smile curling up the corners of his mouth.

      Fuck.  The wolf shifter could smell his lust for the little human.

      He clenched his hands into fists as Rosalie smiled at the wolf.  “Hey, Heath.  That’s okay.  Everything, um, all right?”

      “Yes.”

      He didn’t like the way the wolf stared at Rosalie.  Like she might belong to him someday.  His polar bear roared angrily, and he jerked his head toward Rosalie when she said, “Hudson?  What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” he bit out.

      “Your t-shirt is ripping,” She said.  “And you, um, have a bit of a beard.  Are you -”

      “I’m fine,” he muttered.

      “Okay.”  She crossed her arms over her torso.  The movement stretched her t-shirt tight across her glorious breasts.  Hudson growled out loud when the wolf’s gaze landed on them, and he smelled the faint scent of Heath’s lust.

      “Hudson?”  Rosalie was nearly vibrating with anxiety now, and he cursed inwardly at his lack of self-control.  Fuck, he was scaring the shit out of her.

      “Rosalie?  Could you give Hudson and me a minute?”  Heath said.

      “Um, sure, okay.”  Rosalie gave him another tentative look before walking out of the dining room.

      Hudson waited until her footsteps faded before stomping toward the wolf and baring his fangs.  “Stay away from her, wolf shifter.”

      Heath stared up at him and gave him a remarkably terror-free grin.  “Never thought a polar bear would have a thing for a human.”

      His hand shot out and wrapped around Heath’s neck.  “Tell her, and I’ll tear you apart.”

      Heath growled and bared his fangs.  “Let go of me.”

      There was still no fear in his face or radiating from his body, and Hudson felt a grudging trickle of respect for the wolf.  He released him, and Heath studied him for a moment.  “If you’re going to claim her, then stop fucking around and do it.  A woman who looks like her won’t stay single for long.”

      Hudson growled again, and Heath curled his lip at him before walking to the doorway.  “One last thing – keep scaring her the way you are, and she won’t exactly be eager to mate with you.”

      “Mind your own fucking business, wolf shifter.”

      Heath just shrugged and walked out of the room.  Hudson paced back and forth in the room, the boxes on the floor shaking minutely with every heavy step.  His bear was furious and wanted to tear apart the wolf shifter, but Hudson pushed it down when it tried to surge forward.

      He’s right.  We are scaring her.

      His bear made an undignified noise that was almost a whine.  The thought that his mate would be afraid of him made its anger dissipate, and he soothed it when it made another dejected noise.  He took a deep breath and left the dining room.  He needed to find Rosalie and apologize for scaring her.
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      Just go over to him, Rosalie.  You already know he’s interested.  He’s super hot, and he’s probably slept with a bunch of women and knows lots of kinky stuff.  Plus, he’s too busy to want to be in a relationship.  He’s perfect.

      She poked at her piece of pizza as she stared furtively across the yard at Heath.  She should talk to him, but Heath didn't speak to her again after she left him and Hudson in the dining room.  She had deliberately stood next to him when everyone was grabbing a piece of pizza from the table set up in Mal and Willow’s backyard, but he had just smiled at her before grabbing a couple of slices and walking away.

      She peeled off a slice of pepperoni and ate it.  Okay, so the wolf shifter’s sudden interest seemed to have faded just as suddenly, but maybe that was just her weird imagination.  She didn’t even realize he was interested until Maggie pointed it out.  She just needed to go over there and use her admittedly limited flirting skills.  She was a strong, sexy woman who maybe needed to lose five or thirty pounds, but she also had great breasts, and guys loved boobs.

      She tossed her paper plate with her uneaten slice of pizza into the garbage can and brushed off the front of her t-shirt.

      She should do this.

      She could do this.

      She was doing this.

      “Rosalie?”

      “Hudson, uh, hi.”  She turned and stared up at the big shifter.  She was standing too close to him, invading his personal space, and stepped backward so she didn’t make him uncomfortable.

      An odd look crossed his face - a combination of guilt and worry.  Without thinking, she placed her hand on his arm.  “Are you okay?”

      He stared at her hand, and she immediately let go of him, tucking her hands behind her back and backing up another step.  “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have touched you.”

      “I won’t hurt you.”  His voice was so low she had trouble hearing him.

      “What?  I know that.”

      “You’re afraid of me.”

      She frowned.  “I’m not afraid of you.”

      “I scared you earlier.  I’m sorry.”

      She hesitated.  “You didn’t scare me.  I just – I’m not really around shifters very much, and it was weird to hear you growl.  But I wasn’t afraid of you.”

      He studied her with that same look of guilt and anxiety, and she smiled at him.  “I swear I’m not.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yes.”  She hesitated and then decided to ask the question.  “Why did you growl at Heath?”

      His cheeks turned red, and he scrubbed a hand through his short blond hair.  “It was an accident.”

      “Oh, uh, okay.”

      He looked even more uncomfortable, and she finally accepted the truth about why he hung out with her.  He’d felt sorry for her that night at the movies and made a rash decision that he regretted.  Obviously, he didn’t like being around her, but he was too polite to ghost her.  Feeling weirdly upset about losing her movie buddy but hating that he was only doing it out of pity, she decided to fix the problem.

      “Hey, Hudson?  Why don’t you stop pretending and be honest about how you feel about me?”

      He made a weird full-body twitch and swallowed compulsively.  “What do you mean?”

      She sighed.  “I know you only go to the movies with me because you feel sorry for me after what happened that one time with Lincoln.  I appreciate the thought, but I don’t need your pity.  I’m perfectly fine with going to the movies by myself, okay?  You don’t want to be my friend, and I get that.  So, why don’t we, I don’t know, lose each other’s number, and you can go back to enjoying the movies.”

      He scowled at her.  “I don’t feel sorry for you.”

      “Sure, you don’t.”

      “Rosalie, I don’t.”  He shoved his hands into his pockets.  “I go to the movies with you every Sunday because I want to.  I like my personal space, that’s all.”

      “I know,” she said, “but I also know that polar bear shifters like to be alone and aren’t friends with humans.”

      “So, what?  I can’t be different?”

      “No, I’m not saying that.  I just… look, I don’t want to make you do something you don’t want to do, okay?”

      “You’re not.”  He scowled again at her, and she gave him a look of exasperation.

      “Fine.  I’m not.  We’ll keep going to the movies together then.”

      “Good.”  He took a big drink of beer.  “I don’t know why you think we aren’t friends.”

      “Why I would… maybe because we don’t talk?  Maybe because you went all weird and quiet when I said we were friends earlier in the kitchen?  Maybe because if I text you for something unrelated to the movies, you don’t even bother to text back?”

      Now, she was certain it was guilt on his face, which made her feel guilty.  She sighed and rubbed at her forehead.  “Shit.  I’m sorry.  I don’t mean to make you feel bad.  I don’t have a lot of friends, and I’m not all that great at making them, so maybe I don’t understand how friendships work.  You don’t have to change or be different, okay?  If you say we’re friends, then we’re friends.”

      “We’re friends,” he said.

      “Okay.”  Her cell phone vibrated, and she pulled it out of her pocket, her eyes widening when she saw who it was.  “Excuse me, Hudson, I need to take this.”

      She hit the answer button.  “Hi, Lincoln.  How are you?”

      “Rosie, how’s my favourite girl doing?”

      “I’m great.”  Her face flushed at his warm purr.  “How are you?  I mean, what’s going on?”

      “Well, I’m hoping my favourite girl can help me out.  My car died, and I’m stuck over on the west side.  Are you busy?  Do you think you could come pick me up?  The tow truck is going to take a few hours.”

      “Of course I can.”  She could hear the giddiness in her voice.  “Text me where you are, and I’ll come by.”

      “You’re the best, Rosie-girl.  I’ll take you for drinks to say thanks.  What do you say?”

      “Sure, I’d love that.”

      “Great.  See you soon.”

      “Bye, Lincoln.”

      She ended the call and clutched her phone, grinning like a fool.  She was about to have drinks with Lincoln.  She suddenly touched her hair, which was tucked into a ponytail.  Shit.  Did she have time to run home, change, and maybe do something with her hair?  She’d make the damn time.  She was having drinks with Lincoln, and she’d be damned if she showed up makeup-less and -

      “Rosalie?”

      She blinked at Hudson.  “Hudson, oh, sorry.  I, um, I need to go.  Lincoln needs me to -”

      “Yeah, I heard.  See you later.”  He turned and walked away, his big body stiff and one ham-sized hand curled into a fist.

      She chewed on her bottom lip as she watched Hudson walk away.  Why was he angry again?  She started toward him when her phone vibrated.  Lincoln had texted her with his location and she hesitated before turning away.  She would talk to Hudson tomorrow after the movie.

    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Rosalie Undone
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        The Dragon’s Mate Excerpt
      


      		
        The Elizabeth Kelly Newsletter
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Elizabeth Kelly
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Elizabeth Kelly


    


  



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/image-6-rosalie-undone_ek_mar2026.jpg
ROSAIIE
UNDONE

The Shifters Series Book Six P
S O






