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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Angel twisted lazily in her chair, looking past the computer and out the window, where the deep green leaves of a large oak rustled in the breeze.  She was alone in the office of the Fresh Water Campground, where she’d been working for the last eight months.  The owners—Ally and her three husbands, Richard, Troy, and Blake—were the best bosses she’d ever had, and leaving New Jersey for the mountains of Pennsylvania had been one of the most intelligent things she’d ever done.

      The door opened and a blast of late-August heat traveled inside, along with Brierley, an owl shifter whom Angel had unofficially adopted as her sister.  Brierley wiped her brow and smiled.  “Heya.”

      Angel turned in the chair and returned her smile.  “What’s up, lady?”

      “I finished cleaning the one cabin for Ally, and she said she had some errands to run in town.  Do you want to come along?”

      Angel cast her gaze to the computer screen, where the invitation to her best friend Whisper’s baby shower was open.  The baby shower was the first weekend in October; Whisper was due at the end of October.  Angel’s other best friend, Bliss, was due in early October, but had promised to be at the baby shower as long as she wasn’t actually in labor.

      “I guess I wouldn’t mind getting away,” she said.  She returned the RSVP and told Whisper she couldn’t wait to visit Beyton again.  She hadn’t been back since she left in January, keeping in touch with video calls and emails to her besties and her mom and step-dad.  Beyton was home to a wolf pack, which was now run by alphas Kross and Kayne and their hyena-shifter-mate, Heaven.

      “What’s up, buttercup?” Brierley asked as she sat down on the edge of the desk.

      Angel closed out her email and swiveled in the chair.  “I feel like my friends are all moving on without me.  Do you ever feel like that?”

      Brierley’s brows rose.  “You’re my only friend.”

      Angel smiled.  “Okay, let me rephrase that.”

      “No, it’s okay.  I think I understand.  Whisper and Bliss are mated and having babies, and Kross and Kayne are the alphas now, since Mack mated Miracle and retired.  I bet the whole town is different now.”

      “Yeah.”

      “Do you want to find your mate?”

      “I’m human,” Angel pointed out.

      “I know that,” Brierley said, rolling her eyes.  “But humans can have mates.”

      Angel’s heart clenched a little.  Her mom was human, and her step-dad was a wolf.  He’d told Angel that her mom was his wolf’s mate, and her mom told her it meant that there was someone for everyone, even humans, and she just needed to be patient.  It was hard to be patient when she felt like everyone was changing and moving on but her.

      “Maybe.”

      “No, not maybe.  You’re special, and somewhere out there is a guy who’s been waiting for you.  Or guys.”

      Hyena-shifter males shared a woman.  It was like a reverse harem, with one woman getting sexed up by three men.  It was just about the sexiest thing Angel had ever heard of in her life.  Her two besties were mated to hyena shifters, and she happened to live in a campground that hosted an annual get-together for hyena shifters looking for a mate.  They called it a gathering, and events like it occurred in November all over the country.  Whisper and Bliss had met their mates at the campground the previous fall.

      Although there were three clans of unmated hyena shifters who lived and worked at the campground, Angel hadn’t felt so much as a tiny spark of attraction to them.

      “Maybe I’ll get lucky and the male of my dreams will show up at the gathering,” she said as she stood and stretched.

      “Males,” Brierley added with an exaggerated wink.

      “Before Whisper and Bliss came back to town with their hyena clans, I didn’t even know that there were guys who would share a mate.”

      “Me either,” she said as they stepped out of the air-conditioned office and into the heat.  “Owls don’t share.  Well, they share pleasure, but they don’t do physical sharing.”

      Angel didn’t really understand owl shifters, even though Brierley had done her best to explain her people.  They were reclusive, and the leader of the nest arranged the matings.  When a couple had sex for the first time, it was done in front of the whole nest, in what they referred to as a “pleasure sacrifice.”  Angel wasn’t an exhibitionist by any stretch, and the thought of her first time with a guy happening in front of everyone didn’t appeal to her at all.

      “Whisper’s having a baby shower the first weekend in October.  I can look around for something for her while we’re in town.”

      “Does she know what she’s having, or is she going to let it be a surprise?”

      “She wants to be surprised, but she did tell me once that with hyenas, it was more likely she’d have a boy than a girl.  Whatever she has, it’ll be getting so much love, between its four parents; plus Mack and Miracle, and Whisper’s four hyena parents.”

      Brierley sighed.  “It would be nice to be so loved.”

      “Do you ever think about being mated?” Angel asked.

      “Sure, but I don’t think my owl wants anything to do with shifters.  A nice, quiet human male works for me.”

      “I’ve thought that myself.”

      “No, I think you’re meant for a shifter.”

      “Why would you think that?”

      She shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It’s just a feeling.”

      “What is?” Ally asked as she joined them.

      “That Angel’s destined to have a shifter for a mate,” Brierley answered.

      Angel’s cheeks flamed.  “We can change the subject.”

      Ally opened the door to her truck with a laugh.  “I know that my boys and nephews aren’t your truemates, but maybe you’ll find your mates at the gathering.”

      Angel sat in the second row, and Brierley slid into the passenger seat.

      “You know what?” Angel said.  “I don’t care what my future husband can or can’t change into.  I just want to find my Mr. Right.”

      “Mr. Rights,” Brierley said, turning in the seat to give Angel a broad smile.

      “Good grief,” Angel said, shaking her head at her friend.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Friday morning, Brin Mercer rolled over on the top bunk and stared at the ceiling.  He and his brothers had been living in the camper for the last two months, since they’d been kicked out of their apartment.  The owner hadn’t realized they were shifters and, once he’d figured it out, had evicted them.  They’d used a chunk of the money from their father’s life insurance to buy the camper and settle on a stretch of cleared land in the mountains of Pennsylvania, on the banks of a slow-moving river.  A few miles away was a campground run by a hyena baro, but he and his brothers weren’t in their territory and hadn’t wanted to be around their own kind anyway.

      He and his two older brothers—Quill and Ian—worked for a construction company.  The work was steady, and would carry them through the late fall when the snow came and they’d be laid off for the season.  He was certain that they could find other temporary work for the winter, but he really hoped they weren’t still living in the camper by then.

      Ian, who was sleeping on the bottom bunk in the smaller of the two bedrooms, groaned.  “Fucking camper.”

      Brin grinned and leaned over the edge to see him.  “I was just thinking that myself.”

      Ian rolled off the bed and stretched.

      Quill, who was staying in the larger bedroom, stopped in the doorway.  “It’s better than a tent.”

      “We need to figure something out before winter comes,” Brin said.

      “Yeah,” Quill said.  “I guess the question is whether we like this area, or whether we’re voting to move on to somewhere else.”

      “Could we live in Hawaii?  No winter.” Brin said.

      Ian snorted.  “You have to be realistic.”

      Quill shook his head.  “I’m all for staying here, but it’s up to you guys.”

      “We should’ve just found another apartment in the first place,” Brin said as he sat up, ducking his head so he didn’t whack it on the low ceiling.  He jumped down, the camper shaking as he landed.

      “We didn’t have jobs at the time,” Quill pointed out.  “Besides, we’d been talking about just moving around and not staying anywhere permanent.  The only reason we stayed here was because the pay is so good with the construction company.”

      Ian grabbed clothes from the tiny closet and said, “I’m fine with staying, but I’m not fine with living in this cramped space any longer than necessary.”

      Ian scooted by Quill and walked into the bathroom, and Brin looked at his oldest brother.  As hyena shifters, they were a clan.  Normally, clans stayed in family groups and called themselves a baro.  But their parents had never been in a baro.  Their mother and two of their fathers had died when they were young.  He couldn’t really remember much about his other parents; he’d been just a toddler when they died, leaving Davion to raise three young boys on his own.

      “Do you think we have family anywhere?” Brin asked.

      Quill’s brows rose.  “I don’t think so, why?”

      “I was just thinking about being in a baro.”

      “I know that both sets of grandparents died before we were born, but mom’s parents were humans so they didn’t have a baro.  If our dads had other relatives, they weren’t in touch with them.  I never found any evidence in Dad’s things.”

      Brin grabbed his jeans from the floor and tugged them on.  “I’ll get breakfast going.”

      As he passed by Quill, his brother put a hand on his arm.  “I don’t think it matters if we have a baro or not.  We’re family, and that should be enough.”

      “It is.  I just wonder sometimes about what life is like for other clans.”

      “Me, too.”

      Brin headed to the small kitchen, where he removed a carton of eggs from the refrigerator.  Hyena clans traditionally had three males, each with a specific responsibility within the group.  As eldest, Quill was their leader.  Although he always asked for input before making decisions, ultimately he was the one responsible for their welfare.  He’d just turned thirty-one in July.  Ian, the middle child, was a year younger than Quill and was their family protector.  He was a large male, who prided himself on being a great fighter and strong enough to protect their family against anything.  Not that they were getting into wars frequently, of course, but in the role of protector, Ian had to ensure that everyone was safe.  Not only his brothers, but also their future mate and any cubs they might have.

      Which left Brin as the youngest.  His twenty-ninth birthday was coming up soon, and even though he wasn’t a kid anymore, he was totally going to make his birthday wish that they find their truemate.

      Brin was their family’s caretaker.  He made sure that Ian didn’t train so hard that he forgot to eat, and that Quill never had to worry about food or clean clothes.  When they found their mate, Brin would take care of her, too, making sure she was happy.

      Wherever she was, he hoped she knew that they were waiting for her.
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        * * *

      

      Quill had spent the day thinking about Brin’s question.  He was certain that they didn’t have any family, but he knew that both his brothers were getting tired of the solitary life.  They worked their asses off fifteen hours a day, and then they crashed in the camper.  It wasn’t exactly a stellar existence, and it wasn’t how he’d pictured his early thirties.

      They’d been told as young boys that it was the duty of the hyena parents to choose the mate for their sons, and their father, Davion, had picked a hyena female named Dawn.  They were too young to understand what had really happened—that Davion had kidnapped the young hyena and then been double-crossed by those who held her.  Quill and his brothers had crossed the country several times looking for Dawn, hoping to find her at a gathering.  When they found her last November, the truth had come out—females chose their own mates, and Davion had nearly destroyed that young woman’s life by taking her from her biological family.  He’d died because he tried to abduct the female again, and she’d shifted and attacked him.  It was as he was dying that he’d told his sons the truth.  Their entire lives had been a lie created by a grieving male.  Dawn, who went by the name Whisper, had forgiven him and his brothers for their roles in her terror, but it had changed all of them.

      Brin was sad; he missed their dad.  Quill found himself doubting every decision he made.  He wanted to be a good leader, but he didn’t have a whole lot of experience with it, and he didn’t remember much of their eldest father.  Ian had shut down for a long while, not showing any emotion at all.  He was starting to come out of his shell a little, but Quill knew that they all carried deep wounds from their father’s deception.  Not to mention that for the last six weeks or so, every Friday and Saturday night, Ian had been leaving after Brin and Quill were in bed, and not returning until close to dawn.  Sometimes he had cuts and bruises.  When asked, he was cagey, and so they’d stopped asking.  Whatever was going on with Ian, Quill knew he’d talk to them when he was ready and not a second before.

      Owen, the foreman, came over with their paychecks.  “Some of the guys are going to a bar to play pool.  You and your brothers in?”

      His immediate reaction was to say no, but he thought better of it.  “Sounds good.”

      “We’re going to O’Shay’s.”

      “See you in a few.”

      “Did I just hear that right?” Brin asked as he took his paycheck from Owen.

      “We should go,” Quill said.  “I think it would be good for us to do something other than hang out in the camper.”

      Ian looked at Quill in silence.

      “I’m the leader,” Quill said.

      “I know,” Ian said.

      “Good.  It’s Friday night.  Let’s go shoot some pool.  Maybe one of these guys knows of a rental in the area so we can put the camper in storage.”

      “We could sell it,” Brin suggested as they put their equipment away and headed to the truck they shared.

      “I was thinking we’d keep it.  Maybe when we find our mate, she’ll like camping and it’s something we can do as a family,” Quill suggested.

      “As long as we can have a real home at some point, I’m game,” Brin said.

      Ian drove, his gaze riveted to the windshield.  “That okay with you, man?” Quill asked.

      “You’re the boss.”

      “I know.  You just seem a little tightly wound lately.”

      Ian parked in the bar’s lot and turned off the engine.  He continued to stare straight ahead as he spoke.  “I’m going to go for a walk.  I’ll meet you back at the camper later on.”

      “Are you okay?” Brin asked.

      Pulling the keys from the ignition, Ian handed them to Quill and said, “I’ll see you later.”

      He got out and shut the door, leaving Quill and Brin alone.

      “Should we go after him?” Brin asked.

      It went against Quill’s instincts to leave his brother alone when he was so clearly going through something, but he didn’t want to crowd him.  “No.  He said he’d meet us at home, so he will.  If he wants to talk, he knows where to find us.”

      “Do you think it’s about Dad?” Brin’s voice was a low whisper.  It was as if even saying the word ‘dad’ was too much bad juju sometimes, because of how unhinged he’d become at the end.

      “I really don’t know.  Whatever it is, Ian knows where we are.”

      “Right.  I’m about to kick your butt at pool.”

      “Hardly, little bro,” Quill said.  “If you beat me, I’ll do all our laundry for a week.”

      “Oh, now I totally have to win.”

      They headed into the bar to see who was better at pool.  Quill was certain it was him, but he might let Brin win just to keep his mind off their distant brother.

      Maybe.
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        * * *

      

      Ian strode slowly down the street until he saw his brothers head into the bar.  Then he circled back and grabbed a duffel from the back of the truck.  Slinging it over his shoulder, he double-timed it to the woods next to the bar and cut across town to the place he’d been going two nights a week for the last month and a half.  It appeared to be an abandoned warehouse, but if someone was paying attention, they’d see the vehicles parked in the intentionally dark parking lot behind the enormous building.  When he reached the building, he skirted along one side to the back, where two large males stood in the shadows, guarding a steel door.

      “You’re here early,” Cley said.  His meaty forearms were crossed over his chest, and his gaze missed nothing as he eyed Ian.

      “Work ran late and I was over this way, so just came here.”

      Sandren snorted.  “Don’t you make more here in a couple hours than you do a full day in the hot-ass sun?”

      “I can’t exactly claim this money on my taxes or get health insurance with it,” Ian said dryly.  The money was good, but it wasn’t quit-your-job good.  Especially when he hadn’t explained to his brothers why he left in the middle of the night twice a week.  How could he tell them about the underground were-fights when he didn’t really understand why he was doing them himself?

      The fights, which took place in the basement of the warehouse, had been started by a rogue wolf who had a penchant for watching shifters and other paranormal creatures beat each other all to hell.  Wallace was a shrewd businessman who made very good money off the fights, not only taking a cut of the winnings but also a piece of the betting action.  Normally Ian didn’t show up until midnight, but fighting started at sundown, with new and younger males fighting to move up in the ranks and make it to the bigger fights.

      There was only one rule, which was that no one intentionally killed their opponent.  The fights, especially at the higher levels with the more aggressive males, could easily end with someone dead or seriously injured.  Wallace had several bodyguard types watching the fights to try to keep them from getting deadly, but shit happened from time to time.  Ian had never killed anyone, and he was currently one of the best fighters.  The male to beat, as Wallace liked to boast.

      Sandren opened the door.  Darkness greeted Ian as he stepped inside.  The door was shut behind him, and as the latch clicked an overhead light turned on, adding a sickly amber glow to the area immediately around him.  To the right was a closed door.  A small male was seated on a stool next to it, smoking a cigarette.  He was some sort of fae, with wings that weren’t quite straight because they’d been broken and healed wrong.  He looked easygoing, but Ian had witnessed the male use a sword during a skirmish outside of the building once.  He’d proven that size wasn’t really a good indicator of how dangerous a person was.

      “Early,” Teun said, taking a long drag on his menthol and blowing the smoke into intricate rings over his head.

      “Yeah.  Busy?”

      “As usual.”  He opened the door.  “Good luck.”

      Ian nodded as he passed by the male, trying not to wrinkle his nose at the cigarette smoke.  His beast wasn’t crazy about this place, and Ian wasn’t too fond of it either.

      The fighting took his mind off things better left alone.  After he’d realized what his father had done, and before he’d started fighting, he’d battled insomnia.  As the protector, Ian was ashamed that he hadn’t questioned their father’s behavior earlier, but he’d loved his dad and trusted him.  When the truth came out, it had all suddenly seemed so clear.  He’d wondered why he missed the clues that had spoken of Davion’s descent into obsessive madness.

      Which he hoped to fuck wasn’t hereditary.

      He moved down the concrete steps, the scent of testosterone and blood hanging heavy in the air.  As he reached the bottom, he heard a thud and a cracking sound, followed by a cheer.  He suspected someone had broken something and the spectators enjoyed it.  Ian didn’t know why, but there was an almost cult-like following for the fights.  Humans, shifters, and others watched eagerly and bet heavily.  Since shifters couldn’t participate in legitimate leagues, illegal underground ones like Wallace’s were all over the world.  They gave weres an outlet for rage and tension, and the fans something to cheer for.

      He stopped and looked for Wallace, finding the male in a glass booth overlooking the main ring.  Next to the owner stood a male who was easily one of the biggest Ian had ever seen.  Axtyn had been a fighter before Ian joined, but something had happened to him and he’d been banned from the ring, relegated to being Wallace’s bodyguard instead.  He was a shifter of some unique sort that no one would talk about.  Ian had never exchanged more than a few words with Axtyn, but he’d heard enough about him to think of him as a powder keg that just needed a match to blow everything to hell.

      Wallace spotted him and Ian nodded in greeting, then walked to a prep area in one corner and set his bag down.  While he changed into shorts and nothing else, he pushed away thoughts of anything except the fights ahead of him.  He wasn’t going to think about finding a mate to share with his brothers, or starting a family, even though those thoughts had been invading his mind more frequently lately.  He was going to focus on the fights, and winning, so he could prove to himself that he was the best fighter and therefore the best protector for his clan.  He’d let his brothers down by not being more vigilant—and there was no better school for learning vigilance than an illegal were-fight, where his opponents could and would do anything to win.

      Later, he’d think about a mate.

      But right now all he was thinking about was blood.
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      Saturday morning, Angel made her bed and then ducked down to grab the box of supplies she’d stuffed underneath.  She’d recently learned how to press flowers, and had started making greeting cards decorated with them.  Ally and her husbands wanted to sell them in a new gift shop they were creating at the registration cabin, and they’d asked her to put together several bundles of cards.  She was still in the process of collecting enough flowers.

      “Whatcha up to?” Brierley asked, taking a bite of apple that crunched noisily.

      Angel straightened and set the box on the bed.

      “I’m going to pick flowers.  Do you want to come?”

      “Thanks, but no.  I’m helping Ally make curtains for the cabin we just finished cleaning.  I was going to ask if you wanted to help.”

      “I’m not much of a sewer.”

      She chuckled.  “I know.  Have fun picking flowers.”

      “I’ll catch up with you later.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Angel carried her box to the kitchen table and opened it to check her supplies.  Depending on the flower, it could take anywhere from a day to several weeks for them to dry.  In her closet, she had flowers pressed by heavy books that were in the process of drying, but she knew she could never have too many.  And there was something very peaceful about being out in the woods, looking for the little patches of beauty among the dark trees.

      Her phone buzzed.  She pulled it from her back pocket and smiled at the screen.  “Hey Whisper, how’s my preggo bestie?” she asked.

      “Okay.  The kiddo is kicking the hell out of my insides, though.  Kept me up all night.  I think he might be dancing, or Jazzercizing.”

      “Aw, sorry.  But pretty soon you’ll have him in your arms and then you’ll have a whole different kind of sleepless night.”

      “Thanks,” Whisper said dryly.  “I got your email confirmation.  I’m so glad you’re coming to the baby shower.”

      “I wouldn’t miss it.”

      “Do you think you can stay for a while?”

      “I told my mom and step-dad that I’d stay for a couple days.  I have to get back to help with cabin cleaning for the gathering, so I can’t stay away too long.”

      There was a brief pause and then Whisper asked, “Do you ever think about coming back here to live?”

      Angel sat at the kitchen table.  If someone had asked her a year ago if she’d be happy living in the mountains and working at a campground, she would have given a resounding no.  But when Bliss brought Brierley home from her honeymoon, Angel had felt immediately protective of the young owl shifter.  When Brierley was no longer welcome in pack territory, Angel had taken her to meet Ally and her husbands.  Angel immediately felt at home with the baro, even though she wasn’t a shifter.  It had been hard to say goodbye to Bliss and Whisper, but it had been the right choice for her.  She knew that Whisper was also missing Bliss, who’d moved to Ocean City, Maryland, with her hyena mates in the spring.

      “I’m happy here.”

      “You could be happy here.  I mean, if you like cleaning so much, you can always come clean my place.”

      Angel snorted.  “I always felt like an outsider with the pack.  Mack treated me kindly, but I never felt like I truly belonged.  Here in the mountains, I do.”

      Whisper sighed.  “I miss you.”

      “I miss you too, but we have phones and texting and email, plus video calls.  We’re not exactly out of touch.”

      “Will you come visit for Thanksgiving, too?  Miracle said she’d host this year and I can’t wait.”

      Angel hadn’t met the dragon mate of the former pack alpha, but she’d heard wonderful things about her.  Whisper said that her adopted father was happier than she’d seen him in a long time.

      “I’ll check with my parents, but yes, I’m pretty sure I can come for Thanksgiving.”

      “Okay.”

      “Have you picked names yet?”

      “Azrael wants to call him AJ.  For Azrael, Junior.”

      “I’m sure Fade and Nyte think that’s a terrible idea.”

      “Of course.  I’m leaning toward Jasper.”

      “That’s a cool name.”

      “Thanks.  The guys said the choice was mine, and I think Jasper Stone sounds perfect.”

      Angel agreed with a chuckle.

      “I can’t wait to see you,” Whisper said.

      “Me either.”

      The call ended, and Angel looked at her phone for a few moments, mulling over her life at the campground.  She was honestly happy, happier than she’d been in Beyton.  The only thing missing in her life was romance, but Brierley and Ally seemed certain she’d meet someone at the next gathering.  Or several someones.  While the idea of having multiple boyfriends was intriguing, she wasn’t sure that was in the cards for her.  Just because her two best friends had three mates each didn’t mean that her love life was headed in that direction.  All she really wanted was a guy to love her.  It didn’t matter if he was human, or a shifter, or something else.

      She closed the supply box and tucked her phone into her back pocket; then she grabbed her flower basket from under the kitchen sink and walked outside.  It was already hot out, but it would be hotter as the day drew on, the late August heat becoming downright oppressive.  It seemed like a good day to go for a swim in the lake; she’d find Brierley when she got back from her flower-picking to see if she wanted to go.

      Heading away from the cabin, she followed a trail into the woods, letting her feet lead the way.  The campground’s property was quite large, spanning several miles.  It contained numerous walking and hiking trails, dense woods, and a lake, and was bordered by a river on one side.  The sunlight filtered through the trees as she moved deeper into the woods, stopping to pick flowers and pretty leaves along the way.  She especially loved to find wild violets, and was thrilled to spy a patch of pale purple ones growing just off the path.

      Following another patch of violets further into the trees, she squatted down and used a small pair of scissors to trim the delicate flowers, picking only the prettiest purple blossoms and the greenest leaves.  Already she could picture the cards she could make with them.  She thought about sending a set each to Bliss and Whisper.  Then they could have a little bit of the mountains with them all the time, too.

      She smelled something sweet suddenly, and lifted her head.  Taking a moment to inhale again, she sniffed at the faint scent.  It was sweet and spicy at the same time.  It reminded her of the cinnamon rolls her mother used to make on the weekends, when they were fresh from the oven, piping hot and covered with frosting that melted into delicious puddles.

      Is someone baking out here?

      Lifting the basket, she laid the scissors on top of the flowers and followed the scent.  She felt a little weird sniffing the air every few steps, but she couldn’t deny that there was something very appealing about the scent.  Deep inside, she felt the urge to find its source.  Her skin goosebumped.  With each step she took, the scent strengthened, until all she could smell was sweet cinnamon.

      She heard the rush of water and knew she’d reached the edge of the camp’s territory, but she didn’t care.  As she walked out of the woods and into a small clearing that was separated by the river, she saw a camper with a truck parked in front of it.  The river was low this time of year, and there were rocks that stuck out of the water.  She set her basket down on the bank, and stepped carefully onto each rock as she crossed.  When she reached the other side, she closed her eyes and inhaled, smiling as the sweet scent grew even stronger.

      The door to the camper opened and two males walked out.  The first froze as he met her gaze, and the second bumped into him.

      “What the hell, Quill?” the second demanded.

      Quill growled softly and she heard him inhale.  Then that growl turned to a gruff purr.  He strode to her, towering over her by a half-foot.  His hair was short and dark, and his eyes flashed from chocolate brown to amber.

      “Who are you?” he murmured, his voice rough with whatever beast he had inside.

      “Angel.”

      He buried his face in her neck and inhaled against her skin.  She let out a soft gasp as heat flooded her.  He stroked her skin with his tongue, and her pussy clenched and her nipples tightened.  She fisted his hair and pressed herself against him.

      “Fucking delicious,” Quill said.  His teeth scraped her flesh, and she shivered.

      She didn’t realize the second male had joined them until he put his hands on her waist, pressing flush to her back so she could feel the ridge of his erection against her butt.

      “Angel?” the second male said.  “Are you really an angel?”

      She giggled and opened her eyes.  Quill lifted from her throat with a broad grin.  “You taste like sunshine.  I’m Quill Mercer.”

      “I’m his younger brother, Brin,” the male at her back said, tipping her head until she looked at him.  “Sweet Angel.  Where did you come from?”

      “The campground,” she said, shivering again as Quill’s fingers stole under her top and brushed her waist.  “I work there.  Do you live here?”

      Brin nodded.

      She saw movement over Quill’s shoulder and found herself staring at another male.  Although he had similar features to Quill and Brin, he had blond hair that was long enough to dust his chin.  He stared at her, his head cocked in question.

      Brin said, “Ian, come here.”

      He didn’t move for a moment, and then he moved so fast that Angel couldn’t track him.  He was suddenly at her side, his fingers burrowing into her hair and his lips crashing against hers.  His tongue pushed into her mouth and the sweet, spicy taste of him filled her.  She moaned.  She really couldn’t help herself.

      He lifted from her with a growling purr, and his eyes were the prettiest denim blue color she’d ever seen.

      “I’m Ian.”  He grinned and his eyes flashed to amber, then back to blue.

      Brin turned her to face him.  He had a dusting of scruff on his face, as if he hadn’t shaved in a few days.  His eyes were dark green, and they swirled with amber as Ian’s had, too.

      “Why did you come here?” Quill asked as he gathered her hair to one side and exposed her neck.  He kissed the side of her throat, his warm breath fanning her skin and drowning her in his spicy, sweet scent.

      “I…don’t know.”  It was too crazy, wasn’t it?  That she’d followed a smell in the woods and found the sexiest men she’d ever laid eyes on?  They’d think she was a pineapple short of a fruit salad.

      Quill slipped his hands up the front of her top, cupping her breasts and drawing her back against him.  She gasped as he held her close.

      “You know why you came here, don’t you?”  Quill nipped her neck, and each little bite sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

      Brin grasped the waistband of her shorts and curled his fingers inside so she could feel his knuckles against her abdomen.  “Tell us, Angel.”

      “It’s crazy.”

      Ian brushed his fingertips down her bare arm and she shivered at the light touch.  “We’re certain it isn’t,” he said.

      “I smelled you.”

      “Why is that crazy?” Brin asked.

      “I’m human.”

      “Humans have truemates,” Quill said.  “I think you call them soulmates.”

      “We really don’t.”

      “Then explain how we smell to you,” Ian said.

      “Like cinnamon and sugar.  I thought that someone was baking cinnamon rolls out here, which is nuts.”  Her cheeks flamed, but they didn’t laugh at her, even though she thought it was the most absurd thing she’d ever said in her life.

      Brin chuckled and cupped her face.  “It’s not nuts.  We’re hyena shifters.  We felt you coming close to our camper.  We didn’t know what was coming, but our beasts were going crazy.”

      Everything stilled inside her.  Hyenas?

      “Are you really?”

      “Hyenas?” Quill asked, kissing her neck again.  “Yes.”

      Quill slid his hands from under her top and turned her to face him.  “Sweetheart, it doesn’t really matter whether you’re human or we’re shifters.  The only thing that matters is that you found us and we’re so fucking happy.  We’ve been alone for a long time.”

      “Me too.”

      “We’re not alone anymore,” Brin said.  “None of us are.”

      Ian looked thoughtful.  “If you work for the campground, then you know about hyenas?”

      “Yeah.  And my best friends are mated to hyena clans.”

      Brin smiled widely enough to show a dimple in one cheek.  “It must be fate, then.”

      “The campground owners
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