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        My mother warned me to never go to Diablo Falls.

        But I never was a rule follower.

        When I see a crazy-pants ad on a DF Forum from a supposed bear pack, looking for a woman to breed, I’m curious.

        And more than a little aroused.

        It’s not long before I find myself on the doorstep of a cabin with three burly men ready to claim me.

        It’s all fun and games until they shift.

        Then sh*t gets real.

        Turns out my mother warned me for a reason.

        I’m more than a rule-breaker - I’m a freaking Fairy Queen.
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      My head is pounding, and I rub my temple as I listen to the lecture my boss at the Canyon City Gazette gives me through the receiver.

      “You write for the travel column,” Andrea says with an exasperated breath. She’s at the end of her rope with me, which wouldn’t feel so bad if she hadn't been my mother’s best friend.

      I hate disappointing her after she gave me a lifeline when I needed one. And honestly, it’s been one hell of a year, the last thing I need now is to lose my job.

      “Maisie, you’re a great writer, but please, just write about something touristy,” she says. “No more articles on food banks and women’s shelters. I need ad revenue.”

      “Fine,” I say, sighing with resignation. I want to write about the things I care about. Helping people. Making the world a better place. “But I don’t want to write about vacations that the people of Canyon City could never afford.”

      “Then don’t,” she says. “It doesn’t have to be a fancy-pants resort. Just something that can generate cash flow for us.” She sighs. “I hate to say it, but it’s the truth. It’s all about the bottom line, Maisie. And articles on helping the homeless won’t pay anyone’s bills.”

      I nod, wishing things had ended up differently for me. I was all set for grad school, planning on becoming a social worker, but then Mom fell sick and plans changed. I spent months at her bedside before she passed away. It hasn’t been a year yet, and the pain of losing her is just as strong as ever.

      Thankfully my mother’s best friend had a spot for an entry-level journalist at the newspaper she owns. But as much as I am trying to grin and bear it, it’s a struggle. I feel like I’m in a holding pattern, waiting for my life to begin.

      If I had some family left, maybe I wouldn’t feel so lost. But Mom never told me anything about my father. All I know is the town where I was born - and she made me promise to never visit.

      “You know, my mom mentioned a small town called Diablo Falls,” I tell Andrea. “Have you ever heard of it?”

      I can hear her frown through the phone. “That city is...creepy.”

      My mom used to say that the place was dangerous. But I’d always wondered if there was another reason she told me never to visit. I’d respected her wishes when she was alive, but now I wonder if maybe there’s a piece of the puzzle of who I really am there.

      “I’ve done some research on the place, it seems cute, quaint. A great place to spend a week in the summer.”

      “If you’re looking for cottage country, why not check out Roselake.”

      “Sure,” I say, even though I can’t help but feel pulled to Diablo Falls. I’ve only ever seen pictures, but the place seems like some hidden gem, with its own waterfalls and natural springs, and a quaint little town lined with Ma and Pa shops.

      A place people could afford to visit, or even just to go hike the mountain trails.

      “How are you doing, sweetie?” Andrea asks, switching to her aunt-voice. She may not be related to me, but she’s the closest thing to family I have left.

      “I’m hanging in.”

      “Call me if you need to talk. And please—”

      “I know, I know...no more bleeding-heart pieces. I got it.” I sigh as I hang up and open my laptop, deleting the article about the downtown animal rescue center that I’d been working on before she called.

      Instead, I type in Roselake. The place is about as middle-class cookie cutter as they come. Boring. Andrea’s right, people would probably eat up an article about summer tourism there.

      But I’ve never been good at following rules.

      I open a new tab and google Diablo Falls. It’s well past midnight when I finally look up from my screen. The place is amazing, with its crazy folklore and rumors of mythological creatures roaming the woods of Blackthorne Mountain.

      I’ve never been fascinated by fantasy, my mom always made sure I was grounded in reality, but the psychology of the stories, the way social norms seem to be tossed aside, is intriguing.

      Especially when I come across a post on one of the Diablo Falls forums.

      Kodiaks Seeking Breeder, or possible mate.

      Respond only in person.

      Nothing else. No phone number. No address. Just a cryptic post about breeding, mates, and bears.

      “What the hell?” I mutter, leaning back on the couch and shaking my head. I can only imagine what that means. My first thought is there must be some kind of cult. Maybe a bear cult. Whatever it is, I’m already hooked.

      And I know I’ve found my next story.

      The sun isn’t even up by the time I’m in my Wrangler and headed east toward Diablo Falls.

      Excitement bubbles inside me, a feeling I haven’t felt in a long time. As the mountain comes into view, the sun rising behind it, the sky filling with oranges, pinks, and purples, it’s like a thousand little bees take flight inside me.

      Buzzing. That’s what it sounds like at first. A hum that reverberates inside me. It gets louder and louder the closer I get, and when I pass the sign that reads Diablo Falls, the noise is so intense I have to pull over.

      It’s like a shrieking now, and there’s a blinding light that I can see even when I close my eyes. I cry out as it reaches a crescendo, billowing around me, and then just as quickly as it started, it stops. It’s like the air around me breaks into a billion little crystals, settling on my skin. For a moment, I swear my skin glows, like it’s illuminated from inside.

      A horn blasts from a rig that passes by. I jump in my seat, and when I blink again, the sound, the light, the glowing, it’s gone.

      “Maybe I should have slept more,” I mutter, restarting my Jeep and pulling back onto the highway.

      When I spot a place called The Lucky Devil Motel, I pull up to it and get a room. The woman behind the counter eyes me suspiciously, and I swear she’s almost hesitant to hand me over a key.

      “How long you staying?” she asks.

      “Not sure. A couple days, maybe more. I’m a journalist for the Canyon City Gazette—”

      “People around here don’t like strangers poking their noses where they don’t belong.”

      “I’m just writing an article on tourism.” I smile at her, but she doesn’t smile back. “It might help bring some more business.”

      She just holds my gaze, face giving away no emotion and places a key on the counter. “Room fifteen.”

      “Great,” I say, taking the key. I start to turn, then stop and ask over my shoulder. “Do you know where I can find the Kodiaks?”

      The woman’s right eye twitches and she purses her lips before saying, “Take a right on Serpentine Road, head a mile up the mountain.”

      I’m not sure if those are directions to a house, or to my certain death, but I give her a forced smile anyway, and say, “Thanks.”

      After a quick nap, shower, and a bite to eat at Blackthorne Burger’s next door, I get back in my Wrangler and follow the vague directions. As the forest gets denser and the dirt road becomes rougher, I’m glad I charged my cell. But when I check it, there’s no signal.

      “This may not have been one of your better decisions,” I mumble to myself. But I’ve come too far to turn back now.

      Finally, a cabin comes into view. It fits into the landscape so well that I almost miss it. But as I pull to a stop, and take in the large log cabin structure with its floor to ceiling windows and wrap around porch, I’m awed by its beauty, so much so that I don’t pay attention to my surroundings when I get out of the Jeep.

      Because if I had, I would have noticed the enormous bear standing a dozen feet away, staring straight at me.
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      The woman’s scent fills my nostrils, enticing and delicious, and stirring the primal part of me to growl with need. The need to take. To claim. To mate. The woman is human, but something else, something that I can’t place.

      There are dozens of different creatures that roam these woods. Creatures who have come to Diablo Falls as a sanctuary. And I thought I’d come across most species. But the gorgeous blonde who’s now staring at me in wide-eyed horror is something I’ve never encountered before.

      It’s when I see the terror in her blue eyes that I realize she has no idea what I am. She thinks I’m just a wild bear, not a shifter, which means she’s not from around here.

      So, what the hell is she doing on my mountain?

      I think about shifting and asking her that very question, but I’m pretty sure she’d pass out from fear. So, I do the only sensible thing, I turn around and saunter back into the woods.

      Behind me, I hear her let out a sigh of relief and a small whimper, “Oh my God. What just happened?”

      My bear claws at the ground in frustration as I head deeper into the woods. And I know what it wants - a mate. I’m thirty-three years old, and I should have mated years ago. If I was anywhere else in the fucking world, I probably would have.

      But I’m a Kodiak in Diablo Falls, which means the same mating rules that other bear shifters follow, don’t bind me. Here we have our rules. Rules that bind bears not just to mates, but to other Kodiaks.

      Some call our groups sleuths, others call us packs, but since my bear bonded with Aiden and Maddox when we were orphans running wild on this mountain, we just call each other family. And I love the men like brothers. Even Maddox, who’s one moody ass bastard at times.

      He’s the reason we haven’t mated. The man is picky, or his bear is. Shit, we’ve met women who would have more than satisfied our sexual hunger. But the man always wants more.

      I shift back into my human form and pull on the jeans where I’d stripped out of them, and dress before heading down to the cabin. I expect the woman to be gone, but her Jeep is still parked outside when I come through the trees.

      Inside, I can hear Aiden talking. And then a soft, feminine laugh rings out. A laugh that goes straight to my balls.

      Both Aiden and the woman are sitting on the couch when I walk through the front door, and they both turn to me.

      The woman’s eyes, a pale shade of blue land on me, and I see her pupils widen, hear her soft intake of breath when her gaze skates down my bare chest, then back up to my face. I glance at Aiden, knowing he’s most likely responsible for whatever reason the woman is here for.

      He just gives me one of his easy-going grins and brushes his fingers through his dark blonde hair. But that damn dimple of his, the one that always tells me when he’s up to something flashes.

      Before I have a chance to ask what trouble he’s gotten us into now, Maddox walks in behind me. His dark eyes go even darker when his gaze lands on the woman.

      “Oh good, you’re both here,” Aiden says.

      “Where else would we be?” Maddox growls out, clearly in one of his moods. “This is our home.”

      “You all live here?” The woman’s brows raise.

      Aiden nods, a grin spreading across his face. “Yeah, we’re a family, we’re just missing one important piece.”

      Maddox scoffs and says to Aiden, “You think you might fill us in on what the hell you’re up to?”

      Standing, Aiden grabs a bottle of whiskey and four glasses. “You might want a drink for this.”

      Frowning, I take the glass he offers. I sit down opposite the woman, noticing how comfortable Aiden seems to be with her. He’s known her what, thirty minutes, and already it’s like their old friends. When he hands her whiskey glass though, their fingers brush and it’s like a jolt of electricity pulses through the house. I know my bear brothers felt it too, because Maddox starts pacing the room.

      “Just spill the goddamn beans, Aiden,” Maddox grunts.

      “For roommates, you seem a little tense.” Her brows rise as she watches Maddox pace.

      I snort. “No, we’re tense because it’s mating season.”

      Her eyes widen and she takes a gulp of the whiskey. I can’t help but smile at that. I like a woman who likes it neat.

      “Maisie came here today because she saw an ad, on the DF Forum,” Aiden explains as if this were a totally normal occurrence.

      “The what?” Maddox grunts. “That some online shit?”

      Aiden updates the website for our logging business, beyond that, none of us bothers with technology. Or at least so I thought.

      “What kind of ad?”  I ask, fully aware of Maisie’s scent, how it’s growing in intensity the longer she sits here, smelling like honeysuckle and strawberries. And it’s causing my cock to twitch like a motherfucker.

      I know she’s getting worked up too because she has pulled her blonde hair into a messy bun on the top of her head and she’s fanning herself with a sheet of paper.

      She waves the paper in her hand and smiles. Her teeth are white, and her eyes are bright and damn, she is adorable. Wearing a little red sundress that hugs her tits and shows off her curves - during mating season, no less.

      “Kodiaks Seeking Breeder, or possible mate. Respond only in person,” she says. “The lady at The Lucky Devil pointed me up this mountain. Aiden here tells me I’m in the right place.”

      “What the fuck did you do?” Maddox growls, I feel his inner bear fighting to stay put.

      Aiden lifts his hands in defense. “We need a mate. I’m done waiting. It’s time we grow our family, settle down, have cubs of our own.”

      “She’s not from here,” I say, pointing out the fucking obvious. “Why were you on that forum anyway?” I ask her, needing to understand her intentions.

      She licks her lips, sweat pooling between her tits.  “I was curious. I heard about this place and wanted an adventure. I saw the ad and thought—”

      “What?” Maddox asks, stalking toward her. “You thought you’d come here and find the Kodiak shifters? Have some fun and leave with a good story to tell?”

      She stands, indignant, eyes flaring. But it’s not with anger, it’s with lust. “You don’t know anything about me, Maddox.”

      “Like hell I don’t. I know exactly what you need.”

      My cock twitches as I watch them facing off. Seconds from kissing, from so much more. My need for Maisie pulses loud in my body, my bear hungry for her strawberry lips.

      I don’t hesitate. It’s mating season and I’ve gone far too long without a pretty pussy sinking down against me.

      Aiden may be a charmer. And Maddox may be an ass.

      But I’m the alpha of this pack, and I’m claiming what is mine.

      What is all of ours.
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      I don’t know what comes over me. Over all of us. One second, we’re discussing the ad that Aiden apparently took out in secret, and the next I’m ten seconds away from doing the deed with three growly men.

      Bear men, maybe. Who the hell knows at this point? They called it mating season, and it must be, because my pussy is so hot, my body humming to life, my mind focused on one singular thing - getting off. Hard. With all of them.

      Thoughts of my life back in Canyon City seem a million miles away. The moment I stepped into this cabin, it was like a force field surrounded me, making me think things I never considered before.

      Like actually sleeping with these three strangers.  They wanted a woman to breed and yes, that might sound crazy under normal circumstances - but this isn't normal.

      This is Diablo Falls where there’s no cell service, where legends grow, where secrets that my mother wanted buried are hidden.

      I’m here for a reason, and I’ve never felt more certain of anything than when Keegan’s lips press against mine.

      Also, I’m so freaking hot. My skin drips with sweat and my pussy hums with need and when Keegan’s firm hands hold me in place, I don’t move. I kiss him back. Our lips part and the inferno of this cabin seems to grow, everything is a blur of warmth when he holds me in his arms.

      I reach for the edge of his white t-shirt, wanting to strip him of it. Of everything. His greedy hands run under my dress and the fact his friends are watching doesn’t give me pause.

      Not for a moment.

      It only ignites a well of heat inside me that I realize only they can quench.

      “You sure?” he asks, his penetrating gaze meeting mine.

      I nod, panting with want. “I’m a virgin,” I tell him. “But don’t let that stop you.”

      His hand stills, cupping my ass. Beside us, Maddox and Aiden groan. I look down and see that their cocks are hard beneath their jeans. Big, thick, and so very hard.

      “That won’t stop me,” he promises. “But it will make you ours. More than you already are.”

      “You can’t be certain,” Aiden grunts.

      Keegan’s thumb runs over my lips, causing a whimper to escape from my pent-up lust.

      “Oh, I’m certain. She’s the one.”

      Aiden moves closer, wrapping a firm arm around my waist. Squeezing my wrist. I clench my pussy as his lips press against mine. I forget to breathe. I’m dizzy with desire and think I might faint. His lips are soft, his tongue thick as he explores my mouth. I close my eyes, the room spins.

      He catches me as I fall.

      What feels like mere seconds pass before my eyelids flutter open. I must have fainted for longer than a moment because I’m laid out on the couch, a cool rag is pressed to my forehead, and a glass of water sits on the coffee table.

      Maddox leans over me, worry lines etched on his face, his thick beard the first thing I see. My body feels hot all over again as I imagine that mane between my thighs. I may be a virgin, but I know how to fantasize.

      “I know Aiden is a bad kisser, but you can’t go fainting over it,” Maddox says, his mouth is a firm line, but there is a sparkle in his eyes. He’s the gruff one of the group, but there’s also something sweet, sensitive under all that growling he was doing earlier.

      I smile when I hear Aiden grunt.

      “Oh, that kiss was so good it made me weak in the knees,” I say, reaching for Maddox’s hand.

      The midday sun filters through the big window in the front of the cabin, the wood-paneled room creating a sauna. I’m hot, but in the most pleasing way.

      I lace my fingers through Maddox’s, his eyes searing mine. “Kiss me yourself and see what happens,” I tease.

      He growls and that beast within seems to stir, we all feel it - or maybe all these men have a bear pacing inside of them. I don’t understand - my rational brain tells me this is all so far flung and impossible, but then Maddox leans down and kisses me, and I forget about science and reason. Because this right here - Maddox’s mouth on mine - is more concrete than any scientific theory.

      Aiden and Keegan move closer as Maddox leans over me, his mouth on mine his big palms massaging my breasts, my pussy aches as the kiss intensifies. I want this. All of this. And I want it now.

      “It’s time.” Keegan’s voice is direct and commanding. A wave of want runs over me as he tells his friends what to do. “It’s not gonna happen on the couch.”

      “So, we’re all in agreement?” Aiden asks. “Even you, Maddox?”

      Maddox’s hands run under my dress and rests over my belly. “Yes,” he says with a finality that makes my heart flutter. “She’s the one.”

      “And you, Maisie,” Keegan says. “You want us?”

      “Yes,” I say even though I’m not at all sure what I’m getting myself into. But I do know that there’s no doubt I will be sleeping with all of them today.

      I have saved my virginity for the right moment, the right time. I thought for the right person. Turns out, the right persons.

      Maddox lifts me from the couch, carrying me in his arms he brings me to a bedroom. Inside the room is the biggest bed I’ve ever seen. The sheer white curtains flutter as a welcome summer breeze wafts through the room.

      There is nothing masculine about this space. White ruffled linens spread on a bed that holds four pillows across the upholstered headboard. The walls are a soft lavender, there is a vase of flowers on an antique dresser.

      “It’s beautiful in here,” I say as Maddox sets me on the floor.

      “It’s yours,” Keegan says, his fingers on his belt buckle.  He is already shrugging out of his clothes.

      “Mine?” I ask, trying to absorb what they are saying - but it’s hard to focus when the three of them are stripping out of their clothing.

      Aiden smiles, stepping toward me. Not at all uncomfortable with the fact he is naked with two other men. And I mean naked. All three of these strong, muscular men have their cocks hanging hard between their legs. My mouth waters and a shiver courses over my spine.

      How is this real life?

      “Yes,” Aiden says. “You are our mate. What is ours is yours.”

      I take in a sharp breath, not knowing where the line is between reality and fantasy. But wanting to find out, no matter where it takes me.

      “Hmmm, well I think I can play by those rules, too,” I say.  “Today, what is mine is yours.”

      Then I reach for the hem of my dress and lift it up over my head, ready to give them all of me.
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      Her dress falls to the floor, revealing everything I have craved for so long. The soft, warm skin of my mate. I pull her to me, kissing her deeply, and my brothers watch. We bought this bed especially for us, for when we could finally share our woman. And now, the time has come. Keegan and Maddox may have been irked about this ad I took out in the DF Forum, but now I know there are no hard feelings.

      The only hard thing, right now, is our thick cocks, so damn ready for our lover.

      “Our first should be perfect,” I tell her, pulling her hair from the tie. It’s long and silky, and I breathe in her sweet strawberry scent, the bear in me alive.

      “I just want all of you,” she says. “To touch me ... to make ...”

      “What?” I ask, cupping her face.

      “To make me come.” She closes her eyes and shakes her head bashfully. “I can’t believe I said that. I just have never been with a man.”

      “Well now you’ll be with three bears,” I tell her protectively. There is a flash of worry in her eyes at my words. “Don’t be scared,” I soothe her. “We can go slow.”

      She shakes her head. “No. I’m tired of waiting. I’ve been patient all my life. I want this to be wild. To be ... dirty. To be ours.”

      Maddox growls beside me and he takes the lead, dragging her to the bed. “I need to kiss that sweet pussy,” he tells her, dipping his head between her thighs. Her eyes widen in surprise, then in pleasure as he begins to eat out our pretty little mate.

      Keegan moves to the side of the bed, stroking himself, and leaning down to kiss her big tits, they are perky and round, and my cock hardens as her nipples are pleasured. She pulls his cock to her mouth, asking to suck him, and he gives his length. His eyes close and she sucks him, and my chest tightens - finally our mate has arrived.

      “You have to taste her,” Maddox tells me, moving aside so I can run my tongue over our mate’s wet cunt. “She’s so tight, so fucking tight.”

      The promise in the words make my balls ache and when I kneel before her, the woman I brought here to breed, to fill up with my bear-seed, my heart pounds with the knowledge that she is ours. Utterly, completely. Forever.

      I kiss her inner thighs, loving the way she smells, intoxicating. And when I lick her, she whimpers, her core tightening as my tongue runs over her sweetness. She wraps her legs around me, and I feel Maddox move to the bed, kneeling beside her. She takes his cock in her hand, stroking him as she sucks Keegan.

      I take great pride in my duty, making her virgin hole come. My job is to get her nice and ready for three thick cocks that are so eager and ready to please her.

      I suck her clit, making her moan in excitement, she’s so wet and I run my fingers over her hood, tight circles until her legs still, her orgasm building just the way it needs to. I blow hot air against her cunt, and she shakes, the pleasure mounting.

      “I’m so fucking close,” Keegan groans, and then he grunts as the well of his cum explodes. “Oh, fuck Maisie. Swallow me good, baby.”

      “We all need to get our cum in her,” Maddox groans. “Or she won’t be bred by all of us.”

      Knowing Keegan’s hot cum is sliding down her throat, makes my fingers move faster, wanting her to feel the same pleasure as he is. She’s dripping for me as I add one finger, then another, her moaning becoming cries of delight.

      Her hole is worked over, dripping and ready. Her back arches as my finger presses against her G-spot, making her reach for Keegan again.

      “Please, suck my breasts,” she says. “Maddox, please, please come in my mouth.”

      I bang her tight slit with my fingers until she starts gushing for me - the way I knew my mate could do. She’s moaning now, thighs shaking, my mouth catching all of that sweet juicy cum.

      Maddox groans as our mate lavishes him with her pink lips. “Oh, God, baby,” he tells her. “I’m so fucking close.”

      “Come on my tits,” she pleads. “Please!”

      But Keegan tells her no. I look up from her pussy to see her reaction to the reality of our request.  

      “No, sweetheart. He has to come in your mouth or your pussy, or your ass. Kodiak bears in Diablo Falls impregnate our mates in a special way. So long as we come inside you during the same hour window, doesn’t matter how we fill you up - it will ensure that you’ll be carrying a child that is partly each of us.”

      “We’re really doing this?” she asks, shaking her head in bewilderment, her pussy throbbing, her hand still stroking Keegan’s needy cock, the tip of Maddox’s length a mere inch from her lips. Still, it’s as if she doesn’t believe it’s possible.

      “We can stop,” I tell her. “This is your life too, Maisie.”

      “Maybe it’s the heat, the mountain, all these cocks at the ready ... but whatever magic spell you’ve cast over me, today I’m yours.”

      Her need for us is overpowering, and it takes my fucking breath away. I’m awestruck as I watch her lick Maddox’s tip, twirling her pink tongue over it. She sucks him, pulling him closer so she can deep throat his length. Keegan leans over to her breasts, sucking her nipples, and I flick her clit, making her moan, burying my hand deeper in her tight cunt. She loves it like that, hard and deep, and I groan, visions of taking her in so many different ways filling my mind.

      Maddox is ready, and he’s coming hard, I move my hand, sensing his need to touch her slit. He runs his fingers over her juicy gap and then pulls his fingers to his mouth, tasting her as she swallows his load.

      Finished, she pants, wiping her lips and catching her breath. Keegan and Maddox lie on the bed beside her, their heavy cocks finding a place to rest in her hands. She sweetly strokes them as if she can’t get enough. My own balls clench with need. I need my seed inside her, too.

      “Her pussy is ready,” I tell them, loving the way they run their hands over her body, her belly. I trust these men with my life, with my mate. And watching them caress her reinforces my faith in this family. “But not everyone has tasted her, I don’t want to be greedy.”

      But Keegan shakes his head. “You got our mate here, Aiden, it’s only fair you fill her first.”
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      My body has never been explored before, and now so many hands roam my skin, looking for ways to make me smile, moan, whimper, beg.

      But now, Aiden leans over me, his thick hungry cock ready to fill me up. And God, I want him to. It’s like a force all of its own, this deep desire to be taken by these men. The edges get blurry when they talk about breeding and rules of impregnation - but all of that seems insane. I’ve been on birth control for my periods for a decade. I am not getting knocked up by these men. But if that is their fantasy, I won’t knock them for it. It’s not like I want anyone to judge me for my desires.

      “You are so beautiful,” Aiden tells me, and I close my eyes, my hands wrapped around Keegan and Maddox’s lengths, my body primed for this - for this moment when Aiden fills me up.

      I whimper as his thickness moves against me, deeper and deeper inside me, my pussy walls throbbing and my core tight, so tight - and then Keegan tells me to take deep breaths. “You’re okay, love,” he whispers, kissing my collarbone. “Shhhh.”

      He’s right. The moment I stop bracing myself for pain, the idea of it is replaced with pure ecstasy. Aiden’s cock fills me up and sweeps me away. I give in to all of it, and I find myself moving faster, in rhythm with him as we push to our very limits. Or at least, my limits.

      He rolls us over, and I’m riding him, his cock buried so deep inside of me that I’m running my hands through my hair, tears of pleasure on my cheeks as I sink deeper against his long, steel cock.

      “I’m coming,” I moan, my release slick on my thighs. Keegan climbs behind me, cupping my tits as I ride Aiden. Maddox stands, and I stroke his cock as I get off like a bull rider. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper, the more I grind, the more I come, the faster too.

      “Fuck,” Aiden grunts, his hot seed shooting up inside me. I press my hands to his chest, a ladder of abs, chiseled perfection. Everything about him makes me melt and I can’t help but feel gratitude over his insane post on the forum. If he hadn’t, I wouldn’t have come here. I wouldn’t have had this amazing, once in a lifetime experience.

      I’m no longer a virgin. Right now, I am utterly and completely smitten.

      I fall into the massive bed, lying on top of Keegan. I feel him growing hard against me. A smile spreads over my face, loving the power in that. Maddox is on the left, Aiden is on the right. The bed is perfect for a foursome.

      “I can’t believe how much I came,” I say, my cheeks hot. All of us naked, the open window the only relief from the heat.

      “You’re a gusher,” Aiden says, a dimple on his cheek.

      I cover my face with my hands, but he pushes them back down.

      “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a good thing. It’s a fucking great thing.”

      “And considering you weren’t practiced, you gave an exceptional blow job,” Maddox adds with a grin.

      I laugh. “Weird right? But when I was with you guys ... it all just seemed natural? Like my body knew what to do. There was no thinking going on, just following my heart.”

      “And pussy,” Maddox adds. We all laugh, soaking in the moment ... and I am already hoping we can play some more before I return to the Lucky Devil Motel.

      Keegan twirls a strand of my hair with his fingers. “I think we should show her,” he says solemnly. “She needs to know now so it doesn’t happen when she isn’t expecting it. I don’t ever want Maisie to be scared of us.”

      “Show me what?” I ask as the three of them get out of the bed in silent agreement.

      “Come with us, sweetheart,” Keegan says, taking my hand. Maddox places a blanket over my shoulders, and I follow them outside.

      All three men are still naked, and when they walk off the patio, I’m about to question what exactly they’re doing.

      “You ready for this?” Maddox asks.

      “Ready for what?” I have no clue what’s about to happen.

      “Just don’t freak out,” Keegan says, his eyes pleading.

      “Okay,” I tell them, even though I’m getting a little nervous about what’s going on.

      But then in a heartbeat, literally a blink of an eye, the men are no longer in front of me, instead I see huge, beautiful and yet terrifying bears are in their place.

      I suck in a breath and try not to scream. Try to wrap my head around what the hell just happened. But... “Oh. My. God.”

      One of the bears, Aiden I think, paws at the ground, his massive head rolling from side to side.

      They’re bears! Freaking bears. What the actual fuck. I’m completely numb with the revelation, and I know I’d never have believed it if I hadn’t seen them shift in front of my very eyes.  

      I don’t know what to do. I just need time to process what just happened. So, I turn and leave the porch in a daze of confusion.

      I thought this was some farfetched fantasy ... the breeding, the mating - the entire thing seemed like a game.

      And this heat.

      It made me forget all reason. All sense of propriety. I wasn’t forced to give myself to these wild bear-men - and I don’t regret it.

      Not for a moment.

      But it doesn’t mean I have to stay.

      They growl, shifting back to human form as I run from them. They have another thing coming if they think I’m going to sit around and hash this out.

      Because what is there to say?  I came here under my own free will, and I’m leaving in the exact same way.

      My legs shake from the hours we spent in their bed - that massive bed fit for a queen.  But still, I run into the house, grab my clothes, my keys, and throw my dress over my head, forgetting my bra and panties, then rush back out the door.

      The guys are men again, no longer bears, and I see the fear in their eyes when they see me.

      “Maisie,” Keegan growls out.

      I ignore them, running to my Jeep without looking back.

      “Don’t leave,” Aiden shouts.

      I can feel them following me, and my heart pounds - because there is still a small part of me that wonders what it would mean to stay.

      Haven’t I been waiting for my life to begin?

      No. I pull open my car door and jump inside, tears filling my eyes as I turn on the ignition, push the gas and reverse.

      I didn’t come to Diablo Falls to have some bear’s baby. I came here for answers, to understand just what mom was so scared of me finding out. My head is a mess as I drive back to town.

      I pull into The Lucky Devil Motel and jam my key in the door of my room. Exhausted and confused, I let out a scream when the lock sticks and I can’t force it open. I kick the door in frustration, and a woman with a housecleaning cart looks over and frowns at me.

      “What?” I ask, through gritted teeth.

      “Nothing,” she says. I notice her ears are pointed slightly, like my own. People used to make fun of me when I was younger until I started wearing my hair long. The woman’s mouth forming a sly little curve.  “I just thought, maybe I knew you from somewhere.”

      I frown. “I’ve never been to Diablo Falls before.”

      “No, not from Diablo, I mean, another place.” When I don’t respond, she adds, “Another realm?”

      “I’m from Canyon City. I work for The Gazette. I’m just here to write a story.”

      “Keep your stories to yourself,” she scoffs. Scowling, she pushes her cart away without looking back.

      Okay, apparently the people here aren’t too keen on reporters. I gathered that from the bears. Groaning, I try the key again, wondering when I became a person who referred to bears as if they were people.

      It’s unnatural.

      Isn’t it?

      The door finally opens and when I’m in the bathroom, I turn on the shower to ice cold. I’ve never needed to cool down like I do right now. This town is doing something funny to me.

      Blurring all the lines.

      Because even as I step into the icy shower, there is a truth gnawing at me. They weren’t just bears. And they weren’t just men.

      I’m connected to them in ways I don’t understand.

      They said I was their mate.

      And as I run my hands over my bare body, I can’t help but wonder.

      Am I?
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        * * *

      

      I walk down Main Street with my laptop in my messenger bag and pull open the doors of Hellspresso. The coffee is as dark-roasted as the barista.  Tallie, the lady working behind the counter, may have bright pink hair but that’s the only cheery thing about her.

      “What do you want?” she asks, her lip in a snarl. When I don’t answer right away, she rolls her eyes. “I don’t have all day, you know.”

      I bite back a smile. Her attitude doesn’t seem to deter customers, the place is full. Not like any of us have a choice. Hellspresso is the only coffee shop in Diablo Falls.

      “I’ll take an iced-vanilla-mocha, extra whip, please.” I smile, hoping it warms her to me. But considering this is my fifth time coming for coffee in two days, you’d think she’d have learned my order by now. I’m not usually so caffeinated, but I’ve had a crazy headache that I’m attributing to the heat. And these lattes seem to help cool me down. Plus, the place is air conditioned with free wi-fi.

      I grab my latte from the counter and find an empty table to spread out my things. Pulling up my working document, I stare at my article.

      Well, the headline of it, because in forty-eight hours all I’ve managed to do as far as my assignment goes is type, DIABLO FALLS IS HOT THIS SUMMER.

      Maybe a little too on the nose.

      But God, I swear I’m having heat stroke. I press a paper napkin to my chest where sweat is pooling. And when I take a sip of the latte, I feel ill. Sick to my stomach. Worse, it’s like I’ve had food poisoning.

      I run to the bathroom and pull open the door just as a man with fangs is walking out.

      Fangs. Literal fangs.

      Where the hell am I?

      I murmur an excuse to the vampire and slip in, locking the door behind me and proceed to lose my breakfast in the toilet.

      Several minutes later, I’ve splashed water on my face and calmed down. Slightly. Maybe I need fresh air.

      Grabbing my abandoned computer, I return to the hotel, tossing my latte out as I go. Something was off about that coffee. After asking the woman at the front desk about swimming holes, I’m in my Wrangler, swimsuit under my sundress, with a towel on the passenger seat beside me.

      I drive up Blackthorne Mountain to take a left turn when I see the sign for Diablo Falls. The parking lot is nearly full and when I finally find a spot, I grab my towel and walk toward the water.

      I’m an open-minded person, but this is no normal swimming hole at the base of a waterfall. It’s gorgeous, sure - a gushing waterfall cascading into the enormous pool of crystal-clear water. But it’s the people, or rather, creatures that have me doubting everything I know about the world.

      There are mermaids sunbathing on rocks, a man with a pair of angel wings protruding from his back, a were-man shaking out his fur as a woman bats him playfully with a broomstick.

      Confused, and slightly terrified, I decide to walk around the lake to a less populated area. It’s cooler here, in the woods, and I’m finally feeling like my body temperature is dipping.

      I came for a swim, but as I walk along the trail in the woods, I feel pulled to explore further into the forest.

      I’m not sure where I’m going, but the headache that’s been pulsing for days seems to fade the more I walk. Maybe it’s the pine trees, the sun-warmed soil, the earthy moss. Whatever it is, I keep moving deeper into the woods, chasing a feeling I’ve never felt before.

      There’s a feeling in the air, like I’d felt when I’d first driven into this crazy city. Like electricity and chaos and when I stumble over a moss-covered rock, I nearly fall straight into a vortex of swirling color.

      I suck in a breath and steady myself.

      “What the hell?” I mutter. After everything I’ve seen over the past two days, the swirling, shimmering light shouldn’t faze me. But it does, because I feel it calling me, pulling me, claiming me.

      And all I can think about is how I wish Aiden, Maddox, and Keegan were here with me now. But as soon as I think about them, I swear I feel their presence. Hear their bears growl inside my head, their voices demanding to know if I’m alright.

      I shake the thought away and refocus on the intense vortex of light in front of me.

      Whispering voices buzz in my ear, and involuntarily my hands lifts, reaching out to touch the vortex.

      But then I’m thrown back, the wind knocked from my lungs when a blast of something has my back hitting a trunk of a tree.  

      My vision is just returning when I blink and see a man standing in front of the vortex, and he looks angry.

      Poised, almost regal, the man holds himself like royalty, even though he’s probably younger than I am. And his ears are slightly pointed, like the cleaning lady at the hotel. From the fairy tales my mother read to me as a child, I’d make a wager that the guy is an elf, or maybe a fairy.

      I’d never thought about my own ears as being anything but an odd little quirk, but now...God, how is any of this real?

      The man speaks in a language I don’t recognize, his blue eyes flashing with wrath.

      “I don’t know what you’re saying,” I tell him. “But I’m sorry if I did something wrong. I was just hiking and—”

      “You don’t even know our language.” The man scoffs, looking down his nose at me. “You who would challenge me for my crown.”

      “You have the wrong person. I’m not here to challenge anyone. And I’ll just be going—”

      “You’ll go nowhere without my permission.”

      That has the woman’s rights activist part of my brain raising my brows. “Excuse me?”

      “You’ve come to claim the crown, sister, so come and try and claim it.” A sword appears in his hand, and when he twirls it, blue fire flames from the tip.

      The man is clearly crazy.

      “I’m not your sister,” I tell him, moving around the tree, and walking backward. “And I promise you, I don’t want your crown.”

      His gaze is narrowed on me, the sword still expertly twirling in his hand, the blue fire blazing, threatening. “I can sense my father’s blood running through your veins. And I saw you in the great mirror. If you’d stayed away from Diablo Falls, I may have spared your life. But there is only room for one Fae sovereign in these hills.”

      I let out a scream as he rushes toward me, the sword pointed straight at my heart. And I know without any doubt that the man intends to kill me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Maddox
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      I sense the danger before I hear Maisie’s scream. I had taken one look at Aiden and Keegan and we were both shifting into bear form and rushing through the forest. At first, Maisie successfully pushed me out of her head when I pressed into her thoughts, but the greater her fear grew, the easier it was to enter her mind. And I saw everything, heard the fae king’s claim that she is his sister.  

      And I also know that she is in mortal danger.

      I press my bear harder, knowing we might lose our mate before we fully claimed her. As I rush through the foliage, I let out a growl, ready to strike the fae king down, even though I know it’ll probably end with my head on a pike.

      But I need to save my mate. Protect her. That’s all that matters.

      Keegan, Aiden, and I form a circle around the fae king, and I see the fear in his eyes. He’s no more than a boy, and from the scent of him, he isn’t full fae. His scent is similar to Maisie’s. Why hadn't I recognized it before?

      She’s half fae.

      That complicates things, especially if the king’s claims are true, that she has a claim to the crown.

      “You dare threaten me, shifters?” the king says, sword still in his hand. But other than twirling it around like a baton, it doesn’t look like he knows how to use it.

      I shift into human form, but Keegan and Aiden stay in bear form, ready to strike if needed. “You’re the one threatening our mate.”

      The king’s eyes widen. “You’ve claimed her?”

      “We have.”

      There’s a flash of uncertainty in his gaze, and then he’s stepping backward. Before he disappears into the vortex, he points the sword at Maisie and says, “This isn’t over, sister.”

      And then he’s gone.

      Maisie lets out a small sob, and I rush toward her, gathering her in my arms.

      She is more than she knows, more than I had ever imagined. Her kind older than time itself.  

      Our mate is half-fae.

      And on Blackthorne Mountain, that means she will never belong fully to us, to this place.

      She is from another realm, a realm that calls to her. A realm that bear shifters know little about.

      Fae aren’t known for their sweetness - they are known for their sly and cunning power. But also, their intelligence. Their quiet strength and their ability to defend their realm.

      Maisie is a powerful woman and yet - she is ours.

      She may not know it yet, but there is no doubt. Our bears have claimed her as their own, and if she hadn’t submitted to us fully, we wouldn’t have been able to sense her the way we had.

      “I don’t understand what just happened,” she says as I lift her in my arms and carry her back down the mountain. “He just came out of nowhere and the things he was saying.”

      I’m aware of the looks we get as we pass the lake, three shifters completely naked, carrying a woman who’s still shaking from fear. But no one approaches or asks us questions as we head toward where Maisie said she left her Jeep.

      She’s still shaking as I buckle her in.

      The three of us, Keegan, Aiden, and I get in the Jeep with her. I jump in the driver’s seat and get us up the mountain, back to our cabin as quickly as possible.

      I was pissed when Aiden went behind our backs and placed that ad, but it wasn’t because he wanted to betray us - it was because he knew something we didn’t. Our mate was waiting for the call. When she heard it, she came running.

      Even if Maisie doesn’t see it quite like that, in time she will. “We’ll figure it out,” I tell her, knowing she’s in more trouble than she thinks. But I don’t want to scare her.  

      “He kept saying that I’m his sister,” she says as we pull up to the cabin.

      “Why did you come to Diablo Falls, exactly?” Keegan asks as we walk inside the cabin.

      She lets me wrap my arm around her and guide her inside.

      “I came here for work, to write an article on a vacation destination but ...”

      “But what?” Aiden presses.

      “But also, because my mother always told me this place was off-limits. Dangerous. I never understood why she’d been so adamant.” Maisie shakes her head. “And now she’s gone, and I can’t ask why she knew about this place. But it’s like, this place knows me.” She plops down on the couch. “God, do you hear the words coming out of my mouth? It all sounds insane.”

      “What do you mean, gone?” Aiden asks. I go to the kitchen, grabbing us beers and walk in on Maisie crying, wiping tears from her big, glassy eyes. She’s explaining that her mom died less than a year ago, and right then and there, I know she is mine.

      I’ve never been the sensitive type. I’m grumpy and gruff - but when I look at Maisie, all I want to do is wipe her pain away. Protect her from it for the rest of her life.

      “It’s nearly five now, and most shops are closing for the day,” Keegan tells her. “But tomorrow we’ll go into town and ask around. Maybe someone knew your mom. Knows her story.”

      But I’m worried that whatever that story is will only open a can of worms we might not be able to protect her from - especially if it’s true, that she is the fae king’s sister.

      She nods, comforted by his words, and she snuggles against him as he draws her under his arm.

      “I don’t know what I would have done today if you three hadn’t come to my rescue.”

      “You don’t ever have to worry about being alone. We are here for you, Maisie. Forever.”

      She shakes her head. “It sounds insane, right? You just met me.”

      “Doesn’t feel like that, though, does it?” I ask, setting the beers down on the coffee table. “It feels like you’ve been ours from the start. But if you go running, we can’t keep you safe. You need to stay where we can watch over you.”

      She scoffs. “I don’t need some alpha bear men to be my hero. I’m my own knight-in-shining-armor. I can save myself.”

      She grabs a beer, takes a long swig. A smile tries to shove its way on my face. She is more than a two-dimensional princess, that’s for sure.

      “Then think of it like this,” I tell her. “Imagine us as your backup. You wanna take center stage, go for it, darling.” She starts to interject, but I cut her off. “Don’t get too haughty with your words. You may say you don’t need a knight, but I’m pretty fucking sure you liked our swords.” I grab my cock then, and grin.

      She lets out a laugh and Aiden and Keegan chuckle. “You’re pretty cheesy for a burly mountain man,” she tells me, licking her lips.

      “Hey, I just say it like I see it.”

      She twists her lips. “And you see me, here. With you?”

      I nod. “It’s all we fucking want, Maisie. You.”

      Her shoulders fall then, and she stands, stepping toward me. I kiss her, hard. Needing her sweet lips against my mouth, needing her warm body against my chest. I run my hands under her dress, her round ass in my hands, and I groan, needing her in ways she still doesn’t know. Entirely.

      She pulls back, looking around the room, a simpering smile on her swollen lips. “Do you bears mind if I stay the night?”

      I grin at her, and say honestly, “I’m hoping you stay forever.”
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          Maisie
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      I don’t know what crazy-heat-stroke-haze brought me to the lake today, but it has led me here. Back to the cabin where only a few days ago I lost my virginity. Shared it, really.

      My pussy has been throbbing since I drove away from this cabin, freaking out. Now that I’ve returned, my body is begging me to give myself over to the men again.

      I won’t deny myself anything. Not when being here feels so damn good.

      And it does. It feels so right, being in their arms, their space. And when Maddox lifts me in his arms and carries me into the bedroom - my bedroom, according to them - a wave of want rushes over me.

      “God, I’m so wet for you,” I tell them, pulling my dress up and over my head. The men growl, tearing off their clothes and a smile spreads across my face, loving their adoration and their desire. Their want for me. And me alone.

      “Maisie, two days is too damn long,” Keegan groans as he pats the bed. “Come here, baby, come here, sit down where you belong.”

      I lick my lips, doing as I’m told. He stands before me, and I reach eagerly for his thick cock. God, it’s bigger than I remembered. So hard and long. I dip my head, ready to suck him but he shakes his head.

      “No, I need to taste you first,” he demands as he kneels before me and spreads my knees. I close my eyes as he begins to lick my dripping pussy. My body shivering with pleasure as he runs his tongue up and down me.

      “God, you’re sweet as cherries, baby. I can’t get enough,” he moans, sucking my clit hard, tight, knowing that it makes my skin prick with excitement. I moan, loving the way his tongue moves so damn fast.

      “Come closer,” I tell Aiden and Maddox. “I need to touch you. Please.”

      My need to run my hands run up and down their velvety rods is so primal, so unbidden, that I begin to stroke them simultaneously, they each massage one of my round breasts and my nipples get hard as I stroke my lovers.

      They love it, rewarding me with groans and kisses. Aiden’s hand runs over my belly, and I feel a warmth there when he does. My body seizes with need.

      “Fuck me, Keegan. Please.”

      He stands, his hand on my cunt, and I’m dripping with need. He knows it, he knows there is only one cure for this kind of torture. He moves inside of me, and I arch my back, crying out as he begins to fill me up. His cock is so big, so thick, and my pussy begs for more. He knows what I need. He pushes deeper inside my tight hole, fucking me the way I need. The way I never knew was possible. Entirely.

      I begin to suck Maddox’s hard cock, wanting him to come in my mouth, and I bounce my head, jacking off Aiden at the same time.

      “Fuck,” Aiden groans. “I’m gonna come.”

      “Come on my tits,” I tell him. “Please. I need you, all of you, all over me. Fuck me and come on me and mark me as yours.”

      He grunts, pleasure filling that big long shaft of his and when it’s time, he jacks himself off over my big round tits, the milky cum seeping over my skin, and Maddox groans, telling me it’s time. I suck him again, harder, wanting that salty cum on my lips before I pull that thick cock from my mouth and let his ribbons of cum shoot over my skin.

      It feels so good to be coated in them, in their manhood. I feel powerful and beautiful and like they are worshipping me. Like I am their altar and their goddess and their one and only mate.

      It makes no sense yet, as Keegan pulls his length from me, coming on my belly, three hard cocks coming in my willing body, I feel like it makes all the sense in the world. I am theirs. And they are mine.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The sun filters through the curtain the next morning and for a brief second, I think all is right in the world.

      But then I jolt up in bed, my three naked lovers surrounding me, and I run to the bathroom.  I wretch in the toilet, but there is nothing there - we didn’t eat dinner last night. I mean, unless you count the fact they ate me out for hours. And I may have sucked down more than a few loads of cum. I’d be smiling if I didn’t feel so damn ill.

      Can you swallow too much cum? Is that a thing? Because if so, we’re gonna have a problem. I can’t seem to get enough of their big thick cocks in my mouth.

      And even though I feel ill, I also feel oddly horny. My pussy is wet at the thought of them running their palms over my bare skin, finger fucking me until I can’t see straight.

      God, this cabin makes me crazy, frenzied with want.

      It’s delicious, this sexual appetite I never realized I had.

      But also, a little exhausting. I drink a glass of water, and Aiden comes in, that cock tempting as hell. “You okay?” he asks.

      I shrug. “I thought I was going to be sick. I threw up yesterday. I don’t know what it is.”

      He looks down, at my belly.

      Belly.

      A belly that wasn’t there yesterday.

      He lifts his eyebrows. “Are you pregnant?”

      I laugh, patting his bare chest. “Considering you’re a bear, I’d think you’d know a bit more about the birds and the bees.”

      He chuckles. “Yeah, but we need to go to town, get you a test. Be sure.”

      I smirk. “You literally know nothing about a woman’s uterus, do you? I can’t be pregnant three days after the first time I had sex. It’s not possible.”

      “Oh, and you know about fae-women and their pregnancies?”

      That shuts me up. “Okay, fine. But we need to eat first. I’m starving. I need waffles and bacon and eggs and...” My words trail off as I realize these are all the typical pregnancy symptoms. Aiden’s eyes meet my own. “Shit.” My voice cracks when I say, “I can’t be...”

      He takes my hand. “Look, whatever happens, whatever you are, whatever this is - we’re family now. No matter what.”
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      This is insane. But it feels so damn right.

      Our mate is fae. Or at least half-fae, and she’s going to have our baby - soon. At least that’s what the pregnancy test showed. And after talking to Gwen, one of the witches who knows practically everything there is to know about Diablo Falls and all its creatures, that baby will be here in days.

      The fae don’t give birth often. They’re only fertile at certain points of the year. And we had mated her the exact day. In the fae realm, a full-blooded fae could give birth only hours after conceiving. But Maisie is half human, and here, in this realm, every day coincides with a month of gestation.

      It’s a lot to take in. Especially for Maisie, who is currently sitting on the couch, curled up in a ball, blanket wrapped around her, looking pale.

      “What do we do?” I ask Gwen, unable to pull my eyes away from my mate.

      She gives me a sympathetic look. “Just comfort her. I can't imagine what she’s feeling, especially since she didn’t even know about who and what she was a few days ago.”

      “Do you know anything about her mother?” Maddox asks quietly.

      “I can hear you, you know,” Maisie says, glancing over at us. “You don’t need to tiptoe around me like I’m going to break. I’m just...just trying to process everything. Like why my mom would keep this from me.”

      Gwen sits down beside her and takes her hand. “I don’t know. But I think it has to do with who your father was.”

      “Was?” Maisie asks. “So, he’s dead.”

      Gwen nods. “The old fae king died several years ago. There was some kind of battle for power.” She shakes her head. “It didn’t happen in the realm, so I don’t know much about what went on. Only that afterward, there were far fewer fae in Diablo Falls.”

      “You really think that Maisie is fae royalty?” Aiden asks, arms crossed and frowning.  

      “There were rumors about a fae princess being lost after the battle, but I just thought they were rumors. Everyone assumed that all the other royal fae had been killed off. Your brother—”

      “He’s not my brother,” Maisie says. “My mother never had any children but me.”

      “No. But the old fae king had many mistresses. The current king is also half-fae, born from the blood of the old king and seer named Vivianne.”

      “And this new king,” I say. “Do you know anything about him?”

      “Only that he’s ruthless.” Gwen frowns between us. “If he thinks Maisie is here for his crown, then she’s in danger.”

      “We need to get her out of Diablo Falls as soon as possible,” Maddox growls out.

      I don’t argue with him, because I know it’s the only way to protect her. There are very few fae portals left on this plane, he’d be risking his own life if he followed us out of the safety of Diablo Falls.

      Other creatures don’t thrive in the outside world. Especially shifters. But we can’t be thinking of ourselves right now. The only thing that matters is keeping Maisie safe.

      When Gwen is gone, we start packing, loading everything we can take with us into the back of Maisie’s Jeep. What we don’t bring now, we can come back for.

      The sun is setting when I finally get the last piece of luggage into the Wrangler, and find Maisie in the living room, wrapped in Aiden’s embrace.

      I smile when I see the way she looks at him, like he’s her protector, like she trusts him. And I want to make sure we earn that right. Nothing. Not even the king of the fae will harm her as long as we’re by her side.

      Never in my thirty-two years have I ever felt like this. Like I would sacrifice my entire self for someone else. Like I would give every ounce of my being, my very soul, to keep her safe.

      I love her.

      I didn’t think it was possible. After all these years of being a bachelor, I was starting to wonder if I wasn’t capable of taking a mate. And then I kissed her, and something in my chest cracked. My bear growled with one truth - she is mine.

      “What?” she asks, smiling up at me when she sees me watching them.

      “I was just thinking about how lucky we are that we have you.”

      She moves toward me and wraps her arms around my neck. “Pretty sure I’m the lucky one.”

      “You can say that even with everything going on?”

      She nods. “Yeah. No matter what happens, this, us, it’s worth it.”

      “I agree.” I kiss her then, hard, possessive, laying claim to my mate. I don’t want to pull back, but I know I have to. “We need to go,” I tell her.

      Both Maddox and Aiden nod, and I take Maisie’s hand and walk toward the door, but when we walk out onto the patio, the cool evening air rustling the leaves, my bear alerts me to danger.

      “Get back in the house, Maisie,” I tell her.

      “Why, what’s wrong?” She looks around, frowning.

      “Just get inside—”

      A blast whips past my head, blue fire that explodes when it hits the side of the house. And that’s when I see the danger my bear warned me about. More than a dozen fae warriors step out of the trees, and the man leading them carries a flaming sword.

      A grin tugs at the fae king’s lips when he says, “Prepare to die, sister.”
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      “Oh God,” I cry out when I see the men that surround us. Some carry swords, others hold flaming blue balls in their hands, and all look ready for one thing, to kill and destroy.

      “Get in the house,” Keegan says again.

      “I’m not leaving you,” I tell him, but already Maddox and Aiden are shifting, and I can feel Keegan wanting to do the same.

      “I need to know you’re safe so I can fight them without worrying about you.”

      I nod, knowing I’m useless to them. I know nothing about fighting, other than a few self-defense classes I took in college. But that’s not going to help me against a dozen fae with swords and fireballs.

      So I kiss Keegan quickly and rush back into the cabin, watching from the window as he shifts into his Kodiak form. My men are powerful, all strength and primal instinct, and I’m awed by their majesty as they go on full attack.

      But fear slices through me as fireballs whip past them, singeing their fur, and swords cut through the air, making me gasp with every blow. At first, the fae seem taken aback by my mates’ quick reaction, and more than a few fall, defeated within the first few minutes of the fight. But then a fireball hits Keegan and he’s thrown backward.

      The bear shakes its massive head, and I can tell he’s dazed, shaken.

      And then Maddox takes a blow by the fae king’s sword and when my half-brother pulls his weapon back, it’s coated in my mate’s blood.

      “No,” I scream.

      I need to do something. Anything. But what?

      The magic is inside of you, a soft voice whispers. Search yourself. See the energy. Allow it to manifest. Your babies will give you the strength you need.

      I know I should question the eerie voice, and the fact that it said babies and not baby, but all I can focus on is the fact that my mates are losing the fight. I will not let the fathers of my children perish.

      So I do what the voice said, I search inside of myself. At first, it’s like swimming through murky water, like trying to breathe in a room full of smoke. Everything burns, hurts, but it’s my mates’ growls that keep me digging deep, that push me past what I ever thought I could endure.

      And then I find it.

      The light.

      The magic.

      It’s not just inside me. It is me.

      Power flows through my veins, and I take it, lose myself in it.

      You are the true fae queen, the voice says. The power of the realm is yours to command.

      I open my eyes, the world seeming crisper, more full of color and life than before. To open the door, all I have to do is think it, and it flies open. Wind whips around me, and I know I must make a sight when I walk through the door, because the fighting ceases, and the remaining fae warriors drop to their knees.

      All except the fae king.

      His eyes widen, and I see fear flash in his eyes. But then he’s holding up his hand, palm toward me, and blue fire comes streaming from him, straight toward me. On instinct, I lift my own hand and push back. White light courses from my palm, and when it hits the king’s energy, the sound is like the earth cracking in two.

      “Sister,” he shouts. “You said you didn’t want the crown.”

      “The only thing I want is to protect my family.” I keep my power centered and I feel his own give slightly.

      “I am your family,” he says, and I hear the plea in his voice. He knows he’s losing.

      “Family doesn’t try to harm each other,” I tell him, pushing harder. My light is all but consuming his now.

      “And if I bow to you, you promise no harm will come to me?”

      “Yes,” I tell him honestly.

      “Then I submit,” he says, bending a knee.

      I pull my power back and he does the same. “I don’t want your submission. I just want you to leave me and my mates alone.”

      The fae king’s gaze is stoic, but he nods.

      I let out a breath and turn to my mates who have shifted back into human form. They’re bruised and cut, but none of them are seriously injured.

      “Maisie,” Aiden cries out. “Watch—”

      I’m thrown back by a blast. A blast of my brother’s power. But because of Aiden’s warning, I was able to brace myself and I blast him back, this time with everything inside of me. I push so hard that I’m not sure where the energy comes from.

      The fae king screams, and it’s a scream that’s piercing, agonizing, before my power consumes him.

      And then he’s gone.

      I collapse to the ground, drained, and it’s only seconds before large arms wrap around me, cradling me to a hard chest.  

      Other hands are on me, touching me, making sure I’m alright.

      “I’m okay,” I tell them, already drawing strength from their own power and from the energy around me. I don’t know how I know it, but I can feel it gathering in the cells of my body.

      I look around. The fae who are still able to, bow to one knee, their heads bent, foreheads touching the hilt of their swords.

      “The fae king?” I ask, not sure what actually just happened.

      “He’s gone,” Aiden tells me.

      “I killed him,” I whisper, overwhelmed.

      “He would have killed you,” Maddox says, crouching beside me and placing a hand on my belly. “And our child.”

      “Children,” I tell him.

      “What?”

      I smile despite everything, knowing the blessing I’m carrying. “I think I’m having twins.”

      The men’s faces light up, but we don’t have time to celebrate, because one of the fae warriors approaches.

      “Your Highness,” he says, bowing. “I’m Treylord, the hand to the Queen.”

      I stand with the help of my mates and address him. “I am not your queen—”

      “You are,” he says. “We all saw the power of the first fae on you. You were filled with her light. You are our queen by blood and chosen by the first light.”

      “I don’t know what any of that means,” I tell him honestly, placing a hand on my slightly rounded belly.

      “You must come home with us.”

      “I can’t.” I shake my head, looking at my mates. There’s a part of me, I guess the fae part that wants to see the other realm. But the whole queen thing is so overwhelming. “I won’t leave my mates.”

      “They can come with you,” Treylord says.

      “That’s allowed?” I ask.

      His face stoic, even though I swear I see a small smile tug at his lips. “It is your realm now, Your Highness. You make the rules.”

      Aiden takes my hand, and I look up into his handsome face, so full of love and acceptance, and it’s his smile that gives me strength. “You’re half fae, my love. And you’re their queen. You need to go.”

      “Will you come with me?”

      He nods. “Wherever you go, we will always be there.”
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      When we arrive in the realm of the fae, it’s hard to not feel completely overwhelmed. But at least this Treylord guy is with us, and he seems to know what the fuck is going on

      With the crown on her head, it is impossible not to see Maisie as the queen she was born to be. But even now, after the dramatic - and unexpected - ceremony where all the fae from the realm gathered to proclaim her as queen, I see the way her eyes fill with worry.

      Keegan, Maddox, and I pull her into her royal chamber, needing to be alone.  

      “What are you thinking?” Keegan asks. “You look terrified.”

      She paces the room, draped in a red cape, the golden crown set atop her head. “It’s a lot to absorb. They truly see me as their queen...”

      “It’s your rightful place, embrace it,” Maddox says. “We will never stand in your way.”

      She runs her hand over her growing belly. “I know, but these babies are not just merely fae. They are also half you. How can I take them from the mountain?”

      I step toward my mate, pressing my forehead to hers. “You have to follow your heart. We won’t make you choose one place over the other.”

      “There has to be another way,” she says, tears filling her eyes.

      A door behind us cracks open, and in walks Treylord. “You struggle with the choice, to stay or go?” he asks.

      Maisie nods. “I’m honored, of course ... but my heart, it belongs to my mates. And they belong to Blackthorne Mountain.”

      “If there is a will, there is a way,” Treylord says.

      Maisie’s eyes brighten, and she wipes away her tears. “Tell me, please.”

      Treylord smiles, and pulls a black velvet box from his robe, handing it to her.  

      “What is it?” she asks.

      “Open it,” Treylord says.

      She does, and out of it pours a bright, powerful light that is more intense than we’ve ever seen. All of us cover our faces, the blinding force overwhelming the room. Maisie snaps the box shut.

      “What is it?” she asks, eyes wide.

      He grins. “A portable portal.”

      A laugh escapes her. “A portal for what?”

      “For your cabin in this mountain of yours. So you can come and go as often as you need, as you wish. Consider your title like a job.” Then he frowns. “My Queen, have you had a job before?”

      She nods. “Um, yeah, I was a journalist. For a newspaper.”

      “Well, then consider your duties as Queen in the same way. You can come here on assignment and then go back to your mates to rest. That box is very rare, so you’ll need to keep it safe. But with it, you can have—”

      “The best of both worlds,” she says, pressing the box to her heart.

      The man smiles and nods.  

      “I’m so honored,” she says.

      But Treylord just shakes his head. “My Queen, the honor is all ours.” Then he lifts his eyebrows and laughs. “So what are you waiting for? Go home!”

      “And we can all portal with her?” I ask, a little worried since I’m still reeling from the ride here.

      Treylord called my queasiness realm-sickness, but Maddox keeps teasing me that I’m having sympathy pregnancy symptoms. Either way, I can’t wait to get home.

      “Yes,” Treylord says. “The four of you are joined, soul and body for all time. Merely lace your hands together and open the box.”

      I do what he said, and Maisie smiles up at me. “You ready for another journey?”

      I squeeze her hand. “Together, I’m ready for anything.”

      Because I have a feeling this crazy, whirlwind adventure is only just beginning.
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      Three days later...

      

      I have no fucking clue how the rest of the world deals with a nine month long pregnancy - because nine days in and I’m fucking losing it. I’ve never been more anxious in my life. Maisie though, seems to be taking this insane life-altering path in stride.

      She is not just mated to three bear shifters, but she is the fae queen - ruler of the realm.

      But right now, her belly full of our babies, she is the queen of this cabin, and this cabin alone. We aren’t letting her out of our sight until she delivers our babies. No way in hell are we letting any dirty magic get its hands on her.

      “Ohhh,” she whimpers as Aiden places a wet rag on her forehead. She’s lying on her bed, wearing panties and tank top, her fully pregnant belly doesn’t fit around anything she packed when she came to Diablo Falls on her assignment. She doesn’t want any clothes on anyway - she’s constantly hot. I’ve never been more ready for summer to be over.

      “I think we should call the midwife,” Keegan says. “The contractions are three minutes apart.”

      Aiden pulls out his phone and calls the witch, Ruth Healmore. She’s the only midwife on the mountain, and she came out yesterday to check on the fae-queen. It was actually pretty fucking sweet, seeing the respect in Ruth’s eyes for our mate. Maisie is all anyone in town is talking about. The rightful heir to throne, back at long last.

      Ruth comes to the cabin quickly, and when she arrives, she starts ordering us bears around. “Aiden, I need a kettle of boiling water, Keegan, close those blinds, it’s too bright in here. And Maddox, do us a favor and find some food. She’ll need it when they come.”

      “They?” Maisie’s eyes widen. “So I am truly having more than one?”

      The witch tsk-tsks our mate. “Of course, it’s twins. Why else do you think you’d be so big?”

      Maisie groans in agony, clutching her belly. “That is not the right thing to say to a woman about to give birth.”

      I ask what I can do, but am shooed out of the room. Fuck, I hate feeling helpless. I leave the room to go procure some food, knowing that’s the one thing I can do. When I return, I see Ruth has all her supplies lined up, preparing for the delivery.

      Aiden is whispering with Maisie, offering her the comforting words our mate needs.

      Keegan, not taking any risks, is asking Ruth to talk him through the steps.

      I set down a tray of food, thinking that I need to make another bassinet here really quick. Two babies. Damn, talk about a whirlwind love story. Maisie had mentioned that she thought she was carrying multiples, but it hadn’t really hit me.

      Now the reality is right before me.

      “Before they come,” I say, clearing my throat. “Can we have a mating ceremony?” I ask. “I can’t wait. And I want to be properly mated before they arrive.”

      If I’d had more time, I would have done it properly, gone all out, and made sure it was special for Maisie. But everything has happened so fast.

      Ruth reaches out and squeezes my hand. “And all these years, people in town thought you were the mean one. Turns out you’re the real softy of the bunch, aren’t ya?”

      Maisie asks what a mating ceremony entails, and we explain the ritual for the Kodiaks on Blackthorne. A vow, a symbol, a circle. She squeezes Aiden’s hand as another contraction runs through her, and Keegan takes her other hand.

      “If you’re going to do it, loves, you need to do it now,” Ruth tells us. “The babies are coming.”

      “Okay,” Maisie says between contractions, a smile breaking through her pain. “I love you all so much, I want to do this now. Maddox, come closer.”

      I take my mate and brothers’ hands. “Shit,” I say. “We need a symbol of our love in the center.”

      Ruth reaches her hand over Maisie’s belly, patting it. “I think this is the most perfect symbol of love, that I’ve ever seen at a mating ritual.”

      She’s right of course, and I tell my family the words that come to my mind. There is no truer vow we could make.

      Together we make a promise, an oath, we take our vows:

      

      
        
        Our family is bound by the mountain of Blackthorne and reaching to the realm of the fae.

        We are part bear, part fae, fully formed by love.

        Forever and a day.

      

      

      

      A bright glowing light encircles us, a power beyond our own bonding us together as one. A family. When the words are recited, the light fades and we know that nothing can break what Diablo Falls has brought together. Sparkling threads have been etched on our ring fingers and we stare at our hands, mesmerized by the magic.

      “God, I fucking love you,” I tell Maisie.

      “I love you more,” she says, her eyes glittering with tears and love and maybe a bit of fear. She is entering a new realm now: motherhood.

      “Now,” Ruth says. “It’s time for you to push!”
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      Four years later...

      

      The girls sit at the edge of the lake, patting the sand into castles and filling buckets of water. Around us, there are creatures of all sorts, shapes, and sizes. When I first came here, I was more than a little overwhelmed by so many magical beings - but now, after living in Diablo Falls for four years, nothing seems to surprise me anymore. Lakeside picnics with vamps and demons is as regular as anything else.

      I sit on a beach blanket, watching my twins, feeling a stirring in my body. It’s July ... a time of year that always reminds me of the July four years ago when my entire world changed. Shifted if you will.

      One single notice on an internet forum had me driving my Wrangler to a forbidden town and making my way up to a mountain that turned my life upside down.

      That gave me the most beautiful twin girls in the world - this world.

      “Mama,” Blossom calls. “Look!” She points up the waterfall where three burly Kodiaks stand tall on the side of the mountain. I may be the fae queen, but they are the kings of Blackthorn mountain. The rulers of my heart, and the sexiest sword-wielding knights I ever did see.

      I shouldn’t think about their swords right now. This heat though, it’s getting to me. I smile, waving up at my mates. They growl, loudly, then race off. I know where they are headed.  Back to the cabin to get things set up for the girls. It’s their birthday and we are having our family celebration tonight.

      “I wish I could shift,” Petal says, walking out of the water and sitting down on the blanket beside me, Blossom following behind her.

      “I know, love, but you have something they don’t.”

      “Fairy blood?”

      I nod, wrapping my girls in towels. “Yep, and we’re going to the realm this weekend, for your birthday party. You know how much our fae-family loves spoiling you girls.”

      “I hope I get my birthday wish when I blow out my candles,” Petal says with a sigh. Her eyes are as blue as the sky and her blonde ringlets bounce, even when they’re wet.

      “What was your wish?” I ask.

      Blossom scoffs. “Mother, if we tell you it won’t come true.”

      “Maybe,” I say with a smile, packing up our things. “But I’m also a queen, so I might be able to help you out.”

      Blossom and Petal share a look, as if deciding if I am to be trusted. “Okay,” Blossom says solemnly. “This is our wish, for a unicorn to come to our fae birthday celebration.”

      I fight back a smile. My girls have no idea. I knew this would be their dream come true and already commanded the elusive unicorns of Blackthorne Mountains to be at the house at sunset tonight

      “I guess only time will tell,” I say with a smile, kissing their cheeks. “Come on, your dads will be waiting.”

      When we get to the house, the girls leap in Aiden and Keegan’s arms, and I lug out the gear from the lake, needing to unpack the cooler and rinse out their swimsuits. Knowing that no matter how royal I may be, I’m still a mom first and foremost.

      Aiden comes over, grabbing a bag from my arm. “Easy there, Maisie,” he says, kissing me. I savor his warmth. It feels so good to be near him. “Girls have a good time?”

      “The best. They were playing chase with a sprite all afternoon.”

      “Cute,” he says, smacking my butt. “Burgers are on the grill. You wanna clean up before dinner?”

      “Are you offering to help?”

      He grins as Keegan comes over. “Hey love,” he says, pulling me into a heavy kiss. I drop the cooler all together and let him lift me off my feet.

      The girls giggle, then run off, into the house. “Change,” I tell them. “And wash up for dinner!”

      “Okay, Mom!”

      “They are going to freak out tonight, with the unicorns,” I say as Keegan sets me down.

      “What are you guys saying?” Maddox asks, shirtless, coming in from the woods. It makes me wish I’d been here when they all shifted back into bear form. Nothing is sexier than my mates naked, before me, their big thick cocks at attention after returning from a wild, rugged run in the woods.

      He pulls me in for a kiss, smelling like pine trees and fresh air. “Aiden was offering to help me wash up before dinner,” I say, biting back a smile. I know my growly men will all be fighting for this task.

      “Yeah?” Maddox asks, looking into my eyes. I feel his cock against my belly, and I whimper, wanting so much more. “And what did you tell him?”

      I lick my lips. “I was about to tell him that I don’t need help now, with our four-year-old daughters wide awake. But that later...” I moan as Maddox cups my ass. “I was thinking later, after the girls have their unicorn rides and after they are tucked into bed that we could maybe make another.”

      Keegan’s eyes narrow. “Another what?”

      Aiden grins. “Another baby, of course.” He drops to the ground, kissing my belly, Maddox still kissing my lips. “It’s the fae-solstice. Which means that in less than a month’s time, we will be having another little fae-bear running around these woods.”

      “Fuck yes, I was wondering if mating season was putting you in heat again,” Keegan says with a laugh. Then he wraps his arms around me from behind, kissing my neck.  

      I can’t wait to put a baby in you.”

      My mates surround me and a sense of belonging fills me in a way I never felt back in Canyon City as a journalist. I left that job the moment I stepped foot in Diablo Falls and never once looked back.

      “You know the best part of making a baby with my bears?” I say, licking my lips. So hungry for what’s to come.

      “Oh, we know,” Maddox says with a grin.

      “You know what the Kodiaks say here in Blackthorne,” Aiden says, kissing my pussy through my shorts.  

      “What do they say?”  I ask, my heart nearly bursting with love.

      Keegan laughs. “Three holes are better than one.”

      Crass?  Maybe. Crazy? Most assuredly.

      But at our core, we all know - we wouldn’t have it any other way.

      

      
        
        ~The End~
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        Read the first book FREE

      

      

      In a world where women are seen as a commodity to barter, Alaska promised a sanctuary. But to stay, I have to enter the wife lottery.

      

      Six men, one wife. And I have no say in who those men will be. It's more than a game of chance--it's my life falling into the hands of strangers.

      

      But the men who win my hand are ruggedly handsome and promise to protect me until death do us part.

      

      Fallon and his strong will.

      Giles and his protective streak.

      Salinger and his easy smile.

      Banks and his intellect.

      Emerson and his faith.

      Huxley and his charm.

      

      I want them all, each for a different reason. My body is awake, my heart beats wild. But I'm also a woman running from a past that's catching up. Fast. My father is coming for me and he'll make my husbands pay--and that's not a gamble.

      That's a guarantee.
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            Want More Diablo Falls?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Don't miss any of the stories in the FIRST TIME collection:

      

        

      
        First Awakening by Alexx Andria  smarturl.it/FirstAwakeningBC

        First Bite by Aurelia Skye smarturl.it/FirstBiteBC

        First Blood by Kristen Strassel smarturl.it/FirstBloodBC

        First Class by Damon Kinney smarturl.it/FirstClassBC

        First Cursed by Fiona Starr smarturl.it/FirstCursedBC

        First Fae-Bear Baby by Charlie Hart smarturl.it/FirstFaeBearBabyBC

        First Fangs by Zara Zenia smarturl.it/FirstFangsBC

        First Hunt by Alexis Calder smarturl.it/FirstHuntBC

        First Instinct by Tamsin Ley smarturl.it/FirstInstinctBC

        First Shift by Rebel Raven smarturl.it/FirstShiftBC

        First Sight by Stephanie West smarturl.it/FirstSightBC

        First Taste by Laney Powell smarturl.it/FirstTasteBC

        First Witch-Bear Baby by Charlie Hart smarturl.it/FirstWitchBearBabyBC
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        "Stories with ❤️ and soul."

      

      

      

      Charlie Hart writes fantasy, paranormal, and science-fiction romance with a high heat level.

      

      Charlie also writes contemporary romance under the name Frankie Love.

      

      
        
        "Reading is dreaming with eyes open.”

      

      

      

      Join Charlie’s Newsletter: http://eepurl.com/cTNr5r
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