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  A Note on the Contents


After penning my own story, a good deal of readers asked after Berne’s friend Jotunn.  His story is adorably sweet, though I was not present to witness it. As such, this serves as a bit of a prequel to my main body of work. All of the books in the “Shades of Sanctuary '' are crafted around stories told to me by those that lived them with their express consent, and any deviations from the truth are meant to entertain, and have been approved by the involved parties. As these incidents took place prior to my arrival, I do not appear, though I was truly tickled that the timing of this story included conversations had by my husband. I will add footnotes to clarify details as needed, because truly I cannot help myself, but my intent is that these should be treated as one might a work of fiction.  
					-Sirin Agbuya-Broderson YPS 1012









  
  Chapter one
Hanne

[image: image-placeholder]
IN WHICH OUR HEROINE IS LATE AND UNPREPARED


Sounds of cheers echoed through the valley, which meant that Hanne was late. Again. It wasn't her fault she never seemed to get anywhere on time, it was that she was too optimistic. If she was able to get somewhere in fifteen minutes once, her brain became convinced that it would only take fifteen minutes every time–no matter how hard she tried to remember to account for weather, or traffic on the canals or… distractions. 
Winter offered a great many distractions for an ermine shifter. Now that she had her winter coat, she'd been caught up in pouncing into snow drifts and sniffing out little morsels to snack on. So truly, it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t account for what snow compelled her to do.
Another raucous cheer rose from the center of town, bouncing off the mountains that surrounded Sanctuary and spurring her on.1 It wasn't like there was any special reason for her to be there, but everyone was supposed to be. No one would care if she was missing, really. Except her parents. And likely her neighbors. And her Head Ranger.
Especially her Head Ranger.
With that worry on her mind, she scurried faster across the bridges that spanned the canals. Leaping over rocks and ducking under bushes, she cut through people's back gardens to shave off some time. Hopefully, if she hurried, she could blend into the crowd and no one would be the wiser. Making a small detour, she ducked into her own yard and squeaked at her own good fortune. As she'd suspected, her mother had taken the opportunity in the last days of autumn to air out their spare linens. With a bound off a chair, Hanne sailed through the air, latching onto a sheet on the way.
She landed atop it in the grass, and she could hear her mother's grousing already. "Really Hannelore, you ought to pay better attention, that stain will be impossible to get out!"
What she needed to do was file that application for her own flat. Twenty-seven years old and still living at home was not ideal. It wasn't like Hanne didn't want a flat of her own, but she wasn't good at any of the domestic things. If she lived alone, she'd be stuck doing it all herself, and she knew she'd be drowning in dishes and laundry inside a week. And she meant to fill out the form, she really did, it just wasn't the top of her list of priorities. She'd move out on her own eventually, though, she considered, she should probably hurry–her mother was already measuring to put in a massive crafting table.
A few bridges later, Hanne arrived at the edge of the town square. The village green was packed full, and a stage had been set up in front of Town Hall. On stage, Gunna, the head councilor, was giving an acceptance speech for what Hanne assumed was winning her position again. Hanne could only just make out the Lead Counselor’s words, but as she'd been Lead Counselor for five years running, Hanne felt like she could likely guess at what Gunna was saying. 
Dipping into her pool of lunula, the magic she used to control her shift, Hanne lengthened her body. Her shift had long ago stopped hurting, and she instead felt as if she had been contorted into a strange position and was only now getting to stretch.2 Pushing off the ground, she stood to her full human height, clutching the sheet around her shoulders. In a town populated by shifters and monsters, nudity wasn't frowned upon, but she certainly didn't fancy being nude in front of the entire town. 
Craning her neck, Hanne searched the crowd for her mother’s favorite red hat. The non-humans were easy to pick out in the sea of white hair. On stage, a pair of Shades bracketed Gunna. As it was a special occasion, they weren't glamoured to appear human, and their shifting shadow tendrils swayed as if underwater.3 Despite her searching, Hanne didn't see a signature red hat, so her mother could have been any number of stout round ladies with white buns.4 Similarly, her father could've been any of the people wearing worn-out brown hats.
The people around her started clapping, and Hanne followed suit. Turning her attention back to the stage she saw Jorund, her Head Ranger, smiling and approaching the podium. Tall and solid, he dwarfed the head councilor. Like every human in Sanctuary, his hair was white and it was, as usual, coiffed with a precise part. A cowlick in the front of his hair had always made it swoop attractively–Hanne would have loved to have something similar instead of her unruly waves.
Jorund waved and shook Gunna's hand before gripping the sides of the podium. He was smiling, but even from this distance, Hanne could see that his knuckles were white. Outwardly, he appeared perfectly at ease, and no one else seemed to notice his grip. Jorund started speaking, but with the blood rushing to her head, he almost sounded as if he were underwater.
This was everything she'd hoped for, and everything she dreaded. Staring at her commander from the audience, she watched as he accepted a position on the town council, ceding his command of the Rangers to fulfill his new duties. 
For years, he'd been the thorn in Hanne's side. He had ridiculously high expectations for Hanne, and they felt even higher for her than for anyone else. To make matters worse, he was unreasonably handsome, kind, and thoughtful to a fault, and apparently, determined to drive Hanne batty. He seemed genuinely confused when others didn't share his attention to detail, and if he'd noticed that she struggled under the weight of his expectations, he’d at least done her the courtesy of praising her when she met them.
When the nominees for City Council had been announced, he’d seemed genuinely surprised to be nominated. He didn't campaign at all, and hadn't really shown a preference toward being elected or not. But that was what people liked about Jorund. He was one of those people you could trust to do a good job, because he valued a job well-done. The real difficulty was, for the Rangers and Hanne specifically, was that taking a seat on the town council meant he'd need to give up his command.
"While I'm extremely reluctant to give up my post, I am honored and incredibly humbled to except this appointment," he said, his loud voice carrying across the gathered crowd. "I will, to the best of my ability, uphold the law and my duty to protect our Lady and honor her wishes, as I have always strived to do. It is my sincerest hope that I can support and strengthen the council, and through it, our beloved city."
He might not like the idea of being in such a public position, but Hanne couldn’t argue with the figure he cut. Back straight and shoulders set, he inspired confidence with just the way he stood.
"Though I will miss my time in the Rangers, I have great confidence that I will be leaving them in most capable hands. For years, though she’s surely found me an overbearing and demanding commander, I have worked on training my replacement. Her dedication to the Rangers and Sanctuary is unparalleled, her drive to protect our people, and our goddess is unmatched among even the most dedicated Rangers. Therefore, it is with the greatest pride that I am pleased to announce the appointment of Hanne Ahlgren as Head Ranger of the Rangers of Sanctuary."
The blood drained from Hanne's face. Surely he couldn't be serious. Between her insidious attraction to him and his ridiculous expectations, the man had spent the last five years making Hanne's life a living hell. Now, he wanted her to run the organization he dedicated his life to? He didn't make any sense. Surely there were others that would be better choices? Berne or Aegir, perhaps?
It didn't seem to matter to anyone but Hanne that it didn't make sense. Heads immediately began turning, searching for her among the crowd. In a ripple of whispers, more and more eyes focused on her… where she stood, shivering, clutching a sheet around her shoulders at the edge of the village green. 
Heat rose in her cheeks as she snaked one hand around the front to ensure she was holding it closed.
A giggle bubbled up inside of her and burst from her lips. The feeling of being underwater only deepened as Jorund beckoned her to the front of the crowd. Along her path, people parted, clapping her on the back as she passed. Her face burned hot with embarrassment and in a stroke of genius, she shifted back to her ermine form. Dragging her sheet behind her like a flag, she was able to weave between people's feet and arrive at the stage much faster. There, she shifted back, this time wrapping the sheet under her arms and tucking it closed. She mounted the steps, lifting it as if it were the most elegant gown. The shift had settled her blush but now it was time to fake having her act together.
Faking was an art form, and Hanne was a master. Only her family and Jorund knew what a mess she was, she'd learned to hide it well. Plastering a beaming smile on her face, she stepped onto the stage, where Jotunn grabbed her hand in an aggressive shake.
"What the hell is going on with you?" he hissed between teeth clenched in a smile.
"I got distracted—I was running late," she said. "What in the Lady’s name do you think you’re doing? Surely you don’t mean me. Pick someone else."
Jorund removed his coat and placed it around her shoulders, enveloping her in his warmth and scent. It seemed he'd had a fair idea that he might win, as his coat was freshly laundered and pressed within an inch of its life. As usual, his overwhelming presence made her veins bubble with desire, though she kept a tight hold on her scent. 
Scent suppression around Jorund burned obscene amounts of lunula, but she was used to it. She choked down thick smoothies filled with the glowing algae each morning for the sole purpose of hiding her attraction to him. Her parents thought she needed that much for work, Lady help her if they ever asked another Ranger about their lunula consumption.5
Suppression, like faking it, was an art mastered of necessity, and she'd learned it well. She deserved a medal for scenting normally when, in nothing but a sheet and his warm uniform coat, Jorund placed a hand on the small of her back and steered her toward the podium. The heat seared through his coat and the thin material beneath. Not even a few inches more and he'd be skirting the thick swell of her ass. His rough palm would rasp against the fabric as he cupped it at the bottom, where it met the top of her thigh, a whisper from her cunt. He'd squeeze and–
The crowd loomed before her as Hanne bumped into the podium. The whole of Sanctuary stretched across the green. In the center, the statue of the Lady rose above them all, arms stretched in protection or creation—it was up to the viewer to decide. To her right, her parents had made their way to the front and smiled up her, looking only a bit confused. Her mother dabbed her eye with a kerchief and her father nodded like she should get on with things.
The side of her face warmed as he bent at the waist until his face was right next to hers. "I know exactly what I’m doing. It might be a few years sooner than I’d planned, but this was always the plan. Now, I’ll make you a deal…" 
The familiar words steadied her. For years, whenever he was about to push her, he’d propose a deal. She’d never been able to back down from a challenge, which he’d learned early on in her career.
"If you do this, and make a nice acceptance speech, I’ll leave you my big oak desk, and my entire library when you take over my office."
"Throw in your typewriter and you’ve got a deal," she countered.
"Done," he whispered, as if he’d already anticipated the terms. Damn the man. "Now, pull yourself together and inspire some confidence in the town’s new Head Ranger."
Though her hands shook, his was steady on her lower back, lending her the strength she needed. She took a deep breath, used some lunula to increase the volume of her voice, and began.
"Thank you all so much!"6


1.
       Situated at the Northernmost point on Timonde, Sanctuary is surrounded by a high mountain range and protected from the harsh elements by a magical barrier, erected by the Lady when she created the settlement.
    
2.
       It is imminently fascinating to me how each shifter describes how this feels. I’ve heard this stretching, unfolding, expanding, even reaching.
    
3.
       More on shades can be found in “The Curious Incident of the Great Cookie Snackcident of 979.”
    
4.
       It should be noted that all native-born residents of Sanctuary have white hair from birth, an effect of their proximity to the Lady’s magic. Not only does it infuse the very air they breathe, but their  drinking water bears traces of it, even when scrubbed of lunula pyrocistis.
    
5.
       Her parents knew exactly what was going on, as you can imagine. Shifting, once mastered, takes a shockingly small amount of lunula, whereas suppression the pheromones associated with strong emotions is extremely taxing. 
    
6.
       Though Hanne’s speech is on record, she begged me not to include it, as it was in her words “a horrid mess.”
    






  
  Chapter two
Jorund

[image: image-placeholder]
IN WHICH  OUR HERO IS THOROUGHLY DUMBFOUNDED


Settling down into his office chair with a creak, Jorund blew out a shaky breath. He closed his eyes and savored the silence. He was honored that his friends and neighbors had elected him to the council, and by a fair margin, it seemed, but it would be a monumental change.  
He hated change.
Looking around his carefully curated office, he mourned leaving it. Each piece of artwork, each commendation, each knickknack collected in his travels was precisely placed. He'd have to take it all down, and move it into his new office in town hall and find new places for each that didn’t make his brain itch. 
With a grimace, he stood and grabbed some crates from his closet. He hated moving. Seeing all of the clutter and tumult made his skin crawl. His mind needed order to function, and it would be several days before that was possible. A vibrating panic built in the center of his chest, an ominous off-key music just at the edge of his hearing. He squeezed the crate in his hand, drawing in gasping breaths, and attempted to steady himself. He closed his eyes, counting slowly down from ten. 
Before he got to one, he was interrupted by a quick, firm double knock on his door. The sharp noise startled him, but only one person knocked like that.
With a wide grin splitting his face, he said, "Get in here."
The door opened to reveal his friend and fellow Ranger, Berne, the only other polar bear shifter in Sanctuary. The form had gone out of fashion recently, with many of the newer Rangers favoring lighter, quieter, more agile forms. The large man sauntered in and plopped into Jorund's extra chair with a huff.
"So, it's happening then,” Berne said.
“Aye." Jorund nodded. "It seems it is."
"Any idea how you feel about it now that it's happened?" Berne asked, raising an eyebrow.
Closing his eyes and shaking his head, Jorund grunted. "Not a clue. I thought if it happened, things would fall into place. I thought once I knew one way or the other, it would make sense. No such luck." 
Berne nodded. He understood the power of silence, the need for slow, deliberate thoughts to avoid hasty words.
Several minutes of comfortable silence later, Jorund sighed. "I keep feeling like I haven't had enough time. Like I'm not old enough to be on the council, which is asinine since half the council members are younger than I am. Becoming Head Ranger was always my goal, becoming councilman was not. I’m touched that people trust and believe in me, so of course I'll do it, and to the best of my ability, but… I thought I had more time. More time to accomplish what I meant to accomplish, more time to train Hanne. I'm not certain she's ready, but I don't know that she's going to get any more ready without doing the job." Berne continued to nod, letting him speak and work through his thoughts. "I keep wondering if I hadn't thrown away five years looking for a mate, if I'd have accomplished more by now."1 He rubbed his forehead and shook his head. "I wish I could go back and tell myself it would be a waste of time—save myself the trouble."
"Do you really think it was a waste?” Berne asked, eyes suddenly bright and curious. 
Sighing, Jorund gestured to his office. “Do you see any mate here, helping me move? No. So yes, I think it was a waste.” He frowned and narrowed his eyes at Berne. “Why? Are you thinking of going?”
Berne pursed his lips and shrugged. "I'm considering it. I've looked, and no one here suits me. Or, I don't suit anyone here. I'm starting to feel like if I don't go and at least try to look, I'll be alone forever.” 
Jorund grimaced. "It's not so bad… for a bear."
Berne squinted and cocked his head. "Did you ever consider that maybe you didn't find your mate because they were here the whole time?"
“I know I'm a hermit, but if they were here, I would've found them," Jorund insisted. “That was the whole reason I left in the first place.” 
“Well, have you considered that they weren't ready before you left?” Berne pressed. “Maybe they didn't seem like a viable partner because they weren't old enough?"
Jorund narrowed his eyes at Berne. He knew where his friend was going with this and didn’t like it.
"Berne, we've been over this. I'm her commanding officer, and —"
"Not anymore, you're not,” Berne said, an annoying smirk on his face. 
A thick, panicky feeling rose in Jorund's throat. “Look, even if I'm not her commanding officer anymore, I'm still too old for her. She wouldn't want an old bear like me. And besides, I don't want her. Do you think I want to have to deal with her immaturity? She's never even been in a relationship, and Lady only knows her level of experience. Just think if she has none, I don't need that kind of responsibility. With my luck I'd fuck it up and make her first time horrible."
There, that should convince him to let it go. Perhaps this move was really for the best. Hanne would stop tormenting him so much, and Berne might let the subject rest. 
"Seems like you’ve thought a great deal about the sex life of a woman you have no intention toward. From over here, it sounds like given the opportunity, you'd want her."
Jorund sighed and ran a hand through his hair. Shrugging, he embraced the now familiar feeling of embarrassment and futility that settled in his chest, squeezing tight until he could scarcely breathe.
"Honestly, it doesn't matter. I'm too old for her and she’d never want me. I certainly don't want to be with someone who thinks of me as an old man. Which, I will remind you, she calls me nearly every day—"
"Only because you've called her whippersnapper from the start,” Berne interjected. “All I'm saying is, you spend too much time paying attention to each other to not care."2
Damn the man, he was getting it all twisted. What a sorry excuse for a best friend. A low growl built in Jorund’s chest and he slammed his fist down on the table.
“I never said I didn't care, I only said I didn't want her. Don't twist my words, I could never want someone that didn't want me back, and the idea that she does is ridiculous.”
"I see," Berne said, nodding. A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. Was Berne laughing at him?
"We've been friends for a long time, so I trust that you just want what's best for me. But I'm not what's best for Hanne. She doesn't deserve to be saddled with —"
"Just how old do you think you are?" Berne asked. "You're not some shriveled up geezer."3
"Oh yes he is!" Hanne appeared around the corner with an armful of crates.
"Exactly," Jorund said with a pointed look at Berne.
Covering what appeared to be a snicker, Berne widened his eyes and gasped. "Oh, no! I forgot that I'm supposed to watch the girls today! And I think I'm already late!”
"Well, I'll just bet you are," Jorund said, with enough venom in his voice that Hanne looked at him in confusion. 
Glancing at him out of the corner of her eye, Hanne said, "It's all right, Berne. Don’t worry about it, we've got it covered here. Of course you need to go help with the girls."
Berne shot Jorund a cheeky smile and waggled his eyebrows. The man was insufferable.
"You two have fun!" he said, and then he ducked out the door.
Hanne sat her boxes down on the desk and looked around the room, hands on hips. He dragged his eyes away from her voluptuous curves, which always served to distract him if he wasn't careful.
“All right, what's first?" she asked.
"Well, we could empty out my—your desk to start."
“Right," she said. "Let's get to it."
Over the next hour, Jorund grew more and more agitated. He always needed to keep a tight rein on his pheromones around her, but for some reason, it was especially hard today. It seemed like every time he turned around, Hanne was right there. He must be getting especially clumsy, because he was bumping into her more than was reasonable, or he'd turn his head and there she’d be, brushing her arm across his. He was likely making the poor thing uncomfortable because her cheeks kept heating in response.
After the third time where they both grabbed the same book, practically holding hands in the process, he apologized. "Hanne, I'm so sorry, I must be clumsy and nervous because of the job change. I don't mean to be making you uncomfortable."
"You're not," was all she said. He didn't see how that could possibly be the case, and felt even worse. She clearly didn't feel she could tell him the truth.
Somehow, horrifyingly, it got worse. Instead of just touching her arms, the next time he turned, he was pressed against her full front. Jorund jumped back with a cry, putting as much distance between himself and Hanne as he could.
Crossing her arms, she frowned at him. "You don't have to act like I burned you." 
The gesture pushed her breasts up and he noticed, for the first time, that she wasn't in her uniform. Instead, she was in a casual shirt and loose, flowy breeches. She had the first several buttons of her blouse undone, and Jorund realized he could see the creamy tops of her breasts. 
In a panic, he spun on his heel, facing away from her, those mounds consuming his mind. He shook his head, trying to focus. She’d said something, hadn't she? He knew they’d been speaking, but at the moment, he couldn’t recall what it was about.
He almost never saw her out of uniform, and while he'd seen her naked when they were shifting, he always made a point to keep his eyes on her face. He knew that controlling his scent around her if he ever truly looked at her would be impossible. Now, though, with just the movement of her arms, he was consumed. 
When the tension of being around her built up, he’d always imagined what her breasts might look like. He’d always known she'd be perfect, she was the most gorgeous thing he’d ever laid eyes on. Infuriatingly, that small glimpse was better than anything he'd ever tugged his cock to. He shook his head, trying to clear the image from his brain, and cursed as he caught a whiff arousal. It was subtle, but the faint hints of it were there for her to smell if she paid attention. 4
Drawing in another panicked breath, he tried to gauge how strong it was. In doing so, he caught the hint of something else. Smooth and subtle, even the faintest trace of it made his mouth water and his cock grow hard in his pants. Was she aroused? 
Confused, he turned around to see Hanne looking at him expectantly.
"I'm sorry?" he asked, sure that she’d just said something else.
Her cheeks were bright red, and he nearly groaned as he noticed that the blush was creeping its way down across that exposed expense of her chest.
"I said," she said, her voice quivering. "That maybe my touch being abhorrent wasn't the problem?"
Jorund shook his head slowly. How could she ever think that? She was a very bane of his existence, but only because he loved her touch too much.
"Never," he whispered. "Hanne, I think you should probably head home. I am having a difficult time just now."
He squeezed his eyes shut. Something was different today. It was like all of a sudden he couldn't keep a handle on himself, and if she didn't leave soon, he would pounce on her.
Standing in his office, a sunbeam streaming through the window and illuminating her precious face, she squinted at him, tilting her head. "Are you confused?"
"About what?" he asked. He needed her to leave. The longer she stood there, the more tortured he felt. The faint scent of arousal she was putting off was likely in response to his own scent, and in any second, she’d notice.
"About you and me."
You and me.
"About us, no." Jorund shook his head. He hadn't the faintest idea what she was getting at, but somehow he felt as if he had just been pushed off a cliff and was careening through the air. He didn't know which way was up anymore, didn't know how he was supposed to right himself with that scent invading his mind.
"Hanne, I'm begging you. I don't know what you're getting at, but I am truly struggling and I think it would be best if you left."
Her face crumpled as if she might cry at any moment and she backed toward the door. He was trying to protect her and he was botching it up. 
"Hanne, you can tell what is happening in this room as well as I can. Normally, I keep it together better than this, but today it’s harder. I only ask you to leave because the last thing you need to be subjected to is smelling me lusting after you."
Her eyes opened wide, and she blinked several times. “But… I like it,” she whispered.
Surely there was something wrong with his ears, or his brain. The way she was acting didn't make any sense. A war of epic proportions raged in his head. Half of his brain was screaming that he needed to stop denying she was his mate because she was giving him signals that she wanted him back. The other half, however, insisted that it just wasn't possible and that he was clearly misinterpreting. 
Jorund squeezed his eyes shut and pulled in deep breaths in an attempt to calm himself. The sound of shuffling feet brought her closer to him, and when he opened his eyes, he was staring into hers. 
Her hand hovered next to his face—for the briefest moment. She winced, dropping it. 
"Or… am I completely misinterpreting things?" she asked, her face twisting. She recoiled from him. "Oh, Lady, is that not for me? What am I doing? I am—I'm so, so sorry. God, I'm so stupid."
Hanne backed away toward the door, her hands flying around erratically. Jorund stepped toward her, subconsciously pulled to ease her suffering.
"No," he said, reaching toward her. "You didn't. I just—we can't do this."
Hanne stopped flailing, slowly raising her head to meet his eyes. 
"Why?"
Jorund opened his mouth to give the myriad of answers he'd used to hold himself back, but they all melted away in light of the look on her face. She seemed… genuinely confused.
Why couldn't they? Like a pot of soup on the stove, hope bubbled inside him. 
"Maybe," he started. "Maybe, I am a little confused. Or, maybe a lot. I don't know what's happening right now." His hands were shaking, everything felt like a dream. A dream that he'd had more times than he'd like to count. Though, in his dreams, everything had been easy. No awkwardness or confusion, Hanne had simply thrown herself into his arms.
"Well, I suppose the question is, do you want me or not?” Hanne asked.
Jorund could see now that she was wringing her hands, eyes darting around the room, and he noted a significant tang of anxiety polluted her arousal.
As if from their own accord, his hands flew to her cheeks,  her skin silky under his own calloused fingers. He felt almost as if he'd been possessed, because, as determined as he'd been to avoid any entanglements, he couldn't help being honest with her. 
"I'd have to be dead not to want you."
Hanne's lips parted in a gasp, revealing the small, pink tongue he’d fantasized about more times than he could count. For years, at night, alone in the pitch black of his home, he hadn't ever been able to pretend that he didn't want her. In those secret moments, he always wondered what it would be like to taste her. 
Jorund knew there were reasons he shouldn't, but they’d all fled his mind. "I don't know that I could ever stop wanting you,” he said. “Believe me, I've tried."


1.
       Here, they are speaking of a custom in Sanctuary around mating. If one isn’t able to find a mate in Sanctuary, it is permitted that they leave the settlement (which I should mention is secret) and locate a mate elsewhere. They are then responsible to vetting and initiating this individual before bringing them back to Sanctuary to live. Sanctuary’s population is relatively small, so there are often a few individuals who find mates this way each generation.
    
2.
       My husband is an insufferable matchmaker and it’s shocking to me that Jotunn didn’t anticipate that.
    
3.
       For the record, Jotunn was only forty at the time.
    
4.
       I should note that pheromones were not the parlance in Sanctuary at the time, that is an inclusion on my part in the text. Prior to my arrival and subsequent pedantic insistence around the terminology, the denizens of Sanctuary just referred to picking up on these sorts of things as scenting.
    






  
  Chapter three
Hanne
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IN WHICH OUR HEROINE IS THOROUGHLY PLEASED


Hanne blinked at his words. "You have?" Nearly dizzy from the thrill of what seemed to be happening, she could feel her hands shaking with nerves. 
"Of course." Jorund's whisper scraped along her skin, lighting up her nerve endings. She'd been teasing him, sure, but she'd riled herself up in the process. Every hair stood on end and each slide of her clothing across her skin made her shiver.
"You're everything I could have ever wanted,” he said. “And everything I could never have."
"I know the feeling," she whispered, sucking air into her lungs. "And that's why I wanted to talk to you about this today… because, now, maybe, we could?"
It was quiet for far too long. Motes of dust from their packing glittered in the shafts of sun, distracting her. She'd always been easily distracted when she was uncomfortable. Focusing on the sparkling motes, she waited for him to speak, terrified to look at his face. He was obviously preparing to let her down easily, and she couldn't bear to see it.
Jorund grasped her hand, demanding her attention with the lightest touch. Heart speeding in her chest, she turned to him.
"We could… if you're sure," he said. His green eyes looked… scared. She'd never seen him look like that, not even in dangerous situations. Normally, he was calm under most any circumstance. Seeing that vulnerability in him made her feel powerful. Like a match to tinder, the hope that he might actually feel the same flared to life within her. A vibrant inferno burned the knowledge through her. 
He wanted her.
"I don't think I've ever been more sure of anything,” she said, leaning in, her gaze drawn to his lips.
Like it was fate, inevitable, the hand of a compass drawn to the Lady's magic, their lips met.1 She'd been in love with him for years, had anticipated the bliss she would find in his lips, but she could have never predicted the perfection of their union. She could feel his want in  each pressing kiss. 
With every brush he reinforced the feelings growing within her. What had started off tentative, questioning, quickly built to frantic kisses that almost felt aggressive. They had sparred plenty of times in the past, but this was an entirely new form. 
As in all things, Jorund was deliberate in how he touched her. Each of his hands was precisely placed to drive her mad. He'd shift his grip and pull a gasp from her. None of her, admittedly limited prior experience had prepared her for how completely he consumed her. Her hands had made their way to the front of his shirt, and she used their leverage to drag him back to her, straining to pull him so close that she couldn't tell where she ended and he began. In her zeal, she'd backed them up to the desk. She couldn't stop pulling, couldn't resist the need. In seconds, she tugged so hard that she was bent over backwards on the desk.
With a gasp, Jorund pulled back, his eyes heavy and lips swollen. With a start, Hanne realized that his face was flushed. She’d seen him red in the face from exertion before, but this was something else entirely. In a moment, he'd cracked himself open for her, and the hard exterior she known for years melted, leaving behind pure, raw need—a look she sincerely hoped she'd be the last to see.
“Gods, Hanne, I've wanted you for so long," he said, squeezing her thighs. "But now that I've got you, I'm terrified I'm going to do something wrong or hurt you. Are you–I mean–have you had sex before?"
Hanna's eyes flew open. Did he really think she was that inexperienced?
"Not that we are having sex right now,” he said, tripping over his words. “I just mean–sweet Lady, Hanne, I want to be careful with you. I want to make sure that what I am doing is what you want, always. I need you to tell me what you want, what you like, if you know. And to tell me if I ever do something you don't want." His eyes roamed her face, as if he could glean the secrets of the universe there.
Blushing, Hanne ran her hands up his arms. In the thousands of times she'd imagined this scenario, she'd never imagined needing to comfort him.
"I think that's the exact reason that you won't hurt me." Leaning forward, she placed a kiss lightly on his lips. "I've had sex, so that's not a worry–"
“Who? I'll kill them," he growled, squeezing almost to the point of pain. He shook his head and looked at her wide-eyed, his grip easing. "Sorry, I don't know what came over me. Of course, it doesn't matter, I just felt extremely possessive all of a sudden."
Hanne giggled, running her fingers through his hair. "It doesn't matter, you're right," she said. "But honestly, it was kind of sweet."
"Oh?" A smile bloomed on Jorund's face and his eyes were wide with interest.
"Maybe…" Hanne hedged, looking away. "I'm still having trouble believing this is real–that you're not just giving me what I want. So, I appreciate the sentiment."
Jorund blinked at her. "Are you serious? Hanne, I fail to see how I could not want you. You…"
He pressed his nose against her throat, sending shivers through her. "You have been the bane of my existence for years, Hanne. The one woman I wanted but could never have, never touch. I hope you know what you're getting into because I've wanted you for so long, I don't know that I'll ever be able to let you go."
He nipped at her earlobe, pressing the length of his body against her. She felt as if she'd heightened her senses with lunula, she was so aware of him.
"Well," Hanne said between gasping breaths. "At least I wasn't the only one suffering."
"No, and if years of suffering led me here? I'd do it all again happily." Jorund pulled back and tucked a stray hair behind her ear. She leaned into his hand, closing her eyes and drinking in the feel of him. It was all so much better than she'd ever dreamed.
A sliver of doubt weaseled its way into her stomach, making it flip. "Where is here? What are we, then?" She'd always wanted more than something physical with him, but perhaps that was all Jorund was interested in. If that was the case, was she willing to do that? She wasn't sure she was. She wanted all of him, not just the pieces he was willing to dole out.
"Well," he said, tipping her face to his. "I'd like to think I'm courting you… I'll admit that my fantasies were purely physical in nature, because I just didn't think anything else was possible. Other than that, I suppose it's a decision we'll have to make together. What do you want us to be, Hanne? What do you want from me? Say the word, and it's yours."
"Everything." She wasn't even certain what she meant by everything, she just knew she wanted it. "Anything and everything, if it's with you."
Jorund's eyes widened, he looked like a kid on Solstice morning. His hands rubbed her thighs, speeding her arousal and heating her skin.
"Then everything is what you'll have." There was a finality, a certainty to his voice, and he nodded his head. Arms flexing, he pulled her closer, until the hard length of him pressed against her needy core. "As for right now, though, did you think of what might happen today? What did you hope would happen?"
Embarrassment roiled in Hanne's core, hot and sticky. Her face felt as if it were on fire but Jorund's grin only grew wider. 
"Ach, I see," he said, sounding entirely too pleased. So there was something. “Well, lass, I can't make your dreams come true if you don't tell me what they are. And believe you me, there's nothing I want more than to fulfill whatever delicious fantasies you thought up."
Every time she had dreamed of the two of them coming together, she'd had one specific fantasy. In training, it was common for Rangers to hunt one another, to test their tracking and stealth abilities. Every time Jorund had been her pursuer she’d returned home dreaming about how it could have ended differently.
"Well…" she started. "I think it would be… exciting if you… chased me." Hopefully it wasn't too odd. A few rushed assignations didn't lend a wealth of experience. She'd reassured Jorund that she had some, but she still felt slightly embarrassed about just how little she had.
"That sounds delectable," he said. His voice deepened a bit, so that on the last syllable, his growl started coming through. His eyes darkened, and he was probably having trouble controlling his shift.2 His arousal poured off him in waves, the drugging scent addling her mind. 
Based on his reaction, it wasn't much of a risk, but it felt like one. With a thought, she initiated her shift, and the intense feeling of squishing as she shrank inside her clothing grounded her. In seconds, she was scurrying out her shirt sleeve, and heading for the window. With tiny deft fingers, she unlatched it and swung it open, and leaped out onto the dry, crunchy leaves.
Her whole body was vibrating with anticipation. Behind her, Jorund's roar shook the building. Unlike many of the other buildings in the sanctuary, this one hadn't been built and magically reinforced by the Lady. Instead, during the early days of her slumber, the Rangers had needed to expand, and quickly.
Bounding away as fast as her small paws would carry her, Hanne darted away from the village proper and into the woods. All of the deciduous trees were bare, but as she neared the edge of the valley, she knew they would make way for conifers, which would offer shelter for her anticipated activities.
With every second, her awareness heightened. Each leap felt like it would launch her into the sky. She’d only just made it across the first bridge when she heard the front door of the barracks slam open. 
Now that he was outside, Jorund would need to undress before shifting. His polar bear form was too large to navigate the hallways and he would destroy his clothing if he shifted without changing.
The distinct sound of ripping proved her wrong, and a shiver ran through her. Apparently, he wasn't in the mood to wait. Spurred on by his haste to get to her, Hanne darted for the trees with renewed vigor. She had the impression that he was going to fuck her wherever he caught her, and she didn't fancy an audience. Giving him a bit of a chase was her goal, but the thought of him catching her sent shivers through her lissom body.


1.
       At the Citadel, we were taught that compasses worked by being attracted to some sort of massive cache of metal housed in the extreme north, commonly accepted to be an island made entirely of metal. The Shades of Sanctuary however, have known all along that it was instead the Lady herself that is attractive, though I have yet to determine if that is due to her magic or her bodily composition.
    
2.
       It is common for shifters to shift subconsciously in times of significant emotion, and the local tailors do a rousing bit of business as a result. Tattered clothing is often used in household for rags instead of having rags made specifically for kitchen use as they are in other places.
    






  
  Chapter four
Jorund

[image: image-placeholder]
IN WHICH: A CHASE THROUGH THE WOODS, AN AMBUSH, AND A CLAIMING


Hanne's tiny paw prints led him through the grass, and the sound of her bounding through the village tantalized his ears. The scent of her arousal wafted through the air, dragging him along behind her. This might be a chase, and she his prey, but he was keenly aware of what was really happening here. He was following after her, begging for whatever attention she'd give him. This was a hunt, but it was also a desperate flight to prove to her he’d fulfill her every fantasy. He'd wanted her for so long that it all felt like it might be snatched away in a moment. Each second he gave chase was another in which she could be whisked away. How many times had he chased her in his dreams, only for her to puff away to air the second he caught her. 
Even if this was a dream, this time it would be different. This time he'd catch her and claim her. This time, he'd get to savor all of her. There was no way he was losing the opportunity now.
The sound of children’s laughter floated through the town as he bounded across the last bridge, plunging into the forest. Even in a community of shifters, it was uncommon to see a creature as large as him running through town. He and Berne tried not to shift inside Sanctuary since they were so damn large.1
He relished the quiet of the forest, the leaves crunching underneath his paws, the white puffs of his breath in the chill air, and the sounds and scents of his mate driving him toward her. Now that he'd allowed himself to entertain the thought, he was convinced. The reason he'd never found anyone when he'd gone away looking for a mate was because she'd been here the whole time, he'd just never looked at her as an option until he'd returned from his time away. Barreling through the trees, he realized that perhaps his time away hadn't been pointless. Hanne had joined the guard while he was away, and prior to that he'd only seen her as a child. Perhaps, in leaving, he'd allowed her to grow up, to mature into a woman he could desire. 
When he'd returned, there she'd been, a constant reminder of everything he wanted but couldn't have. He'd honestly wondered if he'd done something to displease the Lady, or drawn the ire of some other god or goddess. Hanne was so perfectly made for him that he thought she'd been planted in his life to torture him. Instead, now he was convinced she was the blessing he'd earned from his dedication. 
The sound of rustling the leaves drew closer as they passed from under oak and maple to cedar and balsam. His blood was pumping now, his arousal pulsing through him in the chase. She was clever, his girl, and from past training exercises, he knew she'd try her damndest to thwart him. The first snow had not yet fallen, though by the coolness in the air, it should be any day now. Her winter coat wouldn't hide her, and instead, he caught sight of her bright white coat ahead of him, dashing between trees, her lithe form disappearing from sight in seconds.
His large head swung from side to side as he scanned for her. She should be easy to spot, but he couldn't see a hint of her anywhere. He growled in annoyance. The scent of her was everywhere still, as if she'd only just been here, as if she were right on top of him. Searching beneath him, he located her paw prints and followed them to where they ended at a tree. She'd taken to the air, and if she was jumping from tree to tree, he'd have a much harder time tracking her. If he’d been in his human form, he’d have chuckled. She’d always been one of the hardest to catch in such training activities, often eluding her much more formidable teammates until time was up.
He’d thought that being caught was part of the point of this little excursion, but perhaps she wanted him to prove himself worthy of her?
With a grunt, he registered a weight on his back and the distinct feel of her scurrying up to attack his face. Twining herself around his head. She bit down on his ear gently and tugged. That shouldn't be nearly arousing as it was. The thought of his mate, playing with him, trying to best him in her small form, sent shocks straight through him to his cock. While shifted, he'd controlled his arousal. He hadn't fancied plundering through the forest with his cock unsheathed. But feeling her tiny, sharp teeth on his ear had him unsheathing faster than he could control. 
Growling in his ear, Hanne tugged harder. Reaching back, he caught her on one large paw, swiping her off his head and depositing her onto the forest floor. With her small arms wrapping fiercely around his paw, he pinned her to the ground. With slow, deliberate movements, he lowered his muzzle into her soft stomach, huffing in the scent of her. Underneath him she trilled, a sound that, though they'd sparred many times, he'd never heard from her. Instinctively though, he knew it for what it was: a mating sound. She squirmed underneath him, wrapping herself around his arm and writhing against him. No longer was she trying to escape, it seemed. She was instead trying to come into contact with as much of him as possible, a desire he understood deeply. He grumbled his approval, rubbing his temple across her tiny face. 
Feeling her change underneath him, he lifted the small amount of pressure he held on his paw and she expanded into her human form. And then, after what seemed years, he saw her.
Hanne lay spread beneath him on the forest floor, the glorious length of her body laid out like a feast. She met his eyes, and everything… froze. As much as he longed to savor her, to map the peaks and valleys of her body with his eyes and tongue, her eyes held his, transfixed. He was wholly in her possession, captivated by the desire and—could it be—love he saw there?
"Well then," she said. "You've got me. Now, what do you mean to do with me?"
He chuckled and allowed his own shift to overtake him. They'd seen each other naked before, one didn't live in a community of shifters and work as a ranger without seeing one's coworkers both before and after a shift. But with Hanne, he'd always been extremely careful. He'd never allowed himself to linger over her like he did now. He'd had enough trouble not obsessing over her without the knowledge of her body to plague his nights. 
As soon as he was fully shifted, his hands snaked their way to her breasts, and he groaned at the heft of them in his hands. Her nipples were tight in the chill air, and he loved how she squirmed when he rolled them between his fingers. He lowered himself between her legs, running the length of his cock through her slick folds. 
"What am I going to do with you?" he echoed her question from before. "Everything we've dreamed about for years."
Surging forward, he pressed her to the ground in a claiming kiss. She was winded from their run, panting from the exertion and desire, but he wanted her out of her mind with pleasure. 
Each tiny, wanting sound she released tingled through his extremities. Sucking her bottom lip into his mouth, he ran his tongue along its slick plumpness. Once he'd given it its due attention, he pulled back, savoring her whimper and how she chased him with her lips. 
Tracing the length of her body with his mouth, he didn't give her long to feel bereft. He lavished sucking kisses down her throat until he arrived at her breathtaking breasts. He could linger over her breasts for hours, and he knew he would, but today, they both needed more. Her need hung in the air, mingling with his own, a heady bouquet of desire that demanded satisfaction. The intoxicating fragrance of it pulled him ever lower, until he nuzzled down her round lower belly and teased the crease of her thigh with his nose. A sharp inhale and the relaxation of her legs welcomed him as, kneeling before her, he buried his face between her them. 
His mouth watered as she overwhelmed his senses. Thick thighs bracketed his head, and her delicate curls teased his nose. Grasping her hands in his own, he brought them to his hair, encouraging her to grasp him.
"Don't be afraid to show me what you want, and I'll love it if you yank a little bit." He was pleased to see her bite her lip and nod, and groaned when she gave his hair an experimental tug. The sound must have encouraged her, because, using her grip to direct him, she shoved his face down toward her pussy. 
"Mmmm," he hummed into her. "Just like that, love." 
Finally, with a long, languid lick, he tasted his mate. He couldn't decide if he was closer to coming or crying from joy. The bright tang of her reminded him of summer, though they were on the very cusp of winter. She'd always brought a brightness to his days, but now, he knew, she'd forever be the light in his nights, too. He would live on the taste of her if he was able, lapping up her desire and drowning in the scent of her. 
Slipping up through her folds, he swirled his tongue around her clit. He tested different methods of caressing her, lingering and repeating when she writhed beneath him. Once she was panting and whining, he slipped a hand from her thigh to trace her entrance with his finger. When one slid in easily, he inserted a second, pumping and massaging her front wall. 
"Ooooooh!" she wailed beneath him, fingers clenching in his hair. Pursing his lips at her encouragement, he latched onto the swollen bundle of nerves at her apex, suckling her clit. That seemed to be just the thing. Hanne bucked her hips, her hands grinding his face into her as she moaned. 
This was everything he'd ever wanted. The sounds of her echoed around them, filling the forest with her pleasure. He could have never dreamed how perfect she sounded. The moans and whimpers she made were nothing like he'd heard in training and he loved knowing that they were his own favorite secret.  Between his legs, his cock bobbed and dripped his slick, lubricating pre-cum onto his own thighs. He was so turned on from Hanne's pleasure that he wasn't certain how he'd last once inside her. 
In a rush of whimpers, she clamped down on his fingers pumping into her, and he nearly shot off thinking what it would feel like if it was his cock there instead. He caressed her with fingers and tongue until she collapsed to the ground, spent. To give her a moment to recover, he placed gentle kisses along her thigh. It was strange and surprising, learning this side of someone he knew so well. In many ways, she was just as he'd hoped, eager and responsive, and so, so perfect. 
Once she seemed recovered, he moved to taste her again, eager to wring those glorious sounds from her. Her fingers tightened in his hair and instead pulled him toward her head. 
"I need your cock," she whispered, cheeks coloring as if surprised at herself.
"I've never heard sweeter words," he said, allowing her to draw him up for a kiss. "Though, I'll make you a bargain…"
Hanne giggled, raising a hand to her face. "Oh really, right now?"
"Yes, love, now." He brushed a few hairs from her sticky brow, lingering and toying with them. "The bargain is, you can have what you want, as long as you promise to come again before I do."
"Ha! Fine, yes, it's a deal!" she said, laughing. He'd see her like this in his dreams, forever, he knew. Glowing and happy, and looking up at him as if he'd hung the moon. 
Drawing in a fortifying breath and saying a silent prayer to the Lady that he'd be able to control himself, he manuevered his cock to her entrance. Biting his lips, he felt the hot slickness of her against his sensitive head.
With a luxuriant squeeze, he could scarcely breathe as he slipped inside her. He sank into her, the warm grip of her cunt enveloping him easily. They were, after all, made for one another. He knew it then, as she gripped him so exquisitely, all signs pointed to them being perfectly aligned. Fully seated, he groaned. 
He'd never felt so complete, so delighted, as he did then, with his beautiful mate laid out and stuffed full of him, her mouth hanging open as if in awe. He wasn't going to last long like this, but perhaps if she mounted him, he could focus on controlling himself. It was all well and good to make bargains, but he needed to back them up if he did so. 
Sliding his arms underneath her, he rolled them so she sat astride. The second he'd done so, he decided it was perhaps the best idea he'd ever had. Hanne was a vision, her form outlined against the cloudy sky, the trees of the forest framing her as if they were planted for this very moment. Planting her arms on his chest, she smiled wickedly down and him and rolled her hips, grinding her clit into him. With a gasp, he realized that this position wouldn't be any help toward staving off his orgasm. If anything, it might even make it harder. In a desperate bid for control, he reached for his lunula, willing his body for more time. He didn't feel his tension release, but as she rocked above him, it blessedly didn't ramp higher. 
Hanne twined her hands into her hair as she threw her head back. Then, while she was poised like a divine being, snow began to fall. Her eyes flew open and she held her hands out to catch the cold flakes. Each one was a brief sting of sensation as they landed on him. Beaming down at him, arms outstretched as if reaching to contain the whole world, Hanne giggled. 
Unable to contain himself, Jorund's hands flew to her hips, directing her and encouraging her. A giggle should not be so erotic, but he'd never seen her filled with such joy and he chased her orgasm with vigor. In moments she was gasping, collapsing down on him.
The shift ground her public bone down into him and he gasped. With frantic movements, he felt her tense, and he hoped he'd be able to last. The feel of her, the sounds, the scents, the pressure, the pleasure, it all combined in one massive overwhelming jumble that dragged him toward the precipice of his orgasm. As she neared hers, she pressed harder, drawing a whimper from him. He didn't have it in him to be embarrassed at the sound as he was too consumed with her. 
Just before he thought he'd need to dip back into his lunula and redouble his efforts, Hanne froze where she was pressing against him, mouth and eyes wide open. Her cunt convulsed around him and he could resist no longer. With demanding hands, he pressed her back, holding her exactly in place where he needed her. 
Waves of pleasure exploded through him, ricocheting along his limbs in the longest orgasm he'd ever had. His eyes flew open, and his vision narrowed to Hanne, his protege, his mate, his everything. 


1.
       The only other shifters of a similar or large size have aquatic forms and don’t fit in the canals. These often tend to spend a deal of time in a partially shifted state to ease their discomfort when away from the sea.
    






  
  Epilogue
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IN WHICH, A HAPPILY EVER AFTER


In the quiet aftermath of their lovemaking, Jorund scooped Hanne up. She squealed as she was lifted and he turned to head toward his house, rather than the barracks. 
"Interesting choice of direction," she said, giggling. She wrapped her arms around his neck, completely gratified.
"We can set up your damn office tomorrow," he said decisively. "Today, you're mine."
"And my clothing?" she reminded him, raising a brow. 
"Your parents’ house is closer to mine anyhow. We can stop by and get your things tonight. If I no longer get to see you every day, I'll be damned if I'm parted from you at night, not now that you're mine—that is, if you want..." After being so demanding, his uncertainty was adorable. 
"I'd love it," she reassured. Blushing, she buried her face into his neck to keep from crying tears of joy. "My mother might even have my things packed by the time we get there."
"What do you mean?" he asked, stopping abruptly.
"Well," she hedged. "I told her I was finally going to tell you how I felt today, and she started talking like we were a foregone conclusion. She joked that she'd finally get to turn my room into a craft room."
With a bellowing laugh, Jorund started walking again, his pace faster. "Well then, I'd better get you home and spend several hours warming you up. She'll need a few hours to get your things ready, surely, and then…"  He trailed off, tilting his head to look down into her eyes. "Then, love, you're all mine."
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She has everything she needs for a solo trek through the Arctic: a sledge heaped with supplies, a little magic, and evidently, the eye of a polar bear shifter–who shouldn't even exist.

Sirin is determined to find the source of magic, and nothing is going to stop her. Not expulsion from her guild, not their warnings about her “certain death,” and certainly not the damned polar bear stalking her through the taiga.

Berne is a simple bear. He likes spending time shifted, a good meal, and apparently, round little scientists. When his duty to protect a thousand-year-old secret is tested against the strange pull he feels toward her, Berne can't help but sink his teeth into the one solution that might let him keep his adorable prey.


For fans of determined plus-sized heroines and cinnamon-roll bear shifters, A Polar Expedition: and Other Stimulating Research Opportunities is the first standalone novella in The Shades of Sanctuary, where the vibes are cozy, the heat is high and the mates are monstrous. Grab a cup of tea and snuggle in, because while the burn might be slow, the HEA is only a few hours away!

Read about our "matchmaker," Berne, meeting his match here!
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Stealing some horses from a magical fortress should be easy after raising twins and enduring two weeks with the orc that broke her heart.

Catrin's half-orc children are going through a difficult... growing phase. But since their orcish father left while she was pregnant, she doesn't know how to help. When Torsten, the first orc to break her heart, swaggers back into her life, he's got all the answers she needs.

Torsten has always regretted what happened with his best friend's sister when they were kids, but he had no choice. After fifteen years away, he's returned with no direction, no ties, and every reason to explore where they went wrong. A ridiculous horse heist might just be the perfect time to figure out what he wants in life… and it might involve an adorable rabbit-shifter and her orcish children. After all she's suffered, Catrin can't weather another heartbreak, but can she afford to miss out on a second chance at true love?

For fans of plus-sized heroines and golden retriever orcs, On the Care and Keeping of Orcs is the second standalone in The Shades of Sanctuary, where the vibes are cozy, the heat is high and the mates are monstrous. Grab a cup of tea and snuggle in, because while there might be some angst along the way, the burn is fast, the stakes are low, and the HEA is only a few hours away!



Berne's sister's book is out soon, preorder it now here! 
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Kass is a reluctant human living in America's own little Shire. Kass uses she/her pronouns and is both is demi and bi. Her writing focuses on body, sex, and equality positive stories with high heat levels and cozy vibes. She loves monster romance/paranormal romance, gas-lamp fantasy romance, historical romance, sci-fi romance (ok, all things romance), epic fantasy and space opera. In her free time, she reads a lot, bakes her pants off, and plays and DMs DnD and other tabletop and board games. She's married to a pretty great guy who is convinced he is Berne (he's not), has one awesome 12 year old son and has done two surrogacies for the most amazing couple. To pay the bills, Kass is a data analyst in behavioral health/substance misuse. As a result, she's extremely passionate about access to mental and behavioral health care for all folks.  
Currently, Kass is hard at work writing or editing three things simultaneously. First, book two: On the Care and Keeping of Orcs, next, a slice of life short for an ace monster anthology set in Sanctuary due out in October, and finally, the first book of the Guardian series, which takes place in the Compact of Nations after the events alluded to in Sirin's notes.
You can find Kass ALL THE PLACES via her Carrdhttps://kassoshire.carrd.co/
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