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      Want more badass women finding the love they deserve? I’d love to tell you when the next book is available. Plus I always give my elite readers exclusive content, giveaways, sneak peeks, and the first look at new covers.

      

      Sign up for my weekly emails today!

    

  


  
    
      To all the diverse individuals who walk through a less than perfect life and survive hard times, you are worthy. I appreciate all the hard work you’ve accomplished to be here and read my book.

      

      You are amazing, and don’t let anyone else tell you different.

      

      I wanted to add a side of humor in my heart wrenching love stories, so I hope you giggle as much as I did while writing this.
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          I tried to warn you.

        

      

    

    
      "You're walking into a trap!"

      I rolled my eyes, even though my brother couldn't see me. "Don't you think you're being a bit dramatic?"

      "Coop, turn around right now. I'm serious. Once you get here, it's all over. Ma and Pa won't let you leave until they find your mate for you. They've already dug their claws into me, don't let them get you too."

      I heard our parents shouting from the background. "It's too late, I just crossed the city limit." I flipped my blinker, then turned onto the back road. "I'll be there soon."

      "It was nice knowing you." Scout made a few theatrical noises and then hung up.

      Fifteen minutes of going straight and a single turn later, I rolled down the driveway to my parent's house where I'd grown up. Coming home for the holidays was a mixed bag. I loved my parents and brother, but I couldn't stand the disappointed looks when I showed up alone.

      My truck wasn't even in gear when they ran out of the house, arms wide open. A smile broke out on my face as I put it in park and got out.

      "Coop! We missed you so much!" My mom squealed as her arms turned into a vice grip around me.

      "Welcome home, son." My dad patted my shoulder, taking a moment to squeeze it, then stepped back.

      "How have you two been? And where is that pesky little brother of mine?" I closed the door to my truck, then wrapped an arm around my mom and guided her into the house.

      "Oh, we're always good." Mom stopped me in the hallway. "So Coop, found any promising ladies lately?"

      "Marcia, give the man a moment to get comfortable before you start the great inquisition." My dad popped the top on a beer and handed it to me. Then he did the same for himself and dropped into his recliner. He sat on the couch, giving my mom a smile when she wrapped her arm through mine.

      "You didn't answer my question." Her voice was sweet, but loaded with a purpose.

      "No mom, I haven't found my mate. Besides, I've been too busy recovering from the polar circle and gearing up for Baikal." Loneliness washed through me. Watching my parents give each other loving glances across the living room of my childhood home reminded me of what I was missing in my own life. Every year, I drove home for the holidays and faced my parents, having to admit to them I hadn't found my fated mate. That I'd gone another 365 days without even looking for the soul created to match my own.

      My mom patted my thigh, pulling me out of my spiral of self wallowing. "Don't worry Coop, this year mom's here to help."

      "I tried to warn you." Scout shook his head as he polished off his beer.

      "Oh, ignore your brother. He was always the more dramatic out of the two of you." Mom turned to face me and put on a dazzling smile that sent a shiver of fear down my spine. "You remember the old industrial bar that Karl owned? Well anyway, he passed away and a local shifter bought it."

      My gaze darted to my brother, who sat with his face in his hands. So far, I didn't see what the big deal was.

      "It turns out the new owner met his mate at a speed shifter dating event. Their meet cute inspired his female to hold more events like it."

      I looked at my dad and brother, trying to figure out where the big deal was. Humans had events like this all the time, and while it wasn't common for shifters, the concept wasn't that much of a stretch.

      "Ma, tell the poor guy. It's so ludicrous, I just have to see his facial expression." Now Scout sat tapping his fingers on the empty beer bottle while grinning at me. I shot him a glare before mom pulled my attention back to her.

      "The males are blindfolded, okay?"

      Blindfolded? "Why in the name of all the old gods and new would only the males be blindfolded, or anyone for that matter?"

      "Because the females are human."

      Implications of her words crashed into me. The Shifter Federation had changed its stance on human shifter meetings? They never stepped in when the occasional shifter mated with the human, but that was because it happened so infrequently, but on a scale like this? It was unheard of… and it would allow hundreds of shifters a chance at finding a mate they wouldn't have found otherwise. And it might be the only chance I had.

      Shifter reproduction rates had never been great, but lately full blooded shifter babies seem increasingly rare. On top of that, females were less than ten percent of the new generation, which left a lot of males with no hope of finding a mate, even if they decided to settle with someone who wasn't fated for them.

      "Ma, you broke Coop. I can see the smoke coming out of those gears grinding in his brain."

      "Shush Scout. Don't forget you're going to the event tonight too."

      "But-"

      "No buts! I raised you both to listen and do as you're told. Thanksgiving is in two days and I want to see you both sitting at the table with your mates." Her voice raised in pitch until it cracked. She pulled away from me, fanning her face with her hands while blinking rapidly. Guilt stabbed at me as I saw tears roll down her cheeks.

      Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her against me and held her while she cried. Over her head, I shot Scout a glare. We both knew how upset she got around the holidays. She longed for the days where there would be younglings in the house again.

      "Shh mom, it's alright. Scout and I would be happy to go." I rubbed her back, feeling my soul wrenched into pieces everytime her shoulders heaved.

      "Thank you." She sat up and kissed my forehead. "I knew you'd talk some sense into your brother."

      I couldn't help myself. "We don't really know if there is anything going on in there, anyway. I still believe Scout was dropped on his head before you found him."

      She smacked my chest. "Knock it off. Adopting a son takes a special kind of love."

      "He's special all right." Scout threw his empty beer bottle at me, off to one side so it wasn't near our mother. I grabbed it and got off the couch. "Why don't you put that sass where your paws are?"

      "You know you can't outrun me." Scout got off the couch and headed for the door. "But be my guest, I love beating you."

      I dropped the empty bottles in the recycling can and caught up with him.

      Mom hollered as Scout shifted into wolf form and I broke out into a sprint as a human. "You two better be home by five. I'm feeding you dinner before sending you off to find your mates!"
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