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      I was promoted to clean up the supernatural division. But no one warned me I’d have to survive it first.

      Leading Supernatural Task Force 3 should’ve been a dream job for someone like me—a half-demon, half-witch hybrid with too much power and too many problems. Instead, I found myself stuck in a mountain facility full of secrets, traitors, and deadly magic. My powers were fracturing, my control slipping… and the soul ring I thought I could trust? It turned into a ticking time bomb on my finger.

      The only one who kept me grounded was Grayson—my psychic mate. Calm. Dangerous. Devastating. With every brush of his mind, he pulled my broken pieces together and reminded me who I was. But bonding with Grayson didn’t just unlock my power—it opened a door that should’ve stayed sealed.

      If I can’t figure out who’s controlling the company from the shadows…

      I won’t just lose the job I never asked for.

      I’ll lose my mates.

      And myself.

      Perfect for fans of:

      Reverse harem romance with steam and soul

      Strong heroines discovering their power

      Psychic heroes, protective alphas, and touch-starved healers

      Fated mates, soul bonds, and found family

      High-stakes urban fantasy with heat, heart, and betrayal

      This is Book 4 in a series filled with spicy tension, magical chaos, and a heroine who stops asking for permission and starts making her own rules. Dive in... Grayson’s waiting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JOIN THE RESISTANCE

          

        

      

    

    
      What does Join the Resistance even mean? You just came here to read a book. Don't worry, I’ll let you read it in a bit, but bear with me for a moment.

      First of all, welcome to the world of Zoey from wherever you are, whether that's Earth, some other planet, a galaxy far far away, or locked in a bathroom hiding from your family.

      Before you jump into this story, I want to make sure you'll enjoy my quirky, laugh out loud, dark humor romances. There's nothing worse for a voracious romance reader than to get excited about a book, read the first few chapters, and then realize this isn't your jam. I know because I've been there. Hence this message.

      My sense of humor isn't for everyone, so if you're looking for a cookie cutter, written for PG tv, kind of romance, I think you took a wrong turn somewhere along the way. You're welcome to stay and see if this quirky new world is for you. Here's your warning though. I want you to know what you're getting into before you scroll down and invest your time in one of my alternate realities.

      So embrace the weirdness, let a little bit of your quirky side show, and shove reality away. Read a book, because you need a break from your life. Take a moment to practice some self care and laugh until you wet yourself, or cry until you've lost twenty pounds of stress.

      ^^^^^^^

      That right there, that's the Resistance. Be you, whether that's a badass bitch, a book reading babe, or you have an odd penchant for dressing up as a bee, I won't judge. I love cosplaying too. In Zoey's world, the only rule is to be yourself.

      Join the Resistance and my weekly email updates, and I’ll send you an exclusive, can’t get anywhere else, Shifter Speed Dating book.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION AND CONTENT WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      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.

      

      And that critique partner of mine, Dawn’s a bit crazy, but all kinds of amazing.
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      Trigger Warning.

      While my characters are made up, they all have real world issues. For more details, go here: https://geni.us/ContentWarning
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      These are terms created for or specifically defined within my Fated Mates World, which means they may or may not be in this specific book.

      

      
        
          	
        Agenati (A-gen-na-tee) - Hunter; usually refers to a shifter or kindred with abilities or training to hunt vampires.
      

      	
        Agenwi (A-gen-wee) - Shifter, regardless of animal.
      

      	
        Anila (A-nil-a) - The council of the wolves.
      

      	
        Asadne (A-sa-d-ne) - Witch wizard; a facilitator; Pandora.
      

      	
        Ayotaal (A-o-tall) - Ceremony and 24 hour grieving period for murdered shifters.
      

      	
        Cambion - a widely accepted term in the paranormal community for a demon-human hybrid.
      

      	
        Didavado (Dee-dah-vah-doe) - Blessed Soul, a term used by shifters to refer to the kindred(blessed vampire) people.
      

      	
        Guardian - Shifter who lives their life as an animal. Usually domestic, they are sent on missions to protect at-risk humans from vampires. They work independently with a receiver to answer to. They have limited ability to change forms or magick in general, but usually have the ability to heal only their humans.
      

      	
        Hesolga (He-soul-guah) - Insanity disease that consumes males if they don't finish claiming their Tsigo (fated mate) before the end of the lunar cycle.
      

      	
        Kindred - Humans murdered by vampires, who were given the venom, but lacked sins in their heart. Blessed to have a second life. Term used by humans and vampires.
      

      	
        Liwozaq (Lee-whoa-zak) - The banishment hunt. When a pride leader calls for the hunt and execution or banishment of a pride member. They are forever forbidden to return to the pride or associate with any member of the pride. If they do, an instant execution order will be issued.
      

      	
        Receiver - Shifter who lives most of their time in human form and run teams of guardian shifters. They use their guardians to protect humans who could potentially be at risk of a vampire attack due to status or abilities. Usually magickly strong.
      

      	
        Retriever - Shifter who works for the council in charge of hunting down and retrieving shifters on council orders. Disliked by most of the shifter population.
      

      	
        Shaabacho (Sha-bach-oh) - Werewolf, a term used by a shifter to describe a fellow werewolf regardless of gender, mating status, location, clan, or pack. 
      

      	
        Shaabacho/Shaabachan - Referring to shifters and their ancestors.
      

      	
        Tsigo (Tuh-sigh-go) - Love Forever, a term used by a shifter to describe being fated for mates by the shifter gods.
      

      	
        Tsvado (Tes-vaa-doe) - Evil soul; a term used by shifters to refer to cursed vampire people.
      

      	
        Vampire - The dead beings cursed by a distraught shaman, to live eternity with the sin of their soul. Term used by humans and kindred.
      

      	
        Wigi (Wee-gee) - Shifter healer who uses a combination of new age medicine and old spells. Usually a gift one is born with.
      

      	
        Yenayu (Yen-na-you) - Festival/celebration of ancestors and history. Mainly celebrated on the PNW islands.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          PICK YOUR POISON, PARKER

        

      

    

    
      The sinister aura that clung to Ro like a second skin was unmistakable. He was the puppeteer, the grand deceiver pulling strings behind the twisted government agency we had been entangled with.

      "Surprised to see me?" Ro's voice slithered through the room, slick as oil on water.

      "Hardly," I shot back, savoring the irritation that flickered across his face. "You always did have a flair for the dramatic entrance."

      His dark eyes narrowed, a silent promise of retribution. But I knew his game… could sense the malevolent glee he derived from weaving webs of corruption. It was time to cut through the deceit.

      "Did you really think you could hide in the shadows forever, Ro?"

      Mr. Smith's boss stood, shocked into silence. The humbling realization disappeared from his face and stance as he realized I wasn't afraid of the demon he'd sold his soul to. For a moment, I almost felt pity for the man who thought he held power.

      "Let's not pretend," I continued, holding back the well of demonic energy that surged just beneath my skin. "You're the rot at the core, aren't you? The big bad wolf among sheep."

      "Careful, Parker," Ro warned, a venomous smile spreading across his face. "You wouldn't want to lose control now, would you?"

      "Me? Lose control?" A laugh bubbled up, dark and dangerous. "Oh, Ro, that's where you're wrong. It's when I'm out of control that you should be worried."

      Rhiot gave me a long look before he stepped between Ro and me, making his stance clear. He didn't want us to get into anything.

      Ro apparently didn't like that. Swirls of colorful magick lashed out against Rhiot, but deflected off an invisible protection.

      Then all hell broke loose. Grayson pulled me between him and Kearan as Ro and Rhiot got intense. The air crackled, thick with magick and malice as Rhiot squared off against Ro. His incantations sliced through the tension, each syllable a targeted strike against the corrupt force Ro lashed at us.

      But Ro merely smirked, his confidence unshaken. "Is that all?" he taunted, his voice a low purr that held the weight of darkness. "You'll have to do better."

      Trux stepped in then, his gruff demeanor giving way to fierce concentration. He muttered curses under his breath, fingers weaving intricate patterns in the air, a dance of power meant to bind and break. Glowing shapes appeared on his arms, which I'd never seen before and filed away to ask about later.

      "Try this on for size," Trux growled, hurling a charm with precision. It hit Ro squarely in the chest, but the smile never left the demon's lips.

      "Amusing," Ro laughed, spreading his arms wide. Suddenly, the room filled with copies of him, each one identical and mocking. My eyes darted from one to the next, trying to discern reality from illusion.

      "Pick your poison, Parker," multiple Ros chimed in unison. Their voices slithered around me while promising pain.

      "You annoying little shit of a demon." I grumbled. My heart hammered, but I tried to contain it. I lunged at the closest Ro, my powers surging forth uncontrollably, a torrent of demonic energy that craved destruction. The air shimmered with heat as my attack connected, only to pass through an apparition. Damn it.

      "Strike one," Ro jeered, stepping closer.

      "Try again." Another leaned in, his breath hot on my neck.

      "Enough games!" I snarled, spinning to face the real threat. I could feel him… somewhere among the fakes, reveling in the chaos.

      "Find him," Trux snarled as he and Rhiot took out copy after copy of Ro, which didn't seem to be helping. Each one that disappeared seemed to reappear somewhere else, like a hydra.

      "Working on it," Rhiot replied, his voice edged with frustration. He chanted faster now, the words blurring into a potent force.

      "Stay sharp," Trux added, charms flying from his hands like bullets.

      The fake Ros laughed, their cackles ringing in my ears, a symphony orchestrated to drive me to madness. I clenched my fists, drawing on the inferno within. This time, I wouldn't hold back. Let them see what happened when I unleashed hell itself.

      "Come out, Ro!" I spat the challenge, my skin burning with barely restrained power. "Or are you too cowardly to face us head-on?"

      "Patience, darling," a single Ro stepped forward, the others vanishing like smoke. "I wanted to savor this, but if you insist on rushing towards your pet's demise..."

      "Bring it," I hissed, bracing myself for whatever he threw at me next.

      A blinding light pierced my brain, burning through my retinas as excruciating pain stopped me in my tracks. Unable to bear it, I dropped to my knees while covering my face with one arm while the other braced on the floor so I didn't lose my balance. From the sudden hisses followed by silence, I wasn't the only one affected.

      Unknown arms covered me, protecting me from whatever the hell was happening.

      When my vision finally cleared, every single person in the room who was still conscious stared at a person who hadn't been there before. Ro seemed to be solely focused on the newcomer.

      Actually, everyone looking at her displayed a wide variety of emotions, ranging from fear, awe, and anger. When I focused on Trux, anger and frustration rolled off him in smothering waves. His gaze didn't move, but everything cut off. Not a single wisp of the emotions pouring off of him from before were still there through the mate bond.

      Who was this woman and why did she have such an effect on my mates?

      The woman stepped toward me, forcing me to look her up and down for any hint of threat. She was tall and lean in a deceptively strong kind of way. As she walked, her single braid draped down her shoulder to her waist. While her face was free of wrinkles or signs of aging, a feeling deep in my gut told me she was quite old. And powerful.

      When I looked at Trux, who still appeared to be fuming at the woman's arrival, he somehow kept himself in place and didn't say a word. His emotions shut down through the bond, preventing me from feeling anything new. Which meant that this woman was in a position of power… one that would make Trux hold his own temper. Definitely, she was someone who I didn't want the attention of.

      My gaze returned to the new woman as she stepped into my personal space. Her hand reached out, pressing her fingers and palm against my sternum. A low growl started. Probably from Trux, if I had to guess. The touch didn't feel threatening. Though I felt immediately connected to her.

      For a moment, everything disappeared as her gaze held mine in some kind of standoff I didn't fully understand, other than I couldn't look away. Not yet. My chest tightened, air struggled to get into my lungs as it became harder to breathe. The weight of the world bore down on my shoulders until I was sure my knees would buckle. Then, as if it were never my weight to bear, it all disappeared. She blinked, and her hand no longer touched me.

      I glanced at Trux, who looked like he might erupt. Red crept up his neck and into his cheeks. His emotions were still cut off, preventing me from knowing what smaller emotions he felt or even seeking out his thoughts. I tried to convey that everything was alright, but I couldn't tell if he got my meaning.

      Until she grasped my chin and guided me to look up at her. While the touch was something I would only expect from one of my mates, I didn't necessarily dislike it either. Like when she touched my sternum, it felt neutral. Then something changed, and ice formed in my veins as my spine straightened.

      "Parker Hansley." The woman finally spoke, revealing a slight Russian accent. "If you had better control of your powers, it would be fun to duel. As of right now, it wouldn't be fair to you."
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          CHECK YOUR ATTITUDE BEFORE I REMOVE YOU FROM THE ROOM

        

      

    

    
      The air crackled with an intensity that preceded a storm. My heart raced, my hiss slicing through the tension before I could swallow it back.

      "In this instance," she said, her voice smooth as silk yet edged with steel, "I don't mean anything by it other than exactly what I said." She eyed the tense forms of my mates, ready to leap to my defense. "If your mates weren't so defensive from the number of times you've vanished right before their eyes, I'd have a private conversation with you. But I'm not in the mood to deal with your surly mates."

      I stood frozen, caught between wanting to lash out demonically and the need to protect what was mine. To protect them from whoever this powerful woman was. Even though I could sense she'd easily hand my ass to me. If nothing else, seeing Ro behave since she appeared was my first clue I was in over my head. "Who are you and why do you have them so defensive?"

      "My name is Zandia."

      Trux's growl reverberated deeply, more warning than sound, almost shaking the ground beneath us. He didn't move from where he stood, a sentinel of raw power and barely concealed rage.

      Zandia flicked her wrist, dismissing him as if he were nothing more than an annoyance. "Think of me as the big bad wolf. Except I won't just huff and blow your house down. I'll gobble you right up."

      "Wolf shifter, got it." What was it with shifters and not being upfront about their animal sides? That label did nothing to still the unease that wormed its way into my gut. "That still doesn't tell me why you have them so on edge."

      "Very perceptive, little cambion." The patronizing tone cut through the thick tension.

      Trux's response was immediate, another fierce, primal snarl that echoed off the walls. Zandia merely turned, her gaze locking onto him with an intensity that sent a shockwave of power surging through the room. I struggled against the oppressive force, my breath catching in my throat.

      "Check your attitude before I remove you from the room," she admonished coolly, eyes glinting with an unspoken threat. It was a warning laced with dominance, one that even Trux seemed to feel the weight of. "While your mate is absolutely delicious, I'm not going to take her from you."

      The air eased as she shifted her focus back to me, but the undercurrent of danger remained.

      "Hear him? Even though he knows better, his animal instinct is overriding it. Every day that passes without completing the mate bond brings him closer to the Hesolga. Watching a partially bound shifter go insane from an unfulfilled mate bond is not pretty. Though it can be entertaining."

      My heart pounded, the revelation sinking like a stone in my stomach. So that was it. That was why Trux had been so surly and irritable lately, why it seemed like we couldn't get along. I glanced at the team, noting the discomfort etched onto every face, and then my eyes found Seph… my first friend in the group and my confidante. She must have been feeling this creeping doom too, the pull of an incomplete bond straining at the edges of her composure. We'd bonded not long after Trux.

      Panic clawed at the edges of my thoughts, sending a jolt through my system as I struggled to piece together the timeline. How long had it been since Trux and I had claimed each other the first time?

      "Zandia," I said, voice barely above a whisper as the weight of urgency pressed down on me. "What is the mating process for us?" My heart hammered against my ribcage, and I fought to maintain composure. Zandia was not just any shifter. Everyone's reactions made that obvious. Plus, she exuded an aura of ancient knowledge, her eyes holding dark secrets and power.

      Her lips curled into a knowing smile. She clicked her tongue, almost in approval. "Finally asking the right question, little cambion."

      Zandia's laughter sliced the tension in the room, a sound that seemed rare and haunting. Her eyes gleamed with wicked amusement, and the corners of her mouth twitched.

      "Most shifters don't have the faintest clue about the mating process," she said, her voice smooth and unsettling. "Every pack, every clan, they've spun their own tales, creating elaborate rituals out of whispers and misconceptions." She leaned in until she was only an inch from my face, and I suddenly became hyperaware of her hand still holding my jaw, dangerously close to my neck. "So grandiose, so unnecessary."

      I swallowed hard. The air felt thick around us, charged with a primal energy that Zandia wore like a second skin.

      "Answers," I began, my voice steadier than I felt, "what would it take to get them from you?" My stomach knotted at the thought of bargaining with this predator, yet desperation clawed at me. I needed to know my mates would be okay.

      Her gaze pinned me with the precision of a hunter sighting prey. "A trade," she purred, her lips parting to reveal the hint of sharp teeth. "Information for information. Let's not pretend we don't have things to offer each other, Parker."

      Heat flushed my cheeks, a flare of anger mixing with the fear snaking through my veins. I knew the stakes were high, too high to let pride dictate my next move. What could she want from me? And more importantly, what was I willing to risk? Every instinct screamed caution, but Trux's darkening mood, Seph's silent pleas… they hammered against my resolve.

      "Speak your terms, Zandia," I said, forcing steel into my tone. "What is it you want?"

      A glint of triumph flickered across her features, the thrill of the hunt alive in her ancient eyes. She leaned forward; the distance between us evaporated, her presence enveloping me, suffocating and intoxicating all at once.

      "Let's find out how much your answers are worth to you, shall we?" Her words were a velvet caress, a promise wrapped in a threat. The game had begun, and I wasn't sure if I was ready to play. But for Trux, for Seph, and the rest of my mates, I'd walk through fire. Or, in this case, stare into the eyes of the big bad wolf.

      "Under no circumstances will you bind yourself to her terms, Parker!" Trux's voice thundered through the room, each word a crack of alpha power splitting the tension.

      My temper flared. I whirled on him, my eyes blazing with more than just the flicker of my half-demon heritage. "You don't get to control every facet of my existence, Trux. This isn't just about me… it's about all of us!"

      Trux glowered, muscles tensing, hair bristling at the nape of his neck. His nostrils flared, scenting the challenge I'd thrown down between us. The atmosphere crackled, the undercurrent of our connection pulling taut, ready to snap.

      "Every decision you make affects the pack. It's not yours alone to bear," he ground out, each word a jagged stone hurled at my feet.

      "Sure, but when does it stop being about your command and start being about our choice?" I shot back. This was a newer, surly side of Trux I wasn't as thrilled to see. Though it made more sense now that I realized it was the impending Hesolga driving his irrationally protective and confrontational behavior.

      The room pulsed with an energy that felt like a prelude to a storm. Trux stood there stoic, yet his eyes betrayed a flicker of something raw and unsettling. I watched him approach, his heavy boots silent on the stone floor, the usual air of command that surrounded him as strong as ever.

      "Tell me, Parker," he said, his voice low and gravelly, "what is this team without you?"

      His question hit me like a physical blow, leaving a mark deeper than any bruise. In that moment, the power dynamic shifted. The Alpha, the leader who commanded teams with a look, appeared before me as something else entirely… a man driven by the same primal need to protect his own as any shifter of their kind. Without the commanding presence he always showed, he's left behind a tsunami of emotion and vulnerability. I had never seen Trux without his armor of authority.

      "Without you," he continued, his hands clenched at his sides as if holding onto control by a thread, "there is no team. No us." Trux, the man who seemed to wield control as easily as he breathed, now stood before me unguarded, his vulnerability laid bare. "Of course, we are going to protect you with everything we have." His words were not a promise but a vow.
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          AH, THERE IT IS—THE QUESTION THAT'S BEEN BURNING INSIDE YOU SINCE WE MET

        

      

    

    
      His words hit me like a sledgehammer, striking at the core of my fears. Being half-human, half-demon, or a cambion as others called it, I often doubted my worth to the group and struggled to control the chaotic force within me.

      "Trux, I..." My voice faltered, unable to find the right response.

      "Listen to me," he insisted with a growl, the sound vibrating through me like a thousand tiny electric shocks. "We will protect you with every fiber of our beings. If something happens to you... we'll be lost."

      I couldn't help but shiver at the intensity of his words. His usual Alpha demeanor had morphed into a rare moment of vulnerability, showing just how important I was to him and the team. My heart raced, a mix of fear and desire coursing through my veins.

      Why now? Why did he choose to reveal his softer side in front of everyone, including Zandia? He must have known it would only make me more vulnerable, but I couldn't deny the thrill of seeing Trux so exposed.

      "Trux, I appreciate your concern, but I can't promise that I won't put myself in danger," I replied, the truth of my statement weighing heavily on my shoulders. "My powers are unpredictable, and besides, sometimes the risk might be worth it..."

      He closed the gap between us, his chest brushing against mine, sending an involuntary shudder through my body. The heat of his touch seared through me, igniting a fire deep within my soul. His fingers sank into my hair, gripping the strands as he maneuvered me closer.

      "Promise me, Parker," he whispered, his breath hot on my ear. "Promise me you'll do everything in your power to stay out of harm's way. We can't… I can't lose you."

      He punctuated his statement with a bruising kiss. It was one of love and desperation. I felt it clearly through the mate bond as he opened himself fully to me. Then he pulled back, releasing me. I almost fell over from the sudden loss of his touch.
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