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      A tiger, a wolf and a dragon walk into a bar. This isn’t the beginning of a joke, it’s the start of my evening.

      My bar, The Honey Pot, is the most popular spot in town. As a grizzly bear shifter, I’m big and bad enough to keep order with the rowdy biker crowd. Well, mostly.

      Meeting her changes everything. The curvy little spitfire is on a mission to bring me to my knees and my bear is ready to roll over and beg for more.

      With my hackles raised and my guard down, I don’t realize my lonely heart has been stolen. I can’t deny myself or my bear any longer. Burning with the urge to claim my mate, I decide it’s time to make my move. I won’t let anyone stand in my way.

      Look out little Honey, your growly bear is coming for you.
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          VALENTINO AMOR (CUPID)

        

      

    

    
      My dumbass stepbrothers, Romulus and Remus, brought about the great reveal accidentally. All because of a freaking human woman. During the last twelve millennia, the two hotheads have lived to fuck with each other. Their foolish competition finally raged out of control, and the two immortal gods clashed in public.

      We’ve hidden among humans since the dawn of time. Blending in with our mortal neighbors was never a problem until modern technology came along and made concealing supernatural acts nearly impossible. Cellular phones with the ability to record events are everywhere, and that’s how humans discovered the truth about us. Fighting over the woman consumed the two hotheads. Their roars shattered windows for blocks, and then they progressed to throwing lightning bolts at each other. Countless mortals recorded the show, and within minutes, the footage spread like wildfire. Our reveal was inevitable. The Eternal Parliament had to act. They planned the great enlightenment.

      Each territory has its own ruling body. Several different immortals and paranormal beings make up ours. The Celestial Council passes and enforces the laws for our kind in the Celestial Falls region. All leaders fought to keep our existence a secret until my dipshit stepbrothers caused the big revelation. Worries of being outed disappeared with the enlightenment, but new ones suddenly materialized.

      The next two years after we came out of the celestial closet were filled with shock, fear, and turmoil. Immortals worked hard to convince humans that we aren’t a threat to their survival. Our mortal friends’ long-held beliefs about “monsters” changed over time as humans slowly began accepting our kind. We no longer hide in the shadows, and most humans either ignore our existence or embrace it.

      Our romantic ways differ greatly. Eternals aren’t interested in bed-hopping. Most supernatural beings have one true mate, and they don’t waste their time with others. While shifters struggle to find “the one,” free choice allows humans to fight the connection between two soulmates.

      Invisible forces control love and passion—the Fates. The three crazy broads have a perverse sense of humor. They get off on throwing obstacles in the path of ever-lasting love for both shifters and humans. Many millennia back, these tricks pissed off the goddess of love, my mother. She created me to help counterbalance the meddling Fates. Humans believe the childish fairy tales that claim I shoot an arrow, and boom, love and happiness follow. I wish. I’ve gotten bored with my job—arranging the first meeting between soulmates and letting their invisible bond do the rest. To entertain myself, I like to add a little excitement to my job.

      Sometimes, the meddling Fates arrange mixed-species matings. Since humans don’t experience the animalistic need that drives Eternals, human-shifter courtships are fun for me. I sit back and watch them struggle to control their urges while panting after their intended. I’m becoming jaded with age but way better looking.

      My most recent job was nearly my last. My crazy little bosses decided to fuck with an asshole dragon shifter, and they used me to do it. Luckily, I pulled off a miracle and forged a connection between one of the most powerful shifters on earth with his human mate. I had extra fun fucking with him and decided I’m turning over a new leaf. Time to take pride in my job and have fun doing it. Watch out, Eternals, I have my arrow aimed and ready.

      My fairy assistant sits on the edge of my desk. “Oh, this will be fun.” Jonna laughs and points at the golden scroll across the room. “A job is coming through.”

      I rub my forehead, hoping the ache burning up the back of my head isn’t a sign of trouble brewing. I anticipate my upcoming fun and glance over to watch writing appear on the gold. Fuck me. The ornery bear shifter might rip my head off if this goes wrong.
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      After knocking on my office door, Bishop strolls into the darkened room. “Another waitress bites the dust.” My bar manager crosses his arms in front of his chest and raises an eyebrow. “Trying to survive Friday night with only two servers is going to suck.” I rub the back of my neck as a massive headache forms behind my temples. Over the last three weeks, we’ve had four employees quit without notice. This shit is getting out of hand.

      “Can you call Misty in to work tonight?” The single mother is always looking for extra hours. I sit back and glance out the window across from my desk. Later tonight, patrons will pack the two-story building to the gills. We’re the most popular bar in the downtown area. Pool tables take up the back half of the room. The front has a crescent mooned-shaped dance floor surrounded by huge speakers suspended from the ceiling. Later tonight, loud music will fill every corner of the darkened space. Regulars come to meet up with friends and relax as the younger, wilder crowd competes for a spot on the packed dance floor.

      “She’s the waitress who quit.” Bishop sighs. “We’re getting desperate.”  No shit, Sherlock. “You might have to relax your shifters-only rule for employees.”

      Humans come with too much baggage. Since I opened this bar years ago, I’ve religiously followed my one cardinal rule. Don’t bring human drama into The Honey Pot.  I know it’s a crazy name for a nightclub, but it is what it is. One drunken, tiny slip in judgment, and I sentenced myself to using this damn name forever. I’ll be the first to admit, I was stupid to agree to that insane bet with Blaze Fier. The asshole dragon shifter never plays fair.

      “Fine.” I throw up my hands in desperation. “I’ll start looking today.” What could go wrong? I have no idea Fate is going to make me eat my words.

      The short-staffed bar is slammed, but we limp along, I’m forced to use my rusty, bartending skills to help out when we have more call-ins. Monday, I place ads online and put the word out that I’m hiring. By Thursday, I’ve interviewed and rejected ten candidates. Bishop has three more interviews lined up this weekend while I’m at Blue Sky Mountain.
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        * * *

      

      It’s a shitty time for me to leave town, but I can’t miss the quarterly Celestial Council meeting. The bar will have to survive without me since I’ll be out of reach for a few days.

      I drop my overnight bag in the backseat of my SUV and glance over at my bike. The bike I haven’t touched in weeks. Next weekend, I’ll take it up to my cabin and spend some time decompressing. The extra hours I’ve been putting in at The Honey Pot have cut into my riding time; I’ve been working like crazy with little rest. Without a way to relieve the stress, the pressure is building up and I’m about to explode. “Come on, Tigger,” I call my dog and point to the backseat of my SUV. The apricot, standard poodle jumps up into the vehicle and settles himself on the seat. Guilt runs through me. With my busy schedule, I haven’t been able to take my pet on walks or even interact with him. On my way out of town, I’m dropping him off at my mother’s house. She has two French Bulldogs, Snoopy and Woodstock. The little dogs are looking forward to playing with their friend.

      “I expect you for dinner soon.” My mother stands with her hands firmly planted on her hips. I know this stance well. This is her don’t fuck with me pose. I promise her I’ll make time to see her soon, then I give my poodle a pat on the head and watch him run off to play with the French Bulldog duo.

      After leaving my mother’s house, I make the drive to Blue Sky Mountain in complete silence. The loud music playing in the bar pounds the hell out of my eardrums every day. When I’m off, I enjoy the time without noise. As I pull up in front of the massive log cabin, my bear breathes a sigh of relief. Celestial Falls is home, but he looks forward to our time in the wilderness. I open the back door to grab my bag and sense someone approaching from behind.

      “About time you fucking got here.” Magnus stands next to my SUV with his hands on his hips. The wolf shifter raises an eyebrow and smirks. “How’s the great waitress hunt going?”

      “Wonderful, just fucking wonderful.” I slam the door and follow my friend into the large, open living room. He walks over to the bar and pours us each a bourbon. After handing me my glass, Magnus sits in one of the overstuffed chairs and smiles. “Come on and tell me about it.”

      I take a deep breath and explain to him my current issues. It’s good to see my friend again. He owns a security company in Celestial Falls and has been working out of town for the last few months.

      “How much longer do you have on this job?” I ask him. Up until a few months ago, he never left town for more than a few weeks at a time.

      “Fuck. It seems like it will never end.” He groans and changes the subject. I understand his need for discretion when it comes to his high-profile clients.

      The front door opens, and Blaze, another long-time friend, walks in. “Want to make a bet?” He raises an eyebrow, and I flip the asshole off. I’ve lost enough rigged wagers to the arrogant dragon shifter.

      The Council meeting is uneventful. We discuss granting a business license to a shifter who’s new to the area. Magnus agrees to do a full background check before we make a decision. There is a request for upgrades to one of Celestial Falls’ oldest establishments, and we discuss the situation. Our last measure to consider is dealing with a few shifters that are causing issues. We decide to watch the dumbasses, and we’ll take steps to remove them from our town if it becomes necessary.

      I breathe a sigh of relief when the meeting comes to an end. Now, I’ll get a little bit of time to relax before heading back to the shit I have to deal with at The Honey Pot.
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