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      Parker's life takes an unexpected turn when she inherits her hoarder mother's estate, but sinking every penny into it was the only option to save it from foreclosure. Little did she know, her problems were just beginning.

      After a drunken night of online chatting, Parker awakens to find six of the sexiest veteran shifter cleaners on her doorstep. She's never heard of shifters, and why are all six of them calling her mate?

      As Parker struggles to come to terms with her newfound identity, she finds herself drawn to each of the shifters in different ways. But with the estate on the brink of collapse and a demon determined to steal her soul while destroying everything she's worked for, she doesn't think she can and embrace her destiny as the mate of these powerful shifters?

      As passion and danger collide, Parker must navigate a world she never knew existed and fight to protect the people she loves. Will she be able to rise to the challenge and find happiness with her six shifter mates, or will the forces against them prove too strong to overcome?

      Taking Out the Trash is first in a series of big, burly, tatted, veteran shifter polyam romances with a bi main character exploring her desires for the first time. If you love all pairings, danger, intrigue, and spicy times, then you won't want to miss this. Preorder Taking Out the Trash today!
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      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.
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      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.

      

      To the boyfriend that has learned to cook because I’m writing all night, thanks for the pizza! Lol.

      

      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.
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          HOW MUCH DID YOU HAVE TO DRINK LAST NIGHT?

        

      

    

    
      I would die in this very spot, and no one would have a clue. Six hours… I'd been trapped under this pile of random shit for six fucking hours. My hips and back ached from how long I'd been stuck in this exact position. I'd tried everything I could think of, but the massive pile of unknown stuff never moved.

      Something heavy had landed on my back, keeping me pinned face down on scattered newspapers and the occasional book. How did I know there were books when I couldn't see them? Because of the sharp corners stabbing into me.

      If that level of depressing suckage wasn't enough, I had to pee. My bladder hurt… felt like it was about to burst. Because, of course, the first time I decided to drink alcohol, I'd end up shit faced and trapped under a pile of a hoarder's treasure. To relieve some of the pressure off my cheek, I dug my shoulder into the newspaper floor and tilted my head until my forehead pressed against the mess underneath me. The small amount of relief I felt from the change of position was enough to stop me from going insane. For now.

      Ding dong.

      "You've got to be shitting me." I grumbled into the ancient yellowed newspapers. Someone at the door wouldn't matter. I couldn't get off the floor… erm, pile of stuff that acted as a floor, to answer the door. Whoever was on the other side would eventually think someone wasn't home and leave. And so would my only chance at being rescued.

      "Ha." I couldn't stop the sarcastic laugh from escaping. Even if they did come in, whoever they were wouldn't want to sign up for this insanity. I didn't even want to deal with this nightmare my life had become. Thanks mother dearest.

      Ding dong. Ding dong.

      Who rang the doorbell multiple times? Seriously, just go away and let me die. Sure, I would be in the hall of shame for dumb ways to go, but I'd already accepted my fate. Not only would I die in one of the most embarrassing ways in history, I'd go with the dullest life experiences. Why? Because I'd always done what I was supposed to do… every single expectation my mother had, I jumped at the chance to please them. I was an idiot. A boring, lame, not once destined to save the world, sheltered little girl that grew in an inexperienced woman. Fuck, my life was pathetic.

      "Parker, are you okay?" The deep voice sent shivers through me. I'd never heard it before, and a part of me wanted to hear more of it.

      I imagined this unknown man growling in my ear. Then my senses came back to me. While I was on the verge of being crushed to death, someone had broken into my house. Great, just what I needed. Good luck mister robber. If you can find anything valuable, then he deserved it.

      The logical side of my brain caught up to current events. First thing, a robber wouldn't call out my name as he broke into my house. Second, I didn't know anyone with a voice so delicious… uh; I meant distinct. Yeah. Should I respond or hope they gave up and left? My mother would have insisted I remain silent. Her voice slid through my memory. "Men were a distraction to a woman's career." I rolled my eyes at the phrase she'd said throughout my childhood and even after I'd moved out on my own.

      Fuck that. If I was going to leave this world, it would be after doing something ridiculous. I'd call the man with the delicious voice over, then I could die from embarrassment. "I'm over here!" What I'd intended to be a shout came out more as a breathy groan. I barely had room to breathe. It seemed shouting was impossible.

      A burning hot pain shot through my neck as I tried to turn my head to see the footsteps that approached. Nope, that wasn't going to happen. My mysterious, silver tongued hero or burglar's looks would have to remain a mystery just a bit longer.

      "Over here!"

      Just like last time, his voice made me shudder. With a voice like that, the man had to be hot as hell. I hoped he had a beard… and tattoos. Not only would it make my mother roll in her grave, I'd always loved looking at burly, tatted up, bearded guys. Add in hair that was long enough to pull and I couldn't think of a good reason to ever leave the house.

      The crushing weight finally lifted off me. I sucked in a deep breath, then immediately regretted it as I choked on the oxygen. My lungs seized as the rush of air shocked them. Hands grabbed my arms and shoulders, then the world tilted as they lifted me to my feet. I bent over and grabbed my knees as my equilibrium spun. Hands patted my back, helping me calm.

      Actually, there were more than two hands. I counted enough to equal three people. When I got my breathing under control, I dared to follow the black boots that stood at the top of my vision. My gaze slid up, taking in black cargo pants that rode low on a pair of hips. Further up, a black tactical vest contained… bottles of cleaning solution. What the actual fuck?

      The moment I went full vertical, my balance tilted again. I stepped back to catch myself. In front of me stood a massive man, the kind I had to look up to just to catch a view of his chin… his bearded chin. My fingers itched with the need to touch it. I didn't. It would be weird to stroke a hot stranger's beard. Wouldn't it? I shook my head. Of course it would be weird. Jeez Parker, stop being such a weirdo.

      I turned, taking in the other four men and one woman standing all around me. The sound of newspapers sliding preceding my right foot slipping out from underneath me. The giant of a man caught me before I fell on my ass in front of everyone.

      They all wore similar black tactical gear with cleaning supplies. Colorful bottles of solution, a duster, a roll of trash bags, and… was that a broom and a mop with shoulder straps? Who in the hell were these people?

      "Parker, are you okay?" The deliciously deep voice asked from behind me. After a few tries, I accepted the fact that I was speechless.

      My brain nudged at me, telling me I'd missed a crucial detail. Every brain cell misfired as I looked them over again. Correction, five of them wore black tactical gear. Every single one of them was drop dead gorgeous, and it made me feel out of place. One of the guys stood off to the side with his arms crossed over his chest. I blinked. No, that couldn't be right. I blinked again, but the sight stayed the same.

      A man stood taller than those closest to him. Peeking over his crossed arms was a ruffled white fabric with black lace woven through it and tied in a bow. There was even a small scattering of chest hair sticking over the edge. The hem of the skirt ended well above his knee, revealing a badass tattoo that covered his entire right thigh. My gaze traveled up to his face. A plush black beard contrasted with the skimpy maid's outfit he wore.

      "I…" Words failed me again. I gestured to the man whose outfit didn't fit the others.

      He rolled his eyes as he tightened his grip on his arms. "They thought it would be funny to prank me. Did you know, not only did they buy this ridiculous outfit, they stole the rest of my clothes, so I'd have to wear this?"

      "Uh, no. I don't even know who all of you are." For whatever reason, it hadn't dawned on me that all these incredibly attractive people were standing in my house. Like inside, where they could take in the horror of what my mother left me to inherit. Mortification slammed into me. They'd seen the awful mess. "You all need to leave."

      "Parker?" The burly man's voice from behind me caught my attention. He waited until I turned around to continue. "You don't remember asking us to come here, do you?"

      Ice slid down my spine. I'd been pretty drunk last night, but since I'd never had alcohol before and I'd decided to take shots of everything in my mother's 'social hour' cabinet, I wasn't even surprised I'd woken up with a hangover.

      "How much did you have to drink last night?"

      "Seeing how I'm awake now, apparently not enough. Who are you, and how do you know me?"

      The man bared his teeth at me, making a sound that I could only describe as a hiss. "Never again. From now on, if you need something, you ask us."

      I dismissed him with a wave of my hand. "Why would I ask you anything?"

      "Because we're your mates."

      Hard stop. Mates? A giddy feeling in my belly told me he didn't mean a friend. I held a finger up for him to give me a minute. A sharp pain slid through my abdomen, reminding me I had yet to relieve myself after my drunken night of mistakes.

      One of the other men spoke up. "I know it's a lot to take in, and you're probably really confused, but we are all your fated mates."

      I'd read enough werewolf romance novels to know what they meant, and they were dead wrong. Shifters weren't real.

      "Yeah mate, tell us what you need, and we'll get it for you."

      "I need to pee." And with that, I stomped out to the nearest bathroom and locked myself inside.
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          I, UH, DON’T EVEN KNOW YOUR NAME.

        

      

    

    
      Why wouldn't the ground open and swallow me whole? I sat on the bathroom floor with my back propped against the wall and hugged my legs to my chest as I rested my forehead on my knees. Not only had people witnessed the horror I lived in, but they had to be the hottest people in the world. Even the woman had made me look twice and left me shoving a deeper desire I refused to even consider right now.

      Knock, knock. "Parker?"

      It was the giant of a man's voice.

      Dammit. Why couldn't they leave so I could be alone? Their presence ruined the relief from relieving myself. "Go away."

      I heard sounds on the other side of the door that sounded like he'd sat on the floor. "Come out and talk to us."

      I pressed my forehead against my knee harder, trying to ignore the giant bearded sex god.

      "Or, just talk to me. We're worried about you."

      My chest seized as I forced myself to take a deep breath. Irrational anger surged inside of me. Why didn't they understand I didn't want them here? "You don't even know me."

      The sound of his deep chuckle sent a warm wave of desire through me. Stupid hormones. "Twenty-four hours ago, I would have agreed with you. After last night, I feel like I know you on a level most others never will."

      What the hell did I do last night? I still couldn't remember what I'd done. I swore to myself I'd never drink again. "It was all lies."

      "Why are you trying to push us away? What would be so wrong with letting someone in to help for once?"

      Memories of my parents’ fighting came back to me. It was my tenth birthday. When my dad found out my mother bought a cake for my birthday, he'd attacked her. Everything was a blur until he'd pinned her against the wall. She held a knife to his crotch and threatened him. He'd left and never returned that day. My mind shut down, preventing me from thinking about it any longer.

      "Because I can't afford to pay you and no one does anything out of the kindness of their heart." I couldn't keep the sarcastic tone out of my voice as I said it.

      "Parker, you're missing a vital part of this dynamic."

      Silently, I chanted over and over for him to not use the word mates again. It couldn't be real. Paranormal romance novels weren't real… neither were shifters nor the perfect person walking into my life and devoting themselves to me. That was a fairytale, not reality.

      "Mates. Just to see a smile cross your lips, I'd clean this entire property. Throw in the others, and we'd do anything to see you happy, even if it meant rebuilding this house from the ground up." He tapped something on the door. "I can scent your annoyance through the door."

      "Wait a minute… you said all of you. That's not how mates work. Fated mates are two people, not an entire group… or a harem." I hissed as I shook my head. "This conversation is ridiculous because it's not real. Shifters and mates don't exist."

      Silence filled the space between us for several long seconds. "You really want us to leave?"

      My stomach twisted at his words. We just met… if I could even call it that, and yet he sounded devastated as he asked the question. I silently cursed myself for causing the change I heard. If I was a better person, I would say something else. "Yes."

      Silence filled the space between us.

      "Fine, we'll leave, but only on one condition. Kiss each one of us. Then, if you feel nothing, we'll walk out of here without protest."

      Fuck. I banged my head on my knee. That wouldn't work. Hell, they weren't even in the room with me and I already felt things. No way could I kiss even one of them without having a reaction.

      "No."

      "Is that because you already know what I'm saying is true, or are you just being stubborn?"

      Before I could think about why he had said it, I jumped up and threw the door open to glare at him. "Are you always a jerk?"

      The confidence disappeared as I looked up into his eyes. Definitely not sitting down anymore. He grabbed the doorknob and pulled it closed behind me, pushing me against him in the process. His gaze locked on mine as he lowered his head until we were almost kissing. "Never to you, but I'm not above riling you up to help give you the boost you need to confront a situation with confidence."

      Now that he was so close, I couldn't remember why I'd locked myself in the bathroom. Everything around us disappeared except the door his hard body pressed me against. His free hand caressed my cheek.

      "Can you genuinely tell me you don't feel the bond trying to form between us?"

      I clamped my jaw closed. If I didn't admit it out loud, then it wasn't real, but he was right. I could feel a… connection to him and the others. It didn't make sense, and I might not want it, but was most definitely there. Or I was having one hell of a hallucination while on the verge of death as I lay dying beneath a pile of crap.

      His lips brushed against mine ever so slightly, sending a wave of fire through me. I gripped the straps of his black tactical vest to pull him closer, but he didn't budge. He chuckled as he moved from my lips to my ear. "Mate, if I kiss you, I won't stop until you're mine. It might not be today or tomorrow, but I will claim you and make you mine."

      "And if I say we're not mates?"

      "Your mouth might lie, but your body and soul can't." I heard him inhale deep at my neck. "I can smell your need to claim me. It fills my senses until it's all I can think about. I've just found you and already you've consumed my entire world."

      It was bizarre, but I completely understood what he meant. Somewhere deep down inside of me, the idea of kicking out even one of them left me feeling raw. Six mates… and one of them was a woman. I'd known I was attracted to both men and women from a young age, but I'd always locked that part of me away. My mother flipped at the idea of me dating a single man. I couldn't even fathom how hard she was rolling over in her grave at having six lovers. It was so much to process.

      "Come on, let's go back to the others." His voice pulled me back to reality.

      "Not yet."

      Suddenly, I didn't want to move.

      When I felt his body pull back, I gripped his vest tighter. My gut twisted as I decided to throw a lifetime of caution in the trash. "Kiss me."

      He growled deep in his chest as his hands slid down my sides until he cupped my ass. A squeal of surprise escaped me as he lifted me up, then held me against his chest as he pressed me against the door. "You're mine… All of ours."

      Then his kiss consumed me, mind, body, and soul. It felt as if our life forces bonded together. The mere thought of letting go of this man became too much. It was in that moment I realized I'd fucked up. I'd never be able to give him up, or the others, without ripping my own heart from my chest.

      Fuck it. I regretted so much in my life. What was one more?

      I sank my hands into his hair, gripping it at the roots, and tilted his head back. Our kiss broke. A smug satisfaction slid through me when I realized he was breathing as hard as I was, but I wasn't done throwing out stupid rules my mother had forced on me. I pulled his head until I'd exposed his neck. The edge of a tribal tattoo peeked out under his shirt. I trailed the tip of my tongue along the dark lines, then kissed a trail along his neck.

      He moved until only one hand cupped my ass. His other hand caressed the back of my neck, urging me to do whatever I wanted to him. I tightened my legs around his waist, lifting myself higher as my kisses moved along the edge of his beard.

      "Damn, that is hot." Another man's voice made it through my lusty fog.

      "Yeah, can't wait until it's my turn." Someone else said.

      I pulled back and realized my five other mates were watching us make out. All of them had a hunger in their eyes I'd never seen before… not when someone looked at me.

      "I, uh, don't even know your name."
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not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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