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CHAPTER ONE
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“You sorry excuse for a donkey! I should come over there and yank your mane straight off your head,” Brenna Hays screamed at Jimmy Graves. The centaur had insulted Brenna with his sexual innuendo of what centaur’s horns were really used for. 

Brenna was already angry with the Council for having ordered her to anger management class to begin with. The classes were sponsored by ParaReform, a company well known in the paranormal community. They were the Council’s right hand man when it came to the law. 

Regardless of who they were, Brenna didn’t feel she needed to be taking the classes. A few minor altercations within a six month period and the council thought she needed help controlling her anger. What shapeshifter wouldn’t be angry with the way the women treated her and the way the men made snide sexual comments. 

It hadn’t been easy for Brenna. She had moved to Ocaw, North Dakota when she was thirteen to live with her estranged father. It hadn’t been her idea. She had no choice in the matter. Her mother had died and there was no one else to care for Brenna. 

She stuck out like a sore thumb. Her pitch black hair, light grey eyes, and caramel-colored skin shined an imaginary spotlight down on her the minute she hopped out of her father’s truck, the first day of school. The majority of those who lived in Ocaw had dark tan skin, black hair, and brown eyes. It was a trait of their Equidae lineage. Brenna’s physical characteristics had been a fluke just as much as her shapeshifting animal. Ocaw was a paranormal Equidae town with the townspeople being able to shift into the form of a horse or they were centaurs. Brenna was a black, winged-unicorn. 

The room suddenly felt warm to Brenna. Her chest tightened and her heart pounded rapidly. The unicorn within her was bucking, grunting, and demanding to be freed. Not freedom to run, but freedom to search. But search for what?  

“Brenna,” Dr. Liam Colby, the anger management counselor, stated walking into the room. “Jimmy was wrong for his comment, but you should allow him time to apologize. And, violence is what... Well, what got you here in the first place.”

Dr. Colby closed the door behind him and made his way over to the group. He smiled at Brenna, then took his seat. 

Liam Colby was the definition of sexy. Brenna had never held a true conversation with him, but she had always admired him from afar. Every woman in Ocaw did. He was taller and more masculine than most of the men of Ocaw. His skin was a creamy caramel and his hair was dark brown. His hair was faded on the sides and short on top. He had a chiseled jawline that made Brenna want to trace her finger down along it. His dreamy brownish-hazel eyes and juicy lips only added to his sexiness. 

Get it together, Brenna! She reprimanded herself. Now wasn’t the time to be drooling over the counselor.

“You know how these men are, Brenna. They’ve been wanting a piece of you ever since you and your...” Sandra Cook said, gesturing at Brenna’s breasts. “Those came to town.” 

Sandra Cook was the jabber-jaw of the town. She had no filter whatsoever. If she thought it, the words came out of her mouth. Her words were the reason for her sitting across from Brenna in the anger management class. She had said the wrong thing to the wrong person leading to a bar brawl, five people in jail, and four of them being ordered to the class. 

“Sandra,” Dr. Colby sighed while rubbing his temples. “Br...Breasts are not appropriate to talk about here in anger management.”

“Why? All of us women in here have breasts,” she pointed at her own breasts then proceeded to point out every other woman in the room’s breasts. 

“Sandra,” Dr. Colby growled. “Enough! This is a class for anger management! Not breasts! So unless it involves your anger, stay quiet!”

The majority of the room stared at the usually quiet and passive counselor, who was sitting in his chair breathing heavily. His fingers were kneading into the sides of his neck. There was a vein bulging on the side of his forehead. 

The angry teaching the angry. This should be fun, Brenna mused to herself. 

“Did the Council order you here? And, the real counselor is somewhere tied up?” Keith Jacobs asked with an eyebrow raised and his arms crossed in front of his chest.

“No,” Dr. Colby said through gritted teeth. “It’s just been a very long day.”

“Riiiight,” Brenna said sarcastically and sat back in her chair. 

She turned her attention to the far wall where the only clock in the room was. The seconds were ticking by slowly. Too slow. It was bad enough she had to miss a shift, at the bar, just to attend tonight’s class. 

“I can fucking walk myself in!” Landen Pelipa’s voice boomed through the hallways causing everyone, in the meeting, to look at the closed door. “I said, ‘I can fucking—”

The door swung open. Landen was tossed into the room. He turned on his heels and faced the door. He began to shift into his winged-horse form. 

“Enough, Landen!” High-chief Cheyenne Pelipa roared at her son. She stepped into the room. One of her fingers was pointing at Landen. “Just because you are my son, you are not excluded from following the laws of our people! You want to fight, be angry, and cause trouble? Then you pay the price just like everyone else!” 

High-chief Pelipa was not a woman to cross. What she said went. Brenna had always admired her for her ‘take no bullshit’ attitude. Brenna admired her even more now that she was seeing the high chief reem her own son’s ass for being a troublemaker. 

“Whatever,” Landen grumbled, then walked over to the circle. He sat down in the empty seat next to Jimmy. 

All the women in the room were gawking at Landen. His good looks...and temper always commanded attention. Tonight was no different. 

He was wearing a black t-shirt with some unfamiliar logo across it. His blue jeans were dirtied up. Most likely from his day job as a carpenter. His black hair was tied back in a traditional braid with pieces of his hair astray.

Brenna couldn’t take her eyes off of her favorite part of Landen...his honey brown eyes. They weren’t as mesmerizing as Dr. Colby’s, but she still couldn’t help looking. 

Landen Pelipa was two years older than her, but every time they crossed paths, Brenna found herself staring at him. Something about Landen called to both her and her unicorn side. She just wasn’t sure why. She became anxious whenever he was around. 

“Miss Hays,” High-chief Pelipa said, snapping Brenna into reality. 

“Yes, High-chief?” Brenna asked, turning her attention to the beautiful, smiling older woman. 

“I am so glad that you were able to make it to class.” 

Brenna groaned. She wanted to roll her eyes, but she restrained from doing so. Brenna had made such a fuss when the Council had given her the order of anger management classes. In Brenna’s defense, she was still drunk when the order was given so she had no control over her or the unicorn’s emotions.

“I trust that you’ll keep an eye on Landen?” High-chief Pelipa stated, making Brenna swallow hard.

“He seems to be a big boy. I’m sure he doesn’t need me,” Brenna replied, shifting in her chair. Everyone in the meeting, including Landen, were staring at Brenna. 

“We’ll see about that,” High-chief Pelipa smiled. She signaled to the four men, who had helped her toss Landen through the doors, to exit the room. “And, all of you, don’t forget that this room is bound by magic and won’t be opening until the class is over or someone on the other side opens it.”

“Yes, High-chief,” the room said in unison except for Landen. 

“Good,” she said firmly then left the room. The door closed loudly behind her. 

“Wel...” Dr. Colby cleared his throat. “Welcome to class, Landen. We’re glad you could join us.” The tone in Dr. Colby’s voice was a cross between sarcasm and professionalism.

“Definitely are glad you are here, Landen,” Sandra smiled at Landen. He wasn’t paying attention to her. His eyes were on Brenna. 

Brenna felt like the room was closing in on her. This was supposed to be an anger management class so why was she hot and bothered sexually? Of all the classes. Why did Dr. Colby have to be the counselor? And why did Landen have to be in the class? Brenna realized she was in over her head and that completing the classes was going to be a lot harder than she had thought.

“What about you, Brenna?” Landen asked, leaning in on his elbows. The side of his mouth was tugged up in a bad boy-like smirk. “Are you glad I’m here?”

Brenna hated being put on the spot.

“I’m ordered to be here so it makes no difference if you’re here or not,” Brenna replied in a flat tone. Landen and the others seemed shocked by her response. 

If she was lucky, no one noticed the effect Landen had on her. For the grand finale of her theatrical performance, Brenna shrugged at the others’ response. 

“I’ll be damned,” Jimmy chuckled. “There is a woman on this planet, who can resist Playboy’s charm.” The other men in the room laughed. Landen glared at a few of them but said nothing. 

“Maybe she likes women,” Letty Banks chimed in. 

Letty and Brenna had never gotten along. Letty believed she was better than everyone else. Letty especially thought Brenna was beneath her. Anything Brenna wanted, Letty tried to take or ruin. 

“If you like your teeth, I suggest you shut the hell up,” Brenna snapped. Letty’s eyes widened and she held her hand to her chest.

“Landen,” she pouted. “Do you see how rude she is?” 

“Stop talking, Letty,” Landen groaned and continued staring at Brenna. 

“Is this an anger management class or The Love Boat?” Sandra laughed. 

“You’re absolutely right, Sandra. Let’s get back on task,” Dr. Colby agreed and clapped his hands together. “Who wants to share their story first?”

This is going to be a long fucking two weeks.
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CHAPTER TWO
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“Well...” Dr. Colby groaned as he continued to knead the back of his neck. The past two hours had been hell for him, and he wasn’t hiding that fact. 

Those in the class had definitely shown the reason why they were there. Half the class had allowed their paranormal side to rear its ugly head. Sandra had shifted into her grayish-purple donkey and chased after Letty, who shifted into a white miniature horse. The class was in an uproar and several of the others shifted into their other halves. Dr. Colby had tried his best to control himself and the class; however, he had failed. Miserably.

When the time for the doors to open came, Brenna stayed seated. She didn’t feel like battling the others to get out of the door. They were all standing impatiently by the door. 

“Not leaving, Brenna?” Landen asked, walking over to her. She gestured at the door, where the others were now arguing over who was going to leave first. 

“Guess they never heard of a single file line,” Brenna shrugged. Landen laughed and sat down next to her. She turned in her seat so she could face him.
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