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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.

      

      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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      To the real Jo. Please, please, PLEASE STOP READING RIGHT THIS SECOND!!!

      As a thank you for being an awesome coworker, I named the hero in this book after you. That’s it. Done. Nothing else.

      Seriously, that’s all the inspiration I used. So you can stop reading.

      Right now. Hey, I see you reaching to turn the page. Knock that off.

      You’ve trusted me with your livelihood for years, so trust me now when I say you do NOT want to keep reading.

      Unless you know what Steamy Shifter Romance means without doing an internet search. Then be my guest, but don’t ever mention this to me. They record those phone calls.

      Thank you for being a friend… AND PUT THIS BOOK DOWN!

      

      I saw you turn the page Jovanni… Fine, read at your own risk. Just don’t call me when you get to work tomorrow.
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      Trigger Warning. For more details, please click here for specific warnings. While my characters are made up, they all have real world issues.
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          GET AWAY FROM HIM!

        

      

    

    
      Jo

      I gasped at the intensity of my Alpha's call. The pack bond pulled me from my cabin. Within seconds, my body reformed into my beast's shape as we sprinted across the residential area of our packs’ lands in Forgotten Peaks. As a shifter, my wolf's form was larger, stronger, and faster than a normal wolf. A few minutes later, I shifted back to human form as I stepped into The Wolf's Den.

      Our small town's dive bar was accustomed to Agenwi strangeness. Rarely did humans come from outside our lands, plus our pack's Enforcers alerted us through the bond anytime uninitiated humans were around. 

      I froze as I tried to understand the sight before me. Lyall sprawled on the floor, with Scout crouched at his side.

      Our pack's Alpha shouted commands. "Get away from him! Something doesn't smell right about him."

      Scout's mate, Maggie, peered over the edge of the booth, but didn't move toward her mate.

      "What happened?" I crouched next to the Enforcers, taking a moment to look Lyall over. Any other day, the male was ferocious. He carried out the Alpha's commands without hesitation and scared off the most threatening humans with a single glare. Now he lay on the floor, unconscious and almost fragile looking.

      "No idea. He threw the door open, announced we had a trespasser who poisoned our lands, then dropped to the floor." Archer still didn't move closer. As our Alpha, he was usually the first to care for a pack member. "He doesn't smell right."

      Archer growled aloud as he sent out a mental command to every Enforcer in the pack except Remington to join in the hunt. Lyall had found a trespasser, and he wanted them found immediately. He followed it up with a warning to avoid anything that didn't smell right. I felt a reverberation of excitement through the bond we all shared. Scout gave Maggie a kiss, then howled as his body changed. Snow white fur grew over his clothes as they receded into his skin. His legs and arms reformed, growing longer, sleeker than his human shape. When his large wolf replaced his human form, Maggie stroked his dense fur. The beast licked her face, then bolted through the door Vic held open.

      "No matter how many times he does that, it will never cease to be amazing." Maggie said as she settled back into the booth. The human woman had come to Forgotten Peaks a few months ago to help her father steal our lands for his company, Lyfestyle Developments, and turn them into some kind of resort as revenge for his wife who'd died in a car accident in our small town. Scout had instantly realized she was his Tsigo, his mate fated from the gods, and had been by her side ever since.

      "What's wrong with him?" My Alpha's question pulled my attention back to the present.

      As the pack's Healer, I was responsible for everyone's health. Though as Agenwi, we didn't get sick. We were naturally immune to all human diseases and healed faster. From birth, I was one of the rarest types of shifter… a Wigi. I had innate magick focused solely on healing. We were few and far between, and quite coveted in the paranormal world. My main focus was saving lives and helping injuries to heal rapidly. If the wounds were dire, my healing magick was the only chance they had… I cut my thoughts off before Archer picked up on them through the pack bond. I didn't need to remind him of my greatest failure.

      Unsure of what had happened to Lyall, I pulled my magick around me into a protective shell. It would protect me from most curses and spells if they were to blame for his sickly state. I imagined my teal energy sliding over my skin, forming a barrier. Another deep pull on my magick, and I imagined it flowing from my palms into Lyall. Instantly, it turned a sickly orange color and dissipated. Weird.

      Instead of touching him with my magick, I let it hover over him as I gauged his vitals. His heart rate was sluggish, and so was his breathing. Lyall's life energy flickered deep within his chest, dimmer than I'd ever seen before. A gasp escaped before I could steel my reaction. Instead of one, there were now two swirling balls of energy inside of him.

      "What? What do you see?"

      Archer's voice threatened to break my concentration. I focused my magick around my right hand, then reached for Lyall. The moment my skin touched his shirt, a concussive blast exploded from him.

      Something hard slammed into my back, stealing my breath. I gasped for air, my lungs burning as I tried to inhale the oxygen I needed. My vision darkened as little specks of light covered everything I could see. For several seconds, I focused all my energy on staying conscious. As my eyesight cleared, I took in the sight of the bar around me. Maggie crouched in her seat at the booth, Archer lay on the floor, and Lyall remained lying unconscious on the ground. Several other pack members appeared discombobulated from the energy blast, but none of the inanimate objects appeared to have moved.

      "What the fuck was that?" Archer grumbled as he pushed himself off the floor.

      I ran a hand through my beard. "No clue. This is going to take some time for me to figure out."

      Archer looked over at Maggie for several seconds before turning his attention back to me. "We need to move him."

      "I agree, but I'm the only person who can touch him. So I'll do it myself."

      "No, he's huge, even for a shifter. The last thing we need is our only Healer giving himself a hernia." My Alpha's voice reinforced the command.

      I narrowed my eyes at him. From the way the magick responded when I touched him, I wasn't confident that it would stay. There was a decent chance that it would rub off on anyone who touched him. If that was the case, then the last person he needed to touch him was the Alpha of our pack. Or anyone. As it sat, I didn't have a great track record with magickal death sentences. The only reason I touched him was because of my ability to protect myself with my magick.

      Instead of defying his authority out loud, I used the pack bond to push my intentions toward him. I was trying to protect him and everyone else. Lyall was currently a threat to all of us until I knew more.

      Archer's emotions surged back at me before he finally spoke out loud. "Fine. Take him to the infirmary."

      Taking a moment to focus on his energy, I noticed the two energy manifestations inside of him were further apart than they had been before… and they had vaguely different shapes. Even though I knew what I'd see, I honed in on Archer's energy. His bright life force blinded me, but it definitely held a single shape. Not good for Lyall.

      After reinforcing my protective shield, I took a deep breath as I pulled Lyall up into a firefighter's carry. "Heavy ass." I snarled as I struggled with his limp form. "I'll remind you of this when you wake up… probably for the rest of your life, if you don't snap me in half."

      My Alpha rolled his eyes. Vic started toward the door, but Remington indicated for her to stay where she was. As our pack’s only female shifter, she was too important to risk. The Enforcer's gaze lingered on Lyall as he held the door open for me.

      "I'll do everything I can to save him." Remington didn't say a word as I passed him. He didn't need to. I could feel his anguish through the pack bond. They were together constantly except for their rounds around the territory. Since the day Lyall first wandered into pack lands as a lone wolf, they'd been inseparable.

      I finally made it to the small infirmary we kept in the town that appeared to be a standard urgent care. Since the occasional human wandered in, we kept the town fully functional to both worlds. Trudging to the back of the building, I pushed a door open that led to an intensive care ward. A grunt escaped me as I dropped his hulking form on the bed. I repositioned him, then hooked him up to several monitors. His vitals were still too low for comfort. He appeared just as unconscious as he had when I arrived at The Wolf's Den.

      At the moment, our only hope was finding the intruder and interrogating them for the cure. Until then, I was useless.
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          FANG OVER THERE LOOKS HUNGRY AND PISSED OFF.

        

      

    

    
      Aryn

      I'd lost my goddamn mind. Pulling my pant legs higher, I hopped over the slick mud. My feet slid in opposite directions as I landed a few inches short of the brush I'd aimed for. A sharp pain shot up my inner thigh as I caught myself before I lost my balance. With intentional movements, I slowly shifted my weight, then stepped forward. Once I stood on solid ground again, I urged myself to keep moving.

      My phone vibrated in my pocket, but I ignored whoever was calling like I had the fifty other times. Today sucked. Like burn it all down and start over level of suckage. If I kept thinking about what happened this morning, I might lose my nerve and give up. But that's what they wanted. If they pinned all their problems on me, then I'd go down in flames and they could avoid the fallout. I refused to be blamed for their environment pollution. Lyfestyle Developments could suck it. If they wanted to ruin my life, then I'd at least take them down with me. No way would I let them get away silencing this whistleblower.

      I trudged on, searching for the evidence I needed to clear my name. While I couldn't get my job back, if I could prove my innocence to the news, then I might be able to duct tape my life back together.

      A wolf howled in the distance. Talk about boondocks. I didn't think I'd ever heard an actual wolf howl before. Two more howls filled my ears. Surely it was a coincidence. Wolves didn't hunt people, right? I picked up my pace as I tried to remember if I'd read anything about wolf attacks. I knew they attacked livestock, but humans… I couldn't remember.

      More howling spurred me into a run. Find the evidence, then get out. It was that simple. I ducked a low-hanging branch, but my feet slid in more mud. The ground smashed into my back, a sharp pain digging into my brain as I tried to breathe. Could today get any worse? The moment I thought the words, I knew I'd regret them. Why did I have to tempt fate like that?

      Shoving myself to my feet, I glared down at the mud covering me. I'd have to strip to save my car's upholstery… especially now that I needed to sell it for extra cash until I could find some kind of job.

      I paid more attention to the path as I trudged through the underbrush. Why couldn't this be easier to find? Several fifty-gallon drums of hazardous waste shouldn't be so hard to locate. Not that I had any idea how proving they'd actually dumped the waste would change. Right now, my plan comprised finding proof, then contacting the media or an environmental lawyer and hoping for the best.

      The silence of my surroundings sent a chill through me. Aside from twigs breaking under my shoes, I didn't hear anything. I stopped moving
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