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        To the smart asses,

        You know who you are. Keep going with your bad self, you know we love it. And when you need someone to bounce ideas off, we are so ready for that. Never doubt yourself for a minute. Nerdy is the new sexy.

        XOXO,

        your minions
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        This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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        She’s a genius with a secret. He’s an agent with a grudge.

      

      

      

      
        
        Being pretty isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Nova Harbor would much rather be known for her brain than her symmetrical facial features, stunning bod, and eye-catching coloring.

        As a research scientist for the secret section of the US government known as the Division of Paranormal Creatures & Activities, or DPCA for short, getting the big boys to notice her achievements is a heck of a lot harder than getting them to notice her assets. She does all she can to stay professional, but frustrations run rampant when she’s forced to work with a snobby feline and his oversized ego.

        Working for the DPCA has always been Asher Donnelly’s dream job since he was a tiny cub. When an investigation leads to evidence of illegal experiments being done on Shifters, Asher is assigned to the case.

      

      

      

      
        
        He’ll do anything to find the culprits, even if it means working with her, the woman the entire DPCA calls the face. Asher has no patience for the female whom office rumors say slept her way to a cushy job. The only problem is his Lion is quite taken with the beauty. But Asher has better things to do than chase her fluffy white tail.

      

      

      

      
        
        Nova is aware of Asher’s low opinion of her. But this Snow Fox has nothing to prove. Especially not to a stubborn, butt-sniffing, litter-box-using overgrown house cat!

      

      

      

      
        
        Will prejudices keep these two from solving the crime? Or will they become more than just co-workers?

      

      

      

      
        
        *Trigger Warnings: The fictional characters in this book deal and discuss heavy issues such as infertility, kidnapping, experimentation, and plots to destroy a species through chemical terrorism. Violence, steamy scenes, and also some over the top obsession and possessiveness between the main characters. This is a paranormal romance where the focus is always on love and HEA, and everything inside these pages is pure fiction. It is not real or intended to harm. This book is written for entertainment. As always, please take care of your mental and emotional health.
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      Department of Paranormal Creatures & Activities. Approximately 3 years ago.

      I’d just finished my first month working for the DPCA as a scientist in their research lab, and I was stoked. The head of the department just informed me he was impressed with my work and was looking forward to watching me grow. It seemed I was exactly what they’d been looking for, and Mr. Anderson assured me I was well on my way to my new position and would have my team running by the end of the quarter.

      I thanked him and shook his hand, pride filling me as I left his office. I worked damn hard to get where I was, and it was nice to be appreciated. I had shitty luck with bosses in my past, but Mr. Anderson seemed perfectly fine. It helped that he was older, happily married, and looked me in the eye when we spoke rather than at my body.

      When I left his office, a coworker stopped me and said a group of them were headed out to a local bar after hours, I said count me in. The Thirsty Dog was a favorite among supernaturals for drinks and apps. It was run by a Werewolf Shifter, a member of the local Pack, and even though I was a Fox, I still thought it was a good idea for me to go.

      “Sure, I’d love to. Thanks, Gabe,” I told the young male, Gabriel Markovsky, who I’d been shadowing all month.

      Shifter friendly establishments were typically rare, but Maccon City was a hotspot for supes. Having grown up on the outskirts of town, I knew the place well. Living at home again after spending the last decade traveling and attending various universities, where I’d earned several degrees and studied under cutting edge scientists and geneticists, was not the letdown I thought it would be. In fact, I was pleasantly surprised by how grounded I felt being back.

      Especially after Laz. Ugh. What a douche canoe! Lazarus McNeil was my ex. He was tall, thin, handsome enough to catch my eye, and smart. Very smart. He worked for the same company I interned with in Europe, and we met on the job.

      For a while, I thought he was the one. He’d been complimentary and attentive at first. But that mask slowly faded, and I learned the truth about Laz. Along with his nerdy cuteness, he was also petty, cruel, and a master manipulator. It didn’t take long to figure out he was using me for my brain, stealing bits of my work and passing it off as his own, then acting surprised when our supervisor praised him for his innovations.

      Once I knew he was playing me, I stayed long enough to catch him in the act and out him to our peers. He was furious when asked to prove how he’d reached certain conclusions he stole from me only to discover I’d fed him the wrong information. But that was his problem.

      Fucking jerk was too dumb to check the math himself and that was not my fault. I mean, I had every right to be angry. I actually changed myself for that man, playing down my appearance because he was never happy about the attention I received from other men and women. I allowed his insecurities to control me, and it was something I vowed to never do again.

      Leaving Prague and that prick behind was the best decision I ever made. Something about being home again settled something inside of me. Like a missing puzzle piece that just sort of clicked back in place. It wasn’t perfect, but it was better. Still, making friends was not my forte, but with this job I was determined to try.

      I had already promised Sybil I would, and my sister was nothing if not relentless when it came to keeping promises. With Martina, our other sister, living in New York City, Sybil and I learned to rely on each other for painful truths and no holds barred critiques.

      “OMG Nova! YES! Just forget that stuck up asshat and go make some friends!”

      Sybil’s assertiveness only ever appeared when she was talking to either me or Martina, and I grinned as I recalled how she yelled at me when I texted her earlier to ask if I should accept the offer to go out drinking with my co-workers. I was becoming a hermit, and that was not acceptable. But what was even worse was I hadn’t had sex in over a year. Hence, the second voicemail from my sister.

      “And while you’re at it, get yourself some DICK!”

      After my last dumpster fire of a relationship came to a screeching halt, I had to admit this dry spell was longer than expected. As a Witch Shifter hybrid, I had to be more careful about those kinds of things. Keeping the peace between my Snow Fox, who was jumpy as fuck, and my magic, which was unreliable at best, was of the utmost importance.

      I’d only just discovered the truth about my inherited Witchiness, and it was not good. Apparently, whoever dear old Dad was, he’d been at least a partially elemental Witch. On its own, that would be fine, except that wasn’t where my sperm donor stopped with the good news.

      Nope. Apparently, along with my prowess with air magic, I’ve seemed to have inherited a serious attitude problem—as in, when my attitude gets out of whack, watch out, world!

      I had to admit I was a little touchier than any of my siblings. Davian, my older foster brother who raised me, along with my sisters, Martina and Sybil, said it was because of the way I perceived attention. Not that I didn’t get any. I mean, I wasn’t an attention whore or anything. In fact, I preferred to be left alone. But that was exactly what he meant.

      “You think the world can’t see past your face, kiddo. I concede there is some truth in that statement, but you’re a lot more than your looks, Nova. Never forget that.”

      “What if I do?”

      “Then me and the rest of you terrorizing triplets will be here to remind you, and to kick your butt if you need it.”

      I smiled sadly at the memory. After the breakup with Laz and the mess that came after his thievery was revealed, I was simply depleted. I needed some time to heal my soul, and my ego really needed a boost. Coming home was the right decision.

      Davian was the best big brother a girl could ask for. He still teasingly called me and our sisters triplets. We weren’t, but it was fitting since we all shared the same birthday and formed a bond that I believed could rival any biological siblings’ bond any day of the week.

      Family was awesome. And mine was better than most. I was ashamed deep down because my beast craved more. My magic needed more. Something was missing inside of me, and I was desperate to find it.

      So, I went to The Thirsty Dog with some of my peers, and I tried to psyche myself up for the outing. Determined to try to form relationships with my coworkers, to step out of my comfort zone, and to be part of a team. Well, as much as I could be, since they didn’t really know, I was going to take some of them to start my own research project for the DPCA.

      I couldn’t divulge anything about that or why I’d been sought by the heads of our department. But I could shoot whiskey with the best of them. In fact, I was on round three when things got complicated. I’d thought hanging out would help endear me to these people. Just another step in my plan to regroup and establish myself there. To be the best me I could be.

      What I wasn’t counting on was him. Asher Donnelly, a thirty something year old Lion Shifter who was also a top agent for the Division of Paranormal Creatures & Activity. The second he walked through the door of the bar, all my attention was focused on him. He had more muscles than any one person should have and a face that looked as though it were carved by angels. All thoughts of work fled my brain when I saw him. And that was a first.

      “Oh no! The new girl is awestruck by our very own Ashman!” Drew, one of my colleagues, snorted as he put down his empty shot glass on one of the tall tables our group occupied on one side of the jumping establishment.

      “Ashman?” I’d asked, curious about the newcomer.

      “Yeah, like Batman or Superman, but he’s Ash, so it’s Ashman!” Gabe, a shorter, stouter research scientist who I’d been shadowing all week explained.

      I smiled and shook my head. These guys were nerds, but I was used to that. Smart people tended to be on account of the whole socializing made us freak out thing. So yeah, comic books and cult films were our bread and butter. Even me, though I admit I was more a Charmed fan than I was a Marvel or DC kinda gal.

      “Aww, come on, Face. Don’t look at him like that,” Drew said, and his voice had taken on a whiny note.

      “Face?” I scoffed. “And look at him like what? Who is that?”

      “That’s Ashman,” Gabe said again and giggled, sounding a lot like a twelve year old girl. I knew because I used to be one.

      Sigh.

      “Yeah, Face. That’s what we call you behind your back,” Drew continued, pushing his glasses up his nose. “Although, this is your front. So I guess we’re calling you that to your front, too,” he said with a dumb little smile as he stared at my boobs.

      I tried to let that little jibe slide, but yeah, it bugged me. What were these guys going to do when they discovered I wasn’t just there to join their team, but to lead it? The big guns at the DPCA wanted me to lead a team of my own to help with investigations targeting Shifters and other supes, and as I shadowed these guys, I was actually choosing who would be a part of that team.

      Drew was seeming less and less likely. Gabe, on the other hand, was okay. At least he wasn’t drooling over my tits. I cleared my brain and pushed a glass of water towards the guy. A cheer went up around us, and I turned to see a trio of flighty young things attempting to drag the newcomer onto the dance floor.

      Ashman, or whatever his actual name was, extricated himself from their hands smoothly, and something loosened inside of me. I hadn’t even realized I was stressed, but there it was. My Fox peered through my eyes, intent on the group of females touching him. His gold eyes locked onto mine and all the noise in the bar seemed to dull. Frowning, he stalked over to the tall table where I was standing between Drew and Gabe.

      “What the hell is going on here? What are you two doing out drinking? It’s a work night.”

      “Hey Ashman!” Gabe said, raising his hand for a high five, which the man didn’t even acknowledge.

      “Whose idea was this?” he asked, his voice deep and stern, sounding a lot like a high school principal and making me all tingly in places I’d ignored for way too long.

      Can you say role play? A sudden vision of me bent over a desk while Mr. Ashman spanked me for being tardy to class filtered through my brain and heat filled me. He must have scented my sudden arousal because his eyes found mine again, only he wasn’t smiling.

      “I don’t know who you are, Miss, but these are two of our finest minds and I would rather you didn’t mess with their heads for funsies,” he growled.

      “Did you say funsies?” I asked, stunned by his verbal attack.

      “That can’t be the only thing you heard from my statement.”

      “Well, no, but I don’t understand,” I said, frowning at him.

      “Apparently not,” he growled, eyes narrowed as he raked me from head to toe with his golden stare.

      “Ashman, she works with us. This is the new girl,” Drew said, draping an unwanted arm across my shoulders.

      I shrugged it off.

      “You work for the DPCA?” the newcomer asked, one perfect, golden eyebrow raised.

      “I do. Nova Harbor, I’m a scientist. Hey, would you like a drink?” I asked.

      I was mesmerized by his masculine beauty. So much so, it apparently short-circuited my brain. There was just so much about him I found intriguing. His direct manner, his intense stare. I just couldn’t help myself.

      “Do you always invite coworkers out to get drunk during the work week? What was your plan? To lead these two on and then what? You know, I don’t know who you got to know to get this job, but for the rest of us, the DPCA is more than a means to an end. If you’re looking for entertainment, I suggest you look elsewhere and do it discreetly,” he hissed and glared down at me like I was an insect.

      I swallowed. I was a fucking idiot. While I’d been completely undone by his calculated gaze, practically panting for Mr. Tall Gold and Sexy AF, he was busy making up his mind about me. And none of what he’d decided was good. How stupid of me to mistake his cold assessment for interest, but it was too late now to correct my errors.

      Gabe and Drew watched the entire byplay with their mouths agape, and I felt my face burn with embarrassment. I’d been called a lot of things, cold, calculating, and stuck up. But I’d never been called whatever it was he just called me.

      Whore?

      It was difficult to say since he only made innuendos and references to how I could have gotten my job.

      Douche.

      “Ashman, you got it wrong. This is Nova Harbor. We call her the Face, cause I mean, my gods, have you ever seen such symmetry? She’s a total brainiac, and she works with us in the research lab. Oh, and we asked her out to celebrate her first month—” Drew started to explain.

      But I didn’t stick around to hear the rest of it.
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