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      Discovering your fated mates should be where the fairy tale ends, where you bask in the warmth of a happily ever after. But for me, that was just the beginning of a more intricate tale.

      Just when the dust of chaos started to settle and I began to dream of a calm life, my mischievous demon father took a step that turned my world upside down. Confusion and despair wrapped around me, making every path seem lost. I had no inkling, no guidance on where to go next.

      With our crucial mating bond still incomplete, the shadows of the Hesolga grew darker and more threatening, pressing on us with each passing moment of delay.

      So imagine my relief and surprise when Seph, one of my destined mates, arrives seemingly out of nowhere. Her presence was like a beacon in my stormy world, but I knew this was just the calm before an even fiercer storm.

      Dusting Off the Demons is the second riveting tale in a series featuring rugged, tattooed, veteran shifter polyam romances. If you're a fan of diverse pairings (MMMFFMM), suspense, spice, and heart-thumping adventure ending in a cliffhanger, dive into this story. Experience my journey as a bi woman venturing into new passionate territories in Dusting Off the Demons 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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION AND CONTENT WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      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.

      

      To Ovi. I know, I know. Seph is all yours. I get it. But I still have to share with my readers.
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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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          WE’RE DETAINING YOU AS A POSSIBLE TERRORIST.

        

      

    

    
      Could someone die of boredom? Seriously… If I made it another lap around this stupid interrogation room, I might cease to exist from sheer boredom. After Ro handed me off to Major General Dickson, his goonies led me through a back hallway, into a garage where I'd climbed into a blacked out SUV. The guys were jacked, and I had a sneaking suspicion they were more than human. Though I wasn't sure how or what flavor of paranormal they were. Hell, I still didn't understand my own flavor of paranormal yet.

      After the long car ride, they'd escorted me into this room with four walls with one window I couldn't see through, two chairs, one table, and twelve and a half ceiling tiles counting all the partial pieces combined. I would have counted floor tiles too, but there weren't any. Nope, the floor was a singular piece of concrete without a single scuff, chip, or blemish.

      Without a clock or anyway to tell time, I wasn't sure how long I'd been here. The room was too small to really do anything in, so I pulled off my heels and walked in circles.

      Lap eighty-three.

      Five steps to cover the long wall, then barely four for the short one. Interrogation rooms on TV always looked so much larger than this tiny space.

      Lap eighty-four.

      My feet were cold from walking barefoot on the concrete, but the thought of sitting in that uncomfortable chair was even worse. I didn't think it was possible for a chair to be so hard. Where had they gotten it, the uncomfortable-furniture-perfect-for-torture supply store?

      Lap eighty-five.

      Oh, my god. Seriously, how long were they going to leave me in here without explanation? At this rate, I would wear a path in the concrete. Or I'd walk my feet into little tiny nubs and somebody would have to explain to my tsigos how that happened.

      The door clicked open right as I completed lap eighty-six. Two big guys stepped into the room right in front of me, both of them wearing black utility gear that reminded me of six certain someones back home. One of them scowled at me as he shoved his finger in the direction of the chair that I had been sitting in earlier. I rolled my eyes and plopped back down in the seat, not happy to be there.

      "Do you know why you're here?" He bluntly grumbled at me.

      While I had my suspicions, I didn't plan on giving them any information that they didn't already know. Besides, I was in a no-fucks-left-to-give kind of mood. With everything that had happened recently, I wouldn't ever be able to go back to my normal life. I couldn't be my old self anymore. Somehow, I'd have to find my new inner Parker in this demonically infused new world. Right here and now, I promised myself I'd speak up instead of being reserved and letting things happen around me. And I'd start now. They'd wasted hours of my time today, so now it was time for a bit of petty bitch payback. "Not a clue."

      The other interrogator sat in the chair on the opposite side of the table from me. His fingers interlocked as he sat like he didn't have a care in the world. It pissed me off. The first guard got in my face. "Are you sure about that?"

      "I mean, if you wanted to ask me on a date, then you should have just said so before we went through all of this. You're much too grumpy to be my type, so all of this was completely unnecessary. I'm not usually one to set someone down so hard, but really, this tactic has gone way too far."

      The guard sitting down coughed to cover his smile as the one I was speaking to glared at me. Red creeped up into his neck and face as veins bulged. He had anger issues. Good to know. "I don't have to put up with this, do I? It would be so easy to get her to agree to what we want her to do if you let me do things my way." The grumpy man in my face said like he wasn't casually discussing my torture.

      The more reserved guy opposite the table shook his head. "We already went over the reasons you can't do that before we came in here. How about you leave and let me take care of this?"

      "I don't think so." He shook his head as he crossed his arms, then perched half his ass on the small table. While he took a position of power, sitting above me and glaring down, I didn't let it get to me.

      I had a feeling they needed me to do something semi-willingly. Which meant I retained a tiny bit of power in this situation. Though only time would tell. "You know what, I think I would feel a little more cooperative if Mr. Grumpy Britches left."

      "Never gonna happen."

      The reserved guy cleared his throat. "You heard Ms. Hansley."

      "You can't be fucking serious?" After a long glare at the other guard, the grumpy one stomped out of the room and slammed the door. A soft smile pulled at my lips, which quickly disappeared.

      "Don't think that because I sent him out that you're in control here. He's in a bad mood and won't help the situation, but at no point are you in charge except for the one decision you make at the end of our conversation." He unlocked his fingers and moved until his arms rested on the table. "You can call me Mr. Smith. Acknowledge that you understand, Ms. Hansley."

      Well shit. So much for that approach. Maybe toning it down would work better? "Okay, Mr. Smith."

      "Very good." He pulled a folder from his lap I hadn't noticed him carry in. He opened and splayed out several pictures. I saw Trux's face, then Rhiot, Ryker, Grayson, Kearan, and Seph. My stomach dropped at the sight of them. While I barely knew them on a personal level, the pictures instantly reminded me of how much I missed them. A deep ache settled in my chest. "Supernatural Team 3 is one of our most prized assets. Aside from being highly trained for a multitude of situations and scenarios, they're important to our mission."

      I grabbed my shoes like I could walk out of the room anytime I wanted. "And exactly who is holding me and under what authority? Last I checked, the government couldn't snatch random people off the street and detain them for shits and giggles."

      Mr. Smith held up his index finger. "Ah, that's where the problem is. You're not random, not in the slightest. To these six individuals, you represent the greatest weakness and distraction to the Agenti Division of the military. Which makes you a threat to national security, so we're detaining you as a possible terrorist."

      My mouth dropped open for several long seconds before I began processing everything he said. "Terrorist? I'm sorry, but you must have the wrong person. I'm barely a functional adult with loads of parental issues. In no capacity could I do something that takes the level of planning like being a terrorist. Shit, I have a pest problem at my own house and I can't even get rid of them. You all have your information scrambled somewhere."

      "You're the human woman who every member of Supernatural Team 3 seems to think is their Tsigo. While mating with one of them is risky enough, somehow convincing all six of them that they're your fated mate… well, that's impossible. Shifters don't work that way. Or they shouldn't." He moved the profiles around until Trux's emotionless face was closest to me. "And our intel reveals that you've already started the mating process with Trux, which puts us in a tricky position. Having power over the alpha of the team is something we can't allow. If we stop the bond from forming, then we'll lose one of our most valuable assets when the Hesolga overtakes him. The team will be useless for quite some time if we ever salvage them. Often times, we have to cancel them."

      I waved my hand to cut him off. "I'm sorry, what does that word mean… Hesolga?"

      He let out a long breath. "Once a fated couple starts the bonding ritual, they have a full lunar cycle to complete it. A slow form of insanity builds up in the male shifter called Hesolga as the couple gets closer to the deadline. If they don't finish mating in time, then he goes rabid and must be put down before harming anyone. Once they're overtaken by the madness, they're difficult to catch and unpredictable with who they'll attack."

      My stomach twisted in my gut as the pieces fell into place from a conversation with Trux early on. A lunar cycle… I'd have to claim all of them at least once, if not three times, before it was up. I'd been too distracted to ask what happened if we didn't. Dammit Trux, why had he risked all of them? I felt the building need to claim them, but I thought that was the bond pulling us closer. Well, I guess it was, in a way, but the horrible outcome for them was something I couldn't let happen.

      Mr. Smith cleared his throat. "So you see, we have to decide if we let the team's delusion continue, permit you to finish mating Trux, or if we decide to cut our losses."

      Cut their losses… like my mates were some inanimate object to take out like a bag of trash. Fury bubbled in my chest at this cool threat. Who was he to decide if my Tsigos lived or died? No. Fuck this guy. I wouldn't let him or anyone else hurt them. Heat infused my veins until I felt like I'd explode from the pressure.

      No one threatened my mates. I'd protect them and eliminate anyone who intended to harm them. The hair on my arms stood straight up as if the room was statically charged. When the pressure became too much, I imagined it bursting out of my body.

      The room swirled around me, a ring of fire bursting into existence around the two of us. It reminded me of the trap Ro used on me when I accidentally released him from the hell realm where he'd been trapped.

      Mr. Smith clapped his hands in a slow, appreciative manner. "Or we have option two."

      "What's that?" The flames died down a bit, but didn't go away completely.

      He crossed his arms with a smug smile, like he wasn't the least bit fazed by my display of demonic power. "We expand Supernatural Team 3 with a recruit… you."
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          TOMORROW WILL START YOUR OFFICIAL FIRST DAY OF TRAINING.

        

      

    

    
      My brain skipped several times like a scratched record before it gave up processing the man's words. "I'm sorry, what?"

      "You heard me." Mr. Smith's lips pulled into a smile for a fraction of a second before he relaxed his face. I couldn't decipher his emotions. "Join the team. It would solve most of our problems."

      I waved my hand between us, dismissing him. "I don't know the first thing about a special ops team. Besides, I'm rather accident prone. I'm guessing in all your intel you didn't hear how the team found me? Of course not, because if you had, you wouldn't be offering me a spot on a team."

      "Skills can be learned through training. It's your natural ability that we're after."

      His words sent a chill through me. I had no natural ability… not as a human. He had to be referring to my demonic abilities. I glanced around the room, taking in the strange realization that the fake fire climbing the walls was nothing more than a demonic illusion. One I'd accidentally used in a moment of elevated emotions… just like the same ability Ro had intentionally used against the team and me.

      They didn't care about me. All they wanted was access to my abilities. I was the perfect tool to keep the team in line and vice versa. Which meant this had been their goal all along. My gaze darted to the door where the surly guard had left through. Regardless of what they'd said earlier or how they planned everything, me joining the team had been their only motivation. So what was their back up plan? "And what if I refuse?"

      The smile returned to Mr. Smith's face. "You won't."

      "But what if I do?" The hair on the back of my neck prickled as a bad feeling settled in my gut.

      "You. Won't." He slid the pictures of my Tsigos toward me one at a time, in a painstaking slow movement that shouted an implied threat. If I didn't agree, they'd use my mates against me. Even though Mr. Smith didn't say the words, I knew them to be true.

      At that moment, I knew it was a matter of when and how I'd give into their demands. I refused to risk the lives of my mates over pride. They'd chosen a life of serving on the team, so why couldn't? Every newbie had to start somewhere, and I had a knack of jumping into things without planning. Could this be so much worse?

      Besides, if I made this smooth, maybe I could push to have one of my mates brought here. A little old fashioned give and take as it were. Which one should I ask for? No way would they let me have Trux. Aside from leading the team, he was the only one I'd bonded with so far. That and they believed he was my only Tsigo mate and the rest were under a delusion.

      I thought about everything I knew about each of them and settled on Rhiot. He was the demonologist and the one I needed the most information from at the moment. My gaze returned to Mr. Smith. "If I accept, I want to see Rhiot. In person and privately."

      His gaze darted to the side for a brief moment as if he was listening to something I couldn't hear. "We'll determine which team member comes. Then you have a deal."

      "Fine." I should have known they wouldn't let me have access to the demon expert.

      "Very well then. Let's get you settled." Mr. Smith stood up and opened the door, then gestured for me to go through first.

      Still barefoot while wearing my gala dress and carrying the tortuous shoes, I stepped through the door into a long corridor. It was completely free of personality. The walls were a dull grey, which almost matched the cement floor. The ceiling was the exact same white tile as the interrogation room.

      Mr. Smith cleared his throat. "Five doors down and on the left is your private room."

      "Should I be concerned why you had a random room ready for me?" I counted the doors as I walked, not sure how I'd ever find my room again.

      "Because we were certain of success. You're a very intelligent woman, Ms. Hansley. We had no doubt that you'd make the right decision for everyone involved." He maintained a perfectly spaced distance from me.

      In other words, they knew they'd win with or without a fight. Which meant I'd probably picked the easiest option of just giving in from the start. Besides, I knew my mates would find a way to save me… or somehow fix the situation. It might take time and playing nice, but they always found a way. It was more a matter of time and trying things out, which I couldn't do until we were all back together.

      "Here we are Ms. Hansley. Your room is fully stocked with anything you'll need. If by chance we missed something, please let us know. There is a tablet next to your bedside you can use to communicate with us in off hours. It's locked into our system, so please don't bother with trying to contact anyone outside of our compound. You'll just irritate the IT team and you really don't want to do that." He reached forward and pressed his hand against a faintly outline box on the wall I hadn't seen until he pointed it out. The box lit up as it scanned his palm, then the door clicked and swung open.

      "Let me guess, all the doors are like that so I can't wander into a place where I'm not allowed?" I stepped inside when it became apparent he wouldn't be joining me.

      "Exactly. It's four in the evening. Please select your meal for the night from the options provided on the tablet. We know you have no food allergies or intolerances, so please let us know immediately if one develops." He started to let the door swing shut before he put his hand in the way. "Might I recommend you shower and relax for the night? Tomorrow will start your official first day of training and we wouldn't want you exhausted. Your point of contact will be here soon. Good night Ms. Hansley."

      The door shut on his words. I pushed on the door, trying to ask him what he meant about my point of contact, but the damn thing didn't budge. With the palm of my hand, I pressed it against the faintly outlined box on the wall, but it flashed red and made a rather angry beep. Looked like I wasn't able to come and go from my own room. At this rate, it felt more like a prison than anything else.

      I dropped on the edge of the bed, sighing at my life in general. So many changes in such little time. I didn't think I could handle much more. The room was utilitarian, with each and every space having a purpose. On one wall was a desk built out from the wall with a metal chair. Above the countertop was a mirror with a button on one side. To the right of the desk were drawers that started at waist length and went to the floor. Above the drawers was a rod holding what appeared to be several black outfits.

      The bed I sat on was moderately stiff, with a military green
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