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Paranormal Futuristic Dark Fantasy Shifter Romance

Saving the world is never easy...

Adam Shafer seems to have it all, sex appeal, brawn, magikal powers, superhero status, the ability to charm the pants off any female. Any female whose not the sexy, leggy blonde Special Paranormal Prosecutor, Tori Dore. They’ve been working hard to convict an evil mastermind but Tori doesn’t seem to even notice Adam exists. He’s sure his powers of persuasion are still working, but with Tory they seem defective. This can only mean one thing, she’s his destined mate. Can he convince her he’s more than a man-whore before evil rears its ugly head, threatening their happiness?
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Victoria “Tori” Dore set her black leather briefcase down on the marble floor and exhaled deeply. The courthouse’s hallways seemed overcrowded even though the media had been forced off grounds while the jury deliberated. The trial against Zephaniah had ended and now judgment was in the hands of twelve men and women. The case had consumed the greater part of the last year of her life.

If it kept a criminal mastermind such as Zephaniah off the streets, it was worth every second of it. Maybe more. Zephaniah’s reign of terror had lasted decades. He’d done his part in making humans fear anything different from them. Thankfully, many still held out hope that supernaturals weren’t all evil. 

A man she’d come to know fairly well approached, with coffee in hand. He smiled, his blue eyes twinkling with delight. She stared at Adam Shafer, who stood nearly six and half feet tall, with a head of shoulder-length chestnut brown hair and muscles that begged to be touched. She clenched her fingers, resisting the urge to do just that, as she’d wanted to do for the greater part of a year. “Mr. Shafer, please tell me one of those cups is for me.” 

Very few men could pull off suave the way he managed to. He had a certain swagger about him she couldn’t quite put her finger on, but it was something indeed. “It is and I’d appreciate it if you called me Adam, Ms. Dore.” 

She took the cup from him and moved over on the bench in the courthouse hallway, making room for him. She wasn’t sure he even wanted to spend additional time with her. Didn’t hurt to see. “Have a seat.” 

He did, his body brushing hers in the process. “Do you think the jury will deliberate long?” 

As a special case prosecutor for the city, Tori had never thought she’d have the pleasure of putting Zephaniah on trial, let alone get to the point she might really get a conviction. The man’s connections ran as deep as his pockets. “I don’t know.” 

“It’s been almost three hours,” Adam offered. “Is that good or bad?”

A nervous smile crept over her face. “Both. It means they didn’t rush a verdict but it also means they’re hung up on something.”

“Fear,” he said. The one word hung in the air between them. 

Adam was right. Zephaniah wasn’t someone anyone in their right mind would go up against. Thankfully, Tori wasn’t known for taking the sane approach to life. Already she’d received numerous threats from Zephaniah’s cult-like followers. That didn’t bother her. She wasn’t your everyday, garden-variety girl and could take care of herself. Her purpose was to uphold justice—no matter what. Even if crazed people wanted to threaten her as often as they could. 

“Have you seen the headlines?” Adam fingered the rim of his coffee cup. “They’re already speculating he’ll be acquitted on all charges.” 

Tori shrugged, knowing how the majority felt on the situation. But her gut told her a guilty verdict would arise and Tori tended to follow her instincts. A shroud of silence fell over them and Tori sipped her coffee, her mind wandering to the past year’s events. She’d lived and breathed the case. What would life be like after the trial? It would never be the same, that much was for sure. The tabloids had thrust her into the limelight. The last time a case received as much media attention, a Bronco and a low-speed chase were involved. While that too had occurred within her district, she didn’t handle human trials. Only the supernatural for her. 

Her gaze drifted lazily toward Adam. He sat, his posture relaxed, much like his attitude. Tori grinned. “Without you and your fellow League Members, this trial wouldn’t have been possible.”

Red crept over his cheeks. He didn’t strike her as a modest man. 

“Have I thanked you for capturing him?”

He shifted awkwardly, something she wasn’t accustomed to seeing from Adam. “It’s my job,” he muttered.

“Still,” she countered, “without the evidence you collected, none of this would have been possible. Not to mention, your team captured him. Thank you for that.” It was something she should have told him when the trial first began.

For a year she’d kept Adam at arm’s length because he was considered a vital key witness for the prosecution. It had been difficult to do. It was easy to get lost in his blue gaze or stare dreamily at the cleft in his chin. Men shouldn’t come in such hunky, delicious packages. At least not men she was supposed to ignore and treat as nothing more than a witness. 

Tori sipped her coffee and rolled her shoulders, hoping the kink in them would give soon. Adam touched her upper thigh and she jerked, nearly dumping coffee down herself. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Tori bumped his muscular arm and smiled, feeling her cheeks flush. “It’s fine. I’m sorry. It’s not you. I wasn’t paying attention. I was zoning. Again.” 

The edges of his mouth lifted just enough to hint at a smile. It was sexy regardless how barely there it was. Adam had a certain understated way about him. “Want to talk about it?” 

“About what?” she asked, caught off-guard from being transfixed by his smile. 

“About whatever it was your mind was on when I was asking you if you were hungry and if you’d be up for grabbing a bite to eat.” He nudged her lightly. “Whatever you were zoning on.” 

Tori thought about his offer of food and was surprised to find herself nodding. “I could eat.” 

A coquettish smile slid over his face. “You could, huh?” 

Was he flirting with her? 

No. 

A man like Adam wouldn’t be interested in the likes of her. 

Roxy, Tori’s Assistant Special Prosecutor, walked around the corner and came to a dead stop when she spotted Adam sitting next to Tori. “I can come back.” 

Tori sat up straight but made no move to leave Adam’s side. It was just too inviting. “What’s up? Is the jury back yet?” 

“Pfft, no.” Roxy grinned, holding up a familiar-looking cell phone. “You dropped this, again. And your brother has called twice since I picked it up. Persistent guy.” 

“You have no idea,” Tori said with a laugh before pointing to her cell phone. “There are days I think I’d forget my head if it wasn’t attached.” 

“Because you have too much on your mind, Victoria.” Roxy gave her a hard stare. “You’re run-down and need to unwind. Let’s go out and celebrate tonight. After we get our guilty verdict.” 

“Assuming we get a guilty verdict,” Tori amended. 

“We will,” Roxy assured. “Get your dancing shoes picked out.”

Tori laughed. “Me? Out on the town? Uh, I don’t think so. It’s not really my thing.” 

Roxy put a well-manicured hand on her hip. “If I didn’t know you’re only thirty, I’d have thought you were a thousand with a really good plastic surgeon. You need to live a little.” 

Tori averted her gaze, embarrassed. “I’ve never really been much of a social butterfly, Roxy.” 

“Seems like
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