

  [image: Cover]




Ashley Johnson

Jordan Romano- Prequel


A Jelena Cohert Novella Book 2





  
    First published by Forever Press 2020

  

  Copyright © 2020 by Ashley Johnson


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Ashley Johnson asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  

  

  
    Second edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Editing by Shelley Mascia

      
    

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  





  I am beyond grateful for being able to share books with women of color leads and have it accepted. Thank you for those who supported me and continue to do so. 

#7Strong






  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I’ve always been my brothers keeper
        
      

    
      	
        Playboy
        
      

    
      	
        Business as usual
        
      

    
      	
        Family night
        
      

    
      	
        Familiar run in
        
      

    
      	
        Secrets
        
      

    
      	
        Too much on my plate
        
      

    
      	
        Let me know when I can eat you
        
      

    
      	
        Preparation and realization
        
      

    
      	
        Old habits die hard
        
      

    
      	
        Get you shit togetherJohn
        
      

    
      	
        Mixed feelings
        
      

    
      	
        Not both of you, just you
        
      

    
      	
        Gotcha’
        
      

    
      	
        Why are you so cold to me?
        
      

    
      	
        It’s brewing
        
      

    
      	
        One more day
        
      

    
      	
        Old Tricks
        
      

    
      	
        The set up
        
      

    
      	
        Crowing Ceremony
        
      

    
      	
        The fight begins
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Ashley Johnson
        
      

    
    


  





  
  
  I’ve always been my brothers keeper

  
  










Jordan was sitting on his balcony with a stiff drink, enjoying the cool night air.  He remembered the first time he shifted. He was 10 years old and both his older brothers, Johnathan and Jacob, had already shifted. They teased him everyday about not being able to. 

One day Jordan and his brothers played football in the back yard. They had their cousins over and had a good game going on. It was family against family and Jordan and his brothers were ahead. 

Jacob threw the ball and it went soaring through the air, right to Johnathan. He was sure to catch it and he was in the end zone. 

Suddenly their dad came rushing out of the house. He came charging at Jacob yelling “I’ve told you more than once.”

Everyone turned and looked at him and Johnathan missed the ball. John, their father, was over six feet tall and extremely built. His arms were bulging and when he was mad you could see his veins. 

Like now. 

He had shoulder-length hair that he kept in a ponytail or bun most of the time. 

He came running down the small hill to where the boys were playing and jumped. In the air, his bones cracked and brown fur sprouted from his body. He let out a groan of agony as the bones reformed from human to wolf. He hit the ground on all fours with gold sparkling in his eyes and jumped on Jacob. 

All his cousins scattered and ran. Johnathan was so scared that he shifted and went to hide in the nearby woods. 

Jacob stood his ground, he was thirteen and his aging ceremony was in a few weeks. Jordan knew he was never back down from their dad. He also knew his dad was more powerful and Jacob stood no chance. 

Jordan didn’t know what to do. His head was on top of Jacob and was growing in his face. They were speaking telepathically. Wolf shifters could do that when at least one of them was in animal form.

Jordan had to shift first though. Telepathy does not happen until you have your shift under control. 

Jordan did not know what was going on but he saw Jacob bleeding from where their dad has his three inch claws digging into his skin. 

Jordan’s heart rate increased, his fist balled up and he was trembling. Before he knew his canines sprang forward. He did not feel the pain that was supposed to accompany it. He was supposed to be in agony when his bones broke and reshaped. He was supposed to feel the pain that happened when his canines broke free and his teeth grew from human to animal. He was supposed to be paralyzed and his body completed the change for the first time. 

But he wasn’t.

He began breathing heavily. Looking down, he realized his fists were clenched and he was biting down so hard he’s surprised his teeth didn’t shatter.  He hated to see Jacob struggling on the ground. Not being big enough, strong enough or skilled enough to defend himself.

And he hated his father for taking advantage of that. 

Before he knew it he was running, on four legs. A majestic black wolf running across their backyard is going to save his brother. 




Jordan chuckled and sipped his drink. 

Of course their father mutilated them and it took 4 days to heal properly. He was his brother’s keeper though. 








  
  
  Playboy

  
  




t was dark in the club with only a few multicolored lights flashing by the DJ booth. Bodies were jammed packed on the dance floor. Girls in packs, sweating and dancing in a circle. Guys taking shots to pull one aside and dance. 

Jordan was posted on the wall by the door and laughed. It was funny when the guys thought they would have a chance to break up a group of dancing girls. 

These punks were amateurs though. Jordan knew how this crowd worked. He would stand here, posted on the wall next to the door and the girls would come to him. 

Jordan was six feet tall with naturally tanned skin. He had short brown hair with a full beard. He had bulging muscles that he took care of in the gym four days a week. His eyes were dark brown and he swallowed these girls all the time. 

The music changed and all the girls started twerking. He was living the life. Having a different girl every week while his brothers were off starting families. 

That’s one thing Jordan did not want to settle down. 

To hear his mother tell it, he just needed to find the right girl, imprint.

Jordan didn’t think so. He loved his life now and didn’t want to change it. 

A short brunette with curly hair walked over to him and laid her hand on his shoulder. 

“Hey, I’m Rebecca,” she said, twirling her hair with her other hand. She was giving him flirty eyes. Big and wide, blinking more than necessary. 

Jordan leaned in close to her ear and whispered in a low tone “Hey sexy. I’m Jordan.”

Rebecca giggled and began dancing on him. She turned around, putting her hands on her knees and twerked like everyone else . 

Jordan knew how to dance, something that drove the girls wild.

He grabbed her hips with both hands, bent his knees so her ass was right where he wanted it, pressed up against her and started moving to her beat. 

Rebecca loved his moves because she went wild. She backed him up so far that he hit the wall again. 

He kept up with her all the way until the end of the song. The music changed to some upbeat top 40 song and Rebecca turned and looked at him “buy me a drink?” she asked pretending to be coy. 

“I have something you’re going to like back at my place.”

She grinned and grabbed his hand “led the way.”

* * *










The car ride to Jordan’s house, on the Romano property, from the night club in a suburb of Miami was about 25 minutes. 

“I’m getting inpatient Jordan, we’ve been in the car for hours,” Rebecca whined. 

Jordan glanced at her quickly with a mischievous grin. “We have about 10 minutes left, Nothing is stopping us from starting a little early though.” 

Rebecca smirked and licked her lips. “You mean I get a taste?” 

Jordan pushed his seat back as far as he could while still comfortably managing the pedals. He shifted his body so he was leaning and driving with his left hand. He turned and glanced at her “Do you want a taste?”

Rebecca unbuckled her seat belt and got on her knees sideways in the seat. She unbuckled Jordan’s belt and lifted so she could have access. 

Rebecca’s eyes got wide and she licked her lips again. Grabbing him she began to give him the best head he had in a while. 

It took a lot of concentration to keep from swerving and crashing into something. 

His muscles began to tense and he was grateful for the long empty road that led back to his place. 

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” he shouted. 

Rebecca took that as a cue to go into over drive. She grabbed his balls and began massaging them while taking him into the back of her throat. She bobbed and weaved until Jordan took his foot off the gas and exploded into her mouth. His eyes were closed and his head titled back on the seat. 

The car was coasting slowly along. Rebecca swallowed every drop he produced and licked her lips “I need more,” she said in a playful voice. 

Jordan sat up in the chair and took control of the car again. Close to his house he drove like a maniac the last couple miles. 

When they arrived at Jordan’s house he parked the car and left the keys in the ignition. 

They exited the car and Jordan’s pants fell, he forgot they were undone. 

Rebecca came around the car and looked at him and began to laugh. 

“Look’s like you’re struggling there Jordan,” she teased. 

Jordan walked the few steps and grabbed her. He spun her around and pressed her into the hood of the car. Pulling down the shorts she had on he trusted into her, tipping on losing control. 

Rebecca called out in pain and Jordan stilled. 

“What, don’t stop,” she screamed while moving her hips back and forth, willing him to keep moving. 

Jordan smirked and rammed into her again.

Rebecca screamed and her body went limp on the car. 

Jordan grabbed her hips with both hands and trusted quick and hard finding his release. He collapsed on top of her. 

They were both sweating so much that their clothes were stuck to their bodies. 

“Any more where that came from?” Rebecca asked between breaths. 

“Hell yeah.”








  
  
  Business as usual

  
  







What the fuck man!” Jordan exclaimed. The sudden assault of sunshine jerked him from his peaceful sleep. Rebecca hit the floor with a thud, pushed from the bed at his sudden movements. She groaned in pain, holding the side of her head that hit the floor. 

“Watch how you speak to me,” Diane Romano, Jordan’s mother, said sharply. “Perhaps you should get dressed and leave my dear,” She said looking at Rebecca. 

Rebecca’s face turned beet red as she glanced up at Diane. She frantically looked around for her clothes while trying to cover up with her hands. 

“I am so sorry, I didn’t know.” 

She hoped around on one foot trying to step into her panties. Rebecca crossed the room and grabbed her shirt, putting it on inside out. She spun in circles trying to find her shorts. 

“No, really, It is okay dear,” Diane tried to reassure her. 

“You know what, forget it,” Rebecca muttered. She looked at Diane “I am so, so sorry.” When she looked at Jordan, he had laid back down on the bed and pulled his blankets over his face.” 

She let out a gruff sound and rushed out of the room. 

Diane, with her hands on her hips, looked at Jordan scowling. Before she had a chance to say anything Rebecca came hesitantly back into the room.

“I, uh. Do you think, I - he was my ride,’ she finally spits out. 

Diane smiled and reached for her phone. “No problem,” she said. 

After she spoke on the phone she looked at Rebecca with warmth in her eyes, “My other son will take you where you need to go.”

Rebecca began stammering over her words. 

“No need to be embarrassed my dear. I am well aware of my son’s habits.” Diane chuckled slightly “however, I think you should find your bottoms. I’m sure my son’s wife will not be happy if he has a half naked beautiful girl in his car. ”







* * *

Jordan groaned as he heard his mother yell from the other room again. He took the pillow and put it over his head. 

Diane stuck her head in the room. “Jordan Romano, now I have gotten your conquest safely home. Today is the monthly family dinner, and I need your help. Get up now and come on. I need my serving utensils and I cannot find them.” 

Jordan sighed heavily and rolled out of bed. He stomped over to the bathroom and slammed the door. 
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