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            A WORD OF WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      My books are steamy.

      Shifters are a passionate lot so there may be a bit of swearing. I like to think it adds colour but if you’re not a fan of cursing, consider yourself warned.

      There is some violence but nothing too graphic. Some injuries too, but given these shifters have special healing powers, nothing permanent.

      Due to the use of British English, there may be more u’s, double l’s than you’re used to.

      Hopefully that doesn’t bother you too much if you’re not used to it, and we can enjoy the story instead.

      Reece

      Xxx

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            JONATHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as I sit down, I realise why I’ve been feeling on edge since I stepped inside the ballroom. I thought it was simply nerves from being at my first alpha conference since taking over the leadership of my pack. Turns out that’s not why my heart is racing, and my palms feel clammy.

      She’s here.

      Across the room, I see her glossy, dark hair sway as she turns her head from side to side, looking for something.

      Or someone.

      One of the thin straps on her gold satin dress slips off her tanned shoulder as she swivels around in her chair while scanning the crowd. Still smiling, she continues to make polite conversation with the older alpha sitting across from her, but she’s distracted.

      She knows.

      “Alpha Jones?”

      Suzanne, the manager of my family's hotel bends, placing herself directly in my line of vision as she tries to catch my attention. Much to my irritation, she’s blocking my view of the captivating beauty on the far side of the room. The top button of Suzanne’s white blouse is open strategically to reveal her ample cleavage and the sexy lingerie she’s wearing, and she aims a flirtatious smile in my direction, not picking up on my impatience.

      Previously, she may have caught my attention, despite the fact that I know she’s more interested in my family’s assets and status than in me, but not tonight, or ever again. With a wave of my hand, I dismiss her, refusing to be distracted.

      “Whatever it is, it can wait, Suzanne.”

      Nothing is more important than this. The hotel could be burning down and I’d tell her to find someone else to deal with it.

      “Jonathan, where are you manners?” My sister Helen chastises me, glaring at the side of my head when I refuse to look in her direction, ignoring her as well. I love my sister, but right now, she’s just another thing keeping me from going to her.

      Helen squeezes my arm, irritated by my rudeness, but I brush her hand off and slowly climb to my feet. Folding my white linen napkin on the table, I push my chair back. The sharpness of my tone and the unexpected movement attracts the attention of other guests at the large circular table. I only just sat down and now I’m leaving again.

      They watch intently, waiting to see what’s about to unfold as I move determinedly across the floor, making a beeline straight for the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. The gossip is already beginning as they lean into each other, hushed whispers follow my path, speculating about what’s going to happen next.

      A room full of alphas inevitably leads to tension. Fights aren’t uncommon, and while they’re frowned upon in theory because we’re supposed to lead by example, they’re still highly entertaining when you’re not involved. The other alphas instinctively expect the worst, but tonight, I have no interest in any drama. Only her.

      I don’t care that everyone is staring as I close in. Nothing else exists at this moment except me and her.

      Long, slim fingers tuck her hair behind her ear as she shifts in her seat, sensing my approach.

      As our eyes lock and she smiles softly, red painted lips curl up to reveal perfect white teeth as she finally spots me. We’ve never met before, but that doesn’t matter. We both know exactly who we are to each other.

      Fated mates. Two people destined to be together. The most treasured bond of all.

      It’s undeniable and impossible to ignore.

      The room falls silent as I come to a halt at the edge of the table, the electricity in the air unmistakable. Everyone can feel the magic. The ballroom is filled with senior members of the Reynold’s pack, our closest neighbours and occasional rivals, and one by one they fall silent and look up in anticipation.

      Without looking away from her beautiful face, I extend a hand, and she places her delicate palm in mine. Sparks shoot up my arm, and instantly, it feels so right. Her fingers belong in mine. I can already feel the bond stretching between us, strands winding together and getting stronger from just that one touch.

      We’re meant to be.

      Destiny brought us together, and nothing but death will tear us apart.

      “Well, well, well. The moon goddess has done well..”

      Marie’s voice is like velvet as she extends a hand for me to kiss, which I take willingly, my eyes never leaving hers. The twinkle there is undeniable. I smile, knowing she’s going to be a handful already.

      “Jones? Is this what I think it is?” Alpha Reynolds inquires, his gaze darting back and forth between us. We continue to stare at each other, completely wrapped up in the miracle unfolding as I nod, and a gasp goes up around the room, followed by a wave of whispers, which travels around the room as everyone realises what’s happening.

      My mate stands gracefully, her extended hand still in mine as she turns to face the alpha, stepping into my side where she belongs. The move is so natural, as if we’d been together forever. My arm slips around her waist, and she leans closer, pressing her body to mine. Without even realising, my thumb starts rubbing circles on her skin, needing to touch her constantly.

      We fit together perfectly, like two pieces of a puzzle.

      Her heavenly scent surrounds me, and I have to grit my teeth to stop the growl of possessiveness bubbling up inside. Everyone’s eyes on her have my wolf on edge. She’s ours, and the desire to steal her away is strong. It’s a battle to remain professional and not give in to the primitive urges threatening to break my control.

      Gripping her tighter, I meet the eye of Alpha David Reynolds and nod.

      “It is. She’s my mate,” I confirm with pride, my chest swelling with the idea the moon goddess saw fit to give me such a treasure.

      Hearing the words out loud and the gasps that follow from around the room snaps me out of my daze. This is real. I’ve found her at last.

      “I’m Marie,” she supplies helpfully with a soft laugh, planting one hand on my chest and wrapping herself around me.

      My wolf calms, his protectiveness eased by her confident claiming of me, telling the entire room that she’s now spoken for.

      Seeing how Marie has plastered herself to my body and hearing the low steady rumble now coming from my chest, David sighs heavily, casting a concerned glance at his luna.

      “Graham won’t be happy,” he mutters. Scrubbing a hand over his jaw, he looks concerned.

      Marie tenses and blinks up at me, suddenly some doubt shining in her eyes as the meaning behind his words hits home. A quick look around the rest of the table tells me he’s not the only one worried about how his son and future heir to the pack will react.

      “You came here with someone else. You’re here with Graham Reynolds.”

      I have no right, but jealousy burns my gut. A ferocious snarl passes between my lips as I push my mate behind me.

      Marie is mine. No other male may even touch her.

      “No, I came here with my parents,” she clarifies carefully, holding my gaze to ensure I can see she’s being truthful. My wolf calms a little. “But we have been on a few dates.”

      Reynolds will never lay eyes on her, let alone touch her, ever again.

      “Obviously, that’s over now,” she assures me, and again, the tension in my shoulders eases a little.

      Marie’s fingers twist into the back of my shirt as she pokes her head out from behind me.

      “I’ll speak to Graham, Alpha Reynolds. Obviously, neither of us would intentionally hurt your son, but we can’t help fate. Thank you for your understanding.”

      Dark lashes rest against her cheek as she looks down, giving the alpha and his family the respect they deserve.

      Pushing to his feet, he shakes my hand but his face is grave. Alpha Reynolds has been in charge of his pack a long time. I’ve asked him before why he doesn’t retire and enjoy his golden years, but his tense demeanour confirms my suspicions.

      The next generation in the Reynolds’s household might not be ready for the job yet. That’s probably why he’s not here. If his control is poor, being surrounded by strong alphas who love to jostle for dominance is a recipe for disaster. If they sensed a less than solid temperament, they’d taunt and poke at him until he snapped, just for fun.

      “Congratulations, Jonathan.” His words are genuine, but the undercurrent of concern is unmissable. “I fear this will not be the end of it, though. You have a true gem here; one my son will not give up willingly. Watch your back.”

      Dread slithers down my spine at his warning. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was afraid of his own son. No father would say such a thing about their own flesh and blood to another alpha unless they really meant it. But as Marie strokes her hand up my stomach and to my chest while gazing up adoringly at me, it’s hard to care about another male right now.

      He’s not here tonight. And even when he does show his face, it won’t change anything. I know she’ll be worth whatever trouble Graham Reynolds sends my way.
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      Alpha Reynolds’s words have unsettled my mate, but when I stretch up and place a gentle kiss on his cheek, he snaps out of it. Instantly, a broad grin erupts on his handsome face. When I attempt to move back, unsure how he feels about public displays of affection, he takes my face in his two hands to stop me from pulling away.

      “That felt good.”

      Leaning down, he wraps one hand around the back of my neck, and with the other, brushes his thumb along my jaw, then gently over my bottom lip, the appreciative rumbling in his chest gets louder.

      “Marie, my mate,” he whispers reverently, our lips ghosting against each other as he speaks. “I’m never going to get tired of saying that.”

      As he stares at me, his handsome features intense and his dark eyes filled with lust and desire, I melt. How did I get this lucky? It’s like someone created my ideal man, with his strong jaw and sharp cheekbones, and just dropped him in front of me.

      Swallowing hard, trying to dampen the lust building within me, I wait, letting my eyes flutter closed. Finally done teasing me, Jonathan’s lips touch mine. At first, it’s tender, but when I part my lips and dart my tongue out to meet his, his hands move to my back, tugging me hard against his firm body as he intensifies our embrace.

      I’m vaguely aware of a cheer going up around the ballroom, full of visiting alphas and lunas from all the packs in the region, as Jonathan swings me up into his arms and marches toward the exit.

      “Poor Graham,” I hear someone whisper.

      “Couldn’t happen to a nicer guy.” Someone else sneers.

      Ignoring the giggles from the crowd behind us, I loop my arms around my mate’s neck and kiss a path up the front of his throat, licking and nibbling his warm skin as I go. My fingers deftly open his collar and slide under the thin material so I can feel the warm skin of his chest, and I toss his bow tie somewhere behind me as I enjoy his muscled chest.

      “Fuck,” he curses, stopping just outside the double doors and looking up and down the wide, elegant hallway. “Don’t do that, or we won’t make it to my room.”

      Laughing, I torture him even more, thoroughly enjoying the chance to taste my mate and luxuriate in his scent. I scrape my nails along the back of his neck with one hand and make quick work of the buttons on his shirt with the other, growing more and more aroused with each extra inch of his chest that I expose.

      My fingers itch to touch his tanned skin, hard flat pecs and the dusting of dark hair that runs down the centre of his torso. The heat radiating from him makes my insides twist and my panties damp. I want to lick him all over and roll around in his masculine scent.

      Somehow, Jonathan manoeuvres us inside his enormous room without putting me down. Once the door is shut, he gently lowers me to my feet and steps back, looking sheepish despite the hunger in his eyes.

      “How did I get so lucky?” he asks in wonder, and I grin back, feeling drunk with lust.

      Shivering under his gaze, I stand still as his eyes drink their fill. I don’t miss how they snag on my tight nipples, visible beneath the delicate material of my dress.

      Clenching his fists tightly at his sides, he remains fixed to the spot, his chest rising and falling with his ragged breaths. The air in the room is thick with our desire, and my core clenches tight, feeling empty and needy.

      “We can take this slow. We don’t have to…” He flexes his fingers before balling them into fists again and looking to the ceiling as he struggles to remain in control.

      It’s adorable, really, watching this big man battle with himself for control. Just the thought of completing the mating bond has robbed him of his voice. He’s overestimating his willpower, and mine, or underestimating the strength of our connection, if he thinks we can resist.

      Or that I want to.

      I appreciate the effort, but it’s unnecessary. I’m more than happy with who the fates have chosen for me. There is no doubt on my part.

      “Look at me,” I demand, and Jonathan’s brown eyes find mine instantly. My heart skips a beat, and butterflies erupt in my belly. “I hate going slow. I hate overthinking things. I’m a woman of action. That’s one thing you’re going to learn fast.”

      It’s so overwhelming, it makes me pause to catch my breath as I take another step away from him, allowing my hips to sway seductively as I move.

      “Stay,” I command, giving him my best stern look while also curling my lips into a coy smile.

      When he waits patiently, an amused smile on his face at my audacity, I know this is a good man. Nobody orders an alpha around, but he’s indulging me, enjoying the little power play. He’s used to being the boss in every situation. This can be his first taste of having to listen to someone else for a change.

      And he deserves to be rewarded for his excellent behaviour.

      “Good boy,” I whisper, and his eyebrows shoot to his hairline, his expression morphing from surprise, to amused, and then something heated as my words soak in.

      “Godamnit, I should hate that but I don’t. I really, really don’t.”

      With nothing more than two sweeps of my fingers along my shoulders, and a shimmy of my hips, my satin gown slides down my body to the floor, pooling around my feet. I stand before him in nothing more than a tiny thong and my heels.
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