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Chapter 1


          

          Freya

        

      

    

    
      Splinter’s mouth met my own in a scorching kiss and I melted into his embrace, the party going on around me disappearing. A hot man who actually showed me some attention. It had made a change this week that was for sure. I could feel his hard cock pressing up against me, and forgetting myself for a moment, I pushed back against him.

      And then I was kissing fresh air, as the fact I was in a full room came back to me. I looked around at my best mate, Erica, and she pointed to a few metres away—where Splinter was crouched on all fours snarling. Oh, surely not? We all wanted an animal in bed, but out of it? Was he a bloody shifter too?

      But the biggest growl came from the man whose attention I’d been trying to get all week. The one who had shown zero interest in me to the point of rudeness, and who I’d just a couple of days ago told I was no longer going to bother with.

      The Paranormals’ drummer, Rex Colton.

      “Mine,” Rex growled. “My mate.”

      “Holy fucking shitballs. Looks like Rex’s have finally dropped,” Erica’s new boyfriend, lead singer, Zak announced.

      Rex stalked towards me, his eyes predatory, and he reached out and pulled me into his arms. As I raised my knee to give him a clear message of what I thought of his actions, he yelled out in pain. I’d not even hit my target yet, but Splinter had. He had Rex’s junk in his hand and was twisting hard.

      I was pulled to one side by Zak as Noah and Mya pulled the men apart. They were struggling, but members of security joined in until finally, the guys stood facing off.

      “She’s mine. My mate,” Rex growled at Splinter.

      “Since when?” Splinter asked.

      “Since you kissed her.”

      “Oh, sorry, pal. I’d not heard you say that. I just thought you were being one of those ‘don’t want her but no one else can have her’ kind of arseholes. Only I know all about how you’ve been treating her. She told me.” Splinter looked at me, releasing an appreciative sigh. “Freya’s a beautiful woman and she deserves someone who will treat her with respect. If you’re mated, then you need to sort your fucking self out.”

      “He is not my mate,” I announced, glad that only those in the know about paranormal creatures were within earshot. “Because NEWSFLASH, I’m not a fucking shifter.”

      “Neither was Renesmee in Twilight, but Jacob imprinted with her,” Erica said none too helpfully.

      I pointed at Rex. “He has seen me on many occasions. If I was his mate, he’d have known it before now. He needs to go see his furry friends and find out what the fuck is going on with him, because he’s clearly confusing asshattery with fated mates.”

      “That’s true,” Zak said to Rex. “Don’t you usually instantly know your mate?”

      “She’s my mate. I just must have a delayed response.” Rex was still grinding his words out as if they were pieces of hare in his mouth he was trying to chew while another wolf tried to get the carcass off him.

      “Listen up, you mutt,” I shouted over to him. “You had your chance and you made me feel like an idiot. You totally affected my self-esteem and had me heading towards Loserville. The week we were spending with you is over, and so is my time with you. So fuck off and good riddance.”

      I turned to my best friend. “Can I talk to you for a minute, outside?”

      “Sure. In fact, let’s go back up to our room for a bit, shall we? Get a break from all this intensity.”

      As I walked out of the room, I heard Rex emit a painful howl.

      Yeah, well, I’d felt like doing that myself at some points this week, so rather than feel sympathy I just thought ‘good’ and I hoped it hurt like toothache.
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        * * *

      

      Once back in our hotel suite, I walked over to the windows that looked out over the city and sighed. Staying in this suite with every meal provided and every comfort afforded had been truly special, but the week was over and real life beckoned. We were supposed to depart by noon tomorrow, but I was done.

      “Talk to me.” Erica patted the sofa next to her. “What’s going through your mind? Because days ago you wanted to climb Rex like a tree, and now you’re acting like someone shit on his branches.”

      I paced around the room. “He didn’t want me. Then I date someone else and all of a sudden, I’m his mate? That’s huge, isn’t it? To be a mate. Like forever and ever, amen. I don’t think so. I’m not being the mate of an arsehole who didn’t want me, so he needs to go unmate himself. As I’ve seen from my date this evening, there are plenty more shifters in the woods. Plus, I’ll take a human boy thank you very much. I’ve no intention of birthing something with claws.”

      “It was all very strange. They’re supposed to mate with their own pack, aren’t they?”

      I sighed. “I have no idea. All I know is that I want to go home, Erica.”

      “Oh, Frey. It’s our last night.”

      “It is, and I want you to spend it with Zak, bestie. You only just got together and I really, really want to be in my own house—alone. We’ve spent all week around so many people and it has been the most incredible experience to have shared with you, but I want to pack my stuff now and get the hell out of here.”

      Erica had known me long enough to know when my mind was made up.

      “Come on then. I’ll help you pack and make sure you get out of here safely. You must call me the moment you’re home though.”

      “Yes, Mum,” I said, and she rolled her eyes at me.

      “I almost got destroyed by a demon this week. You’ll forgive me for being a little safety sensitive.”

      My bestie had experienced quite the week. She ran The Paranormals fan club, and we’d been invited by Zak to spend the week with them as VIPs. She’d ended up as Zak’s own VIP, but not before having to face Abaddon, the demon who ran the seventh dimension of Hell.

      “I’ll let you know when I’m home, and then I won’t be contacting you until Monday, because I’m spending all weekend in bed, and I have a feeling you’ll be doing the same… only I’ll be sleeping.” I winked at her.

      Bless her, her eyes lit up. I’d been like that when I’d first got together with my ex, John. But it hadn’t lasted, to the point where I’d split up with him just before we came here. I had no regrets about that. All my regrets centred around the fact I’d wasted so much time throwing myself at Rex like a fly near a yellow-coloured sticky pad in a greenhouse.

      No more. I was going home, and I’d throw myself into work—which my boss would no doubt tell me would make a nice change—and I’d be on the lookout for a new man to fancy.

      I packed up my stuff, and wheeling my case to the door, I gave my bestie a massive hug. “I’ll speak to you next week, Erica, because talking with Zak’s cock in your mouth will be difficult for you.”

      I shook my head in amused dismay when she just smiled. Time to leave my loved-up bestie to it.

      Vikki, the Paranormals’ PA, had said we could have a driver take us back home, so I contacted them and waited until I received a text telling me the car was there before making my way down in the lift to the lobby. I took in my surroundings one final time: the luxurious lobby of the five-star Broadleaf Hotel with its deep red carpets, gold accents, and staff who couldn’t do enough for you. It had been a week to remember, seeing how a tour was put together and what went on behind the scenes, but I was ready for my own bed and some space.

      The concierge took my case, and I followed him out of the doors. He placed it in the boot of the car while the driver opened the rear door for me to climb inside. How would I ever cope with public transport again? As the door closed and the driver got behind the wheel, I looked up at the front of the hotel.

      Where Rex’s face was smushed up against the floor-to-ceiling window next to the revolving door, his hands pressed against the glass. I saw him bang against it. Behind him, I could see Noah trying to hold him, but then Rex was gone and in the revolving doors. However, he’d forgotten about vampire speed. Noah spun the door, so it went too fast for Rex to get out.

      The driver pulled out and we were on our way.

      And I reflected that Rex’s sudden about-face regarding the two of us had sent me dizzy, so it was only fair really that now he would be too.
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        * * *

      

      I lived in a small, two-bedroomed terraced house in Forest Gate. The only reason I could afford it was because my parents were so keen to get me out of their house, they’d agreed to pay half my rent.  It was very basic, but it was mine, and I felt happy as the driver pulled up outside my front door.

      With one last car door opened for me and my case brought up to my doorstep, I bid farewell with a hearty thanks and a handshake to the driver, and then I unlocked my front door and pushed it open.

      It was so quiet. Mail piled up behind the door, and I kicked it away so I could get inside. Once through, I opened a couple of windows to let some fresh air in—well, as fresh as London air got—and I filled the kettle and switched it on. I’d taken a handful of UHT milk cartons from the hotel, even though while there they’d actually provided fresh. It would do until I got to the shops tomorrow. Drink made, I walked upstairs to my small but adequate bedroom, and I flopped down onto my mattress after putting my drink on my bedside table. I sent Erica a quick text to let her know I was home.

      What a week!

      What a night!

      There were paranormals living amongst us. I would be suspicious of any hairy or pale-skinned person forevermore.

      I decided that once I’d drunk my tea, I’d put on my laptop and look up werewolves, to check out what it meant to be one before I finally tried to get to sleep. I did wonder if sleep would be an impossibility tonight given everything floating around my mind. It wouldn’t hurt to have information on my side, seeing as a wild animal was trying to mate with me. I mean what if they lost control and ripped your skin off as well as your clothes? I should know if there were any sprays you could buy to make them back off. You could get stuff for the garden to keep cats and dogs off. I needed a ‘Wolf-off’ spray. I’d check out Amazon just in case.

      Then I found myself wondering what happened if a wolf shifter and a human female did get together and I got cross with myself for letting my thoughts go there.

      Rex had lost his chance. He’d been unbelievably cold and dismissive of me.

      Now he could have a taste of his own medicine.

      I hoped it tasted really fucking disgusting and gave him side effects.
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        Rex

      

      

      

      I heard a beast growl, and I realised it was my beast. He was looking at Freya kissing another shifter and he was not fucking happy. Not fucking happy at all.

      MINNNEEEEEEEEEEEE.

      As Freya left the room with Erica, it felt like my heart went with her; like it would shatter into a million pieces. I felt her loss the moment she was too far away for my inner wolf to smell her, and I howled.

      And then I made a different howl as once again someone grabbed my balls and twisted.

      “Fucking hell. I’ll never have cubs if people keep doing this,” I said looking into the red eyes of my fanged friend, Noah.

      “Are you back with us, my friend?” he half asked, half hissed.

      “Yes,” I sighed. “But I feel all funny inside.”

      Zak tilted his head, looking at me. “Is your tummy flip-flopping?”

      “Yeah, that and my heart feels all pangy.”

      “Ah, well my heart doesn’t beat so I haven’t had any pangs, but it’s love, my friend. You’re in love.”

      I considered his words. Which was another miracle along with my having mated because Zak’s words were usually a complete crock of crap.

      “Dear God. I think you might be right.” I held a hand against my chest. “Could you get me a bottle of scotch, Zak, please?”

      One was thrust into my hand from another direction, and I turned around to see Roman. He shrugged his shoulders. “I always have a spare on me, don’t I?”

      I quickly took the lid off and swallowed a huge amount of the honey-coloured liquid. It warmed me through, and I finally started to calm a little.

      “It’s a good job we have the jabs to stop you turning, or I think you and Splinter would have had fur flying around the place.”

      “That’s why my butt cheek hurts,” I stated.

      “My pleasure, Zak said. “Though my days of giving someone one in the arse other than Erica are done now I’m a one-woman man.”

      And there he was. The Zak we knew and loved.

      Noah slapped me on the back. “Come on. Let’s get out of here and go sit in the suite with you for a while, talk things through.”

      “Fine by me. Erica’s gonna be a while with Freya no doubt, so I’ve nothing else on my agenda.”

      “Zak, if you don’t stop the idiocy coming out of your mouth, I’m going to get Stacey to seal it shut with a spell.”

      “Oh please do it anyway.” Roman clapped his hands together in prayer.

      Noah rolled his own eyes heavenward. “Give me strength.”
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        * * *

      

      Once we were in my suite, I ordered more alcohol and some snacks, and we all sat in my vast living area.

      “So, what are you going to do about Freya being your mate?” Noah asked.

      “I have to woo her, of course. Follow the rules and make her mine.” I thought he already knew all this, but it seemed he’d not been listening when I’d told him of the werewolf way in the past.

      “But she’s a human and it all happened late. I think you should ring your dad and ask him for advice. Maybe your mate-ometer broke and needs fixing,” Roman suggested.

      I pondered his words. It was true that I’d been told you knew your mate at first sight. It was also true it was supposed to be another shifter of your kind so that you could continue the pack. What if my DNA was somehow screwed up and I just needed an injection or some medication to clear me of my new attachment to Freya? A reboot to wipe her from my system.

      “I’ll call him right now,” I said, and I brought up their house number on my mobile and dialled.

      A panicked voice came down the line: my mother’s. “Rex, what is it, darling? What’s happening? Are you okay? Not hurt?”

      My head looked around the room for a clock. Oh God. I’d called at half past midnight on a Saturday morning.

      “Sorry, Mum. Forgot the time again.”

      She let out a deep exhale. “But you’re in London, so you’re on the same time as we are,” she pointed out. “Just give me a moment so my heart rate might approach normal again, now I know you’re not being held at gunpoint.”

      “Mum, I need to ask you something. It is urgent. That’s why I called.”

      “Oh, Rex. I think I know what you’re going to say. Your dad did wonder, with all the photos of Jon Bon Jovi in his heyday you had on your walls when you were younger. Love is love, darling. I’m happy for you. When do we get to meet him, or have we already? Is it one of the band? Zak? Is it Zak?”

      “MOTHER.” I stopped her before my mind could be any further polluted with thoughts of Zak being my intended.

      “Sorry, I’m spoiling your announcement yet again. I just get so excited thinking about you loved up.”

      “Earlier today. I felt it. The call of the mate.”

      I heard a weird noise.

      “Mum. Are you clapping?”

      “Carry on, darling. Your dad’s awake now. I’m putting you on speakerphone. It’s Rex,” I heard her whisper. “He’s mated. I don’t know. That’s why I’ve woken you up. Now listen.”

      “You hit me in the face,” I heard Dad say to Mum.

      “I was just waking you up.”

      “Course you were. It’s nothing to do with me eating your last box of Jaffa Cakes then?”

      “Hello, son calling,” I yelled out.

      “Go ahead, son, I’m listening,” Dad told me.

      “I need to talk to you about mating,” I said. I was greeted with a silence.

      “As in, when you meet your mate,” I clarified.

      “Oh thank God,” he replied.

      “So, I met a woman earlier this week, and… nothing. I felt no attraction to her. Well, that’s not strictly true, she was fit, but she was following me around like a lovesick puppy. Anyway, tonight she’s with another guy and BOOM, my wolf cries that she’s mine. But she’s a human. Am I broken? Can you get me a doctor’s appointment to get me fixed?”

      “There’ll be no doctor’s appointments to get you fixed until you’ve had at least one set of cubs,” my mum announced. “I’m not hearing a problem. What are you talking about?”

      I scrubbed a hand through my hair. Much more of these two and I’d be pulling it out in clumps.

      “Mum, I didn’t fall for her at first sight. We’re supposed to know straightaway.”

      “Don’t be so stupid, Rex. Where did you get that nonsense from?”

      That was it. I got a handful of my own hair and tugged until tears came to my eyes. It was the only way to keep me sane.

      “You and Aunty Rose. You’re always going on about when you met Dad and Uncle Clay.”

      “Well, that’s because we talk shit to the other one, trying to make out our love is the strongest.”

      “What?”

      “The first time I saw your father he was in wolf form, and he was taking a dump in the woods. I’m not going to tell people that was how we met, am I? No, I say it was love at first sight and I just knew he was my mate. We actually both pinged at a dance two weeks later when there was a heatwave and we both went skinny dipping. But if anyone asks, he saw me across—”

      I finished for her. “—the room at the dance and you couldn’t take your eyes off each other as you both just knew.”

      “Is that what you tell people?” Dad said. “I just liked your tits.”

      “Ditto, honey. Although when you lost the cub fat, and they became pecs I liked it a lot more.”

      “Are you telling me this is perfectly normal? That I liked the woman after I’d seen her several times?”

      “Yes, son,” Dad piped up. “You said yourself that she was acting like a lovesick puppy. That’s why you didn’t react to her then. Wolves like to be dominant. They don’t want a woman throwing themselves at them until they’ve courted them and won them over. Then they can act like lovesick puppies.”

      There was another weird noise.

      “That was your mother snorting if you were wondering. The lovesick stage tends to be on and off after many years together. Usually, you have a spike of attentiveness from them near Christmas, birthdays, and when they’re horny.”

      My ears were going to bleed.

      “What about the fact my mate is human?”

      “We mate with humans frequently as female births are much rarer than male ones. She must be a very healthy specimen. The humans chosen by us are usually very fertile, so expect her to get with cub easily. This is so exciting. When can we meet her?”

      “You can’t. Because she’s not mated back. We aren’t together yet.”

      “Then why are you on the phone to us, son? Go get your woman for goodness’ sake,” Dad shouted.

      “Oh, honey. I do love it when you’re all forceful.”

      “We’ve gotta go, son. Good luck.” Dad ended the call. Obviously, Mum was now horny.

      I’d forgotten I’d had the whole call on speakerphone. My friends sat around with their mouths dropped open, looking like they needed urgent therapy.

      I opened yet another bottle of whisky and poured out shots.

      “Let’s get wasted,” I announced.
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        * * *

      

      It wasn’t long afterwards that a knock came to the door, and Noah opened it to find Erica there. I looked behind her, but of course there was no Freya. I would have to try to talk to her in the morning before she vacated her room.

      “How did it go, babe?” Zak almost ran over to his new girlfriend.

      “Okay, I guess. Freya decided to go home tonight. She’s just on her way downstairs now.”

      “She’s what?” I yelled, and before any of them could stop me I was out of the room and heading for the stairwell.

      But I was thwarted by vampiric speed yet again as I found myself pulled away from the rotating doors and pushed up against the window, watching as Freya was helped into the back of the car.

      “You’ve no right to keep me here like this,” I tried to say, but my mouth was squashed into the window so all I heard was, ‘Wovnowitetocpmfeheeeeliths’.

      “Let her go. It’s the middle of the night. Go talk to her tomorrow when you’ve both had some sleep,” Noah pleaded. I let the fight go out of me and he let me slowly turn around. The guy needed to feed, his skin had paled more than usual, which meant…

      I escaped him and managed to get myself into the revolving door, and then the bastard sped it up. It whizzed round and I was like a hamster on a wheel, except this hamster had been drinking whisky all night. By the time Noah pulled me back out, I hit the floor so hard I saw stars. Then I realised I was actually seeing them. I was facing the window and the night sky, and the entrance to the hotel no longer had Freya in a car in front of it.

      “Nooooooooo,” I said again, but this time I didn’t know if it was my inner wolf howling, or the fact I felt like hurling.

      “Now can we finally go to bed?” Noah said loudly.

      “I told you that the whole Stacey marriage was a cover up and those two were an item,” I heard a woman say as she walked past.

      “Do you promise I can go see her tomorrow and that you will help me to win my girl?” I begged.

      “I promise.”

      “Come to think of it, why am I asking you? I don’t want to win her in eight years’ time. I’ll ask Zak.” I stopped. “Did I just say that out loud?” I checked with Noah.

      “Yup. You are going to ask Zak for dating advice. I can’t fucking wait. Breakfast tomorrow?” Noah laughed all the way back to our floor.
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