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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      Also for every paranormal romance reader who loves to read about sex happening in the MCs shifter forms.
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        Elements of dominance and submission

        Unprotected sex
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      She was fucking beautiful. Stunning. Magnificent. Enticing.

      My eyes were instantly drawn to her from across the room, the wolf inside of me practically salivating at the sight of her. She was a new dancer in the club I frequented, but it was no secret that she was obviously well versed in dancing for the men—and some women.

      Thick thighs spread as she sexily lowered to the stage, her ass twerking to the beat of Taste by Tyga. Her ass perfectly bounced to the beat as she ran her hands through her bright purple hair, her French-tipped nails shining under the light as she let a sensual smile just barely touch her lips.

      One of the men leaned over the stage drunkenly, trying to get a touch, making my wolf growl.

      She's ours, he snarled.

      "I know," I grumbled, my eyes locked on her curvy form, the outfit she was wearing barely concealing the most important parts of her body.

      But I knew that was the goal. If she wanted to earn her tips, she had to be one of the sluttiest women on that stage.

      But fucking hell, she was too damn beautiful to be selling her body like this.

      She slowly brought herself up from the floor, her body sensually curving along the pole, and I had to fight my wolf on his urge to rush up on the stage and sink my canines into the curve of her neck. I was dying to mark her and make her mine, to show everyone that their hands fucking belonged off. And I wanted her permanently at my side, no longer dancing for sleazy assholes.

      Her song ended, and she walked backstage, another woman taking her place. I looked over at my Beta who had just watched me silently the entire time. He only arched an eyebrow at me as my eyes met his.

      "You going to claim that, or are you playing games?" he asked me, taking a sip of the dark liquor in his glass.

      I let my ears focus on the back of the club, listening for any conversation before I answered him.

      "Alpha wants you at the fights tonight, Esperanza," one of the women that had been here for a while spoke. She was from a neighboring pack, and I was good friends with her Alpha. She was a decent girl that came to work and kept to herself. Never heard of her getting in trouble like most of the other girls.

      "I know," an unfamiliar voice replied, and my wolf purred, instantly pinpointing it as our mate. "He's already mind-linked me. As soon as I get changed, I'll head over there."

      I growled, the glass I had been holding shattering into a bunch of tiny pieces in my grip. "Like fucking hell," I snarled quietly.

      My Beta, Bryan, arched an eyebrow at me. "I think it's time to pay the Moonshine pack a visit, don't you?" he asked, standing up from his chair as my hand began healing itself.

      I stood up as well, vowing to myself that tonight, my mate would know I fucking existed.

      And this dumb ass shit she was doing—stripping and fighting—would be ending tonight.
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      I watched as my beautiful mate stood in the corner of the ring, a black Nike sports bra on with a pair of black sweatpants, her eyes gleaming with the challenge of the fight that was about to commence.

      She looked fucking beautiful. I could barely rip my goddamn eyes off of her, and every other unmated male surrounding that ring was staring at her, too.

      I ground my teeth together.

      Another woman stepped into the ring. She was a bit bigger than Esperanza. By her scent and the tattoo-like brand on her shoulder, I knew she was one of Moonshine’s pack warriors.

      A growl ripped from my throat at the thought of my mate going up against a pack warrior. They were one of the most highly trained pack members, and I had a feeling that my mate was no pack warrior. I was terrified for her, terrified that she wouldn’t stand a chance.
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