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        After her latest break-up, dragon shifter Summer’s idea of a reset is a fun holiday at a beautiful beach resort far away from her small community where everybody knows each other. Unfortunately, it’s not that easy to get away from fate. While she manages to escape her ex, she keeps running into her ex’s cousin, Jamie, wherever she goes.

      

        

      
        Following explosive drama on her volleyball team and having to move back to her hometown, Jamie impulsively books herself a trip to Spain. Eager for a chance to reflect and an opportunity to reinvent herself, she didn’t expect to run into her cousin’s ex this far away from home. Or to find herself so drawn to her.

      

        

      
        They have a good reason to stay away from each other but the beautiful beach, warm sun, and colourful cocktails easily change their minds. The question is, what happens when they return home?
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        Her Summer Dragon Mate is a fated mate paranormal romance featuring a dragon shifter and her fated mate on a sunny beach. It's a standalone f/f holiday fling romance with a dash of steamy goodness. It is part of the Crescent Lake Shifters series.
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      The Crescent Lake Shifter stories are set in an imaginary location on the south coast of the United Kingdom. While Silver City, Crescent Valley, and the surrounding shifter towns aren't real, if some of these places conjure a familiar feel, maybe there's more going on in that odd little town you always drive through.

      Puerto Destino is a port in the south of Spain and is also made-up.
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      Summer picked a pair of red sunglasses from the rack and nestled them low on her nose bridge. Without proper nose pads, they slipped down her face and she put them back. They were fun but clearly not for her. She tried some aviator specs from a few rows below and examined her reflection. The teardrop-shaped lenses worked well with her round face and the dangling label promised good protection from the sun. And where she was going, there was a lot of sun.

      "That'll do," she muttered to herself.

      She carried them to the check-out where a pimpled teenager rang them up. Summer involuntarily reached up to her own face, glad she was past the phase of having a minefield of spots. There were other challenges that came from being in her mid-twenties but that was a whole other issue.

      Summer paid thirty-five hard-earned pounds for the glasses and left the shop running through her mental list of errands. Bathing suit that would hide her tummy rolls and dragon mark, check. Sunglasses so the sun didn't burn her retinas, check. All she needed now was a plug adaptor and she'd be all set for her upcoming holiday.

      The shopping street was as busy as could be expected of a Saturday afternoon. The smell of fresh waffles came from a nearby stand and groups of youths, families, and couples alike filled the streets.

      It was the kind of crowd a person could disappear in, something Summer didn’t mind. She was grateful for some anonymity.

      "Summer? Is that you?" someone said.

      Summer froze in her step. It was a voice she once loved but now grated on her soul like nails on a chalkboard.

      The smartest thing would be to ignore it and keep walking. Instead, Summer was compelled to turn around. Her traitorous heart fluttered and shattered at the same time as her gaze landed on exactly who she thought the voice belonged to. Her ex. She wasn't alone, but Summer only had eyes for the woman with a round face and eyes like stone that matched her heart.

      "Crystal." It took Summer a full breath to utter the name.

      "Out shopping?" Crystal asked as if nothing was wrong.

      "Yeah, just buying some things here and there." Summer clenched her hand tightly around the handle of her paper shopping bag. Chatting to Crystal like nothing happened hurt but what choice did she have? With so many mutual friends, it was better to stay on good terms.

      Her gaze shifted to the woman next to Crystal, some gorgeous tall goddess with legs for days and bright eyes. She looked like a sculpture come to life or the subject of a painting.

      There were plenty of times and occasions where she felt insecure about her height, courtesy of her Chinese genes, but very rarely was she in the presence of someone blessed with model height.

      Jealousy stabbed Summer's heart at seeing the two of them together and she couldn't help but wonder what Crystal was doing with this beautiful woman. Was it possible that she'd broken her engagement and had found herself a new girlfriend already? It would be fast but then again, that seemed to be her style.

      Summer tried to keep her voice light and breezy. "What about you? Out shopping with your new girlfriend?"

      “No, this is my cousin, Jamie. She just moved back to town. We’re buying things for her new flat,” Crystal said in that ever-cheery voice of hers.

      A lump formed in Summer’s throat and she gave a half-hearted wave in acknowledgement, not sure if she was relieved or disappointed with this knowledge. If this was Crystal’s cousin, that probably meant…

      She turned to Crystal. "So you and Lottie are still---"

      "Yes, we're still engaged. We’re actually going to get married, we’re thinking next year in the spring. We're doing pink roses as our theme. You’ll come, right?”

      “Sure, I’ll be there,” Summer lied. Not a single hair on her body had any intention of following through. It had been bad enough that she’d gone to Crystal’s birthday party and witnessed her ex getting engaged to someone else, she couldn’t possibly go to the wedding itself. That was too much to ask of anyone.

      The way Crystal spoke, it was like she hadn’t gone through a single bit of heartbreak since they broke up. Almost like she’d completely forgotten that they’d ever been a couple.

      Summer gestured vaguely at nothing. “Well, it was nice to see you. I should go, I’ve got more errands to run.”

      “I won’t keep you then. See you around,” Crystal said.

      For a brief moment, Summer feared that her ex would want to give goodbye kisses but they left without ever touching, a small relief. She watched the two women pass her by, catching the beginning of a new conversation about cake-tasting.

      She didn’t stick around to hear more and practically fled the shopping street. In her haste, she almost ran into a woman with a stroller and a wobbly advertisement sign for phone plans. It barely slowed her down.

      Her chest ached as if some giant hand had reached right into her body and had grabbed hold of her heart with a vice-like grip. This was exactly why she needed a break from Crescent Valley Silver City, and the shifter community here. She couldn't wait until she was in Spain, far away from her ex and anyone and anything that reminded her of their failed relationship.
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      Jamie carried the last cardboard box with pots and pans to the kitchen and set it down on the sad one-person table. It was a good thing she hadn’t brought a lot with her from her last place because her new tiny flat was definitely a downgrade. She ripped through the tape and with a lot of clattering, put away a set of mismatched mugs and plates in the cupboard.

      After she was done, she returned to the living space where one more box was sitting by the door. There was no writing on the side to indicate what was in it but Jamie could list the contents in her sleep.

      She knew she’d have to deal with that, and her past, someday soon but she didn’t have the courage or heart for it right now. She ignored the box just like the day before and flopped down on the couch, too deflated and dejected to continue.

      The bag of things she bought yesterday with her cousin remained unopened too. Mostly because the stuff in it wasn’t all that useful. The trip had supposedly been for her benefit but her cousin had just used it as an opportunity to shop, not that Jamie really minded. The perks of having a rather self-centred cousin meant that there’d been relatively few prying questions.

      Her phone vibrated in her phone and she pulled it out, tapping on the screen to see who wanted something from her. A message sat on the lock-screen from her school friend, the only one she told about coming back to Silver City.

      <So excited to have you back on our turf. We should meet up for coffee to catch up. Are you throwing a housewarming party? You better not forget to invite me!>

      Jamie sighed and swiped the message away, unsure how to answer. The few people she told about her return kept asking her for a housewarming but she didn’t really want to throw one. Not that she had told anyone the truth because if she had, that would involve admitting that she hadn’t wanted to move back.

      But after what happened… she didn’t really have a choice.

      To distract herself, she put her favourite show on the telly, ordered a four-seasons pizza from the nearest faux-Italian, and gave herself permission to leave the boxes where they were. She’d have plenty of time to deal with those while she figured out what to do with her life now she was here.

      She scrolled mindlessly on social media until a group picture popped up that she wished she’d never seen. Thirteen smiling women in orange and green on a volleyball court with a trophy in the middle. They were all exhausted but beaming with pride, an expression that was all too familiar.

      A taste worse than bitter bile filled Jamie’s mouth from looking at the picture. From the way they were standing, nobody would be able to guess there was someone missing between number Seven and Two on the back row.

      Jamie’s gaze lingered on the woman in the middle, the person she’d considered her best friend for years. Except recent events had brought some things to light that proved that had never been the case.

      The whole thing had made her feel like such a fool.

      She resisted the urge to write a nasty comment and flung her phone to the other side of the couch. Moving back home was supposed to let her move on, but if she was going to be confronted with pictures like this… Clearly she needed something else, something more, to help her get over this. The question was what?

      On impulse, she grabbed her laptop from the coffee table and set it on her lap with a pillow wedged in between. She opened it, briefly confronted with her sad reflection in the black screen before the device turned on.

      Her fingers danced over the keyboard.

      Maybe the answer was that Silver City just wasn’t far enough. There was no point in moving again, she didn’t have the funds for that either, but she could go somewhere completely else. Somewhere far away from her friends, family, and volleyball.

      An ad for a resort in Spain popped up with a discount code because it was a last-minute booking. One click opened a page with lovely pictures of a grandiose complex at the beachside. There were parasols in white sand, cocktails with umbrellas, and babes in bikinis.

      Jamie didn’t need much more convincing. She booked the trip on the spot, in the hope that by the time she got back, people would’ve forgotten about a housewarming party. Her bank account, plundered after the move, cried as she forked out a hefty sum for a week at the resort. And that was with a sizable discount.

      It was undoubtedly an impulsive decision but Jamie didn’t care. If she didn’t do something, the past and her sadness was going to consume her. She needed something to give her a fresh perspective and what better place than a beach where nobody knew her?
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      Most dragon shifters didn’t bother with planes. However… Flying across the ocean didn’t sound like the start of a relaxing holiday which was why Summer decided to brave economy class. A decision she was quickly coming to regret while cramped in the middle seat with a man who'd selfishly closed the window on one side and a woman noisily eating the entire peanut supply on the other.

      Summer focused on her language app and the beginner course of Spanish she'd started in the waiting area. It was unlikely that she'd need much beyond a courteous buenos dias and a polite gracias. Maybe she'd even get to put her skills from her Spanish GCSE to good use and ask for a bathroom. Still, it was sensible to have a quick refresher just in case she needed help or met some gorgeous Latina to have a steamy holiday fling with. Summer was fairly sure that wasn't in the cards for her but there was nothing wrong with wishful thinking.

      She studied until all the Spanish words started to sound the same and her head was dizzy from trying to remember which words were masculine or feminine. And that wasn’t all. There was a familiar pressure in her abdomen that could only mean one horrific thing. She had to pee which meant bothering peanut-lady and somehow extracting herself from the middle seat.

      As far as airplane inconveniences went, it was up there with crying babies, vomiting neighbours, and people with uncontrollable gas.

      Summer considered just holding her pee but the light turbulence was directly affecting her. Not after long, she put her tray up and glanced to the side, hopeful that peanut-lady was paying attention. Instead, Summer’s neighbour was lost on her phone.

      “Um, excuse me?” Summer said in her best customer voice. She pushed herself up from her seat, a clear signal that she needed to get out.

      Peanut-lady hastily got up to make space and Summer shuffled out of the tight row. Her jumper snagged on something and a dreaded clatter followed.

      “My peanuts!”

      Heat rushed to Summer’s cheeks. “I’m so sorry.”

      She would’ve stayed and helped pick up the scattered nuts but standing up had only made the urge to pee stronger. After another embarrassed apology, she stumbled through the rows of seats, grabbing onto the handles wherever she could.

      A light jolt of the plane swayed her to the left and her left foot hooked behind something. Summer almost tripped over what she could now see were a pair of legs sticking out further into the path than normal.

      The woman who they belonged to hurriedly pulled them back and stood up, clearly apologetic. “I’m so sorry, I thought I moved them out of the way enough.”

      Summer stared at the tall woman. Something about her looked familiar but she didn’t know why.

      “Are you okay? Did you hurt yourself?” the tall woman asked, genuine concern shining through her
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