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        Professional volleyball player and dragon shifter Becks doesn’t have much of a life outside her job. That is until she meets the beautiful June in her usual running spot… which happens to be the lake of fate.

      

        

      
        As the weeks pass, their connection grows stronger and everything seems to be going well. Except there seems to be one obstacle. June isn’t the only one interested in Becks and unfortunately, her main competition seems to be Becks’ territorial best friend.

      

        

      
        Can June win the sporty dragon shifter’s heart or does fate have something else for her in store?

        -

        Her Sporty Dragon Mate is a fated mates paranormal romance featuring a dragon shifter and her mate. It includes a standalone f/f romance between teammates with a dash of steamy goodness. It is part of the Crescent Lake Shifters series.
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      June picked up the tall glass of cider and lifted it towards her friend. "To your last drink before motherhood."

      "To motherhood," Lesley toasted, instantly taking a big gulp of her beer. "Ahhh, that hits the spot. Can you believe I'm almost a parent?"

      "No," June replied earnestly. That wasn't meant as a dig or slight at her friend, Lesley was one of the most responsible people she knew. But June was also in that weird mid-twenties stage of her life where some of her friends were only just graduating and others were already starting families. Neither seemed normal to her. She was only just finding herself and what she wanted to do in life, she couldn't imagine still going out partying every night or changing nappies.

      Her friend sighed dramatically. "No, me either but my wife is due in a week. I don't understand how nine months have flown by like that, there's still so much we have to do."

      "So naturally, you're out drinking."

      "Because she kicked me out of the house and told me to relax," Lesley whined. "She said I'm hovering too much and she wants a quiet night for herself where I'm not, and these are her words, running after her with pillows or playing nurse."

      "You are a hoverer," June agreed with an affectionate smile. "And you do need to chill. I've never seen two people more prepared. Everything you could have possibly planned for is planned."

      "But what about the things that aren't planned?"

      June reached across the table to pat her shoulder. "Nobody can prepare for those. Just breathe, have a beer, and pretend you're having fun with me."

      A sheepish look appeared on Lesley's face. "Sorry, I've just been blabbering on and on about me, haven't I?"

      "It's fine. My life is boring and uneventful." June tried not to feel sorry for herself but she did. While there was nothing wrong with her life, it wasn't exactly the glamorous adulthood she pictured when she was a bright-eyed teenager. She thought perhaps she'd be travelling the world or have an amazing career as a famous painter, not be stuck in a dead-end entry-level job that gave her no real joy or purpose. Even the sparkling friendships she pictured hadn't really come to fruition and her last point of social contact was about to become a mother.

      She took a big depressed swig from her cider. Maybe she was just one of those people who was doomed to be lonely.

      "Agh, why are you acting like some old washed up spinster?" Lesley chided. "You're not still caught up over what happened with Rhani?"

      How could June not be? The last time she had any hope of leading an exciting and fulfilled life had died when things with her friend had broken down.  An unrequited crush gone wrong that put an end to a decade of friendship and adventures.

      June leaned her head on her arms. "It's still fresh."

      "It's been over a year. You need to get over her." Lesley tapped her chin. "Oh, I know. The last time I had my heart broken, I got in shape. I lifted weights, failed terribly on those rowing machines, ran a marathon. You should do the same. It'll make you feel good and you'll have something to do when I'm busy changing nappies and milking my wife's breasts. No, wait, that sounded super wrong."

      "So wrong. Besides, I don't think your wife will need help with pumping, you hoverer," June agreed with a chuckle. "And I hate working out. I've never even gone to a gym, it feels so intimidating."

      "You don't have to go a gym, you could go for a run."

      "In the city where everyone with a window can judge me? No thanks."

      Lesley took a sip from her beer. "You could go to Crescent Lake."

      "To find my fated mate? No thanks," June muttered, the tips of her ears heating up just like they always did when she thought about love.

      Her friend chuckled. "No, to run. The path around it is quite nice and a lot of people exercise in that spot, so you're not going to stand out. And who knows, maybe you'll meet someone."

      "I'll think about it," June said, surprising herself by the fact that she meant it. She did have to do something with her life.

      "Good. Also, I think I'm already tipsy," Lesley announced, despite only being halfway through her beer. "I'm just not used to it anymore. Would you mind if I went and made a quick call to my wife? I just want to make sure she's okay."

      "Go on then," June conceded with an amused wave. She knew there was no point in talking her friend out of it and she wouldn't want to either. She found it adorable how Lesley doted on her wife and one day, hoped to find someone who would cherish her the same way.

      She felt slightly self-conscious sitting at the table by herself but it was busy enough in the pub that nobody was really paying her attention. Besides, the two glasses on the table would hopefully stop her from looking like a loner.

      Her gaze drifted over the crowd, landing on a small group of very tall and loud women at the bar. Their chatter and laughter was animated and June couldn't help but feel a little jealous. The last time she had a group of friends had been in school but everyone had drifted apart since.

      She sipped her cider and kept glancing at them, surprised when she accidentally locked eyes with one of them. The woman looking back at her was the tallest of them all, with short blonde hair that didn't touch her shoulders. She was leaning against the bar with a bottle of beer in her hand and a relaxed smile like she didn't have a care in the world. She was gorgeous too, effortlessly gorgeous.

      June quickly looked away, heat rising up to her ears that she'd been caught staring. When she looked up next, the tall blonde was still looking at her and even winked.

      Heat rushed up the back of June's neck and she almost knocked her drink over. Luckily, Lesley slipped back into her seat, blocking her line of sight.

      "Everything alright?" June asked.

      "Yes, she's about to take a bath. She said I'm not allowed to come back before ten which is still..." Lesley checked her phone. "Two hours away."

      June snorted, not in the slightest offended. "Wow, and I put off catching up with my favourite show for you. I feel so lucky."

      "Nooo, I like hanging out with you, I'm just---"

      "I'm joking. I understand why you're antsy. It's not easy not being the one in control, I imagine," June said, trying her best to relate to something she had absolutely no experience in. She didn't have any interest in having kids either, something her mother was still hoping she would change her mind on. June wasn't going to. She refused to be one of those people who had children to fill a hole in her heart.

      As she chatted with Lesley, she made the mistake of glancing towards the bar again where she met the eyes of the tall blonde again. The woman smiled and raised her glass ever so slightly in acknowledgement. June didn't know what to do about that so she looked away again, but that didn't stop her from looking over every now and then.

      Sometimes the tall blonde was deep in conversation, other times she was chatting intimately with one of the other women, and sometimes she was looking right back with unapologetic confidence.

      "What are you constantly looking at?" Lesley questioned with a slight nudge of her head.

      "There's a woman by the bar who is staring at me and I don't know why."

      "Ooooh. Is she hot?"

      June glanced again for good measure although she already knew her answer. "Yes."

      "How often have you made eye contact?"

      "I don't know, maybe three times or so."

      "Great, then I'm going to the bathroom." Lesley finished her beer with a few big swigs and got up from her seat. Her boyish grin stretched from ear to ear, the amusement shimmering in her eyes. "Good luck."

      Flabbergasted, it took June a moment to process what just happened. She reached out to keep her friend from leaving but it was too late and once again, she found herself at an empty table. And this time, she had the feeling that Lesley wasn't coming back anytime soon.

      And for better or for worse, the tall blonde seemed to be coming her way.
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      Becks savoured the taste of her bottle of beer, as always restricting herself to just a single drink. If she were sensible, she wouldn't have any but she considered it a victory she wasn't doing shots like some of her other team members.

      "I've got another joke," her best friend said with a twinkle in her eyes that meant she’d already had two drinks too many.

      "Go on," Becks replied dutifully.

      "Why are volleyballers always in shape?"

      "Why?"

      "Because they're always jumping to conclusions!"

      Becks snorted, but it was mostly a pity laugh. "That joke is awful, Sadie. And it doesn't really make sense."

      "Fine, listen to this one then. Why did the volleyball player become a gardener?"

      "I don't know, why?" Becks said, taking a big swig from her beer. If things kept going like that, maybe she was going to break her own rule of only having one after all.

      "To perfect their digs!" Sadie declared triumphantly, laughing rambunctiously at her own joke.

      "Okay, you know what, that one is kind of funny," she conceded with a chuckle, her gaze travelling over Sadie's shoulder at the pretty brunette in the flowery dress. To her delight, she managed to make eye contact again. That was the fourth time in less than an hour. Unless she was completely mistaken, Becks took that as a sign of interest.

      "She looked at me again," she remarked.

      Sadie paused mid-swig, her shot glass hovering in the air. "Who?"

      "The brunette at the corner table. She was staring at me earlier too." Becks wiggled her shoulders, pleased with the attention. She knew she turned heads wherever she went, mostly due to her height, but this didn't feel like that kind of look. Not in a crowded bar, not when she was surrounded by her equally tall teammates. It had to be something else.

      "Oh, her." Sadie grabbed hold of the bar, a little unsteady on her legs. "Yeah, she's... pretty. She looks like she might be on a date, though."

      Becks glanced in the brunette's direction again, their gazes meeting. There was something about the twinkle in them, the way she held eye contact, it made her fairly certain that she wasn't on a date. Or if she was, it wasn't going  well.

      After a few minutes of chatting with Sadie and her other teammates, Becks noticed the brunette's companion leaving the table again. Not one to let an opportunity slip by, she took a big swig from her beer for confidence and made her way across the pub.

      "Hey," she said, pausing at the brunette's table. She didn't sit down right away, just in case her presence wasn't welcomed after all. A look was only that, a look.

      The brunette smiled nervously, the corners of her mouth turning slightly up. "Hi?"

      She was even prettier from up close, Becks thought. A real classic kind of beauty with a heart-shaped face and big brown eyes that were ever so slightly doe-like.

      The first hint of nerves fluttered through her as she had to come up with something that could serve as the start of a conversation. She racked her brain, lamely only coming up with one thing.

      "Can I ask you for an opinion on something? My friend just told me a joke and she insists it's funny," Becks said, unsure if this was going to work out for her.

      "Okay… What's the joke?" the brunette asked.

      Becks took that as her invitation and sat down in the spare seat, putting her bottle next to the empty glass. "Why are volleyballers always in shape?"

      To the brunette’s credit, it looked like she actually thought about it before replying. “I don't know?"

      "Because they're always jumping to conclusions," Becks said, not at all surprised when a long silence followed.

      "I'm sorry, I don't think I understand the joke."

      "That's what I said! Thank you. Now I feel vindicated." With a grin, she held out her hand. "Hi, I’m Becks, by the way."

      The brunette shook her hand hesitantly. "June."

      "June? That's pretty. Are you born in June as well or...?"

      "No, my parents just thought it was a nice name. My birthday is in the middle of winter."

      "That’s funny." Becks gestured in the direction of the bathroom. "Just out of curiosity, I'm not interrupting a date or something, am I?"

      "No, no, Lesley is just a friend. We're celebrating that she's about to become a mother."

      "With liquor?"

      June chuckled. "Her wife is the pregnant one."

      "Ahh, okay, good, because that sounded a bit dodgy. I mean, I'm not one to judge, I'm drinking even though I shouldn't as well," Becks said, gesturing to her half-empty bottle of beer. "As a professional athlete, it's highly recommended we abstain. Not that you would guess from my teammates." She pointed out her group by the bar.

      "Tequila shots?" June guessed.

      "Jägerbombs. I personally can't stand the taste though."

      "They're not my favourite either. And in my experience, the hangovers from them are worse than tequila."

      "Right??"

      A shadow fell over the table and Becks looked up to find June's friend standing next to her.

      "Don't mind me," the slender woman said. "Just grabbing my coat and taking off."

      June's eyebrows danced up. "You're leaving, Lesley? It's nowhere near ten."

      "I'm sure my wife will let me into the house when I tell her about this. Have fun! Stay up late!"

      Becks watched the encounter in amusement. She didn't need a better sign than a friend bailing to know she was getting the green light. There was naturally a chance that this Lesley was just a bad friend but she assumed it meant June had expressed some sort of interest in her before she'd even come to the table.

      "She seems in a rush," Becks remarked once the friend had departed hastily.

      "She's been looking for an excuse to go home all evening. I don't think it's personal?" June sipped from her drink and sighed. "Oh well, it's fine. I shouldn't stay out too late either, I have work in the morning."

      "I'm happy to keep you company until you leave."

      "What about your friends?"

      "They'll be just fine without me. Besides, it's not every day that I get to talk to a pretty woman."

      June raised an eyebrow. "I would almost believe that but you seem pretty good at this... chatting-up thing."

      "Oh good, you couldn't tell how nervous I was coming over here. You should've felt how fast my heart was pounding but I think that's a bit too forward for a first meeting," Becks replied smoothly. She wasn't exactly unfamiliar with approaching someone in a bar but she didn't do it all the time either. Only when someone caught her attention, like tonight.

      To her delight, June laughed. "You're really forward."

      "Yeah, it's probably because of my job and the position I play. Do you know anything about volleyball?"

      "Not really, we played a little in PE in but that was a long time ago. I mean, not like a looooong time, but still, a while. A medium while."

      Becks chuckled. "I'm a striker, which means I'm always taking the initiative. I guess I'm just used to shooting my shot."

      "I can imagine. So you're a professional volleyball player? What's that like?"

      “Well, naturally, I love it but it can be challenging. I have to train hard to keep fit. There’s also a lot of travel and it is the kind of job that can consume you. But it's super fun."

      “You must be good, if you’re a pro," June said, her gaze sliding down.

      Becks flexed her arms, happy to be checked out. "I'm pretty decent, yeah. I work out a lot, which helps."

      "That's amazing. I wish I was in better shape but I'm always super tired after work."

      "What do you do for a living?"

      “Boring office job transferring data. It pays the bills and my boss doesn’t suck but that’s all I can really say about it." June cleared her throat as she drank a bit more of her cider.

      “Is it a job you can do hungover?” Becks inquired, leaning forward on her elbow so she could get a better look at the brunette. She really was pretty with her full lips and a singular freckle on her cheekbone that danced when she spoke or smiled. It was captivating and made it hard to look away, not that Becks wanted to.

      June chuckled as she set her glass down. “I shouldn’t do it hungover, but I definitely have.”

      “Great. Then you’ll let me buy you another drink after this one?” Becks proposed, pleased with how things were progressing.

      Before she got an answer, a loud cheer came from the bar. She glanced back at her friends, groaning when she saw Sadie trying to climb up on the bar much to the bartender’s dismay and protest. One
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