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      A delusional dragon shifter thinks I need his help.

      

      Ha. I'm a detective. Why would I need help from an exotic dancer on a case that involves dark magic? We're searching for demons, not dollars.

      Lucas is persistent, as if he’s burned his brain flying too close to the sun.

      But I don't need this scaly shifter's help solving crimes. Or his all-too-personal attention.

      Even if he almost entrances me while he dances by rolling his amazingly chiseled abs...

      Such fine abs.

      No, focus. Demons are a bigger threat than my dry spell.

      So whatever he's offering, is a big, fat nope.

      

      Fans of New Girl and Lucifer will love the Salem Supernaturals series — paranormal chick lit with a splash of romance, comedy, and mystery!
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        This book is dedicated to my beloved tortoiseshell cat, Juno, who we lost suddenly this summer. We adopted Juno and her sister when they were kittens. I will forever miss her sitting beside me while I write.

      

        

      
        Lucas has a cat, Shadow, so I was able to bring some of my cats’ quirks to life through Shadow.

      

        

      
        For you, sweet June Bugs.
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      As a refresher, here’s the epilogue from book 2, Hot in Witch City.

      Enjoy!

      ~Lisa

      LUCAS

      Surrounded by couples at this club. Yech. I couldn’t believe I lost my wingman. Diego had never been down to meet women, but Sebastian and I were a team. Now that he’d found his mate, that meant those days were sadly over.

      “You’re next, Lucas,” Sebastian said. “It’s time for you to find your mate.”

      “Plee-ase,” I dismissed. “Unless you mean my companion for the night—which just so happens to be my plan for the evening.”

      “You know what I mean,” Sebastian said.

      “No can do.” I shook my head. “Just because you abandoned me as my wingman, doesn’t mean this dragon is about to stop flying.”

      “You were my wingman,” Sebastian countered.

      “Does it matter?” Gianna interrupted.

      I circled my hand. “Love you guys, but it’s too much couple pheromones over here. I need to go and find my mate,” I teased them. While their expressions all brightened with keen interest, I clarified—” My playmate for the night.”

      Then I walked into the crowd, ready to see who wanted to fly high with this dragon tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      ZOE

      Not again. My hands tightened on the steering wheel. Whenever we thought we’d gotten rid of them, we’d get another report.

      “Got it,” I told Pandora, the witch I reported to at the Salem Supernatural Network where I worked as a detective. “We’re headed there now.”

      After I ended the call, I glanced at Nova, the witch in my passenger seat. Salem was full of witches, but elves like me were scarce. “Change of plans.”

      As I made a sharp turn to head to the address, the tires on my black Fiat squealed.

      Nova held onto the door handle. “Must be something big.”

      I ground my teeth. “Possible demon sighting.” Demons had been a P.I.T.A. of epic proportions since last fall when one started killing witches to steal their magic. After Nova had conquered that demon, we had a brief period of calm. It didn’t last long.

      The call from Pandora changed the course for the night. Worse, it killed my hope that the demons were gone for good.

      She blew out a rough breath. “Do we have any details?”

      “Not much to go on. We had an anonymous call from a woman who said she encountered a demon, and he slipped into a club.”

      “Yikes,” Nova replied. “That’s it? No description of the demon?”

      “Nope.” I accelerated to pass a slow-moving car. “Since there are so many types, and they can take different forms, he might not be easy to find.”

      That was a problem with reports to the Network. Some of them were legit as we’d find traces of dark magic at a scene, but many were bogus. We’d respond to a call only to find out it was nothing, only a teenage prank, zapping our already slim resources. If they knew the true dangers, they wouldn’t have thought it was funny. Even if we suspected a phony call, we had to take it seriously, just in case.

      The call included a high trigger word—demon. That threat had left everyone on edge, especially me. With us short-staffed and working long hours, the intense workload was taking its toll. But I couldn’t stop until we’d rid Salem of demons. They’d already taken too much from my family. Too much from me.

      Fortunately, Nova had been soaking up everything I taught her—from magical defenses to investigative techniques and had started going out on her own.

      I took a turn. “We’re almost there.”

      Nova glanced over at me. “Which club is it?”

      “It’s called Ripped.”

      Nova groaned and covered her forehead. “Oh, jeez.”

      “What’s wrong?”

      “It’s an—um—specialized kind of club.”

      “Specialized how?”

      “It’s one that caters to women. As in it has male exotic dancers.”

      My brows drew closer. “You mean a strip club?”

      “Yes.” She sighed. “My tenant Lucas works there.” She sagged in the passenger seat. “Hopefully, he’s not on the schedule tonight.”

      I pulled into the parking lot of the building with a dark brick exterior and pink neon sign. “Never a dull moment.”

      I found a spot in the back of the parking lot. One thing great about my Fiat was its small size—perfect for an elf like me at barely five feet tall. It was easy to squeeze into a tight parking spot but wasn’t great when trying to find it later as it was swallowed up from view by all the SUVs and pickup trucks.

      Two women exited the club, and with them, the sound of loud music and cheers.

      Nova stared ahead. “Do you think it could be an incubus?”

      My nostrils flared. “Anything’s possible.” I’d never encountered an incubus, but a club like this pulsing with all that female sexual energy would be the perfect feeding ground for one.

      Eww, I hated demons. The idea of anything sexual with them was vile. I hoped this would be a quick investigation, so we could get back to the bigger threat—finding the location of a portal. Nova’s friend, Gianna, had been held by demons and sirens, including her mother, who had told Gianna that a portal would be opening soon, and more demons could be swarming in.

      Great. Just wonderful. Demon tourists.

      We still hadn’t narrowed this possibility to a definitive time or place—or if it was a rumor. After all, Gianna’s mother was hardly a trustworthy source. But if true, and demons slipped through, the consequences could be disastrous.

      I scanned the exterior of the brick club and assessed our approach. “First, we’ll go in and scope out the scene,” I told Nova. “Just pretend we’re a couple of ladies out to have a drink and a good time.”

      She grinned. “I can do that.”

      Once we exited my car, the salty scent of the ocean reached me, followed by a gust from the sea that had me wrapping my arms around myself. This club stood in an area of industrial complexes near the coast.

      We entered a venue that could be described as Alice in Muscle-land. Half-naked men with tanned, ripped bodies, hence living up to the name of the club, danced for women at various tables while another performed on the stage. I inhaled, attuned to any unusual scents. Cheap perfume and cheaper beer invaded my nostrils. Nothing that heightened my wariness of a prowling baddie.

      The closest dancer wore a silver banana hammock. He rolled his body in some sort of sensual grind that the nearby women responded to with raucous enthusiasm. After he maneuvered before each one, he slipped away with more dollar bills sticking out of his cloth.

      Dragging my gaze from that show like a rubbernecker passing a highway pileup, I searched for anything or anyone suspicious.

      During the next song, Bon Jovi’s “Wanted Dead or Alive,” a man strolled onstage in a cowboy outfit. While he bumped and ground his goods, Nova and I found a table near the back, a good vantage point to scope out the scene and hopefully not have any hot dogs swinging in our direction.

      A man wearing tight white spandex shorts with what appeared to be concealing a cucumber welcomed us and took our drink order. I quickly grabbed a sticky menu off the table and ordered a Mai Tai. Nova ordered the same.

      The song faded out, and the cowboy strutted away with far fewer clothes and several more dead presidents dangling from his briefs and boots.

      The next song began, “I’m too Sexy.” An attractive guy with blond hair past his chin, dressed as a firefighter walked on stage. He pouted like a model and strutted as if working the catwalk. 

      Nova dropped her head into her hand. “Oh, no. It’s Lucas.”

      LUCAS

      This firefighter performance was one of my favorites. Ladies loved a man who could rescue them from a blaze, and it riled them up. The scenario amused me as a half-dragon shifter, since I embraced fire rather than feared it.

      This uniform worked well for the performance. The big coat, helmet, boots, and suspenders provided plenty for me to strip as I danced my way down to my G-string. The best part was the accessory—a giant hose.

      I tossed it around as I worked the stage, squirting those who shouted the loudest with a spray of water.

      Wait, who was that at the back of the club? My eyes bulged. Was that my—landlord? What in all of Hades Crazies was Nova doing here?

      Awkward.

      Why would she come to this club? She knew I worked here. Besides, she was dating my roommate, Diego. That surly vampire would not be happy with me shaking my party goods in front of his girl.

      I wouldn’t let Nova distract me from my performance. This was how I made a living and enjoyed it. What guy wouldn’t? I earned a nice sum of cash showing off to the adulation of many women. As I danced for those closest to the stage, the thrill of the performance got me going as did the praise. The more the dollars were tossed on stage or shoved at me, the more I got into the act, swaying my hips or adding extra oomph to my thrusts.

      I continued my performance to raucous applause. Although there weren’t any large and sometimes raunchy bachelorette parties tonight, the small groups of women sounded just as loud with their enthusiastic hollers.

      I glanced back at where Nova sat. Who was the cute brunette sitting beside her? She scanned the club with a serious expression that stood counter to all the happy ones. Why wasn’t she paying attention to my performance? Forget avoiding Nova, now I wanted to know what was up with her friend.

      As the next performer came out on stage, I stopped by tables, shaking my moneymaker. Ladies ran their hands down my chest and dangerously close to the thunder down under as they stuffed dollar bills into my G-string. The more women I danced with, the more fun we had. That was what was so great about this job—everyone left happy.

      As I headed toward the back of the club, Nova attempted to shield her face with her auburn hair. Too late, I’d already spotted her. Was she embarrassed to be caught here?

      Ah, I could have fun with that. I sauntered over to their table. The brunette’s gaze was now fixed on me. That was better. I put a lot into my performances.

      I shimmied in front of Nova and her companion—nothing ostentatious that would have Diego banging on my door later. I bent down and teased Nova, “What are you doing here? Making sure I make my rent money this month?”

      Her face glowed like fiery lava even under the dim light of the club. “No, of course not. I’ll explain later.”

      “That’s right. Now’s the time to dance.” I turned my backside toward her and twerked, laughing to myself as I pictured her mortification. This would be a great story to tell the other dancers at the end of the night.

      I turned around to ensure I gave proper attention to Nova’s friend. As I moved closer, the lights reflected off red and golden streaks in her hair. I wanted to make sure every woman who came here had a good time—if they wanted it. Most did. Some acted like they were dragged here, and if they gave off an uncomfortable vibe, I backed off. Many times, even the most uptight bachelorette let loose and got into it, dancing and touching without restraint before the night was over.

      Nova must have been hauled here tonight, judging by her discomfort, which meant her friend was the one who wanted to see the show. Pointy ears poked out from her pixie cut, indicating she was an elf. She tracked me from her large hazel eyes that stared at me like I was a cobra coiling to strike. Had she never had a man dance for her before? If she came here to be entertained, I’d be happy to put on a show for her. I put my hands behind my head and rolled my body from shoulders to hips, watching her pupils widen.

      I leaned forward and asked, “Hey, Nova’s friend. I’m Lucas. What’s your name?”

      “Zoe.”

      That name sounded familiar. Didn’t Nova work with a Zoe? Maybe they were having a girls’ night out.

      “Are you having a good time tonight, Zoe?”

      “I am indeed.” She tipped her head. “You’re quite the dancer.”

      Her praise encouraged me to show off, especially after her disinterest earlier. I bent down, putting my hands on either side of the seat cushion behind her, and maneuvered into a sensual body roll.

      Her scent reached me, confirming her elf blood. But also, something else…

      Something I never thought possible. My dragon woke with instant awareness, drinking this moment in. Every muscle inside me turned rigid. Mistake.

      Instead of the seductive body roll I’d planned, my sudden stiffness knocked me off balance. As I fell on top of Zoe, she braced herself by raising her arms and darted aside. I still managed to pin her left shoulder.

      “What are you doing?” She pushed my chest back with surprising force.

      Bewildered, it took me a second too long to catch up to what was going on. Part of her was still pinned beneath me, and I pulled back. “Sorry, I stumbled.”

      Nova grabbed my arm, helping steady me on my feet. “Are you both okay?”

      “Fine.” Zoe slipped away from me, sliding down the cushion. 

      Stunned by the unfamiliar buzz flowing like a current beneath my skin, I blinked through the confusion. What in blazing saddles just happened? Whatever it was, it swept through me with the literal effect of knocking me off my feet.

      My dragon rumbled with satisfaction. Mate.
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      LUCAS

      “No.” It couldn’t be. Not like this. Not now. I stepped backward and stared at the woman who was now shooting eye daggers at me.

      As I gaped at her, Tony, a burly dancer with olive skin, swooped in. Why was he encroaching my space? My dragon growled inside.

      It was the Ginuine “Pony” song, the one made legendary in Magic Mike. I had to snap out of it. Tony and I often worked an area together during this song, riling up the women and raking in the dough. Technically, no part of the space was mine, so I had no business claiming an area.

      I focused on what I should be doing—teaming up with Tony on the performance. We’d done it countless times, so much that it was overplayed, but the ladies loved it, so we gave them what they wanted. I grinded my way over closer to Tony to mirror our moves, which would instigate the ladies into an enthusiastic frenzy.

      When he moved closer to Zoe, a growl escaped me. It wasn’t just my dragon inside, but a low, rumbling warning that came out of my mouth. Why did my sleeping dragon decide to wake tonight with a possessive roar?

      Tony gave me a confused look. I turned to Zoe. She eyed me with a wary expression as well. Why not make it a trio? If I could, I’d have given myself the same perplexed look to ask myself what had gotten into me.

      Mate, my dragon interrupted again.

      No, you’re wrong. That was total rubbish. I wasn’t meant to have a mate—least of all a stranger I stumbled upon while dancing at the club.

      Not wrong. Mine, he insisted.

      Brilliant, just splendid. My dragon decided to fixate on a mate during the middle of a performance. Not only had this led to me falling on top of her in the most ungraceful of actions, but it was knocking me off my game. I had to get back to the routine.

      Stop, I’m working, I scolded him.

      Mate more important.

      I gritted my teeth and ignored my dragon’s foolishness. As I got back into the rhythm, my body naturally seemed to work its way closer to Zoe. I muscled my way in front of Tony.

      He maneuvered back in. Competitiveness rose, spiked with an unnatural dose of jealousy. I growled again and nudged in front of him to get closer to Zoe. 

      She stood, eyes wide with exasperation, and barely reached my chest. She raised her hands, palms outward. “What is this—a couple of peacocks ruffling feathers in a macho dance off?”

      ZOE

      I shouldn’t have stopped their freaky performance. It doused my ability to blend in and scan the crowd for trouble. I was supposed to be playing the role of a woman out for a good time with her friend for some male entertainment, but the outlandish attention overwhelmed me.

      Nova stood beside me. “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah, fine.” My gaze moved from the darker one to the blond, Lucas. “There are tons of other woman here. Why are you both all over me?”

      He flashed a flirtatious smile. “What can I say? We were both drawn to the prettiest woman in the club tonight.”

      “Bull.” What a load of crap. I handed them some dollar bills, not going anywhere near their crotches. “Thanks for the special performance. It’s a bit much for me.”

      The dark-haired one took the hint and the money. “Thank you.” He danced his way over to the next table, swaying with a few hip thrusts en route.

      “Fancy seeing you here.” Lucas tipped his head at Nova.

      “This is my friend, Zoe.” She motioned in my direction. That was smart of her not to mention the Network or our working relationship to avoid it being overheard.

      Lucas’s eyes twinkled as he glanced at me. He’d already introduced himself when he’d bent down and spoken to me, but Nova likely hadn’t heard over the music.

      He took my hand, bent, and kissed it. “Enchante.”

      “I would say the same, but that would be a lie,” I replied with a sardonic grin. “Overwhelmed might be a better description.”

      I never expected having two strange men thrusting their barely covered packages in my personal space.

      “My apologies, milady.” Lucas tipped his fireman helmet, one of the few things he still wore after stripping down. “I’ll make sure the others give you space. Hope you enjoy the rest of your night.”

      He turned and strode away. My gaze automatically dropped to his butt, which was tight and round as if he did a thousand squats before breakfast. Sweet and sour potions, it had been too long since I’d been with a guy. I’d spent far too much of the last few years buried in work. Although Lucas’s moves had left me flabbergasted, I couldn’t deny how long neglected body parts tingled with awareness as if waking from a long, Snow-White slumber.

      It took some serious willpower to yank my gaze away and turn to Nova. “That’s your tenant?”

      Her face was pale. She exhaled. “One of them, yes.”

      “He certainly works his ass off to pay rent,” I quipped.

      She chuckled, breaking the odd mix of discomfort and sexual tension that had simmered in this space. “What a strange night. Do you think we can salvage what we came here to do?”

      I scanned the crowd. No way was I ready to quit. “Yes. Continue to observe. See if anything—or anyone—stands out as unusual. Something we should further investigate.”

      “Got it.”

      “I’m going to walk around. Be right back.”

      As I strolled through the club, I kept attuned to any odd scents or signs of dark magic. Nothing stood out.

      The performances continued through the evening, but dancers avoided our table. Lucas must have indeed told the others to give us space.

      When the club closed, I drove Nova home, disappointed at what seemed like a waste of a night. “Looks like tonight was a bust.”

      “At least we got a good story out of it,” Nova replied in a light tone. “Gianna would love it. Oh wait, is it okay to tell her?”

      Gianna. A light bulb flashed in my head. Nova’s friend had been near three of the demons and might recognize something that we’d overlooked. If we ever had a reason to return, she’d be key to have on our side.

      That was unlikely, though, considering we didn’t find anything indicating dark magic or demons tonight. I’d like to ensure we hadn’t missed anything, though.

      As I pulled up to her house, something came to me. I’d overlooked a key resource who had been shaking his assets literally in my face. “Damn.” I banged on the steering wheel.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked.

      “Why didn’t I think of that earlier?”

      “What?”

      “I should have talked to Lucas instead of pushing him away.”

      “About?”

      “Whether he noticed anything unusual.” I ran my hands through my hair. “I was so taken off guard by that performance that I wasn’t thinking straight.”

      “It was rather distracting,” she agreed in a dry tone.

      I peered at the purple house with the black door and turret, scanning for signs of movement in the windows. All the curtains were drawn, though, and likely were since they had a vampire residing there. “Do you think Lucas is home?”

      She glanced at the house. “No idea. Want me to text him?”

      “Sure.”

      She did so. After a minute or so, she said, “No answer yet. Maybe he’s still out.”

      Too bad. Nova had an in with Lucas. It would be better to start with him rather than the owner, who might or might not be cooperative. People could be unpredictable when asked about anything off that might have occurred in their business.

      “Nova, will you see if Lucas will talk to me?”

      “I can do that.” She nodded and opened the car door. “See you tomorrow.”

      As I drove away from their house, I smiled. I’d seen some crazy supernatural shenanigans during my time at the Network, but never anything as surprising as what I’d faced tonight. Two half-naked men pretty much shook their salami right in my face. That was a first—and hopefully a last.

      LUCAS

      After I woke up, I groaned and placed my hand on my forehead. That spectacle last night with Zoe replayed in my mind like a bad B movie. How amateurish to crash-land like that. I blamed my dragon. All that nonsense about her being my mate screwed with me, making me act ridiculous. Smooth moves were part of my repertoire, jealousy and possessiveness were not.

      I threw on a pair of jeans and a Clash London Calling T-shirt. Glancing in the full-length mirror, I finger-combed my hair. Then I headed downstairs to put last night behind me. That started with a lot of coffee.

      Nova texted me. Are you up?

      Yeah, making coffee.

      I need to talk to you about something.

      About her unexpected presence at the club last night, most likely. Come right over.

      A minute later, she walked into the shared kitchen. She wore pink and white plaid lounge pants that dragged on the kitchen floor. Her auburn hair was pulled into a ponytail. “Hey, Lucas.”

      “Nova,” I greeted her and raised my coffee mug. “Want some coffee?”

      “No, thanks. I’m good.”

      “That was weird seeing you last night.” I pinned her with an amused stare.

      She grimaced. “Sorry, it wasn’t planned, or I would have given you a heads up. We got a call at the Network and headed over to investigate. Trust me, I did not want to see that.”

      I motioned down my torso with both hands. “What, this? Are you telling me my body that I work very hard to present aesthetically offends you?” I teased. Save for my sugary cereal addiction, but I’d work that off after breakfast at the gym. A guy in my line of work had to take care of his appearance.

      “No, of course not,” Nova said. “But you know… It’s weird.”

      Amused at making her squirm, I laughed. Then, her earlier explanation captured my attention. “Wait, what do you mean about investigate? What’s going on?”

      Nova sighed. “We had an anonymous call about a possible demon sighting at the club.”

      I straightened. “A demon?”

      “Yeah. We didn’t find any signs, so hopefully, it’s nothing. But Zoe would like to talk to you today.”

      My dragon perked up at the mention of Zoe. I ignored him. He was not going to push me into flapping around like a drunken peacock again.

      “About what?” I asked.

      “I think to see if you noted any strange occurrences.”

      I smirked. “Strange occurrences are the norm, not the exception.”

      Nova tipped her chin down and narrowed her gaze. “You know what I mean, Lucas.”

      “Not really.”

      Nova pushed her hair behind her ears. “She probably wants to ask you about demons.”

      I snorted. “I don’t know anything about that. In fact, I’m the only person in this house who has zero experience with the things.”

      “But you work at a club where one was spotted.”

      I rubbed the back of my neck. “We can’t have them messing with business.”

      She motioned at me. “Then help us stop it.”

      “How?”

      “Talk to Zoe.”

      My pulse shot up a notch. “Okay.” I motioned around us. “Tell her she’s welcome to come here.”

      “Thanks. I’ll call her.” Nova returned to her apartment.

      After she left, my dragon started up again, flapping around in excitement at the prospect of seeing Zoe again.

      What is wrong with you? She’s just a woman.

      No, mate.

      We don’t have a mate, and we never will.

      My dragon snorted. I filled a bowl with sugary cereal and drowned it with milk. Then I carried it to the table and began to chow down.

      Sebastian entered the house. He wore a blue plaid button-down shirt that was untucked over jeans and his dark beard was trimmed. He stared at my bowl and frowned. “Why do you eat that crap when there are so many other better breakfast options?”

      “Because it tastes good.” I took a hearty spoonful. Sugary cereal with zero nutritional value was an indulgence I didn’t want to quit, so I justified it to myself by working out most days right after breakfast.

      “Where are you coming from?” I asked him.

      “Gianna’s.” Sebastian sat in the recliner and pulled out his phone.

      Ah, maybe I could get some info from him to help me figure out the issue with my dragon. He’d wrestled with his wolf and had acted out of character when he’d first met Gianna. Hopefully, my dragon’s reaction would ensure this was a false alarm.

      “So, Seb,” I said in a matter-of-fact tone. “What’s new?”

      He glanced up from his phone and assessed me with a skeptical look. “Why are you being weird?”

      “Weird how? I asked how you’re doing. It’s a totally normal question. People ask it every day.”

      “No, not like that. It’s your tone.” He narrowed his eyes. “What are you up to, Lucas?”

      He knew me too well. I finished up my bowl and plopped it in the sink. Oh, Sebastian would complain if I didn’t load it in the dishwasher right away. I rinsed the bowl and added it before striding over and sitting on the couch.

      “Okay, here’s the deal. Last night I was minding my business at work when Nova and her coworker Zoe came in. Nova said it was to investigate a demon sighting.”

      Sebastian raised both hands. “Whoa, whoa, whoa. Demon?”

      “Yeah, I don’t know what the situation is there,” I said. “Nova said something like it might be a false report. But listen to my story, it’s important.”

      “More important than a demon sighting?” Sebastian countered. “As in the beings who kidnapped my mate twice?” He grunted. “I can’t think of anything more important than that.”

      Okay, I had to back up as this discussion was not going as I’d planned.

      “I don’t know the deets there, but they didn’t find anything last night. Talk to Nova about it.”

      Sebastian adjusted on the sofa. “I better text Gianna and make sure she’s okay.”

      I groaned. “Come on, man. You just left her place.”

      Was this what happened when a shifter found his mate? Sebastian, who used to be my wingman and go out with me to meet fine ladies, was now all super territorial and protective. He couldn’t even listen to my very important story without checking on Gianna to make sure she was okay? Lame.

      After he was assured that Gianna was just peachy, I asked him, “How did you know she was your mate?”

      He stared at me with surprise. “Why?”

      Ugh, he often did that—asking why I asked a question. I responded with my usual, “Because I want to know.”

      “Because?” he prompted with a wave of his hand.

      “Can’t you just answer a question? Why are you being so cagey?”

      “Why the sudden interest in how I knew my mate? You cringed when I first mentioned it.” His eyes widened. “Wait—is it? You?”

      I pieced together the meaning in his fractured sentence. “Of course not,” I dismissed. “Me?” I pointed to my chest. “With a mate.” I threw my head back and released a hearty laugh.

      Okay, maybe I was overdoing it.

      “I wonder why you’re now curious, especially since you were with me that day at the club,” Sebastian said.

      I snapped my fingers and pointed at him. “Right, when you acted all feral and shit around Gianna and then punched some guy for looking at her.”

      “You know it was much more than that,” Sebastian countered. “He groped her.”

      “Anyhoo,” I said before he strayed to a tangent, “How were you sure she was your mate?”

      “I didn’t at first.” Sebastian’s gaze drifted off. “My wolf recognized her scent and told me. I was confused and not sure I could believe it. The more time we spent together
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