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      Mates were trouble. That’s why Damon must refuse his wolf.

      

      Pack enforcer Damon is reluctant to find his mate after his father went mad losing his. When Damon meets Sophie, the attraction is overwhelming, but he must let her go.

      

      And he regrets it.

      

      Later, he detects Sophie’s scent while on patrol at his pack’s ski mountain. She may be in trouble. He must follow her.

      

      But she’s stepped into another pack's forbidden territory.

      

      If Damon crosses the boundary, he'll break the treaty with their rivals.

      

      Mates weren’t just trouble, they could lead a shifter to spark a war.

      

      If you like forbidden romance with drama, suspense, and danger, you’ll love this steamy shifter series.

      

      Fated mates, enemies-to-lovers, billionaires, cozy cabins, and breathtaking scenery. Escape into the magic of the White Mountains in this hot new collection!
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      Damon

      He stared at the gargoyle statues flanking the sides of the club and ground his teeth. Traveling here had been a mistake.

      He didn’t care if the venue attracted shifters.

      An unsettling sensation had prickled the back of his neck the moment his pack’s alpha had suggested the excursion three nights ago.

      “There’s an underground club on the Massachusetts coast,” Rafe had said after a pack meeting. “Let’s head down for the weekend.” He’d motioned to Damon, one of the pack’s enforcers, and Grayson, their beta. “We might have a better chance at finding our mates, since we’re not having any luck here.”

      That was just fine with Damon. Mates were nothing but trouble. Just ask his father.

      Impossible. His father was long gone.

      Damon groaned to himself. All because of that so-called magical bond with a mate. More like a suicidal noose.

      He attempted to push his unease about this club aside and followed Rafe and Grayson inside. They navigated down a dark passageway lit by electric sconces. Damon had to force his feet forward. He couldn’t wait to return to the solitude of his cabin back on Franconia Mountain. He could ski by day and hunt for prey in wolf form come dusk. If he wanted a female companion, there were plenty of snow bunnies that came for short-term visits, which made it easier to avoid relationships. But as a pack enforcer, his loyalty and protection remained with his alpha. If Rafe wanted to go on some mad mission to find his mate, Damon would go at his command.

      That didn’t mean he had to agree to seek out a potential mate himself.

      They reached a door guarded by a human male with dark skin and muscular biceps that strained the sleeves of his black shirt. While Grayson handled the financial transaction, Damon read the sign mounted on the door:

      “Abandon hope all ye who enter here.”

      The creepy decor is a little over the top, he communicated telepathically to Rafe.

      What did you expect from a club that attracts supes—rainbows and unicorns?

      The bouncer let them enter. Before Damon even stepped across the threshold, a remix of a familiar song with a sinister vibe slithered under his skin. He rolled his neck to ease the returning discomfort. Still, he walked inside.

      His senses were assaulted at once—not only by the music that seemed to fuse inside his body and echo in his ears, but by the bright lights and the scents. It was human perspiration mixed with desire.

      As his vision adjusted to the red, purple, and white lights that traveled overhead, he scanned from one end of the club to the other. Gargoyle statues were mounted like stone sentries from perches both near the ceiling and down at ground level. They were the only things standing still. People moved constantly, from those walking to those dancing, moving like serpents under strobe lights.

      Damon blew out a rough breath. “I need a drink.”

      Grayson nodded and motioned to the bar with rows of bottles lit under crimson lights. “Come on.”

      Once they ordered drinks from a pink-haired bartender, Rafe led the trio as they walked single file along the edge of the dance floor. They stood at least half a head above most of the men nearby. Rafe scoped out the dancers, likely eying the women in black outfits that revealed plenty of skin. Damon forced himself to take deep, slow breaths to ward off the claustrophobic vibe.

      He gulped his mojito. “I’m not going to dance.”

      Grayson chuckled. “Won’t or can’t?”

      Damon scowled.

      “I don’t care if you stand as still as one of the gargoyles,” Rafe added. “It’s good for you to experience something different. Besides, you know why we’re here.”

      Right. Alpha’s call: find mates.

      Rafe had been growing increasingly restless as the years passed. Being a billionaire in his thirties and owning a successful ski resort in the White Mountains wasn’t enough for him. He wanted a mate at his side.

      Not Damon.

      Mates could make you lose reason. Lose everything.

      Lose your mind.

      He wouldn’t permit himself to suffer the same fate as his father, no matter how his wolf urged otherwise.

      “Good luck.” Rafe raised his glass and then walked into the crowd of dancers.

      Grayson motioned to Damon. “You’re not coming?”

      Damon shook his head. “I’ll stay back and keep watch.”

      Grayson grinned. “Your reluctance to mate will turn you into a grumpy old wolf living alone in your cabin.”

      “Sounds like heaven.” Damon smiled and raised his drink. “Enjoy the hunt.”

      Grayson nodded and joined Rafe on the prowl for female companionship.

      Damon meandered toward the shadows at the back of the club. How long would he have to suffer through this ordeal before they could head back home?

      A white spotlight cascaded over a woman on the dance floor, who captured his attention. Once the light passed by, he blinked, continuing to stare at her. She was shorter than those around her and had long dark hair and bangs that glowed with a reddish hue under the club lights. Her eyes were half-closed as she danced, appearing to lose herself in the beat of the music. His gaze traveled down. Through brief glimpses in the movements of dancers blocking her, he noted that she was curvy. Her low cut-black dress revealed more than a hint of her full cleavage, which captivated him as she swayed.

      His skin felt hot and tight. He couldn’t take his eyes off this woman. He dragged his gaze to scan her companions. Was she there with someone?

      A taller woman with dirty blond hair danced beside her. Every few seconds, men nearby would shoot the women a glance. Damon wagered it would only be moments before one made his move.

      His wolf yipped at him, urging him to get closer.

      Despite Damon’s declaration not to step foot on the dance floor earlier, he wanted to see more of this woman. Too many people obscured the view.

      As he watched her dance, he reconsidered his mindset. Was he being too rash in wanting to rush out of there? After all, female companionship for the night wouldn’t be a hardship. It had been too long since he’d been with a woman. Why not enjoy the night?

      Although he worked as ski patrol on the mountain where many single women had propositioned him for a getaway fling, he’d lost interest in that pursuit a few years ago. An empty encounter provided no long-term satisfaction. He found more pleasure in skiing and hunting. Something about this woman intrigued him.

      Damon took another gulp of his mojito, emptying half the glass. He placed it on the bar and moved closer to the dance floor. And then, as if sensing him approach, she glanced out and caught his eyes.

      He sucked in a breath. The already claustrophobic club lacked oxygen, but this time it was different. He felt dazed.

      Entranced.

      Drawn to her, he wedged his large body through tightly packed dancers until he infiltrated the dance floor. Sweaty men and women appraised him, many with an appreciative glint, but his focus was on the brunette.

      Only two more feet remained when a male pushed his way in front of Damon and into her dance space.

      Damon stepped behind the human and released a low growl, which came out louder than he’d intended—more of a possessive declaration than an initial warning. The guy turned with a perplexed expression. Damon gave a sharp nod to the side of the dance floor, indicating for the man to beat it. The man rushed away.

      The woman fixed a wide-eyed stare at Damon, and he gulped. She was tiny next to him, at least a foot shorter, and stacked with delicious curves from her full breasts to rounded hips. He stepped closer and her scent reached his nostrils. He inhaled more deeply, and it drifted through his body like a magical enchantment, sweeping away all the sensory overload of the club. It dizzied him and challenged his balance. He struggled to stay still.

      His world narrowed to the woman before him. All he saw was her. His heart thumped and blood pumped like thunder through his veins. His skin burned with a tingling heat.

      His wolf bounced inside, jubilant. Pushing, pushing Damon to get closer.

      It’s her. It’s her. Our mate!

      The woman pulled back, planted her hands on her hips, and pierced Damon with an accusatory stare. “Do you always barge your way into crowds and growl at strangers?”

      SOPHIE

      The music was so loud, almost drowning out conversation, but that sound was unmistakable. The massive man was impressive, no doubt. But that didn’t excuse his odd behavior.

      She hadn’t paid much attention to the people around her as she danced with her roommate Tara, but she’d felt someone staring at her. When she’d glanced out, she’d caught the gaze of a man off the dance floor. He had dark, wavy hair that extended past his chin and dark eyes. His face appeared chiseled, yet that strong jawline gave him a more rugged appearance. A slight bump on his nose indicated he may have been in a fight or two. His intense stare added to the dangerous edge. As he approached her, he stood a head above those he passed. His shoulders were massive, as if he’d been carved out of limestone.

      His dark eyes appeared to glow with a golden hue. That wasn’t possible. Her heart thumped, and she swallowed. She blinked twice and focused on him once again. The glow was gone.

      She laughed to herself. It had to have been a trick of the lights. Still, she held her breath as he approached. But then some guy stepped right into her personal space and attempted to dance with her. Seconds later, the guy with huge shoulders growled.

      Growled?

      Who did that? That rumbling sound broke through whatever spell he’d cast with his intense stare from across the dance floor.

      She glanced over to Tara, her tall and willowy, blond roommate. Two guys were now dancing with her. That was expected. Guys were drawn to her model looks. Tara didn’t seem to mind. She caught Sophie’s eye, appraised the guy towering beside her, and gave her a nod of approval.

      Sophie huffed with exasperation, not that Tara would hear her over the music. She returned her attention to Shoulders.

      When he still hadn’t said a word, she said, “Well?” loud enough to be heard over the music. “Do you always growl like that?”

      A grin spread across his face, breaking that intimidating look. He leaned closer to her ear. “Only when I see an unworthy guy pushing his way into a beautiful woman’s personal space.”

      His warm breath tickled her ear and a delicious shudder rippled over her skin. This gorgeous man calling her beautiful sent a flicker of heat unfurling inside her core. After her recent breakup with her lying, cheating boyfriend, that compliment softened the blow. Tara had convinced Sophie to come out tonight to move on from the betrayal—“You can shake off that scumbag with some wild and free dancing on 80s night!” At this gothic club, that meant the more unusual remixes, including the current Duran Duran version of A View to a Kill.

      Sophie arched a brow at Shoulders. “Like you just did?”

      Shoulders motioned between them. “Am I invading your personal space?”

      She shrugged. It wasn’t that. He stood a respectable few feet away from her, not like the shorter guy who moved dangerously close to dry humping her leg. “No. It was still an odd move.”

      Shoulders placed his hand on his impressive chest. “My apologies. I’m not a club guy and I’m out of my comfort zone.”

      She could understand that since she was more of a Netflix or hanging in with a hot drink and a good book kind of gal.

      “What’s your name?” He assessed her with a long appraising glance—and one that seemed to caress all her curves without touching her.

      “Sophie.” She returned the bold stare, assessing his impressive torso, but stopping just before wandering into dangerous territory between his legs. “Yours?”

      “Damon.”

      She nodded and repeated his name in her head.

      “What brought you here tonight, Sophie?”

      The image of two naked bodies pulsed in her head as intrusive as the spotlights shining down. That rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh with each of his repeated thrusts from behind, repeating the piercing truth—they betrayed you.

      How long had her boyfriend and cousin been sleeping together behind her back? Sophie didn’t want to know. No matter what they told her, it was sure to be a lie.

      Enough.

      Sophie exhaled and glanced again at this hot stranger. “Escaping reality.”

      Damon’s eyes twinkled. “That sounds like an excellent reason to me.” He bent closer and murmured, “I’d like to escape with you.” His voice lowered with dark, velvety promise.

      She bit her lip. “Do you consider yourself ‘worthier’ than him?” Her voice had taken on a full-on flirtatious tone, which was so unlike her. She nodded in the direction to where the shorter guy had skittered through the crowd and disappeared.

      Damon’s eyes brightened with that amber glow again. “I hope you’ll give me a chance to prove it to you.” He offered his hand. “Dance with me.”

      That intense look and seductive voice ignited a fierce reaction inside her she almost didn’t recognize—desire. Her heart thumped with one hard beat after another.

      Rendered mute, she merely nodded. She cleared her throat. “Yes.”

      She took his hand and heat simmered beneath her skin. His touch seared her with a magnetic, almost magical sensation. Did he feel it, too?

      Judging by his rapt expression, the answer was yes. His mouth parted and eyes widened as if in awe.

      In the next second, he’d wiped that look away. The intense one was back. “Good. I haven’t been able to take my eyes off you.” He brushed a finger down her bare arm.

      Her breath caught in her throat as a shiver of awareness rippled through her body. “Why?”

      He stared down at her from intense eyes. So dark and deep. How foolish of her to think they had been glowing.

      “Because you’ve captivated me from across the room.” He pulled her body closer to his and wrapped his large hand around her, settling it on her lower back.

      That might have been a line, but she didn’t care. The way he looked at her with that hungry glint in his eyes made her believe it.

      Duran Duran faded into a remix of the Pet Shop Boys East End Girls. Although the surrounding people moved at almost a frenetic pace as they threw their bodies around, Damon moved his hips opposite her to a slower, more sensual downbeat. She mirrored his movements.

      As he held her body close, she relaxed and went with the flow. In no time, they found a rhythm, as if their bodies recognized each other’s primal beat.

      That was what she had wanted tonight—to release all the anguish from the betrayal and just let loose. Tonight, she didn’t want to be Sophie, the wallflower graphic designer. She didn’t want to be the good girl betrayed. The one whose love life had been destroyed as suddenly as a tornado taking down a house and leaving devastation in its wake.

      Tonight, she yearned to be free. And maybe a little wild.

      Since she’d had a potent, fruity cocktail and had danced with Tara and her free-spirited nature for over an hour, Sophie’s inhibitions had lowered throughout the night. Dancing in his arms practically knocked any remaining self-consciousness out. For once, she wasn’t thinking. She was feeling.

      Her hair flowed loose and brushed her shoulders as she swayed. His hand was protective. Possessive. She moved without self-consciousness and felt sultry. Sexy as hell.

      It felt amazing.

      Goodbye, good girl graphic designer—someone more likely to be up all night to meet a deadline, rather than tangoing with a hottie in the sheets. Hello, the new Sophie, almost dirty dancing with a striking stranger.

      Could she let the fantasy continue? Pull off seductive siren for one night of escape?

      DAMON

      Despite his non-dancing declaration earlier, Damon didn’t regret changing his mind. No one had ever made him feel so consumed by desire. He moved behind Sophie and placed his hands on her full hips, barely keeping from pressing against her lush ass.

      His wolf was triumphant. We found her. Our mate.

      She’s just a pretty woman, Damon countered.

      No, his wolf countered. She’s the one. Don’t you sense it?

      Damon gritted his teeth. He didn’t need a mate. They were nothing but misery, leading to agony and a cold, lonely death.

      But he couldn’t deny the overwhelming effect this woman had on him. He wanted to hold her, touch her, claim her.

      He moved his hands down her sides, inhaling her scent more deeply. It stirred a primal reaction in him that shot his desire through the rafters of this dark club.

      She dropped her head back towards his chest as they danced. The raging instinct drove higher. He couldn’t hold back from touching her any longer. He pressed his erection against her ass and moaned. That dizzying touch increased the need to do so much more.

      What the hell was he doing? Before he went too far right there on the dance floor, he spun her around, so she faced him again. He widened his stance to reduce the height difference. He took her arms and looped them around his neck.

      She stared at him from under hooded eyelids, desire palpable in her gaze. Despite all the human scents on the dance floor, all the perspiration and desire, he scented hers. She wanted him as much as he ached for her.

      Their bodies moved closer as they danced, as if unable to stay apart. He held her against him, hearts beating together. Everyone else in the room disappeared.

      Her scent intoxicated him. Her touch seemed to mark him as hers.

      He wanted to touch her everywhere, taste her. Claim her.

      Do it, his wolf urged. She’s our mate.

      Damon needed more of her.

      He pulled his upper body away just enough to look at her face. She glanced at him with anticipation. His gaze lowered to her mouth and her pink, pouty lips parted.

      Just a taste.

      He bent down as if in slow motion, enchanted by this desire. She seemed to be just as taken by him.

      The second his lips brushed hers, embers ignited throughout his body, soon exploding into flames. His wolf howled with relief. She was the one.

      They had to claim her.

      No, not here. Not in the middle of the dance floor. He didn’t want an audience to his desire.

      Damon stroked her upper arm and bent down. “Sophie, come with me.”

      Her eyes opened a fraction wider, revealing wide dark pupils that almost fully captured her blue irises. “Where?”

      He took her hand and led her through the crowd and into a shadowy nook at the back of the club. “Somewhere we can have a little more privacy.”

      Behind black tables where small groups chatted over drinks were couples close together in intimate conversations or making out far from the spotlights on the dance floor.

      “I just thought we’d come back here so we can—talk.” Yeah, right. Talking was the last thing he’d been thinking of in that state.

      She peered at him and teased, “Did you come here tonight to seduce a woman on the dance floor?”

      He chuckled. “No. It was more like peer pressure.” He faced her and traced along her cheek, her jawline, and then her throat. Her skin was as soft as the velvety moss on the forest floor. He wanted to feel the rest of her.

      Sophie stared at him from under dark lashes. He swallowed. The pull to her was too powerful, swallowing all the pounding bass that surrounded them.

      Damon placed his hands on either side of the wall, his large body shielding her from prying eyes. He couldn’t resist leaning down. His heart thundered in his ears. The world slowed during the agonizing wait to touch her lips again. When they finally met, he paused, momentarily stunned by that searing connection. There was something—something about this woman he’d just met that unglued him.

      Because she’s our mate, his wolf insisted.

      Damon ignored his wolf’s pestering once again and deepened the kiss. He edged his tongue along the seam of her mouth. She parted her lips wider, welcoming him in. A delicate sigh of relief escaped her, echoing his own need.

      As their tongues danced, he tasted the sweetness of mango. She wrapped one hand around the base of his neck, curling her fingers through his hair.

      Passion intensified, pushing them near breathless as both seemed desperate for more. Her breasts pressed against him. How he yearned to take her somewhere private where he could remove her dress and savor every inch of her.

      He ran his hands over the sides of her body, taking in the delicious feel of her curves. Reaching the bottom edge of her dress, he stroked her thigh. She trembled beneath his touch, gasping against his mouth. Almost certain they wouldn’t be seen back here, especially with him dressed in black and blocking the view of her body, he still opened his eyes to glance to either side to make sure nobody was watching them.

      Nobody that he saw seemed to give a damn. They were more interested with their own partners.

      His fingers edged higher, exploring the decadent path of her flesh. She took a slight step to the side, giving him greater access. His pulse hammered through his veins, and his cock throbbed. He had to touch her. Needed to be inside her.

      His hands traveled higher. He agonized to feel that forbidden part of her.

      The heat between her legs was almost scorching. Finally, when he touched her, her satin panties were soaked. She moaned and then shuddered.

      She broke a hair’s breadth from his lips. “Oh, Damon,” she murmured.

      He plunged his tongue back into her mouth and began to slide his fingers beneath the seam, desperate to touch her wet, silky flesh.

      Sophie released a shaky exhale and dropped her head back against the wall. Opening her eyes half-mast, she glanced in both directions, and her eyes widened.

      She pushed at his chest. “Wait—what am I doing? We are in a public place.”

      He pulled his hand away and her dress fell, covering her. Dazed, he could barely find words to form through the sensual fog. “It’s okay.”

      She blinked a few times and glanced around. “It’s not okay.” She covered her chest. “I don’t know you. This isn’t like me.” Her eyes, full of desire only moments before, sparked with confusion and then widened with horror.

      He motioned with a slow, placating gesture. “Nobody should see us here.”

      “That doesn’t matter.” Her expression turned mortified. “I don’t act this reckless.”

      “I didn’t mean to come on to you so strong. We can slow things down.”

      She shook her head. “This won’t make anything better. I didn’t come here tonight to pick up a stranger. I need to go.” She slid to the side, away from him, and then rushed through the crowd.

      Follow her! his wolf urged.

      Despite the roaring instinct to pursue her, Damon kept his feet planted on the club floor that seemed sticky with beer. It was better to let her go.

      After she escaped from view, he closed his eyes. Regret smothered him like a punch to the solar plexus that deprived him of oxygen. He couldn’t breathe.

      Who was she? Had he made a terrible mistake in letting her leave?

      He reopened his eyes. She was gone.
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      SOPHIE

      Six months later…

      Sophie chatted with the couple she rode up with on the chair lift. The scent of pine made it still smell like Christmas, although it was now February. Some teens must have thought they were decorating trees as they’d thrown colorful beads and an assortment of bras onto the branches.

      She had eyed the steep mountain face on each ascent up this chair lift and now felt ready to tackle it. The whoosh of a skier below kicking up snow as he took tight turns made her heart quicken. It would be a challenge for sure, but she anticipated that descent. There would be no greater thrill to end the day than to ski this run.

      Tara had gone back to their condo after lunch. She’d gotten her period early yesterday and was still sore from skiing for the first time this season. She said the first day was always the worst for her, with headaches and cramps and a nice bout of insomnia. Added to the soreness in her legs, she was done for the day.

      “Go have fun without me,” Tara had said. “I’m going to rest and take a sleeping pill to help me get through the night. We’ll catch up tomorrow. We have another full day before we leave on Sunday.”

      Sophie was a more advanced skier than Tara. They’d spent Friday morning on their weekend getaway on the trails together, but once Tara left, Sophie challenged herself with more difficult runs. She’d worked up to skiing mostly black diamond runs. This would be her last run of the day, and she’d make it a good one.

      “You don’t mind skiing alone?” the blond woman who appeared to be in her forties asked from beside her on the chairlift.

      “It’s only for the afternoon,” Sophie replied. “Besides some alone time on the mountain is exactly what I need right now.”

      It gave her a chance to breathe and escape the chaos of the city. Although she loved her job and the energetic vibe of working in Boston, the tension from all that peopling could get to her.

      A woman skied down the steep double black diamond trail before them, nailing it with tight turns that kicked up plumes of snow behind her.

      “She’s killing it. That’s a tough trail,” the guy on the other end of the triple chair noted. “It tore up my quads when I tried it.”

      “I’ve been eying it all afternoon, working up to it,” Sophie replied. “I’m feeling pretty good about it now and ready for the challenge.”

      “Good for you. Confidence is key,” he said with a nod. “Watch out for the ice, though. I noted some patches on the left.”

      “Will do, thanks.” It wasn’t her first time she’d skied this trail on this mountain, but it was the first time in a decade. She used to come up to the White Mountains to ski with her family, and they’d visited Franconia Mountain a few times. It had expanded a great deal during that time. No longer just a ski mountain with a few basics for food and lodging nearby, it had since developed into a ski resort with a sprawling commercial village below.

      They reached the peak. “Have a good run,” she said to the couple before climbing out of the chair and skiing left while the couple skied right to the easier trails.

      Sophie stared down, and her heart raced. The challenge of this steep pitch ahead hit her with a slap. Steep now seemed like an understatement. It looked near vertical from this angle. Maybe she’d taken on more than she could handle.

      “You can do it.” She gave herself a pep talk.

      Right. She could. She’d done so when she was fourteen. Why not now ten years later? She had additional years of skiing experience.

      She gritted her teeth and focused on her form. Skis pointed down the trail, body facing forward, legs tight. Most important, stay in control.

      One-two-three. She pitched forward and blasted down.

      Sophie kept her gaze ahead and concentrated on tight turns. The air hit her face and the exhilaration of speed hit her with a rush. She avoided the left side of the trail as that guy had noted the ice. Still, she kept watch for any other patches or obstacles. The constant grind of skis and snowboards throughout the day could expose more.

      A patch of ice ahead was coming up quickly. She barely had enough time to veer around it. But then, she didn’t see the next one that she skied right into.

      She skidded and lost her balance. One ski flew off the ground.

      Sophie righted herself without falling and exhaled with relief. But not for long.

      She hadn’t regained control of her direction and speed. She veered off trail and into the woods, narrowly missing a tree.

      Shit. Trees were dangerous. Being out of control at this speed could be deadly. She cut her skis into the snow, desperately trying to slow herself down, while trying to avoid kissing the trees in a fatal embrace. Her heartbeat skyrocketed and her skin turned clammy beneath her snow gear.

      After cutting, fighting, and struggling, she somehow managed to slow down—but not without falling on her ass with enough force that it knocked the wind out of her.

      Damn. She sat unmoving for several seconds. Breathing felt like rubbing her lungs over shards of ice. She glanced around, disoriented. How deep had she headed into the woods?

      After another minute or two, she breathed with more ease. Time to get up and get moving.

      By some miracle, she hadn’t lost her skis. She used her poles to pull herself to her feet. She turned back up to look at the path she came down and grunted. No way was she climbing up that steep pitch in skis and ski boots. She’d be drenched in sweat after three heavy steps.

      Instead, she turned forward. She was better off heading down. If she took a diagonal path, eventually she’d run into another ski trail, right? And then she’d follow that down to the base lodge.

      She removed her skis and slung them over her shoulders. She wouldn’t dare try to ski downhill through trees after that dangerous tango through the forest.

      As she trod in her heavy ski boots, her body heated despite being covered with cool sweat. The unsettling vibe of being alone in the woods crept under her skin, and her eyes darted in the direction of every small sound.

      It’s probably just a squirrel, she attempted to soothe herself.

      She shivered despite the rising perspiration. The temperature was expected to drop into the single-digits tonight—not as warm and cozy as she’d anticipated spending the evening with a spiked hot beverage while she warmed up near a fire.

      She had to get out of the woods and soon.

      DAMON

      The last run of the day.

      Damon climbed off the chairlift for one last check before he could head back to his cabin and unwind with a hard cider. Come dusk, he’d head into the forest so his wolf could hunt.

      As part of ski patrol on Franconia Mountain, his responsibilities included ensuring that all the guests were safely off the mountain. This double black diamond trail had left more than one skier or snowboarder removing their equipment and walking down the steep pitch after discovering they weren’t up for the challenge.

      Damon positioned his skis downhill and scanned from left to right for signs of any struggling skiers as he navigated downhill. Some of the fresh snow from last night had been brushed away by a full day of skiers and snowboarders, exposing a few icy patches. He steered around them. Approximately a third of the way down the mountain, ski tracks veered into the woods.

      Either it was someone trying to ski off trail in a dangerous location—or someone was in trouble.

      He skied toward the tracks. And then it hit him like he’d suddenly bolted awake from a dream—her scent.

      His wolf stirred. We found her.

      Damon grunted. He’d been arguing with his wolf for six months, ever since Sophie had run out of that club in Massachusetts. His wolf had urged him to pursue her, insisting they couldn’t let their mate get away. But Damon had refused.

      He wouldn’t let one dance with a woman upend his life and all the drama he’d struggled to keep out of it. He wouldn’t be swayed by the notion of one fated mate—especially a human.

      Still, he couldn’t deny the primal need that Sophie had stirred within him when they danced. It returned now as instinctive as muscle memory.

      Was he imagining it? He took another inhale. It was her, no doubt. All his instincts flared, and his focus homed to one critical task—to find her.

      He took a deep breath to steady himself and tried to calm his excited wolf. He would go after her, yes, but simply because it was his job. He had to make sure this woman was safe—if she was even in the woods.

      The scent was fresh though, and as he followed her ski tracks into the woods, it grew stronger. His wolf clamored inside, hyped up with tremulous anticipation.

      She’s close. Our mate!

      Damon grunted and refused to acknowledge his wolf.

      The terrain was steep. She had to be an expert skier to navigate the tree line. Hmm. Maybe not. No tight turns around the trees. The path veered off to one straight line through the trees, indicating that she might have lost control.

      Sophie could be hurt. Or worse.

      Damon’s throat felt tight and parched. He swallowed. He would find her.

      He had to find her.

      The ski tracks ended and were followed by footprints. She must have removed her skis and attempted to walk. But where was she going?

      Shit. The direction was bad. She was heading diagonally across the mountain toward the Sacco pack’s territory—which was off limits to his pack.

      Not good.

      Damn it. Damon had to go after her.

      He took off his skis as well, since it was far too dangerous to try and navigate this pitch through the dense forest. Her scent grew stronger. His wolf romped inside. We’re close.

      And so was the boundary to Sacco lands.

      Her footprints crossed it.

      Damon’s heart thumped like a warning signal. He stared at the invisible boundary line between the mountains that every pack member knew not to cross. To end territorial battles, the Sacco and Franconia packs had come to an agreement ten years ago, dividing the mountains.

      The differing pack mentalities had exacerbated their differences. While the Franconia pack led by their alpha Rafe developed their lands into a massively successful ski resort with a flourishing village that welcomed humans, the Sacco pack chose to live in solitude, embrace a simple life in nature. The peace treaty agreed to live and let live, and that meant staying off each other’s lands.

      A breach would break the treaty. Breaking the treaty could lead to a renewed battle over territory. A battle over territory could lead to full out war between the packs.

      Damon had a choice. He could turn back to keep the peace and stay off Sacco land. Or…

      Find her, find her, his wolf insisted.

      She was in Sacco territory. What dangers awaited her there, he didn’t know. With their aversion to humans, he couldn’t risk it.

      Or one of the wolves could try to claim her himself.

      Damon growled. He wouldn’t let that happen. He’d never let that happen.

      In the end, he didn’t have a choice at all. Instinct took over, and he leaped across the boundary, into forbidden territory, breaking the treaty with the Sacco pack.

      He had to protect Sophie.
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      SOPHIE

      As the minutes passed, Sophie’s anxiety bloomed. The cold of night might be the least of her worries. She turned at every ruffle in the trees and sounds of movement throughout the forest. Animals lived out here. Predators?

      Likely.

      Hopefully, none with a penchant for human flesh.

      She laughed to herself. You’re freaking yourself out. You’re just scared and cold and disoriented. Soon you’ll be down at the base with a refreshing cocktail, and you’ll have a wild story to tell Tara.

      Ahead, there was a break of white through the trees. It wasn’t artificial light, but a wide, open space covered with snow. Sophie cried in jubilation, and she rushed toward it. She couldn’t wait to break free from these woods.

      Once she exited the fringe of the forest, she trekked forward onto the trail and glanced around. It didn’t appear to be a ski trail. No ski lodge below. No chair lift over the trail. She searched for cables. None.

      Where the hell was she?

      She whimpered. All the anticipation of finding her way out plummeted.

      She attempted to shake off the despair. No. Feeling overwhelmed wouldn’t help. At least, she was no longer in the woods. She was closer to getting back. She just needed to get her bearings and figure out the best direction to walk from here.

      Movement in the trees on the opposite side from where she’d emerged caught her eye. What was that? Her heartbeat quickened. It was larger than a deer.

      The shadowy creature then stepped out from the forest. A wolf as white as the snow but with piercing blue eyes. Only it was massive, much more so than any wolf she’d ever seen.

      Any? It was the only one she’d ever seen.

      But she never imagined they could be this massive, dwarfing her. It stared at her, eyes flashing as bright as a warning.

      What the hell should she do? She was a city girl. Dealing with the insanity of driving in Boston traffic, fine. But surviving in the woods with a wolf staring her down?

      Nope. No freaking clue!

      The wolf took a few steps closer to her. She dropped her skis into the snow and clutched the poles like a weapon as she stepped backwards.

      Although every cell in her body screamed not to go back into the deep, dark, dangerous forest, she had to get away from this predator.

      The wolf curled its lip and growled, and the vibrating sound made the hair at the back of her neck rise.

      Uh oh…

      It leapt at her, and she screamed.

      She turned backwards, desperate to escape, but stumbled in her ski boots into the snow. As the wolf approached, she covered her throat.

      It lunged past her.

      What?

      She turned and looked over her shoulder, following the direction of growls.

      Another wolf. Shit.

      The white one clashed with the newcomer, a gray one, in a vicious flash of fangs and claws. They barked and then growled before circling each other in the snow. While they were distracted, she stole back into the forest to get the hell away from them.

      She spotted her tracks and followed them back up. Despite how hellish the climb would be in ski boots, at least it would bring her back to the ski trail. To people.

      If the wolves didn’t follow her and hunt her down.

      Her heart sped and lungs burned. Her entire body burned with sweat.

      She spotted the wolf’s footprints along hers and gasped. How long had that gray wolf been tracking her?

      Wait, the prints disappeared. She couldn’t stop to investigate and continued to trek up the mountain.

      More footprints. This time they were similar to hers, but a larger size. Had a person been following her? But where did the footprints disappear to?

      The wolf. She couldn’t think it. She covered her mouth and kept going.

      Still the terrifying thought twisted her mind. Maybe it had taken the other person and would be happy to have her for dessert. She laughed to herself, as if she were losing her mind.

      She rushed, breaking into as much of a run as she could manage with the encumbering ski boots.

      A flash later, they relieved her of their weight. She was airborne.

      She’d slipped. Her ski boots flashed in the air before her and then she came crashing back down. Despite the helmet, the impact was strong enough to rattle her.

      And then, the world turned black.

      DAMON

      Damon’s gut twisted as he sat in his log cabin and stared out the picture window up at the mountain. He leaned forward, elbows on knees and head resting on one hand. He had to confess to his alpha what he had done. His breach into Sacco territory and fighting one of their wolves broke the peace between the packs.

      He tapped his foot and stood. He reached out to communicate telepathically with his alpha. Rafe, I have something to tell you.

      Good news or bad?

      Damon swallowed. Not good.

      His alpha groaned. I’m in my office. Come to me.

      Damon glanced at the closed door in his cabin and sighed. I can’t leave right now.

      Why not?

      I can explain when we talk.

      Where are you?

      In my cabin.

      I’ll be right there, Rafe snapped.

      It wasn’t conventional for the enforcer to ask the alpha to come to him, but the gravity of the situation called for it. Damon couldn’t abandon Sophie. If she woke up afraid and confused—and worse, walked out of his life—he’d never forgive himself for letting her get away once more.

      Damon stepped outside and paced across the paved road in front of his slope-side log cabin. He inhaled the pine-scented air, but it didn’t clear his head. An inch or two of snow had fallen since the road was last plowed, so he left footprints, which he attempted to walk in on each turn—a useless form of distraction before the unsettling task ahead.

      Minutes later, Rafe pulled up and parked his black BMW. “What happened?” he barked.

      Damon rubbed his jaw. “I need to start back a bit. Back when we visited that club in Massachusetts, my wolf thought he found our mate.”

      Because we did, his wolf challenged.

      Rafe’s eyes widened. “That sounds like great news.” He patted Damon on the back. “Oh.” He narrowed his eyes and nodded. “Now I see why you think it’s bad. You’ve said you don’t want a mate. I know the situation with your parents makes you wary, but that doesn’t mean it will happen to you.”

      Wary was an understatement. More like dead set against it. The idea of wolves only having one mate was insane and had destroyed his family. Just because Damon had found her didn’t change any of that. He wanted to make sure she was safe, sure. But that was because protecting others was part of his job, part of his nature.

      He exhaled. “It’s more complicated than that.”

      Rafe tapped his fingers at his sides. “Go on.”

      Damon swallowed. “I found her again today here on the mountain.” He rolled his tense shoulders back. “And I tracked her over to Sacco land.”

      “You what?” Rafe’s eyes bulged. He took a step closer to Damon, curling his hands into fists.

      “She was in trouble,” Damon quickly explained. “She went off trail into the woods and appeared to be in trouble. I had no choice but to go after her.”

      “You had no choice?” Rafe repeated. “Of course you had a choice!” His nostrils flared. “Do you know what this means?”

      Damon groaned. “Yes.” His alpha was pissed, and Damon hadn’t even finished the story. “I’m afraid it gets worse. As soon as I found her past the boundary line, one of their enforcers engaged.”

      A rumbling growl vibrated from Rafe’s chest. He spun on his heels and rubbed his beard as he paced in his expensive black boots over the plowed asphalt. “Let me get this straight.” He stopped and faced Damon. “You crossed into Sacco territory and fought one of their enforcers?”

      Damon gulped, but the shame didn’t dislodge from his throat. “Yes.”

      “Shit.” Rafe ground his jaw. “This isn’t good. How did it end?”

      “I had the upper hand but released him.” Damon snorted inside. As if letting the enforcer go would make anything better. A wolf with wounded pride could be erratic and extremely dangerous.

      Rafe blew out a low exhale with a whoosh and pinned his gaze on Damon. “You know this breaks the condition of our peace treaty?”

      “I do,” Damon admitted with a solemn nod and lowered his head. “And I will do whatever it takes to make amends.”

      “I need to think about this before I talk to their alpha.”

      Damon kept his head bowed. He’d violated pack law and endangered his fellow wolves’ safety. “I apologize, alpha. I will do whatever you think best.”

      Rafe didn’t speak for a few seconds. “Why was she wandering from territory to territory? Is she a lone wolf?”

      “No. She’s not a wolf,” Damon admitted. “She’s human.”

      Having a human involved in shifter affairs was dangerous. Everything about this situation was dangerous.

      No wonder he had wrestled against the idea of a mate his entire life. They were nothing but trouble.

      “A human,” Rafe repeated with incredulity. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. That’s what makes this situation exponentially worse. My mother was a shifter, she knew better. But what happens if who your wolf senses is your mate doesn’t even know your kind exists?”

      The anger dropped from his alpha’s face. “Still, you’ve found your mate. So many others are still searching. Like me.” His expression turned sympathetic, maybe a bit wistful. “An alpha without a mate is empty, lacking. Craving.”

      Rafe’s yearning for a mate was well known among the pack. Many female wolves had offered themselves to him, but he didn’t want to settle with a partner. He wanted to find his fated mate.

      Damon let out a mirthless laugh. “Too bad we can’t swap our situations.”

      Rafe snorted. “Nope, Fate doesn’t work that way.” He released a low sigh. “How did your mate end up in Sacco territory, anyway?”

      His mate. That sounded so odd to Damon. Still, now wasn’t the time to argue the fact. Despite what his wolf desired, Damon would not claim a mate.

      He ran one hand over his temples and through his hair. “Maybe she got lost in the woods. I don’t know. I haven’t asked her.”

      “Why not”

      “She must have hit her head. She was unconscious when I carried her into my guest room and hasn’t woken yet.” Damon gestured back toward his cabin. “That’s why I need to stay here.”

      Rafe exhaled and shifted his stare from Damon’s house to the direction of Sacco territory. “I need to go deal with this situation before it escalates.” He treaded through the snow back to his SUV. He paused before climbing in. “Congratulations. I envy you.” He drove out of the parking space with a squeal.

      Envy? Damon had screwed up the treaty and possibly his life. After pinching the bridge of his nose, he turned back to his cabin.
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      SOPHIE

      Sunlight drifted over Sophie’s face. Her eyelids were still so heavy, and she dragged them open.

      Where the hell was she?

      She scanned the log walls, through a window revealing snow-covered pine and spruce trees, and then over a dark wooden dresser before skidding to a halt at a man sitting in an armchair.

      The stranger she’d danced with at the club. And kissed. The one with massive shoulders.

      Damon.

      She bolted upright. “Where am I? Why am I here?”

      She peeked under the white down comforter that covered her. When she saw that she was clothed, she exhaled. She’d been stripped down to her base layers but remained covered.

      “It’s okay, Sophie.” His deep voice was gentle. He motioned with a downward gesture. “Everything’s going to be okay.”

      What was going on? She tossed the comforter off her and lowered her feet to the floor. As soon as her bare feet touched the hardwood floor and she put her weight on them, gravity interfered. Her knees buckled. As she collapsed, she reached back for the bed. Before her hand met the soft fabric, he was there. He wrapped his arms around her and prevented her from falling.

      “Easy. You need to recover.” He lifted her to an upright position.

      She stared up at him. He kept his hands on her sides, ensuring she didn’t fall, which was a good thing since her legs were definitely unsteady. A flash of how he’d held her in a similar embrace in the club when they danced flooded her. She’d never felt so hot, burning with need. Never wanted someone like that before.

      
      Screw that. That was before she woke up with no recollection of him and ending up in a strange room. Something was very wrong.

      She struggled to escape his hold, but he held her steady by the arms. “Why am I here? Did you kidnap me?”

      His eyes widened. “No, of course not.” After two heartbeats, he added, “Please sit down and I’ll explain.”

      Since she felt lightheaded, her options were to have him continue to hold her or sit. “Fine.” When he lessened his hold, she sat back on the bed and crossed her arms. “Why am I here in a bedroom with you, Damon?”

      He strode back to the armchair. She watched him, drinking in the sight of his strong, masculine figure. Ugh, why would she do that?

      Once he sat down, he fixed his gaze on her. “I work in ski patrol here on the mountain. On my last run, I found your tracks leading off trail. I found you unconscious, so I carried you back here to care for you.”

      An image of the terror from last night returned. The wolves fighting. She’d run from them, back into the woods and slipped. So that meant Damon had helped her. Maybe her initial distrust of him wasn’t warranted.

      “The last thing I remember is falling.”

      “You might have hit your head then.” His eyes revealed concern. “I checked you last night for injuries.”

      She squirmed. How thoroughly had he explored her body while she’d been unconscious?

      “Well, thank you for helping me, but where am I? The lodge?” She glanced out one of the two windows in the room, both of which revealed nothing more than snow-covered trees.

      He broke eye contact and glanced down. “This is my home.”

      She blinked at least three times before she formulated a response. “Your home?” She arched her brows. “Is that the traditional protocol for treating someone who’s hurt while skiing?”

      “No.” He ran his hands through the front of his hair and averted eye contact. “I brought you here because I recognized you, and I wanted to care for you myself.”

      Her pulse quickened. He wanted to care for her. But why? They’d had one sultry dance six months ago before she snapped out of her lusty haze of attempting to be a bad girl and retreated back to her safe, boring world. She’d often fantasized about changing her actions that night. If she hadn’t freaked out and ran off, it could have led to a much more satisfying outcome. No one had given her any of those sizzling feelings since that night.

      Still, what would entice him to bring an unconscious near-stranger into his home?

      “This doesn’t make sense.” She ran both hands through her hair only to be stopped by tangles. She tugged through the snarls, but gave up since they were the least of her concerns. “You barely know me. Why would you care? Why not just send me to a hospital if you thought I needed medical help?”

      Damon’s warm eyes flashed with determination. “I’m fully trained and capable of treating you. I brought you here so I could look over you and be sure you were safe. But yes, I can take you over to get checked out by first aid.”

      “Am I in your bedroom?”

      “No.” He shook his head. “My room is on the other side of this wall.”

      So many conflicting thoughts rushed through her mind, ranging from gratefulness for his concern, to confusion by his strange manner of caring for her. She pursed her lips and glanced around, looking for a clock.

      “Do you know what time it is?”

      “Around eight.”

      “Where’s my jacket?”

      “It’s in the living room to dry out. Why do you need it?”

      “I need my phone, if it’s not dead.”

      When she moved to climb off the bed, Damon jumped to his feet. “I’ll get your phone. Please, stay here until you’re ready to move. I’ll make you some breakfast to help restore your energy.”

      He opened the door, and she glanced through the doorway to see an open space with picture windows and a chocolate brown sofa. This was where he lived. A shudder of awareness danced through her. How strange this all was. Maybe she’d be able to process it once she had her wits back.

      Damon returned and handed her the phone. The battery read one hundred percent. She glanced at him. “You charged it for me?”

      “Of course. I said I’d take care of you.”

      Her lips twitched. What should she make of all this? “I don’t understand why, but thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” Damon held her gaze for several seconds. “Will you stay for breakfast? I can make waffles, coffee, bacon...”

      Her mouth watered. Since she was already here and weak, a little food in her belly wouldn’t hurt. “Sure. Thanks.”

      She texted Tara in case she was awake and worried. Be back soon. She’d explain everything later—once she had a clue as to what happened herself.

      As he walked out of the room, Sophie watched him. He stood as muscular and impressive as she’d remembered in the club. Despite his intimidating size, he seemed considerate and caring.

      And now—he was cooking breakfast for her?

      What a strange night indeed.

      DAMON

      As Damon prepared breakfast in his kitchen, his wolf urged, We can’t let her leave.

      We can’t make her stay here, Damon countered.

      But she’s our mate. We’ve waited for her for so long.

      Damon exhaled. And it’s like I’ve said for years—mates are nothing but trouble. In just one night, it might have led me to start a pack war.

      A mate would be worth that.

      Damon continued to struggle with his wolf’s insistence to convince Sophie to stay. Soon the cabin was filled with the scent of brewing coffee, sizzling bacon, and waffles.

      He didn’t want her to leave as much as his wolf, but he also couldn’t force her to stay. Besides, the human part of him—the more rational side that considered things rather than relying on his wolf’s primal instincts—still questioned whether this was crazy. He couldn’t change his life because of a woman he didn’t know. In just a few hours, her arrival had thrown his life and that of his pack into chaos.

      Especially since he was just as eager as his prowling wolf inside to be close to her again.

      After Damon finished making breakfast, he set up a tray to bring it to her in the guest room. He snorted—what guests? He didn’t invite others to stay with him. Funny how he was playing such a hospitable role with her.

      Once he returned to her, a strange sense of euphoria filled him again. Having her there felt—right.

      He’d heard about this feeling. A wolf would be in agony while yearning for his mate, and the world would feel balanced again when around her.

      He groaned inside. Trouble indeed.

      Sophie sat up in the bed, her dark auburn hair spilling over the white cotton pillow she’d propped behind her. “It smells delicious. But you don’t have to wait on me, Damon. I could sit at a table.”

      “Nope. You were already lightheaded and almost fell.”

      “Maybe because I sat up so quickly. I don’t feel so unsteady now.”

      “Still, I don’t want you exerting yourself at all until you get some energy back.”

      She succumbed, sinking against the pillow behind her back. “What about you? Aren’t you going to go eat as well?”

      “I’ll get a plate for myself in a minute.” He positioned the tray over her lap and ensured it was stable.

      “Will you bring your plate in here and sit with me?” Her blue eyes implored him.

      An unfamiliar but pleasurable sensation filled his chest. She’d invited him to sit with her. That was one step in the right direction. It meant she didn’t fear him as she had when she had awoken.

      “Of course. I’ll be right back.”

      Once he filled a plate for himself and refilled a mug with coffee, he returned to the bedroom. He brought a chair from the kitchen and set it up as a little side table and then sat near the foot of the bed. He grinned to himself.

      “Why are you smiling?” Sophie asked.

      “I never thought I’d be having breakfast here in this room quite like this.”

      She arched a brow and grinned. “That makes two of us.”

      Her smile dazzled him. It was the first time she looked at him without wariness since she woke. A desire in him grew—he wanted to be the one to make her smile from this point on. He wanted to make his mate happy.

      Ugh. He closed his eyes. Mate? Nope. Making her happy? Why was he allowing himself to think this way?

      She did not live here on this mountain. She would be out of his life before long.

      His wolf nudged him not to think that way. Not if we can convince her to stay.

      Damon squelched that insane idea before his wolf took it any further. Stop getting crazy ideas about things that will never happen.

      While they ate, she said, “Tell me about yourself, Damon. I didn’t even know you lived up here.”

      He motioned to their surroundings. “I grew up in the area and now live alone here in this cabin. Many of us who work at the resort live slope side or in the mountain village.”

      She nodded. “I’m in the village. My friend and I rented a condo for the weekend.”

      Most of the guests stayed in one of the developments. The wolf shifters lived in the mountains, which gave them ample opportunity to run through the forests and hunt at night. “How long are you here for?”

      She glanced out the window. “Just one more night. I was supposed to go skiing with my friend today.” She made a doubtful sound. “That’s not going to happen after last night.”

      His pulse jolted. Only one more night? Such a brief encounter before she disappeared again hit him with a cruel pang.

      He struggled to keep his voice neutral. No point in coming on too strong and scaring her off. “I don’t blame you. But don’t let that one incident turn you off skiing. If we all walked away from something when it knocks us down, it would be a very boring life.”

      She stared at him and nodded. “True. Still, today I plan to take it easy.”

      “Good plan.” He glanced at her. He wanted to learn all he could about her while he had the chance.

      Her eyes widened. “Damon, I know I hit my head and there’s a possibility that I may not be remembering things clearly but—” She bit her lip and then exhaled. “When I was lost, I saw a wolf. I’m sure of it. But it was much larger than I thought wolves could be.”

      His muscles tightened. She gazed at him as if assessing whether he believed her.

      “It lunged forward, and I thought it was going to attack me.” She covered her chest, and her breath came quicker. “But it didn’t. It went for another wolf behind me.” She raised her hands to her face. “I know it sounds crazy. I’ve never heard about wolves living in this area. But I swear what I saw was real. One was white and the other gray.”

      The back of his neck tightened. She’d seen it all.

      “I’d never been so scared before,” she added. “That’s why I ran back into the woods.” She tilted her head and stared at him. “Am I losing my mind? Or could that—could it have really happened?”

      Shit. Damon didn’t want to reveal his pack’s secrets about them being shifters. Yet, he also couldn’t lie to her—especially when she seemed so distressed about the situation and fearing she may have imagined the entire thing. He had to be careful about what he said.

      He measured his words and spoke them with care. “Coyotes live in the region. Maybe that’s what you saw.”

      She pursed her lips. “They seemed much bigger than coyotes.” She shook her head. “Maybe I imagined that in my fear. I was so disoriented.”

      “Understandable. That must have been terrifying.” He had to switch subjects and fast. “So, Sophie, what do you do when you’re not keeping ski patrol busy on a hunt to find you?” He flashed her a sly grin.

      Her eyes flickered with a glint of confusion as she appeared to adjust to his sudden change of topic. “I’m a graphic designer for a real estate firm in Massachusetts. Mostly coastal properties on the North Shore.”

      That was where he’d met her at the club Vamps. “Do you plan on coming back up here again?”

      She grinned. “I doubt I’ll book anything until I’m sure
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