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        She’s not the only one who likes to nibble.

      

      

      Selene’s spent her entire life keeping her emotions in check to avoid wolfing out in public. She’s single, but not by choice. Not many men can handle a woman who turns furry on the full moon—and every time her adrenaline gets pumping. She’s just about given up on love when she meets Dante.

      The insufferable man is on the same cruise as her and, for some reason, pursues her. As if she’d ever date a womanizer.

      Despite her issues with keeping her lycan side leashed, Selene is holding out for love with a nice guy, not some rich Italian playboy with suits that cost more than her entire wardrobe. However, Dante is tenacious, and when pirates board the ship, he proves to be more courageous than expected.

      Those scurvy scoundrels chose the wrong Valentine’s Day party to crash, and as the bodies begin to pile up, it soon becomes obvious that the ferocious Selene isn’t the only one chomping on bad guys.

      Here’s to hoping by the time the cruise ends, Cupid gives her the one thing she’s been longing for; a lover who won’t mind if she growls—and bites—in bed.

      
        
        A Moonstruck Mating is paranormal romance featuring 3 titles:
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      “Are you sure you don’t need anything else? I think you forgot to pack the kitchen sink.” Selene’s brother, Ares, teased as he lugged her overstuffed carry-on roller to the curb at the airport departures drop-off area.

      “You’re the one making me go,” she grumbled.

      A year and a bit after a holiday trip found itself cancelled due to inclement weather, Selene was finally going on her cruise—minus her mother. Not her choice. She liked hanging with her mom, but apparently, as a new grandma, her mom had a duty to spoil. Selene argued an aunt had the same right; however, her family insisted she go and booked her into an adults-only voyage that coincided with Valentine’s Day.

      “It will be romantic,” big sis, Athena, claimed.

      As if Selene needed help getting laid. Men hit on her all the time, but Selene had a secret, a big hairy one, that tended to poke its nose out when she got aroused, making it almost impossible for anyone to get close.

      Mom kept saying one day Selene would meet “the one,” and she’d know. She sure hoped so because she was beginning to feel like a third wheel every time she hung out with her siblings, who’d both found their perfect mate.

      “This will be good for you. You’ve been spending way too much time cooped up on the farm,” Ares stated, not for the first time.

      Apparently, her family noticed she’d been going out less and less. Not her fault. She’d been finding it harder of late to keep the positive attitude that kept her wolf inside her skin.

      “Not true. I went into the city just last week.”

      “To pick up some supplies for your rabbits. A trip to the store and back isn’t going out.” Ares shook his head.

      He probably had a point, but Selene wouldn’t admit it. “I’ll miss you, guys.” Her family was her entire world. She lived on the farm with her mom and brother, as well as his new wife and daughter, whom he’d adopted. Her sister, Athena, visited often with her hubby, Derek, along with their little bundle of joy, Apollo, a chubby-faced baby with a dark tuft of hair.

      “We’ll miss you too. And don’t worry, we’ll text you every day.”

      “To harass me and make sure I’m socializing,” she grumbled.

      “Yup.” He didn’t even deny it. He dragged her in for a hug, and her eyes misted. She’d never traveled alone before. Never actually travelled, truth be told. But she could do this. People boarded planes and went on cruises all the time.

      It would be fine.

      She hoped.

      The plane to Orlando took just under four hours, and lucky her, the guy beside her slept the entire time and kept his limbs to himself. Once she collected her luggage, she boarded a shuttle bus the cruise provided, which brought them to port just before sunset. The ship wouldn’t be sailing until seven, a late departure compared to most itineraries. She wondered if it had to do with the recent rumor about another cruise line. According to social media, a ship with more than a thousand souls had run into pirates.

      Actual pirates! The miscreants were said to have not only robbed the passengers, but they’d supposedly killed a few, too. Or so it was assumed, since the ship appeared to be missing some people when it docked, including the captain.

      True? Hard to know since the news media outlets didn’t appear to be carrying the story. It didn’t deter Selene, though. After all, in the books she read, pirates could be dashing heroes who swept a woman off her feet. And if it turned out to be the other kind… He’d soon regret his life choices when her wolf bit off a body part.

      As she stood in line with her luggage, doing that slow shuffle as each person in front of her fumbled to put all their items on the security belt, it struck her that most of the passengers milling about were her mom’s age. Or, in other words, more than twice Selene’s. That didn’t bode well, especially since she noticed the elderly couple standing behind had pineapples and unicorns plastered all over their carry-ons. Nervous for her first single’s cruise, she’d done her research ahead of time and learned that there were ways people advertised what they were looking for in a potential hookup. The pineapple and unicorn specifically indicated the over-sixties pair sought a female to join them for adult fun. When they smiled at Selene and asked if she’d like to meet them for a drink that evening, she politely declined. Yikes. Was this a cruise for older swingers?

      Maybe she’d just stay in her room with a book and order in food. Of course, the moment she thought it she remembered her mother’s rebuke, “Don’t you dare hermit yourself on board! This is your chance to let loose. Go a little wild.”

      Mom meant well, but she had no idea that if Selene went wild, people might get hurt. Then again, Mom didn’t know how bad the problem had gotten. Selene’s control over her lycan side had gotten worse in the past few years, but she’d kept it to herself, not wanting to worry her family.

      As she hefted her roller bag up for screening and placed her purse and shoes in a bin, she noticed a pair of large German shepherds sniffing people and their bags. Drug dogs. She didn’t have any narcotics but, given her lycan heritage, wasn’t surprised when she stepped through the metal detector and was met by the dogs barking in her direction. Even worse, one of the canines broke loose and ran at Selene, snarling and snapping.

      As the dog neared, Selene crouched and met its gaze with a firm one of her own. It skidded in surprise, trying to halt its momentum before dropping to its belly. It crawled forward, whining, and Selene cooed, “Who’s a pretty puppy?”

      The shepherd rolled to its back and lolled its tongue.

      The dog’s handler snared the leash but, rather than thinking the belly rubs were cute, snapped, “Ma’am, are you carrying any illegal substances?”

      “No, sir.” Selene remained polite. “Dogs just have a thing for me.”

      “This unit is specially trained to detect contraband,” the agent barked.

      “Oh, I don’t do drugs. At all. I don’t even like taking Tylenol,” she gushed, trying to keep her anxiety in check.

      “In that case, you have nothing to worry about. If you’ll step over here for a moment so we can search your person and belongings to be sure.” The dog handler inclined their head in the direction of a cubicle set up to provide privacy for those pulled aside.

      Holding in a sigh, Selene collected her belongings and resigned herself to being strip-searched and questioned. Hopefully it wouldn’t involve latex gloves and probing.

      To her surprise, before she’d taken a step, a deep voice with a slight accent said, “That won’t be necessary. She’s with me.”

      The agent scowled. “We’re supposed to thoroughly check over anyone that triggers the dogs.”

      “Just mention in your report that the dog went to her because she had treats in her pocket.”

      “She had treats,” muttered the handler.

      Selene blinked, because she most certainly didn’t. However, whoever this guy was, he obviously had some clout since the man with the dog went off to inspect those farther down the line.

      She glanced at the handsome man in the posh suit. “You didn’t have to do that. I’m not carrying any drugs.”

      “I didn’t figure you were. However, no one wants to start their holiday molested and put through the wringer.”

      Her lips twitched. “Don’t be so sure. It would have been the most action I’ve gotten in a while.”

      Her riposte had him smiling, and damn, he certainly was attractive. “A lady with a sense of humor. I look forward to getting to know you better once we’re on board,” he said with a smile and a wink.

      A shiver went through her. Maybe this cruise wouldn’t be so bad after all.

      Might as well introduce herself. “I’m Selene.” She held out her hand.

      He clasped it, his grip firm, if chillier than expected given the warm climate. “Dante.”

      “As in The Inferno?” she quipped, having read the poem by Dante Alighieri while in college.

      “Yes, as a matter of fact. My mother quite liked Dante’s poetry and named me after him.”

      “My mother preferred gods and goddesses.”

      “So you are Selene, deity of the moon.”

      “Correct.” She cocked her head. “And you’re on this cruise?”

      “I am.”

      “Why?”

      “Why not?”

      “Because this doesn’t look like your type of crowd.” She waved a hand at the people waiting to check in for their voyage.

      “And what type of crowd do I belong with?” he asked with an arched brow.

      “Sorry. That came out wrong. It’s just, you’re in a nice suit, and well, the rest of us are dressed like the tropics puked on us.” She gestured to her white capris and flowered blouse.

      The comment made him laugh. “While I’ll admit my wardrobe is not as flamboyant, I do enjoy a nice ocean cruise from time to time. It’s a change of pace from my daily life. What of you? Why are you going? Romantic getaway?”

      “Goodness, no. I’m here because my family is hoping I’ll meet someone.” She rolled her eyes. “Only, the odds aren’t looking too good, given a good chunk of the passengers are around my mom’s age.”

      “You don’t date older people?”

      “There’s a few years older, and then there’s decades.”

      “Age is but a number. I’d think that common interests and attraction would be more important,” he stated.

      “This might sound rude, but I’d prefer to be with someone who won’t call my generation’s music noise and who doesn’t need to pop a pill for sexy times.”

      His laughter brought more shivers to her body. He flashed white teeth, the front canines more pronounced than the rest as he said, “You are quite frank.”

      “A fault of mine,” she chirped. “Probably why I’m still single.”

      “More likely the men you’ve met have been idiots.”

      “Are you here with your partner?” she asked.

      “Nope. Single like you, but perhaps this cruise will change that.”

      “You’re too pretty to not have a girlfriend,” she blurted out. Blame her racing pulse for being flustered.

      “I could say the same of you. You are also very attractive.”

      “I am”—she wasn’t about to be coy—“but I don’t get out often. When you live and work on a farm, it’s hard to meet people.”

      “Whereas I am usually surrounded by those impressed by my wealth. It makes for less than authentic relationships.”

      “You’re rich?” Again, her mouth ran away before her brain could stop it.

      “Very,” his dry reply.

      “And you’re on this cruise?” She glanced at the banner of hearts hung over the check-in desk. Tacky to the extreme.

      “As are you.”

      “Only because I can’t afford anything better. Shouldn’t you be on, like, one of those luxury yachts?”

      “Surrounded by snobby elites?”

      “As opposed to swinging grandmas and grandpas?” she countered.

      Once more, his deep laugh emerged. “Please say you will join me this evening for a drink.”

      “I don’t drink.”

      “It doesn’t have to be alcohol.”

      “I’d planned to stay in my room tonight and relax. It’s been a long day. Perhaps we can meet for breakfast when I’m refreshed.”

      “Doubtful, as I’m more of a night person. Shall we say, dinner tomorrow?”

      Dinner with a stranger? Her first impulse? Say no. But that would defeat the purpose of the cruise. “Sure. Why not.”

      “The line’s moving,” he stated. To her surprise, he lifted her suitcase, and in doing so, she noticed his lack of one.

      “Where’s your stuff?” she asked as he carried it by the handle rather than rolling it.

      “I left it with the porter.”

      “I’d hate that.”

      “Why?”

      “I just like knowing where my stuff has been.” She’d rather not have to wonder who might have opened her bag and touched her undergarments.

      “What stateroom did they assign you?” he asked.

      “Something on the seventh with a sea terrace.”

      “I’m on the twelfth.”

      “Those are the luxury suites with deluxe verandahs,” she commented, her eyes widening. Yeah, this guy had money. She’d seen those rooms on the cruise website and the price tag had blown her mind.

      “Ah, no verandah. I’m in an interior room.”

      “As in, no windows?” She shuddered.

      His lips quirked. “A cruise is about spending time out and about.”

      “Says you. I brought a few books to tackle.”

      “And you don’t plan on taking them with you to a nice chair near the pool?”

      “I’d rather read in peace and quiet.”

      “What about your family’s decree you find a romantic partner?” Dante asked as a check-in agent called him up.

      “I’m not thinking I’ll have much luck given the demographics,” she answered as she stepped up to the agent next to his and handed over her ticket and passport.

      “Should I be hurt you’re not considering me?”

      She blinked at Dante. “Um, no offense, but it’s quite obvious we’re not in the same league.”

      “What makes you say that?”

      “Fairly sure your suit costs more than my entire wardrobe.”

      He glanced down. “What can I say? I like quality.”

      “And I like stuff on sale,” she stated as the crew member handed her a bracelet that would give her access to her room plus the amenities included with her ticket.

      “Why do I get the impression you are the type of woman that, on a date, would insist on paying for her portion?”

      Her cheek dimpled. “Depends on the man I’m having dinner with.”

      “Are you sure you won’t change your mind about joining me this evening?”

      Tempting… but at the same time, there was something a little odd about Dante. Mainly his interest in her. The man oozed charm and wealth and had looks galore. Why would he be so focused on her? She might be decent looking, but they were obviously vastly different and not just in social status. It didn’t help he came across as a womanizer. What other kind of man flirted with a woman waiting in line? He’d soon forget about her once on board and got to pick from a wider assortment of ladies.

      “Not tonight. Sorry.” She apologized, not because she truly regretted, but because it was the proper Canadian thing to do.

      “Then dinner tomorrow for sure. Say seven p.m. in La Maisonette.”

      “I don’t think my cruise pass will let me.” She’d paid for the basic meal package, meaning no reservations at the upscale restaurants.

      “Just tell the maître d’ that you’re dining with Dante. They’ll allow you entry.”

      “Bending the rules before we’ve even left shore?” she stated as they bypassed the embarkation photographer and scanned themselves through the covered gangway to board.

      “Always.” He smiled, and if she were any other girl, it would have likely charmed the panties right off her. As it was, he certainly had her blood heating. Not good, as it had her wolf stirring.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow at seven then.” Not entirely a lie. She might go, she might not. He’d more than likely forget about her by the time dinner rolled around.

      “I shall count the hours. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have some matters to attend. But it was a distinct pleasure meeting you, Selene.”

      “Ditto,” she chirped.

      As Selene stepped into the glitzy lobby of the ship, she parted ways with Dante, resisting the urge to look back. She wasn’t the type of woman who cared if a man checked her out. Usually.

      This time, though, something about Dante had her more flushed than usual. Her heart raced, and she found herself inwardly grinning.

      After all, who didn’t like a handsome rich man flirting with them?

      It sure beat the couple across the hall from her, who leered as she let herself into her room.

      True to her word, she unpacked, enjoyed a room service pizza, read her book, and didn’t emerge again until breakfast.
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