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      Welcome to Wolf Valley, where grumpy men hide out in the mountains… until love finds them anyway.

      This binge-worthy romance collection is packed with grumpy/sunshine, forced proximity, protective heroes, and curvy heroines who refuse to let these rugged men stay lonely for long.

      They swear they don’t want love, but in Wolf Valley?

      The grumps always fall first.

      

      Books in this collection include:

      A Very Grumpy Firefighter

      A Very Grumpy Marine

      A Very Grumpy Mountain Man

      A Very Grumpy Neighbor
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      She thinks it’s an arranged marriage. He knows it’s the real deal.

      

      Lilou

      I never thought that I would fall in love or get married.

      Not after watching my mom’s marriages fail and being there to help her pick up the pieces afterward.

      I had sworn off men, which was easy because no man had ever tempted me before.

      Not until Milo.

      He makes me want to try.

      I almost give in to my feelings when tragedy strikes, and I’m forced to sell the only thing that I have.

      Myself.

      

      Milo

      When I find out that Lilou needs money and is looking into arranged marriages, I freak out.

      I know that she’s meant to be mine, and I’m not about to lose her before I have a chance to prove that to her.

      So, I pay to be her husband.

      She seems shocked when she finds out, but I’m thrilled.

      I have my dream girl right where I want her.

      Now I just need to make her mine.

      For real.
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      Lilou

      

      I’ve always been a big believer that you can tell a lot about a couple by the way that they look at each other. Take my friends Vera, Maple, and Saffron, for example. I knew that their now boyfriends were in love with them long before they got together. It was all in their eyes, in the way that they looked at their respective girls. You could just see it.

      For the millionth time, I wish that I could find someone to look at me the way that all of my friends’ boyfriends or husbands look at them. I want to know that it’s true love. I want to be able to see it written all over my partner’s face.

      I have a lot of experience with spotting the fake kind. Growing up, my mom was always dating someone new, and each time, she swore that it was love. Watching her go through men like that kind of put me off dating, and for a long time, I swore that I would never date anyone. I was going to be happy by myself, and I was. It’s just…seeing all of my friends fall in love has changed something in me. They’re all so deliriously happy, so at peace. I want that.

      The problem is that I don’t know where to start or how to go about it. Do I try online dating? Maybe a singles event? Where would I even find an event like that in this small town? And what happens if we break up? What happens if I turn into my mom?

      I shudder at the thought and try to shake off my bad mood.

      I sigh as I set my chin in my hand and stare out at the darkening sky. I’ve been up since five this morning, and I’m exhausted. I had my shift at the coffee shop this morning and then had just enough time to eat something before I started my shift at the bookstore this afternoon. Now, we’re close to closing and I’m secretly counting down the minutes until I can flip the open sign to closed and head home.

      Twenty-two more minutes.

      I sigh again and stand, making another round around the bookstore to make sure that everything is put away right and that Saffron, my boss, will have no problem opening tomorrow morning.

      It’s been slow today, probably because of the weather. It’s been raining off and, on all week, and if I didn’t have to work, I probably wouldn’t have left my house the last few days either.

      The bell dings up front, and I bite back a groan.

      “Welcome in!” I call, trying to sound cheerful and like I’m happy to have a customer. I can still hear the edge of annoyance in my tone, but I’m hoping they can’t.

      I check my watch and bite back a curse when I see the time.

      Eighteen minutes. I can probably get them out of here before then.

      I round one of the shelves, my best customer service smile in place as I start to greet the person who just walked in. Then I see who it is.

      “Oh,” I say, my fake smile dropping as I relax. “It’s you.”

      “Great to see you too, Lilou,” Milo quips, and I smile.

      “That’s not what I meant. I’m just looking forward to closing up and heading home and was afraid that it was going to be Mrs. Ware back to do her hour-and-a-half perusal of the place before she buys one book.”

      “Ah, I see. She does that a lot?”

      “At least once a week.”

      “Well, it’s just me.”

      “What can I do for you?” I ask him, heading back behind the counter.

      It’s easier for me to talk to Milo when there’s something between us. He has a way of staring at me that makes butterflies flap all over in my stomach, and then I get so nervous that he can tell that I have a crush on him that I just become even more awkward than I already naturally am.

      Out of all of the boys that I’ve ever seen or met, Milo is the only one who has ever tempted me to break my vow of singledom. Even before I watched all of my friends pair up and settle down, I wanted him. Something about him just intrigues me.

      He moved to Wolf Valley right after I did, and I’ve learned a lot about him in that time. He’s a firefighter and works for the station here in town. He has an older brother who is in the military, though I’m not sure which branch. He’s originally from Chicago and loves the cold and being outdoors, which is why he left the big city and moved to this small town.

      I also know that he’s single and that he hasn’t been on one date since he moved to town, though it’s not because he hasn’t been asked. I’ve heard some of the girls in town complain that he never even glances in their direction. They seem annoyed, but it gives me a secret thrill that he’s not interested in them.

      “What are you reading lately?” Milo asks me, and I blink out of my thoughts and blush as I remember the latest romance book that I started last night.

      He does this every week. He comes in looking for something to read. He says that the downtime at the station can get boring, and you can only watch so much TV before you need a change of pace. I’ve given him recommendations before, and he’s picked up books that I’ve been reading in the past when he spots me with one around town. I’ve been trying not to read too much into that.

      “It’s a romance. You probably wouldn’t like it,” I say, trying to change the subject. “Have you tried that new thriller that we got in?”

      “I like romance. What’s the name of the book?” He asks me, and I can see the spark of a challenge in his dark blue eyes.

      He’s not going to leave until I tell him the name of the book

      “It’s, uh, The Duke’s Passion,” I mumble, staring down at the wooden countertop.

      “Is it any good?” He asks, and my face flames hotter.

      “I like it so far,” I whisper, still staring at the counter.

      “Okay, any more in stock?”

      My mouth drops open, and I look up at him.

      “For what?”

      “For me to read.”

      I blink, and he grins.

      “Um, yeah, I think so.”

      I hurry out from behind the counter and down the aisle to the romance section. The Duke’s Passion is on the top shelf, and I stretch to reach it when a hand reaches over me and grabs it before I can.

      I freeze as I feel the heat from Milo’s body right behind me. He hovers there for a minute, and I glance over my shoulder, my eyes meeting his blue ones.

      For a moment, it’s just the two of us staring at each other. My body starts to heat and I sway towards him slightly. I swore off dating when I was thirteen. My mom had just gone through a rough breakup and I was so sick of picking up the pieces for her after each failed relationship. So, I vowed to never be in one so I wouldn’t have to deal with it again. And for years, it was easy to stick to that. Then Milo moved to town. He’s the only man who has ever interested me, who I’ve ever felt so drawn to.

      He's gorgeous, though. I’ve heard women in town talking about him, and I’ve seen them all get rejected. If he’s turning away women like that, beautiful women who are full of confidence, then I have no doubt that he would also reject me. Then things would be so awkward between us.

      Still, I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to be his.

      I lick my lips, imagining him pinning me to these shelves and kissing me, his full lips claiming mine. He licks his lips at the movement, and I snap my head forward and sidestep him.

      Get it together! There’s no way that a guy like Milo is going to be interested in someone like you. He’s had girls in town who look like models hit on him. Do you think he’s going to choose the quiet, curvy girl over them?

      I clear my throat and keep my head down as I lead him back up to the counter and check him out.

      “Fourteen dollars and seventy-five cents,” I tell him, and he grabs his wallet and passes me a twenty-dollar bill.

      I hurry to get him his change and pass him his receipt.

      “Thanks, Lilou,” he says softly, and I nod, still too frazzled to meet his eyes.

      “Sure.”

      “See you later.”

      “See you,” I say quietly as he heads for the door.

      I watch him leave and then check my watch. It’s a minute past closing and I hurry to lock up and flip the sign. Then, I’m gathering all of my things and heading out, too.

      Back to my lonely apartment.

      Maybe I should try dating, I think as I make my way. I could ask Milo out and just see what he says.

      Do you think the hot firefighter is going to say yes to the curvy wallflower? My subconscious asks, and I sigh as I push that thought away and try to forget all about Milo and my feelings for him.
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      Milo

      

      I grab my copy of The Duke’s Passion and plop down on my bed. It’s been a long, boring shift, and I’m eager for it to be over. Just another hour, and then I’ll be out of here and can go see my girl.

      “Hey, Wilson! You hungry?” One of the newest recruits asks as he passes by my room.

      “No.”

      He shrugs and heads off down the hall to bug someone else. I think all of the guys here are used to my antisocial behavior. I’m here to work, and then I want to leave and do my own thing.

      Don’t get me wrong, I love being a firefighter. I love helping people and giving back to my community. It’s just that I love other things too. Mainly, a curvy little brunette who works too hard and can’t seem to see that I’m perfect for her.

      Lilou.

      I can still remember the first time that I saw her. I was early for my shift and decided to stop by On the Grind for a coffee. She was working the counter, and she had turned to me, smiling at something her coworker said. That smile. Damn. It had almost knocked me off of my feet. I was hooked from that moment on, and even though I had never tried to win a girl over before, I had cockily thought that it would be easy. I know that I’m good-looking. I’m tall and in shape, all of the things that women seem to be looking for.

      Well, women who aren’t Lilou, I guess.

      I had tried to talk to her that first day, but she was just professional and polite. I had chalked it up to her being busy or shy, but now, months later, I’m no closer to making her mine.

      It’s incredibly frustrating. Every time I try to flirt with her, she seems oblivious. I’ve caught her off guard a few times, and I think that maybe I’m making some progress, but then she’ll smile, like we’re just friends and I’m just teasing her.

      I want to shake her and scream that I love her and we’re meant to be together. I’ve read enough of her romance books to know that wouldn’t exactly sweep her off her feet.

      Instead, I’m over here trailing after her like a lovesick puppy, begging for scraps. I’ll do anything that I can to get close to her. It’s why I switched up my drink order to match hers, why I read the same books as her, and why I’ve been frequenting an adult toy store, coffee shop, and bookstore so much in the last few months when I never had any use for any in the past. Lilou works there, so I go there. I used to be a grumpy loner before I moved to town, but I’ve made it a point to be nice and friendly to all of her friends in the hopes that they’ll put in a good word for me. Just so that I can fit into her life better. I do it all to feel closer to her.

      I crack open my book and start to read, picturing myself as the Duke and Lilou as my romantic interest. I make it a few chapters in before Maxwell, my Captain, knocks on my door.

      “Hey.”

      “Captain,” I greet him.

      “Ramos called out again. Can you stay and cover his shift? Porter is going to come in early, so it will only be a few hours.”

      I think about leaving and seeing Lilou but know that I’ll stay. I can’t leave these guys short-handed, and everyone else has a family to get home to.

      “Yeah, I can stay.”

      “Thanks, Miller. As soon as Porter gets here, you can take off.”

      “Got it.”

      He knocks twice on my doorframe and then heads off down the hall. I sigh as I stare up at the ceiling.

      Maybe this is a good thing. It will give me some time to brainstorm a new way to show Lilou that I’m into her and that we should be together.

      I’ve tried asking her out to dinner, but she had work. I’ve invited her to the movies, on hikes, to a damn paint and sip class. She had excuses for every single one.

      I’d think that she doesn’t like me, but she’s just as closed off with everyone. Working seems to be her whole life.

      I grab my book and start reading again, getting lost in the fantasy of the book and imagining what it would be like to be with Lilou like that.

      One day, I promise myself. One day soon.
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      Lilou

      

      It’s a short walk back to my apartment, and I hurry through the drizzling rain. I’m almost home when my phone starts to ring, and I sigh as I dig it out of my purse. I’m expecting it to be my best friend, Lymric. She always calls me late at night. She’s been a night owl for as long as I’ve known her.

      When I glance at the screen and see that it’s my mom calling, not Lymric, I almost hit decline, but I know that she’ll just keep calling until I finally do pick up.

      “Hey, mom.”

      “Lilou! There you are!” My mother says scoldingly.

      Her tone sets me on edge instantly. She always answers the phone like this. As if I’m a thing that she’s misplaced.

      “Yep. What’s up?” I ask as I fit my key into the lock on my door and twist.

      I kick the door open, set my purse down on the table by the front door, and then kick the door closed after me, taking out some of my annoyance on the poor wood. My favorite ivy plant threatens to fall off its shelf as the wall rattles, and I hurry over to save it before it can fall and break.

      “I have some sad news, baby,” she starts, though I notice that she doesn’t sound all that sad.

      “Okay…What is it?”

      “Grandpa Joe had a heart attack,” she says, and my knees buckle.

      “What?” I gasp as I sink down onto my small sofa in shock. “I…I just talked to him yesterday,” I whisper.

      The sound of loud voices comes from her end of the line, and she laughs at whatever is said, not caring or noticing that she’s just dropped a bomb on me.

      “He’s stable now, I guess, but he has to be moved to a full care facility. The hospital said that they would send over some options for you,” she says, her voice raising to be heard over the music and voices on her end.

      “Are you going to go see him?” I ask her.

      “I can’t get away, baby,” she says, and I tense at the nickname.

      She’s always called me baby, and I hate it. I’ve asked her to stop, but she never has.

      “Of course,” I say bitterly, but she doesn’t seem to hear me.

      “I also can’t help with his new place. Money is just a little tight right now.”

      My stomach drops as I think about my bank account balance. There’s no way that I can afford a facility for him by myself. Not a good one anyway.

      “You can’t help even a little?” I ask her, and she sighs.

      “No, baby. Sorry.”

      She doesn’t sound sorry at all, and I want to yell at her and remind her that this is her dad that we’re talking about, but I know that it wouldn’t do any good so I bite my tongue.

      “Let me know what you decide,” she says, and I grind my teeth together.

      “Will do.”

      She ends the call, and I want to scream. Instead, I close my eyes and count to ten.

      My mind is racing. I can’t believe that this is happening. I talked to him yesterday morning, and he had seemed in such good spirits. He was making plans to come up to Wolf Valley and see my tiny apartment. We had joked about him trying to fit on my couch, and I had promised that he could have my bed for his trip.

      Now…

      I should go see him. I’ll figure out a full-time care facility and then head down to Santa Barbara to help him get settled.

      Anger bubbles to the surface as I think about how callously my mom pushed him off onto me. I never knew why, but my mom always seemed to hate her dad. Grandpa Joe just said that they had different priorities and left it at that. I think that meant that he was disappointed in her life choices, in the way that she always treated me like an afterthought. He was always there for me though. The summers spent with him were some of the best times of my life.

      My phone dings with a new email, and I see that it’s all of the information that the hospital forwarded to her.

      I shouldn’t be surprised that I have to handle arrangements and paying for things. My mom has always been a flake, more concerned with herself.

      I grab my computer and start to look up care facilities in the area and reading reviews. It only takes me half an hour to realize that I’m screwed.

      They’re all so expensive, so much more than I ever would have thought that they would be. Even if I had him transferred up closer to Wolf Valley, it’s still out of my price range and who knows if he’s stable enough to be moved so far.

      I can’t stand the idea of him winding up in a nursing home where he’s treated poorly. He deserves the best, and I want to give that to him. I just need to figure out a way how.

      I open a new browser and start looking up ways to make money fast. The first few options are all sexual, and I briefly wonder how much money I could get from selling pictures of my feet.

      “I’m screwed,” I groan, collapsing back against my couch cushions. “What am I going to do now?”

      An idea hits me, and I pause.

      I remember, right before Christmas, one of the girls in town, Letty, entered some auction. Hugh, her boss, ended up buying her, and they’re happily married now, but she made a killing selling her virginity to him.

      I could do that.

      I go back to scrolling on my phone, trying to remember the name of the auction house or any other detail that I had heard.

      Finally, I find it, but this month’s auction is something different. Instead of selling my virginity, this auction is for marriages.

      What the heck do I do? I can’t get married to a stranger!

      Can I?

      I picture my Grandpa Joe lying alone in an uncomfortable hospital bed, and I close my eyes and let out a long breath.

      I’d do anything for him.

      Before I can think twice or talk myself out of it, I sign up.

      As soon as it’s done, I’m on my feet and heading out the door. I can’t be alone right now. Tonight, I need to drink and be with my friends so as I climb down the stairs, I send out a group text to see if anyone can meet me at the bar in town. I get a few replies as I march that way, and I try not to panic.

      I’ll talk to my friends. Maybe they can come up with a different solution.

      And if not…then I guess I’m getting married.
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      Milo

      

      I’m at the firehouse again the next day, filling in for Ramos again. It’s been slow, and I’m already regretting agreeing to this when I hear footsteps approaching my room, and then my Captain appears in the doorway.

      “Hey.”

      “Captain,” I say with a nod, setting my copy of The Duke’s Passion aside and giving him my attention.

      “Are you alright?” He asks, concern etched on his face.

      “Um… yeah,” I say slowly, wondering what’s going on.

      “I heard the news and just thought I’d check and see how you were doing,” he says.

      “Uh, what news?” I ask, sitting up on my bed.

      “About your girl. Lily,” he says, and I frown.

      “Lilou.”

      “Right,” he nods, the overhead lights glinting off his white hair.

      “What about Lilou, sir?” I ask, my body starting to tense. “Is she alright? Was she hurt?”

      I’m on my feet now, and he shakes his head.

      “No, not that. My Ronda just called. Said she overheard that your girl was talking about an arranged marriage for herself.”

      “What?” I shout in shock.

      Then his words hit me, and my stomach drops.

      Lilou is getting married?! To someone that isn’t me?

      Hell no.

      “That’s what she said. Anyway, I just wanted to check in with you and see how you were doing. It’s a tough break,” he says, like I just lost a game and not the most important thing in the world to me.

      He’s gone before I can correct him, and I start to pace around my room.

      What. The. Fuck.

      She can’t be getting married. She can’t be with someone else.

      How do I stop it though?

      Panic is threatening to choke me, and I grab my phone and call my brother, Luca. He’s always been good in a crisis. He’ll know what to do.

      “Huh?” He answers on the second ring, sounding groggy.

      “Shit, I forgot about the time change.”

      Luca is an Army Ranger and is deployed to the other side of the world right now. It’s hard to keep up with his schedule, and I miss him like crazy. We call and text each other every week, but it’s not the same as having him here. I’ve been trying to convince him to get out of the military and move to Wolf Valley with me.

      “S’kay. What’s up?” He asks through a yawn.

      “Lilou is getting married.”

      “Congrats, bro! When’s the big day?” He asks excitedly, sounding more awake.

      He knows all about how I feel about Lilou. He has since the beginning.

      “Not to me,” I grunt, and silence greets that statement.

      “What? What do you mean not to you?”

      “She’s getting married to someone else.”

      “I thought you said she was single?”

      “She is.”

      “Maybe I’m still half asleep, because I’m not following.”

      “She signed up for an arranged marriage.”

      “That sounds like a terrible idea,” he says, and I nod. “What if her husband is a creep? Or abusive? Or⁠—”

      “Not helping!” I snap.

      “Shit, sorry. It’s just… that’s a terrible idea.”

      “Yeah, for more than one reason. Now, how do I stop it? What do I do here?”

      “You’re asking me? Dude, I have less experience with women than you do, which is to say, none. I have no idea how to win one over.”

      “Well, what would you do if you were in my shoes?”

      “Talk to her. Tell her how I feel and offer to marry her myself.”

      That could work. I like the part about marrying her…

      “Except I can’t even get her to agree to go out for coffee with me,” I point out.

      “Right,” Luca says and we’re both silent as we think.

      “Well,” he says finally. “You could always buy her yourself.”

      “That’s not how I want to marry her.”

      “I know, but it looks like that’s your only option right now. You’re about to lose her, bro.”

      I know that he’s right, but buying Lilou just feels wrong.

      Why would she do this? Why would she sign up for an arranged marriage?

      “Maybe this will all work out great,” I say.

      “For sure,” Luca agrees, and I sigh.

      “Alright, thanks.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      We’re silent for a moment, and then I sigh.

      “Do you think this is going to work?” I ask him, and he laughs.

      “No, probably not, but what do you have to lose at this point?”

      He’s right. It’s time for me to stop waiting and hoping that she notices me and make a move.

      “I’ll let you know how it goes,” I tell him.

      “Good luck.”

      A moment later, he hangs up, and I glance at the clock. My shift is only half over, so it’s not like I can leave and track her down to talk her out of this.

      With a groan, I grab my laptop, pull up the auction house’s website, and start to fill out the forms.

      Most people don’t know this, mainly because we didn’t want them to know and treat us differently, but Luca and I are pretty well off. Our grandparents were rich, and when they passed, the money went to our parents and, with their passing, to us. It’s not how Luca and I wanted to make our money, and I know that we’d give it all up for some more time with our family.

      Now that money is coming in handy.

      I enter all of my information and place my bid on Lilou. I grind my teeth as I stare at her picture on the website. She looks so shy, so innocent, and I increase my bid right away. I’m going to make damn sure that no one outbids me.

      The auction ends at midnight, and I already know that I’m going to be up until then, refreshing the screen and making sure that I win Lilou.

      The hours pass by slowly, but when the clock strikes midnight, I’ve won her.

      I’m going to marry Lilou. Sure, it might not be how I envisioned this whole thing going, but that’s okay. She’ll be mine, and I swear I’m going to make her happy. Soon, she’ll be just as in love with me as I am with her.

      Soon…
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      Lilou

      

      When I first wake up, I think that me signing myself up for an arranged marriage is all some crazy dream.

      Then I check my computer and realize that it was very much real.

      And that I’ve been bought.

      Holy crap.

      I’m getting married.

      The email has an attachment that has all of my new husband’s information, apparently, but I can’t bring myself to open it and check. Not just yet.

      I stare at the email, at the winning amount, and my mind races. It’s so much money, more than I expected to get. It will be good for my grandpa. I’ll be able to afford his care for a long while and at a great facility.

      He’s going to be okay.

      I take a deep breath and double-click on the attachment. The first page is a reminder of the rules and information about how and when I’ll be paid.

      The second page is the good stuff.

      I scan my new husband’s information.

      Milo Wright.

      I frown as I read the name, wondering if it could possibly be the Milo in town. My Milo.

      There’s no way. I would have heard if he was looking for a wife, and he definitely wouldn’t need to pay for one. He could have any girl that he wanted.

      I scroll down further, and my heart starts to race as I read his information.

      He’s a firefighter.

      Just like my Milo.

      He was born in Chicago.

      Just like Milo.

      He lives in Wolf Valley.

      “Oh my gosh,” I whisper.

      It is my Milo!

      I can’t believe it. Why would he buy me? Why was he on an arranged marriage auction site? Why?

      I have so many questions, and I can’t seem to wrap my head around the fact that Milo won me and I’m about to be his wife.

      I grab my phone and dial Lymric. I need to talk about this with someone, to work through it all. The phone rings and rings, then gets sent to her voicemail, and I sigh and hang up before I can leave a message.

      I climb out of bed and head out to my living room. I start to fuss with my plants as I think over everything that’s happened in the last twenty-four hours. I fill my watering can and smile as I go around the room, picking up a few dead leaves as I water the plants. This has always been my happy spot. I got it from my grandpa. My grandma was really into plants and gardening, and after she passed, my grandpa took it over, and I helped him.

      I spent so much time out in flower beds, pulling weeds and watering. He taught me a lot about it, about how to care for different types of plants. It became our thing.

      What am I going to do about Milo? I still can’t figure out why he bid on me. There were other women up for auction too. Why would he pick me?

      What am I supposed to do now?

      I need to see him. We need to talk.

      I finish with my plants and then head into my bedroom to get dressed. It’s cold this morning so I pull on my favorite blue sweater and dark wash jeans. I need to be at the bookstore later today so I’ll have to hurry if I want to catch Milo before I head to work.

      I grab my things and head out the door. I’m not sure where Milo might be. I don’t think that he’s at the fire station today, but I could be wrong.

      I head towards the fire station when Milo’s black truck drives by me and then slams on his brakes. He pulls over to the curb, and I turn to face him.

      “Lilou,” he says and for a moment, we both stare at each other.

      He smiles at me as he closes his door and heads my way, and I look around, trying to figure out a good place to have this conversation.

      He stops by my side, and I grab his hand and drag him around the corner to a side street.

      “So,” he starts, and I swallow hard.

      “Why are you doing this?” I blurt out, and his smile falters.

      “Doing what?”

      “Why are you marrying me?” I clarify.

      “I’m not about to watch you be someone else’s wife.”

      My heart kicks hard against my ribs, but I try not to read too much into his words.

      “What do you mean?” I ask before I can get ahead of myself or start fantasizing about this being more than it is.

      “You can’t marry a stranger. The guy could be a weirdo or dangerous. You shouldn’t have been on that site,” he tells me, and I relax.

      See, he’s not into me. He’s just a good guy who was trying to protect me. That makes sense.

      It still hurts, though.

      Just remember that this is an arranged marriage.

      I didn’t want to admit it, I guess, but I was secretly hoping that he wanted me too.

      “Why do you want to marry me?” I ask him.

      “I,” he starts before he trails off. “I have my reasons.”

      I want to press him and find out why he needs a wife and why he picked me, but maybe it’s better if I don’t know.

      “I need to get to work soon,” I tell him, and he nods, stepping back from me.

      “I’ll walk you.”

      I nod and we start to head towards Shelf Indulgence. As we walk, I try to secretly study him out of the corner of my eye.

      He’s so handsome…and he’s about to be my husband.

      This is crazy. I should tell him to forget about the whole thing and find a different way to cover the costs. Maybe there are payment plans or something. Although, I might not qualify for them.

      “What are you thinking?” Milo asks as we walk, and I blink, looking over at him.

      “That this seems crazy,” I admit.

      “Crazy how?”

      “It’s just happening so fast. I…you don’t think this is crazy?” I ask him, and he shakes his head.

      “No, I know you, and if you’re nervous, then we can go slow. I want you to be comfortable with me. I’ll give you the money now. There’s no rush.”

      I melt a little bit for him right then and there. I already had a crush on him, but now I think that I might be dangerously close to falling for Milo.

      “We do need to figure out a few things,” he says, and I frown.

      “Like what?”

      “Well, a wedding date at some point, and all that goes with that. But also, where you want to live. Our schedules, I guess.”

      “I…” I start, feeling overwhelmed.

      “Let’s start easy. We don’t need to figure it all out right now,” he says softly, and I nod, stopping outside of the bookstore to face him.

      “Where do you want to live? I have a place a few miles north of here. It’s a house, there’s more than enough room for you.”

      “I don’t have a car,” I whisper. I wouldn’t be able to get to work.”

      “Okay. Your place it is. We can look at getting something bigger when you’re ready or getting you a car.”

      “Okay,” I agree, and he smiles.

      “Alright, you get to work. I’ll pick you up later.”

      “What are you going to do?” I ask him, and he smirks.

      “Go home and pack. I’ll be by later to grab your key so I can move my stuff in.”

      My head is spinning, but I nod.

      “Okay.”

      “What time are you off?”

      “Six.”

      “I’ll pick you up then.”

      “Okay,” I say again.

      “See you later.”

      He leans down and kisses my cheek, and then he’s gone, headed back towards his truck. I watch him go until he disappears, and then I turn and head into work.

      I try to clear my head as I get to work, but it’s no use. All I can think about is Milo and our upcoming wedding.
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