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      Four possessive Alphas. Four fated mates they never saw coming. One unforgettable box set filled with heat, heart, and primal devotion. If you love overprotective Alphas, fated mates, and heroines who bring them to their knees, this box set is for you.

      The Alpha’s Addiction

      He never cared for sweets—until her.

      When Rhodes tastes one of Adeline’s pies, he’s hooked.

      When he meets the woman behind them, he knows she’s his mate.

      But claiming a human isn’t simple… especially when she’s convinced she doesn’t belong in his world.

      The Alpha’s Bounty

      She’s his job. His bounty.

      Until she becomes his everything.

      Cyrus lives by the rules—hunt, collect, move on.

      But the moment he lays eyes on Mina, everything changes.

      She’s on the run. He’s supposed to turn her in.

      Too bad fate has other plans.

      The Alpha’s Temptation

      She’s his sister’s best friend.

      And now, she’s his greatest temptation.

      Foster has spent years keeping his distance from Selena.

      But the day she turns eighteen, the bond hits—and nothing will ever be the same.

      She’s his fated mate… and completely off-limits.

      The Alpha’s Weakness

      Camden has one focus—his pack.

      He’s worked too hard to be distracted now.

      Until Holly enters his life and everything he’s built starts to shift.

      She’s sweet. She’s strong.

      And she’s his one true weakness.
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      She’s my only addiction. And I’ll do anything to make her mine.

      

      Adeline

      Baking has always been my passion, and now it’s my career.

      I thought chasing that dream would be enough.

      But lately, everything feels… flat. Like something vital is missing.

      Then I meet him.

      Rhodes is intense, magnetic, and convinced we’re meant to be.

      The more time I spend with him, the more I start to believe it, too.

      But I don’t belong in his world.

      He's the Alpha of his pack and needs a partner, someone who can help him lead.

      That’s not me.

      I’m an introvert through and through.

      I can’t be what he needs… But I also don’t think that I can walk away from him.

      

      Rhodes

      I never cared much for sweets.

      That changed the day I tasted one of her pies.

      Now I can’t stay away—from the bakery… or her.

      Adeline is mine.

      My fated mate. My everything.

      But she’s human, and I may have scared her off by coming on too strong.

      Now I need to fix this and convince her that we’re perfect for each other.
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      Adeline

      

      The timer dings, its sharp chime slicing through the warm, cinnamon-scented air of my tiny kitchen. I smile, my heart giving a little flutter of satisfaction, and bustle over to the oven. The moment I open the door, a wave of heat rushes out, wrapping around me like a blanket. I lean back slightly, blowing a puff of breath upward to chase away the loose strands of hair clinging to my forehead.

      The pies are perfect.

      Golden-brown crusts glisten beneath the overhead lights, tiny pockets of cherry juice bubbling through the slits in the top. I inhale deeply, letting the sweet scent of cherries, sugar, and butter fill my lungs and warm my chest. There’s something magical about this moment—pulling something beautiful and comforting from the oven. It’s like therapy.

      Baking has always been my refuge. My safe place.

      When I was a kid, I used to sneak into the kitchen with my mom's old cookbook and try out recipes while she worked her night shifts. We didn’t have much, but she always made sure we had flour, sugar, and butter. It became my ritual. Had a bad day? Brownies. Feeling excited? Cupcakes. Restless? A new recipe. There isn’t a single emotion that a baked good can’t soothe. At least, that’s what I believe.

      I slide the pies onto the cooling rack next to the cupcakes and cookies I’ve already prepared. They’re waiting to be boxed up for delivery in the morning, each order labeled with a neat little handwritten tag. Organized. Predictable. Comforting.

      Moving to Night Grove Falls was supposed to shake things up. I spent my whole life in Atlanta, stuck in a routine that became so suffocating it made even my favorite recipes taste bland. My life there grew stale, and so did I. So, I packed up my mixer, my books, and my courage, and moved across the country.

      To Oregon. To the mountains. To this sleepy, picturesque little town nestled among towering trees and endless skies.

      Night Grove Falls was supposed to be a fresh start.

      And it has been—in some ways. I landed my dream gig baking desserts for local restaurants. I get to work from home, set my own hours, and spend my days elbows-deep in flour and frosting. I’ve had time to read, to nest, to breathe.

      But something is still missing.

      I turn off the oven and wander over to the window, wiping my hands on a flour-dusted dish towel. Outside, the sun is setting, casting long shadows through the dense forest that surrounds my apartment building. The sky is a swirling canvas of pink, gold, and dusky blue. It’s breathtaking. And lonely.

      I swallow against the lump forming in my throat. I should be used to being alone. I’ve been alone for most of my life. My mom worked three jobs when I was growing up, and when she passed away during my freshman year of college, it was just me. No siblings. No extended family worth mentioning.

      Just me.

      Well, Holly and me.

      A smile tugs at my lips at the thought of my best friend. Holly was the one bright spot in my otherwise quiet childhood. We were inseparable from the moment we met in middle school. She’s the kind of person who brings the sun with her wherever she goes—confident, bold, hilarious. The exact opposite of me. But somehow, we clicked. We always have.

      Leaving her was the hardest part of moving.

      My phone rings, cutting through the silence, and I don’t even have to look at the screen.

      "Hey, I was just thinking about you," I say, answering the call.

      "Missing me already?" Holly teases, her voice like a shot of espresso—sharp, energizing, and familiar.

      "Always," I say truthfully.

      "Then maybe you shouldn’t have moved across the country."

      "Maybe you should move out here instead. You’d love it. We could get a cute little two-bedroom apartment. You could help me taste-test all my recipes."

      "And risk burning down your kitchen?" she snorts. "Addy, I nearly set my microwave on fire trying to reheat soup."

      I giggle, imagining the chaos she’d bring into my neat little kitchen.

      "Fair point. But I miss you. It’s not the same without you here."

      She sighs. "I miss you, too. Things have been... ugh. Work’s a nightmare, my landlord is raising the rent again, and my car keeps making this weird clunking noise."

      "That sounds awful," I say, frowning. "I’m serious, Hol. If you need a break, come stay with me. My couch is always open."

      "Thanks, Addy. I might take you up on that sooner rather than later. But enough about me. Tell me everything. How’s the business? The town? Met any handsome lumberjacks yet?"

      I laugh, and some of the tension in my chest eases. "Business is great. I picked up a fourth restaurant this week, so today was my first bake for them. It’s been a long day, but a good one."

      "Look at you! Crushing it like the domestic goddess you are."

      "Hardly." I laugh. "But I’m proud of what I’ve built here. I really am. Even if I haven’t made many friends yet."

      "You will. You’re amazing. And once they taste your cinnamon rolls, they’ll be lining up to hang out with you."

      "You’re biased."

      "Damn right I am. Someone’s gotta be your hype woman."

      Before I can respond, I hear a voice shouting in the background.

      "Holly! Break’s over!"

      She groans. "Ugh. Gotta go. I swear, if my boss gets one more iced coffee and forgets to say thank you, I might dump it in his lap."

      I smile. "Text me later."

      "Will do. Love you, Addy."

      "Love you more."

      I hang up and stare at my phone for a second longer than necessary. Then I set it aside, wash my hands, and turn back to my kitchen.

      There’s still so much to do before bed. Frosting. Packaging. Tidying. I roll up my sleeves and get to work, losing myself in the rhythm of spreading frosting and arranging cookies in perfect rows.

      But even as I focus on the task at hand, I can’t help but feel that same ache again. That quiet, persistent tug that says something is missing. Something—or someone.

      I shake it off. Maybe it’s just the solitude talking. Or maybe I need to start saying yes to more invitations, stepping outside my comfort zone. Maybe tomorrow I’ll walk into town, grab a coffee, and smile at a stranger.

      Maybe tomorrow, everything will start to change.

      Maybe…
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      Rhodes

      

      The wind carries the scent of pine and damp earth as I trek the familiar dirt path from my pack’s land into town. My boots crunch over fallen needles and soft gravel, the only sound cutting through the stillness around me. Morning fog lingers in the hollows of the forest, curling around the trunks of tall evergreens like fingers. It’s peaceful here, wild and quiet. It’s the kind of place where a man and a wolf could breathe.

      Usually, I love this walk, but something about today feels off.

      My wolf is restless. He’s been pacing beneath the surface of my skin, ears twitching, nostrils flaring, ready for something. I just don’t know what.

      He’s been on edge for weeks now, agitated in a way I haven’t felt since I took over as Alpha of the North Section of Night Grove Falls years ago.

      I run a hand through my thick black hair, the early morning chill biting at my fingers, and exhale a breath I didn’t even realize I was holding. The trees thin ahead, revealing the winding road that cuts through the town of Night Grove Falls. Beyond the tops of the trees, rooftops peek through the mist, barely visible in the distance.

      Night Grove Falls is split into four sections, each run by a different Alpha. My land is in the north and covers the northern border, closest to the river and the old logging roads. It’s the quietest part of town, full of dense forest, winding trails, and the occasional rogue hiker. Perfect for a pack that values solitude and strength.

      The other Alphas and I have taken over in the last ten years—Cyrus, Camden, Foster, and me. We were young, stubborn, and worried about the trouble that seemed to be growing in town. So, we took over power from the previous Alphas. Now, we keep the peace. We share borders. We trust each other and work together to make Night Grove Falls a solid and peaceful pack.

      "Ever get that weird déjà vu feeling?" Cyrus asks, sneaking up on me.

      I grunt as he falls into step beside me, his dark jacket zipped up to his chin, dark brown hair tousled and messy, like he’s hopped straight out of bed.

      "You ask me that every day."

      He grins. "Doesn’t mean it’s not true."

      "It’s still not funny."

      "Depends on who you ask."

      "Where are you headed?" I ask, ignoring his smirk.

      "Where do you think? Patrol." He jerks his chin toward the southern ridge. "What about you?"

      "The diner."

      "Let me guess. Your daily sweets run?" he asks with a laugh.

      I grunt again, this time with a hint of annoyance.

      It’s become a running joke among the Alphas. Big, bad Rhodes, who used to scoff at desserts, now can’t go a day without them. And not just any desserts. No, I crave them from a few specific restaurants in town—three of them. I’ve never had much of a sweet tooth. Or I didn’t until a couple of weeks ago when the cravings started.

      Pecan pie on Mondays. Strawberry shortcake on Tuesdays. Snickerdoodles on Wednesdays. Cherry pie on Thursdays.

      It’s bizarre. My wolf insists on it. And I’m just along for the ride.

      “Maybe it’s a sign that you’re going soft,” Cyrus suggests.

      I glare at him. “Never that.”

      He laughs. “Hmm,” he hums, trying to drive me crazy.

      We walk in silence for a minute. I try to speed up to lose him, but it’s no use.

      Out of all of the Alphas, I’m probably closest to Camden, the Alpha of the West. We’re both no-nonsense, driven guys. We’ve known each other for years, and I was his biggest supporter when he took over from the last Alpha of his section.

      Cyrus and Foster are both a few years older than me, and they’ve been Alphas of their sections for the longest. Cyrus is the optimist of the four of us and the most laid back. Foster is easy-going and patient. He’s the most levelheaded, especially in a crisis.

      "You ever considered that maybe your mate’s in town," Cyrus says casually, pulling me from my thoughts, "and that’s why you’ve been acting like a sugar-starved addict?"

      My steps falter.

      Mate? My wolf asks, perking up inside me.

      "What?"

      He shrugs. "Just saying. Something’s got you all riled up. It wouldn’t surprise me if she’s close."

      I shake my head, burying the hope that sparks to life. "You read too many romance novels.”

      He blushes, not bothering to respond to my comment about his choice of reading materials. "Seriously," he says, sobering slightly, "if it is your mate, you should be ready."

      "I’m always ready."

      Cyrus shrugs, clapping me on the shoulder before he turns and veers off the path, heading toward his patrol route.

      My wolf paws at me, whining so loudly inside my head that I wince.

      If our mate is here, we’ll find her, I promise him, and he growls in agreement.

      As I step into the main part of town, the fog begins to lift, revealing the modest charm of Night Grove Falls. A line of cars passes slowly through downtown, early risers on their way to work or errands. Shopkeepers unlock their doors, flipping signs to OPEN, and smiling at the people passing by. The town is like something out of a storybook—calm and timeless.

      It’s home.

      The diner sits on the corner of Main and Willow, its red trim freshly painted and the smell of bacon and coffee wafting out the open windows.

      My wolf perks up the second we cross the threshold.

      Something is different.

      The second I step inside, a low growl hums in my chest. My senses sharpen, instincts going on high alert. I stalk toward the counter, muscles tense, scanning every face in the room as I try to spot something that stands out.

      Nothing is different. My mate isn’t here.

      But dessert is.

      With a sigh, I step to the counter and place my order.
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      Adeline

      

      The scent of fresh pastries still lingers in the air this morning. It’s probably baked into the place by now. Baking every day for the last month will have that effect.

      My little kitchen is a mess with flour-dusted counters, butter wrappers tossed in the trash, and a row of delivery boxes lined up by the door like soldiers waiting for deployment. I was too tired to clean up last night, and I sigh as I take in the chaos.

      I’ll have to deal with this mess once I get back from making deliveries, I think as I glance at the clock.

      7:36 a.m. Right on schedule.

      I pull on my shoes, grab my purse and a cardigan, and take the first load of baked goods out to my car. It takes me two more trips before I finally have everything loaded and ready to go. I double-check each label. Two dozen snickerdoodle cookies for the bookstore café, four chocolate tortes for the new Italian restaurant, lemon bars for the sandwich place, and a dozen pies for the diner in town. I double-check each label, then step back and exhale. Everything is ready.

      As I pull on my cardigan, I look around at the mostly deserted streets, and a familiar pang settles in my chest. I’ve been in Night Grove Falls for nearly a month, and delivering desserts to the same three, now four, businesses is the most human contact I have in a day. Not that I’m not grateful. The town has been kind, and I’ve even received a few warm nods and greetings from the shop owners. But kindness isn’t the same as connection. I haven’t made any real friends yet.

      Maybe that will change today, I think hopefully.

      I climb behind the wheel and start my old car. It was a hand-me-down from my mom, and I’m surprised that it still runs.

      The drive to the first restaurant is short, broken up by stop signs and crosswalks. There’s not much traffic here, so getting around never takes long. I roll down the window, letting the crisp air wake me up as I hum softly along to the music playing on the radio.

      I pass the florist, the hardware store, and the small library, parking in the lot beside the bookstore café. I turn off the ignition and reach for my purse and phone just as it buzzes.

      Holly flashes across the screen, and I grin as I hurry to answer it. “Hey, perfect timing, I just parked.”

      Her voice comes through bright and chipper, like sunshine in audio form. “Tell me you’re wearing your cute apron today. The pink one with the cupcake print.”

      I laugh. “That one’s retired, remember? It didn’t survive the great strawberry jam incident of last month.”

      “Oh, right. Tragic.” She sighs. “I’m still in mourning.”

      I adjust the phone between my shoulder and ear as I unbuckle my seatbelt. “You’d hate how organized my deliveries are this morning. Labels color-coded, boxes stacked by destination.”

      “Control freak,” she teases affectionately. “So, how’s it going today? Made any friends yet?”

      I slide out of the car and open the back door to grab the first few boxes. “No friends yet. Unless you count Mrs. Lockwood, the bookstore owner. She called me ‘darling’ yesterday and gave me a free latte, so I’m calling it progress.”

      “Hmm. Still not good enough. You need to get out more. Have a girls’ night. Hit up a nightclub or something.”

      I snort. “Night Grove Falls doesn’t have nightclubs. Not even close.”

      She laughs. “Not like you would go if there were.”

      “Neither would you!” I argue back.

      “I would! I have the perfect outfit.”

      “Your pajamas?”

      Holly snorts, making us both crack up. I laugh harder than I have all week, and for a moment, the loneliness fades. Holly has that effect on me.

      Our laughter fades, and I take a deep breath.

      “I miss you,” I say, quieter now.

      “I miss you, too, Addy.” Her tone softens. “But I’m proud of you. You’re doing it. You moved, you’re building your business, you’re chasing your dreams.”

      “Yeah,” I say, smiling to myself as I climb out of my car. “I just wish you were here for it.”

      “I’ve been thinking about that,” she says casually. “What if I came for a visit? Maybe even scouted it out. I could take some time off work.”

      My heart skips a beat. “You’re serious?”

      “Dead serious. My lease is up in a few months anyway, and I’m this close to quitting my job and telling my boss exactly what he can do with his unpaid overtime demands.”

      I grin. “Do it. Move here. We’ll bake and gossip and go out to the local bar or something.”

      “You had me at gossip.”

      Someone calls Holly’s name in the background, and I know she’s about to end the call.

      “Ugh, duty calls,” she groans. “Let’s talk later. Love you, Addy.”

      “Love you more.”

      I end the call, my heart lighter, and carefully lift the boxes from the backseat. As I straighten, I take a deep breath and look around.

      It’s early, but the town is waking up. I nod politely to a couple passing by with coffee cups in hand. Smile at the woman unlocking the florist shop. I even get a wave from the man setting up a display in the hardware store’s window. Small things, but they add up.

      I move slowly toward the front of the bookstore café, adjusting the boxes and enjoying the fresh morning air. The door chimes as I push inside, and the scent of coffee and old books welcomes me.

      “Morning, Adeline!” Mrs. Lockwood greets from behind the counter. “Snickerdoodle day?”

      “You know it.” I smile as I place the boxes gently on the counter.

      “I swear, you’re a miracle worker. Our sales triple when you deliver these.”

      “I’m glad people like them.”

      Mrs. Lockwood beams at me as she opens the box. “Like them? Honey, they ask what day you’re coming so they can plan their visits.”

      My cheeks heat, and warmth blooms in my chest.

      I chat with her for a few minutes, listening as she talks about her grandkids and the new book club starting next week. By the time I leave, she’s insisted I take a free coffee and a new book “for the road.”

      I grab the next delivery and head across the street to the bistro before going back to my car for the chocolate tortes. It takes me longer to make that delivery since it’s the first day and I’m not sure where to go, but I get it figured out before returning to my car.

      The sun has burned off most of the fog, and the air is warming quickly. With one more delivery to go, I climb into the driver’s seat. Reversing out of my parking spot, I drive down the street, pulling into the small lot next to the diner. I move to the backseat, reaching in for the boxes.

      I’m bent halfway into the car, rummaging for the last pie box, when a low, deep voice rumbles behind me.

      “Mine.”

      I freeze. Every hair on my body stands up. My breath catches, stalling in my lungs. My heart slams against my ribs like a drum as that voice reverberates with something primal.

      Slowly, I turn my head.

      And lock eyes with the most handsome man I’ve ever seen.
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      Rhodes

      

      The second she turns around and our eyes meet, the world stops spinning.

      My wolf lets out a snarl of excitement inside me, the sound rolling through my head and bones like thunder. Mate. He’s known it for weeks. I’ve been walking around like a starving man without realizing what I was craving, but now I know.

      It’s her.

      She stands there, arms full of dessert boxes, lips parted in surprise, wide blue eyes blinking up at me like she’s not sure if I’m real. She’s shorter than I expected, barely reaching my chest, but everything about her is soft, feminine, and... perfect. Her curves have my mouth watering, and I lick my lips. Her scent hits me like a tidal wave, all warm sugar, vanilla, and something uniquely hers.

      “Um,” she croaks, shifting the box in her hands. “Can I help you?”

      I blink, as if waking from a trance, taking a careful step closer. “You’re mine.”

      It isn’t a question. It’s a fact.

      “What?” she asks in shock.

      I frown.

      Can she not sense this between us?

      “What’s your name, mate?” I ask gruffly.

      “Um, it’s Adeline.”

      “Adeline,” I growl, letting her name roll off my tongue.

      My wolf howls, urging me to claim her. Mate. Mark her! he roars.

      My teeth start to elongate.

      And then I smell it.

      Human.

      She’s human. My mate is human.

      Shit.

      Her eyes narrow slightly, and she clutches the dessert boxes tighter against her chest.

      “Um… Can I help you?”

      Right. I’m coming on too strong. I rake a hand through my hair and try again.

      “I’m sorry,” I say, voice lower now, trying to soothe her. “I didn’t mean to startle you. I’m Rhodes.”

      Her eyes flick to my outstretched hand like it’s dangerous. She hesitates before shifting the boxes in her arms and placing her much smaller hand in mine.

      The second our skin touches, a jolt rockets through my system. Her gasp matches mine, and my other arm instinctively wraps around her waist to steady her, jostling the dessert boxes between us. She’s so soft and warm against me, and my wolf settles for the first time in weeks, humming in satisfaction.

      I’d be more satisfied if you bit her already! my wolf chimes in.

      Her blue eyes are wide. “What… was that?”

      I clear my throat and gently ease back, though every cell in my body protests. “Just… chemistry.” I take the dessert boxes from her without asking as she sways slightly. “Let me carry these.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to,” she argues.

      “I want to.”

      “Oh, o-okay,” she stammers, clearly still rattled.

      “Are these for the diner?” I ask, already turning toward the entrance.

      “Yeah.”

      I open the door for her with my shoulder and lead her inside. My wolf is purring like a damn cat now, pleased to be near her. This woman is human, completely unaware of the world she’s stumbled into, but that doesn’t change a thing. She’s our mate, and I will do whatever it takes to make her mine.

      Inside the diner, the usual clatter of plates and the murmur of conversation fill the air. The scent of coffee and fried potatoes tries to compete with the sugary perfume radiating from Adeline—because that’s her name. I heard her tell it to me, but even if I hadn’t, I would’ve known it. Somehow, it fits her. Soft and sweet, just like she is.

      I set the boxes on the counter as Sally, the owner, bustles over with her usual beaming smile. “Rhodes, twice in one morning? What’s the occasion?”

      “Just helping with a delivery,” I say, stepping aside so she can get a look at Adeline.

      Sally’s eyes brighten. “You must be the new baker I keep hearing about. These pies are magic.”

      Adeline blushes, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Thank you. I’m glad you like them.”

      Like is an understatement. Sally’s been raving about these deliveries for weeks. Which now makes sense because they’re from my mate.

      “I was about to head back,” Adeline says quickly, like she’s trying to put space between us.

      “Let me walk you out,” I say before she can escape.

      She blinks at me, clearly flustered. “Oh. Um. Okay.”

      I nod at Sally and hold the door for Adeline, stepping back into the morning sun.

      As we walk to her car, I take in every detail of her. The way her breath fogs in the crisp air. The pink on her cheeks from the cold—or maybe from me. Her cardigan is too thin for this weather.

      “You should wear a jacket,” I say quietly.

      She glances at me, surprised. “What?”

      “It’s too cold for a sweater.”

      She shifts the keys in her hand, frowning slightly. “I was rushing this morning. Didn’t realize it was so chilly.”

      I slip out of my coat without a second thought and wrap it around my mate. It dwarves her, but at least she’s warm.

      “Oh, it’s okay,” she says, trying to hand the jacket back to me.

      “Put it on,” I order.

      She blinks.

      Bite her! my wolf shouts.

      “Not yet!” I yell back.

      Adeline flinches away from me, and I realize I said it out loud.

      I see fear, nerves, and confusion swirling in my mate’s pretty blue eyes, and I know I’ve messed up.

      Shit.
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      Adeline

      

      What the heck is going on?

      Rhodes seems normal one minute and crazy the next. I’m not sure what to make of him or this interaction. My body is going haywire. I feel hot and achy. I can’t seem to tear my gaze away from him, and I think he feels the same way.

      Rhodes is so intense. He’s so focused on me, like I’m the center of his universe and he can’t look away.

      “What now?” he asks me.

      I blink. “What?”

      “Do you have more deliveries?” he clarifies.

      “No, that was the last one. I’m headed home now.”

      He steps closer. “Where do you live?”

      “Um…” I hedge, retreating until my back hits my car.

      He lets out a rough breath and scrubs a hand through his hair in agitation. “I’m sorry. I’m messing this all up.”

      “Messing what up?”

      His coat cocoons me, his scent wrapping around me like a hug. I take a deep breath, my body relaxing and lighting up as I breathe him in.

      “This,” he says, waving a finger between the two of us.

      I have no idea what he’s talking about. My brain works overtime, trying to piece together everything that has happened in the last fifteen minutes. “I’m sorry, but what are you messing up?”

      “This. Our romance.”

      “Romance?” I squeak. Oh my gosh. He’s crazy. That’s the only explanation.

      No one has ever shown an interest in me. I’m the chubby, shy girl who always has her face buried in a book. No one notices me or asks me out. Certainly, no one ever walks up to me and tries to romance me.

      “Is this a joke?” I blurt.

      He frowns. “What? No? What would the joke be?”

      “Well, uh,” I stammer, motioning between the two of us.

      “What?”

      “Guys like you don’t go for girls like me,” I finally spit out.

      “And what kind of guy am I? What kind of girl are you?”

      “Are you serious? Open your eyes!”

      “They’re open,” he says, growing angry.

      “Then it should be perfectly clear.”

      “It isn’t, so why don’t you lay it out for me?”

      “You’re hot!”

      “Thanks,” he says, inching closer.

      “And I’m… not,” I finish, all of the steam leaving me in an instant.

      “Fuck that,” he snarls. “You’re gorgeous. Fucking perfect. Did someone tell you otherwise? Give me their names,” he demands, his hands fisting by his sides.

      “I—”

      Yeah, I have nothing to reply to that.

      I shake my head, attempting to steer the conversation back on track. “What romance?”

      “Ours. We’re meant to be together,” he says matter-of-factly.

      I stare at him in shock for a beat. “Well, I better get going,” I say carefully.

      He frowns. “Who made you feel less than stunning?”

      I shake my head. “No one.”

      “Don’t lie to me,” he growls.

      I sigh. “It’s not one person. It’s just… society.”

      “Well, they’re idiots.”

      “Got it,” I say, my head spinning from this whole conversation.

      “I’ll fix it,” he promises.

      I snort. “Uh huh.”

      “I will.”

      “Right.” I nod. “Well, I better get going.”

      “Wait, let me take you out. We can grab some lunch. You need to eat.”

      “No,” I reply before I can give myself a chance to think it over.

      Rhodes blinks at me, and I use his surprise to open the car door and slip inside. I close the door and start the car with shaking hands. Rhodes knocks on the window, but I refuse to roll it down. He knocks on the window again, and I shift into reverse, swallowing hard as I pull out of the spot.

      “Adeline!” he barks, his voice filled with frustration and something that sounds like fear.

      I don’t answer him, but I can’t resist peeking at him one last time as I drive away. He’s staring at me intently, and I know this isn’t over. He’s not letting me go without a fight.

      I shiver in my seat, realizing I’m still wearing his jacket.

      I’ll have to see him again when I give it back.

      Butterflies take flight in my stomach at the thought.

      Holly is never going to believe this.

      Heck, I can barely believe it myself. I mean, most guys ignore me or look right through me. I’m used to that.

      But I’ve never met anyone like Rhodes. We only spent a few minutes together, but my body is still buzzing from the experience.

      The buzzing doesn’t stop for a long time.
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      Our mate rejected us, my wolf says, sounding as shocked as I feel.

      No. We can still fix this, I tell him, trying to reassure him and myself that we haven’t ruined everything before it starts, even as Adeline’s car turns out of sight.

      I take a deep breath and head toward my pack’s land. I don’t make it far before I run into Cyrus, Foster, and Camden.

      “What’s wrong?” Camden asks as soon as he sees me.

      Cyrus and Foster tense, going on high alert.

      “I found my fated mate.”

      They instantly relax, and smiles stretch across their faces.

      “That’s great. Congratulations, man,” Camden says, clapping me on the back.

      “I knew it!” Cyrus exclaims.

      “Congratulations,” Foster says with an easy smile.

      “Thanks. She rejected me.”

      Their smiles instantly drop, and all three look startled.

      “Rejected?” Foster asks.

      “What the fuck did you do?” Camden demands.

      “I came on too strong,” I admit with a weary sigh.

      “Too strong? How is that even possible?” Cyrus asks in confusion.

      “She’s not a shifter,” I explain. “She’s human.”

      “Oh, my god. Did you try to bite her in downtown?” Camden cries.

      I shake my head. “No! Nothing like that. I just… told her we were meant to be and asked her out.”

      “Smooth,” Cyrus quips.

      I glare at him. “Yeah, I know. I could tell it wasn’t going great, but I couldn’t stop myself or pull back. I mean, my mate was right in front of me. I held her, smelled her, talked to her.”

      “And she walked away from you,” Cyrus finishes.

      I swear I’m this close to punching him. Foster must sense it because he pushes Cyrus away from me and gives him a warning look.

      “She drove away,” I correct him as my wolf paces inside me.

      “What are you going to do now?” Camden asks.

      “Try again. I need to come up with a plan or a way to play it cool around her.”

      “Should be easy enough,” he agrees.

      Cyrus raises his eyebrows. “Clearly, it wasn’t easy.”

      “You’re not helping,” I snap.

      “You should practice asking her out in your head,” Foster suggests. “Come up with some date ideas so you have a plan for when she says yes.”

      I nod. “That’s a good idea.”

      “Maybe practice some breathing exercises, too,” Cyrus suggests. “Something to slow you down and give her room to breathe.”

      I sigh. “Yeah, okay.”

      “What are you doing now?” Camden asks.

      “I need to do my patrol before heading into town to grab some groceries.”

      “Let your wolf out for a run. It’ll burn off some of his energy and make it easier to stay calm around your mate,” Foster suggests.

      “Will do. Thanks, guys.”

      “Of course.” Cyrus smirks.

      I huff out a laugh as I turn north to my pack’s land.

      As soon as I’m hidden by the forest, I strip and shift, letting my wolf take over as we race along the northern border, down the east side of our land, and back to where I left my clothes. Things are quiet, which is good for me. It helps me organize my thoughts and clear my head.

      My wolf is still on edge as I pull on my clothes and walk back into town. I practice some deep breathing exercises, but I’m not sure they’re much help.

      “Hey, Adeline. It’s great to see you again. I was about to grab a coffee. Want to join me?” I mumble to myself as I make my way down the trail.

      That was terrible, my wolf scolds.

      I roll my eyes. What should I say then?

      Walk up to her and bite her.

      Yeah, that won’t freak her out, I reply sarcastically.

      My wolf growls at me, and I try to come up with other casual date ideas as I head over to the Night Grove Falls Market. I grab a basket as I walk inside and move up and down the aisles.

      What does Adeline like to eat? Something sweet, I’m sure.

      I smile as I head down the candy aisle, adding Reese’s Cups to my basket. I also toss in bread, pickles, lunch meat, and a few frozen pizzas.

      As I turn down the next aisle, pale blonde hair catches my eye. My wolf and I are instantly on high alert as we see our mate at the end of the aisle.

      “Adeline!” I call before I can stop myself.

      Shit. This is not going according to plan. Again.

      My mate looks up, her blue eyes meeting mine.

      I smile and wave awkwardly.

      Just bite her. This place is empty. No one will even see, my wolf demands.

      We’ve been over this. That will scare her, and she’ll never talk to us again.

      She’ll want to at the next full moon, he points out.

      I ignore him and make my way toward Adeline.

      “Hey,” she says warily as I stop in front of her.

      “Getting groceries?” I ask, peeking down at her shopping cart full of flour, sugar, butter, and a bunch of other groceries.

      “Yeah. Have to stock up.”

      “Are you baking tonight?”

      “Yeah.”

      “What are you making?”

      “Some brownies, chocolate croissants, cupcakes, and fruit tarts.”

      “Sounds great.”

      She nods, shifting from one foot to the other.

      “Listen,” I start, reminding myself to take it slow. “I know we got off on the wrong foot earlier. I’m sorry I came on so strong. I’d like to take you out and prove what I said to you.”

      “Prove that we’re meant to be?” she asks in disbelief.

      I nod. “Yeah.”

      “How?”

      “I just need a chance.”

      I’m so sure that she’s about to turn me down again. My wolf paces inside me, begging me to bite her, but I hold him back.

      “Okay,” she finally says so softly that I think I misheard her.

      “Really?” I blurt.

      She nods. “Yeah.”

      “Great! How about dinner tomorrow night?”
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