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      I’m about to head out to work on one of my new rental properties when my phone rings. My oldest brother’s name flashes across the screen, and I’m tempted to ignore the call. “What do you want?” I answer before I’m able to stop myself.

      “I need a favor,” Thorne grumbles.

      “That sounds like a ‘you’ problem to me,” I tell him, already knowing brotherly love will force me to help him out. But first, I plan to give him shit.

      “I’ll owe you big time. Whatever you want.” My oldest brother cuts right to the chase with an offer I can’t refuse.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll find something painful for you to do,” I inform him while my mind fills with ideas to torture my oldest brother. “What do you need me to do?” Hopefully, it won’t take too long. I’m up to my eyeballs in alligators trying to get my two rental properties ready before the seasonal workers start flooding Rodin Ridge.

      “Would you please stop by Honey Buns and let Mabel’s sisters know she’s okay? Tell them I’ll have her call them when she can.”

      Why wouldn’t she be okay? None of this shit makes any sense to me. “Your house is closer to the bakery than mine,” I state the obvious and look around for my keys. “Head on over there.” Duh.

      “My new mate is sleeping in, and I don’t want her sisters to worry.” Fuck me with a wooden spoon. Thorne completed the mating with Mabel. I should’ve known this was coming after he met his human soulmate a few weeks ago, but I’m a little shocked my brother managed to seal the deal this quickly. Humans usually take more than a few weeks of wooing to convince them to take a chance on shifters.

      The Sweet sisters moved to Honey Pot Hollow to open a new bakery in an old, abandoned building on Main Street after their uncle died and left them an inheritance.

      Three new human women moving to a mainly bear shifter town went over like a fart in church with the stubborn residents. Nearly everyone ignored the newcomers, but my mother stepped in to welcome them with open arms.

      Momma Bear is Thorne’s secretary at his construction business. When she met Mabel a few weeks ago at the local grocery store, our mother volunteered Thorne’s company to help the three sisters get their bakery ready to open. On his first day on the job, he found his mate—the oldest Sweet sister, Mabel Sweet.

      I’m pretty sure our middle brother, Clay, also found his mate at the bakery. He’s been acting like a bear with a sore paw ever since meeting Bethany Sweet. Both Thorne and I have tried to get him to talk about it, but Clay is holding his cards close to his chest on this subject.

      So far, the universe is sparing me from the love bug’s bite, and I plan to keep it that way. When Momma Bear hinted that Cora Sweet might be my fated mate, I shut that shit down real quick. I told my meddling mother I refuse to let fate decide my future. Both of my parents gave me the where did we go wrong look, but I ignored them.

      I’ve been working at my rental properties during the day and then coming straight home, hoping to avoid everyone until this crazy mating epidemic passes. There’s no way I intend to end up acting like my pussy-whipped brothers.

      “I’ll stop by the bakery on my way out to Rodin Ridge.” Thorne mentioned that the sisters all live in the apartment above the bakery a while back. I glance down at my watch and realize I’m going to be late arriving at the rental if I don’t get a move on. “I’ll let you know when I figure out what huge fucking favor I want in return real soon.”

      “Whatever.” Thorne hangs up on me.

      As I drive the seven miles between my secluded cabin and Honey Pot Hollow, I make a mental list of everything I need to get done before I’m able to rent out the small house I recently purchased in Rodin Ridge, the small town twenty miles from Honey Pot Hollow.

      Rodin Timber Technologies, one of the largest bear shifter-owned timber processing plants in the country, is located in the nearby small town. I make a killing renting to the workers who come to Rodin Ridge for temporary employment during the timber harvesting season.

      With well-maintained small homes and short leases, my rental company is the first choice for the timber company’s seasonal workers. Over the last three months, I’ve bought two houses that need a little TLC before I put them on the rental market. I don’t really have time to be Thorne’s messenger boy.

      After parking behind Honey Buns, I glance around, noticing the darkened alley surrounding the bakery. This might be a relatively safe shifter town, but the security at the bakery sucks. I walk up the back stairs to the private apartment, grumbling under my breath about the lax security while making a mental note to tell Thorne he needs to fix this fucking situation before something bad happens.

      My inner bear perks up as I step up to the faded oak door and knock. I sniff the air around me, smelling a sweet, delicate fragrance filling the hall. What the fuck? The hair on the back of my neck stands up as a tiny spark dances down my spine.

      I raise my hand and knock on the door, ignoring the sense that something life-changing is hiding behind the scarred wood door.

      “Who’s there?” Her smoky voice cuts through my soul, causing my bear to roar “Mine,” in my ear.

      Ignoring the crazy motherfucker, I take a deep breath to gain control of my erratic breathing before growling, “Wilder, Thorne’s brother.”

      “Is Mabel okay?” She throws the door open, and I nearly fall to my knees as I take in her perfection. I’ve met Mabel and Bethany so that only leaves Cora. My fucking mate. The universe has a perverse sense of humor.

      I somehow manage to mutter, “Mabel’s fine. She’s with my brother.” Holy fuck. The stunning brunette glaring at me with her hands on her hips is all my fantasies combined into one perfect goddamn package. She’s fucking tiny, probably only five-foot-one or two, but her generous curves make up for what she’s missing in height. She steps back and turns a little, giving me a good look at her entire stunning body. Her shiny caramel-colored hair hangs straight down her back, nearly reaching her luscious ass. Visions of me gripping the long locks while fucking her from behind run through my mind, causing my cock to turn to stone in my jeans. Thank God for the stiff denim camouflaging some of the evidence of my arousal.

      The intense hunger assaulting my senses loosens my lips. “This is not fucking happening to me,” I mutter before I’m able to think about the huge fucking mistake I’m about to make. My bear senses the train heading straight for me, but my human side ignores him and keeps right on speeding down the fucking with fate track. “I won’t let it. I’m too young to get tied down for the rest of my life.”

      Her stunning aqua-blue eyes narrow as a bright red stain moves up her graceful neck and over her peachy cheeks. “Don’t worry, Fozzie. No one here wants to be tied to you, either.”

      What the fuck? Did my mate just call me Fozzie? It looks like Cora Sweet is my mate, whether I’m ready or not. Too bad this fucking thought occurred to me immediately after I insulted her and made a total ass out of myself.

      “Is that all you wanted?” Her sassy inquiry causes my bear to shake his head at my stupidity. “I’m kinda busy.”

      “Thorne wanted me to tell you that Mabel will call you later.” Fuck me. I sound like a brainless moron.

      “Great.” She slams the door in my face before I’m able to get my fried brain circuits firing again. Shit. I just insulted my mate. My inner bear roars every obscenity in the book at me for my stupid behavior.

      I ignore the fucker and turn to head back to my truck. During the drive to Rodin Ridge, I manage to convince my human side that this is all for the best, but my inner bear vehemently disagrees. He flips me off before calling me the biggest idiot alive.

      I spend the rest of the day determined to prove the asshole wrong, but thoughts of Cora flash through my thoughts on a constant loop, mocking me.

      That night, my subconscious mind takes my bear’s side and fucking tortures me in my sleep.

      I almost lose control as her tight walls flutter around my finger. My mate shocks me when she reaches between us to wrap her soft hand around my cock. Cora’s thumb massages the cum leaking from the tip of my erection into my sensitive flesh and I nearly come. I cover her soft lips with mine and lose myself in her kiss. Her luscious curves press against me, waking up every nerve in my body.

      While our tongues tangle, I place my cock at her wet opening and push forward. Her sharp nails dig into my shoulders, but I don’t feel the pain. “I need you,” I mutter against her lips as I increase the speed of my thrusts.

      “Then have me.” Her words are music to my ears. She raises her hips to meet my thrusts, driving me deeper into heaven. Why did I ever fight my feelings for my mate? I wonder as make her mine forever. Cora cries out my name as her tight walls clamp down around my shaft. My arms tremble and I lock my elbows to hold myself above her stunning body. I lose control and frantically thrust, bringing us both closer to climax.

      As my orgasm approaches, my teeth drop from my gums in anticipation of making her mine for all eternity and…

      I wake the fuck up frustrated as hell and with sticky satin sheets covered in cum clinging to my body. As I tear the sheets off my bed, I wonder if the dreams will just get worse? Goddamnit. I’m not sure how many of these unfulfilling nightmares I’ll be able to endure before I crack.
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