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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.
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