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      Would it be justifiable homicide if I killed my new neighbor for waking me up at the ass crack of dawn, especially on the weekend? Okay, so I got it that we had jobs, lives, and all that crap during the week. But the damn weekend?

      This was my one day to sleep in, and that God-forsaken sound was making it impossible. 

      I covered my head with the pillow and squeezed my eyes shut, repeating my mantra to myself. You will not go over there and yell like a crazy person. You will not go over there and yell like a crazy…

      Nope, there it was again. Who ran a blasted saw or electric sander… or whatever the fuck that was this early? 

      It was just rude. Yup, that was the word to use, rude. And inconsiderate. 

      Damn it. I figured buying one of the cottages a little outside of town would give me some peace and quiet. After living in the city the last few years, being back home in Asheville would be bliss. 

      The sheer fact that I could even afford a place that gave me my own large workspace was the icing on the cake. I still couldn’t believe my small business made it possible to buy my very own home. It was surreal. 

      The sound of the loud machine was not part of the dream, though. I grabbed my pillow and shoved it over my face. I needed at least another two hours or so of sleep. Was that too much to ask for? In response came the loud buzzing noise, the kind of noise that made your teeth grind together. Groaning, I  tossed the pillow aside and started massaging my jaw. The guy was practically begging for me to come over and rip him a new one.

      I wasn’t about to disappoint him. The path to my neighbor’s house wasn’t more than fifty feet away. I reached the door in a fury and beat on it, attempting to be louder than the saw that continued to cause me to grind my teeth. I winced. “Jerk,” I muttered under my breath and pounded on the door once more. 

      “Hello? You in there?” Our houses were built so close together that we could look out the window at each other. I didn’t have to worry about the other neighbor being angry because of the noise I was making since the next house wasn’t close by.

      Asheville was big on neighbors helping neighbors, and I loved it. It was one of the reasons I came back. But when your neighbor was an ass with heavy machinery, well… I stood by my earlier thought that it was justifiable homicide.

      But if I managed to wake anyone,  I would just point them in the direction of the one that wreaked the havoc. After another failed attempt at banging my fist on the door, I stomped to the back of the house. The noise grew louder the closer I got. “Hello!” I hollered, beating my fist on the back door. 

      If he wanted to wake up the neighborhood at the God-awful time, then he deserved the wrath I had to lay down on him. I was up most of the night boxing up orders, One hundred fifty of them to be exact. I didn’t need to be woken up so early that even the sun was still hidden away at five-thirty in the fucking morning.

      Ridiculous was an understatement. I still had eighty more orders to fill even though today was Saturday.  I had a hectic day ahead of me, so I really didn’t think it was too much to ask for some shut-eye. 

      All I wanted was to crawl back into bed for just a couple more hours. 

      “Hello!” I groaned, knocking even harder this time until I was greeted with silence. Beautiful silence. 

      “You banged?” I turned on my heel the moment I heard his voice. “How may I help you?”

      Standing before me, holding what I thought was a sander, was my neighbor.  However, it wasn’t the annoying machine that momentarily had me at a loss for words. Nope, it was the man. Holy shit! All those lean muscles, broad shoulders, glistening with sweat because, of course, he was shirtless.

      Now springing that on an unsuspecting omega this early in the morning with no caffeine to speak of should be illegal. My eyes traveled down his body before landing on the waistband of his jeans. They sat low on his hips, revealing the most delicious V. 

      My tongue would fit so perfectly there. 

      A throat cleared, and those lips were quirked with amusement at my reaction. And those green eyes combined with the slightly too long hair just begging to be pulled was enough to send me over the edge. 

      Focus Jay, that is not why you are here. But his hands. Big strong hands that seemed to be caressing the wood like he…. Nope. Not going there. 

      You’re angry, Jay, I reminded myself. That’s why you’re here. Between my bear sitting up and taking notice and my brain shorting out at all the hotness, I seemed to be unable to form words. 

      The alpha kept staring at me, brow raised, with a smirk dancing on his lips; that was what finally jarred my brain out of drool mode. I really wanted to smack the look off of his way too handsome face. 

      I didn’t return his smile, and the only way he could help me was by doing the neighborly thing and keeping it down, for God's sake. And maybe putting on a shirt. Seriously, why was he shirtless? 

      “Shirt.” I snapped. And I immediately wanted to kick myself. 

      But could you really blame me? It was unfair to scramble innocent people's brains when they were running on no sleep. No caffeine. It was just rude. 

      Still, I came over here to tell him exactly how I felt so that I could crawl back into bed and get some sleep. 

      Hopefully where he featured prominently in my dreams. 

      Fuck. I was so screwed.
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      The moment the omega hit my driveway, my senses took over. His scent permeated the crisp morning air. 

      Fuck, this had to be a dream. I’d never imagined he would be standing here at my door. And he was stunning even while his eyes were shooting daggers at me. 

       His eyes were dark and smoldering. I could tell he’d just crawled out of bed because the wild curls on his head went in every direction. He looked like every wet dream I’d ever had. There was something soft about him, not that it took anything away from his masculine features. Great Urs, I wanted to devour him right there. Especially since he wore nothing but shorts and a tank t-shirt, and yes, my eyes did drift to take in the view.

      “It’s five o’clock in the morning. What could you possibly have to do that is so important that you had to wake all and sundry at five A.M.?” He gestured upwards, “It’s still dark out, for Ur's sake. In case you missed it.” 

      His hands moved to his waist, and I dipped my eyes down even further. Perfection, indeed.

      Fingers suddenly snapped in front of my face. “Hey! I asked you a question.” The annoyance had his voice going up a couple of octaves, drawing my eyes back up to his. 

      “It’s this really old invention called work.” I raised a brow nonchalantly. “The name’s Dom, by the way. And you are….” I didn’t know why I was taunting my fierce bear, and as expected, he reacted exactly as I thought he would. 

      His full lips curved down, and those eyes darkened even more as he clenched his fist to his side. 

      Now wouldn’t this be a heck of a story to tell the grandkids? How Pop-pop slugged Grandpa when they first met. 

      “It’s not funny!” My mate snapped, “I have a busy day, and it didn’t call for being aroused….” His adam apple moved as he swallowed, and I couldn’t help it. I chuckled. “Woken up,” he corrected, “at five a.m. is just not acceptable.” 

      “I—” Before I could say anything, my mate kept going.

      “It’s like dawn. All I ask is for just a couple more hours of sleep. It’s really not too much to ask. Surely you have some compassion inside of you that you can muster up for someone else besides yourself.” 

      I arched a brow, and the omega folded his arms and met my gaze head-on. We both stared until he looked away, shifting his gaze behind me to my workshop. After a moment’s hesitation, he looked at me. “You have nothing to say?”

      “Didn’t want to interrupt. After all, you were doing a bang-up job explaining who I am. It’s like you think you know me.”

      “Know your type,” he muttered. 

      I crossed my arms and leaned back, staring at him. “Do you now? Care to share with the class?” 

      He looked back over to the workshop, motioning with his head. “The type that doesn’t much care if anyone else gets any rest, obviously. Five o’clock in the morning.” He spat, bringing his eyes back to mine.

      “Yes, you’ve made the time rather clear. Thank you.” I hadn’t expected anyone to rush over here at the sound of my power tools, especially not my own mate. The workshop sat further back than the house, but I also knew I’d gotten used to it just being me. I should have checked to see if there was a new neighbor, but I’d been out on a delivery and install the last couple of days and just got back.

      I’d already lost days doing that, which didn’t help the fact that I had more than enough to keep me busy for months and months. And I just accepted a commission I had no business accepting. 

      Not that I was complaining. Business was good. Although maybe I would sleep in if my delectable mate was curled up in bed with me. Until then, what was the saying… the early bird catches the worm. Which meant even more now that I had a mate to provide for. 

      Besides, I couldn’t even apologize for the racket when it literally brought my mate to my doorstep. Who knew when our paths would have crossed? I probably wouldn’t have thought to welcome the new neighbor. 

      “Two hours,” I finally said when the silence between us stretched on too long. It was my job to care for him, and this was the first step. 

      “Thank you! Was that so hard?” He tilted his head and brushed past me.

      “On one condition,” I said. He’d paused his departure, then turned his gaze in my direction.

      He shook his head. 

      “Just one. Please. And it’s not even a big one,” I assured him.

      He raised a brow which I took as my cue. 

      “What’s your name?” I asked. 

      He studied me for a second before finally replying. “Jonathan, but my friends call me Jay.” That was all he said before turning and heading in the opposite direction. I watched until he reached his house and went in through the back door, which he slammed shut.

       I snorted, then laughed. My mate was amazing. 

      I returned to my workstation and decided to work on sketches since I’d promised my mate to keep it down. 

      I grabbed my sketchbook and opened it to the last page I’d been working. It was the one that prompted me to get in here early because I needed to finish this project in half the time since I’d felt obligated to help and to say yes to my old friend Trey. 

      I was a sap. Especially for agreeing to such a big order. A master bed, two cribs, a changing table, and a rocking horse. The only way to get it all done before the babies were born and deliver it to California was to get an early start. 

      A start that was now derailed. Too many interruptions, and those twins wouldn’t have a place to sleep. Not that you’re complainng since it’s a very welcome interruption.

      I looked over to my power saw and sighed. Two hours wasn’t too much to ask. Besides, I really didn’t want to upset my mate on purpose. Although the thought of having him come back over was tempting. 

      It did surprise me that he hadn’t scented me. All the sawdust and chemicals could have made it difficult, I supposed. I was used to the stuff by now. Still, now that I knew he was here, I was willing to give it some time. He’d smelled delicious to me. 

      You could wash up and grab breakfast as a peace offering. Give him a chance to smell you. I hadn’t missed the way his eyes had taken in my body. Even without catching my scent, he was drawn to me. 

      Although the annoyance definitely won out. 

      But I could fix that. I wondered if I would get an apology when he realized what we were to each other. 

      I snorted. Yeah, I may have just met him, but not bloody likely. 

      I had a feeling Jay would keep me on my toes.
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      What an arrogant jerk. But I couldn’t stop thinking about how his eyes had looked over me. Heat flared in my belly just thinking about it. 

      Although I guess maybe he could have wondered why I was wearing pink shorts dotted with hearts and a white tank with a big pink heart. I sighed, glancing at my robe still draped over one of the highback chairs in my room. 

      Next time you go storming to make your point, maybe grab your robe. 

       Well, that was over and done, and now peace and quiet reigned. I got back in bed and heaved a sigh, ready to take full advantage of those two hours of pure blissful silence. I flipped onto my side and tightly shut my eyes.

      Okay, sleep, Jay! Go on sleep. 

      But of course, no such luck. I tried counting sheep, but that didn’t work, and my brain started filling in my to-do list. 

      Arghhhh! I buried my face in my pillow. It was that damn alphas fault. Dammit, I just needed some sleep. Even though today was my day off, I would be headed to my brother’s property to hang out with my nieces and nephew for the day. I was looking forward to it, but if I didn’t get some sleep, I would be a total bear with a thorn in its paw. And I actually knew what that felt like. It sucked.

      I turned onto my other side and drew in a deep breath. Damn, my senses were shot. Not that I was surprised. Spending the day mixing and scenting candles usually did that. Although it seemed the honey lemon scent lingered. 

      I yawned and shrugged. Those two would make a wonderful candle. Why hadn’t I thought of it before? I had honeysuckle and a lemon spice that did very well, but those two together. Mmmm. I should try it. Even though I was obviously tired and tried to will myself back to sleep, there was no hope. Actually, I could only focus on those two scents. Maybe I was getting a new idea for a candle? I wondered what Dominic would think? Even though shifters loved my candles, my family had complained that the smells were overpowering when I was mixing. Would Dominic think that too?

      Why do I care? He’s just an annoying neighbor that doesn’t even matter? 

      That was right, and I just needed to fall asleep and forget about him. Fat chance. I groaned because I was now wide awake. I tossed the covers back and got out of bed, then walked over to the bedroom window. I had a clear, unobstructed view from here over to Dom’s work shed, and the lights were on inside. I could just make out his silhouette. He had listened to me, despite my snarkiness… actually, now that I think about it,  he was the snarky one. Either way, he’d listened and done as I’d asked. Not that it mattered much now. I was wide awake.

      I turned and looked back at my messy bed. Hmm, to get back in bed or get on with my day? The latter won out. No point in forcing myself to sleep when Dom had cleared my mind of all of that. 

      Besides, I could use a shower. The hot water would get my sinuses back in order and wash all the mingling smells off me.

      As the hot water washed away the scents on my skin and my olfactory senses kicked in, for some reason, visions of annoying and—very hot, a voice added—alpha slipped into my mind. What was his story, and why were my thoughts suddenly consumed by him?
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      My brother Zack walked out of the house, bag in hand. “Are you sure you don’t mind hanging for the day?” he checked, “I could have gotten someone else to stay with the kiddos.”

      “Are you kidding me?” I wrapped my arms around the three little ones. “We’re going to have a blast. Fishing, exploring, we may even take the boat out. By the time you get home, they’ll be so exhausted that they’ll be out like a light.”  

      Zack grinned. “I’m holding you to that. You all have fun.” 

      He kissed the twins, Paisley and Natalie, on the head, then turned to Xavier and went in for a kiss. My nephew pulled back with impressive reflexes. “Daddddd, people could be watching.” 

      Zack laughed and tossed me a look. My lips twitched because, of course, he was too cool for that now. I ruffled eight-year-old Xavier’s hair. “We can’t have that now, can we.” 

      Xav shot me a look that said, see, you get it.

      Zack snickered. “No, we can’t. I’ll see you guys later.” He waved and got in his truck, rolled down the window and threw out a kiss, then was off. 

      I turned to the five-year-old twins and Xavier. “So, what ya’ll want to do first?”

      “Fishing,” Xavier said.

      “Play with dollies,” the girls chimed in unison. 

      I loved over at Xavier, and he rolled his eyes. I covered my mouth with my hand, so none of them could see my lips twitching, then cleared my throat. “We literally have the entire wooded area to ourselves.  How about we spend some time out there, and then later, we can play with dolls.” 

      Natalie groaned, and Paisley tilted her head. “Daddy lets us bring our dolls on the boat.” 

      “Well, that’s fine. I have no problem with that. As long as no one drops them in the water because I won’t be fetching.”

      The twins looked and each other then back at me. “Promise.”

      “Alright, how about we grab our gear and get out on the lake. We’re wasting sunlight.”

      Paisley put her fists on her waist and stuck her lips out in a pout that I’d watched both of the twins perfect as they got older. “We’re not guys.”

      I shook my head, chuckling. My poor brother was definitely going to have his hands full with them, but I knew without a doubt he was happy to have the three of them in his life. 

      Paula hadn’t been Zack’s mate, but they’d met during their junior year of college, and to hear him tell it, they’d been hot and heavy, and suddenly Xavier was on his way. Zach had graduated, and they’d gotten married, and everything was going great. And, of course, the twins followed. The twins were about four months old when Paula was involved in an accident on her way back from buying diapers. The crazy part was Zack had offered to go, but she said he should stay with the kids. 

      The twins had been colicky babies. She’d hurt her back, and of course, pills had followed… and well, things went bad so fast. And one day, she was just gone. Zack had come home to three crying kids, and their mom overdosed. 

      I’d been living miles away from my brother back then, but I moved in. He’d needed me to be close, and I needed to be close to the kids and him. Life was too short not to be there for the ones you loved. After the girls shifted for the first time, we’d moved back to Asheville after living in the normal world for so long Zach decided he wanted to raise his kids here. 

      Our family had landed here, and the decision to leave Texas hadn’t been as difficult as I thought it would be,  especially since I could run my business anywhere. 

      I sighed. Memory lane was no fun. Instead, I focused on helping the kids get their life vests on, checking to make sure it was all secure before we got on the boat, with fishing gear and snacks in tow.

      Ten minutes in, I had already decided to never do this again. Paisley made a face as she stared at the kid’s fishing pole. “Do I have to really do this?” I stopped the motorboat in the middle of the lake, and her lips turned down. 

      “Do what? Fish? Don’t you fish with your Daddy?” She looked up, her eyes wide. 

      “I play with dolls.”

      I laughed at her reaction and nodded. “What about you, Nat?”

      She shrugged. “Fishing is okay? As long as I don’t have to touch that.” She scrunched up her nose and pointed to the container of live bait. She quickly shook her head. “No way!”

      I smirked and nodded. “I will bait the line for you. But who’s in?” I looked over at Paisley, who was already seated with her doll in her lap. 

      “Me!” Xavier's voice showed his enthusiasm. He already had his pole in one hand and the container in the other. 

      “Do you need help?” I asked. 

      “Nope. Daddy taught me last year.” Without hesitation, he dipped his hand in the bait bucket and worked on putting the worm on the hook. I left him to it and glanced at Natalie.

      “I guess,” she mumbled. 

      I frowned. The last thing I wanted was to torture my nieces. This was meant to be fun. “We’ll just stay out here long enough to try to catch some fish, then we’ll go back. Deal? Maybe shift and run around for a bit?”

      Paisley nodded, and there was even a smile on her lips. I smiled as I put a worm on Natalie’s pole, then helped her throw the hook out into the water. “Thank you!” Natalie was less particular than her sister. She was a go-with-the-flow kind of kid.

      Paisley, on the other hand, not so much. While the three of us fished, Paisley brushed her doll’s hair.

      Thirty minutes and then an hour into the trip, we still hadn’t caught a single thing. Even I was ready to get back to the shore of nothing was biting. Why had I chosen fishing again? It was fun when Zack came along, but he knew what he was doing. I was more the entertainment. 

       Just a few more minutes, I told myself. You can handle it just a few more minutes. As I stared into the water, willing my fishing line to jerk to attention, my mind slipped back to Dom.

      I wondered what he was up to. At least now he had time to do what he needed to do while I wasn’t home. I just hoped he took advantage of that. If he wasn’t such a jerk, then maybe he wouldn’t be half bad. 

      Okay, so I was being an ass. He had a job to do. And he’d been pretty chill when I’d gone over banging on his door. Except for the whole naked torso, a model would die for… I wasn’t sure where I was going with that thought… places you don’t need to, that’s for sure. 

      But now that the thought was there, it kept playing through my mind. The man looked like Nyle DiMarco, only with longer hair. I wanted to pull on it. 

      Nope… not going there. Snap out of it, Jay. He’s an arrogant alpha ass with his smart-ass attitude. 

      Speaking off ass’ his had— NOOOOO! Don’t even go there.

      “I think I got something!” Natalie piped up, thankfully interrupting my thoughts before they got any more R-rated. Which was a good thing. 

      Because the last thing you need is to be crushing on your neighbor, Jay.

      I turned to where she was struggling. “Let me help you. I reeled my line in and put it to the side, then hurried over to her. “Here, I got it.” I reached around her and helped her with the pole as she jerked it back slightly. “That’s right. You’ve got it.” 

      “Come on, Nat. You’re almost there.” Paisley piped up. 

      “You’ve got this, sis,” Xavier encouraged.

      I smiled as we coaxed the fish up and onto the boat. “Not bad,” I praised her.

      “I did that. I did that.” Natalie cheered. 

      “Can I do that?” Paisley asked in a rushed whisper.

      Well, that was unexpected but then again, sibling rivalry at its finest. All plans to get back to shore were shot. 

      For the rest of the afternoon, we worked on catching fish, and by the time we were done, we were all stuffed full of sandwiches and definitely fished out. Between the four of us, we’d managed eleven fishes in total. Mostly trout but a couple of bass too. 

      When I turned the motor on and headed for shore, we were all exhausted and ready to collapse. No one was up for a shift, including me. 

      “I had fun. Can we do that again?” Paisley asked, her smile beaming as we got back to land. 

      “You had fun, right?” I pulled her closer to me and kissed the top of her blond mop. 

      She nodded. “I’ve never caught anything before.”

      “That’s cause you always play with your stupid dolls,” Xavier said. I shot him a stern look. “Sorry. They’re not stupid,” he grumbled. 

      “That’s better,” I whispered. “But we’re all sweaty after being out in the hot sun. You kiddos run in and get washed up, and we’ll watch some TV.

      “Yayyyy…” They yelled, running up the steps to the porch. 

      “Moana,” Paisley hollered before they slipped into the house. I smiled. It was definitely a great feeling being there for the kids and Zack. Still, I couldn’t help the pang of longing wondering if I would have a family… a mate, and kids of my own one day. 

      Dom slipped into my mind again, but I ignored it. Just because I was feeling melancholy didn’t mean the first available alpha I thought was mouth-watering… 

      Dammit. 

      No thinking about him. He wasn’t the solution. I believed the Gods would bring my mate to me. It was only a matter of time.
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        * * *

      

      I yawned as I pulled into my driveway. It had been a fun but oh-so-exhausting day. But I couldn’t complain. Time with the little ones was always a blast.  But now that I was finally home, the fact that I’d been up since five in the morning was catching up to me. I was ready to fall back into bed, even though it wasn’t quite nine p.m. yet. 

      I stepped out of the car, and immediately that loud saw noise echoed in my ears. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I grumbled. I started to walk in Dom’s direction when I stopped and took a step back. Even though I was ready to speak my mind, heck I was ready to beg him not to allow the noise to go on all night, I couldn’t seem to make my way in his direction. 

      I turned and walked the opposite way, going toward my own house. It was better that way. No need to start anymore unnecessary kafuffle with the neighbor. I had only been here a couple of months, and the last thing I needed was to make enemies so early on. 

      That was the only reason I wasn’t marching over there. Nothing else. 

      Liar. 

      Chicken.

      I ignored those voices. They only cause me drama. 

      “Besides, you have eighty more candles to get packaged for delivery. Focus on that.”

      Just the thought of it made my headache. I really did enjoy the making part, where I could experiment and get the perfect scents working together. But the labeling, and everything else that went with shipping them out, could be super annoying. But such was the life of a self-employed team of one.  

      I couldn’t complain. It wasn’t like I had a fancy degree to fall back on. 

      I stepped into the kitchen to head to the garage when I hesitated. That noise, the ones that made a dull ache throb at the base of my skull and my teeth grind, was gone. Was it possible that Dom had decided to take the night off and go to bed early? 

      I sighed. Thank the Gods. Then a knock sounded on my back door. I frowned and stared at the silhouette that stood beyond the window and curtain. 

      Who could that be? 

      I knew exactly who it was. So why was I frozen in place? 

      It might not be him. I pulled back the curtain and quickly dropped it. No such luck. There he was. Why was he here?  At my backdoor? 

      Maybe he’d come to tell me off. He’d probably thought about it and stewed all day, and now he was here to tell me that I had no right to show up at his house. 

      I sighed. Might as well get it over with. 

      “Yeah?” I didn’t open my door more than necessary, so he didn’t think he was invited in. But the minute I got the door open, his scent hit me, and my jaw nearly fell to the ground. 

      “What? How?” I shook my head.  

      How had I missed it earlier? And what were the odds that I move in right next door? Heck, if it wasn’t for Zack, I probably wouldn’t have thought to return to Asheville. And this house hadn’t even been my first choice; the one I wanted was gone before I could have my brother down to look at it. 

       Seriously the Gods had a sense of humor… moving me right next door to my mate? Was that even possible?”

      Did things like that even happen?

      The scent was so magnetizing everything around me faded. But instead of jumping him like I wanted, I said, “You’re here,” but the words were barely above a whisper. 

      He wore a sexy smirk, and it was clear that I’d missed out on the scent the first time since my nose had been all messed up. But now, there was no denying it. The truth was literally there clobbering me in the face. 

      And what beautiful truth it was. Not that I said any of that.

      “I’m here,” he said, then held up a container. “I brought snickerdoodle cookies. Hope you like them.” 

      “Snickerdoodles?” I repeated, staring at him.

      He smiled and shrugged. “Couldn’t help but catch the scent earlier and figured you must like the flavor.” I felt my cheeks burning. My mouth opened to respond, but no words came out. “Consider this a peace offering. I realize that you had every right to be pissed at me. I admit I must have missed you moving in. I’ve had the place all to myself for a while.” 

      “I wasn’t pissed.” I quickly offered, to which Dom laughed.

      “If that wasn’t pissed, then remind me never to make you angry.” He winked at me, which had a shiver running up the length of my spine and my cock twitching. The look in his eyes held a wealth of promises, and boy did I want to say yes to everyone one of them. 

      And the way he said it. It had visions of our future flashing before my eyes. 

      Add in his tantalizing scent, and my whole body was at attention. Damn, I’d heard about meeting your mate, but the stories didn’t do it justice. I wanted him so badly it hurt.

      “You didn’t need to do that,” I said, accepting the Tupperware he’d been holding out.

      He shrugged. “It was the least I could do. I noticed you were out all day. I made them and had to wait until you got back.”

      He made them… why was that sooo hot! 

      “Tha…thank you,” I squeaked out. I shifted myself, urging my body to behave. This wasn’t the time or place. I hardly knew the man, but that was going to change soon. There wasn’t any doubt in my mind on that. 

      I held the treats out, “Would you like to share them with me?”

      He held my gaze, and I nearly whimpered at the heat in his eyes. So I was surprised when he said, “You look exhausted. Get some rest. Besides, I made them for you.” He patted his flat belly. Did I mention his muscles were on display in that white t-shirt that left nothing to the imagination?

      “I had a few while I made them. I hope you like them. I couldn’t get the scent of cinnamon out my mind.” He winked. “Enjoy!” 

      He turned and headed for his home. The further he got away from me, the more I wanted to cry out, please stay. 

      He was gone as quickly as had arrived, but my body wasn’t ready to let him go. 

      I had to find a way to control myself, or we would mate before the weekend was over. 

      I was definitely up for that.
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      My mate had recognized me, and not only that, but his arousal had hit my senses, and it had taken everything I had not to pick him up and find the nearest flat surface to claim him.

      Gods. The recognition in his eyes had been everything I thought it would be. Surprise, then pleasure. At least my first impression hadn’t fucked things up. 

      As much as I wanted to claim Jay, I didn’t want to rush him. And one thing that was clear the moment he opened the door was that my mate was exhausted. The dark smudges under his eyes had all my protective instincts screaming. 

      And boy did I want to tuck him in, but I had a feeling if we made it close to a bed, neither of us would be sleeping for a while. 

      I was willing to wait a moment when forever was just on the horizon. One thing was for certain. I would always put what Jay needed first.

      I kept telling myself to relax, that slow and steady won the race. And that’s exactly how I was going to guide our story. I planned to win my mate for keeps. 

      Right now, slow meant not pulling him into a passionate embrace and taking him on his back porch. One day maybe… but not our first time. 
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        * * *

      

      I got up just before five the next morning, and even though I could have gotten to work, I didn’t. As interesting as it would be to see my mate’s reaction to all my tools going, he needed to rest, and I wasn’t going to annoy him with more early morning work.

      I was still tempted to do it, just to see him come out in those shorts that left nothing to the imagination. 

      Yum.

      I showered quickly and set my plan into motion. My first stop was the bakery. I had to feed my omega. With a crap ton of pastries, including several cinnamon rolls, two hot coffees, and one iced coffee in case that was what he preferred, I went back to his place. I bypassed the front door and went to the back. I knocked and waited for my mate to answer. 

      This time,  I planned to take him up on his offer to share his treats with him.

      Three minutes and two more knocks later, I heard him approaching. The door opened, and he looked so perfectly rumpled. Still, I couldn’t wait to see him like that in bed and place a kiss on his lips. It would be the best way to start my day. 

      He looked at my full hands, then back at my face, “Do you want to come in?” 

      I grinned and nodded. “I brought pastries.” I held up the bag. “And coffee.”

      “I can see that,” Jay's lips lifted slightly. He stepped back for me to enter, then shut the door. “You know I would let you in just for the coffee.” 

      The back door was in the kitchen, so he nodded to one of the two barstools. “Have a seat.” 

      I sat down and pulled the cinnamon rolls out, then passed a coffee over to him. Reaching across me, he picked up some napkins, then a cinnamon roll. He took a bite, his eyes rolling in the back of his head at the delicious taste,  then looked up to meet my gaze. “You look surprised to see me, I can tell.”

      Jay laughed, his shoulders lifting, then dropped in a shrug. His laughter washed over me, and I knew it was a sound I would never get tired of hearing. 

      I watched him eat the cinnamon bun, and when he licked the side of his mouth where some cream cheese icing lingered, my cock jumped at the sight of his pink tongue. I spread my legs a little further apart, relieved that it was buried under the table.

      When he had eaten half of his pastry and drained the last of his coffee-- note to self my mate is a coffee drinker—he finally answered my question.

      “Only a little. Although I should point out that I haven’t had time to finish all the cookies.”  His teasing glint entered his eyes, “Just in case you’re here to get the container.”

      I smirked. “Hadn’t even crossed my mind. Maybe I just wanted to see you.” 

      He blushed so prettily and ducked his head. “They were delicious. Thank you. And I guess this is a better way to be woken up at five a.m.” He shot me a pointed look.

      “Six, actually.” I nodded at the clock. 

      He snort-chuckled. “Six then. Still, it's definitely a better way to wake up.” His words trailed off. He nibbled on his lower lip, a nervous gesture I noticed he made that definitely had me intrigued.

      You mean horny Dom.

      I couldn’t even lie, not that my mate didn’t intrigue me, but he also made my jeans tight and my bear very aware. 

      The awkward silence lingered between us, emitting strong undercurrents of need. 

      Jay cleared his throat and lowered his eyes, “So, what do you do over there to make all that noise?” 

      I took a bite of my cinnamon roll, then chewed and swallowed slowly, leaning back in my seat. “I build custom furniture. And I think I already apologized about the noise.”

      “Did you?” Jay teased, his beautiful brown eyes dancing with mirth. “I don’t remember hearing the actual words.

      Like that was it? I couldn’t help grinning. My mate would definitely keep me on my toes. 

      “That’s what the snickerdoodles were,” I reminded him. 

      “Oh, and here I was thinking it was just an excuse to see me.” His cheeks flushed red, and I couldn’t help it. I threw my head back and laughed. 

      “Snickerdoodles can fulfill two purposes, you know.” 

      “Let me guess, coffee and cinnamon rolls do the same thing?” He asked, lifting said pastry to his lips. 

      “Nope, this time, I simply wanted to see you.”

      “Oh,” Jay murmured. If possible, he got even redder. “Well, I’m glad,” he murmured. “I wanted to see you too.”

      We shared a smile that was chocked full of promise, but there was no rush. “To answer your question, I was up early because I’ve taken on a few too many orders recently. There’s an alpha in California that’s expecting twins with his mate.” I really didn’t have to add that detail, but damn, the thought of Jay pregnant with our kids… fuck. I had to clear my throat to continue. “I have a slew of things I’m making for him. Gotta have them there before the babies are born, right? And that’s just one order of many.”

      “Admirable,” Jay whispered. 

      “What was that?” I asked, despite having heard him. 

      Jay stuck his tongue out, “Nothing.”

      I laughed, oh my mate was fun to tease. He finished his cinnamon roll and licked his fingers, and fuck, I was jealous of those fingers right now.

      “Sounds like great work.” He licked his lower lip, which had me groaning out loud. Our eyes met and held. 

      I shifted in my seat. My cock throbbed in my jeans, begging to be set free.

      Jay cleared his throat and twirled his empty coffee cup. “I’ve been on a bit of a time crunch myself.” 

      What was he talking about? Oh yeah, work. Focus Dom. Although was it my imagination, or had my mate's voice been huskier than before?

      “Oh yeah? How’s that?” I asked, pushing the last of my pastry into my mouth. I chewed on it all the while telling myself to focus on my mate’s words.

      “I own my own business too.” He shrugged. “Nothing as impressive as making furniture and stuff.”

      “Don’t put yourself down. I know how hard it can be running your own business.” 

      The smile he shot me was filled with gratitude and something else. I had a feeling I’d just passed some sort of test. 

      “I make candles and sell them online,” He said, “I actually have nearly eighty orders to get ready to send out tomorrow. You’re my alarm clock this morning I should have gotten started already.”

      “My mate is impressive,” I said simply. 

      A slow smile spread across his lips before he ducked his head.

      “I enjoy it, even when it’s annoying. I love creating candles. Mixing the scents and having them fit perfectly. The rest can be tiring, but it’s not so bad, although the content-creating part for social media that sells them can be a little stressful. What if no one watches? Also, the packaging and shipping part, not so much.” My mate babbled when he was nervous. Cute.

      “Don’t ever say that’s not impressive. You built your business by yourself.” 

      “Thank you,” he murmured, gratitude shining in his pretty brown eyes.

      I must have stared too long because he licked his lip before lifting his hand to touch it. “What? Do I have something on my face?”

      I shook my head. “No. Nothing like that. Just you’re beautiful, Jay.”

      Again, Jay’s face turned a deep shade of red, and I smiled. Well, he should get used to hearing me say it because it was the truth. My mate was gorgeous and very impressive. 

      I drained the rest of my coffee, then asked, “How many did you say?”

      “What… huh?” Jay's brow furrowed.

      “Orders? You said you had a bunch to send out today?” I reminded him.

      “Oh right. Yeah. I think about seventy-four,” Jay made a face, and a sigh followed. “I probably should get to it, huh.”

      “I could help.” I got up from the table and grabbed the empty bag and cups. I tossed them into a recycle bin and put what was left of the pastries in the fridge, then turned to see Jay gawking at me. “Should I take them out of the fridge?”  

      “No,” he shook his head, “No, not that. You literally just got done telling me you have a ton to do yourself. I couldn’t possibly take you away from your own work.” 

      I smiled. “You’re not. I’m offering. There’s nowhere else I would rather be right now. Besides, after we get done with your work, maybe you could give me a hand.” 

      A grin spread across his face, “Yeah?” 

      I nodded, “Yeah.” 

      Jay grinned and stood, “Come on then, I’ll show you what I have going.” 

      We left the kitchen and headed to the garage. Jay had a whole workshop of his own setup. There were three silver machines on a table against one wall. On another were racks filled with little jars that were clearly his inventory.  Yet another shelf held little bottles that were neatly labeled ‘Essential Oils.’ Then on the floor were cartons marked as soy wax. A desk in the corner held a computer. Another desk with just a laptop and a printer, this one had a smaller rolling trolley with mint blue boxes, tissue, and little cards. 

      “Wow,” I breathed, looking around. How could he say this wasn’t impressive. I wasn’t sure what I imagined, but this was more than a side business. 

      I walked over, grabbed a candle, and took a whiff before reading the neatly printed label, “Key Lime Pie?”

       “That one is popular,” Jay said. 

       When I looked up, Jay was staring at me. I smiled at him. “You know, maybe you should start designing a new scent.” 

      “Oh yeah? Like what?” Jay asked, his tone teasing. 

      “One that reminds you of me. That way, when we’re apart, you’ll be able to think of me, just from one whiff.” Jay’s eyes softened, “I like that idea.” He held my gaze, “But I have a feeling I’ll never need a candle to remind me of you.” 

      It was my turn to blush, but I winked at him, and he smiled back at me. 

      “Now put me to work, sir,” I said. 

      Jay chuckled and led me to the desk with the printer and showed me where I was to print address labels, put together boxes, and double-check each other were correct. 

      As we worked, we talked, and I got to know more about my mate, but it wasn’t nearly enough. And with every stolen glance and shared smile, the need for him grew. 

      I couldn’t wait to claim this man that was so many things, but most importantly, he was mine.
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      I lit the candle laced with my pheromones and set it in the middle of the table. It had been eight days since I realized Dom was my mate. While things had been going perfectly, nothing satisfying my sexual desire for him had actually happened between us. Okay, so that wasn’t exactly true, but still… this omega was needy. 

      I was certain it wasn’t because we didn’t want it to. I knew I fucking wanted it, and I couldn’t wait until Dom claimed me as his. The problem was, it was going much slower than I thought it would. 

      Are you really complaining about being wooed, Jay?

      Yes. Hell yes, I was, and I was five seconds away from jumping my mate in his workshop. That was the last resort if tonight’s plan didn’t work.

      Hopefully, all the horny sleepless nights would come to an end tonight. Dom was amazing, and I thanked Urs for him every day. He was respectful and sweet, and I wouldn’t change him for anything. But enough was enough. I needed him to fuck the shit out of me. Again, an omega has needs!

      I looked at the table. “Good as it’s gonna get.” I hoped this romantic dinner would be a precursor to more. This was my way of showing my mate that I was ready for everything that came with us being together. I was desperate enough to consider stripping and walking into his kitchen when he came down for his morning coffee. That had been my first idea, but Dom deserved more.

      If you’d done that, we’d already be mated, my bear pointed out.

      While I continued the inner debate with myself, Dom knocked on the back door. I wasn’t expecting anyone else, and he was the only one who came around to the back. I gave the table one more passing glance as I made my way to the door. “Perfect,” I said as I straightened the fork. Yeah, it was good.. great, even. And okay, maybe I cheated a little because I’d made the candle using my scent to drive my alpha into what I hoped was a lust-filled, crazy passionate night… what was that saying about love and war? And since it was only the first surprise I had up my sleeve, it better work. 

      “I should have definitely gone with stripping,” I muttered to myself as I reached for the doorknob. Before pulling it open, I drew in a deep breath. “Hi.” I barely got the words out before Dom’s arms circled my waist, and he pulled me into his body for a kiss.

      I was well aware of what was coming next; somehow, I had become anxious about the prospect of tasting him, tasting his lips. Dom didn’t disappoint me in the least. He didn’t make me wait long either. As his face drew closer to mine, and I swallowed hard and stared lovingly into his beautiful blue eyes before they closed of their own free will.

      My mouth instinctively opened to welcome his. He tasted almost decadent, like cinnamon and cream, delicious even as we kissed softly. I moaned softly when he deepened the kiss, allowing our tongues to slide sensually against one another. I ran my hands through his hair and sifted through the dark strands. He had me all to himself wrapped in his warm embrace while he caught me in a web of lust and desire.

      Pulling back to break our kiss, he nibbled on my lower lip, causing my cock to push the limits of the zipper in my jeans. Diving back in for more, the kiss went on and on, neither of us ready or willing to pull away. Gods, the things he did to me. My arms tightened around his neck as our lips danced in that timeless rhythm. I never knew it could be like this with someone. Dom made my senses explode. As close as we were at this moment, it didn’t feel like enough, not even in wild and erotic fantasies.

      “Oh Gods,” I moaned, gasping for air after I broke the kiss.

      Dom’s eyes were still closed. The look of euphoria on his face, with puffy kiss swollen lips he was struggling to control, was more of a turn-on than anything else could have been in that moment. It drove me to plant another wet kiss on his lips.

      This time, he let me take the lead, and I started out slowly savoring him. I ran my hand over his muscular, broad shoulders while kissing across his jaw and down his neck to the spot I learned made his eyes roll back and his body break out in shivers. As I ground my cock against his hardness, excitement pulsed in my veins.   I couldn’t get enough of his lips and his scent mingling with the most sensual aftershave. He made me crazy with need, and more than ever, my bear screamed to mate now.

      Dom, my mate. Those words still left me in awe. No one had ever made me want the way he did. Hunger and lust held me in its grip, the craving for my alpha overwhelming my body and soul.

      Warm fingers touched had moved to both sides of my face as his thumbs gently swiped over my lips as we broke our kiss to catch our breath. It was that moment when I saw our future as my eyes opened to meet his. All of his feelings for me mixed in with his possession and a dose of wonder I could relate to. He brushed my kissed bruised lips and growled softly, “Perfect.”

      Looking into the blue pools of his eyes, I believed him.

      “Hi,” he whispered, pulling back slightly from the hug even though he didn’t let me go. He took in a whiff of the air around us. “Something smells amazing.” 

      “It’s your favorites, roast, and potatoes.” My brain appeared to be on autopilot because the words that came out must have actually made sense. “I listen and pay attention when you talk.”

      “That you do, babe,” he grinned down at me before closing what little space there was between us and indulging in yet another kiss. This one held more sensual promise than the last, and I sank into it. I was ready to say fuck it to dinner when his tongue ran along my lower lip and opened for him. The wet slide of his tongue at the seam of my mouth undid me completely, setting off an earthquake in my stomach that rolled through me, leaving an aching sensation of being unfulfilled and scraped raw.

      Another tremor shook me, skating down my spine. At that point, I really wanted to say fuck it to dinner and drag Dom to my bedroom.

      When he finally pulled back, his eyes were lust-filled, and my body was screaming yes to the promise in us. “You taste amazing tonight,” he growled in the sexiest rasp I had ever heard.

      “As opposed to any other night,” I teased. 

      He chuckled and took in a calming breath before he could answer me.  “True. Let’s just say you always taste fantastic, and I am now happily addicted to the way your kisses make me feel. But tonight… I taste something different in them. Almost a hunger void of food.” It was like he could read my mind. I was even more convinced of this when he said, “In fact, there seems to be something different about everything tonight.”

      I tried so hard to play it cool and not give myself away. “Can’t a guy just be happy to see his mate and grateful that the Gods saw fit to lead me to him?” Even though I said it teasingly, I meant every word. Pulling out of his arms reluctantly, I moved further into the kitchen, making sure everything was ready. 

      Dom walked up behind me, his arms encircling my waist as he pulled me back into his firmly muscled chest. He pressed his nose against the nape of my neck and breathed in deeply before swiping his tongue along my neck and earlobe. After the shivers had subsided, I turned as best I could to look over my shoulder. Our eyes met and held, and I trembled from the promises I saw in them. When he pulled back, and I felt the loss, but my body was alive and begging for what he’d promised. 

      “Ready to eat?” I didn’t even recognize my voice.

      “The food or you?” he asked, a teasing smile on his lips. But the look in his eyes made me whimper. Damn, even if he fell right in my trap, I wasn’t sure who was seducing who at this point. I wanted to be ready to say fuck it to dinner, and by the look in Dom’s eyes, he was, too. 

      “Both are on the menu, but the food will get cold if we don’t go with that first. And we do have all night.” I winked, playfully flirting, and got a glorious laugh from him that went straight to my cock.

      “Indeed we do, and pleasure should never be rushed,” he said, brushing up on me as he helped carry the food into the dining room. 

      After putting his platter down, Dom wrapped a hand around my waist as he brushed a kiss to the back of my neck.  I couldn’t help shivering and leaning into him. “Everything looks perfect,” he murmured in my ear. “Smells heavenly, but not nearly as much as you do.”

      It was such a cheesy line, and it made me grin. Dom had a way of turning this grown man into a silly boy amid his first crush. Not that I was complaining. 

      Thankfully Dom took the platter I still held since dropping it was looking very probable. All I could do was murmur words of appreciation to the man I called mate.

      He placed it next to his and then helped me into my seat before taking his adjacent to mine. Our gaze met after staring for what felt like forever, and I suddenly wanted to do that arm sweep thing to clear everything away and climb up on the table so he could take me right here.

      For Dom, I’d happily buy a new rug.

      His eyes held me in its thrall. Those gorgeous blue orbs burned with the same exact sexual desire I knew would be reflected in mine. 

      “Umm, the food? Getting cold? Ring a bell?” Why did my voice sound so breathless? 

      Dom ignored my words. He moved closer as his lips slowly came to meet mine.

      “It can wait,” he growled.

      I wasn’t sure if my plan was working or if Dom simply felt the same way I did and was past waiting any longer. But this kiss, like the one at the door, told me our night was going the direction I wanted it to. Note to self… next time, wear boxers. My cock pressed so hard against my jeans that I worried the zipper imprint would permanently leave its mark. All I could do was moan when Dom’s palm brushed against my cock.

      “You’re amazing,” he murmured, brushing his warm lips against my jaw and neck before moving away to admire the food. “This looks, wonderful babe.”

      Really? Food? Right now?  I let out a huff of disappointment as he pulled away.

      Then he trailed a finger down my arm as he retreated from my personal space, and my body reacted. When I met his gaze, his eyes were twinkling. He was driving me crazy on purpose. The first point of the game goes to Dom. 
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      This was an exercise in torture. The roast and potatoes I’d made were not sexy. I could have sworn by that, but somehow Dom made eating it into a sexual experience as he licked his lips and moaned with every bite. 

      I wanted to scream that I wasn’t that good a cook. So to move us along,  I turned toward him and pressed my palm against his cock. Dom gasped but didn’t stop eating even as I stroked him through his jeans. 

      “I’m so glad you’re enjoying your meal,” I said, not even bothering to pretend to eat. 

      “Delicious,” Dom choked out before picking up his napkin and patting his mouth. “Although, as wonderful as it tastes, it’s not my favorite thing on the menu.”

      Dom threw his head in my direction, but I didn’t stop what I was doing, loving the way the veins in his neck stood out as he fought for control. 

      “I made dessert too,” I said. “Apple pie.” 

      I dropped my hand from his now very hard package and stood like I was going to get it. For a big man, he moved quickly because the next thing I knew, I had been pulled back into his arms, my feet off the floor, and warm breath on my skin as I sat on his lap.

      His scent overtook my nostrils and told me just how worked up he was. Not that I was in any better condition, I knew my jeans had a slick spot from my pre-cum as evidence of how turned on I was. I gasped at the feel of his breath against my skin. 

      “You, you don’t want pie?” I stammered innocently at him, even as he rubbed his cock against my ass, needing friction. 

      “Fuck the pie,” Dom’s voice was rough. 

      “Well, I don’t think you’re allowed to do that with baked goods, but I will take one for the team and volunteer as tribute in place of pie.” 

      Dom snorted, “You’re a menace.” 

      I grinned, “Your menace, though.” 

      “Always and forever.” The words were said with such feeling as he looked into my eyes. 

      “Yes, please,” I whispered back.

      “So, what’s next in this plan of yours?” Dom murmured against my ear before nipping the lobe then lathing it with his tongue. 

      “Plan? What plan? I gasped. 

      He chuckled. “Oh, I’m sorry, baby.  Was it just dinner then?” Dom moved like he was going to set me down in my chair, but I tightened my arms around his neck. “Don’t even think about it.” 

      He threw his head back and laughed. I took advantage of that moment and sucked on the exposed skin of his Adam’s Apple on his neck. God, he was beautiful, all strong lines and hard planes. I wanted to lick every inch of him.

      “Jay.” My name coming from him sounded like both a warning and a promise. 

      “I’m ready,” I whispered in his ear. There was a time for playful banter, and I was well past it now. “I want to be yours, Dom. And I want you to be mine.”

      “Jay.” Dom's voice was a whisper. How did he manage to say everything I needed to know in that reverent tone when he whispered my name? “I am yours already. I am now and will forever be yours.”

      I buried my face in his neck and sighed. And that was everything.

      Shifting me up from his lap, Dom turned me to face him before pulling me back to straddle his lap, bringing us face to face. My unbelievably hard cock pressed into his chiseled abs, making my state of arousal very obvious.  Bringing his palms up to my face, he tilted my head to the right before laying his warm lips on mine. His tongue delved into my mouth and provided me with the most passionately erotic kiss of my life.

      The sensation of his mouth on mine sent a shiver racing down my spine, and I knew without a doubt that if I’d been standing, I would have been a puddle at his feet. Every inch of me felt his claiming kiss, and I knew at that moment we were meant to be.

      Shifting to get as close as possible, I wrapped my legs around his torso as if I were trying to crawl inside him. Dom growled at the contact between our bodies, and I could only groan, breathing the flames of his animalistic desires.

      His left arm held me to him as his right hand skirted down my side and under the hem of my shirt. The feel of his work-roughened hand on my tender skin sent a wake of ripples through my body. With what seemed to be no effort at all, he pushed my shirt up over my head and deposited it onto the floor. I wanted him to get us to my bed, but it would seem Dom had other plans. I had to whimper helplessly as he took control over me, mind, body, and soul.

      Erotic fantasies flooded my mind as Dom loosened his hold on me. Taking advantage of the brief respite, I smoothed my hands along his body to rid him of his own shirt, bringing us skin to skin. As if he had read my dirty mind,  he stretched across the table to push back all of the dinnerware out of the way. When his arm returned to wrap around my body, I knew that we were totally in sync.  Neither of us could make it to the bed, so my mate cleared a space on the table to lay me down. He pressed his lips on mine, then lifted me up to place me on the table before guiding me onto my back. He continued kissing, licking, and lathing the lines that adorned my neck as he worshipped me.

      “Fuck yes,” I swore under my breath as he worked his way down my bare chest, leaving wet kisses along my collarbone and all the way to my happy trail.  Using those skilled fingers, Dom found a way to quickly unbutton my pants and pull my zipper down. I was burning up with desire as Dom tugged until my pants and boxers were off, and my legs were free. Now completely bare to him for his inspection, he groaned a needy guttural sound as he tossed them aside.

      My hard cock was free and erect, no longer restrained by layers upon layers of clothing and fabric. As if sensing my need for him, Dom removed the rest of his clothes to reveal his body, firm and warm when my fingertips met it.

      Both of us were naked now, flesh and muscles pressed upon each other as he kissed me deeply, sucking my lower lip with delicious delight. As our bodies melded together, the alignment was perfect for our cocks to finally find friction against one another. The sounds we made, the heavy breathing, the moaning, our cocks rubbing along each other all caused my cock to throb as it was pressed upon Dom’s body.

      Pulling back just a bit, Dom gently reached out and cupped my erect cock with his right palm. He rubbed the shaft of my penis with his thumb, causing me to break from his kiss and whimper softly.

      Wearing a devilish smirk on his face, Dom teased me with his light touch before he kissed me again, making sure to use his tongue to melt me all over again. He brought his lips to my ear and whispered with a moaning effect, “You are hard, Jay, very hard and leaking. And I loved it.”

      An erect cock slid back and forth along mine as Dom thrust his hips while returning his lips to mine. He was, without a doubt, as hard as me in every way. I bit my lower lip, arching my back for him to take the hint and wander down my body.

      Dom knew just what to do and what I needed. His lips broke free from mine, and he trailed his warm, wet tongue down my body until he reached my cock. He looked up at me with a predatory smirk as he took my dick in his mouth, tasting my precum. Somewhere in the haze of my lust and longing, I think I heard him remarking around the obscene slurps  something along the lines of “delicious and strangely satisfying.”

      “Oh god, yes,” I heard myself say, delighted at what he was doing to me. Dom grabbed my hips with both hands and slid my cock deeper into his mouth, tongue laced around my ridges. The table squeaked while I continued shifting round in my attempt to rest comfortably.

      My eyes were closed in my attempt to let my senses take over to take it all in.

      Deep breaths, Jay, I thought to myself. Take deep breaths and relax.

      Knowing I needed a little more to get there, Dom took my balls in his hand and kneaded them with the perfect amount of pressure. My eyes swung open at the sheer shock that came from the pressure on my balls, only to see Dom lap my cock evenly with his tongue. His eyes darted to me, and the look in them told me that he was enjoying this more than he was supposed to.

      “You’re so sexy with your face like that,” he cooed, grabbing my balls harder, causing me to jerk back in fear. My body responded to the pleasure and threat of pain his grip brought on my sac. A full-body shiver ran down my spine, and my cock hardened even more if that were possible.

      Dom smirked, looking even more satisfied with his efforts. He wasted no time in cupping the base of my erect cock and continued to pump it in and out of his mouth successfully.

      The pressure from his lips and the suction they brought felt so good, while his hard grip on my cock provided just enough pain to edge me. I felt tears fill my eyes. This was what I had wanted from him. Whether Dom pushed hard or not, I wanted him to consume me with his sexual desire.

      “That’s it, right there, do it just like that,” I moaned.

      I ground my hips, moving wildly as Dom took my length into his mouth all the way down the back of his throat. The bucking of my hips and my whimpering were the only sounds that filled the room, building the pressure on my spine.

      I gasped as the tingling started in my spine, and the warmth grew in my stomach. At the realization that I was almost at my climax, I bucked faster with the intensity of it all. My eyes slammed shut, my head drew back, and my pupils dilated at the exact moment my orgasm hit.

      “DOMMMM!” I screamed. Cum shot out of my dick into his mouth, coating his throat in my salty goodness.

      I emptied my entire load into his mouth, and he tasted it with the same amount of sinister enthusiasm I’d expect from him. My body slumped to the top of the table as I drifted into a wonderfully blissful state following my release.

      All that was left of my labored breathing turned into a soft whoosh in and out of my nose.

      Moving back up my body, I tasted my cum in his mouth when he kissed me passionately. I couldn’t resist.

      “Now that I have you relaxed, babe, where’s your bedroom? I think it’s time we continue this somewhere a little more comfortable than this table,” he whispered in my ear.

      My whole body was like jelly, but I managed to place my arm around his neck as he lifted us into an upright.  Dom lifted me off the table and supported me as I tried to stand from the powerful orgasm he had just given me. When I was steady, I took his hand in mine and led him from the dining room, up the stairs, and toward my bedroom.

      When we entered my room, Dom lifted me into his arms as if I weighed nothing and pushed his lips against mine, taking control again.

      “Dom,” I rasped between whimpering and breathing. He broke our kiss only long enough to lay me down on the bed.  He slid over me, resting his weight on his impressive forearms, leaving me below him and at his mercy. Dom placed feather-light, adoring kisses along my lips and jaw.

      Pulling back to look into my eyes, he whispered, “I love you, Jay,” before grabbing my face and pushing his tongue in for more sensual kisses.

      He said he loved me, I thought to myself, in-between our kissing.

      His words meant so much to me at that moment.

      Wrapping my arms around him on the bed, I could only think about just how much I loved him. Dom was my mate, and every part of me, abstract and physical alike, clung to him.

      Remembering he hadn’t come downstairs, I could feel his cock grow harder as it pressed on my stomach.

      “Rollover,” he whispered in that sexy voice. I knew what was next, and I obeyed without delay.

      I couldn’t wait to feel those long thick fingers inside me. The anticipation of what was to come caused butterflies to take flight in my belly. Warm, silky fingers ran up and down my crease, prompting me to spread my legs a little farther apart to allow him better access.

      He drew lazy circles along my opening until he was satisfied I was ready. Slowly, a smooth finger breached my hole and made its way past my tight ring of muscle. Working it in and out, he lightly grazed my prostate, making me gasp and moan. When he was again satisfied that he had me worked up enough again, he slid in a second finger, soon followed by a third. I didn’t really need this much prep I was so slick but gods he felt good. I was writhed on the bed and quickly building toward another release.

      “I want to taste you everywhere, inside and out, babe, but now’s not the time,” he murmured. “It's time for me to show you how much I love you and to make you scream again.”

      Knowing what was coming next, I held my breath, waiting for the feeling of it. His cock, now fully erect, found its way to my needy hole. With small thrusts, he breached me once again until he was fully seated inside me, making me moan in response.  Dom made sure to guide his dick into my opening and along my prostate with the passion of a skilled lover.

      Using his phenomenal abs to hold his weight over me, he placed kisses on my neck and caused my body to tingle as he worked in and out of me. Needing more of him, I pushed to my knees and back onto his cock in a sitting position. I moaned and ground my hips while I was impaled on his cock.

      A lust-driven groan escaped from his mouth. It was overwhelming, feeling his arms around me to keep me in one position.

      Slowly urging me back onto my knees, with my ass in the air, he grabbed hold of my hips. The real thrusting began slowly before building up to slams on my ass that shook the bed. I had to spread my legs and asscheeks to accommodate his thich cock. This was everything I hoped it would be, hot and hard, but still perfectly sensual.

      Dom’s grunts were louder than the squeaking of the bed. Plunging his cock inside me satisfied him.

      I reached up and grabbed hold of the headboard with one hand, then took hold of my cock with the other. Dom wasn’t slowing down. He pounded me faster and faster with each passing second, continually shifting his hips to make sure to hit my prostate on each pass. I furiously jerked my own cock between the deliciously jarring blows from his body.

      Instantaneously, his breathing changed, and his body shuttered as he stopped thrusting. He rutted into me as if he somehow could get deeper inside me.

      “I’m fucking cumming for you, Jay, holy-fucking-shit!”

      I felt his cock swell and contract as he shot his seed inside me, igniting my own release to spread over my fingers. It was so warm and sticky. Right then he bit my neck right where it met my shoulder and I twisted and let my teeth come forward and bit between his neck and collarbone claiming him as mine. I felt our mating click into place and I felt my mate there. He was mine. Dom collapsed over my back, resting his head on my shoulder, and like he read my mind he whispered, “Mine.” And I was. Forever.

      I chuckled, as did he, and we found ourselves laughing. It was all over now. Our mating ritual was exhilarating, and it had gone off without a hitch.

      Pulling out ever so slowly after his knot went down, he let me roll to my back. Dom lay on top of me, staring lovingly into my eyes.

      “Have I ever told you how much I love you, Jay?” Dom asked.

      I smiled then kissed him, “Yes, Dom, you have.”

      He smiled at me and placed sweet kisses along my face and nose before making his way back to my mouth. We stayed cuddled in each other’s arms the rest of the night, together as a pair. Neither of us cared about the sticky messes we had left behind. It was proof of our mating and that we were meant to be together. Hopefully, it will be repeated for the rest of our lives.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          6 Dom

        

      

    

    
      “You’re pregnant?” I’d grabbed Jay and spun him around. I couldn’t believe it. We were going to be parents. Okay, so maybe I’d suspected it when my mate's scent had changed, but since he worked around so many essential oils when he made his candles, I couldn’t be sure. 

      Or maybe I had been but was waiting for him to tell me. Even though it had only been two weeks since we’d mated, I never thought it would happen so quickly. All in all,  I couldn’t be happier. 

      Jay was grinning, and I could tell he was as excited as I was by the news. As quickly as the smile had come, it faded with equal speed.  A small frown appeared between his brows. “Where am I going to live?” he asked, looking up at me.

      “I think you mean where are we going to live,” I corrected, looking around my living room, then glancing back at him. I walked us over to the couch and settled in with Jay in my lap. “You already live here technically, even though you insist on running over to your place every morning to get ready.”

      Jay smiled. “I know. I know, but you’re right. It’s time for me to move in properly.” He leaned back against me and sighed. “I can’t believe we’re going to be parents.” I didn’t miss the smile in his voice. 

      “Speaking of parents, how do you feel about meeting mine?” I asked, leaning back so I could see his face. 

      “I think it’s necessary,” Jay laughed. “I’m actually surprised they haven’t shown up already.” 

      I snorted, “Trust me, it’s not for lack of asking. But they get the whole newly mated thing.”

      “I can’t wait to meet them. I am, after all, carrying their grandchild. At least we’ll have good news to share with them.”

      I smiled when he said those words. After all the time I spent making baby furniture for other Alphas and Omegas, I would finally be able to make a crib for our own child. It was a dream come true and one that I strongly desired, even when I hadn’t had the heart to admit it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

       

      “So about my parents,” I said.  “I thought tonight might be as good of a time as any for you to meet them. I called them, and they’re coming over for dinner.” 

      Jay opened his eyes and stared at me. “Tonight? Really?” The intense worry swept into his eyes, causing him to jump up.

      “There’s a ton to do. Why’d you spring this on me so late in the day? What are we going to make for dinner? Will they even like me? What if they don’t like me? What if they want me to give the child to you and you raise it alone? You know, that’s happened before.” 

      “Relax, babe. Shhhhhh.” I caressed his cheek against my hand, and he looked over and met my gaze. “They are going to love you, almost as much as I do. Almost!” I brushed a kiss against his waiting lips, but Jay latched down on his lower lip in a nervous gesture. “I love you, Jay. No one is going to take that away. We’re mates for life. You know this. Besides, my parents are simple people. As long as they know I’m happy, then they’ll love you. You just watch and see.” 

      He nodded, then a smile crept over his lips. “I’m probably just worrying over nothing, right?”

      “Absolutely!” I went in for another kiss, and this one got a response from him. That was better. I wanted Jay to realize that no matter what, we would always be in this together. I wasn’t going anywhere, but in my heart, I knew that my parents would think he was wonderful, and I was excited to show him off to my family. 

      When we parted, Jay had a sexy grin on his lips. “Next, you’ll have to meet my brother and his kids.” 

      “I’m sure his kids will fall all over our little one. I’m so glad our son or daughter will have cousins that they can play with. 

      “They’re going to adore him,” Jay replied. 

      I tilted my head. “Him? And if we have a daughter? We’re having both?”

      Jay considered that for a moment before his nose scrunched up in thought. A wide smile crossed over his face. “If you could have your choice, which one would you like? I would be happy with either and adore them relentlessly. But even when they pretend not to everyone has an opinion, so what about you, babe? Do you have a preference? Boy or girl?”

      I grinned. “Let me say this. I am sure and certainly don’t care if the bedroom is blue or pink. All I care about is that we take care of our little ones to the best of our ability and show them that they are loved…you know? Truly loved. That’s all that matters.” 

      I grabbed onto Jay’s hand and pulled him to his feet. “Come with me. I want to show you something.” We went down the hallway and to the back bedroom. As we passed my room, I said, “This is our room. The one that we’ll share, of course. And this back bedroom has just been waiting for a little one. I look forward to filling it with love and decorating it together. You can make flameless candles, too, right?”

      Jay laughed. “Of course.” 

      “Well, as soon as we meet our little prince or princess, you can design a candle that is fitting for just them. They’ll love it. And we’ll put zoo animals all around the room, or maybe bears, or whatever we so choose because they’ll be ours. When they grow older, they can choose if they want dolls or football, whatever our child is interested in. This is going to be one loved baby.”

      When I looked over to Jay, he had a wide grin, and his eyes were brimming with tears. “I love you!”

      “And I love you!” I pulled him to me and ran the back of my hand over his cheek. “This is just the beginning of our plans. I’m going to get started right away on the crib, though. You want to help me?”

      Jay nodded and stepped in closer, closing the gap between us. “Wouldn’t miss that for the world,” he whispered before melding his lips onto mine. I was going to make sure that both my child and Jay felt more loved in this world than they could have possibly wanted out of life, and this was only the start to making all our dreams a reality. 
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        * * *

      

      I reached under the table and took Jay’s hand in mine.  He gave me a sheepish grin, but all throughout dinner, I got the feeling that maybe he was a little worried that things weren’t going as he hoped. As for me, I knew from the moment my parents met Jay that they were already falling in love with him. 

      “Dinner was fantastic,” my father said, his voice booming through the dining room. “Of course, I’m assuming Jay did the cooking because I can’t imagine my son knowing the difference between grilling and sautéing.” He laughed, and I just rolled my eyes. 

      “I’ll have you know, father, that I’m not just a woodsman. I dabble in the art of cooking, as well. And Jay has even taught me how to create candles. So,  my skills are more well-rounded than you might think.”

      My father nodded. “Is that so? I’m impressed, to say the least.” He took a sip of his red wine. 

      “Don’t let him kid you,” my mother chimed in. “The truth is, we’ve always known that Dom was prepared to face the world, no matter what was thrown his way.” 

      I squeezed Jay’s hand, and we shared a smile. “Well, since we’re on that subject,” I began. “You see, I didn’t want you to come over just to meet my mate. The fact is, we have some news to share with both of you.” 

      My father looked over at my mother, and she grinned. He then turned to me. “Go on.”

      I frowned. “What’s going on? You shared a knowing look.” 

      He smirked. “The truth is that your mother and I had a feeling that maybe tonight was more than just meeting your mate. We were thinking, or perhaps hoping, that you two might have some news to share with us. So, we’ll allow you the opportunity to say what you brought us here to say.” He reached out and took my mother’s hand. They kept their eyes on me until briefly looking over at Jay. It was brief enough that the glance quickly came back my way. 

      “We’re expecting a baby,” I said.

      “Yes!” my mother said, jumping up from the table and clasping her hands together. She ran over to the other side and gave me a long hug before turning to Jay. “I am so happy for both of you.”

      “And for us,” my father said, laughing. “We’ve been waiting for this day.” He reached across the table and shook both of our hands. 

      I snickered, shaking my head. “I’m not surprised. Jay and I are going to start moving his things over here. We want everything to be settled before Jay goes into labor.” I pulled Jay’s hand up to my lips and kissed his knuckles softly. “Never been happier.” 

      “I can see that, son,” my father piped up. “You radiate happiness. But, you know, this place will ultimately get pretty small to start a family. And your mother and I have been doing some thinking. There’s a lot of land on our property. It would give you a place to build your home and even have room for a wood shop for you. Plus, plenty of space for Jay to have his own workshop. Get out of this place and really start your family right.”

      I looked over to Jay, and his eyes were bugged out, a smile resting on his lips. “That would be amazing, Dad.” I got up and hurried over to the other side of the table, pulling him into a hug. “Thank you!”

      “You are welcome. I want what’s best for the two of you and your little one. There’s nothing better than knowing you’re able to start your family off the right way. You will always have a love for one another, but a home is what truly makes a lifetime of memories.” 

      I glanced over at Jay, and he flicked a tear away from his eye. “Thank you!” Jay said. “Both of you.” 

      We were going to make those memories filled with a lifetime of recognizing and understanding one another. Filled with love for our child. But what was strongest…was our love for one another. I couldn’t wait to get started.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Epilogue - Jay

        

      

    

    
      The house was bathed in the rays of the sun as I carried out a tray with a pitcher and two glasses for lemonade. As I approached, Dom looked up and greeted me with a huge smile. 

      “Present from your mom,” I said, holding up the tray. “She was worried that maybe it was too hot for you to continue working in the heat.”

      Dom wiped the back of his hand across his forehead, and I saw the beads of sweat already tracking down his face. “The house isn’t going to be finished if I take too many breaks.” He grabbed a glass and took a big gulp. “But thanks.” He looked over at the house, then shook his head. “Who am I kidding? You’re due in two weeks, and the house has at least two months of work before it will be finished.” 

      I shrugged. “You realize I would live in a cardboard box if I had to.” 

      Dom chuckled. “It won’t come to that. We still have the house. Plus, can you imagine raising our child in a cardboard box? I think not. A castle is more like it.” 

      I shielded my eyes from the sun and looked to the house. “And that’s what you’re building us. So, thanks, Babe.” 

      Dom snickered. “I love you.” He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him. He kissed me with the same force he had kissed me the very first time. “I wanted to have this done before we brought our baby home. But at least we have a place to stay. The crib is done. We have our changing table and dresser. In two weeks, we’ll be celebrating the birth of our little one.” Dom reached out touched my stomach. 

      “Give or take two weeks, you mean.” I winked at him and kissed him softly. “Love you!” 

      Dom finished off his lemonade, then put the empty glass on the tray. “Tell Mom, I said thank you. I’ll be finished up early because it is hot out here. But you go inside, so I don’t have to worry about you guys.”

      I drank the last of my lemonade and put the glass on the tray. “Just don’t push yourself. If we can’t move in until next year, I’ll be just as happy.” 

      “Bite your tongue,” Dom teased. “It will be finished as soon as I can get it there. Give me half an hour.” He then turned back to the house and got back to work. 

      I wanted someone else out there helping him, but Dom was convinced that he had to do it himself. Whether I wanted that to be the case, I had to leave it up to him. When I got to the porch at his parent's house, I turned and looked back at him. He was already back at work and had made a rather big dent toward getting the house finished. He was doing it all for us, and I had to accept that he needed to do it on his terms. 
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        * * *

      

      Dom looped his arm through mine. “Ready to get out of here?” he asked. 

      “If you are.” I smiled and turned to his parents. “Thanks for your hospitality and dinner. We both appreciate it.”

      “We sure do,” Dom said, kissing his mom, then shaking his father’s hand. 

      “You’re always welcome,” his dad said. “You both take care.” 

      Dom and I headed towards the door. He held the door for me, then turned back to his parents. As he did, I felt a sharp pain in my stomach. “Ugh!” I groaned.

      “What?” He twirled around to me. “Are you in pain?”

      I shook my head. “It’s fine.” I straightened up, despite the pain wanting to cause me to bend over and cringe. 

      “You’re not fine. I can see it written all over your face,” he argued. 

      “Are you in labor?” His mother asked. 

      “It’s too soon,” Dom said. 

      I tilted my head and stared at him. “The doctor said….” He nodded, but neither one of us wanted to believe that it was happening at that moment. Then another sharp pain encompassed me, and I gripped my stomach, biting back the scream. “It’s time!”

      “We should call the EMS,” his father yelled. 

      “It’s too late,” Dom argued. “I’ll take him.” He wrapped his arm around me, and his parents followed us out of the house. 

      “We’ll follow behind you!” His mother called. 

      Dom didn’t stop to say anything, just ushered me in the vehicle and ran around to get into the driver’s side. “Just breathe,” he said.

      I practiced my breathing exercises the whole way to the hospital while Dom tried to calm me down. But nothing he said would help. I just needed to get in the hospital and get the little one out of me. 

      Dom went above the speed limit the whole way, and when he turned into the parking lot, he pulled me right up to the door. A man was there to greet us. “He’s in labor,” Dom called out. 

      “We’ve got you,” the man said. “My name is Michael. Just keep breathing.” Turning to Dom, he continued,” The valet will park the vehicle. Come with us, dad, and we’ll see how things are progressing and contact your doctor.” Michael helped me into a wheelchair and pushed me into the hospital and toward an exam room to assess my progress. Once they determined I was in full labor, they helped me get into a gown. Another nurse began getting me connected to the fetal monitor to keep track of the baby’s heartbeat and my contractions. Once I was prepared, they whisked me into another room for delivery. 

      “Dom!” I called. 

      “I’m here, babe. Don’t worry.” He came up to my side and took my hand. “I’ve got you, and I’m not going anywhere. I’ll help you through this”. The minutes ticked by, seeming to drag on and on until Dr. Hanson finally walked into the delivery room. 

      “Jay, how ya doing?” he asked, pulling up the stool and sitting by my bed. 

      “In pain.” I winced as another contraction ripped through my body. 

      He looked over to the monitors and the tape readout of my contraction, then nodded. “You’re right on track. The baby’s heartbeat is right where it should be. According to the tape, this will be a fast delivery since your contractions are now one minute apart. We like quick deliveries.” Standing to leave, he continued,  “So, the delivery nurse will come in and get things ready to help bring that baby into the world. I’m sure it’s anxious to meet you both. I’m going to get changed, and I’ll be right back.” 

      Dom met my gaze, and he had tears in his eyes. I reached up and touched his face in my palm, and Dom let two tears trickle down. I brushed them away with my thumb. “We have made this beautiful child together. I love you so much!”

      “I love you!” Dom leaned in and kissed me. Then the door swung open, and the delivery nurse entered the room with all the things they would need for our little one. Dr. Hanson returned, now wearing scrubs.

      “Alright. We’re ready to bring this one into the world,” Dr. Hanson spoke. “Dom, you can stand right there, but you’re about to witness childbirth at its finest.” He pulled the blanket up, so he could examine me, and I clamped down on my tongue, my nerves slowly working their way in. “You are fully dilated. This one has been preparing for their entrance for a while.” Dr. Hanson laughed. “You should be feeling the urge to push, Jay. Let your body guide you through the process. When you feel that urge, go with it unless I tell you to stop. I’m going to count to three, and then I want you to push on the next contraction.” I nodded. I took a deep breath through every number he called out. “Three!” I squeezed Dom’s hand and pushed. “Keep pushing until you ain’t got no more left in ya,” The doctor yelled over my screams. “Breathe and relax,” he said. 

      I let out a deep breath and turned to Dom. “I’m scared,” I whispered. 

      “You’re doing great.” He kissed the top of my forehead. “You’ve got this.” 

      I nodded as Dr. Hanson spoke again. “Okay, at the count of two, give me a great big push. One…two…”

      “Ahhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed, pushing until I felt like my insides were going to come out with a baby. “Ahhhhhhhh,” I cried again, bearing down and squeezing harder on Dom’s hand. He winced in pain, but I couldn’t bring myself to let go of his hand. I pushed a little more, then relaxed. 

      “Good job! You’ve got this, Jay. Just one more push, and your little one will be brought into this world. Take a few deep breaths, and then I want you to push like you haven’t pushed before. Got it?”

      “Yes!” I whispered, falling back in the bed, exhausted. How could I even plan on pushing again? I was too worn out to even consider that. I sat up and squeezed Dom’s hand, then pulled back and pushed, going even deeper than the other times I had pushed to get our child out into the world. 

      The moment I heard the crying and could relax was the best moment of my life. I sighed, feeling the tears threatening to fall. “You have a gorgeous baby daughter,” Dr. Hanson said as he examined me and made sure all was well with me.

      “A daughter,” I gasped. 

      I turned to Dom, and he was beaming, looking over at our child as she continued to cry while they cleaned her up, checked her out, then finally swaddled her. 

      He looked down at me, tears streaming down his cheeks. “A daughter.”

      “Welcome your newborn to the world.” The nurse laid my baby girl in my arms, and I stared down at her. It was hard to believe that she was really ours. She made a little soft noise and then opened her eyes, staring up at me. Her cheeks were rosy, and she was the most gorgeous baby I had ever seen. 

      “Look at her,” I said, breathless. “She’s ours.” 

      “She’s precious. She has your nose,” Dom said, leaning over and sitting on the corner of the bed to peer down at her. 

      “She has your eyes,” I softly stated. 

      “We did this.” Dom kissed the top of my head as we stared down at our beautiful angel. 

      The nurse cleared her throat. “You have some people outside that want to meet your daughter. Should I send them in?” 

      I looked up at Dom and met his gaze, then back to our daughter. Our beautiful Noelle then shook my head. “We need a few more minutes.”

      There would be plenty of time for my brother and the kids, along with Dom’s parents, to see Noelle. For now, I just wanted it to be the three of us. This was the family I had always longed for and never thought would happen. I needed a few moments to soak in my new family—the three of us. And then the room could be filled with all of their love and blessings.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Letter From Rheland

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      Thank you for reading His Patient Bear. I really hope you enjoyed Nash and Austin. I loved writing these two so much.

      In the next book, Graham meets his mate, and boy does he ruffle the baker’s feathers. Cooper is intrigued and wildly attracted to Graham, but they’re only meant to be a vacation fling right? His Determined Bear is available now for Pre-Order.

      Please take a moment to write a review of this book on the site where you found it as well as Goodreads. Reviews can make all of the difference in helping a book show up in book searches.

      Feel free to stop by www.rhelandrichmond.com and drop me a line or visit me on social media. To see inspiration photographs for His Patient Bear, visit my Pinterest boards.

      For more bonus content and news, subscribe to my newsletter!

      Finally, I have an awesome reader group on Facebook. Come join us for exclusive content, early cover reveals, hot pics, and a whole lotta fun. Richmond’s Riders can be found HERE.

      Happy reading!

      Rheland.
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        After losing his Papa and breaking up with his boyfriend, Kian finds himself alone in the world. Accepting a job and moving across the country to Montana spur of the moment is crazy, right?

      

        

      
        And then there’s Gabe, his best friend’s older brother. Kian has no idea why the man makes his pulse race the way it does. But there is one thing he does know, Gabe hates every idea Kian comes up with for the ranch’s rebranding.

      

        

      
        Gabe is set in his ways. The last thing he needs is a human coming in and changing things. Yet the moment he lays eyes on Kian, he knows he found his mate. There’s just one problem. Kian doesn’t know that shifters even exist.

      

        

      
        Will his mate be able to handle the truth of what Gabe is and accept that they’re fated?

      

        

      
        Click Here To Read His Stubborn Bear Today
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        Austin loves his life. He’s the youngest mayor in Asheville’s history, currently serving his second term. He doesn’t think anything is missing until Nash blows into town like a whirlwind. Austin didn’t know trouble could look so good.

      

        

      
        Nash only has one rule: Never show weakness. So what if people think he’s rude and arrogant? Good. If they don’t like him, they won’t get close. Better to be disliked than treated as less than capable just because he’s an omega. 

      

        

      
        He is ready to go toe to toe with any alpha. Until Austin. The only alpha who makes him feel things that scare him.

      

        

      
        And he wants to claim Nash.

      

        

      
        Click Here To Read His Patient Bear Today

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Upcoming On Bears Of Asheville

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: His Patient Bear]
          
        

      

      
        
        Graham’s biggest passion is baking delicious treats. So when his favorite teacher asks him to bake a wedding cake, he can’t turn it down! However, he isn’t prepared to meet Cooper, the son of the bride who looks good enough to lick. One sniff and he knows Cooper’s his mate. But what does the man do? He criticizes Graham’s brownie recipe! Now Graham is determined to show his mate who’s boss… of the kitchen. 

      

        

      
        Cooper takes his first vacation in years to attend his mother’s wedding. He thought his world would be turned upside down when he learns about shifters, but a neurotic baker has him in a full tailspin! Forget the brownies, Cooper could eat Graham. Too bad his visit to Asheville is only temporary. In a few weeks, he’ll be back to work and Graham will be a very warm and fuzzy memory. 

      

        

      
        Or so he thinks. 

      

        

      
        What happens when a cranky opinionated omega meets a sweet yet determined bear?

      

        

      
        Click Here To Pre-Order His Determined Bear Today

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Also by Skye R. Richmond

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Billionaire Alphas Series

      

        

      
        Unsuitable Omega

        Undercover Omega

        Temporary Omega

        Unforgettable Omega

        Unexpected Alpha

        Rescued Alpha

        Billionaire Alphas Books 1 - 4

        Billionaire Alphas Book 1 - 4 Epilogues

      

        

      
        Whitfell Brothers

      

        

      
        Malek

        Malachi

        Mikhail

        Marcellus

      

        

      
        Wildwood Mates

      

        

      
        Safe In His Arms

        Home In His Arms

        Whole In His Arms

        Healed In His Arms

      

        

      
        The Lost Wolves (With Skyler Snow)

      

        

      
        Betrayed

        Hunted

        Healing

        Wild

      

        

      
        Vale Valley Season Five (Multi-Author Series)

      

        

      
        Omega On His Doorstep

      

        

      
        Valleywood (Multi-Author Series)

      

        

      
        Wish Upon A Family

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Writing As Rheland Richmond

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Stories Of Us

      

        

      
        A Family For Keeps

        His Instant Family

        Christmas For Keeps - A Stories Of Us Christmas

        The Family We Make: A Valentine’s Novella

        A Family Of His Own

      

        

      
        Amber Falls

      

        

      
        Stranded With His Boss

        Forever With His Boss

        Holding On To His Manny

        Falling For His Neighbor

        Buttering Up The Baker

        Claiming His Best Friend

        Unraveling His Soldier

      

        

      
        Naughty Or Nice

      

        

      
        Dear Daddy, Please Trust Me

      

        

      
        Strictly Off Limits (With Skyler Snow)

      

        

      
        Forbidden

        Fragile

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    
      For as long as she can remember Skye had her nose stuck in a book, getting lost in the world of someone else's creation (She still does). Her love for writing came from her love for reading. She could never have one without the other.

      

      Writing was always a hobby and a cathartic experience for her. There are many stories lost to the never to be completed or published pile but needed to be written at the time.

      

      Just a girl that loved stories so much she decided to write hers.

      

      She would love to hear from her readers and learn more about Y'all. So if you get a chance... Get in touch.

      
        
        www.rhelandrichmond.com/contact

      

      

      
        
        Would you like to get updates about future releases from Skye R. Richmond?

      

        

      
        Sign up for my newsletter.

      

      

      
        
        Connect with Rheland on social media:

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Twitter icon] Twitter

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: Amazon icon] Amazon

        [image: BookBub icon] BookBub
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