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      RUIN ME

      Hunt what you can’t catch…

      Want who you can’t have…

      When paths collide, mates always find each other.

      

      Here’s the thing. When you’re an eager young Omega busy looking for his fated half, you don’t do things by half measures. I’m Finn White. I live large and don’t settle for anything less…until life kicks me in the balls. But protectors are hard to come by when you’re a male Omega carrying the pup of another shifter. My ex wants our pup, but if he thinks I’ll hand over our kid easy, he has another thing coming.

      

      Ma always said: pick the toughest kid in the playground. Teddy Jenkins is one of Applewood Pack’s fiercest enforcers. Some say Teddy’s got a heart of ice, but I intend to melt all that bad boy goodness down, and make him my Mr. Mate.
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      Hunt what you can’t catch…

      Want who you can’t have…

      When paths collide, mates always find each other.

      Meet Finn White: an eager young Omega who believes in living life to the fullest and chasing after his dreams without hesitation. But when fate throws a curveball, and I find myself carrying the pup of another shifter, everything changes. My ex is determined to claim our child, but if he thinks I’ll hand my little one over without a fight, he’s sorely mistaken.

      Ma always said to pick the toughest kid in the playground. Enter Teddy Jenkins, one of the fiercest enforcers of the Applewood Pack. Rumored to have a heart of ice, I’m ready to break through those defenses and melt him down to make him my Mr. Mate. It won’t be easy, but when mates are meant to be, nothing can stand in their way.
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      One of the world’s universally acknowledged truths? Most people avoid ruined things, no matter what package they come in, no matter how good they appear to eat.

      I park my faithful but serviceable yellow Mustang in the lot of the Jolly Wolves. The roadhouse is the third one on the way to Applewood, the nicest little town in the South, packed with man-candy shifters.

      I check my appearance in the side mirror, grin, and practice my pick-up lines before getting out of the car. I walk into the Jolly Wolves, a stride and jingle in every step.

      Country music pours from an ancient jukebox. Bodies grind on the dance floor. The whole place reeks of beer and sex, lust and desperation—my kind of place.

      I’m Finn White: loose cannon, sexy Omega on the hunt for hot buckaroos to ride, maybe even take me home for the night. Being on the run from my abusive ex, I don’t exactly have a lot of loose change lying around.

      Sleeping in my car for the seventh night in a row? No thanks. Don’t look at me like that. I know what you’re thinking…but stay with me here. I’m not a shady character, just a handsome fellow trying to make it.

      I saunter in, aware of the eyes glued to my figure. I don’t need to be a mind reader to figure out what they’re thinking. Shifters have the best sense of smell, especially us werewolves.

      Every single guy here is a potential fish in the vast ocean. I’m so busy surveying the crowd that I don’t notice the broad chest I bump into.

      The werewolf snarls softly under his breath. “Watch where you’re going, bud.”

      “You ass, you were in my way,” I sass back. The bastard is huge, practically blocking my line of sight, and every inch of him is muscle—no ounce of fat. Damn it.

      “Look, sorry.” I keep my gaze lowered, my tone genuinely contrite. I’m no coward, but this shifter smells of power.

      Mama always told me to pick the fights I can win, and this isn’t one.

      He expels a sigh and steps aside. I feel his gaze on me, but I ignore him and continue walking, my head held high.

      I sit myself at the bar, knowing sooner or later someone’s going to buy me a beer. They should, because I’m quite a looker. Yes, I might be a little vain, but I work with what I have.

      I wield my youth and looks like any other weapon. So what? I’m a survivor. If I resort to methods some shifters might frown upon, screw them. I live by my own rules because I’m a free-ranging, untamed mustang.

      “Is this seat taken, handsome?” A deep, growly voice asks.

      Bingo. I flash the stranger a smile and silently size him up. A big redneck brute in a flannel shirt and jeans—not my usual type, but I can’t really afford to be picky.

      “Nope.”

      “I see you haven’t ordered a drink yet. Can I buy you a beer?”

      My, how direct. I like this guy already. “Sure,” I say.

      Not long ago, I’d have played hard to get, but even a good-looking Omega who lives in his car can’t be choosy.

      He regards me with a weather-beaten face. Probably in his forties, but I don’t mind. Older men know what they want, and that beats all the cocky assholes who like playing around. I take a whiff. Not a wolf, but a predator all the same. Perhaps a bear or something else huge and furry.

      Still, I feel uneasy when I take a sip of my beer. I don’t like the way he’s watching me intently.

      Usually, I enjoy that look in another man’s gaze—the one that tells me he wants to devour me in a hundred creative ways—but this guy is just creepy. Plus, he starts asking me questions that begin ringing my alarm bells.

      “Are you alone? Where are you heading off to? Meeting a friend?”

      “Thanks for the beer,” I say after a beat.

      I change my mind. Besides, it isn’t wise to ignore my wolf, and my animal’s telling me not to tangle with this guy. He frowns and reaches for my wrist.

      “We’re not done yet, little Omega.” He bares his teeth at me, showing his pointed canines. A threat?

      I sniff and tug my hand away, I try to at least, but his grip feels like iron. “We’re done. I’m not interested, sorry.”

      “You’re not interested?” The stranger says in a mocking voice. “Boy, has no one ever taught you what happens when you toy with an angry grizzly?”

      Grizzly? Yikes. We Omegas fall on the lower rungs of the pack hierarchy. I’d like to think we’re born lovers, not fighters. Plus, I left my damn pepper spray in my car. Stupid and careless Finn.

      Naturally, my mouth gets the better of me. “I’m not a boy. I’m twenty-three, and if you can’t take rejection well, then read up on a self-help book,” I snap back.

      He tightens his grip around my wrist. Panicked, I look around. Some of the customers look our way. Others avoid my pleading gaze. Great. Typical. When a bully comes along, no one has the guts to stand up for the weak. A large shadow falls over us.

      “Didn’t you hear what he said? He’s not interested.” There’s something familiar about that voice—one that sounds like gravel, and there’s not an ounce of warmth in it.

      I twist my head to see the large guy I bumped into earlier. I never got the chance to examine the rude bastard a moment ago, but now I do. I close my trap. He’s one hell of a gorgeous specimen—six foot plus and in his late twenties.

      My mysterious savior is built like a linebacker, with muscled arms able to break a guy’s neck with ease, wide shoulders, a broad chest that tapers to a narrow waist, and powerful legs.

      It’s his face that catches my attention—handsome, if not for his broken nose and the old scars marring it. A fighter. No, one hell of a powerful dominant werewolf.

      The perfect meat shield I’ve been looking for. If I play my cards right, he’s the answer to all my prayers, but I need to test out the goods first.
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      “Oh my, aren’t you a feast for the eyes?” I breathe. He ignores me. Well, not for long.

      The grizzly makes the mistake of tugging me to him. “The Omega approached me first, Teddy.”

      Teddy? A beast like him calls himself…Teddy? Rip, Gash, or some adrenaline-pumping name would sound more accurate, but what do I know?

      “He changed his mind, didn’t you?” Teddy asks.

      “My name’s Finn. Pleased to meet you, handsome,” I add.

      No reaction. I swear, something must be wrong with this guy. Is he straight? My instincts tell me he isn’t; that he swings on both sides of the fence, and I always trust my gut.

      Not the best way to introduce myself to my potential mate, but I’ll fix that later on. Am I overreaching? Maybe, but I can’t just let a fine specimen like that go. I don’t smell any mate marks on him, meaning Teddy’s still single. If he has a boyfriend or lover, I can be very convincing. Besides, there’s something alluring about Teddy. Despite my precarious situation, I continue my lecherous stare…until the bear holds me in a chokehold.

      I gasp when I feel his hairy, meaty hands over my neck.

      “Let him go, Harry, or this goes south fast,” Teddy threatens, taking a step forward.

      Ooh. Sexy. My cock perks up in my jeans.

      “You think you’re the toughest motherfucker on the block, Teddy?” Harry the bear demands.
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