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      One stolen kiss. One undeniable spark. That’s all it took for Conner’s world to change forever.

      Conner always believed his life would be simple—run the local bakery, avoid pack politics, and maybe someday find love. But when Hayden, the gorgeous Alpha of the Blue Moon Pack, strides into his life, everything changes. Hayden awakens something in Conner he never knew existed: a longing for something deeper, something wild.

      As fate would have it, their connection isn’t just a fleeting attraction. Conner and Hayden are fated mates, bound by destiny and an undeniable pull. But with pack tensions rising, Conner’s world is turned upside down. Conner must also embrace the chaos that comes with being the mate of an Alpha—and an expectant father.

      When danger looms on the horizon, Conner must trust in his bond with Hayden, leaning into their love and the strength they find in each other. Together, they’ll face every challenge, proving that love, family, and a little bit of magic can overcome anything.

      

      Mated by Chance is Book One of the Blue Moon Wolves series. A heart-pounding gay paranormal romance filled with instalove, mpreg, and fated mates that will leave you craving more.

      Originally published in 2016, this updated and revised edition is better than ever.
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      Past the town sign, traffic slowed to a crawl. Frowning, I rolled down my window to peer at the commotion.

      Some sort of blockade, I realized, but no. It was worse than that; it was some kind of checkpoint, not that any normal human could tell.

      Two huge, muscled guys certainly spoke to the driver seeking entry into the charming little town of Blue Moon.

      Hell, even the town name had an ominous horror-movie ring to it.

      “This doesn’t seem like a promising start,” I muttered to myself.

      No denying I looked like a nervous wreck or a shady character.

      Then again, being on the run from my abusive ex-lover didn’t leave me much time to freshen up.

      I would hesitate to call Randy Carlson my mate because mates had more freedom, didn’t they?

      Mates didn’t exist to be kicked around or passed to Randy’s buds, either.

      Thinking of Randy made my heart start up again. By now, the lone wolf would have come to the realization I’d escaped his guards.

      Was Randy’s ragtag bunch of meatheads searching for me at this moment?

      “Should’ve listened to Mom when she said to never be attracted to bad boys,” I said.

      I knew talking to myself wasn’t a good sign, but I couldn’t help it. I talked when I became nervous, and it helped me think clearly.

      Randy seemed genuine at first. He was domineering, but thoughtful and, not to mention, sexy as hell.

      A tabby didn’t rank high in the animal kingdom, and being a male Omega didn’t help my status at all.

      Any Omega in any animal group possessed the ability to carry naturally born shifter offspring, and it was an honor to be one—if I happened to be born female.

      Long story short, I thought I’d been the luckiest tabby in the world when Randy showed interest.

      I later realized Randy only wanted to breed me, leaving little room for love, respect, or affection in the lone wolf’s plan.

      God. Would I ever find a mate, a true one, who would treat me as an equal and not only value my abilities?

      As my rusty little sedan drew close to the checkpoint, my tabby could scent the guards.

      My cat instantly identified them as werewolves, and powerful ones at that.

      Remembering Randy, I suppressed a shudder because small animals knew never to show fear in front of predators.

      Besides, paranoia made me overthink things. Not every werewolf I encountered would be like Randy.

      I also remembered I chose Blue Moon for a reason.

      The town of Blue Moon had a population of five thousand, but the kicker?

      The dominant animal group was the local wolf pack, and they didn’t take outsiders lightly, it seemed, if the checkpoint was any indication.

      Randy and his crew wouldn’t risk their necks on unfamiliar ground and wouldn’t have the guts to take on an entire pack.

      It didn’t hurt that Blue Moon was at a secluded location, a former mining town located at the foot of a mountain and surrounded by trees.

      If the wolf guards refused me entry, I’d have nowhere else to go. Biting my lip, I waited my turn.

      Four cars ahead of me, and I couldn’t help but notice they didn’t allow everyone entry.

      Two cars had been turned away, and I understood the reason for the high security.

      I read the banner on the side of the road out loud. “Welcome guests, to Blue Moon’s annual pie baking fair.”

      The thought of eating a juicy, hot pie with a perfect golden crust made my mouth water.

      Keeping one hand on the wheel, I rubbed at my still-flat belly. It seemed being pregnant made me crave sweets terribly.

      I was still drooling when knuckles rapped on my glass window. I jumped, then rolled the car window down.

      “I’m here for the pie,” I automatically said.

      Lying came easy to me. I had to learn to survive Randy and dodge his blows.

      I jerked back in my seat when the guy shoved his head into the window and sniffed at me.

      Sweat dripped down my back. I held the wheel hard, my knuckles turning white.

      “What’s the hold-up?” the werewolf’s companion asked.

      The guy thankfully stopped sniffing me and pulled his head back.

      “This one’s a tabby shifter and pregnant by the scent of him.” He turned back to me with narrowed eyes. “Where’s your mate?”

      “Working, but I promised to bring my honey some pie. Are you going to let a pregnant guy craving pie in or not?” I demanded, squaring my shoulders and lifting my chin.

      The two werewolves laughed and grinned. It looked like the first time the two grumps actually smiled for the day.

      “Damn, Howie. Let the kitten in. He looks like he wants some pie.”

      “Thank you,” I said, meaning it.

      The guard who sniffed me shook his head. “Tell your mate it’s not wise letting you wander around off  while you’re carrying his baby.”

      “The concern is touching, sexy, but I’ve places to be and pies to consume.” That made the second shifter laugh louder.

      I pretended to fume and demand some kind of pie map. The two tough-looking, but actual sweeties, started to chat with me.

      I started to think they were flirting.

      “Do you have a map on hand?” I asked.

      “Sorry, no paper,” the first said.

      I held out my arm.

      Grinning, the werewolf sketched out a crude map using a red-tipped marker, hastily scribbling names of establishments.

      I might be running for my life, but I believed in living life to the fullest. Screw danger. I intended to stuff myself with pie.

      The shifter who sniffed me actually had the nerve to write down his number on my wrist.

      I raised my brows. They ignored the guy behind my car, asking what the hold-up was.

      “I’m mated and pregnant,” I told the guy, who shrugged.

      “I’ll gladly show you around town, kitty, pregnant and mated, or not. I like spunky felines.”

      They waved me off, and I breathed easy. My skills of deception always came in handy when escaping narrow situations.

      Too bad I actually liked those Blue Moon wolves. Damn, it felt good to be teased and flirted with.

      Living with an bastard like Randy made me easily forget not every dominant shifter was a dick who liked to use his fists.

      I drove into the town center, surprised how Blue Moon looked like any other charming little town on the cover of some home-and-living magazine.

      Single- and two-story shop houses lined the main street. The town had a park, city hall, a couple of schools, and a library.

      A good place to live and raise kids in, I mused. My hand crept to my belly.

      The kid  growing there might have half of Randy’s blood, but he or she carried half of mine, too.

      How could I hate a defenseless child?

      Hell, I ran away so I could give my offspring a better life because I didn’t need to be a genius to know Randy wouldn’t be much of a father.

      Although my mother raised my brothers and me in a single-parent household, she did her best.

      That was why I had to take care of my own problems.

      I couldn’t imagine Randy dragging my mom into this mess, or my two older brothers, who had families of their own.

      Besides, I was twenty-five now, an adult, but it seemed I still couldn’t settle down.

      I drove to the outskirts of town, where the guards had recommended a good inn.

      The Honeybee certainly smelled and felt like home.

      Parking my car, I grabbed the sad backpack containing all my belongings.

      Slinging it over my shoulder, I walked inside the charming refurbished Victorian.

      “A room, please,” I told the elderly woman at the receptionist desk.

      “Here for the pie baking contest with your mate?” she asked kindly, typing on her desktop. “Let me see... We still have a couple of rooms. Oh, I’m afraid we only have singles⁠—”

      She sounded genuinely sorry. I gently interrupted her.

      “That would be fine, ma’am. I’m alone. My mate’s busy at work, but he asked me to bring him back some pie.”

      This time, my lie didn’t fly. The old woman, not human, my wolf told me, regarded me seriously for the first time.

      Sweat broke out on my forehead. Damn it. Was I about to be found out now, of all times? Did I look shady to her? I supposed I did.

      Gripping my backpack strap, I debated whether to apologize and simply get back behind the wheel or stay.

      “Fine then,” she said, returning to her cheerful, kind voice.

      She introduced herself as Mrs. Pots. “Call me
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