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          Yeah, but I'm your asshole.

        

      

    

    
      "No, you don't understand. There's a lot of fucking pressure on this one. Luna's going to murder me if I don't fix this before she finds out. If I'm going down, you're going down with me." My bluetooth blared through my luxury SUV, making me wonder why I'd even gotten the feature.

      "I'll handle it Felix." I bit the words out, annoyed at my old friend.

      Background noises blared through my SUV's speakers. I heard a female in the background whisper something to the male before he replied back in a low growl, "you'd better." Then the line disconnected.

      I wanted to call him back and tell him to go fuck himself. His poor planning didn't make it my emergency. Just because he forgot to do something for his mate, it was suddenly my problem. I didn't care that he was right about me owning every bakery in town. That was actually a matter of pride for me. His problem was that all of my bakeries were so busy, he couldn't get a rush order in time for his speed dating event tomorrow.

      I rolled my eyes while sitting in my empty vehicle. Fated mates speed dating… what a fucking scam. First of all, fated mates were nothing more than a fairytale used to control the behavior of little shifter males, hoping they'd grow up into over trained lap dogs for shifter females. The fact that Felix had somehow created a business about it was both genius and devious. He sold a fairytale, nothing more, nothing less. Since I was charging him three times the regular fee for this rush order, I didn't give a shit what they were actually for. It was a nice benny of owning all the bakeries in the town, and here I was at the last one in my collection for a test run.

      Headed inside, I wanted to take inventory of the place since I hadn't seen it during the acquisition. Except, the door wasn't locked. I'd given explicit instructions to the former owner to lock up the bakery and leave the keys where I could retrieve them, but it seemed they decided to ignore them. I strolled into the front of the shop, pleased at the modern interior. Something about this building was welcoming, and I knew I'd spend a lot of time here.

      The smell of sourdough bread baking tickled my nose, leaving me feeling like this place was perfect. Then I groaned as I realized the previous owner had decided to stay as she'd threatened in her hate letter to me. Once I arrived in the back, I stopped short. The most beautiful woman I'd ever seen stood hunched over a table, covered in flour. Her head jerked up, her full lips pulled tight as her eyes glittered with threat at me.

      "You're not welcome here." Her voice slid across my skin, sparking dirty thoughts. Following that up, was an all-consuming urge to drop to my knees at her feet and convince her to let me claim her as my mate. I'd taken three steps toward her before I realized it. Grounding my feet to the floor, I refused to give in to my urge. "Dammit. Of course you'd be one of them."

      I watched as she growled, gripping the dough and throwing her weight into kneading it. Thinking back to the scathing letter where she proclaimed she'd do everything in her power to stop me, it had been signed. "Blaze?"

      "No! You don't get to say my name." She picked up the dough and threw it on the table, sending flour exploding everywhere. "I don't need one of your kind here, messing up my life. So leave."

      My heart fluttered, like in a fucking rom com movie. I wanted to challenge her, to see her flustered while pressed against my chest. The thought of watching her ride me in the throes of angry sex made me rock hard. Hormones kicked in as my common sense fled. I didn't hesitate as I stalked over to her, spinning her around and pinning her against the edge of the table. She hissed as I pulled her into a hard, needy kiss.

      Blaze moaned into my mouth. For a moment, she kissed me back, then her body stiffened as she broke the kiss. A handful of flour exploded against my face. I inhaled to question her, but the flour went up my nose, and I only had a split second to feel the horror slam into me.

      The sneeze happened before I could escape. My body shrank as my dignity folded into itself until it disappeared from existence. I silently swore at the witch who'd cursed me centuries ago. My tiny arms reached out, trying to stop myself from smashing into the ground. I'd learned the hard way it hurt like a sonofabitch, but wouldn't kill me to be smashed into nothing more than crumbs. I slid along Blaze's apron, slipping into her pocket.

      When the fabric parted as Blaze's hand slid inside, I swallowed the last ounce of my dignity. It would be impossible to explain what just happened. As a human, she wouldn't understand. Hell, I'd lived like this for almost five-hundred years and I still didn't. Her hand scooped me up and set me on the table.

      "What the fuck just happened?" I stood there waiting for her to lose her mind, but she remained still, glaring at me with little glimpses of curiosity. I couldn't find the words to answer her. I'd gone over a hundred years without a human witnessing my premature cookiefication. "I knew you were a shifter, but I've never seen anyone turn into a cookie before. You're a fucking gingerbread man cookie."

      "Wait, how do you know about shifters?" The question was out before I could stop myself.

      Her finger poked at my gumdrop button. "Wow, that's really on there. Umm, oh. My step dad is a shifter. How did you say this happened?"

      I smacked her finger away. "I didn't."

      Blaze rolled her eyes. "Well, since you're my mate, you better start telling me the story."

      My long dormant bear stirred inside of me, pushing me to claim her. I shoved him back into his magically induced hibernation. I couldn't call on him and free him from his prison, so feeling him part of the time hurt too much. Keeping him locked away was the only way I'd survived. My brain caught up to her words. "Mate... What do you mean by 'I'm your mate'?"

      Her eyes widened a bit. "Are you serious? I can feel the mating bond calling to me. I mean, the entire concept is a bit much, and I wasn't sure I really believed in it, but what I'm feeling right now is exactly how my mother described the mating bond when she first felt it calling."

      "You're talking about fated mates… the ridiculous notion that the gods paired souls during the creation of our existence, so we'd have the perfect mate. That's not real, it's just a fable." I stomped around the table, watching as crumbs broke off my feet.

      Blaze huffed. "Are you fucking serious? I've never met a shifter so in denial they refused to accept their mate. So not only did you slam into my life and steal the only thing that mattered, you've unleashed an unclaimed mating bond on me."

      I crossed my arms over my chest, but it was more like folding them. Stupid cookie body didn't have the same flexibility as my human one. "I haven't unleashed anything on you."

      A memory from my distant past overtook me. I stood on the cliffs overlooking my village as clouds of smoke wafted through the remaining burnt embers. A young woman sat crumpled on the ground near my feet, crying over the loss. I grieved for the loss of my own family, who'd been home when the fire ravaged the small wooden structures. Both my parents and my twin brother, Bryce, died that day. All because I refused to mate with a female shifter from the next village over. I'd believed in the legend of the Tsigo, but never again. The woman at my feet noticed me, and blamed me for the entire thing. The tone of her voice haunted me to this day, but I couldn't remember her words. If I could, then I might know for sure how to reverse the curse.

      "Hey cookie man." Blaze's voice pulled me back into reality.

      I blinked several times. Refusing to be in this cursed form any longer than I had to, I took a running jump off the table. Blaze squealed as she dove for me. As I cleared the table, I forced my human form back to the surface. My bare feet hit the floor, sliding on the flour dust. Blaze gripped my arm, trying to steady me, but it didn't do any good. I went down, and she landed on top of me. Her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/fated-mates-logo-png.jpg





OEBPS/images/totally-frosted-ebook-png.jpg
" ?%OAYSSE G n
CZCLEX INDIANA





