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        Welcome to Arrhythmia, Texas—a shared world series built on humor, heat, and happily-ever-afters.

        This small Texas town is totally off the grid. It’s not on any map you’ll ever see!

        And why, do you ask? Because it is teaming with growly, snarly, snappy Monsters, that’s why!

        We’ve got a Lone Wolf Sheriff, a Dragon Warden, a sassy Necromancer who just opened a Hellmouth, and a whole flock of Witches, Shifters, Vampires, Gorgons, Yetis, Bigfoots (or is it Bigfeet?), and more!

        This town is just one supernatural catastrophe away from announcing that Monsters really do exist to the whole dang human world!

        We’ve got bats in the belfry, spooks in every closet, ghosts roaming the cemetery, spells gone awry, and every full moon there’s a pack of Coyote Shifters streaking through Main Street.

        The one thing every citizen can agree on is without your fated mate, life sure is lonely. But the odds of finding yours here? Slim to none.

        See, there’s nothing normal about the hearts in this town…and we like it that way!

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab all the books here:

        Valentine for the Bad Dragon by Julia Mills

        Valentine for the Lone Wolf by C.D. Gorri

        Valentine for the Boss Bear by Melanie James

        Valentine for the Doting Demon by TJ Bell

        Learn more about Arrhythmia Texas Hearts here: https://www.facebook.com/ArrhythmiaTexasHearts
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        Love was never part of the plan—but in Arrhythmia, hearts have a mind of their own.

        There’s nothing normal about the hearts in Arrhythmia, Texas—trust me, I’m Sheriff Owen Randall, and I’ve seen it all.

        For fifteen years, I’ve kept this little town of supernatural outcasts from tearing itself apart. We’ve got grumpy Dragons, brawling Yetis, Witches with too much attitude, and one Garden Gnome who really needs anger management. Me? I’m a Lone Wolf—literally—and my other half isn’t the romantic movie kind. He’s the kind parents warn their kids about.

        Still, I love this place. It’s home. It’s peace. It’s the one thing worth fighting for.

        Then Agent Megan DiNapoli blows into town with orders from the DPCA to evaluate us. Translation: She’s here to decide if Arrhythmia gets shut down for good. She’s sharp, gorgeous, and determined to do her job. And I’m just stubborn (or desperate) enough to think I can change her mind. Maybe even win her heart.

        Problem is, this Lone Wolf’s starting to fall for the one woman who could destroy everything he’s sworn to protect.

        [image: heart with arrow] A growly, small-town monster romance with fated love, supernatural mayhem, and a Sheriff who’s about to learn that even Monsters deserve a Valentine.
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      The calendar on the wall is mocking me.

      I just know it is.

      February again.

      Worst. Month. Ever.

      Not because it’s cold. Not because the power grid in this part of Texas is held together by optimism and chewing gum. And not even because every four years the universe decides to toss in an extra day just to see if we’ll snap.

      Nope.

      It’s that damn holiday right in the middle of it all.

      Valentine’s Day.

      The bane of my existence.

      Some people say it’s a scam invented by greeting card companies and chocolatiers with too much time and not enough shame.

      Others get googly-eyed and giddy over it, like they’ve been waiting their whole damn lives to post a picture of heart-shaped pancakes and a poorly filtered couples selfie.

      And sure, I play it off. Grumble. Roll my eyes. Pretend I don’t give a shit.

      But the truth?

      It gets to me.

      Always has.

      Maybe it’s the way the whole damn town suddenly smells like desperation and bad decisions wrapped in glitter.

      Or maybe it’s because once upon a time, a very long time ago, I thought I’d get a Valentine of my own.

      A special someone to walk through the madness with.

      Someone who saw past the Lone Wolf snarl and into the man underneath.

      Spoiler alert: that didn’t happen.

      Instead, I got a job I never asked for—babysitting a town full of supernaturals with short fuses and longer claws. I got fifteen years of fending off disaster with a badge in one hand and tranquilizer darts in the other.

      I got solitude. Quiet. Routine.

      Peace.

      And it was fine.

      Until about twenty-three minutes ago.

      That’s when she showed up with her government credentials and her smart mouth and her apple pie-wildfire scent that won’t get the hell out of my head.

      Now I’m pacing my office like a lunatic, glancing at the damn calendar like it’s counting down to doomsday.

      February 14th.

      I should hate it.

      I do hate it.

      But for the first time in forever, part of me is wondering...

      What if I don’t have to spend it alone this year?

      What if that curvy little storm from the DPCA—the Department of Paranormal Creatures & Activity, a secret government agency dedicated to the supernatural—is more than just a threat to my town?

      What if she’s my mate?

      I rake a hand through my hair and groan, resisting the urge to rip the calendar off the wall and torch it.

      They say love makes fools of us all.

      I wouldn’t know.

      But I think I’m about to find out.
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      I can’t believe I’ve been sent to some godawful town in Texas.

      Texas, of all places.

      Like, what do I know about tumbleweeds and cactuses—wait, is it cacti? Whatever.

      I’m not here to debate grammar. I’m here because some suit at the Division of Paranormal Creatures & Activity decided I was the lucky winner of this week’s “Congratulations, you’re disposable!” assignment.

      Arrhythmia, Texas.

      The name alone makes it sound like a heart attack waiting to happen.

      I’m a Jersey girl, born and raised. I like diners, decent bagels, and people who say what they mean—preferably while double-parked with their hazards on.

      I’m not exactly cut out for small-town charm or wide open skies. Give me a good strong espresso and a street full of honking cars any day.

      But here I am.

      On a mission.

      And yeah, okay, I’ve always had a thing for the supernatural. It’s why I took this job.

      No, I’m not a Shifter or a Mage or anything with claws or wings or sparkly powers. I do have the Sight—capital S—and I’m pretty damn handy with a sidearm, thank you very much.

      But this?

      This feels like exile.

      Apparently, I’m supposed to evaluate this town and assess its long-term viability within the DPCA framework, which is code for decide if we pull the plug on this supernatural sandbox.

      What I expected? A dusty, half-abandoned ghost town filled with magical burnouts and Werecreatures in dirty flannel.

      What I got? Chaos, attitude, and one dangerously attractive Sheriff with a badge, a beard, and the kind of shoulders that could make a girl rethink her whole five-year plan.

      Sheriff Owen Randall.

      Lumberjack-core with a voice like gravel and eyes that could melt Kevlar.

      The second I laid eyes on him, my hormones tried to stage a coup. Traitors.

      But I’m not here to get weak-kneed over some growly Wolf with a slow drawl and a smirk that says he knows exactly what kind of dreams he stars in.

      I’ve got a job to do. A report to write. A town to evaluate.

      No matter how good he smells.

      No matter how close he stands.

      No matter how many times he calls me Agent like it’s both a challenge and a dare.

      Nope.

      This isn’t a romcom. It’s not a fairytale. And it sure as hell isn’t the start of some fated mate nonsense.

      This is my job.

      And no hotshot Sheriff with a sexy beard and a lumbersnack smile is gonna make me lose focus.

      Right?

      “You wanna take a load off and tell me what’s on your mind, Agent?” Sheriff Owen Randall asks me with a wicked glint in his dark eyes.

      “What? Yeah, um, here’s a letter explaining it all, Sheriff,” I murmur, handing it to him.

      Our fingers brush against each other, and I swear it’s like I just got hit by a lightning bolt. I pull my hand back quickly, not meeting his gaze even though I know he’s staring right at me.

      How I’m suddenly aware of him in places I’ve ignored for months?

      I sneak a glimpse, and yep, he’s still staring. And, oh boy, is he growling?

      I am so fucked.
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      I haven’t been in love since the eighth grade, and that ended with my hand in a cast and a restraining order against a Harpy.

      Long story. Don’t ask.

      Point is, I’m not the type to get hearts in my eyes over some pretty face or start writing poems in the margins of my ticket book.

      I’m not soft like that. I can’t be. Not in this town.

      See, Arrhythmia, Texas, ain’t your average backwater.

      On paper, we’re an experimental zone—a dumping ground for supernatural beings who don’t quite fit anywhere else.

      Monsters with management issues. Exiles with nowhere to go. Magical misfits, and people with powers that basically scare the hell out of the rest of the world.

      In practice? We’re barely holding together with duct tape and denial.

      And I’m the one holding the roll.

      Fifteen years ago, I swore an oath to protect this town and everyone in it.

      I meant it then.

      And I sure as shit still mean it now.

      Doesn’t matter that I’m a Lone Wolf with a temper and a past no one dares ask about.

      Doesn’t matter that half my residents are one magical misfire or bad moon away from becoming front-page tabloid fodder.

      Doesn’t matter that the rest of the world barely remembers Arrhythmia, Texas exists.

      This town is mine.

      Every inch of it.

      The people, the land, the weird little crossroads where ley lines hum and ghosts sometimes dance at midnight.

      They’re mine to watch over.

      Mine to fight for.

      Mine to keep safe.

      They anchor my Wolf. Ground him.

      When the darkness creeps too close, when the old rage rises, it’s this town—the porch lights left on, the scent of mesquite and magic in the air, the sound of kids laughing at the diner—that keeps me from going feral.

      So when I got the call that a DPCA Special Agent was coming to “evaluate our viability,” I didn’t flinch.

      Not on the outside, anyway.

      I listened. I nodded. I hung up the phone.

      Didn’t growl. Didn’t snap.

      Didn’t punch a hole in the wall like I wanted to.

      But inside?

      My Wolf lost his goddamn mind.

      Snarling. Howling. A wild, territorial fury rattling my bones.

      Because I know what evaluation really means.

      It means someone’s decided we might be a problem. A liability.

      That we’re worth more dismantled than left to thrive.

      And I’ve seen what happens when the government gets nervous about supernaturals.

      They don’t ask twice.

      They don’t care what we’ve built or how hard we’ve worked to make this strange, magical town into something good.

      They’ll bulldoze it.

      They’ll cage us, drug us, or worse—relocate us to some shithole like Fangborn Prison or worse—until there’s nothing left of the heart that makes Arrhythmia what it is.

      So, no, I’m not flinching.

      But I am watching. Waiting. Planning.

      Because if that agent comes in here and thinks they can break apart what we’ve made?

      They’re in for a goddamn rude awakening.

      This town is mine. And I don’t fuck around with mine.

      So yeah, I’m ready to show this pumped up agent the door—but then she walked in.

      Agent Megan DiNapoli.

      Short, curvy, no-nonsense, lethal in combat boots.

      Hazel eyes flashing lightning like storm clouds.

      Mouth like a blade, and tongue so sharp I swear it leaves a scar every time she lets another scathing reply slip.

      I should steer clear, but I can’t.

      I won’t.

      See, I’ve been a Lone Wolf as far as I can remember, Don’t get me wrong.

      I have family—well, a mom, and she’s great.

      She even followed me to Arrythmia.

      But my Wolf is nothing like typical Wolf Shifters, and well, I’m just not meant to follow the rules of a Pack. That’s why I’m here.

      I never expected to feel this way about a person. Much less a stranger.

      But this woman? Well, she’s no stranger.

      Still, I didn’t expect her presence to hit me like lightning.

      I wasn’t ready for it.

      For her scent to make my heart thunder.

      For her smile to sneak under my ribs.

      And I sure as hell didn’t expect the Wolf inside me—the one I keep on a very
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