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      The youngest Honor Guard in the Maverick Pride is about to lose his stripes…

      

      Lance Jacosa has spent his youth working his way through the females of Maverick Point, but something is wrong, and the young stud has lost his mojo. He needs help—the professional kind.

      

      It’s a good thing Uncle Uzzi is coming down to Maverick Point for a visit—even better when Lance discovers the old Witch has the Tiger Shifter’s mate with him.

      

      Annalia Reese has agreed to accept help from her neighbor, the owner of a matchmaking service, but can she trust the elderly man’s claims that supernatural creatures exist? Even crazier, Uncle Uzzi swears Shifters love curvy girls!

      

      Will a plus-sized human take on a guy with a Tiger-sized crush?

      

      Find out in Purrfectly Bound.
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      Uncle Uzzi was just on his way back from a whirlwind romance he’d helped set up in a small village in the south of France when he felt an unmistakable pull to visit one of his homes in the Northeastern United States.

      He hit the call button as he lounged in the main sitting area of his private jet and waited for the pilot to answer.

      “Captain Charles?”

      “Yes, sir, Mr. Stregovich, what can I do for you?”

      “Now Charles, you know you should call me Uncle Uzzi,” he began. His magic began buzzing anxiously, but Charles was quick to acquiesce.

      “Apologies, Uncle Uzzi,” the Eagle Shifter replied, and Uzzi’s magic settled at the comfortable tone of his voice.

      “That’s alright. Now, I know we had plans to go to California, but business is calling me back to Burlington County, any chance you can get me to Maverick Point?” Uncle Uzzi asked.

      “Let me see,” Charles said, and came back a few moments later with good news. “There is a small private landing strip owned by the Devlin brothers in nearby Barvale, New Jersey. We can be there in six hours. Will that work, sir?”

      “Yes, yes, that is fine. I will call my driver to meet us there. Thank you, Charles.”

      “My pleasure, sir, er, Uncle Uzzi.”

      Uzzi hummed softly, allowing his muses and energies to flow freely. Yes, he was definitely needed in Maverick Point. But a stopover at the little condo he’d bought himself in Barvale seemed just the thing.

      He picked up his phone and shot off a message to Hank, his honorary nephew, and favorite limo driver, telling him to meet him there at one o’clock that afternoon. Meanwhile, he would close his eyes and see if he didn’t get any visions of his darling liebling while he rested.

      “We’ve got another job with our favorite pussycats, liebling. I feel something very special in the air,” he whispered, knowing wherever she was, his sweet Betty would be pleased.

      Looks like another purrfect match is on its way…
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      “I’m so done with this shit, Lance!” The female stormed out of the connecting bathroom to his room at the Pride house.

      Brenda grabbed the slinky little dress she’d worn earlier that night, tugging it over her semi-naked body. He’d known the she-Tiger since high school, and they’d enjoyed a friends with benefits relationship on and off for the past five years.

      He grimaced as she slammed the door, rattling the framed autographed posters of some of his favorite football players he’d hung on the wall. Fuck. He felt like shit and didn’t blame her for being pissed.

      Five years of no strings sex and this was the first time he’d ever failed to rise to the occasion. It sucked balls she was one of the Pride, someone he’d once sowed his oats with back in the day. Word of his problem was bound to spread like wildfire, and Lance so did not want to deal with that shit.

      “Brenda, I told you, I’m just tired⁠—”

      “Yeah, right. You are tired, Lance. Maybe you should see a doctor,” she snarled before walking across the room to find her shoes.

      “Fuck,” he growled, shaking his head.

      He couldn’t even drum up enough interest to feel bad. As for his Tiger, if anything the beast was relieved the overbearing female was gone. He wanted none of the she-Cat’s attentions, and Lance could not blame him.

      Lately, she’d been coming on strong, hinting about claiming bites and having cubs. His balls just about crawled inside him when she’d mentioned seeing Doc Mikey about going off her birth control for her upcoming heat cycle.

      Fuck no.

      He wanted no part of that. Fathering her cubs was not something he saw himself doing. Besides, he had nothing to offer the skinny female. And he’d told her so, repeatedly. A loveless match like his parents had just didn’t appeal.

      Could anyone blame him? He’d had a front-row seat the past couple years, witnessing every single one of the Neta's Honor Guard find their fated mates. It was a miracle, er, not really. A crafty old Witch named Uncle Uzzi had brought this string of good luck to the Pride. Him and his Magical Matchmaking Service.

      Everyone was constantly begging their Nari, Elissa, to call the elderly man to set up an appointment. He had to admit, he’d been thinking about it himself lately.

      That’s why he was surprised when Brenda had asked him to sire her cubs. The she-Cat was not for him. She wasn’t his fated mate—a hard truth his Tiger recognized and telling her had been difficult.

      Slowly, Lance rubbed his hand over his face. He’d been trying to stay awake, but he was wiped out between work and dealing with this load of crap. Brenda had known from the start what the deal was, and she had never had issue till now.

      He was more than fine ending their arrangement, but now he had to deal with the fallout of her rumor mongering. Like it was his fault his dick decided to take a nap despite her striptease.

      Fuck.

      What time was it anyway? He had work tomorrow, and the Nari had asked him to take her to her OB/GYN appointment. His Tiger chuffed and rolled his eyes at the thought of him, an elite member of the Neta’s Honor Guard, chauffeuring the man’s mate to her lady doctor appointment.

      Oh joy, oh fucking rapture.

      He was a fan of Elissa’s, but the Nari had to know he was already breaking out in hives at the thought of that detail. But maybe it was better than hanging around and listening to whatever poison Brenda spread around about him.

      He really didn’t understand her at all. He’d told Brenda he was tired, had all but stopped seeing her the past few weeks, but she insisted on coming over last night after he’d run into her at Bar None. The place used to be a dive bar, but with a new owner, it had turned into a veritable hotspot located in nearby Barvale.

      Lance and Brenda had a few rounds of drinks, and she insisted on catching a ride with him. He’d offered to drive her home, but she wanted a nightcap, so, gentleman that he was, he’d offered her a beer. Too tired to drive again, he told her she was welcome to stay the night.

      But that was all he offered. No sex. Just sleep. Lance did not touch the female except maybe with his leg when he laid down on his bed. It was his fucking bed, after all. If she wanted to sleep beside him, then fine, but it had to be strictly platonic. It was the only way his Tiger would allow her to stay.

      The beast had gotten territorial and downright picky. He did not want Lance fucking around with just anyone, and yes, it put a huge cramp in his style. Fucker would not let him get laid, and it was all he could do to keep his skin.

      “Look, Brenda, I’m trying to sleep. What’s the matter?” he asked.

      “Are you fucking kidding me?” she asked and growled. “Whose underwear is this, Lance? Is this why you won’t sleep with me? I found it tucked inside the face towel, for shit’s sake.”

      The long-legged female tossed a purple thong in his face, but for the life of him, he had no idea whose it was. How was a guy supposed to remember a thing like that, anyway?

      Wait—did she say it was in his face towel? Gross.

      “Brenda, I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” he grunted and sat up, tossing the panties into the trash bin. “First, I live in the Pride House. Those panties could belong to any of the females here—we share a laundry room. But even if we didn’t, you and me, we ain’t a couple. We are not dating, or fucking, or anything at all. Not for weeks!”

      “How can you talk to me like that?” she asked.

      Fuck him, it looked like she was about to start with the waterworks.

      “Like what, Brenda? We’ve known each other a long time and I never lied to you or pretended feelings I did not have. Hell, I don’t even think you like me!”

      “But you asked me to come here⁠—”

      “No. I didn’t. You invited yourself here. It wasn’t the other way around,” he answered firmly.

      Yes, it was shitty. But she better face facts now. Before she went real nuts and smashed his cell phone or something.

      “Fine,” she snarled, and he noticed the tears were miraculously gone. “What can I say? I thought you were special, but you’re not,” she huffed, tugging on her heels.

      "I’m sorry if you made this out to be something it wasn’t, Brenda. I am sure you will find someone who makes you happy⁠—”

      “Oh, fuck you, pal! You know something else, Lance? You’ll get yours,” she growled then spat at him.

      Holy fuck. Classy.

      Lance dodged her loogie and frowned at it as the she-Cat slammed the door to his room and stormed out of the Pride House.

      Well, shit.
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      That hadn’t gone well at all. His Tiger snarled angrily as Lance looked for some cleaning wipes to pick her spit up off his floor. Who did that? Yuck.

      His Cat didn’t give a fuck about the she-Tiger’s tantrum. She was not theirs, and besides, he’d been a gentleman, Treated her respectfully. Paid for the drinks, drove her home, and he hadn’t laid a paw on her.

      What would be the point? His beast had lost interest in chasing tail some months ago. It was hell to admit. A man had his reputation to think about, after all.

      Sure, he’d tried a little kissing and cuddling, but even that seemed to send his beast into a rage. He had nothing left in him for the females of the Pride. Lance had to face the truth. He was fucking broken.

      Physical contact used to be the only thing that worked to soothe his anxious Tiger, but lately it wasn’t enough. His ornery Cat rejected any attempt at physical contact with the women in the Pride.

      Lance had no fucking idea how to deal with any of this shit. Typically, the single Pride females enjoyed going out with him. He always told them right off the bat that he was not looking for anything permanent. When he took a woman out, it was as friends, and maybe if they both consented, they could have a little fun. Usually, they were okay with the arrangement.

      But Brenda changed recently, or maybe she just never really believed him when he said theirs was a no strings deal. He tried to go over the events of the night and was astounded.

      They’d had fun shooting whiskey and playing darts at Bar None. He felt relaxed and happy when he drove back home. Sure, it was odd she wanted to stay after he’d rebuffed her attempts to touch him and kiss him at the bar, but he’d shrugged it off. They were friends. Friends could have sleepovers.

      Of course, he should have known she was gonna start some shit when she’d stripped off her dress and gotten into bed. It was obvious she was expecting something, but he’d just turned around and tried to go to sleep—exactly like he’d told her he was going to.

      The purple thong, though? That was news to him. He had no idea who’d slipped the purple underwear in his room. Could have been a laundry mishap, but it was more likely one of the other unmated Tigers living in the Pride House was playing a stupid prank.

      Assholes.

      He shook his head and got up to take a shower. Might as well get some reps in if he was going to be awake, anyway.

      The sound of crying cubs caught his attention, and Lance grinned. The Maverick Pride House was crawling with tiny bundles of joy.

      Literally.

      The little cuties were everywhere. At first, having so many young around had scared the wits out of a confirmed bachelor like Lance. But then he’d changed his mind. His Tiger yearned for a cub of his own, even as his human side scoffed and denied it.

      Brenda wanted cubs.

      Not Brenda, his inner Tiger snarled.

      Lance exhaled a deep breath and dressed quickly. He’d been plagued by the constant hearted yowling of his beast every freaking time he heard the tiny, precious cubs moving around the Pride House.

      Okay, fuck the reps.

      Uncle Lance was going to pass by the nursery, see if he could help the Nari with the little ones.

      Yes, his animal replied. His Tiger liked that plan. Unsurprisingly, by the time he got there, the Nari was already inside with her two twin girls, Melly, and Celia. Her bestie, Jessica, was there as well.

      The redheaded female was the Pride leader’s sister. Hunter Maverick, Neta of the Maverick Pride, was a good man. He’d raised his sister, Jessica, from the time she was a teenager.

      The female had grown into a fine Tiger, mated now to the Pride Beta, a Black Bear Shifter they sort of adopted from the neighboring town of Barvale. Of course, Brayden was a huge mountain of a man and something of a badass.

      He loved his mate fiercely and was an excellent second to their Neta. Jessica stood cuddling her newborn cub, a sweet boy named after his father for some dumb reason.

      Why call him Brayden when Lance was a perfectly acceptable and available name?

      “Morning, ladies,” he said, grinning widely at the two mothers. “How are our precious cubs today?”

      The females stopped their conversations and turned to face him.

      Uh oh.

      Lance knew when he was in trouble. Elissa rolled her eyes at him and shook her head in disappointment. The Nari lifted Celia, patting the toddler’s back gently and gave him the kiss of death—she tsked at him.

      “You are in so much trouble now,” Jessica whispered, and gave a very unladylike snort.

      “What? What did I do?” he asked, pointing at himself.

      Fuuckk. Were all the ladies in the Pride going to hate on him today?

      “Let’s see. What did you start with? Oh, yeah. Good morning. Is it, Lance? Is it really a good morning? Huh, sport?” Jess asked.

      “Um, is this a trick question?”

      “You tell us,” the Nari snarled, then relented her angry stance. “Okay, look. You’re young and unattached. We get it. You have certain carnal needs⁠—”

      “Um, Nari? Please stop—” Lance gulped. He tried interrupting the woman, but when she was on a roll, there was simply nothing doing.

      “Now, we ain’t mad at ya. We both know you’re all Mr. Playa-playa, but we heard Brenda leave before. She was not exactly quiet,” the Nari informed him.

      “Yup,” Jessica added, emphasis on the p.

      Elissa narrowed her eyes at him. She lay Celia down inside the crib and lifted Melly, deftly changing her morning diaper, and pulling some soft, fuzzy, pink looking outfit on the precious babe.

      Lance wondered how she did that without even looking. It was like some intense mom sixth-sense shit or something. He didn’t know, but damn, it was cool.

      “Shi—darn,” he growled, and cleared his throat. “Nari, I apologize for that. If she slammed the front door, or was rude, I am so very sorry.”

      “Yeah, well, that is not all, buddy,” Elissa said. “You know girls talk to each other, and, well, it seems a lot of your dates lately are less than happy,” she continued, to his utter horror.

      “Now, if you need advice, on you know, boinking,” Jessica piped in and to help, she inserted her index finger into a hole she made using her opposite hand.

      Fucking fabulous.

      “We can get our mates to talk to you. Brayden has got the best moves,” Jessica finished, a wistful expression on her face, but Lance was already covering his ears.

      “Hunter too. You know, he does this thing with his hips,” Elissa confided, grinning as she whisper-growled and started wiggling her booty. “Like wiggle, swerve, then slam home, baby—and yowza, he takes me there every single time!”

      “Oh fuck. Gods, please stop talking,” he shouted.

      Lance averted his gaze, baring his throat respectfully. He loved these females, would protect them with his life, but there was no fucking way he wanted any part of a conversation like that with the two of them.

      Elissa and Jess looked at each other then back at him. But Lance was still trying to clear those horrifying images out of his head.

      The Nari held sway over the Pride—maybe not to the extent of her mate, the Neta, but she was pretty fucking strong in his humble opinion. When she was angry, watch out. Lance did his best not to cross either of these fiercely protective females.

      “Hey, if it ain’t that, then what’s the problem, dude?” she asked.

      “Maybe we should call him dud? I’m just saying, you know, until his dangly bits are back in working order,” Jessica whispered.

      “Hey, be nice,” Lance told Jessica with a frown. “My dangly bits are perfectly fine. I swear to you both. Yes, Brenda was pissed, but only because I would not have sex with her last night. I did not do a thing wrong,” he explained.

      “She said it was because you had some ho-bag’s clothes in your room before her—” Jessica told him unhelpfully.

      “What? No! I was out last night, not with any female. One of the guys left that underwear in my place as a prank, but it does not matter. Brenda is not and never was my girlfriend,” he hissed.

      “So, you just use the Pride females for quickies without shame?” Elissa asked.

      “Come on, Liss, Jessi-cat? You know me better than this,” he mumbled, hurt by their characterization of his honor. “Brenda and I were never exclusive, even when we were dating. It’s been over for weeks now. Last night was not a date. We just happened to be at the same place and were hanging out. She wanted to come back here, so I took her. But nothing happened. No nooky. I promise and I don’t know who’s purple thong that was in my room, I just figured one of the guys was punking me.”

      “Shit,” Elissa bit her lip and looked around. Was it him, or did she look just a little bit guilty?

      “What?” Jessica asked.

      “Yes, Nari, what?” Lance asked and picked up baby Melly. The tiny beauty was giggling at him as he started gently tickling her tummy.

      She was such a sweet cub, even when she drooled all over him. He didn’t mind one bit. Both twins were talking and crawling too, like little speed demons.

      Melly and Celia were perfect angels, as far as he was concerned. Just cherubs. It had touched him greatly when Elissa started calling him Uncle Lance.

      He’d vowed then and there to do everything in his power to help protect them. He adored all the cubs in the Pride. Perhaps that was why he’d just recently started fantasizing having some of his own.

      The problem was, Lance did not have a mate. Far as he knew, no one in the Pride belonged to him. It was a sad, lonely feeling. Everyone seemed to find
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