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      To the shifters hidden among humans, to the restless souls who refuse to fit into neat little boxes—may you never shrink yourself to make others comfortable.

    

  


  
    
      To Hubs, proof that love isn’t just about fate, but about the choices we make every day.
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      While reaching across the table for another slice, the fragrant smell of pizza toppings, fried foods, and human sweat fills Jade’s senses. Her superhuman sniffer ensures she is hyperaware of her surroundings, but this level of “aware” is more than she’s comfortable with.

      Biting into the overloaded pepperoni pizza, her attention flickers to Harper, her friend and sister in everything but blood. Harper’s newfound mate, Lucas Williams, is practically glued to her side. One hand grips Harper’s shoulder in a possessive hold while he struggles to eat with the other. It’s almost comical—Lucas clearly isn’t letting go anytime soon. Not for food. Not for air.

      Jade’s lips twitch, a half-formed smirk threatening to break through her neutral expression. I can’t believe a plan of mine didn’t end in murder, she thinks, shaking her head slightly.

      Somehow, they’d managed to take down Miles Barlow without spilling a single drop of blood—a first for her. That fact nags at her, a tiny spark of unease buried beneath the exhaustion of pulling it off.

      But as she watches Harper laugh softly at something Lucas says, Jade lets herself enjoy the rare peace that hangs over the table, knowing it won’t last. It never does.

      Her shifts her gaze, scanning the room as the Red Rocks and their allies, the Humboldt pack, celebrate together. The echoes of their shared victory over a common enemy bounce off the pizza shop’s walls, but Jade knows all too well that victory often comes at a cost. Both packs paid dearly—some scars visible, others buried beneath the surface.

      Her focus returns to Harper, who fidgets slightly under Lucas’s arm. Most wouldn’t notice the subtle shifts, but Jade does. She knows Harper’s body language better than anyone. The slight downturn of her mouth, the way her fingers drum absently against the table—it’s clear something has her worry wheels spinning.

      Jade feels the familiar tug of her own protective instincts, sharp and unrelenting. It’s a feeling rooted in the past, in a time when she was too weak to protect herself, let alone anyone else.

      When they were kids, Jade’s father was a staunch enforcer of the patriarchal traditions that ruled pack politics. Men led, women obeyed, and there was no room for dissent. His rule was absolute, enforced with an iron fist. At first, those fists landed hard—teaching obedience, as he’d call it—but as Jade grew, her resilience outpaced the bruises.

      That’s when the real torment began.

      Words became his weapons, sharper than claws and impossible to heal. He wielded them with precision, digging into her insecurities, planting seeds of doubt that took root in the shadows of her mind. His cruelty evolved into an art, calculated and deliberate, designed to break her spirit rather than her body.

      Jade learned quickly to mask her emotions, to shield herself from his barbed attacks. Tears were a sign of weakness; silence became her armor. But even armor cracks under relentless pressure. His voice still echoes in her memories, a ghost she can’t quite shake, whispering doubts that resurface at the worst moments.

      She survived, though. That’s the part she clings to when the nightmares come—the part that fuels the fire in her now. She didn’t just survive; she grew stronger, harder, more determined. But sometimes, in the quiet moments, she wonders if those cracks in her armor will ever fully mend.

      Harper’s dad was the exception. Mr. Sheridan believed in fairness and kindness, a stark contrast to the patriarchal cruelty of other packs. He taught Harper, Jade, and Charlotte—now their Alpha—that not all men led with fists. The Sheridan house became a sanctuary for Jade, a place where love wasn’t a weapon but a balm.

      Watching Harper squirm under Lucas’s arm, Jade feels a pang of protectiveness so sharp it almost makes her flinch. Harper saved her once, just by showing her what a real family could look like. Jade vowed the night Mr. and Mrs. Sheridan helped the girls escape, that she would protect Harper and the rest of the Sheridan’s, even if it meant her own death.

      Well, except Ryder. Harper’s oldest brother is the one Sheridan she’d gladly see flattened by a grand piano falling from a fourth-floor window.

      But Harper’s safety comes first. Always. As Lucas leans in to whisper something in Harper’s ear, Jade’s gaze narrows. She’ll fix whatever’s weighing on Harper’s mind—she has to.
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      "Why is it that in a room full of love, the weight of worry presses the heaviest?"

      Being the pragmatic one in the pack, Harper struggles to live in the moment.

      Her pack, the Red Rocks of Las Vegas—an almost all-female shifter pack that made the desert their home—just defeated their enemies with the help of their new allies. Finding a common enemy, the Humboldts pledged their alliance, offering extra protection.

      The asswipe, Miles Barlowe, alpha of the Cascade Pack, had come for their territory. His shitty pack tried to take Vegas from the Red Rocks four times. Each attack left devastation on both sides.

      Now, the Red Rocks are down to just four; Charlotte, their Alpha. Jade, the pack’s enforcer. Luna, the crazy genius. And herself—the worrywart. Technically, she’s the Beta, second in power only to Charlotte. But she doesn’t feel that badass right now.

      Wolf shifters aren’t supposed to have this much anxiety, right?

      The scum, Miles Barlowe, is finally gone. Vegas is safe. Even better, he’ll never walk anywhere but the concrete cell he’s being locked into right now.

      So what the fuck is her problem?

      Looking around the diningroom of the small mom and pop pizza parlor, watching five giant males, six beautiful females, and one teeny human taking up the entire seven table dining room, celebrate the fact that the evil that has taken eleven of their sisterhood will never see the light of day.

      Sitting on the red bench seat, Harper watches her Alpha with her newly found mate, Liam Dunne. A pairing none of them ever thought they would see. Harper was so happy for her alpha when she learned about Liam, but also has to admit it made it easier for her to tell the pack that she found Lucas. Harper snuggles into his side, feeling his inner beast vibrate with her closeness.

      The Red Rock Pack has been through a lot over the years.

      Charlotte, Jade, and Harper had fled a pack controlled by a tyrannical alpha male when they were barely of age. They chose Las Vegas as their new home—not because it was ideal for wolf shifters, but because no one else wanted it. The desert was harsh, but that meant no competitions.

      After escaping, they learned survival skills from their sanctuary pack. They took those skills, built a home, and grew their numbers. Unfortunately, the war with the Cascade Pack cost them nearly everything. Now, only four remain.

      This celebration isn’t just about victory—it’s about remembering the sisters they’ve lost.

      Harper feels relieved. Accomplished, even. After all, they didn’t even have to shed blood to take down their enemy. But still, that nagging feeling won’t go away.

      Her wolf feels it too.

      Harper’s human side is always overanalyzing, but her wolf? Complete opposite—her only concern is which Joshua Tree to nap under.

      Before Harper can dwell on it any longer, Kai’s lighthearted voice pulls her from her thoughts.

      “Isabell, you were amazing! Did you see his face when he realized he had been tranq?” Kai shoves another piece of pretzel bite into his mouth, smiling around the brown salt covered dough.

      “I do nothing. No hero for standing.” The little senorita’s salt and pepper hair moves back and forth as she shakes her head.

      “I can’t believe we went into a battle, but have no new scars to show for it. Hey Spencer, why can’t you be that smart?” Lucas asks with a smile.

      “Its tough when you’re surrounded by a bunch of idiots.”

      The crumpled up napkin that Spencer throws at Lucas from the next table hits its intended target.

      The twenty something blonde server sets down the fiftieth pizza they’ve ordered.

      “I am so sorry we’ve taken over the place.” Harper apologies.

      Looking up to Kai, the petite valley girl responds, “Are you kidding? You guys have been fun and not bad to look at.” Giving a wink.

      Harper side-eyes Luna, then hears the hiss.

      “Luna! What have I told you about hissing at people? It’s not nice.”

      The giggle that is in Charlotte’s tone tells Harper she’s not really mad. Love has done something baffling to her Alpha. Liam exercised the bitchy right out of her.

      “Sorry, Char, but she deserves it.”

      Harper smiles at Luna, even though the tension is making her head feel like it’s splitting in two. She has always been the worrier of the pack, and it’s saved them on more than one occasion.

      Wanting the packs to relax and continue to build their ally bond through this victory, she is tries to shake the nauseous feeling deep in her gut. The fact that her wolf hasn’t stopped biting at her insides since she watched Jase—their local COPS agent—take the unconscious Miles away, doesn’t help calm her doubts that this is over.

      The Council Of the Paranormal Society, or COPS for short, is an agency that was established after Luna and Jon, her twin brother, were in such a terrible position they exposed the paranormal society. The Red Rocks found her and Charlotte knew Luna was special and needed a certain type of family.

      Lucas must be feeling her anxiety through their fast-growing bond. Feeling his warm breath over her ear, “What’s going in that beautiful brain baby?” shivers run down her neck with his words.

      “So, should we be worried about Ethan?” Harper blurts. “I’m all for celebrating Miles going to shifter jail, but his pack is still out there.” Harper looks around the group, then up to meet Lucas’s eyes. “Sorry, it was bubbling.”

      The kiss he gently places on her forehead calms her only slightly.

      “Way to kill the buzz, Harper.” Jade rolls her eyes.

      “Hey. She’s right. I spent time with that pack, and Ethan has some weird connection to Miles. I guarantee he won’t leave this alone.” Nodding his head with his words. “I think we need to stay on guard.”

      “I agree.” Charlotte pushes the grease covered plate towards the middle of the table. “It won’t take long before the pack is in full blow havoc and what then? Will they have enough organization to come after us, or will the broken bond make them so sick they just go after each other?” Charlotte questions.

      Blondie returns, leaning over the table right in front of Kai, exposing her cleavage as she sets down two pitchers of beer.

      Smirking, Kai warns the bold little thing. “You may want to be careful, darlin. This one here.” He points his thumb at the tiny albino beauty next to him. “She bites.”

      Harper hears the chomp of Luna’s teeth, then watches the blonde slowly stand and stomp back to the counter like a toddler that just lost their favorite toy.

      After filling pints around the table, Spencer sets down the empty pitcher of beer. “I could send a couple of enforcers to watch the Cascades. I agree. We need to keep an eye on their descent into madness.”

      “I’ll do it.” Jaxson nonchalantly volunteers.

      Leaning forward, taking the warmth of his body away from Harper, Lucas answers Jaxson. “No. They’ve seen you now. Let’s send Ryan and Ollie.”

      “Yeah, that’s a good idea.” Spencer lifts his tiny mate, Avery, off his lap and stands in one smooth movement. Harper watches as he pushes open the glass door, with his phone up to his ear. His voice trails off as the door closes behind him.

      “Now, can we just relax and enjoy the peace for a minute?” Jade is picking up the plates and stacking them one on top of the other.

      “You? Enjoy? You don’t enjoy things, Jade.” Luna laughs.

      “Shut the fuck up Luna. I enjoy many things.”

      Luna places her elbows on the table, causing the forks to clink slightly. Batting her eyelashes with chin in her palms, looking up at Jade. “Like what?”

      Stretching her eyes to the ceiling, clearly looking for answers. Harper watches the ah-ha moment in Jade’s black eyes that are now back on Luna.

      “My knives.”

      “Ok. Fair.”

      Jade snaps her fingers. “My vibrator. AND the peace and fucking quiet of my room.”

      “Well, my room shares a wall with yours and from what I can tell, the vibrator doesn’t allow for much peace and quiet.” Jaxson states.

      “And my room shares your other wall. I disagree. From what I can tell, even your hand doesn’t want to fuck you.” Maddy comes out of nowhere.

      The whole group, oooooo’s and yells buuurn at the same time.

      Jaxson lifts his hand towards Maddy for a high-five. “Ok, little wolf, that was pretty good.”

      Harper sees the pride in Jade’s eyes, but says nothing.

      After paying the bill, Charlotte suggests, “Let’s head back to the house and have a pool party.”

      “Dibs on the Flamingo floaty.” Luna throws her hand in the air.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READY! SET! CHICKEN!!

          

        

      

    

    
      A couple of hours later, they are all back at the ten-bedroom mansion the ladies bought for themselves. They worked their asses off to make it happen, determined to create a home big enough for the pack to expand… someday. Buying a sprawling mansion on Lake Las Vegas hadn’t exactly been in the original plans, but when they found it, it just felt right.

      The pool and three hot tubs sealed the deal for most of the pack, but for Harper, it was the massive, gothic-style kitchen that stole her heart.

      This house wasn’t just a home; it was a testament to everything they’d built for themselves. Each of them had carved out their own path in Vegas, using their skills and determination to thrive.

      Charlotte, playing to her physical strength, built a top-level gym from the ground up.

      Jade launched a badass security business catering to the high-profile playboys Vegas seems to collect like trading cards.

      Harper is the hottest chef in town, with her restaurant, X’tase, earning three Michelin Stars since her arrival.

      And then there’s Luna.

      Well, none of them really know what Luna does—she’s some kind of genius computer chick. If the pack needs to know anything, Luna always gets it done.

      All four of their jobs have intertwined a time or two. All four of their jobs cater to the world’s rich, famous, and at times, infamous, people. Sin City proved to be the perfect place for these females to work their strengths.

      Laying on the bed in her favorite part of the house, her den, Harper watches the beautiful male in front of her, feeling a tingle in all the right places. Admiring his broad shoulders and six-pack abs moving under his perfect light tanned skin. With all the grace of a fly fighting to get out of a web, Lucas digs through a bright blue duffle bag that is struggling to hold its seams.

      “Where the fuck are my swim trunks? I know I packed them.”

      Harper startles when black fabric pops out of the web, waving proudly above his head. “Ha! For a second there, I thought I was gonna have to make an entrance with my dick hanging out,” he says, clearly amused.

      She blinks, realizing he’s been thinking out loud. Before she can respond, he tilts his head, his tone shifting from playful to curious. “What’s got you all worked up, baby? Our bond’s tighter than a fine-tuned guitar string.”

      Leaning up on her elbows. “And here I was thinking I was doing a great job of covering it up.”

      “Not with me.”

      Her brain short circuits as Lucas slides the pure black swim trunks up to his belly button showing the definition in his powerhouse thighs. “Someone else maybe, but not with me.” Making his way to the bed, he sits down next to her.

      “Do you think we’re celebrating a little too early?” Harper hears the edge in her own voice, the weight of her anxiety slipping through.

      “Yeah. Maybe?” Lucas’s voice is steady, but there’s something unreadable in his dark eyes. “I think Ethan is crazy and reckless enough to try something stupid. But he won’t have control of the pack.”

      He reaches out, fingers brushing her temple as he tucks a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. A simple gesture—too soft, too careful for the tension humming between them. His touch lingers, just for a second, before he pulls away. His jaw tightens, the muscle ticking beneath his skin.

      “With Miles in prison, none of the Cascades can formally challenge for his Alpha position.” The words come measured, controlled, but the unease beneath them flickers like a warning. “The bond is still intact, which means Ethan would have to break it somehow. I’ve heard it can be done, but it takes a hell of a lot of strength.”

      He exhales hard, rolling his shoulders like he’s shaking off something heavy. His hands flex, fingers clenching and unclenching at his sides. Restless energy, like a tiger pacing behind steel bars.

      “Without that bond, rallying the pack—hell, even organizing a hunt—would be nearly impossible.”

      Harper frowns, the unease settling deeper in her chest. “But you’re not saying it’s impossible.”

      Lucas hesitates, his jaw tightening for just a moment before he shakes his head. “I don’t think he’s strong enough. Breaking an Alpha bond… that’s not something just anyone can do. It would take more power than what I think Ethan has, and even then, it would tear him apart in the process.”

      His confidence reassures her for a moment, but the nagging thought remains. Ethan might not have the strength, but desperation has a way of making people dangerous.

      Harper knows she is being neurotic, but she can’t seem to shake this uneasiness. “Unless he has more of that COPS powder.”

      Somehow Miles has gotten his hands on, not once, but twice, the highly illegal powder that the Council of the Paranormal Society uses to help control unruly shifters. It paralyses the shifter, making them incapable of changing into their animal or if shifted, forcing them back into human form all while creating a state of delirium.

      “That shit is nasty stuff and shouldn’t even be a thing,” Harper chirps.

      “Jase said the Council approved a search of the entire Cascade pack lands for any more vials. I think he’ll do it. He seems like a good one.”

      Lucas’s hand moves over her exposed belly, his touch gentle and unhurried. Her wolf is eating it up, practically purring with contentment.

      Before Lucas, she never would’ve dreamed of wearing a bikini. There’s a little more of Harper than the average female shifter—no cut abs like Charlotte and Jade seem to have effortlessly, or Luna’s sleek, runway-model frame.

      Harper loves her own cooking too much for even her shifter metabolism to keep the extra weight off. For years, she used to hide it, covering up in loose clothes and keeping herself in the background. But now… Lucas won’t let her.

      As she closes her eyes and leans into the soothing rhythm of his touch, her mind drifts back to the first time he made her feel like she didn’t need to hide. The first time he made her feel safe in her own skin.

      “Hey baby. I’m going to ask you a question that I hope you can answer honestly.” Lucas takes her hand. “Are you truly comfortable in that shirt, or are you hiding those beautiful curves from the world?”

      Turning her one brown eye and one green eye down to her shoes, “I don’t know. I’ve just always worn flowy clothes.” Harper tugs at the t-shirt. “but, maybe it is to hide, because it makes me more comfortable.”

      “Ok baby. Thank you for your honesty…now…go change. Put on something tight for me. I want to see those curves.” Lucas put the crook of his finger under her chin and forces her to lift her eyes back to his. He then rubs his thumb slowly down her bottom lip. “Make no mistake, woman, those are my curves and I dislike when they are hidden.”

      “Hey baby. Where did I lose you?” He has stopped rubbing her and has a puzzled look on her face.

      “Oh, sorry. I do think Jase is one of the good ones. Charlotte gives him a hard time, but he’s always been respectful to us. He watches the Cascades closely, just waiting for them to step out of line. But until today, they never slipped up—so we had to make it happen ourselves. I still can’t believe Jade came up with that plan. It’s not her style at all.”

      “What time is everyone meeting down at the pool?” Lucas asks, leaning back against the plush white headboard, his dark eyes locked on her with a familiar, mischievous glint.

      Harper raises a brow, her legs tucked beneath her on the bed. “Why?” she asks, though she can already see where this is going.

      “I think you need me to fuck the anxiety out of you,” he says with a cocky grin, his voice low and teasing.

      Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t let him see it. Instead, she smirks, tilting her head. “Do you have any idea how sexy you are, Williams?”

      “I might’ve heard it once or twice,” he replies, closing the small space between them with a casual ease. His hand slides to her waist, fingers tracing the curve of her hip like he’s memorizing her all over again.

      “You’re ridiculous,” she whispers, though her pulse quickens as his lips brush the corner of her mouth.

      “And yet, here you are.” His voice is softer now, almost reverent. His hand shifts to her cheek, tilting her face toward him. “You don’t have to carry everything, Harper. Not with me.”

      His words hit harder than she expects, and for a second, she feels the weight she didn’t even know she was holding. Before she can respond, his lips capture hers in a kiss that’s playful yet insistent. His hands slide down to her hips, and in one smooth motion, he shifts her onto his lap.

      “Lucas—” she begins, but he cuts her off with a look, his hands holding her steady.

      “Trust me, baby,” he purrs. “You’re perfect, and I want to show you just how much.”

      Her heart skips a beat as he leans them back further against the headboard, the soft fabric cradling them both. His hands guide her movements, lifting her slightly before settling her back down against him, his strength making it effortless.

      “You’re incredible,” he whispers, his voice a mix of awe and heat as he watches her. His hands remain firm on her hips, helping her find a rhythm.

      Despite the familiar stirrings of insecurity—her curves, her weight—his words, his touch, and the way he looks at her drown them all out.

      “You’re mine,” he says, his lips brushing her neck as his voice grows huskier. “Every part of you, Harper. Perfectly mine.”

      Her body moves with his, her breath mingling with his as she lets go, trusting him completely. The way he holds her, the way he moves with her, makes her feel more alive than she’s ever felt.

      Lucas’s hands are everywhere—strong, sure, and reverent. They steady her hips, guiding her rhythm with ease, but his touch is more than just control. It’s worship. His fingers trace the curve of her waist, his palms pressing firmly against her thighs as if anchoring her to him.“

      Look at me,” his voice a rough whisper that sends a shiver down her spine. His dark eyes hold hers, filled with heat and something deeper, something that makes her chest tighten. “You’re stunning, Harper. Do you feel what you do to me?”

      Her cheeks flush, and she tries to look away, self-conscious as her curves press against him. But Lucas won’t let her. His grip on her tightens—not rough, but firm, grounding.

      “Don’t hide from me,” he says, his tone dropping even lower, almost a growl. “Not now. Not ever.”

      She bites her lip, her insecurities bubbling to the surface. “I’m not⁠—”

      “Yes, you are,” he interrupts, his lips brushing hers, soft but insistent. “And I’ll spend every day proving to you that you’re perfect, Harper. This body, this heart, this fire in you—it’s all mine. And I’ll never stop wanting you.”

      His words unravel her, and when his hands slide up her back, pulling her closer, she lets herself believe him. For once, she doesn’t try to argue.

      He shifts beneath her, his strength effortless as he lifts her slightly, his movements deliberate, teasing. One hand steadies her hips, while the other slides up her back, his touch trailing heat in its wake. Then he leans forward, capturing a small pink nipple between his lips.

      A sharp gasp escapes her as his tongue flicks over the sensitive peak, each stroke sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He alternates between gentle flicks and firm suction, his mouth skillful and intent. She throws her head back, as the tension in her core coils tighter with every sensation.

      “Lucas…” she breathes, her voice shaky, barely more than a whisper. Her fingers dig into his shoulders, nails biting into his skin as if anchoring herself. The faint crescents they leave behind don’t bother him—in fact, they seem to ignite something deeper. He groans against her skin, the vibration sending a fresh wave of heat spiraling through her.

      “You feel so damn good,” he groans, his head falling back against the headboard for just a moment before his lips are back on hers.

      His movements become more hurried, the teasing edge replaced by raw, unrestrained need. She watches, heat pooling in her core, as he braces one hand behind him, digging into the mattress for leverage. His other hand grips her hip firmly, grounding her as his hips roll upward, driving into her with increasing intensity.

      The heat between them is everything she’s never experienced—everything she never thought she could have. Her breaths come in ragged gasps, her body trembling as she meets him thrust for thrust.

      The sound of their bodies colliding fills the room, mingling with the low groans that spill from his lips and the unrestrained moans escaping her own.

      Her wolf, so often quiet and indifferent when it came to the men in her past, is alive now, howling in the back of her mind. Every nerve is on fire, her instincts screaming that this—this man, this moment—is what she’s been waiting for.

      “Harper…” he growls, her name rough and desperate on his tongue, like a prayer he can’t stop repeating. His hand tightens on her hip, guiding her movements as they find a rhythm that’s both chaotic and perfectly in sync.

      Every thrust sends shockwaves through her, the pressure building with each stroke, until she’s lost in the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Her wolf feels it too, a primal satisfaction thrumming through her as Lucas moves with her, his strength and devotion anchoring her in the moment. The wolf doesn’t question, doesn’t doubt—she knows. He’s hers.

      Her eyes lock on his face, and the sight nearly undoes her. His jaw is clenched, his brows furrowed, but his dark eyes stay fixed on her, blazing with a fire that sends her heart racing. His lips part as a groan escapes him, deeper now, more guttural.

      The tension in her body coils tighter, ready to snap. She watches as his face shifts, the telltale signs of his climax drawing near. His breathing grows erratic, his grip on her hips unrelenting as his control begins to slip. That’s all it takes. The sight of him—completely undone, lost in her—pushes her over the edge. Her climax crashes into her, wave after wave of heat and pleasure rolling through her, leaving her gasping and trembling in his arms.

      Her wolf howls in triumph, her presence a powerful hum in the back of Harper’s mind. It’s more than physical—it’s instinct, primal and unshakable. She belongs to him, and he belongs to her.

      Her moans become louder, more insistent, as her body clenches around him. The sound spurs him on, his rhythm faltering as he reaches his peak. He pulls her flush against him, his head falling back, a deep, groan tearing from his throat as he follows her into release.

      For a moment, the world stills, and the only sound is the mingled sound of their ragged breathing. His arms wrap around her, holding her close, their bodies still trembling as the aftershocks of their shared climax ripple through them.

      “Jesus, Harper,” his voice hoarse, lips brushing her temple. “You’re going to be the death of me.

      ”She laughs softly, her cheek resting against his chest, her heart still racing.

      “Not if you kill me first.” Her wolf quiets again, but this time, it’s a satisfied calm. For once, the voice that’s always been critical and restless is at peace. Lucas isn’t just her mate—he’s her everything.
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        * * *

      

      After hearing his named screamed, grunted, and the holy spirit entered Harper’s body four times, Lucas is looking into the multi-colored eyes of his mate. He wonders if she realizes the power she has over him.

      Music is playing from the speakers strategically placed throughout the enormous backyard. The pool and grotto takes up a good portion of it.

      Spencer looks ridiculous standing behind the tiki bar with a round straw hat on playing bartender with a cheesy smile. Lucas has never seen him smile this much. Spencer has always been an easy-going guy, but this is pure bliss. The sweet little timid, Avery, is the reason for his newfound happiness.

      It seems the Fates have finally found these two packs. Three mated pairs in a month is crazy.

      “Lucas.” She says into his chest.

      “Hmm.”

      “What are we going to do about our packs? It’s been so hard to be away from you and now that we’ve gotten more nights together, I don’t want to give it up.”

      “I know, baby. We will need to talk with our alphas.”

      Lucas let his fingers trace the faint scarred ridges along Harper’s back, his touch light but lingering. Some are old, nearly faded, but a few ran deeper—deliberate, intentional. His brow furrows. “These aren’t just battle scars.”

      Harper doesn’t lift her head, just lets the words hum against his skin.

      “No, they’re not.”

      His chest tightens at the quiet weight in her voice. “Ok, so what are they?”

      Letting out a slow breath, her fingers move lazily, making lines up and down his forearm. “Charlotte, Jade, Luna and I created a…” Harper shrugs, “I guess you could call it a permanent commitment. A branding of sorts.”

      His grip stills on her back. “Branding?”

      Harper tilts her head just enough to glance up at him. “Not like cattle, dumbass.” Her touch never stops, tracing an absent-minded pattern against his skin.

      “The four of us made a choice. We each took a mark—equal parts given and received.”

      The thought of someone cutting into Harper, even if it was her choice, twists something in his chest. “You’re saying you let them carve into you?”

      Smirking, though not with mockery, “It wasn’t like that. It was mutual. We each took a mark, a reminder that no matter what happens, we’re bound by more than just a pack bond. We’re bound by a choice.”

      Lucas studies the scars again, something unspoken settling between them. The Red Rocks weren’t like other packs. Loyalty wasn’t taken—it was given freely, reinforced by something deeper.

      The obnoxiousness that is Kai, stops their conversation dead.

      “I must find my beauty.” Kai is balancing at the peak of the grotto mountain, pounding on this chest like King Kong.

      “What the fuck is he doing?” Harper lifts herself off his chest, making his wolf respond with a low growl.

      “I don’t know, but I think I will bleed him for distracting you. My chest felt better with you against it.” Lucas hears a teeny voice behind him.

      “I’m here.”

      He sees little waves as Luna bobs up and down in the shallow end of the pool. The spinning disco ball is making her stark white hair glitter. “Save me Kong.”

      Harper is giggling and shaking her head. “Oh my god, that females antics have always made me laugh, but I think she may have found her shenanigans match.”

      “Oh, he’s a hoot alright. Some of the scars he carries are payback for the pranks he’s pulled back home.” Taking Harper’s hand, Lucas leads her to the tiki bar.

      “Hey barkeep. How about a beer?” Lucas slams his palm down the bar, feeling bad when he sees Avery jump in her seat behind Spencer.

      Without even turning around, Spencer reaches behind him, pats her knee, then wipes down the already clean and dry bar with a white towel. With the other hand, he easily grabs a beer and a hard seltzer, setting them down on the brown shiny surface. “What troubles you, strangers?” Spencer plays along.

      Lucas looks around the backyard. “Is everyone into roleplay tonight?”

      “What. No imagination Williams?” Luna yells from her perch on Kai’s shoulders.

      “Don’t you worry about his imagination.” Harper defends.

      “Thanks baby.” Kissing her forehead.

      “Wait. Where’s Charlotte?” The panic can be heard in Harper’s voice.

      “Relax second. She’s in the grotto. Trust me, no one needs to check on her.” Jade flips the throwing ax, finding her target attached to the white fencing she built.

      “Chicken fight!” Lucas feels the cool water surround him after he cannonballs into the pool. Popping his head out of the water, he yells to Harper. “Come on babe. Let’s show them which couple rules this pool.”

      Her nerves still show in her eyes, but she manages a smile and runs to the pool, diving in. He prepares as she torpedo's under the water coming right at him. As she is resurfacing, he feels the pressure from her mouth run along the front of his shorts. Holy shit. The smile on her face as she opens her eyes sets him on fire.

      “Woman, if you do that again, we’ll be forfeiting this match and I’ll be taking you right back to your room.” In one swift movement, he ducks under the water, putting his head between her legs, one of his favorite spots, by the way, and lifts back out of the water.

      “Game on Williams.” Kai cuts through the water with his powerful body, Luna perched on his massive shoulders to get to Lucas and his defender, Harper.

      Both ladies are pushing and pulling at each other. Laughter is filling the entire backyard. Words like; purple donkey tits, holy mother of all that is yellow, cockfoam, are echoing off the walls of the house. Maddy is calling points for good moves from the orange and teal lounger.

      “Kick their asses, Harper.” Avery’s small, high-pitched voice stops everyone dead. “What? I put my money on Harper.” Shrugging her shoulders up.

      “I got you Avery.” Harper goes at her opponents so fast it throws both Luna and Kai off. Hell, it almost threw him off balance, but he held it. Luna slamming the water, now ties up the game.

      “10 out of 10” Both Maddy and Avery yell from the sidelines.

      “No way. That was cheating.” Luna is still wiping the water from her face.

      “How?”

      Between, Harpers voice and having her beautiful soft thighs squeezing his neck, Lucas is not really caring if it was cheating or whether they win. He has to stop looking up because he gets distracted by her very large tits every time.

      Damn, this female intoxicates him. He always knew he would find her. The one. But he never imagined she would be this beautiful. He can’t wait to get that dirty blonde hair wrapped around his fist again. He didn’t know his very breath would depend on her proximity to him.

      Jaxson pushes back from the table where he’d been talking with Isabell, his chair scraping against the pool deck, cutting through the low hum of conversation. He strides toward Maddy, all confidence and something else—something harder to name. There’s always been something different about Jaxson, a quiet intensity
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Name: Sheridan, Harper
Pack: Red Rock Pack
Pack Position: Beta
DOB: 07[19(82| Age: 41
Registered Animal: Wolf
US Citizen: Yes Language:English
Height Bi5H
Weight 170
Hair Color | Blonde
Eye Color | g
Skin Tone Fair

Registered Address:
117 Stanley Dr
Williams, Lucas Lake Las Vegas, NV
Mate: Humboldt Pack Beta u

Alpha: Randolph, Charlotte g’ [ ,f

Pack Information

Enforcer: Devereaux, Jade . 'L“;

Pack: Unknown

Psychological Profile:
Strategic and independent, with a preference for planning and foresight
Seeks control over her environment and the safety of her pack
Confident in her abilities, though struggles with how other perceive her
May come across as aloof or overly critical; struggles with spontaneity
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Name: Williams, Lucas
Pack: Humboldt Pack
Pack Position: Beta Male

DOB: 03|23|84|DOB: 41

Registered Animal: Wolf

US Citizen:Yes Language: English

Height 6'4"
Weight 185
Hair Color | Brown

Eye Color Brown
Skin Tone | Medium

Registered Address:
41792 Goldrush Dr
Twodot, CA 95563

Pack Information

Mate: Sheridan, Harper

Alpha: Adler, Spencer ¢ _ o
T TS T . | % !
Enforcer: Sutton, Kai ‘ ‘Af

Enforcer: Rowe, Jaxson
Psychological Profile:

* Highly perceptive and intuitive, able to read people and situations with precision,
often seeing angles others miss

* Seeks purpose rather than power, though he may appear reluctant to lead, he carries
the weight of responsibility heavily when it’s placed on him

* Loyalty must be earned, but once given, it's unwavering—though betrayal is never
forgiven





