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            DEATH CAN BE SO LOUD

          

        

      

    

    
      In all her years, Ivy has never felt this at peace. Surrounded by the redwood giants, time feels suspended, like nothing out there is chasing her down.

      She knows she can’t stay long. Evil hasn’t stopped looking for her and Henry. But she needs this small respite.

      The guilt creeps in anyway. The sense that she’s using these incredible people who have taken her and Henry in.

      Then her instincts snap into place. Nope. Protect Henry. Do what must be done. She’ll leave before it becomes too dangerous for the Humboldt Pack.

      Something inside her beats against her ribs—restless, unrelenting. The instinct to protect is stronger than she ever thought she could carry.

      “Ivy.”

      Hearing the deep, confident voice, she already knows who it is. She would recognize his breath from three miles away. Her protector.

      Little does he know, she’s the one protecting.

      “It’s Luna.” He holds out his phone. “Henry’s awake. He’s just hanging out with me in the garage.”

      “Oh.” She blinks, pulled from her thoughts. “I’m sorry. I didn’t hear him.”

      “He came straight to the garage. He’s helping me fix the four-wheeler.”

      Ivy isn’t sure how she feels about that. She doesn’t want Henry getting too close to anyone. Especially Ryan. It’ll only make it harder when she disappears with him again.

      “I’ll come get him as soon as I’m done talking with Luna.”

      He nods and turns back to what he’s doing.

      “Hi, Luna.”

      She misses her new friend more than she expected. Luna makes her feel like she’s just one of the girls. Ivy hasn’t felt that way in many years. Maybe ever. Luna never pushes for answers. When they talk about their pasts, it’s light. No judgment. No fear.

      “Hey, so listen to this shit,” Luna says. “Remember how I told you I was tortured? Experiments and all that?”

      “Yes.” Ivy tightens her grip on the phone. That is the one part of her past she hasn’t totally told the truth on. It happened to her too.

      “Well, apparently the shit Jade got caught up in goes deep. And somehow my past is tangled up in that fuckery.”

      There’s rustling on the other end. Kai growls something in the background.

      “So my captor, aka Handlerlektor, aka Jase, says I need to go into hiding. I just wanted to let you know before I go dark for a while. I don’t want you or Henry thinking I abandoned you.”

      “Oh.” Ivy rises from the window bench. “How long is a while? And will you be okay?”

      “Fuck if I know. Probably… I guess until he figures out who wants to kill me or torture me again.”

      Ivy hears Luna’s muffled voice muffle as she pulls the phone away from her face.”Yeah, that one. No, Kai. The pink one with the unicorn. Yes. That one. The other one is ice cream. This isn’t an ice cream kinda trip.”

      Ivy smiles despite herself.

      “I need my lucky luggage for this bullshit.” Luna continues once again clearly. “So… is Henry around? I need to hear his little pup voice before I die of boredom.”

      “He’s here.” Ivy kneels in front of him. “Una’s on the phone. She has something to tell you, so listen and don’t interrupt, okay?”

      “Ootay.”

      “Una,” Henry says proudly. “I helping Wyin fix the vroom-vroom. He needs tools.”

      Ivy pretends she doesn’t hear every word Luna is saying through the phone. She smiles down at Ryan, who’s looking up at her from beneath the disassembled four-wheeler.

      “Henry,” Luna says, her voice gentler now, “I have to go away for a bit, so I won’t be able to call you. I need you to be good for your mom. And help Ryan protect her, okay?”

      “Otay, Una.” He considers this. “But will you call me?”

      “As soon as I can, my little Toe-Jam.” A soft breath. “Unc Kai and I have to protect Charlotte, Maddy and Jade, so we’re going to a special island. The kind with dinosaurs. And no phones at all, because dinosaurs eat the signal.”

      “Oh no! Una. Don’t be eaten.”

      “I won’t buddy. These dinosaurs don’t like wolves. We taste bad to them.”

      “Phew.” Henry nods, solemn. “I be brave and keep Mama save.”

      “I know,” Luna says softly. “That’s why I feel okay going. I wuv you, Nuggie. And I’ll see you as soon as I can, okay?”

      “I wuv you, Una.”

      The call ends.

      Ivy stays where she is, one hand resting on Henry’s shoulder. She doesn’t correct him when he keeps calling Luna brave even after the phone is back in Ryan’s hand. She understands now.

      Some people stay and guard what’s in front of them.

      Some people run straight toward the danger so others don’t have to.

      Ivy has always known what kind of protector she is.

      Now she finally understands Luna is one too.
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      Luna tosses the phone on the bed. “Fuck, Kai. I’m scared.”

      She’s halfway feral, shoving clothes into her unicorn suitcase like it personally offended her. Colors everywhere. Nothing folded. Zippers screaming in protest.

      Hands catch her wrists. Not hard. Never hard.

      “Hey,” Kai says quietly.

      The word lands like gravity.

      He steps into her space, crowding out the chaos. Big body. Warm. Solid. He takes the suitcase from her hands and sets it aside like it’s not currently holding her entire nervous system together.

      “Look at me,” he says.

      She doesn’t want to. If she does, she might break. But she does anyway.

      His hair is down. Blonde and loose, falling around his shoulders instead of tied back like usual. The way she likes it. The way it makes him look like some Viking god who wandered into the wrong century and decided to stay.

      Built for wars. Built to end things.

      But his hands are gentle when they come up to her face.

      “Breathe with me,” he says, already doing it. Slow. Deliberate. Like he’s anchoring her to the floor one breath at a time.

      In.

      Out.

      In.

      Out.

      She mirrors him without realizing it. Her chest stops burning. The buzzing in her head eases just enough to think again.

      One beast stops clawing and settles, steady and sure.

      The other doesn’t. She paces. Watching. Waiting. Always ready to protect.

      Born from the black… she doesn’t rest.

      “I’ve got you,” he murmurs.

      Not loud. Just Kai.

      Luna swallows hard. She knows he would kill for her. No hesitation. No questions. It’s written into him the same way violence is written into her beasts.

      It’s too bad they aren’t mates.

      Because Kai is the kind of man who belongs to someone. The kind who will choose one woman and build his whole damn world around her. Love her the way Kai loves. Protect her the way Kai protects. See her.

      Time is infinite. It just keeps going—looping, expanding—refusing to care about anything she wants. But for now?

      For now, he’s hers.

      He rests his forehead against hers, just for a second. A quiet promise. A steadying weight.

      “Being scared just means you know shit’s real,” he says. “We’ll handle it.”

      Luna exhales, long and shaky.

      “Okay,” she says.

      The chaos is still there. The danger is still waiting and so is the black. But she’s breathing.

      And Kai is standing next to her. That changes everything. She’s never had a Kai before.

      “Okay,” he says, glancing around the room. “What other bag do you need for your bathroom girlie shit?”

      She snorts. “The white duffel with the brown handles. I like that one because it’s like a Russian doll. There are bags inside bags inside bags.”

      He nods like this is perfectly reasonable.

      Before turning to the closet to grab the bag, his thumb brushes her cheek. Casual. Unthinking. It sparks a smile she can’t stop.

      No matter what their relationship is, Kai has become friendship rock. Her constant. Her safe place. Jade was always it but with the recent events she leaned on Kai to get through her worry about Jade.

      At least he’s not still mad about the night she forgot him at the club.

      “Luna what do you think you have to do with all this Vale, shadow shit?”

      Luna watches Kai move back to the closet, filling the doorway without trying. Like he’s always been there. Like he always will be.

      “We didn’t grow up like other kids,” she says, light on the surface, careful underneath. “You know, me and Jon.”

      Kai pauses but doesn’t turn. He’s listening. He always does.

      “Other kids had curfews and rules and someone checking homework,” she says. “We had needles. Screens. Pattern testing.” A shrug. “You don’t ask to go outside when you’re only meant to learn how it works from a screen.”

      Tossing a blue shirt on the bed. “I guess, what I’m saying is I’ve been afraid of shadows my whole life. It’s why I became a hacker. I didn’t want to run anymore. I shouldn’t be the one running scared Kai.”

      He glances over his shoulder. “Fuck, babe. Why haven’t you talked to me about it? I’m a good listener.”

      “I know, big guy.” She lifts one shoulder. “But you’re my not-boyfriend and this is definitely boyfriend-level material.”

      He turns fully then, jaw set. “Fuck that. I’m leaving my family pack. I’m leaving my ally pack. For you.” His voice is steady. Certain. “I think it’s time to drop the not.”

      She sees the resolve in his eyes and feels the familiar tightening in her chest. Takes a breath.

      She doesn’t agree to that part.

      Instead she says, “I’ll explain more once we get to wherever the hell Jase is taking us.”

      He holds her gaze for a long second. Then he grunts.

      Agreement enough.

      While his back is turned, Luna opens the nightstand drawer and pulls out a small device, slipping it under a stack of folded clothes in the open suitcase like she’s done it a thousand times. Easy. Practiced. Her fingers know the motion better than her brain does. I’m not going dark.

      “Luna.”

      She freezes.

      Kai’s eyes flick down to the suitcase. Not angry. Not surprised. Just very, very awake.

      “Jase said no devices,” he says. “We’re going off-grid.” Then he side eyes her, “Don’t get us dead.”

      She sighs like a chastised child caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Pulls the device out and sets it on the nightstand with exaggerated care.

      “Fine,” she says. “No devices. Happy?”

      Kai studies her for a second, then turns back to the closet.

      The moment his attention shifts, Luna grabs the device again, slips it deeper this time, buries it under layers of clothes, and zips the suitcase shut.

      Quick. Clean. Gone.

      Kai turns back, his bags packed and ready to go.

      They lock eyes. She gives him her most innocent smile.

      He exhales through his nose. “I’m gonna take my bags down. I’ll come back up and grab yours. Go get your bathroom girlie shit packed.”

      Once Kai leaves the room, Luna takes a deep breath and pulls a small cell from the side pocket of her white cargo pants.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jase is kidnapping me.

      

      

      

      

      

      Harper writes back right away

      
        
          
            
              
        What do you mean Jase is kidnapping you?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Apparently. I didn’t bury myself as good as I thought I did and he says “someone” is looking for me.

      

      

      

      

      

      Luna watches the three little dots bounce.

      
        
          
            
              
        Can you just come here to the Cascades?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I wish. But I highly doubt he’s going to let me go hang out with the pack our enemy used to run.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ok. Hide your phone good and let me know you’re safe whenever you can.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I will. I flove you Harp.

      

      

      

      

      

      She slides the phone into the hidden pocket sewn into the side of the white bag. The real reason she bought the Russian doll setup. Bags within bags. Secrets inside secrets.

      When you live the way she has, you learn how to hide everything.

      And no matter where Jase is taking them, Luna isn’t walking in blind.

      Not ever again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Kai hits the bottom of the stairs two at a time, bag slung over his shoulder, muscles still buzzing like he’s about to walk into a fight instead of away from a house that feels like safety.

      “Hey.”

      Jaxson’s leaning against the wall near the front door, arms crossed. Waiting. Of course he is.

      Kai stops. “What.”

      Jaxson’s eyes flick to the bag. Then back to Kai’s face. “You sure about this, man?”

      Kai exhales through his nose. He doesn’t answer right away because if he opens his mouth too fast, it’ll come out wrong.

      “I am,” he says finally.

      Jaxson straightens. “You’re leaving your pack. You’re leaving our allies, when they are already down. You’re walking into Luna’s past… That’s mate behavior.”

      Kai feels it land in his chest. Heavy. Annoying. Wrong.

      A low, steady presence settles behind his ribs. His wolf isn’t loud. Never pushy. Just there. Waiting.

      “She’s not my mate.”

      Jaxson doesn’t argue. That’s worse. He just watches him. Like he’s waiting for the rest.

      Kai shifts his grip on the strap. “I know what it looks like.”

      “Do you?”

      “Yeah.” He nods once. “And I don’t care.”

      Jaxson’s stare hardens. “Then explain it to me.”

      Kai scrubs a hand over the back of his neck. Thinking is not his strong suit. Feelings are. His wolf stretches. He’ll be ready if Luna needs him.

      “I’m not leaving her alone,” he says. Simple. Honest. “Not with Jase. Not with whatever’s coming.”

      “That doesn’t make her your responsibility.”

      Kai’s eyes snap up. “Like hell it doesn’t.”

      Silence stretches between them.

      “She’s special,” Kai says, slower now. “You feel it too. Don’t pretend you don’t.” He shakes his head. “But she’s not my mate. I’m not claiming her. I’m not saying destiny or fate or any of that shit.”

      “Then what are you saying?” Jaxson asks quietly.

      Kai swallows. “I’m saying she needs someone watching her back. And I’m built for that.”

      “That’s it?”

      “That’s it.”

      Jaxson studies him for a long moment. “You know what this costs.”

      Kai nods. He’s known since the second he grabbed the bag. “Yeah.”

      “And if she walks away from you when this is done?”

      Kai shrugs. It hurts, but it doesn’t change anything. “Then she walks.”

      Jaxson exhales slowly. “You’re an idiot.”

      “Yup, I’ve heard that my whole life man, from you.”

      “And stubborn.”

      “Also, from you.”

      Another pause.

      Jaxson steps forward and grips Kai’s shoulder. Hard. Solid. Pack.

      “Then bring her back alive.” A nod. “I already called Spencer. He said you’d better not die either. He’ll be pissed.”

      Kai meets his eyes. “Thanks, man. I hear dying hurts, so not planning on doing that.”

      Kai turns for the door. And doesn’t look back.

      The SUV sits at the edge of the drive like it’s waiting to swallow something. Blacked out windows. Engine running. No plate.

      Jase stands beside it, hands in his pockets, posture loose in a way that means nothing about him is.

      Kai clocks it instantly.

      This isn’t a ride.

      It’s an extraction.

      Jase looks up as Kai approaches, eyes sharp, assessing. Always assessing.

      “Didn’t think you’d actually come,” Jase says.

      Kai stops a few feet away. Close enough to hit. Far enough to choose not to. “Not leaving her alone with you.”

      Jase’s mouth curves. Not a smile. More like a calculation. “I figured you’d say something like that.”

      “Good,” Kai says. “Then we’re clear.”

      Jase’s gaze slides past him, toward the house. Toward the woman inside it. “I’m only allowing this because I don’t feel like fighting Luna today.”

      Kai feels irritation spark hot and immediate beneath his ribs and so does his wolf.

      “You don’t get to talk about her like she’s a problem,” Kai says.

      Jase’s gaze snaps back to him. Cold. Focused.

      “I get to talk about her however I want,” he says. “I’m the reason she’s still breathing.”

      Kai steps closer. Just one. Enough. “You don’t know a damn thing about her.”

      Jase exhales a quiet laugh. Not amused. Calculating.

      “You’re a fool. Even if she has told you a few things about her past, I’m sure she only gave you surface memories.” He shakes his head. “This is about keeping her alive.”

      A pause.

      “And you’re not the one who can do that.”

      Kai feels the urge to hit him rise up fast and hot. He shoves it down. Violence is easy. Control is harder.

      “She doesn’t trust you,” Kai says. “That should tell you something.”

      Jase’s voice drops. “She doesn’t trust anyone. That’s why this works.”

      The reality lands hard. Luna hasn’t told him anything about her past. Not the real parts.

      He knows her favorite color is neon. Knows she lives on pastel peanut butter M&M’s—the kind he has to hunt down at the M&M store on the Strip because nowhere else carries them. He knows her habits, her quirks.

      But he has no idea why she and Jon suddenly need protective custody.

      No idea what she’s tangled up in.

      Kai studies Jase. Really studies him.

      The calm. The certainty. The way he’s already decided how this ends.

      “You want me out of the way.”

      “Yep,” Jase says without hesitation. “But since you’re here, I want you exactly where I can see you. And nowhere near the decisions.”

      Kai steps forward immediately, heat flashing sharp beneath his ribs.

      “And if I don’t stay where you can see me?”

      Jase answers with a single step of his own. Not aggressive. Not loud. Just enough to shift the air between them.

      “Then I remove variables.”

      Kai smiles then. Slow. Mean. “You can try.”

      For a long second, they just stare at each other. Two different kinds of dangerous. Two men who will not back down for the same reason.

      Jase breaks first.

      “This isn’t about you,” he says. “It’s about her. And that’s the only thing that matters.”

      Kai doesn’t argue. Because that part is true.

      “Then don’t forget,” Kai says quietly. “I’m here for the same reason.”

      Jase turns toward the SUV. “We’ll see.”

      Kai watches him open the back door.

      And knows, deep in his gut, that whatever this is… it’s already bigger than all of them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            WELL, THIS IS AWKWARD

          

        

      

    

    
      Luna hits the foyer and stops short.

      Jade’s already there. Arms crossed. Shoulder to the wall. Waiting.

      Thank god.

      “How many phones do you have hidden?” Jade asks.

      “What? I don’t have any.”

      “Bullshit. You can pull one over on Kai. Maybe Jase. Not me.”

      Luna exhales, scrubbing a hand over her face. “I’m scared, Jade. I mean… I guess I get two of my very own Franks.”

      “Franks?”

      “You know. Frank Farmer.” She blinks at her. “The Bodyguard. Jade, seriously, what did you do in the nineties?”

      “Oh my god, Luna.” Jade snorts. “And nice subject change.”

      “It wasn’t a change,” Luna mutters. Then quieter, more honest. “I am scared.”

      Jade’s expression shifts. The humor drains like someone pulled a plug.

      “I know,” she says quietly. “I can feel it.”

      She straightens, uncrossing her arms.

      “Any idea what this is about? Why now?”

      “I don’t,” Luna says, then snorts. “But if I had to guess? This ‘shadow bitch’,” she over-exaggerates the air quotes. “Has her claws in it somehow.”

      She paces once, then stops.

      “Maybe when I was digging into Vale and her, I tripped over something I didn’t recognize at the time. Maybe I left some faerie dust and someone good enough followed it.”

      Luna shakes her head, hard.

      “No. I don’t leave much behind. And when I do, no one ever knows it’s me.” She shakes her head. “So this doesn’t make sense. Because if it’s her… why Jon too?”

      Luna drops her bag and body slams into Jade’s chest. “That’s what scares me the most. Why Jon? He was doing so good. And the pups.” Her voice cracks. “He has three pups, Jade.”

      Jade doesn’t hesitate. She catches Luna as she hits her, arms coming up hard, locking her in place. Solid. Unyielding.

      Luna buries her face against Jade’s chest, breath hitching. The bond flares—panic, grief, guilt—sharp enough to sting.

      Jade tightens her hold, one hand pressing between Luna’s shoulder blades, the other cradling the back of her head.

      “I’d take on a polar bear for you.”

      “And you would win.” Luna believes that too. Jade would kick a polar bears ass.

      “Luna, we have to go.” Jase’s voice comes from the doorway.

      “No,” Luna says without looking at him. “I’m not leaving without talking to my Alpha. So tighten your suspenders and wait.”

      “I’m right here, Luna.”

      Charlotte and Liam are already moving toward her. Charlotte carries a pink cooler tucked against her hip.

      “Isabell packed some of your favorites,” Charlotte says. “Try not to eat them all at once.”

      Luna swallows. “Alpha… I don’t want to leave. Not with all this other bullshit happening.”

      "We'll be fine. I called Spencer. He's sending someone this way, and Lyla said she could spare a couple from her pack, so she's sending some of hers."

      Luna grimaces.

      "That bad?"

      Charlotte's gaze flicks toward the window.

      "The Black Canyon wolves have seen an influx in recruits lately. She can spare a few."

      Luna sits up a little straighter.

      “I can’t believe you called Lyla?"

      "I did."

      For a moment, nobody says anything.

      Lyla wasn't the kind of Alpha people called for routine problems.

      If she was getting involved, maybe things were worse than Charlotte was saying.

      Liam nods. "We're covered."

      "We'll be fine," Charlotte repeats.

      “I’ll make sure to put the stinkiest one in your room,” Jade says lightly.

      Luna freezes. “You’re going to put people in my room?”

      Panic flares, sharp and immediate.

      Charlotte lets out a quiet laugh. “No, Luna. We won’t put anyone in your room.”

      Jade steps in then, fingers brushing Luna’s wrist. “You go. You do what you need to do. Go… we’ve got this.”

      Luna looks at each of them. Really looks. The pack. Her pack.

      “Don’t break anything,” she mutters. “And tell Maddy I’m sorry. I love her.”

      Liam smiles. “I will.”

      Luna exhales, nods once, and finally turns toward the door.

      As she passes Jase, she shoves her bag into his chest. Hard enough to make the point.

      “Carry it,” she says, already moving.

      She doesn’t look back as she steps out.

      Behind her, Jase exhales and mutters, “She’s going to be the death of me.”

      Kai crawls into the backseat beside her, knees bumping in the tight space. After a moment, his hand settles on her knee. Big. Warm. Steady. It doesn’t stop the tension, but it takes the edge off.

      Just a little.

      “Luna,” Jase says from the front seat, already sounding tired, “I need your phones.”

      She snorts. “What phone? I left it on my bed, asshole.”

      Kai’s thumb presses lightly into her knee. A warning. Or maybe permission.

      Jase doesn’t rise to it. “Luna. We may be together for weeks, so let’s cut the crap. I know we aren’t best friends or anything, but maybe you can tone down the theatrics.”

      She turns her head slowly, eyes sharp. “Theatrics?” A smile curls, all teeth. “This is me being cooperative.”

      Kai smirks.

      She sighs dramatically and digs into her bag. “Fine. But for the record, I don’t have phones. I have contingencies.”

      She drops one burner into Jase’s waiting hand.

      “And the others.”

      “I don’t have any more.”

      Jase doesn’t look at her. “Luna, I scanned you and your shit. I’m reading at least three active devices.”

      She sighs, digs into the side pocket of her pants, and drops another phone into his hand.

      Then another.

      “Happy?” she asks.

      Jase looks at the small pile. “How many is that?”

      “Depends,” she says sweetly. “Are you counting the ones that exist, or the ones you can actually find?”

      “Luna, we have to go dark and you know it.”

      She tilts her head. “Fucksickles.”

      Kai’s hand squeezes her knee. Firmer this time. “Luna. Please help us keep you safe.”

      She meets his eyes, something flickering there—amusement, irritation, fear, it’s hard to tell. Then she digs back into the bag and produces one more, slapping it into Jase’s palm.

      “There,” she says. “That’s all the boring ones.”

      Jase stares at her in the rearview mirror. “You’re impossible.”

      She leans back against the seat, crossing her arms. “And yet, somehow, still alive.”

      Silence settles in the car, thick but no longer sharp.

      Good thing the white bag was smarter than it looked. Some pockets weren’t meant to be found.

      Kai’s hand stays where it is. And Luna lets it.

      After what feels like forever, Luna finally pieces together where they are going.

      The airpot.

      Not that one.

      The other one.

      The one Charlotte and Jade use when things stop being public and start being handled.

      She’s never been here. Not once. Which means if they’re bringing her here now, something has shifted in a way she doesn’t like.

      The SUV slows, then turns. The gate rolls open without stopping. No flashing badges. No questions. Just clearance that’s already been given.

      They pull onto the tarmac like they own the damn place. Floodlights slice through the night, washing everything in harsh white and long shadows. The air smells like fuel and heat and money that doesn’t ask permission.

      Luna presses her forehead lightly to the glass.

      Private jets line the asphalt like sleek predators at rest. Black. White. Matte gray. No logos. No tail numbers she can clock from here. Everything scrubbed clean enough to make her itch.

      Figures.

      The SUV doesn’t slow as it cuts across open concrete, tires humming, wind pushing against the frame. Then she sees it.

      Their jet.

      Low profile. Sharp angles. Too quiet. The kind of plane that doesn’t show up on public trackers and definitely doesn’t file honest flight plans.

      Fucking C.O.P.S.

      Her stomach drops.

      Well, she thinks, that escalated fast.

      The SUV pulls up directly beside it. No terminal. No crowds. Just a short set of stairs already lowered, cabin lights glowing soft and deceptive, like this is a normal fucking travel experience and not the opening act of something that’s going to get people killed.

      Luna exhales slowly through her nose.

      Big thoughts stay inside.

      Big mouths get people disappeared.

      She shifts in her seat, fingers brushing the strap of the white bag at her side. She slides her hand over the pocket that only she knows exists.

      Still there.

      Good.

      She looks up as Jase opens the door, the roar of hot desert air rushing in.

      “OMG. I’m a star.” Luna pushes her sunglasses down her nose, even though the night is as dark as a vampire’s coffee.

      Don’t pull a Jennifer.

      She swings her legs out, boots hitting tarmac, and straightens like she’s done this a thousand times instead of never. Wind tugs at her pure white hair, snapping it back from her face. She shakes her head like she’s in a hair commercial.

      “Thank God for my paraffin-free bullshit shampoo. You too can have hair like mine.” She gestures at absolutely no one.

      Jase mutters, “Jesus Christ,” under his breath.

      Kai just shakes the bun out of his hair, already playing along. He steps in close, one hand settling at the small of her back with practiced ease, the other lifting in a lazy half-wave like he’s acknowledging an invisible crowd.

      Movie star boyfriend energy.

      Smug, unbothered and expensive.

      He always knows.

      Luna hooks her arm through his, leaning in just enough to sell it. “Smile,” she murmurs. “You’re dating me, remember.”

      “Oh, unnamed celebrity of my dreams, you would never let me forget.” Kai says, lips barely moving.

      Cameras don’t flash, but she feels them anyway. Imaginary lenses. Imaginary headlines. She gives them a look she practiced in the mirror once, as a joke. Turns out jokes are just rehearsal for survival.

      That’s when it hits. A shift.

      Both of her wolves slam awake.

      A sharp crack slices through the air, too flat to be thunder, too close to be fireworks. Luna’s brain reaches for logic and comes back empty.

      Then Jase is there.

      His body slams into hers, hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs. One arm cages her head, the other wraps her torso, shielding everything that matters as he pivots them toward the stairs.

      “Move,” he barks, already in motion.

      Another crack. Louder. Closer.

      People scream.

      Luna folds in on herself with a sharp groan, breath stuttering as she fights for control.

      One wolf slams against her ribs, furious at the confinement, the acceleration, the way the air itself feels wrong.

      Get out. Now. Kill something. Protect.

      The other goes eerily still. Cold. Focused. Counting angles. Measuring distance. Cataloging threats and exits that don’t exist.

      They surge at the same time.

      Heat and ice collide under her skin, the impact sending a ripple through her chest like a shockwave. For a heartbeat, control wavers. Chaos threatens to spill outward, jagged and indiscriminate.

      “Kai!” Luna yells, wrenching against Jase’s grip just long enough to twist her head back.

      “I’m here!” Kai shouts. “Run, Luna!”

      Jase doesn’t hesitate. He hauls her up the narrow stairs two at a time, shoving past a flight attendant who barely has time to gasp before being pulled inside by someone else.

      The cabin is a blur of bodies and shouting.

      Jase throws Luna into a seat. Literally throws her. Her back hits the cushion and she bounces, hands scrambling.

      “Buckle,” he snaps.

      “I can do it myself,” she fires back, fingers already yanking the belt across her lap.

      Another crack splits the air. This one unmistakable.

      Gunfire.

      “Where’s Kai?” Luna shouts, twisting in her seat.

      “He’s not my concern,” Jase yells back. “We have to go!”

      “I’m not leaving him!”

      Kai barrels in a heartbeat later, breath ragged, eyes wild. He stumbles down the aisle, the unicorn suitcase thumping against seats, the black duffel slung hard over his shoulder.

      “Go!” Kai yells, dumping the bags at their feet and diving into the seat across the aisle. “Now!”

      The door slams shut behind him.

      The engines whine higher, the sound climbing into something angry and urgent. The plane lurches.

      Luna’s hands curl into fists on her knees as she leans toward the window, heart hammering, trying to see through the chaos outside.

      For half a second, the world sharpens.

      She sees them.

      Two figures standing just at the edge of the light. Not running. Not ducking. Watching.

      Vampires.

      Elena and Lazarus.

      Faces calm. As if this is not unexpected. As if they are exactly where they intended to be.

      Elena’s eyes meet Luna’s through the glass.

      Then she’s gone. Melted into the dark.

      Jase’s hand slams the window cover down.

      “What the fuck, Jase. You could’ve asked nicely. I would’ve closed it.”

      Jase doesn’t answer her. Not directly. But she hears him under his breath.

      “I’ve always known she was going to be my death.”

      The plane surges forward, engines roaring as they take off hot. Too fast. Too rough. Luna’s head snaps back against the seat.

      Something sharp flares under her skin. A spike of instinct. Move. Break. Stop this.

      She forces it down.

      Doesn’t speak. Doesn’t ask.

      Breath. We’re ok now. We’re ok.

      She sits there silent, hands folded like this is all perfectly normal. Kai’s gaze sweeps the cabin but keeps circling back to her. She recognizes it instantly. A check-in. A question he doesn’t dare ask.

      Her focus tightens.

      Jase’s attention. Kai’s. Every other presence packed into the cabin. Her wolves stretch, reaching for the shape of each soul on board, weighing them by instinct alone. The rhythm of the plane hums through her bones, familiar, steady.

      She tracks it all without thinking, fingers already slipping toward the secret phone tucked deep in the super-secret pocket.

      The pack needs to know. The vamps were there. There were guns. There was darkness pressing in at the edges.

      That bad-feeling hum that never lies.

      When the plane finally levels out, the seatbelt light dings off. Luna pops up.

      “I have to tinkle.”

      Jase shakes his head like he’s already exhausted. “Okay. I’ll let ya.”

      The bathroom door fights her, the stupid slider catching like it’s personally offended. The moment it shuts, she whips the phone out.

      No wasted movement. No hesitation.

      
        
          
            
              
        Don’t trust the vamps

      

      

      

      

      

      Send.

      She holds the phone a second longer than necessary, waiting. Willing it to send. There’s a pull in her chest, a low restless pressure that wants certainty now. She ignores it. Trust the delay.

      Delivered, pops up on the bottom.

      Tucking the phone away, smooth as sin.

      “Fuck!”

      The word cracks sharp through the cabin. Loud enough. Startling on purpose.

      She’s back in her seat a second later like she didn’t just do something that would absolutely make Jase lose his mind. Luna stretches, crosses her legs, wears boredom like armor.

      Jase’s gaze snaps to the bathroom door.

      “What was that?”

      She blinks at him. Slow. Offended. “What? A girl can’t pee in peace after being shot at?”

      “As a girl?” he says flatly. “Yes. As you? No. Why yell fuck?”

      He moves toward the bathroom, opening cabinets, checking corners like she might’ve left a digital grenade behind. A door clicks shut.

      “What are you looking for, you arse?” she asks mildly.

      “I don’t trust you, Luna.” He turns, holding out his hand, then points between them. “And let’s not pretend we don’t have a history. I know exactly how far you’ll go to get your hands on a device.”

      Kai’s attention snaps in hard. His stare pins her, sharp and searching. Great. She’s absolutely paying for this later. It’ll be twenty questions for hours.

      “Let me see the bag,” Jase says.

      “No.”

      “Luna, I’m not fucking around. You have a phone don’t you? You know what these people are capable of.”

      “What people?” she shoots back. “You haven’t told us a fucking thing.”

      He exhales, frustrated. “You know what people. Why are you being like this?”

      Jase turns fully toward her, eyes sharp. “Luna.”

      She meets his stare, unblinking. “This is the second time you almost got me killed.”

      He exhales hard. “Oh my god. You are never going to let that go, are you?”

      “No,” she says flatly. “I almost died, Jase.”

      He scoffs. “You did not almost die.”

      Her mouth twists. “I was bleeding.”

      “You almost lost a finger,” he shoots back. “Death was not imminent.”

      “That’s your bar?” She leans forward, incredulous. “Missing digits is fine?”

      “You’re being dramatic.”

      She laughs once. Sharp. Ugly. “I’m being accurate.”

      Kai shifts across from her, tension rolling off him in waves now. His head turns back and forth, like he’s courtside at a very hostile tennis match.

      “You promised me,” Luna continues, voice steady but edged. “Both times. You said you had it handled. And did you?”

      “Are you bleeding?” Jase shoots back.

      She gestures vaguely around the cabin. “I was shot at on a tarmac. That’s not safe. That’s déjà vu.”

      “Luna,” he says flatly, “déjà vu? Come on.”

      Silence stretches. Heavy. Personal.

      Jase rubs a hand over his jaw. “You know I’ve been hunting this mole for a long time, Luna. The powder’s turning up in places it shouldn’t—backdoor channels, quiet trades. It’s not being used the way it was designed anymore.”

      Kai stills. “Wait. What?”

      “It was meant to suppress,” Jase continues. “Controlled doses. Temporary effects. But over the last year? Someone’s been cutting it. Mixing it with other compounds. Turning it into something else.”

      “Something else how?” Luna’s humor drains out of her voice. “I thought it damaged wolves. Made them go dormant. We learned with Lucas it might kill them. And now it’s a street drug?” Her gaze hardens. “What the fuck, Jase.”

      “I know.”

      For the first time, Luna sees something in him she’s never seen before.

      Shame.

      “Someone figured out how to make it addictive,” Jase says quietly. “Lower doses don’t shut a wolf down anymore. They give a rush. Strength. Focus. Then the crash hits, and they want more. And more.”

      Silence hangs heavy in the cabin.

      Kai’s face has gone red now, anger creeping up his neck like pressure building behind his eyes. “Jesus Christ,” he mutters.

      Luna looks between them, then leans back, crossing her arms.

      “Well,” she says lightly, like the ground hasn’t just shifted beneath her feet, “I don’t think Jesus Christ has anything to do with this.”

      Kai snorts despite himself.

      The tension snaps—not gone, just bent.

      “Also,” Luna adds, tilting her head, tone flipping like a switch, “please tell me this thing has snacks. Because reliving near-death experiences and uncovering underground drug rings really works up an appetite.”

      Pinching the bridge of his nose, Jase closes his eyes, then turns and drops back into his seat.

      Mental note: emotional detours still work.
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            SILVER FOX

          

        

      

    

    
      Jase exhales, tension easing just enough to notice it was there. He’d better get his people to Vegas before Charlotte has his balls.

      
        
          
            
              
        Head to Vegas. Red Rocks. Charlotte Randolph. Alpha female.

      

      

      

      

      

      Three dots. Then:

      
        
          
            
              
        I know who she is. How many do I need?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Fifteen. I’ll let Charlotte know you are there but pack’s on edge. Don’t make it worse. Stay in the shadows.

      

      

      

      

      

      Jase leans back in the seat, rubbing at his jaw.

      
        
          
            
              
        I told her I’d send someone I trust.

      

      

      

      

      

      The pause stretches longer this time.

      
        
          
            
              
        Let me know when you find someone but in the mean time, I got you Boss. Send her my number so she can get ahold of me if she needs to. Otherwise, we're ghosts.

      

      

      

      

      

      A corner of Jase’s mouth twitches. That’s as close to reassurance as the man ever gets.

      
        
          
            
              
        If you see anything of the ravens, Miles, or anything else out of place I want to know immediately.

      

      

      

      

      

      Now that’s taken care of, he scrolls through his contacts until he finds the one name he never hesitates over.

      The only man he has killed for. And would die for.

      Gunny.

      The line barely rings.

      “You don’t call unless something’s wrong,” the voice says when he answers. Calm. Dry. Worn smooth by decades of command.

      “Yeah,” Jase says. “Something’s wrong.”

      A quiet huff on the other end. Amusement, barely there. “What do you got?”

      Jase stares out the window. “Janus is in play. The powder. Not like before.”

      “What do you mean not like before? Is it contained?”

      “No.”

      Silence, then, steady as ever. “Then you were right to call.”

      Jase closes his eyes. Just for a second. “I have Luna.”

      “Well shit,” Gunny says mildly. “It’s pretty bad then, eh.”

      “It’s bad,” Jase agrees. “I need her safe. She brought her boyfriend.”

      “Oh fuck,” Gunny chuckles. “Well this oughta be fun.”

      Jase doesn’t answer.

      A low scoff cracks through the line. “Where do you need me?”

      “We’ll be to you in about six hours.”

      “Dammit, Jase, you know I hate people at my place.”

      “You’ll survive,” Jase says dryly. “It’s the securest and most remote place I can think of. And you’re older than dirt. She won’t find a computer to cause trouble.”

      A bark of laughter. Then a cough. Deep. Familiar. “Yeah, well this old bastard still gets more action in a day than you do all year. The ladies call me a silver fox.”

      Jase pinches the bridge of his nose. “Jesus.”

      “Fox?” Gunny continues. “Fuck that. I’m a damn grizzly bear.”

      “I’ve had a shit day,” Jase mutters, “and here you are talking about pussy and your looks. You really are a bastard.”

      “Yup. Heard that before.” A pause. The faint pop of a fire in the background. “See you in six hours. And Jase?”

      “Yeah.”

      “You did the right thing.”

      The line goes dead.

      Jase lowers the phone, breath slow and controlled.

      He looks up—and for a split second, the tension slips. Because Luna is watching him. Barefoot. Both legs pulled up knees tucked to her chest. Wild-eyed. Too damn beautiful for the amount of trouble she causes.

      Yeah, he thinks grimly, this is going to be a problem.
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            PURPLE GLITTER ALWAYS GETS THE WIN

          

        

      

    

    
      Jase opens the overhead bin like he’s unveiling a magic trick.

      Parka. Another parka. Gloves. Thick ones. Boots that look like they could survive a war or at least a minor apocalypse.

      Luna watches in silence, already suspicious.

      “No,” she says flatly.

      Jase doesn’t look at her. Just keeps pulling things out like this is all perfectly normal, like people casually prepare for Arctic survival on a Tuesday.

      “These are rated to…”

      “No,” she repeats, louder.

      Kai snorts from his seat. “Where did you take us?”

      Luna reaches up and flips open the window shade.

      White. As far as she can see.

      Snow.

      “What. The. Fuck.”

      Jase finally looks at her.

      She turns slowly. Too slowly. The parka is still in his hands.

      “You brought me,” she says, pointing between the window and her chest, “to the freezer aisle of hell.”

      “It’s safe,” he says calmly.

      She stares at him. Waits. He doesn’t flinch.

      “That’s not better Jase.” Luna says. “We are fair weather wolves not like the wolf-wolves that are ok with that white shit.”

      Inside, something tightens. As usual her wolves are on opposite sides of this dilemma. One lifts, sharp and restless, thrilled by the cold, by the clean violence of snow.

      The other curls inward and goes still, unmoved, uninterested.

      She doesn’t let it show. She never lets the constant back and forth of her Gemini wolves surface.

      Cold crawls under her skin even through the glass, imaginary but convincing. Cold means stillness. Cold means numb fingers and slower reactions. Cold means your body betrays you first.

      Luna hates anything that takes control away from her.

      She leans back in her seat, crossing her arms. Performance mode engaged.

      “Oh, I see what this is,” she says. “This is punishment. This is what happens when I cooperate.”

      Kai laughs outright now. Jase just hands her a pair of gloves.

      “They’re insulated.”

      “I don’t want insulated,” Luna snaps. “I want heat. Preferably artificial. Preferably indoors. Preferably with room service.”

      She takes the gloves anyway.

      Brat on the outside. Calculator on the inside.

      She clocks the boots. Notes the reinforced soles. The way Jase packed like he expected this to go sideways. He didn’t just plan for weather. He planned for movement. For exits.

      Interesting.

      The plane shudders slightly as it descends. Luna’s annoyance sharpens, edges honed just enough to cut with.

      She lets out a long, dramatic sigh. Makes sure they hear it.

      “This is how people die in horror movies,” she says. “They agree to go to protective custody.”

      But underneath the sarcasm, her mind is already mapping the ground. Counting variables. Running scenarios.

      Cold is inconvenient. Cold is dangerous. Cold is manageable.

      She looks back out the window one more time.

      Behind her, Jase and Kai are already negotiating like this is normal. Like they’ve done this before. Like they’re a unit.

      “We’ll find a place to buy more,” Jase says. “Take this, it’ll fit you.”

      Luna turns her head just in time to see Jase hand Kai the black parka.

      “Thanks man,” Kai says easily. “The boots won’t fit, so you take those and keep the gloves. I’ve got a hoodie so you keep the parka.”

      A hoodie?

      No. No. No. Absolutely not.

      Are they working together?

      No. No. No.

      I cannot have this shit.

      That familiar prickle crawls up her spine, the one that shows up whenever things start aligning without her permission.

      “So what,” Luna says, sweet as poison, “we just wander out into the frozen tundra playing musical coats?”

      Both of them look at her.

      Good. Attention reclaimed.

      She gestures toward Kai’s chest. “You’re going to die. First. I’m not being dramatic. That’s just science. Did you know frostbite hits extremities first?”

      Kai squints. “Extremities like⁠—”

      “Fingers. Toes,” Luna says, ticking them off. Then she tilts her head. “And, statistically speaking, penises.”

      Dead silence.

      Kai makes a small, wounded sound and immediately folds forward, one hand flying to his groin. “Oh my God. No. No, no, no.”

      Jase exhales through his nose. Definitely smiling.

      “I’m serious,” Luna continues, warming to it. “Blood flow prioritizes core organs. Anything dangling is basically on its own.”

      Kai looks betrayed by biology. “But I love my dick.”

      She shrugs. “You should’ve dressed it better.”

      He looks at her, eyes wide. “You love my dick.”

      She blinks. Considers.

      "That is not relevant to the current survival discussion."

      "It feels relevant," Kai says weakly, still guarding himself. "And what's second?"

      Luna frowns.

      "What?"

      "You said first. So what's second?"

      She stares at him.

      Then at Jase.

      Then somewhere over Kai's shoulder while her brain desperately tries to locate the rest of the thought she'd apparently been so confident about thirty seconds ago.

      Nothing.

      Absolutely nothing. Apparently there never was a second.

      "Second," she says with all the confidence of someone making it up on the spot, "I'm really fucking hungry. Can we just fly to Japan and get Taco Bell instead of eating whatever frozen apocalypse food this place has?"

      Jase takes the parka and finally shoves it into Kai's hands.

      "Put this on."

      Luna points at him. "That's not a no."

      "It's also not a yes. And, Japan?”

      "Progress."

      This time Kai doesn’t hesitate, takes the parka and throws it on.

      Luna folds her arms, satisfied. Facts delivered. Crisis managed.

      Inside, the humor settles her nerves. Fear is easier to handle when it’s ridiculous. When it has a punchline. When someone else is the cautionary tale.

      Outside,  cold waits. Endless. Unimpressed.

      Fine. She’s got science. And apparently, dick preservation.

      She takes the tiny purple glitter boots, clearly picked out just for her.

      Luna lifts a brow. “Jase. Seriously. Where are you taking us?”

      She slips her feet into the tricolored fur. Toes already aching at the idea of cold.

      Then she glances down at the boots again.

      “…And whoever picked these out has impeccable taste.”

      She slides them on, gives a small approving nod. “Bold. Sparkly. Deeply impractical. I respect it.”

      Her gaze flicks back to Jase. “Now explain why I’m dressed like a disco snow fairy before I start making assumptions.”

      “Gunny—”

      “Papa Bear!” She cuts him off before he can finish.

      Jase closes his eyes like he’s counting to three. “I was going to say he lives close.”

      Kai’s head tilts. “Gunny? I’ve never heard of him.”

      “And you still haven’t.” Luna looks straight at Jase, a small smile slipping free when she realizes they said it together.

      “Jinx.” She pops the top of her fist. “You owe me a soda.”

      Kai watches the exchange, something unreadable settling behind his eyes. “So you, don’t know him well then?”

      “No. She doesn’t know him at all.” His tone is all warning, “No one does.”

      They glance at each other.

      Luna breaks eye contact first, sliding onto Kai’s lap, “He protected me when no one else could.”

      Kai’s jaw tightens. Not angry. Just edged. “And he lives close.”

      “Close enough,” Jase says.

      Luna leans back in her seat, smug. “I’m happy because, Papa Bear won’t let me freeze.”

      Kai looks down at her, brows drawn. “You’re enjoying this.”

      “A little,” she admits. “Mostly because you’re adorable when you’re confused.”

      His hand cups her cheek, grounding, possessive. “You’re filling me in later.”

      “When we won’t be interrupted
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* Avoidant of Deep Emotions - Deflects with humor and bravado
* Doesn’t dwell on failure - Bounces back quickly, but never truly processes losses
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Pack: ]
Packposition:  mEEmmmEars

Mo

poB: |H|lH Ace:
Registered Animal: Wolf
US Citizen: Yes
Height
Weight
Hair Color
Eye Color
Age
Pack Information Registered Address:

Mate: Unknown
Alpha: I [y <
Beta: [NININGNGNG

Enforcer: [INGTINININING

Psychological Profile:

« exhibits a high degree of elusiveness, consistently evading detection and
capture. Her actions suggest a strategic and cautious nature, possibly
indicative of a dismissive-avoidant attachment style, leading her to avoid
close relationships and maintain emotional distance
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