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        Ladon’s Desire

      

      

      

      Being human while living with a pack of wolves wasn’t ideal.

      

      Ladon wanted the connection the mated pairs had, but it was always out of his reach. One more leap into a relationship could destroy him… Or it could save him.

      

      Belonging to the Verascue family had its benefits. As the most powerful vampires in existence, they were equally feared and admired. They were also the only family Genevieve had left.

      

      Ladon and Gen’s friendship was comfortable and secure. Words of love weren’t voiced, even if they were felt. Until everything changed.

      

      When death breathed down Ladon’s neck, Gen couldn’t let him go.

      

      One bite and their bond became crystal clear. She would keep him by her side no matter the cost.

      

      The pack was under attack. Lives were on the line. And it was up to Ladon and Gen to save them all. Together.
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          LADON

        

      

    

    
      Living as an ordinary human in a pack of wolf shifters is interesting, to say the least.

      Those who make up the pack were either brought in because they were lone shifters, a mate to someone in the pack, or born into it. I’m none of those things. Yet I’m treated differently because of who my mom is, who my stepfather is.

      I’m the son of the mate of the alpha of the Quivakond Pack. That’s a mouthful. It’s something I embraced when we first moved to eastern Pennsylvania. For years we lived on the West Coast but as soon as my mom met Merrick, everything changed. They found out they were mates and that we could have the protection of a pack. Mom decided to move us to where we currently are in Jacobsburg State Park.

      There’s never a dull moment. That’s what happens when you live with a pack of shifters and other paranormals. They’re always creating noise. With this many beings under one roof, quiet isn’t something that exists. Except maybe in the middle of the night and that’s not all the time.

      If someone asks me where I see myself in ten years, I say mated to a paranormal. I don’t want a human for my partner. I’ve never been shy about that. However, that hasn’t happened, so I began dating humans. Falling in and out of love. Only to be left broken-hearted when things didn’t go as I hoped. It’s not like I can bring anyone I’m with back to my house. Humans don’t understand why so many adults would live under one roof.

      It’s not an option to spill the secret of who or what the pack is. I can’t tell the world I live with wolf shifters and other paranormals. Not everyone here is a wolf. We’re a very diverse pack and proud of it. But I’m just a nineteen-year-old male, with no female to call my own, in a world I can’t speak about to anyone outside of the paranormals.

      Keeping secrets from those I love isn’t easy. It caused one of my relationships to fail. The female I was with didn’t like that I never brought her home. I made up lies to cover it, but she knew I was lying. Of course she did. Eventually, I gave up dating humans. It was something that only caused me pain. Why keep doing it?

      That leaves me alone. Again. Where I have been for months now. The pack is here. They love me. I even have a couple of friends with benefits in the pack, but that’s few and far between. My mom and Merrick, my stepfather who is also the pack's alpha, are aware, though I hate it. Who wants their parents to know they’re sleeping with others under the same roof? This isn't an ordinary home, however.

      Nudity, swearing, fights, death, it’s all part of being in the paranormal world. The shifters in this house don’t care who sees them naked. They have zero qualms about walking around in the buff. I’m not one to judge. Male or female, I look my fill. There have been countless times when I’ve rounded a corner and found two of the pack screwing up against a wall. I’m numb to it anymore. I may pause to see who it is, but then I keep going. It’s not my business. If anyone asks the pack, they’ll say anything that goes on in here is all of their business.

      Banging on the wall on the opposite side of the room gets my attention. Lovely. Austin and Corinna must be making up. They got into a fight earlier. Austin is the pack’s beta. He’s one of the best males I know. Seriously, right up there with Merrick, and he has a soft spot for his mate, as all mated paranormals do.

      Corinna found out Austin went into town today to deliver one of the pieces he made—he’s crazy good with his hands at crafting wooden furniture—and didn’t tell her he was going. That wouldn’t have been a big deal normally. This time he came back with blood stains on his shirt. Seems he walked in on his customer in the middle of a domestic dispute and put a stop to it. We don't call the local cops. They can’t know about us. Sure, Austin could have let them handle it. However, when he saw a male’s hand around the throat of a female, he acted. Any of us in the pack would have done the same thing.

      With blood on his clothes, Corinna asked him what happened. He explained and she was upset that he could've been exposed for what he truly is. When shifters feel a powerful emotion, their wolves rise to the surface and their eyes blaze emerald green. I have no doubt Austin’s did. But he handled it. He didn’t shift. The male who was hurting the female got a hefty dose of fear instilled in him.

      The worry and anger Corinna felt wasn't from this one incident alone. It stemmed from the time Austin was shot by a hunter. He was in the woods as his wolf, a good distance from the pack property, and didn’t see the hunter until the bullet lodged into his side. He was lucky it didn’t hit a major artery. He was able to get far enough away and shift to heal. If he would have been captured, who knew what would have happened.

      Low moans reach my ears. I toss my tablet onto my bed and stand. I’ve bought more noise-canceling headphones than I can remember. Nothing drowns out the sound of shifters making love.

      I stride from the room, down the hall, and descend the stairs. I need something to do. My feet don’t stop moving until I’m out the back sliding door. It’s October and the leaves are near the peak of their beautiful colors. Outside our warded area, that is. In here, it's warm and lush. The seasons don’t change. There could be two feet of snow out there and we're warm in here with green grass and trees covered in leaves. Just like summer.

      Another amazing feature is that the pack house and the surrounding area is invisible. No one can see us. If someone stumbles upon our area, we have paranormals stationed who can lead them away. We’re not on one of the trails which winds through the state park. We’re deep inside where the humans don't hike or ride their horses unless they get lost.

      Penelope and Aura are swimming in the in-ground pool when I get outside, both in bikinis, both strikingly gorgeous. I don’t think I’ve met a paranormal yet who wasn't stunning. There have been plenty of times, since I came here six years ago, when I’ve had crushes on some of the females in the pack. Mated or not, my teenage hormones didn’t care.

      There’s none of that anymore. Only stark loneliness, even though I'm surrounded by the pack.

      “Joining us, Ladon?” Penny asks. Her long, dark auburn hair is pulled up on the back of her head in a messy bun.

      “Nah. Just came out to get some fresh air. Austin and Corinna are being a little loud.”

      Aura chuckles. “You get the worst of it since you share a wall.”

      “I need to ask Rilee if she can use her magic to block out the noise like she did with Lync and Baker’s room. There are some nights I can’t sleep because Austin and Corinna are so loud.” Luckily, the room on the other side of me belongs to my parents and it’s massive. The size of three rooms put together. Their closet is against my wall. I almost never hear them. Thank fate for that.

      Aura leans her head back on the edge of the pool. Her dirty blonde hair hangs wetly just past her shoulders. If there were one word to describe her it would be supermodel. Aura looks like she belongs on a page in a magazine. She is also hands down one of the most down-to-earth females I’ve ever met. Not superficial in the slightest.

      A hand claps me on the shoulder. Turning, I find Kayden, Aura’s mate, looking down at her with a smile. Shifters, man. They are so incredibly silent when they move. I never heard him coming.

      “Having fun, beautiful girl?” he asks his mate.

      “I’d be having more if you were in here with me.”

      Kay’s voice drops low. “That can be arranged.”

      “I came out here to get away from the sounds of sex, not to get a front-row seat to it,” I state.

      Kay grins. “We need to find you a mate, Ladon.”

      “Tried looking. Found nothing.”

      “Don’t give up. The right one is out there. I know it.”

      “Blah blah blah.” Without another word, I leave the pool area and walk toward the tree line. I’m over being near anyone at the moment. Yes, there are shifters always on patrol in the woods, but they won’t bother me. Never do unless they make themselves known and want to have a conversation.

      With my head down and my hands in the front pockets of my worn jeans, I soak in the peace that greets me. Maybe the quiet is what I need today. Or a vacation. Somewhere the pack isn’t. That won’t happen. The only way Merrick and my mom will let me go anywhere without one of the pack is if it’s to the Avynwood Pack House in North Carolina or one of the other extended families’ houses. That’s what we are to the other pack. Part of their very large family.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket. Pulling it out, I see a text from my cousin.

      Ari: What are you doing today?

      Me: Oh, you know. Wandering around aimlessly searching for the meaning of life.

      Ari: Excellent! Come watch Phoenix for me. Pretty please. I’m not above begging.

      I think for a moment. It’s not a bad idea. Usually one of the pack watches her or one of the Verascue brothers or their mates. I’ve only been asked a handful of times and each one I’ve had fun. Phoenix is an adorable little girl. Plus, they live on Avynwood Pack property, so it’s completely safe.

      Me: I’m in. Pick me up.

      Ari: Thank you!

      I shoot off a quick text to my mom, letting her know Ari needs me for a bit, and start making my way back to the house. Ari won’t know I’m in the woods. She’ll teleport to the entryway like she lives here.

      By the time I’m back inside, Ariane is standing right where I thought she’d be, talking to my mom.

      “Where are you and Rion off to?” Mom asks her.

      “Ford invited us to dinner in Amalfi with his family. I love going there. It’s one of the most beautiful places. I don’t care if all they do is argue or Eloise constantly judges Ford’s and Sol’s life choices. The view out the windows is worth it.”

      Mom smiles. “One day I’m going to have to get out there.”

      “Let me know when and I’ll teleport you around. We can ask Robin and Davian if we can stay in one of their many homes.”

      “The joys of being fae royalty.”

      “I’d love to have some of their magical abilities.”

      I step forward, making my presence known so they don’t talk for another thirty minutes.

      “I knew you were there,” Ari says in my mind. “If I didn’t hear you coming, I wouldn’t be a very good shifter.”

      I roll my eyes and don’t bother saying anything. I can’t speak telepathically like she can. She can also hear every one of my thoughts, thanks to the abilities the Verascues gave her.

      Ari holds out her hand for mine. “Thanks for doing this, cousin.”

      “Anytime. It gets me away from the extracurricular activities around here.”

      “You love it!” Austin yells from somewhere upstairs. I can’t utter a word in this house without everyone hearing it.

      “I really don’t!” I call back.

      Ari chuckles, waves goodbye to my mom, and teleports us away. We land in her living room. I glance around until I find Phoenix on the couch, sitting next to someone I’ve never seen before. The moment their eyes lift to mine, it’s like time stands still.
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          GENEVIEVE

        

      

    

    
      Who’s this male and why’s he staring at me? Seriously, he’s looking at me like I have three heads. Maybe I didn't brush my hair before I left earlier. I can’t remember. I don’t put a lot of thought into how I look, so it’s a distinct possibility my hair is completely messed up. But I did get dressed in clean clothes, not the ones I slept in, and I put a bra on. I call that a win.

      My family doesn’t expect me to be prim and proper, even for dinner at my aunt and uncle's house. Though I’m sure Eloise would love it. I’ve never been one to dress up and need expensive outfits. Not that I can’t afford them. My parents left everything they had to my brother Trent and me when they died. But then he died, too, and I’m the only one left with my family’s name—Bianciana—and their money, which I don’t want. I’d take them back any day over the money I inherited.

      I can’t go there, though. No dark thoughts. Not at the moment when I have a very cute child next to me. One who makes me smile and remember what it’s like to have a world full of love and understanding. My parents gave me that. Trent, too. I will love them forever. They never judged me. Never tried to put me in any box. I was always uniquely myself.

      It could be in the family genes. My Aunt Eloise never does what anyone asks of her and never has. She may be very put together, very on point all the time, but she is authentically herself.

      Being twelve hundred years old has its perks. I’ve lived a long life. A happy life, for the most part. And now I have new family members. No, Ariane, Orion, and Phoenix aren’t part of ours by blood, but they are just as welcome as those who are. They have become a big part of our family. The entire Avynwood Pack falls under our protection but these three are the best wolf shifters.

      Ari elbows the male she appeared with. It’s enough to jolt him out of his stupor. She eyes him curiously and cocks her head. I have no doubt she’s reading his mind. But what she finds she doesn’t reveal and I’m not in the mood to deep dive into anyone’s head. Sometimes it’s better being in the dark.

      “This is my cousin Ladon,” Ari says. “He’s a human.”

      “Was that necessary?” he asks in a hushed tone, although I can easily hear him.

      “What? You are. It’s not a big deal.” She faces me again. “His mom is a wolf, Dad is human. I had to pick him up so he could watch Nix for us. I can’t wait for a night on the Italian coast. And, Ladon, this is Genevieve. She’s Ford’s and Sol’s cousin. Her mom was Eloise’s sister.”

      Seven hundred years have passed since my parents’ death. The term was still hits me square in the chest. It’s not Ari’s fault. She said nothing wrong. Just a reminder I don’t have my parents or brother any longer.

      The male’s mouth drops open, but he doesn’t say anything. I don’t look like my cousins. I inherited my dad’s light brown hair and hazel eyes. Luckily, the vampire in me means I don’t appear older than twenty-five.

      Ladon, on the other hand, is so young. He doesn’t just look it. He’s a baby in our world. I wonder how old he is.

      The four-year-old girl at my side nudges me and looks up with bright blue eyes and a smile. It took her a bit to warm up to me. But Ford brought me around enough that she eventually became my buddy. I love her to pieces. “You’re not staying with me, Auntie Gen?” she asks in the sweetest voice.

      “Sorry, angel. My presence is requested at dinner tonight.” I lean down close to whisper in her ear. “I’d rather stay here with you, though. You’re much more fun.”

      “I resent that,” my cousin, Solomon, says from across the room. He crosses his arms to punctuate his point.

      “When have I ever cared what you thought?” I ask him. Okay, so maybe when I was small I used to idolize my older cousin. But then I grew up and didn’t look to anyone that way any longer. We’re equal. None better than the rest.

      “I only let you get away with saying that because we’re blood and that means we’re equally awesome,” Sol says in my mind. “Otherwise, I’d have to dispute us being equals.”

      I give Nix a kiss on the top of her head and stand. In four steps, I’m standing before Sol. He’s easily eight inches taller than I am. What I lack in height, I make up for in attitude. “Are you in the mood for a fight or just screwing with me?”

      “I’m not sure.” He strokes his chin. “I could honestly go either way.”

      “Excellent.” I crack my knuckles and smile. “Let me tip you in one direction.”

      “I love you, Gen, but no fighting in my home,” Ari says, interrupting us. Of course, she read our minds.

      I shrug. “I’ll fight him later. Seth and Eloise will need some entertainment tonight.”

      Sol laughs. “You’re assuming my brother and I don’t get into it first.”

      “If you do, I’ll jump in.”

      “You can take my side.”

      Scoffing, I state, “I never take sides.”

      “You’re a female version of them, aren’t you?” Ladon asks.

      I turn and face him. He’s tall, too. An inch or so shorter than Sol. “Don’t let my gender fool you. I’m as tough as my cousins. As lethal as my aunt. But don’t ever expect me to look like her. That won’t happen."

      I prefer comfort over style. I like my clothes to move fluidly, not restrict me. Eloise has tried time and time again to get me into more fashionable clothes. She eventually gave up. That doesn’t mean she stays quiet about what I wear. She wouldn’t be who she is if she kept her opinions to herself.

      “I didn’t say there was anything wrong with how you look,” Ladon replies.

      I shrug. “No one’s opinion of me matters, except the one I have of myself.”

      “He likes you,” Sol says in my mind, causing my gaze to snap back to him.

      “What?”

      “He thinks you’re hot.”

      “What are we, in high school?”

      “Like you went to a human school.”

      “I didn’t say I did, but I’ve seen enough movies to know how human teenagers act and that’s like you. In fact, you behave like that constantly.”

      I didn’t get to learn in a traditional sense. As I grew, my parents taught me everything I needed to know but didn’t always include math, science, English, Italian, etcetera all the time. It was sprinkled in when necessary. I can fluently speak five languages, am smarter than most of the humans on the planet, and know everything from mixed martial arts to jujitsu to karate.

      My parents made sure I learned what I needed to at the time. If that meant moving across the world to learn from the best, that’s what I did. If it meant staying with them and bringing a tutor to the house, that happened as well. No matter what, I never doubted their love for me. And I never lacked for anything.

      Suddenly, my other cousin, Ford, teleports into the room. “Why are you all still here? I’m alone with Mother and Father and I don’t like it.”

      “Where’s Sienna?” Sol asks.

      “At your place with Lilah and Jupiter. I knew I should have waited for her. Everybody teleport. I can’t handle being alone with our parents any longer.”

      Both of my cousins found their mates in shifters. Although, Solomon’s mate is more than a cheetah shifter. She’s also fae. They have a beautiful daughter together. I wouldn’t be surprised if Ford and Sienna had one soon. I’ve seen the way Sienna watches Sol and Lilah with Jupiter. The longing is there, even if Sienna hasn’t admitted to it yet.

      “All right.” Sol claps his hands together. “Let’s get this show on the road. Gen and I may rumble later, so that will be something to look forward to.”

      Ford quirks an eyebrow. “Did I miss something? You know I hate it when I do, brother.”

      “Nah, just Gen and me messing around.”

      I roll my eyes. “Let’s go. I’m hungry.”

      After giving Phoenix a quick hug, with a promise to be back soon, I give one last glance to Ladon before teleporting to Eloise and Seth’s home on the Amalfi coast in Italy. I appear on the patio, not wanting to go right into their living room. One awkward moment of me showing up when they were making out like newlyweds and I never made that mistake again.

      I’m not shy about my body or nudity. But they're family and have been very much a mother and father figure to me since my parents died, so I don’t need to see their activities any more than I need to see my cousins going at it with their mates.

      Ford, Sol, Ariane, and Orion appear a second later. We don’t get halfway up the stairs to the main floor of the home before the door opens and Eloise is there in a pair of jeans that hug her hips and a V-neck T-shirt that dips deep enough to show off her ample cleavage.

      Seth steps up next to her and immediately puts an arm around her waist. The touch softens them both. They relax. I’m not sure if I will ever find my mate, but that little piece of relaxation—the touch where a mate gives you exactly what you need without realizing it—I wouldn't object to it.

      “You’ll find it one day,” Eloise says in my mind.

      “Taking a tour of my head before I even get inside?” I ask.

      “No secrets, Genevieve. You know that.”

      “I have nothing to hide.”

      Then her gaze flicks to Sol, Ari, and back to me. “Hmmm, I think you may be wrong.”

      My eyebrows furrow as confusion settles over me. “Did I miss something?”

      “You missed the way Ladon drooled over you,” Sol says out loud as he brushes past me to go inside. The others trail behind him.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “You’re oblivious, cousin. Males look at you all the time. They recognize the greatness in your blood but also the beauty you have.”

      I glance down at my black leggings, sneakers, baggy T-shirt that hangs off one shoulder, and the exposed tank top strap beneath. “I’m failing to see how this is sexy. I dress like I rolled out of bed and put on the nearest clean thing. Well, that’s exactly what I did.”

      Eloise stops me with a hand on my arm as I get to the top of the stairs. “That’s your confidence shining through. Your ability to be completely comfortable in your own skin. You don’t care what others think of you. To some males, that’s extremely attractive. Seems Ladon is one of them.”

      I roll my eyes and shake from her loose grip. “You’re grasping at straws. Besides, I don’t need a male in my life. I get by just fine on my own.” That’s not to say I haven’t sought out males or females for some fun on the side. But it’s never more. Never anything serious. I haven’t wanted that with any of them.

      “No one is disputing that, my dear. However, that male felt something toward you.”

      “It’s called hormones and judging by his appearance, he’s a teenager. I doubt he’s old enough to drink in the States. I’m not shacking up with someone so young.”

      Eloise glares at me. “My sister should have raised you in Italy, not all around the world like some sort of vagabond.”

      I’m not letting that slide by. No way. I glare back at her. Most paranormals may be intimidated by Eloise Verascue, but I’m not one of them. Besides, everything she says to me—every single thing she criticizes—is done out of love. She would throw herself in front of a silver stake for me.

      Those thoughts are the ones that keep me from raising my tone to her. “This vagabond, as you put it, has more culture in her pinky than those hoodlum sons of yours.” I have no problem insulting my cousins. Just as they have none doing the same to me. It’s how some of our best fights have started.

      “I’m not disputing that,” she states. “However, you could be more refined.”

      “I don’t want to be. I am who I am. No one else.”

      “Hold on,” Ford cuts in as I enter the room. “Did you just call us hoodlums, cousin?”

      I grin. “I did.”

      “Nice.” Sol rubs his hands together. “It’s time for the main event.”

      “Fate’s sake,” Seth mutters

      “Game on!” I yell.

      I teleport behind Ford and put my hand around his throat then kick him behind his knees until he buckles to the ground.
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          LADON

        

      

    

    
      I groan and scrub my hand down my face. “Why am I doing this again?”

      “You know Lync better than I do,” Baker states.

      “I highly doubt that. He’s your mate.”

      “Yes, but you’re his best friend.”

      I sigh. “That doesn’t mean I know the answer to your question.”

      “I think it does.”

      Lync is my best friend. I don’t dispute that. He’s only five years older than I am. He found his mate in Baker when he was twenty. Baker was already part of our pack and when Lync broke down on the side of the road, Baker found him and helped. Fate brought them together.

      They’ve had a rough road to get to where they are. Lync was abused as a teenager. His parents told him they didn’t want a gay son. They abused him for years, thinking they could change him into something he wasn’t. He was scared to tell anyone about himself once he ran away from home. Then Baker found him and fully accepted him, including that he's a different kind of shifter. Baker is a wolf and Lync is a polar bear.

      “Take him to an island for your anniversary,” I tell Baker. “Just the two of you.”

      Lync gets sensory overload in the pack house. Rilee, one of the fae in the pack, had to soundproof their bedroom with her magic so nothing could be heard. It helped Lync a lot. There was also the option to move out of the pack house altogether, but once Lync found a pack willing to accept him, he didn't want to leave. It was a matter of the lesser evil, and he'd take the noise in exchange for safety any day.

      “I did that last year,” Baker groans.

      “Oh yeah. I forgot.”

      Baker isn’t into anything extravagant, but he would buy anything and everything if it made Lync happy. All Lync needs is Baker. And me on occasion.

      “Okay, I know this may sound cheesy, but what about something simple?” I ask. “Dinner. A movie. Then go for a run as your animals. Lync doesn't care about what you buy him. He just wants you.”

      Baker grins all lovestruck. Those two, like every other mated pair in the pack, are so far gone for each other it’s sickening. I’m also completely jealous.

      “That’s not a bad idea,” he states. “We have plenty of room to run here. No one will see us as long as we stay within the boundaries.”

      I snort. “Can you imagine the look on some poor hiker’s face if they saw a polar bear and a wolf running side by side out here?”

      As a couple in human form, Baker and Lync are striking together. Baker, with his light brown hair that's never tamed. He has muscles that go on for days. Lync is slightly shorter than him with jet-black hair that he pulls back to keep out of his eyes. He’s lean and not nearly as bulky as Baker. But they fit so perfectly. Then they shift and Lync turns into a massive bear while Baker is a black wolf. It's like they switch when they shift.

      Baker smiles. “If I didn’t think we’d bring the cops to our neck of the woods, I’d run past the barrier with Lync just to see what would happen.”

      “Echo is a state trooper,” I remind him. “He could help there. He may not want to after what some of the others have done. He's had a lot to clean up.”

      “You got that right,” Echo says in his deep voice as he strolls into the living room. He’s decked out in his trooper uniform. It’s the one Rilee goes crazy for. I swear he wears it around the house just to see the desire in her eyes.

      “He does,” Rilee's voice enters my mind. She winks at me before coming to stand by her mate. Echo’s arm immediately goes around her waist. “Leaving soon?” she asks aloud.

      “Yeah, but I’ll wake you when I get home.” He winks.

      She smiles up at him. Her ethereal skin isn’t hidden nor are her pointed ears. Rilee never hides who she is unless she has to go out where humans are.

      Turning toward Baker, she says, “I like Ladon’s idea. Lync will love whatever you give him.”

      Baker nods. “I just want to do something special.”

      “Anything you do that puts your attention on your mate is special.”

      “You’re right.” Baker stands and stretches. “Ladon, come into town with me. I want to at least buy him a card. He keeps every one I’ve given him since we first got together. They’re in a shoebox under our bed.”

      “Awww,” Rilee says. “You two are the cutest. Well, maybe not as cute as Echo and me.”

      “We're not cute, baby,” Echo states. “We’re on fire. We blaze bright and hot. Cute is for the wolf and his bear. Passion is for us.”

      Baker scoffs. “If you don’t think Lync and I are passionate, you’re way off.”

      “I hate to say this, but I can attest to their passion,” I state and avert my eyes. I’ve walked in on them one too many times. One minute, Lync tells me to stop by, and the next, I swing their door open to find Lync with shredded clothes barely hanging on him and Baker devouring him with his mouth.

      Everyone laughs but me. Life with paranormals. Never a dull moment.

      Baker holds out his hand and I clasp it so he can pull me up off the couch. “Let’s go.”

      We make our way out of the house and down the trail that leads to the pack’s garage. It’s more of a parking deck. To say those in the pack like their vehicles is an understatement. Most
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