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A note from the author (generally speaking):


I LIVE IN SOUTHEAST Texas and as such, my writing reflects it.  Most of my characters live in Texas or were born here, so their lingo reflects our southern dialect.

The stories I write are short, insta lust, insta love, fast burn and hot as hell.  If this is your jam, please, have a seat and sit a spell.

Also, if you are a family member, be warned, this is not for you.  Run... far, far away.

Creating the characters is a joy for me, whether I actually like them or not.  Some are not very savory, and some I’ve grown quite fond of.  They’re all created in my head where they’ve come to life on their own.  I get to know them as I write the stories, just as you get to know them as you read the chapters.

Some of the locations in these books are based in real places, and some locations are completely made up.  If the locations are real, I usually alter the logistics to fit my story instead of depicting the true to life real estate.

I will also alter established folk lore to better fit my stories.  Some of the history is true, some of it is made up.  Sometimes I adhere to the general consensus of fantasy depiction, and sometimes I don’t... depends on where the story takes me.

A little warning, however.  These stories may depict violence, and they certainly contain foul language and descriptive sex, sometimes all at the same time.  If you are the least bit offended by foul language, steamy sex, or descriptive violence, I’d advise you to move along.

However, if you don’t mind a little make-believe in your life, read on.  I hope it brings you a bit of entertainment.

Enjoy,

Susie Brinn
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TRIGGERS:

Sexual Content (MF / MFM / MM configurations).

Violence (Battle between packs).

Social manipulation / Bullying.

Grief (past).

Obsessive behavior (antagonist).
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An MMF Erotica Novel Spinoff from East Texas Alpha’s
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“DON’T BE AFRAID TO give up the good to go for the great.”  -  John D. Rockefeller
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STILL GREEN PACK IS a steamy MMF paranormal romance featuring fated mates, pack politics, environmental intrigue, epic battles, and a bisexual triad that defies tradition. For readers 18+ who love strong heroines, protective alphas, and happily ever afters. Complete standalone with series connections to The East Texas Alpha’s.
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THREE WOLVES. ONE BOND. A pack worth dying for.

KEENA never expected her fresh start at Still Green Pack to include waking up between two wolves after the full moon. Or discovering those wolves are her bosses. Or falling in love with both of them.

LUKE, future Alpha, has spent his life preparing to lead. He didn't prepare for the brilliant geologist who challenges him, grounds him, and makes him want things he thought impossible.

CALLUM, future Beta and Luke's bonded mate, has loved Luke since childhood. He didn't know his heart had room for more—until her.

Together, they're building something beautiful. Something permanent. Something worth protecting.

But Mindy Webb has spent five years positioning herself as future Luna. She won't let some nobody from a failed pack steal her destiny. When sabotage escalates to fraud, and fraud escalates to war, Keena must prove she's exactly what Still Green needs.

Not just a Luna. A warrior. A protector. A wolf who fights for her pack.

Prologue – The Request

~~~~~~~~
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INTER-WERE POSTAGE – Overnight Delivery

To: DARALD SILVERBERG, Alpha to the Still Green Pack of the Prairies and Lakes Territory

From: RICHMOND SAKATA, Alpha to the Sakata Pack of the Gulf Coast Region

Regarding: Transfer Request

Greetings Alpha Silverberg:

This letter will serve as an official request for Sakata Pack member Keena Sakata to transfer membership to your esteemed pack.

Keena is a single Kappa Were-female, twenty-seven years old, of Karankawa and Tonkawa Indigenous descent, as we all are in The Sakata Pack. She holds a Bachelor of Science in Geoscience; however, her expertise lies in the oil and gas industry, where she has acquired approximately five years of hands-on experience.

Keena is a respectable young woman and a valued pack member. We at the Sakata Pack are exceptionally fond of her. The reason for this request stems from an antiquated provision in our charter by-laws - one that mandates all females must mate and bear offspring by the age of thirty. Miss Sakata has made it clear that she is not yet prepared for such commitments, and I cannot, in good conscience, force her hand.

While I wholeheartedly agree that this provision is outdated and incompatible with modern Were-society, we have never had cause to undertake the arduous process of amending our charter. Unfortunately, this means her deadline draws uncomfortably near.

I recognize that this request places a potential burden upon your pack. However, Keena's skills in energy resource management and her dedication to environmental stewardship would make her an asset to any organization - particularly one as forward-thinking as yours. She has expressed genuine interest in the work your pack has accomplished in sustainable energy practices.

Please consider this request and provide your response at your earliest convenience.

I appreciate your time and thoughtful consideration in this delicate matter.

Respectfully,

Richmond Sakata
Alpha Richmond Sakata
The Sakata Pack of the Gulf Coast Region
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Chapter 1 – DeLuca Silverberg (Luke), Still Green Pack – The Arrival

[image: ]


Callum's voice rises an octave from down the hall, pitched with irritation. "I don't give a rat's ass about cost adjustments and fiscal time frames, Doug. Those are your issues, not ours. Now, if you can't meet the cost per foot, then I'll go with the other three quotes already sitting on my desk... I'll expect an answer by end of day... goodbye."

A muffled curse - something about a 'sorry ass' - followed by a sharp thud, echoes through the office.

Blowing out a heated breath, I yell loud enough to carry down the hall, "Did you just throw your cell phone again?"

Shuffling footsteps answer me, then the slam of a door rattling in its frame. A heartbeat later, Callum appears in my doorway, jaw tight and eyes flashing with frustration. "Damn Doug won't budge on the 13-3/8" casing price. I've half a mind not to wait until end of day. I'm tempted to just go with one of the other quotes."

He’s pouting. Although it shouldn’t, it always amuses me when he does that. He’s so good looking when his bottom lip fills out like that, all plump and delicious.

"You know he'll beat those numbers. He always does." I lean back in my chair, the leather creaking beneath me. "His father isn't going to let him screw with our account. Give him a few hours to sweat."

Callum flops into my guest chair with a theatrical flair. His tall frame slumps low, legs sprawled wide in an unapologetic man-spread, those overly large hands clasped just above the package that's earned him more than a few admiring glances from pack females.

Callum's always been striking in an understated way - sandy hair that catches gold in the sunlight, hazel eyes that shift between green and brown depending on his mood, and a lanky build that somehow manages to be both casual and commanding. His shoulders are broad, his legs endless, his hips narrow. He keeps himself in shape without obsessing over it, but there's a lean strength to him that shows when he moves. Right now, though, he looks like a sulking teenager denied dessert.

We both keep low profiles by maintaining our Lambda positions as hunters for the pack. It gives us freedom - freedom to run the company without the political bullshit that comes with higher ranks, freedom to live our lives on our own terms.

We're the same age and went through all the rigorous schooling as pups together. We also suffered through the adolescent years of overactive libidos, too-large paws that sent us tripping over our own feet, and that embarrassing Star Wars phase - side by side through all of it.

My dad is Alpha, which means I'll take on that role when the time comes, and Callum will be my Beta. But that's years away. Although I'm strong enough to climb farther up the pack ranks, I don't care to at the moment. My parents are young and healthy - it'll be decades before I have to shoulder that responsibility.

For now, Callum and I are content running Green Energy's Oil and Gas Division, a subsidiary of our pack's holdings. We're happy with our carefree lives, our work, and the simplicity of it all.

Aside from being my co-worker, he's also my best friend, my roommate, and sometimes my lover. We marked each other when we were teens - a bite on the shoulder that still tingles when we're close - but we aren't in a romantic relationship, not really. We enjoy each other when the mood strikes, just as much as we enjoy the companionship of pack females.

What can I say? We like sex. All wolves do... almost as much as we like meat.

Almost.

Callum's gaze shifts to my other guest chair, and his nose wrinkles. "What the fuck, Luke?"

The chair is buried under a mountain of old files, crumpled documents, and miscellaneous crap I can't even identify anymore. Papers spill onto the floor like an avalanche frozen mid-collapse. "I'll get to it," I mutter, defensive. "Shit - you nag like an old woman."

The shrill strings of Lady Donli's latest song suddenly pierce the air from down the hallway - Callum's ringtone. "Your phone's ringing."

He waves a dismissive hand, still sprawled in the chair like he's melting into it. "It's probably Doug. Let him stew in his own lard for a bit."

As if the universe has a sense of humor, my landline rings. Without checking the caller ID - because I'm confident it's Doug calling me to complain about Callum - I punch the speaker button with dancing eyes and a smirk aimed at my friend. "Luke," I announce, as if Doug wouldn't know exactly who he just called.

"What the hell, DeLuca?" My dad's gruff voice crackles over the line, rough as gravel. "Callum isn't answering his phone."

Callum's hand slaps across his eyes with a low, pained groan. My lips twitch as I fight the laughter bubbling up my throat. "He left his phone in his office. He's sitting here with me right now. We're going over the casing order for the upcoming well." I lift one eyebrow at my squirming friend, enjoying his discomfort far too much.

"What do you need, sir?" In an instant, Callum transforms - spine straight, voice crisp, all professional.

"Both of you meet me in the conference room." Click. He hung up without waiting for confirmation.

"Sure, Dad," I tell the phone, deadpan. "We'll be right there. Love you too." My chair rolls back with a squeak as I stand. Callum waits for me to exit first - old habits from our training - then we both wade through the files and debris littering the reception area. Without an assistant, the place looks like a paper bomb went off. Documents scatter across the floor, some curling at the edges, others bearing the dusty imprint of boot treads.

We make our way past my mom's office - her door cracked open, the scent of jasmine tea drifting out - then my dad's office with its heavy oak door firmly shut. We enter the conference room from the hallway.

"What's up, Dad?" He's sitting at the head of the long table, a file folder open in front of him, his reading glasses perched on his nose.

"I got a request for a transfer." He gestures for us to sit as we enter - me to his left, Callum to my right.

"Alright..." I settle into the chair, confused. "Does that have something to do with us, specifically?" There's no reason for him to confer with either of us on pack transfers. We're not on his council. Those seats belong to my mom as Luna, our Beta, Gamma, Delta, and sometimes our Sentinels.

"It does." He slides a piece of paper across the polished table toward me. "Here. Read it."

I skim the document, murmuring half-aloud as I go. "Keena... Sakata... twenty-seven... oil and gas experience..." The words register slowly. A female with industry experience wanting to transfer to our pack? I raise an eyebrow, intrigued.

Callum slaps the table hard enough to make the wood crack beneath his palm and barks out, "Yes! Absolutely-sir-can-she-start-tomorrow?" His enthusiasm is loud enough to make my ears ring.

"Damn, Callum." My dad leans back, eyebrows climbing toward his hairline. "Are you that desperate?"

"As a matter of fact, yes sir - we are," Callum nods enthusiastically. There's genuine relief shining in his eyes.

Drama much? I roll my eyes. "It's true we need help," I admit, tempering Callum's over-the-top reaction. I skim the paper again, taking in the details. "She seems to have the experience. Are you thinking of letting her join the pack?" Her reason for transferring seems thin - outdated by-laws about mating and childbearing - but who am I to judge?

"Depends on whether you've got a job for her." Dad folds his hands on the table, his Alpha authority settling over him like a cloak. "Working for you two is the only position we have available to assign her."

I nod without hesitation. Damn, we do need help. The paperwork alone is drowning us. "Sounds good to me."

"If you’re in agreement, I’ll need to convene my committee, respond to her Alpha, and the Council has to approve the transfer. So, to answer your question, Callum - " Dad shoots him a pointed look, " - it'll probably be a week or so before this goes through."

"Good deal." I stand, already mentally cataloging what work we can offload onto a new hire. "Is that all?"

"Yes." Dad closes the file with a decisive snap. "Except - say hello to your mother when you pass by, otherwise she'll nag my ear off."

"I'm right here," my mom's voice cuts in from the doorway, warm with affection and sharp with mock indignation. "And our son's neglect is the least of what I'll nag you about." She steps into the room, her petite frame somehow commanding despite being half my size. Her hands cup my face, pulling me down to her level. "Hey, son." Her voice sweetens like honey, soft and loving.

I offer my cheek for a kiss, the familiar scent of her lavender perfume surrounding me. "Hey, Mom."

She releases me and turns to Callum, who doesn't wait - he puckers up dramatically and goes all in, complete with a bear hug that lifts her off her feet.

Suck up.

As I close the door behind us, I call back over my shoulder, "We're going hunting." Mainly because I know my dad. He'll have my mom on that conference table within minutes, and I have zero desire to witness - or hear - anything that will scar me for life.

The afternoon suddenly feels full of possibilities. We may as well take the rest of the day off. After all, it looks like we're finally getting some help around here.

Maybe we'll run into someone interesting during our hunt. One of our she-wolves, perhaps. A little afternoon delight sounds like exactly what this day needs.

The sun is warm on my skin as we step outside, and my wolf stirs beneath the surface, eager to stretch his legs and lose himself in the forest. Callum shoots me a sideways grin - the same grin he's been giving me since we were pups - and I know he's thinking the same thing.

Freedom. Hunt. Maybe more.

Life is good.
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Chapter 2 - Keena Sakata – The Goodbye
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"Here, doll." My mom presses a bulging canvas bag into my hands - beef jerky, pork rinds, energy drinks, and probably half the contents of our pantry judging by the weight.

It's a four-and-a-half-hour drive and she's packed enough food for a week-long expedition. "Thanks, Mom." I bend down to wrap my arms around her, breathing in the familiar scent of sage and sea salt that always clings to her skin. "I'll be fine. Don't worry."

"You call me when you get there, okay?" Her voice wavers, just slightly.

"I will. Everything's set. It's all good, I promise." I pull back to look her in the eye, willing her to believe me. "I've spoken with the Luna, and she's already got an apartment and a job lined up."

Mom sighs like that's still not enough reassurance. I give her my sternest look - the one I learned from her. "I'm looking forward to this move, Mom."

"I know, honey." Her hand cups my cheek, warm and weathered from years of hard work. "But I'm going to miss you."

"I'll miss you too." And I will. Desperately. She and I have crawled through the mucky waters of life hand in hand since Dad died. She's been my rock, my support, my biggest cheerleader through every stumble and success.

I climb into my Jeep Renegade, and the engine turns over with a reliable rumble. Everything I own is packed into this vehicle - my entire life crammed into boxes and duffel bags - and I'm about to embark on a journey that will define the rest of my life.

A new home. A new territory. A new pack.

Nervous energy quivers low in my belly, fluttering like moths trapped behind my ribs. What the hell was I thinking?

The ocean sounds different when you're saying goodbye to it.

I've lived my entire life with the rhythm of waves as my soundtrack - the crash and hiss, the pull and return, the endless conversation between water and shore. Earlier this morning, standing on the cliff overlooking Sakata territory, the water seemed to whisper farewells in a language only I could understand.

I wave at my mom again, throwing her an air kiss through the open window. I want to reach Crockett and break for a meal by six, and if I don't get moving, I won't make it to the pack house until after dark.

I take off down Highway 96 toward Beaumont with the doors off and my soft top down, the way I've always loved to drive. I'm getting a later start than I'd planned.

The salt-heavy wind whips my hair across my face in dark ribbons, and I breathe it in deep one last time. Brine and kelp and that particular scent of coastal waters - ancient and alive - that I'll probably never find anywhere else. The sun sits high in the afternoon sky, blazing and bright. 

The sandy terrain, briny smells, and beachy vibe start to disappear the farther inland I drive. The landscape rolls and shifts, transforming into the dense woods this region is famous for. The sharp sting of pine replaces the salt in my nose. Green stretches for miles in every direction, and the only sounds are rubber tires humming on endless asphalt and the wind roaring past my ears.

Port Arthur has been my home my whole life. Just me and my mom for the last ten years, scraping by and holding each other up. My dad was hit by a tour bus off Highway 87 when I was in my junior year of high school - a random, senseless accident that rocked our world to its foundation. But the pack saw us through. I was able to get scholarships and grants to attend college, and Mom worked in the pack's dining hall while I worked the campgrounds and tourist spots evenings and weekends.

It's times like this that I miss my dad the most. He would have folded me into his big body and given me the fiercest bear hug, complete with a goodbye kiss and a stern warning that he'd visit every damn weekend.

And he probably would have, too.

When he died, we went from comfortable to scraping by overnight. But the Sakata Pack made sure we had what we needed - not charity, but work and opportunities, dignity alongside support.

And as much as I love my pack, this is a new beginning. A fresh start away from the weight of outdated traditions and the ticking clock of bylaws that would force me into a life I'm not ready for. My stomach does a complicated flip - half excitement, half terror.

I've read everything I could find about Still Green Pack. Second largest pack in Texas. Powerful. Well-organized. Their energy operations are impressive, and from what I could dig up online, they take environmental responsibility seriously - something that matters to me more than I can put into words.

It's a good fit. On paper, anyway.

I stop at a burger joint in Crockett, my stomach growling loudly enough to be embarrassing. I grab two double cheeseburgers and a strawberry milkshake - thick and sweet and cold enough to give me an instant brain freeze. After a bathroom break, I grab my sweater from the back seat and hit the road again.

The air is cooler here, crisper, cleaner this far north. From the little intel I could gather, the weather gets just as hot as home in the summer, but the winters are harsher - real winters with frost and ice and maybe even snow.

I'm not going to complain, though. I've always wanted to run on four paws through fresh powder, and I'm looking forward to the first snowfall... in another six or eight months.

The coastal highway gives way to inland routes, and slowly, gradually, the world transforms around me. The salt air fades until I can't taste it anymore. The flat expanse of ocean and marsh is replaced by rolling hills that climb toward the sky. And then, finally, trees.

So many trees.

I've seen forests before, obviously. But seeing them and living in them are two completely different things. The farther I drive into Still Green territory, the more surrounded I become. Pine and oak and cedar, thick and endless and impossibly green. The canopy overhead filters the late afternoon light into golden shafts. It's overwhelming in the best way - beautiful and wild and alive.

My wolf stirs restlessly beneath my skin. She's curious, alert, drinking in every new scent that filters through the cracked windows. This is different from the coast. Richer. Earthier. Full of moss and loam and the deep green smell of growing things. Full of possibilities.

I stop at the guard house and show the Epsilon on duty my credentials. He waves me through, and the nervous flutter escalates behind my ribs. The Still Green Pack grounds are not what I expected.

I don't know what I expected, exactly - it's the second largest pack in the state, so something imposing, maybe. Cold and industrial. Instead, it's sprawling and warm, with community buildings built from honey-colored stone and timber that looks like it's been here for generations. There are people and wolves milling about in the early evening light, coming and going from building to building, talking in clusters. A few kids play in a fenced playground area, their laughter carrying on the breeze.

A lived-in community. A home.

The air smells different here - pine sap and rich earth and something clean and sharp that must be the energy operations in the distance, mixed with wood smoke from someone's fireplace. My wolf approves wholeheartedly. She's practically vibrating with curiosity, wanting to explore every inch, to run these new trails, to see everything.

The sun is sinking low, painting the sky in shades of amber and rose, when I finally pull up to a Georgia-style two-story house.

Jeez-louise, this thing looks like it could hold ten bedrooms, at least. White columns frame a wide porch, and warm light glows from the windows.

The sharp slap of a screen door grabs my attention. I look up to see a middle-aged, tall, dark-haired man and a petite blonde woman stepping onto the porch.

Alphas. Clearly. No doubt about it. The authority rolls off them in waves - not oppressive, but undeniable.

"Alpha and Luna Silverberg?" I ask as I step out of the Renegade, my voice more tentative than I'd like.

My bones moan in protest and my ass cheeks start to tingle as blood rushes back into them after hours of sitting. I resist the urge to stretch like a cat.

The Luna smiles at me warmly, like she's genuinely glad to see me. "Yes. You're Keena?"

"Yes, ma'am." I hold my hand out to shake theirs, hoping my palm isn't too sweaty. "It's a pleasure to meet you both."

"Good to have you." The Alpha's booming voice is friendly rather than intimidating, though it's loud enough to make me blink. His handshake is firm, his hand swallowing mine. "You have a good trip?"

I smile at him, because I can already tell I'm going to like these two. There's warmth in their eyes, genuine welcome. "Yes, sir. It wasn't too bad."

"You must be tired." Luna Silverberg gestures toward the house, her expression kind. "Would you like to come in and rest a minute, or would you rather go see your new place?"

"If it's all the same to you, I'd like to go see the apartment." I shift my weight, suddenly aware of how badly I want to be alone to process everything. "I'm dead tired and I'd like to settle in this evening."

"No problem." She starts down the porch steps with easy grace. "I'm going to lead the way. Just follow me - it isn't far." She climbs into one of the largest all-terrain four-wheelers I've ever seen, the machine dwarfing her small frame.

"Yes, ma'am." I shake the Alpha's hand again, his grip warm and reassuring. "Thank you, sir, for allowing me to become part of this pack. I promise to contribute all I can, and I look forward to meeting my new pack members."

His hand is warm and callused - working hands - and he covers mine with his other one. "I'm sure you'll all get along fine. Just give a holler if you need anything."

I nod as I climb back into the Jeep, and my protesting ass screams at me with every movement.

Following the Luna for a couple of miles along winding dirt roads, we come to an intersection marked by a handmade stop sign - charming and rustic. On the right sits a small apartment building, brick and wood with flower boxes under the windows. Across the street is a grocery store with trucks parked out front.

Good deal. Convenience.

I follow her around the side of the building and pull into a parking spot when she stops. She climbs out of the four-wheeler with a set of keys already in her hand. "You're on the second floor. It's the only unit we had available."

"That's fine." I grab my purse and the food bag Mom packed. "Stairs don't scare me."

"Good." She laughs, a light, musical sound. "If you only knew the complaints we get about second-floor living..."

I follow her up the steep exterior staircase without comment, my boots echoing on the metal steps. Wolves complain about having to climb stairs? Seriously? What would they do if they had to trudge through salt marshes to hunt decent game, like we've had to do so often back home?

She unlocks the door and pushes it open, stepping aside to let me enter first.

The apartment is charming - small but well-maintained, with hardwood floors that gleam in the overhead light. Furnished. Hallelujah. Relief pours through me because I don't own a stick of furniture. Everything I have fits in my Jeep, and none of it includes a couch or bed.

The living and dining areas are combined in an open layout, and the kitchen is separated by a small island with two barstools. The furniture is simple but comfortable-looking - a navy couch, a coffee table, a small dining set. Neutral walls. Clean lines.

"I took the liberty of putting a few items in the fridge for you," Luna Silverberg says, moving toward the kitchen. "Just to get you by until you settle in and can do a proper shop."

Warmth spreads through my chest, unexpected and fierce. I can't even describe how grateful I am for her thinking of things like this - small kindnesses that make all the difference when you're alone in a new place. "Thank you so much, Luna. For everything."

She waves a hand dismissively, her smile soft. "Don't mention it." She turns toward the door, then pauses, hand on the knob. "The full moon is tomorrow night. You can meet everyone at the gathering - it's just at the west side of the lake where Ash Creek and White Rock Creek join. You can't miss it." Her smile widens. "See you there."

The door clicks shut behind her.

I stare at the closed door for a long moment, reality settling over me like a blanket.

Alrighty. This is it. This is home now.

Whirling around, I can't wait to explore. I open kitchen cabinets and drawers with growing delight. Minimal necessities - plates, glasses, bowls, silverware, even pots and pans. This woman thought of everything.

Such a sweetheart.

I wander down the short hallway and peek into the master bedroom. A king-size bed dominates the space, dressed in a pretty blue quilt that looks handmade. On impulse, I run and jump onto it like a kid, rolling around on the soft fabric and laughing out loud at my own silliness.

The ensuite bathroom catches my eye and I push open the door. There's a walk-in shower taking up the opposite wall - large enough for two people - and double sinks. Behind another door is the water closet.

I take a peek into the spare bedroom and find another king-size bed, this one dressed in forest green. The bathroom at the end of the hall has a shower-tub combo.

"Okay," I tell myself, my voice echoing slightly in the empty apartment. "Let's pop a frozen pizza in the oven, then grab the overnight bag."

By the time I make it back downstairs to my Jeep, full darkness has fallen. The street is deserted, quiet in a way that's nothing like the constant white noise of the ocean I'm used to. Crickets chirp. Something rustles in the bushes nearby. The silence presses against my ears, almost oppressive.

A shiver rolls over my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms.

I hate being alone.

Hate it.

Muttering to myself that I'm a big girl - the same mantra I used in college when homesickness threatened to swallow me whole - I grab my overnight bag and throw a tarp over the vehicle. I'll put the soft top up tomorrow after I unload the rest of my stuff.

Right now, I'm too tired. Too overwhelmed. Too everything.

All I want is food, a hot shower, and twelve hours of sleep.

Tomorrow, I'll face my new life.

Tonight, I just need to survive it.
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Chapter 3 – Callum Silverberg, Still Green Pack - Full Moon
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"Why are you making me carry everything?" I gripe at Luke as we make our way through the sliding glass doors of the grocery store, my arms overloaded with plastic bags cutting into my fingers.

"You're not carrying everything, you big baby." Luke's voice is amused, almost smug. "I have my share."

"Yeah? You have the beer and two freaking bags of -  " The complaint dies in my throat. "Oooohhh, well, hellooooo there."

Beautiful. Tall. Dark. Stunning.

This is her. It's got to be her.

She's exactly how Alpha described her - Indigenous features, striking and sharp. Straight black hair pulled into a high ponytail that reaches mid-back, gleaming like polished obsidian in the late afternoon sun. She's wearing a simple black tank top that shows off generous curves and cutoff denim shorts that highlight impossibly long, toned legs. Olive skin tone that seems to glow. Striking cheekbones and a jaw that could cut glass. Dark eyes - warm and curious - that land on us and smile.

She’s smiling at us. Yeah, baby.

I pause mid-step, fully prepared to introduce myself right here in the parking lot.

Luke, the jackass, plants his palm between my shoulder blades and pushes me forward, flashing her a beaming smile as we cross paths. I stumble because I'm staring at her instead of watching where I'm going, my boots catching on the pavement.

She gives us a hesitant smile - shy, uncertain, new-wolf-in-town energy radiating from her - as Luke tilts the brim of an imaginary hat he's not wearing. "Afternoon," he greets smoothly, his voice warm as honey as he pushes me further away from her.

"Damn, Luke." I crane my neck to watch her disappear through the grocery store doors, even though I can't see her anymore through the tinted glass. My wolf is whining at me. "That's her, it's gotta be. We could've been a little more welcoming, don't you think?"

"We'll meet her soon enough." Luke's voice is infuriatingly calm. "I don't want to introduce ourselves until the full moon festivities."

Aahhh. Understanding dawns. "Good thinking." Strategic. Let her meet us as pack members first, not as her bosses. Smart.

We cross the road and pass by a sweet black and gray Jeep Renegade with the soft top down - one I've never seen before - on the way to our apartment building. The doors are off, the interior spotless despite the long drive she must have made.

Clearly hers. And holy shit, she's living in our complex. In our building. Just up the stairs and directly across the hall from us.

Things just got very interesting.

My wolf practically purrs with satisfaction.

~~~~~~~~
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STRIPPING MY SHIRT over my head, I toe off my flip-flops near the wide flat rock we use as our storage point. The cotton t-shirt and my shoes get stuffed into the duffle bag sitting on top of sun-warmed stone, still holding heat from the afternoon.

Selene's song is already thumping through my veins - ancient and primal, the moon's pull making my skin feel too tight. I watch my best friend undress beside me, completely at ease with every movement.

Tall and dark, he's built like a warrior - muscles layered on top of muscles, earned through years of hunting and training. Smooth skin stretched over defined pecs and abs, with a smattering of dark hair trailing down that enticing V-line pointing to a package definitely worth bragging about.

I watch his thick cock spring free as he drops his mesh shorts, already half-hard from Selene's influence, and I lick my lips unconsciously. I'd fuck him right this minute if he'd let me. Hell, I'd drop to my knees right here.

He won't let me, though. He's holding out for our newest member - waiting to see if the chemistry we both felt in that parking lot is real or just wishful thinking.

Regardless - him or pack females tonight - it doesn't matter. With Selene singing so strongly in my veins, turning my blood to liquid fire, I'll take any willing partner. As I drop my own shorts, my dick throbs painfully, and I can't help but think of his mouth closing over me - hot and wet and fucking skilled.

I pump myself twice, shivering in anticipation, and catch Luke watching me with darkening eyes.

Soon.

Naked now, we don't shift yet. Not until we're absolutely certain Keena will show. She doesn't know we're her bosses yet - won't find out until Monday morning when she walks into the office - and we want to keep it that way for tonight.

We talked about this. Planned it. We don't want her to hold herself back from us because of corporate hierarchy or power dynamics. We want to be the ones to welcome her into the pack... together.

As equals. As wolves.

Yeah, baby.

I look up through the dense canopy of leaves overhead, and there she is.

Through the opening in the trees - thick with green leaves and sharp stems that catch the moonlight - she stands just outside the entrance to our little hideaway clearing. She's walking slowly, hesitantly, looking like an absolute goddess in a white sundress that hugs her curves and sandals that show off painted toenails. Dark skin seems to glow in the moonlight. Her black hair is woven into an intricate French braid that hangs over one shoulder. Those dark eyes - now ringed with the amber of her wolf rising to the surface - glisten in the silvery light.

Some pack members stop to greet her, welcoming her with smiles and touches. Some ignore her, already too deep in Selene's thrall even though it isn't quite midnight yet. The firelight from the torches that frame our clearing catches on the elegant curve of her face and shadows the hollows of her cheeks. Full lips, slick and wet from a nervous tongue that darts out to moisten them again.

My wolf howls inside me.

I let Luke take the lead on this one. I'm afraid I'd bungle it - I'm a little too nervous, a little too eager, and my brain isn't exactly functioning at peak capacity with all my blood pooling south. I watch his excellent ass - firm cheeks that I know firsthand give a perfect roll and soft resistance every time I slam into him - as he walks up to her with confident, predatory grace.

Her gaze locks onto him immediately. Those intense eyes rake down his naked body, taking in every inch without shame or hesitation, before lifting back to his face. She laughs at something he says - a sound like wind chimes, light and musical - then those gorgeous eyes, fully wolf-amber now, dart over to me.

Her gaze travels slowly down my frame - shoulders, chest, abs - pauses deliberately at my straining cock, then drags back up to meet my eyes.

I didn't think my dick could get any harder.

Guess I was wrong.

She looks at Luke, then back at me, then at Luke again. Her expression shifts - understanding dawning, curiosity sparking, heat building. She says something I can't hear from this distance, and he gestures toward me, leading her closer.

Yeah, baby.

Luke's voice carries across the clearing, warm with promise. "Keena, this is Callum. Callum, Keena."

I take her outstretched hand - yeah, right, a handshake, I don't think so - and pull her toward me with perhaps a little too much force, too much enthusiasm. She steps forward hard, off-balance, and falls into me. Her soft hand braces against my abs, her palm burning against my skin like a brand, and she looks up at me with those big amber eyes ringed with dark pools of promise and heat.

"Hello, Keena." My voice comes out rougher than intended, gravel and want. "I'm so very glad to meet you." My smile stretches so wide it hurts my cheeks, but I can't seem to stop. Don't want to stop.

"Hello, Callum." Her voice is like honey and smoke - an angel's voice wrapped in sin. "I'm pleased to meet you, as well."

Godsdam.

"Will you allow us the honor of welcoming you to your first full moon gathering as a member of the Still Green Pack?" I ask, needing to hear her say yes, needing confirmation that she understands it'll be both of us tonight. I'll make my rounds with other pack members, I'm sure, and Luke will stay close to her, but I plan on making her my priority. My focus.

"I'd like that." Her smile widens, showing white teeth against those full lips. "Thank you."

"No, thank you." I step back reluctantly, my hand sliding away from where it had somehow found its way to the curve of her waist. "It's our honor." I turn to gesture toward our duffle bag on the rock. "Feel free to store your clothing in the bag. That way they won't be wet with dew in the morning when you wake up."

Her brow furrows slightly, uncertainty flickering across her beautiful face. "Oh. Alright, sure."

I step back to give her space and privacy to disrobe, though every instinct screams at me to watch. As badly as I want to see her strip - to watch that white dress slide off her shoulders, to see what she's hiding underneath - I force myself to turn away and give her the respect she deserves.

The air shimmers and burns around me as I call my wolf forward.

My bones begin to crack and reform, and the last thing I see before the shift takes me is Luke's eyes - dark and hungry - watching Keena with the same desperate want I feel burning in my chest.

––––––––
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Callum's Blond Wolf

I SMELL HER BEFORE I see her shift - a new female among the familiar scents of pack members who are always available to me. But this one is different. Heady and intoxicating. Heavy sweet nectar, like sap bleeding from pine bark. Pure and fresh, like the silver beams of the full moon filtering through the canopy above. Selene's pull is strong in this one - ancient magic singing through her blood, calling to the beast that is me.

I watch, transfixed, as she morphs into the most beautiful black wolf I've ever seen.

Her coat is so dark it seems to absorb light, then reflects it back with an ethereal blue-black sheen - like oil on water, like raven feathers catching moonlight. Sleek and powerful, muscles rippling beneath that gorgeous pelt. She's beckoning me without even trying. Calling me to her on a primal level that bypasses thought entirely.

I hesitate, giving her time to adjust to her true form. The shift is never easy, especially under Selene's demanding pull. I hear her bones settling into place with soft clicks and pops, watch her shake out her fur. Her throat emits the most beautiful sound - a guttural whine like the bleat of deer just before I pounce, vulnerable and trusting and perfect.

She sits back on her haunches, her tail curled around powerful hind legs, and looks over to my comrade - my future Alpha, my Luke.

Large and black as midnight, he bares his teeth in what might be a grin and sits back, giving me permission to go first with a tilt of his massive head. Generous, as always. The Alpha he will be.

Tonight is going to change everything.

I approach her slowly, letting her see me coming. I nose her breath - sweet and warm, tinged with the metallic tang of the shift. I run my fangs gently over the soft flesh of her shoulder and neck, checking for marks or claiming bites from other wolves.

Her hide is clean, unmarked, free from scars or brands. Which means she's mine for the taking, if she'll have me.

I growl low in my chest, a command and a question rolled into one: Stand.

Her hind end rises smoothly until she stands on all fours, powerful and graceful. I wait for her to turn, to present herself to me in submission, but it appears she's a stubborn one - strong-willed even in wolf form. She doesn't move away from me, doesn't reject my advance, but she doesn't offer herself readily either.

The little wolf wants to make a point, it seems.

I stalk around her in a slow circle, my nose buried in her fur - smelling her arousal mixed with nervousness, the sharp musk of female wolf under Selene's influence. My tongue tastes her skin through her pelt, my eyes drinking in every inch of her magnificent form. She shivers when she feels my tongue rake across her sex, cleaning her, preparing her, making her ready for me.

She holds still as night itself, those strong legs steady and sure as I wrestle my way up her back. My claws dig into her hide - not enough to hurt, just enough to anchor - and my hind legs scrabble for purchase because I'm eager, desperate, burning with need. My cock extends from its sheath, slick and searching for her heat.

My hips align with her ass and I bite down on her shoulder to keep her still, to hold her in place so I can find her opening. And there - there it is. She surrounds me in hot, damp, perfect wonder and my eyes roll closed in bliss as I start to thrust.

Her legs widen to accommodate my weight, bracing herself, and I fuck this beautiful female with everything I am. Because this is right. This is primal and pure and exactly what we were made for. She throws her head back and wails - a howl of pleasure that echoes through the clearing - letting me know I'm pleasing her, that she wants this as much as I do.

That sound triggers my release. I shove forward hard until my knot invades her, locking us together, and my seed pulses deep inside her in waves of almost painful pleasure. My world narrows to this - to her - and everything makes sense.

My future Alpha - black and large and formidable - watches every move we make from where he sits nearby, his amber eyes tracking each thrust, each cry, each shudder. He's waiting impatiently for my knot to subside so he can mount this wondrous creature himself.

As the swelling begins to relax, as we separate with a wet sound that makes her whimper, I step down on shaking legs and start to clean her again - licking away the evidence of our coupling, soothing the small marks my claws left on her hips.

The future Alpha nudges my neck with a low growl, essentially shoving me aside. He's got it from here.

Yes, I don't blame you, my friend. She's magnificent.

I turn toward the clearing's opening to go find Mindy - our pack's resident beauty who always has a line of males waiting. I'll cut the line without ceremony. All the young whelps will cower down and wait for me to finish with her before they stake their claim. Rank has its privileges.

Then I'll take Sybil, our pack nurse, who likes it rough and fast. Then Gwen from accounting, who's always sweet and soft. And before the night is through, I'll make my way to gentle Ayla, our mail clerk, who deserves someone to worship her properly.

But even as I plan my rounds, even as Selene's song continues to burn through my veins demanding more, I know I'll be thinking of her.

The new black wolf with the ethereal blue sheen.

Keena.

Mine.

Ours.
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Chapter 4 - Luke's Black Wolf - The Claiming
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I taste my brother, my comrade, my friend, as I clean her up - his essence a familiar flavor mixed with her foreign sweet honey. The combination is intoxicating, my lover’s and hers together. She smells like spring rain on warm earth, and she looks like a fevered dream made flesh and fur.

She is strong. A large wolf with ethereal blue hues shimmering across her shiny black coat - larger than any of the other females in our pack. Just a bit smaller than me, her size compatible with mine in a way that makes me rumble with satisfaction.

Powerful muscles hold my weight as I dig my claws into her hide for purchase. Her legs tremble as I pull her backward to me, showing her she'll damn well come to me when I want her. Establishing dominance. Claiming what's mine.

My cock finds her slick sex easily and I bite down on her shoulder - harder than I should, hard enough to break skin, but this first time is about dominance more than tenderness. My back legs brace against her hindquarters and my cock slides in and out with my brother's release easing the way, hot and slick and perfect.

Something primal sings through my bloodstream. Something I've never felt before, not even with Callum. Selene's ancient song invades my senses until I'm drowning in it. I am drunk on the feeling of her beneath me - quivering, whining, panting, submitting. The aroma of her arousal invades my nostrils, rich and heady, taking me higher to a place I've never experienced.

She cries out when my teeth break through skin and muscle, and guilt flickers through me even in this feral state. But I'll heal those wounds when the time is right. For now, my hips work double-time because fucking her has become a necessity. An ancient claiming as old as time itself, written into our DNA.

Little did I realize when I broke free under Selene's influence that fucking this first-rate female will become inevitable. Not just tonight, but always. A luxury, yes, but also a basic need. As essential as breathing. As necessary as the moon pulling the tides.

She takes my knot like the prime wolf she is - holding steady despite the pain, whining at the size of it stretching her wide. I hold her completely still and begin the process of healing the damage my fangs did to her neck and shoulder, my tongue laving over the punctures, my saliva working its magic.

She shifts her hind legs carefully, adjusting to my weight, as I heal the breaks in skin my claws made on the back of her neck. I lick away the blood - metallic and bold, tangy copper on my tongue - from her beautiful coat until no trace remains.

Does she realize that the taste of her skin through her pelt permeates into my bloodstream? Does she know how good it feels with my knot inside her, my dick leaking my essence into her? How right, how perfect, she is in every way. Does she understand that now that I’ve had her, I can never let her go?

When my knot finally recedes, releasing us, I drop down and nose her hard enough that she tumbles over onto her side. Deegan and Cecil appear at the opening to our hidden clearing, drawn by the sounds we made, and I immediately press my heavy paw down on her ribcage. Mine. I growl at my pack-mates, low and threatening, showing them my fangs until they turn around and leave.

Noting her distress - her labored breathing, her trembling - I whine softly in apology. I lick her face tenderly, then down her neck to where my mark will be permanent once I claim her in human form. I smell down her belly, licking over the soft vulnerable flesh until I reach her sex. My tongue is sure and strong as I clean her thoroughly, pressing into her passage to heal where my knot tore the tender tissue.

When I'm certain she's healed completely, I nose her insistently until she stands on shaking legs. I growl - a command, a demand. Present yourself to me. My dick is already free of its sheath, eager to invade her again.

Amber eyes meet mine, intelligent and aware even in wolf form. Then she turns like the queen she is and offers her ass in submission.

Perfect.

~~~~~~~~
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Luke – Human Form

THE COOLER MORNING air makes me shiver, raising goosebumps across my naked skin like Braille. My mouth is dry as cotton, my tongue thick and useless. My body aches in a thousand places - muscles sore, skin tender, bones heavy. I give a low moan as I slowly surface toward consciousness, the edges of reality just starting to bleed into the fog of my brain.

I can hear birds singing their dawn chorus. Other signs of life filter through - rustling leaves, distant creek water, the soft breathing of bodies around me - initializing the first glimpse of morning awareness.

What the hell? Did I get drunk last night?

With enormous effort, I try to move my leg... and feel resistance. There's something warm and soft laying over it, preventing free movement. Then I realize there's cushioned softness draped over my chest, rising and falling with breath. I smell spring flowers - jasmine and honeysuckle and something uniquely her. Hair tickles my nose and a long strand is stuck to my teeth.

I move my mouth in an exaggerated effort to get saliva flowing, then use my free hand to scrape the hair off my face. Black. Silky. Long enough to pool across my chest.

Oh yeah.

My bleary eyes blink against the early light filtering through the canopy as I try to take in my surroundings. Trees tower above us. Birds flit between branches. Squirrels chatter and scold.

We're in our clearing.

Half-lidded, I look down at the stunning beauty curled against me.
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