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      Moving day has finally arrived.

      Finding a house for four opinionated, strong-willed she-wolves?

      Harder than herding cats.

      Charlotte exhales, jaw tight. Of course it is. Even the universe loves mocking her with puns.

      They’ve scoured every corner of the city, considering everything from Spanish-style villas to sleek modern homes, with debates over pools, no pools, and—seriously—what the hell is a barndominium?

      If they can survive picking out a home together, they can survive anything.

      Charlotte stands outside, gazing up at the ten-bedroom Mediterranean-style mansion on Lake Las Vegas. It’s way more than they need, but when you work as hard as these bitches do, you deserve to splurge a little.

      The elaborate split staircase with a fountain in the center screams, “Hey, look at me!”—a perfect reflection of their larger-than-life personalities.

      But really, who in the hell is going to clean all those windows? Even the five garage doors have mirrored fronts.

      Luna, with her ever-present sense of humor, has already dubbed the perfectly trimmed palm trees lining the driveway her "Vegas Autobahn."

      But it’s the backyard that sealed the deal—the grotto pool and three hot tubs pushed them all over the edge.

      Walking up the driveway, Charlotte notices the female moving crew closing the backdoor of the hot pink truck. Each side is emblazoned with white block lettering:

      How Many Girls Does It Take Moving Company.

      The name alone won them the job. She hands an envelope to the blonde in the driver’s seat, dressed like a modern-day Rosie the Riveter.

      “Thanks, ladies. I’ll add a good review in a couple of days, and there’s a little extra in there for you.” Charlotte taps the window frame with a grin before heading toward the front door.

      Stepping into the grand, eclectically decorated foyer, Charlotte’s gaze lands on the gold and black compass inlay on the floor. The intricate design reminds her that no matter which direction she chooses, she’ll always find her way back to her pack.

      Planting her feet firmly, she takes a deep breath. This house is a lot—over the top, even—but with the increasing threats from the Cascade Pack, she needs to do everything in her power to keep her sisterhood safe. This mansion provides room to grow, though she’s not quite ready to have those conversations yet.

      The Red Rock Pack is a rare breed in the shifter world. An all-female pack that once thrived in safety through sheer numbers.

      Charlotte, Harper, and Jade found others like them, growing the pack to fifteen. But now, only Luna remains alongside the original three.

      Luna’s initiation had been under difficult circumstances, but they need her just as much as she needs them.

      Holding onto their territory has become increasingly dangerous with just the four of them, but their bonds are strong, and they’ll fight to the death to keep what’s theirs.

      Charlotte steps into the white gothic-inspired kitchen, where the other three ladies are gathered around a large gold-veined black marble island.

      They’re all picking at an elaborate charcuterie board. Charlotte’s pretty sure Harper “threw” it together, even though it looks fit for royalty. She reaches for a piece of cheese—pauses—and realizes she has no idea what the hell Luna is talking about now.

      Luna looks otherworldly in that way only she can pull off. Alabaster skin. Snow-white hair women spend fortunes trying to fake. Those ridiculous purple eyes that glow against her pale complexion. She’s small for a wolf shifter, almost fragile-looking, but Charlotte knows better. Under all that softness is a beast fierce enough to make demons think twice. And that sly smile of hers? Pure trouble.

      “The fact that life, as in proton and electron formation, exists for only a billionth of a billionth of a billionth of the time the universe will exist—events continue to happen. At the end of that timescale, they theorize proton decay will occur. So, literally, nothing will ever happen…forever. Entropy is inevitable. I think it’s wild to consider that the universe will end in ice.”

      “Luna, what in the actual fuck are you talking about?” Jade says, her confusion lines deepening into canyons. “I asked if you were happy that we have an ice maker now.”

      Luna shrugs, nonchalant as ever. “Fine. Yes, I am excited that we have an ice maker now.”

      “Speaking of having new things,” Harper chimes in, her voice as smooth as the silk scarf tied around her neck, “does anyone object to me changing the backsplash? I came across these teal octagon tiles, and they would look so hot in this kitchen.”

      All three women shake their heads in unison.

      “The kitchen is yours. None of us cook, so go wild,” Jade says, snatching a fancy cracker topped with some obscure cheese and popping it into her mouth.

      The charcuterie board isn’t your average salami-and-cheddar affair. One of the fruits looks like something straight out of cartoon, and there are at least five different cheeses with varying degrees of stink. Charlotte’s pretty sure this spread came straight from France. The caviar is served with a tiny spoon, surrounded by an artful display of crackers. But what catches Charlotte’s eye is something small and round.

      “Are these real fucking honeycombs, Harper? This shit is too beautiful to eat,” she says, chewing on a slice of Soppressata.

      Harper hands Charlotte a mason jar filled with clear bubbly. “We waited so we could toast to the Red Rock Oasis.”

      “Red Rock Oasis?” Charlotte raises an eyebrow at Luna.

      Luna’s mischievous smile spreads across her face. “I wanted to call it Red Rock Asylum, but apparently that doesn’t promote the ray of fucking sunshine we’re living under now.”

      Charlotte can’t help the snort.

      “What?” Now, all three of them are staring at her expectantly.

      As Alpha, they look to her for a brilliant, heartfelt toast about how this house will make them stronger, about how they’ll face the future together, blah, blah, blah. But Charlotte is more of a "just do it" kind of gal, not one for flowery speeches.

      She rolls her eyes. “Okay, fine. Hold up your damn glasses. It’s taken us years of tears, sweat, and literal blood, but we’re finally in the same den with room to grow. Those of us who are left will be stronger for it. RIP to the ones we’ve lost, and for us…cheers to not dying.”

      Three pairs of eyes widen as if they might pop out of their heads before the room erupts in laughter. In stereo, the three women echo, “Cheers to not dying.”
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            THE REASON WE CAN’T HAVE NICE THINGS

          

        

      

    

    
      Charlotte spends the afternoon unpacking her clothes and meticulously arranging her new, swanky bathroom—marble gleaming in every direction, a rain shower big enough to fit questionable choices, and towels so thick they could insulate a small cabin.

      The moment she saw the place, she knew it was hers—especially the spa tub, which she intends to claim tonight.

      She steps into the shower, its ridiculous size perfect for, say, half the local hockey team. A grin flicks at her lips. Hmm. Tempting

      As the water cascades down her bronzed gym-toned body, she hopes her sisters are finding the same solace in their own spaces.

      If the four of them can create sanctuaries within their individual spaces, perhaps their inner beasts will finally stop growling and tearing at their chests from the inside-out.

      Lathering up the pink soap on her pouf, a wave of sadness suddenly washes over her. The broken bonds of her lost sisters weigh heavily on her heart.

      The Red Rock Pack has battled with tooth and claw to defend their territory, and it has cost them nine of their sisters.

      What began as their desert sanctuary has become a battleground for vengeance, thanks to that narcissistic penis-wrinkle, Miles Barlowe, Alpha of the Cascade Pack.

      “Nope,” she mutters, shaking her head, refusing to go down that dark road.

      Stepping out of the shower, smelling like a damn garden and wrapped in a towel, she looks around her very large master suite. A smile, that she can’t stop, creeps across her face. Her wolf, usually a restless beast growling at anything and everything, is quiet–content even. This is a good sign.

      Luca and Wesley, her interior designers who are as beautiful as they are talented, knew exactly how to create her space. The extra-large bed, nearly the size of a small boat, fills the room–a bit eccentric for Charlotte’s taste, but it’s like sleeping on a fucking cloud. They called the overall design “simple elegance.”

      It’s more than Charlotte ever imagined for herself, but the teal overstuffed couch and the 65-inch TV will come in handy for those inevitable sunup to sundown marathons.

      She pulls on her favorite purple tank top, and an internal growl that isn’t her wolf, catches her attention. The box of Flavor Blast Goldfish she stashed in the back of the pantry suddenly sounds like the best idea she’s ever had.

      Easing the door open, she steps into the hallway, her gaze sweeping over the long stretch of white walls adorned with vibrant modern art. That was all Harper. Boujee bitch.

      Each piece seems to pulse with energy, those designers know their shit.

      The hallway extends endlessly, doors spaced evenly along both sides like sentinels guarding hidden secrets. There must be at least fifteen of them, each holding the promise of something yet to be discovered.

      Across from her, Harper’s suite lies open, the doorway showing a beautiful light blue, beckoning her to step inside. The familiar hum of music floats out, mingling with the air, but Charlotte hesitates, feeling an unspoken boundary. That’s new.

      “Harper?” Charlotte calls, poking her head into the doorway.

      They’ve been crammed together for so long that it feels almost wrong to enter Harper’s space without permission.

      The only response is the faint sound of Taylor Swift somewhere in the room.

      Charlotte backs out and continues downstairs, her thoughts firmly on those Goldfish.

      As she turns the corner into the kitchen, she discovers why Harper didn’t answer her call at the doorway. Hearing an edge in Harper’s voice.

      “Luna, that is not fucking spaghetti. I don’t care what the sauce is or what the label says.”

      Charlotte saunters over to the custom-designed six-burner stove, where Luna is calmly stirring something in a pot, the rich aroma of tomatoes and spices filling the air. “What are you doing now, besides pissing Harper off?” she asks, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips.

      Luna’s hand moves in a steady rhythm, her face an unruffled mask of serenity as the thick red sauce swirls around tiny, circular noodles.

      “Luna apparently made, ‘quote unquote’ spaghetti for everyone,” Harper announces, her fingers punctuating the air with exaggerated quotes. Her voice drips with disdain. “But it’s fucking SpaghettiOs, Luna.” She spits out Luna’s name like it’s something bitter she needs to expel.

      “Harper! It literally has spaghetti in the name, so that makes it spaghetti!” Luna counters, her tone an exasperated mix of amusement and logic.

      Harper’s eyes narrow as she fires back, “Yes, and that phone sitting next to you is an Apple, but that doesn’t mean you can take a bite out of it.”

      “Ooooooo, mic drop,” Jade chimes in, the tight twists in her hair bouncing as she spins on the barstool. Her dark eyes glint with appreciation for Harper’s quick wit.

      Charlotte rolls her eyes, feeling the tension in the room building like a storm ready to break. “Ladies! Remember the deal. Fights go outside. We bought a house with white tile like fucking morons,” her voice edged with a touch of Alpha power to make sure they listen.

      Both women turn towards the back patio, their argument still simmering as they debate the validity of SpaghettiOs as real spaghetti.

      These women are fighters, each with a beast lurking beneath the surface.

      Luna’s usual mischievous kindness is a mask–one that slips when she’s provoked, revealing a side so fierce that even the devil himself would bow before her and her beasts.

      As their voices fade into the distance, Charlotte catches Luna’s parting shot. “Why do you have to be such a well-done steak, Harper?”

      “Again? What the fuck does that even mean, Luna?”

      “Well-done steaks annoy me.” The door slams behind them, cutting off the last of the argument.

      “They’re the reason we can’t have nice things,” Jade mutters, shaking her head as she disappears through the arched doorway leading into the diningroom.

      Charlotte glances over both shoulders, then shrugs. With two of the ladies outside likely bleeding each other and the other one off to lose herself in TV, she finds herself alone with a steaming pan of SpaghettiOs.

      And look… meatballs!
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      The next day, Charlotte is strolling past the cardio area of the gym floor, her pace unhurried as she mentally checks off her to-do list.

      Suddenly, she halts mid-step, her body going rigid as an unfamiliar scent hits her like a freight train.

      It’s not the usual assault of sweat and gym-rat testosterone that fills the air; this is different—something softer, something that soothes the edges of her frayed nerves.

      Her nostrils flare as she tries to draw in more of the fragrance that is bold and grounding, a mix of redwood and fresh pine, with a smoky edge that hinted at a campfire burning somewhere in the distance. And to her surprise, her wolf, usually a restless force, rolls over, exposing her belly in submission.

      What the fuck is that?

      Shaking her head, dismissing it as some new deodorant. Probably that one that keeps popping up on her Instagram feed for no damn reason-the one with the catchy slogan, “Men, wash your balls,” followed by a montage of soccer balls, basketballs, and other bouncy spheres jumping around the screen.

      Fucking brilliant, she thinks with a smirk.

      Eyes sweep over the gym, scanning for the source of the scent that has her beast on edge.

      Treadmills whirr beneath hunched bodies, and the usual gym bros grunt as they spot each other at the bench press.

      Nothing out of the ordinary. No one stands out. With a frustrated sigh, she wonders what the hell is wrong with her beast but decides to let it go.

      She drags herself toward the glass-top desk she’s always hated. Seriously, who thought that was a good idea?

      Glancing down, her scowl deepens at the sight of the notifications on her phone. Three missed calls from Luna and one from Jade.

      Her irritation simmers as she presses the call button. The moment the line connects, she can feel Luna’s panic radiating through the phone. “What the fuck, Luna? Are you okay?”

      “Char, I just saw Ethan. I went to the Summerlin house to check that all the windows and doors were locked, and he was creeping around in the backyard. I was careful not to let him know I was there. I didn’t want to go beasty, so I left and called you right away.”

      “Shit,” Charlotte mutters, her frustration shifting to their enemy. “Text Jade and tell her to be home by six. I’ll get ahold of Harper. Pack meeting.”

      She stops, rubbing a hand through her hair, tension firing through every stiff movement.

      “I’m sure Ethan’s already checked the other houses by now. Dammit. I was hoping for peace a little longer.”

      Luna’s voice comes through the phone—steady, but with a crack Charlotte doesn’t miss.

      “Peace is overrated anyway.”

      Charlotte freezes. There’s something under that tone, something tight.

      A beat. Then Luna adds, quieter, more guarded,

      “But… with the extra space, maybe it’s time to think about bringing in a few more wolves. We need to grow our numbers again.”

      Charlotte tightens her grip on the phone. Silence stretches between them, heavy with the weight of what Luna isn’t saying.

      The suggestion feels like a gamble, and Charlotte knows it. She hears it in the way Luna’s voice falters, as if she’s already bracing for the pushback.

      “I know it’s a risk, especially after everything,” Luna adds softly. “But we can’t afford to stay small forever.”

      Charlotte’s heart feels the weight of responsibility, pressing down on her. “Let’s talk about it tonight.”

      Ending the call, Charlotte lets out the long breath she’d been holding. Stopping just short of slamming her fist into the stupid glass desk.

      “Why can’t they just stay in their own damn territories?”

      Harper, Jade, and she created the Red Rock Pack as a sanctuary for females seeking refuge, protection.

      Something like an ally pack—the Black Canyon Pack had done for them so many years ago.

      They were given food, protection, and training, ensuring their survival.

      At its peak, the Red Rock sisterhood was fifteen strong, but battles to save their territory had taken its toll.

      Now, it was just the four of them, clinging to their hard-won city of Las Vegas and the surrounding desert. Mourning the loss of their sisters has been difficult for the four remaining Red Rocks.

      Charlotte instinctively pulls the hair tie from her jet-black hair, her fingers tugging at it as if the small rubber band itself is the source of the tension coiling inside her.

      The wolf within her stirs, restless and growly, pacing at the edges of her mind.

      She lets her jet-black hair fall loose, cascading over her shoulders, and promptly begins gathering the strands back into a bun.

      Mid-motion, that scent drifts toward her again, soft and familiar, wrapping around her like a soothing whisper.

      Her wolf pauses, alert, as the calming fragrance teases both her senses and the beast inside her, pulling them both from the restless spiral of thoughts.

      Charlotte glances out the office window, her eyes drifting over the gym floor. Humans pound away on treadmills, sweat flying as their feet strike in rhythmic, almost desperate motions.

      Over by the mirrors, the gym bros are at it again, flexing and grinning at their reflections like they’re auditioning for a role only they can see.

      In the back, neon lights pulse from the spin class, casting an odd glow over the room. The instructors shout encouragement over the blaring music, and the participants pedal furiously, as if trying to outrun something.

      Even after years as a trainer, she still doesn’t get it-what’s so appealing about pretending you’re biking through a rave? But then again, what’s one woman’s pain is another woman’s pleasure... or sometimes both.

      I need to find the source of that smell.

      It’s like meditation on steroids, soothing her anxiety in a way nothing else does.

      She makes her way to the gym’s main room, Britney’s “Work B**ch” blaring through the speakers. The scent has faded, but she’s determined to track it down.

      As she circles the floor, checking in with clients, she tries to catch even a hint of that addictive fragrance, but it eludes her.

      With a resigned shrug, she decides she better listen to Britney and “get to work, bitch.”
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, Charlotte waves her hand over the flickering blue flames of the standalone water vapor fireplace. The sleek, modern unit stands close to the windows, its design allowing light and shadow to dance freely around it.

      She circles it slowly, the cool mist disguised as fire licking at her palm without heat.

      Beyond the glass, the desert night stretches endlessly, but it’s the worry etched on her sisters’ faces that holds her attention, grating on her nerves.

      One day.

      They got one fucking day of happiness. The thought burns hotter than the illusionary flames ever could. Charlotte is beyond done—she wants blood.

      “Okay, ladies, we knew the Cascade Pack wouldn’t leave us alone for long. We bruised their egos, and after the last battle, their numbers are down. But they know ours are too, so I’m sure Ethan was doing some recon for that wrinkled ball sack, Miles.”

      It was men like Miles who had driven this all-female pack together in the first place.

      “Oh, he’s just pissed off because everyone knows you, a female, gave him that limp,” Jade says with a smirk, pride gleaming in her eyes.

      Old shifter laws were crafted to keep females controlled, subjugated under the guise of order. If a beating was deemed necessary, it was considered perfectly acceptable, well within a male’s rights.

      Even now, some Alphas still cling to those outdated laws, ruling their packs through fear and brutality.

      Miles is one of them. He controls his pack with an iron fist, his leadership steeped in an abusive patriarchy that feeds off dominance and submission.

      The scar Charlotte left on him only fueled his twisted sense of power, a constant reminder of the threat strong females pose to his fragile control. It deepened his need to crush any sign of rebellion, to enforce the old ways even more ruthlessly.

      The males in his pack follow his lead, emboldened by his rage, while the females live in constant fear, silenced by the ever-present threat of punishment.

      “Well, the cuntsickle had it coming. He’s lucky that weasel, Ethan, dragged him out of there or his heart would’ve been a lawn ornament.,” Charlotte says, her tone hard as steel.

      Jade leans over the hot pink pool table, her fingers steady as she lines up her shot with practiced ease. “Alpha, we need to talk about recruiting,” she says, her voice low but firm. “I know the broken bonds are hard for you-they’re killing us too-but we can’t hold Vegas with these numbers.”

      Pop.

      The cue ball cracks against its target, the sound echoing through the large game room.

      Jade straightens, watching the ball sink into the pocket. “We’re badasses, no doubt, but we’re all tired. Healing is slower now… harder. We can’t keep running on empty.”

      Charlotte knows Jade is right. Her back has been stiff every morning lately, and just the other day, she noticed a bruise lingering far too long—over five hours for something that should’ve healed in minutes.

      The weight of the broken bonds drags at her, dulling the connection between her and her wolf. The darkness lurking in the distance feels closer with each passing day, like an unwelcome shadow that won’t leave.

      Glancing at Luna and Harper, curled up on the fluffy white sectional that wraps around most of the room, they look just as worn, their energy dulled.

      “Okay,” she says, finally nodding. “I’m listening. How do we fix this?” Her voice softens, admitting the need for more bodies, more strength and maybe the chance to heal the hurt inside her.

      “We need more of us, no question. But females aren’t exactly lining up to join. Who wants to leave one abusive pack just to come here and fight another battle?” She forces a laugh, trying to lift the heaviness in the room. “Plus, our kind of crazy isn’t for everyone.” Charlotte flashes a teasing smirk at Harper. “I mean, Harper’s a bitch.”

      “Hey!” Harper protests, feigning offense.

      Gracefully, Charlotte pours two fingers of whiskey into a cobalt-blue rocks glass—once a wine bottle, now it’s adorned with a picture of Old Faithful in white paint.

      Swirling the amber liquid thoughtfully before asking, “What do we do, run a Craigslist ad?”

      “This is me! This is what I do, Char. I’ll work my magic. There are other ladies out there with a badassery level of nine and a half who need a pack. I’ll find them,” Luna says confidently, her fingers already flying across the keys of her laptop, its lid covered in a chaotic mix of colorful stickers, each one a little piece of her personality.

      Sensing there’s more on Harper’s mind. “Any other suggestions, Harp?”

      “What if,” Harper begins cautiously, her hands raised in a gesture of surrender, “hear me out—what if we recruit females AND males?”

      Charlotte is pretty sure Luna’s gasp could be heard on the California coast.

      “You good?” Jade asks, jabbing a finger toward Luna, her eyes narrowing with concern.

      Luna’s white hair shimmies down her back as she shakes her head in disbelief. “What the fuck, Harper? Warn a girl before you ram her up the bootyhole.”

      Charlotte shakes her head, trying to recover from the shock as Harper’s suggestion lingers in the air. Her voice wavers, as if testing the very idea on her tongue. “Okay… it’s not like we’ve ever laid down rules about males,” she says slowly. “But we’ve never really talked about it either.”

      A tightness coils in her stomach, growing heavier as the reality sinks in. The thought of trusting males-letting them into their circle, into the bonds they share-feels foreign, almost dangerous. They’ve never dared to consider it, not after everything they’ve been through.

      “I’m not sure we’re all ready to trust them,” she murmurs, the words softer now, haunted by memories she can’t quite shake.

      Charlotte shifts her almond eyes to Luna, whose scars run deeper than anyone can see. Abused. Tested on. Broken down like some expendable experiment. The walls around Luna’s heart aren’t just high-they’re impenetrable.

      Charlotte almost misses the flicker of something—pain, distrust—that crosses Luna’s face. It vanishes as quickly as it appeared, hidden behind the playful, lighthearted mask Luna usually wears as her armor. But Charlotte catches it, feels it ripple through their bond. That fleeting crack in her defenses speaks louder than words: this isn’t just a new idea—it’s a threat to everything they’ve fought to protect.

      “Okay, it was a silly suggestion. I just thought it might be easier and faster to build our numbers if we looked outside the box. Forget I said it,” Harper says, her voice tinged with reluctance.

      “No, it’s worth considering, but we can’t rush into this one. We need numbers, but letting males into our bonds isn’t as easy as it sounds.”

      As Charlotte wrestles with the weight of Harper’s suggestion, her thoughts drift to the women who have stood by her through countless battles, both physical and emotional. These women are more than just pack members—they are her sisters, each bringing something unique and vital to their tight-knit group. In moments like this, Charlotte can’t help but reflect on what makes each of them irreplaceable.

      Jade is the type to fuck around and find out, always ready to dive headfirst into danger without a second thought.

      Luna, on the other hand, is the masked genius, harboring demons that none of them can imagine.

      And then there’s Harper, the problem solver, the one who stays level-headed when the rest of the world seems to be spinning out of control.

      That’s why Charlotte trusts her judgment, but this idea–this radical shift in their pack’s dynamic–will take time to process.

      “Let’s table it for now. Luna, you’ll put out some feelers to see if there are any females who want to join a pack of workaholic women on the brink of war with other shifters over a hot, dusty city of sin?”

      “Hey, don’t forget we’re friendly as fuck,” Luna snorts. “Well, Harper and I are. Charlotte, you’re alright,” she says, flipping her hand back and forth dismissively. “Jade… stop biting people.”

      “I can’t help it. People suck, and they deserve it,” Jade retorts with a grin.

      Charlotte turns back to the group, her gaze sharp. “Let’s go see if we can figure out what exactly that asshole was doing at our house and what information he might have taken back to pencil-dick Miles Barlowe.”

      Luna jumps up, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “Then, Pinkbox Donuts!”
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        * * *

      

      “Charlotte, I know you wanted to make a statement, but did your statement have to be so fucking tall?” Harper grumbles as she hauls herself into the jacked-up TRX, her feet barely scraping the running board.

      “Hey, I can’t help it if you’re a ‘fun-sized’ wolf,” Charlotte shoots back, glancing over her shoulder with a self-satisfied grin.

      This badass truck had been her dream for years, and now it was her escape when the girls were being particularly annoying.

      The purple ombre paint job gleamed in the sunlight, daring anyone to question her choice. When life got too intense, Charlotte would take this titan into the desert, hitting every bump and rut she could find, letting the rough terrain match her mood.

      From the back seat, Luna chimes in, “Oh, I almost forgot to tell you! My brother called–his wife had the pups, and get this… it was triplets! How wild is that?”

      Jade, riding shotgun, slaps her leg and laughs. “Holy shit. They went through the whole pregnancy thinking there were only two, but surprise–three!?”

      “Yeah, Jon said the third baby was much smaller and was hiding behind Baby A and Baby B the entire time
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Name: Randolph, Charlotte
Pack: Red Rock Pack
Pack Position: Alpha
DOB: bl | A1 81| Age: 42
Registered Animal: Wolf
US Citizen:Yes Language: English
Height 5EIOF
Weight 120
Hair Color Black
Eye Color Green
Skin Tone | Medium

Pack Information

Mate: Dunne, Liam
Beta: Sheridan, Harper
Enforcer: Devereaux, Jade

Pack: Unknown

Registered Address:
117 Stanley Dr
Lake Las Vegas, NV

-

Psychological Profile:

Highly intelligent and strategic

* Trained in combat, extremely dangerous when provoked
* Loyal to her pack—will do anything to protect them
.

Strong anti-authority tendencies
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Name: Dunne, Liam

Pack: Former Ashland Pack
Pack Position: Lone Wolf
DOB: 43 8
Registered Animal: Wolf &

US Citizen:Yes Language: English

Height 6'5"
Weight 235
Hair Color | Brown

Eye Color Brown
Skin Tone Olive

Registered Address:

Pack Information

Unknown
Mate: Deceased
Alpha:  Lone Wolf Status P
—_————— = = = == | |
Beta: .Af
Enforcer:

Psychological Profile:
« Exhibits strong protective instincts toward vulnerable individuals
* Avoidant of personal conflict but extremely capable when provoked
* Uses logic and routine as stabilizers
* Shows minimal ego; prioritizes group safety over personal status
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