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To the dreamers,

those who dare to imagine more, even when the world feels heavy.
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This book exists because you never stopped believing in me.
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Raven Jackson never expected a quiet human life. She’d always known she wasn’t entirely ordinary, her mother’s blood carried secrets, her dreams carried warnings, and the moon had always watched her a little too closely. Nigel’s confession only confirmed what she’d felt her whole life: she belonged to a world that existed beneath the surface of the human one, a world of wolves and magic and ancient bloodlines.

But knowing she wasn’t human was one thing.

Stepping into Crescent Moon territory was another.

The moment Raven crossed the border, the land reacted.

Not subtly.

Not gently.

The air thickened, humming with a pulse that curled beneath her skin. The trees leaned in as if recognizing her. The sky shifted shades, bruised and electric. Even the ground vibrated, slow and deliberate, like something ancient was waking up.

And it wasn’t waking for Nigel.

It was waking for her.

Raven came to Atlanta to marry the man she loved, the heir to one of the oldest Lycan bloodlines in the South. She expected pack politics, rituals she didn’t fully understand, and a family whose power stretched back to New Orleans and beyond.

She didn’t expect the estate to open its doors for her before she touched them.

She didn’t expect the shadows to shift when she walked past.

She didn’t expect the moon to whisper her name.

Because Crescent Moon didn’t just sense her presence.

It recognized her.

As something lost.

Something returning.

Something it had been waiting for.

Now the land is stirring.

The wolves are watching.

And destiny, ancient, hungry, impossibly aware, has begun to move.

Raven Jackson thought she was coming for a wedding.

But she is stepping into a prophecy.

And nothing, not love, not lineage, not the future she thought she wanted, will ever be the same.
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Chapter 1: Crossing the Lines
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The late afternoon sun dipped low over the Ft. Lauderdale horizon, turning the campus of Mizell-Johnson University into a wash of molten gold. 

Students spilled across the sidewalks in noisy clusters, dragging suitcases, hugging friends, shouting goodbyes.

It was the end of the semester.

The end of the familiar.

For Raven Jackson, it felt like the beginning of something she couldn’t name.

She stood beside Nigel’s black SUV, the humid Ft. Lauderdale breeze tugging at her curls. The air smelled like ocean salt, sunscreen, and bougainvillea, the scents of home.

Home she was leaving behind.

Nigel lifted the last suitcase into the trunk, muscles flexing beneath his T-shirt. Raven watched him longer than she meant to, warmth curling low in her stomach. He moved with that quiet, predatory confidence she’d come to recognize, the kind that made her pulse skip.

He caught her staring and smirked. “You checking me out, Mrs. Devereaux?”

Her cheeks warmed. “Maybe.” And she loved how “Mrs. Devereaux” sounded, rolling off his lips.

He closed the trunk and walked toward her, slow and deliberate, like he enjoyed the way she reacted to him. When he reached her, he dipped his head and brushed his lips against hers, soft at first, then deeper, lingering just long enough to make her breath catch.

Raven melted into him, her 5'5" frame enveloped by his towering 6'4" presence, her caramel skin warm against his milk chocolate complexion.

And as she did, her mind flickered back to the moment everything changed.
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It had been an ordinary Tuesday.

Or it should've been.

Raven and her friend Nakeisha were in the Mizell-Johnson University library, arms full of textbooks, caffeine, and the kind of exhaustion only finals week could produce. Raven's wavy black hair was pulled into a messy bun, a few strands framing her face, highlighting her almond shaped hazel eyes that now struggled to stay open.

Nakeisha had been rambling, loudly, about Nigel Devereaux.

"Girl, I swear, if he looks at me one more time in class, I'm gonna faint. He's too fine. Too tall. Too everything. And that smile... The way it lights up his whole face... Criminal."

Raven laughed, the sound soft and melodic despite her fatigue. "You've been fawning over him all semester."

"And with good reason," Nakeisha said, flipping her braids dramatically. "He's like... if a Greek god and a linebacker had a baby. Star receiver on the football team. Campus royalty. Those honey colored eyes that sometimes flash gold when he gets intense during games... The way he walks around with those broad shoulders, that deep voice... Please."

Raven blinked, her long lashes brushing against her flawless skin. "I've never seen him."

Nakeisha stopped walking, nearly dropping her iced coffee. "What do you mean, you've never seen him?"

"I mean, I've never seen him," Raven repeated, adjusting the vintage jean jacket she'd thrifted and styled with her own embroidery, typical of her unique but understated fashion sense. "I've heard the name, girls whisper about him in the dining hall, but I wouldn't know him if he walked right past me."

Nakeisha stared at her like she'd confessed to a crime. "Raven. Be serious. Nigel Devereaux is impossible to miss. He's six foot four of pure fineness. Arms like..." she made squeezing motions with her hands. "Even in just jeans and a fitted black tee with those limited-edition Jordan 4s he's always rocking. The whole package is just..." she fanned herself.

Raven shrugged, her slim but curvy figure shifting under her jean jacket. "Well, I missed him."

Nakeisha groaned dramatically. "You're hopeless."
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They turned the corner of the stacks, and Raven crashed into a wall of muscle, someone’s chest as unyielding as a granite slab. Her books exploded outward, pages fluttering like startled birds. The sharp hiss of air ripping from her lungs echoed in the narrow aisle.

Warm, calloused hands closed around her waist, fingers brushing the bare skin where her crop top had ridden up. Raven’s gaze dragged upward, over the black T-shirt stretched across a sculpted chest, up the column of a throat where a pulse hammered beneath chocolate skin, until her eyes locked onto Nigel’s.

Liquid amber.

Then darker.

Then gone entirely.

Time stuttered. Her heartbeat flatlined, just for a breath, before it kicked back in hard, wildfire racing along her spine.

And then his scent hit her.

Pine.

Cedar.

A hint of smoke.

Warm, woodsy, grounding, so strong it drowned out the dusty paper smell of the library. It wrapped around her, pulled her in, made her chest tighten like her body recognized him before her mind could catch up.

Nigel froze.

Then something ancient inside him broke loose.

His pupils blew wide, swallowing the amber of his irises. His breath hitched like he’d been punched. A feral hunger clawed its way to the surface, raw, instinctive, impossible to hide.

And Raven felt it.

Not imagined.

Not subtle.

Not human.

His wolf surged forward.

It didn’t come with patience or a whisper.

It erupted, violent, desperate, claiming.

A guttural sound tore from Nigel’s chest, half-growl, half-groan, so primal it vibrated through his bones.

Mate.

The word didn’t pass his lips.

It thundered up from the beast in his blood.

Raven felt it like an electric hook snagging behind her navel, heat crackling across her skin. Her whole body recoiled and then recalibrated, like he’d suddenly become true north, and she didn’t know how to stand without orienting toward him.

Nigel inhaled sharply and that’s when her scent hit him.

Warm vanilla.

A hint of citrus.

And something darker beneath it, something cool and electric, like moonlit air before a storm.

His wolf went feral.

Mate.

Mate.

MATE.

Nigel’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. When he finally spoke, his voice came out low, ragged, barely human.

“You good?”

But his wolf wasn’t good.

His wolf was howling.

His wolf was shaking the bars of its cage.

His wolf was already reaching for her.

And Raven, heart racing, breath tangled in her throat, felt every bit of it.

Raven' s pulse fluttered wildly at her neck, her body responding to his call before her mind could catch up, her lips parting slightly.

And Nakeisha, all 5'5" of her track star body poised to swoop in and flirt, froze mid- step. Her honey blonde braids swung forward, catching the light as she tilted her head. Her light caramel skin flushed slightly, those round baby doll brown eyes widening as she read the room.

She saw it.

She felt it.

The gravity between them, heavy and undeniable.

The way Nigel' s entire being locked onto Raven like she was the only heartbeat in a silent world, like everyone else had just faded to shadows.

Nakeisha' s smile faltered, her perfectly glossed lips twitching downward.

Just a flicker.

Just enough to show she understood the game was over before it began.

Raven wasn't just another girl Nigel bumped into.

She was the one. The only one.

Nakeisha stepped back, her Addidas Gazelles squeaking slightly on the floor, swallowing her disappointment, forcing a bright smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. " Well... damn. Okay then."

She wasn't petty.

She wasn't cruel.

But she felt it, the sting of being overlooked while wearing her freshest fit.

Still, she nudged Raven forward with a gentle push. "Go on. Say something before he combusts."

Raven blinked, heat crawling up her neck. “Uh... hi. I’m Raven. Raven Jackson.”

Nigel’s chest rose sharply, like her name punched the air out of him. “Nigel,” he said, voice low and rough. “Nigel Devereaux.”

He didn’t offer his hand.

He didn’t need to.

He was already holding her like he’d been born knowing the shape of her waist.

Nigel’s jaw flexed, his breath coming out uneven, like he was fighting himself. Fighting the instinct clawing up his spine. Fighting the urge to drag her closer even though she was already pressed against him.

Raven swallowed hard, heat crawling up her neck. “I... uh... sorry. I didn’t see you.”

Her voice sounded timid. Too soft. Too breathless. Too aware.

Nigel blinked, like the words took a second to reach him through the haze. “You ran into me,” he said, but his voice was low, rough, like gravel dragged across velvet.

“Yeah, well,” she muttered, trying to step back.

He didn’t let go.

Not right away.

His fingers flexed at her waist just once, like his body refused to release her even as his mind scrambled to catch up. Raven felt the hesitation, the war happening under his skin.

Then he exhaled sharply and forced his hands to drop.

The loss of contact hit harder than it should have.

Raven cleared her throat, brushing her hair behind her ear even though it didn’t need brushing. “So... um. You good?”

Nigel huffed a laugh that wasn’t really a laugh. “Not even close.”

His eyes flicked to her lips for half a second, half a heartbeat, but she felt it like a spark straight to her stomach.

Raven’s pulse jumped. “Right. Okay.”

They both stepped back at the same time.

Too fast.

Too awkward.

Too obvious.

Nigel scrubbed a hand over his jaw, trying to look anywhere but at her. “You should... uh... watch where you’re going.”

“Yeah,” she said, cheeks burning. “You should stop standing in the middle of walkways like a brick wall.”

His mouth twitched.

Just a little.

Like he wanted to smile but didn’t trust himself to.

“Raven,” he said quietly.

She looked up.

And the air between them tightened again, warm, electric, charged with something neither of them had the vocabulary for yet.

Nigel swallowed hard. “I’m... trying.”

She didn’t know what he meant.

Not fully.

But she felt it.

The effort.

The restraint.

The way he was holding himself together by sheer willpower.

“Me too,” she whispered.

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Then Nigel stepped back, giving her space he clearly didn’t want to give.

“See you around,” he said, voice rough.

Raven nodded, clutching her books to her chest like they were armor. “Yeah. See you.”

She walked away first.

Nigel didn’t move until her scent faded from the aisle.

And even then, his wolf kept whispering the same word over and over, low and relentless:

Mate.

And from that moment on, they were orbiting each other, pulled closer and closer by forces stronger than gravity, stronger than reason, until resisting became not just impossible, but unthinkable.
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The memory faded as Nigel opened her door and helped her into the SUV.

The drive north was long, but Raven didn’t mind. She watched palm trees fade into pines, the flat coastal land rising into rolling hills. Florida’s humid warmth gave way to Georgia’s cooler air as they crossed state lines.

Nigel kept one hand on the wheel and the other on her thigh, always touching her, always grounding her. His thumb traced slow circles against her skin, each pass sending a warm ache spiraling through her.

“You nervous?” he asked as they passed a sign for Macon.

“A little,” she admitted. “Your family is... a lot.”

He chuckled. “They’re wolves, sweetheart. Everything we do is a lot.”

She laughed softly, but the truth lingered.
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The Devereaux's weren’t just any wolf family.

They were one of the oldest Lycan bloodlines in the South, old enough that their name carried weight even outside supernatural circles.

What most people didn’t know, was that the Devereaux story didn’t start in Georgia at all.

It started in New Orleans.

Long before Crescent Moon territory existed, long before Atlanta swallowed the South with its sprawl and skyline, the Devereaux's lived in the French Quarter. Back then, they were a quiet but powerful family who blended into the human world by doing what New Orleans families did best:

They built something.

Their first hotel was a tiny, moody boutique tucked between two historic buildings, The Devereaux Moon House. A name that sounded whimsical to tourists, romantic to couples, and just mysterious enough to draw in the curious. No one ever questioned the crescent shaped lanterns or the wolf etched ironwork on the balconies. It was New Orleans, strange was normal.

The Moon House thrived.

And when the Devereaux's eventually left Louisiana, after a conflict no one in the pack talked about anymore, they brought that legacy with them. They bought over 150 acres of untouched land on the outskirts of Atlanta and built their estate on it, the land that would one day become Crescent Moon territory.

They didn’t just survive in Atlanta.

They dominated.

The Moon House evolved into a modern luxury chain, Devereaux Luxe Hotel, a collection of upscale hotels across the South that still carried that New Orleans soul: wrought iron balconies, warm lighting, jazz infused lounges, and a quiet, unmistakable sense of old magic woven into every detail.

To humans, it was branding.

To wolves, it was heritage.

And to Nigel... it was the weight of a legacy he never asked for but carried anyway.

All of that history, every secret, every sacrifice, every mile between New Orleans and Atlanta, lived in his blood.

And Raven had no idea she’d just collided with the heir to all of it.
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Raven knew the basics.

She didn’t know the secrets.

Not yet.

The sky shifted from bright Florida blue to dusky lavender. Raven stretched in her seat, arching her back just enough to make Nigel glance over, and linger.

“You trying to kill me?” he murmured.

She smirked. “Just stretching.”

“Mmm hmm.”

His hand slid higher on her thigh, fingers brushing the hem of her shorts. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent heat rushing through her. Nigel always touched her like he knew exactly how to unravel her.

The highway curved through a quiet stretch of forest, and without warning, Nigel turned onto a narrow side road. The SUV rolled to a stop beneath a canopy of tall pines, the world falling into a hush.

Raven raised a brow. “What are you doing?”

Nigel unbuckled his seatbelt, eyes darkening. “Come here.”

There was something in his voice, a pull, a promise, that made her breath catch. She leaned toward him, and he met her halfway, his hand sliding to the back of her neck as he kissed her.

This kiss wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t patient.

It was hungry.

His lips claimed hers with a heat that stole her breath, his thumb stroking the hollow beneath her ear in a way that made her melt. Raven climbed across the console without thinking, settling onto his lap as his hands gripped her hips, pulling her flush against him.

Her fingers tangled in his curls, tugging just enough to make him groan, a deep, rough sound that vibrated through her.

“Nigel...” she whispered against his mouth.

He kissed her harder, deeper, his hands roaming her back, her waist, her thighs. Every touch was slow and deliberate, like he was savoring her, like he was memorizing the shape of her body through her clothes.

“You have no idea,” he murmured against her lips, “how long I’ve wanted you like this.”

Her pulse fluttered. He kissed down her neck, lingering at the spot where her pulse beat fastest. His breath was warm, his lips soft, his teeth grazing her skin just enough to make her gasp.

Her hips shifted instinctively, and Nigel’s grip tightened, his breath stuttering as he buried his face in her shoulder.

“Sweetheart...” His voice was strained, thick with restraint. “If you keep moving like that, I’m going to forget we’re in a car.”

“Maybe I want you to forget.”

He pulled back, eyes blazing, wolf close to the surface. “Don’t tempt me.”

She cupped his jaw, brushing her thumb along his cheekbone. “I’m not tempting you. I’m loving you.”

Something in him softened and sharpened all at once.

He kissed her again, slower, deeper, full of emotion and heat tangled together. His hands slid beneath the hem of her shirt, fingertips tracing the warm skin of her waist. Raven shivered, leaning into his touch, her breath catching as he explored her with reverence and hunger.

“Nigel...” Her voice trembled. “I want...”

“I know,” he whispered, kissing her again. “I want you too. More than you know.”

His forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling, their hearts racing in sync.

“But our first time...” He swallowed hard. “I want it to be perfect. A bed. A door that locks. No interruptions. Just you and me.”

Raven exhaled shakily, her body still humming with want. “You’re killing me.”

He laughed softly, brushing his thumb over her swollen lower lip. “Trust me, sweetheart. When it happens... you’ll thank me.”

She kissed him once more, slow and lingering, before sliding back into her seat. Her legs felt unsteady, her lips tingled, and Nigel’s grin was smug enough to make her swat his arm.

“You’re impossible,” she muttered.

“And you’re irresistible.”

“Obviously not irresistible enough,” she teased.

He growled playfully, pulling back onto the road.

Raven pressed her fingers to her lips, still warm from his kiss. The air between them crackled, charged with everything they hadn’t yet done.
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And the closer they got to Devereaux territory, the more she felt something else stirring, something ancient, something powerful, something that recognized her in a way she didn’t understand.

But for now, all she could think about was Nigel’s hands on her skin...

and the promise in his voice when he said our first time.

The drive stretched on beneath a sky bruised with twilight, the kind of purple blue that hinted at secrets waiting just beyond the horizon. Raven leaned her forehead against the cool glass, watching the trees blur into dark silhouettes. The deeper they traveled into Crescent Moon territory, the more the air changed, thicker, charged, humming with a kind of energy she couldn’t name. 

Nigel noticed.

He always noticed.

“You’re quiet,” he said, voice low, warm, threaded with concern. “Too quiet.”

Raven didn’t look away from the window. “Just thinking.”

“About?”

She hesitated. The truth felt too big to say out loud, the dreams, the strange pull in her chest, the way the land itself seemed to whisper her name when she wasn’t paying attention.

“Everything,” she said instead. “New city. New... life.”

Nigel reached across the console, his fingers brushing hers. His touch grounded her instantly, a warm tether pulling her back into her body.

“You’re not doing any of this alone,” he murmured. “Not now. Not ever.”

Raven’s chest tightened. Nigel had a way of saying things that made her feel seen, not just the surface parts, but the pieces she tried to hide. The parts she didn’t understand yet.

She squeezed his hand. “I know.”

He gave her a small, crooked smile, the one that always made her stomach flip. “Good. Because the Crescent Moon pack can be... intense.”

“Intense how?” she asked, raising a brow.

Nigel chuckled. “You’ll see.”

But there was something in his tone, a shadow, a warning, that made her pulse quicken.

Before she could press him, the SUV slowed.

The trees parted.

And the world opened.

Raven sat up straighter.

Raven’s breath caught. “It’s... beautiful.”

“Welcome home,” Nigel said softly.
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The Devereaux Estate rose from the land like something out of a myth Raven wasn’t sure she believed in yet. Even in the fading evening light, it was impossible to ignore. Ancient stone walls climbed toward the sky, wrapped in wild ivy that glowed a deep emerald under the last streaks of sunset. Tall windows flickered with warm golden light, like the house was awake and watching her approach.

But as the gates creaked open and the SUV rolled forward, Raven felt it again, that strange pull in her chest, like invisible fingers brushing her ribs. The sensation was soft but undeniable, a tug that seemed to reach straight through her skin. The land recognized her. She didn’t know how she knew that, but she did. And when the massive wrought iron gates closed behind them with a low groan that sounded almost... alive, a shiver slid down her spine.

The moment they crossed fully onto the grounds, the air shifted. It felt warmer, thicker, charged with something ancient. The estate wasn’t just sitting on the land. It was connected to it. Rooted in it. Breathing with it.

Her gaze swept over the grounds as they drove deeper in. The manicured lawn stretched out in perfect, rolling waves, impossibly green even in the dimming evening. Fireflies drifted lazily above the grass, their soft glow catching on the breeze like sparks from some unseen magic.

To the left, a lake shimmered at the base of the hill, its surface so still it looked like a sheet of black glass. The rising moon hovered above it, reflecting perfectly, two moons staring back at her, one in the sky and one in the water. Raven’s breath caught. It felt like the lake was holding its own secrets, ancient and heavy.

To the right, the gardens sprawled in a riot of color and shadow. Roses the color of spilled wine tangled with moonflowers that glowed faintly in the dusk. Herbs she didn’t recognize, witchy, wild, potent, perfumed the air. Stone pathways wound through it all, disappearing into hidden alcoves and quiet corners that felt like they’d been waiting centuries for someone to find them.

But it was the tree line that made her pulse stutter.

A dense wall of towering pines and ancient oaks circled the estate like guardians or warnings. Their branches twisted together overhead, forming a dark canopy that swallowed the last of the daylight. Shadows moved differently there, slower and deeper, like the forest was thinking. Watching.

Deciding.

Raven couldn’t explain it, but she felt it in her bones.

The land knew she was here.

And as the SUV rolled to a stop in front of the estate’s grand entrance, the air shifted again, warm, electric, almost welcoming.

Or maybe... expectant.

Nigel reached over and squeezed her hand, but Raven couldn’t look away from the estate.

Because for the first time since they left Fort Lauderdale, she understood something she hadn’t been ready to admit.

She wasn’t just arriving at her future husband’s home.

She was stepping into a destiny that had been waiting for her long before she ever knew this world existed.
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Chapter 2: The House That Knows Her Name
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The moment Raven stepped out of the SUV, the world shifted.

Not metaphorically.

Not emotionally.

Literally.

The air thickened around her, warm and electric, humming with a pulse she felt in her bones.

Nigel grabbed their bags from the trunk, but his eyes never left her.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

Raven nodded, though her heart was racing. “This, is just.... a lot.”

“Understandable,” he murmured. “This place has a presence.”

Presence was an understatement.

The estate watched her.

She felt it, a subtle pressure, like invisible eyes tracking her every step. The land beneath her boots vibrated faintly, a soft thrum that matched the strange tug in her chest.

Nigel reached for her hand. “Come on. They’re waiting.”

They walked up the stone steps, and the massive front doors opened before they touched them.

Raven froze.

Nigel didn’t.

“That’s normal,” he said. “The house responds to pack energy.”

But the way he said it...

The way he didn’t look at her...

Told her it wasn’t normal at all.

Not like this.

Not for her.

Inside, the foyer was stupidly huge, cathedral high ceilings, marble floors so shiny she could see her own nerves reflected back at her, and chandeliers dripping with crystal like the place was flexing on purpose. Portraits lined the walls, all stern Devereaux ancestors with cheekbones sharp enough to slice air. Wolves moved through the space, tall and broad shouldered, their scents hitting Raven all at once: pine, musk, earth, and something wild humming underneath it all.

It was a lot.

Like... a lot a lot.

Nigel must’ve felt her tense, because he leaned in, voice low and warm against her ear.

“Hey. Breathe. I know it’s overwhelming. Let me walk you through it.”

She nodded, even though her heart was doing backflips.

He gestured subtly around them.

“So first off, my parents. Lucian and Ashina. They’re the reigning Alpha and Luna. Basically, the king and queen of Crescent Moon, but without the crowns. Everything runs through them.”

Raven swallowed. She’d known that, but hearing it here, in this massive, breathing house, made it feel real in a way she wasn’t ready for.

Nigel continued, guiding her deeper into the foyer.

“Tre’dor St. Cyr is our Beta, my dad’s right hand. Second in command. He’s the guy you call when shit hits the fan. His wife, Sage? She’s like... the pack’s emotional support system. Sweetest woman alive.”

Raven’s gaze drifted to a pair of wolves descending the stairs, tall, confident, radiating authority. She wondered if they were St. Cyrs.

“I grew up with their kids,” Nigel added. “Louve and Cyris. Louve’s... intense. Cyris is chill. You’ll see.”

Raven wasn’t sure if that was comforting or a warning.

Nigel nodded toward a group of warriors near a wide archway, all muscle, sharp eyes, and lethal calm.

“And that’s Gamma territory. Cassius Legion is our Gamma, third in command. He’s the General over all soldiers and warriors.”

Raven followed his gaze. The warriors stood like they’d been carved out of stone and attitude.

“His wife is Jade,” Nigel said. “She’s brilliant. Strategic. And their kids, Ronan, Rian and Solis, they’re around our age. Trained killers, but like... in a good way. The oldest, Ronan is the Commander of the warriors.”

Raven blinked. “In a good way?”

Nigel smirked. “Yeah. You’ll get it when you meet them.”

A pair of Omegas hurried past carrying linens, moving with practiced efficiency. Their scents were softer, gentler, but their eyes flicked toward her with curiosity... and something like awe.

Nigel followed her gaze.

“Omegas keep this place running. They’re not servants, don’t ever call them that. They’re the backbone. Without them, the Pack House would fall apart in a week.”

Raven nodded slowly, absorbing it.

“And the Deltas?” she asked. Remembering the super-fast rundown Nigel gave her about the hierarchy back in Fort Lauderdale.

Nigel gestured toward the warriors again.

“Deltas are our soldiers. Patrol. Security. They live in barracks and cottages all over the territory. Same with the Omegas. The Pack House is only for the hierarchy, Alpha, Luna, Beta, Gamma, and their families.”

Raven looked around again, seeing it differently now.

This wasn’t just a house.

It was a whole damn ecosystem.

A living hierarchy.

A breathing system.

A world within a world.

And she was standing dead center in it.
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The chandeliers flickered overhead, casting shifting patterns across the marble floor. The air felt thick, charged, almost aware. The walls hummed faintly beneath her fingertips when she brushed them, like the house itself was listening.

Everywhere she looked, eyes followed her.

Some curious.

Some cautious.

Some... reverent.

Nigel squeezed her hand again, grounding her.

“You’re good,” he murmured. “You’re safe. And you’re not doing this alone.”

But Raven couldn’t shake the feeling that the Pack House, the land, the wolves, the magic woven through these walls, had been waiting for her long before she ever stepped inside.

And now that she was here, it wasn’t letting her go.

Nigel’s arm slid around her waist, grounding her.

“Everyone,” he announced, voice carrying with Alpha born authority, “this is my wife, Raven.”

The murmurs that rippled through the pack were a mix of shock, curiosity, and something darker.

Raven’s breath caught.

Wife.

He said it like a vow.

Like a claim.

Like a truth carved into stone.

Before she could process it, a woman stepped forward.

Tall.

Sleek.

Amber eyed.

Sage.

The Beta’s wife.

Her presence was quiet but commanding, the kind of authority that didn’t need to be loud to be felt.

“Welcome,” Sage said, her gaze sweeping over Raven with sharp precision. “We’ve been expecting you.”

Raven swallowed. “You have?”

Sage’s lips curved, not quite a smile. “The land rarely stirs without reason.”

Nigel stiffened beside her, but Sage continued walking, motioning for them to follow.

The deeper they moved into the estate, the heavier the air became. The walls hummed faintly, the lights flickered, and Raven felt the tug in her chest grow stronger.

Sage noticed.

“Don’t fight it,” she said quietly. “The house is... aware.”

Raven’s pulse quickened. “Aware of what?”

“You,” Sage said simply.
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They reached the dining hall, long and candlelit, the table stretching nearly the entire length of the room. Warm light flickered off polished wood and silverware, casting soft shadows across the walls. Wolves filled the seats, conversations low and curious as Raven and Nigel stepped inside. Every head turned. Every scent shifted.

Lucian sat at the head of the table, and even seated, he commanded the room.

Tall, broad shouldered, dressed in a dark shirt that made the silver at his temples look intentional, not aged. His posture was relaxed but powerful, like he didn’t need to try. His eyes, molten gold, sharp as a blade, tracked Raven the second she entered. He didn’t blink. Didn’t look away. The Alpha didn’t need to announce himself. His presence did all the talking.

Ashina sat beside him, elegant and composed, her beauty softening the edges of the power she carried. Tre’dor St. Cyr occupied the seat at Lucian’s right hand, posture straight, expression unreadable, the Beta through and through.

Louve sat near her father, chin lifted, eyes narrowed just enough to make her point. Cyris wasn’t in sight, but Hati was, across from Louve, leaning back in her chair, watching everything with that quiet, calculating calm that made Raven’s skin prickle.

Nigel pulled out a chair for her, and Raven sat, trying to ignore the weight of a hundred eyes on her. The scents around her shifted, curiosity, caution, something like anticipation.

Dinner began quietly. Roasted meats, seasoned vegetables, warm bread passed around the table. Plates clinked softly. Wolves murmured to one another. But the silence around Raven was thick, heavy, like the whole room was holding its breath.

Lucian didn’t speak at first.

He just watched her.

Studied her.

Measured her.

And when he finally spoke, his voice rolled through the hall like distant thunder, calm, deep, and carrying the full weight of the Alpha behind it.

“So,” he said, voice deep and measured, “tell us about your lineage, since my son has regarded you as his... wife.”

Raven froze.

The word wife hit the table like a dropped blade.

Nigel’s hand brushed her thigh under the table, warm, steady, a silent I’ve got you and please don’t swing all at once.

She swallowed.

“My mother was... different. My father is human. I’m a Dhampir.”

The reaction was instant.

A ripple of murmurs rolled down the table, confusion, curiosity, a couple of wolves straight up whispering what the hell is that? under their breath.

And then the faces hit her one by one.

Tre’dor’s eyes narrowed, sharp and assessing, like he was mentally flipping through every supernatural file he’d ever studied and coming up empty. His jaw flexed, not fear, not anger, just a Beta calculating risk.

Louve’s smile stretched slow and sharp, like she’d just been handed premium gossip. Her eyes glittered with something mean, something triumphant, like she was already imagining how she’d twist this into a weapon.

Hati raised a brow, unimpressed but intrigued, her expression saying oh, this just got interesting as she leaned back in her chair to watch the fallout like it was entertainment.

Ashina went completely still, not stiff, not shocked, just... still. Like a predator scenting something ancient. Her silver eyes softened for a split second, then sharpened again, unreadable.

And Lucian...

His jaw tightened, the muscle ticking once. His eyes didn’t flare or widen, they focused, narrowing just enough to make Raven’s pulse jump. He looked like a man who’d just heard a word he hadn’t expected to hear in his lifetime and wasn’t sure if it was a blessing or a threat.

The air shifted.

The table quieted.

Every wolf leaned in, waiting.

Raven felt the weight of the entire Pack House pressing on her shoulders.

And she hadn’t even taken a bite of dinner yet.

Nigel went rigid.

Lucian’s voice dropped, low and cutting through the room like a blade wrapped in velvet.

“Dhampir,” he repeated, not a question, not quite an accusation, but something in between. His brows pulled together, the faintest crease forming between them as if the word itself tasted wrong in his mouth. His eyes narrowed, sharp and assessing, like he was trying to decide whether he’d misheard her... or whether she’d just dropped a bomb in his dining hall.

There was curiosity there, real, piercing curiosity, but layered under it was something else.

Something colder.

Something that said this is not what I expected for my son’s future Luna.

His jaw flexed once, slow and deliberate, the kind of movement that made every wolf at the table sit a little straighter.

“Explain,” he said, the single word heavy with authority, interest, and a hint of offense, like her existence had just rewritten a rule he didn’t remember agreeing to.

Raven nodded and as she fixed her lips to respond...

Tre’dor leaned forward, elbows on the table, his Beta presence filling the space like a warning.

“You are not Lycan,” he said, voice low and clipped. “And yet... you smell of our world.”

It wasn’t an accusation.

It wasn’t curiosity.

It was both, wrapped in suspicion.

Raven’s throat tightened. “I don’t know what that means,” she whispered, even though every instinct in her body screamed that she did know something was different about her... she just didn’t have the language for it.

Tre’dor’s nostrils flared slightly, like he was trying to catch the exact note of her scent again. His eyes narrowed, sharp and calculating, as if she were a puzzle piece that didn’t fit the picture he’d memorized.

Before she could breathe, Lucian’s gaze locked onto her.

He studied her like a riddle carved into stone, something ancient, something dangerous, something he wasn’t sure he wanted in his house but couldn’t look away from.

“You are not human,” Lucian said, voice dropping into something deeper, heavier. “You are not wolf.” His eyes narrowed further, gold sharpening like a blade catching light. “But you are not... ordinary.”

The word ordinary landed like a challenge.

Ashina’s breath hitched, barely audible, but Raven felt it. The Luna’s eyes softened, then sharpened again, as if she sensed something the others couldn’t. Her fingers curled around the stem of her glass, knuckles whitening for a heartbeat before she smoothed her expression.

Hati leaned forward slightly, eyes bright with interest, like she’d just realized the night was about to get good.

“Yeah,” she murmured under her breath, “no shit.”

Louve’s smile stretched slow and poisonous, her gaze flicking between Raven and Nigel like she was watching a car crash she’d been praying for.

“A Dhampir,” she repeated, voice sweet and sharp. “How... exotic.”

Nigel shot her a look that could’ve cracked stone, but Louve just lifted her chin, unbothered.

Tre’dor didn’t look away from Raven.

Lucian didn’t blink.

Ashina didn’t breathe.

The entire table leaned into the
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