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Dear Reader, 

Welcome to Sanctuary, a hidden mountain town whispered about in the wider omegaverse, a place where worn-down omegas come to heal and alphas learn that strength is measured in gentleness, not dominance. If you’ve made it this far, maybe part of you is curious… or hopeful… or simply ready to step into a world where instinct doesn’t have to hurt, and where every story bends toward safety, connection, and a well-earned happily-ever-after.

This story is not a stand alone. To fully enjoy, you should read the story The Alpha Sheriff to fully understand the characters and setting. There is also a bonus scene, available by signing up for my newsletter (https://www.ashjadeauthor.com/alphasheriffbonus) that comes in between The Alpha Sheriff and this story.

I hope you enjoy this bit of softness.
 — Ash Jade







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Ash Jade
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Ash Jade
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

1

[image: ]




Iwake to the weight of Juniper on my chest, her tiny body rising and falling with each breath. Dawn light filters through the curtains, painting our bedroom in soft gold. She’s only three weeks old, this miracle we made, her scent still new—sweet milk and clean linen and something uniquely her. I breathe her in, this perfect blend of Jake and me, and the mate-bond thrums contentedly inside my chest. 

Emma sleeps curled against my side, one small hand clutching the worn stuffed wolf she refuses to part with. Even in sleep, she guards it fiercely—her first true possession, the one constant through all our running. Her dark curls spill across the pillow, her face peaceful in a way that still sometimes startles me. Children shouldn’t have to learn vigilance as early as she did. But here, in this bed, in this house, in this town, she’s finally learning to be just a child.

I trace my finger along Juniper’s impossibly small spine, feeling each vertebra beneath paper-thin skin. She makes a tiny sound—not quite a cry, more like a question—and nuzzles closer to my warmth.

“Shh,” I whisper, “I’ve got you.”

The bedroom door opens with a soft click. Jake steps inside, still wearing his sheriff’s jacket, the scent of pine and crisp mountain air clinging to him. He’s been out since before dawn, checking the perimeter of our property—a habit he hasn’t broken despite Marcus’s banishment being almost two years old now. Protection isn’t just his job. It’s written into his bones.

“Hey,” he whispers, shrugging out of his jacket. His eyes soften as they take in the three of us tangled in the sheets.

The mate-bond stretches between us, warm and golden. Through it, I feel his contentment, his fierce pride, his bone-deep need to protect what’s his. It no longer frightens me, that possessiveness. Not when it comes with such gentle hands.

“Everything quiet?” I ask, though I already know the answer. If there had been trouble, I would have felt it through our connection.

“Dead calm,” he confirms, kicking off his boots. “Town’s still sleeping.”

I watch him move around the room, this alpha who rewrote everything I thought I knew about his kind. Jake doesn’t dominate—he shelters. Doesn’t demand—he asks. The difference is everything.

Mornings weren’t always like this. With Marcus, I woke tense, already calculating how to avoid his moods, how to keep Emma quiet and invisible. Mornings meant walking on eggshells, meant bruises hidden under long sleeves, meant whispered promises to my daughter that someday we’d find somewhere safe. Somewhere better.

I never imagined “better” would look like this—a sheriff’s house on the edge of a town called Sanctuary, two daughters, and a mate who looks at me like I hung the moon.

Jake slides into bed beside us, the mattress dipping under his weight. He nuzzles my neck, right over his claiming mark, inhaling deeply.

“You smell happy,” he murmurs against my skin.

“I am.” The simple truth of it still surprises me sometimes.

His hand comes to rest on Juniper’s back, spanning it completely. My omega instincts purr at the sight—alpha protecting his pup. “She’s getting bigger already.”

“Growing like a weed,” I agree. “Dr. Hale says she’s gaining weight perfectly.”

Jake’s pride pulses through the bond, warm and satisfied. “Strong like her mama.”

I snort softly. “Stubborn like her daddy.”

“I prefer ‘determined,’” he corrects, leaning over to place a feather-light kiss on Juniper’s downy head.

The baby stirs, tiny fists clenching as she stretches against my chest. Her eyes blink open—still that newborn blue that might or might not stay—and she makes a sound like a disgruntled kitten.

“Someone’s hungry,” Jake observes, amusement coloring his voice.

“Someone’s always hungry.” I adjust my position, helping Juniper find her way to my breast. She latches with surprising strength, and the bond between us flares with contentment. Not the same as my connection to Jake—this is older, more primal. Mother and child, life sustaining life.

The movement disturbs Emma, who blinks awake beside me.

“Is it morning?” she asks, voice thick with sleep.

“Just barely,” Jake tells her, reaching across me to ruffle her hair. “The sun’s only been up a few minutes.”

Emma yawns hugely, then notices Juniper nursing. “Is she eating again? She eats more than me, and I’m way bigger.”

“She’s got a lot of growing to do to catch up with you,” Jake explains. “Remember how tiny she was when she was born?”

“Like a puppy,” Emma agrees solemnly. She wriggles closer, tucking herself against my side and draping one protective arm over her sister. “I like when we’re all in the same bed.”

“Me too, squirt.” Jake’s voice holds a tenderness that would shock anyone who only knows him as Sanctuary’s stern sheriff.

I close my eyes, breathing in the mingled scents of my family—Jake’s pine and strength, Emma’s sunshine and child-sweat, Juniper’s newness and milk. The mate-bond pulses between Jake and me, solid and sure, while newer bonds stretch between us and our daughters. A web of connection, of belonging.

“You okay?” Jake’s voice cuts through my thoughts, the bond between us vibrating with his concern.

“Better than okay,” I whisper, meeting his eyes over our daughters’ heads. “I’m home.”

His smile crinkles the corners of his eyes, and he leans across our girls to press a gentle kiss to my lips. I taste his contentment, his love, his promise.

This is what safety feels like. This is what family means. This is what I fought for, ran for, finally stopped running to claim.

This is Sanctuary, in every sense of the word.
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