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      Wolves aren’t the best tree-climbers but Aaron will scale any mountain to save his new mate’s family.

      Aaron is a laid-back Alpha wolf and an enforcer for the Targhee Pack. When he’s summoned to help the Thompson family he has no clue what kind of situation he’ll walk into. What he doesn’t expect is to stumble over a pot-growing operation in the mountainous wilds, or meet and claim his mate, Lowri. Except now he’s got a busted ankle and still has to save Lowri’s family…and try to keep up with his new mate before they’re all pining for the fjords!

      USA Today Bestselling Author Tymber Dalton writing as Lesli Richardson.
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      Sign up for my author newsletter, where I post info about both my Lesli Richardson and Tymber Dalton pen names, and never miss a new release or update:
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      Writing as Lesli Richardson:

      The Bleacke Shifter Series:

      1) Bleacke’s Geek

      2) Geek Chic

      3) A Bleacke Wind

      4) Bleacke Spirit

      5) A Bleacke Christmas

      6) Geek-Speak

      7) Bleacke Expectations

      8) Bleacke Moments

      9) A Bleacke Outlook
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      2) Farborn
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      Of Boardwalks and Bison

      Cross Country Chaos

      Poly

      Her Vampire Obsession (Midnight Doms Series)

      “His Vampire Morsel” (All Souls’ Night: A Midnight Doms Anthology)

      How Many Times Do I Have to Say I’m Sorry? (Maudlin Falls 1)

      Fierce Radiance (Space Confederation 1)

      Acquainted With the Night

      Whip Me, Beat Me, Make Me Write Hot Sex (non-fiction)

      Blow Sh*t Up! (non-fiction)

      

      Click Here to Check Out My Coming Soon Page!

      

      Click Here For All My Tymber Dalton Titles!
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      Aaron is a character from my Bleacke Shifters series. While this story is set in that world, it is a standalone story and it’s not necessary to read any of the other books first. (Although I hope you will!)

      This interlude takes place before the events of Bleacke Moments (Bleacke Shifters 8) but after A Bleacke Wind (Bleacke Shifters 3). While it is part of a series, it can be read as a standalone story.

      It is strongly recommended the other books in the Bleacke Shifters series be read in order:

      

      
        
        1) Bleacke’s Geek

        2) Geek Chic

        3) A Bleacke Wind

        4) Bleacke Spirit

        5) A Bleacke Christmas

        6) Geek-Speak

        7) Bleacke Expectations

        8) Bleacke Moments

      

      

      

      There will be more books in this series. Please click here to visit the series page on my website for the most up-to-date information.
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      For Russ, my growlie, bitey pet snuggle attack Viking. Rest in Paradise, baby, and please wait for me to join you on the other side. Sweet dreams, and I love you. Always.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Aaron

      This is a bunch of bullshit.

      Aaron Harries gripped the rented SUV’s steering wheel a little tighter. He’d spent six hours driving from Charleston to this thickly wooded, Deliverance-flavored bullshit mountain holler in the middle of eastern No-fucking-where, Tenne-goddamned-ssee. Then he’d wasted an additional hour trying to figure out where the hell he was supposed to be.

      And he still couldn’t find the turn-off listed in the directions, even after several false starts down rutted paths that quickly transformed into overgrown dead-ends.

      He checked his cell phone for the umpteenth time in fifteen minutes.

      No reception.

      He’d tried to get them to geolocate their driveway’s entrance via what3words, or at least send him the lat/long coordinates, but they’d gone silent and weren’t answering their phone.

      “They” being the Thompson family.

      Their listed physical address was a PO box in a shipping store in a nearby town almost an hour’s drive behind him.

      He knew that because it had been his first stop on his way to his destination. But he didn’t know if the faint scent he’d picked up from the mailbox’s door belonged to someone in the Thompson family. It didn’t smell like a shifter but, then again, the scent could have been diluted by other human customers and staff. Might not even have been one of the Thompsons.

      Locating the Targhee Pack’s property on which the family lived wasn’t helpful either, because the property spread over two thousand acres of mountainous territory bordering the Great Smoky Mountains National Park.

      Also, the Thompsons’ remote cabin was completely off the grid and self-sustained. Yesterday evening, Efa Thompson sent him a vague email and left him a disconcerting voicemail saying it was extremely urgent for him to come see them today. He’d missed her call while in the shower but she hadn’t responded to his voicemail and texts, or to the several followup emails he’d sent.

      They need a goddamned sat phone.

      He understood being self-sufficient. Admired it, even.

      Except with modern technology shifters no longer needed to live in the electronic equivalent of a Stone Age cave.

      And he would ask Gillian Bleacke to ship them a sat phone posthaste, and request she have Peyton order them to use it. Of course Aaron had one.

      Unfortunately, it was sitting on the charger in his bedroom at home, where he’d put it last night and then walked off and forgot it that morning because he wasn’t used to carrying it. He was already two hours from Charleston when he’d realized his error and he wasn’t driving all that way back for it.

      After another twenty minutes of fruitless searching, Aaron found a place to pull over on the dirt road’s northern shoulder so he could consult the directions again. Usually he drove a Lexus sedan but he knew he’d need four-wheel drive for the terrain. Hence the rental.

      Normally, staying oriented wasn’t a problem for him. Not just because he was a wolf but because he’d been an Eagle Scout, too, and had excelled in navigation skills. The directions he’d been given should put him right around this stretch of road but he couldn’t locate the turn-off he was looking for, or anything that could possibly be labelled a regularly used driveway that might lead him to the Thompson cabin.

      He also hadn’t seen another car in over thirty minutes. After spending a few minutes studying the aerial survey Gillian had sent him overnight, and a local paper map he’d picked up back at the town, he shut off the SUV and climbed out, rounding the front of the vehicle to the passenger side. He should be within a quarter mile of the property’s southern boundary. There were no public roads that crossed through the property.

      None located on any maps, at least.

      He stripped, left his clothes on the passenger seat, and locked his Glock 9mm in the glovebox.

      That’s the thing he hated the most, leaving his gun behind, because his uneasy feeling about this situation wasn’t going away. He didn’t relish heading in blind with no clue what he’d face. Not to mention he was literally losing daylight and only had a few hours to locate the family before night fell.

      Something else pecked at his brain, some…awareness. But he couldn’t sense anything that felt like an immediate threat. He knew his uneasiness stemmed more from the email and voicemail. To contact him out of the blue without specifying the issue but saying it was urgent?

      He tipped his head back, nose into the slight breeze. He couldn’t smell anything he didn’t expect. Trees, decaying leaves and other vegetation on the ground, animals.

      No humans or shifters. No sign of anyone beyond the faint, stale smell of automotive exhaust embedded in the dusty road.

      He closed the door, locked it, and stepped into the trees. There, he tucked the key fob into the crook of a branch, where it couldn’t be spotted. The SUV had keyless ignition but there was also a key to lock the glovebox.

      Then he shifted into his wolf form and trotted into the woods.

      The aerial map had been made nine years earlier, two years before the Thompsons settled on the property and built their cabin. If Gillian wasn’t the mate of the Targhee Pack Alpha, Aaron would have criticized her about the lack of updated information.

      But since she was, and since Aaron wanted no beef with Peyton Bleacke—also the older brother of his direct boss, Head Enforcer Dewi Bleacke—he would make sure he tempered his request to update their fucking records as a very polite notation that they were overdue an information audit of certain demographic and mapping data. Especially in light of the recent influx of packmates from South and Central America.

      That wasn’t an unreasonable request, was it?

      Looking up the satellite view on a map app wasn’t helpful either, because due to it being a pack property Gillian made sure the images were altered so as not to reveal anything they wanted kept hidden.

      Being above his pay grade, Aaron neither knew nor cared how she managed that little trick, but today it proved a pain in his ass.

      This large, remote property was one of many the Targhee Pack owned, posted and closed to public hunting and other uses, available only to pack members. A safe refuge where they could shift and run and hunt without worries about hunters shooting them, or clueless humans stumbling over them.

      There were few shifters permanently residing in this region. The others all had the goddamned sense to live in, you know, civilization.

      Once Aaron located the Thompsons’ cabin he would return at a later date with a GPS unit so he could nail the coordinates for future reference. He still didn’t know why the family had requested his help. He literally never heard from Efa and Amstel Thompson. He’d met them a grand total of two times, both at Musters at the main Targhee Pack compound in Idaho.

      He knew they had three children, two daughters and a son. Lowri was 39, Megan was 26, and Gareth was 19. That info he’d gleaned from the scant details listed on the pack’s membership roster, but he’d never met their children.

      He’d never needed to. Aaron wasn’t sure if any of the three children were shifters because that info wasn’t listed in the pack’s database, either—more missing data he’d add upon completion of this errand.

      Amstel was 117 and a wolf shifter. Efa, who was 94, couldn’t shift, even though both of her parents were shifters. Amstel was a “retired” engineer who’d spent two and a half decades working for an aerospace company in New Mexico. Aaron wasn’t certain what, if anything, Amstel currently did for a living, because the couple received a pack stipend every month due to their age.

      We really need an updated census.

      Then again, maybe he should make that request directly to Ken, a geek tapped by Peyton to bring the pack’s computer system and data management into the current century. Ken was a damned nice guy, even for a human grazer who’d never heard about shifters before Dewi Bleacke met and claimed him as her mate.

      Aaron knew Efa was a high-end textile artist who sold her work in galleries all over the country. She created quilts and custom-woven fabric and trim for designers and movie costumers. When they’d aged out of their previous identities, instead of being set up somewhere else where they could get new jobs and not raise the suspicion of any clueless humans, the couple had requested if they could settle…

      Here.

      In the voicemail and email Efa had said they needed Aaron’s help because of an urgent issue requiring his immediate presence as an enforcer, but that was it.

      Efa’s email, which arrived just after she left the voicemail, included directions that were less than exacting and provided no additional details.

      Aaron had considered calling Dewi Bleacke, but she currently had enough on her plate to deal with. Not only was she the Targhee Pack’s Head Enforcer, she was pregnant with her first child, and there was an active hunt underway for a dangerous rogue shifter who’d already been responsible for the deaths of several shifters. Add to that they were also providing sanctuary to a pregnant shifter who was in hiding from that same rogue shifter. If that wasn’t enough, on top of all that the Targhee Pack was in the process of resettling dozens of families from Central and South America into the US.

      That meant the last thing Aaron wanted to do was distract Dewi when he didn’t even know what the hell he was dealing with. For all he knew this might be a sibling squabble the parents were calling him in to settle once and for all.

      Wouldn’t be the first time. Normally he didn’t mind handling something like that.

      When it was in a freaking easily accessible residence that didn’t need an expedition to locate.

      This better not be a bunch of bullshit, they drag me all the way out here.

      But if Aaron called Dewi for a situation that amounted to nothing more than playing referee over who got to use the family car he’d rightfully never hear the end of it. He’d noted in their project management database that morning that he was traveling today and why, and the general area of where, and that he was seeing the Thompsons. That was SOP in case an enforcer went missing.

      But he didn’t flag the contact as concerning or high-risk, which would have kicked out automated emails alerting Dewi, Badger Williams—Dewi’s adopted dad and a Prime Alpha who helped her run the enforcers—and Trent Bleacke, who was Peyton’s older brother and second in command of the pack. Because, again, if that label turned out not to be warranted, he’d be wasting people’s time when their focus was best spent elsewhere dealing with real problems.

      Aaron searched for scents as he loped through the woods. The relatively wet spring, including lots of rain in this region over the past few weeks, wasn’t working in his favor in terms of tracking. None of the acreage had been cleared for timber. It had also avoided being consumed by recent wildfires, for the most part, meaning the thick, lush spring foliage didn’t allow him a sightline.
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