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 ~Francesca Wilder~ 

 Nineteen years ago, in the Redwood Forest… 





“Mommy! I’m scared!” 

My  little  one’s  innocent  mind  can’t  even  truly comprehend  what’s  going  on  around  us,  and  I  know  she’s terrified. I can understand, because so am I. I just watched an evil  man  murder  my  husband  in  cold  blood  and  our  fox community is all but dead. At all costs, I must save my little cub to the best of my ability, as I lost track of my other children in the smoke while we ran for cover. On the way, I felt my oldest daughter being yanked from my grip just moments ago as she ran alongside me. Her brother, a brave little fox, was fighting alongside his father when my husband was slain. This is a nightmare that I know I’ll never wake up from. 

Loud gun blasts and burning falling trees blocked my way to our safe zone that my husband had prepared for us in case something like this happened. The embers are burning my flesh, but I can’t even think about that now. Fire seems like it’s coming from all around, and the smoke is so heavy it’s hard to breathe, but we’re almost to the log near the old oak tree in the meadow by the brook. My heart is pounding in my ears and the fear is all-consuming, but I must keep my head together. 

My baby depends on me to stay strong. 

Covering my mouth and nose, I need to get my baby girl  to  someplace  safe  before  we  both  die  from  smoke inhalation. Our safe log is in the thicket by the water’s edge, 1 



​and the wet moss will keep the fire from consuming us. It’s our only chance of survival now. 

“I want my daddy,” my little one cries. 

Oh, baby. I want him, too. I want all my children safe, but  I  can’t  find  them.  A  group  of  men  that  I’d  never  seen before chased us, and I almost lost my way in the woods. My inner fox is trying to be brave, but even she can’t fathom what’s happened. 

Finally reaching the thicket, I tuck my baby girl into our log. It’s breaking my heart that she looks so scared, but we’re defenseless and I have nothing to protect us from these murderers. We were a peaceful pack who didn’t deserve such atrocious crimes against us. We should have never fought back against those monsters and just given in to their demands. 

I wish my husband was here, but it’s too late now. My loving spouse was lying on the ground when he told us to run, so I ran with little Francis in my arms and her sister by my side. 

I don’t often shift to my human state, but it was the only way we could fight those men off as we tried to retreat from the horrors surrounding us. They laughed and taunted me as they saw my naked body running through the forest, and they shot at me like wild game on a hunting expedition. 

Each evil shifter who ascended against the pack was killing every fox in our community with bare claws. The ones they didn’t get ahold of were murdered by human hunters. All of them are the same criminals who have been using our pack as  slave  labor.  The  last  thing  I  heard  was  the  leader  of  the human  men  saying  he  would  use  my  husband’s  head  as  a trophy on his wall. Sick bastards! 

“Daddy!  I  want  my  daddy!”  Frances  yelled,  reaching back toward his lifeless body in the distance near our den. 

“Shh… Quiet, baby. Remember what I told you?” 

“Uh-huh, stay in the safe log.” 

“That’s right. Can you sing that song for me?” 
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​“No. No song.” 

“Shh… Sing with Mommy.” 

As I start to hum, I feel my body being dragged from the log. 

“Ahh, no! Help!” I yell, kicking for all my life. “Leave us alone!” 

“Shut  up,  whore.  We  warned  you!  Your  people betrayed  us  by  going  to  the  feds  and  stopping  our  drug shipment. Now you’re going to pay, bitch!” 

As I see a group of shifter wolves rushing toward me, I  feel  a  large  claw  swipe  across  my  throat,  and  I  fall  to  the ground with a hard thud. But this is not a wolf, it’s a human with a claw-like knife as if he thinks it’s some sort of ironic part of a game. 

The wolf shifters and human men, who were forcing our people to work for them, were making illegal drugs and moonshine,  among  other  criminal  activities.  As  a  result  of trying to defend our pack from their slavery, I’m going to be left for dead, right in front of my baby girl. 

When the men that were running toward us yelled for the man attacking me to stop, the man turned and ran off into the  woods,  leaving  me  bleeding  out  on  the  ground.  He  got away, but I hope not for long. 

God, please help us. 

I know these new wolves are here to help, but I don’t know who they are. I pray they can save my child because I don’t think I can hold on much longer. 

I turn my eyes to my baby as I grip my throat to stop the bleeding. I don’t want her to see this. Sadly, I watch Francis huddled in the corner of the log, hiding her eyes in her fluffy tail. My heart is breaking for the things she’s witnessed at the hands of these monsters and with her unique memory, she’ll never forget. No fox child should have to see the horrors she has on this night. 

3 



​“Franny, it’s okay. Mommy is going to be okay,” I say, trying to reassure my child, but I know it’s a lie. I’m getting closer to death with each labored breath. 

As I hear the evil men running away from the ones who arrived to help us, my little cub crawls from the log, resting her head against mine. Nudging me to keep me awake in her half-human-half-fox form, she whimpers for my comfort. She’s the cutest little fox shifter I’ve ever seen, despite her disability. 

“Mommy. Mommy, wake up.” 

Next  to  me,  I  watch  a  wolf  shifter  kneel  beside me, dressed in shifter military gear. My precious Frances growls at him, thinking her tiny little self can protect her mommy. He must have not heard her because he doesn’t even so much as look her way. 

“Frances…” I barely get out. 

“It’s okay ma’am. We’re here to help. Just stay awake,” 

he says, as he cradles me in his arms. “I’m Damon, what’s your name?” 

“Francesca. My daughter…” I nod toward her. 

“We’ll get her somewhere safe. General! Over here!” 

he yells to someone deep in the fire-ridden woods. “We need to get these foxes out of here before the entire place goes up!” 

“Mommy…” my little one cries, snuggling up to me. 

“Hey, little foxy,” the man says, lifting her into his free arm. “I didn’t even see you there.” 

As he cradles her into the crook of his arm, I can feel the blood rush from my neck when he looks at me with pity, knowing I’m not going to make it. 

“Miss, just stay with us.” 

“I’m dying. Take her. Get my baby someplace safe.” 

Kneeling next to me, the army general takes his hand, covering mine, clearly showing he can’t even comfort us from the nightmare that went on in our beautiful woods. We both know the truth of this. The human community will never know 4 



​what happened here. Very few of them even know we exist. 

The wolf clans will clean up any evidence of shifters who lived here, and our pack will fade away into fable or folklore. The realization of it makes a tear trail down my cheek and my heart ache. They will never know how bravely my husband and our people fought for the community. 

We  were  a  proud  pack.  A  loving  one,  infiltrated  by monsters who used our innocence for their own selfish gains. 

I hope they rot in hell for what they’ve done. 

“You can’t let other shifters and humans know she’s a wild. They will use her like a sideshow freak. She’s too special. 

Please, take her. Save my baby.” 

“No. We’re getting you both out of here. Don’t you worry,” said the younger military man, trying to stay hopeful. I can see in his eyes he knows it’s too late for me. 

“I can’t hold on. Just…” I choke on the blood that’s risen in my throat, trying to get out my last words. “Her name is  Frances.  Frances  Wilder.  She  can’t  shift  like  others.  You must protect her at all costs. Promise me.” 

The men looked between us as the older general took my baby into his arms, smiling with a hint of hope down at her big round eyes. 

“We  will,  Mrs.  Wilder.  I’ll  give  her  a  good  home.  I swear to you… Hello, little Foxy,” he said, nuzzling her with kind adoration. “I’ll protect you with my life, small one.” 

As I watch the man quickly bond with my daughter, I feel my life fading. Just before everything gets blurry, I watch as my little girl reaches and touches his cheek and I know she’s going to be okay. 

“I’ll love you forever, my little fox. Forever…” I say as my voice fades. 

And with those words, I turned to see my husband’s body in the distance. His lifeless eyes of his fox form fixed on us and a tear stain trailed down his matted fur. I don’t know 5 



​what happened to the rest of my children, but wherever they are,  I  hope  they  are  safe  and  away  from  the  massacre  that happened on this night in the Redwood Forest amongst the fox clan wilds. 
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 ~Foxy~ 

 Nineteen years later in the town of Blue Moon, Kentucky… 





A fox in the wolf's den. That’s exactly what my life is like with danger around every corner. It’s not easy, but here I am, living with those who would rather see me dead than look into the face  that  reminds  them  of  the  depth  of  their  communities’ 

corruption. 

I’m  the  first  known  red  fox  shapeshifter  to  live amongst the wolf clan of Blue Moon. Actually, if I’m being completely honest with myself, I’m probably the only fox ever to live with wolves of any kind. I don’t even know any other red fox shifters because our kind is almost extinct due to the California  forest  fires.  I  can  barely  remember  the  fires  that consumed my pack’s forest home or the murders who set it. I was  just  a  child  when  it  happened,  but  I  remember  my mother’s last words;  I’ll love you forever, my little fox. Forever…  

I was adopted by a wolf tribe couple when my parents were killed in a forest fire when I was just a pup. My adoptive father, who is the former Blue Moon Warrior General, saved my life. He and his second in command, Damon, tried to save my mother too after she was attacked, but she didn’t survive. 

They are the most noble men I know, and I owe them my life. 

I was about three years old when they moved me from the Redwood Forest to the Ohio Valley in a river town about half an hour from the city of Louisville, Kentucky. Our little 7 



​American town is hidden in plain sight from human existence. 

The best way to stay hidden from humans is to live amongst them.  Wolves  in  this  area  work  hard  to  stay  undetected  by humans because no one wants to become a science experiment in some human military lab. After all, they’re not indigenous to this area, so they must keep low-key. 

Humans often don’t see what’s in plain sight because they are too caught up in their own selfish lives. It’s hard to be observant of the world around you when you’re staring at a cell phone all the time. 

My  birth  parents  were  traditional  wilds.  Wilds  didn’t live amongst humans like most shifters. They live most of their lives in the forest and stay in their true animal form along with natural animals. I can’t imagine foraging for berries and chasing rodents for the rest of my life, so I guess in that sense, I can be thankful.  Much  respect  for  my  hippy  parents,  but  I  much rather have a cozy warm bed, and be able to have pizza delivery any day of the week, rather than live in a musty old cottage den. 

The downfall of being a wild offspring is I can’t fully shift, so my tail and ears stay completely visible in my human form. It’s a rare defect in the shifter community, but one I’ve never been able to overcome. A fact which as you can imagine, gets unwanted attention from guys in the kink scene. A woman with a human body, who has ears and a tail, is like kink gold to these weirdos. They think I’m like a prize pony or something, but I use it to my advantage when the time is right. 

Due to my shifting issues, I can only go out in human society at night, or if I attend some sort of event where my tail looks like a costume. Other than that, I’m stuck on the wolf compound so that humans don’t find out that I’m a real fox shifter.  Very  few  of  them  know  about  us,  and  I  don’t  want them to start bringing out the lynch mobs with pitchforks to slay a beast that they would probably think would be dangerous to their kind. 

8 



​The most fun I manage to muster up is when I go into the city. I’m a burlesque dancer as my night job, and guys love the cute little fox girl who can also shake her ass like a pro. The tips are great and I’m a headliner in my dance troupe. The club I work at is wolf-owned, so it’s not like I’m exposing our kind. 

I  don’t  think  humans  even  want  to  come  near  that  place because it’s such a rough club. As a matter of fact, I’m fairly sheltered and haven’t been outside the wolf community that often, other than on a few rare occurrences. 

Here’s  the  downside  of  living  as  a  fox  in  the  wolf world. I may be a huge hit on stage, but I’m a loser to my tribe. 

My dream is to be included in the Alpha’s circle, known to our clan  as  the  Bluegrass  Elites.  I’m  not  even  accepted  in  the regular wolf community, so being on the council with an Alpha whose head is so far up his own ass he can’t breathe is a pipe dream. He’s so smug and self-righteous that he only wants the best of the best in the wolf hierarchy. 

It’s bad enough that I’m constantly teased in the pack houses, and can’t be an Elite, but I’m also bullied by a group of mean girls who make my life miserable. I can’t get attention from the council either, so I’m stuck shaking my fuzzy ass to horny shifters for a living. I know I can be worthy of more than they allow me. I’m a sly fox and I could really be an asset. 

Maybe  I  could  be  an  undercover  spy  or  something  cool. 

Double-O-Foxy—at your service. 

Oh,  yes.  Let’s  get  back  to  the  mean  girls  who  make things even more miserable for me here than not being able to shift fully. I call them the pack puppies. The girls who hang around  the  Alpha’s  warriors  and  Elite’s,  just  hoping  to  get mated and become some sort of wolf princess. If they strike gold,  they  could  get  mated  to  the  Alpha,  Beta,  or  Omega themselves.  These  bitches  already  think  they  should  be worshiped like the moon goddess, so why not be some rich guy’s gold-digging, trophy wife. 

9 



​Ugh... I really can’t stand those girls. 

Today I’m hoping to avoid them, but I doubt I’ll be that lucky, being today is a big event. 



Sitting at the clubhouse for a pack meeting is my least favorite thing to do each week, yet here I am. It always smells like wet dog and testosterone in here because the pack wolves are always showing off their strength to get attention. Besides that,  I  never  get  assigned  to  a  good  job  and  end  up  doing dishes,  cleaning,  or  folding  linens  at  the  pack  houses.  They can’t freaking accept me, but they don’t mind me being their little servant girl. Stupid jerks. 

The riverfront main compound, deep in the Kentucky woods, is secluded with a five-star luxury hotel feel, mixed with a  few  office  spaces  that  surround  it.  The  outlining  area  is average homes, shops, and everyday things you would see in human communities that keep the outside world from finding us out. There are a few outlining pack houses and each one harbors a new set of jackasses to harass me. 

Today, I’m in the main gathering hall waiting for the new  warriors  of  the  Blue  Moon  Warrior  Tribe  to  be announced. They just arrived from the pack training grounds and  most  of  them  usually  come  back  looking  like  hell  after fighting daily at the battle compound to earn their spot in the pack. Sometimes it makes my stomach turn at how gnarly they look after all those fights. 

Sitting alone, I hear the click of stiletto heels tapping across the tile floor, making me cringe at the very sound. It’s the annoying intro music of the bitch that has become the very bane  of  my  existence  and  an  alert  to  my  deepest  trauma responses. 

 “Ooouch!” 

Damn it! That one hurt. I grab my tail, trying to protect it from whoever pulled it this time. It’s either people wanting 10 



​to pet me because I’m fluffy and cute, or bullies pulling it. It’s so bruised that I can barely stand to use it when I dance at the nightclub. All I wanted to do today was read a book in peace; but nope, someone has to ruin it. 

“Daydreaming of being an Elite again, Foxy?” she says, yanking the book out of my hand. “Ewe! Are you reading wolf erotica again? You’re so gross.” 

“Leave me alone, Sable. Give me my book back,” I say, jerking it from her hand. “Why are you bothering me? I was just sitting here minding my own business and you came over starting problems.” 

She and her three minions are standing there looking like they just came off the street corner and they’re judging me on  reading  romance  novels.  I  dress  sexy  during  my performances at my shows, but not here. They have no self-respect for the tribe leaders. It’s all about gaining the attention of some asshole elite with the biggest ego. 

I just want to get this night over with so I can go home and work on my new dance costume and maybe finish reading my book. 

Sitting across from me, she taunts, “This is our table. 

You need to move.” 

“What are you, twelve? The mean girl act went out in high school. Besides, I don’t see your name on it.” 

Taking my pen, she writes her name on the table. This bitch. I want to knock her out. 

“It is now,” she says, throwing the pen back at me, and hitting me in the face with it. 

Grabbing  my  purse  and  the  book  I  was  reading;  I moved across the room to another table. I just want to be left alone,  but  I  know  there’s  no  chance  of  that.  As  usual,  she follows, doing the same thing all over again. 

“Sable, I’m not playing this game today. Go back to your table.” 

11 



​“I want this one.” 

“Well,  I  want  you  to  go  fuck  yourself  and  leave  me alone, but somehow that never seems to happen.” 

“Bitch,  I’ll  kill  you  for  talking  to  me  that  way!”  she growled. 

“Oh, yeah. If you feel froggy, bitch, jump!” 

I shouldn’t have said that because I knew she could rip me to shreds in seconds. The only reason Sable hasn’t done it all these years is there was a rule set by tribe elders for wolves to not attack me. Not because they care, but because my father was the former general in their army and he threw a fit at one of the tribe meetings. 

The rule doesn’t help much because they still treat me like  shit.  The  abuse  happened  so  often  as  a  kid  that  I  have numerous residual scars to prove it. No one tried to kill me, but some of the dominant wolves used me as bait to practice their attack instincts. It sucks being the smallest shifter in the community. It’s like I was born with a target on my back. 

After  my  smart  mouth  calls  her  a  bitch,  she  quickly shifts to wolf and shoves me out of my chair. From the impact, I tumble backward, and she jumps on top of me, snarling with her lips showing her teeth. I think she needs to brush those choppers  because  her  breath  smells  like  she’s  been  sucking dick. I can see a hint of slobber drip from her jowl and I’m not so sure she won’t act on her threats this time. She may just kill me right here and now. 

As I try to scamper away, I’m too scared to shift to my fox and I can feel Red trembling inside me. She’s as scared as I am. Red is my inner fox and she’s sort of become that little thorn in my side that gets me in more trouble than I do myself. 

 “Calm down, girl. It will be okay,”  I say internally to calm my inner fox. 

 “Punch this bitch!”  my fox scowls, knowing damn well we are too small to take on a wolf. 

12 



​I hate Sable. I know she just does this to be mean and to scare me, but she’s twice my size and it’s not fair. I grab my tail, holding on tight as I close my eyes, afraid this time she may go for the kill once and for all. 

Behind her, I hear her friends laughing. These mutts are grown-ass women in their early to mid-twenties and act like a childish pack of teen she-wolves. 

Before I know what happened, I see the pack’s head warrior standing over her, snatching her up by the scruff of her neck and throwing her two tables over. Serves the bitch right. 

Pointing at her, he yells, “Shift back, now! You know our rules. No shifting in the main hall during gatherings!” 

Shaking off her enchantment, she rolls her eyes at me, straightening her mini skirt. “She threatened me.” 

“Bullshit.  I  saw  you  harassing  Francis  again.  She’s smaller than us. You can’t just try to dominate a fox. She’s too little. You’ll hurt her.” 

Whimpering, I pull my body against the cold cement wall, grabbing my ankle which is now throbbing. “My ankle. I won’t be able to dance.” 

“Well, maybe if you got a real job, instead of acting like a whore, and shaking your tail for perverts, you wouldn’t have to worry about that,” Sable’s friend Jenny snaps at me. 

“Jenny, get your friend and go find your table. All of you, leave her alone.” 

Turning  back  to  face  me,  Warrior  General  Damon looks sympathetic. He’s saved my ass more times than I can count. Leaning down, he picks me up as if I’m weightless and puts me back in my chair. 

“Can  you  wait  until  we  make  the  announcements before going to see the doctor?” 

I nod in response, trying to put on a brave face. I just want to cry, but I can’t let the pack puppies see they had any effect on me. 

13 



​“Good. I’ll help you there myself.” 

“Why are you always taking up for her, Damon? Are you trying to get some fox pussy?” Sable said with a growl. 

“No,  smart  ass.  I’m  trying  to  be  a  decent  shifter  by treating my pack with respect. And don’t fucking growl at me. 

Respect is something you need to learn quickly if you want to stay in this pack. Francis has done nothing to deserve all the bullying everyone gives her. Sure, she’s a fox, but she’s one of us. So, get back to your table and shut the fuck up before I banish you to your quarters for a week.” 

“But…”  the  other  friend  Tiffany  quickly  chimed  in, 

“She started it.” 

“I did not!” I blurt out. “I was just reading my book and you four—” 

“Enough!”  he  rumbled  so  loud  I  was  sure  the  earth shook. “I know who started it. Sable did, as always. Now, get going. If I see you bothering Foxy… I mean Francis… You’ll all be sent to your quarters and doing KP duty in the packhouse for a month. Understand me?” 

Sable rolled her eyes, crossing her arms over her big fake tits. “Yes, sir. Come on, girls. We have new warriors to greet.” 

Damon has always been a great guy. There’s a reason he’s the lead warrior wolf on the Alpha’s council and took over after my father retired. He watches out for everyone, even me. 

He’s a big guy in his thirties and no one messes with him. Not even Sable and her band of pack puppies try anything to piss him off because if she did, she knows he’d rip her to shreds. 

“Are you okay, sweetie?” he asked, sitting beside me with a look of pity. 

“Why  are  they  always  so  mean  to  me?”  I  say  as  an unwilling whimper escapes my lips. 

“You’re a weaker animal, doll face. I know you hate to hear that, but it’s in our instinct.” 

14 



​Shaking my head, I hate when people say that. I’m not weak.  Besides,  being  an  asshole  is  not  an  instinct,  it’s  a character flaw. 

“No, it’s because I can’t shift like everyone else. My tail and ears make everyone laugh at me. I’m twenty-two years old and treated like a child.” 

“Well, have you tried to shift completely? Maybe if you just shifted the rest of the way, it wouldn’t be so bad.” 

Narrowing  my  brows,  I  scowl  at  him  like  he’s  the biggest moron on the planet. He knows damn well I have a condition that makes it hard for me to shift. “Oh, wow! You know  what?  I  never  thought  of  that.  Thanks  for  the overwhelming insight, Mr. Obvious.” 

“Stop with the sarcasm. I’m just trying to help.” 

“Well, you’re not. The new warriors for the Alpha will be announced today, and it will be just more people I have to prove myself to. More dominant wolves who treat me like a lower life form. I hear new wolves are coming into the pack who are ruthless, too. People say that they’re even worse than the ones here now.” 

“I know it’s hard, Francis—” 

“Stop calling me that! My name is Foxy Wild. Get it right,” I say, with a little more pouting tone than intended. 

“No.  Your  stage  name  is  Foxy.  Your  real  name  is Francis Wilder. When your adoptive father and I found you in that fire, your mother told me your name just before she died in my arms. I won’t disrespect her. She told me to take care of her daughter,  Francis.” 

“Well, I like Foxy because that’s what I am, a fox. One day, this tribe will see exactly who I really am. I’ll be the first fox Elite in wolf history, with a mate who sees me for who I really am. One day, I will rule this place and show them all.” 

Dropping  his  head,  he  gives  a  slight  chuckle  while patting my leg. “Baby girl, I don’t doubt that for a minute. I 15 



​need to get back to work. I’ll come take you to the infirmary after the meeting.” 

“Oh… Daddy wants you to have dinner with him and Mother. So, you might as well just take me home.” 

“Sure thing, Fran… Foxy,” he said with a kind smile. 

“That’s better,” I say, smiling back. 
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 ~Foxy~ 





The  ceremony  has  started,  and  I  haven’t  been  paying  much attention  because  my  ankle  hurts.  Besides,  the  speeches  are boring as hell. All the new warriors will officially be announced once the Alpha arrives, and then I can get the hell out of here. 

I wish my dad had come to the meeting. He always at least makes jokes to entertain me when this crap goes on too long. 

I haven’t seen the Alpha in a while because he has this ego complex, and thinks the general pack being in his presence is beneath him. He only makes himself seen when some big event  happens  and  only  the  higher-ranking  wolves  are  in attendance. I think he just doesn’t want to be subjected to the likes of tribe peasants like me. Maybe he’s embarrassed by the shitstorm  he  created  in  this  place  and  too  afraid  to  face  us. 

True, he’s made some positive changes recently, but behind the scenes has become a lot more dangerous for a little fox like me. 

I never knew him to make positive changes here, so I can bet he has an ulterior motive. 

Here are the facts of our glorious Kentucky clan that I haven’t mentioned yet. Not only are there a lot of overblown egos, but there’s also an underground seedy side of things that runs  this  place.  Our  biggest  export  is  illegal  moonshine  and that’s just the tip of the iceberg. They don’t call this place Blue Moon for nothing. And yes, moonshining is still a big thing in this part of the country. 

They  also  take  part  in  illegal  horse  betting,  sales  of stolen goods that include guns and weapons, and government 17 



​corruption. I’m also pretty sure the Alpha owns the nightclub I work in. It’s only a burlesque club once a week, but it’s the only time I feel like a real dancer. The rest of the time, it’s a strip club. Yes, I’m a stripper when the club is open only to shifters. I hate to admit it because it makes me feel disgusting. 

Even though I hate it, it  pays my bills. Besides, shifters pay good money for me to shake that ass. Working as a maid part-time at the pack house doesn’t help me provide for my family, and girl’s gotta eat, right? 

The pack owns a lot of nightclubs in the region, and I think it’s one of their legit businesses that cover up the seedy underbelly of this pack. The scary truth is that our Alpha has been  rumored  to  have  entanglements  with  mafia  kingpins. 

They chose this little riverside village to keep the illusion of a small-town  community,  and  whatever  is  going  on  with  this mafia thing has me a little worried. In reality, it’s a scary place not fit for man or beast. 

I  guess  that’s  why  I  fit  in  so  well  with  some  of  the darker elements. Fox shifters are known to be a little… let’s say…  crafty.  Even  in  cartoons,  foxes  are  known  for  being sketchy and doing messed-up shit. I’m not going into chicken coops  and  stealing  eggs,  but  I’ve  been  known  to  lift  a  few wallets  in  my  day  from  drunk  shifters  who  got  a  little  too hands-on with me at the club. The way I see it, they deserved it for being such disgusting pigs. Just because I strip doesn’t give them the right to touch me. So, I take a little on the side to make up for them pawing at me. 

As I sit watching this boring display of self-indulgent bullshit, they finally announce the arrival of the Don… I mean douchebag…  oops…  Alpha.  Giggling  to  myself  I  scoot  my legs under me so I can see over the crowd and get a better view of what’s so special about this jackass’ appearance today. He never makes appearances unless he’s barking orders at us. 
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​I’m  so  small  compared  to  everyone  else  and  I  can barely see over their heads, so I move to a closer table so I can watch, ignoring the snarling lip of the he-wolf next to me who apparently didn’t like me in his space. 

When a man is announced as Alpha takes the stage, the crowd erupts in applause, as if he’s the king of the wolf shifters himself. When I look up at this man in his black tailored suit, I  can’t  keep  my  eyes  off  him.  My  God;  he’s  downright gorgeous. Then, I start hearing chants of him being an Alpha, I can’t believe my ears as they twitch from the new news. 

Wait… That’s not the same Alpha I expected to see today. The one I thought was still in full control of the pack was the fat bastard who used to make some of the maids at the pack house perform sex acts on him. This guy is definitely not Alpha Jones, and I have no idea what’s going on. 

As I look around, I’m starting to catch on. Is this dude a real mafia kingpin that has been rumored to be joining the pack,  because  those  scary  ass  dudes  surrounding  him  don’t look like they are from around here? They sure are not some run-of-the-mill rednecks. These guys look hardcore. 

Then it hits me. 

Shit…  I’m  screwed.  If  the  regular  shifters  think  I’m bait, what will a new round of wolf mob bosses think about me? By the way that these guys are dressed, I don’t think I’m wrong about them. I heard the mafia were infiltrating this pack, and I guess now it’s true. 

Stepping  to  the  front  of  the  stage,  General  Damon approaches  the  microphone  with  a  proud  aura about  him.  I can’t explain it, but something about it makes me feel more at ease. He always has a way of calming my nerves. I can’t say that about anyone else at this shit show. 

“Welcome,  Blue  Moon  brethren.  I  won’t  ramble  on because I know you all have been waiting for a while for us to 19 



​begin.  So,  without  further  ado,  it  is  an  honor  to  finally introduce to you our new leader, Alpha Ambrose Crestwood.” 

The  surrounding  people  are  all  chattering  about  this guy, and even the guy next to me looks excited. Apparently, I’ve been sticking my head in a book too often because I have no idea what’s going on right now. Are they actually excited about this? 

Humm…  Ambrose  Crestwood?  I  know  that  name. 

Shit! That really is a mob family. 

Damon  continues,  “As  you  may  have  wondered, recently things have changed hands with our leadership. Alpha Crestwood  took  over  a  few  months  ago  in  place  of  Alpha Jones, while Beta Thaddeus was forced to leave town and went into hiding. 

I’m aware you all believed the Beta was in charge over the past few months, but this was just rumors. We decided to keep things quiet until the necessary transitions were made. It was best to keep our new Alpha out of the public eye, until now, so his people could get a true understanding of our pack order. We have had a lot of changes as of late, which I am sure Mr. Crestwood will be glad to explain. Before I turn over the microphone  to  our  leader,  it’s  time  we  let  you  in  on  what’s transpired.  Our  former  Alpha  was  recently  defeated  in  the battlegrounds, and we are now officially under the leadership of the Crestwood family.” 

“Crestwood? Oh no. I hear those are the most ruthless wolf shifters on this side of the Mississippi River. Heck, even the world. They’re a huge crime family,” whispers the guy next to me. “This can’t be good.” 

No shit, genius. Did this guy just now figure this out? 

I just roll my eyes at the stupid wolf with a huff. He didn’t seem too pleased either because he growled at me again. Jerk. 

Turning  my  attention  back  to  the  stage,  I’m mesmerized. This man next to Damon is pure sex in a fitted 20 



​suit. Damn, why do I have this wolf fetish? Why can’t I just find a nice fox boy to settle down with? I know why. I like a little danger, and this wolfy god has danger written all over him. 

As  Damon  introduces  the  new  Alpha,  he  steps  up, gazing around the room before he speaks. Everyone is silent as this sexy beast in human form surveys his new pack. The man  sure  doesn’t  look  to  be  one  to  mess  with.  I  don’t  see anyone in this room who would be willing to stand up to this intimidating shifter. 

To be honest, I’m sort of glad someone new took over. 

The old fat shifter, Jones, used to give me the creeps. I hid from  him  at  the  pack  house  ever  since  I  got  the  job  there because one of the maids warned me that he was a pervert. 

Maybe this new guy won’t be as bad. I did notice over the past few  weeks  that  the  clubs  have  strict  rules  regarding  patrons touching the girls now. Maybe it’s the same for the pack house maids and this guy is the reason. 

As he scans the room, I can’t help but look over this man’s body. He’s fit, tall, and ridiculously handsome. I can bet those cufflinks he’s wearing cost more than my year’s pay. He looks to be in his early thirties and the air of a rich business tycoon oozes off him. It’s clear to me that this guy is from old money. Damn, he’s so hot my tail is wagging. 

“Stop it, Red. Calm down,” I scolded my inner fox. 

The guy next to me gives a low growl because talking to your inner beast out loud is looked at as a weakness by the wolf shifters. 

Pulling  my  tail  around  me  to  hold  it  still  against  my chest, I can feel Red purr inside me. Yeah, girl. He’s yummy, but we can’t go around wagging our tail at every hot Alpha that comes around. 

As his eyes scan my side of the room, they settle on me with a confused glare. Oh, shit. He noticed me. 

The shifter next to me was right… This can’t be good. 
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 ~Foxy~ 





The Alpha is glaring at me from the stage with confusion, and I hope not a hint of anger. Or worse; hunger. 

Fuck  my  life.  If  he’s  dominant,  with  a  bit  of  feral instinct, I’m as good as wolf lunch. 

While his eyes never leave me, I can see them roam over my body, and his tongue darts across his lips as he sniffs at the air. Something about it seemed almost… sexual. At first, I thought maybe he’s hungry, but when his lip curls at the edge, I know darn well that’s a look of a kinkster. 

Damn, he’s trying to catch my scent. I wonder, does he have a fox fetish? A lot of guys do, and I’d be down with some hot Alpha action. It’s been a while since I’ve been with a guy, and my inner fox has been wanting to scratch that itch. 

Stepping  to  the  microphone,  the  Alpha’s  eyes  never leave me as he speaks. “Greetings to the great people of Blue Moon.  I’m  your  new  Alpha,  Ambrose  Crestwood  of  the Crestwood clan. Over the past months, I have been keeping my ears to the ground to get a feel for what this tribe has to offer.” 

With a raised brow, he makes a point that maybe I’m part of that offer before he goes back to addressing the crowd. 

“I wanted to be the one to let you know what’s been transpiring over the past few months. I’ll keep it short and to the point. Alpha Jones is dead.” 
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​It takes a moment for it to register with everyone in the room. Before long, I hear echoes in shocked response as the chatter waves across the vast meeting hall space. 

“… Alpha Jones is really dead?” I hear the man next to me ask with a gasp. 

Yeah, genius. That’s what he said. 

The whispers again move around the room, coming in echoes that seem to grow. 

“Yes, I killed him with my own claws. We’ve kept it quiet until I could address my new pack branch on my own. 

The former Beta was forced to leave town as well, due to his part  in  the  attack  on  my  southern  compound.  He  has  been banned for life and anyone who is involved will be dealt with accordingly.  They  tried  to  use  your  warriors  to  invade  my South Florida estate and Jones lost his life as a result. After hearing the stories from your leaders and staff, I think it was well overdue for these men to be out of the place of authority. 

His crimes against your people were horrendous, and that ends now.” 

I  can’t  say  I  disagree.  Alpha  Jones  was  evil,  and  the stories of abuse and assault on women were terrifying, to say the least. Not to mention that he would kill any of us if he so much as thought we looked at him wrong. Even the warriors hated him. He used them as his evil minions when it fit his own selfish agendas. The fat bastard won’t be missed by anyone, I can assure you that. 

As the new Alpha addressed the crowd, I was in awe. 

This man is a sight to behold, and I think my inner fox thinks she needs a sexy wolf Alpha to finally tame her. 

“As you probably have noticed, we have been making great changes to this tribe’s circle,” he says in a commanding tone. “I may be a ruthless man, but I’m not a deviant. Anyone who  has  taken  part  in  the  former  Alpha’s  behavior  has also been reprimanded. I will not permit my people to take part in 23 



​any of the destructive nature that I’ve learned he was involved in. This includes his sexual assault on women, using children for slave labor, and crimes against the elderly. I don’t take these things  lightly  and  will  not  have  my  people  preying  on  one another for their own selfish gains, like a bunch of wild beasts. 

We are a community, and we work together. 

Now, as for the business operations. They will remain intact, and we will be making some major changes regarding shipments  while  making  our  brick-and-mortar  businesses more productive. Even the small hometown shops will begin to  turn  a  profit  for  our  people.  Over  the coming  months,  I expect double the income and better community involvement. 

We will have pay raises for staff coming soon, as I have noticed many of our community workers have been far underpaid. It’s time this tribe reaches its full potential, and I plan to make it happen. Are you with me?” 

The  cheer  from  the  crowd  is  deafening.  I  am  even standing  and  clapping  my  hands,  forgetting  about  my  sore ankle. My tail is wagging and my ears twitching with excitement at this man’s infectious charisma. This may mean that I can stop stripping at the club if that pay increase happens. 

Heck, I thought the Alpha would be a bigger jerk than Jones. Maybe I was wrong to judge. 

As he scans the crowd again, he narrows his eyes at me. 

Yikes. Either he doesn’t like the idea of a fox in his den, or he has something going on in that head that I’m not sure I’ll like. 

Or maybe I will. The look is equally terrifying and sexy. 

Fuck. I think I’m really getting turned on by a wolf. 

Then  I  remembered  something  from  my  birth mother’s journals that were found in the fire:  Never trust a wolf in sheep’s clothing.  Or in this case, a wolf in an Armani suit. 

“You, there!” he shouts over the crowd. “Who is this girl?” 

Shit. He’s pointing right at me. 
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​Damon  covers  the  microphone  and  whispers something to Alpha Ambrose and I watch as his eyes glimmer with interest. Suddenly, everyone in the room is staring at me. 

Yeah, I’m a freak. Get over it. 

“She  can’t  shift?”  he  blurts  out  loud  enough  for everyone to hear, and now several of the wolves are laughing at me. 

“Girl. Come up here,” he says as two of his henchmen led me to the stage. 

As I step onto the platform, I look around, finding all eyes on me with a round of snickers. Pulling my tail close, I’m trembling in terror. These men could kill me right here. I’m a lesser being and this shifter wolf may not like a fox in his den. 

Sure, my body looks like a human, but this tail and ears stand out in a crowd. It’s not like I can hide it. 

Walking across the stage, he takes a good look as he steps around me, inspecting every inch. I feel him take a lock of my red hair, sniffing me. A domination move that makes me shiver. 

“I smell your fear, little one. Are you afraid of me?” 

“Y-y-yes, sir.” 

“Why is a fox in my pack?” he asked with a rumble that bellows across the hall. 

“Oh shit. You’re fucked.” The douche bag who was beside me at the table chuckles, and I give him the side-eye from the stage. 

I’m so screwed. 
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 ~Foxy~ 





“Why is a fox in my pack?” 

I  have  no  idea  what  to  do  or  say,  and  this  dickhead from the second row isn’t helping. The moron who was sitting next to me is snickering like this is the funniest shit he’s ever seen. 

Thankfully, Damon speaks up because I’m frozen in fear. “She was taken in as a child. Her parents were killed in a forest fire out west and we recovered her during one of our former wild shifter rescue missions. There was an ambush on their  pack  by  a  rival  wolf  clan  teamed  with  a  human  crime group.  Our  old  Alpha,  before  the  Jones  family  took  over, would do charity work with shifter wilds to help their starving families as an outreach program. When we arrived, they were already under attack.” 

“Interesting. Very admirable to help our innocent wild brethren, was it not?” 

“Yes, sir. Our tribe once prided itself on charity work. 

Jones’  family  destroyed  what  honor  we  had  here.  First  his father and then him.” 

“Who is responsible for this girl’s care?” Alpha asked as he continued to study me. 

“Her  adopted  parents  are  Jane  and  William,  but  she cares for them now. The older couple on South Hanging Rock Road in the little white farmhouse.” 
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​“Ah, the elderly couple. Tell me, girl. Do you think you belong in my tribe?” he asked, looking down his nose at me. 

“Well…  It’s  the  only  family  I’ve  ever  known,  sir.  I know most wolves don’t accept me, but it’s where I grew up. I don’t  know  any  fox  families,  and  red  fox  tribes  are  going extinct. My entire pack was killed in that fire.” 

Nodding,  his eyes  say  he  actually  feels sorry  for  me. 

“Yes.  I  remember  hearing  stories  about  that  when  I  was younger. I’m sorry for your loss.” 

“Thank you, Alpha.” 

“Humm. What do you do for a living?” 

He really seems interested, and I hope whatever I say doesn’t set him off. I’ve been scared of shifters before, but this guy is as terrifying as he is handsome. 

“I work at the pack house, doing dishes, cleaning, and folding linens. That sort of thing.” 

“She’s a stripper!” I heard a man yell from the crowd, making me scowl in the voice’s direction, as others snickered in response to his taunts. 

“Is that true?” 

“Yes, Alpha. Part time. I’m a burlesque dancer and an erotic dancer as my second job. I needed the money to care for my family. They were starving, and my father is very ill.” 

“Your parents are retired then?” 

“Yes. Papa was the Blue Moon General in charge of the warrior recruits with special ops, but now we are just trying to get by.” 

Looking  around  the  room,  his  brows  narrow  in irritation.  “Damon,  did  Jones  have  a  wellness  plan  for  his retired people in his army?” 

“No, Alpha. Things were bad here before you came. 

Our  pack  only  started  to  improve  from  the  changes  you’ve been  making.  Unfortunately,  many  of  our  pack  are  barely making  ends  meet,  and  most  of  them  are  going  hungry,  or 27 



​going without. We have a lot of homeless in camps down by the river. I’m sorry. I thought you were briefed on that.” 

“No, I wasn’t. But we can deal with that later. I want our  financial  department to  investigate  this  and  figure  out  a way  to  distribute  Jones’  personal  earnings  among  those affected. None of my people will be begging for food, shelter, or medical care on my watch. I may be a ruthless bastard, but my wolf packs want for nothing.” 

I smile at that demand because my father hasn’t been able to afford his medication in months, and we get by with the bare minimum. That money may not last long, but anything could help. I’m getting tired of eating cabbage stew and soup beans. 

“What’s your name, girl?” 

“Foxy Wild. I mean Francis. Francis Wilder.” 

“Humm… Foxy, huh? It suits you,” he says with a sly grin as I watch his sexy ice-blue eyes shift from human to wolf and back again. “I want you to start working on learning to shift properly, understand? That tail and ears can get us into some  trouble  with  the  humans.  I’ll  have  my  people  find someone who works with taming wilds. I assume that’s why you can’t shift.” 

“Sir… It’s a birth defect I can’t control. I’m not sure it will help, but I will try my best.” 

Circling me, he sniffs again. “I’ve never met a true wild before. Interesting.” 

“Sir, may I ask a question?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you…” I gulp down a lump in my throat before asking, “Are you going to kill me?” 

“No. Why? Do I have a reason to?” 

“No, sir. I’m just a smaller animal and—” 

“And what? Do you think because you are small that means you’re not part of the pack? Obviously, this pack took 28 



​pity on you and claimed you as their own. So, if you’re in my pack, you’re one of us, regardless of size or species.” 

Rolling my eyes at that, I can see he understands that isn’t always the case. The shifters in the room wouldn’t care if I were alive or dead. They just tolerate me. 

Stepping in closer, he whispers in my ear, making me shiver as his warm breath hits my skin. “I saw what happened before  the  ceremony.  No  one  will  hurt  you  under  my command, my little fox.” 

Nodding in agreement, I sure hope he’s right. 
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 ~Foxy~ 





Following the meeting, I’m almost skipping into the house as I bring in loads of groceries. I kiss my mother on the cheek, who’s  cooking  in  the  kitchen,  and  she  smiles  in  response.  I can’t  believe  Alpha  Crestwood  was  so  nice.  My  parents  are going to be so excited to have these fresh groceries to get us through a few weeks. 

Passing her some ham from the bag, she smiles when she sees the meat, smelling it like it’s the best thing she’s ever seen. 

“This will go well with dinner.” 

“You seem cheerful, dear,” my mother says as she gives me a taste of the sauce she’s making. 

“Yummy. Looks good. Mom, look. I have groceries to last us almost the entire month. Maybe we can make one of your delicious Derby pies later. I got all the stuff we need.” 

When my father steps into the room, he looks furious. 

I should have known to call ahead, but I was just so excited. 

Grabbing my arm, he yells, “Frances Wilder, did you steal these?” 

“What? No Daddy. How can you think that? These are from the Alpha.” 

“Jones.  He’s  returned?  Oh,  no.”  My  mother  starts weeping  and  falls  into  my  father’s  arms.  “Baby,  how  could you?” 
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​“You think I turned tricks for that fat bastard?” 

I  can’t  believe  they  instantly  thought  that.  Do  my parents think I’m some sort of whore or something? 

“Wow. Thanks for believing in me.” 

“We didn’t mean it that way, and you know it. It’s not like you’ve been keeping yourself out of trouble, young lady.” 

“Oh, my gosh, Dad. I can’t believe you think I’d whore myself to that fat fuck. I have more self-respect than that.” 

“Don’t you talk to me that way! I’m still your father, Francis Marie! You will watch your mouth in our home.” 

“Well,  just  so  you  know,  the  new  Alpha  gave  me money to buy them. Jones is dead.” 

“Dead?”  my  father  asked,  furrowing  his  brows  in confusion. 

“Yes. Alpha Crestwood is from the Florida—” 

“Girl! Did you prostitute yourself for him? Tell me that damn truth! First a strip club, now this!” 

“What?  No.  Stop!  Would  you  just  listen  to  me?”  I shout, frustrated they are not hearing me out. I know I’m a screw up, but damn. I didn’t think they thought I was a whore. 

Stepping in behind me, Damon walks in with the rest of the groceries with Father’s medication, handing it to him. 

They are old friends, so he couldn’t have come in at a better time. 

“She’s telling the truth,  General. The Alpha sent me with her to get the items you needed. A lot of things are going to be changing in the pack in the coming weeks. It’s a new Blue Moon era.” 

“What? Does the new Alpha plan to go straight and run this place clean?” my father asked, clearly shaken by the news. 

Shaking his head at my father, he says, “No, General. 

He just wants to work to help our people. He’s mafia, not just 31 



​some  small-time  moonshine  gangsters.  Ambrose  believes  in family and taking care of his own.” 

“Well, I’ve done some bad things in my day, so I can’t judge  him.  But  at  least  Jones  is  gone,  and  a  real  leadership family is in charge. I’ve worked with the Crestwood clan back in my warrior days. I assume he’s the son of the old leader. The Don.” 

“Yes, General. Ambrose is the Don now and his father is thinking of retiring. Unfortunately, his grandfather is still the Godfather.” 

“I hear that old man isn’t the most upstanding shifter,” 

my father grunts. 

“Well, time will tell. Hoping his grandfather keeps his business in Italy and out of our clan’s business.” 

My  mother  walks  over  to  me,  grabbing  my  cheeks. 

“Baby, did anyone touch you?” 

“No,  Mom.  He  was  nice  to  me.  After  the  meeting, Alpha sent his warriors, like Damon, to take some of us who had been struggling to the stores to get what we needed. Alpha Crestwood paid for everything, and they even sent food down to the homeless encampments.” 

“Well, he seems like an honorable man. Let’s just hope he’s not a—” 

“Wolf in sheep’s clothing,” I say with a giggle. 

Shaking her head, she gives me a playful smile. “Those silly stories your mother left you. No wonder you like books so much.” 

“Eh, she reads smut,” my father grumbles. “Nothing but dirty romance novels.” 

“Well,  at  least  she’s  not  sleeping  around,  William.” 

Damon laughs. “She just reads about it in books now. I didn’t think we would ever get her through high school if it wasn’t for those books she reads.” 
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​Rolling my eyes, I know what he’s implying. I was a wild child through my teen years. I was sleeping around, doing drugs,  and  whatever  other  mischief  I  could  muster  up.  So much so that I even got put in the Blue Moon jail more times than I care to admit. Usually for stealing shiny things from the locals. I sort of have a problem with taking things that shine. 

That’s still a bit of a problem, but I’m working on it. I sure don’t want to end up in jail again. It’s scary there when I’m the smallest one in the place. 

Since I started to dance, I cleaned up my act. Dance is everything to me, except the fact that I couldn’t get a job doing anything but in a strip club. It’s not like a fox shifter with a tail can be a hit on Broadway or work in the ballet. 

My dream, above all else, is to be in the Alpha’s elite forces, just like my father. He was one of the top ranks in the tribe. Let’s face it, I can’t become one, but a girl can dream. 

The chance of me taking over would be one in a billion. I know that if given a chance, I could really turn this wolf pack around. 

I swear, as sure as my tail is fluffy, one day I will. 



While helping my mother cook dinner, Damon tells my father all the things that Alpha Crestwood has planned for us. 

He seems like a smart man and has been working hard behind the scenes. He may be good for the pack, but the fact remains, he’s a Don. A mafia leader who’s probably more dangerous than any human kingpin could imagine. But damn, I can’t keep my mind off him and those sexy blue eyes. 

Shaking me from my thoughts, my mother says, “Foxy! 

Stir that pot. It’s boiling over. I’ll get that ham from the oven.” 

“Sorry, Mom.” 

Looking  over  her  shoulder  to  see  if  the  men  are listening, she whispers, “So, is he handsome?” 

“Mom, really? You old cougar.” 

“Well, is he?” 

33 



​“He’s…  gorgeous.  I’ve  never  seen  anyone  like  him before. He commands a room, and he smells so good.” 

“Humm… Smells good, huh?” 

“Mom, stop.” I laugh. 

“What? Is it wrong for a mother to want her daughter to settle down with a nice young man?” 

“I don’t even know him. Besides, no Alpha is going to want a puny little fox girl who moonlights as a stripper.” 

“Never know. He may have a fox kink.” 

My eyes shoot over at her. “Mom. Really?” 

“What? He must have your fur ruffled because you’ve been daydreaming ever since you walked into this house.” 

“He’s  just  hot,  is  all.  Stop  putting  thoughts  in  my head.” 

Pulling some of the pots off the stove, she nudged my arm. “Never hurts to get in good with the Alpha. Especially before the other bitch dogs start sniffing around his den.” 

Giving a chuckle, I can’t help but laugh at my mom. 

She’s such a hoot. I know I get my smart mouth from her. 

“Let’s eat!” she announces happily. 

Hum? Maybe my mother is onto something. Note to self... Get in good with the Alpha. 





34 



​[image: Image 11]



 ~Foxy~ 





The next night at the club, I’m getting ready for my new dance and  my  costume  looks  amazing.  Smiling  at  myself  in  the mirror, I know the crowd is going to love it. I love burlesque nights because it makes me feel pretty and I get to do more than just take off my clothes. It’s a performance and I get to show off real dance skills. 

For  tonight’s  costume,  I  went  for  a  wild  fox  meets Little Red Riding Hood theme. I have a whole naughty forest bad  girl  look  going  on.  Mom  helps  me  make  my  costumes, even though she hates the idea of me working in this place, but she’s the best seamstress on Blue Moon Ridge. Dancing makes me a living, so until I get a better offer, this is all I got. 

There’s something about the idea of me being a wild that  gets  the  pack  wolves  all  hot  and  bothered,  so  they  pay good in tips. I guess it’s the idea that wild girls are better in bed. 

I haven’t had a boyfriend in four years, so I have no idea if I’m wild in bed or not. I didn’t exactly get to explore my sexual side when I was messing around with high school boys back in my wild child days. 

My poor parents had a handful raising me. I was so out of control back then, but I was just rebellious because of being lonely  and  having  no  friends.  I  was  just  wanting  some attention, even if it wasn’t for the best reasons. Truth is, I’m 35 



​still lonely, but at least I’ve learned to direct my frustrations into dance instead of getting into trouble all the time. 

As  I’m  watching  the  girl  who  went  on  before  me finishing her dance, I’m so excited about my new performance. 

I’ve been pacing the floor backstage, trying to get in the zone. 

I’ve worked so hard for this that I’m shaking with excitement and my ears keep flicking. The crowd is hot tonight, so tips should be good. 

After the girl exits the stage, she shoulder-checks me with a smug grin. “Top that, Foxy.” 

Shaking my head, I want to slap her, but it’s not worth the drama. It’s not much different here than it is in the pack houses.  I’m  the  underdog  backstage,  and  just  responding  to them  draws  more  unwanted  attention,  so  I  should  bite  my tongue. 

When I hear the announcer cueing up my spot, I get ready to go on stage. I’m so jazzed about this that I’m shaking, and my tail just started wagging. Red is ready too, I guess. 

Let’s do this, girl! 

“… Let’s give a big round of applause for Ms. Kitty Lane!... Now, it’s time for our headlining act of the evening. 

From deep in the Redwood Forest comes a wild animal that can scratch that itch and leave you begging for more. Roll over boys because this girl is ready to give those belly rubs and get you… Red. Hot. And. Wild! And now, welcome to the stage, our own red fox… FOXY WILD!” 

As the music starts to play the modern version of the song  Little  Red  Riding  Hood,  I  step  out  in  my  sexy  red costume. The crowd is loving it and I’m so into this character that I really feel like this is going to be a hit with the audience. 

The  stagehands  have  a  whole  forest  set  up  to  make  it  even more of a theatrical show than I had planned. I really love that the one thing they do respect me for is my creative ideas. At least I have gained that much respect from the crew. 
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​It’s showtime! 

Making my way across the stage, shaking my ass, each part of my outfit looks like it’s being caught on branches and torn away as I shimmy my way through the stage prop forest. 

When I’m almost down to my sexy sequin bra and panty set, I’m ready to reveal my final look. Hiding behind a fake bush, I give a wave to the crowd, who want me to come out and play. 

When I get off the last of the tearaway costume, I jump out in my barely there skimpy burlesque look, shaking my tail to get a rise out of the men in the room. The orange glow of the sequin adornment makes my red-orange hair and fox tail look even more vibrant than usual, and I feel so pretty. The cat calls have me so keyed up that I can’t believe it’s going so well. 

I’ll need to remember to thank my mom for her help. 

Everyone loved my dance, just as I expected, and I couldn’t be happier than I am right now. This is why I love to dance. No matter how different I am, on stage, I’m just a dancer, not a freak of nature. 

When I turn to start making my way through the tables to entertain the guests, the men are pushing wads of cash in my garter belt along the way. Wow! I think my tips are going to be the best I’ve had in months at this rate. 

Just as I round a table, I look up into the ice-blue eyes of the man who’s had my lady parts on fire for the past couple of days. Alpha Crestwood is entering the club with some of his main pack leaders, and I think I’m going to faint on the spot. 

“Oh shit. Not now.” 

Turning to head back toward the stage, I use a branch from a prop as a fan, hoping it hides my face enough to finish my set. I pull off getting through my act, but I know my boss is going to be pissed that I improvised the ending. 

From the side of the stage, I can hear the director yell, 

“Foxy, stop hiding your face! What the hell are you doing?” 
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​I  just  ignore  Joselin  and  keep  dancing.  I’m  sure  I’ll catch hell from her later, but I can’t let the Alpha see me. That’s when  I  realized  my  ears  and  tail  were  a  dead  giveaway.  He hasn’t paid much attention to the stage yet, so I’m still in the clear for now. 

Just as the song ends, he turns to face the head of the house and sits in his seat. Quickly, I dart off stage right, not even waiting for a second of applause, or to take a bow. I can’t let the Alpha know it’s me. He’ll never respect me wearing a sparkly bra and panty set. I know he knows I’m a stripper, but I can’t just be all in his face about it. If I want to gain a spot on his team, I need to look and act the part. 

When I get back to the dressing room, I flop down in a chair and cover my face, taking a moment to catch my breath because my chest is heaving, and I feel like I’m going to pass out. 

“Fuck. That was close,” I pant. 

Yanking a robe from under me, one of the girls’ yells, 

“Get off my stuff, fox.” 

“Sorry.” 

Moving  to  the  place  next  to  me  in  my  own  makeup mirror, I see my boss behind me, and he looks pissed. 

“Wild! My office, now!” 
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 ~Foxy~ 





“Wild! My office, now!” my boss yells at me with a snarl, letting out just a bit of his wolf. 

He  thinks  that  intimidates  me,  but  with  him,  it  just pisses me off. He’s actually a big coward. He has a lot of goons around the bar who do his dirty work to make him look tough. 

“Shit. What did I do this time?” 

The girl beside me checks her makeup for the strip club that is starting to open back up for its regulars. “Good luck, Foxy. Jack is in one of his moods. He’s been bitchy all night.” 

“Yeah. Just my luck.” 

As  I  walk  to  the  boss’s  office  through  the  sketchy backstage  hallways,  I  notice  security  is  all  over  this  place tonight and it’s not our own. I know mafia henchmen when I see them, and these guys make my skin crawl just at the sight of them. It’s obvious these guys are here guarding the Alpha. I guess money and power get you special privileges, even in a skanky strip club. 

Taking a deep breath, I walk into Jack’s office, ready to catch hell from my sleazy boss. “What’s up, bossman? Did you like  the  show?  The  crowd  was  on  fire  tonight,  don’t  you think?” 

“Well, I loved it until you pulled the  I’m a little branch routine. What the fuck was that?” 

“Sorry. I saw the Alpha, and I panicked.” 
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​“Yeah.  His  men  came  to  see  me  today.  They  are tightening the reins on all pack businesses.” He throws a wad of cash on his desk in front of me with a groan, as if he didn’t want to even give me whatever it is he tossed my way. “Here. 

Take this.” 

When I flip through the cash roll, there’s at least five thousand bucks in my hands. 

“What’s this for?” 

“To keep your smart-ass mouth shut.” 

“For what?” 

“You know what for,” he says, lighting up a cigar. “My books  are  off.  They’re  going  to  be  coming  around  asking questions from my regular girls.” 

Shaking my head, I threw the cash back at him. “Nope. 

I’m not being paid hush money. I’m a sly fox and damn good with numbers. I told you I’d help you with your books and you refused. Now, deal with the consequences.” 

“This isn’t about the side deals I’ve been running. I’ll deal with that. This is what I owe you.” Rolling his head, he looks up at the ceiling with complete guilt written on his slim-ball face. “Those are your extra tips for the past four months from the champagne room.” 

“You’ve been stiffing me! You son of a bitch!” 

Jumping up, he reaches across his desk and covers my mouth. “Shh!  If the Alpha’s men hear I’ve been undercutting my girls, he’ll take over. He owns this place now. You know I got divorced. That bitch was taking everything and I’m barely keeping my head above water.” 
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