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Sienna Rubens doesn't wait to be rescued. She drives straight into the enemy's compound with a van full of her signature red-glazed cupcakes, a fully charged phone, and absolutely zero plan to fail. Her mission is simple: make the big bad wolf developer abandon his plans to demolish her sick grandmother's home.


But Lowell Shaw isn't the cult leader she expected. He's devastatingly familiar, wolfish in ways she's only beginning to understand, and the one man fate apparently chose for her. Now she's locked in his estate, holding secrets that could destroy them both, and her certainty that he's the villain is crumbling with every charged, forbidden encounter. What happens when Sienna realizes she's not the hunter she thought she was...and she's his mate?


Find out in Her Big Bad Wolf, a steamy paranormal romantasy featuring a baking heroine undercover and a fated mates bond that can't be denied. Grab your copy and start the retelling today!
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ONE


 


"Explain to me how baking cupcakes for a suicide cult is supposed to stop some big, bad wolf of a developer from knocking down your grandmother's cottage."


Sienna took a deep breath. "Firstly, these are no ordinary cupcakes. These are Red Cottage Catering's signature Amanita cupcakes, baked to a recipe perfected over decades, which has been our premier product for more than twenty years. Designed to look like a fairytale magic mushroom, complete with red glaze and white spots, the kind that legends say Viking berserkers would go into a fighting frenzy for. If there were still Viking berserkers in the world, they would be raiding my kitchen right now for a taste of one of these cupcakes." She poured the mirror glaze icing over the last cupcake, then set the jug back in the water bath that kept it at a constant 32 degrees Celsius. Picking up the bowl of white chocolate crumbles, she began to dot them over the glazed cakes before the icing set.


"Secondly, and you can't tell anyone this, they contain sugar and chocolate, two of the most addictive foods on the planet, both of which are known mood enhancers. What better way to change the minds of a suicide cult than to make them happy? And I already know they like my Amanita cupcakes, because their legal business front, Wuffingas Development, orders a huge number of them, along with some of Red Cottage's other delicacies, every week for their office." Sienna carefully slid the tray of completed cupcakes to the far side of the counter, closer to Auren, so she could start work on the next tray of cakes.


"So, armed with boxes of proven happiness bombs, which they have already paid me for, I will simply drive through the gate of their cult compound with my clearly marked catering van, lay out all this deliciousness on the buffet, and wait. Once the cultists have all eaten their fill, amid the after-dinner glow, they'll only be too happy to help me find their cult leader and persuade him to abandon his dastardly schemes and instead lead them into a rosy future filled with plenty more cupcakes, where Granny and I can go home to her cottage at night, and we all live happily ever after." Sienna allowed herself a dreamy smile as she imagined this ideal, though improbable, future.


"And if something goes wrong with this perfect plan of yours?" Auren asked. 


Sienna's shoulders slumped. "Then I will have my fully charged phone on me, and while they're all distracted by my delicious food, I will sneak around and take pictures of everything the cult is up to, so if the cult leader won't cooperate out of the goodness of his heart, I'll threaten to release a scathing expose of all his cult's secrets if he doesn't leave Granny's cottage alone."


"It's a suicide cult, Sienna. They killed your mother. What if this party is one of those times they're planning to sacrifice people? You could be in danger just going there." Auren's wide, golden eyes shimmered with tears. "It's not safe, Sienna. You should wait and come up with a better plan. Something safer."


Sienna shook her head. "I can't afford to wait. If they really are planning on killing people at this full moon hunt party, or whatever they're calling it, I have to try and save them. Or at least document what they did, so the police or someone can take them down. For Mum and Granny and...everyone else they plan to recruit in the future to live at this sanctuary they say they're building. Look, it might be nothing. Just some rich guy's party, like one of the school balls at Tremotino Castle. But they have paid for catering, and we always deliver. I'll drive in there with the order, check things out, and if it's too dangerous, I'll get out. I promise."


Auren's eyes narrowed as she put down her phone. She was definitely done filming. "I've known you most of my life. I can tell when you're lying, you know."


"I'm not lying! I just...need to do something. I can't just sit here and watch Granny's house get demolished by Lowell bloody Shaw."


"Isn't he that football player you had a crush on in high school?"


Trust Auren to remember that. "It was one day, and I was over it the moment he ignored me, and looked through me like I didn't even exist. He won't be able to ignore me now."


"He's still hot. And he's rich, now, too. What if while you're trying to charm him he charms you right back, and the next thing you know, you're the newest member of his freaking cult? It's not safe, Sienna. What you should do is find some real magic mushrooms and put those in your cupcakes. Or a mild sedative, or some sort of happy drug that leaves all the cultists hallucinating or straight out dreaming while you do your snooping and get out before the drugs wear off."


Sienna burst out laughing. "I wouldn't even know where to get any of those things. And even if I did, I wouldn't because that would ruin the taste. The recipe for Amanita cupcakes has been the same since before my mother was born, and the only ingredient that isn't on the label is love. We could all do with a lot more love in this world, and the kind of lonely, desperate people who join this kind of cult need it more than anyone else. Maybe that's why Wuffingas buy so many of our cupcakes. Don't we all deserve a little love?"


Auren picked up her phone and thumbed the screen. "Wait, say that bit again. It'll make the perfect soundbite for one more reel. Maybe pick up one of the cupcakes and angle it toward the screen while you say it? Oh, shit, no, don't do that, the frosting runs right off and...mm. Oh, that icing tastes amazing. Can I have that one, now it's ruined?"


"Sure. I was going to leave a plate of them in the fridge for you and Granny. If she wakes up. She's so sick, but when I suggested she go see the doctor, she said she already did, and she has all the medication she needs right here, until her next appointment next week. You'll take care of her while I'm gone, won't you?"


Auren nodded solemnly. "I'll stay here with her and keep an eye on any footage you send from the cult house. Because if I think you're in danger, I will totally call the police on their arse. Nobody does hysterical friend better than me. Especially if my best friend really is in danger."


"Thanks, Auren. But only as a last resort, though. I mean, this cult has been around a while, to have killed Mum. More than enough time to bribe at least one of the local police. Calling them could make things worse."


"Okay, I won't unless you tell me to call them. Now, can you say that part again about love? You're baking cupcakes to save the world, because...?"


"Every one of my Amanita cupcakes is more addictive than any drug, and you know why? Because I bake them with love. All of our problems could be fixed with just a little more love in the world. Don't we all deserve a little more love?"


Auren set her phone down. "Except Lowell Shaw. He's a special case."


Dutifully, Sienna nodded. No way would she ever fall for HIM again. But if he was willing to help her save Granny's house...she might be willing to give him a cupcake. Just one, though. 


 



 


 


TWO


 


"Here's to the most well-attended Full Moon Hunt Party in the history of the Wuffingas Pack," Tate said, clinking his beer against Lowell's. "You'll see, they'll be talking about this one for years."


Lowell rolled his eyes. "Because something's bound to go wrong. The only reason everyone's coming is to see the new pack leader. They want to be here to see how badly I stuff this up." He gripped his beer so hard, the glass made an ominous cracking sound, though when he held it up to the light, the bottle was intact. "I'm going to show them I'm every bit as good a pack leader as my parents were."


"Damn straight. And the numbers are a sign of respect and pack loyalty. This is your first time leading the hunt, and everyone wants to be able to say in the decades to come that they were there. Even the kids will be there, Ylva said – it's their first hunt as part of the pack. No wonder the numbers are up. My dad will be livid, and he hasn't stopped whining about the first hunt your parents led. Twice the turnout that came for his. Now here you are, building on what your parents started. This will be the best Full Moon Hunt Party the pack has ever seen, and I'm not just saying that because I'm your best friend. It's going to be seriously awesome. Something Narine's girls will tell their grandkids about."


Lowell sighed. He wanted to believe Tate, he really did, but what with all the bad luck plaguing the Hea Sanctuary project lately, his confidence had been shaken. If he couldn't even deliver a simple ecovillage project on his own damn land...did he deserve to be the leader of this pack? His parents had seemed to think so, when they'd picked him over his sister to take the leadership spot, before buggering off to Bali for what they were calling early retirement. "Can we leave pack business out of it, just for tonight? It's monster movie night. What'd we decide on again?"


"We're still on the Jurassic Park movies. Then we'll do Godzilla."


"Right. Bring on the T-Rex, then."


"I don't think there's a T-Rex in this one."


"It's a Jurassic Park movie. Of course there's a T-Rex in it. It's like a trademark thing. They have to have the banner about dinosaurs ruling the Earth, and they have to show the T-Rex roaring like it's doing all the ruling. Because he's the king."


"Do you think Leo King could take a T-Rex?"


"Leo King would just buy the whole island and keep it as a pet. The guy is an overgrown house cat."


Tate took a gulp of his beer. "Therion might."


Lowell shook his head. "Therion's not quite himself right now. Hasn't been since his parents died."


They were both silent for a long moment, while the movie's opening scenes played out. 


"Oh, I remember this one. I hate this one," Lowell grumbled. 


"Because the hunter does the unthinkable and uses the prey's own young as bait?" Tate drained his beer. 


"They do that in this movie, too? Fuck. Maybe we should skip this one and move onto the next one. Because that's the most stupid thing a hunter could do. From a purely sustainability perspective, taking out the dominant male and the offspring hinders the ability to repopulate, but it also sets the hunter's chance of survival to zero, because a pissed off mother, who's also a bereaved mate, is possibly the deadliest, angriest creature that ever existed, no matter what the species. But to hurt a kid...I mean, that's why we have packs in the first place. Why dinosaurs had herds. Even though we let our kids hunt, it's only with the pack, and there are always responsible adults around to supervise them. To protect them, just in case. Kids are our future. The most important pack members we have, even if they're...how old is Narine's youngest, Poppy?"


"She's eight."


Lowell swore. "She's already shifting at eight years old? That's crazy. They're getting younger every year, I swear."


Tate shrugged. "Girls mature faster than boys. It's science. And trauma can have an effect, too, Ylva says. So when her older sisters shifted, so did Poppy. I doubt she can bring down anything bigger than a squirrel by herself yet, but that's why we hunt as a pack, so she'll be safe whatever we hunt. Unless we're taking on a T-Rex, of course. We'd want only the best, most experienced hunters for that particular hunt. And no losers who harm children."


Lowell shuddered. "The lowest of the low. If one managed to sneak into the pack, we'd throw him out on his arse the moment we found out. There are a few pack members who'd volunteer for a bit of vigilante justice, too. If a child molester turned up dead, missing his hands and feet and maybe some other essentials, chewed off by wildlife, I admit I'd probably turn a blind eye. As long as they didn't leave the body on pack territory, of course. That would be messy."


Tate raised his empty bottle. "I'd drink to that, but I'm out. Want another one while I'm up? I think I'll need another drink if we're going to be talking about taking down real monsters, instead of made-up ones in movies."


"Sure," Lowell said, turning his attention back to the movie. Three seconds later, it slapped him in the face. "You know what's wrong with this movie? Too much romance."


Tate reappeared, bottles in hand. "I'm pretty sure there is no romance in this movie."


"Sure there is. That guy would never have come to the island and put his kid in danger if he wasn't trying to save his girlfriend. It's like the plot of every damn James Bond movie. All this action, just so he can be a hero and get the girl. The world would be a much better place without all of this love messing shit up for every body." Lowell took a deep pull from his beer. "Love is what's wrong with the world, and this movie in particular."


"That's complete bullshit. Love is what makes everything worth it, especially movies. What's the greatest  Christmas movie of all time?"


"Die Hard," Lowell said promptly. 


"Exactly! A movie that turned an ordinary book into a great movie because of love. He went to that Christmas party to win back Holly, and then when shit went south, he had to save her, too. Love makes ordinary stories great. It's why the best pack leaders are fated mate pairs. I mean, look at what we've become after your parents replaced mine as pack leader. The biggest pack in Scotland, with space to spare for all of us. The rest of the world might have a housing crisis, but we take care of our own. That's love, right there."


"No, that's my parents. Caring about people, because that's who they are. This thing about needing a fated mate to lead...it's bullshit. I can take care of this pack without making googly eyes at some woman, distracting me from what's really important." Because he wasn't allowed to so much as look at his fated mate, let alone claim her, Lowell thought but didn't say. Tate was his best mate, but there were some secrets he didn't dare share. 


"Come on. If your fated mate turned up at the Full Moon Hunt Party, nothing would stop you from claiming her. I know I wouldn't let anything keep us apart. If I even have a fated mate. After what my dad did to his, fate probably thinks it's fair payback that I shouldn't even have the chance to reject mine, so if she does exist, I'll probably never meet her. But if I do, you can bet I'd hold onto her with both hands and if anyone tries to take her from me, I'd kick them off the Glasgow Tower."


Lowell managed a smile. "Well, I hope you do meet her, and if I see on the news that someone accidentally fell from the Glasgow Tower, I'll be right here, ready to be your alibi. Because everyone knows monster movie night is sacred." He gulped his beer. "Speaking of monsters, I think our pack could take two T-Rexes. Even two fighting in tandem."


"No way. Those are loving parents, and mums will fight to the death for their kids. Even mine. There's no way we'd take those two down without some losses, which is too high a price. What about the raptors, instead? An intelligent pack with claws who can open doors would be a challenge, but with equal or even greater numbers, I think we could take them. Whether you think of them as smart lizards or chickens, we'd still outthink them, every time."


Lowell considered. "If you think of them as a pack of oversized roosters, trained in cockfighting, I still think they'd get a few good blows in, even if we did win in the end. It's the claws." He drained his beer. "Now, take the mosasaur. That thing in the later movies that looks like a whale slept with a crocodile and the kid was raised by orcas before it grew huge and ate them all for breakfast. D'you think we could take that?"


"With the right equipment, sure, but would it be worth it? I mean, that's a deep water beastie, right there. We're never going to be competing for territory, and a predator that big is hardly something you'd want to turn into steaks for the barbeque. I say no, because it's not worth the effort it would take to take it down. But a plesiosaur...some of those lived close to the coast, and even in freshwater. If one of those threatened the pack, do you think we could take it?" Tate asked, eyebrows raised, as he drained his beer. 


"Plesiosaur...I don't remember seeing any of those in the movies. Is that the one that looks like Nessie?"


Tate nodded. 


They both thought deeply for a long moment, before Tate ventured, "No sane Scotsman or shifter would even consider hunting the Loch Ness Monster, especially ones planning on living near a lake as deep as Sanctuary Loch. Especially if she came up to Hea Sanctuary for a holiday. Rumour has it she's searching for a new mate."


Now there was a terrifying thought. Slowly, Lowell said, "Movies, and the world in general, would be a better place if people spent less time looking for love. Want another beer?" He shook his empty bottle.


"Sure."


 



 


 


THREE


 


"Granny? Are you awake?" Sienna asked softly. 


The bedroom was dark with the curtains closed, but she could just make out the lump in the middle of the bed that had to be Granny. Her laboured, even breathing was Sienna's only response. 


She sighed. More than anything, she wanted to talk to Granny about her plan. Granny always gave good advice, so she'd probably have some suggestions on how to make this crazy escapade go smoothly, or at least feel safer. Or Granny might try to talk her out of it entirely. 


All her life, Granny had tried to keep her away from the cult that killed her mother. To instil in her the firm belief that no man, no matter how perfect he seemed, was worth dying for. Since the day her mother died, when Sienna herself had been less than a week old, Granny had taken care of her. 


Now it was Sienna's turn to take care of Granny. 


"I'll make this Lowell Shaw change his mind, Granny, I promise. No way will I let him demolish our cottage. You'll see. I'll bring back good news, and then all we need to worry about is getting you well again. I'll even make your chicken soup, and we both know that stuff works miracles." Sienna forced a smile. "Everything will be fine, Granny, I swear."


Sienna wanted that to be true more than anything. Coming home to find Granny in bed, barely able to say more than a few words before falling asleep, had shocked her. Sienna hadn't even known Granny was sick, let alone what was wrong. In the few short conversations they'd had, Granny hadn't enlightened her, either. 


If Granny was dying, it would be just like her not to tell Sienna, so she could focus on her studies and not worry. As if coming home early to find Granny so weak and frail wouldn't make Sienna want to quit school and take over the catering business so she could take care of Granny instead of learning stuff that was nice, but she didn't really need. 


Sienna wasn't like Auren, working her arse off at some graphic design project so she could get her degree. Sienna had only done some part-time units in business and accounting, more to please her grandmother than because she really needed to know more about them. Oh, it would help her run Red Cottage Catering, but Sienna had learned more sneaking into the Mirror Academy kitchens and swapping recipes with the cooks. Brenda, the head cook, had even let her leaf through the castle's ancient cookbook, with recipes dating back to when the Lustros had first built the castle on the hill, before Mirror Academy had even existed. They'd been faithfully copied so many times over the centuries, with notes added as fires gave way to stoves, and wood and coal surrendered to gas and electricity. Not to mention buying meat from the Co-op in town, instead of having to butcher the beast yourself. 


She'd definitely grown up since her high school crush on Lowell Shaw, the football team captain who'd deigned to talk to her for ten minutes in the school dining hall queue, then ignored her the next day and every day since. For ten minutes, he'd been the friendliest, most charming boy she'd ever met, cracking jokes and laughing with her as if they'd been friends forever. After that...pure, unadulterated arsehole. 


Tonight, she'd be on the other side of the table. Lowell Shaw would be queueing with the other guests for her food, far superior fare to anything a school dining hall would ever see, and if he didn't agree to leave Granny's house alone, she'd shove his cupcake up his arse. With a stick of prosciutto wrapped asparagus. Through his perfectly tailored pants, if need be. 
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