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Legend of the White Werewolf-

The Forgotten Ones

Ariel, a divorced mother of two and a bestselling author, meets Blake at a bar. The two are attracted to each other and eventually come together. Ariel discovers that Blake is a werewolf, and he has turned her into one as well. Blake discovers Ariel is the famous writer that has been publishing accurate werewolf romances and his council has been trying to find her for some time. When Ariel makes the change to wolf, everyone finds out that she is a white wolf, part of the legendary line thought extinct. 

Now Ariel’s family may be in danger because of their bloodline is sought after by every unmated alpha. Ariel herself is targeted by a group called the forgotten ones who had faded into the background, but now show themselves again hoping to use Ariel or her family to rise to power and eventually rule the world like they always hoped to. As if being targeted by obsessive outcasts from the wolf world isn’t enough, the reason Blake was in her corner of the world was to set up a pack. His brother Drake is their alpha, but the pack has grown too large for the resources available to them where they are. Rather than move the whole pack, they decide to divide into two packs. Half stay with Drake and half go with Blake. Through the danger, abductions, the stress of starting a new pack, a vicious ex-girlfriend, and all the difficulties of a dramatic change from human to wolf, Blake and Ariel find their love is strong. They build their new pack along with their new relationship letting nothing hold them back.

The Second Son

This story follows Matt, Ariel’s youngest and Sally the female he cares about but is unsure of whether he is willing to make the change to wolf for. Matt makes the change when Sally bites him because she is in heat and out of control. With the decision taken out of his hands, he makes commitments to the werewolf world that includes joining a secret organization that he really doesn’t understand. He carries out a mission for the wolf military and accepts his place with them.

Matt’s Aunt Daisy dies and his little sister, Mikee is born. Dru and Danny meet, which sets off a whole chain of events and coyotes come to Ariel and Blake for protection. Matt and Sally are called to California to try to help prevent a pack war between two large packs there. Danny begins to show signs of growing up and leaves to stay at Bubba’s pack for a while so he can be close to Dru. Drake is obsessed with Ariel’s sister, Char, but events seem to conspire against him.

Nigel and Bekka

This is the third of the series and is set largely apart from the others. Nigel has everything set in place to pursue Aunt Bekka and put her in a position where she’ll be forced into his company. It never occurred to him that others would also be after her. He wants to take her back to his pack near London, but can he convince her to forget the past and love again?

The Prodigal Son

Danny is the older of Ariel’s two sons. He doesn’t always act like it, and he needs to leave home to become a man. He falls in love with the daughter of a pack alpha who challenges him to be all that he can be by putting him at the bottom of the pecking order and allowing others to treat him poorly. When Danny finally snaps, he knows he has to become a wolf to deal with his temporary pack mates.

He gets an opportunity for revenge on Hemple who abused Dru, who Danny had just mated. Danny and Dru go through one challenge after another but things that would tear the average couple apart just make them stronger.

Drake’s Desire

Blake’s twin brother Drake finally gets the chance he’s been waiting for to claim his mate, Ariel’s sister, Charlotte. She fights any signs of attraction to him, and outside forces try to tear them apart. He must struggle and fight to claim his white wolf mate. He’s lucky she’s ready to fight at his side. When the smoke clears, will they be a couple, or will she walk away?

Boomer’s Beauty

Boomer had made mistakes and now he was paying for them. He would check on Charlotte's sister and see that all was well with her. The problem was he got the feeling something very bad was happening and he was forced to kidnap Opal to save her.

Feeling forgotten and abandoned by everyone and waiting for the evil stalking her to claim her, Opal is shocked by her reaction to Boomer. He's special to her and while she senses he feels it too, he'll never give in to those feelings.

Will love conquer all, or will love be abandoned when evil stake's its claim? 

Milton’s Mate

Opal’s daughter, Zeva, is finally coming to visit Boomer’s pack. She is a lonely bitter reclusive female who doesn’t want a mate and wants nothing to do with wolves.

Milton has finally matured and become more like the wolf Boomer always wanted his son to be except he still isn’t interested in settling down.

When the two meet, they are surrounded by danger and destruction, but there is something between them.

His Harpy

Ariel’s ex finally discovers the secrets his second wife has been keeping. Danger lurks everywhere and he must decide whether to stay or go. Can he forgive her for not telling the truth and will her supernatural status turn him off?

The Doctor and the Daughter

Clint was the doctor for Boomer’s Pack. He liked his job or at least he had before he had met Zeva. It wasn’t because there was anything wrong with her, it was because that damnable Milton had stolen her away from him. It was true he could have tried harder, so why didn’t he? He’d really liked and cared about her, but some little something was missing between them. That was enough to make him doubt that they were truly fated mates.

He suspected Zeva had ended up exactly where the fates had wanted her to and the little bit of interference he had done, had only pushed Milton to claim her sooner. Now her daughter Libby was coming for an extended visit. Clint couldn’t help wondering what she would be like. From what Zeva had said, he got the feeling she would be cool and not overly friendly. Zeva had hinted she might need a doctor’s care for some condition. That certainly made him wonder what was going on.

Clint loved Opal and Zeva, so it made him wonder how he might react to the daughter. All he knew is he would give her the benefit of the doubt and try to be her friend. If she took after her mom or grandma at all, he was sure they would get along. 

Sealed With a Kiss

Manning feels lost when he's sent into retirement from his SEAL team. It's finally time to turn to his family and rediscover his roots.

Prissy is a strong female in the pack Boomer, and Opal, who is Manning's mother, lead. Manning annoys her from the start, but an attraction heats up between them.

When they go into the world of blood drugs undercover, will it push their relationship forward, or end it completely?

Legend of the White Werewolf

Book 11

French Kiss

Trent had spent too many years in France with the wrong woman. He wanted to make the right choice this time, but he was gun shy. When he and Jazel are recruited by Damon to work undercover, he’ll get to know her well enough to make a final decision.

Jazel had given up any hope of mating until she met Trent. But he’s pulled her heart every which way and she doesn’t know if she can take any more. By the time this mission is over, they’ll be together for good, or done.
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Prologue
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Trent woke covered in sweat and shaking like a leaf. It wasn’t a very manly feeling to be terrified of a woman, but then she wasn’t really a woman anymore, was she? It made him appreciate his family more now that his eyes had been opened in a way that couldn’t be ignored. He was free, but he didn’t really feel it.

When the vampire, Chief, had come to him, he’d not been smart enough to understand or truly believe. “Your wife is my bitch so you might as well give in and let me change you too.” He’d said.

Over the years, Trent had realized his wife was selfish and spoiled, but he’d never doubted her love for him and their children. That had changed. He’d worked hard to get their three children settled and on the path to their future. There had just been something evil in the air. He could sense it, but he couldn't really explain it at least not in a way that it made any sense. It told him their kids were best as far from their home as possible. That was something that he had managed although it hadn't been easy and now he knew that he was the only one that might be hurt by the path she had taken.

Trent had come home and Chief and his soon to be ex-wife had been playing on their bed. It was a bed he’d never sleep in again. He’d packed a bag and left. The next day he came with some hired help to get those things he considered his. Next, he’d filed for divorce with the video pulled off the camera in their room. Of course, his wife had denied her affair, but the camera didn’t lie. The judge had taken a look at it and his eyes had widened. That man had never looked the same at her again and her hope of winning the case had gone out the window.

Apparently, she’d thought vampires didn’t show up on film. It was one of many signs that she wasn’t as smart as he’d given her credit for either. As far as he could see, their whole life had been a lie. When Chief had gone down, she’d begged and cried for him to come back to take care of her. Not because she loved or missed him, but because she was on her own and felt lost. If he hadn't already known what she had done and how little she cared about him or the children, he might have felt sorry for her.

He’d be more careful next time and not fall into a trap and he would make a better decision when it came to any female company that he might keep. Trent wouldn’t trade anything in the world for his three children, but they were grown and now he’d live life for himself. It was time to grab the bull by the horns, get back to his roots, and find a life worth living. That was his plan and now was his time to begin.
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Chapter 1


Going Home
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(Trent)

The trip went well enough as he got to NYC. He was glad to be back in the states and he had to admit, he’d missed home. Why hadn’t he been back sooner and more often? His wife was needy and didn’t like him to leave her side. She’d always said it was because she loved him so, but that had been proven to be a total lie. That was okay because things would now be the way they should have been all along.

No woman would ever control him that way again. His eyes were open wide, and they would stay that way. His family would never be neglected by him again, especially the mother he had loved so much and felt a heavy burden of guilt over. Never again, he swore. It would be family first just as it should have always been.

Rather than fly to Ohio, he decided he would buy himself a SUV and drive. It wasn’t like he wouldn’t need a vehicle of some sort. A friend of his owned a dealership, wasn’t that convenient and he had invited him to visit. He gave Harley a call.

“Hello?”

“Hey Harley. This is Trent. I’m in New York right now.”

“Come on down. I’ll text you, my address. I’m in New Jersey where all the smart people go.” Harley chuckled.

The guy was a riot. He’d visited the vineyard and somehow Trent had noticed him, and they had talked. This guy was an ex-Seal and Trent’s brother was a Seal at the time. They had a lot in common, even if most of it was through their families.

Harley was recently divorced from a wife that had done something similar to what Trent’s had. Both had raised children that had recently left the nest en masse to avoid the parental conflict. Harley’s problems had come a few months prior to Trent’s. He had remade himself and bought a car dealership. Trent was about to remake himself and find a new business as well. This one would be all his since he wouldn’t marry into it.

Trent caught a bus to New Jersey and a taxi to Harley’s place. The man was waiting for him when he arrived. They shook hands in greeting and sat down to have a cold one before they did anything else. After a long conversation about nothing of any real importance, Harley asked a question.

“What was this guy’s name?” It was probably because what had happened to each of them was just so much alike.

“Chief was what he called himself. That’s all I ever knew. It didn’t matter except I got the feeling he was bisexual and wanted us both. Weird huh?” Trent asked.

“Same guy that nabbed my wife. Did you know he claimed to be a vampire?”

“Yeah. I knew about that. Guy offered to change me. I wanted nothing to do with him. I’m still looking over my shoulder and will be until I get to Boomer.”

“Craig Boomer?” Harley asked. His friend was looking at him with new interest. “He’s a leader in that area.”

“Yeah, his people are like a pack.”

“There are packs here too. They’d see to your safety and give you an escort if you ask.”

“You think I need one?”

“Yeah, I do. Chief is gone, but there could be others. The guy had crazy followers.”

“You a member, of a pack that is?”

“I am. What about you?” Harley wondered.

“I’m an honorary member, right now. Who knows what will happen.”

“You a cousin?”

“Yes, that’s what they call us. I was already married and settled when everything happened. At the time, I thought to live out my life where I was without being brought into that world. Things have changed a great deal.”

“It’s a good world for the most part. Boomer’s pack is a good solid one. Ariel’s is the best, but you may not be able to get into that one.” Trent laughed. “Why is that so funny?”

“My aunt already invited me to join them if I want to. She’d take any cousin in, that lady is family oriented. Ariel is a force of nature. Mom’s not as forceful, but she does alright.”

“A nephew of the white wolf. Wow, I never thought I’d meet anyone in that family. Maybe I have and didn’t know it.”

“None of us advertise the connection. It doesn’t pay. I’m pretty sure that was why Chief was interested in my ex.”

“It sure as hell was why he wanted mine. He was looking for a way into my pack.”

“You the pack alpha?”

“Should I be insulted you had to ask?” Harley asked with a grin to show he wasn’t.

“No, many alphas do other things. I recognized you as an alpha, just not if you were a council man, warden, sentinel, or what.”

“Sounds like you’ve learned a bit about our race after all.”

Trent chuckled. “I’ve been reading Ariel’s and Roc’s books. It’s been educational. Mom assured me they are dead on. Even the vampire books have a few shifters in them. Not to mention witches, they also hide in our family.”

“Always good to know a witch if she’s the good kind. Let me in on your plan.”

“Since Ohio isn’t that far, not like Arkansas would be, I thought I’d buy something to drive off you and head that way.”

“Good plan. I’ll give you the pack price. Some of my people can go with us and we’ll meet Boomer. I’ll take single guys or gals. We’ve mostly guys that are single since we’ve not many females. Maybe we can get some matings in place. Just let me handle the details. Just tell me what you’re looking to buy.”

They discussed the various points of the SUVs Harley had on hand until they decided on one. The price was good, Trent had expected it to be. His buddy had a cook and supper was served. After they ate, Harley showed him to the spare room. In the morning, everyone would eat breakfast before they headed out.

All he had to do was let his mom know to expect some company and get a good night’s sleep. He’d already signed the purchase papers and paid for his new full-size SUV. Harley would get temporary tags and they’d be good to go. One stop shopping, he’d never had it so good. Maybe pack life was the way to go after all.

Sleep found him and this night, those terrible dreams stayed away. Was it because he’d left his old life behind? Maybe it was because he was headed toward his family, and he knew they would help him? It might even be the security of new friends. Whatever it was, he woke rested and ready to take on the world.

“Good morning!” Harley said as he stepped into the dining room.

“I hope so. I’ve not had one of those in a while.”

“Change is in the air, and I have a feeling it’s for the better.”

“You’ll fit right in with my family.” Trent assured with a chuckle.

“Do they really know things?”

“The females in my family always had a small amount of that. I’ve not been around them since they’ve changed, but I’ve heard it’s amazing now.”

“It’s hard to grasp such power. Wolves are a little leery of things like that and fluid magic.”

“I’ve been told that. Magic of that sort is hard to relate to for anyone that has none. It’s hard to understand what a magic user will do with it or when.”

“Exactly. Wolves fear being turned into frogs. There’s a rumor one of the pack alphas working on the Chief case was accidently turned into a frog by a young witch.”

Trent chuckled. “It’s true. She changed him right back, but he kept his distance for quite some time. Harry is something else.” Trent said.

“You know him?”

“No, it’s a she and I’ve only heard some unbelievable tales. She gets in more trouble than the average human teenager. At least she seems to learn from it.”

“That is always a positive point.” Harley agreed. “Will she be at Boomer’s?”

“No, she lives and works around Blue Eye Missouri unless she’s on a case. I’d heard most of the Chief’s organization broke down into small groups. They are using local packs for much of the work hunting down the fragmented groups.”

“I’d heard something similar but no facts to support it. My people are here so if you’ve got everything packed, we can go.” Harley said.

“It’s all ready to go. I’ll grab it and follow you.” He picked up his bags by the door and headed out after Harley who walked him to his brand-new SUV.

Trent got in the driver’s seat taking a deep breath and enjoying the smell of his new car. It was a beautiful color, platinum. The SUV was big and a couple wolves hopped in the back. There was another SUV that would be following them at a distance to keep an eye on things.

“I thought we’d split the driving since it’s about a ten-hour drive. We’ll stop in four hours for lunch and make the other decisions as we go if that suits you?” Harley asked.

“Sounds like a plan. Although we may have to make a stop sooner since I drank a lot of coffee this morning.” Trent admitted.

“I was sure we would. Everyone will need to stretch their legs.” Harley observed.

At that point they got on their way. Conversation helped the trip go faster and the two in the back contributed once the ice was broken.

“I hope to find a male willing to come back to my pack with me.” The female, Sandy admitted. “I have a big family, a rare blessing in our world these days and would hate to be far from them.”

“For the right female I would relocate. I love my pack, but I need a mate. A fated mate is rare so if I found one, I would do anything to please her.” The male, Troy, admitted.

“Our world is getting back on track.” Harley said. “The white wolf has helped us in many ways. She’s shown us that if our packs work together, we can help our people find their mates and be happy. With fated mates, children are assured.”

“Ariel is one smart cookie.” Trent agreed.

“You know her?” Troy asked.

“Not as well as I did as a kid.” He admitted.

“What was she like?” Troy wondered.

“She’s beautiful, kind, and talented at everything she ever tried. We lived near her until I married and left the area. Her boys were little bitty when I started my family. I heard Danny waited until he was older to have kids. Matt wasn’t as old as Danny, but he is still in his early twenties. I hope to visit around the holidays. They always had lots of good food and fun.” Trent described.

“I never thought of her as being around people. In my thoughts she was always remote, distant.” Sandy explained and Trent nodded.

“Ariel has always said she is just a person. You’ll be surprised if you ever meet her.” Trent assured.

The talk continued for a while then it slowly dribbled down to nothing. Sandy and Troy were asleep, and Harley was on his head piece talking away. Life for a pack alpha must be exciting and rewarding, but busy as hell. When he finally was through, Harley pulled his head piece off placing it in his computer bag.

“Tell me about what a pack alpha does. I want to understand it before I meet my stepdad.” Trent explained.

“It depends on if you’re a good one or not. Surely, you’ve heard of Hemple?”

“Yes, but only the basics.”

“There was a time many believed that the pack was there to serve the alpha. That was Hemple’s way. A new type of alpha has dominated the scene. It started in this country, but it took a while to gain a foothold everywhere. Not that there haven’t always been some good ones. We take care of our pack instead of them providing for us. I know all my members. If one is in trouble, I aid them any way I can. A pack alpha takes orphans raising them as his own. We rule with love and understanding.”

“That sounds beautiful. The human world needs some of that.” Trent admitted.

“Know too that we also make hard decision and sometimes we have to destroy someone.” Harley offered.

“Ferals and criminals?”

“Yes, and each one hurts.”

“What about Boomer?” Trent asked.

“A good wolf, a good alpha. He made a mistake once, but he separated his pack from it. It turned out to be a good thing in the end.”

“When he kidnapped Aunt Charlotte?”

“Yes, your aunt is a good woman. That mistake could have resulted in death, even of the youngest son who was a teenager.” Harley explained.

“They’d kill a boy?”

“Wolf justice is often harsh. It has to be to keep strong and hard beasts in line.”

They stopped briefly at the two-hour mark and Harley started driving. Talk picked up again as Harley explained some of the ways of the wolf. They also discussed other kinds and how to tell when they were around.

The conversation died and not long after that Harley said he was pulling into a truck stop. It was lunchtime. As soon as Harley pulled up to the gas pump and stopped, the two in the backseat woke. They hopped out and hurried in as he filled up the tank. Pulling up to the building, he went to the bathroom then joined the others in the restaurant.

They took the buffet, but Trent ordered the breakfast special available all day. He was stunned at what the others, even little Sandy, put away. “Wolves usually go for all we can eat. Saves us money.” Harley said with a wolfish grin on his face. Trent expected he’d get used to things.

Everyone finished quickly and Harley paid before they took off again with Trent driving. He had a small earpiece he used to call his mom and update his progress. The conversation lasted ten minutes and they said goodbye. She never acted like she blamed anyone except his dad, but he felt guilt roll over him anyway.
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