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The Red Wolf series

Book 1

Reese

He was the biggest badass around, but who knew he could fall for a human mate? Would meeting Megan, the pack alpha’s adopted daughter be his undoing? She was strong for a human, but then he found out she might have some of the strongest wolf bloodlines running through her.

Megan was terrified when the overseer turned his attention on her. She did what any logical female would do, she hurried home. Her parents had her smuggled out where he would never find her, unfortunately someone else did. When faced with a greater danger, she sent him a message hoping he would rescue her.

When they come face to face, will it be winner take all or will they both win in the game of love?

Book 2

Stanley

Stan, Reese's second must make life changing decisions. Will he challenge the evil alpha James? His fated mate Rachel isn't ready to mate him. If he ends up alpha of a pack, will that make her decide against him?

Rachel's life has changed recently, and it looks like it will change again. Will she choose Stan whether he has a new pack or not? If she does, will that pack accept her and if she mates with him, will she change like her sister Megan did?

So many decisions and changes for both of them. Will they make the right choices, and will they end up together? Right now, only the goddess knows.

Book 3

March

I might be the beta, but I’m all alpha wolf. Not many females appeal to me, but I know what I like when I see it. My alpha bitch’s cousin is gorgeous, smart, and confident. She’s probably also a red wolf and I don’t think she likes me. I don’t know why, I’m a great guy.

My worries about my cousins, both of them, just keep multiplying. They are involved with some kind of weird cult. Most of the people seem alright, but this one guy is an arrogant pecker head. He won’t leave me alone and he’s a jerk, but he’s still sex on a stick. Can I get my cousins out of there before I give in to my baser instincts?

Two people making everything so complicated! Will they give in or give up?
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Prologue
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Red wolves were real and now proven to still exist. The wolf world was reeling from all that had been revealed to them with white wolves. Now there were red ones too, but it was being kept secret or as secret as it could be. Soon it would be out, and then their world would be a bit crazier.

March was one of the alphas that was part of the pack that once belonged to a James’ alpha. That he was a beta, hell the beta was a proud claim he could make. Now a red wolf cousin had come visiting and his heart was lost. Unfortunately, she didn’t seem to like him much. Maybe if he worked at it?

As far as she was concerned, March was a bit of a pecker head. The guy was hot as hell, but she thought he knew it. It was like he expected her to swoon over him. On the other hand, he was a big help to her cousin and her cousin’s alpha mate. She believed in giving credit where credit was due. Maybe the thing that bothered her the most was how drawn she was to the guy for no apparent reason.
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Chapter 1


Southern Arkansas
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It was exciting that my cousin Rachel had found her long lost sister, Megan. What was weird was she was moving into this group of people all of the locals called a cult. I expected them both to move back here to northwest Arkansas and the little town our parents had all been from. My cousin Thomas owned the bank, and I owned the local newspaper and radio station. Most businesses were owned by family although some of the family relations were distant.

The town had been founded by Shorts, a name all of us could trace our families back to though few still had that name since most children were girls. The town of Short was almost hidden, nestled between two mountains. It was near Eureka Springs, a large tourist town. People drove through often stopping. They never seemed to remember what the name of our town was.

That was okay, we didn’t want to be famous. Everyone who lived here liked their privacy and we were glad we never made it on any maps. Of course, the IRS always found us at tax time. That was always guaranteed.

I was heading down the road going south. There was a lot to think about which should make the trip go faster, at least I hoped so. My cousins needed saving and I was sure I was the woman for the job. Once I convinced Rachel, we would both work on Megan. Since Megan had been there most of her life, she would be harder to release from their control.

Alright. I could handle this. Those of Short heritage were stubborn and smart. That wasn’t all they had in common and given time my two cousins would see things the way they were. I was on the highway now making good time running with a row of truckers. Slowing when they slowed, I still had my radar detector on just in case. It was a witchy one that worked better than any I’d found yet.

This was a long enough trip, and I hoped a comfortable bed would be waiting for me. I just hoped I wouldn’t need it for long. My goal was somewhere between Greyville, a tiny spot on the map, and Howlington, some kind of industrial town. Howlington was also a pack town which made me wonder if my cousins had gotten involved with wolves. It was discouraged among witches, but not downright against the rules.

At least the place wasn’t as far from home as the Strong Pack’s area. They had the largest area in southern Arkansas. They held the bottom fifth of the state. The rest of southern Arkansas was pack towns and small half rogue packs. A James held a pack down there somewhere. Everyone knew how crazy those people were. Why the wolves allowed them to cause such misery was uncertain.

Excitement built as I began to get closer to the area and now had to look for the signs Rachel had told me to find. Our family tended toward traditional names like Rachel, Megan, and Nancy. That was one less thing we had to worry about. Paranormals all had plenty of concerns without a crazy name. Magic users were as concerned as any paranormals about the potential troubles with humans.

Here was the first turn. Rachel must live in the middle of nowhere. Two more turns and I was on a rough dirt road. It led to a house with a city of tents in the front yard. Dear goddess, what was going on here?

I parked in front of the house and got out of my SUV. A large group of kids approached me. “Do you need any help?” A boy asked. He was maybe eight.

“That depends on who lives here.” I asked.

“Stanley and Rachel are in charge.” He admitted.

“Are they here?” He nodded. “Will you get Rachel for me?” He nodded again and turned and headed to the house.

“Need anything else?” Another young boy asked.

“I might when Rachel gets here.” I looked up to the house and saw Rachel headed my way. The boy that had gotten her stood in front of me staring. “What do you get for helping?”

“A cup of cola or a handful of candy.” He said.

I opened the door and searched, but all I had was a candy bar. Turning, I started to speak but he grabbed the candy bar and turned and ran away.

“What else you got?” A young girl asked.

“I’ll find you something once Rachel decides where I’ll be staying.”

“Nancy! I can’t believe you came.” She said.

“I had to see you and Megan. You’d do the same thing. Actually, you did.” I pointed out. “Where am I staying?”

“In the guest room.”

I went to the back and opened it. I had several cases and bags. Kids swarmed around trying to get one of them, so they’d get something. “Easy kids. I’ll find more jobs.” I assured.

“They are such good little helpers.” Rachel said.

“Tell me, is this a pack?” Rachel nodded and now I was sure it would be hard to get either of them to leave. I wasn’t sure what I would do now. I followed her into the house. Although it was old, it was clean and bright.

Rachel led me back to the guest room where all the kids were congregating. I had two bags of snacks that I began to give out. I was two items short, so I gave those two a dollar each. One was a little girl who looked like she would cry. I pulled a necklace out of my case and gave it to her after I took my dollar back. Now they all seemed happy.

“You didn’t have to do that.” Rachel said.

I arched my brow and gave her a stern look. Who wouldn’t give the little one something she liked better than a dollar? “So, tell me the story about your pack.”

“This was the James pack. Yeah, the devil was crazy as hell. Anyway, we’ve been pulling things together a bit at a time.”

“How bad was it?” I asked.

“None of the people had jobs, kids fought for scraps of food, women weren’t allowed to say no.”

“Dear goddess! How long did that go on?”

“Years, but after he killed his last mate, he regretted it and got worse every year. Something is wrong in that family.”

“You know there are more of them?”

“I heard there were two more alphas.”

“Something like that. I hope that council finally checks on them.”

“Well, our council isn’t doing that good either.”

“You talking about the witches that a male witch had captured? I heard they all were freed, and he was taken prisoner.”

Rachel was pissed as she told me the whole story. It pissed me off too. My council was going to hear a thing or two. “You should have let me know. I would have added my voice.”

“Honestly? I was so caught up in it and I didn’t want you on his radar because he immediately went after Megan when he found out about her.”

“Asshole!” I declared.

“Not me I hope.” A nice-looking wolf stepped into the room.

“Stanley!” Rachel screamed and ran and jumped on him. “This is Nancy, my cousin.”

“Nice to meet you, Nancy.”

“Nice to meet you too. I hope you are taking care of my cousin.” I gave him a motherly look that had him squirming.

“I’m trying.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I know about the James’ pack.” I twirled my finger around and a vine covered with flowers came out and wrapped around my arm.

“Another witch?” A sexy male voice asked.

“Da.” I sounded out.

“She’s a sexy one.” He offered it and I rolled my eyes.

“This is March, Stanley’s number two.”

He stepped forward and took her hand, turning it and kissing her palm. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He said and winked. I frowned at him.

“Tell me where things stand with the pack, Rachel.” I demanded.

“We’ve got the kids back in school, but many are behind.”

“Do they need help catching up?” I asked.

“A few do. Can you help?”

“I will check things out in the morning. What else?”

“We’re doing good on living spaces. We finally got everyone out of tents.” Rachel admitted.

“They were in them last winter?”

“They were. Now they aren’t. We’ve been starting businesses with the pack members that want and are able to run them.”

“That’s a great start.” Nancy said. “You should have called me. I would have come.”

“Why?” Stanley asked.

“I do a lot of work with a disaster relief organization. My businesses also donate to them.”

“It’s true, Nancy could have helped but until Abs was arrested, I didn’t want my family pulled into this. I called right after he was taken. There are things I need to discuss with you, but not until tomorrow.”

”Alright.” I assumed she wanted to discuss help for her pack, and I would be here long enough to do that.

Now she led me to the dining room. It was supper time. March, the big lug I’d just met sat right next to me. I scowled at the lug, but he ignored that. Food was brought out and I fixed my own plate as everyone else did.

“I was going to fix your plate.” Rachel said looking disappointed.

“I’m not royalty. I can fix my own plate.”

“Are you related to Rachel?” A young lady asked.

“I am. My name is Nancy, who are you?”

She giggled. “I’m Maise and this little girl is Susie, my daughter.” Her mom said.

“Nice to meet you both. I’m from northern Arkansas. It’s different down here. Do you have enough land to farm?”

“We hadn’t even thought that far ahead. The pack has no equipment and only a little bit of fencing.” Stan said.

“If I can get you the use of the needed equipment, can you find a few farmers?” I asked.

“I’ll find some farm boys, but they’ll have to learn to be farmers.” He admitted.

“That’s fine. I’ll teach them a thing or two. If the equipment is used and reasonable, might you be interested in buying it down the line?”

“Sure. If we get a good income going.”

“Great. I can work with that.” I admitted.

Now everyone began to eat. The food was good, and I enjoyed it. I leaned back in my chair and patted my tummy. “That’s a good wolf sized appetite you have.” March observed.

“Witches eat a lot when they do magic. You must not be around many.” I commented.

“Only your cousins.”

“Cousins? Megan does magic too?” I asked.

“Only a little. I’ve begun to teach her some.”

“Good for you, Rachel. It’s her heritage.”

“That’s not all.” Stan said and Rachel elbowed him.

“What was that all about?” I asked.

“Nothing. We’ll discuss that in the morning.” Rachel offered.

“Why do I think I won’t like this?” I asked.

No one answered. We finished eating and sat outside talking about things the pack was doing. In a short time, this pack had moved forward at light speed. I would help if I could, but they were doing well without my help.

“Have you heard about the Bainner pack?” Maise asked. Everyone shook their heads. “They are fighting the other smaller packs and adding them to theirs. I heard their alpha was an asshole. He has some of James’ old rules. He don’t treat females good either.”

“Where did you hear that?” Stan asked.

“One of the patients got hurt really bad in the fight. They took his mate and daughter away. If he hadn’t been taken to the hospital by a friend, he would have died.”

“Does Reese know?” Stan asked.

“He does. I bet he calls you in the morning.” Maise admitted.

“Shit! Can’t anything go right for a decent amount of time?” Stan questioned.

“That’s the problem with a bunch of tiny packs. They are fair game for assholes.” I said. Maise giggled but everyone else looked serious. “I bet they send in Damon if you asked for him.”

“He’s already been here recently. That poor man and Marissa get called in too much.” Rachel admitted.

“You want a protection spell around your pack?” I asked.

“Can you do that?” Stan asked.

“Every witch has her own magic and her own specialties. I might need a bit of help from Rachel, but I can do it.”

“What can Rachel do?” he asked.

“She’ll be what grounds the spell. Only those connected to her, like your pack members, can get in without an invitation. We’ll protect everything but the driveway that way you’ll have no one sneaking in the back way.”

“That sounds great. What if it fails?”

“It shouldn’t, but you’ll see a colorful smoke filling the air where the perimeter was attacked and captured someone or gave way.” I twirled my arm and a vine with red trumpet flowers sprang up. “This is your protection spell. Their smoke will be red.”

“With all the violence going on, it helps to have some safety precautions in place.” March said. “Pretty flowers too.”

“What about the winter?” Stan asked.

“If they are breached, the flowers will pop up all over the fence and still send out the alarm.”

“Magic is a beautiful thing.” Rachel observed. “We should all get a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow will be a hard day.”

Rachel showed me to their guest room. It was nice enough, but the bathroom was shared with the rooms down the hall. Who knew how many people that would be? I got out my PJs and she showed me to the bathroom so I could prepare for the night.

Once ready, I slipped into the bed and hoped I would fall asleep quickly. Sure, I could magic myself to sleep, but that would use up needed magic for the following day. I just tried to meditate using the 5-6-7 method. Never heard of that? Inhale for five seconds, hold for 6, and exhale for 7 seconds. At first it wasn’t easy, but now I can do it and in no time, I was asleep.

In the morning, the place was bustling. Since I was fully rested, I just hopped out of bed and hoped for the best. Dressing, I then exited and made my way to the kitchen. It was earlier than I thought, and no one had breakfast started so I jumped right in. The little ones appeared as soon as the aroma of food hit the air.

Pancakes, the kind with fruit in the middle piled up quickly and they came to me with plates in their hands. “Be careful! These are hot.”

I pulled out syrup and jelly and poured what they wanted on their stacks. Soon I added sausage because wolves loved meat. For me, this was an easy breakfast and I cooked for maybe an hour until the adults came out. There was plenty for all of them, so I stopped cooking and sat down to eat.

“I like having you here.” March said.

“Hmph.” I snorted. Of course, he did. He was a Romeo, and I was sure of it. Sex and food were probably all he was after.

“What do you have against me?” He asked, looking like an abused puppy. The thought made me laugh. “Now you’re laughing at me?”

“Of course not. It was an errant thought. I have nothing against you or for you. I don’t know you.” I admitted. It was not entirely true. He gave the impression of being a Lothario and I had no interest in one of those.

“Then you won’t mind coming with me this afternoon to the fields to do the perimeter spell.”

“Sure. No problem. Rachel still needs to come but if you have nothing to do, come along.” I invited.

“That didn’t sound very friendly.” March observed.

Well, that was because it wasn’t meant to be. “This morning why don’t you show me the pack house and the grounds around it, Rachel.”

“Of course. What time are we meeting with March?” She asked.

“When do you think. March? After lunch?”

“That sounds good. We’ll be back for lunch anyway.” He declared.

Everyone else seemed to like him, but although he was hot as hell, I refused to give in to his looks. Now that breakfast was done, Rachel and I cleaned up and began the tour I’d requested. It didn’t take long to see the packhouse and it was huge and looked recently remodeled.

“We just completed fixing and expanding the back addition.” Rachel admitted.

Now we toured the big tent. “This is Garth. He’s amazing with building and fixing the furniture we get.”

I examined a desk, and it was definitely from the colonial stage. “This looks incredible. It’s at least two hundred and fifty years old.”

“You’re right. Do you collect antiques?” Garth asked.

“I have a few pieces. One could be a twin to this one. It’s my desk at work.”

“Oh, where do you work?”

“I work at a newspaper.” Garth immediately shut up. “Don’t worry, I’m a witch. I just write about local events.”

He looked at Rachel who nodded. “Okay. I just don’t want to put my foot in my mouth.”

As we walked away, Rachel and I talked. “You got lucky with that one. His skill is incredible.”

“You almost gave him a heart attack.” She pointed out.

I giggled. “Well, he asked.” I waved my hand, and a lovely flower grew right next to him.

“Thank you.” He yelled over his shoulder not stopping his work.

The kids found us and crowded around us. “Isn’t today a school day?”

“No, they have a four ten-hour day schedule. It’s easier on the teachers and saves money in the long run.” Rachel explained.

“They need chores to keep them busy and help them earn some pocket change. That way they know what money is.”

“She’s just a baby.” Rachel pointed out.

“I think we were born knowing about money.”

Rachel grinned. “You might be right. Maybe if we organize them, they’ll be easier to handle.”

“I believe they will, and you’ll get more help.” I observed. There certainly seemed to be a lot of them.

We sat down and wrote out a schedule then talked to each of the kids. Jonny was first. “You’re the oldest of this crowd.”

“I am.” He said quietly.

“You understand how nice it is to have money, right?” I asked.

“I do.”

“We plan to give all the kids an allowance based on age and what they do as far as chores go.” Rachel explained.

“That would be nice.” He admitted. “What will my job be?”

“Since you’re the oldest, you’ll be in charge of the list. You’ll check to see if everyone does their work, and you’ll assist if the job turns out to be too hard. Chores will only be assigned on days off school. You guys have a lot to do on school days.” I pointed out.

We sat down and worked out the schedule and what the kids would get weekly. It wasn’t a lot, but they were little kids. “This is done?” He asked.

“Yes, unless you know something we missed.”

“No, everyone is here. It looks good.” Jonny said.

“Now it’s almost lunch.” I observed as I saw people headed to the house. “What is served for lunch?”

“Usually sandwiches.” He replied.

Rachel was already up and pulling things out of the fridge. I washed my hands and began to make sandwiches of various types. Jonny piled chips on the counter. It was obvious he was a good kid. People were now entering and grabbing plates and taking sandwiches and chips.

“Are there any cakes for dessert?” Someone asked.

Jonny pulled out a box and opened it before setting it on the counter. “What happens for supper?”

“Tonight, it’s up to us. Our cook is off.” Rachel said. March came in and grabbed a plate then loaded it with food. “After everyone eats, we head out with March. When we get back it’s time to fix supper.”

It didn’t take long for everyone to eat such an informal meal. The sandwiches and box of chips were wiped out along with half the snack cakes. These guys worked hard and ate like they meant it.

“You two lovely ladies ready?” March asked. I rolled my eyes but looked away while I was doing it.

“Sure.” I said as Rachel nodded.

He had pulled up an old pick up earlier and now he hopped in the driver’s seat. “You have to get in the middle. Stan can’t stand me squeezed up against another male.” Rachel said.

I knew Rachel was telling the truth, so I slid in. It was funny that as we headed out to the perimeter of their land, I felt March hitting against me constantly. “I hope you have plenty of magic because we have a thousand acres here.” March observed.

“I can do this and still turn a few wolves into frogs.”

“You don’t mean me. You like me.” He winked and grinned. Yeah, whatever he thought.

We reached the far end of the property where the fence was, and vines began curling around it. It took off growing both ways fast as could be. “Which way is farthest from the house?” I asked.

March pointed to the left, so I had him drive that way as the vine grew ever quicker. “That’s a pretty flower.” Rachel observed. “It’s amazing it’s growing so fast.”
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