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Legend of the White Werewolf

Book 1

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 for 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.
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Prologue
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I had been waiting for her for a year or more since I met her at Aunt Daisy’s funeral. She didn’t know it yet, but she was mine. For months, Ariel had said her sister would come to me while she took breaks from a movie set. She was a model trying acting out for the first time. The movie she signed up to do had one set back after another, until I did what any alpha would do. I bought into the movie as its main backer. Once she was in my territory, she would be as good as mine.

Now I waited for the helicopter to land on my private pad. I could hear it coming closer in the distance and I could hardly contain my excitement. My wolf and I agreed, our life was about to change for the better. We were miles from anywhere and surrounded by my pack members. She’d have no place to run and no place to hide. Charlotte would stay until she surrendered to me completely. There was no other way this could end.

The copter came in for a smooth landing. She exited like a queen among commoners. Her eyes met mine and the distaste she always expressed toward me was clearly visible. I would replace that look with passion and need. The little lamb had just entered the wolf’s den and she wouldn’t be the same ever again.
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Chapter 1


Arrival
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(Drake)

She walked toward me and nodded as if I was a subordinate there to do her will. I felt like a pauper granted the audience for a queen instead of the king of all I surveyed. When I motioned to my guards, they unloaded her suitcases carrying them into the house. She would get the bedroom next to mine. There was an interconnecting door we’d be making use of and eventually she’d be in my room and my bed, if I had any say in the matter.

Charlotte looked as beautiful as an angel, but passion burned in those grey/green eyes. Right now, that passion seemed to be annoyance that I wasn’t getting her to her room quick enough so she would be shed of my company. It was clear we had opposing ideas about how this visit was going to go. Her hair was blonde right now, but that was just for this movie role. I think Ariel had said she was naturally a brunette with strands of red and blonde running through her hair, more strands in the summer when the sun highlighted her hair. She was as lovely as a blonde as she’d been as a brunette making me want her as much now as I ever had. Need burned in my loins literally as I could smell that delightful feminine musk rolling off her.

My strong attraction to her made me a little nervous around her. It was something I wasn’t used to doing. Normally I was in complete control, not only of myself, but of every situation and everyone around me. She was the exception and even more, she didn’t seem to like me much. I didn’t understand that since I’d always been nice to her. I did catch her checking me out though and that showed that liking wasn’t necessary to create desire. If we had to start somewhere, I wasn’t averse to starting off in bed. I’d have her eating out of my hand or whatever body part was handy in no time. She was the only female I’d ever had trouble getting a date or anything else from.

I wasn’t arrogant or conceited, I just knew my strengths with sex definitely being one of them. The females from my pack as well as the surrounding packs begged for a night with me. But I was selective, so only a few ever got the chance. Once they did, I left them howling for more. Some might suggest it was the power of becoming my mate they were after, but they knew up front I wasn’t looking for anyone, but my soul mate. I’d learned that the hard way with my old girlfriend Cindy. She was also my brother’s, Blake’s, old girlfriend. When she found out I would be the next alpha, she ditched Blake for me. At the time I only felt a sense of victory, but I soon realized I hadn’t won anything worth having. I suppose some would say it served me right. Maybe it did.

Blake soon relocated half our pack and started a new one near Branson, Missouri. Once Cindy realized Blake would be a pack alpha too, she headed his way leaving me behind. She didn’t care that Blake was newly mated with a pup on the way. The bitch didn’t give me a second thought as she left me in her rearview mirror. I discovered her loyalty was for sale to the highest bidder and she really preferred Blake to me all along. This I was sure was because he was easier to manipulate and get things from. What other reason could there be? Cindy had turned out to be a cold bitch and I laughed when I found out Blake’s mate had taken her down and schooled her hillbilly style. Maybe I wouldn’t have enjoyed it so much if I hadn’t felt mistreated by her.

It turned out to be the best thing in the world, our world anyway, that Blake had lost Cindy and started the new pack near Branson. He met his soul mate Ariel who turned out to be a white wolf. I’ll admit I was jealous of the lucky bastard. At least I was until I met Ariel’s sister, Charlotte. The moment I saw her, I knew what my future would be. Unfortunately, no one told her, and she seemed to take an instant dislike to me. I think it’s just a case of her confusing her desire for me or even being frustrated without knowing it because she really wants me so much. Since my patience is at an end, I’ll help her sort it out.

“Just follow me down the hall, your room is the first one on the left,” I told her.

I opened the door to usher her in. The guards dropped her luggage inside the room beating a hasty retreat. She looked around and I could tell the moment she saw the connecting doors.

“I hope this is a closet,” she said with a sour look on her face.

“No, it’s not,” I answered carelessly.

“Who stays in the room next to mine?” she asked suspicion filling her voice.

“That’s the master suite,” I said with a smirk as I turned away so she wouldn’t see it.

“Your room is next to mine? I want a different room!” she demanded like the starlet she was attempting to be.

“Okay, you can move in with me,” I said in what I hoped was a husky bedroom voice.

“No way.”

“Those are your two choices, Sweetheart.”

“I’m not your sweetheart.”

I wasn’t really surprised she was going to play hard to get. I’d expected she would, but I felt disappointed that she seemed so set against me. “You will be,” I said in a whisper.

“What did you say?” she asked me sharply.

“Not a thing, Char,” I responded. I needed to get away from her before I lost my cool and threw her on the bed and pounded out all my frustrations into her delightful body. With a brief goodbye I left her hoping her humor would improve with some rest or whatever it was she was planning to do.

Two hours later, I was shaking my head. I was being punished for all the mistakes I had ever made in my life at a time I really couldn’t afford to make. She was scheduled to be here for three weeks. I had that long to win her affections and mate her. I acknowledged this would be the most important thing in my life and to fail at that, I who had never failed at anything, it was just inconceivable.

“You did this deliberately,” Char accused as she sat at the table across from me.

“What did I do, exactly, that you find so despicable?” I asked truly not knowing what I’d done wrong.

“Everyone else had supper earlier. You set me up to have supper with you!”

“You’re right. I set up a nice gourmet meal with flowers and champagne just to upset you. I thought being nice to you would really get to you and boy, was I right.”

Char turned red. It was very becoming, and I looked at her in surprise. I would have thought a supermodel would be past the ability to blush. She looked down at the floor, for once at a loss of words.

“That’s not what I meant at all. I feel like you lured me into a romantic situation.”

“You hate romantic suppers?”

“No, don’t take this personally, but I didn’t want to have supper with you.”

“How can I not take that personally?”

“Come on Drake. We both know the score. You have a certain reputation, and I don’t associate with men like that.”

I started to tell her that my reputation wasn’t deserved, but I couldn’t do it without lying. It looked like this female I wanted was not going to give in to my charm easily. Even so, I was determined that she would give in eventually. I looked deep into her eyes, and I knew I would fight anyone, even her, for the opportunity to claim her.

“Char, I am not that male anymore and I haven’t been for some time. All those stories are a year old or older. I want something more meaningful than a night of passion. My brother, Blake, has shown me that a relationship can be good.”

I almost had her, but she shook her head to clear my influence from it. I wasn’t lying, I had decided to be honest with her, but it didn’t seem to be working. This would just take longer, that was all. Most alphas were and I’d admit I was, an impatient male worse than most. It was against our nature to wait for things or move slowly toward our goals. I would learn, it seemed Char was determined to teach that to me.

“I’ll have supper with you, and I appreciate your effort. Just ask me next time before you make plans.”

Why? I knew asking her was the way to get refused. I’d rather asked for forgiveness than permission was a saying I lived by. “Would you like some more champagne?” I asked innocently ignoring her statement about asking and wondering how easy it might be to get her drunk. She nodded so I filled her glass like a considerate host would. I intended to keep on filling it as often as possible.

Some might think it was wrong to take advantage of a drunk human. My personal belief was that it wasn’t my job to keep them sober and everyone knew drinking simply gave humans an excuse to do what they wanted. Had I used this tactic on females before? Of course not, but females threw themselves at me. This one was trying to get away and I would use whatever I had to in order to keep her. My intentions were the best which included forever. I tried to fill her flute again, but she held her hand over it. She was simply too observant.

I nodded to the server, and she started bringing in food. “Why don’t we eat now, Char?” I asked with my best, most seductive smile.

“Sounds good. I’m really very hungry,” she agreed.

The meal started with various cheeses, meats, and fancy crackers. I had nothing, but the best brought in for her including the caviar. The champagne was the best too. I was trying to sweep her off her feet, but she didn’t seem too impressed.

“Don’t you like this kind of food?”

“You might think I would, but I like my home cooked meals that I never get when I’m away from home.”

It would seem that I really didn’t know her at all. I should have spoken to Ariel, but I feared she’d disapprove of me trying to mate her sister. Ariel was aware that I’d given information to the former council on her activities. I regretted it, but at the time I had believed they had her best interests at heart. They had set her up to be kidnapped planning to force mate her to another so my brother would have lost his mate forever. It would have all been my fault which made me feel guilty.

She’d made comments leading me to believe she was fully aware of my part in it yet for some unknown reason she had never told anyone else. I hoped it was because she knew at the time, I truly thought it would protect her. I had reevaluated my priorities once I knew the council was filled with corrupt members. The wardens and the council members that were honest were working to change all that. I had learned a valuable lesson from the whole thing, family first. Ariel always said it and that she-wolf was the wisest person I knew.

“I can fix this,” I told her. I called over the server and gave her instructions. She picked up the tray of finger food and carried it away. The server came back a few minutes later with two heaping plates.

“I love meatloaf and potatoes,” Char exclaimed.

As she dug into her food I felt better. I started eating my meat loaf, cheesy potatoes, green beans, and homemade rolls. Finally, I made some points with my future mate. I slipped some champagne in her flute while she was distracted. She was relaxing and getting much friendlier to me I noticed. I asked her some questions about her movie role.

“I play a dumb blonde, but I’m not the dumbest one. At least my character is supposed to make it to the end of the movie. That’s if the dumb director doesn’t change his mind.”

“Why would he do that?”

She leaned in close looking around like she was in a cheap spy thriller. “I shouldn’t tell you this, but it’s not like you know him. He’s trying to get me to sleep with him.”

“Really,” I asked pouring more champagne while I was feeling quite angry.

“Yes, I told him to fuck off, so he said that was how characters get killed off. I told him that I got paid either way, so I meant it.”

We had finished eating and Char had been very informative about a broad range of subjects. I helped her up so we could go to her room. She fell into my arms like she was made to always be there. Her scent washed over me making me want her badly. She slid her hands up around my neck as she rubbed her body against mine making my blood heat. I leaned my head down tasting her lips, the champagne was sweet with her own taste even sweeter.

I swiped my tongue over her lips, and I nibbled on her lower lip. She moaned opening up to my tongue which started exploring the inside of her mouth. My tongue slid along hers and it seemed to wake. It dueled with mine as it slid into my mouth exploring me as I had her. My blood pounded in my veins, desire affecting every part of my body. I had never felt so overwhelmed with need in my life. She pressed against me as my hands stroked her back. I was in a frenzy of want with my wolf close to the surface.

My wolf didn’t understand why we didn’t just take her, right here, right now. She certainly seemed willing enough with one of her hands roamed over my chest pinching my nipple lightly before stroking down to my abdomen. Blood pumped through making me hard and needy. I wanted nothing more but to sink in her planting my seed deep inside her. Burning up with a fever that took hold threatening to take control, I barely held back.

This sweet little female of mine was half drunk, so I picked her up carrying her to her room where I planned to thoroughly satisfy every fantasy either of us had ever had. She was teasing me with her fingers, putting them in places I never expected she would. I was so thoroughly worked up I feared to lose it before I was even inside her. Gently I placed her on the bed before I removed her shoes.

I was about to strip her bare when I noticed she was no longer touching me. I looked up at her face and her eyes were closed, but I wasn’t going to let her get by pretending to sleep. Not after the way she had reacted to me. I needed my desire sated so I shook her a little. She made a terrible noise halfway between a snore and a snort. I tried to rouse her again, but it seemed she was truly out for the count. I guess alcohol made her very tired. I remembered now that Blake had said Ariel reacted the same way while she was still human if she drank too much.

I covered her with a blanket, and I dragged my aching body to my room. My mate would not see to my needs, so I would see to my own. As I hurried to my shower, I would at least find physical relief. Tomorrow would be another day in the struggle to claim my mate. So far, I had to admit she was winning. I dried off before I threw myself on my bed falling asleep fairly quickly.

When I woke in the morning intent on coming up with a new plan to win my lovely Char, I was up early. I needed to be since I was basically at war with my intended mate. She didn’t know it, but I planned to storm her defenses until I broke through to win her heart and soul. I went to the kitchen where I had a tray fixed, breakfast for two. I added a vase with a single rose and went to my reluctant lover’s room. Full access to every room in the pack house was what I had, a fact I was sure my lady fair would not appreciate.

I unlocked her door and entered without knocking or indicating I was coming in. She was still asleep, and her face was peacefully relaxed. It made her look young and innocent. I placed the tray on the edge of her nightstand. As tempted as I was to lean down and kiss her, I thought the better of it.

“Char?” She made some mumbled noises.

“Char!” I said louder and more insistently.

She reached out her hand to smack at me, but I stepped back. It wasn’t like she could hurt me anyway. At least not in her current human form. If she went through the change, I would have to take her more seriously. Humans were weak compared to supernaturals. It wasn’t their fault, they were just made that way. It was appealing in some ways, the thought of having a little human female to protect and care for.

In other ways it was dangerous because it made it easier for an enemy to harm or capture her. It made her susceptible to all the human diseases as well as injuries. When we mated, she would turn, I would give her no choice. She would enjoy having a strong mate to make these decisions for her once she accepted our pairing. After all, I was dominant in every way.

While I was certain I knew what was best for her if she would just submit, I knew Ariel was a strong leader, so I expected no less from Char. She just needed to realize her decisions were subject to my approval. I wasn’t anal, as some people suggested, just certain that my decision would be the right one.

I continued to irritate her in an attempt to wake her up. I had had my first revelation about my mate. She wasn’t a morning person. “I have coffee!”

The change was immediate as she sat up casting me a churlish look. “Why didn’t you tell me that first?”

Certainly, I would next time save myself all the aggravation. If she wasn’t the perfect mate for me, but she was, I would think this a lot of trouble to go through first thing in the morning. It was even kind of cute that she was so grumpy. We ate breakfast together and once she had that first cup of coffee, she was almost nice to me. I felt like I was making headway with her at last.

“What did you want to do while you’re here?” I asked about planning a hundred places I could take her and thousands of things we could do.

“I just want to hide away from anyone who might know me, relax, and take it easy. The studio wants me on call, or I’d go to Ariel’s, so I have to stay nearby. I just don’t understand that, but it’s in my contract. They have the right to make me stay close until the movie wraps up.”

Yeah, I knew exactly why that was in there. When I had come in as a financial supporter, I had my lawyers add that little tidbit, then I had told the producer I wanted the cast kept nearby while I went over everything including the new footage so I could give my input to reshoot scenes if I wanted to. She was the only cast member that had challenged the fine print of the contract. I was sure she was just afraid of me and my mesmerizing charm.

“Char, I had a surprise for you this morning.”

“Other than breakfast?” she questioned me with her brow arched.

“Yes, and I would be very disappointed if you didn’t come with me.” I gave her my most endearing puppy dog look. It had never failed before, but I was nervous with her.

She drew in a deep breath before she sighed as if to indicate she was very put out. I didn’t care as long as I got my way. “I suppose this once since you planned it ahead of time. No more surprises, okay?” she asked, looking at me.

My self-satisfied smile broke free even though I tried to hold it back. Her eyes narrowed while she tried to figure me out. “Well get out of here so I can get dressed. Is it fancy or casual?”

“Casual and comfortable. I’ll wait for you in the kitchen,” I said as I hurried out with the tray.

The kitchen was an informal meeting area when I didn’t meet my top five in my office. We could eat or drink as we discussed pack business, so we were multitasking. If the business was something requiring privacy, we would move it to my office. Everyone was aware Char was my mate so except for a few females who had dreamed they might catch my eye, no one seemed unhappy with my choice.

Luckily, I had dealt with Cindy after the situation with Ariel. I couldn’t allow her to upset my sister-in-law in her condition, especially since Blake had already made his choice with the time to challenge being long past. I had found another pack that was happy to take in an unattached female. That was only because they didn’t know her. That was one less female to bother my Char.

“Drake, how’s it going with the beauty queen?” Shane asked.

I shot him a look. “Alright.”

He was my second and the toughest fighter after me. The male was muscled up through hard work and working out at the gym. He was dedicated having every intention of holding onto his position. The small group of my top five were gathered, and they had nicknamed Char the beauty queen. It was meant as a complement and I could see the way they drooled when they looked at her. That made me want to growl, but I wasn’t sure how she felt about wolves. Some of the white wolf females had developed animosity towards our kind for various reasons.

One reason was that as independent human females, they resented the thought that they would be used simply as breeders. I could understand...okay, I couldn’t really. Being used as a stud wouldn’t bother me or it wouldn’t have before I met Char. Strict rules were in place for any pups produced under those circumstances by two willing participants. Now I considered myself mated so no one, but my mate would have me ever again.

Not all alphas were as self-controlled as I was. Some had seen a female and went after her in the ancient way of our kind. It hadn’t worked out for most of them. A few had managed to change their minds, but white wolf females were stubborn for the most part. Blake had used a soft touch to woo Ariel to his way of thinking. Damon and Mac, two of the McDougal brothers, had used harsher means, but overcome their female’s resistance. I didn’t want to take any chances, she was too important to me.

Until Char made it downstairs, I discussed pack business. I’d never seen her in jeans and a sweater before. The jeans were just tight enough to cup her butt and show it off perfectly. The sweater showed just a hint of cleavage making me want to see more. She wore a leather jacket, but it was lined, and she had gloves and a hat in her hand in case she needed it. I knew she would need both. Grabbing my jacket, I put it on then I escorted her outside where the horse and carriage waited for us.

We would be taking the back roads that connected the various pack member’s houses to the pack house and each other. There were places where the side of the mountain could be seen, and it was breathtaking. The Blue Ridge Mountains, and especially the isolated area I lived, had some of the most beautiful views in the world. I was proud of our pack lands and the place I was from. There was no way to know if I could have adjusted as easily as Blake had. I’d admit if I had Char, it would’ve made things easier. A couple pups, and Blake would have two as soon as Ariel delivered the next one, would make things easier still. I could imagine Char with a pup in her arms and one in the oven. She would glow as she-wolves did when they were expecting. I had always wanted a taste of breast milk, Blake said it was sweet.

“Drake?”

“Yes, sorry I was distracted.”

“I said I love the surprise.”

“I knew you would.”
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Chapter 2


Romance
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(Char)

I wasn’t really sure what Drake wanted from me or what I was willing to give him. When I had first met Blake, I thought he was the most gorgeous man I had ever met so I was eaten up with jealousy that my sister had gotten to him first. Blake was sweet and kind, but with a core of steel. He let Ariel make decisions, but they were often the ones he would make anyway. When it came to what Blake felt strongly about, he inevitably seemed to get his way.

Blake had beautiful, curly hair black as pitch and the deepest darkest blue eyes I’d ever seen. I’d crushed on him pretty hard until I saw Drake. He had hair the color of burnished gold. It had been straight when I saw it the first time, but that was because he’d worn it short. Now it was longer, and it curled just like Blake’s. Drake’s eyes were an enigma. The first time I’d seen them they’d been the color of dark chocolate. Last night they’d been almost gold and today they were like two pools of milk chocolate. It was intriguing that they could change like that making me think his eyes were like a mood ring. Now if I just knew what mood was indicated.

Drake and Blake were as different in demeanor and personality as two twins could be. I wasn’t sure the differences were a good thing. Maybe Drake was being honest when he said he wanted to change. Who was I to doubt him? I could see that he had changed some because he wasn’t as uptight as he’d been when last we met. He was also keeping me guessing, wondering what he would do next.

The wind was cold as we sat in the back of a carriage and traveled along a bumpy graveled road. This part of the road ran along the top of the mountain, and we could see off to one side all the way to the horizon. I had never seen a more amazing view looking down at the trees that suddenly ended as the farmland began. We weren’t far from a national park, I knew that, and the privacy out here was wonderful. The solitude was something I found satisfying and I knew wolves were very private. They had secrets to keep and that was easier out here away from prying eyes.

We went past a house. “This is where one of our families live,” Drake said.

I noticed he was protective of them. He cared about his pack, and he tried to do right for them. The alpha had many of the traits of a leader which I hadn’t noticed before. Maybe my irritation at the way he seemed to push Blake and Ariel to form their pack so quickly made me judge him too harshly. It was also still possible he was the ass I had first judged him, but he was trying to get in my bed, so he was on his best behavior. I was sure I would soon find out.

We moved along at a slow steady pace. It would have been uncomfortable to push the horses on such a rough road. We got to a spot where the view was perfect. There was a large pond below with domestic ducks on it. Horses grazed in the field and the edge of a building could be seen. Drake handed me binoculars and I took them. I looked at the scene below me and couldn’t believe what I saw. It was the area around the pack house. The corner of the building was where Drake’s office was. We had gone all the way around to the mountain peak opposite from where we’d started, and I’d been so enraptured by the sights around me I hadn’t noticed.

Drake put his hands over mine to take the binoculars back so he could put them away. Electricity shot through me. My eyes widened as I saw he had felt it too. We seemed to have an attraction that went beyond chemistry and had an electrical reaction. I worried about what that might mean since Ariel had mentioned that she and Blake had a similar feeling. Not sure if I wanted to mate or change to wolf at all, it worried me. My biggest concern was Drake because I didn’t really know him or what he was really like.

I tried not to examine him too closely because I didn’t want to be influenced by his broad shoulders, six-foot four frame, well-muscled chest, should I go on? The male was built like a dream lover, but it wasn’t looks that would lure me in. Because I needed more than just a pretty face combined with a drool worthy body. So that I could respect him, I needed a male that would be my best friend. I had some serious doubts based on past experience, but he didn’t seem like the same male at all. Time would tell if he had changed or if he was trying to deceive me.

He escorted me around the area where we had stopped. It was some type of picnic area with large slabs of rock made into tables and benches. The spot had been chosen for the panoramic views and I had to admit, the tables and the view were beautiful. Drake pulled out a basket and I realized we had been gone for hours. We had hot apple cider from a thermos with fried chicken. He had planned a romantic and thoughtful day that try as I might, I couldn’t find any fault in. Except for trying to get me drunk last night he wasn’t living up to his reputation. The memory had come back completely once I was awake for a while, and I think he thought it hadn’t. The thought of those heated kisses made him seem even more tempting, but I was a strong woman so I was sure I could and would resist him.

Drake stopped suddenly and lifted his head as if scenting something. It reminded me of our many differences. I took a deep breath and smelled nothing out of the ordinary, but I didn’t really expect to. Ariel had told me the sense of smell of the wolves, both shifter and natural was incredible. Our mere human senses were nothing next to theirs. I thought of the expression, God doesn’t give with both hands, but I couldn’t think of one thing that humans had that was better than what the wolves did. They topped us in strength, speed, ability to heal, and their senses were so much more sensitive than ours. Many lived several human lifetimes, it seemed the argument to change was winning.
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