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  It began with the killing of a white wolf…



Scarred by tragedy and looking for a fresh start, Ellis Emerson moves into the Johnson Quay Lighthouse in the sleepy coastal town of Black Ridge Bay. Secluded with her dog, Ellis begins to rebuild her life when the famous author finds a baby on her doorstep.




With wolves inexplicably attacking the townspeople, a scheming council, and a family from out of town looking for a missing woman, Ellis finds herself caught up in a storm of mystery where the answers rattle her logical mind. In the center of that storm is the baby left on the doorstep of her lighthouse.







  A note from the Author






For the readers who crave a mystery & fantasy story with a mature female character stepping into motherhood.

For the readers who love strong male leads.

For the readers who value chemistry over spice.

If that sounds like something you’re into, then I wrote this series for you.

Enjoy!








  
  
  Chapter One

  
  




The gunshot tore through the forest and echoed across the dark coastline. The sound was quickly dismissed by the few who heard it.

It was hunting season, after all.

The white wolf ran through the thick forest, its breaths labored and agonizing. It used every bit of strength in its powerful legs to propel itself forward, leading the hunters deeper into the forest before dusk turned to night.

It knew its time was short—its left side burned, blood pouring from the grievous wound and matting its pearly fur.

Its breathing grew choppy, its legs trembled, before it collapsed on its uninjured side on the damp earth.

The middle-aged man moved silently through the forest with the stealth of experience, avoiding dry branches and tangled roots as he tracked the wolf.

“This way,” he beckoned to his son, spotting blood on the shrubbery and deep paw prints in the muddy terrain.

“The blood is still warm. It can’t be far.”

If the animal wasn’t seriously injured, they were going to finish the job and bring its carcass back to celebrate the kill.

It was unusual for it to have ventured into these parts and spelled trouble for tourists and hunters. The man and his adolescent son had taken it upon themselves to put it down.

The young man ran ahead of his father, spotting something on the ground a short distance away, wanting to be the one to kill it and prove to his family that he, too, was a great hunter.

When he got to the place, his rifle nearly slipped out of his hands at what he saw on the forest floor. Bile rose, burning his throat.

“Son, you found it?” his father called out in a loud whisper, struggling to catch his breath.

His son didn’t answer, though he was certain he was within earshot.

“Don’t ignore me when I ask you a question, boy,” he said, ready to give the young man an earful. Then he stopped in his tracks, his eyes bulging out of his sweaty head.

The woman lay on her side, blood coating her torso and leg. Vacant, unblinking eyes looked to the distance, half-shielded by her silver hair.

“Did I kill her?” the young man asked, his voice shaky.

“You said you shot a wolf.”

“I did! I swear it, Dad. I shot a wolf!” He pleaded with his father, desperate for him to believe he hadn’t messed up this badly. “Maybe someone else shot her.”

The older man shook his head. The trail had led them here—to her.

“I didn’t kill her,” his son whispered to himself, his eyes distant and glassy.

His father sobered.

“Look at me, boy,” he ordered, and waited for his son to meet his eyes. It was the kind of moment a father hoped never to face. Hunting had its dangers, and accidental killing or getting killed was always a risk.

“Listen very carefully. This wasn’t your fault. Hunting accidents happen all the time.”

Just then, the sound of footsteps broke through the silence behind them. The woman in her early sixties had finally caught up with her son and grandson. Pleased that she was still a good tracker at her age and blessed with unnatural vitality, she smiled at them, before her smile fell at seeing their expressions.

“You both look like you’ve seen a ghost. I’ve seen my fair share of them, you know? They’re nothing special.”

“Grandma, you shouldn’t come any closer,” the young man warned.

His face was paler than she had ever seen. Ignoring the plea, she walked around them, promptly stopping cold.

“Oh no,” she whispered, eyes and mouth wide open.

“I shot a wolf, Grandma. It was a wolf!” He was almost hysterical now, and the old woman patted his arm absently, assessing the bloody, motionless body of the woman. When her eyes took in the silver hair, she froze.

“What did you say?” she asked, turning to her grandson with urgency. “Are you certain it was a wolf you shot?”

“Yes. Yes, I’m certain.”

She paled. “What color was it?” Her body went as still as the corpse on the forest floor.

“White.”

“Ta-iana,” she whispered, before turning to look at the lifeless woman with horror.

“What is it, Mother?”

“We are cursed,” she said, her voice deep and distant.

“What are you talking about?”

Ignoring her son, she walked toward the dead woman with slow, deliberate steps. Questions raced through her mind, one after the other. There would be consequences; she knew that with absolute certainty. 

But who would pay the debt?

Her lackluster eyes examined the body, considering the sweat mingled with blood that had oozed from the wound in her side. She had slim yet toned arms and legs, but her belly extended slightly, at odds with her otherwise fit physique.

It was a midriff the former nurse knew too well.

“Where did you first see her?”

“I never saw the woman—”

“The white wolf,” she snapped. “Where did you first spot it?”

Color drained further from his already pale face.

“Steady him before he faints,” she ordered her son, who promptly placed a hand on his back.

“We haven’t time to waste. Answer me, boy. Where?”

“Near the river. To the west, I think,” he stuttered.

She nodded grimly.

“We must find her pups quickly,” she said, eyes still on the woman on the ground.

“What?” the father asked. “What are you talking about? He shot a woman thinking it was a wolf. We have to alert Dale—”

“No,” she shouted. “No one must know about this, Ray. No one. This is an elder council matter—”

It was Ray’s turn to shout.

“A woman is dead! We can’t just bury her and go about our lives, Mother.”

The aging woman went to her son and grabbed his face with both hands, staring into his wide eyes.

“You will tell no one. Do you understand? The woman’s death has brought a curse upon our bloodline, and someone will soon have to pay the debt with their own life. Chaos is about to descend upon this town, and our only chance to make things right is to find the pups. If they die, we will be doubly cursed. You will do as I say!”

Her words were iron chains that bound his will, and he nodded, his eyes blank and mind surrendered.

They searched the whole night with flashlights, splitting up to cover more ground, at ease in the forest they considered a second home. But even with their expert skills, hours of searching yielded nothing. The old woman began to worry, her stomach clenching as she considered the possibility the pups were already dead.

It was then that a sound pierced the night, bringing them to a standstill.

It wasn’t the whine of pups that had them running through the dark forest, but the high-pitched cries of a baby.
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