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This book is part of a series that is a spinoff of The Legend of the White Werewolf.

The Legend of the White Werewolf

The Forgotten Ones

Book 1

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.

The Juarez Pack series

Book 1

Juan

Juan is living the wild and single life of a typical unmated male werewolf even though he has a fiancée a few states away. He has doubts about their relationship, so he just puts off the mating while he enjoys the carnal life.

Amee isn't as stupid as Juan thinks she is and she's enjoying the single life now that she knows what he's up to. When he figures out what's going on, he decides he's ready to change his ways but is it too late?

Will he have to make the ultimate sacrifice when Amee is threatened by rogues while trying to elude him? Juan's made such a mess of their relationship, is there any way to salvage it?

Book 2

Jesus

He’s waited all his life for his fated mate. Now she’d arrived and she didn’t seem to have any more interest in him than a one and done. To make matters worse, a section of Los Lobos was out to steal his mate from him.

Primrose just wanted to have fun. She worked hard and partied hard. All she was here for was to visit Amee and help with the toddlers a bit. This wasn’t the time to get mated. Danger was everywhere.

A stubborn white wolf and an infatuated alpha, how could that go wrong?

Book 3

Carlos

He was the alpha and he’d lived a fairly long life. Once he’d thought he’d found his fated one, but things had gone to hell. All he had left of her was his son Juan. Carlos might be turning over the pack to Juan soon as he’d been offered a position with the council. The problem was he’d met a female he wanted to mate, but she was giving him a difficult time.

As old as she was, she’d done her fair share of partying and had a number of lovers. She could understand that. Wolves were worse because their need hit harder. But Carlos seemed to have a dozen sons each with a different female. How could she ever learn to live with that? Florence didn’t think she could.

Can love truly overcome anything? Looks like Florence and Carlos are about to find out. 
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Her name was Florence, but those close to her called her Flo. She wasn't a member of that monthly readers' club a lot of the older ladies were in because even though she had just turned sixty, she didn't feel that old. Flo still had a job even though she often worked at home. There was also the farm which was four-hundred acres and quite a job in itself.

Flo was a writer, but she didn't write fiction. Usually, it was ancient history. She had some cousins who were archaeologists, and sometimes she would go along on their digs. It was fun and allowed her to visually record all the great finds and hard work put into discovering the lives of those who had gone before them.

There wasn't always something like that going on, so, from time to time, she wrote history books or compiled recipes, but only if they were a hundred years old or more. Flo wasn't a widow, and maybe it was nasty to say, but things would've been easier if he had died. Unfortunately, when her husband hit forty, things changed. He took up with a young hussy and left with all the money he could get. Flo was lucky the house and the car were in her name. It kept him from taking them, too. Flo was also smart enough to have her own savings account. So, he couldn't touch that either. Hell, he didn't even know about it.

When Archie wanted to come back after the woman went through all his money and he was broke, Flo filed for divorce. That was twenty years ago, and it still hurt. She'd had a lover or two since then but refused to have a serious relationship because she just couldn't trust men anymore. So instead, she concentrated on her professional life. She wasn't a millionaire like Rock or Ariel but made six figures most years. Unfortunately, she had to help some of her kids and grandkids, which sucked up money.

Shiloh, her oldest daughter, had two ill children. The illness was said to be genetic, but the doctors really didn't know that much about it. Cassidy was the youngest and seemed to be the most seriously afflicted. Her medical bills were outrageous, with little help available. Ray Jr was a teenager, and while his affliction was milder, it still interfered with him having a normal life. Of course, when Cassidy was born, it was evident she was extremely ill, and Ray Sr. had run for the hills. Now Shiloh was a single mother of two, completely broke and without a job.

What was a mother to do? Flo told her daughter to come home with her kids, and they would figure it out. They would be in this fight together. One of the problems was that Flo's money would not hold out forever. She had already used most of her savings. That was when Ariel called her.

"Hey, Flo," Ariel said.

"Hi, Ariel. Why are you calling?"

"I spoke to Gertrude."

"She just can't keep things to herself, can she?" Flo observed.

"Don't be mad at her. We're family. I can help. When they arrive, we will have a healing circle. I am fairly sure we can fix Ray. I also know you have lots of extra space, even with your daughter and two grandkids staying with you. You could do a bed and breakfast. I have guests coming I don't have room for, and you can make some money by keeping them."

It was hard to deny that hope springs eternal. A healing circle that could fix Ray would be an enormous help. After waiting a little while, she was sure they would return, and it would at least help little Cassidy. Still, she was a little suspicious after what had happened to Ethel and then Gertrude.

"This isn't a setup, is it?" Flo asked.

"All I'm trying to do is help. You can use some money. I know some people who will rent some of your rooms. It's more than one person, and they aren't all males. Give them a room and two meals daily. You can make 200 a week. I have two people for you right now. One is a male, and one is a female. Do you want me to send them to you? It's entirely your choice."

Flo really didn't mind being around people. When she went on the digs, she was very sociable and did a lot of talking. She didn't believe her daughter, or grandkids, would mind either. The truth was Shiloh was more likely to pull in some attractive, stable male than she was. Bring it on! In for a penny, in for a pound. This would either help or it would drive Flo crazy.

"Alright. Can you tell me who these people are?"

"The female is Gilda. She is a sand cat with golden fur, so her parents gave her that name. She just arrived and has some money put back to pay for rent and food for a little while, but maybe you could help her find a job? The male is a new council member. He is looking around for a second home here. Their Council has discussed relocating since several councilmen live in this area. My house and all my buildings around here are full. So, I can't take either of them," Ariel observed.

That sounded alright. The male might even be mated and on a scouting trip. She would find out soon enough. "Alright, I can handle that," Flo agreed. Then she heard knocking on the door. "Shouldn't you have given me a few moments to get the rooms ready?"

Ariel was gone, but her guests were there. Flo went to the door and let them in. Gilda was a dark exotic beauty. The lady had a contagious smile that she shot at Flo the second they met. She showed the sand cat to her room so she could settle in. Gilda handed Flo a check for $1000. Getting paid upfront and not worrying for five weeks was very nice.

It surprised Flo that Ariel had not sent the new tenants together. The thought alone seemed to bring him, and there was another knock at the door. When Flo opened it this time, the breath was knocked right out of her. Sexy! Flo stood there staring, and he stared back. She had already agreed. She couldn't back out now. Even though this man was dangerous in every possible way, she had committed to Ariel and would stand by it.

Flo returned to Earth, stepped back, and allowed him to enter. She escorted the man to his room on the second floor. The top floor had a small apartment, but she had already promised that to Ray. This male needed to be as far from her as possible. He wasn't human. Flo couldn't say how she knew, just that she would bet money on it. He gave her $1000 cash. She had never seen a $1000 bill. Flo left quickly, hoping he would stay in his room and not want to talk. That would be more than she could handle.

Her daughter would be coming tomorrow. Flo hoped everything would go well. As long as she could keep control of herself, Carlos should not be a problem.
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Chapter 1


A Councilman
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On the way to the house, he reflected on his long life. Since the mother of his oldest child died, his life had fallen into a pattern. He'd worked to be the best alpha for his pack. His personal life had been one female after another. Several blessed him with children, little truly changed, but change was on the horizon.

Carlos accepted the offer to be a Councilman. Juan would temporarily be pack alpha to see how the job fit. Carlos expected no problems, but only a fool would jump in without leaving a way out. This was the job he wanted, and hopefully, he would be able to do a lot of good for his people. The asshole Carlos replaced was corrupt. He had not cared about helping his people, only about finding ways to steal and use them.

Corruption was being proven. More bad Councilmen were being removed and replaced with ones who cared. This was what Damon McDougal had been working so hard to accomplish. After Carlos was sworn in, they would have a regular council meeting, and then there would be weeks with nothing to do. Then, finally, Damon would make him an offer he would accept. Carlos could work with and assist the wardens in this area. It would give him insight into what was happening and the work environment of the wardens.

None of what they did would be new to him, but he could learn something by watching and seeing how someone else handled the same situations he dealt with as a pack alpha. He was never too old to learn and expand his resources. So that was what he would be doing, and while he was learning, he would assist and make things easier for the wardens. At least, he hoped he would be making things easier on them.

Ariel told him a little about the old lady who would rent him a room. She'd known the woman for a long time, and the house wasn't far from her place. His new landlady was also an author but wrote nonfiction. She loved history, the further back, the better. The white wolf also said the lady was an exceptional cook. Apparently, many of these hillbillies Ariel discussed were very good cooks.

The description had made him expect an elderly female with thick glasses, her hair in a band, and barely mobile. There was no way he ever expected to meet his soul mate. He'd been sure he'd already met her, that she died - lost to him forever. Was it possible that he'd been wrong? Had it simply been a powerful attraction made stronger by her carrying his children? When Flo opened the door, he'd been poleaxed. Now he wondered, had Ariel somehow known?

It was well known Ariel was a matchmaker - an extremely successful one. Would she be successful this time? Goddess, he hoped she would be, but he wasn't sure how to win the heart of a lady like Flo. His past would not endear him to her, but there was no way to change it. All he could do was his best, hoping that love would help him. Ariel shared that Flo was having a hard time. Two of her grandkids suffered from severe health issues.

That made him wish he was a healer, but he wasn't. White wolves were some of the best healers known. Carlos hoped Ariel’s clan could help. Now he was stuck in this room, knowing Flo would not want him to be out there with her, but more than anything, that was where he wanted to be. He would suck it up and offer help with whatever she was doing.

Just his luck, Flo was in the kitchen, and he wasn't very good at cooking. "I'm feeling a little restless. So, I thought you might need some help."

"If you would truly like to help, I have many things to do." Flo pulled out a box of apples. They indeed needed to be used. He'd seen better, that was for sure.

"What should I do with these?"

Her smile was full of humor and a little glint of mischief. "They need to be peeled, and the bad spots cut off. You will appreciate them more in a homemade apple pie."

Carlos suspected that was true. Apparently, this wasn't the only one she was making because he could smell baking peaches and some other fruit. "Do you have an orchard?" He asked.

"I have a small one outback. When the fruit is ready, I bake many pies and freeze them. Sometimes, I'll cut up and freeze some of the fruit, too. Then, if I have more than I can use, I sell the rest to Lucille."

Lucille was the name he was familiar with, although he had never met her. He'd spoken to her on the phone once or twice and had heard much about her. She had a house and rented out rooms. She also had a fruit stand on the highway. Not only did she sell fruit and vegetables, but also pies and other baked goods at certain times of the year. He knew some of them were incredible because his daughter-in-law had given them as gifts.

Juan, his oldest son, said Lucille got and sold high-demand items others could not obtain because of her impeccable reputation. Carlos wasn't sure how he felt about that, but what he had gotten was good, so he didn't comment on it. He could go and visit her fruit stand and see what kinds of goods she had. Flo flitted around the kitchen like a hummingbird, getting a lot of work done.

Carlos couldn't say the same about himself. He peeled one apple and cut out the rotten spots. Picking up another one, he decided to remove the bad spots, core the apple, and peel it. Things began to go a little faster, but he threw away more fruit than he saved. Flo glanced at him, saw what he was doing but said nothing. Maybe she was glad for whatever she got out of this less-than-perfect-looking fruit.

This job wasn't much fun, but he was getting better at it. Given a bit of time, he ended up with a big bowl of apple slices ready for her to use in pies. Flo brought him a cup of coffee, a piece of pie, and another box of apples to prepare. How many did she have? Sitting on the other side of the table, after she cleaned the apple slices he had peeled, she made and filled pie crusts.

It was interesting to watch her work. Flo was very talented, knocking the pies out quickly. With all the apples Carlos had prepared in pie crusts, she got up and got more containers full of apple slices. He wasn't working very fast. Instead, he watched Flo. Ariel told him she was around 60, but she didn't look it.

"Have you lived around here long?" Carlos asked.

"All of my life."

"I've heard there are a lot of lakes and things to see."

"Lakes are all around us. If you go up Ariel's mountain, you can see Table Rock in the distance. It's the closest one to us," Flo offered.

"I'm a bit of a fisherman. I would love to check out some of the local lakes. Do you do much fishing?"

"I do when the weather permits. I am not interested in getting out in storms or the winter when it's cold."

"Do you have a boat?"

"I have two. One is a houseboat for staying out on the lake on the weekend. It's large enough to accommodate a family. The other is more appropriate for day trips but is also large and will hold a large family. My children used to love going to the lake in the summer."

"How many children do you have?" Carlos asked. Yeah, he had to admit it was beginning to sound like an interrogation. Ariel said Flo was one of the more talkative cousins, but he didn't see it.

"I have six, four girls and two boys. What about you?"

"I have twelve. They are all boys," Carlos submitted.

"That's hard on a woman." She gave him a stern look.

"My wife had one. Actually, she had twins, but one died with her."

"They all have different mothers?" It was like she suddenly realized how wolves usually were.

"They do. I could never find my fated mate. I thought it was because I had found her, and she had died. Now, I know that's not true."

There was a look of extreme disapproval on her face. "There is such a thing as birth control."

"Many old-fashioned wolves do not believe in it. I supported every one of my children. Several ended up living with me and now work in one of my businesses. I love every one of my sons and look on them as a gift," Carlos explained, knowing he would have had to, so he might as well get it out of the way.

"Well, I have to say, that makes you better than some of them."

"Some of them?"

"Some guys knock up females and leave them to raise the children as best they can."

"Did you have to deal with that?" Carlos asked.

"No, my husband got the middle-age itch. He took off with some young hussy but wanted to return after she went through all his money. I wasn't going to put up with that. I filed for divorce. My children were grown at that point. Some of my cousins and children have had to put up with things like that. My youngest son's wife is a terrible mother. He keeps taking her back. It's not good for the kids, but they're his children. What can I do?"

"Just hasn't hit the point where he can let go yet?"

"Not my place to judge. My son may not be sharing everything with me," Flo admitted.

It would be hard to miss her pain. She worried about the lives of all her children because none of them seemed happy. She felt like their unhappiness affected her grandchildren. Carlos thought she should meddle more and see if she could improve their situation. Carlos would do that, but Flo hesitated to dictate anything to her kids.

They continued to work on the food, mainly peeling, cutting out the bad stuff, and slicing apples. Finally, Flo quit and started pulling out food
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