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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.

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?
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Boomer’s Beauty


Chapter 1


A Beginning
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(Boomer)

Here I was in Cincinnati, a big city, was not really my style. Now I would do as I’d been told because I’d made mistakes and now, I would be paying for them. Because of Char, I had gotten off lightly and I knew it. I was doing community service of a sort, for the victim of the crime I’d committed. She had chosen this, and I appreciated it. Otherwise, I could have gotten death and maybe I would have even deserved it for kidnapping a human and planning to mate another alpha’s mate. For joining with pure blooders to seek my own ends which were a white wolf mate for either myself or my oldest son. I know I felt bad, and I’d almost gotten both of my sons killed due to my bitterness over political views. Politics seemed to dictate who would be allowed to mate the white wolves, but I saw that it was just luck of the draw now. It seemed almost silly that I didn’t see it then.

Outside a mental health facility or a nut house, if you prefer, was where I sat waiting. Call it what you will, it was a horrible place to end up at with few ever leaving once they were dumped here. They were forgotten and they lived with their despair. This was one of the better places of its kind, at least the outside was, but I still felt the weight of doom, despair, and darkness pressing down on me. I was slightly empathic, but I wished like hell I wasn’t. The empathy was probably a gift from some far-flung ancestor. It was going to make the time I spent here that much harder on me, making it a gift I wished I’d never received.

At this time, I missed my pack and my pack lands where a wolf is free to roam. We had mostly flat fields, but there were patches of woods, and the air was clean. Anyone could see for miles, and I could howl at the moon in my wolf form without worrying about anyone being disturbed by it. I looked around at the populated area I was in. It made me feel trapped. Not enough to stop stalling and go in like I was supposed to, but I felt nervous and jittery. Was I sensing coming trouble? Probably, because this situation just begged for problems to arise.

Deciding to stop wasting time and get the deed done or whatever that human saying was, I got out of my truck. I walked up the sidewalk hoping the well-maintained exterior was a good sign of things to come. Yeah, keep telling yourself that. It couldn’t hurt to be positive as long as I stayed realistic and understood the difference between hoping and having.

As I pushed on the glass door it opened so I entered a dim hallway. A shiver ran down my spine and I could smell a rotten scent. No, it wasn’t bad housekeeping or a dead patient that had gone undiscovered, it was a scent only a supernatural being could smell because it came from a supernatural source. I could see the inky blackness surrounding me getting darker the further I made my way into the building. Something was fishy around here, but it wasn’t just the smell.

Maybe I was a little rough around the edges, but I wasn’t stupid. Whatever was happening here was beyond my ability to deal with it alone. My first impulse was to call Charlotte to have her send about a dozen wardens here because my wolf was going nuts. The second thought was, if I left, was something going to happen to whoever the target of these insidious activities was. I had this really bad feeling it was the lady I’d come here to help. If something happened to Charlotte’s sister, Opal, I’d feel pretty shitty.

I went to the nurse’s desk, and they looked up my name to be sure I had permission to visit Opal. Once they saw I did, they told me she was in room 102. You’d think that would be close to the door, but it was on the opposite side. The closer I got, the heavier and colder the air felt and the darker it was. The bad signs seemed centered around Opal’s room. I opened the door and went in to find Opal sitting in a chair reading. She wasn’t bad looking considering she was underfed, and her hair was snow white. She had the loveliest eyes, I swear they were a deep blue color almost black right now.

“You should go before he returns,” she said conversationally.

“Oh yeah? Who’s he and what’s he gonna do to a big bad wolf?” I asked with a snort.

“Why he’ll suck the life right out of you if you’re lucky. If not, he’ll drive you crazy like he has me.”

“Who the hell is he?”

“My ex-husband, of course. Why are you here if you don’t know anything?”

“Charlotte sent me to check on you.”

“That was nice of her. I haven’t seen family in so long.”

“What is your ex-husband?”

“Why he’s a vampire. He’s threatened to change me, but I don’t want to change. I think he may just kill me instead. It might be for the best.” She was so calm it was not only unnatural, but downright scary.

I felt the darkness weighing heavily on me. It threatened to suffocate me. He was coming back, and we had to escape as soon as possible. “Can you walk?” I asked.

“Yes, but it would be better for all concerned if it ended now,” she whispered.

“Your family loves and misses you. If we get the hell out of here, you can get your life back. It’s time to go, now,” I said using the alpha voice that commanded many. “We’re getting out of here, he’s on his way.”

The gift of empathy wasn’t rare among werewolves, one in ten had it to some extent, but most blocked it out. Some preferred to call it instinct, some denied they had it or that it even existed though it was obvious it did. It had saved me more than once so right now it told me a malevolent being was focusing on this room. How close he was to us I didn’t know, but the feeling was getting stronger which told me he was headed here.

I reached out my hand to her and when she grabbed it, I nearly fell from shock and the energy that flowed from her. I could see she’d felt something too, but now wasn’t the time to figure it out. Now was the time to run. Once I pulled her behind me, I found the door locked. I just turned the knob using more strength and it gave way. Then I pulled her through the door, and we hurried down the hall. We made it out the front door without seeing a soul. Once I got her in my truck we pulled out as a sporty red car pulled in. I was sure it was him.

We left the parking lot slowly trying not to draw any attention. This had just turned into a complete disaster. I had to take her somewhere so I could think. Decisions had to be made so we would make it out alive. What I was feeling wasn’t vampire gifts, he was supported by something stronger and darker than that. We would have to get to the source of this dark magic and deal with it there. Then I would come back for him. He would not be allowed to spread his evil any further.

I glanced over at Opal and noticed the unnatural calm of earlier was still in place. Either she was undisturbed by the fact that we were running for our lives, or she had retreated to a safe place deep inside her psyche where no one could hurt her. I wondered where the crazy screamer Charlotte had told me about had disappeared to. This woman was nothing like the one that had been described to me.

We drove toward the highway that would lead us to my home. There was no place else I would feel safe. I pulled into a truck stop where we could eat and plan our next move. She didn’t object to me taking charge as I ordered us both the special. I wasn’t sure if she was naturally submissive, which I found hard to believe in a white wolf, or just relieved to be free of that place. The food and drink came quickly, and we began to eat. She devoured her food with the hunger of a wolf. Such a scrawny thing, but she ate like a full-grown bear.
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Chapter 2


He what?
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(Ariel)

“Ariel,” I answered softly.

“I’m sorry to bother you, but your sister has gone missing,” a man said.

“Who is this?”

“Sorry, this is Dr. Givens and something like this has never happened here before.”

“Dr. Givens, why don’t you calm down and just tell me everything?”

“It was mid-morning yesterday.”

“And you’re only just now calling me?”

“We thought she would be found by now.”

“In which case I would never have been informed.”

“We don’t like to trouble the family unnecessarily. We searched all around the facility and even had a private detective come in and do a search. He came up empty handed.”

“Do you have any leads?”

”Only one, she had a visitor yesterday. He signed in as Boomer. He was on the approved list sent by your sister Charlotte. We can only conclude that he took her. Do you want us to notify the authorities?”

“No, that will not be necessary. I will see that Boomer is located, but if she’s not with him, I will be contacting you.”

The man hung up with obvious relief. It was still sad that she’d been liberated from their care so easily, but I’d had troubled dreams of my sister and she’d been running away with a handsome man. Trouble and danger dogged her every step. All I could do at this point was call Char, my other sister. I was certain from what little I’d understood of my dream that Opal was better off away from the facility for now and that she had a chance at happiness, or death. The actions they took would directly affect their future, either together or apart.

The only thing to do would be to call Charlotte. I dug out my other phone and called.

“Charlotte.”

“Hey, Sis. Things are happening.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, it’s Opal.”

“Opal should be fine. Boomer’s taking care of her. He said he was visiting her yesterday. I haven’t heard from him yet, but I expect to anytime.”

“I don’t think he’ll be calling you. I had a dream last night. It was very weird and hard to understand. A black cloud of all things was chasing Opal and some man that was helping her. I didn’t get the best look at him, but he was a big guy, alpha big. I didn’t know what was going on, but I just knew deep down that if they got caught, it would be bad for them.

“Black magic?”

“Maybe, but more than just that. I sense either a wolf or vampire is at the heart of this. The magic only strengthens them.”

“What do we do?”

“I fear the chance for us to help is long past. We didn’t see what was going on. At the start it was because we didn’t believe in that world, but later it was because we were tied to our own lives. The best thing that’s happened is you sent Boomer to her. It’s not only best for her, but he needs her as much as she needs him.”

“I hope you’re right. Until I’m sure, I’ll feel guilty for dragging him into this.”

“I’m going to call Marissa and see if she can help them. Where do you think he’s gone?”

“Where does a wolf go when he’s hurt or wants to protect someone?”

“His pack unless he’s afraid the trouble he brings is too much for them to handle.”

“He’s alpha and that’s a synonym for arrogant. Nothing is too much for him and his pack.”

“A synonym huh? I think I’ll use that line in my next book.” I fought the desire to laugh. The situation wasn’t the slightest bit humorous, but Charlotte was always funny. This time she’d meant to be, but she was even funnier when she wasn’t trying.

“Keep me posted.” Charlotte directed

“You’ve already got the pack bitch speak down.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did. You might as well get used to it. Alpha bitch or pack bitch, it’s what they call us.”

“They don’t call me that.”

“Not to your face anyway. Do you have something to tell me?” I asked.

“You have another dream?”

“You know what I mean.”

“Okay, yes. We’re expecting.”

“Congrats, Sis!”

“Thank you. How are the two little ones?”

“Their usual sweet selves.”

“I shudder to think. Mine will be an angel all the time.” Char declared.

“She picked the wrong parents to be an angel except when she sleeps.”

“I resemble that remark.” We hung up laughing. I hoped this would work out and not overshadow this exciting time for Charlotte.

Now I needed to call Marissa. She was my biggest hope for dealing with all things magical. She was my cousin and an enormously talented witch among other things. Marissa was also the mother of twin girls, toddlers. Whenever I ran after my daughter, I thought of her having two just like her. My son would soon be crawling, and I would have my hands full too. I made the call before I got sidetracked. It happened often for an author and my brain was always chasing a story line.

“Marissa,” she answered her voice rushed.

“It’s Ariel.”

“Is it too much to hope that this is a social call?”

“Actually, yes. The last time I called you was a social call. Don’t get spoiled.”

She sighed. “Just lay it on me!”

“Okay. If you insist. Opal is missing from the facility she was put in and I think Boomer, the alpha that took Char, is with her. I see them trying to outrun a black cloud that is trailing them. Tell me what it means.”

“I can’t say for sure, but often black magic resembles a black cloud to those supernaturals without powers like witches have. You can sense it, but it takes a form you understand. If you saw it in person, there would also be a foul odor associated with it and a feeling of oppression, maybe even like you’re suffocating if you’re sensitive and get too close.”

“Sounds nasty. In a dream is close enough, but I want to help them.”

“To counter it, we need to know who cast it and why.”

“I think we need to find Opal’s ex-husband.”

“Good luck. Even his own kids don’t know where he’s disappeared to.”

I was sure Marissa knew what she was talking about. She kept up with Opal’s kids better than I did being nearer in age to them. “Maybe a spell?”

“Zorth’s the best at those and he’s down below right now. I can’t guarantee the results, but if it’s that important to you, I can give it a shot.”

“I’m afraid it may be that important to Opal’s safety and Boomer’s for that matter.”

“I’ll call you back. I think I have something he handled. It’s a gift from Opal from Christmas years ago. I hate that man for what he did to her. I just hope it doesn’t throw the spell off.”

“Take a few minutes to relax before you try.”

“I will, I’ll catch you later.”

She hung up and I didn’t know how I should feel. She would try, but with no certainty, other methods needed to be applied. I decided to call a close friend, Tyne.

“Tyne,” he growled.

“Hey, Tyne. It’s Ariel.”

“Have you finally had enough of Blake and you’re ready to run away with me?” He chuckled, it was deep and sexy.

“I know you’re holding out for your soul mate.”

“You white wolves always know everything. It’s downright scary.”

“I need you to find someone for me. Don’t get close, he’s dangerous. Just find him and keep him under surveillance.”

“What are we dealing with here?”

“Black magic and it’s Opal’s ex-husband.”

“You can count on me.”

“I know I can and if you are ever in need, you can count on me.”

“Sweetheart, I know and that time’s coming.” He chuckled again as he hung up.

I knew if there was any way to find Nathan, Opal’s ex-husband, between Marissa’s magic, and Tyne’s skills, he would be found. I tried to write, that’s what authors do. But guilt is a bitter pill, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Opal would have gone through all that suffering had Charlotte and I not been so busy with our own lives. Would her husband have gotten away with what I was beginning to believe he’d done if we’d been paying attention even if we didn’t know about the supernatural world? I turned my computer off once I realized there was no working for now.

As I poured a glass of wine I tried to relax because I would be no good to Opal if I was too nervous or tired to think clearly. I wasn’t thinking right as it was. He was a vampire and Simon must be told so he could hunt the fiend down. Now I pulled my phone out of my pocket not minding an excuse to catch up with Roc. Not that I really need one, but I knew she had her hands full being a wolf in the heart of a vampire nest.

“Roc,” she said quickly.

“It’s Ariel. We have a situation.”

“Nice to speak to you as well. I’m doing alright, can’t complain. What about you?”

I laughed. “You’re right. The few seconds to go through the proper greeting won’t matter in most situations. Opal’s missing and Boomer’s with her. We think her ex-husband was turned into a vampire and he’s stalking them.”

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me that first?”

“Well, ha ha. You taught me manners, that’s why! So, what now? Oh, by the way, I’ve got Marissa working on a seeking spell and Tyne hunting him.”

“That’s a good start. She was in Cincinnati, right? Any guess where they might be headed?”

“My guess is his pack or at least that’s what Marissa and I worked out.”

“Any other possibilities?”

“Not really, if they were smart, they would have headed here or to you.”

“It’s not always easy to think clearly when you know you’re being hunted, and he doesn’t know any of us very well.”

“Charlotte, he knows her well enough if he’s afraid of his pack getting hurt, he might go to her.”

“I’ll get Simon on this right away. It’ll turn out okay, it’s just got to.”

“Opal deserves so much more than she’s gotten lately. Once everyone’s on it, she’ll have the best working to help her.”

“She will, Ariel. Don’t worry, he must be a newbie since last time I saw him aging still affected him.”

“You’re right and young vampires aren’t very strong, but he works with a witch or some other sort of magic practitioner that is using black magic.”

“Damn, that’s not good. I’ll get Simon and let you know as soon as we plan something.”

“Tell him thanks Roc.”

“I’d best hurry.”

She hung up and I was left with time on my hands only now I felt like I was the only one not doing something. I was nearly crazy with worry and frustration by the time Blake came home. Sara, a teenager from the pack, had my children. She kept them for me while I worked and sometimes just to give me a break. I appreciated that right now while I was quietly going nuts.

“Ariel,” Blake said quietly with his low, sexy voice. “What’s wrong?”

Without me telling him, he always knew when I was worried or sad. He was the perfect mate and an incredible father. Blake started rubbing my shoulders, his fingers went to the stiff and knotted spots instinctually. He knew what he was doing, and he could play my body like a fine instrument. We’d had our problems when we had first mated, but I’d never once resented it or wished to undo it. I loved him with all my heart and soul and felt that love returned completely. So far, every white wolf that had made a connection in this supernatural world, had found their soul mate.

Each one I knew of was incredibly happy and would not do things differently if they were given the chance. I hoped someday our children would find that same happiness. White wolf matings had been fruitful also. That caused even more interest in mating with my family. Not everyone was willing to pursue a mate and take no for an answer if the interest wasn’t mutual. It had caused me a great deal of trouble personally and other members of my family had gone through their own trials.

“We’ve got a new threat. Opal’s ex-husband is a vampire and Boomer took her from the facility she’s at in an attempt to escape him.”

“What do you need me to do?”

“I’ll tell you what I’ve done so far, and you tell me what else I can do? Marissa is on a searching spell. Tyne’s is trying to hunt him down and Simon will be trying to do the same. It doesn’t seem like enough.”

“You’re right, but it’s a good start. Damon probably knows because of Marissa, but Cage needs to get the wardens on it. The more the merrier and maybe Cole and some of those who help the wardens part time might assist.”

“What about Chief?”

“What about him?”

“He’s a vampire and someone turned Nathan, her ex. What if it was Chief? That would explain the black magic.”

“Whoa, what black magic?”

“The black magic that Nathan is using to track them down.”

“I thought he was a vampire?”

“He is, but someone else is helping him with black magic.”

“You need more than just Marissa. You need help from the witch’s council.”

“Wouldn’t Marissa have said something?”

“She’s not a council witch and her connections to the council haven’t been strong. She’s used to winging it and this calls for a more ordered approach. Call Zorth, Cherry, or Harry. Any of them will know just what to do. I can call Cage if you need me to?”

It was easy to tell he still had the age-old werewolf suspicion of all things magical although he was by far one of the best at hiding it and pretending it didn’t bother him. I nodded and waited to listen to him talk to Cage. I was glad it wasn’t too late yet. Cage and Candi were still at work even though it was after office hours.

“Cage.”

“This is Blake. I needed to tell you that Ariel’s sister, Opal, is being chased by her ex-husband who is now a vampire.”

“That sounds crazy.”

“I know, but it’s true. Simon is going after him, the witches will no doubt go too because he’s being helped with black magic, but she’s a white wolf and Ariel thinks Chief might be involved.”

“Why Chief?”

“That’s what I asked too, but it makes sense. Someone turned Nathan, the ex, and someone is giving him black magic. It wasn’t a legal changing, he’s too old for approval. It’s just the kind of thing Chief would do to mess around with the white wolves. He may not even be the one who started it but sending Nathan after her now to distract everyone would be his kind of thing.”

“The timing is suspicious. I’ll see what I can get going. Where are they headed?”

“Ariel, do you know where they’re headed?” Blake whispered.

“I’m not sure, but northeast Ohio seems the most likely,” I replied.

“Did you hear?” Blake asked.

“Yes, that’s where Boomer’s pack is and his home. Would he risk it?” Cage wondered.

“It’s there or to Charlotte since she’s the reason he was with Opal and I believe he trusts Charlotte to have his back,” I said.

“It makes sense,” Cage agreed. “I’ll get on it right now. Don’t worry, Boomer’s a tough old wolf.”

“I know, but she’s my sister and she’s helpless against that man,” I replied.

Cage hung up and I knew it was time to call Harry. She would be the easiest to get an agreement out of. I pulled out my phone and pushed the button. Blake disappeared like a witch was on his tail. I would give him grief later.

“Harry.”

“Harry, it’s Ariel.”

“This late in the day, it’s bad news.”

“It’s Opal.”

“You’re oldest sister?”

“Yes. She’s being chased by her ex-husband who’s a vampire and Boomer is trying to help her. But there’s black magic and it makes me think of Chief.”

“Slow down, girl. Isn’t she somewhere for a breakdown?”

“She was, but Boomer took her and ran. Nathan, the ex-husband, is chasing them with a cloud of black magic. If they get caught, it’ll be bad.”

“You’re right. Give me some locations and tell me who else is involved.”

Again, I explained everything to her we’d told Cage and I almost had it memorized. By the time we said goodbye, I felt like I had everyone available and the best of the best on the job. I hoped it was enough.
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Chapter 3


Boomer’s Pack
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(Boomer)

The trip from Cincinnati to my pack lands was a long one. Even though they were in the same state, one, the city, was in the southwest corner while the other, my pack, was situated in the northeastern most corner. I debated the wisdom of drawing my pack into danger, but I needed time to rest, and Opal needed time to recover. We would stay at least a day and use what resources I had available to me. At that point we would decide if we would continue on to Charlotte and Drake or find another safe haven. I considered Ariel as a possibility since she would have access to witches, but I didn’t know her.

“How are you holding up?” She didn’t answer, but she looked to be awake. Maybe she was distracted or lost in her own mind. “Opal?” Now she looked at me, her eyes dazed and vacant.

“Yes?” her voice was slurred and slow. Was she under the influence of magic?

“How are you holding up?” I asked again.

“I’m alright, just a bit muddled.”

It was understandable after what she’d been through. It was sad that her family hadn’t realized, of course why would they? They hadn’t even been aware of the supernatural at the time. Opal was older and sometimes people just had health problems as they aged. It would seem sad, but not surprising. She was looking better overall and if properly fed, I was sure she would lose that gaunt look. I glanced at her hair again. It wasn’t gray, it was snow white, but it didn’t make her look old. It was quite beautiful against her sapphire blue eyes. They’d been a darker blue before. Her cheeks had a pink flush, and I tore my eyes away from the pretty picture she made. I needed to keep my eyes on the road, or we wouldn’t make it there in one piece.

When we’d first touched each other, I suspected that jolt of energy I’d received meant something. I couldn’t be completely sure what since I’d never felt anything like it before, but my mind had ideas and it wanted to run with them. I would fight for control and pray to the goddess I maintained it. All I needed now were more complications in this already crazy situation. Lately my life was full of snafus, and I just wanted peace and quiet. I had become a trouble magnet and Opal was trouble with a capital T.

We were about halfway there so I pulled in at another truck stop so we could eat and get gas. This would be our last stop barring the unexpected. I wanted her to get a good hot meal so she could recover physically. Mentally, I hadn’t the slightest idea how to proceed. I would try to help her heal her body, but her mind would require something else. We
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