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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Divorce Bites

          

          ELLA

        

      

    

    
      Anyone who tells you divorce can be amicable is straight-up lying to your face.

      Divorce with kids involved? Yeah, you may as well leave the planet because every move you make is going to be open for scrutiny.

      Whether you’re a good person or not, doesn’t mean a damn thing because in someone’s worldview, you’re the villain, and that’s all that matters.

      Practically driving on autopilot, I stare across the green, hilly landscape. Over and over I’ve prayed this move will be the right decision.

      For all of us.

      In my youth, I’d done some pretty spontaneous, albeit kinda crazy things... I took a drive to downtown Chicago by myself, with no cellphone—no protection of any kind, actually—all because I wanted to see the sights for myself. I slept with a guy once without even knowing his name. And my favorite stupid, spontaneous decision: I got married before I turned twenty.

      But this?

      Well, let’s just say it’s the craziest thing I’ve done in a good long while. Maybe ever.

      When my best friend and resident vicarious-liver, Denise, suggested I buy a house off the internet an entire state away, I thought she was nuts. Hell, she probably is nuts.

      But I did it anyway.

      So, what’s that say about me? I mean, sure, getting as far away as possible from the ex drove the bus on that decision. I’m not even gonna lie.

      But regardless, I still knew it was bonkers. I’ve never even seen the house in person. We could turn up to a total dump and be stuck with it. At this point, it would be my luck.

      On the other hand, if the house is as cool as it seemed from the pics, then this could be the adventure of a lifetime. At least my kids didn’t think I was too insane. So, that’s saying something. Or maybe they just wanted to get some distance, too.

      “How much further is this place?” Asher asks, repositioning in the passenger seat. He tugs his hood down over his eyebrows, then tips his head to the glass on his passenger side door.

      My eyes flick to the in-dash GPS and I arch my aching back.

      Lord, I’m too old for such a long drive.

      “It says we’re nearly there. Another twenty minutes,” I mutter, rolling my head from one side to the other.

      Both daughter and son groan in unison.

      “Another twenty minutes?” Avery says, leaning in between the console from the backseat. “Is that in actual time? Because I swear you said twenty minutes forty minutes ago.”

      I spit out a laugh. “Is the TikToker going through filming withdrawals?”

      “Mom,” she says, vanishing back into her seat.

      I can practically hear her roll her eyes.

      “Are you kidding? She’s been filming this whole trip,” Asher says, snickering under his breath. “Can’t you hear her making duck faces?”

      Lightning fast, Avery’s right hand snakes out and slaps her brother across the upper arm. “Shut up.”

      “Hey,” Asher says, twisting around to take a crack at hitting her back.

      I thrust my arm out as a divider between the two of them.

      “Guys, enough,” I say, busting out the ‘mom voice’ so they knew I mean business. “I know you’re both ready to get out of this cramped vehicle. I am, too. But we need to hold our shit together or Mom’s gonna lose her shit and trust me, that won’t be pretty. My ass is already numb and I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to walk straight for a week. Now’s not the time to get on my bad side.”

      “Yeah, you heard Mom. Knock it off,” Avery says. In the rearview mirror I witness her tongue flash out like she’s four and not fourteen. Without a word, I lower my eyebrows when her deep brown eyes find mine.

      “Real mature,” Asher snorts, swiping his sandy brown hair out of his eyes and turning back to face his window.

      My phone vibrates from my cupholder and on instinct, I eye the notification. Of course, it’s a text from the evil-one-who-shall-not-be-named. I sigh, fighting the urge to roll my eyes and stick out my own tongue.

      Without checking the message, I stare out the windshield and try desperately to focus on the road instead of the knot of dread forming in my stomach.

      Honestly, a text from him could only mean one of two things. He wants me to be his personal assistant, likely in an attempt to force our two teenage kids to call him, or he wants to question my parenting skills. Again.

      Either way, it’s about flexing his ‘I’m still the dad’ muscles. Apparently, because he doesn’t give a fuck what the court documents say… Or the kids for that matter. Or maybe because he isn’t comfortable being irrelevant.

      “It’s from Dad,” Avery mutters, her voice practically a whisper.

      “Yeah, I know.” I shift my gaze back to the rearview mirror just as she pulls her hood down and tightens the drawstring. She slinks into herself, wrapping her arms tightly around her torso.

      God, how did I not realize how bad it was for them?

      “What do you think he wants this time?” Asher asks. He might be seventeen, but I can still sense his fear and anxiety as it rolled off him in waves.

      “I don’t know. Do you want to look for me?” I ask, shooting him a quick glance.

      “Not overly,” he says, his gaze locked out on the passing trees.

      Me either, kid.

      I take a deep breath, then flick the phone open to reveal the message.

      

      Are you going to have Asher call me or not?

      

      Ah, so PA it is.

      I shake my head, not bothering to respond. Even if I did, he’d find some way to twist it and make it my fault they didn’t want to speak to him. God forbid he take any personal responsibility.

      Denise was right. I did need a new life. One that turned this mundane existence and flipped it on its head.

      Or flipped him on his.

      I’m not picky.

      “Why can’t he just let us be? Doesn’t he realize he’s just pissing us off more by being such a dick?” Avery says, her lips twisting to the side of her face.

      I shrug. “I honestly don’t know. If I could make sense out of that man’s brain, pretty sure we wouldn’t be where we are now.”

      “It’s because he doesn’t actually give a fuck about anyone else,” Asher says, venom leaking into his voice.

      “Language,” I hiss, twisting to give him a fixed stare.

      “Sorry,” he says, without even looking back at me. “But it’s true.”

      I reach out, placing a hand on his shoulder. “I know it seems that way, but—”

      My gaze returns to the road just in time to see an enormous white wolf race out in front of our vehicle. For the briefest of moments, I marvel at the way its fur contrasts so boldly against the lush green of the landscape.

      In the same moment, I grasp the wheel with both hands and slam on the brakes. The tires of our Highlander squeal, launching the stench of burnt rubber into the air.

      Asher’s head snaps forward and his left hand braced against the dash. “Holy shit. What was that thing?”

      My heart pounds in my ears and adrenaline courses down my arms and legs, making them shake. The wolf, on the other hand, stands just off to the side of the road with its head held high. A shiver races down my spine as its bright green eyes lock with mine. It’s almost as if it’s inspecting us, rather than the other way around.

      “What is that thing? A timber wolf?” Avery chimes in. “It’s massive.”

      Swallowing hard, I shake my head and glance at her. “I’m not sure. Maybe?”

      By the time I look back, the wolf is gone.

      “What’s going on up there?” Asher asks, raising his arm to point through the windshield.

      With my foot still firmly planted on the brake, I redirect my gaze further out. A black truck up ahead surges forward like he was being chased by hellhounds or something. Then, with a sharp swerve, it veers into the oncoming lane. Out in front of them is a smaller SUV. Its bright red paint is hard to miss as it swerves slightly to avoid the black truck’s erratic movements.

      “The road rage is real with that one,” Avery says, leaning forward. She presses her hands against both front seats as her eyes lock on the scene.

      I nod. “You’re not kidding. What the hell are they doing?”

      The black truck twists sharply to the right and clips the red SUV’s back bumper. The event puts the SUV into a spin. It does a full three-sixty before the driver floors it. The truck, on the other hand, keeps up, staying right on the red SUV’s tail.

      “Oh my god, they’re trying to run that red SUV off the road,” I cry, covering my mouth with my fingertips.

      “What do we do?” Avery cries.

      Snapped back to reality, I reach for my phone and pull up the dial pad. Someone is going to get hurt if this keeps up. We’ve got to report it.

      “Mom, are we safe? What if they come back this way?” Avery asks, panic rising at the edge of her tone.

      “Don’t worry, honey. I’m sure we’re okay,” I say, pressing the send button to 911.

      Just then, the black truck swerves again, slamming its passenger side into the red SUV. The force is enough to launch the SUV up and over the guardrail on the right-hand side.

      My mouth drops open in horror as the SUV rotates forty-five degrees in mid-air, then drops into the ravine and out of view.
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            The Only Way

          

          ELLA

        

      

    

    
      “9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” The voice on the other end of the phone echoes in my ear.

      Unfortunately, I can’t seem to get my brain to process what to do next. Instead, I stare in horror and shock at the place where the red SUV plummeted from view.

      “Oh my god. Mom, did you see that?” Avery asks, her voice now reaching octaves far higher than normal. “They just flew off the road.”

      The black truck guns it, racing off as it heads north—and away from us.

      Without thinking, I drop my phone down onto the middle console as the tiny metallic voice continues to ring out. I shift into gear and floor it.

      “Mom,” Asher cries out, grabbing hold of the door handle and squeezing hard. “What are you doing?”

      “We need to see if they’re okay. I won’t let whoever was in that car die down there alone,” I say, my voice cracking, despite my resolve.

      My heart thunders in my chest and all I can think about is... What if they have a family? What if it’s a whole family in there? Oh my god, what if there are kids in that vehicle?

      Tears stream down my face by the time I slam on the brakes and shift into park.

      “Mom don’t go—” Avery says, groping for my seat.

      “Honey, I need to check on them,” I say, unbuckling my seatbelt and opening my car door.

      “Don’t leave us here alone,” she squeals, pulling on my sleeve. “What if that psycho comes back?”

      “Mom, don’t go,” Asher says, echoing his sister’s concerns. He swallows hard, his tough exterior melting away as his whole body shakes.

      I glance down and pick up the phone. Shoving it into Asher’s hands, I say, “Talk to the dispatcher. Tell them what happened and stay on the line with them until someone from the police arrives. If you see anyone who’s not a cop or an ambulance coming down the road, get out of the car and run into the tree-line over there.” I point the direction we came from.

      “What about the wolf?” Avery squeaks, her brown eyes wide with terror.

      “Honey, what if there are kids down there?” I ask, matching her desperation. “I have to check on them, sweetie. If roles were reversed, I’d want someone to check on us, too. Stay in the car as long as you feel safe. I’ll be right back. I promise.” I reach out, pressing my hand to Avery’s cheek, then I turn to Asher. I squeeze his shoulder and point to the phone. “Talk to them.”

      Then, without another word, I close my door and race to the spot where the SUV vanished. Behind me, I hear our Highlander’s doors lock—something I taught them to do from a very young age. With a final glance over my shoulder, I mouth, “love you both,” then begin my descent down the sharp, rocky landscape.

      The sun is low, but the heat from the day is still evident as the humidity pools between my shoulders and trickles down my back after only a minute outside the air-conditioned vehicle.

      Huge boulders and rocks make up the area at first and as I make my way down into the ravine, I can’t even see the red SUV. However, the further I descend, trees and shrubbery develop and evidence of the wreck becomes apparent. Branches and leaves are scattered all over and the further I go, bigger branches and chunks of plastic, glass, and metal litter the ground.

      I see the smoke from the engine before I see the SUV itself. When it comes into view, its front bumper and hood are crumpled so far inward, I can barely make out where the engine was. The vehicle rests at an odd angle, partially on its passenger side, partially tipped downward. Every side of it is crumpled in some way, clearly having rolled its way to this final resting place.

      “Hello?” I call out, my voice wavering. “Is anyone there?”

      Half of me wants desperately to find them alive, but the other half of me is scared shitless that I’ll find them dead. Biting back the rising bile, I edge closer, trying to get a view of the cabin.

      The stench of burnt rubber, gasoline, and electricity tickles my nose and I’m suddenly acutely aware of the dangers as I approach.

      Could the vehicle explode?

      Goodness knows if this were the movies, it would blow the second I get close enough.

      A muffled groan escapes from the vehicle and without another thought, I race forward, needing to do whatever it takes to help the person—or people—inside.

      “Hello?” I repeat as I get to the driver’s side door.

      Not a single window is left on the vehicle. Instead, the shards are scattered all over the ground, inside the dash, and across the seats. I breathe a sigh of relief when I realize there are no additional passengers inside, but the driver is in desperate need of medical attention.

      Blood gushes from his head and he blinks hard to focus on me as I grab hold of the door.

      “Oh my god,” I breathe, floating my gaze inside the cab.

      Not only is he barely coherent, but he’s hanging by a thread. The front dashboard is practically resting in his lap and something metallic has been shoved from the engine and lodged itself into the middle of his torso. I swallow hard, forcing down the contents in my stomach that are threatening to come back up.

      “Please, you have to—” the man begins, extending a bloody left arm out the broken window toward me. His voice is a raspy whisper as he waves to me, urging me to bend closer.

      My eyebrows tip up and my heart breaks for him. There’s nothing I can do to help save this man. He’s going to die and I’m going to be here to witness it.

      I clear my throat, trying to be strong for him as I bend in. “I’m so sorry,” I whisper.

      His chocolate brown eyes are wild with fear and he gropes for my hands. “You have to tell her...” He takes a labored breath, coughing up blood. It spurts across the steering wheel as he turns away from me. When he turns back, the color has drained from his face. “Tell Clem I love her.”

      I nod, my head bobbing on my neck like a bobblehead. “Of course.” I reach out, placing my hand over his extended arm. I have no idea who this Clem is, but I’ll do whatever I can to make sure she gets the message.

      The man seems appeased by this and his eyes drift closed as he takes a slow, rattly breath from his nose. When his eyes reopen, I double-take, and stumble back. Gone is the chocolate color and instead, his irises have an unearthly golden glow. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms rise and my breath hitches. Every inch of me is screaming to run—run far away.

      With more energy than I thought he’d be capable of, the man lunges forward in his seat. The sound of metal slicing through meat and bone makes my skin crawl as he reaches out of the vehicle and grabs hold of me. In a swift motion, he pulls me forward until my knees hit the side of the door.

      His grip is insanely strong as he holds onto me and even if I wanted to run, I wouldn’t be able to. Between his ridiculously strong grasp and the power rolling off of him, my body locks up—clearly going into freeze mode.

      God, why can’t fight be my go-to-F response?

      “I’m sorry,” he mutters, blood spewing from his lips. It splatters against my cheek and I tip my face away out of reflex. His golden eyes flash again as he takes another labored breath. “Please believe me—this is the only way.”

      I clutch at his hand and shake my head. “What is?” I ask, my voice rising with the question.

      A heady energy surges, surrounding myself and the man like we’re in the middle of a tornado, despite nothing of the sort going on. Before I can do anything, he yanks me closer until I’m practically in the vehicle along with him. Then, in a movement so swift, I barely registered it—his teeth plunge into my bicep.
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            DOA

          

          ELLA

        

      

    

    
      A scream erupts from my lips as I try to claw myself out of the man’s grasp. Blood gushes down my arm, soaking the side of the man’s face as it trails to my wrist.

      “Let go,” I cry, pressing my right hand against the side of his face.

      Energy explodes around us, surging like a storm. It shakes the branches and even the birds in the trees scatter. Then, as suddenly as this nightmare began, the man’s teeth disengage and he slumps backward in his seat, spent.

      I grope at my wound, feeling the rush of blood spurt between my fingertips. Stumbling back, I stare, dumbfounded at the ashen face of the man.

      “What the fuck?” I spit, blinking back my horror and surprise.

      Stones and pebbles skitter into the ravine and my attention snaps to the right. With all that’s happened, my heart is about to leap from my chest and make a run for it. When nothing happens, I shake it off and turn back to the vehicle. The man inside hasn’t moved and now I’m scared to death to even check in on him.

      Could he be…?

      Swallowing hard, I take a tentative step toward him, keeping a close eye on his chest and noting the lack of movement.

      Suddenly, the brush to the right moves and another man steps into view. Again, my heart leaps into my throat and within microseconds, I assess whether or not he’s a danger. However, the distraught expression he holds tells me he’s no threat.

      “Are you hurt?” the man asks, rushing over to the scene.

      His emerald eyes lock with mine for the briefest of moments as he points to my arm. Something in his discerning gaze makes me feel incredibly uncomfortable. It’s like he can see right through to the core of me, stripping me down.

      Stray beams of sunlight bounce off his dark brown hair, creating a soft glow of red and gold in the depths. Streaks of gray tickle at his temples, hinting at his age being closer to my own.

      It’s then that I realize he must have been swimming nearby or something. He’s clad in a pair of Hawaiian swim trunks—and that’s it.

      Despite myself, I stare in awe at the sheer masculinity of his upper body. He sports a golden tan and more muscle on a man than I’ve seen in my entire life—unless of course, you count all the covers of smutty books I keep on my ebook reader. Goodness knows the ex didn’t come with pecs like that.

      Snaking up his arms are dark tattoos, but from this distance it’s hard to tell what any of them mean without totally staring.

      And boy, I wouldn’t mind staring…

      He also has a bold, tribal moon tattoo seared into his chest on the left hand side.

      “Miss?” he says, taking another step closer and snapping his fingers in front of my face. “Are you all right?”

      I shake my head, coming to my senses. “No—I mean, yes. I’m fine. It’s him you should be worried about. Someone ran him off the road. I think he might be…” My voice squeaks with emotion. Why can’t I ever hold myself together?

      The man looks over his shoulder, his eyes scanning the man in the SUV. Without even checking for a pulse, he declares, “He’s gone.”

      My mouth gapes open. “But how can you be so sure? I mean—”

      “I can just tell. It’s in the air,” he says, taking a deep breath and turning back to me. There’s a hint of sorrow buried in his expression.

      “Did you,” I begin, glancing at the body of the man in the SUV, “know him?”

      He takes a beat, his head dropping slightly before whispering, “Yeah. I knew him.”

      “Oh, shit. I’m so sorry. I came down as soon as I saw what happened. We called 9-1-1.” I point up toward the street.

      The man glances the direction of my finger, his lashes beating against his cheeks with his thoughts. Suddenly, he glances back at me, his jaw hardening. “What happened there?” He tips his chin toward my arm.

      “I got a little too close,” I say, still holding onto my bicep. “He must have been delirious because he bit me. I just hope I don’t turn into a zombie or something now.” I laugh awkwardly, trying to make light of a situation that’s turned far too grim for my comfort.

      God, I suck at intense situations.

      The man’s dark eyebrows knit together, but he doesn’t say anything.

      I clear my throat. “Joke. It was a joke.”

      “Ah,” he says. Tilting his head like he has some sort of supersonic hearing, he closes his eyes. “You should go.”

      “The paramedics should be on their way. I want to make sure he’s—”

      “I got this,” the man says, his face hardening until it’s devoid of any kind of emotion.

      “But, the police—” I rebut.

      “I saw what happened here, too. I can take care of it,” he says more forcefully as he reaches out, spinning me toward the way I came.

      “Hang on a second,” I spit, spinning myself back around. “I didn’t see you. If you saw the whole thing, where were you?”

      “In the woods,” he says, as if it’s completely obvious.

      “Looking like that?” I say, before I can help myself.

      The guy actually smirks at me. “Is there a dress code for nature?”

      I take a step back, flustered. “Well, no. It’s just that—”

      “Look, you’re shaken up. I get it. This was pretty traumatic. I’m just trying to help out so you don’t have to worry about all of this,” he says, trying too hard to sound reasonable.

      However, after years of dealing with the ex, I know a condescending tone when I hear one.

      I plaster on a smile. “Well, thank you for your concern, but I think I’ll just stay here until the authorities arrive. Besides, I need to deliver a message for him.” I point to the dead guy and try not to shudder.

      Tall, tanned, and egotistical steps into my space. “What message?”

      I hold my ground, pressing my fingertips against his rock-hard pecs in the hopes it will make him take a step back. He doesn’t budge.

      “The message isn’t for you,” I spit, refusing to be the first to move.

      He makes a noise that sounds suspiciously like a growl.

      I jut my chin out and place my hands on my hips. I can be a stubborn ass when I want to be, and for whatever reason, this guy is pressing down all those buttons.

      Thankfully, he takes a blissful step back, giving me a chance to breathe. Then, he turns, pinching the bridge of his nose. “How do you know the message wasn’t for me?”

      “Well, for starters, you don’t look much like a her,” I say, casting him a knowing look.

      Relief floods his features. “It was for Clem?”

      I pinch my lips tight.

      He nods to himself, apparently happy with my reaction.

      Jerk.

      “Well, how are you going to get the message to her if you don’t even know who she is?” the guy asks.

      “I’m resourceful,” I say, shrugging.

      “Sure,” he nods. “Or…you could give me the message and I can pass it on to her.”

      “How do I know I could even trust you?” I fire back.

      His eyes flash a warning. “You don’t.”

      A shudder involuntarily skitters up my spine, but my vision swims slightly. I fight back the urge to sit down.

      “Are you okay?” the man asks, reaching out for me.

      “I’m fine,” I say, batting back his hands.

      “It doesn’t look that way to me.”

      My eyebrows rise of their own accord and I shoot him a pointed stare. “Yeah, well, looks can be deceiving.”

      His features tighten again and he takes another step back.

      Must have hit a nerve. Good.

      “If you’re Mr. Know-It-All, who’s Clem and how do I find her?” I say, trying hard not to let by body sway.

      “She’s my sister,” he says matter-of-factly.

      My gaze floats back to the dead guy. “He was your brother-in-law?”

      The man’s nostrils flare and his face screws up a bit before leveling out. “Yeah,” he says, refusing to meet my stare.

      “Shit. Now I feel like an ass,” I mutter, turning around.

      Leave it to me to go all defiant on a grieving man. No wonder he’s such a jerk right now.

      A piercing howl cuts through the relative silence of the woods and the pitch makes every nerve in my body turn into a live wire.

      I spin around. “We saw a huge timber wolf before all of this went down. You don’t think—”

      “You should go. Now,” he says, his green eyes blazing into mine. “I can’t protect you here.”

      “Protect me? What about you?” I say. It’s not like he has a gun or something buried in those swim trunks.

      “Go—” the man barks out. “I’ve got this.”

      He no sooner says the words when a pack of three of the largest wolves I’ve ever seen burst into the ravine, their hackles raised and teeth bared.
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            Run For Your Life

          

          ELLA

        

      

    

    
      Every cell in my body screams to run. Run far, run fast, and never look back.

      But my damn feet refuse to move. Goddamn freeze response.

      “Go,” the man growls at me, turning his back to me as he focuses on the three wolves as they spread out and begin to circle.

      One of the wolves snarls, snapping his teeth as it lunges forward. The man widens his stance, his broad shoulders popping in anticipation.

      “Are you deaf? Get out of here.” The desperation in the man’s voice knocks something loose inside my brain.

      Who am I? I’m no fucking hero. If anything, I’d be in his way.

      A single thought cycles through my mind: Get help.

      Without another thought, I turn from the mangled car, the dead man, and the one ready to take on three damn scary wolves. I take off running, racing from the ravine and back the way I’d come.

      With any luck, the police and paramedics will be here and they’ll be able to do something about the wolves. If nothing else, the police should have guns...

      Loud snarls and the snapping of multiple jaws erupt behind me and it pushes me to run faster. My quads scream as I climb back up the rocky landscape. The whole time I pray the wolves don’t follow me. I’m too old to give up much of a fight. But I also pray that the man in the swim trunks will be okay. He’s barely got a stitch of clothing on to protect him from the ferocity of those wolves.

      Numerous times, I trip over my own two feet as I clamber over the loose gravel and boulders on my way up to the road. By the time I reach the top, my body is quaking from the burst of adrenaline and sheer terror.

      “Mom—” Avery screams as she kicks open the door to the backseat of our Highlander.

      The beautiful sound of sirens greets me as I collapse into my daughter’s arms. Before I know it, Asher is there, too, his gangly teenager arms wrapping around us both.

      “What happened down there?” Asher asks, his voice barely a whisper as he squeezes tighter. “Are you hurt?”

      “I’m fine. But the driver—” I say, fighting back the fresh tears springing to my eyes as grief and relief mix together. “The driver’s dead and the wolves—”

      Avery pulls back. “There were wolves down there?”

      I nod. “There’s another man. He saw the whole thing, too, but he’s still down there. He’s trying to...” Swallowing hard, I push up to a stand and wave my arms for the ambulance. “We need to get him some help.”

      “There’s another guy?” Asher repeats.

      The ambulance comes to a halt right behind our vehicle just as two squad cars pull in.

      I nod to Asher but make my way to the emergency personnel.

      A female cop is the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Divorce Bites
      


      		
        2. The Only Way
      


      		
        3. DOA
      


      		
        4. Run For Your Life
      


      		
        5. Tabula Rasa
      


      		
        6. Underwear Ghost and Other Scary Stories
      


      		
        7. Hot Mess Express
      


      		
        8. The Omega
      


      		
        9. A Second Wind
      


      		
        10. Promise Kept
      


      		
        11. Enemies and Allies
      


      		
        12. Is Nothing Sacred?
      


      		
        13. Under Pressure
      


      		
        14. Law of the Bitten
      


      		
        15. What's happening to me?
      


      		
        16. Invocation
      


      		
        17. What in the actual?
      


      		
        18. Destined for more
      


      		
        19. Focus On Me
      


      		
        20. Performance Anxiety
      


      		
        21. I shouldn't even be here
      


      		
        22. Resurrection
      


      		
        23. Dark Night of the Soul
      


      		
        24. Big Girl Panties
      


      		
        25. The New Alpha
      


      		
        26. Delirious
      


      		
        Midlife Wolf Pack
      


      		
        A Note From the Author
      


      		
        Can’t Wait for More Accidental Alpha?
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Midlife Wolf Pack


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/midlife-wolf-bite-sRGB-1200-70.jpg
=>4

ACCIDENTAL ALPHA - BOOK 1

IDLIFE

\ | A f%;
\ INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR /“M\ /

CA@BOSSA ANDREWS







