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Book Description

In a thrilling mystery series, follow a fearless, middle-aged sleuth as she unravels chilling cases reminiscent of Kolchak the Night Stalker. Prepare to be captivated by the eerie adventures of our modern-day Nancy Drew.

In the small, tight-knit community of Black Water, cousins Pacie and Irma are more than just family; they're a formidable force against evil. When werewolf attacks threaten the town's peace, the duo is thrust into a whirlwind of danger, deception, and dark secrets. As they delve deeper into the mystery, they uncover chilling truths about the town's history and its supernatural underbelly.

As Pacie and Irma struggle to unmask the werewolves that have been tormenting the town, they're joined by their friends Bart and Johnny, forming an unlikely team of heroes. Together, they navigate the tangled labyrinth of werewolf lore, navigating complex relationships and risking everything to protect their loved ones and the community they cherish.

"Wolf" is a gripping paranormal mystery that weaves together elements of suspense, horror, and human emotion. Filled with richly drawn characters, dark secrets, and heart-pounding action, this novel is an unforgettable journey into the heart of darkness and the power of friendship.

Join Pacie, Irma, and their friends as they face their greatest challenge yet, in a battle that will test their courage, their loyalty, and their very humanity. Will they emerge victorious, or will they succumb to the darkness that threatens to consume them all? Find out in "Wolf”, the third installment of Pacie Rose Mysteries, a spellbinding tale of bravery, love, and the indomitable human spirit.
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1
Wet Dog

As the warmth of the August sun began to wane, Kristin Musgrave stepped out of her home, situated just across from the picturesque Sugar Sand Park. She ensured that a podcast was playing on her cellphone before securing it in the pocket of her armband, and double-checked that her earbuds were snugly in place. The sun was gradually descending towards the horizon, casting a golden glow on the scene as she embarked on her late afternoon jog that Friday.

The delicate, sweet scent of gardenias filled the air, their fruity aroma teasing her senses as she crossed the road to Sugar Sand Park. Here, winding forest trails stretched between the quaint town of Black Water and the imposing Bulwark Nuclear Power Plant, which stood beside the vast expanse of Lake Michigan.

The park was alive with activity: children clambered on monkey bars and gleefully swung on swings, while Kristin gracefully navigated through the open grass field. She passed a father and son, who were happily engaged in a game of catch with a baseball. Pressing on, she headed for her preferred jogging route, a path with a combination of inclines to challenge her cardiovascular fitness and flat stretches for recovery, making the exercise more enjoyable and less of a chore.

Today, seeking a change of pace, Kristin decided to forgo the main trailhead and explore a lesser-known path further to the east, towards the rising gibbous moon. This celestial body was just a few days shy of transforming into a full Blue Moon.

As Kristin ventured onto the tree-shrouded path, she immediately felt the refreshing coolness provided by the leafy canopy above. With ample time to complete her half-hour jog before the sun dipped below the horizon and darkness crept in, she allowed her thoughts to drift to her evening plans. After showering, she would slip into her comfortable, loose-fitting shorts and a soft, well-worn t-shirt, ready to unwind on the couch with a movie, perhaps a comedy or something suspenseful. She resolved to browse the television listings later.

It had been some time since Kristin last traversed this trail, and she had forgotten how it meandered deep into the woods before looping towards the power plant and eventually returning to the park. As the trees grew denser and the air dimmer, she slowed her pace, suddenly overcome by an inexplicable sense of foreboding. The unmistakable odor of a wet dog halted her in her tracks, an unusual and disconcerting scent that awakened her primal instincts. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, a sensation she had never encountered before. Something felt amiss. Then she detected movement among the trees, accompanied by a snort from a nearby thicket. A white-tailed deer gracefully crossed the path, about forty feet ahead of her.

Kristin let out a sigh of relief; it was just a harmless doe. The charming deer turned its head to gaze at her, while a majestic, auburn buck joined its side and raised its white tail. Captivated by the scene, she slid her phone from its armband and snapped a picture.

Suddenly, her enchantment turned to terror as something large and beast-like assaulted the buck, while another creature lunged at the doe. Frozen in fear, Kristin couldn't move, partly because her body refused to respond, and partly because she didn't want to draw the attention of the predators as they savagely clawed and bit at the shrieking deer. She hoped that, by remaining motionless, she might blend in as a tree trunk or a shadow cast by a nearby pine tree.

As the creatures continued to devour the cloven-hoofed animals, Kristin cautiously took a step back, then another. She reasoned that if she moved slowly enough, they might not notice her. And even if they did, she would be a less enticing meal compared to their fresh catch. The monsters remained focused on their prey, thankfully not sparing her a glance. But she knew that once their feast was over, they might crave something sweet for dessert. She imagined her tender, furless skin making a delectable treat.

Seizing her chance, Kristin sprinted away, faster than a frightened rabbit—or so she believed. Yet, she feared it wasn't nearly fast enough. Whatever those creatures were, they appeared large and likely as swift as any wild animal. As she raced through the forest, desperate to reach the safety of her home, she couldn't help but wonder how secure it would be. Those things seemed powerful, and breaking into her house would likely be effortless for them.

Clutching her phone, which she hadn't had time to slide back into the armband, Kristin felt it slip from her sweaty grasp. The sudden jerk yanked the earbuds from her ears as the device tumbled to the ground. Stopping to retrieve it wasn't an option, she reasoned, as she raced towards the light at the end of the trail.

Emerging from the forest's shadows and into the park's light felt like awakening from a nightmarish dream, but the threat was all too real and could be right on her heels. As Kristin dashed across the grassy field, her screams pierced the air, drawing everyone's attention.

"Run! There's something in the woods!"

Determined to reach her house, she sprinted past the playground, shouting for people to evacuate, but only a few seemed to respond. Could they not hear her warning? Though desperate to stop and catch her breath, she refused to let the creatures, whatever they were, track her to her home. She crossed the road and raced to her front door, her heart pounding in her chest.

Fumbling to retrieve the house key from her armband, she struggled to steady her trembling hands and insert the key into the lock. Once she finally managed to unlock the door, she darted inside and locked it behind her. For a moment, she stood motionless, as if the beasts were lurking just outside. Hearing nothing out of the ordinary, she cautiously approached the front window.

Peering out at the park, she observed a mix of reactions. Some people were leaving, while others carried on with their activities, apparently unfazed by the sight of a woman running at full speed and screaming as though her life depended on it.

Scanning the area beyond the field, Kristin's gaze fixed on the trail from which she had emerged. No creatures were chasing after parents and children, no screams of terror rang out, and there were no signs of the beasts she had encountered. Perhaps they were still feasting on their prey, or their hunger had been satiated, and they had retreated to their lairs to rest.

Recalling her lost cellphone on the trail, Kristin realized she needed to call the police. She hoped that someone in the park had already alerted the authorities after witnessing her frantic warnings about the creatures in the woods. However, the people who remained seemed untroubled by the ordeal.

Feeling secure enough to move, she entered her office and used Skype on her computer to contact the police. Now, she just needed to convince them that she wasn't delusional.

"We'll send someone out to take a look," the officer assured her. "Will you be available if we need you to show us where it happened?"

The thought of returning to the scene filled Kristin with dread, but she knew that if she didn't face her fears, she might never again feel comfortable jogging down the trails she once cherished, just across the road. "Yes, Officer. If necessary, I can show you where it happened," she agreed.

Determined to share her harrowing experience, Kristin decided to visit BlackWaterSleuths.com and inform Pacie and Irma about the terrifying ordeal she had just endured.
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2
Quiver

"I've got a new hobby for you," Johnathon Armstrong announced from behind the counter of the Good Old Days Antique Shop. He produced a canvas-covered longbow and a worn leather quiver brimming with arrows from beneath the counter.

"I don't need a new hobby," Pacie Rose replied, eyeing the aged archery set. "Is that your latest find?"

"It is. But it's too good to sell." Johnathon carefully removed the five-foot-long bow from the tattered canvas bag and laid it gently on the countertop. "It's old, but in excellent condition. I believe someone handcrafted it from yew wood and barely used it."

Pacie lifted the bow from the counter and stood it on end next to her. "It's so tall."

"Tall and straightforward. It's the honest weapon of the common man."

"I haven't shot a bow and arrow since I was a kid, and even then, it wasn't much."

"Just watch some videos, and you'll get the hang of it," Johnathon encouraged.

Pacie grasped the hand-stitched leather grip and pulled back on the string with the other, feigning a shot. "You don't happen to have a target here, do you?"

"No, I don't. But you've got some old hay bales over at your place, right? Stack them up and create your own target. Or visit the archery shop in town." Johnny observed Pacie handling the bow, her uncallused fingers tightening the string. "While you're there, it's not a bad idea to pick up a shooting glove and an arm guard."

Pacie set the bow back on the countertop. She traced a finger along the black-and-white striped feathers of the arrows jutting out from the worn quiver. "This might be fun, but why do you think I need a new hobby?"

Johnathon shrugged. "I don't, really. I just thought you might enjoy it. If you don't want it, I'll keep it for myself. Unfortunately, I don't have the land to use it, but you do."

Pacie imagined Katniss Everdeen, fighting to win the Hunger Games with her bow and quiver of arrows stashed in a hollow log. "Okay, it might be kind of fun to play around with."

The floor creaked behind them, and they turned to see Irma approaching, Mr. Dibble by her side.

"Whatcha got there?"

"Johnny thinks I need a new hobby," Pacie explained.

"Archery? Maybe you can shoot some rodents with it. Like those groundhogs burrowing around your property," Irma suggested.

"What?" Pacie shook her head. "I'm not going to do that. I'll just call Oscar if I have a problem."

"Just kidding. But you do have those old outbuildings and critters running around," Irma stated matter-of-factly. "Anyway, I came down here to tell you that I got an email from a Kristin Musgrave. She was jogging through the woods at Sugar Sand Park and saw some large animals attacking deer right in front of her."

"What did they look like?" Pacie asked, watching Johnny put the bow back into its bag.

"She mentioned it had hair like a bear, stray dog, or a wolf. And it was tall, like a human, but more muscular."

"Bears rarely come this far south, but it's possible. Doesn't sound like a dog or wolf because of the size."

"It had a foul odor and was like nothing she'd ever seen," Irma said, pausing before adding, "I think Bigfoot is a possibility."

Pacie gave Irma a skeptical look. "Well, we'll check it out."

"I told her we'd be over soon to talk to her."

Glancing at her watch, Pacie said, "It's seven-thirty. It'll be dark in an hour. We'd better get going."

Johnny picked up the bow and arrow. "Like I always say, be careful."

Taking the archery set from Johnny, Pacie kissed him. "Don't worry about us; we know how to take care of ourselves."

Johnny raised his eyebrows, giving her a look of disbelief. "I don't know about that. I think you've just gotten lucky so far."

"Well, I'd love to stay and discuss the matter with you, and how you're worried about nothing," Pacie said with a wink. "But we've got to get going before it's dark."

"Call me if you need help," Johnny called after them as they stepped out the back door of the shop.

Although Pacie and Irma rarely needed to call Johnny for help, it had happened. Pacie didn't like having to rely on him at times, but it was reassuring nonetheless.

The apricot hues of the sky cast a warm glow over the
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