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Chapter 1
New Chapter


These 2 chapters are samples of "Black Wolf on Tour", the third
in the "Black Wolf" series.  This ebook may be purchased at
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4390.  Others in the
series are "Black Wolf: Lakota Man," “Black Wolf at Rosebud,” and
"Black Wolf: Loco Lobo."

 



 

“I need a man who’s not afraid of
what I feel, in all its shades.

I need a man whose soul runs
deep; who understands love is for keeps.”

 

 

 

 

 

Ch   1 — Drive-thru

 

 

Joaquin Black Wolf, drummer for the band Black Wolf,
answered a knock at his hotel room, smiling in anticipation.
  When he opened the door, an iron fist smashed into his
face, sending his long hair flying and him staggering back.  A
strange man stood in his doorway, his feet planted, his jaws
flexing as he shook the pain from his right fist.

“You are such a pig!” the stranger accused as he flung
a note on the floor and jabbed an index finger at him.  “If
you ever do something like that to my sister again, I’ll
break you in half!  You got that?”  When Joaquin
nodded, the man stormed away.

Stunned, the Lakota held his face and worked his jaw back and
forth.  Joaquin, Quin[i] to his family,
broke hearts from New York to LA with reckless abandon. His
brothers called his choice of dates “drive-thrus” — quick, easy and
cheap, and he had been expecting one to be at his door just
then.

He caught his reflection in the mirror when he closed the
door.  His arrow straight black hair gleamed under the lights
and spilled down his shoulders.  An aqua T-shirt complimented
his skin tone.  Jeans fit his long limbs well, and boots added
to his tall height.  Still shaken, he sat on the edge of the
bed and tried to figure out what happened.

 

* * *

 

Black Wolf kicked off its official tour in Atlanta,
promoting its second CD.  The four brothers went to Atlanta a
day early to conduct interviews and lay the groundwork for the
tour.  That night, after the publicity commitments had been
met, Quin’s two oldest brothers, Caleb and Matthew, went back to
their rooms. His third brother, Jay, and he went out for
dinner.   

At the restaurant, Quin scoped out the clientele, looking at all
the beautiful women.  What did he feel like tonight?  A
pixie-ish blonde ate at the table by the window.  Or how about
the tall brunette by the bar? 

Oh, wait!  A stunning young woman sat at one table, her
honey brown hair twisted away from her face.  Quin watched as
she talked with the young man sitting with her.  She held
herself with graceful elegance and her laugh tripped across the
room, tickling Quin’s ears.  When the most amazing hazel eyes
he had ever seen looked at him, he raised his glass.  Crimson
blushed across her cheek just before she turned away. 

A moment later, their eyes met again.  He felt sure now of
her interest and gave her his most charming smile.  When she
smiled back, he knew he was home free.  Using his
tried-and-true method, as he left, he slipped her a note, giving
his hotel and room number, and instructions to meet him in an
hour.

Now, here he sat, his note crumpled on the floor and his left
eye developing a shiner.  His drive-thru just blew
up. 

 

* * *

 

The next morning, the brothers met in Caleb’s room to head out
together for a photo shoot.

“Misúŋ[ii], what happened
to you?”  Matthew asked, staring at Quin’s shiner when he came
in.

“I ran into a door.”

Caleb walked over to take a closer look.  “A door,
huh?  A door with a fist, maybe.”  Seeing that Joaquin
didn’t plan on volunteering any information, Caleb studied the
bruise.  “Let’s hope they can cover it up for the
shoot.”  When Quin only shrugged, Caleb added, “Let’s go.”

The brothers soon entered the photography studio for the
appointment their publicist Larry had set up.

Larry met them there. “Hi, guys.”

“Hey, Larry,” Matthew answered.

“You ready for this?” the publicist asked.

“Well, except for this.”  Caleb pushed Joaquin forward for
his inspection.

“Ouch!”  He grimaced.  “I’m sure they can fix that in
makeup.”  He gestured toward a door.  “Come on
through.  I want you to meet the photographer who, like we
discussed, will be traveling with you to document this tour.” 
Larry led them to the back studio.

“Jade McLain, I’d like you to meet Black
Wolf.” 

A young woman leaned over a counter, working with her
camera.  She straightened and turned around to meet
them. 

“This is Caleb,” they shook hands, “and Jay,” who nodded,
“Matthew,” who also shook hands with Jade, “and Joaquin.” 

Jade frowned.  “Yeah, we’ve met already.”  She leaned
over to peer at his face.  “I see you met my brother,
too.”

Quin’s jaw muscle twitched when he recognized her from the night
before.  He refused to be intimidated or shamed by those
accusing eyes, and he needed to hide his anger at being confronted,
so his expression became wary.

Caleb’s sharp look jabbed at Quin.  What had his little
brother done now?  “You care to explain?”

“Let’s just say I got my signals crossed.”

“Your signals crossed?” Jade interrupted.  “What
signals?”

“You were giving me the come-on last night…you smiled at
me.  Why didn’t you tell me who you were?”

“Tell you who I was?  When did I have time? 
I smiled at you because I knew I’d be working with your band, but
you thought that meant I wanted to sleep with you?” 
She shook her head, her eyes filled with disgust.  “Ray should
have wrung your neck!” 

She spoke to Caleb.  “My brother, Ray, and I were having a
nice dinner together the last night before I go on tour with your
band.  I smiled at your brother — once.  The
next thing I know, I’ve got a note with his hotel room number on
it, telling me to meet him in an hour.  How sick is
that?”  She turned back to Joaquin.  “Does that
honestly work for you?”

He stood like a stone, refusing to answer, wishing to be
anywhere but there at that moment.

At his stubborn silence, Caleb spoke up.  “Jade, I
apologize for him.  I don’t know what’s wrong with him lately,
but you won’t have any more trouble, I promise.”  With the
last words, he glared at Joaquin, making sure his threat
registered.

Quin felt his brothers staring holes into him and he gritted his
teeth in the face of their disapproval. He wanted to spin around on
his heel and walk out, or laugh it off and forget the whole matter.
However, with Jade traveling as their photographer, he needed to
make an attempt to smooth things over or else face his brothers’
wrath.

“Ms. McLain, please accept my apology.  I’m sorry I behaved
badly.”  He held out his hand.  “Peace?”

Sensing his insincerity, she shook it, her reluctance clear on
her face.  “Peace.  But you only get one.”

Fearful of something else going wrong, Larry clapped his hands
together.  “Okay. Now that that’s settled, let’s get this
party started.”

 

* * *

 

Once Quin’s shiner had been seen to, Jade motioned toward her
set-up. “Okay, guys.  If you would, just sit anywhere in these
chairs and get comfortable.”  Four armchairs of different
colors sat in a circle.  A keyboard, a pair of drumsticks, and
a few guitars lay scattered around.

Caleb went straight to the red chair, Matthew to the black,
leaving the blue and white chairs.  Joaquin hesitated, so Jay
sat in the blue one.  It told Jade a little about their
personalities: red for the one who took charge, black for the
conservative personality.  In her mind, a good photographer
had to be a little bit of a psychologist as well.  If she knew
what made them tick, she knew how to get a good picture.

“I’m just going to do a study today — nothing formal or
posed.  I want you to talk to each other — or to me — about
whatever you want.  The show tonight would be good, or what
you want for supper afterward.  Anything.”  She started
circling them, adjusting the lighting.  “If you want to pick
up a guitar or the drumsticks while you’re talking, please
do.  That’s what they’re there for.”

“Why?” Jay asked. 

“Because I want you to be completely relaxed.  If you’re
the most relaxed when you play, then play.”

Joaquin picked up the drumsticks and began to beat them on the
arm of his chair, filling the air with a nervous
staccato. 

“Oh, okay.”  Jay picked up a guitar.  “What are you
studying, anyway?”

“Your styles.”  She smiled at him.  “The way you hold
your head when you talk, the way you move, you facial expressions,
that kind of thing.  If I’m going to get any decent candid
shots during the tour, I need to know how you handle
yourselves.”

She started clicking.  “So, talk.”

At first, they felt unsure of what to say, so she got them
started.  “I know you travel on a tour bus.  What’s the
funniest thing that’s ever happened to you on it?”

That reminded them of leaving Lainie behind in Oklahoma. 
While it hadn’t been funny at the time, it became one of their
favorite stories.  They reminisced while Jade circled and
knelt and stood on a stepladder, click-click-clicking all the
while.

“Who’s Lainie?” Jade asked.

“Lainie Two Kettles, my fiancée,” Matthew answered. 

“I couldn’t believe it when Sara called,” Caleb
chuckled. 

“Now, who’s Sara?” Jade interrupted.

“My wife.  She asked to speak to Lainie knowing
Lainie wasn’t on the bus.”

“The look on your face.” Jay shook his head, his eyes
shining at the humorous image.

“Him and Matthew, both,” Quin agreed, forgetting himself.

“Oh, I wish I could have been there to take a picture,” Jade
joined in.  At the sound of her voice, Quin’s eyes flickered
toward her, the smile on his face dying.  A guarded expression
took its place.

“Lucky for you, she forgave you.” Caleb reached across and poked
Matthew’s shoulder.

“Hey!  It was her fault, too,” Matthew frowned, making his
defense.  “She never told anyone she was getting off the
bus.”

In a few minutes, Jade asked them to take turns standing in
front of a screen, holding one of the instruments they normally
played.  She also told them to keep talking to each other.

“So, Matthew,” Jade spoke behind her camera while she focused on
him and the keyboard, “How’d you meet Lainie?”

“We met when I went up to Rosebud for Caleb and Sara’s
wedding.”  He ran his fingers up and down the keys, wishing
the keyboard was plugged in.

“Rosebud?”

“Yeah, in South Dakota.  It’s one of the Sioux
reservations.  Our parents are from there.”

“Oh, I see.  So, Lainie grew up there?”

“Yep.  Except for college, she’s been there all her
life.”  Matthew’s eyes held a soft glow as he spoke of
Lainie.  “She’ll move to Austin when we get married,
though.”

“I bet you’re excited about the wedding.”

“Ooohhh, yeeaaahhh!” Matthew crowed as he played the keyboard in
front of the screen, a wide grin on his face.

Next, Caleb picked up a guitar and stood for his pictures.

“How’d you and Sara meet?” Jade asked as she adjusted the
lighting.

“Oh, wait!” Matthew held his hand up.  “Let me tell
it.”

“Sure.  Go ahead.”  Caleb ducked his head, covering
his embarrassment by trying to get the guitar strap straight.

Matthew shifted in his chair before he began. “We’re all in the
recording studio, waiting for our sound engineer.  This
strange woman, who turned out to be Sara, walks up and asks if we
know where someone is.  We don’t.  So, she starts to go,
but stops and stares at Caleb for a long time.  Then, she
walks up to him, whispers something, and kisses him, right
out of the blue.” 

“You’re kidding me!” Jade looked at Matthew and back to
Caleb.  “What’d you do?”

“I — uh — I let her kiss me.”

“Yeah, and spent the next month tripping over his own tongue,”
Matthew teased.  “She wouldn’t go out with him and that about
killed him.”  Jay and Matthew laughed at Caleb’s
discomfort.  Quin gave a sad smile in acknowledgment, refusing
to join in the merriment.

Finally, staring at his siblings, Caleb growled, “I didn’t see
her trying to kiss your ugly mugs.”

After a few more shots of Caleb and his guitar, Jade nodded to
Jay for his turn.  He hadn’t spoken much since they’d been
there.

“Do you have anyone special?” Jade asked, trying to break the
ice.

“Yeah.  Betsy.”

“Betsy?  Is she from Rosebud?”

“No.  Austin.”

“She didn’t walk up and kiss you out of the blue, did
she?”  Jade grinned.

“Uh, no.”  When Jay didn’t offer any further information,
Jade glanced over her shoulder at Caleb. 

“He’s the strong, silent type, huh?”

“ˈFraid so.” Caleb shrugged.  “I’m surprised you got that
much out of him.”

“Well, Jay,” she returned her attention to him, “at least tell
me if you love her or not.”

Jay gazed at Jade for a moment.  “With all my heart.” 
The camera clicked at that instant, capturing one of the most
poignant pictures Jade ever took.






[i] Quin – pronounced ‘keen’

 




[ii] Misúŋ - Lakota
term for “younger brother” [mee-SUNG]

 





﻿










Chapter 2
New Chapter


Ch   2 — What’s Not To Love?

 

 

“Okay, drummer boy, you’re up.” Jade nodded to Quin, trying to
keep it light.  Standing, he walked over to the spot she’d
indicated.  He pulled at the knees of his jeans to straighten
them and swung his long hair behind his shoulders.

“Sorry I don’t have a drum set here, “she apologized.  “Can
you play air drums?”

Quin looked at the two drumsticks in his hand and
shrugged.  “Sure.  Why not.”

He anticipated her questions.  “Before you ask, no, I don’t
have anyone special.  So, let’s talk about something
else.”

“All right.” Jade caught a tone in his voice that made her
wonder.  “Tell me something funny about your brothers.”

“Hmmm.”  He thought about that as he tapped on his
imaginary drums.  “Okay, I’ve got something.  I brought a
girl home once from a picnic the recording studio threw.  No
one else was home yet, so I thought she and I could spend a little
time together.  Before I knew it, she’d split.  At least,
I thought so.  A few hours later, when Caleb came back, he
found her in his room, no clothes on, just waiting for him.”

When his brothers broke out in laughter, Jade expected him to
join them, but he didn’t.  Instead, she saw that walled look
in his eyes again. 

When the session ended, even Jay, as much as he hated being
photographed, admitted it hadn’t been so bad.  Having her on
stage with them that night might not be anything to worry
about.

 

* * *

 

Jade spent the rest of the afternoon pouring over the pictures
she had taken of the Black Wolf brothers.  As she studied
them, she made notes to herself.  Caleb’s best side was his
right.  Matthew had an adorable lopsided grin.  Jay spoke
through his eyes and hands.  She took very few of him
talking. 

Joaquin proved to be her most difficult subject.  The
others’ personalities came through loud and clear.  He hid
his.  She knew he was a clown from the stories his brothers
told about him.  His eyes, though, held something, a
defensiveness — or a sadness, perhaps — the others didn’t
have.  She wondered what put it there.  He seemed too
young for that.

Jade knew the brothers loved to laugh.  They had spent
quite a bit of time joking around with each other in the
studio.  She also knew they loved each other.  Their
family seemed tight, protective, and proud.  They took care of
each other, much like her brother Ray and she did. 

Jade’s favorite photo of the day showed Caleb as he clowned
around with the guitar in front of the screen.  He jumped high
in the air and yelled.  She got him just as he started to come
back down — his long, black hair flying behind him, his guitar held
above his left shoulder, and that joyful light in his eyes. Jade
made an extra print, thinking maybe his wife would like it.

 

* * *

 

After the photo shoot, Black Wolf went straight to a
meet-and-greet, scheduled at a local mall.  When the four
brothers entered, waiting fans broke into cheers and screams.

“Oh, they’re here!” one girl yelled, jumping up and down,
clutching a CD insert.

Joaquin studied the crowd and nodded.  Some young men
waited in line, carrying guitars to be signed, wanting to get close
to the musician they aspired to become like.  However, the
vast majority of the group consisted of women.  Though the
faces were different, the expressions looked exactly the
same.  It took only a second to tell who each person came to
see.  Many female eyes focused on Caleb, tall and confident,
his long hair worn loose.  Many others followed Matthew, sharp
in his fedora and tailored shirt.  Others watched Jay, the
quiet man, as he took his place behind the table, his ponytail
falling forward in the motion. 

Quin watched the women shining at him as he pulled his chair
out.  Several looked shy, with tears in their eyes at being
this close to the man of their fantasies.  Others seemed
dreamy, while still others wore a predatory expression. 

With a slight wave of his hand, he sat down next to Jay and
leaned over to whisper, “Different faces, same ol’ thing.”

Jay nodded as he reached for a poster the first in line wanted
him to sign.

Some of Quin’s fans only managed to whisper their name when he
asked, “Who do I make this out to?”  Others couldn’t quit
talking in their excitement.  Their friends had to lead them
off, while they continued chattering at him over their
shoulder. 

A few of the bolder women left a different impression. 
Leaning over, exposing as much cleavage as they could, they’d
whisper, “Got any extra backstage passes for your biggest
fan?”  Then they’d wink, or lick their lips, their perfume
laying a thick cloud over the young Lakota, their overt offer
waiting on the table between them.

“Sorry. Not this time,” he’d smile and return the autographed
item.

One, however, made him uneasy.  “Oooo, what happened to
you?”  The petite brunette leaned over the table and
touched his black eye.  Quin had almost forgotten that
unpleasant episode from the night before. 

Moving his head out of reach, he mumbled, “It’s nothing.”

“Does it hurt?”  Concern filled the young woman’s eyes as
she straightened.

Instead of answering, he scrawled his name across the bottom of
a photograph and, handing it back, looked past her. 
“Next.”

They spent another half an hour signing autographs, and then
made their way to the hotel.

 

* * *

 

Later that afternoon, Caleb knocked on Joaquin’s door,
determined to get to the bottom of the problem with Jade. 
 

Seeing the disapproval in his oldest brother’s face, Quin
shrugged and turned away from the door.  “Come on in.”

“We need to talk.”  Caleb closed it behind him and walked
over to a chair.

Joaquin sat on the bed and stared at him.  “If you say
so.”

Caleb shook his head at his brother’s attitude.  “This mess
with Jade, I need to understand.  You slipped her a note and
she was supposed come to your hotel room to sleep with
you?  Just like that?  Why?”

“It’s always worked before.”

“Before?”  Caleb’s eyes registered shock. 
“You mean you’ve done this before?  How…how
often?”

“All the time.  Why?”

“That’s wrong!  What’s going on with you,
misúŋ?  I knew you were sleeping around, but
I had no idea it was this bad.”

“Bad?  What’s bad about it?  It’s great!” 
Joaquin’s smile reeked of defiance.  “Different city,
different girl.  What’s not to love?”

Caleb searched his face for a long, silent moment, reading the
rebellion there.  In a softer tone, he asked, “What about Mom
and Pops? You weren’t raised like this.  I don’t understand
where this is coming from.”

“Oh, come on, Caleb.  You’ve had your share.  Don’t
tell me you haven’t.”

“Yeah, I have had my share.  That’s why I can tell
you what’s wrong with it.”

“Oh, please, sell it to a televangelist.”  Joaquin
had heard enough and stood, looming over his brother.  “I’m
sick of you preaching at me.  You act like I don’t
know what I’m doing.”

Caleb stood, too, trying to keep his temper.  “Because you
don’t!  You know what people call women who act like you
do?  Just because you’re a man doesn’t keep you from being
a…”

“Get out!”  Joaquin stomped to the door and jerked it
open.  “Now!”

Caleb strode toward him and leaned in.  “I’m done
talking.  You’re headed for a brick wall.  When you crash
and burn, don’t expect me to clean up the mess.”  Caleb gave
him one last hard glare and left, the door slamming behind him.

 

* * *

 

Caleb went looking for Matthew.  “We’ve got a problem with
Quin,” he said when Matthew opened his hotel door.

“Yeah, I noticed that.” Matthew nodded and stepped back to let
him in.

“I’ll admit, I ran around when I was his age, but
nothing like this.” Caleb ran his hands through his dark
hair in frustration.  “This is something else. 
Something’s seriously wrong.” 

“Yeah, slipping notes to anonymous women is crossing the
line.  That’s scary.”

“That’s sick!” Caleb countered.  “He’s too famous,
too rich, too soon.  It’s been too easy and it’s gone to his
head.  He’s gonna self-destruct if something doesn’t
change.”

“So what do you suggest we do?” 

“For now, just watch him.  Pull his chain when we need to,
but I don’t think there’s a whole lot we can do.”

The two oldest brothers faced each other with worried eyes.

* * *

 

Quin slammed the door behind Caleb and stomped across the room,
flinging the curtains back to look outside.  He crossed his
arms; his eyes stared out the window without focusing on
anything.  The argument filled his mind instead.

Why won’t Caleb just leave me alone?

His thoughts flashed back two years, when Black Wolf
had just signed with the national label, Sonica.  Everything
happened in a whirlwind — the number of shows increased, and in
much larger venues. The clamoring press surrounded them, and it
didn’t take long for the band to develop a national
following. 

Through it all, though, it became apparent that the lead
guitarist, Caleb, drew the most attention.  The band manager
talked to him, the press sought him out
first.  Interviews consisted of the entire band or of Caleb
alone.  At the beginning, Joaquin didn’t mind.  After
all, it was just business.

But, one evening after a studio picnic, Quin brought home a
beautiful girl, Amber, for a romantic evening.  He went down
the hall to his room and waited while she freshened up.  When
she didn’t come back, he went in search of her, only to find a note
telling him she’d left.  He felt disappointed, but shrugged it
off. 

A few hours later, Caleb came home from a date with Sara. 
He went into his room and found Amber waiting for him, in the nude,
avowing that she loved him.

Quin felt embarrassed and then hurt.  He’d been used so
that she could get close to the ever-popular lead guitarist. 
His first lesson in being famous, with an even more famous brother,
kicked him in the gut.

In time, he got over it and honed his skills of
discernment.  He kept the users at arm’s length.  A few
months after the incident, he met Rachel, a young woman going to
junior college in Austin.  The attraction was instantaneous
and he asked her out that night.  They dated for several
weeks, with him falling more and more in love with her. 

One evening, out with her and her friends, Quin returned to
their restaurant table and overheard a conversation.

“So, are you and Joaquin serious?” a friend asked Rachel.

“He is.”  She raised an eyebrow and toyed with her
glass of tea.

“And you?”

“Let’s just say the more time I spend around him, the more I run
into Caleb.”

“Caleb, huh?  He’s gorgeous!”

“Isn’t he engaged?” a second friend asked.

“For now.” Rachel shrugged.  “Besides, who wants a
drummer?  It’s the lead singer who’s always hot!”

Quin walked up to the table and saluted, his eyes flashing in
his anger.  “Drummer boy out!”  He headed for
the exit, ignoring her cries for him to wait.  From there, his
distrust of women, even the ones who seemed sincere, grew in
exponential proportions.

He tried again a year later when he met Gina.  At the end
of a month, he sat across from her in the food court of a huge
mall, the receipt for the $2000 bracelet fresh in his pocket. 
When they got drinks and sat down, she announced she wanted new
shoes next.

“I think we’ve spent enough for one day. Besides,” he continued,
“you always want something whenever we go out.” He watched
her eyes narrow and her mouth pout.  Uh oh, here it
comes.

“Yeah, well what’s the use of dating someone rich if you’re not
going to spoil me?”

“Is that what this is about?”

She shrugged and looked at the floor. “Of course not.”

“C’mon.  Let’s go.”  He stood and began walking
away.

“Where?  To get shoes?”  She grabbed her shopping bags
and hurried after him.

“No.  I’m taking you home.”

“What!”  She stopped and drew her head back, her
brand new bracelet flashing under the mall lights.  “But…”

“You have two choices:  I take you home now, or you find
your own way home later.  Either way, I’m leaving.”  He
turned on his heel and made his way toward the exit.  In a
moment, he heard her trotting behind him, trying to catch
up. 

Stormy silence filled their ride to her house.  When she
got out of his car, she leaned down and hissed, “Lose my
number!”

“I already have.”

She slammed the door a second before he roared away from the
curb.

 

* * *

 

Joaquin leaned his head back and rolled it from side to side,
trying to work the tension out of his neck and shoulders. 
Turning away from the hotel window, he sat on the edge of the bed
and stared at the gray carpet, his thoughts focusing on more
immediate problems.

Jade.  She bothers me.

Why?

Her brother hit me.

Yeah, but that’s not it.

Okay, yeah. She gets this look. She got it a few times in
the studio today.  It goes right through me, like she’s
reading my mind.  I don’t know what her game is, but, until I
do, I’m staying the hell away from her!

 



 

These 2 chapters are samples of "Black Wolf on Tour", the third
in the "Black Wolf" series.  This ebook may be purchased at
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4390.  Others in the
series are "Black Wolf: Lakota Man," “Black Wolf at Rosebud,” and
"Black Wolf: Loco Lobo."
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in a new, confusing world. Both have lost their footing, one to the
Indian Wars and one to the Civil War. Together, they must confront
their past before they can claim their future, their loves and
their dreams.

"Little Wolf Ranch" is the third in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4276



	


Kuy
Syan Joshua (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

The story of Kûy Syân Joshua tracks two diverse ways of life: Kiowa
and white. In 1851, Lana Cooper, a white woman, makes a choice to
live with her Kiowa husband, Two Hawks, thus keeping her family
from knowing she’s alive. While the western frontier brews in
hostilities between indigenous tribes and bluecoats, back east, the
country is divided by Civil War. When the war ends, Lana’s first
husband Liam O’Connell finds himself on the losing side and must
somehow piece his world back together. These two lives dance and
weave around each other, bringing them closer and closer to the
truth, while Lana and Two Hawks fight to keep their family alive on
the high plains of Texas.

This is the second in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4274



	


Black
Wolf at Rosebud (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

"Black Wolf at Rosebud", the second in the Black Wolf series, finds
Matthew Black Wolf, keyboard player for his band, in a relationship
that tests even the strongest love. He is constantly on the road
for concerts and press junkets, surrounded by beautiful people and
seductive women. But Lainie Two Kettles has only known her life on
the Rosebud Reservation. Is his life too much for her? Will his
cousin, Dan, steal her away?

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4389



	


Black
Wolf: Loco Lobo (2009)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

“Black Wolf: Loco Lobo” shows how Joaquin Black Wolf, talented
drummer for his and his brothers’ band, tries to put his shattered
life back together, one piece at a time. Ghosts and nightmares and
hallucinations haunt him at every turn, making him doubt his own
sanity and his own heart. He turns to his family’s beliefs for
help, but will their ancient rituals heal him?

This is the 4th novel in the Black Wolf series.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4391
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