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Authors’ Note


We came up with the idea for Beautiful Creatures: The Untold Stories because the two of us wanted a chance to tell our readers all the stories that never made it into the Beautiful Creatures novels. We’ve been writing about the Mortals and Casters in Gatlin for eight years now, and we know every backstory, side story, and secret they don’t want you to know. But we’re going to tell you some of them anyway—because what would Gatlin be like without a few surprises?


These stories are also our opportunity to answer the questions readers ask us most often, like: How did Lila fall in love with Macon? Why did Amma show up at Wate’s Landing to take care of Ethan? What is life like in Gatlin now? Best of all, we’re writing them for our own pleasure as much as for yours.


The truth is, Ethan and Lena, John and Liv, Macon and Lila, Amma and Marian, Link and Ridley—not to mention the entire Wate, Ravenwood, and Duchannes families—they’re our families, too. Gatlin is our hometown as much as it’s home to our characters and our readers. When we’re not there, we miss it, as we imagine (if you’re reading this) you do, too.


So read on. You can start with any story in this series without reading the others. However, for our most committed readers (and honorary Casters), if you read all of them, you’ll learn more than a few things you didn’t know about your favorite Mortals and Casters.


We look forward to sharing the next story with you and talking about all of them with you online. See you soon in the Gatlin County Library!


Love,


Kami & Margie














For our readers. In the end, all our stories are for you.



















There is no such thing as accident; it is fate misnamed.


—Napoléon Bonaparte
















I. Box of Secrets


Ethan stared at the yellow box with the words Whitman’s Sampler looping across the lid. He knew there wasn’t a single vanilla caramel or molasses chew inside. “One day I might let you have a look under that lid, Ethan Wate,” Amma had said after she caught him poking around the candy box when he was seven. “But today isn’t the day.”


The contents of the Whitman’s Sampler box remained one of the many mysteries about the woman who helped raise Ethan—like Amma’s actual age (his dad estimated between seventy and eighty when she died, but no one had ever been brave enough to ask while she was alive); the secret ingredient in her fried-chicken batter (Link thought he’d narrowed it down to red pepper, bacon drippings, or Old Red’s Seasoning Salt, none of which seemed exactly right); and the reason Amma had knocked on the door of Wate’s Landing and moved in the day Ethan’s parents brought him home from the hospital (his mom maintained it was because Amma didn’t think Lila knew anything about babies, but Amma claimed it was because she couldn’t stand the thought of Ethan being raised on frozen biscuits and store-bought pie).


And now that she was gone for good, no one would ever know.


Ethan ran his hand over the faded cardboard and turned to his girlfriend, who was sitting cross-legged on the bedroom floor next to him, scratching words into one of her notebooks as she twirled her black curls. “Why would Amma leave me her box? Why not my dad?”


Ethan hadn’t realized he’d said the words out loud and was almost relieved when Lena seemed to be only half listening.


“Ethan,” she said as she turned a page, “do you really want me to answer that?”


“No.” He set the box on the rug in front of him. “Maybe I’ll get to it tomorrow.”


Ethan knew he sounded sad and tired. It had only been three weeks since Amma’s funeral, and he still missed her as much as on the day she died. After losing his mom, he knew that over time the pain would fade into the background just enough to make it bearable, but it would never go away.


Everything that reminded him of Amma was moving deeper and deeper inside him—the crinkles at the corners of her eyes, the strings at the back of her apron, the sounds of the One-Eyed Menace stirring up ten kinds of trouble, and not just in the kitchen. Even now, he could almost hear Amma’s lingering footsteps on the creaking boards of the hallway floors as she settled into his heart for a good long stay.


Ethan was startled out of his thoughts, at first by the velvet touch of Lena’s hand slipping into his, and then by the even softer words reaching into his mind.


Maybe she wanted the person she loved more than anyone else in the world to have it, Lena Kelted. It was their private language, Kelting, the unspoken way Casters had always communicated with their kindred. After all that Ethan and Lena had been through together, there were still some things too intimate to be said aloud—even to the girl you loved.


He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against his old mahogany bed.


Amma loved my father, L. You know that.


She closed her notebook and rested her head against his.


Of course I do. Just like we both know she loved you like her own son, Ethan. What are you afraid of?


I don’t know, L.


It was true. Ethan’s dad had given him the yellow box a few days ago—following Amma’s letter of instructions—but he still hadn’t found the courage to open it, and he didn’t know why.


Wordlessly, Lena sat up and pulled the box back, sliding it between the two of them. Now she faced Ethan as they sat on either side of the cardboard candy box. He saw the familiar look on her face. There was no more stalling.


“I don’t know,” Ethan said again.


She looked up at him. “You’re talking about Amma, remember? It’s not going to be something dramatic from your past, and it’s not going to be live snakes.”


“You’re right,” Ethan said. “She hated snakes, even more than drama.”


“It could be anything from crossword puzzles and number two pencils to the Holy Grail.”


“Or Red Hots,” Ethan said. He took a deep breath and touched the box once again. “When I was in second grade, I had a nightmare about Amma dying. I couldn’t sleep for days, and eventually she dragged the reason out of me. She said, ‘I’m not dyin’ anytime soon, Ethan Wate. I know the exact date I’m leavin’ this world to meet my Maker, and I’ve still got plenty a pies left to bake before then.’”


“That sounds like Amma,” Lena said with a smile.


Ethan nodded. It was all coming back to him now. He’d been sitting at the kitchen table, watching Amma stir the butter and marshmallows for Rice Krispies Treats, when she’d said it.


He picked at the corner of the cardboard box. “Amma wouldn’t tell me the date, so I asked her how I’d know if she was right or not. She said she’d write it down somewhere for me.” Ethan tapped on the Whitman’s Sampler. “I bet that’s what’s in here.” Then he looked up at Lena and shrugged. “Maybe that’s why I can’t bring myself to open it.” He couldn’t say the rest, or even Kelt it.


Ethan wondered if it was too sad for him to see it right there in her handwriting—that date—and the fact that she knew it was coming. That she’d made her peace with leaving the whole world—and him—behind.


Lena pushed the box closer to him with a firm smile. “She was a Seer, Ethan. Of course she knew things like the day she was going to die.”


“Don’t you think I know that, L? Amma knew almost everything about everyone.” Ethan stared down at the faded yellow lid.
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