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Marc Desterra Desert Vampire


Chapter 1Marc Desterra

Note spoiler alert: this book contains
spoilers for the first, second, and third books of the series. This
book continues from book three and begins with a flashback.

I awoke to another beautiful morning near
Garberville, the Northern California town hailed to be the gateway
to the California Giant Redwoods. When my mind cleared from its
sleepy haze, my good mood was somewhat shadowed by the date. Today
is the fifth anniversary of my late parent’s death.

My late father, Miles Desterra was a renowned
archaeologist, and my mother Lea was an antiquities scholar. During
my life with them, we traveled the world seeking the famous lost
magical artifacts related to witchcraft.

My mother was my private tutor until I
entered the University of Cambridge where I followed my mother by
majoring in antiquities and specializing in paranormal ancient
artifacts as she had before me.

Only two short days prior to when I graduated
with honors, I received word that my parents had been killed during
a cave accident caused by a local earthquake. They were exploring
deep inside the earth while following a lead when the entrance
collapsed. The cave is located in Peru close to Lima, South
America.

They had told me they were near to finding an
Alabaster chest, brought to the New World by two Spanish priests
during the Spanish explorations. Dad had also casually mentioned
that he was sure that they were being followed as was the usual
case for a famous discoverer, and basically thought nothing about
it.

Legends tell of a carved glorious Alabaster
box, holding what is called the Prophet Stone, that was once owned
by Alexander the Great. This Alabaster chest contained a huge red
diamond famous in ancient times, which had powers to lead anyone
who possessed it to fortune and great success with any venture.

The large red diamond was initially found,
according to the same legend, by an African hermit witch, who
empowered the over seventy carat stone with unique and dangerous
magical abilities.

Centuries later, the exquisite gem was meant
to only be carried by the priests as the Spanish soldiers marched
north to discover and claim new territory for their Spanish king
during their long trek.

According to lore, before they could proceed
on their conquests to the north, they were attacked and surrounded
by native people. The two priests in charge of the stone, hid
inside a deep cave, as the soldiers tried to defend them.

The soldiers had managed to push back the
native people with much bloodshed, and they were about to leave but
an earthquake hit, trapping the priests with their legendary
artifact, the same way my parents were killed centuries later. They
had traveled to Peru after hearing about a recent earthquake in the
vicinity of the hidden cave, spurred on by my Dad discovering a
Spanish journal that described the artifact and the cave’s supposed
location.

Only the night before their deaths I had
spoken to my mother briefly, and she told me the thrilling news
that they were close to their discovery. I can remember that last
call from my mother Lea so well, and how happy she sounded.

Even my usually distant father Miles had
chatted causally with me but briefly, telling me how proud they
were of my scholastic accomplishments, and they were wanting to be
back home again to plan our next adventure together.

They told me that they could not wait to see
me again and show me the long sought-after relic, once they had it
in their possession.

That, however, never came about as within
hours they were both presumed dead in the blocked cave with no hope
of reopening it, and I felt their anguish in a terrible nightmare;
one that unfortunately came true.

Now with a heavy heart, I finally got out of
bed and headed for my bright kitchen to make some fresh coffee. The
spacious house had belonged to my parents and was situated in a
clearing in a dense Redwood forest and hidden not too far from the
nearby main highway to the north and south.

I poured myself a cup of steaming rich
Arabica coffee, then sauntered to my outside patio. It was an
unusually warm morning to enjoy my lush green yard surrounded by
magnificent old Redwood trees as I sipped my steaming coffee and
relished the songs of the distant birds.

Since my parent’s death, I have personally
chosen a life of solitary study, appreciating the profound peaceful
setting that gives me the ability to write the books detailing my
parent’s multiple adventures and their many exotic escapades.

While very well-respected scholars, their
organization skills left a whole lot to be desired as I soon found
out. A somewhat paranoid man, my father built a warren of magically
protected hiding places throughout the house for his notes,
questionable artifacts, and other gathered information to support
his findings.

He also had journals that detailed his newly
planned pursuits, and five years later I am still discovering many
new surprises.

I have been a loner for most of my life,
never able to establish solid friendships as I traveled the world
with my parents, and only finding a sense of home after their
premature deaths.

During my junior year at university, I’d had
a brief fling with a handsome assistant professor. We had vowed to
keep things quiet as fraternizing with a student could have ended
the other man’s career. He swore many times over, that he loved me,
and would take me with him when he left to pursue his career.

Despite our strong mutual sexual attraction,
when the opportunity came for my clandestine lover’s career to move
forward, he left without so much as a word, and took my heart along
with him.

I soon learned through others that he was
engaged to be married and had a small child from a previous
marriage in tow. I was truly devastated and deeply hurt by his
deception and using me, and vowed never to trust him again, while
thinking of all kinds of delicious spells to throw at him.

However, as the years passed, the devastation
was replaced with a longing for someone, anyone, to share my life
and end my loneliness, but for now I was somewhat content and
settled from that respite.

From those early years until now, I had
always kept in close correspondence with my sweet and funny Aunt
Zelda Desterra, a wonderful, beautiful lady, and a very
accomplished and famous witch.

Although not all that close to my parents,
she genuinely helped me through the dark days after their deaths,
and even offered to visit, but I declined her offer knowing I
needed my time alone to grieve.

After their deaths, Zelda had gone out of her
way to help me quickly settle their estate, create investments, and
encourage my choice of career. With her help she opened my father’s
family trust to me a few years early, allowing me to pursue my own
interests with the vast resources. I had been born extremely late
in life to my parents, and with no other children in my mother’s
family, most of my cousins were old enough to be my parents.

Zelda had recently related the entertaining
and tragic strange events unfolding in Arizona, and how my second
cousin, Joffre Gregory was now a hybrid witch vampire. She has
lately been encouraging me to visit her Sedona home to get away, to
meet and to become acquainted with some of my family.

Joffre is only about three years younger than
I am and had retained his friendship with Craig Wainwright that I
had heard about. We were related by maternal witch lines, and there
was a remote possibility that we would be similar in power and had
often heard there was a distant possibility we might even think
alike, but as I said the possibility was remote.

She’d also kept me up to date on Joffre’s
best friend, a werewolf named Craig Wainwright’s antics. I knew I’d
love to meet him, if only to hear him rail on someone. It has been
such a long time since I had dealt with any family, or even had
truly laughed with someone, that I was now thinking that maybe I
should take up her offer and get away for a while.

We shall see.

I was just about to go get myself some more
coffee, when I heard the distant neighbor’s dog begin to bark
frantically. It wasn’t too long after that I heard the faint chime
of my front doorbell and wondered who would disturb my peace at
this early hour without at least calling me first.

Heaving a deep sigh, I wandered back into my
house and to the front door, then looked out the viewing hole in
the door, but saw no one and the streets seemed empty. I then
pulled the door open and looked around but there was no one there,
but I did, however, see the postal truck in the distance, turning
back onto the highway.

I glanced around and saw a wrapped box the
size of a large shoebox, covered up with brown paper, with several
stamps on the outside. I reached down and picked it up and then
froze, with my heart pounding in my chest, as I looked at it.

The box was posted one week ago from Lima
Peru, it was addressed to me in my late mother’s distinctive
handwriting. I looked quickly around once more, and when I saw no
one, I went back inside, locking the door behind me, my heart
pummeling.

In just seconds, I was shaking so hard I had
to put the package on the kitchen table, and just stare at it
without moving. I could not understand how this could happen
considering she had been dead for over five years, yet the ink on
the package looked fresh and new as if it had been addressed
recently.

I went over to get a knife, and then
carefully opened the adhesive tape, and removed the brown, outside
wrapping paper once it was free. I then slit open the heavily taped
sturdy cardboard box.

I slowly opened the box, and it contained a
dense solid foam that filled the box completely.

There was no way to lift it out due to the
tight fit, so I got some scissors and cut the corner of the box,
then slid the foam away from it. Clear adhesive tape secured the
foam by being wrapped tightly around it to keep the seams from
opening.

I painstakingly used the sharp knife to cut
the seams and opened the foam container and gasped.

The Alabaster box was gleaming in the morning
light, with a folded piece of paper next to it. I lifted the top
and saw the huge dazzling red diamond resting in the center of a
carved out decorative Alabaster flower.

With trembling hands, I picked up the folded
paper and saw my name written on the outside.

‘Marcus, my dearest son,

We did find the box, as you can well assume,
since it is before you. I gave this package to a friend we trusted
with our lives, to mail it to you since we can’t manage to find a
way to safely return to you, and we are not able to show it to you
ourselves.

We had to place this in safe hands, because
we are being followed but have managed to elude them for the
moment. We have magically cleaned up the remaining debris
surrounding this legendary artifact. We knew we had been followed
as is common practice in our travels, but after we left this
package for safekeeping to be delivered to you, we went out briefly
and returned to find our temporary rooms ransacked and having been
searched.

We all needed to find another safe house
after this package was mailed. We will fly home when we find a way
to be safe since we do not trust our teleportation skills to be
effective for some unknown reason, and will see you then, so please
hide this box!

I feel you too may be being watched now that
they know we have escaped from our trap. Please call and trust your
Aunt Zelda and go to her at once for protection!

If we are not there with you by the time you
receive this package, do this for me now, and your loving father
Marc, please, please listen to me and do not delay after you read
this and pick up the phone.

Do not stay in our home when you get this, as
you may be in mortal danger, and they will stop at nothing to
obtain this treasure.

All my love now and forever, my darling
son,

Mom

P.S. Trust only Zelda, as she will help you
to be safe.


Chapter 2Zelda

“My dear sweet Marc, how good of you to call
me,” I enthused when I heard his voice and saw his name pop up on
the display.

“Hello Aunt Zelda, it has been too long. I
don’t have much time here, but I desperately need your help. I want
to come to see you immediately,” he told me, and sounded very
abrupt and worried even for him.

“Of course, dear but what is the matter? How
can I help you?” I asked, slowly sitting down in a nearby chair as
I turned on the speakerphone so my daughter Iris could hear our
conversation.

“I just received a package from Mom. It was
from Lima Peru and addressed to me with a letter from her, sent a
few days ago. She asked me to contact you immediately for help. She
felt they were in danger and found their rooms ransacked the night
before they planned to finish up and leave according to the letter.
To be honest I’m scared,” he told me in a small voice, and I felt
my heart go out to him.

“Where is the package now?”

“Right here but she told me not to let it out
of my sight. She told me in the letter not to keep it here at the
house either. I’m hours from a major airport to get a flight to
Arizona, and if she’s right,” he began with a trembling voice, but
I instead cut him off.

“Hold on dear, let me talk to Iris, you
remember my daughter your cousin and Joffre’s mother, I’m sure. I’m
going to see what I can come up with and I’ll only be a moment,” I
told him, then discussed what to do for this situation with
Iris.

“This should only take a second Marc. Iris is
going to call Bart Magnus and ask him how to handle this. He is a
wonderful caring man, and we can trust him implicitly. From what
you are telling me based on your letter, you could be in serious
imminent danger. Is your house locked up?”

“I’m checking that as we speak, and then I’m
packing a couple of bags, and will take a shower so I can leave as
soon as possible. The closest airport to here is probably Eureka
California, and I can try to get a flight to Phoenix, but it scares
me to think of waiting at the airport for the flight and you may or
may not know, my parents never taught me how to teleport saying it
was a risky way to travel,” he told me, but true to form, Iris
walked back into the room with Bart in tow, who leaned over to talk
to him on speakerphone.

“Hi Marc, this is Bart Magnus. Iris explained
to me what was going on and I’ve got my business partner Vito on it
right now. We are associated with a coven about five miles from
your house and they are sending a car out for you right now. They
will ask if you are Mr. Willowby to confirm that you are safe,
alone, and that you will go with them.”

“That is amazing, thank you. Aunt Zelda has
told me what wonderful people you all are, several times over,” he
said on the speakerphone while running around trying to get ready
to leave his house and using his magic to pack things.

“Okay and thank you for that, she’s our
Grandma and we love her too. Now here is what I want you to do.
Always keep the package with you no matter what, do not let it out
of your sight even for a second, and put it in a normal
non-descript travel bag to disguise it. Get your cases ready, put
on some traveling clothes and wait for our people to get there.
They will know about the threat and will keep you and your bag safe
while you get to the airport to fly over here,” he explained to
him.

“Do you really think I’m in danger here?”

“Yes, I really do and so does Zelda; she
knows your parents are not the excitable type and would not alarm
you without a clear reason. I’m having my people get on it right
now, and they will talk to my connections in Lima Peru. We can all
go over their findings when you get here to safety. When the car
arrives there, which should only be a few minutes now, I will talk
to them on your phone as a precaution. Vito will have a private jet
waiting for you at the airport, and you can change and shower while
in flight to Arizona. After you arrive here, a car will be at the
Scottsdale airport to pick you up. Under no circumstances do you
leave the men I’m sending to you now until you are in the car, and
on your way to our Italus compound. If something untoward should
happen before you arrive here, and if you are confronted, use
lethal force, no exceptions,” he said, and I could feel my blood
run cold.

“Okay, hold on a sec, and I’ll pull on some
traveling clothes. I’ve been throwing what I need into bags while
we’ve talked, and all I need now is my personal laptop and charger.
If I do forget something here, I can just buy what I need when I
get there,” he said, now sounding quite frightened.

“Good man and stay calm if possible. Just so
you will know you are safe, Grandma and Iris will be in the car
that is picking you up, along with some extra Italus guards. I’m
looking forward to meeting you and talking with you more about this
sticky situation. Now please don’t worry, and just be extra
careful. You will be fine if you stay right with this plan,” he
warned him again.

“Sticking like glue Bart and thank you. I’m
dressed and heading downstairs for my other bag and have the house
on automatic and then I’m set.”

“Great, now please stay on the line and
answer through the door, don’t open it until you are sure they are
who I am sending to you, and don’t forget your device chargers. One
other question and you can tell me the truth, and Grandma will
vouch for me, if that is necessary for you Marc,” he said
slowly.

“That’s right Marc, Bart is someone you can
trust with your life,” I said, backing him up and putting my hand
on his shoulder.

“Thank you, Grandma we love you. Now let’s
cut to the chase here Marc, I need to be sure; are you a practicing
witch?”

I could tell by the hesitation that he was
stunned into silence by the direct and very personal question.

“Go ahead honey, it’s completely okay, Bart
is a really hot sexy vampire,” I told him, busting Bart as he
arched an eyebrow at me and smiled.

“Well that says it all, so I guess I’m safe
to talk to,” Bart laughed.

“Yes, I am.”

“Good, to repeat my earlier statement if
someone should accost you, use lethal force to kill. Do not
hesitate for a split-second Marc, as it could be your life. Are you
perfectly clear on this action, Marc?” he asked, and again there
was hesitation.

“Yes, truly clear, and I will do as you say
Mr. Magnus. Wait, someone is at the door, I’ll take the phone with
me,” he said.

“Yes, who is it?” Marc asked and waited.

“Is this Mr. Willowby?” We heard a voice
ask.

“Yes, it is.”

“Bart Magnus sent us to take you to the
airport, are you ready to leave with us right now?”

We heard the conversation as Marc opened the
door, and then after a few words we could hear people walking and
then heard the door shut.

“We are getting in the car, we closed up the
house, and I set the security system before we left,” Marc told
us.

“Great, and please call me Bart Marc. Mickey
is that you with him?” Bart asked.

“Hey, Bart, it sure is, and we are now
underway with an escort behind us and in front from our coven as a
precaution. It’s a little over an hour’s drive to the airport from
here, but I’m sure Danny will be heavy on the foot as usual. Vito
called me back to say that he has a private jet in the air heading
to the airport from Medford, Oregon. He told me just before we
arrived that your jet is about twenty-five minutes out and will be
cleared for immediate takeoff when we get there,” he told us.

“Great news Mickey and I owe you big time for
this. You guys need to come over and we can catch up and you can
meet everyone,” Bart offered.

“Oh, yea that’s right, congratulations to you
man, and Vito too! I’m envious after seeing that super sexy looker
you married,” he laughed.

“He’s great and completes me like no one
else. Okay, so watch over Marc for us and thank you again. The door
is always open for you Mickey. Marc, please call Grandma to let her
know when you are safely in the air, and she’ll be waiting for you
with Iris at the airport. Wear shorts, since it is one hundred and
twelve today,” Bart told him and then hung up.

Bart turned to me, and his face was grim
despite his upbeat tone.

“Why are you looking like that Bart,” I
asked.

“Vito just told me he did some quick
research, and it seems that there was an odd earthquake down in
Peru at the site where Marc’s parents were working and supposedly
trapped. It is the same place Iris mentioned that his parents were
allegedly killed five years ago. This happened about two weeks ago
with the shaking centered only at the cave. It dislodged some of
the larger rocks that fell and closed the cave previously. Inside
the searchers found two sets of clothes and ropes apparently for
tying people together just inside the first area of the cave, with
no identification in the garments. What was really strange is it
looked like whoever was wearing them was tied up while sitting on
the floor back to back, and the clothes were very dusty with
cobwebs on them. There were no other bodies there either or any
other objects left inside the cave. I think it was from Marc’s
parents. The clothes were also in in a magic circle, and they would
not have been able to use their powers to get out if it was put
there to retain them, or perhaps they used it to protect themselves
and created the circle themselves they weren’t able to discern that
much.”

“Oh no, that is terrible but strange news,
and I want to run it past Agnes and the other ladies for their take
on it. I’m glad I’ll be with Marc when he finds this out, as now it
could be possible that his parents are indeed alive as we suspect
from her note to him. Do you think it was the box he mentioned that
they were after when his parents were tied up like that?” I asked,
knowing it was probably a stupid question.

“I would bet my life it is the box that he
has with him. Vito is working on more leads, and I’m going to
contact Mickey to let him know he might be followed even with two
cars with them. I want him to be extremely careful at the airport,
and make sure the jet is still secure when he arrives with Marc.
The Magnus jet will be in a secured private area, and Mickey
arranged for the coven up there to guard it and make sure the jet
is safe. I’ll keep you informed, and the flight should be around
four hours or less, probably arriving midafternoon some time. I’m
going to send another car with you to the airport in Scottsdale and
another before you with armed guards; I don’t want to take any
chances here with anyone, but be ready to teleport here, if
necessary,” he firmly told me.

“Probably a good idea considering. I’ll text
you the moment he lets me know he is on the way and in flight. I
know you’ll like him, he’s a brilliant man and has always been
great to talk to over the years. Thank you again for your help with
this but I didn’t know what else to do,” I said, and he leaned in
to hug me and kiss my cheek.

“We are all family here, and it looks like we
have more members on the way. Has Joffre ever met him?”

“Just once when he was about three or so,
Miles and Lea were at a conference, and asked if I minded
babysitting for him, and we met at Iris’s house. Luckily, it was a
time before Nickolas flipped out and started on his rampage. I’m
sure that Joffre was too young to remember him, and even tiny Craig
was there at the time,” I added.

“Okay. Vito seems to be on a mission now and
keeps sending me cryptic bits and pieces and I told him to knock it
off. Sometimes I think he is part bulldog when he gets onto
something, he just can’t let it go but he is excellent at what he
does and has been teaching the guys as well,” he laughed and then
headed back down the tunnel to his home.

About five impatient hours later we were
sitting in the private hangar in the limo waiting for the private
jet to enter. True to his word Bart had positioned witch guards all
over with two extra vehicles, and when the jet finally arrived, the
guards cautioned us to stay inside the limo, and they would escort
Marc to the limo once they confirmed his identity and he was
safe.

Within a couple of minutes, the jet door
opened, and two guards went down the ramp first, then after talking
to the other guards near the plane, he motioned for Marc to follow
him to the limo carrying his bag, while the guards carried the
rest.

My mouth fell open, and I heard Iris gasp at
the same time.

“Did you know,” she breathed, looking as
stunned as I felt.

“Not in a million years, but I should have
known considering the interwoven maternal connections,” I told
her.

When he saw the waiting limo, he began to
walk faster as the door on the other side of me was pulled open.
Marc smiled brightly at me as they loaded his luggage and then
turned to Iris.

“Hey there, thank you for doing this for me,
I’m pretty shaken by all the drama and hope I’m not bothering or
imposing on you,” he said.

He got into the limo while they finished
loading the rest of his things into the back, but as Bart had
instructed him, he kept his bag with him.

He then got a strange look on his face when
he noticed that we kept staring at him without speaking.

“Is something wrong here Aunt Zelda?” he
asked, looking more nervous, if that was possible.

I could tell he was beginning to feel
extremely uncomfortable by the way he kept cracking his
knuckles.

“Oh, I’m sorry Marc, you probably don’t
remember, but this is Iris my daughter,” I stumbled.

He did a double take at how much we resemble
each other for being a mother and daughter.

“Hi, there,” he said slowly.

He was still appearing unsure of what was
going on as the car turned onto FLW and began to head back
north.

“I think you might be in for a bit of a shock
when we get back to Italus, along with everyone else, Marc. You are
a perfect identical twin to my son Joffre, Bart’s husband,” Iris
told him, still in disbelief.

“Oh.”

“Mom told me a long time ago that happens on
maternal witch lines, so I guess it’s expected since we were also
related to Lea’s family. I hope he doesn’t mind sharing my looks,”
he tried to joke.

“He’s also a vampire witch hybrid now,” Iris
told him carefully, seeing the color rise on his cheeks.

“Uh, vampire? Wait, I think you did mention
that to me before, and said that Bart Magnus is a vampire as well.
Are you guys vampires too?”

“Oh, heavens no Marc! Iris and I are your
plain witch variety, however Bart, and most of the people at Italus
where we are headed are, except for those that are werewolves like
Craig and Max and they are hybrids as well,” I told him.

I saw him checking out and eyeing the door
handle and was wondering if he was going to make a jump for it.

“You will love everyone Marc, and Italus is
beyond wonderful. I know Joffre will be thrilled, and I’m sure
Craig will have a few choice things to say, or probably knowing
Craig a lot more than a few and most of them punctuated by his
constant and creative swearing,” Iris commented.

“If you don’t mind swearing that is,” I
added.

“A werewolf that is a vampire too and swears
a lot?”

“He’s Joffre’s lifelong best friend Craig
whom I have talked to you about several times, and the chosen mate
to Vito. I believe he was there when you met Joffre as a child.
Like Joffre, he is a hybrid vampire as well, and so is his brother
who is mated to Brian Rickard. And yes, Craig has a very colorful
vocabulary, but trust me, you will just love him as everyone else
does,” I told him honestly, and I could see he was about to hit
tilt mentally.

“Is he all shaggy and hairy?”

“Oh, heavens no, only when he shifts for a
full moon or he’s trying to be funny. He does have shaggy reddish
blond hair though and is exceptionally good looking,” I told him
and that didn’t seem to register.

“Marc, you are in good hands here with good
people. Bart’s coven does not hunt humans and being part of the
family, they will all welcome you with open arms. We have three
wonderful witches along with witch guards living here too, and they
are all great people. I think we should just let him meet everyone
and I’m sure you’ll be a big hit here. I hope you like to drink,
this bunch sure does,” Iris told him.

“I do now,” he answered, still appearing
jumpy.

I noticed that Marc took a sudden interest in
the scenery and didn’t have much more to say, but as we drove into
Italus, I could tell he was blown away by the magnificent desert
estate.

“This is where you live? You are certainly
right, it is more than incredible,” he breathed looking around in
shock.

“Bart does have a beautiful home and has
given us ours here as well. I have my home in Sedona and as you
know, you will love it. Being a supernatural by birth, I’m
surprised you haven’t heard of Magnus and Italus estates before,”
Iris told him.

“Magnus as in the global enterprises, which
owns half the planet?”

“That’s our sweet Bart that you just met, and
he’s as nice as he is rich. Trust me you’ll love him, and I can’t
wait to see his face when he sees you for the first time, being an
identical twin to his fated soulmate,” I told him.

I also knew to be prepared, because Craig
would have a field day with this very unexpected event.

By the time we drove into the underground
garage, the sun was beginning to set in the west. I’d explained a
few things about the estate to him and I could tell it was all
going over the top.

We soon were in the elevator, and when the
doors opened, Vito was standing not far away talking to Bart, who
was facing away from us.

When Vito glanced up smiling, he then saw
Marc and his mouth fell open, and just pointed at him, he then
covered his mouth and started to giggle.

“Check this out Bartie,” he urged him, all
but pulling him around.

Bart saw me first and gave me a dazzling
smile as usual, the zeroed in on Marc and was stunned and not
moving.

“Fuck me,” he breathed loud enough for us all
to clearly hear him.

“I don’t think Joffre will go for that
Bartie,” Vito said hardly able to talk for giggling in delight.

Now however, he was genuinely enjoying
himself way too much, and was still astonished and completely
amused by Bart’s reaction to Marc.

“What the hell is going on here Aunt Zelda?”
Marc said turning to me, “Did he just say what I think he did?”

“Yes, but it wasn’t a literal invitation
dear. Bart, will you please come over here and say hello to your
second Cousin Marc, and yes, we know he looks a tiny bit like
Joffre,” I said, enjoying this immensely.

I was trying to quickly smooth things over
before he accidentally drops his fangs and really gets the party
underway.

Bart shook his head trying to clear the
mesmerized feeling he was experiencing seeing his mate’s
double.

“Oh man, I am so sorry for that comment Marc,
but this is beyond belief!” he said going blank for a just a
second.

“Hi Marc, I’m Vito, and that blank look you
just saw on his face, was Bart mentally rounding up the troops, and
here they come, and be ready to run when Craig sees you,” he
laughed.

He then rapidly turned around to watch Craig
and Joffre rushing down the stairs to meet Marc.

“What’s the hurry Bart, what’s going on,”
Joffre began then saw Marc and came to a screeching halt, with
Craig slamming into him unable to stop in time.

And then Craig saw him, and his blue eyes
grew huge.

“Oh no, please no, fuck me no. I must have
eye problems and am seeing double. Who is this bitch,” Craig fired
off, and Iris gave him a sound smack looking pissed off?

“This is Marc Desterra guys and that’s no way
to talk about him Craig! Mom’s nephew is on Dad’s side, but his
mother Lea is a relative of ours on my mother’s side. Marc, the
handsome quiet one is my son Joffre as you probably have figured
out. He is Bart’s fated soulmate, and the one with the dirty mouth
is Craig, Vito’s chosen mate, and Joffre’s long-term, now literally
forever best friend. Now that you have embarrassed us with your
language Craig, shake hands and say hello guys,” Iris ordered, with
a deep sigh.

“Oh, hell Bart, it looks like you’ve got
yourself a hot Joffre sandwich! Now I can get really comfy on all
sides when I need someone to hold me. Wait! He’s a full-fledged
human so that might not be such a good idea for me to cuddle with
him when I need some comfort,” he rattled on, and I was getting
ready to zap him a good one to shut him up.

“What the hell is wrong with you Craig? Are
you trying to outdo yourself?” Vito demanded, not looking
impressed.

Marc appeared to be shocked by all the
commotion but had the class to stick out his hand to shake with
Craig.

“I’m sure you are as amazed as I am seeing my
double here, and I’m glad to finally meet a real werewolf,” he
said, trying to break the ice and calm things down a bit.

I could see Vito’s eyes go wide in horror
when he saw the look on Craig’s handsome face.

“My pleasure handsome,” he said, and as he
held out his hand to Marc, then he shifted it, scaring the hell out
of him.

“What the hell is the matter with you Craig?
As your Sire I command you to knock it off and quit being such a
smartass,” Vito raged at him.

Marc, acting like a true gentleman, took his
paw and shook it briefly and let go just as quickly.

“I was just playing with him Vito and you
don’t have to go all dominant on me when I’m just trying to have a
little fun!”

“No harm done here, everyone. If the truth be
told, his paw felt kind of nice, and I’ve always liked dogs,” Marc
said.

At that moment I knew we were going to be
great friends as Craig lit up again, and Vito almost doubled over
laughing.

“Wow see he’s good to go with me, but no dog
jokes Marc, I get enough of that already! This guy is cool and
knows how to have some fun, unlike some that I know around here,”
Craig said, giving Vito the eye.
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