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Note:

This book is a continuation of the Legend of the White Werewolf series and best when read after The Legend of the White Werewolf -The Forgotten Ones. Prologues and epilogues are unique to each book and are not repeated.

This is the sequel to Legend of the White Werewolf, The Forgotten Ones. In the first book, we meet Ariel. She is a well known author with a bestselling werewolf series behind her. She meets Blake at a country and western bar. They develop a relationship and she finds out, not only is he a werewolf, but the bite he gave her, has caused her to turn into one as well. She is not just any wolf, but a legendary white wolf with unknown powers that will slowly start developing. Even worse, a rogue group of wolves, the forgotten ones, want her and anyone else in her family who has inherited the white wolf blood. If that wasn’t bad enough, the established werewolf government also wants to control her family to bring their bloodline back to their race. Now, it seems, they are caught in a tug of war between the two groups and she wonders if she chose the right side, or if there even is a right side. 
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The Favored Son
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I was the favored son. Not the favorite, I was the favored one. And why shouldn’t I be? I always did as I was asked; I always took responsibility, not just for myself, but for Danny as well. I was the youngest, which came as a surprise to anyone that met us. Danny just wasn’t as mature, confident, or capable. Maybe it was an unfair comparison, but everyone did it. Where I matured early, Danny was still waiting to take that leap. Yes, Danny had some health issues. But he also hid behind them to get out of jobs and activities that he didn’t like, thinking no one knew it. Everyone figured it out once they spent some time around him.

Danny was mad again. Mom gave me the brand new crew truck while Danny got the older one. It was a wise decision, based not just on rewarding me for my hard work, but also on the fact that Danny killed equipment. He drove them until they fell apart never getting his hands dirty checking the oil or making sure the tires were properly inflated. He drove his last flat tire three miles on our dirt road to get home, which ripped the tire to shreds and ruined the rim. I wouldn’t give him a new truck either. But Danny was sulking, playing the you are Mom’s favorite game. It always made Mom feel guilty even though she did nothing wrong. On top of that, Sally was talking about going out with one of the new guys. Mom said I needed to make up my mind about dating her, but damn it, she was a werewolf. I was a human and I wasn’t sure I wanted to be anything else. What a rotten day this had turned out to be.

We started a new project, but Blake wouldn’t let Mom do the cleanup. Since she told us she was expecting, he wouldn’t let her do anything, but write. He was overbearing, possessive, and overly protective. True, their relationship had gotten better and I was beginning to believe my mom would be happy with him. But, he was controlling in a way I’d never seen before. It was hard to believe Mom would allow it. She said alphas were like that and Blake allowed more than any other one would. Really?

I had a lot to learn about wolves because I really didn’t know much. I rarely read Mom’s books, and I never read the paranormal ones. She had a spy series I liked, even though it had a lot of love scenes in it, because it also had a lot of action. Some of her sci-fi books were okay, too. Now I might have to rethink things and read the wolf books just to learn more about them. It wasn’t like I could find a documentary about them on TV or call 1-800-werewolf to get all the facts.

Sally loved my mom’s books. She said they were realistic and exciting. My girl Sally rarely worked with the crew anymore since she became Mom’s new personal assistant. Only in emergencies did she help us. Mom had assistants before, but never a full time one just for her writing. My mom gave Sally the job right after her and Blake came home when they took a trip to New Orleans to see our crazy cousin, Roc. All our cousins were a little crazy, but Roc was hard core crazy. Right after that, our cousin, Mandi, came for a visit. An alpha from a neighboring pack came after her. That was when the latest attempt the other werewolves made to kidnap Mom happened. They almost got Mandi instead. Everyone was being careful because we knew they weren’t done trying.

Mandi went to Cassville with Mac, the alpha that came after her. I could tell they really liked each other. Everyone could tell, but Mandi. Stubbornness runs in our family. Mom says I’m stubborn about Sally, but that just isn’t true. I know I like her, I’m just not sure I want to change. Why the hell did that new guy have to ask Sally out? Now, I feel pressured to make a decision. I know I need to make it soon or it will be made for me. But I have to ask myself, what will I do if she goes out with another guy?

I walked over to Mom’s house for breakfast. Most of the crew is already there. We eat there whenever we can. When we work nearby like we are this week, we eat lunch there too. My crews been knocking out houses and new people have been coming in waves. Now we have over two hundred and fifty males in the pack here. Even that slave driver, Drake, is impressed. Drake is Blake’s brother. This pack was originally part of the pack he is in charge of. It got too big so they had to split up. He’s been sending people down here at an accelerated rate. We’ve also been picking up lone wolves and once in a while something called a feral wolf. Blake told us that ferals are what happens when a werewolf goes native in its wolf form. Some of them don’t even know they have a human side anymore. He told us stories about some ferals he knew about. Almost all of them end up being killed because they can’t be reached. From what Blake said it sounds like they go nuts. Mom has a way with ferals. She’s saved half a dozen of them. They seem to come to her almost like she calls to them. There’s no way that many could just be hanging around our area and we not know it. 

A lot of them turn out to be young, sometimes mere pups. The last one wasn’t even a teenager yet. Mom has taken her in as part of the family. She just showed up on the doorstep one day snarling and growling at anyone who got close until they called Mom. As soon as they saw each other it was like a calm descended on everyone. The scraggly looking wolf pup turned into a preteen kid as soon as Mom touched her. It was almost like magic. Andy, one of my best buds and one of our crew leaders, said he never saw anything like it. These days the little critter, Mom named her Evangeline since she didn’t know her name, runs around here like a normal kid. It’s only been a couple months and she had to start school with kindergarten, but Eva learns quickly. She’s gonna be a looker some day too. The girl has got flaming red hair with emerald green eyes and a temper to match.

Today, we’re finishing up a big house. It will be a boarding house, since it is so large. All Blake would let Mom do is order the materials. I can see she is going crazy waiting for the baby to come. At least she has her writing. She is on her third vampire book. She works on some other books too, but the vampire series is doing well and it takes most of her time.

We worked hard today so we decide to run to town and pick up food for my crew and Mom has me pick up food for the homefolks too. Homefolks is what we call those who hang out around the house all day. That would be the kids, their teacher, Tammy who is our cook, the guards, and lately Blake and Mom. It’s Tuesday and Geraldi’s has a pizza special. At noon, we go to town and Andy’s crew is there for lunch. I let him know half my guys will go over to him after lunch, while the rest of us finish our job. When I come in the café, Andy is chatting up my cousin, Kathy. When did he meet her? I was probably there, but I don’t even remember. I know my mom thinks a lot of Andy and he’s a good friend of mine, but my cousin is off limits. 

“Hi, Kathy. What are you doing here?” I asked.

She points to a couple of girls in the corner and says. “Stella and June dragged me here.”

I glance at Andy, who returns my look with a steady one of his own. Damn alpha, why couldn’t he be a submissive, then my work here would be done.

“I didn’t interrupt anything, did I?” I look from her to him, trying to figure out if anything was going on.

Kathy blushes. “You’re not going to start the overprotective cousin routine again, are you? I’m nearly twenty one, for goodness sakes.” Well, twenty-one might be the accepted time the rest of the family backs off, but I’m not going to. Kathy is special. She’s sweet, innocent, and I’m not going to throw her to the wolves. Pun intended.

My cousin rejoined her friends, but I noticed her and Andy exchanging looks. I plan to keep an eye on those two. We finish lunch then go our separate ways. My crew splits up. We get the project finished before we head home. Once we hit home, I take a shower, change clothes, and go to Mom’s. I go to the kitchen and see Sally. It was funny how every time I see her, I have to catch my breath. She is a short little thing. Maybe a couple of inches over five foot. She‘s built like a brick house, though. The girl is a little stick of dynamite. Her hair is the color of wheat which sets off her dark brown eyes and she has a healthy tanned color and a light dusting of freckles across her nose. Her best feature is her spontaneous smile. It could light a dark night and lead a lost man home. Mom would tease me about my poetic tendencies if I ever told her any of that. So I don’t.

Sally looked up, smiling as soon as she saw me. I just wanted to go to her and wrap my arms around her. Sometimes, I wondered what I was fighting it for since I knew she liked me too. Maybe being a wolf wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Still, it was a big decision and once made, it couldn’t be changed. Most guys would probably jump at the chance. Who wouldn’t choose a long, healthy life with a real babe at his side? It wasn’t like I thought she wanted me for my white wolf blood. She knew about it now, but we liked each other way before she knew. It was almost like a dance with us, I moved forward, then jumped back. If she started dating other guys, what the hell would I do?

I took the seat next to her. She whispered, “Matt, we need to talk.”

That made my bad day worse. Was she going to tell me she was going out with someone else? Maybe I should asked her out and give it a try. If I did, it would give me more information to base a decision on. “Sure, sweetheart. Anything for you.” I tease her like that. It always brings this sweet blush to her cheeks. Since I’ve not moved forward with our relationship, she probably thinks I’m just a hopeless flirt, but I never talk to anyone else that way. I guess I’ve made my decision, I’m going to ask her out. She could be the love of my life, a girl like her won’t come along twice in a lifetime.

We finish eating, and Sally and I take a walk. It’s nothing new, we go for walks after dinner often. “Sally, I have something I need to ask you before we talk about anything else.” She gives me a nod, so I continue. “I’d like to take you out Friday night.”

She gives me a bright smile. The loveliest one I have ever seen. It makes me wish I had done this a long time ago. “Matt, of course I’ll go out with you.” I wait to see if she’s going to tell me anything else, but she doesn’t seem to want to say a thing now.

Should I ask what she wanted to say, or is it even something I want to hear? Should I be glad she seems inclined to drop it? I decide to be a coward and let it drop. If she was going to date someone else, I really don’t want to know. We walk to the top of our little mountain, and watch the sun set. It’s beautiful up here and I think about kissing her, but I decide to go slow. We’re both young, and we have time. After we get back to Mom’s, I intend to find her and talk to her. She will know just where I should take Sally for our date. I want to make a good impression on my girl. Before we return home, I take Sally’s hand in mine, then we go back down the mountain. We go in the the main house where Sally heads to the living room and I go to find Mom. She’s easy to find, she’s upstairs in her office, working like mad on her latest book. Mom doesn’t even notice me, although her door is open so I knock to let her know I’m there. She looks up, and quits what she is doing right away.

“Matt, what’s up?” I don’t come up here often, so she knows I have a reason. My reason will make her happy. She has encouraged me to date Sally since these new people came here.

“Well, I’ve finally done it.”

“What is it that you’ve done exactly?” She smiled as she asked me.

“I asked Sally on a date for Friday night.”

Mom’s smile becomes brighter. I can tell she’s happy and excited. “It’s about time. I thought you were going to lose your chance.”

“Well, it was a big decision. But now that I am taking her out, I want to impress her. Tell me what I should do.”

“This will be perfect. First, you bring her a single red rose when you pick her up. Then, you take her to Devitos because Italian food is her favorite. Next, make sure a carriage will be available, because who wouldn’t like a horse drawn carriage ride around Eureka. If you still want to do something else, take her to the top of the Crescent, for a spectacular view of town. That will be a night to remember.”

“You came up with that on the spur of the moment, or have you been thinking about this for a while?” I’m not accusing her of anything, it’s just amazing that she would have that all planned out.

“Don’t be silly, sweetie. Blake took me out a few weeks ago. He brought me a rose, then he said we would do whatever I wanted. That was what I wanted to do. The only thing that would improve on that, was if you went while the stores were still open, took her shopping, and bought her something to remember the night by.”

“I like your plan. If we get to Eureka at four, we can shop for an hour before Devitos opens. We can eat before there’s a crowd, and have the time to do everything else. Thanks Mom. You’re the best!” I gave her a hug and a kiss, before I hurried back downstairs. Things were looking up now that the pressure to decide was gone.

There was only two days until Friday. We were so overloaded with work, they flew by. Now, it was Friday morning and I needed to get a lot done so I could take off early. We were finishing up a house which made it the worst day to leave my crew on their own. Kaleb, my second, would take over for me. I knew he could handle things, but I felt guilty since he hadn’t finished up on his own before. I guess he would get a trial by fire. If he did well, I would give him more responsibility, I had a feeling I would need more personal time in my schedule now. Being a workaholic didn’t work out when there was a special lady in your life.

I was nervous as hell. It was time to pick Sally up for our date, and my stomach was doing flip flops. My hand was shaking and I thought I might hyperventilate. Right now, I felt like I had never been on a date before even though I had been on plenty of dates. I guess none of them had ever seemed this important. I drove from my place to Mom’s so I could pick Sally up at the door. When I walked in the door, the first person I saw was Sally and I never saw her dressed up before. Oh, my God! She was beautiful and I lost the power of speech, and I forgot to breathe. But I wasn’t the only one who noticed how great she looked, so I shot some of the guys an off limits look. They all looked away quickly. I walked up to her, took her hand, and said, “You look beautiful.” I handed her the red rose I was carrying. 

“Thank you, Matt. It’s lovely.” She smiled, with that perfect smile she had and I melted. I watched her put the rose in a convenient vase full of water that just happened to be sitting close by. Mom should have been a boy scout, she was always prepared. It was nice of her to leave a vase ready for Sally. 

I looked at her as she finished with the rose and I knew this was the right choice, she was mine. Now I just had to stake my claim. I took her hand and led her to the car. It was my silver Charger because I didn’t want to take a SUV tonight. “Nice car, I’ve never seen it before.” Sally looked at the car with appreciation.

“We keep it in the shop and we only use it for special occasions.” I looked to be sure she knew I meant she was special. She was blushing. It only made her more beautiful. Man, am I ever in trouble. I had a strong urge to pick her up and carry her to my bedroom. I took a deep breath to calm myself, but it was a mistake. She smelled like woman and a sexy, expensive perfume. I stepped back a little to stop myself from doing something reckless. When had my control become so fragile? I stepped over to open her door, helping her get in. I made sure she was all the way in and closed the door. Now I took another deep breathe. I could still smell the perfume, but it was faint. I walked to the door on my side and my heartbeat slowed just a little as I got in and headed to Eureka.

After an hour spent going through more stores than it seemed possible, I found a necklace with a black wolf on it. It was chipped out of black onyx making it a rare find indeed. Sally loved it and I just knew if I changed I would look just like that. When had all this wolf jewelry and other wolf items become available here? Did someone know something or did they just stock them because they were selling now? We got to Devitos just after five. They took us to our table right away. It was nice to be well known here. I knew what to order and that it would be perfect. This date was the most important one I had ever been on. Sally looked relaxed and happy. We started with the smoked trout. “I’ve never had anything like this before.” She seemed amazed at the food.

“Isn’t it great? The horseradish sauce sets off the trout to make it incredible.” I couldn’t wait to see what she thought of the pork loin capperi. I wasn’t disappointed. She closed her eyes as she tasted it and moaned enthusiastically. It made me think about things other than food. We shared a sinful cheesecake for dessert. Once we were done there, we walked down to the carriage rides. One was waiting for us. I believed in making plans in advance and we had reservations. Mom had taught me that and Boy Scouts reinforced it. When people got to know me, they always would say that I acted like a boy scout or something. I would tell them, an Eagle Scout and proud of it. They always looked at me like I was a mythical creature. Boy Scouts have been around for a long time and Eagle Scouts may not be common, but we do exist.

The carriage took us on the usual path around town. Sally was enjoying the views and the romantic feeling. We sat really close and held hands the whole time. I pointed out things I thought she might be interested in. One of the perks of being a local was knowing things of interest. I might not know everything, but I knew a lot about Eureka. It was still early when we were done, so we drove up to the Crescent. We walked up the stairs, Sally said this was to work off the dessert. The view up there was breathtaking now that it was dark. You could see the lounge beside us through the windows. We were lucky to be all alone. This was a well known make out spot for locals and sometimes tourists. I was sure Blake and Mom did more than just look at the scenery when they came up here.

If Sally and I had been dating awhile, we would have been doing more too. But this part of our relationship was new. I still planned to get a kiss, I was after all a man, so it was expected. Sally seemed to be ready for it when I turned and took her in my arms. Her scent made me wonder if I could stop at just a kiss. How had I never noticed how she smelled like hot sex? It seemed to just get stronger. I slowly brushed her lips with mine then I pulled back to look in her eyes. The desire was on her face as well so I kissed her again softly and then deepened it as I stroked her back gently. I broke away before I lost myself completely. This was not the place or the time to lose controls o I grabbed her hand pulling her along with me down the stairs. We went back to the car so we could head back home. The two of us spoke between companionable silences all the way home. I was only more certain she was the one for me. We were home in no time and I gave her a slow, sweet goodnight kiss when we parted ways. Tomorrow I would see when we could be alone again. As I went home to go to bed, I wondered if I could get to sleep since I was still excited from my date. I had nothing to worry about, sleep found me.

I should have expected something bad. It seemed in my life the good was always accompanied by the bad. Some might call that balance, but I just thought of it as life raining on my parade. It was the next morning and Mom was crying. I felt sad and helpless as I knew it wouldn’t be good, but I had to ask anyway. “What’s wrong Mom?”

“Aunt Daisy died.” She started crying again.

Now I wasn’t surprised she was crying. It was our oldest living relative and everyone loved Aunt Daisy. It was May and Mom was about four months along now. Her hormones were kicking in every once in a while. News of Aunt Daisy had sent them into overdrive. Blake would have a job ahead of him. I hid my smile because it wasn’t appropriate right now. “At least she had a long life and she is in a better place.” I really believed that because she was such a good woman. Aunt Daisy was the best.

Mom nodded, but didn’t answer. I excused myself to go to work, but as soon as I was out of sight, I called Blake. It was his job to comfort Mom. He was the only one who could give her what she needed right now.

“Blake.” He answered with a snap telling me he must be having a bad day and it wasn’t getting any better.

“This is Matt. You need to come home as soon as you can. Mom needs you.” I could almost feel the panic rising on the other side of the phone.

“What happened? Is she alright?”

“A death in the family. She’s taking it hard.” I knew he would be here soon. She really shouldn’t be alone.

“I’ll be right there. Matt?”

“Yes.”

“Thanks for calling.” I knew what he meant. When they first got married, I would have stayed with her myself. Now, I understood it was his place. He needed to be here because he could do more for her than I could. It didn’t mean my mom loved me less. It was just a different kind of love and I was beginning to understand that we didn’t need to compete for my mom. We both had our own place in her heart and her life. Blake and I had declared a truce and I had even learned to respect the guy. At one time I would have said that wasn’t even possible. I thought of Sally as I realized I could use a little comfort myself. Aunt Daisy had been one hell of a lady. It seemed unreal that I would never see her again. I went to find my girl.

Sally was upstairs in the office. It was the likeliest place to find her. She was hard at work until she saw me. “Oh, Matt. I’m so sorry about your aunt.” 

Moving toward her, she stood and met me partway, puttting her arms around me, holding me tight as I felt the comfort flow from her in waves. 

Mom would have the hardest time with things. Sally was a big help to her as she struggled to plan the funeral and find a place for all the visitors to stay. We were lucky the large rooming house was done, but still empty. She cleared out the shelter we had on the mountain by sending the guys staying there to the rooming house. Tents were set up for singles and children and that helped too. Uncle Phil and Aunt Gladys stayed in their RV. I wasn’t really sure how they were related except they weren’t really aunt and uncle, but some kind of distant cousin. They arrived early and would probably stay late since they came for a two week vacation every few years. Our family was really eccentric. People started arriving almost immediately, but one or two at a time. It made me feel sorry for Tyne, he was Mom’s head of security and he would have a hard time. Our family had its share of celebrities with Aunt Daisy being one of them. Her funeral would be hard to keep quiet.

Sally was such a big help to Mom, I was proud of her, but it meant I didn’t see her much for several days. Cousin Mandi’s parents were alive, but in Europe. They wouldn’t be coming. Mom’s folks and Roc’s folks were gone. None of Aunt Daisy’s siblings were left and one of her brothers had only a great granddaughter left in his family line. Her name was Sylvia and she was twenty seven. She looked Native American except for her grey eyes. They mirrored the color of whatever she wore or sometimes how she felt. She arrived right after Phil and Gladys and she had the oddest career you would think of for a woman. My cousin specialized in chain saw art. Mom had ordered a custom piece from her for Blake which she had brought with her. She arrived in a midsized truck with a massive bench seat in the back. It had a black wolf on one side and a white one on the other. It was huge and incredible. It took four of the guys to unload it. If they had been human, it would have taken twice that many or more.

More people arrived everyday, but most arrived the night before and the morning of what I’ll call the wake. It turned out that Aunt Daisy wanted a big send off with a party. She wanted no crying over her. Daisy said her life was long and well spent. The morning of the party, my cousin Kathy arrived. Andy was in charge of one of Mom’s work crews, they were off for the weekend of the funeral. No matter how many dirty looks I sent him, he never left Kathy’s side. I was going to have to read him the riot act when this was over. Kathy was innocent and not to be trifled with. I noticed there were a lot of men that came that I didn’t know and I had a feeling they were wolves. Not knowing why they were there, I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like it if I did. I was standing next to Tyne when I noticed one of those wolves staring at my cousin Sylvia. She was a beautiful girl, but this look had Fatal Attraction all over again. I elbowed Tyne. “Who is that guy staring at my cousin?”

“He’s a high level warden.” Tyne whispered like he was afraid the man might hear.

“Big deal. He shouldn’t be looking at her like that.”

“Carson Hughes does anything he damn well pleases and anyone with any sense gets the hell out of his way.”

“That’s my cousin we’re talking about and Mom will get him if he’s not careful.” I said deciding discretion was the better part of valor. It wasn’t like this would be a physical fight, it would be political. I would let Mom take him on and I would give her back up. What the hell did I know about these damn wolves anyway?

Tyne chuckled. “That’s my brave young charge. You show them how your mom can fight.”

I felt my face get red. “Hey, I’m not even a damn wolf. What do you expect? I’ll help her all I can.”

Sally was helping set food out and Tyne motioned toward her. “I think you’ll be a wolf soon enough.”

“We’ll see how it goes.” I watched Sally closely until she looked up and smiled. 

My heart caught in my throat and I smiled back at her. Tyne smiled at me and walked off with a knowing look on his face. The party went full swing and Aunt Daisy would have loved it. I heard stories I had never heard before about her exploits making me I feel a mixture of happiness that her life had been so full and that she had truly lived, and a sadness that she was gone and I would never see her again.

The party was winding down so I helped Sally clean up although everyone had tried to keep the mess at a minimum. Something was odd about Sally and I couldn’t quite place it. She didn’t want to talk until after the funeral was over and my girl was as stubborn as the women in my family. I noticed a small change in her scent. The perfume was the same, the change was with her. My sense of smell had always been superior to anyone else’s. Maybe it was a sign that a wolf lurked beneath the surface waiting for a change to set him free.

We finished up so I walked her to Mom’s house where I kissed her goodnight with no intentions of doing anything more. I kissed her briefly, but that heady enticing scent beckoned me in so I deepened the kiss and stroked her softly. She moaned in my arms, tempting me further as I struggled for control, this wasn’t appropriate under the circumstances. Soon, I promised myself. I reluctantly pulled away from her.

The next day would see Aunt Daisy’s body freed from its earthly restraints. Ashes to ashes and dust to dust, she would be returned to the earth that she so loved. Nature would accept her back into its warm embrace. We would carry out her last wishes to the best of our ability. I thought that someday when I died, I would want to follow the path Aunt Daisy had chosen as well.

Everyone wore somber colors. Men were in suits, women in dresses, skirts, or pantsuits. Few pantsuits since we were an old fashioned family. Sally stood beside me in the place my mate would always be. Her strength sustained me. The service was brief, but powerful. Now we were ready for the hardest part of all. Only a small group of people were present, the rest awaited us on the mountain. Danny and I stood on opposite sides of the casket waiting for Mom to signal that the casket should be unsealed. We unsealed it so Mom could open it. She started to, but dropped the lid quickly. 

After that, things were a blur. Aunt Daisy hadn’t died a natural death. She had died because someone had tried to change her. I just kept thinking that someone hadn’t cared that what they were doing might kill her. Knowing Mom, she would make sure we found the culprit. I do remember the fire, cleansing as it sent Aunt Daisy’s soul onward and I knew I would miss her. Now, we needed to find out if the forgotten ones had done this or if the council had. We had other things to deal with, as if this wasn’t enough. Aunt Daisy had published a book about our family history to leave behind for all of us. The publisher had read it and broken their contract by selling copies of it. Now everyone would know the stories of the supernatural races that were in our bloodline. 

They would be able to trace Aunt Daisy’s relatives, and we would all be hounded by reporters. There were too many celebrities in our family. We had writers, artists, models, actors, and politicians. There was a magnetism that ran through the family that was hard not to use when it helped you in your chosen field. Mom could turn it off and on like magic. Speaking of magic, it also ran in the family. My mom already had a copy of Aunt Daisy’s book and we had looked at it together. Witches, elves, dwarves, werewolves, incubi, sorceresses, other demons, and that was just a few of the ancestors we could claim. Billie, my cousin, always said that magic attracts magic. She was talking about gypsies, voodoo, and Native American medicine men, but the theory seemed to apply here as well.

Right now we were attracting wolves and vampires, but Mom told me that we might end up being on a supernatural mating hit list once this got out. I knew I had twin cousins that were witches, but I never thought they were real witches. Looks like I was wrong about that. Maybe we all needed to learn some protection spells. Those I had read about in some of the dragon books I read when I was younger. Now I was wondering if dragons were real too. It would be neat to have a pet dragon, wouldn’t it? It was almost time to meet Mom and Roc now.

Tonight, Roc would become a wolf. Sally and I were going to the ceremony. I had to admit, I was curious. Sally was too because she said it was rare to be changed by someone of the same sex. I figured it had something to do with that vamp, Simon. He stared at Roc like he was gonna eat her whenever they were together and she wasn’t looking. Hell, he did it sometimes when she was looking. I could tell she liked him too. This was a weird world we had all dropped into. Werewolves, vampires, and creatures of the night, oh my. A year ago I would have never seen this coming.

I met Sally so we could go to the changing ceremony together. I gave her a kiss and noticed she felt hot. “Are you alright?”
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