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My journey into the extraordinary began in 1974 in the small town of Stull, KS. Little did I know that this unassuming start would lead me to an eventful career in journalism and eventually, a life-altering encounter with the paranormal.

Working for one of the largest newspaper distributions, the Kansas City Star, I spent my early years immersed in reporting and storytelling. However, my true passion lay in the realm of the supernatural—paranormal existence, sightings, vampires, and werewolves. My name is Kain Edward, and my fascination with mythical creatures traces back to my childhood, fueled by movies that portrayed vampires and werewolves with special powers.

As my career unfolded, I found myself increasingly drawn to the enigma of werewolves. The lack of detailed information on these creatures fueled my curiosity. "Surely there has to be more to werewolves than just being some hideous beast that kills humans at the sight of a full moon?" I often pondered.

My journalistic pursuits took me around the world, interviewing people claiming to have encountered paranormal entities. Despite the numerous stories, my quest for tangible evidence hit dead ends, leading to skepticism and mockery from colleagues. The constant derision, coupled with an unfortunate accident that left me paralyzed from the waist down, eventually led to my early retirement at the age of almost forty.

In the solitude of my home, I returned to my roots, seeking proof of the supernatural. Endless hours were spent in front of my computer, posting inquiries about the existence of werewolves and vampires. The responses were typically brief, leaving me frustrated and despondent. Even the distribution of thousands of business cards worldwide yielded no substantial leads.

Depression and a sense of worthlessness took hold, leading me down a path of addiction to alcohol and cigarettes. The turning point came in 2010, with an unexpected phone call from a young man named Stanley Swanson. He claimed to be a werewolf and offered proof of the existence of supernatural beings.

Though skeptical, the sincerity in Stanley's voice compelled me to meet him in Sacramento, CA. As we conversed for thirty minutes, he shared details that seemed more genuine than any encounter I had experienced before. This marked the beginning of a life-altering chapter.

Stanley Swanson and I delved into discussions that would reshape my perspective on the supernatural. In a long-lost and forgotten personal journal, I chronicled our conversations and the revelations that unfolded, providing a glimpse into a world where myth and reality intersect.
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All THAT CAN BE DREAMED OF CAN BECOME REAL
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Kain Edward's anticipation reached a crescendo on the early, cold, and eerie morning he was scheduled to meet Mr. Swanson. The nervous energy surged through him, manifesting in the upper extremities of the only part of his body he could feel. Despite the cold, the excitement was a warm rush that fueled his actions.

Unable to contain the thrill, Kain rose early, motivated by the knowledge that this day would hold answers to questions that had fueled his passion for the supernatural. Cleaning his house became a meticulous task, driven by the desire to create a welcoming space for the guest he had always dreamed of meeting. As he worked, thoughts of the questions he would pose to Stanley Swanson flooded his mind, adding to the overwhelming anticipation.

In the solitude of his home, Kain's happiness was palpable, a rare emotion for him in recent times. The prospect of having proof to silence those who had labeled him a freak and dismissed his pursuits as a waste of time filled him with a sense of vindication.

The financial inability to assist Mr. Swanson on his journey weighed on Kain's mind, but he tried to compensate by making his living space as comfortable as possible. Mixed emotions swirled within him, contemplating the impending arrival of someone claiming to be a werewolf. Questions about Stanley's appearance, judgments, and even the unsettling notion of personal safety played on a loop in Kain's mind.

Noon approached, and with a knock on the door, Kain wheeled himself to the front, overwhelmed with anticipation. Stanley, the supposed werewolf, stood before him— a young twenty-six-year-old who defied Kain's preconceived notions. The shock rendered Kain momentarily speechless as he took in the unexpected reality. Stanley, picking up on Kain's surprise, kindly initiated the conversation, breaking the silence that enveloped the room.

“I presume you are Kain Edward?”

Stanley Swanson, a handsome young man impeccably dressed, exuded a warmth and kindness that quickly dispelled many of the apprehensions Kain had harbored. The meticulously groomed appearance and genuine demeanor of Stanley shifted Kain's perspective, eroding the lingering doubts that had plagued him.

As Kain swung the door fully open, Stanley wasted no time in extending a handshake, his friendly gesture breaking any residual tension. Expressing gratitude for the offer of assistance, Kain wheeled himself, with Stanley gracefully following.

Finding themselves at the front table in the kitchen, the ambiance was chosen for its pleasant view, providing a comfortable setting for discussions that held profound significance. However, Kain couldn't help but notice a curious absence—Stanley had no luggage or bags in tow. This realization sparked a question in Kain's mind about the whereabouts of the much-anticipated 'proof.'

The conversation between them started to unfold, and Kain delicately broached the subject, "Stanley, I've been exploring these topics for quite some time on my own, and I truly appreciate your willingness to share. But, I can't help but wonder, where's the evidence you mentioned? I expected you to have brought something with you." 

The curiosity in Kain's voice was palpable, and he eagerly awaited Stanley's response, hoping for clarity on the mysterious proof that had brought them together.

The absence of any tangible evidence for the existence of werewolves weighed on Kain's mind as he couldn't help but express his curiosity. With a respectful tone, he inquired, "Mr. Swanson, if you don't mind me asking, I am assuming this is a short visit as you have brought nothing with you and yet have traveled a long distance?" 

Stanley's response was concise but enigmatic, "I travel lightly, Mr. Edward."

Seated at the table, Stanley directly across from Kain, a certain tension lingered in the air. The atmosphere demanded clarification, and Kain, eager for answers, ventured into his second line of questioning. 

"Would you like something to drink?" he asked, extending a welcoming gesture to his enigmatic guest.

"I would love to have some ice water," Stanley replied with a warm smile, a stark contrast to the mysteries that surrounded him. 

As Kain prepared the drinks, he couldn't shake the feeling that the real revelations of the day were yet to unfold, and the enigma of Stanley Swanson persisted.

Relief swept over Kain as he observed Stanley's demeanor at the table. The young man appeared entirely human, a stark contrast to the fantastical claims he had made on the phone about being a werewolf. Despite the apparent normalcy, Kain found himself standing firm in skepticism. It was challenging to reconcile the mundane presence before him with the extraordinary narrative he had been presented.

Inwardly, Kain grappled with conflicting thoughts. A part of him resisted accepting Stanley's claims, chalking it up to stubbornness ingrained from past experiences. However, the financial commitment made by Stanley to travel for this meeting nudged Kain to give him the benefit of the doubt. Perhaps there was more to the story, and Kain felt compelled to navigate the conversation cautiously, treading the fine line between skepticism and openness. The meeting had just begun, and the mysteries surrounding Stanley Swanson remained intact, waiting to unravel.

Stanley's courteous offer to fetch his own glass of ice water and even prepare a drink for Kain added a layer of normalcy to the situation. 

"If you do not mind, Mr. Edward, I will be happy to grab my own glass of ice water. Just tell me where you keep your cups at. If you would like, while I am up, I will gladly fix you a drink as well."

Kain, amused by Stanley's proactive demeanor, responded with a large smirk. "I am fine, thanks, and the cups you can find in the cabinet on your right.

The easy exchange between them hinted at a camaraderie that was starting to develop, but the underlying questions about Stanley's claims still lingered, casting a subtle tension over their interaction. As Stanley rose to fetch his own drink, Kain couldn't help but wonder if this seemingly mundane action would lead to the unveiling of the proof he had been desperately seeking.

As Kain observed Stanley gracefully navigating his kitchen, an air of admiration overcame him. The simple act of Stanley grabbing a cup and walking to the faucet of Kain's old ceramic kitchen sink became a moment of fascination. Stanley moved with a classy style that caught Kain's attention – his footsteps light against the hardwood floor, his suit impeccably ironed, and an odd yet captivating touch as he moved his right hand from the base of the faucet to the tip, observing the water flow into his cup.

Every detail Kain witnessed only served to reinforce the notion that Stanley was something special, even if not the werewolf he claimed to be. The walk back to the table, cup of water in hand, was as inspiring as the initial approach. The ordinary act of fetching water took on a certain elegance, leaving Kain intrigued by the aura of uniqueness that surrounded Stanley Swanson. The meeting was becoming more than just a discussion about the supernatural; it was a study of the enigmatic character seated before him.

As Stanley settled back into his seat, cup of water in hand, he posed a question that cut through the lingering tension, "So, Mr. Edward, what is it that you wish to know about silly vampires and werewolves or even aliens for that matter?"

A warmth spread across Kain as he caught Stanley's gaze, appreciating the informal shift in address.

"Please, call me Kain," he responded, feeling a sense of camaraderie building between them. 

The loaded question hung in the air, inviting Kain to articulate the deep-seated inquiries that had fueled his decades-long pursuit of the supernatural. The table was set for a conversation that promised to unravel the mysteries and perhaps provide the answers that had eluded Kain for so long.

As Kain settled into the conversation, explaining his long-standing fascination with vampires, werewolves, and aliens, he must have inadvertently chosen the wrong words in his response. The atmosphere shifted, and a subtle tension replaced the camaraderie that had begun to build between them. Stanley's expression changed ever so slightly, and the room seemed to hold its breath as if awaiting a response that could either bridge the gap or deepen the divide. The unintended misstep hung in the air, leaving the trajectory of their discussion momentarily uncertain.

In an attempt to navigate the unexpected shift in the atmosphere, Kain swiftly adjusted his words, seeking common ground. 

"Well, vampires and werewolves seem so intriguing, and they also are of the same nature in some ways to start with."

The words flowed with an air of diplomacy, an effort to course-correct the conversation and maintain a sense of shared curiosity.

Stanley's reaction remained enigmatic, leaving Kain to wonder if the unintentional misstep had been successfully smoothed over or if it lingered beneath the surface, awaiting further clarification. The delicate dance of conversation continued, with the mysteries of vampires and werewolves at the forefront of their discussion, waiting to be unraveled.

Stanley's immediate reaction was unexpected as he swiftly stood up, leaning in towards Kain at the midpoint of the table. The atmosphere crackled with tension as Stanley's right hand lay flat on the surface, palm down. The sudden shift in proximity and the assertive gesture heightened the intensity of the moment, leaving Kain momentarily taken aback.

The enigmatic nature of Stanley Swanson was brought to the forefront, leaving Kain to decipher the significance of this abrupt change in demeanor. The table, once a symbol of shared exploration, now seemed to mark a line between them, emphasizing the complexities of the conversation they were delving into. The room held its breath, awaiting the next move in this unfolding interaction between a journalist seeking answers and a young man claiming to be something beyond the ordinary.

Stanley's words, delivered with an intensity that cut through the air, shattered the fragile equilibrium of the conversation. 

"You know nothing of vampires or werewolves, Kain!" 

The statement, laden with an air of authority, echoed in the room, emphasizing a divide between Kain's knowledge and Stanley's claimed understanding of these mythical creatures.

Kain, stunned by the sudden assertiveness, felt a mix of confusion and curiosity. The atmosphere had shifted yet again, and the mysteries surrounding Stanley Swanson deepened. The encounter had evolved into more than a mere discussion about the supernatural; it had become a confrontation of beliefs, challenging Kain's convictions and laying bare the complexities of the enigma before him. The table that had once symbolized shared exploration now stood as a metaphorical battleground where the clash between skepticism and extraordinary claims played out.

Stung by the unexpected anger in Stanley's words, Kain quickly recognized the need to diffuse the tension that had gripped the room. 

"I apologize if I misspoke or if I've offended you, Stanley. I'm genuinely here to learn and understand," Kain offered, attempting to mend the fracture that had emerged in their conversation.

Stanley, though visibly upset, seemed to accept the apology with a subtle nod. The air remained charged, but as Kain awaited Stanley's next words, the young man took a deep breath and continued, revealing a layer of vulnerability beneath the initial anger. The meeting had veered into uncharted territory, delving into the complexities of belief and disbelief, challenging both the skeptic and the one who claimed to embody the supernatural.

Stanley's words cut through the charged atmosphere, his voice carrying a mix of frustration and a sense of revelation. 

"You think that werewolves and vampires share certain characteristics or that we are somewhat alike?" he queried, his tone probing as he continued.

"You humans are created with a mind of fantasy, folklore, and lust. You all read, watch movies, and shows in the desire to believe we are what other humans merely write about. This is all your kind knows of us. Let me make it clear to you, Kain, by stating that werewolves were or are nothing more to this day but slaves to vampires!"

The revelation hung in the air, a stark departure from the romanticized notions often associated with these mythical beings. Kain, grappling with the sudden shift in perspective, listened intently as Stanley sought to dismantle the fantastical facade that surrounded vampires and werewolves. The encounter had transcended the boundaries of a mere discussion, delving into the complexities of myth, reality, and the enigmatic nature of Stanley Swanson.

Stanley's clenched fist on the table revealed the depth of his emotional response to the assumptions Kain had unwittingly made. Recognizing the gravity of his error, Kain offered another apology, explaining that his beliefs were based on misconceptions. It was in that moment, as the tension lingered in the air, that Kain began to consider the possibility that Stanley might indeed be revealing a truth he had never before contemplated.

Acknowledging his mistake, Kain implored Stanley to elaborate further, eager to understand the perspective that had elicited such a visceral reaction. Still standing, Stanley's fist relaxed, but his gaze remained intense as he stared deep into Kain's eyes. In this charged atmosphere, Stanley posed a serious question, one that demanded Kain's attention and consideration. The meeting had evolved into a crucible of conflicting beliefs, challenging Kain's worldview and prompting him to reevaluate everything he thought he knew about vampires, werewolves, and the enigmatic man standing before him.

"Do you, Mr. Edward, truly believe in what you write about or hope to believe exist?" Stanley's question hung in the air, carrying a weight that extended beyond the immediate context of their conversation.

"I do firmly," Kain responded, a note of conviction in his voice. 

The exchange marked a pivotal moment in their discussion, as Kain openly affirmed his belief in the supernatural. The clash of perspectives — one grounded in skepticism and journalistic inquiry, the other rooted in a claimed existence beyond the ordinary — intensified. The unfolding dialogue between Kain and Stanley delved into the complexities of belief, challenging each other's convictions in a collision of worlds where the supernatural and the mundane intersected. The meeting had become a crucible for the clash between the skeptic and the one who claimed to embody the very mysteries Kain had spent a lifetime exploring.

Stanley, in response to Kain's affirmation of belief, sat back down with a soft "Good." Sensing a need to ease the tension, Kain made a somewhat joking remark, suggesting that maybe Stanley should have been a vampire, given the assumptions about their charming and decent-looking nature. Aware of the frustration caused by his previous comparisons, Kain attempted to inject a light-hearted tone into the conversation.

To his surprise, Stanley burst into laughter at the comment. As the laughter subsided, Stanley, with a hint of irony, declared that vampires are more worthless and cruel to the human race than any werewolf could ever be or imagine to be. Despite the serious undertones of the statement, Kain, still in a joking manner, responded in kind, maintaining the attempt to lighten the mood amid the complexities of their discussion. The dynamics between the two had once again shifted, showcasing the intricate dance between serious revelations and moments of levity in their exploration of the supernatural.

Kain, following the banter, quipped back with a playful tone, "So you must be the werewolf then, as you suggested?" The exchange, though lighthearted, underscored the lingering ambiguity and complexity surrounding Stanley's claims. 

The interplay between seriousness and humor persisted, creating a unique atmosphere where the supernatural and mundane coexisted in a delicate balance. The meeting, initially fraught with tension, now exhibited moments of levity, revealing the multifaceted nature of the encounter between a skeptic seeking answers and a man claiming to embody the mysteries of werewolves and vampires.

Stanley's sudden quietness and the return of that intense stare conveyed a seriousness that brought a hush over the room. He spoke with a sincerity that cut through the light banter, the atmosphere shifting once again. In this charged moment, Stanley addressed Kain with a genuine gesture, leaving the room steeped in anticipation for the next revelation or insight into the mysteries that surrounded the enigmatic man before him. The meeting had ventured into unpredictable territory, navigating the intricate dance between belief and skepticism, truth and fiction, and the elusive nature of the supernatural.

Stanley's question hung in the air, a profound inquiry that seemed to suspend time in the room. 

"What if I really were Kain?" he asked, his words carrying a weight that transcended the playful banter. 

The atmosphere became charged with an air of mystery, and Kain found himself caught in the gravity of Stanley's words.

The question, laden with possibilities and implications, opened a door to a realm of uncertainty. In that moment, the meeting transcended its origins as a discussion about the supernatural, delving into the realm of identity, truth, and the enigmatic nature of the man who claimed to be Stanley Swanson. The line between reality and the fantastical blurred, leaving Kain to grapple with the ambiguity of the situation and the potential revelations that lay ahead.

The weight of Stanley's question, with its potential implications, seemed to momentarily shatter the serious atmosphere. Finding it hard to believe, Kain started to laugh in an almost hysterical way, a mixture of surprise and incredulity. With a light chuckle, he replied to Stanley, the tension momentarily diffused by the unexpected turn in the conversation.

The room echoed with a complex symphony of emotions — laughter overlaying a lingering sense of curiosity and uncertainty. The encounter between Kain and Stanley had evolved into a surreal dance, where reality and the supernatural intertwined, leaving both men on the precipice of discovery or revelation. The meeting, initially rooted in the pursuit of answers, had taken on a life of its own, challenging preconceptions and plunging the participants into uncharted territory.

Kain, still caught in a moment of laughter, managed to interject with a humorous response, "Well, I hope if you were, that you would spare my life." 

The levity continued, with Kain attempting to navigate the fine line between skepticism and amusement.

However, Stanley, unmoved by the humor, responded with a statement that cut through the laughter, bringing a sudden gravity to the room. 

"I am a werewolf," he declared. 

The revelation, devoid of any trace of jest, left Kain grappling with the unexpected truth that had just been unveiled. The room hung in a suspended moment, the weight of Stanley's assertion settling over the encounter, marking a significant turning point in the surreal meeting between a journalist seeking answers and a man who claimed to embody the supernatural.

Kain, caught in a mix of disbelief and amusement, began to laugh even harder. Despite the seriousness in Stanley's tone, Kain, with a sincerity fueled by curiosity, asked, "Are you serious? A werewolf?" 

The laughter persisted, but now tinged with a sense of incredulity as Kain navigated the delicate balance between skepticism and the uncharted territory of the supernatural that seemed to unfold before him. The meeting, already a complex dance of belief and disbelief, took yet another unexpected turn as the mysteries surrounding Stanley Swanson deepened.

Kain, amidst his laughter, managed to compose himself and asked, "Is this the proof you are bringing to the table, Stanley?" The question hung in the air, a pivotal moment where the line between reality and the fantastical blurred.

A calm silence enveloped the room for only a brief moment before Stanley spoke, his voice carrying a forceful weight. 

"I did not come here to meet with hopes of trying to amuse you, Kain; I came here to share with you what I know. Is that not what you have wanted?" 

The words resonated in the room, bringing a solemnity that cut through the levity that had characterized their earlier banter. The meeting, now steeped in a complex interplay of belief, sincerity, and revelation, had reached a crossroads where the pursuit of truth took center stage.

The intensity of the moment lingered as Stanley, now serious, addressed Kain with a solemnity that shifted the tone of their meeting. Joking seemed inappropriate in the face of Stanley's earnestness, and Kain felt the weight of the conversation pressing down on them.

Suddenly, Stanley's phone rang, interrupting the gravity of the moment. He walked away from the table, his back turned to Kain as he engaged in a brief, private conversation. Kain, left in the room, couldn't discern the content of the call but respected Stanley's need for privacy.

Upon his return, Stanley apologized, explaining that it was his wife who had called. Suppressing any urge to laugh, Kain responded with a hint of humor, attempting to lighten the atmosphere, "I hope it wasn't about me being lunch for a werewolf." The attempt at levity masked the lingering intensity, as both men navigated the complexities of the surreal encounter that had unfolded in Kain's home.

Kain, trying to maintain a balance between humor and seriousness, asked, "So, werewolves get married as well?" The question, though lighthearted, carried an undercurrent of curiosity about the personal life of the man claiming to be a werewolf.

Stanley, while still embodying an air of seriousness, responded with a subtle smile, "Yes, we do, just like anyone else." The revelation added another layer to the complexities of Stanley's existence, intertwining the supernatural with the mundane. The encounter, now a tapestry of belief, revelation, and unexpected humor, continued to unfold in unexpected ways, revealing the enigmatic nature of the man who claimed to be Stanley Swanson.

Stanley, acknowledging the lightheartedness in Kain's question and perhaps recognizing the humanity in the moment, responded with a subtle smile. It seemed as if he took a moment to reflect on the fact that he was conversing with a mortal, a human who was reacting to the existence of creatures from the realm of night and folklore. Despite his claimed identity as a werewolf, Stanley embraced the conversation with a certain openness.

He furthered the dialogue, delving into the intricacies of his existence, "Yes, we do, just like anyone else. The supernatural doesn't erase the everyday aspects of life." The statement held a paradoxical truth, blending the extraordinary with the ordinary in a way that only deepened the mystery surrounding Stanley Swanson. The encounter, a dance between the supernatural and the mundane, continued to unfold, leaving both men to navigate the uncharted waters of belief and understanding.

Stanley, perhaps recognizing the potential isolation that Kain's pursuit of the supernatural might have led to, asked in a more introspective tone, "Do you like to be lonely, Mr. Edward?" The question delved into the personal, inviting Kain to reflect on the impact of his chosen path and the potential isolation that might have accompanied his relentless quest for the mysterious and the supernatural. The encounter, now exploring not just the realms of folklore and creatures of the night but also the inner dimensions of the individuals involved, continued to evolve into a deeply introspective exploration.”

Kain, reflecting on his own life, admitted to the loneliness that had accompanied him for many years. He shared with Stanley that he had never married or had children, relying solely on a disability check that served as a stark reminder of his existence. The vulnerability in Kain's response added a layer of depth to the conversation, emphasizing the personal sacrifices and challenges he had faced.

Sensing the weight of the moment, Stanley, in an attempt to lighten Kain's mood, continued the conversation. The encounter, now touching on the personal struggles and triumphs of both men, became a shared exploration of the human experience, transcending the boundaries of the supernatural and the ordinary.

Stanley, in a surprising and candid revelation, shared, "My wife and I also have two children, which I know, Mr. Edward, would suggest that we also have sex." The statement, though straightforward, carried an element of humor, as Stanley seemed to acknowledge the natural assumptions and reactions that might arise when discussing the personal aspects of his life as a werewolf.

The revelation not only added a touch of levity to the conversation but also humanized Stanley in a way that transcended the supernatural. The encounter, now weaving through the threads of belief, personal experiences, and shared moments of humor, continued to evolve into a unique exploration of the intersection between the extraordinary and the mundane in the lives of those who claimed to embody the mysteries of folklore.

It seems there might be a bit of humor in Stanley's response before he finished with a slight smile, stating to Kain, "Well, we do try to keep things interesting." The remark, delivered in a jokingly manner, added another layer of complexity to the encounter, balancing the seriousness of the supernatural with the shared experiences of everyday life.

The subtle smile and the playful tone suggested a camaraderie between the two men, bridging the gap between their differing perspectives. The meeting, now a tapestry of belief, revelation, humor, and shared experiences, continued to unfold, offering glimpses into the multifaceted nature of the encounter between a journalist seeking answers and a man who claimed to embody the supernatural.

Stanley, with a blend of candidness and humor, addressed the unspoken assumptions that might arise from his earlier revelation. He clarified, "I would assume that when I said sex, that you immediately had pictured the sexual position of doggy style perhaps. To let you know, we do make love the same as you humans do. We are not dogs, just to remind you of that, Kain."

The statement, delivered with a touch of playfulness, sought to dispel any preconceived notions and emphasize the shared humanity in the midst of discussions about werewolves and the supernatural. The encounter, now navigating through the intricacies of belief, personal experiences, and humorous moments, continued to challenge expectations and offer a nuanced exploration of the intersection between the extraordinary and the ordinary in the lives of those who claimed to embody the mysteries of folklore.

Feeling a sense of comfort in Stanley's tone and mannerisms, Kain opened up about the challenge of believing such extraordinary claims. He expressed to Stanley that accepting this information as true would take time to digest, especially without any tangible proof being presented. Despite Kain's desire for confirmation, Stanley remained steadfast in his decision not to reveal any conclusive evidence.

Recognizing that he might not receive the proof he sought, Kain decided to shift the focus back to his original purpose – asking more questions for his journal. The encounter, now a delicate dance between skepticism, belief, and the pursuit of knowledge, evolved into an ongoing exploration of the mysteries surrounding werewolves, vampires, and the enigmatic Stanley Swanson.

Choosing to shift the focus to a more personal note, Kain asked, "So, how did you and your wife meet?" The question aimed to unravel the human side of Stanley's life, providing an opportunity for him to share a story that transcended the supernatural and delved into the realm of personal connections.

As Stanley began to unfold the narrative of his relationship, the encounter continued its nuanced exploration, weaving through the tapestry of belief, personal experiences, and the shared aspects of human connection. The meeting, initially grounded in the pursuit of proof and revelations, had transformed into a multifaceted exchange, revealing the intricacies of the lives of those who claimed to be touched by the supernatural.

Stanley, prompted by Kain's question about how he and his wife met, flashed a big smile — the first genuine one Kain had observed throughout their initial meeting. This smile, radiant and genuine, conveyed the depth of Stanley's affection for his wife. The shift in demeanor offered a glimpse into the emotional connection that transcended the supernatural aspects of Stanley's life.

The encounter, now touching on matters of the heart and personal relationships, provided a rare moment of warmth and authenticity. The shared understanding of love and connection became a common ground that connected the two men, fostering a unique bond in the midst of their exploration of the mysterious and otherworldly.

Stanley's revelation carried a weight of time and history. He shared, "We met sixty-two years ago in a little cottage just outside of London." The statement painted a vivid picture of a long and enduring love story that spanned decades.

The revelation added a layer of depth to Stanley's character, transcending the immediate encounter and offering a glimpse into the richness of his personal history. The meeting, now an intricate tapestry of belief, personal experiences, and shared moments, continued to evolve into a rare exploration of the human side of those who claimed to embody the mysteries of folklore.

Kain, recalling the iconic American Werewolf in London, chuckled lightly as he connected Stanley's real-life meeting with his wife to the familiar scenes depicted in movies. 

"I see, the American Werewolf in London, I have watched that numerous times over," he remarked, finding a humorous link between Stanley's story and the cinematic portrayals of werewolves.

To Kain's surprise, Stanley also laughed, sharing in the enjoyment of the very same movie that had captured the imaginations of many. The shared laughter, referencing a piece of popular culture, added a touch of camaraderie to the encounter, bridging the gap between the supernatural and the familiar narratives that permeated everyday life. The meeting, now a blend of belief, shared experiences, and humor, continued to unfold in unexpected and enriching ways.

Stanley, while acknowledging his enjoyment of American Werewolf in London, made a distinction, noting, "I have watched that a few times, but that really does not portray anything about our breed." His statement emphasized the divergence between cinematic portrayals of werewolves and the reality, as per Stanley's claims.

The clarification added a layer of authenticity to Stanley's narrative, highlighting the disparity between fictional representations and the nuanced reality of his own experiences. The encounter, now delving into the discrepancies between folklore and personal accounts, continued to unravel the intricacies of the supernatural as perceived by one who claimed to be intimately connected with it.

Feeling a growing sense of camaraderie between them, Kain couldn't help but address the apparent discrepancy in Stanley's age. With a mix of curiosity and genuine interest, Kain questioned the incongruity of being twenty-six years old while claiming to have met his wife sixty-two years ago. 

Stanley, perhaps anticipating the question, began to unravel the complexities of his existence. He explained, in great detail, the unique aspects of a werewolf's life, emphasizing the marked differences from the immortal existence often attributed to vampires. The conversation, now delving into the intricacies of the supernatural, became an opportunity for Kain to gain further insights into the mysteries surrounding Stanley's claimed identity and experiences.

Stanley's revelation about the ability of werewolves to choose their apparent age shed light on the intricacies of their existence. He explained, "This is a significant difference in our respective beings, Kain. When you are born a werewolf, you essentially choose what age to slow down your growth and age at. I assure you it is not as good a time as one might think. We do not have a fountain of youth or a higher being which you humans call your GOD; we only have one another."

Kain, intrigued by this unique aspect of werewolf life, asked, "So if you get to choose your own age, then why did you choose twenty-six years old?"

With a large smile on Stanley's face, he answered with ease, "Simple. I am old enough to know a lot about this world we live in, old enough to get married, have kids, and so much more. Know that we still age, but it is taken to a factor level that I will not turn another year older or show any signs of age for twenty-six more years, which is the age I chose. We are not what you humans refer to as immortal just as the Drakulis may appear to be; they too are not. Both of our respective beings can be killed."

Stanley's explanation delved into the nuanced aspects of werewolf life, challenging preconceived notions and adding depth to the understanding of his claimed identity. The encounter, now exploring the intricacies of supernatural existence, continued to unravel the mysteries surrounding Stanley and the world of werewolves.

Kain, intrigued by the concept of choosing one's apparent age as a werewolf, sought further clarification. 

"So... the age you chose is the next year of your life, which would mean if you would have opted to stay a young child of eleven years old, then you would not age again for another eleven years, is that correct?"

Stanley, perhaps accustomed to explaining this unique aspect of werewolf life, responded with a patient explanation. He clarified, "That's correct. The age we choose determines the span of years before we age again. If I had chosen to remain eleven years old, then I wouldn't show any signs of aging for another eleven years. It's a choice that each werewolf makes, taking into consideration the experiences and knowledge they wish to accumulate during that particular age span."

The conversation, now navigating the intricacies of werewolf existence, provided Kain with a deeper understanding of the choices and considerations involved in the unique aging process of Stanley and his kind. The encounter, enriched with these revelations, continued to weave through the mysteries and complexities of the supernatural.

Stanley, continuing to unravel the complexities of werewolf existence, added a crucial detail. He explained, "Exactly, Kain, except for one bit of information you should learn or write down if you wish. That would be that we, our breed of werewolves that are born into, are not mature enough to make such decisions until age twelve. Why anyone would want to stay that age is beyond me, as I know I sure as hell would not. Some choose to do so at the age of twelve or later because they simply do not wish to live longer and have a better connection of sorts, a comfort level if you will."

As Kain delved deeper into this supernatural realm, he couldn't help but express the complexity of the information. 

"So what of your wife of sixty-two years ago? What was she like or what was her age?"

Stanley, always smiling when speaking of Julie, responded, "She, which her name is Julie, was young and beautiful at twenty-three years of age when we married."

Feeling the weight of the intricacies unfolding, Kain remarked, "This is so complicated, Mr. Swanson."

"Please call me Stanley; we are beyond calling one another by our last names," Stanley insisted, making the conversation more personal.

Stanley's ease in conversation and Kain's growing intrigue led to more questions. Kain inquired, "So did your wife know you were a werewolf, or was she already a werewolf; how did all that work out?"

"She was not a werewolf; she chose to be a werewolf. And yes, if I had not saved her from harm, she would have never known me to be the breed I am to this day."

The unfolding narrative, now intertwining personal choices, relationships, and the supernatural, painted a picture of Stanley's life that transcended the boundaries of mere folklore. The encounter, enriched with personal anecdotes and shared stories, continued its journey into the mysteries surrounding werewolves and the enigmatic Stanley Swanson.

As the conversation deepened, Kain, determined to capture every detail of Stanley's narrative, continued to ask a barrage of questions. Balancing the delicate dance of skepticism and belief, Kain was meticulous in piecing together the intricate details of Stanley's life as a werewolf. The encounter had evolved into a shared exploration, where Kain sought to unravel the mysteries of the supernatural, armed with the firsthand account of someone who claimed to be intimately connected with it.

In these moments of inquiry and revelation, the encounter became a tapestry of belief, shared experiences, and the insatiable quest for understanding. Kain, once a journalist chasing tales of vampires and werewolves, now found himself in the midst of a firsthand account that blurred the lines between fiction and reality. The unfolding narrative, rich with personal anecdotes and supernatural revelations, continued to captivate Kain's imagination and challenge the boundaries of what he thought possible.

"So you did not tell her you were a werewolf?" Kain inquired, seeking to understand the dynamics of Stanley's revelation to his wife.

"No," Stanley replied, and his once happy smile faded away. There was a subtle shift in the atmosphere, hinting at a more serious turn in the conversation.

"Would you like me to show you something, Kain?" Stanley proposed, prompting a surge of anticipation in Kain. 

This could be the moment where he would witness undeniable proof or, perhaps, even witness Stanley transform into a werewolf. The prospect intrigued Kain, and the conversation had reached a point where tangible evidence was eagerly awaited.

"Is this the part where you turn into your other self or do you have to wait for the full moon?" Kain playfully added, a smile on his face.

Stanley, finding humor in Kain's remark, laughed while taking a drink of the water Kain had offered. Leaning inward toward the table, Stanley prepared for what might be a pivotal moment in the encounter, leaving Kain on the edge of anticipation and curiosity.

––––––––
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"The full moon you all have grown up to believe changes my breed is merely a myth. We can turn at any time we wish to. The full moon is when we try to protect our young from harm, as they can change easily by the glow, and it is a good time for us to hunt. It can, for the young or newly transitioned, seem as though they may not have any control at times. How that myth became, I, myself would love to know. The full moon provides much light, and you should know, Kain, that we like to keep as hidden from your kind... humans. It is rare for us to be out late on a full moon. So your moon theory that most believe in is actually opposite from the stories," Stanley explained, demystifying the common belief about werewolves transforming during a full moon.

Kain, still intrigued by Stanley's revelations, continued to press for the proof he had hoped for. 

"Interesting, then why will you not show me that you are a werewolf? You seem to have so much knowledge, and I want to believe you, Stanley, but you have to know that I have been guided to false hopes for so long."

Stanley, placing both hands together into a fist on the table, reiterated, "That is not what I came here for, as I mentioned earlier, Kain. I am here to share with you insight, explain to you of my breed, and let you be aware that we are not hideous monsters that change at the mere sight of moonlight and ravage towns while we kill humans. There is so much you need to know, and then perhaps I will show you myself in what it is you have longed to see."

The unfolding narrative, now touching on the dispelling of myths and the desire for genuine understanding, continued to draw Kain into the enigmatic world that Stanley claimed to belong to. The encounter, rich with revelations and unanswered questions, hung in the balance between skepticism and the tantalizing promise of a deeper truth.

Realizing that persuading Stanley to reveal his werewolf form might be an uphill battle, Kain decided to inject some humor into the situation.

"So you can show me yourself without being in person?" Kain chuckled lightly, trying to lighten the mood.

After a brief laugh, Stanley stood up from his seat. His once resting hands, now interlocked, relaxed with his palms placed down on the table, mirroring his earlier gesture.

"We have unique abilities like that of what most vampires can do, though slightly different, which is to seduce the mind of individuals. While a Drakulis can see the future, the breed of werewolves can see the past and can do so with humans as well," Stanley revealed, unveiling another layer of the mysterious capabilities of his kind.

The encounter, now navigating between humor and revelations, painted a portrait of supernatural intricacies that challenged Kain's preconceived notions. As Stanley continued to share the unique attributes of werewolves, the conversation swirled around the complexities of their existence, leaving Kain in a state of both wonder and skepticism.

It took everything in Kain's power to suppress the frustration bubbling within him. The fantastical claims Stanley made, especially about the ability to see the past and manipulate minds, seemed to collide with Kain's understanding of reality. The line between what he had longed to believe and the skepticism bred by a lifetime of disappointment was becoming increasingly blurry.

Expressing his growing unease, Kain told Stanley that he had heard enough of these seemingly implausible tales. The concept of vampires possessing the ability to glimpse the future or manipulate minds to traverse time was pushing the boundaries of Kain's willingness to suspend disbelief. The realization that he might be falling into a narrative spun for the sake of amusement or some obscure motive began to weigh heavily on Kain's mind.

As Stanley continued to delve into the supernatural attributes of his kind, Kain grappled with the internal conflict between the desire to believe and the ever-present specter of doubt. Was Stanley genuinely sharing the truth, or was this an elaborate charade meant to exploit the curiosity of a disabled man who had been the subject of mockery? The tangled web of questions and uncertainty persisted, and Kain found himself caught in the crossroads of belief and skepticism.

"Interesting, Stanley, so if you wanted to then, you are telling me that you can take me to certain times of your life then?" Kain posed the question, hoping for a response that would provide the evidence he sought, even without witnessing Stanley transform into a werewolf.

Stanley's reply held the promise of the proof Kain had been yearning for. 

"Yes, not only certain parts of my life, but at any moment of my life as long as I was born or alive during that time."

Kain found it challenging to accept such a remarkable claim. The notion of being able to witness any moment of someone's life seemed implausible, even for someone with an affinity for the supernatural. Deep in thought and somewhat skeptical, Kain struggled to reconcile the fantastical tales he was being told with the realities of his own experiences.

"Just let me show you something to prove I am not just making this all up, Kain," Stanley proposed, sensing Kain's skepticism.

"Show me what then?" Kain responded, his curiosity piqued, yet guarded against the possibility of further disappointment. 

The moment held the potential to either solidify the extraordinary claims or cast them further into the realm of skepticism.

Kain, captivated by the unfolding events, found himself unable to contain his intrigue with Mr. Swanson. As Stanley stood up from his chair with a certain majestic posture, he requested Kain's cooperation in a peculiar demonstration. Stanley asked if he could move to the other side of the table, emphasizing that he wouldn't need to get too close. Intrigued but cautious, Kain made room for Stanley to navigate around the table.

Once in position, Stanley made a simple yet enigmatic request – for Kain to look into his eyes. Stanley's eyes, at first glance, appeared no different from Kain's own reflection in the mirror. However, as Kain fixated on Stanley's gaze, he noticed an unusual phenomenon unfolding around him. The room seemed to darken, the natural light fading away, leaving an eerie gloom. The window, which moments ago revealed a lack of external light, now contributed to the illusion that the surroundings had succumbed to almost complete darkness.

Emotions and questions flooded Kain's mind as he sat there, silently absorbing the mysterious experience. The room had transformed, and Kain couldn't quite comprehend what was happening. The atmosphere hung heavy with an otherworldly aura, leaving him in a state of both wonder and confusion.

Suddenly, with a snap of Stanley's fingers, Kain felt as though he had been abruptly awakened from a deep slumber. The room reverted to its original state, as if the strange occurrence had never transpired. Kain, now wide awake, couldn't contain his inquiries. He questioned Stanley about the peculiar event, expressing his suspicion that he might have been hypnotized or subjected to some form of manipulation. The air was thick with curiosity and uncertainty, and Kain sought answers to unravel the mystery that had just unfolded before his eyes.

“"I merely took you to a moment in my life, Kain. Did you not enjoy the experience?" Stanley chuckled, seemingly amused by Kain's reaction to the unusual demonstration.

Struggling to maintain his composure, Kain conveyed his earnest desire to be taken seriously, emphasizing the disappointment he had endured from past letdowns. He probed Stanley about the peculiar trick he had just performed, seeking an explanation for the unexplained phenomenon.

"You only want to show me but never tell me how you did it?" Kain inquired, his skepticism still lingering.

With a chuckle, Stanley attempted to shed light on the inexplicable event. "It is just one of our abilities, Mr. Edward. I only wanted you to see that there is so much you do not know about the real world of our kind."

Feeling a sense of frustration that this encounter might be following the familiar pattern of unfulfilled promises, Kain started to sense a dead end. Sensing Kain's mood shift, Stanley swiftly redirected the conversation, introducing a lighter topic.

"Tell me, Kain, have you ever been to New Orleans?" he asked, catching Kain off guard.

Expressing his limited travel experiences, Kain admitted to never leaving his home state of California, prompting him to question Stanley's sudden interest in New Orleans.

"I would like to take you there," Stanley proposed, injecting a new layer of intrigue into their conversation.

Kain was utterly astonished as Stanley clarified that he didn't mean turning him into a werewolf but wanted to give him an unforgettable experience in the French Quarter of New Orleans. Excitement surged through Kain as the prospect of visiting the enchanting city had always been a dream, one he had only explored through readings and images.

However, Stanley had more surprises in store. He explained that he would take Kain to the French Quarter when he was twenty-six years old. Bursting into laughter, Kain playfully countered, claiming he was no longer young, and those times had passed.

With a warm smile, Stanley gently revealed, "That's just one of my abilities, Kain. I, too, will be twenty-six again." The revelations continued to unfold, and as their conversation progressed, Kain found himself growing more at ease, although a certain level of skepticism lingered regarding Stanley's true purpose in being there.

Stanley's revelation left Kain in another fit of laughter, thinking it was another facet of their peculiar conversation. Yet, Stanley was serious and insisted that he would show Kain everything about his kind, on the condition that Kain would continue writing and sharing the information. It felt like a somewhat forced agreement, leaving Kain uncertain about the extent of his commitment.

Expressing his reservations, Kain questioned, "I do not know what all you want me to write about as you have given me much detail about you and your kind and vampires as well. What is left?"

Stanley, with a mysterious smile, assured Kain that there was much more to unveil. He explained that the world of werewolves and vampires was intricate, with secrets and complexities yet to be explored. Intrigued and cautiously optimistic, Kain agreed to continue documenting their encounters and the revelations Stanley promised to share. The journey into the supernatural continued, and Kain found himself on the brink of discoveries that surpassed the realm of his wildest imagination.

Kain, still processing the unexpected turn of events, nodded in agreement. The offer to explore the realms of the supernatural was enticing, and the chance to document his experiences further fueled his curiosity. Shaking Stanley's hand firmly, Kain responded, "I suppose if you're willing to show me the extraordinary, I'll do my best to capture it in words. But why me? Why reveal all this to a simple writer?"

Stanley, with a cryptic yet reassuring expression, replied, "Your curiosity, Kain, your persistent pursuit of the unknown. We've been watching you for a while. You are unique, and your words have the power to shape perceptions. It's time for the world to know what lies beyond their understanding."

The gravity of Stanley's words sunk in as Kain realized the magnitude of what he was getting himself into. The prospect of unraveling the mysteries of the supernatural world and sharing them with the public was both thrilling and daunting. It marked the beginning of a partnership that would transcend the boundaries of reality, leading Kain into uncharted territories of the extraordinary.

As Stanley bid farewell, Kain couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation about the journey that lay ahead. As he watched Stanley leave, the echoes of their conversation lingered in his mind. The promise of encounters with creatures of the night, supernatural abilities, and the secrets hidden from the human realm had stirred something within Kain.

Days turned into weeks, and the anticipation grew. Stanley kept his word, and their subsequent meetings delved deeper into the intricacies of the supernatural. Kain found himself engrossed in a world that transcended the boundaries of his imagination. Each revelation, whether about werewolves, vampires, or other mystical beings, became a new chapter in Kain's extraordinary journey.

As Kain documented his experiences, his writings took on a life of their own. The once skeptic writer had become a chronicler of the supernatural, weaving tales that blurred the lines between reality and fantasy. His encounters with creatures of the night, mysterious realms, and the enigmatic hierarchy that governed these beings unfolded like a gripping novel.

Through it all, Kain's skepticism wavered, replaced by a growing acceptance of the extraordinary. His interactions with Stanley and the supernatural beings opened his eyes to a reality he never thought possible. The more he learned, the more questions arose, propelling Kain further into the depths of the unknown.

The bond between Kain and Stanley deepened, evolving into a partnership that extended beyond the realm of mere documentation. They shared moments of camaraderie, laughter, and even heated debates about the nature of their discoveries. Stanley, once a mysterious visitor, became a mentor and friend to Kain, guiding him through the intricate tapestry of the supernatural.

As Kain's writings gained recognition, the world began to take notice. The tales of creatures that existed beyond the shadows captured the imagination of readers worldwide. Kain's once solitary life transformed into a journey that connected him to a larger, more mysterious universe.

Yet, amidst the wonders and revelations, Kain couldn't shake the nagging question – why had Stanley chosen him? The answer, it seemed, lay shrouded in the secrets of the supernatural, waiting to be unveiled in the chapters yet to be written in Kain's extraordinary tale.
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Thrilled to be home and anxious to have met Kain, Stanley was quick with excitement to share the details of his encounter. The sprawling almond orchard, bathed in the soft glow of the setting sun, seemed to welcome him back with a soothing serenity.

Julie's eyes flickered with curiosity as Stanley shared the story of his encounter with Kain Edward, a seemingly ordinary writer who had been thrust into their extraordinary world. The words flowed between them, weaving a narrative that transcended the realms of human understanding.

"So, why did you show him a part of your past?" Julie asked, her gaze penetrating the layers of Stanley's thoughts.

Stanley pondered for a moment before responding, "There's something about Kain, something that made me believe he could be the one to bridge the gap between our kind and humans. He's different, Julie, not like the others who stumbled upon our existence."

Julie nodded in understanding, her mind delving into the complexities of fate and choice. The idea of entrusting a human with their secrets was unprecedented, yet Stanley's intuition held a weight that resonated with her own instincts.

"I just hope we made the right decision," Stanley added, his voice tinged with a hint of uncertainty.

Julie placed a reassuring hand on his, her touch conveying a silent solidarity. 

"If it feels right, Stan, then it probably is. We've navigated through centuries, adapting to the changes. Perhaps Kain is the missing piece, the one who can tell our story without the fear of persecution."

As the night unfolded, the couple continued their conversation, discussing the intricacies of their lives and the potential impact of this newfound alliance. In the quietude of their home, surrounded by the timeless whisper of almond trees, they contemplated the dawn of a new chapter—one that held the promise of understanding, acceptance, and a connection that transcended the boundaries of their supernatural existence.  

His longing for his wife and children underscored the duality of his existence—one foot in the mysterious world of werewolves and the other firmly grounded in the familial bonds of a loving home.

"How have the kids behaved?" he asked, a mixture of curiosity and paternal responsibility evident in his voice.

"Jade has been doing well today, and our son Sabe, who takes after you, has been on the computer all day," Julie replied.

In that simple nod of acknowledgment, Stanley recognized the challenges of raising children in an era dominated by technology—a universal struggle that transcended the supernatural nuances of his own life. The familiar scene of a concerned father navigating the nuances of his son's interests underscored the generational gap that persisted, even within a family touched by the extraordinary.

As the Swanson family reconvened in the warmth of their cozy home, the ordinary and extraordinary seamlessly merged, creating a delicate harmony. The love and connection shared by the Swansons became the anchor in their lives, a reassuring constant that provided solace amidst the enigmatic uncertainties that defined their extraordinary existence.

In this domestic tableau, the echoes of both the mystical and mundane coexisted, weaving a narrative that hinted at the intricate tapestry of their lives. The Swansons, with their unique blend of supernatural secrets and familial bonds, stood as a testament to the resilience of love in the face of the unknown.

Stanley, with a slight grin of happiness on his face and both hands on his hips, relished in the wonders of being a parent. Standing at the base of the staircase, he pulled out the card he had found in an old, run-down gas station restroom—the card that belonged to Kain Edward. As he glanced over it, contemplating the prospect of making a new friend who was willing to listen, the love of his life descended the stairs.

Stanley's eyes gleamed at the sight of the astonishing lady he had saved and married. Julie, in her beautiful red velvet dress, with long, wavering brunette hair and a glowing skin tone, radiated beauty. As Stanley admired his wife, the card in his hand slipped from his grasp and fluttered to the floor. Though Julie's presence brought him immense joy, Stanley was still fixated on sharing the details of his visit with Kain, looking into her eyes as he prepared to recount the encounter.

Excitement sparkled in Stanley's eyes as he eagerly shared his thoughts with Julie. 

"I am going to make a breakthrough with this Kain Edward guy. I shared with him just a little bit about who we are and what we are capable of."

Julie, intrigued and supportive, responded, "That's wonderful, Stan! What did he think about it? Is he convinced?"

Julie listened, conflicted by the potential risks but understanding the weight of Stanley's intentions. As the conversation unfolded, she couldn't help but reminisce about the struggles they faced as a supernatural family hiding in plain sight. The secrecy and fear that had surrounded them for centuries.

The room resonated with the tension between their desire for connection and the necessity of maintaining their hidden existence. Julie, ever the protective force in their relationship, couldn't shake off the worry.

Stanley, sensing her concerns, continued, "Julie, it's not just about Kain. It's about changing perceptions, breaking stereotypes. If we keep hiding forever, the misunderstandings will persist. Maybe, just maybe, Kain can be a bridge between our worlds."

Her gaze softened, torn between caution and hope. 

"I just don't want anything bad to happen to us, Stan. We've been living peacefully for so long."

Stanley, gently taking her hands in his, replied, "I know, Julie. That's why I'm being cautious. I won't jeopardize us. But if we can show Kain a different side of our kind, it might be worth it."

The air in the room held a delicate balance between the mystical and the mundane, echoing the intricate dance the Swansons performed in their lives. The allure of connection and understanding, shadowed by the persistent fear of exposure.

As the conversation unfolded, Stanley found himself explaining his motives and intentions, seeking not just acceptance from Julie but also her understanding. They were navigating uncharted waters, torn between the desire for a genuine connection with Kain and the ever-present need to safeguard the secrets that defined their existence.

Julie sighed, acknowledging the complexity of their situation. 

"Just promise me you'll be careful, Stan. We've come too far to risk it all."

Stanley nodded, affirming his commitment, "I promise, Julie. This could be a step towards a new era for our kind."

The room, once filled with uncertainty, now held a sense of unity as the Swansons faced the challenges that lay ahead. The delicate dance between secrecy and connection continued, and only time would reveal the true consequences of their choices.

The tension in the room on the first day back with his family became palpable. Late at night, with their kids sleeping, Julie attempted to broach a sensitive topic in a calm voice. Over the years, Stanley, the very Lycan who saved her life, had tirelessly spoken of an impending war between vampires, werewolves, and humans.

“What is wrong with letting it be? We do not know if there will be a war or not. We do not sense the future, but only the past, Stanley.”

Stanley's face shifted from happiness to frustration, confused by Julie's lack of enthusiasm.

“Julie, you know that a war is in the making of the future, and you also know it is going to bring mankind into the mix. There will be much death and many changes. We need the humans to know they can trust us and not the Drakulis.”

The mood in the room grew more strained as Julie thought to herself about the futility of dressing up for a conversation that seemed never-ending.

“Humans are afraid of both our breed and the Drakulis, Stanley. When are you going to realize this?”

In a snapping and bitter tone, Stanley shouted before attempting to calm his nerves.

“I will not realize it, Julie! I am simply trying to justify us. We have lived a long time and have a family of our own. These stories and movies are not going to end that portray our breed as monsters that just go out and kill humans on the night of a full moon. Last time I checked, more people think that the Drakulis are just amazing creatures of their own right. Screw the movies. Look at what they have done to us, which is never seen on the screen or read in the books. We were slaves, Jules! They, the humans, do not know this, and I feel it is only right to get the message out.”

The tension in the room on the first day back to his family was growing irritable with Julie in an unenlightened way. Late at night, with their kids sleeping, she tried to speak with him in a calm voice, even though she was growing old of Stanley's belief in this war he always claimed would one day happen. Julie, over the many years, hearing Stanley, the very Lycan who saved her life, became tired of his discussions about the notion that a war between vampires, werewolves, and humans would happen.

“What is wrong with letting it be? We do not know if there will be a war or not; we do not sense the future, but only the past, Stanley.”

Confused by his excitement and Julie not sharing in his moment, Stanley's face then shifted from happy to frustration.

“Julie, you know that a war is in the making of the future, and you also know it is going to bring mankind into the mix. There will be much death and many changes. We need the humans to know they can trust us and not the Drakulis.”

The mood in the room had quickly become to a point that Julie would think to herself that she had dressed up for him, which was pointless as the conversations between both her and him would continue.

Julie with only a look of sympathy and concern for her husband would follow with her own plea to him.

“Stanley, I love you, and I believe in you and your journey, but this is not the time. You have not even mentioned why I am dressed up or why Sabe is spending his time killing on the computer or why Jade is shuttered in her own world. Do you know that while you were gone meeting with this Edward guy that you have consumed yourself with, to share what should not be shared, I had to go feed for the kids while they stayed home alone?”

Just as typical life can be when your partner is gone on travel or business. The same would hold true with them as well. Stanley, as he tried to take in what she was saying to him, would respond with the fact that their kids are growing up and should be able in sorts to take care of themselves for a short period if need be.

“Sabe is getting old enough to feed himself; he may be fourteen years old, but he has learned a lot from me. Jade though eleven years old, she is a young girl, and I am grateful she is shunning herself from the dangers of this putrid world we live in. Remember this love, we are not hiding just to hide; we are and have always been the hunted from not only the Drakulis but the humans as well. I just do not understand why you are not willing to trust me in the decision of what it is I am trying to do.”

While the argument could stand firm on both sides, Julie holding back her tears of this yelling match by giving him the thought of what had happened with Jade while he was gone was eager to give insight into what Stanley has missed in the short days he was not present.

“It is like missing the first steps of your baby, Stanley, and you have missed that with Jade.”

Confused by her comment, he would ask while shaking his head.

“What could I have missed? She is safe, she is fed, and she is loved, Julie, what more?”

Again, this was not the response she was wanting to hear from him.
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