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This is the continuation of the Legend of the White Werewolf Series (a free series on most venues) and it is highly recommended that the books of this series be read in order.

Legend of the White Werewolf-

The Forgotten Ones

Ariel, a divorced mother of two and a bestselling author, meets Blake at a bar. The two are attracted to each other and eventually come together. Ariel discovers that Blake is a werewolf, and he has turned her into one as well. Blake discovers Ariel is the famous writer that has been publishing accurate werewolf romances and his council has been trying to find her for some time. When Ariel makes the change to wolf, everyone finds out that she is a white wolf, part of the legendary line thought extinct. 

Now Ariel’s family may be in danger because their bloodline is sought after by every unmated alpha. Ariel herself is targeted by a group called the forgotten ones who had faded into the background, but now show themselves again hoping to use Ariel or her family to rise to power and eventually rule the world like they always hoped to. As if being targeted by obsessive outcasts from the wolf world isn’t enough, the reason Blake was in her corner of the world was to set up a pack. His brother Drake is their alpha, but the pack has grown too large for the resources available to them where they are. Rather than move the whole pack, they decide to divide into two packs. Half stay with Drake and half go with Blake.

Through the danger, abductions, the stress of starting a new pack, a vicious ex-girlfriend, and all the difficulties of a dramatic change from human to wolf, Blake and Ariel find their love is strong. They build their new pack along with their new relationship letting nothing hold them back.

The Second Son

This story follows Matt, Ariel’s youngest and Sally the female he cares about but is unsure of whether he is willing to make the change to wolf for. Matt makes the change when Sally bites him because she is in heat and out of control. With the decision taken out of his hands, he makes commitments to the werewolf world that includes joining a secret organization that he really doesn’t understand. He carries out a mission for the wolf military and accepts his place with them.

Matt’s Aunt Daisy dies and his little sister, Mikee is born. Dru and Danny meet which sets off a whole chain of events and coyotes come to Ariel and Blake for protection. Matt and Sally are called to California to try to help prevent a pack war between two large packs there. Danny begins to show signs of growing up and leaves to stay at Bubba’s pack for a while so he can be close to Dru. Drake is obsessed with Ariel’s sister, Char, but events seem to conspire against him.

Nigel and Bekka

This is the third of the series and is set largely apart from the others. Nigel has everything set in place to pursue Aunt Bekka and put her in a position where she’ll be forced into his company. It never occurred to him that others would also be after her. He wants to take her back to his pack near London, but can he convince her to forget the past and love again?

The Prodigal Son

Danny is the older of Ariel’s two sons. He doesn’t always act like it and he needs to leave home to become a man. He falls in love with the daughter of a pack alpha who challenges him to be all that he can be by putting him at the bottom of the pecking order and allowing others to treat him poorly. When Danny finally snaps, he knows he has to become a wolf to deal with his temporary pack mates.

He gets an opportunity for revenge on Hemple who abused Dru, who Danny had just mated. Danny and Dru go through one challenge after another but things that would tear the average couple apart just make them stronger.

Drake’s Desire

Blake’s twin brother Drake finally gets the chance he’s been waiting for to claim his mate, Ariel’s sister, Charlotte. She fights any signs of attraction to him, and outside forces try to tear them apart. He must struggle and fight to claim his white wolf mate. He’s lucky she’s ready to fight at his side.

When the smoke clears, will they be a couple, or will she walk away?

Boomer’s Beauty

Boomer had made mistakes and now he was paying for them. He would check on Charlotte's sister and see that all was well with her. The problem was he got the feeling something very bad was happening and he was forced to kidnap Opal to save her.

Feeling forgotten and abandoned by everyone and waiting for the evil stalking her to claim her, Opal is shocked by her reaction to Boomer. He's special to her and while she senses he feels it too, he'll never give in to those feelings.

Will love conquer all, or will love be abandoned when evil stake's its claim? 
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Chapter 1


The Arrival
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(Zeva)

I didn’t want to be here, but I was eaten up with guilt over what my mother, Opal, had gone through. Had I been a better daughter, less wrapped up in my own life, less trusting of my father, she would never have gone through hell on Earth. At least I had plenty of family members to share the heavy weight of responsibility with. She had only asked that I come to see her and her new werewolf mate. I wasn’t entirely certain that she was cured. Humph, werewolves. Why would she choose to join their world?

The guy, the one I didn’t notice earlier as he sat down, was in the seat next to me. When I turned and he was just there, I nearly jumped out of my skin. Damn he was gorgeous and much too young for me. He looked about eighteen and he had black curly hair that made my fingers itch to run through it. Oh, my God! It was official, I was a cougar. At forty, I had given up on men years ago, when I divorced at thirty to be exact. I had one child, a daughter who was entering college, and now I was officially on my own.

“Hey.” He nodded as he said it then he turned to read a newspaper he was carrying.

“Hi.” I said as I turned to my laptop to do what work I could.

My fingers flew across the keyboard as I answered emails and completed reports. It was my nature to be reclusive especially once I lost faith in my fellow man. That’s why I owned my own business. My mainstay was editing and resumes because in an unnaturally artistic family, I was mud. I couldn’t put together a story anyone would want to read, they’d fall asleep in minutes. I tried to do book covers, but my author aunts and cousins thought it was a joke. Yes, it was that ugly.

There were few choices that would let me stay home and avoid people, especially crowds. I decided my boring, but factual skills would be best used in writing, resumes, reports, and dealing with factual data instead of the fantasies others in my family could bring to life and make an amazing and generous living creating. Mine was a decent living, but I worked with things that brought others to tears. It was interesting in its own way, I learned all about someone then I wrote their occupational life story to help them get the best possible job. A good resume was the number one tool anyone could have when they wanted to find their dream job. That made me a dream maker so that made me special too. Right?

It was a small claim and the only thing that made me more than just average. I was average looking and just a bit pudgy. Men tended to chase me, but I found out a couple years ago that it was because of my white wolf blood. It had always been something that I’d wondered about and once I found out females from my bloodline drew in males of all kinds, it finally made sense.

Now I was sitting next to a hottie and trying to work while every one of my senses was going crazy. Maybe it was the pressure of visiting my mom after I’d let her down, but I swear I could smell the aroma of the deep woods and almost feel the excitement of a moonlit run. The weirdest part was it seemed to seep toward me from that man. My heart was beating like a runaway train, my palms itched and felt sweaty, my breathing was ragged, and I thought I heard him growl. My head swiveled in his direction, but I couldn’t see a thing with the newspaper spread out hiding him completely.

Shaking my head to clear it, I was certain now that I was going crazy. Maybe staying up worrying about this trip had left me sleep deprived beyond my ability to deal with it. Now suddenly I was creative and building a whole fantasy around a young man I knew nothing about. If I knew him, the fantasy would be impossible to continue. My certainty was he couldn’t live up to my expectations, men never did. Still, I would admit his scent was amazing.

When I looked up, I noticed I had been caught staring because he’d lowered the paper and I hadn’t noticed. His smirk embarrassed me, and I felt my face heat. Looking away quickly was my only option, but it didn’t help. “Have we met before?” The man asked in a deep sexy voice. “You seem familiar.”

My thought was I wish, but of course that wasn’t what I said. “I don’t think so. I’d remember you.” Oh my God! Did I just say that? Now I blushed even harder and my eyes teared from the heat on my face.

He chuckled. “That’s okay, Sweetheart. I’d remember you too.”

It seemed my white wolf attraction powers were at work because this gorgeous man wouldn’t be interested in me otherwise. I knew I wasn’t ugly, and I only carried an extra ten to fifteen pounds depending on the time of year. The holidays were brutal, and it took all summer to lose the five pounds sweet treats left on me.

I looked up from under my lashes at this young man that looked like an angel. His deep blue-black hair was long and curly. My hands itched to sink into its length, an unusual reaction for me. His eyes were a warm brown and lit with humor. His smile was electrifying, and his face held the classic beauty of the statue of David. This man was so far out of my league and not just because he was my daughter’s age.

Once I managed to calm myself, we slipped into an easy conversation. We talked for hours about our passions and our interests. Both of us enjoyed art even though neither of us had an ounce of talent. He and I had both taken martial arts although I had let my training fall to the wayside. At that moment, I vowed to pick back up where I had left off and continue my training. The man was engaging and inspiring, making me wish I was twenty years younger and could live my life again. One problem was I could never regret my child even if I regretted her father so what could I change? Nothing, so my life would be what it had been with all the pain and sadness once again.

Those things had all been bad enough the first time. Don’t get me wrong, he hadn’t been abusive, only neglectful. Living with Gus had made me feel my life meant nothing beyond the love I had for my child. Thoughts like those made me feel guilty, many people lived far worse lives. People lived with horrible illnesses, injuries, starvation, and spouses who abused them horribly and here I was regretting my life because it hadn’t been special enough.

“Did I lose you?” He asked as he smiled beatifically.

“I’m sorry. It’s a bad habit of mine, I fall into my memories sometimes.”

“That’s alright. Just as long as you’re back now.”

“I am. I promise.” I said shooting him my warmest smile. What would my life had been like with a man like him? Sex would certainly have been something to brag about. There was no doubt in my mind he would have made me scream out in pleasure. Yes, I had just joined the ranks of the naughtiest cougars, mentally at least.

Our conversation continued and as the plane made its final approach at my destination, I realized we hadn’t exchanged names. Maybe we had felt more relaxed with the anonymity of our exchange. It was likely we would never see each other again and the thought made me sad. The plane landed and it was time to disembark. I would claim my luggage, find my ride to my mom’s new home, and never look back.

My bags weren’t hard to find, and I noticed the hot man on the other side of the carousel shooting me a look once in a while. I grabbed my bags, I’d packed light thinking mom might want to do some shopping while I was here, and I headed downstairs to the exit. My expectations were that I would be picked up by a pack member or a family member of Boomer’s if I was lucky. After everything my mom had been through, I never expected to see her there or looking so incredible.

She could easily be mistaken as my daughter not my mother, but I had expected her to look a bit younger. It was part of the change, but her transformation was miraculous. My mother looked like she had when I was a baby. Looking around I noticed Mr. Gorgeous from the plane had followed me and stood behind me uncertainly. That was a little creepy unless he had business with my new stepfather. I watched uncertainly as he stepped up to Boomer and they hugged. Oh, my God was this the infamous Milton I’d heard so much about in the white wolf gossip circles? He was too old to be the younger son.

“Milton, I’m so pleased to see you. You have been missed.” My mother broke away from the hug she had been giving me to hug him. “Did you meet Zeva on the plane?”

“We never exchanged names.” He looked at me accusingly, but I just rolled my eyes. It was just like a spoiled young man or wolf I suppose to act like I had purposely withheld my name when he hadn’t mentioned his either.

“No, neither of us gave our name.” I glared at him, and he had the grace to look away. Why did I care what he thought?

Boomer ushered us all out and a car waited just outside the door with a driver waiting to drive us home. My mother’s mate sat shotgun and Mom sat in back with us. She seemed to know Milton well and they spoke while I sat quietly watching and listening. They spoke of Shawn, the youngest of Boomer’s sons who would be coming soon. The upcoming ceremony would be the wedding, the mating was already completed.

The airport was far behind us, and we turned down a backroad. I was completely caught off guard as another car plowed into our car on my side. I was knocked into her, and our car slid off the road into a ditch. Boomer began shooting at the car that had hit us as it raced off down the road in the direction we’d been headed. My head hit the car near the window, and it hurt. Dizziness hit me, but I struggled to remain aware so I could find out what the hell was going on. Of all the people in the car, I was the easiest to injure and the fact that Boomer was armed made me think he expected this. He should have warned me.

“Zeva are you okay?”

“Thesdpe.” I answered and I couldn’t even understand what just came out of my mouth. It didn’t sound like I was doing as well as I thought I was. “Hmpthew.” Nope, not doing well at all. I shut up and decided to let someone else figure things out and I just shut my eyes to clear my head.

In the background I heard Boomer talking. “They’ll be here soon. She’ll be just fine. Please don’t worry, Opal.” Aw that was sweet. Maybe that was a good sign he’d take care of my mom because someone needed to.

A few moments later someone lifted me out of the car. I felt chilled and I wanted to get warm. “Collld.” Yes, that was better, but still not as clear as I liked.

“She’s pale, I think she’s bleeding, and I would guess she’s gone into shock.” A male voice, maybe Milton? “It may come down to changing her or losing her.”

“Nooo.” Yeah, that was me. I was talking now.

He was putting us into another car and the door slammed. Good thing nothing had been hanging out. I tried to laugh, but the giggling was all in my head. My awareness of things went in and out, but I was aware when we got out of the car and went into a building. Milton laid me on a bed. A conversation went on in the background with voices raised then lowered and I heard Mom tell them to do whatever had to be done. Not sure what that meant, nor did I care at that precise moment. I felt a pinch of some sort and then I was just out.

My mind was hazy, and I felt odd. Struggling for my memories, they slipped back slowly. The car wreck and my injury came back to me along with the weird bits of conversation. They’d done something to save me, but I didn’t know what or maybe I refused to see? I felt different, but I wasn’t exactly sure how. “What’s going on?” I asked as I looked around at all the people in my room. They’d been talking, but they immediately quit, and all eyes turned to me.

“Thank God you’re alright.” Mom burst into tears and hugged me hard.

“I feel weird Mom. I’m hot and dizzy. What’s wrong with me?”

“Zeva, I’m so sorry. You were going to die, and I couldn’t lose you.”

“What did you do Mom?” I demanded, terrified of the answer.

“You were changed, Baby. There was no choice.”

“Mom, you knew I didn’t want to be turned. You should have let me die.” I sank back against the pillow and closed my eyes. My heartbeat went crazy as I thought about what they’d done to me.

“She loved you too much to let you die. Give her a break, at least she tried to help you.” I opened my eyes to see Milton frowning at me. He’d been a grade A ass when he’d met my aunt Charlotte, but he was judging me?

“You’ve had your own share of problems to be such a judgmental ass when I’m having mine.”

“At least I’ve learned from my mistakes, and it looks like I learned a lot quicker than you did.” Yeah, he went there. Once again pointing out the age difference.

“You don’t know Jack about it. Just leave and let me be.” I fell back against my pillow, and I was no longer awake or aware. When I woke hours later, I was all by myself just the way I wanted it. My mind ran over everything I remembered, and I tried to figure out if I felt like a wolf. How would I even know? Trying to convince myself it was just a dream would have worked if I didn’t seem to be in a hospital type of room.

Nothing screamed near death experience and being turned into a monster. It was true I knew little about wolves and that was because I didn’t want to know anything about them or any of the supernatural creatures that I had found out a couple of years ago truly existed and not just in my nightmares. Our family was somewhat divided between those that embraced the new lifestyle, those that hid from it, and those that just refused to believe it was true regardless of what they saw.

Me, I just wanted to keep my distance and what I had seen my father do had just reinforced my opinion that the supernatural world was no good for us regular humans. It held out too many temptations that played on our weaknesses. That had made my father a sadistic creep that tortured our mom and no longer cared about his children or grandchildren. That was the kind of future I wanted to avoid but had somehow run headfirst into.

“You’re awake, Sleeping Beauty.” A nice looking man I didn’t recognize stood leaning against the doorframe.

“Who might you be?” I asked not really meaning to flirt, but it came out that way.

“I’m your doctor. That’s why I’m here to make sure everything is as it should be.” As he answered me, he moved to a chair by my bedside. Sitting down, he grabbed my hand and held it gently but firmly. “You must have questions and I’m here to answer them.”

“Did you really change me?”

“Yes, but it won’t be a hard transformation. Many of your cousins have already gone through it and you’ll have only the smallest amount of pain. The change will be spread out over several days before you’ll be able to morph. Everyone will be here to help you and your mother wants to come see you whenever you’re ready for her.”

“I don’t really know anything about being a werewolf and to be honest, it scares me. My father went all vampire on us, and he was terrible. It changed him, made him cold, cruel, seemingly soulless. That’s the last way I want to be. My family has been through a lot, and they don’t need that.” I felt a rogue tear break free and roll down my cheek. My doctor reached out to me and wiped it away and pulled me into his arms to comfort me.

“Is that some kind of new medicine?” Milton drawled his voice cool and harsh.

I felt the doctor jerk, but he didn’t pull away from me. “No, it is old fashioned medicine. Doctors give their patients comfort and understanding. Did you need something?”

“No, just checking on what is clearly your favorite patient.” I could see Milton leaning on the door, a scowl on his handsome face. It made me wonder if the doctor and he were at odds over something.

“She doesn’t need any negative energy around her while she’s adjusting.” The doctor turned and I saw part of the disapproving look he shot Milton. These two males didn’t get along and I wasn’t important enough to be the cause of such a serious dislike.

Milton harrumphed and walked away. I couldn’t say I was sad to see him go. At least the doctor was warm and friendly. “Care to tell me what that was all about?”

The doctor smiled. “Not really although you’ll probably figure it out in time. We’re two unmated males in an area with limited choices for mating. Neither of us have found a suitable match, but we both date extensively.” Why did that bother me to find out they were both horn dogs?

“That was more information than I wanted.” I explained as I tried to sit up.

“Don’t sit up unless you feel okay. You need to take things slow and easy.”

“How long do I have to stay here? I’d rather move to the guest room I was going to stay in.”

“We can help you move there. All you really need now is rest. Let me call Boomer and set things up for you.”

“Alright. I’ll just be here lying around.” That pulled a smile out of him as he left the room. Now I was alone to think about what had happened and what I would do now. Would it be possible to go back to my old life and just forget that I was now a wolf? I liked that idea, but I knew wolves were social animals and even I knew they had to change form once in a while and run in the forest.

Just a short moment later the doctor was back with another big and strong looking male. “We’ll each walk on one side of you in case you need help, and we’ll go to the house. It’s just next door.” The doctor said as he took one arm, and the other guy took the other.

The house was close by, and it was huge. Half the pack must live there, it was just that big. “I hope I don’t have to do stairs.”

“No, they made a room on the first floor available to you.” The doctor said as he held the door open so I could walk through. “Just go straight to the kitchen, you must be hungry. You were out two days without anything to eat.”

My stomach chose that moment to make itself heard with a growly noise. “I think I might be hungry.” The other guy laughed.

They got me to the kitchen and settled into a seat. It wasn’t mealtime, but the doctor fixed me a bowl of chicken noodle soup. “I want to make sure you can keep that down before we feed you anything heavy.” He explained as he handed me a spoon.

The soup tasted wonderful, but I was starved to death so anything would. I slurped as I hurried to fill my empty stomach. When the bowl was empty, I leaned back and pushed the bowl away. “I’m still hungry.” I complained.

“Alright, I’ll see what else is in here.” He turned and went to the fridge rooting around in it. He fixed a plate of something and popped it into the microwave.

“I should go unless you still need me?” The guy that helped him get me in here mentioned.

“No, it’s alright. Thanks for the help.” The other man hurried out to do whatever else he had planned. Now it was just the two of us. “Here, that should fill you up.” He set a large plate of beef roast with potatoes and carrots in front of me. I recognized my mother’s go to dish. It tasted just like it had when I was a child and that gave me comfort.

“My mom do most of the cooking?”

“Yes, she’s a great cook. She seems to enjoy doing it.”

“My earliest memories were of her fixing food and baking desserts when we were little. Everyone sat at the table together and we’d eat and talk about what happened during our day. We each got a turn to talk about whatever we wanted to share. Mom was, well she is the best. I did that for my kid too, but few people seem to do it anymore. Times change and not always for the best.”

“It’s not that much different from my childhood except we weren’t allowed to speak at the table unless spoken too until we were grown.”

“That’s sad. How old did you say you were?”

“I didn’t, but you’re right to wonder because I was a child at the start of the 1900s. Things were stricter for most children then. Times were hard in many ways and supernaturals had lots of rules. Things have changed, but only for some of the packs. Others still live with the old rules, and they refuse to let them go.”

“It sounds like there are problems in your world.”

“There are and it’s why you were targeted. You’ll have to be more careful now that you’ve been changed for different reasons.”

“I don’t understand what you mean because I kept away from your world. It wasn’t my desire to be dragged into all of this.”

“None of us wanted you pulled into our world either, but it’s done now, and we must deal with it.”

“How must you deal with it?”

“I’ll help you, but you will have to do as Boomer says. If you do as instructed, everything will be alright.” He tried to smile reassuringly, but it came off false.

“Tell me what is going on! I need to know.”

“Somehow, they found out you were coming here and attacked the car. They were either trying to kill you or force the change by injuring you badly enough there wasn’t a choice.”

“This was about me? I thought Boomer or my mom were the targets. Maybe even Milton, but never would I have guessed it was me. How would they have found out?”

“That’s what Boomer is looking into right now. Heads will roll. Only a handful of people knew so unless there are bugs in the house, he has a small list to work with.”

“Oh, dear Lord! They plant bugs in the house. This is like some James Bond crap.”

“That’s exactly what this is. I can’t stress enough how careful you need to be. If you plan to go outside, you’ll have a guard assigned to you. You will be totally safe. Every precaution will be taken.

I found myself overwhelmed by what I was hearing and to be honest, I didn’t feel like myself. A tear rolled out of the corner of one eye, and I tried to look away so he wouldn’t see.

“Oh, no Sweetheart. Let’s not have any of that!” He said completely horrified as he wiped away my tears. His arms wrapped around me as he tried to comfort me.
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Chapter 2


Zeva
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(Milton)

I saw her sitting on that hospital bed wrapped in Clint’s arms and white-hot rage ran through me. Leaving once I’d said what I had to, was the only choice. What was the woman or now the she-wolf to me? That I didn’t know, but I had my suspicions, and I wasn’t happy about them. Looking into the house from the yard, I could see into the kitchen where Clint once again was making friends with my, with her.

My wolf, which was the form I’d taken hoping to distance myself from them, growled angrily. He wanted to fight and there was no compassion in him right now, so I fought against him to stay away. It hurt to watch her respond to Clint, but I realized once I had found out who she was, I hadn’t treated her the same.

“Lurking in the shadows?” My dad asked with a hint of amusement in his voice. Looking up I saw he was laughing at me.

“I don’t like Clint getting so friendly with her.” I replied once I changed back to human form.

“He’s the doctor and she was seriously injured and changed without consent. She’s going to need him.”

“I’m aware, but it doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

“You didn’t seem to like her much once you found out who she was.”

“She let her mother go through hell without doing a thing.”

“Zeva was going through a divorce and had a child to care for. Her advice to her mother was to leave him before it’s too late. Opal is loyal to a fault staying to the bitter end. Zeva lives in New York where her daughter attends college. The plan was for them to live together, but her daughter met a guy and moved out last year. Ariel assured her Opal was being cared for and as far as they knew, she was.”

“She could have checked on her. Something could have been done.”

“Zeva checked on her six months before I did. Opal ran at her foaming at the mouth calling her names and threatening to kill her. The poor girl left in tears completely heart broken.”

“But they knew about supernaturals by then. They even knew Opal’s ex-husband was one.”

“They had no reason to believe he’d drive her insane. He left and they didn’t think he had any contact at all.”

I sighed. It didn’t sound like there was much they could have done. Ariel and Marissa hadn’t suspected, and they were far more knowledgeable about magic and vampires. I had no reason to resent or dislike her. How would I keep my distance now? “She’s my stepsister.”

“Only technically. There’s no blood connection. It means little in our world and only a little more in hers. I see a look in your eye, and I would caution you to take things slow, but not too slow. Competition has its way of pushing ahead when we least expect it.” Boomer looked at the window where Zeva and Clint were laughing and seemed to be enjoying each other’s company. “Or not.” He walked off leaving me behind to mull over things.

Right now, it sucked to be me. Things should have been great, I was young, my life was on track in all ways except romance, and I was the heir to the pack alpha. I had killer skills, literally, and I had all that I needed or at least I had had that before she came into my life. Now there was a hole that would be difficult to fill. A part of me that I hadn’t yet realized was empty needed filled. If she was truly my fated mate, the goddess had a hell of a sense of humor.

Making my way into the house, I hoped Clint would have the sense to leave since he didn’t live there, and I did. When I walked in, they were laughing and huddled together like lovers sometimes are. Did she feel no attraction to me at all? Was it because she was still too human, or was I wrong about the bond? My wolf growled before I could stop him. Clint’s head jerked up and his eyes landed on mine. He had no sense of self-preservation because I was confident, I could shred him if he pissed me off too badly.

“Nice to see you, Milton.” Clint said with a smirk on his face.

“Wish I could say the same.” I replied and I made sure a similar smirk was on mine.

“Boys, boys, let’s play nice.” Zeva said chuckling at us. Her voice was motherly and her attitude maternal. It didn’t fit with the younger image she now had. Years had been lost from her face and the resemblance to her mother was now more pronounced.

“We’re not boys and we don’t play nice.” I growled surprised Clint didn’t disagree.

“If all you do is fight among yourselves, how do you ever get anything done?”

“We do just fine.”

Her attention turned away from me as she finished wolfing down the food on her plate. My stomach growled. “If you’re hungry you better make nice with the doctor so he can fix you something.”

Zeva had a point since I was no good in the kitchen. Opal had banned me from any cooking, and she didn’t even allow me to help clean up. “Just tell me what I can get, and I will get it.” I said as I stepped into the room and glanced up to be sure the roof wouldn’t cave in on me.

“As much as I would like to let you incur the wrath of Boomer when Opal sees the mess you would undoubtedly make, I won’t. I’ll fix you a snack to tide you over until suppertime.” Clint said as he started busying himself in the cupboards and the refrigerator. Soon I could smell something good as it heated up.

Clint set a plate of roast beef and vegetables in front of me. He also grabbed another plate putting a slice of pie on it and slid it to me, too. “You’d make a good wife for some lucky person.”

“You have to be kidding. I help you out and you pick on me?” Clint was pouting for Zeva’s benefit I suspected.

She shot me the evil eye and I just shrugged. “Old habits die hard.” I muttered as I dug into my food. Clint snorted which made Zeva laugh. He seemed to have a talent at making her laugh while all I managed was to make her frown.

Clint made a point of hanging around as long as he could. When his cell phone rang, he could stay no longer. “It’s an emergency or I wouldn’t leave.” Clint said as he smiled apologetically at Zeva. As if that wasn’t obvious to all of us.

Just leave already. That was what I thought, but not what I said. “That’s too bad. I hope it’s nothing serious.” I truly didn’t wish anyone ill, I just wanted Clint gone. He and Zeva were getting close too quickly. I wasn’t sure she was mine, but I was absolutely certain she wasn’t his.
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