





[image: Cover]












Before the Claiming


Beautiful Creatures: The Untold Stories


by Kami Garcia & Margaret Stohl


[image: ]
















[image: CoverImage]






Begin Reading


Table of Contents


About the Authors


Copyright Page




In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), prior written permission must be obtained by contacting the publisher at permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.














Authors’ Note


We came up with the idea for Beautiful Creatures: The Untold Stories because the two of us wanted a chance to tell our readers all the stories that never made it into the Beautiful Creatures novels. We’ve been writing about the Mortals and Casters in Gatlin for eight years now, and we’re dying to share all their secrets… or at least as many as we can before Ridley finds out what we’re doing.


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


The truth is, Ethan and Lena, John and Liv, Macon and Lila, Amma and Marian, Link and Ridley—not to mention the entire Wate, Ravenwood, and Duchannes families—they’re our families, too. Gatlin is our hometown as much as it’s home to our characters and our readers. Thank you for sharing this journey with us, and we hope these stories make parting with Gatlin a little easier. But if you still miss Gatlin and your Caster family, you can always visit them between the pages.


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


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


Love,


Kami & Margie












For all the Casters and Outcasters who love the world of Beautiful Creatures as much as we do:


This one is for you.

















We know what we are, but know not what we may be.


—William Shakespeare














I. Something Blue


“I’m sure I have something blue in here,” Lena’s grandmother Emmaline said, digging through the Victorian trunk at her feet.


“Why would you think that?” Gramma’s daughter, Delphine—more affectionately known as Aunt Del—asked. “Your entire wardrobe is black and ivory. I’m beginning to think you’re the Palimpsest in the family, and you’re stuck in a time before talkies.” Aunt Del was the Palimpsest in the family. Within the Caster world, where powerful Supernaturals had different magical talents, she could see the future and the past in any given place—an ability that rendered Aunt Del confused, to say the least.


Gramma glared at her. “I’m simply trying to fit in with the other women in the community without attracting any more attention.”


Mitchell Wate’s upcoming wedding had forced Gramma out of the privacy of Ravenwood Manor and into the Gatlin public eye of Main Street—where all the best (and only) shops in town were located. It seemed Mitchell’s fiancée had lost her mother at a young age—which, according to Aunt Mercy and Aunt Grace, meant the poor girl didn’t know the first thing about planning a proper Southern wedding. Of course, they had offered their expertise without waiting to be asked, and after tasting six hummingbird cakes (even though she asked for a buttercream) and trying on a dozen antebellum wedding gowns (even though she wasn’t a fan of hoopskirts), Mrs. English had begged Emmaline Duchannes to step in and help.


Lena’s grandmother was flattered. She hadn’t gotten to watch Lena’s mother tie the knot (Cataclyst weddings weren’t exactly popular with Light Casters), and she had always dreamed of planning a wedding. A Mortal one would have to do. The only problem was that she knew a lot more about ordering candied sea horses and braised peacock than honey ham and pigs in a blanket. And now she was in charge of finding “something blue.”


“Why blue? Why not, I don’t know, something diamond? Jewel-encrusted? What’s so special about blue?” Gramma sighed.


Ethan smiled and helped Gramma lift an unwieldy box out of the footlocker. It looked like the archival boxes his mother had used for historical documents and photographs. But this one had seen better days—or decades.


“I don’t know, but it’s nice of you to help Mrs. English with the wedding,” Ethan said.


“I know it means a lot to her,” Lena agreed.


Gramma adjusted one of the tortoiseshell combs in her hair. “Your father deserves a little happiness after the last few years, and so does that poor woman, after everything she’s been through.” She shook her head.


“Really.” Aunt Del sniffed. “They’ve both had more than their share of being blue.”


No one talked about the period of time that Lilian English didn’t even remember, when the Lilum—the most powerful being in the supernatural world—had possessed Ethan and Lena’s English teacher while Lake Moultrie dried up and grasshoppers infested Gatlin like locusts.


Back then, it had felt like the end of days.


Now, as Ethan carried the box to the coffee table, it sounded like a different kind of disaster was happening. A terrible howl came from the next room. A flash of gray and white whipped past Ethan as Lucille Ball tore through the living room.


Boo Radley bounded after the cat, a mass of heavy black fur.


“Boo! Stop!” Lena shouted.


Even a Caster dog as intelligent and obedient as Boo couldn’t resist chasing a cat that was a little too big for her britches.


As Boo cut behind Ethan, the dog’s huge body knocked Ethan off balance. He managed to keep hold of the box, but the lid flew off, sending a smattering of objects raining down on them—letters and scraps of yellowed paper, dried flowers and a deck of playing cards, buttons and costume jewelry, and a little blue book.


Lena picked it up with a triumphant smile. “At least we found something blue.”


Ethan brushed dried flower petals out of her hair. “I’m not sure Mrs. English wants to carry a copy of”—he peered over Lena’s shoulder at the faded cloth cover—“The Link Between Dreams and Memories: A Study in Accessing Long-Term Memory.”


Lena scrunched up her nose. “She might. That sounds interesting.”


A strange expression passed over Gramma’s face. “I haven’t seen that book in years. I thought it was lost.” She took the book from Lena and brushed off the cover, as if it were the most valuable thing in the world.


“What is it?” Lena asked.


Aunt Del stared at the book, her eyes glinting with tears. “It’s the book that saved your life, Lena. Or I suppose I should say it’s the one that helped Macon save it.” She yanked an embroidered handkerchief out of her pocket.


“What do you mean?” Lena asked. “Why haven’t I ever heard of it?”


Gramma walked over and tucked a curl behind Lena’s ear. “It’s the book Macon used to teach himself how to feed on dreams instead of blood—something he did so he could help me keep you safe for all those years. He swore that if I trusted him, he’d find a way to control the Darkness inside him.”


“And you believed him?” Lena asked.


“Not for a second.” Gramma opened the book’s worn cover and paused to look at Lena. “But I was wrong.”
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