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Chapter One

“Heads up, love.
Guess who’s coming to visit?”

Surprised, I looked up from the little
watercolor I was busily making a mess of. “Um, the tooth fairy?
Santa? No, no, wait… Bun Rab?”

Easter had just come and gone, and maybe he
was looking for a little R&R? Bun Rab was a favorite of mine.
He didn’t get to come around often, but when he did we had a ball.
And Annamae simply adored him.

Then I noticed the look of disquiet in Sam’s
beautiful baby blues before he looked down again at the opened
letter he was holding that had come special delivery. I saw the
Massachusetts postmark on the envelope. My folks wouldn’t send a
letter special delivery to announce a visit… Oh! Not the
in-laws!

“No!” I gasped. We hadn’t seen them in ten
years.

Sam kept looking at the letter. Then he
nodded. “I’m afraid so, Babes.” He lifted his eyes to me.

“Just your mom and dad, right?” It would be
hard enough with just them here without…

“Um, no. Sorry. Myra and Steve are coming
with them,” Sam looked apologetic as he eyed the look on my
face.

I tried to rearrange my face into something
other than the dismay I knew it was showing. Sam’s parents had
never accepted me into the family. Not because I’m black mind you,
or because I’m a werewolf. They didn’t know about that little item
or even that Sam was one too--an interesting story in itself best
left for another time--but because they thought Sam had married
way down. I was not a member of their elite social circle,
namely, “The Upper Crust.”

Sheesh. I mean, just because my dad is a
mechanic and my mom teaches third grade in a public school, and
they don’t own a big fancy house or car doesn’t mean they’re
teetering on the brink of destitution or something. In other words,
my in-laws are snobs. And why were they coming anyway? And bringing
Sam’s brother and his high maintenance wife?

The last time we saw them ten years ago,
they were so cold to us, well, to me anyway, I felt as if I should
have been wearing a snowsuit and fur lined boots for protection
against those icicles falling from their lips and the frost
shooting out of their eyes. Made me shiver and it was July at the
time. That was just from his parents. Steve totally acted as if I
didn’t exist, and Myra’s nose was so high in the air I thought she
might get it clipped by an orbiting satellite.

“Okay, okay. Well, when are they coming and
where will they be staying?” Maybe I wouldn’t have to contend with
them at all. Sam could just go visit them at their hotel and leave
Annamae and me out of it.

I wouldn’t mind, and Annamae didn’t know
them anyway. I would have preferred she knew her father’s parents
and her uncle and aunt, but because they’d never expressed a desire
to meet her, I’d long since gotten over it. Annamae is nine years
old and is a great kid. When she was born, Sam and I sent them a
birth announcement, but we weren’t a bit surprised when we never
got any acknowledgment from them, let alone a gift for Annamae.
Their loss.

Sam sat down on the stool on the other side
of my craft table. “Well, according to this, they’ll be here
tomorrow. Dad says he’ll call from their hotel, but he doesn’t say
which one they’re staying in. He’s coming to Charlotte for a
business conference Monday that will last all week, and Mom decided
to come and make a vacation of it. She talked Steve and Myra into
coming, too, since none of them have ever been to North Carolina
before.”

“I’m sure they won’t want to see me, Sam.” I
picked up the incredibly awful painting I’d been working on and
crumpled it up, tossing it into the large plastic “round file” I
kept there for just such mishaps. “They don’t like me. They made
that crystal clear when we went to see them after we got
married--against their wishes. Remember? And they made it plain
that I was not welcome in their house.”

I looked at him. He was hurt and angry with
them at the time, and said if I wasn’t welcome there, then he
wasn’t coming back until I was. They discussed it in a room other
than where I was, but with my extra-sharp hearing, I heard them
loud and clear.

After we left, I tried to tell him he could
go see his family without me. I knew he loved them in spite of
their attitude, and I wouldn’t have minded. But he refused. And
that was how it had been for the last ten years. Oh, I knew he had
email contact with them occasionally, and I knew he and Steve
called each other every once in a while, but he wouldn’t go
visit.

I love the man, but geez he can be
stubborn. I’ve tried to tell him many times that my feelings are
not hurt. Doesn’t seem to matter to him. I guess it hurt his
feelings.

My family, on the other hand--all
werewolves--took to him like gravy on grits. They don’t care that
he’s tall, blond, and real white. They were just happy that I found
myself a nice werewolf to marry. Fact is, they all breathed a huge
sigh of relief. I know, I know: I was a… challenging… teenager and
young woman, and most of the guys I dated were… let’s just say they
were a little outside the average.

Most of them were human, and all of them
were somewhat… thuggish. My parents were scared to death I was
going do a permanent hook-up with one of those cute human hoodlums.
They didn’t care so much about the human part; it was the bad-boy
thing they worried about. Anyone I married who wasn’t already a
werewolf would have to be turned, and the thugs always caused
problems. They had trouble handling the responsibilities. So when I
stepped in with Sam, they were thrilled.

Okay, back to the in-laws. I was certain
they didn’t want to see me. Or our sweet little girl, Annamae,
since they had acted as if she didn’t even exist.

“You know I’m not going to see them
without you, Cady,” Sam said patiently. “They know this, too. So,
unless you and Annamae are invited when they call, it’ll just be a
‘phone conversation, that’s all.”

“But--”

“No “buts” about it, Babes. I love you, and
I love our daughter. I’m not going anywhere without you.” He came
around the craft table, took my brushes from my hand, and laid them
down on the table. He put his arms around me and gazed into my
eyes. And raised his eyebrow. Oh. My. He knew how I reacted to his
raised eyebrow.

We were still in the middle of a lip-lock
when I heard a small throat being cleared.

“Ahem!” went Annamae. “Little kid here!
Eww! Y’all need to be careful with that!” And she went into
her “yucks” and the fake gagging she always did when she caught us
kissing. Well, she was nine. She still had a ways to go. But she
grinned up at us so we’d know she was just teasing, as usual.

Sam pulled away and looked down at her,
laughing. “Learn to make some noise, Puppyfeet. Then we’ll know
when you’re coming and can quit the yucky stuff before you see
it.”

“What do you want, sugar?” I asked as I
straightened my paint-spattered tee-shirt and looked at my little
precious, one-day-would-be-a-fierce-giant-werewolf, daughter.

I’m not bragging here, but she is
cu-ute. She’s got her dad’s golden hair and blue eyes. She
is obviously a mixed-race child with that tawny skin color that’s
too dark to be white but too light to be black. And that golden
hair is on the curly side rather than being straight like her
dad’s. Not quite as kinky as my off-black kept-short hair but
almost. We keep it in pigtails. It’s for the best.

Her eyes looked a little owlish in her new
glasses that she was finally getting used to wearing after a month.
She complained at first, but at least she hadn’t tried to
annihilate any inanimate objects since she’d been wearing them.
And, she wouldn’t have to wear them forever, just until her first
change. That would fix her poor eyesight right off.

I wondered what color wolf she’d be when
she’s old enough to change. You can never tell about that. Sam is a
humongous golden wolf, just about the same color as his hair.
Whereas I am a huge white wolf. Go figure.

“What’s for lunch? I’m hungry! I’m a growing
pup and I need my nourishment,” she said as she climbed up on the
stool her father had vacated.

Damn. I hadn’t realized it had gotten that
late. “Sorry, Hun. Come on, let’s get to the kitchen and I’ll put
something together for you and your dad.” We left the craft
room.

On weekends, neither Sam nor I have to work.
This is a fairly recent development as up until a few months ago, I
worked a half-day on Saturdays, and Sam worked afternoons. Then,
Sam started putting in an extra hour each day so he wouldn’t have
to go in on Saturdays. Well. I wanted off, too, so I cleared it
with my boss and rearranged my appointments. That meant I had to
work a little longer on Fridays but it was worth it to get two
whole days off. And it was nice. We enjoyed being together on the
weekends.

Of course, Sam’s dad would be calling
tomorrow. I wasn’t looking forward to that, but I know how to live
in the moment, so I let it go and enjoyed the rest of the day,
which included the three of us taking in a matinee and going out to
eat.

By now, you may have inferred that we like
it nice and quiet around here. You would be correct. We really hate
excitement, and avoid it like a Klan rally. We have our reasons for
this, which I don’t care to go into right now. But, there was that
incident a little over a month ago now, involving some ghouls that
broke up our five-year streak of non-excitement and caused me to
fear that we might have to start putting up with more… stimulation…
reminiscent of bygone days. However, things seemed to have settled
back down. I did still wonder from time to time, though, just what
those ghouls had wanted with Eloise.

Eloise. The flirt. Yeah. Sam said she no
longer came to his massage parlor or hung around the gym where he
went to work out. Suited me just fine. I do have to say, though,
that she earned a little of my respect that night, even if she
had run off screaming when I had to shift. After we got her
back to our house and calmed down, we talked to her and explained a
few things, then I drove her home.

I’d spotted her twice since then. Once at
the Harris-Teeter, and another time when I was driving home from
work and decided to come down Monroe Road instead of Independence
Boulevard. That time, I was standing at a light waiting for it to
change. I glanced over
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