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THANK YOU FOR DOWNLOADING this e-book. This is a collection of my first stories written as coursework for a creative writing degree and before. Some of these stories are based on specific course guidelines and prompts. I hope you find something you enjoy.
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The Rebirthing of a Lineage
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I DISTINCTLY REMEMBER the week my life fell apart. It started with a work party that required a DNA test. Why would we need one? Well, come to find out, humans are not the only race treated at the hospital I work at. After lots of complaints and what I believed to be unnecessary intrusion and hazing, this is what the idiots came up with. Let’s reminisce, shall we?

***
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I did my DNA test. Why are the lab techs following me outside of work? I knew something was up when we had to have them for this stupid party. I digress, the party is not a stupid idea, it’s me. I hate parties. People, body odor, crowds, chaos —I always wait for the other proverbial shoe to drop and end up angry or in a panic attack. So, I avoid them with everything in me. 

Annoyed, eyes flashing, I turned. “What do you want? I did the DNA test,” I demanded of our lead lab tech.

Jake, who always seemed to catch my moods, was not surprised at my tone. Instead, he looks at me steady and unnervingly, “Have you looked at your results?”

“Why would I? Human 1000%. What else is there? I’ve gone to medical school, picked my career, and already buried the family who decided I was better off not knowing them. Why should I care what it is unless it says I’ve got an 80% chance of brain cancer or tumors?”

Jake shakes his head and hands me my printed results, looks at me pleadingly, and replies, “Ase, just look at them and then come find me. I can help you.” I grab the results from him and storm away. “See you when you bring yourself to open them, Ase. Keep in mind the party is in 3 days.” 

Glaring, I now watch him walk away.

“That ass. Last word was mine. Whatever. I can’t be anything but human. Again, there’s nothing else. What is he so scared of?” I ponder as I walk into my apartment and throw the results on the coffee table. Blocking everything out, I make some tea only to realize I’ve made my calming tea. Great. Now I’m subconsciously worried about why Jake is so riled about my DNA results. Whelp, all there is to do now is finish my movie and not think about those results. 
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The next morning, I roll off the couch to the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Once my cup is poured and I can move more than four steps with my eyes open, I meander back to my spot with a good book and coffee. Nothing better on a day off than this and rain for background noise. It isn’t until I get up for more coffee that the stupid envelope distracts me again. I was so looking forward to what was going to happen next in my book. It sits on the coffee table mocking me, glaring truths I do not want to face. Of all the things, this would be an issue. I think back on what I told Jake. I have done all the things. What could hurt me now? The blood that birthed me. No way. Still, I avoid opening the results at all costs. My once-fresh cup of coffee needed a refresh... Again. I do so and curse my phone ringing, debating whether to answer. “What?”

“Don’t you take that tone with me, grumpy Gus. We’ve got plans today.” Ashley states, unfazed by my rude answer.

“Why did I agree to do this with you?” regretting our plans.

“Be ready in 3 minutes. I’m coming in hot.”

“Better be with coffee and the will to go dress shopping for this god-forsaken party. I am so not ready for your sparkly ray of sunshine today.” I grumble.

Ashley doesn’t respond; instead, waltzing in my door, coffee in hand and sunshine on display.

“That was not three minutes sparkles. How is anyone supposed to be ready that fast?” She shrugs and grins at me, handing over my favorite coffee, walking off to find something she deems worthy in the dark abyss that is my closet.

“How do you not own anything bright? I don’t understand. I am getting you into something with color for this party.” Ashley states, while I raise an eyebrow at her.

“Have you met me? For all the times you complain about it, has it ever changed my mind?”

Annoyed, she rolls her eyes and shakes her head. “Fine, but not straight black. Get dressed. We’re almost ready.” Bossy little rainbow, isn’t she? I think while I stare at her and drink my coffee. *

With me so far? I knew things were bad if Jake was worried. I couldn’t focus on Ashley or dress shopping at all. She got me into a purple dress for the event due to that. It wasn’t terrible, just uncomfortable with the silver heels she picked to go with it. I didn’t even know when precisely the torture was over, much as I adore her friendship. I was too distracted, knowing I was still being followed. But why? And why did Jake feel the need to remind me again of the party deadline? Glad you asked.
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Ashley got me safely back in my half-aware state while prattling on that I should open the DNA results. I hate to admit it, but I made her open them first. I did not want to know. Still don’t, but hey, some psycho once said, “Knowledge is the key.”

I hope they’re burning in hell for that, but back to the point. Ashley opened the results and when she read them, dropped the paper on the floor.... She stared into my soul, panic clear on her face. “You should have listened to Jake and opened them with him around. He was right. He can help you. I could never.” 

In her panic, she left without more of an explanation. What a bitch! Could’ve still been here for me. This really isn’t good. I’m still me. I’d thought as I closed the door, she left wide open. That worried me. I couldn’t afford to lose her over stupid stuff. I’ve never seen her run so fast in my life...a very docile being. Except...when it came time to suck it up and be an adult, I also wanted to run. I was frozen. Immobile. Growing roots until my knees gave out. No. There was no way. It could only be human... so how could it cause so much panic among those around me? Tears streamed down my face, electricity sparking violet every time I angrily wiped them away. Giving in, I called Jake. “Get over here and help me figure this out.” 
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I should’ve felt bad. I didn’t even give him a chance to speak to me after he answered the phone. But really, this was a bunch of bologna, so much so that it would’ve made Oscar Mayer jealous. Wouldn’t. Shouldn’t the whole world know all this so-called nonsense was actually absolute? What am I saying? It’s all fake unless it’s movies, TV shows, or books. But how was I able to do all that in surgery while hating blood? Whatever it all meant, I could handle it, or so I thought.

When Jake arrived, I could not even answer the door. Frozen, being glared at by paper, and angry electric tears were what greeted Jake. He only had one word to say when he saw me like that.

*Empty, I asked, if he was playing a cruel joke, even though I’d never had proof that he was like that. He looked at me sadly and said I had to transform before the party to keep everyone safe.

“But why now?“ You didn’t know before Ase, that’s what triggers the need to change. Ashley ran away because she’s a werewolf snack. But you may have issues with the change. There are four species in your DNA, and only three are known. You’re not even 0.00001% human. That’s why the lab is following you; we’re guarding you from whatever came to the lab for your results. We got there before they did, and I printed them, then removed them...from everything that ever touched your results.

What do you say we get out of here and somewhere with some space?”

“Whatever you think is best.” Then his statement of a snack hit my brain. I pounced, and he sidestepped cleanly. “What do you mean? That’s cannibalism. And she’d be too sweet!” 

Jake just stared at me. I’ll explain on the way. 
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I learned that different races were more common than anyone knew, and pure humans made up less than 4% of the population. I also learned that almost everyone
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