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About this book:

 


New Terra, a verdant planet, home to shifters
and humans. Each society's rules and hierarchy are unique, yet
volatile when they intersect.

 


Britta Newsome: A feisty human and best
friend to Laylah Le Croix, Britta's involvement in Were politics is
long and tangled. Will she be able to pick a side?

 


Donil Silentshadow: Young and brash, this
Alpha-to-be has much to learn about ruling himself before he can
rule others.

 


Miguel Garcia: A young man with a tragic past
who must look to the future to mend his heart. What will he choose
when the love of his life is held hostage by another?

 


Drayden Morales: Controlled and lethal, this
mighty werebear is leashed to a she-bear who makes Were Society
dance to her tune. Will he be able to free himself to become his
own man?

 


Zina McFin: Arrogant and proud, this Were
Alpha has no problem taking on the world, even if it means becoming
a villainess.

 


Stefan McJeysen: Self-proclaimed loner and
werewolf bad boy, Stefan is a rebel without a cause until he meets
someone who changes his world.
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Britta Newsome

Journal #1 - January 2210

 


Today was a fantastic day! Mama let me stay
home from school because it's my birthday! Today I'm seven and Mama
says that I've grown a lot! I don't think so but that's okay.

 


Papa got us tickets to see the new play, Ray
and the Fox, at the Tampeh Playhouse on Saturday. That's three more
days. I can't wait!

 


Mama gave me this journal. I didn't
understand what it was, and she told me that journals were things
children did on old Earth. She says that it's good to put all my
thoughts and feelings in it. She said that when I can't tell things
right away to put them in my journal to make my mind and heart
straight. I don't know what that means but I like this.

 


She said that it can keep secrets and make
wishes come true, too. I don't have many secrets because Mama and
Papa said secrets are bad. Well, not always. Sometimes they can be
good if it's a nice surprise or something like that. I do have one
secret.

 


I do have a secret wish. Do you want to hear
it, Miss Diary?

 


Okay, I'll tell you. I really want a best
friend. I have friends but not a best friend. None of the other
kids like what I like, and some think my Papa is scary. I want a
friend who likes me and Papa and Mama.

So, Miss Diary, please, please, please bring
me a best friend. I wish for it with all my heart.

 


I'm sleepy so good night, Miss Diary.

 


Journal #2 - September 2211

Miss Diary today was a strange day. Our
teacher, Miss Beverly, let us meet a new girl. The other kids
thought she was weird. I think she looks scared.

 


A tall, bald man brought her, and he never
smiled. He made me afraid. The girl has skin the color of mama’s
favorite coffee. And her eyes, they are green. Not like my brown
ones. And she has long red hair. No one else has hair that
long.

 


I think that’s why the others giggled and
pointed. It made me mad. Mama and Papa both say that making fun of
others is rude. I was happy when Miss Beverly put the new girl next
to me.

 


I didn’t get to talk to her until recess. I
had to save her from Billy. He’s such a bully! He always pulls
girls’ hair and knocks them down. Well, he doesn’t knock me down. I
hit him when he tried that one time, and he hasn’t bothered me
since.

 


Of course, he went over to the new girl and
pulled her hair so hard she screamed. Then he pushed and she fell
on a rock and cut her hand. That made me so angry that I jumped on
his back and punched him in the head until he ran away crying
liking a baby to Miss Beverly.

 


I helped the girl up and took her inside to
wash her cut. I found out that her name is Laylah and that this was
the first time she had ever gone to school.

 


 


 


I thought that was strange. Don’t all kids go
to school together? Oh, well. I put a bandage on her cut and hugged
her. I think I surprised her because she made a scared face and
didn’t hug me back.

 


I told her that I want to be friends and she
smiled then. We shook on it. Maybe she will be my best friend
forever.

 


Thanks, Miss Diary, for making my wish come
true.

 


Journal #3 - February 2213

Miss Diary, I have decided that a name change
is important. In our ancient languages class, we are studying
Spanish and I learned that there are two words for "journal".
Because the language makes things male or female, I decided that I
would tweak the male form of the word and make it female. Besides,
I like it better. So, you are now going to become Miss Diary.

 


That wasn't the only thing that happened.
This week has been insane but fun. My best friend, Laylah, and her
guardian, Jacques, have invited me to archery practice with Laylah.
Apparently, she has been learning archery since she was five, so
she's ahead of me, skill wise. That's alright. I'm very determined
and will catch up to her in no time.

 


The archery tournament is in May and I can't
wait to see where we both place. I'm also happy because this is the
only time, other than school, that I can hang out with Laylah. She
comes from a really, strict house. Her father's such a pain and
he's never around. I feel sorry for Laylah. She seems to be happy
with Jacques but he's not her father. Just an adult that takes care
of her. I don't know how I would feel if I didn't have Mama and
Papa with me. I think it would be rather lonely and boring.

 


Oh, another thing that happened that I almost
forget. I met some new people at Papa's barns this afternoon. The
vet brought her children with her. Two boys and two girls and they
were all very noisy. The oldest boy reminds me a little of Papa. He
was always smiling. The youngest boy and girl are twins, but they
didn't talk much. The other girl didn't speak either, but she
really liked the horses and the horses liked her, too.

 


I like the vet. Her name is Kattcha
Silentshadow, and Papa says she's the best animal doctor in New
Florida. I like Kattcha and her kids and hope they come back again
some time to visit.

 


I must get going, Miss Diary. The glorious
evil known as homework is calling my name.

 


Journal #4 - May 2213

Miss Diary today was supposed to be an
amazing day. Instead, it turned into a horrible disaster.

 


I'm so angry right now I could take down a
horde of bullies and not be able to calm down. I don't understand
why adults must be so horrible to kids that are having fun. Is it a
crime to be happy? Apparently, some adults feel that way. I know
I'm talking in circles, but I can't get all the words out of me in
order because I'm that angry.

 


It's all Laylah's dad's fault that I'm
upset.

 


The archery tournament was this morning, and
I was ready to participate. Mama, Papa, and I met Jacques and
Laylah at the tournament grounds in Floyal City. There were so many
people there it looked like a sea of bodies. Laylah was glued to
Jacques' side and Papa asked her if she was trying to become
Jacques' second skin. Even though it was a joke, Laylah stayed
frightened. I wanted her to relax so I held her hand. I think it
surprised her, but she didn't push me away.

 


We got checked in and headed toward the ages
12-and-under grounds. Laylah's nervousness and fear vanished once
the targets were set up. I'm a little jealous of her skill. She is
so focused and calm when she shoots. It's like watching a dancer.
All her movements are so graceful. Our archery instructor says that
Laylah has no wasted movements. Her precision is amazing. Laylah
doesn't think so. She's always so hard on herself when we do
training. I wish I was a natural like her.

 


Anyway, I was rambling again. Back to what
happened. Laylah and I both made it to the final round. Laylah took
first place, and I took second. We were getting congratulations on
our wins when a man I had never seen before, came storming over to
where Mama, Papa, Jacques, Laylah and I stood talking about where
to go out to dinner to celebrate our top finishes.

 


I have never seen Laylah pale, but she did,
and Jacques looked concerned. I was confused until Laylah spoke and
her voice, it shook with fear and something else that I didn't
understand. All she said was one word...Father.

 


The man glared at her, grabbed her hand and
pulled her away from us and toward him. Jacques took a step but
froze when Laylah's father gave him an angry look. I could see that
Laylah was shaking with fear and Mama and Papa had unhappy looks on
their faces, too. Laylah's father started yelling at her until she
started crying.

 


Then he did something mean. He grabbed her
bow and quiver of arrows. He broke her bow with his hands and did
the same to her arrows. Poor Laylah's knees buckled, and she
collapsed to the ground in tears. Mama and Papa both gasped and
Mama took my hand and dragged me away. I don’t understand why they
didn’t help her. If I was bigger, I would have protected
Laylah.

 


I'll never forget the sight of Laylah crying
or of her father's mean smile. He wanted to hurt Laylah's feelings.
I don't understand why. What an evil, evil man!

 


I tried to call Laylah a little while ago,
but Jacques wouldn't let me talk to her. He said she was grounded.
I bet her mean father did that. I hope something bad happens to him
one day. No parent should be that way toward their child. Parents
are supposed to love their children. That's what Mama and Papa
say.

 


I will try to call Laylah tomorrow. Maybe we
can talk, and I can make her feel better. I really wanted today to
end on a high note. Instead, the happiness over our trophies is now
filled with sorrow. Stupid, stupid, Laylah's dad!

 


I'm going to bed, Miss Diary. Maybe tomorrow
I will be in a better mood.

 


Journal #5 - March 2215

I'm so excited, I can barely contain it, Miss
Diary. The results of the election are in and Papa has been
re-elected to his seat on the New Florida Triumvirate Council. It
was a landslide win and everyone, including Papa, are excited. In a
few minutes I have to leave to go to the celebration party.

 


 


 


I'm proud of my father. He is a hard worker
and he's fair. He's not like some of the other officials who abuse
their power. Father's win today is also historic. It is the first
time that an official has been elected to return for the third
time. It's a testament to how amazing my papa really is!

 


All of society's elite will be there. I'm
hoping that Laylah will get to attend. Her father usually brings
her to those kinds of events but doesn't let her do much else. I
must go now and get ready. Yay again, Miss Diary, on Papa's win.
This night will be amazing!

 


Journal #6 - June 2215

School ended for the year and today is the
first day of summer vacation. I'm in a great mood and not just
because school is done. I get to visit Laylah's house for the first
time ever this afternoon. She has been to my house on several
occasions, but I've not seen hers.

 


I wonder what it looks like. Is it big or
small? Does she have a large room or is it modest? Does she have
art stuff and toys or is it going to be sparse with nothing in it?
Does she have shelves filled with trophies and awards or pictures
she likes?

 


I'm dying of curiosity and happiness. I was
surprised when Jacques called last week and asked Mama if I could
come visit. Mama said "yes”, and they set the day and time.

 


Now that it's finally here, I'm all giddy. I
packed some things so that Laylah and I can have some girl time. I
noticed that Laylah doesn't wear makeup or do anything with her
long hair. I want to see if she will let me try some new things to
make her look pretty.

 


Well, she's already pretty, but maybe let me
enhance it. I want to be an artist when I grow up and work in all
kinds of mediums. Why not start with my best friend?

 


Oops, I have to run, Miss Diary. Mama is
calling and my best friend awaits.

 


Journal #7 - October 2215

Miss Diary, I don't know how much better my
day could possibly have gotten. Today was the first day that Papa
entered some of our horses into the Ohcale Derby. It was a grand
affair and Papa said that back on Old Terra they used to have horse
racing circuits. The events were popular and lots of things
happened there including gambling, parties and much more.

 


Our race wasn't as grand, but it was still
fun. And it wasn't just my family who went. The Silentshadows
joined us. Kattcha was her usual motherly self while Donil kept
teasing me and his twin siblings, Alyssa and Alvert. He finally
stopped when Kattcha gave him “the look.”

 


The music was loud and so was the crowd. That
didn't bother me though. I like noise. It's quietness that freaks
me out.

 


We took our seats and I noticed that Donil's
sister, Mya was missing. Mya loves horses and told Papa that she
wants to be jockey. I like to ride horses, but I don't want to race
them. I think she's brave for wanting to do that.

 


We had to sit through ten smaller races
before the big race began. It was amazing hearing people cheer on
their favorite horse. We had two in the race, Lovable Rican and
Afro Racer. Afro Racer came in a close second and Lovable Rican
took third. Papa was ecstatic and swung Mama around. Kattcha, Donil
and the twins were laughing. I had to grin.

 


I love seeing Papa act like this. Sometimes,
I think people forget he is only human and not some super powered
person.

 


We went and got Mya from the stables before
going out to a celebration dinner. This day was an awesome one,
Miss Diary, and now I'm going to bed.

 


Journal #8 - April 2216

Can you keep a secret, Miss Diary? I know you
can but this one is a big one. I always made fun of the girls who
giggled like idiots over boys they liked. I mean, why giggle? Just
go and talk to the boy already. I thought they were foolish for not
speaking up.

 


Well, Mama always says, “if you can't put
your creds where your mouth is, then you should walk away.” I
thought that was such a strange expression but now I understand. If
you can't back what you say, then don't say anything at all.

 


I know I'm going around in circles but here's
the truth: I like a boy. There, I said it. I can't help it. Vynce
is handsome, smart and he's an artist, like me. He doesn't bully
others and he's always smiling. Whenever I see him, my heart beats
really fast and I can't take my eyes off him.

 


I didn't know that I felt that way until
Laylah said something to me about it yesterday. She wanted to know
why I was always staring at him. I got upset and argued that she
was being silly. I know I hurt her feelings and I will apologize
tomorrow.

 


I'm not sure why I got upset. Laylah doesn't
talk much but she notices a lot of stuff. People think she's weird,
but I know she's just shy. I hope that she will forgive me for
being rude to her about the whole staring thing.

 


Now, I have to figure out what to do. Maybe I
won't do anything. I think I'll watch Vynce for a while and then
I'll decide what to do.

 


So many thoughts, not enough time to process
them all. Good night, Miss Diary.

 


Journal #9 - August 2216

Summer has come and almost gone, Miss Diary,
and it's time for school again. I can't wait to see Vynce. I
managed to see him eight times this summer thanks to traveling with
Papa on his summer tour of the cities in New Florida. Vynce's dad
works in the Tri-Rulers' offices as a personal aide to Tri-Ruler
Certhorn. His dad is very efficient and friendly, too.

 


Vynce and I shared sketches a few times. I
always feel weird when I'm near him. I'm always worrying that I'll
say something and sound stupid. He doesn't talk much which makes it
even more uncomfortable. I think we understand each other well,
though.

 


Today the Silentshadow family was over again.
Kattcha came to check on one of Papa's horses while Donil and Mya
came inside. The twins were at some kind of camp, so they didn't
come.

 


 


 


I'm not happy with Donil and with good
reason. I was in the downstairs bathroom, trying to put on the
make-up I bought at the mall. I didn't want Mama to see, just in
case she told me I was too young for such things. He walked in and
started laughing.

 


I demanded to know what was so funny and he
said I looked like an Old Earth creature called a raccoon. I threw
my hairbrush at him, which he dodged, as I charged him, yelling at
him to get out. He did, but not without ruffling my hair first.

 


I know he thinks he's some great and awesome
person, but I think his attitude needs some work!

 


Well, I have to get off here and look up
information on how to apply make-up. Catch you later, Miss
Diary.

 


Journal #10 - December 2216

It's been a while since I've written in you,
Miss Diary but there hasn't been much to write about. I finally got
up the courage to start dating Vynce. Papa wasn't too thrilled by
the idea, but Mama said it was alright and that she trusted me to
behave. Tonight, was the Winter Ball, the first dance of the school
year.

 


This was the first time I've gone. Before I
had no interest but tonight was different. Vynce asked me to go and
so I did. Mama took so many pictures I thought the d-cam would
break. I spent most of the day out at the spa and stylist center
getting ready. My dress was picked out two weeks ago. I love it
because it is my favorite shade of green.

 


I was a little bummed that Laylah wasn't
allowed to attend. I think it would be great for her to get out and
socialize more. Unfortunately, her father doesn't feel the same
way.

 


Vynce arrived early and Papa grilled him as
well as warned him to treat me with respect. I had to roll my eyes
at that. I wouldn't date a boy that doesn't respect me. Mama
rescued Vynce and drove us to the Homesa Convention Center.

 


The inside of the ballroom was beyond words.
The winter theme dominated everything from the colors to the shape
of the food. I'm sure I looked silly gawking, but I couldn't help
it. My hand itched to draw the picture the room presented. The urge
passed as Vynce led me toward the dance floor and we joined the
other students dancing to the upbeat music filling the air.

 


Time flew by and before I knew it, we were on
the last song of the evening. It was a slow one and Vynce, who had
been so confident, suddenly became shy and clumsy. My feet still
hurt from where he stepped on them. But I really didn't mind, Miss
Diary, because he made up for it when he kissed me.

 


I always wondered what my first kiss would be
like and I must admit, I was not disappointed. He didn't suck on me
like some fish but rather it was a firm, but gentle one. I still
feel giddy about it all. And he didn't try to stick his tongue in
my mouth. I think I would have bit him if he had tried that. We
danced close as the song came to end. I think he was embarrassed
because he wouldn't look at me, so I squeezed his hand to let him
know everything was fine.

 


We both got in our parents' vehicles and left
for home. I don't know about him, but I will dream of this night
again and remember it always. Night, Miss Diary!

 


Journal #11 - July 2217

I used to scoff at the girls who always
seemed to fight with their boyfriends. How hard could it be, Miss
Diary, to communicate? My parents taught me that dialogue and
listening go hand-in-hand.

 


Yet, here I am, fighting with Vynce. I don't
know why everything I say or do makes him mad. Nothing I do seems
to be right in his eyes. And so, he complains, all the time. It's
so draining!

 


When I mentioned that maybe we should break
up, he started acting nicer. I don't think I know the real him
anymore. I miss the nice Vynce who used to joke and smile more.

 


I keep wondering if I'm the problem. Or is it
him? I'm too confused to figure it out. I will have to ponder over
things. And I can always rely on you, Miss Diary to hold my
thoughts until I have them all sorted out.

 


I only hope that I make the right choice. It
would really hurt if I make the wrong one. Enough! I'm going to bed
before my circling thoughts drive me insane.

 


Journal #12 - November 2217

I hate boys! They are such idiots! It's not
like I did anything wrong. Vynce is a moron and maybe it is better
that he's gone. I don't get it Miss Diary, I really don't. Things
haven't been so great for a while, but I was trying. Today, though,
was just too much. I've had enough.

 


Vynce pushed me into a locker and yelled at
me after school because Manny spoke to me. Manny is a fellow artist
and a self-proclaimed nerd. He is a nice person and wouldn't hurt a
fly. I dropped a book and he picked it up and handed it to me.
After he walked away, Vynce stormed over and made a scene.

 


I told him he was being an idiot and when I
tried to walk away, he shoved me into the locker and yelled that I
was a flirt and that I made him sick.

 


Mama and Papa told me that real men don't
hurt women and that if I ever dated a boy who did that to me, that
I was to end the relationship immediately. So, I pushed Vynce until
he backed up enough for me to get past him. I told him firmly that
I'm sorry he felt that way but that we were over.

 


I didn't give him time to say anything else
as I made my escape. I waited until a few minutes ago to tell Mama
and Papa what happened. Papa wanted to talk to Vynce, and Mama
wanted to beat him. I felt better about my decision and told my
parents not to harm him. He isn't worth it.

 


So, I'm going to bed now and for the first
time in months, I actually think I might sleep peacefully.

 


Journal #13 - February 2218

I'm beginning to think that there is
something wrong with me, Miss Diary. I know I'm not ugly. I know I
have a great personality. I know that I have humor. So why can't I
get a guy to notice me? I know, I know. I'm not saying names and
maybe it's because I'm afraid to even think about the
rejection.

 


I should have never tried to get his
attention. I should have known that he isn't interested in a
teenager. But I can't help it. Those blue eyes and dark brown hair
just pull me in. And that cocky grin like he knows everything there
is to know about the world. It's not like he knows more than me. I
mean he's only 20.

 


Who am I kidding? Maybe those five extra
years matter. Well, at least to him they do. All I can do is sigh
and be angry and sad. I can't make up my mind which one I feel.
Maybe a little of both? I've been around him and his family for
several years. Perhaps that's the problem. He sees me as a younger
sibling and not as a woman who is interested in him.

 


Donil, you are such an idiot! All I want is
one date. How hard can that be? Or Miss Diary, he might be afraid
of what Papa might do to him if it doesn't work out. I admit Papa
can be scary when he feels like I'm being threatened. There's too
much to ponder. I'm going to go punch some pillows and console
myself with the thought that Donil doesn't know what he's going to
be missing.

 


Night, Miss Diary.

 


Journal #14 - May 2218

Today turned out to be a rather fascinating
day, Miss Diary. I thought that maybe I only had bad luck when it
comes to guys, but I've changed my mind. At the social mixer this
afternoon, Donil was kind enough to introduce me to some Were
friends of his.

 


Weres are different from humans. They tend to
be a lot more boisterous than us. Oh, and did I mention, less
inhibited than us, too. Not that it is a bad thing. I enjoy their
straight forwardness.

 


I've not had the pleasure of meeting lions
before so the twin brothers, Benji and Leo Cattrall, were a bit
overwhelming at first. After fifteen minutes of their antics, I
realized they were alright and humorous.

 


It was then that I met Justyn. A little bit
taller than me with blond hair and hazel eyes, he was hugging the
wall like it was a lifeline. I thought it was cute and hurried over
to greet him.

 


Coaxing speech out of him took some effort,
but once he started talking, things moved along just fine. I saw
Donil shooting us some glances, but I ignored him. You snooze, you
lose, oh great Alpha wannabe.

 


I think there is something there between
Justyn and I, and human or not, I want to explore it. Wish me luck,
Miss Diary.

 


Journal #15 - January 2219

It's been a while since I wrote anything but
that's because I've been so busy I think my head might actual
explode! I had forgotten how much chaos arrives when re-election
time draws near.

 


This time is even worse, Miss Diary, because
Papa is attempting to do something that has never been done before:
run for a fourth term.

 


Most Tri-Rulers do at most two terms. No one
has ever managed to pull off four. If Papa does this, he will go
down in history and I'll get to walk around with a huge "I told you
so" grin on my face when it does.

 


Time to get off here and work on the posters
for his campaign. I'll write to you from the trenches. Just
kidding.... well mostly.

 


Journal #16 - July 2219

Miss Diary, I'm beginning to think that when
it comes to love I'm doomed. After a year and two months, Justyn
and I are over. This time it was his fault. Or rather his species'
fault. So, what if I'm human and he's a Were? Why should that
matter? If we like each other and even love one another, who else
has the right to tell us that our feelings are wrong?

 


Maybe I was raised differently and that
colors my vision. Or maybe it's just that I see people, humans and
Weres, for who they are and not what they are. We all bleed the
same way. We all have feelings, dreams and hopes. Why can't people
get over their air of superiority and get along?

 


Perhaps I'm being too idealistic, but really,
wouldn't we all be happy if everyone at least attempted some
civility? I think I'm going to continue to be baffled by the
foolishness of living things until someone else shows me something
different.

 


I'm out. This coming week is going to be busy
with the campaign events that Papa must attend. Night, Miss Diary.
I'll dream of a better world in my sleep.

 


Journal #17 - May 2220

Miss Diary I can’t stop my squeals of
happiness from filling my bedroom. Papa won the election for
Tri-Ruler for an unprecedented fourth term. The last
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