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There have been numerous times in my life I wished I could have changed something.  I’ve asked for nothing too specific...just a little tweak to an unfortunate reality that simply made everything else...different.

I can’t claim a specific event so traumatic or significant to wish away entirely that would solve ‘EVERYTHING’.  Although I have a few constants in my reality to pick from, yet none I know can change without truly understanding the consequences.  

What’s the trade off?  

That...I don’t get to choose and there happens to be bits of this life I hold dear.  Memories I don’t wish erased that help me get through the tough days in my currently normal, stable, and relatively easy existence I found for myself...and far away from THESE people.  

Oh, if only I could articulate my autobiography properly.  Where would I begin?  Entirely too many ‘what the...’ moments to explain.

This life I was dealt...a chain of snowball assaults slung by fate’s gnarled fist...like a tennis ball machine set to ‘Tommy Gun’.  If that’s even such a thing.

A skewed balance of right or wrong...good versus evil...fact or myth...and fate or choice.  Distinct ends of a single spectrum all too present in my world.  A beam we perched precarious claiming to be good yet allowing one hand to wander along the dark edges...to hold ourselves steady of course.

Fate...Ha!  Most challenging of foes to combat and remain not entirely broken.  The beast I’ve gone above and beyond to circumvent its attacks for unfulfilled duties I would never be entrusted so why train for that.  

I have yet evaded it’s wraith for escaping the strangle hold of family...which is where all of my issues are more than likely rooted.  

Family!  That’s the sparkly bow fate wrapped around the mound of moose sized crap it handed me.  People I love and don’t truly want to be without...yet I can’t stand to live in the same state because even shine wears away when the protective film is removed!

Fate!  The vindictive, twisted, two-faced dictator of life.  One hand thrusting grand gifts your way with no rhyme or reason...while the other vicious hand flings shit at you whether you accept the offering or not.  

If this is true...then is choice really an option and wherein does that opportunity for choice lie?  All good questions to ponder later.  Regardless...here I am...in fates clutches once more and all I can consider is an offering of my own.  

A trade to get the hell out of here so I don’t have to ‘deal’ at all and fate can have what she wants.  But that’s a trade I can’t offer because again...what or who will be the sacrifice?

I can say that this life and my personal journey within it made me thick-skinned...toughened me up for the charge I hold now my parents are both locked up and my brothers...we’ll just say it could only be me that pulls us through this mess.  

I’m not being cocky or overconfident...that is the sick reality of fate my friend!

Hence, the collect and monitored phone call at three a.m. from my crying mother explaining very little except that father’s private helicopter was fueled and I would be picked up in one hour to head ‘straight home’.

Dad’s right-hand man whom we’ve come to know as ‘Uncle Tommy’...also my pilot and escort for the late flight...would fill me in on what mother’s time-limited call wouldn’t allow for.

My brothers...had further details if needed...and the rest was up to me, per the detailed list my father passed on through Tommy explaining how I am to handle the ‘day-to-day’ in his and mother’s absence.  Including but not limited to ‘handling’ my brothers as well.

Uncle Tommy’s house is down the block so he dropped me after the flight.  Gave me ample time to ask questions I may need answered before I ‘take my place’ in the family ‘business’.

Although I know, even he only has so many answers.  So...I let time pass with minimal chatter.  I am confident I will learn more than I need to know...soon enough.
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We grew up believing our father a genius entrepreneur...until our powers came.  

Our first secret revealed...we were magical creatures...and we had to keep that quiet.  Oh, those early lessons of discretion came in handy later.  

Not sure if it was the shifter that dropped us at school on occasion or the ‘nanny’ that sleep spelled cookies to get us to nap...we learned quick to keep our mouths shut.  

More so as this poorly knitted sweater we call life unraveled not a stitch...but entire rows at a time.  Anyway...back in the world of peaches and cream. 

Dad...a brilliant business owner/investor that loved to have his hands in all aspects of his businesses by day...supernatural survivalist, fighter, and trainer to us the rest of his life.  

Mom educated us after school and most weekends unless dad called ‘dibs’.  How effortless she made even the most difficult of spells.  Mom gave us the fundamentals and dad the application of what we learned. 

Used to drive my brothers’ nuts I got everything as easily as she did.  Probably should have been our first clue whose footsteps mine would follow.  

To us...this was all normal!  We knew no other way life was supposed to be.  Until we began making human friends in school and our home was the only they never got invited to.  

Oh...and their houses were different too.

Attending dinners with other families...days out with friends...camp...general observation...that’s when we learned we weren’t so normal.  Our family was as odd and messed up as the circumstances that brought us all together.

Our parents had special spots in their hearts for the misfits...those that no matter the species...they just didn’t fit anywhere but with us.  Through these extended family bonds the foundation for a dynasty was born.  

It was much later we learned our family was not the only screwed up aspect of our story.  We still had the ‘family businesses’.  

Grand visions...these businesses were so important, necessary for our community, and thrived because of our ‘family’.  

Business within this family we learn something new every day.  The base, or foundation if you will, is EVERYTHING starts at a ‘need to know’ level in the flow if important information.  Gradually we grew into situations requiring...or ending at the ‘oh, I should have mentioned that’ level.  The latter usually addressed if and only IF necessary...or someone lands in jail.
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Laundering was the first need we filled in the ‘community’ and apparently against the rules for humans.  At least that’s what I gathered from the documents Tommy was told to give me from my father.  

Moving old supernatural money from our financial advising firm through dad and his associates' numerous human businesses to keep everything fresh, flowing, and in some cases...recorded so not to be lost.

We’ve found some family trusts are kept the old way...in a mattress until the body is moved.  

Zero documentation of perceived wealth...that’s when the vultures descend to pick.  Debts...not their problem...nor are treaties signed by a previous family intermediary.  Either way...fighting...debt to supernaturals...a problem!

Anyway...money changes hands to the next head of household via a family trust upon death of the previous ‘leader’.  That’s how business is handled now.

Our work is how that old money is brought into the system, churns as already existing assets though appearing from thin air, later this cash earns interest sitting in high yield accounts, and grows for the next generations.

However...there I feel a bigger scheme here if another supernatural wants in.  Turning us over to human involvement is one way to eliminate competition...among other things that may occur.

I am not sure my brother Bennett knows...but I might have an idea if this is strictly about the business.  Maybe.  

This could be just a human shakedown because we look like a freaking mafia operation and do technically rip them off a bit financially by not sharing our money.

I could be just tired and over thinking the entire issue.  Doubtful...but I’m open to the possibility that just once...something at home isn’t as bad as it appears.  Humans...we can deal with.

Although I know...I just know...it’s far worse!  Something else unexpected is waiting, we simply haven’t seen it yet.

See...that’s a problem when you leave others in the ‘need to know’ zone.  When time comes to make an executive decision or extend a hand to help, I’m left here to assume the worst, and I can’t make an educated decision since I only have scraps of the story!

I cannot fathom how either of my parents became mixed up in this without another person behind it all.  Who would have done this?

Could someone have had him flagged for arrest?  Sure.  But why only him?  Why my mom?  What about his associates?  This is too ‘specific’ a target to not ask questions.

Dad’s been a neutral party in everything over many years of his businesses growing and he’s trusted by many.  Unfortunately those ‘many’...only trust a select few.

That’s never been an issue before.  We do our jobs and mind our business elsewhere.  No one has accused us of picking sides in any fight that I am aware.

Same old story with the majority of supernatural disagreements...packs argue with ‘families’ of vampires.  

Fighting is not only between species...we’ve had some horrendous coven versus coven wars I’m still not sure how the humans never saw a thing.

Still nothing dad would be involved in or have to be.

However...recently it appears some families have been engaging in less than civilized actions against each other.  We may have inadvertently helped cover up.

Herein lays the problem.  Intended or not...we chose sides.

New generations have taken their places at the head of their tables and old animosities have resurfaced in a few cases with no reason other than something to argue about.  All whom we helped financially or other support through our actions, whether it was simply business to us or not.

Old prejudices of the ‘undesirables’ rearing their heads putting us in the eye of the shit storm, because of who my father houses, employs, and does business with.

Dad’s order, per Uncle Tommy and in dad’s own writing, is the same as always...’business continues and we don’t get involved.  Protect our own’.  

We’re not sure the gain of any others...but even the slightest little shake in our world...could turn to a war we get drug into and may be left with few allies in the end.

That’s all we need is ‘climate change’ in the supernatural world.  Because that’s what the impact would be...any war, humans kept ignorant or not...change our entire world.  

Light, dark, good, evil...you get it!

And human’s thought they had the dark cloud of doom hanging over their heads.  Can’t wait to see the look of shock and disbelief when they find out about us through a power shift or what that destroys along the way.

My mother would be a coveted prize to win any of those battles for control or dominance.  I appreciated Tommy reminding me, considering my parents are physically separated, and mom has few friends on the ‘inside’ yet.  

He assured me that he had ‘eyes on the situation’ and I could only take his word.

Tommy’s little reminder was accompanied by further advice and adding another checkbox on the list...an appointment with ‘daddy’ tomorrow.

You see...no one outside our ‘family’ knew I was marked as mom...which is why my order was to remain close to my brothers at all times.  My physical illusions in place covering my marks and anything else distinctive.  

That’s kept me from being a target of anyone because if the world knew there were two of us walking libraries...holders of the words of both light and darkness...that war would come far sooner and be very ugly.  

My suspicion is, mom would be left to defend the collective father and she has gathered over time, and I would be the weapon...against her, my father, and our family.  The hub of the supernatural economy.  

With me...my capture would have accesses to that and power beyond their dreams.  That’s if anyone can figure out who I am and which one of us truly controls it all.  

My brothers, Bennett and Bobby, fit uniquely with me in this puzzle.  Bennett has power in name...though I will in body...making Bobby the innocent pawn and possibly weapon once they’ve removed our parents from everything else first.

Unless...the world never finds out which one of us is truly marked.  Had we kept Bobby ignorant we could have saved him.  Again...fate...that was out of my hands.  He knew about keeping his mouth shut about my marks and why, but...he never knew all dad had done...or who he served.

Since I left for a period no one knowing I was marked...not even the council...the target weighs heavy on the heads of both of my brothers.  Unless someone learns I am back and makes a really good freaking guess.

Mom separated from us all...dad’s hands tied...my brothers will have to lead the charge and I will be the silent partner in this calling many shots.  I only move beyond their shield if left no other choice.
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Oh yeah...I said brothers not simply Bennett!  The eldest ‘biological spawn’ and my occasional arch nemesis.  Baby brother’s been drug into this too by choice or not.

Our deal entirely broken because Bobby is somehow involved in more matters than agreed and I can’t hurt Bobby for trusting to follow our dad.  

I can injure the hell out of Bennett for allowing this after apparently only he and I recall that conversation we had with our parents long ago binding this family agreement.

If I’m hearing just inside our house, I may be choking out Bennett for allowing this anyway.  I cannot wait to hear the explanation for this.  These boys will not be making me wait to hear it from dad either.  

I want the further details as Tommy promised.  Bennett will be squeezed first...I will shield Bobby from my aggression, because we have Bennett...and anything else anyone can offer, I will graciously accept.

I still can’t believe this!

Bennett and I only made THAT one deal in our lives and neither of us has stuck to it so far except for where it concerned our baby brother.  He and I haven’t seen eye to eye beyond that.  So whoever involved Bobby...Bennett’s fault for not holding up his end while I was absent.

Sneaking around the house late one night we heard dad, mom, and I’m not sure who...but dad was signing papers and discussing ‘distribution of assets and proprietary right’ in the event of his demise.

If it were both of our parents...we would be together for a while and when ‘time came’, I can only assume today...that meant the marks...anyway, when ‘time came’ everything went to one sibling and the marked one would be sent elsewhere.  

No word how long, if that was temporary, or conditional to age.  

Nothing was mentioned of Bobby...but we’d be split up.  There was no clear explanation other than continued education and mom spoke a lot about duties apparently passed to her.  

I thought she was speaking money matters from her side of the family.  I hadn’t grasped the entire concept yet that I COULD be the one who worked as ‘mommy’.

My brother knew what was happening but I had no clue until later when I looked it up...the words sunk in.  

Our parents were preparing ‘special’ wills.

Bennett and I had no choice, assume the worst and accept our fates, each agreeing to speak with our parents, separately.  Which meant I got mom and he spoke with dad.  

Together we would work as we could, Bobby would be kept out because he needed a life beyond this, and we needed to know what was going on.  

It worked...for a single discussion.  

We gathered, our parents, Bennett, and I...and they told us what we needed to know...at that time.  We were adamant not to be split up but there was no other way if something happened to mother.  

Dad...he’d built such a machine with all of the businesses he dabbled...that only needed maintained with simple growth as the town’s needs evolved in time.  

Not much else was explained then.  Bennett and I were assured we would hear more when ‘time came’.  We did...when I woke one morning with the ‘books and birds’ wrapped around both my forearms...just like mom.  

Not a good sign appearing as early as it had but...luckily, mother’s tasks in life were unfinished.  She was then able to groom me to one day take her place, we saved a trip coffin shopping, and I didn’t have to be trained elsewhere unless I chose.

That’s when we learned about us...our real powers beyond the witchy tricks...who we are...and the coven was just that...a coven and not blood family.  

We learned the important things...no dirty deeds that supported and protected those gifts.  That was all a surprise for much later.

I carry our mother’s burden...the ‘librarian of ancient word’.  The literal ‘keeper of all knowledge’.  If I haven’t laid eyes on the answer myself in life or a book...I know where to find it.  Or I’m supposed to.

Catalogs of ancient texts, maps for the journeys to gain any information, my head packed to bursting with knowledge only one other being on this planet holds more...my mother.  Because of that, I have many supernatural and witchy gifts to protect this brain.  

My father...the warlock guardian of the ‘universe’s librarian’ in essence, adding powers and abilities to my genetic cocktail...which means my powers and abilities are supposed really pack a punch.

That was the single entirely honest preliminary look into my future, which I received about myself, from my parents.  Oddly...the fact they said a thing to me about it...this must have been expected.

I’m sure Bennett can agree they kept us on a strict ‘need to know’ for everything.  

Bobby...sadly we sheltered him into a mushroom...and I will be finding out who brought him in to the ‘light’ on this!

[image: C:\Program Files\Microsoft Office\MEDIA\OFFICE14\Lines\BD21334_.gif]

Anyway!  Paths constructed for us...decisions tossed aside and pulled from our hands that we would never get to make on our own...because of our now responsibilities to others.  

Family first though right?

I didn’t wish to stick around long for more training and mom...she wanted me to live beyond what she had.  We petitioned some council I never knew we answered to...all so I could go away to school beyond high school locally.  

Bennett didn’t seem to care about our agreement or that I was leaving.  He never went with us nor did he ask about it later.  Come to think of it...I can’t recall if he stuck around to even say ‘goodbye’.

The point to that meeting escaped me...but I know my mother’s main argument was ‘I needed to incorporate the old with the new or the community will never eclipse the former generations’.  

The job I took later was overlooked as more wisdom I bring back for the community existing amongst the humans in ways not many have.  

Lessons I’ slowly beginning to understand I needed considering my charge in this life.  Learning to appreciate my gifts and not resent or hate it.

I still don’t get what the deal was with this town when I left.  Our parents stayed...neither Bennett, Bobby, nor I had places to take yet in what we knew of the family businesses...or our place in this world.  

I was told we had time and this shouldn’t have been a big deal at all!

Bennett finished college at the closest university, returning home to learn about the family ‘portfolio’ before having a short-lived side journey himself.  

Our offering to calm the community I suppose.  Keeping relations between species and discretion from humans became his business.  It’s only been these last few years I’ve learned a fraction of his sacrifice.

My protector as our father for mom.  Bennett’s not my predestined guardian as dad is too mom...just a really good brother, at times.  

He did shield me so I could have what I dreamt and I am fully aware what an ungrateful witch I have been because he has not let me live it down since.

I was so...sheltered...stupid...blind...gullible.  I believed only what I was spoon fed and never looked over my shoulder.  Then one day you leave and get clarity.  

You start looking at events...reminiscing...and suddenly BAM...it was there the entire time and I missed it.  Retrospect...you only looked at what others pointed out to you.

Bennett was hands on with everything and went everywhere with dad.  I learned the backend...the money...the behind the scenes stuff that kept everything afloat and directed me to my further academic pursuits.  

I can’t really say ‘behind the scenes’ because I didn’t learn it all.  But I knew enough to keep everything legit and above board...on paper.  Again...numbers can be spoon-fed and a good accountant always finds ways to make all sheets balance.

Beyond the few shops dad ran himself...I never knew all my father had his hands in besides investment properties he leased...and the lending he did for other businesses to keep the town thriving.

OH...I believed everything was just about community, town pride, and filling needs for other supernaturals...that kept everything in this town perfect and ‘human’.  This town is our sun and anything about us revolves around that.

There was a single reason this town was that important and deadly since our family is comprised of the banished...the forgotten...the lost.  

This is where those with that money settled.  A retirement community of sorts for elite supernaturals and few families like ours.

We had a gentleman’s club I filed taxes under the name of a lodge...a fraternal order of something.  The tax exemptions were insane...and why would I assume a ‘strip joint’ was the beneficiary of that refund?

Although it does explain a few rumors from school, I heard about myself and never understood.  Or that week people kept cramming ones into my face and back of my pants.

That club opening made the paper...I remember.  Upset the humans and got the council here for the supernaturals because of obvious discretions issues.

Anyway...I’m not entirely clear yet how these businesses my father ran kept mom safe...but I do know it kept her within safe communication and access to the community being who she was. 

Or it gave the community access to her without any underhanded tricks or kidnappings.  Actually, it created a protective barrier for mom from a much larger issue not visible to me then.

Long story even longer...that’s what Bennett and I swore.  Work together as we could so we wouldn’t split up.  Until we both began to half-ass everything we did and our parents ran out of ideas to get us to understand the importance of what we both did...or will one day.

I took some things seriously and I know there were things important to my brother.  We aged and became self-involved...invincible...that was a silly promise between siblings never to really be fulfilled.  

Rite of passage allowed even by humans.  Parents don’t disappear or gods forbid die.  Not our kind...so why even consider when we could live?  

Oh no, even better...they get picked up on Federal charges and because they’re not ‘rats’...they’ll be serving all the time alone.  In a human prison...apart.

Interestingly enough, our tiny supernatural community fancied its set up more like an old mob movie.  Or I should say...that’s what our father’s businesses really do. 

Cops...jail...no ones’ talking...another beautiful day in the neighborhood.  Actually...I shouldn’t joke like that.  We’re pretty quiet around here.  Or had been.

That...we covered...I get it.  Been a few years, but I’ve learned more of our truth, and am almost certain more shall be revealed to my brothers and I if this arrest is true.  

If there is a trial, we’ll find out everything...and so will many others that have no reason to be dabbling in our business.  And by that, I only mean humans...because we keep the nastier parts of our world as far from their reach as possible. 

So...we got a big freakin’ problem!

How did everything change so much?  We were always so close and...then we found out what we were...what our father had to do to support it.  Ripped us not individually apart...some secrets just ruin everything!

Bennett and I were in many ways equals, not long followed by Bobby...until I was marked.  My life then became dictated by a prophecy and stupid marks some ancient being wrote about that didn’t appear until I woke one morning at age sixteen with ‘super cool tattoos’.  

That was the point my earth flipped its axis in a messed up one-eighty turning into whatever the hell I would have left on the other side of my looking glass.

Bennett suddenly had his little sister to vie for the throne.  I was as educated, driven, curious, imaginative, and encouraged...because of ‘birthmarks’.  Bennett was...he slacked at everything after that and no one seemed heartbroken at all.

All of that focus and attention shoved his way because he was the eldest son...until his sister unintentionally outshined his best efforts to be the golden child.  Not that he strived to be the favorite...just the most trusted and...the chosen one.  A fate I had no control!

I may never know if that was because he truly wanted to carry all burden on his shoulders as the eldest heir, so our baby brother and I could have lives only for some reason that’s not how it worked.  He is decent enough to wish that for us and not because that provide him all the power...but because he cared.

The ‘after’ was an entirely different train wreck of events.  Bennett took to the parts of dad’s ‘businesses’ that were fun...but earning a living is not all fun.  I understood...I don’t think Bennett cared much then.

Our father told him that time and time again.  It’s not all money hand over fist...parties until you’ve had enough...and you definitely don’t go out of your way to piss anyone off.  

That last...dad allowed Bennett once...big mistake!

Over time even that incident became distant memory.  Dad and his PR skills...Uncle Tommy the charmer...pretty sure money may have wiped away some of that.  It all worked...on us too...the family.

I never did find out, besides a ‘confrontation’ had taken place.  No names mentioned, no grudges held, and that...is how the ‘great communicators’ work.  All water under the bridge.  

No need for concern or questions until the body pops up!
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Gods why do I hate this place so much?  Its home!

Feet halted in place on the sidewalk staring at my once childhood home.  The asylum that contains what the Feds left of my family and the remaining deviants of supernatural origin in this forsaken town.  

The single location on this planet housing the very people I have run screaming from since mother bought my first pair of shoes.

If only others could see as I can.

The neighborhood is typically bland.  Cookie cutter homes, manicured yards, insulting plaster gnomes in every flowerbed, obnoxious wind chimes on each porch...nothing amiss, right?  

Immaculate parks...tremendously equipped schools of all levels of education...streets so safe we got kids riding bikes unsupervised out here.

Well...not now...it’s early and still dark and cold.  Anyway!

My father the hard working self-made businessman, well respected in his community, and one helluva model American.  

Mother...the cookie baking, carpool driving, downright dependable example for all young ladies.  ‘Stepford’ with less robots and more magic!

Oh, wait...where did I get that random call from again?  Right!

If only others could see what I can!

I stood on that spot on the sidewalks for...I’m not even sure how long.  My head running a million miles a minute anticipating what I am about to walk into.  

We’ve never had a noise complaint or otherwise in this neighborhood...but I can hear inside clearly.  Music too.  

This better be an exciting ‘welcome home’ breakfast before they get asses to work or I’m pissing everyone off by ending this party!

Tommy lived down the block so he dropped me off after the quick flight.  Gave me a chance to ask questions in case he missed anything I may need to know before I ‘take my place’ in the family ‘business’.

Riiiiiggggghhhhhttttt!  MY place.  

Don’t I have an older brother just for this purpose?  He fills dad’s shoes...I can totally handle baking and the occasional car load of screaming little peoples.  Oh wait...nope...Bennett’s my problem now too.  

My baby brother Bobby...I will take care of forever without question or complaint.  Bennett...he’ll be lucky if he can one day master taking care of himself.

Back to this den of...well I wish I could say it was simply a den of supernaturals hidden in an only partially supernatural subdivision.  

Oh no...life is not that simple...this is far more frightening than a simple den of mythical creatures.  That thought alone would make many stuff their hands into their hair screaming in horror learning such things existed. 

In this tiny neighborhood...in this isolated town far from the spread of urban decay this was far worse.  I wanted to drop my bags and run screaming myself...but...this is family!

With my parent’s temporarily indisposed...I am now their ‘fearless leader’.  I’m already standing here so...eventually I’m going to have to bite the bullet and stuff my key into that door.

No one will listen to Bennett and stick to shit.  Someone has to keep order if we are to keep everything ‘business as usual’ and our noses out of the ‘shit’ currently in the works.  

I have the commanding presence that so many admire in our father.  Or Bennett’s the ‘party boy, everybody’s friend’ guy, while I am the bitch that handles business and then throws the party.

What infuriates me most...not that I’m responsible and others know it.  I have no issue being called upon when really needed...but Bennett could have tried in all of this time a little harder than he did. 

There exist more twisted bits to our truth than in the distorted confines of the four walls and roof before me.  A supernatural prize...hidden in plain sight...living it up, not so quietly, and amongst humans.  

That’s bound to piss off a few people eventually...and dad knew it.  Bennett...I assume completely ignorant to what dad was really managing to do.

Dad hid us the only way he knew how.  

We couldn’t survive life on the run so he created an empire adored and respected throughout the supernatural world.  A world we could maneuver within and not have to hide from.  A safer...kinder world he showed me.  

He should have been teaching me to fight from the inside out because that may be the only way any of us won’t get eaten alive.  Neutrality in the true sense...that only exists so long in our world.  I don’t mean amongst the humans...I mean we supernaturals.  

Dad has been walking a very fine edge for some time with many of his choices in life.  I wonder what the cost will be for that service to protect not simply my mother...but those that had no other way.

Is this fate biting him in the ass for interfering and the price was so steep mom went too?  Is there some reason why?  What harm had he done?  

The man has only ever tried to appease...keep the peace.  Who would that bother?  What does that interfere with?  What balance does that tip?

Maybe there’s other stuff I’m still unaware.  Maybe he made unsavory or even shameful deals he couldn’t speak of and now...payments due.  

My mind is flooded with more questions than I can keep straight.  Things I may receive answers from my brothers...however...I’m curious to exactly how candid father will be tomorrow.  

I need to get a feel for the environment before I go and start hammering him with questions.  Doesn’t seem much has changed from the sounds of it.  

I can only imagine what this zoo looks like while the keepers are away.  Mom has mentioned the people that have come and gone over the years.  I am well aware the time that has passed and what may be waiting for me on the other side of this door.

Chaos!

For some strange reason, the first thoughts coming to my mind sliding my key in this lock and taking a huge breath before I open Pandora’s box to my past...I’m praying Bennett fed Bobby while mom and dad are out.

Weird!  Like I’ve only been gone a few hours...not years.
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This house is an incredible architectural feat for our parents.  Sure on the outside it matched every other house on the block and the next one...but those of us able to pass the wards at the door...the house was insane!

It wasn’t a typical illusion, as one would perceive.  No the illusion was on the exterior...blending in.  Inside was a modern take on a medieval style castle.  

And I was told I had a flare for the dramatic!

However...that’s why this place is infested with people constantly.  We have the space and my father has a soft heart for a tragic story.

This place still fascinates me for some reason.  The stonewalls with sconces instead of torches.  Long hand woven rugs that blanket the halls and run down the stairs.

In some of the thick stonewalls...shelving was carved or chiseled out.  Each room had notches in the walls for flat screens but no idea how they ran the electric through the back.

Stepping through the foyer towards the stairs hoping to make it to my room and it not be occupied, I stop in my tracks leaning to listen and hear giggling down the hall coming towards me.  A female...tall...blond...and Bobby on her heels.

Wonderful...a new addition.  So glad my brother can keep his hands off his ‘adopted sibling’!

Clearing my throat I bow my head as they nearly prance passed me.  “Well Bobby...who is your little friend?”

He skids to a stop eyes narrowing on me as his head bobbed back.  “Mom?”

My hands drop defeated, lips twisting with frustration.  Bobby tosses his head back laughing, arms wide moving wide.  “I am so joking sis...I saw mom yesterday.”

I had to jump to my tiptoes snaking my arms around his neck for a quick hug before asking.  “Do I dare ask about Bennett?”

Leaning back Bobby’s eyes met mine, brow high.  “Oh...I’m fine...thanks.”  He huffs out a laugh.  “Yeah...your brother’s working.”

“My brother?”  I jabbed my hand into my chest shaking my head as Bobby snickers.  “The tests aren’t back on that and what’d he do now?”

“He’s provided some unexpected time off for a few of us while mom and dad get sorted out.”  Bobby sighed waving his hands out at his sides.

I glance from Bobby towards his blond friend in the short-shorts and...possibly a shirt of some sort.  She’s covered enough I didn’t need to catch her name.  

“You seemed pained by that.  I can put you to work if you want.”  I quip staring at my luggage.

That damn smirk of his.  “Aw sis...now I have plans.  I’ll be pained if I have to work now.”

My nostrils flare as I’m gagging and Bobby lost it laughing.  “Go play!”  I grunt through gritted teeth.

He stuffs his tongue in his cheek and that girl squeals offering a wave before running off.  “Nice to meet you.”  She giggles and squeaks.

I wag my brow and paint on a smile.  “Uh huh!”

We’ll see how you feel about that if you’re still around later hon’.  I have all evening to change your mind before dad even has the chance to tell me to play nice.  

When I turned around gloating to myself, talking shit in my head, I stall snapping my fingers remembering...I forgot to ask where ‘my’ brother was working today.  

“Frick!”  I heave out a breath and trudge up the stairs not feeling like screaming across the house.

My car should still be out back.  Shouldn’t be too difficult to find Bennett.  Too early for the club...someone else handles the restaurants...Bennett hates the main office...so in stereotypical form...he’s at the body shop.

Pretty sure that’s not all legal either...but I have no proof either way.

Yup!  Dad found the smallest freakin town in America and cornered the market on many ‘big city’ attractions yet retaining small town ‘human’ charm.  All to keep the ‘bosses’ of the ‘bosses’ comfy.  

Attached to the pulse of the world like they’re still in control say if they simply retired...aged out of their desire to continue their duties beyond advising.  Secluded enough no one cares whether they’re dead or alive.  

Unless they micromanage because they just can’t give up control.  Keeps them protected because they aren’t the face the final order comes from.  Everyone else is a target although they wear those awful golf pants around town.  

Serious!  An empire he’s left us here.

I really hope Bennett has something to offer information wise.  Or...I may get to the garage and find out whom he’s chasing around so everyone got the day off.  

This is the circus of my life!
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My car coughs to a stall in the lot behind the shop.  I should probably have that looked at...but my mind happens to be elsewhere.

Not that I’ve been around to drive it.  I’m glad it started at all.

Rounding the corner of the building leading to the bay doors and the back office.  I was in luck...they are open.  

Bennett leaning against the grill of what appears as a restore yammering away at a very familiar denim covered backside my legs recall being wrapped around that entire spring and summer before I left.

Evidently dad never found out about our tryst...Jay’s still alive.  But...I wonder if Bennett knows.  Maybe that’s why he’s been pissed at me for so long.  Heh!  Heh!

I’m sure there’s some ‘bro-code’ about your ‘boys’ and their sisters but this was worse than a ‘bro-code’ violation.  We broke coven rules in my mother’s house.  Well...in a way...it’s the coven house too.

And the car...the garage...the club...the golf course...and the theatre...but that’s not ours anymore.

Coven law is, I’m supposed to know my guardian first, and more often than not...that is my ‘betrothed’.  I was supposed to be ‘pure’ for that relationship if possibly leading to marriage.

Jay and I were doomed from the beginning...but soooooooo worth it!  Definitely, memories of teen rebellion I would never voluntarily part with, nor will I apologize for my choices.  

Although I have wondered ‘what if’, a few hundred times about us.  We may have been on different planes then but I’d be willing to give the timing a check.  Who knows...he may be the ‘one’.

I will be here for a bit, he’s already here; it’s been A LONG WHILE since...

Shit...FOCUS!

“Hey sis.”  Bennett’s voice seemed excitedly surprised, his massive arms engulfing me in a hug as a greeting.

Jay slammed his head on the hood of the car when he heard me giggle...I don’t think he was expecting me.

Turning around and straightening to standing, Jay rubs at his head while Bennett laughs, and I eye him remorseful.  “Hey Ankh.”  His exotic blue eyes met mine and I felt the smirk grow at the edge of my lips nodding in reply.

I don’t know why I always loved it when he called me that.  His pet name for me.  Only Jay gets to call me that...EVER.

Those eyes.  Such a contrast to his sun kissed skin and dark hair...I could stare at him for hours...even covered in bits of grease like now.  Actually elevates the hotness!  

This one time he was finishing a car here and...

I so cannot go there now.  Focus!  We have other things to worry about.

Clearing my throat I stretch my neck from side to side smiling back to Bennett.  “I think we have a few things to discuss.  I can hang out as long as you need.  Don’t want to interfere.”

He actually scoffed.  “Don’t do me any favors.”

I suck in a deep breath trying to hold my temper closing my eyes as I exhale.  “Look...I don’t want to argue or any of that old business.  We have concerns I am told.  I need you to clarify that because I was told you would.”

He makes this grunt sound and shook his head.  I cut him off with the wave of my hand before he could shoot me down or whatever he had planned opening his mouth.

“Bennett please...I am asking as your sister...I don’t know beyond what I have been left to assume is going on.  I was handed a stack of papers...a bit of a story...orders via a prison memo...and then dropped at the door.”  I fold my arms eyeing him to gauge his reaction.

“Oh...and the late night call from mom.”  I add and his head slumps with his shoulders.

Bennett motions his hand before me and nods.  “Yeah...(sigh)...dad, using his single call, had me make the arrangements to get you here.  Mom used hers to call you when it was done.  They aren’t bound so they can communicate between each other with little detection.”

His wording made me suddenly nervous.  “Are they being monitored by other means?  That human-Federal paperwork appeared rather official.  Who else could be holding or monitoring them?  How are you here calmly working?”

Closing his eyes in a long blink my brother seems to be choosing his words carefully.  “We got people on it.  If I don’t receive any messages today...Tommy’s meeting us later with an update.”

His brow rose almost challengingly as he finished.  “I have to work because I don’t get sick days and I don’t feel like sitting at the house going nuts as I wait.”

I huff incredulous.  “I had a presentation today and these ‘family emergencies’ only stretch so far when you’re dumping off your own brainchild on someone else.”

“Aw.”  He tsk’s mockingly.  “But you still had someone to dump it on.”

My finger jabbed his direction as my voice rose.  “Oh don’t give me that ‘poor me’ crap Bennett...who got what dumped on her when you chose to be here.”

Bennett’s scowl narrowed on me, head leaning down towards mine.  

Jay shook his head straightening to full height as he pats the back of his hand on Bennett’s chest.  “Relax!  Bob’s been handling the rest...she’s allowed a life man.  Remember, her knowledge improves OUR lives too.”

Our eyes met briefly and he winks turning back around to work.  I passed along an unanswered silent thank you in that look he seemed to understand.

I thought for sure Bennett was going to keep up...but that little intervention seemed to actually calm him.  Or...my brother’s saving the major fighting for later.  

Too bad I’m not!  

“And what is Bobby doing around here these days?  He’s got some...girl at the house.  Said you gave everyone time off.  Who else is home and what else do I need to have sprayed for?  Seriously ‘dad’...every stray?”

Jay snorts behind his hand as Bennett shot him a glare.  Arms folded at his chest turning that stare at me.  “Don’t go all power nuts because daddy sent you a list...you are our guest and you will behave.”

“Ha!”  I shot back surprised.  “In my parent’s home?  Who’s the guest thirty-year old virgin that lives under the stairs?”  

Jay hid his laughter, coughing into the crook of his arm.

Shaking his head...ohhhh...I hit a nerve.  Bennett’s jaw tenses and he pushes passed me moving towards the office.  “Let’s go sort this out.  I’m sure Jay would rather work than listen to our apparent need to reestablish boundaries.”

“Oh.”  I giggle fakely.  “We have boundaries.  Is that just us or are these rules for everyone?”  My brow flicks playfully towards a smug looking Jay.  “Whoops.”  

That got Bennett to do a double take.  Jay tried to appear innocent as he looks away so my brother turned his glare at me while I stared back undaunted.

Jay and I always spoke with a hint of flirtation...even ‘before’ there was an ‘us’...how is now any different?  Why would I ever treat him different?

He shook his head disapproving but offering for me to enter the office first.  “Can you not borrow my friends for entertainment while you’re breezing through town?”

Huffing I laugh at my brother closing the door behind us and quip.  “If this is a new rule...whoops again because I flew in a couple hours ago.  Forgot to thank Jay for...’breakfast’.”

Should have seen the look on Bennett’s face hearing Jay’s chuckle echo in the open bays, obviously having heard that as the door latched.  
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“Why are you so obnoxious?”  Bennett growls at me taking a seat behind the desk as I took a chair in front of it.

“Why was MY mother calling me from jail?”  I jab back as quickly and loud as he spoke.

He huffs loudly rolling his eyes.  “OUR mother you brat!  She is getting bailed out today and Tommy’s picking her up.  Something ‘innocent spouse’ or whatever the attorney said.  They can’t prove she knew or participated beyond believing her husband had an income from businesses and investments.  Dad...that’s...complicated.”

My voice lowers, glancing towards my fidgety hands before asking my brother.  “Will I be told how complicated or is there something else I am needed to do?”  

I waved my hand cutting him short when he closed himself off folding his arms at the chest, glowering at me.  “I am not being an ass Ben...simply asking where I’m needed because I don’t know how to help or where I should be.  I get I have been gone awhile but a ‘guest’?  Wow.  Ok...then tell me what I am supposed to do to earn my keep here.  Because I DO wish to help OUR family.”

His face softens and I notice he gulped rather hard.  “I...I’m sorry.  I am in defense mode which I am sure you understand.”  I nod and he continues.  “Honestly...I don’t have a full picture.  I don’t even believe Tommy does.”

A huff of a laugh escaped me when he paused.  “Yeah, I got a copy of that file on our flight to peruse.  Interesting charges...Tommy said they just threw everything to see what would stick.  Maybe that’s what I’m here for...the ‘auditor’s nightmare’ with my Teflon books.”

“He gave you that?”  My brother asks seeming confused.  “Where’s the file now?” 

“The safe in my room.”  I answer flatly.  “I don’t know who’s milling around the house now...I’ve been gone.  I’m not leaving that out even chancing Bobby catching a peek.”

Bennett waves a hand before him on the desk.  “No, no...that’s good sis.  I was curious because I don’t have a hard copy of anything for dad or mom...the attorney is the only to claim to have seen paperwork.  I’m not sure what information Tommy got if everything’s so secret.”

I jerk upright in the chair like someone just kicked the back.  “This is a set up.  Human courts aren’t even that bad.  Everything’s public record...anyone can ask...that attorney for damn sure.  Our parents can sign something and we are privy to everything if we’ve been specifically designated to act on their behalf in specific capacities.”

Adam’s apple bobbing hard again Bennett’s gaze averts before he straightens staring into my eyes.  “That’s why we’re the only one’s working.  The wards at the house are holding steady so long as everyone stays quiet.”

“Ha!”  Blurts out, which I quickly try to cover with a cough but my brother asks ‘what’ curious anyway.  

My brow rose and I sigh tipping my head to the side.  “Better speak with Bobby because I’m surprised Tommy wasn’t complaining from his house at the music and I only saw that pair when I came in.  I felt other energy but...I don’t think anyone else was home...even that early hour.”

He stands cursing with a snarl and growls.  “Dammit.  I said day at home and was rather specific what shit needed handled to keep everyone there waiting for Tommy and mom.”

“Were there errands?  Groceries maybe?  I’m sure something is getting done maybe even you forgot.”  I felt that challenging smirk grow up my face stifling my laughter at the thought...I was right...no one listens to him.

His brow furrows.  “Who was at the house with Bobby?”

I shrug snickering.  “Leggy, blond, barely has clothes or at least modesty.  Giggly...but refreshingly polite.”

Bennett snorts and nods.  “She’s new...I didn’t catch a name either.”  He shrugs playfully smiling, and jokes, as I began to laugh.  “I mentioned nametags long ago but dad...whatever.”

My laughter calms enough to ask.  “This is our childhood home...how can we NOT care who’s in it to at least...get a name.  So sad!”
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Our laughter so loud, we never heard Jay knocking until he poked his head in through the door apologetic.  “Um...we got a warrant here.  They agreed to wait to speak with you.”

Exchanging looks with my brother, we slowly stand, and I spoke my thoughts aloud like a command.  “Message Bobby to lock up the house and turn off the stereo.  I was asked to look over all documents before anyone touches a thing.  This doesn’t feel right.”

Nodding to Jay, Bennett excuses him for the day to deliver that message in person but Jay refused to leave not taking his eyes off me for some reason as he spoke.

“They aren’t all human.”  Shaking his head, Jay finally averts his serious gaze to my brother.  “I agree...this isn’t right...they would have done this before charges.  We need that attorney because they’re fishing for something.”

“What?”  My brother and I shrug our hands out at our sides, asking confused.

Jay glances between us again.  “Look...they’re getting impatient...and Bob’s in my head ready to get everyone else here.  We need to handle this BEFORE the battle begins.  ”

I caught Bennett look my way.  “You think we can compel them away?”

Sighing I look between the guys.  “No...but I can ‘amend’ documents.”  I over annunciate ‘amend’.  “I won’t even bother if they’re BS anyway.  I’ll know.”

Ben’s phone buzzed across the desk.  He lifts it tapping the screen and chuckles glancing between Jay and me.  “Uncle Tommy apparently is a substantial shareholder and got a ‘cease’ on that warrant for now unless they intend to dig something up on him too.  He’s here as much as dad...his stuff too.”

“So we hold them off at the door...I mean is he on his way or what?”  I ask growing concerned hearing shouting now behind Jay outside the office door.

Bennett moves to the door tossing his phone back on the desk.  “Tommy and mom’s attorney are coming.  They’ll have her ready to go by the time this is cleared up.  Her attorney sent someone to ensure she is not alone during processing or release to his custody.”

I did feel reassured by his words...that someone planned that far ahead.  But this just felt wrong...something was churning in my gut telling me this...we’re not seeing what this really is.

I keep hearing ‘illusion’ like we’re missing something...we have not ‘seen’ all we should have been watching.  

Either way what is being presented to us is not as it appears and I can’t see the intent behind yet.  
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I hurry behind my brother and Jay as the shouting increases and they quicken their pace towards the open bay doors across from the office.

Bennett calls out over a crowd that was now arguing with this group of older men in suits.  One was waving around paperwork and I heard Bobby’s growl cut through the crowd shutting down Bennett in surprise.

“I said you will wait for our legal representation.  We are employees, family or not...we cannot give that permission no matter what you say is in that document.”  The boom in Bobby’s voice actually startled me.

The men in suits actually seemed to back up noticing the three of us approaching at a fast pace.  Straightening suits and composing themselves.  

The ‘paperwork guy’ still eyeballing Bobby smirks waving hands in mock surrender at his sides.  “Fair enough my friend.  Some of us work hourly too...I got all day.”

The suited men chuckle seeming to relax their postures as if now patiently waiting when seconds ago I thought we were going to have the entire family in jail before lunch.

I only recognized a few faces in a crowd that seemed to be aligned with Bobby ensuring the entrance was blocked should these men try
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