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Dear Reader,


This is not a standalone. Please read Book 1, or you will be lost. 
There is drinking.
There is sex.
There is a plot.
This is paranormal fantasy and all that implies.
Not all of the characters are human, and the ones that aren’t live a long time.
There is a child.
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Family Tree
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Wesley Trae Fabrone

2009 Somerset, Somerset Preparatory


Georgie Privett had a hate-on for me that spanned five years. I won the spelling bee in fifth grade, and he hadn’t forgiven me since. One freakin’ word separated me from mortification, and I just had to spell it correctly. Of course, at this moment, I’d give anything to go back and lose. Then Georgie wouldn’t have shoved me into the locker. 
The slats at the top of the door gave me a view of cream-colored cinderblock. Being five-six and skinny helped in situations like these. The locker was better than the dumpster—anything was better than the dumpster.
Rubber soles slapped against the floor, and laughter slithered through the air slats and bounced around the metal. Oh, good. Ben. Now, I’d make it to class on time.
Ben Raine had been my savior at least three times a week this year. His cousin and best friend, Osiris, was my fantasy. Couldn’t tell him, though. Iris was beautiful, silent, and every girl at school wanted to date him. Whether he did or didn’t was anyone’s guess. I liked to think, in my secret heart of hearts, that he’d sweep me off my feet one day, and we’d ride off into the sunset together. It wouldn’t happen. Logically, it wouldn’t happen. I was nobody.
The locker opened then, and Osiris Briggs stood there. Iris, my secret crush. Mortification complete.
He rocked back on his heels and bent his knees as he watched me. “Huh. Didn’t know there was that much space in there.” He grabbed the loop of my backpack and jerked me out, slamming the locker closed. I started to run, but he was still holding on. “Whoa. Where ya goin’?”
I slumped and turned around, his hand sliding from my backpack to my cheek. Warm hand. Massaging fingertips, tracing my skin. Thumb pressing into my bottom lip, and I forgot the question. Oh. “Latin.”
“Really? Cool. Suits you.” He smiled, gray inking into the green of his irises, and my heart skipped a beat. Had he complimented me?  
“Why?” I whispered.
“I sit behind you in every class but Latin, Wes.”
“Oh. You do. I knew that. Didn’t think you knew.” Didn’t think anyone but the instructors knew my name, either. And the dean. Dean Riply knew me. And Georgie. But he was a given with all the anger he took out on me—one stupid word. 
Osiris laughed softly. “Yeah, I know you’re there.”
He did? He knew my name? He saw me?
“I see you.” He pulled me towards the toilets sectioned off by a half-wall. What were we doing? My heart tried to jump out of my chest as I dug my heels in, but the slick soles of my holey Converse had no traction. He opened the window and jerked my backpack off, looking out before tossing it down. 
His hands were warm on my waist, skin on skin, as he hoisted me up next, talking me through going feet first. He held the window open so it didn’t shut on my hands as I slid to the ground. “See? Not so far.”
“Thank you,” I whispered again, like a noob.
Iris smiled and closed the window when Ben yelled.
I grabbed my bag and ran to the Lang building, sliding into my seat as the tardy bell rang. 
Osiris Briggs was a really nice guy who was just being nice. And he’d never look at me again, no matter how badly I wanted him to. I belonged to him. That knowledge was deep in my bones. We were Sons of The Blood, and Iris was my mate.
My bedtime stories consisted of the black dragon named Thorn who’d saved Rowan Ambrose from the evil lord Somerset. In my mind, those were just stories, even if some of the magic parts were true. Monroe stirred something in the blood, and the closer I got to graduation, the more I wanted to go. For seniors, classes were over, and the only thing left after today was walking across the stage. Every Son of The Blood returned to Monroe like Salmon, who swam upstream every season for a mate. 
Our mating season began the year we graduated from either high school or college. We were drawn home, like fish on a hook, and couldn’t fight it. Monroe called to us like a Siren. I hoped it didn’t lure me to my death. I hoped it lured me to Iris. Iris’ touch lit a fire in me and made me want to dance in the flames. I sighed. In my dreams, I imagined saying my vows to him by the lake behind Monroe House. The dream had become more vivid with each passing day, and the thought of changing it gutted me.
The face on my notebook took shape as I waited for class to be over. Almond-shaped eyes, long lashes, high cheekbones, and full lips that turned up at the corners. A rare thing, that.
The bell rang and I shoved everything into my backpack for the sprint to the car that avoided Georgie Privette. Didn’t want to be late today because of him.
 Someone yelled as I passed the boy’s room closest to the parking lot. I paused, frowned, and backed up before opening the door. 
Georgie hung on the hook for backpacks, the door swinging back and forth on the one stall.
“Wes, help me down?” he whispered. “I’ll never bother you again, I swear.”
“Why should I believe that?”
His eyes were wide, and his hands shook as he dangled. The toe box of his sneakers kissed the floor, but not enough to give him leverage.
“Wes, please. I’ll never bother you ever again. Osiris Briggs will eat me if I do. He has fangs, Wes. Sharp, pointy, curved fangs. And scales!”
I’d never seen Georgie Privette reduced to tears. He towered over me by six inches and laughed like a hyena. “Where’s my sketch?”
“Si has it. I’m sorry,” Georgie whispered.
Iris had my sketch—the one where he was kissing me by the lake. All the blood rushed to my toes, and black dots swam before my eyes. I backed into the sink, and Georgie reached for me.
“Don’t leave me, Wes! Please! One more demerit, and I won’t walk for graduation. I might not even graduate!”
 I blinked twice and focused on Georgie, who, at this moment, was sincere. The boy could change like the tide and drown me on a dime, too. “If I do this, no swirlies.”
“No,” Georgie shook his head. “I won’t touch you, promise.”
There was a five-gallon bucket in the corner to collect rainwater from the hole in the roof that the school didn’t think needed fixing. I dumped it out, flipped it upside down, and Georgie lifted his feet while I put it under him. He stood on it then, and I lifted the loop off the hook.
Georgie hopped down and bowed to me. “You’re from Monroe, aren’t you? Freaky place.” He nodded. “Didn’t know you had a protector, and I’m sorry.”
Right. “Um, okay.” 
I left him then and hurried to my car, which was the last one left in the lot, aside from Georgie’s. 
When I made it home, Mom was waiting for me in the driveway, bouncing and waving two manila envelopes instead of one.
“Where have you been?” she yelled.
Darlene Brojay married my father in 1969 and promised him a child. All Sons of the Blood had to have a child to keep the legacy going. I wasn’t born until 1994, but Mom didn’t care. She loved my father very much and would have stayed with him. She argued with Lavinia Lawrence, the wife of the Head of the Council for Monroe, and hadn’t set foot in the place since. My dad came up to see us on the weekends, which made our lives a little easier. Mom moped the rest of the week. I hadn’t seen her this happy in a long time.
“Open this one first,” she said, shoving the first envelope at me.
I set my backpack down, wiped my palms on my jeans, and took it. It had been taped closed, and I had to peel the tape off first.
“Hurry up!” she whispered, her gaze shuddering between brown and gray. She only looked at my dad with gray eyes, so whatever was in this letter meant she got to see my dad.
I finally got the tape off, and the clasp pried open. 
With shaky hands, I removed the letter.


Dear Wesley,
Monroe Council is pleased to offer you the Architect Apprenticeship position. This coveted duty is passed down from one Brojay to the next. As you are the Son of this generation, it has now passed to you. Please be at Monroe House at 9 a.m. on Friday, the first.
We look forward to meeting you in person.
Barty Lawrence
Head of the Monroe Council


“Well?” Mom whispered.
I handed the letter to her, and she read it while I eased the other out of her hand.
I’d been accepted into CloverLeaf’s History program and was to be at the registrar’s office on Friday at three p.m. to receive my ID badge.
“Why do I need an ID?”
Mom laughed. “For the Archives. Not just anyone can know the secrets of Monroe, honey!”
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Wes


Ileft Somerset Thursday afternoon and made it to my dad’s house by suppertime. He was more than happy to see me because it had given him a chance to change my entire wardrobe. 
“I’ve chosen something for you to wear to the meeting with the council,” he said. 
“Formal?” I raised my eyebrows. Dad designed formal wear based on invitations to parties hosted by the elite of Monroe.
“No, no. I went to Brojay’s,” Dad smiled and led me to my old bedroom, which had been transformed into something less primary colored trains and more dark and cozy. The walls were burgundy, the old green shag carpet had been ripped up, and exposed the hardwood floor beneath. My race car bed was now a platform with black and gray bedding.
There were stacks of clothing on the bed: black shirts in silk, linen, and cotton, black pants in corduroy, wool, and linen, and jeans ranging from dark to darker. Shoe boxes lined the floor around the bed, and I raised my eyebrows.
“Um, Dad? You’ve replaced everything.”
Dad rubbed his hands together. “Of course I did. My boy can’t start his new position wearing ragged clothes for high school.”
Trae Fabrone was a stylish guy. Even now, he was trendy in his jeans, black tee, and red suede dirt Bucks. I wasn’t so much into clothes. I was more into art, and my nice clothes were things I didn’t want to get paint
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