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Chapter One

IN THE FADING LIGHT, Jason Dark Eagle looked around the multi-
family reunion and fought hard to contain his grin. The sight in front of
him was controlled chaos. Well, sometimes it was controlled.

He rested his back against a convenient palm tree and just took in
the life and laughter that had become his large, extended family. He
needed this. Needed to soak in the happy. To breathe in the candy sweet
scent of the children and the wonderful aroma of love. His soul hungered
for renewal and he had never found a better way to recharge than time
spent with everyone on the island.

When his niece Tehya married Franco De’Angel almost two-hun-
dred years ago, the two magic families met and mingled...and discovered
how much they liked one another and that they had a great deal in com-
mon. As an immortal it was very difficult to make friends. They kept dy-
ing on you.

It was nice to find another family of nearly immortal paranormals
to share time and—a hysterical shout went up and several adults went
charging up the hill after a baby dragon—parenting tips. The three-year-
old had quite a lead on his parents. Jason would offer his services if the
little scamp found a cave or somewhere to hide. But for the moment Ja-
son was comfortable, and happy just to watch the show.

The De’Angels were all Druid-mages. The first time he met Franco
the man explained that the De’Angel surname came from a prehistoric
description of his father Michael. In the very distant past Franco’s father
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was often referred to as the angel of life because the Druid Mage was a
powerful magic user and healer. Centuries ago Michael’s healing talents
were seen as “giving” life. Which is where the name originated.

Jason did his research and discovered that Druid Mages were some
of the most powerful beings in the supernatural magic community. And
the De’Angels were at the top of the Druid Mage hierarchy.

Their family was unique, not only because they had a great deal of
magic but due to their ability to transform themselves into other types of
paranormal beings. They could only change once every hundred years or
so. But it was still freaky and very difficult to keep up with.

When Jason first met the De’Angel family—Franco was a werewolf,
his parents were mer-people, and his sister Marissa Jillian was a vampire.
Franco’s oldest brother Ricardo rarely chose another form, preferring to
explore and study ancient spells and potions. Evidently Druid Mages
could do magic in any form, but their powers were strongest when they
stayed in their natural state.

He glanced out at the ocean’s edge. The sun had already set but
he—like most of this lot—had excellent night vision. There were only a
few lanterns set up along the paths to help the younger kids and some
of the adults who didn’t have an internal predator to share their human
eyes.

Everyone but the few vampires and those who liked raw meat were
gathered around the barbeque, finishing dinner. He really enjoyed this
time on the island. When they would all come together and tell stories
around the fire. It reminded him of centuries gone by, when the young
learned from all their elders.

Franco’s parents, Michael and Tatiana De'Angel, owned this island.
Every year it was possible they held a multi-family reunion on this small,
peaceful slice of paradise. Here bonds were strengthened, knowledge im-
parted, and his very dangerous life could be ignored for a short time.

He took another deep breath of love and happiness and pushed out
the evil sludge coating his soul.
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The first time Jason met Michael and Tatiana, they had been mer-
people at the wedding of their son to his niece, But in the last two hun-
dred years the couple had spent time in their true Druid form, and re-
cently switched their life-essence to that of dragon-shifters so they could
play with their daughter Marissa’s hatchlings. And since they were all
now hiking up a mountain after the youngest of those hatchlings, Jason
thought it was a safe bet they planned to help Jack and Jill raise those
kids. It was too easy to be amused by the manifestation of the nursery
rhyme. Marissa Jillian would slap him silly for his thoughts. With a hus-
band named Jack, she did not like to be called Jill. And Jason knew he
wasn’t the only one who noticed when the two ran up that hill. There
were several smirking teenagers singing nursery rhymes by the fire.

When she was a in vampire form, Marissa Jillian had married a drag-
on-shifter. When they wanted to have children, she chose a dragon incar-
nation, avoiding the cross-species breeding issues. Except that since she
was a Druid Mage in a dragon’s body—they hadn’t been sure what would
happen.

He heard a sneeze and grinned. Turned to search those near the fire.
What happened was when one of the dragon hatchlings sneezed, they
changed form. If they were in dragon form when they sneezed, they
puffed fire and changed to human. In human form they sneezed and
shredded their clothing when they became car-sized creatures.

On the island it was hilarious. In real life where there was school and
neighbors and all sorts of reasons where turning into a dragon wasn’t
a great idea...they wore containment collars. The children never had to
wear their collars on the island. This was a place for them to learn con-
trol. The small metal collars clasped around their small necks. And with-
out causing any pain or other issues, kept their powers in check.

At the sound of a loud explosion, Jason laughed. And amended that
thought to most of their powers.

Ricardo went running by. “Have you seen the twins?” he called out.
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Jason nodded and pointed toward the area of the island that had
been the recent site of a small explosion.

Ricardo had told him that Druid Mages who were going through pu-
berty had issues controlling their magic. Things often exploded.

Jason couldn’t help but laugh. The collars they made to control all
the Druid Mage children when they were in human populated areas,
didn’t work on teenagers. Plus...some of those teenagers were more than
Druid Mages. They were dragon-druids, or werewolf-druids...or in the
case of Franco and Tehya’s children—they were Druid Mage-protective
shaman-werewolves.

If he had no other reason to live—and sometimes he wasn’t sure how
he felt about being alone for another hundred years—just staying alive to
watch his niece Tehya and her husband Franco figure out how to raise his
grand-niece and nephew, would be worth everything!

He watched as the parents and grandparents led several dragon
hatchlings down to the pool they’d created in the ocean. It was the per-
fect size for dragons.

Jason had a hard time understanding the Druid Mages and their will-
ingness to change their life-essence every hundred years or so. It was hard
enough to just deal with one set of paranormal lives. He couldn’t imagine
having all the issues he had times ten or more, depending on how long
he lived. It was mind-blowing. The De’Angels would just get used to liv-
ing as a vampire, then they would have to learn how to be some type of
shifter, then a merman. No. That wasn’t for him.

He said a quick prayer of thank you to his creator while he continued
his mental head count of who was gathered at the fire and who was miss-
ing.

Many of the extended family and close friends were some type of
shifter. For the most part they were hereditary or born shifters, and not
of the magical variety.

Simply put, a hereditary shifter was born. So, if you had parents or
someone in your family tree with werewolf DNA you could be born a
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werewolf. Or if your mate was a werewolf and marked you, and one of
your past relatives had werewolf DNA—then you could turn into a were-
wolf. But you couldn’t just be bitten by a werewolf and turn without a
little bit of DNA in your blood.

The only other way to become a were creature was to be magically
turned into one. A mage or wizard with strong abilities in spells and po-
tions could turn you into what was called a made shifter.

He looked at Jack, Marissa’s husband. Jack wasn’t a hereditary or nat-
ural born dragon. He had been turned from a human into a magic drag-
on shifter by a notoriously crazy, female Dark Mage. Nadia liked to se-
duce men and then turn them into dragons. She evidently enjoyed the
rush and thrill of sex when in a dragon’s body. She got off on the power
and fear when she ensnared human males and turned them into made-
dragons.

Because the human men didn’t wield any magic of their own, besides
the ability to now shift into a dragon, they couldn’t fight against Nadia’s
will. Once they were made, she kept her harem of dragon shifters locked
in a castle in Ireland—ready to serve her every desire.

But something went wrong when Nadia turned Jack into a dragon,
and she fell asleep in her human form. Jack in his new, very large and
powerful dragon body, turned around and stepped on her, which decap-
itated Nadia. Taking the head was one of the few ways to kill an immor-
tal. That accidental death ended a century or more of slavery for many of
the made dragon shifters and ultimately brought Jack and Marissa Jillian
together.

Today—in the year 2205—there were no true dragons left on Earth.
There were a few hundred magically created dragon-shifters—but those
beings didn’t have a trace of dragon DNA. Dragon-shifters were just
humans who had willingly or unwillingly been magically turned into a
shifter.

The only beings left of the original species of dragon were the drag-
onkynd. It was believed they were the only creatures who could be called
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hereditary dragons. They had true dragon DNA. He had met several
Dragon Witches and Lords just last year. The Lords and Witches didn’t
shift into a dragon—they had a separate dragon entity living inside them
that would come out when called.

He didn’t understand exactly how the genetics would work when
you added Druid Mages into the mix. Marissa was a Druid Mage and
when she exchanged her life-essence for a new form, she “became” that
creature. Maybe Jack’s made dragon, in mating with Marissa’s Druid
Mage-turned dragon, was technically mating with a natural or hereditary
dragon?

Jason wondered if their children would now be the only true natural
dragons. Marissa and Jack had several dragon babies, or hatchlings over
the years. Some of those hatchlings were now getting close to becoming
teenagers and the younger ones kept sneezing and tearing up the moun-
tain.

He looked at the giggling hoard of kids and sighed, once more
counting heads. Some of those heads were covered with the lightest of
blonde hair and then the colors morphed into those of the deepest black.
He glanced out at the water.

Michael and Tatiana loved all their grandchildren and always tried to
fit their form to the child’s natural state for part of their childhood. Cur-
rently they were in the ocean, sitting on an underwater couch with some
of their children and grandchildren. Being submerged in water helped
dragons maintain control. The thought of having to teach toddler to
teenage dragons how to control their fire and size, made his head hurt.

Sweeping his gaze over the guests on land, he counted several vam-
pires, a dozen or so Druid Mages, a were-dragon, and a couple of witches.
There was also a group of teenage shifters in their various animal forms
running around on the island.

He turned toward the smoke and flame rising from the large firepit
and outdoor kitchen, which is where most of his genetic family was gath-
ered. His family were all protective shamans. His sister, Naomi White
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Eagle, had a grandchild on one hip and one holding her hand. Tehya and
Franco’s children were little dark-eyed wonders. The magic bubbled up in
their giggles and danced from their eyes. Time would tell what the mag-
ical blending of Druid Mage and protective Shaman with a sprinkle of
werewolf would bring to the world, but Jason was convinced it would be
an incredible gift.

Naomi’s husband, Jefferson Standing Bear, called him over to the
fire. “It is time to share your gift with this new generation my brother.”

Jason smiled. He took a breath of fresh air and inhaled the mingled
fragrance of sage and pine from the fire, along with the numerous scents
of his extended family. He loved them all.

This is why he searched the world for evil and malicious intent until
he thought he would lose his sanity. He wanted to make the world a bet-
ter place for his loved ones.

It centered on the children. Saving the world for them. Helping to
raise them. He might never have his own babies to love and hold, but
he had his grand-niece and nephew. Tehya and her husband Frank had
gifted the world with their wild-eyed two-year-old girl and mystical four-
year-old boy. Plus, Jason claimed Uncle to Ricardo and Jane’s pack of
ready to save the world—and possibly blow it up by mistake—magical-
ly challenged teenagers. Ricardo assured Jason that backfiring spells was
just a part of Druid Mage adolescence.

He grinned, thinking that watching their parents deal with all that
crazy shit sure made for great entertainment.

Glancing around, he noticed that everyone had now gathered
around the firepit and waited for him. Those in the ocean were dry and
magically dressed in warm clothing. Depending on their abilities they’d
done it themselves or a helpful family member had nonchalantly assist-
ed.

The teenage shifters had all transformed to their human self and were
sitting by the fire, waiting to be entertained. There were adults, babies,
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toddlers, and teenagers. Like him, several of the adults were centuries
old. And some, like the Druid’s maternal grandmother, were older.

His waist-length black hair might have a few streaks of gray, but his
eyes were still sharp, and his magic was strong.

Marissa and Jack’s vibrant horde of dragon shifter girls grinned at
him and waved. He smiled. He also claimed these five wonders as his
honorary nieces. All were stunning beauties—ranging in age from three
to seventeen. He would volunteer his weapons and his magic to their fa-
ther when boys started trying to date any of them.

He looked at Mari, who was named after her mother, Marissa Jillian.
Marissa—Call-Me-Jill-And-Die—was a force to be reckoned with. You
kept the jokes about Jack and Jill to yourself or paid the price. And she
had passed that hell-on-wheels trait to her daughters.

Mari was the oldest and was already deadly. That made him smile.
She had been trained by her father, her uncles, her mother and aunts,
and Jason. She could take care of herself, and all the adults in the family
would back her up.

Whether she wanted help or not.
All the children kept him going. Kept him focused. He would slay

the evil in the world for them. And when that lonely journey dragged
him down and pulled at his soul, he had times like this to recharge him.
Family times, where stories were told, and bonds were strengthened, and
love lightened his soul.

He stepped into the circle his family had made—and using magic
and myth—wove the tale of his beginning. The tale of their beginning. It
was the ancient story of how the first families of protective shamans were
created.
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Chapter Two

“THE UTE PEOPLE HAVE lived in what is now Colorado,
Wyoming, and Utah for many centuries. Our ancestors believed that
man was created by Sinauf. A god who was half-man and half-wolf.
At the beginning of time a long-forgotten ancestor made a pact with
this Great Spirit,” his voice echoed out into the night.

He glanced into his niece Tehya’s big chocolate brown eyes. They
were so much like his own. Her Native American name meant precious
and she was precious to him. As were her daughter and son, the little
ones cuddled on Naomi’s lap.

His sister Naomi could touch a person and read their soul; his niece
spoke to Mother Earth. And they both watched him, brown eyes lit from
within and filled with happiness.

When he looked in the mirror, he didn’t see that same light in his
own eyes. Everything that made him smile was seated in front of this fire.
When he left tonight, there would be nothing to warm his heart while
he was away from them all.

Tehya’s two-year-old daughter slipped off Naomi’s lap and stood be-
fore him. He kneeled and Ahna whispered, “GeeUnca, you light com-
ing.” She placed her small hand on his cheek and leaned in to kiss the tip
of his nose. “Wuv you.” She reached out with a pretty shell dusted with
the soft sand of the island, clutched in her small fingers. She must have
picked up the little talisman on the beach today. She offered her trinket
to him as if it were important. A priceless treasure.
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The light brush of her fingers on his open palm as she laid the shell
in his hand, filled him with warmth and expanded inside—chasing away
the dark stain of evil. He took a deep breath and his entire body relaxed
for the first time in months.

He looked down in to Ahna’s glowing face and grinned. GeeUnca
was her name for him. Great Uncle. Ahna thought his light was coming.
Naomi had said the child seemed to have very strong precog abilities and
was extremely empathetic. He grinned. He thought Naomi was right,
and yet there was more power in that little body than anyone realized.
The next few years would be interesting.

He watched the child toddle over to her mother. Tehya picked her
up and turned to look at him, a question in her eyes.

He shook his head. Now was not the time to share the fact that he
was struggling with all the evil in his life. That his light was dimming.
Hopefully Ahna was right and his light would come back. He slipped the
shell into his pocket, knowing he would keep it with him to remind him
of the innocence and love of this precious two-year-old. That her life and
budding power needed to be protected. It was a reason to live for anoth-
er hundred years.

He shook his head again and used his voice and hands to tell the sto-
ry in the old way. He moved in the firelight, creating a fantasy of light
and dark, of shifting shadows and fire, and the dancing glide of his body.

This he did for the children in his family and the family of Druid
Mages, to give them a sense of where they came from and where their
magic came from. It would enhance their ongoing sense of purpose.

Later—Syeira Volantine would tell her story. She was the Druid
family’s Romany Grandmother. Then Michael would take his place be-
side the fire and tell the Druid Mage creation story. Michael’s story was
shockingly similar to the story Jason shared with them. The details were
a little different because of when and where it took place, but both fami-
lies had been created to protect humans—and their lives were enhanced
with magic so they could fulfill this promise. He had never heard Grand-
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mother Volantine’s story. She always shared it right after he finished, and
he never came back to the fire until she finished. He would ask Michael
change up the order next year. Have Syeira go first. He wanted to know
her history.

He knew she was a Romany Traveller. Long ago she would have been
labeled a gypsy. He’d heard enough heated comments with the teenagers
to know that they were enamored of their gypsy heritage and the older
woman was letting them know that it wasn’t always considered an advan-
tage to have Romany blood.

It was the same with his family. He and the elders sitting around this
fire grew up in a time where there was a long history of prejudice against
the Native American peoples.

But their grandchildren wouldn’t have to face that rejection of their
very being. Now everyone wanted to discover gypsy, Native American, or
African American DNA in their genomes. They were excited to have an
eclectic ancestral pool. The entire world had declared it to be cool. Be-
sides being cool, this change in attitude was so important for all their
children, it meant they were accepted throughout the world and could
be openly proud of their genetic history.

“Sinauf ’s brothers were Coyote and Wolf. Legend says that Sin-
auf was preparing for a long journey, so he created a large bag and
filled it with special sticks. All those sticks were the same size but
made from different types of wood. The bag was magical and when
Sinauf put the sticks inside the sack, each stick became a person. As
he put more and more sticks into the bag, the noise created by the
people awakened the curiosity of all the nearby animals.” Jason moved
slowly around the fire. His movements were a dance with steps and hand
motions that were choreographed before his time.

Several of the older children joined him. They’d heard this story be-
fore and over time they had learned the gestures. The kernel of happiness
inside him grew. These children all had different skin tones. As the story
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explained—they all sprang from the magic sticks—but were made from
different types of wood.

He smiled as Ahna and her four-year-old brother Frankie tried to
copy the hand movements from the comfort of their parent’s laps.

He continued, his voice low and a little gruff. “Once the magic bag
was full, Sinauf carefully closed it and then went to prepare other
things for his journey. But the noise coming from the bag made his
brother Coyote very curious. Coyote used his flint knife to cut a little
hole near the top of the bag and peeked in to see what his brother had
put inside, that would make such a noise. He peeked in—and when
he heard Sinauf coming back—he ducked down and ran away.”

By this time many of the adults were also moving around the fire,
holding the little ones and shifting their bodies to the rhythm of the sto-
ry, or showing the toddlers how to place their feet and move their hands.
The power of the story grew.

Jason’s voice was thick with emotion. “When Sinauf finished get-
ting ready, he came back and picked up the bag. He didn’t notice the
hole Coyote made. He threw the bag over his shoulder and headed
for the Una-u-quich, the distant high mountains. They didn’t know
where they were going, and they were afraid. They had no faith in the
god. And because Coyote left a hole in the top of the bag, some of the
stick people climbed up and jumped out instead of trusting in their
god. When Sinauf reached Una-u-quich, he found only a few people
left in his bag.”

He turned and found his niece beside him. “Tehya do you know who
was left in that bag?” he asked.

She smiled and flipped her long black hair out of her face. “Of
course, Uncle! You were in that bag and so was my mother and father.
Many of our ancestors were there!” She hugged him and danced on.

Jason grinned. “Yes! Many of our family members stayed in the
bag, believing that the god Sinauf had a purpose for us. Some of the
people who jumped out of the bag fell into magical places and were
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transformed into werewolves, dragons, and many other paranormal
creatures. As with all living creatures, some of the magical beings
were good and some were evil.” Jason grinned over at the children and
made the fire roar and dance while they shivered in fear. “Some of the
people who jumped, landed in areas with no magic. These people
stayed human.”

He stepped over to the fire, joining all the dancers with their palms
out—together calming the flames.

“Our family agreed to protect mankind from the evil beings cre-
ated during this time. But there is a catch. Not all our family mem-
bers are born with supernatural abilities. So we wait, sharing the her-
itage with those who show signs of power.” Jason looked pointedly
at Tehya. “Many. like little Ahna, will show signs right away—but with
Tehya it took forever!”

Many of the adults grinned or laughed.
Tehya stomped her foot, ready to jump in on cue. “It didn’t take that

long. I just never told anyone about Sasha, my totem animal.”
Jason laughed. “In a normal Native American family where they

aren’t protective shamans, animal totems act as guides throughout their
life. They’re used to help the human get in touch with their feelings, to
grow emotionally and spiritually. Native Americans can pray for a specif-
ic animal to guide us, or a certain animal may come to us because of our
need. We know Tehya’s totem is the wolf, Sasha. The wolf is a teacher and
a pathfinder. Their presence signifies when a person needs help or guid-
ance in their life. If you are fortunate enough to be visited by the wolf,
you could go on to teach others many of life’s lessons. The wolf is also
helpful in building personal strength and in teaching us to value our in-
ner voice.”

Everyone nodded and grinned.
With his hands held out as if he had wings and was soaring, Jason

led the crowd in the last part of the dance. “The eagle on the other hand
guides us to the divine and helps us become better leaders. I rely on the
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Golden eagle’s vision, wisdom, and strength. The eagle helps us take re-
sponsibility for our own actions. The eagle also helps me heal and protect
Mother Earth from all evil. Using the eagle’s powerful vision can help me
see the bigger picture, discover patterns no one else can see, and figure
out hidden secrets.”

Jason finished the story the same way he did every time he told it.
“As you’ve noticed, in this family spirit totems are more than just guides.
Sasha lives in Tehya, as the eagle lives in me!” When the catcalls and
hoots started, Jason touched the crystal embedded in the leather strap
around his neck. His clothes melted away and the large golden eagle shot
up through the night sky to the cheers and adulation of his extended
family.
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Chapter Three

STILL IN EAGLE FORM, Jason landed in a large pine tree and then
hopped to the ground. He transformed into his naked human form and
lightly stroked the crystal at his neck. He was always amazed and very
grateful when his clothing appeared.

When a shaman slipped their skin and became their totem animal,
they left all earthly goods behind. Throughout his long life that had been
an issue, one that wasn’t just frustrating—but dangerous. While chasing
paranormal criminals, if he left his clothing behind and needed to shift
back to human form, he was forced to steal the things he needed to sur-
vive. Items like clothing, food, and weapons. Often the time spent ac-
quiring those supplies would cause him to lose the trail of the person he
followed. Or worse, the lack of weapons regularly led to serious injury
when he couldn’t protect himself.

He was a better tracker when he could use all his senses. The eagle en-
sured he could see better even in his human form but when he could use
the eagle his sight was multiplied several times. Objects were magnified
and he could make out an ant crawling on the ground if he was on top of
a ten-story building. In human form his peripheral vision was nowhere
near that of an eagle, who with eyes on the side of its head could see an
almost 360-degree view. And the eagle saw many more colors and even
ultraviolet light. His human eyes just didn’t work that way.

Nor could he cover the distances his eagle could, soaring at up to one
hundred and fifty miles per hour for short distances, and thirty to fifty
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miles an hour for long periods of time. Where the eagle could go in an
hour, would take his human body days to achieve.

The use of magic to change his body from human to eagle was an im-
portant gift. It was also one that helped heal Mother Earth. She needed
to absorb the magical essence used in a shift. Which meant she needed
him to use the gifts he was given from the gods.

There had been long years when he couldn’t give that gift to her.
When he could only use his eagle when someone was at the other end of
his journey with the clothes and items he needed to survive.

The guilt and pain he felt for denying Mother Earth the magic—was
severe. During those dark times shifting was rarely the joy and blessing
it was meant to be. It had become a handicap. More and more it meant
that Jason stayed in human form and seldom used the enhanced vision
and speed of the eagle.

He had missed it. Yearned for it. Needed it. But he couldn’t shift
when transforming left him naked and unprotected.

Then his niece married into a family of Druid Mages and her hus-
band didn’t like the idea of Tehya shifting into her wolf form and getting
caught naked, far away from a stash of clothing.

Since their magic was more alchemy and potions, versus a shaman’s
natural tie to Mother Earth, the Druids decided to create something that
would allow Tehya to take her clothing with her. They asked Jason to
work with them. The process had taken years of research, conjuring, and
then testing. But all that time and effort had paid off.

Eventually the Druids created a way to transfer everything he was
wearing or holding—into the stone at this neck. It wasn’t easy. When
they first started working on the process everything transferred into the
stone just fine, but when he shifted to the form of an eagle, the human-
sized rock and the leather choker were too large for his bird form. It took
several additional months of creating spells and testing before the Druid
Mages managed to create the perfect spell. One that transferred all his
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possessions into the stone before he became the eagle AND shrank the
stone to bird-size at transformation.

The type of stone or crystal used in the spell didn’t matter. It just
needed to be tied in some way to the wearer. Jason had chosen a picture
jasper he found long ago when he’d taken a trip into the desert. He had
carried it with him for many years. The markings on his stone remind-
ed him of the mountains and deserts where he lived for most of his life.
It made him feel as if a piece of his homeland was always with him. No
matter where he traveled.

When he shifted from eagle to man, the leather around his neck and
the stone expanded to fit his human size. A touch would return his pos-
sessions—complete with weapons, money, and his cellphone. It was in-
credible how much easier this spell made his life. Before he had the mag-
ic, he would turn human and have nothing. Then spend days figuring out
how to cover his naked ass and feed himself. Now he could take every-
thing he needed with him. It was an incredible gift and something he
would always be thankful for.

Thanks to the Druid Mages—Tehya, Jason, and all shamans were
now free to wander and work in their animal form and return to human
form at will—safely clothed and carrying items that could protect their
life.

He started back toward the family group, unsurprised to see Tehya
waiting for him. He knew something had been bothering her and that
she would eventually get him alone to tell him what it was. She had told
him her troubles since she was a little girl. He smiled. About the size of
Ahna, her daughter. She never wanted him to fix anything, just listen to
her. But sometimes he couldn’t help himself.

She stood with her back to him, looking out over the ocean.
“Is something bothering you niece?” he asked, draping an arm over

her shoulder.
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“I think I should ask you that question, Uncle. Ahna says the dark is
hurting you.” She turned under his arm to hug him and those chocolate
eyes met his.

He sighed. “I’ve been doing this a long time. Chasing demons and
evil creatures all over the world. I’ve seen things I could never share with
anyone and many more I don’t want to think about. So, my burden is
sometimes heavy. But Ahna’s touch lightened that dark space that hurts,
and she told me the light is coming. I don’t really understand what she
meant, but I am pretty sure she knows what she’s taking about, even if
she is only two.”

Tehya took a deep breath and bowed her head, letting her shoulders
droop. “Uncle Jason, I need your wisdom and vision. How do I deal with
a two-year-old that sees the future? And a four-year-old that never talks
but seems to be so much older and wiser than his years?”

Jason knew that this was why she came to him. She needed his ability
to see the whole picture, to use his wisdom.

“By just being there and giving them what they need. Ahna reminds
me very much of your mother. My sister’s ability to touch souls started
when she was just a bit older than your daughter. Lean on your mother,
Tehya. It will be important to listen to Naomi’s wisdom these next few
years.”

“What about Frankie? I don’t know how to help him if he won’t talk
to me.”

“I am not sure Frankie needs help. What does Franco say?”
She sighed. “My husband isn’t worried about it. He said that Druid

Mages don’t talk much when they are children. They are too busy observ-
ing everything and figuring things out.” Her tone got snippy toward the
end.

She was irritated with her husbands’ attitude.
Jason smiled down at her. “And that is the problem. No matter what

you say—you believe you know what to do with Ahna, she’s a protective
shaman just like you and your mother, and both your father and me.
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That you understand. But Frankie seems to take after the Druids, and you
don’t understand that.”

She snorted. “We are all magic users, or magic holders...however you
want to look at it. But we are so different. I don’t understand why we
aren’t more alike.”

Jason led her over to a boulder that was just the right size for sitting.
They settled on the rock together, each putting their hand on the stone
to connect with Mother Earth’s spirit. It was a comfort and a way to en-
sure they were safe, as the earth would always tell them if anyone got
close. On the protected island it wasn’t necessary—but it was an in-
grained habit.

He thought about the Druid Mages and what to tell her that might
help. “I was in Europe a few months ago working with Ricardo. One of
the Dragon Witches said that she didn’t understand the difference be-
tween all the magical beings, and Ricardo had a pretty good answer.”

“What did he say?” Tehya asked and turned to watch his face.
“I’m not sure I remember everything. But he said that a human witch

is a witch, no matter if they are male or female. A warlock is a witch,
again male or female, who was banned from their coven for some type of
betrayal. Paranormal mages and wizards have more magic than their hu-
man counterparts, but they follow the same basic concept, they manipu-
late the natural world. That is closest to what a shaman does. We interact
with the natural world and call to the power in all living things for guid-
ance. This also can give us some special skills, such as your ability to move
the earth. You can create a tunnel or move a mountain if Mother Earth
responds to your request. Ricardo also said that a mage is a scholar and
creates spells, while wizards use what they are taught.”

Tehya grimaced. “Okay, that helps a little but doesn’t really tell me
what the difference is between protective shamans and Druid Mages.”

“I’m not sure I can help much with that. Ricardo’s wife Jane said that
both Druid and Shaman are very powerful. A Druid Mage is basically a
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very powerful magical scholar that uses not only their inherent magic but
made magic—or magic they create or conjure. Does that make sense?”

“Their inherent magic is like something we do; it comes from within
us. While the made magic is the power they create when combining
things...like in their potions, spells, and in the weapons or other items
they create?” she guessed, fingering the diamond around her neck that
allowed her to take her clothing with her when she morphed to her wolf.
The stone had once been part of her engagement ring.

He nodded. “Although, I’m not sure our magic comes from inside us
and I believe it does with the Druid Mages. Our magic comes through us,
from the earth. From nature and the power surrounding us. I believe that
the magic inside of the Druids is something that belongs solely to each
one. That could be why Frankie is so quiet. He may be getting in touch
with whatever is inside him and can’t be bothered to talk. You might
want to speak to Jane and Ricardo, or with Michael and Tatiana. You
may get a bit more information about what your son is going through
and how you can help.”

She snorted. “My husband isn’t much of a talker. He said it was too
early to worry. And I don’t know what that means. That at some point I
do need to worry? Where is that point? How will I know I’m there?”

Jason laughed at the near panic in her tone. He smoothed his hand
down her hair, as he’d done when she was a little girl. Soothing her. “Talk
to the women in his family, then demand a family meeting with all of
them if you don’t feel like your questions were answered. I bet Franco
thinks he told you not to worry, and that you would actually stop worry-
ing. If he knew you were freaked, he would explain more. I’m sure of it.
The last thing Jane said that night was that a Druid Mage is the Druid’s
highest classification of magic holder. Ricardo’s family are the only ones
to hold that title. The same might be said of our family. I believe we are
the only protective shaman’s left in the world. That is why these gather-
ings are so important. The children will need each other.”
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Tehya nodded and smiled, then silently turned back to join her hus-
band and children around the fire. He wondered if he should tell her that
she might need to keep a closer eye on Ahna. That baby was going to
need help controlling the amount of power running through her. Jason
sighed. Not tonight. Maybe he’d talk to Naomi and have her watch the
child.

Jason didn’t move to join everyone at the fire. He needed a little time
to himself. It was peaceful here, looking out over the ocean. And it was
safe. Michael, Ricardo, Jason, and all the adults had layered safeguards
over this island. No human, paranormal creature, or demon spawn could
step foot on this land or be in the surrounding water without them all
knowing. He could relax. Something he hadn’t done in a very long time.

Two hundred years ago Tehya Running Wolf met Franco De’Angel
and within a few months they were married on this very island.

Which meant that for two hundred years he had been chasing the
same demon.

Jason thought he’d killed not only the first leader of CCOM, but
several additional leaders over that two-hundred-year span of time. Each
time he killed one of their wizard leaders he knew it wouldn’t be long be-
fore another one rose to power.

Jason was an incredible tracker. He didn’t use scent, but someone’s
name and magical signature. Preternatural creatures left a distinct im-
pression on the world around them. And if he could tie a name to that
signature then he could search the wind for the specific magic user. It was
one of his strongest talents. But he recently learned that the leaders of
CCOM weren’t wizards or men, they were demons. Or one specific de-
mon that changed his name and just kept popping up for Jason to chase
again.

The first time he dealt with Control Creatures of Myth or CCOM,
was in the mountains of Utah, in Christmas Meadows where his niece
had a cabin. And Mother Earth had cried to her in pain. Tehya discov-
ered that unholy magic was being used nearby and sent for Jason.
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Jason had helped Tehya, Franco, Naomi, and Jefferson in their effort
to uncover what was going on and to stop the evil machinations of a
crazed wizard. At that time, Jason believed the man responsible for what
they found in that mountain was a wizard named Davian.

Davian was creating paranormal clones. Magically duplicating para-
normals to form a supernatural army. Somehow Davian had figured out
how to make exact replicas of fully grown paranormals—and the process
was completed within a two-week time frame. The intent was to use the
clones to fight in his army.

Many of the original paranormals that he captured, refused to coop-
erate or fight in the army. Davian thought clones made from the origi-
nals would give him all the power he wanted, and they would be easier
to persuade to support his cause. But it didn’t work for him. Each clone
mirrored its genetic twin in every way—including mindset. If the origi-
nal werewolf, vampire, or other paranormal refused to fight—so would
its clone. Only very few of the clones sided with Davian.

It took two decades for Jason to find all the facilities used to create
clones and destroy them. He set free all the clone pairs who refused to
fight in Davian’s army, and destroyed the clones and their genetic hosts
who thought it would be a good idea to go to war with the Supernatural
Council. Eventually he managed to kill Davian.

Or so he thought.
A few years later when another truly evil leader took over CCOM,

he killed that one too. And so on for not just years, but hundreds of
them. Two hundred to be exact. Almost to the day.

He recently discovered that he was wrong. Jason hadn’t killed even
one leader of CCOM. Because the leader wasn’t a wizard and there
weren’t several of them, there was one. All this time there had been only
one leader of CCOM, and that leader was a demon. Every time Jason
“killed” the demon it hadn’t died. It simply disappeared into a bolt hole
to hell, then popped back up to earth after repairing any damage Jason
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inflicted. Once the damage was repaired, it modified the looks a bit and
started over with a new name and new plan.

On his last mission in Europe, Jason discovered this chilling fact of
life when Darcy Ifrinn, which appropriately meant dark hell, confessed
to all when the demon was torturing a couple of Dragon Lords. Drag-
on Lords that Darcy wanted to harvest heart blood from. He needed the
Dragon’s Blood, taken from the heart, so he could use the dragon’s abili-
ty to speak with and control all the animals of earth.

While bragging to the abused lords, Darcy told one of the brothers
that long ago his name had been Davian. It wasn’t long before Jason fig-
ured out every wizard/demon he had ever chased and thought he’d killed
for the last two hundred years had been the same damn demon. It was
mind-boggling.

And depressing.
As an organization, Control Creatures of Myth had always focused

on capturing and experimenting on supernatural beings. Long ago they
pretended to be a quasi-police force—their advertised intent was to se-
cretly save humans from the bad paranormal creatures. But that goal had
been a front. What they were really doing was capturing and dissect-
ing any paranormal they could get their hands on. And they would keep
them alive only if they could use them as lab rats. If they couldn’t capture
them, then they wanted them killed. If the more powerful paranormals
were killed, Davian/Darcy knew there would be less chance of anyone
stopping him from achieving world dominance.

CCOM had trained and paid an entire army of humans to kill para-
normals. These humans were often brainwashed, believing the only good
vampire or any other creature was a dead one. If their human assassins be-
came friendly with the creatures, CCOM had them killed. They couldn’t
afford for one of their devoted workers to start asking questions.

Jane, Ricardo’s wife, had been a vampire hunter for CCOM until
she met and befriended Marissa, Ricardo and Franco’s sister. At the time
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Marissa was living as a vampire. Once Jane made the vampire her friend,
she became a target of the organization.

Jason’s one mission in life was to destroy CCOM. To eradicate their
facilities and kill their leaders. Until his last mission in Europe, he
thought he was doing a pretty good job. Over the last two centuries he
had destroyed hundreds of labs and believed he had killed dozens of their
leaders. But he had “killed” the same demon, time and time again. Only
it didn’t even die, it just popped into hell on a health break and came out
with a new name. It was enough to make him crazy.

Enough to make him question his existence. What the hell was he do-
ing?

BEFORE HE COULD COME up with an answer to that question his
cellphone rang, vibrating in his pocket against the shell treasure Ahna
gave him. There weren’t many people who had his phone number and
most of them were on the island. They wouldn’t have called him—they
would just shout his name.

He pulled out the phone and glanced at the number. Everything in
him stilled. Ghosts of a past life reached out to haunt him. The last time
he saw General Brett Isaacson was at least a decade ago. It was hard to
keep friends when you didn’t age. The General looked exactly like what
he was, a man past his prime. He was pushing way past eighty and start-
ing to slow down.

Because of his Shamanistic background, Jason looked to be in his
thirties. Fit, strong, and with hair that for the most part was still black as
pitch. He could ignore the few small streaks of gray beginning to show.
Most people didn’t even notice them.

When Jason served in the military, he hid his immortality and some
of his special abilities except from a very few people who had their own
secrets. General Isaacson was one of the few outside of family that knew
who and what Jason really was. Their unit was made up of both human
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and Other, which meant they all shared at least a little of their abilities
with those serving with them. Brett had risen in the ranks and for the
first few years after Jason left the service, they kept in touch. Jason did
a few favors for him. Then their lives took different paths and Jason be-
lieved that Brett was having issues with his own mortality. He was grow-
ing older and Jason wasn’t—so it became difficult to stay friends.

The man’s deep growl hadn’t changed. “Remember Afghanistan? A
few decades ago when I saved your life you said you owed me a favor. I’m
collecting.”

“Well hell! Nice to talk to you too, Brett. It’s been years. But I get no
hello, how are you, Jason? What’s new in your life? Just—I need a favor?
Fuck you, Brett! How many times are you going to collect on the same
damn debt?”

Jason heard nothing but silence for a few seconds, then deep boom-
ing laughter.
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Chapter Four

GYPSY FROZE JUST INSIDE the door. Her body might have been
motionless, but her eyes were searching every corner. It was dark in the
bar and the men in their shades-of-black clothing faded into the back-
ground, believing they couldn’t be seen clearly. But her eyesight was in-
credible. She could see that every eye in the place was turned to her.
Those eyes all belonged to hard men. Men covered in leather with faces
and arms all tatted up. Not that she had an issue with tattoos. She had a
few of her own—but they weren’t on her face.

She took a breath and winced at the overwhelming fragrance of beer
and sweat. She knew this was a biker bar and it met her expectations. She
wondered if her contact thought the rough men and tougher surround-
ings would make her uncomfortable? Maybe enough to make her leave?
She knew he hadn’t wanted to meet with her and had argued against it.
He suggested that she just pass along information through their mutual
contact and leave everything to him.

If his plan was to make her nervous and jumpy, enough so she would
cave in and leave the search to the big strong man...it had failed.

She felt right at home. After all, she’d been in worse places, and often.
She could do biker-bitch with the best of them and did when it was need-
ed. But this wasn’t a job to ferret out secrets and terrorists, or to discover
who had stolen the latest technology from her country. No. She was here
on a personal mission. Very personal.
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The Glock on her hip was hidden by her floaty, colorful blouse. The
feel of it comforted her. Reminded her that she could take care of herself.
As did the knife strapped to her thigh, covered by her voluminous skirt.
The pocket on the skirt had been slit so she had easy access to the knife.
She had practiced that move for years and knew she only needed three
seconds and the six-inch blade would be buried in her target.

She was a Romany Traveller. A gypsy—no matter what country she
called home. And she dressed the part because it made her look small,
feminine, safe. When she was anything but.

Another glance around the local watering hole verified that she’d
seen worse. Lots worse. If she could handle herself in the middle of a ter-
rorist cell, deep in the mountains of a foreign country with men well-
versed in the art of torture and mayhem—she could certainly handle
anyone at the Devil’s Boardroom. Which was a cool name for a bar. She’d
give them that. But didn’t anyone know how to use a mop, or a damp
rag? She could feel the stickiness under her feet and see layers of it on
every flat surface.

She still hadn’t moved, but her eyes continued to shift. Searching for
a man with copper skin and waist length black hair that she thought
would be streaked with gray. An older man.

The family friend—the General who sent her to this place—looked
as if he was in his late 80s. The man she was supposed to meet had served
in the military with the General when they were young. They had fought
together in the last paranormal war.

So, if her memory of historical events was correct, and it always
was...those wars ended in early 2103. It was now the summer of 2205,
and that paranormal war ended over 100 years ago. With all the advances
in healing and restorative medicine, mortal humans could now live be-
yond the two-hundred mark. Brett had been around their family for
countless decades. She remembered him attending one of her birthday
parties when she was about five.
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She frowned. Realizing her father’s best friend could very easily have
passed the two-century mark. The General looked and moved extremely
well for someone who was over two hundred years old. She sighed. The
point of all her mental wanderings was that the man she searched the
dark and dingy bar for had to be close to the same age. Finding a two
hundred plus year old man in in a biker bar filled with musclebound men
in their prime, should be easy.

So, where in hell is he?

JASON’S EYES NARROWED on the beauty standing just inside the
bar. He sucked in a sharp breath and caught the faint, exotic hint of
patchouli and amber. The dark, magical fragrance teased his senses.
Patchouli was a well-known aphrodisiac and in the Dark Ages amber was
a prized ingredient for working sex-magick or it was often given as a gift
to god and goddess. Both scents were used to balance fire and earth ener-
gies and he could feel himself relax, and his arousal grow.

He wondered if this woman knew all that, or if she just liked the aro-
ma? The answer to that question might make a difference on how he did
his job.

She was magnificent. All curly dark hair falling to her waist. Her
clothes were wild, soft, and flowing. She appeared to be a throwback to
the hippies in the sixties. Or further back, to the gypsies of old. He had a
vision of flowing skirts in a patchwork of colors as they whirled around a
fire. He shook his head and focused. She was also wearing a loose peasant
blouse. He’d always loved those. They made it so convenient to slip his
hands in and reach up to cup full breasts.

The thought was inappropriate. Especially if this was his contact.
When she turned her body and once again searched the room for

what he started to hope was him, he could see her breasts move under the
fabric. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Those inappropriate thoughts he kept
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trying to suppress multiplied and took on a life of their own. Shit. What
the hell was wrong with him today?

He had enhanced eyesight from his eagle, but he wasn’t using that
here. If he knew she was naked under that shirt he would bet that others
in the bar did too. Hell, every damn man in the place might realize...

He quickly shoved back from the table and stood—drawing her at-
tention. Much more, he was staking his claim.

His eyes caught and locked with hers.

GYPSY’S EYES MET AND held the man’s gaze. She hadn’t seen him
until he stood. How had she missed him in the multiple sweeps she’d
done of the room? She was trained to catch it all. She frowned. Man was
such a weak word and this powerful and gorgeous specimen of the male
sex wasn’t weak.

His long, straight, thick hair swept down his back. She didn’t see any
gray streaks in the unrelenting dark, but the lighting in the bar was bad.
She would be willing to take him outside, find a quiet grassy knoll where
she could sit and get comfortable. Then spend long hours sifting through
that stunning mane to check for silver and sin.

His Native American heritage was stamped on his face—high cheek
bones, strong hook of a nose. And his skin was dark and glorious. She
was so pale she glowed like a beacon in the moonlight. She had always
been jealous of those with a darker complexion. Her gaze drifted lower.

There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his body. But oh, mama! There was
plenty of muscle. She could get lost for days, mapping the secrets of his
body. Mapping, touching. Licking. She took a deep breath and tried to
bitch slap her libido into some sort of control. This wasn’t her. She never
reacted to men like this.

Gypsy frowned. Brett told her the man had served with him in the
Spec Ops unit during the height of the paranormal wars. It had been
during the time when man and supernatural beings fought against each
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other, then fought together against the encroaching dark forces after the
demons and dark magic users became everyone’s enemy.

Those battles laid the groundwork for many paranormals to come
out of the closet—and even more to stay in that closet with the door
locked and barred to the outside world.

Even though many years had passed since that war, there were still
battles to be fought. Still lots of bad ass idiots of both human and para-
normal kind who wanted to take over the world. She should know, she
fought evil in all its forms every damn day.

This man certainly didn’t look anywhere near Brett’s age.
Well, she didn’t look her age either. So, maybe he was something

Other? She would see. No one else in the bar looked remotely Native
American.

Anxiety flooded her body. He had to be her contact. She needed
help. And her father sent her to Brett, an old family friend. Brett told her
to meet Jason Dark Eagle at this bar. Said he would be the best chance
she had to find her sister. She felt a wave of guilt for the lusty thoughts
she had about this stranger. She shouldn’t be thinking of anything but
Rose.

She needed to find her sister before it was too late. That thought forced
her to move forward until she stood in front of the powerful man. She
looked up into dark eyes.

“Brett said if you help me, he’ll owe you one?” she spoke as if it were
a question and waited with her fingers crossed and hidden in the volumi-
nous fabric of her skirt.

The man smiled, making her shiver with repressed needs. Holy Han-
nah she was in trouble with this one!

“Brett already owes me several.” He shrugged. “And I owe him my
life, so I guess it evens out. It’s become a game of who owes who and I’ll
add your favor to the pile. I’m Jason Dark Eagle, and you are?”

She smiled, relieved to have found her man. Well—not her man. But
she’d found help. “Gypsy Royal.”
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He chuckled. “Of course, you are. Let’s sit for a bit.”
Before she sat, she looked back into his eyes. “I thought you were old-

er. Sorry.” She frowned.
His eyes twinkled with repressed laughter. “I am older. And wiser.

And I have a lot more experience than you,” his whispered words danced
over her skin.

Older...skipped. Wiser...slithered. And experience...brushed every sin-
gle one of her erogenous zones. Jason Dark Eagle’s voice should be out-
lawed. Her eyes widened and she had to bite her tongue and clench every
cell in her body to keep from jumping the man right there. Shit. Shit.
Shit. This was not the time for her hormones to come out and dance. She
needed control. She needed to think of Rose.

Ah, there. That splashed an icy mist of reality over her heated flesh.
She wasn’t here to get laid, damn it. Or to find a friend and maybe lover
in the bar. She was here to find her sister.

JASON FELT HIS BLOOD heat and his body ignite. Of course, this
was the woman Brett sent to him. It was a good thing. His reaction to her
was off the charts and he didn’t think it would matter if the woman need-
ed his help or not, was sent by Brett or not. If she hadn’t been his contact,
he would have damn well blown off his old friend and taken a few days,
or weeks, to make this witchy woman his own. At least for a short time.

What the hell was this woman—this soul that lit up with the essence
of summer and sin—doing in a place like this? She shouldn’t look com-
fortable here, in control. But somehow, she did.

He arranged for this bar to be their contact point on purpose. With
the sole intention of making her run far in the opposite direction, calling
him with the information he would need. This bar was a hell hole, filled
with men who didn’t smile and often didn’t bathe. He was dead sure it
would scare her off. He didn’t believe that she would even show up.
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And she walked in the door as if she owned the place—or could if
she wanted to. There was no fear or disgust on her face. Just a small inter-
nal smile.

And why was he acting like such an idiot? Staking a claim, threaten-
ing to blow off a friend for a woman. This wasn’t the way he did things.
The thoughts of claiming her felt right, but they were foreign to his na-
ture. Damn it all to hell. What was going on?

Suddenly, he remembered his little two-year-old grand-niece Ahna,
whispering in his ear, “GeeUnca, you light coming.”

She had said the words to him at the family reunion last weekend
when the extremely empathetic child had felt the darkness dragging him
down. But what if Gypsy was his light? What if Ahna had somehow
known about her?

If she did and Gypsy was meant for him—then the bright light of the
sun was standing right in front of him and he was pretty sure he didn’t
want it. The stunning woman looked like heaven and tempted him to
forget all the reasons women like her weren’t a good idea.

They were sweet, kind, human. And not worth the heartbreak.

TO SEE IF GYPSY IS Jason’s light and what he does about it, read
Unduplicated Magic, coming soon!
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