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This book is a dark urban fantasy filled with violence, underage pregnancies, and sexual assault.  The main character is mated to immortal beings that she meets at a young age.  She doesn’t have a relationship with them in this book.  Some intimacy is shown, but only emotional.  This is also a spin-off of The Children of Ipswich series. Your mental health matters. 
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Prologue
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Thea

Two men dragged a young woman into a cell and threw her to the ground.  One held her down by the arms as she fought against his grip, while the other pulled down his pants and kneeled between her legs.  He lifted the skirt of her dress over her knees as she tried to kick him away.

He leaned over her and glared.  “Don’t worry, Primrose.  I will make sure to make you feel good before you are executed.”

Primrose struggled harder as she screamed, “Gabriel, please save me.” Then she cried out as he pressed into her.

...

I jolted awake, looked around the living room, rubbed my eyes, and groaned from lack of sleep.  I had the same dream every night, which felt more like a vision.  My mother smacked the coffee table in frustration after I had fallen asleep again, and I flinched.

I rubbed my eyes and said, “Sorry, Mom.  I haven’t been sleeping well recently.”

​She sighed and sat in front of me.  “It’s okay. I know you’ve been waking up a lot at night, screaming.  May I ask what you’ve been dreaming about?”

I cleared my throat. “It was about a woman being raped by a man.  She was being held down, and she looked like a prisoner in a jail cell.  I don’t know.  It’s just a dream I’ve been having for a few weeks now.”

My mother walked over to me and rubbed my back.  “Don’t worry about it.  It’s probably just a dream.”

A knock sounded at the door, and my mom got up to answer it.  “Hello, Pierce.  How are you doing today?  We were just doing some schoolwork, but I think Thea needs a break.  So, great timing.”

Pierce walked into the living room and eyed me as I lay my head back on the coffee table.  “You okay, Thea?  You seem tired.”

I closed my eyes and nodded.  “I haven’t been sleeping well lately.  I’ve been having dreams – or nightmares- for the last few weeks.”

​He rubbed my arms after sitting down in front of me.  “Can you tell me what happened in the dreams? I might be able to help you.”

I raised my head.  “I don’t know how to explain it. I feel like it’s something from a past life.  Do you know a woman from the witch trial era named Primrose?  I’ve been dreaming about her and a girl named Gyda.”

Pierce’s eyes widened- not in surprise, but in recognition.  The name clearly meant something to him.  His posture stiffened, and the color drained from his face.  I opened my mouth to ask if he was alright, but the clink of porcelain cut through the moment as my mother placed a plate of food in front of us.

She glanced at Pierce.  “Are you okay?  You look pale, like you’re scared of something.”

His eyes met my mother’s, and he quickly stood, turning his gaze back to me.  “Did you say Primrose? How do you know that?  We never told you about her.”

I flinched as my mother froze, the plate tilting in her hand.  She glared at me.  The glare wasn’t angry; it was fear.  “How do you know that name, Thea?” She asked, reaching for me quickly.

She pulled me to my feet, grabbed me by the shoulders, and shook me.  I closed my eyes and said, “I’ve been having dreams about her.  Am I in trouble because of something I couldn’t control? I don’t know what’s going on.”

​My mother let go of me and said, “Pierce, head home and tell your father what’s going on.”  She walked over to him, leaned down to his ear, and whispered so quietly that all I caught was, “Her powers might be awakening.”

Pierce ran out of the house.  My stomach dropped, and my vision blurred. 

POWERS! AWAKENING!

It couldn’t be happening.  I couldn’t accept it.  I don’t have powers.

“No,” I whispered, stepping back from my mother.  “No, this can’t be real.”
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Chapter 1
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Pierce

I rushed into my home and straight to my dad’s office.  I cleared my throat, and he turned around in his chair.  His dark brown eyes glared at me.  His dark skin stood out against his blue button-down as he rose from his seat.

I straightened.  “I was just at Thea’s, and she said she was dreaming about Primrose.  Her mother told me to tell you that her powers might be awakening.  What’s going on? I thought her powers wouldn’t show until she was thirteen.”

​ My father smacked the desk hard enough to make it shudder, his growl thick with fury. 

Why is he acting like this is bad?  Is he afraid of what’s happening with Thea? Could it be that bad? 

“Damn it.” His voice was tight. “It’s too soon.  If her powers awaken now, she could destroy our people.  We need to head over there and have a discussion with her parents.”

​ My eyes widened.  I had sealed Thea’s fate the second I walked through this door.  I shouldn’t have said anything.  Now I’m worried he won’t give her the training she needs.   

“What’s going to happen to Thea? We can’t send her away with no training, Dad.  We’ve done it for years, but we gave them some training before sending them to the town.”

He walked over to me and grabbed my shoulder. “We have to do whatever we must.  There are several people we need to consider.  She has a family that is eager to see her again.”

My head dropped as he let me go, and I followed him out of the house.

...

A few minutes later, we were at Thea’s house, knocking on her front door.  Thea’s father, Darren, answered and invited us into the living room.  My father sat on the couch, crossed his legs, and leaned back as Darren sat across from him.

Darren dropped his head.  “I guess you know what’s going on.  I don’t think it’s her powers, Alonzo.  I think she’s just being shown what may have happened to Primrose.”

My father frowned and leaned forward, placing his elbows on his thighs.  “I understand you don’t want to send her away yet, but I need to think of the greater good.”

I looked up to see Thea standing in the doorway.  She walked over to the other couch and sat down, waiting to enter the conversation.

...

Thea

I entered the living room of my family’s house and sat on the leather couch next to my father.  He looked up to meet my eyes.  Pierce Scott glared at me from across the room, his arms crossed over his chest as he breathed heavily.  I shrugged and stuck my tongue out at him, trying to calm him down.

Pierce’s face grew red, his hands forming fists, and his father, Alonzo Scott, placed a hand on his shoulder.  I pushed my hair out of my face as Alonzo addressed us.  “Thea and Pierce, stop causing issues with each other.  Darren, we need to discuss what we will do about Thea since her powers will soon show themselves.”

Darren ran a hand down his face and reached over to grab my hand.  I closed my eyes as he spoke.  “On her thirteenth birthday, like everyone from her bloodline.  Why does it matter right now?  Other than the things she dreamed about, there is no evidence they are going to appear anytime soon.”

Alonzo glared at him and stood.  He strolled over to my father and placed a hand on his shoulder.  “Her family was always put in Sable Line to protect ourselves.  So, what if we send her a few years early?”

I swallowed audibly as I realized he was sending me away.  Darren groaned, his body starting to shake.  “You can’t send her away early.  We are not ready to send her yet.  We need to train her here first.”

I grabbed Darren’s arm as he tried to stand, trying to shield myself from Alonzo.  Darren looked at me and took a few deep breaths.  “Dad, what’s going on?  Why do they want to send me away?”

Alonzo glared as I pulled on Darren’s arm, trying to get his attention.  I sobbed as Alonzo walked over to me and swatted my hands off Darren.  “You are a magical being and need to be sent away to save humanity.  You are an enemy to the world; we need you hidden away.”

I shook my head as his hand touched my shoulder, and I flinched away.  “I don’t have any magic powers.  I can’t do spells, and you act like I’m dangerous, but I’m not.  Why do you treat me so differently from the other children in our group?”

Alonzo closed his eyes as Pierce tried to approach me.  His father grabbed his arm, pushing him back, and snarled at him.  “Your lineage shouldn’t exist.  A witch and a witch hunter shouldn’t have mated.  Everyone before you had their powers at thirteen and has been removed from our society.  You are different for some reason.”

Darren stood, pushed me toward the kitchen, and grabbed Alonzo’s arm as he tried to reach for me.  “Thea, you need to leave this room so I can finish this conversation with Alonzo.  I will come get you once we are done.”

I walked into the kitchen, grabbed a rag, and washed the dishes.  My mother strolled in, her hair in a messy bun that bounced as she moved.  “Thea, you don’t need to do the dishes.  I thought you were in the meeting with your father.”

My red, puffy eyes met hers as I turned around, and she pulled me into a hug.  I wrapped my arms around her and sobbed, beginning to shake uncontrollably.  “They want to send me away.  I don’t understand why I have to leave my home.”

Something smashed against the wall as Pierce ran into the kitchen.  He looked around and took a deep breath.  “Can I come in?  My father is making the situation worse, and I don’t want to die today.”

My mother walked into the office and closed the door behind her.  “She doesn’t need to leave.  We don’t know if she’s going to get her powers at thirteen or if they are coming out now.  If you make her leave, we are going with her.  You already said you can’t lose any more people, but you will if you make her leave.”

We stared at the door as someone hit it, and Alonzo screamed, I will give you a few days to change your mind, but if you leave, I will hunt all of you down and drag you back after killing the girl in front of your eyes.”

My eyes widened as the door flew open and Alonzo stomped into the kitchen.  He ran his fingers through his thick, dark, wavy hair as his eyes narrowed at Pierce.  Pierce approached his father, touched my shoulder briefly, and left with him.

I dropped to the ground, a tear falling from my eyes.  “I’ll pack my things and leave in a few days.”

Darren walked over to me and dropped to his knees, his eyes welling with tears.  He pulled me onto his lap and hugged me. “Thea, you are not leaving without us.  You are too young to be out there on your own.”

I shook my head and stood, wrapping my arms around myself. I have to leave, and no one can follow me.  I don’t want my family to get hurt, and I’m not ready to die yet.  I can find someone to help me.

“Dad, I can’t let you come with me.  Alonzo will make his words come true, but only if you leave with me.”

He looked at me and dropped his head, his fists clenching at his sides.  He hugged me, and I wrapped my arms around him.  “I know you’re scared, but everything will be alright.”

I gave him a small grin and nodded, glancing down at my hands.  I need to know more about this situation.  They’ve hidden a lot from me.

“Can you tell me what I need to do and why they made us leave to bring back the next generation of my descendants?”

Darren dropped his head, running his fingers through his short, salt-and-pepper hair, and scoffed. “Yes, I can.  Let me go get your mother for this conversation.”

I stood with him as he kissed my cheek.  Tears fell as he walked into the other room, and Addison followed him out of the living room.  She said, “Thea, we were hoping this wouldn’t happen, but I guess we need to tell you everything now before you leave us.”

I nodded, and they led me into the other room. Darren sat across from me once we were all seated.

“You are a descendant of Primrose and a guard who also worked as a witch hunter.  When their twins were born, they were separated.  Gyda was given to the Scotts to look after, and another child was given to a group of witches who lived a few hours away.”

I leaned toward him and gulped as I began to tremble.  “What does that have to do with me?”

Darren sighed, rubbing his hands down his face, and groaned. 

Why does it feel like my parents are trying to lie to me?

“The Scotts decided they didn’t want her, and his second-in-command took her in, which is my family.  As the child grew, they started to notice she wasn’t normal.  She saw things before they happened.  She used magic by thirteen, and they sent her away to Sable Line.”

I clenched my jaw and closed my eyes, letting out a slow breath.  My fists tightened as I looked at them. “How did my lineage continue?”

He smiled faintly as he leaned forward.  “We’re not sure.  The offspring are returned to us after the mother gives birth.”

I sighed and stood from my seat.  I glanced at them and wiped my eyes as more tears escaped.  “I guess I should start packing so I can be out of here before Alonzo comes back in a few days.”

He nodded as I headed upstairs to pack a few things before I left.  My mom began getting dinner ready, smacking the pots and pans against the surfaces, while I started packing the necessary items I would need when I left.
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Pierce

My father and I left Darren’s house and walked back home.  I had to jog to keep up with him.  Once we got there, he held the door open.  I walked in, and he followed, slamming it shut behind him.

I flinched at the sound as he stormed toward me. “Don’t ever try to protect that girl again.  She doesn’t belong here and isn’t someone you should be willing to protect.”

He grabbed my shoulder and shook me.  I pulled free of his grip and moved out of arm’s reach.  “The laws need to change, Dad.  We’ve been doing this for centuries, and things need to change.  We let Thea’s father die for no reason other than wanting to be with the person he loved.  They can’t even leave and learn about the outside world.”

His eyes narrowed in anger as he paced the entryway of our home. “You know nothing, boy, and I won’t let you throw away everything we’ve worked for.  Those people are dangerous, and we don’t know enough about them.  If you want to set them free, then try, but I won’t let them murder our people.”

I frowned as he glared at me, waiting for me to challenge him.  “I may not know everything, but neither do you.  We keep them locked in Sable Line like they’re animals.  They’re a secret from the world, and if that’s true, how do you know they’re dangerous?”

He stalked forward slowly and sneered at me. “We are taught what they have done to us.  And if you’re going to protect witches, I need to show you what we will do to you.”

He charged at me.  I closed my eyes, waiting for the impact.

Where is it?  

I opened my eyes.  He had stopped and turned away, heading to his office and slamming the door behind him. 

I huffed, turned, and ran out of the house, down to the park on our street.
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Thea

A few hours later, I left my room and entered the kitchen, the scent of chicken and rice filling the air.  My mother danced around to upbeat music as she cooked dinner.

I leaned against the doorway and smiled. I’m going to miss catching her dancing around the house. 

She turned toward me and froze, and I laughed. “I see you’re having fun.”

She laughed and scratched the back of her head.  She strolled to the oven, swaying her hips to the music, opened it, and checked the breaded chicken inside.  “You bet I am.  I need something good in my life since I’m losing my daughter.  But can you get your father? Dinner is ready.”

I walked out of the kitchen and into the living room.  My father sat in his oversized leather armchair, puffing on a cigar as he watched TV.

“Dad, dinner is ready.”

He grinned, stood from his seat, and hugged me.  Tears fell from his eyes as he tightened his embrace. “I hate that he is doing this to you, of all people.”

I wrapped my arms around him and buried my face in his chest.  I started to cry.  I don’t think I can leave without them.  “It had to be this way.  It’s what is supposed to happen.  They’ve done it with every generation since the beginning.”

He narrowed his eyes and released me.  He grabbed my shoulders.  “That doesn’t make it right.  We could use your powers for good.  Our way of life needs to change for the better.”

I shook his hands off my shoulders, and we walked into the kitchen.  “With everything that happened during the trials, I can understand their lack of trust in witches.  I can understand why they would be afraid of me.”

He huffed as he sat at the kitchen table.  He closed his eyes and leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table.  “They should have been training all of you from the time you could walk.  But I guess you’ll be able to meet your mother, and she should be able to protect you.”

I intertwined my hands as I thought about Primrose.  She never hurt anyone with her powers but was killed for being a witch. I feel like there is a bigger story here​​​​. “Why don’t they let our mothers come back after we are born?”

My mother coughed and put her fork down.  She ran a hand down her shirt and closed her eyes.  “To protect our people.  Some still live within Sable Line for centuries.  You might be able to find out more from them.”

My brows lifted as my head shot up, and my eyes widened. There are still people living there. “Wait, people still live there?  I thought it was only going to be my biological mother.”

My father smacked the table and glared at me.  “We will not talk about her in our household.  She cursed our family.  Of course, we love you, but she took our son from us.”

My eyes widened as I shrank back in my seat and hugged myself. “Why? What did she do?  How do you know she killed your son?”

My mother put food on her plate and groaned as she sat back. “Your mother had sex with our son, and she stabbed him afterward.  She told people he raped her, but no one believed her.”

I glanced down at my hands, fidgeting with my fingers.  I placed my fork on my plate and pushed it away. “But what if no one is allowed to leave, and we can’t come back once we go? He also said that he would kill me if both of you left.”

My father closed his eyes, his lip quivering, as he ran his hands through his hair.  “The youth can go because we have to keep your bloodline going, but every time that member leaves, they turnup dead or are never found.”

My eyes welled with tears as his ran down his cheeks.  I crossed my arms over my chest.  “How do you know she wasn’t raped, since so many died at the hands of my ancestors?  Don’t forget Jenson was the last name of the man who raped and impregnated Primrose before she was executed.”

My mother blinked away her tears as she leaned back in her chair.  “She seduced him, and he died the same day as her, and was killed by her lover, Gabriel.  Their kind are dangerous and will kill anyone who hurts them.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, holding back my tears.  I know what they’re saying is wrong.  I saw everything in my dreams. “Were you there?  I’ve been having dreams of the day she was raped.  He had guards hold her down while he forced himself inside her.  She was yelling for someone named Gabriel to come and save her.  You don’t call that seduction.”

My mother looked at my father in horror. I’ve been seeing this every night.​​​​ “You can’t say all of that.  We hid that information from every generation.”

I smacked the table and jumped up from my chair.  They haven’t listened to anything I’ve been saying. “It was shown to me weeks ago, Mom.  I don’t know why.  Are you sending men to rape every generation that comes from my bloodline?  Why won’t you just let us find happiness?  Why do we have to be violated?”

My father dropped his head as he pushed himself out of his seat.  He moved to my side of the table and crossed his arms.  “We want to change everything because you are our granddaughter.  I don’t know what has happened with the recent generations or why this keeps happening to your bloodline, but we want to change it.”

I shook my head and wrapped my arms around myself as I stepped away from him. “I’m leaving in the morning, so don’t worry about me.  I will protect myself from whoever comes to take me.”

My mother rolled her eyes as I walked toward the hallway.  I didn’t look back at them as she asked, “Where are you going, Thea?  You need to eat.  You have a long journey ahead of you tomorrow.”

I walked out of the kitchen.  I refuse to listen to this bullshit anymore tonight. “I lost my appetite.  I’m going to bed.”

They called out to me, but I couldn’t be around them anymore. They lied to me about everything.  I need to run before anyone can do anything to me. 

I walked into my room and packed my backpack. 

I didn’t want to leave.  God, I didn’t.  I wanted to believe my parents, or at least believe they loved me enough to protect me, but the truth was uglier than
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