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Dear Reader:

Meaning of Bree: “Strength or exalted one.”

Meaning of Somner: Noun. (obsolete) A summoner; especially, one who summons to an ecclesiastical court.
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BREE’S BROTHER, HER only remaining family, has been kidnapped. She’s racing against the clock to find him before he ends up in the Grey Area, the land of no return. 

Nikolas tries to protect her, but his castle can only hold her for so long.

As a new protector for humans, can she protect herself?
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Bree

Blood pounded hard through Bree’s veins. Her jaw tensed as moisture clung to her forehead. An electrifying shudder reverberated through her.

They’ve got my brother. They’re taking him to the Grey Area? To the dead place?

She left the Majenta Hospital for Humans west wing where he’d been staying and got onto her hover bike that she had parked outside. Determination coursed through her blood. She was going to find Luis and get him back if it was the last thing she ever did.

Someone’s asking for an ass-kicking! No one messes with my family. No one.

The vehicle lifted a few feet off the ground, the motor spun and blue light emitted from beneath it as she swiftly moved through the streets of Majenta, the wind blowing through her ebony curls.

Bree had come to terms with the fact that she was half-mage. She had magic in her bloodline from powerful witches and had just come of age at twenty-three. She could tell no one, especially since the droid revolution had taken over ninety percent of human jobs and trolls and droids controlled the state and kept humans, weres and vampires in check while hunting down anyone with magical abilities. 

Not even her employer, the Protection Agency for Humans, could know she was half mage. Her friend Phyliss who owned the Charms store knew her secret as she was half-witch too. 

As her hover bike moved swiftly through the streets, the deep red sunset lighting the sky, the city lights on the buildings illuminated and her skin prickled.

Bree sensed a strange energy force a few feet away. It wasn’t coming from any of the vehicles nearby.

She was being followed.

Cloaked, dark shadows appeared on either side of her.

Demon shadows.

She increased the speed on her hover bike to outrun them.

Her watch buzzed. She initiated the bluetooth in her ear. “Speak,” she said.

“Bree, are you all right?” Nikolas’s deep, silky voice slid into her ears. Her heart turned over in her chest. Why was her body always responding to him like that? And why now, at a time like this?

“No. I’m not. I was on my way to you. I’m being followed by demon shadows.”

“I’ll be right there.”

“Nikolas, I’ve got this!”

Before she could finish her sentence he had hung up.

Her heart pounded fiercely in her chest. Her blood heated and it had nothing to do with the evening humidity.

Her energy was draining from her all of a sudden and her worry for her brother eclipsed her other fears.

“Bree,” her grandmother, Ma-Rae’s voice slipped into her mind. “Focus, child. You can do it. Keep your mind on getting out of there. Don’t think about Luis now. Just get out of there.”

“But he’s in trouble,” Bree shot back, her breath quickening with every beat of her heart.

He was her only living relative now. She had to protect him. She had to defend him. She had to find him.

“The worrying about him is weighing you down, child. Worry carries too much dead weight and it does nothing. Focus. See yourself getting out of there. Use your magic, Bree. Use your magic. You need all your strength to fight them, Bree. Where your thoughts go, your energy flows.”

The words lingered in her mind.

Yeah, yeah. All this crap talk about thoughts and energies. But was Ma-Rae right?

Or was Bree hallucinating?

Were the demons slowly slipping into her mind without her realizing it? She had to use her blocking power to keep them from penetrating her mind.

She was still getting used to the magic that flowed through her blood. It was electric. Empowering. Overwhelming. But like all power, she had to know how to manage it and to use it for good. She had to control it, preserve it and use it only when absolutely necessary. She had to know how to manipulate it—or it could be the worst thing that ever happened to her. She had to know what the heck to do with it.

Take care of yourself, Bree. Every part of you.

If you don’t, who will?

You’ve got one life.

One chance to do it right.

Bree made a swift right turn on 11th Avenue between two narrow office buildings, then made another quick swerve to the left, weaving in and out of sight. 

The shadows were gaining on her. 

She could feel the heaviness of their weight in the atmosphere surrounding them, their dead energy. 

Resist.

She had to resist their negative energy. The universe was nothing more than a sea of energy, connecting species, connecting surroundings. She had to be careful what she was drawn to, what she thought about. Thoughts were energy. She had to direct her energy into getting away fast. 

She knew what she was doing.

She was getting as far away from areas where humans interacted. The last thing she would want was to fight off demon shadows in front of human witnesses with their cell phones recording everything.

She couldn’t risk exposing her magic to the world.

She couldn’t let a living soul know she possessed magical blood. 

Her hover bike turned again. She was losing steam again. The hover bike suddenly vibrated. Her eyes darted to her gauge. She hadn’t powered it up in the last few hours. She needed more solar power, but the sky was already turning dark.

She focused on the gauge.

You can do this, Bree. You’ve got this.

She tightened her grip on the handles and whispered a few powerful incantations. Heat traveled from her body, vibrating through her blood to the bike. Before long, she’d managed to transfer some of her energy to the hover bike to keep it going. 

Some of that magic blood was hard at work inside her now.

She was outside of another café. There were humans in there. She couldn’t afford to stop now. She couldn’t afford to fight the demon shadows off there.

Bree closed her eyes briefly and sent thought energies to Phyliss, hoping her newfound magic would work to connect with her telepathically for backup. She sent another message to Crystia using the same magic.

She had to go. One. Step. Further.

Moments later, Bree pulled up in a dark alley. She stopped her hover bike and got off, taking off her helmet.

She felt their presence, heavy and dark, but she couldn’t see them. Not just yet.

Her eyes darted in every direction as the wind swirled loose papers and garbage on the ground. She walked toward a street lamp.

All kinds of thoughts slid into Bree’s mind. Did they have her brother? Was he even alive? What have they done with him? Were they really planning to take him to the Grey Area outside the city?

She wondered if this had anything to do with the demon king. He’d already executed her parents because they held a secret. Was he going to finish off Luis too? Luis had been at the house that fateful night when the demon king and his followers paid their parents a visit. The authorities found him in a coma. He’d been in a coma ever since.

Bree would be damned if anything ever happened to her little brother. She’d stop at nothing to protect her only remaining family member.

She heard footsteps around the corner.

She had to fight them. She could not ignore them. Confront and eliminate them or they’d never stop.

“Who’s there?” Bree reached into her hair and pulled out her clip. She had thought the vintage clip given to her by Ma-Rae possessed magical powers or that it was possessed. Now Bree knew that it was she who had the magic all along and transferred her own energy to the clip, the one accessory her grandmother told her to never be without.

Bree held the clip out and it began to vibrate. Heat radiated from it. The comb morphed into a sword: beautiful, dangerous and glowing. She held the sword at her side. A tall man crept out from behind one of the street lamps and limped toward her.

“State your name,” she said in her most authoritative voice. She had to remember that she was now a protector with the Protection Agency for Humans. She had the right to question any being, especially after dark. She was ready to hand out tickets for violations if necessary.

The tall figure kept limping towards her. Her heart sped in her chest, racing like a galloping race horse, beating hard and fast.

Fear.

She sensed something.

Fear was that feeling induced by perceived danger or threat that happened in most types of organisms. It caused a change in metabolic and organ functions and ultimately a change in behaviour.

Most times























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE BREE SOMNER CHRONICLES BOOK TWO

S. A. RICHARDS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





