

    
        
          Bloodline of Shadow and Light

        

        
        
          Lisa M. Jordan

        

        
          Published by Lisa M. Jordan, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BLOODLINE OF SHADOW AND LIGHT

    

    
      First edition. July 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lisa M. Jordan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231711406

    

    
    
      Written by Lisa M. Jordan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Bloodline of Shadow and Light

Chapter One: The Meadow

Chapter Two: When the Silence Breaks

Chapter Three: The First Dream

Chapter Four: Between Worlds

Chapter Five: The Bargain

Chapter Six: Sight and Sacrifice

Chapter Seven: The Girl Who Lived

Chapter Eight: The Voice Inside

Chapter Nine: No Going Back

Chapter Ten: Waking

Chapter 11: The Echoes Begin

Chapter 12: The First Test

Chapter 13: Marked

Chapter 14: The Therapist’s Truth

Chapter 15: Power and Price

Chapter 16: No Turning Back

Sign up for Lisa M. Jordan's Mailing List

Further Reading: Score Drop

Also By Lisa M. Jordan

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For everyone who said I never would, or never could—watch me. Every day, I prove that no one puts me in a box I don't burn my way out of.

      

    


Author Note

The first seeds of this story showed up in Jacob’s Awakening, tucked inside Miraculous: Tales of the Unknown, and written under my old name—Lisa Marie Pottgen. A name that doesn’t fit anymore. A name that belonged to a version of me that doesn’t exist.

This story’s been through the wringer: reprinted in The Witches Cavern with a small press I’ve since cut loose, reclaimed, and briefly released as a standalone short. But Jacob was never meant to stay small.

Life happened. Writing stopped. For nearly a decade, I didn’t put a single word on the page. And still, Jacob lingered. Whispered. Waited.

Now I’m back—different name, different voice, different fire. This isn’t the same story anymore. It’s been ripped apart, reworked, expanded, and given the space to breathe like it always should’ve had.

New title. New cover. New vibe.

This isn’t just a re-release. It’s a resurrection.

Thanks for coming home with me.
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Chapter One: The Meadow
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The meadow stretched out before him, impossibly green and vibrant—like a memory that didn’t belong to him but refused to leave.

Each blade of grass shimmered in the light, swaying gently in a breeze he couldn’t feel. The sky was too blue. The air, too still. It all looked real but didn’t feel it. Not quite.

At the far edge of the clearing, a small group stood close together—talking, maybe, though no sound reached him. Strangers, every one of them. And yet... he knew them. Deep down. Like names scratched into the back of his mind, waiting to be remembered.

Was it happening again?

That feeling. Like stepping into a place your soul remembers, even when your brain swears you’ve never been there. Déjà vu, some call it. That gut-deep certainty that you’ve stood in this exact spot, heard these exact voices, felt this exact pull—and none of it makes sense.

Yeah. That one.

“There you are! What took you so long, my boy?”

The voice shattered the silence, warm and loud and too familiar. Jacob blinked.

The man who stepped away from the group moved with purpose, his smile easy and steady. But something about him made Jacob’s skin prickle. He looked like he’d been lifted straight from a weathered fairytale—silver-streaked hair, sun-worn face, and that timeless aura that made it impossible to tell if he was sixty or six hundred.

Jacob froze.

The man looked like a stranger, but something about him twined through Jacob’s thoughts like ivy—uninvited, inescapable.

Do I know you?

He squinted, like sharper vision might shake the answer loose.

It was the eyes.

Electric blue. Too vivid. Too knowing.

They didn’t just belong to someone. They claimed space. Claimed him.

But who?

Jacob’s eyes were emerald green—bright when he was angry, brighter when he was excited (and let’s be honest, anger usually won that tug-of-war). He’d always thought they were a mix of his dad’s ocean-deep sapphire and his mom’s hazel fire. They were his. Anchors to his identity.

But this man’s eyes?

They felt like a key.

To a door Jacob hadn’t realized had been locked.

“We’ve been waiting a long time for you, Jake,” the man said, softer now. Still, the words seemed to hang in the air like they owned it. “I knew you’d find your way here eventually. I can explain everything—make it all make sense. Would you like that?”

Jacob stepped back.

The meadow cracked, just a little—like a dream losing its grip.

The silence pressed in too tightly now.

His palms were slick with sweat.

“I don’t understand,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “What are you talking about?”

The man just smiled.
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Chapter Two: When the Silence Breaks
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“Do not be afraid,” the man said gently. “You are dreaming. I know this must feel overwhelming—frightening, even—but this isn’t your first dream like this. And it won’t be the last.”

“Wh-wh-what are you talking about?”

Jacob froze. The words felt strange on his tongue, like wearing a shirt that didn’t belong to him—soft, unfamiliar, but somehow his.

He had never heard it before.

Jacob was nonverbal in the waking world. Speech had always existed behind glass—something he could see but never touch. But here, in this too-bright meadow, words spilled out like they’d been waiting for permission.

“My boy,” the man said, eyes crinkling kindly, “you must’ve wondered about the dreams. I know about them. I know all about them.”

“How is th-that possible?” Jacob asked, the stutter still present, but the words somehow easier now. Like, the rules of the real world don’t apply here.

“Because when I was alive, I had them too.” The man paused, letting the silence sit heavy between them. “My name is Joseph Baxter. Does that sound familiar to you?”

Jacob’s stomach twisted.

“Joseph Baxter.” The name rang in Jacob’s bones like a song he didn’t know he knew.

No. It couldn’t be. That name belonged to stories, to pictures on mantels and whispered arguments behind doors.

Joseph Baxter was his grandfather.

He’d never met him. Not really. Just stories passed down like heirlooms—half-polished, half-faded. Just photographs: sepia ghosts of a younger man, tall and broad-shouldered, eyes lit with mischief like they knew something the world didn’t.

The man standing before Jacob now was different. Thinner. Worn. His frame bowed by age—or something heavier. But the eyes...

Those electric-blue eyes hadn’t changed.

“Hard to wrap your head around, isn’t it?” Joseph said, as if reading the shock etched across Jacob’s face. “But it’s true. I’ve been watching over you since the day you were born. Knew right away you were different. Special. Like me.”

He took a step closer. “You have the gift I spent my life trying to bury. Trying to outrun.”

Jacob’s heart thudded like it was trying to break free. Every part of him screamed impossible—but the dream wouldn’t let him wake.

“My time was different,” Joseph continued. “Back then, no one believed in what they couldn’t see. And the ones who could see? We were called crazy. Heretics. In another century, they’d have strung us up or burned us alive.”

“Witches?” Jacob asked. The word felt absurd—but it hit like a brick.

Joseph chuckled. “Don’t get too caught up in labels. We’re not witches exactly.” He grinned, a spark of that old mischief flickering. “Then again... we’re not not, either.”

He tilted his head, considering.

“Think more Psychic Hotline at 3 a.m. than spell-slinging broom jockeys,” Joseph said, a smirk tugging at his lips. “Do those still run?”

“Y-yes.”

“Right. We’re closer to that. But even that’s not quite it. What we have... it’s rarer. Deeper. There’s a reason you’ve always known things—before they happened.”

“O-okay. I d-don’t understand.”

“You will,” Joseph said, his voice gentler now. “We come from a long line of men who could see the edges of the future. Not clearly. Not like a movie reel. But glimpses. Warnings. Whispers. You’ve felt it, haven’t you? That pull in your chest when something’s about to go sideways—like the air itself changes?”

“I-I... I th-think so.”

“That’s part of it, Jakey.”

Jacob’s breath caught.

Jakey.

Nobody had called him that in years. Not since—

Grandma.

She was the only one who ever called him that.

Jakey.

Soft. Safe. Hers.

And she had died when he was eight years old—just a boy clutching a worn sweater and a grief too big for his hands.

Right around the time the dreams began.
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