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You are the bows from which your children as living arrows are sent forth. 
Khalil Gibran, The Prophet, (1923) "On Children"
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DEDICATION 

For my sister, Sonya. I love you more. 

Forever Them Brown Girls.

Stay up to date on new releases, book events, special discounts. You'll also have the chance to be included in the monthly drawing for subscriber appreciation prizes!  Click here  or  visit my website and click Subscribe! 

You are the bows from which your children as living arrows are sent forth.  Khalil Gibran, The Prophet, "On Children"
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A note to readers
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BEFORE YOU BEGIN, I want to make something very clear: this horror novel is a work of dystopian satire. What does that mean? That means it’s intentionally over the top, a bit outrageous and even ridiculous at times; however, you need to know that the original concept is rooted in a sad reality. 

Years ago, I stumbled upon an online community of white women who desired to have mixed babies. In these forums, they shared photos of their black partners, speculating on the particular features their babies might have. Swapping photos of random mixed babies found on the internet, they gushed over all of the reasons they wanted one; like the brown skin tones – but not too brown like them; and the silky but lightly textured hair - but not too textured like them. There were also women in the group who were simply “fans” for lack of a better word. They didn’t have babies nor planned to have any, but they hung around to chat like one might hang out in a beanie baby collectible forum. 

And when the members succeeded in giving birth, they would flood the forum with photos of the baby, so everyone could gush over how excited they were to see what color the skin would turn. Even expressing concern that the baby’s hair might curl a little bit too much, after all, they’d only ordered small amounts of blackness, not the whole kaboodle.

I knew immediately that this topic was going to make a great horror story one day, but at the time, it just seemed too crazy for me to get my arms – and fingers – around. But the things I’ve seen - oh, the things I’ve seen - in 2025 alone, I figured nothing is too crazy anymore.

By the way, the mixed baby forums still exist in 2025. I hope they don’t get any ideas from this story. After all, it’s only make-believe, right?
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Prologue
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DETROIT, 1985

When the lab technician departed for the night, the door slammed shut, Myron excitedly noted the time. He had been eagerly waiting for Carissa to exit so he and Dr. Berkowitz could resume their crucial experiment - the one poised to transform the world. The lab was charged with an undeniable energy that day, and Myron could sense it pulsating throughout the room, reverberating off the walls. He nearly held his breath as he watched excitedly for the signal to begin.

The doctor spun his chair away from the desk and began assembling his tools on the metal tray.

“Got any big plans this weekend, Myron?” He asked casually, laying syringes on a folded towel.

“Yeah, taking my girl to the movies,” replied 18-year-old Myron Mason as he hopped onto the exam table. They had a routine and he fell right into step without hesitation. He was anxious to get this session over with so he could pick up Theresa’s birthday gift before their date. The extra money he earned as a guinea pig was going toward this antique sapphire stone ring he’d been paying on for months. The payment for this evening’s session was all he needed to get the ring out and present it to her.

Of course, the extra bonus was that he was helping Dr. Berkowitz in his research of a life-changing treatment for...he didn’t quite understand what it was for. But he knew it was important because the doctor told him so.

“Well, that’s wonderful to hear! What are you going to see?” Dr. Berkowitz continued chatting, opening a cabinet filled with jars of specimens floating in liquid. He removed one of the jars and brought it to Myron’s bed side, leaving the cabinet door open. 

“This crazy movie called Warning Sign. Have you heard of it, Doctor?”

Berkowitz chuckled. “Indeed, I have. Lie down,” He commanded, his mood suddenly turning more serious. Myron dutifully obeyed, positioning himself on his back with his arms outstretched.

"What are we trying this time?" Myron asked, as the doctor applied and tightened the leather restraints on his wrists and ankles. The room seemed to grow smaller and the specimens in their jars appeared to shift and writhe when he wasn't looking directly at them.

He turned to face Myron holding a syringe filled with a substance that seemed to move inside the glass - not quite liquid, not quite solid, with flecks of something that might have been sand or glitter suspended throughout.

""Something that will unlock your true potential, my son," Dr. Berkowitz replied softly, with the calm precision of a predator. “Wolf DNA for enhanced senses and aggression, serpent genetics for improved reflexes, and a few... special additions of my own design." 

With his free hand, he gave each leather strap an extra tug to tighten, then swiftly plunged the needle into Myron's extended vein. He was trapped. 

"Wait," Myron whispered, struggling against the bonds. "I don't think I want to do this one." 

Dr. Berkowitz offered the most terrifying smile Myron had ever seen. "What we want is irrelevant. What matters is what you can become, what we can achieve here. Right now." 

Myron winced as the site of the injection started to burn and the fire began spreading through his veins. Almost immediately, his vision began to fill with waves of vivid color, his eardrums ached over a screeching sound from somewhere else in the room, and his nostrils burned as he could suddenly smell the sharp odors of the chemicals lining the shelves around the lab. Fear, excitement, more fear, but underneath it all, something wild was awakening in his soul. 

Then the pain showed up with a boom, crackling like thunder inside of his head. 

Myron's back arched violently as his bones began to move beneath his skin, lengthening and reshaping with cracks and pops that fired through the quiet of the lab and bounced off of the sterile walls. He howled as his fingernails lengthened and curved into claws that dug grooves into the metal table. His face distorted and his jaw stretched open; new teeth pushed through his gumline - sharp, pointed teeth clearly intended to tear into flesh. 

"Fascinating," Dr. Berkowitz observed, stepping back to a safe distance to making notes on a clipboard as Myron continued to writhe in agony. "The transformation is proceeding much faster than anticipated." 

Myron tried his best to scream above the roar of a freight train rushing through his head, but what came out of his mouth instead was something between human and animal - something like a mixture of rage and pain bursting from a part of his body that had never existed before this moment. The restraints squealed under the tension as his muscles bulged and strained against them. 

His eyes, when they opened, glowed with a feral yellow light, pupils contracted to vertical slits that tracked Dr. Berkowitz's every movement with predatory intensity.

"Excellent," the doctor said, stepping closer - carefully - to examine his handiwork. His voice choked with excitement and he licked his lips. "This is incredible - "

Myron's chemically-enhanced reflexes struck faster than Dr. Berkowitz could react. Snapping free of one restraint, his arm reached up to rake its claws across the doctor's face, opening four parallel wounds from temple to throat. 

Dr. Berkowitz stumbled backward, pressing a hand to his bleeding face, his expression shifting from scientific fascination to genuine fear, before changing back to fascination. This was what he wanted, no? Results? He could not be afraid in the face of success! 

An acrid burning smell filled the air and smoke rose from Myron’s hair as the ends glowed and burned. Afraid to move closer to pat out the flames, the doctor was frozen as he contemplated his options, but as he hesitated in fear, the flames rippled across the boy’s head before extinguishing itself.

"I’m taking you back down now," he said, reaching
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