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      Every town has stories of its past, and Havenwood Falls is no different. And when the town’s residents include a variety of supernatural creatures, those historical tales often become Legends. This is but one . . .

      Witch hunter Marie Blackstone has always planned to follow in her mother’s ways, learning to control her power and live at peace with their coven neighbors. During her first foray into playing ambassador to the witches, she meets Judson Carter. He is everything she wants in a man—and everything her brother hates.

      Dante Blackstone has craved power from a young age. After the death of his and Marie’s mother, his hatred for the witches grows into madness. For Dante, a witch’s mere presence triggers an undeniable urge to end the creature’s existence.

      Seeking freedom from her brother’s vendetta and to find a new way to live, Marie joins Judson and other supernatural beings as they set out in search of a new home and a new way of life. The traveling band makes its way across rough, uncharted terrain, with no idea where they’re heading or how long it will take to find the perfect place.

      Trouble is inevitable along the way, but for Marie, the worst comes in the form of Dante and his following of rogue witch hunters. They’re intent on finding his “lost” family to bring her back into the hunter’s way of life—even if that means eradicating any witch who gets in their way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LEGENDS OF HAVENWOOD FALLS BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Lost in Time by Tish Thawer

        Dawn of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        Redemption’s End by Eric R. Asher

        Trapped Within a Wish by Brynn Myers

        Blood and Damnation by Belinda Boring

        Fated Beginnings by E.J. Fechenda

        Emeline by Katie M. John

        Released From a Curse by Brynn Myers

        A Pack of Lies by Kallie Ross

        Kiss the Ashes by Desiree Lafawn

        Hidden Truths by Colleen Nye

        Wrath and Retribution by Belinda Boring

        Changing Fate by Char Webster

        Rise of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        The Drowning Bride by Seven Jane

      

      

      
        
        Also try the main Havenwood Falls series; the YA line, Havenwood Falls High; the darker, sexier side of town, Havenwood Falls Sin & Silk; and the local supernatural college, Sun & Moon Academy.

      

        

      
        Stay up to date at www.HavenwoodFalls.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        Subscribe to our reader group and receive free stories and more!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY MORGAN WYLIE

          

        

      

    

    
      YA FANTASY

      
        
        Silent Orchids (Book 1)

        Veiled Shadows (Book 2)

        Daegan (Novella 2.5)

        Fractured Darkness (Book 3)

        Fading Light (Book 4)

        The Sol-Lumieth (Forthcoming)

        The Rise of the Paladin (An Alandria Short Story Prequel~Free with Newsletter subscription)

      

      

      YA PARANORMAL/SUPERNATURAL:: HAILEY: THE NECROMANCER (A SHADOW REALM NOVELLA 1)

      
        
        JAX: The Doppelgänger (A Shadow Realm Novella 2)

        WILLOW (A Shadow Realm Novella 3) (Forthcoming)

        SOLANGE: (A Shadow Realm Novella 4) (Forthcoming)

      

      

      NA/ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE:: RYLEN (THE TANGLED WEB BOOK 1)

      
        
        MATHER (The Tangled Web Book 2)

        JET (A Tangled Web Novella)

        ENOCK (Forthcoming)

        LUCIUS (Forthcoming)

      

      

      
        
        ADDITIONAL COLLECTIONS:

      

      

      
        
        Reawakened (A Havenwood Falls High Novella)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      DAWN OF THE WITCH HUNTERS

      A LEGENDS OF HAVENWOOD FALLS NOVELLA

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MORGAN WYLIE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ang’dora Productions, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2018 Morgan Wylie, Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      Published by

      Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      5621 Strand Blvd, Ste 210

      Naples, FL 34110

      Havenwood Falls and Ang’dora Productions and their associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Ang’dora Productions, LLC.

      

      Cover design by Regina Wamba at reginawamba.com

      

      Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the owner of this book.

      

      Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Redemption’s End

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To YOU the readers, whether this is your first introduction to Havenwood Falls or the Blackstone family of witch hunters, or if you are already an honorary member of the town like we all wish to be, I thank you for being here!

      

      

      

      
        
        I hope you enjoy the origins of the Blackstone family and their epic adventure across the country, searching for the place we all long to be whether in the past or present . . . Havenwood Falls.
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          THE EARLY YEARS

        

      

    

    
      CENTRAL VIRGINIA ~ 1840

      Barefoot, she walked the path padded with moss from her quaint cottage home to the outskirts of a neighboring village. Cessily Blackstone had a meeting with the leader of an unsuspecting coven of witches. She needed this meeting to offer her the answers she sought. Her time was running short, and she knew it. She could feel it in her bones. Since Sarah Stronghold—the leader about to meet her—had gifted her with the ability to sense not only witches near her but also black magic in her vicinity, Cessily could discern even more within herself. Something dark bubbled in her veins. The town doctor wasn’t able to help her. She hadn’t told her family yet—her five young children and her beloved husband, Hank—she couldn’t imagine leaving them behind. Only time and a visit with the witches—her last resort—would tell.

      The grass under her toes sent soothing shivers of joy up her legs, igniting a spring in her step. Though her outlook was grim, she couldn’t help but feel the life and strength of the forest around her, longing for her to commune with it. Her long blond hair flowed behind her as she headed toward the meeting place. As she drew closer, the familiar tingling in her arms gained strength. Over time, she had learned to be at peace with the unusual sensations she knew were not human characteristics. Cessily had learned to control the deep desires to seek out and kill a witch—apparently an undesired side effect of the “gift” she had been given to protect her family.

      She watched her children closely as they matured. Each had developed varying degrees of the same gift, passed down through her, but thankfully diluted by the joining of her human husband. Except for her second eldest, Rodney, who seemed to be fully human. Part of the gift she’d been given allowed her to sense others similar to her as well. Cessily did her best to keep the children away from the witches until they were ready, but the three eldest—LeAnna, Rodney, and Isaiah—knew of their heritage while the two youngest, Dante and Marie, were still in the dark.

      “Cessily, welcome. It has been quite some time since we last spoke,” a female voice came from the other side of a tree as Cessily passed by. With a smile on her face, a woman, possibly in her sixties, wearing a long brown but lightweight cloak with a hood over her head, stepped into the pathway. Tall and willowy, she held her chin high and her head proud.

      Cessily stopped and inclined her head respectfully. “It has indeed. Thank you for meeting with me, Sarah.”

      “How can I be of service to you?”

      “Is there a way to reverse the gift you bestowed on me?” Cessily sighed. “I mean no disrespect, but I am not sure it is having the intended effect as it is passed down to my children. They are reacting differently, each one.”

      Sarah frowned, but kept her eyes trained on Cessily, clearly debating something. “No, I’m afraid it is permanent, Cessily.”

      “Is there anything that can be done to help ease the strongest of the desires for my children? Please don’t misunderstand. I am grateful for how you helped me long ago. But I fear for my children. If they are not able to control the gift as I have learned to do, they might let it get the best of them.”

      “I told you when I awakened this power within you that it would not be an easy road. It is more a responsibility than a gift. You must instruct your children the way I instructed you.” Sarah’s gaze searched Cessily’s face. “What is it you’re not telling me, Cessily?”

      Cessily scratched at the back of her neck and turned her head slightly, as if listening to something.

      “I don’t have much time. I think I am dying, Sarah,” she said, her voice lowered. “And I’ve seen darkness in a couple of my children as the gift awakens within them. I’m scared for them.”

      “Give me your hand,” Sarah demanded, holding out her own palm face up. Cessily placed her hand palm up within Sarah’s. Sarah studied it, drew her index finger along Cessily’s life line, and frowned. A lone tear escaped one of her eyes. “It is true. I am sorry, Cessily.”

      “Is there anything you can do? Any magic that could delay my end? Anything?” Cessily pleaded, desperation escaping her tone. “I’m not ready to die,” she whispered.

      Sarah reached out her other hand and placed it tenderly against Cessily’s cheek. “I am truly sorry. There is nothing I can do. It is the way of nature, and I cannot interfere, even if I could do something.”

      “I understand.”

      “There is more you need to understand . . . more I have not told you about your past, Cessily.” Sarah’s words were slow, hesitant, with a weight Cessily didn’t comprehend.

      “What is it?” Cessily frowned and tilted her head, watching Sarah struggle with something internally.

      “This gift . . . this power you believe I gave you . . .”

      “Yes?” Cessily was concerned. A strange sensation crept up her spine, and chills erupted across her skin.

      “I was not the giver. I led you to believe I gave it to you.”

      “If you did not, who did? What aren’t you telling me now, Sarah?”

      “No one did. Unless you count your ancestors, that is.” Sarah sighed and stepped back from Cessily to gain some needed space. “Cessily, the power you feel, struggle with, gain insight from—your ancestors are the source of it. You are a hunter . . . a witch hunter, to be precise.”

      “What? You did something, though. I could feel the power flow through me when you blessed me all those years ago,” Cessily said, doubt flooding her words.

      “Your power was dormant. All I did was awaken the power within you.”

      “No. I don’t believe you. I felt something come alive from your power. Why would I never know about such a huge anomaly in my family? Why would no one ever tell me? My parents never said anything!” Cessily paced, her hands worrying themselves into a frenzy.

      “Your grandparents asked my mother, the coven leader at the time, to inactivate their powers when they first arrived here from Europe and to never speak of it again. It took very strong magic. It is all written in this journal I brought for you. My mother had it hidden, but I recently found it amongst her things.” From beneath her cloak, Sarah brought out a worn leather book, tied and bound with a long strip of red suede. She held it out for Cessily to take.

      Cessily froze, all but her eyes as they took in the little book.

      “Could it really belong to my family? Could it hold all the secrets you speak of?” she whispered, but doubt laced her tone. Moving slowly closer, she squinted and peered at the ancient tome. Cessily gasped. Her eyes widened in surprise. “I recognize this symbol on the spine.”

      Sarah turned it to see the spine, then handed it to Cessily, who examined it more thoroughly. “This cluster of stars on the spine is also on my shoulder and on each of the children except Rodney.”

      “Then it truly belongs to you,” Sarah acknowledged.

      “You knew all along then? Back when you offered me a gift of protection?” Cessily frowned, attempting to absorb all the information just thrown at her.

      Sarah slowly nodded. “I did. What my nephew . . . what that man did to you, using black magic, was unforgivable. The anger you could have allowed into your soul would have awoken your hunter in an unpleasant way. You would have been overrun with the hunger and desire to hunt and kill all witches. I chose to awaken you in a way to be distinguished as a gift, instead of a reaction to hatred. It allowed you to control and learn your hunting powers more easily. That was my restitution to you, not the actual power.”

      Cessily gave a small smile. “I still am grateful for the sacrifice and offering you made to me and my family. I might not be here otherwise.” She sighed and noted the bright morning sun streaking down through the tree branches, a glimmer of hope in a confusing time. “Do you know much else about my ancestors?”

      “It is all in the book. Read it. I will be here if you still want to talk when you are finished.”

      Cessily nodded. She slanted her head slightly down and to the right, listening, pausing. Her eyebrows pinched, and she bit her lip in concern. “Thank you. I should go. I sense little ones of mine who should not be here.”

      “Blessed be, Cessily Blackstone.”

      “Blessed be, Sarah Stronghold.” Cessily tucked the book protectively to her chest and headed back toward home.

      As she passed the patch of full green shrubbery, she didn’t stop and she didn’t acknowledge the children except to say, “Best hurry along so your daddy doesn’t catch you away from your chores for too long.”

      Cessily kept walking, enjoying everything around her. The flowers woke to greet the day, the sun warmed the path beneath her toes, and the birds and chipmunks greeted each other with friendly chatter. The bush behind her jostled, and the sounds of running feet thudded away from her. She knew her youngest children, Dante and Marie, would have plenty of questions for her when they next saw her. In fact, Cessily had questions of her own. Skirting by the small trickling creek near their home, she found a nice flat boulder in the sun to sit. So she did, and she opened her family’s recorded history—the only one she was aware of—and read.
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        * * *

      

      Within the week, Cessily weakened in both body and mind. Her illness consumed her from the inside out. She had little time left. Her husband Henry Jackson Blackstone—known to his friends as Hank—was one of the most understanding and patient humans she had ever known. He came along her side and lovingly wrapped an arm around her waist, assisting her with his strength. His bright green eyes gazed down upon her face with love and sadness. Her face showed she was slipping away.

      “Cess, you need to tell everything to the little ones—share the new information you have learned with them all. Soon,” her husband encouraged. He walked with her through the fields behind their cottage with rows and rows of vegetables. Barefoot once more, and as she usually was, Cessily nodded her head in quiet response.

      Her family had been excellent farmers before she had grown and married, but Hank had added his expertise of growing grapes to turn into wine. When Cessily married Hank, he understood all she was, including her “extra” abilities. When Sarah, the coven leader, had blessed her with her gifts—or awakened her hunting side, as she now understood—she had made Cessily promise to always keep the Blackstone name prominent in her family. Until now, Cessily hadn’t understood those instructions were straight out of her ancestors’ book; though she still wasn’t sure why, she had kept up the tradition. Hank was so head over heels in love with his new bride, he didn’t care what his name was.

      “I will tell them tonight. I fear I will not be here much longer, Hank. I’m afraid to leave you and the children behind.” Resting her head in the crook of his shoulder, she allowed the tears she had held at bay most of the week to flow.

      Everything was happening too fast. She had just found out all about her heritage, and it gave such new meaning to who she was. Was it better to allow her children to believe their abilities were the result of a gift or something that has always been and always would be a part of their lives? It now made sense why her “gift” also functioned at times as a curse, an obstacle she needed to overcome or learn to control. The power, the abilities, the drive—they were all simply a part of her, her nature. If she was honest with herself, she wasn’t sure if she would take that nature away from her children, even if she could. Would life be that much easier and better for them if they didn’t have to handle being witch hunters? Probably, but it was their family’s responsibility, their destiny. Would she change it? No. Would she make it easier if she could? Yes. It was the most challenging part of her nature. But she needed to prepare her children for what was to come.
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