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Grant grabbed Shane’s hand, feeling a surge of power infuse him. He released Shane and rushed the hunter, pounding him with his fists. The hunter, surprised, backed away.

“So, the rumors are true,” he snarled. “You are powerful.” He gritted his teeth and turned to run.

Shane raised his hands. Seconds later, the hunter was in the air. He glanced at Grant, nodded, and then released the hunter, who fell to the ground. Grant charged again, raining blows down on the man.

“You will never hurt another one of my kind!” Grant declared.

The hunter smiled. “I will erase you vampires from the face of this earth!” He stood, pulling a glowing sword from his back. “You can’t win.”

Shane recognized the blade from his parents’ books. Enchanted with dark magic, these swords were designed to kill supernatural beings. “Who wants to go first?” the hunter challenged.

Shane raised his hands again, smiling at Grant. The sword was wrenched from the hunter’s grasp, and he was flung through the air, crashing into a nearby house. Shane murmured something, and the house exploded.

“Is he dead?” Grant asked.

Shane shrugged. “He’s been around a long time. Who knows what protections he has?”

Shane turned toward his car, but a laugh stopped him. The hunter stood on the grass, chuckling. “It will take more than that!”

Grant roared and grabbed the hunter, sinking his teeth into the man’s neck.

“Drink, my friend!” Shane urged.

Suddenly, Grant began choking, blood spilling from his mouth. He froze, turning to stone. Shane stared at the hunter in fury.

“It’s just you and me now, pretty boy!” Shane’s body radiated power as he raised his hands again, looking up at the sky. Moments later, howls echoed from the woods. The hunter’s attention snapped to the trees. A beast emerged, and Shane directed it toward the hunter. The hunter sidestepped, and the beast landed heavily about ten feet away. He turned back to Shane. “Time to die, boy!”

Before he could move, a wolf attacked from behind, knocking him to the ground. The beast tore into the hunter’s shoulder, ripping flesh. Shane walked over, glancing at Grant’s statue and then at his car. He used his power to levitate Grant into the vehicle. As another wolf joined the first, tearing into the hunter, Shane smiled. He got into the car and drove off.

Shane continued until he reached another house. He had sent the girls here, knowing the secret location would be difficult to trace. Kelly and Shannon rushed out to meet him as he pulled up.

“Where’s Grant?” Kelly asked.

Shane looked at her sadly. “He’s in the back.” He watched in the mirror as she ran to the car and opened the doors. Her wail filled the air as she saw Grant’s statue.

Slowly, Shane opened his door. Shannon kissed him. “Are you okay?”

He nodded, noticing the burns on her skin from the net. “Are you okay?” he asked, touching the marks.

She nodded. “It doesn’t hurt. It was much worse.” They walked to the back of the car where Kelly was still with Grant.

“How did this happen?” she asked.

“He drank from the hunter,” Shane explained. “He should have known better!” He shook his head. “I’ll try to reverse the spell, but it won’t be easy.”

Shane went to the small altar room. It wasn't the grandest of their houses, and it was devoid of staff. He examined the few books on the shelves, then pulled a shrunken box from his pocket. He placed it on the table and began to chant. The box expanded to its original size. He rummaged through it, searching for a specific volume on hunters. Finding it at the bottom, he replaced the other books, shrank the box, and pocketed it.

Opening the book, he saw an inscription: “Be wary, he who messes with the Hunter. Only Death will come.” Shane smiled grimly and turned the page. He spent hours reading, uncovering secrets that might help them in the future. Finally, needing a break and some food, he went to the living room. Kelly was still crying by Grant’s statue.

“Have you found anything?” she asked.

Shane shook his head. “I’m only halfway through. I’m sure I’ll find something.” He smiled at Shannon. “I can’t think on an empty stomach. How about we get something to eat?”

Shannon agreed, kissing him. She looked at Kelly. “Will you be okay for a while?”

Kelly nodded.

Shane and Shannon walked the quiet streets of the small town. They spotted a diner still open and watched as a few patrons left. One couple, clearly affectionate, caught their attention. Shane nodded to Shannon, and in a flash, they had the couple. They returned to the house, where Kelly remained on the couch, staring at Grant’s statue.

“Would you like something to eat?” Shane asked Kelly.

She shook her head.

They took the captured couple to the basement. Shane looked at the woman he held, smiled at Shannon, and bit into her neck. He kept his eyes on Shannon as she fed. Then, he turned to the man, tearing into his flesh and lapping at the flowing blood. He released the woman, leaving her barely alive, and watched as Shannon did the same to the man. He wiped his mouth, careful not to waste a drop.

Shane and Shannon stood by the basement door. Shane glanced at Kelly. She was motionless, like a statue herself. His search for a way to free Grant had been fruitless. He simply didn't know how. He looked out into the night. Morning was approaching. He had cast every protection spell he knew around the house. He was worried about Kelly, who hadn’t eaten in two days. He walked over to her.

“You need to eat!” he said. “If not for yourself, then think about the baby.”

“I can’t,” she replied, “not while he’s like this!” She threw her arms around him.

Shannon joined them. “What would he want? Would he want you to starve yourself and his child?”

Kelly looked up at Shannon, who offered her hand. Shane watched as they went downstairs. He returned to the altar room and surveyed the shelves. There had to be something that could help him, or at least point him in the right direction. He closed his eyes, concentrating, and asked for guidance. Opening his eyes, he nodded. Several books flew from the shelves and landed on the table. He picked up the first one, its title: Vampires and Legends. He sat down and began to read. He paused, rereading a passage: “The vampire has only one enemy, the Hunters. An elite group of mystics. Their power is beyond comprehension. They use the darkest and oldest of magics. There is said to be one female who will be able to stand against their power. A female who will give birth to a human son. Only she can stand against the Hunters and their magics.” Shane reread the passage, a thought forming in his mind. Could Kelly be the one?

He returned to the living room and circled Grant’s statue, thinking about the prophecy. The girls entered.

“Kelly, come here,” he said. She walked over, and he took her hand, pulling out a knife. She recoiled. “I’m not going to hurt you. I just need a drop of blood.” He pricked her finger and smeared the blood across Grant’s arm. The spot glowed briefly and then faded. “You’re the key!” he exclaimed. He rushed back to the altar room, where he continued reading the prophecy, summoning more books to the table. He grinned at Kelly. “You, and you alone, can save Grant. That baby inside you is human!”

She sat down, shaking her head. “There must be some mistake. There’s nothing special about me!”

Shane laughed. “You might not think so, but I think there’s more to you than you know.” He pulled another book towards him, Witch Clans, and opened it. “What is your mother’s maiden name?” he asked.

“My mother isn’t a witch,” she replied.

“Maybe she is, and you just don’t know it?”

She paused, considering. “Henderson,” she said.

Shane flipped to the H’s and slid the book to her. “I think we found our answer!”

Kelly read the names. At the bottom, her full name was written, seemingly in blood. She looked up. “The book knows you’re a vampire now.” She stood.

“There must be some mistake,” she insisted.

Shane shook his head. “I don’t think so. These books are magically bound. Every witch in the US appears in it when they are born. Look at your mother’s family. They are as old as mine!” He stood. “We need to talk to her. We need to know if she can help us.”

Kelly was hesitant. “She won’t. She never cared for me. She’s always hated me.”

Shane walked over to her. “
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Chapter Two
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Shane entered the room, finding Margaret, Kelly's mother, scrambling back on the bed in fear. Kelly followed behind him.

"We're not here to hurt you," Shane reassured her. "We just need information about the hunters."

Margaret shook her head, denying any knowledge. But Shane saw through her act.

"Don't play games," he said, his voice firm. "What's your name?"

Margaret glared defiantly. "I'll never tell you!"

Shane pulled out the book, his eyes scanning the list of Kelly's family lineage. "Hello, Margaret," he said, a knowing smile playing on his lips.

Margaret gasped, her eyes widening in surprise. "You're a witch?" she asked Kelly, disbelief coloring her voice.

Shane nodded. "Well, I used to be. Now I'm half-vampire."

"Another abomination," Margaret spat, her gaze turning to Kelly with a mixture of sorrow and disgust. "I'm so sorry, Kelly. I did my best to protect you from this life."

Kelly lifted her shirt, revealing the slight swell of her pregnant belly.

"No!" Margaret cried, lunging forward in anguish.

Shane swiftly intercepted her, grabbing the knife from her hand. It sizzled ominously as he touched it. "Now, now, Margaret," he cautioned. "Let's not do anything we'll regret." He examined the knife's handle, a smile spreading across his face. "Wow, you're one of the oldest." He then turned to Kelly, placing the knife in her hand. It glowed as she held it. He looked back at Margaret. "See? She's not evil."

Margaret, her face softening, approached Kelly. "I'm sorry, Kelly," she said, her voice filled with regret. "The prophecy said you would be evil, and the baby... it would destroy us all."

Shane scoffed. "Prophecies are written by fools," he declared. "As a witch, you should know better than to believe everything you read."

Margaret sat down on the bed, tears welling up in her eyes. "My family has kept our secret for centuries," she confessed. "My mother and grandmother hid me away for months when I came of age. I tried to do the same for you, Kelly, but I couldn't. I was weak."

Kelly embraced her mother, offering comfort. "There's nothing to be sorry for," she said gently. "I'm happy, Mom. And I'm still me."

"But you're a vampire now," Margaret insisted, her voice laced with fear. "And that thing growing inside you... it will destroy us all."

Kelly took her mother's hands, her gaze steady. "You're wrong, Mom. The baby growing inside me is human."

Margaret's eyes widened in disbelief. "That's impossible!"

Shane handed her the book. She hesitated for a moment before taking it and reading the prophecy. "It's all lies!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with newfound conviction. "Come with me." She led them down to the basement.

Kelly watched as Margaret opened the cellar door, revealing a vast collection of books lining the walls. Margaret retrieved a large book from a table, flipped through its pages, and then handed it to Shane. "This is the real prophecy," she said.

Shane read the passage, a grin spreading across his face. "Witches have always been prone to misinterpreting prophecies," he remarked. He put the book down and took Kelly's arm, turning to Margaret. "Sit down, hold her hands, and meditate," he instructed. "Then you'll see the truth."

Margaret sat down and extended her hands towards Kelly. Kelly looked at Shane, uncertainty clouding her features. "Are you sure this will work?"

Shane nodded. "If she opens her mind, she'll see."

Kelly sat facing her mother and took her hands. "You're so cold!" she exclaimed, closing her eyes. Her head tilted back, and she began to hum, swaying gently.

Kelly glanced at Shane, worry etched on her face. "Is she going to be okay?"

Margaret's eyes finally opened a look of wonder replacing the fear. "He's right," she whispered. "The baby is human. It's not a monster." She stood up. "Where's the father?"

"He's been turned to stone," Kelly explained. "He's a vampire. He fed from a Hunter during a fight."

Margaret shook her head. "That was foolish. But come with me. We need to leave now. If other witches discover you're pregnant, they'll hunt you down."

"It's too late for that," Shane interjected.

Margaret stopped and looked at him, her eyebrows raised. "You're a witch?" Shane nodded. "What coven?"

"Sanderson," Shane replied.

Margaret recoiled. "The devils!"

Shane smiled. "Don't worry about them. They got what they deserved."

Margaret, reassured, went over to a shelf and pulled down several books. "Books on Hunters are rare," she said, handing two of them to Shane. "These will help you free Grant." She then turned to Kelly, embracing her warmly. "That baby is special, Kelly," she said, her voice filled with emotion. "He needs to be raised with great care." She handed Kelly another book. "The Forest of Haven is the only safe place for him. He mustn't be raised around magic or conflict."

Kelly took the book, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. "Maybe you should read this too, Mom," she suggested. "You're a witch, after all."

"But I've never had any powers," Kelly said, confusion evident in her voice.

"That's because you've been bound," Margaret explained, "much like Shane." She removed a chain from around Kelly's neck. "Your grandmother's doing," she said, tossing it aside. She took Kelly's hand and closed her eyes.

Kelly tried to pull away but then stopped, a sense of curiosity overcoming her apprehension. She closed her eyes, and a surge of power coursed through her. Margaret released her hand and stepped back.

"You are powerful, Kelly," she said, her voice filled with pride. She pulled Kelly into a hug. "Now, when that baby is born, I want to see him."

Kelly nodded.

"Go now, before it's too late," Margaret urged. "And remember, the Forest of Haven."

Kelly and Shane raced back towards the house. As Kelly read through the book her mother had given her, a wave of happiness washed over her. Her child would be human, a powerful being destined for greatness. She glanced at Shane, who remained focused on the road. As the sun began to rise, she looked down at the crystal necklace Shane had given her, and a vision of a peaceful life filled her mind – a house with a white picket fence, children playing in the yard, and she and Grant, a happy family.

But the dream was shattered when the car screeched to a halt. Kelly's eyes flew open to see a group of figures blocking the road.

"Who are they?" she asked Shane, fear creeping into her voice.

Shane's expression was grim. "Witches," he said. "They've come to destroy the abomination."

"But the baby is human!" Kelly cried, clutching her stomach protectively.

Shane shook his head. "They don't care. We can either turn back and find another way, or we fight." He took her hand, and she felt a surge of energy. He closed his eyes and began to chant, a green light enveloping the car. He then let go of her hand and pressed down on the accelerator.

"What did you do?" Kelly asked, her voice filled with urgency.

"No time to explain," Shane replied. "Hold on!"

Before they could reach the group, they crashed into an invisible barrier. The impact threw them against the dashboard and windshield. Kelly was flung from the car, landing hard on the pavement. She saw Shane lying unconscious beside her. As the group of witches descended upon them, she cried out, "Stop! My baby is human!" but her pleas were ignored as they grabbed her.

One of the hooded figures stepped forward and slapped Kelly across the face. "You and that abomination will die!" she snarled. "By fire!"

Suddenly, a screech pierced the air. Kelly looked up to see her mother emerge from her car. "Leave them alone!" Margaret shouted.

The witch who had slapped Kelly turned to confront Margaret, and Kelly watched in horror as her mother was thrown to the ground.

"You should have alerted us when you knew it was her," the witch accused. "Perhaps you should share their fate."

But Margaret merely smiled. "And who will stop me?" she retorted, rising to her feet. With a wave of her hand, she sent the witch flying into a tree with a sickening thud.

Margaret advanced on the group. "You know who I am," she declared, her voice ringing with power. "You cannot defeat me. Let my daughter go, and you will live."

The witches laughed, their voices filled with scorn.

"Don't be so sure of yourself, Margaret," one of them taunted. "You may be powerful, but we outnumber you."

Margaret smiled and extended her hands, twisting them in the air. The witch who had spoken cried out in pain. Another witch hurled a ball of energy at Margaret, but it dissipated harmlessly before reaching her. A faint red glow enveloped Margaret, shielding her.

Kelly, desperate, looked at Shane and instinctively reached out to him. She didn't understand what she was doing, but Shane did. As their hands connected, a red glow surrounded them both. Margaret joined them, taking Kelly's hand. Together, they watched as the witches collapsed, one by one, their screams echoing through the air before fading into an eerie silence.

Margaret turned to Kelly, her expression serious. "Go, Kelly," she urged. "Before more of them come."

Kelly hugged her mother tightly. "Come with us," she pleaded.

Margaret shook her head. "I can't," she said. "I'll stay and protect you from afar."

They watched as Margaret got back into her car and sped away. Kelly turned to Shane, her eyes filled with determination.

"Let's go home," she said.

They returned to their car. Shane kicked out the remnants of the windshield and started the engine. As they drove away, Kelly couldn't help but worry about her mother. What would become of her now? But then she smiled, remembering her mother's fierce love and protection.

"Do you think they'll come after us again?" she asked Shane.

Shane nodded grimly. "Until the baby is born, we're all in danger. Perhaps we should go to the Forest of Haven like your mother suggested."

Kelly pondered this, picking up one of the books her mother had given her and starting to read. She raised her hand and concentrated. A small flame flickered briefly before disappearing.

"I have magic!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with surprise and excitement.

Shane smiled. "Yes, you do," he said. "Now you need to learn how to use it."

They arrived back at the house. Kelly grabbed her bag and the book, finding Shannon waiting anxiously at the door. Shane rushed to embrace and kiss her.

"I missed you," he murmured.

"I missed you too," Shannon replied, her voice filled with relief.

Hand in hand, they entered the house, Kelly trailing behind. She sat down, her gaze fixed on Grant's statue. She glanced at the book and then up at Shane and Shannon as they ascended the stairs. Looking back at Grant, she was overwhelmed by a wave of sadness and longing. She rubbed her stomach, feeling the baby growing within her. She prayed they would be able to bring Grant back in time for their child to know their father.

Kelly looked around at the countless books that filled the room. Shane's family was powerful, and now, armed with her own newfound magic, she was determined to do everything in her power to save Grant.

"Any luck?" Shane asked, returning downstairs. He had changed clothes and showered. He sat beside Kelly, showing her the book her mother had given him. "There's a vague passage here about a vampire being cured after feeding from a hunter. But that's all it says." He stood up, frustration evident in his voice. "No instructions, no clues, nothing."

"So we just have to keep looking?" Kelly asked, her voice laced with determination.

Shane smiled. "Actually," he said, "I think I know where to find this vampire." He pulled down another book and flipped through its pages, stopping at a particular entry. He handed the book to Kelly.

She looked at the picture and then back at Shane, her eyes widening in surprise. "He looks like Grant."

Shane smiled. "He should. Grant is his son."

"Do you know where he is?" Kelly asked, hope flickering in her eyes.

Shane shook his head. "Not yet. But there are ways to find him. In the meantime, I think we should head to the Forest of Haven, like your mother suggested."
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"Where is Grant's father?" Kelly asked Shane, her voice laced with anxiety.

Shane shook his head, "I don't know. We need to ask Samuel."

Kelly immediately pulled out her phone and dialed Samuel's number. "Samuel? It's Kelly. We need to find your father."

A tense silence hung in the air before Samuel's voice, heavy with grief, finally came through the phone. "I'm sorry, Kelly. He was in the mausoleum when the mansion was attacked. I think they're all gone."

"Are you certain?" Kelly pressed, clinging to a sliver of hope.

"No, not entirely," Samuel admitted. "They burned the house, but I'm not sure about the cemetery. The mausoleum might still be standing. But even if it is...he's not alive, Kelly. He and the rest of our family were in suspended animation. It takes a complicated ritual and a huge amount of blood to awaken them. And you'll need the blood of a family member."
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