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      A scream echoed throughout the cavernous walls of the castle. It was in the early morning hours, and Emma had been in labour for hours.

      “I can’t do this!” she screamed. Her magic wavered. It was draining fast. She had been using it to calm her heart and the baby. Now it was zapping her strength.

      “You can do this, Emmaline! You are strong! So is this child.”

      My child, Emma thought to herself.

      I am strong. I am powerful. But my child… my child is an abomination.

      “I can’t do it! He can’t come!”

      The mother wiped her brow and that of the midwife, who was also a witch, unbeknownst to my father. She had been secretly helping Emma’s mother and herself for years.

      “If Father finds out…” she panted. She white-knuckled the bed sheets and tried her hardest not to push with the contractions. But the pain was increasing.

      “He won’t find out. He is out of town for the night on a hunting trip,” said her mother, with a secret and knowing smile. “I got the cook to tell him of rare fowl in the forests of the Shifter Realm that she’d love to have. You know your father can’t resist a hunt.”

      “That’s… good… ahhh!” Emma screamed as pain ricocheted through her body.

      She wouldn’t be able to hold the contractions back much longer.

      “Olive, I need more willow bark!”

      Olive, the witch nurse, hesitated before grabbing her bag full of tinctures, potions, and herbs.

      “Your Highness, more willow bark will harm the baby. He is coming out whether you like it or not. You can’t hold him in.”

      “No! I can’t! I need more willow bark! Olive, I demand it as your princess!”

      Olive knew she couldn’t deny her princess. As she opened her work bag, the door to Emma’s bedchamber slammed open, and her father, the king, stood in the doorway cast in shadow, a terrifying figure against the candlelight of the hallway.

      “What is the meaning of this!” the king bellowed.

      Emma gasped and tried to wriggle up the bed, but more contractions rocked through her body, and it was then she felt the baby crowning.

      “No, no, no!”

      “Not only am I sent on a fool’s errand to hunt imaginary fowl, but apparently, my daughter is pregnant and about to give birth to an abomination!”

      Emma screamed as she pushed. She couldn’t hold her son inside any longer.

      When her son was born, as Olive, midwife cut his umbilical cord and cleaned him off, wrapping him in a blanket, the king stomped toward the large four-poster bed and snatched the baby right off the midwife.

      The baby boy, Emma’s son, wailed, and Emma screamed once more as the king, took his sword and slashed out at the midwife, causing her bleed out, stole his own daughter’s child, his grandson—from his mother—and fled into the night.
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        * * *

      

      I tossed and turned and woke up gasping. Sitting up, I found I was covered in a cold sweat, and the sheets around me and my pyjamas were damp. I looked to the left and saw Darcy wasn’t beside me.

      He was a vampire and didn’t need to sleep, but he still lay with me as I did every night. I Threw off the blankets and padded into the bathroom to wash my face.

      What was with that dream? And tonight wasn’t the first time.

      Why was I dreaming of my son all over again? It had been three hundred years since I’d last dreamed of him… since I’d even thought of him. Why now?
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      EMMA

      I looked at my reflection in the mirror, a modern mirror we’d installed in the castle of late, along with modern plumbing. I had dark circles under my eyes.

      I gasped and leaned in closer. I held my eyelids open with my fingers from one hand and poked and prodded the purple stains with the other.

      How did this happen? I was immortal! I was part dragon shifter and part witch. However, the dragon-shifter part of me had never appeared. Although I had never been able to turn into a dragon, my magic manifested itself as pink flames.

      I tried to touch up the dark bruises with my magic, but they wouldn’t disappear.

      I looked at my hands.

      Was my magic faulty?

      I called my flames to me, and they appeared from my fingertips like normal.

      So why the haggard appearance?

      I needed to find Darcy. I walked out into the bedroom suite we shared in our castle, originally Darcy’s castle in the Vampire Realm, and onto the balcony.

      The crisp winter air caressed my skin. I breathed in. I took in the view of the snow-capped mountains and pine forests of the realm of our kingdom and sighed before heading downstairs in search of Darcy.

      My heightened hearing picked up voices in the dining hall thanks to my shifter genes.

      That is where I found Darcy, and he wasn’t alone.

      “My love, you’re never going to guess who has appeared on our doorstep,” Darcy said from his usual seat at the head of the table facing the doorway. Next to him was a man with shoulder-length light brown hair. He was handsome and looked like a hero out of a fantasy movie. He wore chainmail, riding leathers and everything.

      The man then turned to look at me and smiled.

      My heart faltered. Something about the man was familiar, but I couldn’t place how.

      I sighed once more, not really in the mood for guests.

      “My Love, can I please speak with you alone for a moment?”

      I wrapped my red kimono tighter over my sexy lingerie, which I remembered I was wearing too late, and our guest had seen me this way.

      “Oh, of course, darling. My apologies, James. I won’t be but a moment.”

      “It’s all right, Your Majesty. Take your time. I realised I am intruding on your private time with your mate.”

      Darcy smiled politely, patting the man on the shoulder before speeding out of the banquet hall. He met me outside the ornate doors of the hall, and as soon as he was out, I used my magic to shut the doors. Then I crossed my arms and fixed him with an icy glare.

      “What is the matter, my love?”

      “What is the matter? Who is that man? I have a serious problem, and you’re down here entertaining guests!”

      He frowned and looked up at me.

      “What happened, love?”

      “I don’t know. Something is wrong with my body. My magic is fine, I think. But I have dark circles under my eyes, which shouldn’t happen, and I feel… off.”

      As quick as a flash, using his vampiric speed, he had me in his arms and was holding me close. He then began tracing hungry kisses down my neck, followed by the scrape of his fangs against my skin.

      “Do you need some of my blood, my love?” he whispered.

      My tummy clenched, as did my core. He had no idea how he affected me. After so many centuries with him, our desire for each other was still as strong as when we first met.

      My breath was shaky as I turned my lips to meet his.

      But then I remembered our guest back in the dining hall.

      “Not right now. Now, are you going to tell me who our guest is?”

      At that he smiled wide.

      “You’re never going to guess.”

      I raised an eyebrow quizzically and crossed my arms. Darcy had taken a step back.

      “Don’t make me play games this early in the morning. I need coffee and food. Who is he?”

      “Gods, I love my grumpy little witch hybrid queen in the morning. He is our son!”
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      EMMA

      A moment ago, I had all the questions in the world for my mate, but now they had escaped me.

      “He’s… what?”

      I ran back to the double doors and threw them open. Our guest, our apparent son, stood from his seat and smiled.

      “You’re my… son? Our son?”

      The moment when my father had stolen him from me and disappeared into the night, that final time I had laid eyes on my baby boy came back to me.

      “Yes, Your Majesty,” said James as he bowed.

      I slowly approached the man, and he stepped out from his chair and met me.

      “What… is your name?” I breathed, barely able to fathom that my long-lost son was here right in front of me.

      “My name is James, Your Majesty. Mother,” he added with a smile.

      I looked back at Darcy, standing just behind me. He was grinning wildly, then looked back at our son.

      “I can’t believe it. It’s been so long. I thought you were dead… but then I realised you couldn’t be dead if my bloodline… our bloodline had been continued. Pray tell, how you are related to Eva. Evaline?”

      James nodded.

      “Certainly. Come sit and have breakfast with me, and we can catch up. There is much to say.”

      “Of course,” I replied, a tear escaping my eye. I sniffed. They were happy tears.

      My son—our son, had returned.
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        * * *

      

      We talked as Darcy, James, and I dined on fluffy, freshly baked pastries, coffee, fresh fruit and yoghurt, and blood smoothies for the boys, as they could consume human food, too.

      “I grew up in a nice family. A young couple who had recently lost their child.”

      I nodded. “So, my father took you there?”

      James shook his head. “He got someone to take me as a baby to find a suitable couple. The messenger, sent by the king, asked for anyone wanting a child, and this couple was brought forward. I was happy… for a short time.”

      My stomach sank.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, because I was part vampire, I began to lust for blood during puberty. I killed all of the couple’s animals on the farm and bit the woman. I was twelve at the time. They became scared of me, so they sent me to an orphanage.”

      I gasped.

      “I am so sorry, James. I wish I had known.”

      “It’s okay, Mother. I was at the orphanage until I was sixteen, about four years until an incident occurred.”

      I was going to be sick. I gripped the table, a piece of wood splintering under my supernatural grip. Darcy gave me a sympathetic look.

      “What happened?” he asked.

      “Well, three things. It was a catholic orphanage run by nuns, so they forbade fornication. The girls and boys were separated into two separate rooms for sleeping. I had a… thing for a girl there,” James admitted, blushing.

      I smiled, my stomach a little less sour.

      “Yes?”

      “Her name was May. We courted in secret, and one thing led to another. I got her pregnant, and the nuns found out what we had done and punished us. I got mad and killed two of the nuns. I was so ashamed of what I had done, I fled.”

      “Do you know what happened to May and the child?”

      “Yes. May was sent off to wed a rich fellow, and they raised the baby. A girl. I kept watch from afar. My daughter’s name was Esther. Esther grew up, married and had three children. Meanwhile, the vampire bloodline grew weaker as the generations went on. Esther’s son was Eva’s father.”

      I tried to get my mind around the generational gap and the time that had passed.

      “So, some of the offspring must have been immortal, and some not?”

      “Yeah, I don’t understand it completely myself. Bloodlines and genetics are funny things. It’s like how magic can dominate in one generation or shifting and then skip the next.”

      I nodded. “Makes sense.”

      “So, Esther was immortal, and her son, immortal too. As well as his daughter, Evaline.”

      I beamed. My heart felt full at last. I leaned forward and took my son’s hands in mine, letting another tear escape.
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