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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated to Arianna and Kaiden, “Thing 1 and Thing 2.”

			And to Steven J. Catizone, one of my favorite artists. Thank you so much for my covers and everything. You are a big part of this world!

			It is also dedicated to my fans - to each and every one of you for making Blood Prophecy a part of your world.

			“In the hour of the wolf will come the queen of reconciliation. In the birth of her death, the joining will commence, and great will be the hatred of her words…”

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Elizabeth Hexham, England,1564

			Elizabeth Hexham was a woman of piety. Since the days of her girlhood, she had known she was destined to live her life for a higher purpose. She devoted herself to Him. 

			With the pages of the Bible etched into her mind, she would recite verses to whoever would listen—inside the church, outside the church, during her walks, in the drawing room—anywhere sound carried her voice. 

			Elizabeth Hexham was an outstanding example of what a faithful follower was believed to be. This sentiment was true until the day she came across a young boy named Sammael. Not one soul was in sight, save for the boy. She found him sitting at the edge of the dirt road, alone and scared. A sad sack of skin and bones, it seemed as if he folded into himself, a painful feat indeed.

			Hoisting up her skirts, she knelt by the boy. “What is thy name, child?” 

			Void of any expression, he looked up at her with his pools of dark brown and eyed her satchel, which was firmly placed in her hands. She reached inside, pulled out a piece of day-old bread, and offered it to him. Without hesitation, he grabbed the bread from her fingers and tore into it hungrily. Crumbs fell from his mouth, only to follow the long path from his shirt down to the ground. 

			“Sammael,” he said with his mouth full. “But ye will know me as many names, thy mother.” 

			Repulsed by his audacity, Elizabeth’s eyes widened, her mouth slightly agape. “I know not what you sayeth. I am a God fearing woman. I do not speak such filth.”

			Elizabeth was ready to move on, but she found that her feet would not walk away. She was rendered immobile, and the boy rose, standing in front of her. Terrified, she held her hands together, looked up to the heavens, and prayed for salvation. Deep inside within the pit of her stomach, however, she felt this was the devil’s work at hand, rather than that of He who she worshipped so profoundly. 

			Sammael looked up at her, his eyes double in size, too big for his face. Dear Elizabeth opened her mouth to scream, yet she was unable to. It was as if her voice was stolen from her. Clutching her throat, she attempted to speak, to scream, but her efforts were fruitless. Sammael fell to the ground, not in pain but rather with a purpose, his stare never wavering as he moved to all fours. 

			Right before her eyes, Elizabeth witnessed how Sammael’s body gradually transformed into that of a black goat. What was once his skin was now fur, his brown eyes now black, his hands and feet now hooves. The goat stood before her and remained transfixed as he stared into her soul. 

			Suddenly, Elizabeth heard a voice—Sammael’s voice—in her mind. He commanded her to undress. Despite pleading eyes, she failed to resist, and removed her skirts and shift, letting them fall and pool around her feet. Ashamed as she was, she used her hands to cover herself. 

			“Thy mother will not cover herself,” the voice demanded. She opened her mouth to speak, yet couldn’t once more. Traveling through her ears and invading all her senses, the voice grew stronger, more persistent. “Thy mother will head the family of witches. From thy line, a dark path will be born. Ye will practice and will grow more constant with each of my visits. As the years pass and ye age, similar visits will be made to thy children, relatives, and neighbors. To conjure the destruction of light, it is ye that will lead the dark. I will guide thee till thou art dead.”

			Just as quickly as the goat had appeared, it disappeared, the body morphing into a human figure once again—not a boy, not Sammael, but a tall, dark man—a man with the same deep brown eyes. His tall frame towered over her, his shoulders broad and wide, his sinewy body rippling with muscles that he didn’t dare hide, especially in his nude state. 

			Elizabeth stood there, silent, not for the fact that she couldn’t talk, but because she chose not to. For the very first time in her life, she was near a man, who was not even her betrothed, and naked before her. She couldn’t collect her bearings. Her mind raced with the most impure thoughts, and at this, a warm blush heated her entire being. He stepped closer, inches away, a sinister smile on his lips as if he could hear her thoughts. Elizabeth continued to stand in a frozen state, but her fears, dreams, fantasies would not rest. Does he want me? I have never been with a man. 

			He stood there, naked and ready. She gasped at the contact, skin against skin. 

			“Ye shall not sign thy name to my book, but instead will take my seed and give birth to the next, and will continue to do so on my visits to you. No other man will have you. You are mine, as will be your offspring.”

			Before she could resist or even worry about being discovered by prying eyes, the man did what he had been set to do the moment he saw Elizabeth. She closed her eyes and willingly took what he was giving her. His body covered hers. With his lips against hers and tangled limbs and sighs of pleasure, the deed was done, and he was gone. 

			His body no longer providing the heat she never knew she needed, she opened her eyes to see that she was naked and alone in the middle of the dirt road. 

			Her virtuous behavior was no more.

			Many Years Later….

			Elizabeth found her home occupied with her children and grandchildren, each one different but strong in the practice. Oftentimes her thoughts wandered to that very day she’d found him. Or did he find me? She remembered each word that fell from his lips and every thrust from his hips to hers. She remembered what he said and how he’d felt, and she wondered when he would return in the flesh to see her. But deep down, she knew he always visited her while she slept based on the numerous pregnancies she’d had. He was true to his word. 

			Her question was answered when her youngest daughter, Alison, returned home talking excitedly about meeting a boy who could magically shift into a dog. 

			He was back, and she, his ever-loyal servant, would be ready and waiting to help him. 

			The line of Hexham witches would grow stronger, and Elizabeth knew the devil’s work was at hand. She had been his servant since that day she met him and turned away from the Almighty Creator. It was she who was the mother of his many offspring. She had fulfilled his request and loved her strong line through him.

			~*~

			Forty years passed, and Elizabeth was a woman whose mind was still quick, as was her tongue, yet her body didn’t fare well. Her hands shook as she held the heavy pot of broth. So weak were her bones that she lost her balance, the pot slipping from her grasp, until…. 

			The face of the man who invaded her dreams was there, tangible and in person. 

			She gasped, “Sammael.”

			With his presence, time froze—the birds were caught mid-flight and the pot mid-fall—everything and everyone except Elizabeth and him. He looked the same as the first and last day they had met. Her eyes shone, overwhelmed with emotion. He walked to her and pulled her close as he once had long ago, and he whispered in her ear. 

			“Listen closely, Elizabeth dear.” 

			His hot breath made her entire body shiver with anticipation as she slowly nodded. 

			“The Hexham line of witches are and will be critical to my plan.”

			“Plan?”

			“From your womb and my seed will arise the world’s most ruthless witches of all time and space. Boundless will their power be: three women—one of the past and two of the future. The Alchemy of Three will lead to the opening of a new world—my world. Is that not divine, Elizabeth?” 

			She nodded once more, her head against his chest, taking in his scent as he played with her hair. 

			“In my world, all desires will be fulfilled, with no room for guilt or sin—love and lust, chaos and conceit, all for the taking. This world would cease to exist, but I need your help. Can you do that?” 

			“Anything—I’ll do anything.” 

		

	
		
			Chapter 1 

			Amber, Seattle, Present Day

			It had been hours since Thana appeared. Michael lay in the bed, fighting his own personal demons. In the library, surrounded by all the magic books and grimoires she could find, she took copious notes, hoping to find a way to save Michael. With Chloe’s help, she had made quite a dent in the research, but as Chloe tried the spells, they didn’t seem to work to wake Michael from his slumber. 

			Thanks to Malakai’s job as a museum curator, he had his own personal collection that involved the supernatural—he didn’t want the humans to stumble upon something that was completely unexplained. He, like the Order of Taliesin, took it upon himself to protect all magical artifacts, and therefore, knowledge. 

			Amber riffled through the pages once more as Chloe looked at her with tired eyes. Knowing that look, the one on the brink of giving up, Amber knew she had to push through. In her bones, she knew she was strong enough to overcome this hurdle. She’d seen her past lives and knew what she was capable of.

			“Any luck, hon?” 

			Amber shook her head, her body weak from not feeding. 

			“C’mon, let’s go get Marcus. You two need your strength if you wanna help Michael.” 

			“But—”

			Chloe grabbed Amber’s arm and pulled her up. “No buts. You’re going because I said so.” Amber smirked in response, and Chloe asked, “What?” 

			“You totally sound like a mom right now.” 

			“Whoa, you’re right. I’m still not used to it. I say things like that, and I feel like I’m turning into my mother. But then when I see Zaraquel, there’s an infinite amount of love, and there’s nothing like it in the world. I don’t know how to explain it. She was my destiny.” 

			“So, let’s recap—you’re a mom, and you write cards for Hallmark?” 

			Chloe bumped shoulders with Amber as they walked toward the door. “Shut up. You’re just snarky ‘cause you’re hungry.” 

			Amber stopped in her tracks and looked dejectedly at the ground. “And lonely.”

			Chloe wrapped her arms around her friend. “I know, sweetie. But remember you’re not alone, okay?” 

			They hugged, and Amber thought to herself, How did I get so lucky for you to find me when you did?

			~*~

			The Order, England, Present Day 

			Deep within the labyrinth-like hallways of the old castle and the stone staircase, hidden behind one of the bookcases, was a room concealed to all but Sebastian Rowe. In this room, the deadliest of artifacts were kept, its existence known only to a select few. 

			Sebastian waved his hands with a wordless plea to open the door. The entrance sprang open, the cold air attacking with a harsh welcome. Adjusting his glasses on the bridge of his nose, he looked far into the massive gateway and began to take notes as he always did on his daily trip down to “The Pit.” 

			There was a shift in color, a slight variation from that of yesterday—a dark plum before, and now, a scanty reddish tint, as if burnt from being so deep within the depths of the unknown. 

			Enchanted with the strongest and most powerful of barrier spells was the portal. The portal leading to Hell? Heaven? Another dimension? No one knew really, but to risk finding out was a fool’s errand. For there was one individual, one who possessed great potential to do the unthinkable, who had tried, but he was eradicated from existence.

			Nonetheless, the one thing this star pupil had managed to do was to successfully carry out the first part of his plan: to open the door.

			~*~

			Within the superb and wonderfully preserved corridors of the ancient castle, Sebastian sat hunched over his desk in his personal office. The books—too dangerous for use, too troublesome for the inquisitive minds of the young scholars—along with the most tempestuous of artifacts, were kept inside his office under lock and key. 

			Despite the room being dimly lit, Sebastian, with his glasses sitting on the tip of his nose, rifled through the books upon books that were stacked beside him. He flipped furiously, as if looking for something specific. He stopped. 

			“Ah, there it is.” 

			The book splayed open to the page with the symbol from the vial that had caused an incurable coma in several of his students. It was the symbol of the unicursal hexagram—a six-pointed hexagram. Never would Sebastian have imagined that he would see people in that kind of helpless peril, their eyes silver, their bodies motionless, and their minds trapped. 

			His cautious hands trembled as he read through his tiny manuscript from so long ago. 

			Those marked with the unicursal hexagram will await a fate worse than death. First, their physical bodies will wither, then it is their souls that will remain. Alas, not under their own free will, but under his, the ruler of demons. His army will rise. 

			His finger followed the words as he read them, but abruptly stopped when he found that the following pages were ripped from the seams, nowhere to be found. Sebastian sat back in his seat in silent defeat, cradling his heavy head in the palms of his hands. Taking a breath, he grabbed the rotary telephone on the corner of his desk and dialed a number.

			“McPherson, keep looking. The pages aren’t here.” 

			~*~

			Bradley McPherson, Seattle, Present Day

			With the phone nestled in his ear, McPherson listened intently to Rowe as he supervised Rae and Zaraquel with their potion making in the kitchen. The two girls were inseparable despite the impending battle with the dark forces. Meanwhile, Miss Arianna cleaned the kitchen, keeping a close eye on the girls.

			“It is absolute!” declared Rowe. “You must find them, for they hold the truth to defeating the wicked him.”

			McPherson raked a hand through his hair in frustration. He turned away from the girls to hide his antsy disposition, not wanting to alert them of any misgivings. They were still children, despite their roles in the prophecy. 

			“Look, Rowe, I know. I am fully aware of the gravity of the situation.” His voice lowered to a whisper, cautious of his company. “They are more powerful than we could’ve imagined. With each passing day, they continue to amaze me,” McPherson whispered into the phone the best he could.”

			~*~

			Rae’s ears perked up at the sound of McPherson’s urgency to the person on the other end of the line. Rae was so invested in hearing the other part of the conversation that she dangled an incorrect ingredient above the pot, but Zaraquel managed to stop her just in time. She grabbed ahold of Rae’s wrist, and in response, Rae whipped her head at Zaraquel. 

			“What the heck, Z?” 

			Miss Arianna interrupted. “Now girls, you know we don’t use violence against each other.”

			Zaraquel pleaded with Miss Arianna. “It’s not like that, Ari.” She focused once again on Rae. “Notice anything that’s not in the recipe?” 

			Rae looked around the room, her stare lingering a bit longer than it should on McPherson. She shook her head. 

			“Your hand, Rae. That sage? It’s not part of the spell.” 

			Rae’s gaze wandered to the fistful of sage in her hand. “Shoot!” 

			“Whatever Uncle Mac is talking about, it’s not any of our business.” 

			Rae rolled her eyes and stirred the pot. “Yeah right, Z. You’re just saying that because you probably already know what it’s about—y’know, because you’re the almighty avenging angel. Am I right, or am I right?” 

			Zaraquel nonchalantly shrugged and threw a smug smile in her friend’s direction. 

			“I like how that sounds, ‘almighty.’ It has a nice ring to it.” 

			The girls, along with Miss Arianna, shared a laugh but were soon interrupted by Rae as she suddenly fell off her stool and onto the floor. Her body seized, her mouth foaming, her muscles stiff as her limbs contorted to positions that weren’t humanly possible. 

			Zaraquel and Miss Arianna screamed in panic, while McPherson dropped the phone and ran over to see the commotion. 

			Sebastian’s concerned voice could be heard. “Hello, hello…. Is everything all right? Bradley? Bradley, what’s wrong…?”

			McPherson crouched down to check on Rae’s vitals. She was hot to the touch, her heart beating rapidly. As she was squeezing her eyes shut, he pried them open, and he and Zaraquel shared a look of solicitude—Rae’s eyes were anything but hers. They were a rich black. 

			“Oh, dear God,’’ exclaimed Miss Arianna, her voice wavering.

			Clutching her head in discomfort, Rae’s vision blurred as Miss Arianna, McPherson, and Zaraquel towered over her, worried. Rae gave in and blacked out. 

			Zaraquel held on to her precious friend’s hand as McPherson leaped to his feet to immediately concoct an awakening spell. So concerned with Rae’s wellbeing, Zaraquel had a peculiar feeling that something was not right. She closed her eyes and silently prayed as she so often did with Jerome. 

			A shadow-like entity escaped from Rae’s limp body like smoke, slinking away on the floor before it could be seen by anyone in the room as if summoned by an unseen force. 

			~*~

			Pandora Tudor, Los Angeles, 1993 

			A young woman, so lovely she could have been a Botticelli painting come to life, was chasing after her friends through the bustling streets of Hollywood. Her black, pixie, face-framing cut and glittering slip dress shined brightly as the fast cars drove past her. Inebriated and high on the chosen delight of that particular evening, she tripped. The heel of her shoe stuck in a divet of the rocky surface. With her sight dulled by the drugs in her system, she was as helpless as a human.

			“Shit,” she muttered as the contents of her purse spilled onto the concrete. She kneeled to pick them up, and in reaching for the tube of her lipstick, she saw it move. 

			“What the—?”

			It moved all on its own—there was no wind, and no people passed. She reached for it again, and again it moved on its own volition. Like a child in chase of a toy, the young woman followed it into a dark, narrow alleyway. 

			The click-clack sound of her heels bounced off the brick walls of the narrow passage. The hair on the back of her neck stood as she felt a cold chill run up her spine. She turned, and in her periphery saw someone—something—move among the shadows with incredible speed. 

			Her heart raced in her chest, and her palms became sweaty as she began to chant a spell. But before she could finish it, a tiny hand jumped from out of the darkness and clutched the young woman’s throat. Dimly lit by the streetlights above was a child—a girl who’d caught a witch. 

			This little child, lanky and frail in appearance, held the young witch with a great force that wasn’t normal for a human child. The grip on the witch’s throat tightened, restricting her airflow, her weight causing her to crash to the ground. 

			“Bow before me, witch.” 

			The girl’s eyes morphed into a deep bottomless pit of black. The witch’s eyes widened in fear, the scream lodged in her trachea. 

			A silky baritone voice spoke out from the obscurity. He spoke with a slight English lilt as if he were attempting to mask his accent. “Enough, little demon.”

			The acheri demon squinted her eyes in a silent rebuttal, not wishing to let go. The man stepped out from behind the demon. He was tall, with a head of dark hair and an air of mystery around him that simultaneously frightened and intrigued the young witch. 

			“I said, enough.” 

			With a snap of his fingers, the acheri disappeared, but not before kicking the witch. Her head smacked down, hard, against the rocky asphalt. She was positive a nasty gash formed at her hairline. The man squatted down, gently took her hand, and helped her up. Although she didn’t wish to admit it, she liked the feel of his rough, calloused hand against her soft skin. 

			He smiled a small smile as she drank him in despite herself. Dressed in a simple white tee and leather jacket, with jeans and steel-toed boots, he looked like he belonged in the city where the stars were made. He was beautiful, almost strikingly so—but then again, so was she. They’d look good together, she knew this. 

			The slight curl of his hair that fell onto his face; the scar across his eyebrow and the piercing on the other; his deep-set hazel eyes—a perfect mix of light brown and green with a hint of yellow. She was sure she saw the color in his eyes shift the moment she looked at him, but she brushed it off. He was a foot taller than her, but she didn’t mind. 

			She didn’t feel the blood till it trickled down her forehead. With his hand, he caressed the injury, healing her instantly. 

			“H…how’d you do that? I mean, you didn’t even say a spell.” 

			“It’s all about the intention. No words are needed for that.” 

			“How’d you know that?” 

			“I’m a professor of sorts.”

			She looked at him with awe and blushed as her body felt keenly aware of how close they were. He smirked knowingly and softly massaged the base of her neck. 

			“The name’s Briar.” A chuckle easily escaped his mouth, which instantly put her drug addled mind at peace. Such a harmonious sound could only result in one thing: he captured her heart and soul.

			“What’s your name, little witch?”

			Enchanted by his power, his words, and his essence, she responded with the only two words she knew by heart. 

			“Pandora Tudor.” 

			~*~

			Rae, Seattle, Present Day

			Rae felt as light as a feather. With her body like air and her problems gone, it made her feel weightless. She looked down at her hands and realized they were transparent, her whole being floating in the atmosphere. And like a ghost, she took in the scene below—Zaraquel on her knees praying beside a distraught Miss Arianna, while McPherson frantically cooked up a potion. 

			He quickly mixed it and poured the brew into a vial. He knelt beside Rae’s lifeless body and placed the vial underneath her nose for her to smell it. And she did—her spirit self could smell the incense, but her body never reacted. They pulled her eyelids open, and she saw what they saw—her eyes: black, empty. 

			Rae witnessed a smokey sort of essence worming its way out of her body and disappearing as if it were never there to begin with. 

			“What the—?” 

			Her attention was caught by that weird entity that once resided in her body. She then saw the panic in their eyes as Bradley immediately lifted her body into his arms and took her out of the kitchen.

			Feeling the need to run after them, she floated down, still unseen, and followed them through the estate. Passing by the guards and the waitstaff, the wolves and Jerome, they reached the tower with incredible speed. However, from the corner of her eye, she noticed a pair of angel wings that looked nothing like Zaraquel’s. And that’s when she saw him—Loquiel. 

			Loquiel looked ethereal, his wings so large and wide he could cocoon both himself and Zaraquel and still have room to hide someone else. He possessed this glow, but a glow that was set on dimmer. His light was fading—it was faint, but still present. 

			She ran and reached to grab ahold of one of his wings. He jerked in response and was surprised to have physical contact with anyone besides Zaraquel. He looked back at Zaraquel and noticed that she was preoccupied with Rae, whose body was being carried up the steps. 

			He stopped in his tracks. “How’s this possible?” 

			Rae quirked her brow, her hand shaking. “How the hell am I supposed to know? I’m literally in two places at once right now.” She began to pace back and forth. “I…I don’t even know what’s happening. How is this happening?” She stopped and took a couple of steps closer to him. “What did you do to me?” 

			“Me? What did I do to you? Nothing! I’m just here to….” 

			“To what?” 

			Rae saw he was distracted as he looked up the stairs to where Zaraquel entered the tower room. She squinted her eyes, instantly suspicious of his motives. But before she could question him, he disappeared before her eyes. Gone. 

			~*~

			Loquiel, Seattle, Present Day

			Loquiel, where are you? I need you. He heard Zaraquel call for him via mindspeak and found her in her room, waiting for him unbeknownst to everyone in the manor. Loquiel, I’m worried about Rae. What if she doesn’t wake up? 

			If you believe she’ll wake up, she will. Besides, I’m sure she’s fine. 

			How do you know? 

			He hated seeing her in distress, only wanting to make her feel better. He inched closer to give her a hug. She sighed in relief as she leaned in. 

			Because you’re there to help her, Zaraquel. 

			I can’t be of much help without fulfilling my destiny. I must have a kill. My wings are hurting just thinking about it. I still don’t understand why you took me away when you did, but you are my best friend, and I forgave you.

			Loquiel was a fallen angel who had fallen deeply in love with her. But more importantly, he had a purpose from the Tall Dark Man. He was to watch and report, and as always, the command was obeyed. 

			But it came at a cost. Loquiel couldn’t let her serve the prophecy for the wrong side. He was invisible to everyone but his beloved Zaraquel. Sometimes the thought crossed his mind to tell her the truth, but fear kept him from doing so. When he became visible, and otherwise “human” to others, he was rather handsome, with dark hair, blue eyes, and a strong muscular build—nothing out of the ordinary.

			Zaraquel, you are about what age now? I lose track because you grow so fast.

			I think I look about fifteen or so. Amber says my body is that of a teenager. Will you help me?

			He nodded, yearning to fulfill yet another small plea for her. He’d do just about anything for her.

			Your wings are not red yet. What kind of kill do you need to do?

			I think it needs to be justified, so I must find someone. I’m gonna ask Auntie Amber to help me find someone to save. If you steal me away again before I complete it, I will never forgive you, and we won’t be friends anymore.

			Loquiel gulped upon hearing those words. His job of watching and reporting was getting tougher by the minute.

			I promise. You will have your first kill.

			Even though he promised, he knew the Tall Dark Man would be angry with him. The master strongly forbade him to let her follow the path of his enemy.

			~*~

			Zaraquel, Seattle, Present Day

			Zaraquel watched him closely, but couldn’t quite put her feelings together. She was young despite her physical appearance. But she’d promised Uncle Mac and Auntie Amber that she would always keep her guard up. She knew she had to, even with her best friend. Rae, however, was starting to fill the gap in the friendship she was missing with Loquiel. Close in physical age, she felt connected to her. 

			Since they met, she’d felt that Rae was a special gift sent to help her and Auntie Amber. She learned potions, spells, incantations, and more, all the gifts from the light. The light gave Zaraquel such power and purpose that she was anxious for her first kill. Feeling a little better, she let her wings emerge, and her hair began to shine as it fell against her wings. 

			She noticed that Loquiel watched her closely but didn’t say a word. She really cared for him, but she questioned whether she should tell him or remain silent. After all, he did take her away from her first kill. The kill was essential to begin her journey to the light. She needed to help Amber in the battle—that was her destiny, nothing else. 

			From the time Zaraquel was born, her life had been impeccable. She remembered the moment of her birth and the love her parents had for her. The fact that Chloe drank from the wolf Malakai was essential to her path. 

			She even kept secret the fact that she snuck out of the manor each night, walking the streets of downtown Seattle, searching and waiting. Occasionally she would catch a walking corpse and send it back to hell, but it wasn’t a justified kill, as it was already dead.

			Zaraquel recalled meeting a man who was more of a mist than a physical form. She sensed his great importance but was a bit shy towards him. She remembered that meeting very well, however brief it was. Perhaps this was the time to tell Loquiel about the new friend she had made, and despite her hesitance, she plowed on with her confession.

			Loquiel, I have something to tell you. I…I, uh, I met another friend. He isn’t like me or you. I mean, I can see right through him, and he says he knows all about the prophecy, my destiny. I think he’s like a ghost or something. He has a funny name—Kabos, or something like that. I want to meet him again. So, do you want to come with me?

			Loquiel was noticeably quiet, and she waited for him to respond, but as he remained silent, she decided to tell him more.

			He’s Michael’s father, so he’s kinda ancient, like Rae calls old people. And he knows more about what I am and all about Michael and Amber. He said the prophecy is really a battle that has to be fought between two forces—light and dark. But only Amber holds the key to fulfilling the prophecy, though nobody really knows how it will end. Pretty cool, right? 

			She looked at him, at his blank expression, and continued. 

			Then, he says that the dark force has all these creepy people watching and trying to stop certain events from happening. Maybe you and I could help him find these creepy people. Whaddya say? He told me he could use my help in saving the world. 

			~*~

			Loquiel sat still for a moment as he tried to process everything she had just told him. If he didn’t assist her, she might become suspicious of his true motives. So, he decided to accomplish what his master asked of him: to observe and report, like the good soldier he was. 

			He nodded in agreement and knew he would’ve made the same choice just to see the smile that appeared on Zaraquel’s face.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Amber, Seattle, Present Day 

			Amber sat alone in the room she shared with Michael and glanced out the window overlooking the vast, empty grounds. She looked up at the dark abyss, overflowing with stars that night. Yet, despite this seemingly peaceful respite, Zaraquel’s words were forever cemented in her memory. They played in a constant loop in her head. 

			There’s a battle. Everyone will be watching. But no one will see the knife that is thrown. It lands in your heart. Your blood will fall into a cup. A pretty cup. But then Michael rips open your chest. He pulls out your heart. You die. 

			Die. 

			Die. 

			Die. 

			Fearing her death would be imminent, Amber squeezed the amulet in her hand so tightly that when she opened it to admire the stone once more, she found that her hand was bleeding. She wasn’t in agony—rather, she was amazed by the sheer amount of blood that came out of such a tiny, insignificant part of the human body. She willed her body to heal itself, and it did. 

			She saw Michael lying on the bed, comatose. Closing her eyes, she was instantly hit with the image of Michael hovering above, smiling and stealing kisses. But his face soon transformed into that of his current visage, one of anguish and hopelessness. Longing to be by his side again, she wished for his pain to cease, her heart aching. 

			She dropped the amulet, and as her eyes sprung open, “Oh, Michael,” slipped from her lips. 

			The quiet plea quickly escalated into an unrelenting sob that shook her core. She could no longer hold back the tears she so bravely attempted to hide. She felt like Alice in Wonderland, drowning in her own tears. If one were to look at the sad picture that was Amber at this moment, one would only feel a never ending sense of melancholy. She felt like her whole world was ending, so much so that she was physically shaken, violently.

			“Amber.” 

			A voice, first a whisper, called out to her. She stifled her cries in hopes of better hearing the voice which called her back. Then she noticed a blurry figure in the distance walking towards her. The man was gaining traction, drawing closer. 

			“Amber.” 

			Straightening herself, she stood on her feet, attempting to gain some semblance of balance. 

			“Michael?” 

			She rubbed her eyes to focus her sights and was awakened by a concerned Malakai, protectively crouching over her. His thick hair, tousled into a ponytail, was the first thing that caught Amber’s attention. The second was the look on his face—he looked as horrible as she felt. But why? She thought. 

			Malakai, reading her thoughts as he always could, heard her confusion as he placed a loose strand of hair behind her ear. She leaned into his caress, and a few rebel tears escaped from her eyes, down to her cheeks. He wiped those away. 

			“Don’t fret, my queen. Please don’t lose hope, we’ll find a way to save him. You are strong. I know this to be true.” 

			Malakai held onto her as she wept in his arms. 

			~*~

			Michael, Seattle, Present Day

			Dripping of sweat and shoulders sagging from the weight of the battle he was enduring, Michael stood in front of both Alaric and Valentine. He knew his body was safe, as his love and trust in Amber reminded him of this. It was his mind that was on the brink of breaking. He knew it; he could feel it. He didn’t know how much more he could endure. 

			As if sensing Michael’s despondency, Valentine smiled. “Michael, give it up and join us. Forsake your beloved. The prophecy has already been determined. And this torture? Well, this is just for fun at this point.” 

			He and Alaric laughed at this sentiment. 

			Alaric picked up the conversation. “It’s been days without blood for you, and still you cling to that nasty idea that she is coming for you. Pathetic, weak fool.”

			“Shut up. Let my mind go. Amber is strong, and with Zaraquel at her side, nothing will stop her.”

			As Michael was too weak, he failed to notice that as Alaric circled him—like a vulture before mounting on its prey—his hands shook. Tremor after tremor, Valentine regarded this and paid attention to his allegiance’s truly fragile state. 

			“Michael, fool. Choose us or die, it’s that simple. We have the power to kill your body as well as your mind. Face it, you lost; you’re broken. You. Are. Nothing. The queen bitch and that little child cannot save you now.”

			Michael covered his ears and screamed as he fell to his knees. Tears flowed down his cheeks, and screams of pain continued.

			“Michael, all you need to do is kill her and bring us her blood in the chalice. That is all we require of you, and then you will be free of our imprisonment.” Alaric stood in front of Michael. “Besides, if your love is as strong as you believe it is, why is it that your Amber is in the arms of another?”

			Michael blinked away his tears and found his voice once more. “You’re lying. Amber would never betray me like that.” 

			Alaric simply clapped his hands, and a vision of Amber currently seeking solace in Malakai’s arms immediately appeared before them. Valentine and Alaric shared a look of joy, as the potential for their victory was so close they could taste it. Michael’s eyes were glued to that image of Malakai and Amber as his face fell, finally broken.

			~*~

			Chloe, Seattle, Present Day

			Chloe sat cross-legged on the wooden floor of the tower, surrounded by candles. Meanwhile, Rae lies unconscious in front of her. Her chants become louder, and objects rose into the air, participating in a chaotic dance as they floated about. The candles’ fire grew brighter and more intense while Marcus stood back, utterly amazed and proud of his wife. 

			With the book Bradley had given her propped open, she tried spell after to spell to awake her cousin, to no avail. Bradley lent his assistance, yet he too was unable to wake up the young witch. 

			Chloe placed the tips of her fingers on either side of Rae’s temples, hoping to get a vision. She often didn’t have to try hard, as they would hit her like a bolt of lightning—instantly, since Zaraquel’s birth. Chloe felt her powers grow day by day, and she wasn’t sure if she felt dread or excitement at that prospect. 

			 She applied pressure and….nothing. How odd, she thought to herself. 

			Taking a few calming breaths, she recentered her focus and tried again. Her mind was flooded with blurred and out of focus images proceeding in fast, successive flashes. She saw her aunt, Rae’s mother, holding hands with an unknown man. And then in the clearing of a forest, an inhumanely large goat stood on its hind legs, holding a baby in each hand—twin girls. 

			As the vision filled her mind, the room around her was frantic—the shutters flapped, the drawers opened and closed, the lights switched on and off. It was like a poltergeist. Chloe’s eyes sprung open, and all ceased. It was quiet, eerily so, for everyone was stunned to silence. She looked at her daughter’s worried expression and mindspoke with her. 

			I’m okay, honey. Don’t worry. 

			You’re a horrible liar. I saw what you saw, Mom. 

			Don’t say anything until we can get a better understanding, okay? We have enough going on right now. 

			You’re right. Consider me a vault. 

			Chloe silently chuckled at her daughter’s unique sense of humor. As if it were an ordinary occurrence, she hopped to her feet and let out a sigh of frustration. All the candles blew out. Zaraquel found her mother in low spirits, given Rae’s state. 

			“I don’t know what I’m doing wrong. This is the tenth spell I’ve tried.” 

			Bradley flipped on the light switch and illuminated the room once more. He stood next to Zaraquel as she nervously played with the tips of her long hair. Miss Arianna sat beside her, solemnly looking down at Rae. Marcus walked toward Zaraquel and held Chloe in a reassuring embrace. He nuzzled her neck and gave her a kiss. 

			“Hey, Chloe?” 

			She looked up at him expectantly, waiting. 

			“You’re doing all you can. I’m sure you, McPherson, and little Z here can figure something out. Right?” He directed his look at his daughter and her mentor, and they nodded in response. 

			“See, you just have to believe in yourself as much as I believe in you.” 

			He gave her a peck on the cheek, and a giggle escaped from Chloe’s mouth like a schoolgirl. At that moment, Zaraquel realized what she wanted. Yes, she wanted to be the avenging angel she was meant to be, but she also wanted someone to share the pains and joys of life with. She smiled happily as she made her way to her parents. She gave them each a hug. 

			“Dad’s right, Mom—we’ll figure something out.”

			Amber walked in and witnessed the loving familial scene. She had always known she wanted a family, but now that she was a vampire, along with the fact that she held the fate of the entire supernatural community in her hands, she had a feeling that wasn’t in her future. 

			Malakai placed his hand on her shoulder, rubbing small circles with his thumb, and for some strange reason, this action seemed to comfort her. 

			~*~

			Illyris, Ancient Greece, 324 AD 

			Illyris stood on a cliff overlooking her land and the busy townspeople working hard down below. Her long red hair shone brilliantly in the sun as it blew in the wind. Her stance was one of power, and she held an authoritative aura around her. No one dared question her at any moment in her reign as queen. 

			In the near distance, she heard footfalls. With speed and agility that were no match for anyone of her kind, she attacked the man, and they both tumbled to the ground. All her weight was on him, and she was certain she’d crush him, but all she heard was a hearty chuckle. 

			“It would be wise to look at the face of your attacker before pummeling him,” Giorgos smirked. “My queen.”

			She looked at his face, always so kind and genuine that she melted above him. “You must forgive me, Giorgos.” 

			The queen, about to become trapped in a loveless marriage, shared all the love she possessed with the wolf, the man beneath her, and knew he was hers and she was his. He caressed her face with one hand, and with the other rubbed gentle circles on her shoulder. 

			“There’s no need, i zoí mou, for we are one, and that will forever be true.”

			She became overwhelmed with a passion that knew no bounds and kissed him as if it were the only thing she knew how to do. 

			~*~

			“Amber?” 

			Amber stood there in a dreamy stupor, grinning as she was caught in the wonderful vision that Illyris—well, she—had once lived. It always felt so incredibly real, she never got over the fact that it had occurred in her past and not in her present life. At times she was envious of Illyris’s intense passion. But she was Illyris, so that same passion burned inside her, somewhere.

			Malakai cleared his throat, attempting to hide the smirk that lingered on his lips as he, too, remembered that particular memory. Their souls and lives were permanently linked. He missed how their bodies fit perfectly, intertwined, one with the other. How he wished he could see her eyes light up when she saw him, and not her consort. He knew it, felt it in his bones that he was fated to her, but who was he to break her heart? Certainly not Malakai Ridgewater. 

			He leaned in to whisper in her ear and could feel the warmth radiating off her cheeks. “Amber, are you all right?” 

			She heard a faint “I zoí mou….,” as if the memory itself carried life, and looked over her shoulder only to come face to face with Malakai, their noses almost touching. They could feel the air crackle with electricity, their breath in sync with the other, and with the fire that was growing inside them.

			~*~

			A rush of cold wind entered the room, and Amber and Malakai quickly separated. No one noticed their intimate exchange aside from themselves. With Rae’s body still on the floor and the family of three huddled in each other’s arms, they were astounded at the sudden change in temperature, while Bradley stood near the window with his arms at his sides, unfazed. He sighed, resting his forehead on the palm of his hand. 

			Via the current, a filmy effervescent being was seen floating in the air, as if he, himself, was riding along with the flux of incoming zephyr and magnetism. Sebastian Rowe appeared before their eyes. 

			Bradley slowly clapped at his friend’s theatrics, as the rest look on, puzzled. “You always were one for a dramatic entrance, weren’t you?” 

			Rowe chuckled as he brushed off some lint from his coat and adjusted his spectacles. He threw a mischievous wink in Zaraquel’s direction, and she smiled in return. She walked up to him, and as her parents tried to stop her, she reassured them. 

			“He’s a friend.” 

			All eyes were on Sebastian, and consequently on Bradley, as Zaraquel shook Rowe’s hand with a firm shake. 

			“Hello, Mr. Rowe. My name’s Zaraquel Tudor. I believe you are here to help us.” 

			Telepathically she sent him images of what had transpired with Rae and Michael, hoping that would give him a better understanding of their current predicament. He nodded knowingly, a slightly proud glint in his eye as he witnessed the amazing power of the child born from the prophecy. He knew of the legend, but he’d never expected to live long enough to see it. 

			Rowe addressed the room with a calm and kind manner, knowing that was what they needed to feel in that moment. He emanated that through a transference spell—a spell that would do no damage but would settle their frazzled nerves for a bit. 

			“Yes, as the child said, I am nothing but an ally.” 

			~*~

			Rae walked around the room, no one knowing she was there. She saw their panic and worry, felt it even; she, however, felt as if all her problems were nonexistent. Not once did she blackout or feel the acheri’s urges. She didn’t feel the darkness simmering on the surface, waiting to be unleashed. 

			For the first time in her life, she felt free. She was happy to be liberated from the darkness that drew her in. The thoughts that flooded her mind, the unhappy ones that she knew weren’t hers, were gone. They’d left with the acheri. 

			How could this be? Rae thought, completely perplexed by her situation. 

			~*~

			Ever since he was a boy, Sebastian Rowe could see what others couldn’t, or what they simply didn’t want to. He saw far beyond his mind’s eye and into the realm of the fantastical, and this, aside from his other extraordinary gifts, made him a great friend, but an even greater adversary. 

			Sebastian could see the little girl that deemed herself a ghost. He saw her confusion, her need for answers. He wanted to guide her to find the answers she sought, so he knelt and gently grabbed her body’s hand. He looked at the spirit of Rae and urged her to do the same. 

			“Y…you can see me?” He nodded as she quickly came over and sat beside him. “Who are you?” 

			Sebastian communicated with her via mindspeak. Dear child, you were conceived from both light and dark, and now you are tethered to this realm and to one of the spirits. But fair warning, child—the path you seek may not always be the one you yearn to deal with. Proceed with caution.

			He took her spirit hand and placed it on her flesh. 

			~*~

			The instant her selves made contact, a bright light filled the room, brought on with such great power that everyone, except for Sebastian, was pushed back against the walls by a strong magical force. Her body convulsed on the floor. She became one, her spirit and her body now combined. The room was filled with gasps, the tension palpable in the air. 

			Marcus looked on with fear, never having seen anything like that in his lifetime. “What’s happening to her?” 

			Bradley came to Sebastian’s aide and knelt on the other side of Rae’s body. She continued to violently shake; slowly, but gradually her body began to levitate. Amber’s eyes widened, and her pulse raced. Without a second thought, she found Malakai’s hand and held it. He felt her fingers intertwine with his, and all he wanted was to protect her. 

			Zaraquel clutched onto her parents, her eyes watering. “Is Rae gonna be okay?” 

			Chloe hugged her daughter tightly. “Of course. Mr. Rowe and Bradley are going to help her, right gentleman?” 

			Sebastian, fascinated by the phenomenon, rolled up his sleeves and inspected the parameter. “I assure you, Mrs. Tudor, that I will do everything in my power to help this child. For a fate such as hers is of paramount importance to the prophecy. Please take my hand, and I will instruct you on how to help save her.” 

			She stepped forward and took his hand, and memories from Sebastian’s past life crashed into her like
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