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PROLOGUE

The Unborn
Dreams

 


Chloe,
mother-to-be, powerful witch, and girlfriend to a vampire, sat at
her desk channeling her ancient ancestor, Sarah Good. With her dark
hair and one white strand that hung over her eyes, she still
couldn’t understand the prophecy any more than she did the month
before. She had told this to Marcus on more than one occasion.

Her right hand
was rubbing her swollen womb when she heard a sound in the hall.
The weary, well-fed figure of Marcus entered the room. He noticed
the mother of his yet unborn child sitting at the desk, channeling
again. Since the battle against Gerard some months back, she had
channeled Sarah Good constantly in search of answers. Never did
Marcus imagine that he, a vampire, would get a human pregnant. Yet,
he did. Not only was she human, but a witch as well. The constant
channeling with Sarah Good seemed unnatural, yet no more unnatural
than he was as a creature of the undead.

His face had
the healthy flush of having drunk blood and there was a shine to
his skin. Marcus closed the door behind him and approached Chloe.
He kissed her forehead ever so gently.

“The baby moved again today, and she is powerful. But, I feel
strange around the others. When I am near Amber, I feel so faint. I
don’t understand what is happening. And then with Michael, I’m so
hungry.” She moved a white strand of hair from her face and placed
it behind her right ear.

Marcus lifted
her from the chair and encircled his arms around her. His fingers
massaged the small of her back with one hand, while the other hand
reached up her thigh and began to caress her tenderly.

Marcus and
Chloe moved to the bed, where screams of ecstasy began to fill the
room. She arched her back, closed her eyes, and let her long black
hair fall loosely over her shoulders as he moved gently with her
body. Her hips moved with great fervor as he continued to thrust.
The two had been lovers for some time, and in that time, their
bodies had always become one each time they made love.

Sweat dripped
off her thighs as his hands cupped her breasts. His fingers pinched
her hard nipples and she cried out in ecstasy. He moved his lips to
her breasts and bit her nipples. Blood trickled down her breasts
slowly. Still not satisfied with his pinching, Chloe motioned for
Marcus to change positions. He obeyed and let her take the lead.
Marcus knew that Chloe liked to be in control of their intimate
encounters.

***

Chloe, full of
ecstasy, was in love with her vampire. She was his witch.
Separately they were strong and confident. Together they were a
special family, and part of the Chosen. Marcus was bound to her
forever, and to his child. Yet Chloe knew that her role in the
prophecy would change to something she could not comprehend
yet.

With Marcus
asleep on the bed next to her, Chloe rubbed her right hand on her
belly, touching it and thinking about their child. It was
impossible to think that these two could create a future child of
the prophecy. Deep down, she wondered about her child and how this
child would assist in Amber’s destiny. These last few months had
been challenging for the group. With Michael and Amber growing
closer together, Marcus and Chloe preparing for the baby, and
Malakai reuniting the wolves, their world seemed a little chaotic.
There hadn’t been so many attacks on the Chosen by either the
Avalani or the Covenant, but some small, significant events in
Seattle had made the group retreat. People were being hunted by
vampires, and though the news channels in Seattle did not wish to
make it a big deal, Chloe knew that something strange was happening
in the city. Chaos was coming, yet Marcus seemed unaware of it.

Though her
pregnancy made it hard for her to eat at times and gave her an
unusually high libido, the need for sleep was an obsession of hers.
Soon, she was fast asleep.

Chloe was a
light sleeper, so she heard Marcus leaving the bedroom. She figured
he would be searching for Michael for a drink, as was his usual
custom.

Chloe started
to dream. The unborn child was dreaming too, though Chloe didn’t
realize it.

It was 1692,
and the prison in which the young woman sat was filthy and full of
rat infestation. Her shackles made it hard for her to eat the days
old bread and meager cup of water. Her captors realized that she
was to be tried and sentenced to death on the morrow. The woman
felt scared and alone, yet she continued to pray.

A lone wolf
stood outside the prison in which she was kept, hidden from all
eyes. He watched in all earnest for any signs of his queen. In the
end, he turned and walked away. She was not the queen but a
powerful being, though he did not know what being she was.

The captor
came to the woman and unlocked the prison door. He reached for her
chin and tilted it upward. She met his eyes as his fist came down
to strike her. Her body lay crumpled on the floor as he kicked her
food and dumped her water. Again, she was left alone in her own
filth. She showed no remorse at the re-examination, and knew her
death was coming. In the end, she knew that her physical life would
be over, but there would be a time to rise again.

Then, the
dream changed.

A young girl
with auburn hair knocked on the door. Something about her
appearance was distinctive. She looked like a pixie, but wasn’t.
Before knocking on the door once more, her little finger touched
her nose, and on the side was a small birthmark in the shape of a
star.

Her hazel eyes
narrowed as she began yelling. “Chloe! Chloe! I have come for
you.”

Chloe awakened
with a start and jolted out of bed. She quickly threw her clothes
on and sat back at the desk. These dreams, the same dreams,
happened each time Marcus made love to her. As her hand moved
slowly across her abdomen, the unborn baby sent a tingling
sensation through her skin to her fingertips. A light came from her
stomach as her eyes began to flutter.

Mother,
Mother…. Can you hear me? I am yours, you are mine. Bound by time,
bound by love. I need you to drink from the blood of a wolf before
the next fortnight. You must in order for me to be born of the
pack. Do not drink the drink from the undead.

The light
disappeared and Chloe remained silent in the richly decorated room
that she and Marcus now shared in Michael’s estate. Having given up
her apartment, Chloe had moved in with Marcus almost immediately
following the battle against Gerard. She still had nightmares of
that bloody battle in which the Chosen were finally united, and
Amber/Illyris were becoming one. For a month she had retreated into
herself, determined to find a reason for her pregnancy and its
marvel with the prophecy. But, she also did this because her best
friend was a savage vampire when she needed to be, and a fun loving
spirited red-head the rest of the time. Chloe was confused as to
her own purpose with the vampires now that she was pregnant. And
she missed the fun times with Amber going to the bars in downtown
Seattle.

It was time to
join the others before Malakai and his crew of wolves joined them
for dinner. The others always went hunting together at night,
leaving Chloe protected in the manor with the servants. Deep down
she wished that she could join the others, but her job now was to
protect and deliver the newest half-witch, half-vampire to the
coven.

Chloe
descended the stairs and was met by Amber, who seemed to sense that
something was wrong. “Chloe, what’s wrong? Something happened, and
it’s written all over your face.”

A tear
trickled down Chloe’s cheek as she remained silent. Inhaling a deep
breath and letting it out, she began to speak.

“Amber, I know women get all weird and all when they are
pregnant, but this is beyond weird. I feel like the baby is
literally talking to me, except it’s through dreams. I don’t even
think I’ve had a decent night’s sleep since I got
pregnant.”

Amber
understood her feelings, and recalled sharing her dreams with Chloe
when they first met. Amber said she felt that times were changing
once more.


Part I

Zaraquel


 


Chapter 1

Accusations

 


Sarah Good,
1692

Sarah Good
stood in front of her accusers, listening to the false accusations
of witchcraft. She stood tall, knowing that her community wished to
see her body cast out and hung because she and William were nothing
more than beggars. Listening to the final judgment, her dark eyes
penetrated the judge’s very soul. Her tangled hair, already
starting to show silvery white streaks, covered her eyes. Her nose
was small and pointed, and her mouth narrow and hard. Sarah was
always filthy, bad tempered, and thought to be a nuisance.

But in her
womb swam a small creature, stirring with every movement of the
trial. Sarah placed her thin, frail right hand over her womb to
settle the unborn child. This was the child of the tall, dark man
from her dreams. The child stirred in her womb, but Sarah remained
astute in the face of her accusers. The judge looked at her and
announced her imprisonment until the child was born. From there,
she would be taken to the gallows to suffer her fate for being a
witch.

Sarah remained
captive in the dark, dingy, grimy prison, with only her thoughts to
keep her entertained. Accused by her own husband, William, and her
daughter Dorothy, she vowed to inflict a death on him that would
make the citizens and the God-fearing idiots tremble in fear.
Shackled in chains, left in her own fluids, she suffered in her
plight.

One night her
captors did not bring her drink, and Sarah used this time to
channel for the tall dark man. Before she had been taken away and
accused, the man had come to visit her when William wasn’t home,
because he spent every waking moment laboring for food for her and
Dorothy. The man would tell her of enchantments and a prophecy, yet
to be unfolded, in centuries to come, and that this prophecy would
affect not just her kind, but all races that depended on secrecy.
She remembered his words from the first visit.

“It has been proclaimed that an ancient war will approach, and
a balance will be upset between the races…the cold ones who drink
of blood, and the wolves that tear into flesh. Only our race will
survive a battle that will span eternity. Heed now the words from
my mouth, sweet witch. The hour will come when brother will slay
brother. But a woman, a queen, will end the slaying, and in the
end, it is the mark of the witch that is her scepter, her shield.
Her prophecy is different than yours, but must be made into one
eternal. Dream now, sweet witch. Endure what man will act upon, but
remember the words, for another will come to foretell the
rest.”

Before the
tall dark man left her, he made her memorize a chant that would
bring the bearer of her sentence a death filled with blood.

Months later,
alone in her prison, Sarah recalled the words of enchantment and
horror combined, and knew that when her unborn entered the world,
her own life would be forfeit. She fell asleep on the cold stone
and dreamt of the death that would free her.

She woke in a
fury of pain, gripping her insides and tearing at her womanhood. In
a puddle of water, she began to bear down, knowing that the child
was coming. The birth was not painful and did not endure for hours
and hours. The girl child was born in the cell that had been
Sarah’s prison for months, yet did not live for more than minutes.
Sarah knew that her time on this earth would be no longer.

Drenched in
childbirth blood, she discovered that she was not alone in the
cell. Sarah did not see him at first, but when her eye glanced into
the corner, she saw the tall, dark man standing in the shadows and
watching her movements. Sarah smiled, and said the enchantment of
death to her William and Dorothy.

The man in the
corner smiled deeply, almost giving her the feeling that he was
thinking about something sinister. She couldn’t shake the feeling.
She was sensing that he expected her to say more, but nothing more
came from her lips.

When Sarah
Good was brought forward to the gallows on the morrow, she stared
straight into the heart of the reverend and spoke her final curse.
“If you take away my life, God will give you blood to drink.” With
that, the witch’s curse became intertwined in the prophecy.

***

Amber and
Michael, Present Day

Michael and
Amber were sitting in the library, skimming the pages of the rolled
parchment that had become the foundation of their purpose in the
prophecy. Each time they read a certain passage, over and over, it
never changed. “When the day of the wolf comes the queen will rise,
but consort must sacrifice for all. The queen will end separate
ways…wolf, oracle, and—uh, there’s nobody left who knows how this
word was pronounced, but it was the old tongue’s word for us, the
uh…vampires. Betrayers lurk for queen and wolf and oracle. Only
consort stops betrayers to protect all.”

Michael
recalled out loud the events from the first moment he had read this
with his father. He didn’t understand it then with Kabos, and he
most certainly didn’t understand it now. What he knew was that the
queen would be born through death, and the unification of races
would somehow unleash a power so strong that the world would not be
the same.

Amber, looking
tired and frustrated, had her red hair pulled back in a ponytail
and wore the necklace that never left its place from around her
neck. She had been beautiful as a human, and now as a vampire
queen, Michael thought she was so much more intoxicating. He could
bathe in her eyes, melt in her kisses, but he knew that he was not
worthy of her embraces, her affections. Each time they dwelled on
the prophecy, they got into it, fighting constantly over the
meaning of the prophecy and what each verse meant.

“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. Her glory will free the wolf, the seer,
the undead walkers, and bind them to a fate that will prevent the
destruction of the world and transform enemies into allies. The
queen, connected with the child of joining, will rise above all
others and bring forth a sense of unification and
peace….”

***

Michael and
Amber always seemed to argue about the meaning and the connection
between her and the child. They both agreed that the child was the
child of Chloe and Marcus, though neither of them knew or
understood what the connection would be. Both knew her destiny was
to save the wolves and to end the fighting, but Michael sensed that
something prevented Amber from trusting him more, and that she was
holding something back from him. He knew that she loved him, and
yet she didn’t trust his “secrets.” Her lack of trust was a feeling
he got every time he was near her. Perhaps it was because he
continually locked himself in the library, pouring over the books,
parchments, and other relics from his life.

“Amber, amour,
the prophecy is too perplexing. We know Marcus and Chloe are having
a baby, but how is this baby connected to you? What does it mean,
bind us to a fate? I feel like we are lost in this quest, this
journey of destiny.”

Michael left
his scotch on the side table and approached his queen. His visions
and memories of the past were becoming more frequent than before,
yet he felt compelled to hold the truth in. With his right hand, he
ran his fingers through his sandy blond hair and drank in his
queen’s beauty.

Before he
could utter another word, Amber was already standing in front of
him. Her lips were so intoxicating that he tried to focus on her
eyes. Amber leaned towards him, parting her lips, and sought refuge
with his mouth. A pair of strong arms wrapped around her and
Michael, once again, was entranced with his queen. Michael was not
dressed as formally as usual…jeans and a blue pullover shirt with
long sleeves. No shoes. He had, however, shaved, and his sandy
blond hair remained loose and unbound.

He smelled
musky and masculine, a scent that never changed.

“Michael, god, you smell good. Your smell is driving me wild.
I’ve only known you for a short time, but I feel like it’s been an
eternity.”

“You know, Amber, I cannot imagine a world without you. You
have become the queen we need, yet you are still a young vampire.
Your lips hypnotize me,” he said in a low whisper as his lips
brushed her ear. Michael held Amber and let her rest her head on
his chest. He tucked his chin over her shoulder and they descended
into a silence that lasted mere moments, until Malakai entered the
room in a great rush.

***

Malakai,
Blackbird State Forest, Delaware 1990

Nikoli, having
just hunted for Miriam, returned to human form and began to search
for one of the other hunters in the pack. He was looking for a
particular young man, one the storytellers had talked about
throughout the years. He knew this man would be the answer based on
the storytellers, but how he could help remained a mystery. The
young man was a newcomer to the camp about six months ago, and his
name was Malakai. Nikoli had to find him to help him bring his
daughter to New York.

Six months
ago, Malakai had entered the camp as a lone wolf. The man, who
hated confrontation and loathed violence and fighting, was lost
from his pack. He wandered into the camp, beaten and tired. For
days he mumbled in his sleep, and mentioned that the blood drinkers
had come and destroyed his entire camp. It was amazing how he had
survived the extinction of his pack, his family, and friends.
Miriam had tended to his wounds and fever, nursing him back to
health.

Nikoli found
Malakai among the young men, talking and laughing. He put his hand
on Malakai’s shoulder and motioned for him to follow so that they
could speak privately. Nikoli had grown to like the young man with
dark, long hair, and knew he had a purpose. The two talked about
how Nikoli needed to bring the child to the north, and time was of
the essence. The connection between Malakai and Amber was also
known to the men.

“Malakai, there is something between you and the baby girl. I
sense it. I want to ask you a great personal favor. Stay in New
York with her and watch from afar; miles will not matter as there
is a connection. In years to come, find a way to reunite her with
Miriam and with you. No need to concern yourself about me. It is
you and she who belong together. The stars have predicted it. She
is destined for more, but is wanted now for death. Will you give me
your word of honor that you will seek her and protect her?” Nikoli
knew that Malakai would not reject the proposal, so he was not at
all surprised when Malakai nodded and shook his hand
firmly.

***

The Chosen,
Present Day

Michael and
Amber realized that Malakai was in a somewhat frazzled state when
he entered. Malakai had come and gone from the estate since the
Chosen had fought together a few months ago. He was completely out
of breath, but managed to get out one word before he collapsed.
“Valentine….”

Looking at
Malakai, Amber’s face softened with kindness, and she ripped part
of her shirt to wipe his bloody face as his eyes remained
closed.

“Michael, we have to help him. Hurry.”

Michael’s face
moved from tenderness with Amber to sheer frustration as he saw his
comrade fall to the floor, unconscious. With one hand on his
friend, he yelled for his servants for help. A man entered the room
in silence, picked up Malakai, and carried him into the guest
quarters. Without needing further direction, the servant saw to his
wounds, and Malakai heard Michael instruct the man to find Chloe.
Chloe had the strength to heal him and to give him the strength to
tell everyone what had really happened.

While they all
waited for Chloe to arrive, Michael was lost in deep thought. He
couldn’t help but feel enraged at the friendship that Malakai and
Amber shared. It wouldn’t have disturbed him so much if he didn’t
witness the closeness they shared when they hugged, laughed, or
talked. Malakai was not only a friend, but he was her employer.
Michael’s thoughts moved to a time not so long ago, in which he
walked in on Malakai hugging Amber and whispering something to her.
She had giggled and acted shy, but she was not really shy. He knew
he had no reason to be jealous, but these thoughts kept forming in
his mind and he didn’t know why. He was never like this before.

***

Chloe felt
like all she could do was waddle from her room to Malakai. She
understood the urgency once the servant fetched her. Marcus helped
her balance along the hallway. She moved her hair to one side as
she took a deep breath and entered the room.

The others
stood around Malakai’s bed, and Chloe motioned for them to give her
room. Marcus took his place next to his witch, with Michael and
Amber looking on solemnly. The room was decorated in rich blues and
reds, with a hue of gold accenting the walls. The bed’s duvet was
moved back and only a red satin sheet covered Malakai to his waist.
His face had a deviant scratch from one cheekbone to the chin, his
eyes were swollen, and his chest rose up and down with some pain,
from the look of it. His breathing was shallow and deep, almost as
if he was snoring.

Chloe felt his
heart reaching out to hold on to something or someone. His aura
shone all around him. Inside, his bones were starting to heal in
his crippled body; it was at a slower rate than one would expect
from a werewolf, but still faster than human healing. The child
within Chloe realized what was happening and lent her strength and
power to Chloe. She invoked the words of healing and a light came
from both womb and mother, encompassing Malakai. Before long, his
body was restored to its previous state, and he slept till the
following day.

***

What no one
knew was that less than three hours earlier, Malakai had been
engaged in a battle with Valentine. The hunter, a mere man who was
granted the song of immortality in exchange for vampire extinction,
as well as murdering the werewolves, had caught him unaware as he
was leaving the museum.


Chapter 2

Memories

 


Valentine,
Rome 1597

Valentine was
forced to watch the so called “doctors” drain his sweet Mary of her
life. He vowed in silence to seek retribution in a way that would
last eons and not just one lifetime. Cold hands pressed into his
shoulders, holding him in place, while another set of hands forced
his face to look into Mary’s eyes. Moments later, her lifeless body
slumped to the dirt floor while another “doctor” drained his infant
son.

“Elijah! NO! Stop…please,” was all Valentine could say through
his tears.

The dead ones
held him in place until they were satisfied that they’d made their
point to him. When they took their leave, Valentine fell to the
ground in a heap and cried relentlessly. He didn’t hear the door
open and the cold air fill the cabin once more.

A feeling
swept over him, and it was not a pleasant one. He regretted his
silence as he felt a piece of cloth brush over him. Dread filled
the room until finally Valentine looked up. A figure in a black
trench coat stood on the other side of the cabin’s main room and
watched in silence.

Valentine
noticed that the figure was tall and dark, but it was hard to
determine if it was male or female. It had yellow eyes and no
distinctive facial features. Yet the “man” remained silent, ever
watching Valentine. Valentine did not speak or look longer at the
man than he was able to. An eerie silence filled the room until he
mustered up his courage and spoke to the stranger.

“What do you want from me, stranger? I will do anything to have
my sweet Mary back. Bring her back to me.”

The stranger spoke, and though Valentine did not understand
the language, he recognized the sinister tone. “Omul muritor, sufletul tău este zdrobit si va ta distruse. Vă
pot da ceea
ce cauta, dar la un preț pe
care trebuie
să fie gata să plătească. Dumneavoastră parte la o bătălie care va dura vieți fără o pe cea dulce. Ce spui?” (Translation: Mortal man, your soul
is crushed and your will destroyed. I can give you what you seek,
but at a price you must be ready to pay. Your part in a battle that
will last lifetimes without your sweet one. What say
you?)

Valentine did
not understand what he was saying but knew inside that he needed
his Mary, and nodded in solemn silence. The stranger spoke again in
the same unknown language.

“Spirite ale Pământului care cutreiera
lumea, aduce înapoi soția femeie muritor atunci când lupta este de peste. Lasă-l să vadă soția și
auzi durerea ei. Arata-i adevărata lui natură.” (Translation: Earth spirits that
roam the world, bring back the mortal woman wife when the battle is
over. Let
him see his wife and hear her pain. Show
him his true nature.)

The skies opened up outside the cabin and
thunder crashed. Valentine had no clue what was happening, but
managed to crawl across the cabin floor to the outside. Lightning
blazed across the cold dark night, and with a flash from the sky
and a loud boom, a female figure stood by the tree. It looked like
his Mary, but he couldn’t be sure.

Somehow he managed to find an inner
strength that allowed him to stand. His clothes were dusty and his coat was torn
from the fight. But in his heart, he felt her. He knew that the
person standing by the tree in the dead of the night was his sweet
Mary. But Valentine also sensed something else. Something more than
seeing his Mary, hearing this strange language.

Valentine’s blood began to tingle in an
unfamiliar way. His body convulsed and his senses became
heightened. He could smell the earth, the leaves, and the things
that crawled in the dirt. Sounds from miles away began to sound
closer. His fingers began to curl, and the only sound he was able
to make was a scream, and that was drowned out by the onset of
thunder. When he opened his eyes once more, the figure by the tree
was gone, and so was the mysterious stranger. His mind was flooded
with images and memories that were not his own, and he no longer
was a broken man. He was renewed, because he now had become the
hunter of the dead ones. Visions that filled his mind now showed
him his true nature and purpose.

***

Amber, Orphanage 1997

Amber watched the other kids play and
decided to help out with the toddlers. She always wore her red hair
down, never letting it go above her neck because her scar, at least
that’s what she liked to call it, was embarrassing. Amber could
always feel the other children staring at it. The scar wasn’t a
circle, nor did it look like any other scar or birthmark. It was a
crescent shape and looked strange.

All she had of her birth parents was
the crystal
pendant necklace, which she never took off. She recalled that one
of the “moms” at the orphanage—that’s how she referred to the
ladies there—had told her that when they found her in a basket, a
note was attached that read, “Love our daughter and protect her as
we aren’t able to. The necklace is her protection and guide to the
truth, and to find her purpose. She is special. It will guide her
to her family.”

Amber knew she was different in more
than just the scar. She was the smartest kid in the orphanage and
could do math better than anyone else —even the teacher sometimes.
Somehow Amber even knew that maybe the story of how they “found
her” wasn’t all true. After all, there was this man that was always
so kind to her and looked out for her. She didn’t really know who
he was but he managed to sneak her a piece of candy here and there.
He seemed to like her a lot. Maybe he thought of her like his
granddaughter or something.

No one knew that every night at bedtime, she was
picked on by the tallest and meanest girl in the group. Her
toothbrush would be missing from her cabinet, and she would find it
in one of the toilet stalls. No matter how many times she endured
this treatment, Amber never told an adult in the orphanage. She
never even told Mr. Talios, the kind man who watched out for her.
But, today was different. She had had enough of this. She was out
to settle a score, and her pendant felt warm to the touch when she
thought of that.

During the day, she avoided Angela,
the meanest kid in the orphanage. When it was time to get ready for
bed her toothbrush was missing, but it was no surprise. However,
Angela was getting ready to brush her teeth and she started to
tease Amber. “Oh, geez. Did you lose your toothbrush again, you red
headed freak?”

***

Amber smiled and her green eyes
started to change. It was as if they lost their color, and yet there was a hint
of something else. Angela saw Amber’s eyes go from green to black,
and was terrified by the look Amber gave her. The pendant that
Amber wore everyday started to glow, but it was so faint that Amber
didn’t seem to notice.

***

When Amber stared into the mirror,
her eyes were green again and looked sad. She was tired of being picked on by Angela.
By the time Amber glanced back towards Angela, she was gone. In
fact, Angela couldn’t be found anywhere in the bathroom or in the
orphanage after that incident. It scared Amber that something awful
might have happened, but it also gave her relief. She never spoke
of that day afterward.

***

Amber, the
Orphanage, 1999

Today was a
special day though she didn’t know it. Amber was helping with the
toddlers while the other children were running through the halls,
laughing and playing. For as long as the adults could remember,
Amber had been a quiet girl who was always willing to help with the
smaller children. But strange things had happened in their
orphanage since the day she arrived.

Mrs. Beasley,
one of the adult caretakers, remembered that day. She was a cute
baby, swaddled in a cotton blanket. The handwritten note that
accompanied her was written in calligraphy, by someone who was not
well versed in the English language. But it was obviously done by a
mother who loved her child but could not care for her. That was
evident by how clean and well fed Amber was. Though it went against
the advice of the woman in charge at the time, Mrs. Beasley kept
the note and made sure that the blanket and necklace were always
with Amber. It was the least she could do for the child.

Remembering
that day, Mrs. Beasley recalled how the parents sounded so loving
towards the baby, and so sad. She reminisced that Talios was aware
of the baby and swore that he would protect her. She didn’t quite
understand why. Lost in heavy thoughts, she didn’t hear the
conversation that was taking place between Mr. and Mrs. Stone. Mr.
and Mrs. Stone wanted a child, a girl child, with whom they could
share their love and home. Unable to have children, the couple
decided on an older child to give that child a loving chance. They
were not rich by any means, but they were comfortable.

“Do you think we would find her here? You know we’ve always
wanted a girl. I don’t think I can take another disappointment,
dear,” said Mrs. Stone.

“I know, love. I am sure we will find her. Let’s get Mrs.
Beasly’s attention. Mrs. Beasley, do you hear me? Are you all
right? My wife and I would like a child that has a good heart and a
loving disposition. We are no strangers to childrearing, but we
can’t take a baby at this time. We are getting older, but we have
so much love to give.”

Mrs. Beasley’s
attention was called back to her visitors. “Yes, pardon me. I was
just thinking about a special girl that we have. She can have her
moments and there are some strange things about her, but she is a
good child. She is about nine years old. We know nothing about her
parentage, but she has some…well, uh, rather strange birthmarks,
and a necklace that never leaves her neck. She is inquisitive and
smart. Would you like to meet her? Amber is her name.”

Mrs. Stone
smiled faintly and fixed her hair. She smoothed out her floral
dress and adjusted herself appropriately. She took Charles’s hand
and gave it a solid squeeze. Charles held firm to her hand to
reassure her. He looked at Mrs. Beasley and nodded. Then, he stood
up and pulled out his wife’s chair.

***

Mrs. Beasley
called for Amber. Amber came quickly to the office and saw the
couple. She knew they were there to look for a child. Probably a
baby, not a girl like her. But Amber smiled and took a deep breath
as she entered the room. It took one glance from Mrs. Stone to
Amber for a connection to be made. Amber’s eyes softened as she saw
Mrs. Stone smile and reach out her hand. Amber took her hand, and
as she did so, her crystal necklace began to glow, but no one
noticed it as something out of the ordinary, for the light hit it
at the right angle, causing a reflection. However, Amber could feel
its heat and knew differently.

“Amber, is it? I’m Mr. Stone, but you can call me Charles. This
is my wife Anne. But I would hope that one day you would call us
Mom and Dad. That is, if you would like to come home with us
today.”

Amber replied,
“I believe I am supposed to go with you. Can we get ice cream
first, please?”

Laughter
filled the room as the adults and Amber became a family. For the
first time, Amber felt like she was a part of something. She
belonged. That was her last day at the orphanage, and the last time
she hugged Mrs. Beasley.

***

Malakai, Present Day

Malakai woke in the bedroom with a
fully healed body, yet his mind was still uncertain. He remembered
the battle with Valentine vividly, but nothing more. He couldn’t
remember what happened before the fight or after, except that his
animal voice had told him to seek out the queen. He shivered at the
thoughts that raced through his head. Some thoughts were his, some
belonged to another. It was as if he were watching the fight from
outside his body.

***

He had been walking along First Avenue, taking notice of
the bars and the groups of people trying to make their way in for
beer and other drinks. His nose picked up the stench of vampires,
other werewolves, and humans all together in the city, and yet the
humans did not know the others existed. What if the world could
accept the coexistence of everyone?

But with the last
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