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			Chapter 1

			London, England, 1714

			Machiel had just finished his red headed meal, but not completely. She was simply delicious and vivacious. As he was licking his fangs, he remembered how he had lured her into being only his consort. Kabos had taught him how to feed just enough to survive as a creature of the night, but it never satiated him. He spent months getting her to fall in love with him, and sometimes he wished he were a mortal man again. Her name was Ingrid, daughter to the only tailor in town. Ingrid was beautiful, yet she was also a powerful witch through her mother’s line. He didn’t know that at first, but it made him love her even more. He could taste the power in her blood. It was intoxicating, or maybe it was just that she was a willing soul to feed him. Machiel recalled the moment when her hidden truth was revealed some months prior. 

			They had just enjoyed a picnic dinner together, prepared by Ingrid. Politely, Machiel informed her he wasn’t hungry, though he pretended to pick at the food she prepared. He wasn’t ready to share his truth. But she surprised him with the fact that she already knew he was a vampire. Machiel refused her offer. He was not sure he could control himself with her yet. 

			“Machiel, love, you are not the only one with a secret. I am like you, but not like you. I am not a vampire, but a witch. Do you think it is by chance you found me? Fell in love with me? No, mi amore. I sensed you. I dreamt of you long before I met you.”

			Machiel felt relieved that he’d met someone like him, but not a vampire. But he was disturbed that she dreamt of him, that she knew about him. How? Machiel could not believe what he heard, but something inside him kept pulling him closer to her. It was beyond words, beyond comprehension.

			Coming back to his senses, he touched her cheek, listening to her breathe. Each time he fed on her, she became more and more under his control. Kabos did teach him that certain things were against the rules of nature, like consummating with witches, killing for no reason, and engaging in the age-old custom of controlling werewolves. Kabos was a very disciplined vampire who believed in respecting the prophecy and the way of life for a vampire. Machiel liked a challenge. After all, he was currently the most powerful vampire newborn ever made, next to Kabos. No other newborn possessed the speed, agility, or power that he had. Machiel remembered overhearing Kabos talking to another vampire about how he had never sired one quite like him. In fact, Kabos was unaware that he was listening, and Machiel heard him say things about Machiel being the one the prophecy spoke of. The training of Machiel was important, and Kabos was careful to not inflate his ego, but Machiel was so arrogant it did. The one thing Machiel could not stand anymore was the constant talk about the prophecy and how he was part of it. It was his destiny that would bring about the queen. He loathed hearing about it so much that he decided it was time to leave it behind and break the sire bond that kept him bonded to Kabos and this infuriating prophecy. He wanted to be his own vampire, to live how he wanted, answering to no one.

			Ingrid began to stir and started gasping for air. Her hair was a bit disheveled, but she didn’t look any worse for the wear.

			 “Breathe, my love. I’m sorry, but this time I took a little more so I wouldn’t have to feed on you often. But I feel I must feed again, so I will go hunting later. Let’s get you home to rest before your father thinks I am a mongrel. We must keep up appearances.” Tenderly he touched her cheek, and her hand reached up to touch his face. She began to mumble, but he couldn’t quite hear her. He leaned a little closer. 

			Ingrid muttered the words “Et Abscondam marcam de vampyr,” and her skin no longer showed the bite marks. Machiel helped her to stand, but as he did so, her eyes turned completely white and an electric shock knocked him off his feet. Machiel had never seen her eyes change like this.

			Ingrid spoke once more. “Kold en, deathbringer. Du forlader din skaebne ved at odelaegge lyset. Deltag med hendes lys og omfavne din skaebne.”

			Machiel, versed in a multitude of languages, did not recognize this one as it was not Latin, the usual language Ingrid spoke when in a trance or while casting spells. It appeared to be much older than what he knew. Her eyes did not change, nor did she come out of her trance. Knowing his strength, he did not want to slap her to bring her back for fear that it might cause her harm. Ingrid, still tranced, began to rise in the air with her palms outward towards him. Machiel’s first thought was, Damn, not the prophecy again. Just leave me alone.

			But it did not. She spoke the same words to him again. But this time, he understood her, and he became filled with vengeance and anger. Anger consumed him, and rage filled his appetite. He looked at his beloved with hatred because to him, she was no longer Ingrid, his love. Before she could utter some additional words, his talons ripped her dress as he brought her back toward him. His fangs emerged once more, and this time, he didn’t even move her hair as he tore into her neck. Because of his hearing, he could not just feel her skin, but he heard the sound of ripping flesh. Blood trickled from her as he pressed harder into her. Ingrid tried to push him away, but Machiel only held onto her tighter. He could feel the life draining from her, the witch, his love. It was as if anger consumed him. 

			Once there was nothing left of her blood, he threw her lifeless body to the dirt street and wiped his mouth with the remnant of her dress that was stuck to his talon. He looked down at her, took in the smell of death, and returned to the night. He loved her, but the love was replaced with his anger at the prophecy. Again, he felt like the plaything of the cursed prophecy, and he imagined the prophecy toying with him. Sometimes Machiel thought the prophecy was something of a woman’s curse because of its manipulative ways in trying to get him to do something he just didn’t want to do.

			Ingrid’s body would be found by morning light, and Machiel decided he would be long gone. He was now done with London. He would not return to Kabos or to the house they shared—he would not. Simply would not. Machiel would prefer to ravage the cities he had not yet visited. But he must find a coffin. It would be too late to leave now. Morning would come. He would leave on the next nightfall.

			“Machiel, is that you, my son? It is almost time to sleep, and I was worried the morning light would burn you. Come, now.”

			“Yes, Father. I am coming. But I would like to go hunting alone tonight. For practice, like you said.”

			“Of course, my son. But let’s sleep now.”

			Both vampires retired to the coffins that stayed hidden in one of the many rooms upstairs. It looked like a regular bedroom, but without the traditional bed. The blue lined curtains were heavy to keep out the light and were always drawn. Candles lit the room, but only dimly. In the coffins, earth layered the bottom, and each was lined with silk that protected them. Machiel climbed in and closed the lid. As he closed his eyes, he thought briefly of the white witch and smiled at the thought of her death. For she had taken over his love’s body, and he knew that Ingrid was no longer his love. Part of him relished in the mere thought of her death, but the other half mourned Ingrid. She reminded him of his past love, but she was so much more. A tear fell down his cheek as he went into a deep slumber like all vampires do.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			
			It was night by the time Machiel rose from the coffin. Dusk had long passed, and the quietness of the streets provided an eerie silence. While he was asleep, he was sure Ingrid’s body was discovered and provided clues that would lead the townspeople to fear the predator was an animal. None of them ever imagined that a vampire existed among them. Simple mortals, coming and going with their daily lives, the only thought of something evil in the world took the form of either murder, thievery, or some other distasteful act in society. The men were so protective of their women that they barely could recognize a vampire, a witch, or some other creature that lived among them. Even though he slept, he could just imagine the screams, the heartbeats of the women in fear, and the men trying to be brave, but really weren’t. Looking at Kabos’s coffin, he could see it was already empty. His father must have gone out.

			Machiel had not slept well. Killing his love did not satisfy him. Instead, he was plagued with thoughts of another, but he couldn’t make out the details. But the thoughts were not of a woman—lust did not consume him. It was as if he were another vampire, and through his eyes, he watched as a female vampire and her mate kissed with passion and fervor. Machiel could feel his anger rise and then disappear. Another thought of being bound and tortured by a mere woman, causing his blood to boil. He knew that was impossible, but he recalled the feeling because he hadn’t been a vampire for long. In fact, Kabos and others referred to him as “newborn.” Newborns were not able to control their strength, rage, and many other things properly, but the one thing that made Machiel stand out from previous newborns from Kabos was his inexplicable sense of feeling his humanity from before. That just did not disappear. He recalled Kabos saying that perhaps one day it might serve his destiny and a higher purpose. There were nights when they went hunting that Kabos even spoke to him about the possibility that Machiel was not just a newborn but one of the ancient vampires who just returns to life after life. He didn’t believe in such tales, but there were so many times he had the strangest dreams and couldn’t make sense of it all.

			Instead of sitting there daydreaming, Machiel packed a few belongings into a satchel and closed the door behind him. In his head, he heard a woman’s voice. Machiel, you can’t forsake the prophecy. You need Kabos. You need to learn. Find the one whose blood will come from you and others. Find her. Seek her. 

			Machiel growled. He had no interest in the prophecy or some crazy notion of finding some girl. He did not want to be a maker or be responsible for anyone other than himself
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