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AUTHOR’S NOTE

 


First of all, thank you for entering
the world of Blood Prophecy. The series is especially dear to me
starting with the very first novel, “Queen’s Destiny.” The prophecy
has been told through many different generations, through many
different supernatural races, and if the races unite, peace will
reign.

Amber, Chloe, Michael, and Marcus are
four beautiful souls that are the essence of the series. In Amber:
Birth of a Queen, learn how she was destined for greatness through
her parents. I wish to thank all my fans, my street team, my
friends and family for their continued support as I continue with
the series. My dream is to have Blood Prophecy touch the lives of
each and every reader, bringing them a sense of peace and
reunification towards the good side of everything.


Prologue

Lineage

 


Long before he became a father, Nikoli
was destined to become the next alpha of the pack. His birthright
and destiny were told by the elders of the different packs that had
kept hidden from the outside world. He was a man of sixteen years,
tall, with hair as black as a raven, broad shoulders, and strong
arms. Nikoli was a handsome man in the pack, but he was a loner,
though a capable leader. His parents, though dead now, had made him
memorize the legend of his destiny. Sometimes, before he would go
to sleep or before turning into a wolf, he remembered the story his
father would tell him.

“The stars told of a young
wolf who will mate with one from a line of dark magic and power.
From their union a child will be born, but will be lost. The young
wolf will yield the mark of the prophecy—a crescent moon imprinted
on his shoulder. His mate will have fire colored hair. The child
will be destined for the heavens, but darkness will follow her.
This special one will bring forth unification and light to the
werewolves of all the packs, the blood drinkers, and the seers. She
will be consort to the blood drinker, have the vision of fire, and
wield a scepter so strong and pure. Wolves will know her by the
color of fire in her hair, her eyes of pure goodness and light, and
her heart of a wolf. The child is her father’s daughter, full of
strength, wisdom, and power.”

Nikoli would ponder this dream
repeatedly over the years, keeping his faith and strength true to
the legend, because he knew that he was this young wolf that the
stars predicted. The pack loved him and chose to follow him when he
went hunting and fishing. The younger male wolves always looked up
to him, and he made sure never to disrespect the alpha.

One day, Nikoli was at home when the
pack leader knocked and entered. The two men were friends and had a
deep amount of respect for each other.

“Nikoli, my friend. You
know the women are talking about how much you need to settle down
and start a family. Our survival depends on the children we can
conceive.”

“Don’t start with that
again,” Nikoli said, while chuckling at the thought of the women in
the pack. He recalled how some were very beautiful and captured his
attention. But he shook thoughts of them from his mind.

“What say you, lad? How
about the brown haired little wolf? You know, the one they call
Chehali.” Arkan was similar to Nikoli in regards to personality and
strength. Arkan had long blond hair, which he always kept neat and
pulled back, his skin was a fair complexion, and his strength was
remarkable. Nikoli always looked up to him and followed his
commands. He respected his alpha.

Nikoli sat down and began to tell the
story of his destiny that had been told to him many times. When he
finished, Arkan stood and placed his hand on Nikoli’s right
shoulder. “Okay, true wolf. We will help find your mate that the
stars speak of.”

***

Miriam was a young woman who had
terror flashes that never let her rest peacefully. Since the Dark
Man had taken her from her loving family, her nights were usually
spent alone and afraid. One of her special gifts allowed her to see
images, but it was hard to tell if they were from the past,
present, or future. Having been taken from her family, she never
had the opportunity to fully understand her gifts. Miriam was a
striking young woman with red hair and soft skin. The Dark Man
usually kept her in chains in her room for fear that she would
escape his grasp.

In her mind she saw the image of a
young, handsome man. His eyes were dark and showed a presence of
courage, or at least that was what she allowed her imagination to
tell her. The next flash was of another young woman. This time it
seemed more sinister. The woman walked amongst fire and death. In
fact, this image disturbed Miriam the most. The woman also had red
hair, but she could tell that it was not her but someone close in
resemblance. This woman walked with a wolf, and bodies lay burning
in flames all around her feet. It sent chills down her arms and
caused her to cry.

The Dark Man entered her room and
commanded her to remain silent and listen.

“Child. You grow stronger
each day and it is time to teach you my art. There is no light that
can destroy what I bring forth. You are ready. Your heart is as
black as the night, your fear calls to me, which is how I know you
are ready. I need you to channel your hatred and anger. Feel the
power inside you. Do it now.”

Miriam breathed deeply. She remembered
how much her parents loved her. In thinking of her father, she
found a strength she thought was lost. She managed to burn the
chains that kept her bound. As the Dark Man approached, she set his
cloak on fire and ran past him. Miriam set fire to everything
around her as she managed to find her way to the front door and
escaped.

Miriam was free but alone, cold, and
unsure of what to do next. The image of the young man kept filling
her mind, and she had to locate him. But she was young, and didn’t
know when or where to find him. It may take months or years, but
she focused on his looks and traveled in the direction her feet
took her.


Chapter One

The Birth

 


Nikoli looked at Miriam as she was
going into labor, and his thoughts raced back in time to the day
he’d met her and how they had married quickly. It was hard to
believe that it had been a year since that day. Tuning out the
sounds of her cries, he recalled how this beautiful woman had
wandered into his pack. It made him smile as he
remembered.

There he and Shula were,
gathering water and working the land, as they were a nomadic pack,
even in the 1980s in Delaware. As Nikoli came closer to the pond,
he saw a foot hidden in the weeds. The pond was dense with weeds
and made a perfect hiding place. He looked at the foot and let his
eyes move up farther. In his mind he was hoping that this was not
the remains of a human that one of the pack had decided to devour.
His eyes continued to search, and eventually they found a beautiful
face belonging to a woman who was beautiful and naked. Around her
neck was a green crystal amulet. Her face had a gash on her cheek,
and blood trickled from the side of her head.

Nikoli could see her chest
rise and fall, though faintly…there was not much life in the woman.
He bent down and picked her up, not looking at her curves or
nakedness, and moved fast to bring her back to the pack.

Once she was healed they
spent a lot of time together, to the point where they began to
develop feelings for each other. Nikoli, very old fashioned for a
werewolf, loved her and wanted not only to consummate their
relationship, but to begin a family together. He wanted her for his
mate. He just knew that she was the one that was meant for him.
Miriam agreed to his offer and they were wed. But after the
wedding, Nikoli realized that he didn’t know about her heritage,
and that could pose an issue with the elders.

He asked Miriam to tell
him of her family, and what she told him surprised him and left
them both with a lot of questions. He listened as Miriam told him
her story.

“My parents are not all
human. They are like you and your pack, but not werewolves. My
family is also…shall we say, special, but in a way that might
change your mind about me….”

Before she could continue
to say the words that he didn’t want to hear, Nikoli kissed her and
reassured her. He wanted her to be his. He had chosen her. The
stars had told generations of this union.

“My father is what you
would call a seer. A prophet. But as such, he has special abilities
that others do not. He can see into the past lives of people,
supernatural or not. He can also move things with his mind, among
other things. He belongs to an order, but I don’t recall what
order. My mother is a strong witch. She comes from a line of
witches, or wiccans, or whatever they are called. But, her line of
power is not at all what we would call the White Light of Power.
When my parents married and formed a union, they left their
families and their power behind until I was born. My birth changed
things for them, and their destinies pulled them apart. I don’t
remember them after I turned five. I was the firstborn of a
generation, and my parents hid me. Soon after I turned five, a man
came for me. I didn’t learn why until much later. But, I inherited
my mother’s fire and ran away many years later. I’ve been on my own
since. I’ve been attacked, beaten, raped, and violated by people
that knew my parents, but I don’t know them. In fact, you found me
after I was left for dead.

“Here’s what I know about
the Dark Light of Power from my mom. There is a man that the covens
call the Tall Dark Man, who comes to certain witches and makes them
fall under his control. Once they do, he uses their power and gives
them more so that they serve him. My mother served him before I was
born. My father thinks I am the child of the Dark Man, but I
inherited his abilities, so I can’t
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