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Welcome to the world of Blood
Prophecy. Meet Marcus, one of the sexiest vampires in this series.
I wanted to give my fans a more personal look into the lives of the
main characters. Their lives were so intertwined in the prophecy
long before they met.

This novella is really dedicated to
each and every fan of the Blood Prophecy series, as well as to the
Queen’s Champions. I have a truly amazing team that makes all of
this possible for me. If you enjoy this story of Marcus, you will
love the series and upcoming books. I write these for each of
you.

A special dedication to my two
favorite fans: Arianna and Kaiden, my children.


Chapter One

 


Spain, 1793

 


Marcus had been living on the streets
for some time, ever since the banker had cast him out because he
could not afford the promissory note that the old clockmaker left
him with. The old man had died of the palsy but had lived a very
full life, and Marcus had loved him as any son would.

Marcus was cold and hungry, and his
once nice garments were nothing but shreds now. He was a strong
young man with olive colored skin, thick, dark hair, and a sharp,
pointed nose that was perfectly centered in the middle of his face.
His dark eyes matched his hair perfectly, and though he was
considered to be a vagrant now, his eyes still showed hope and
promise. His tender heart loved all of mankind, and there was never
a day in which hatred filled him. Even when the banker arrived and
threw him and his belongings out of the clockmaker’s shop, he still
loved life. He had also been the most eligible and good looking
bachelor in Spain until he became what he was today.

Marcus remained in the alley and heard
a carriage come his way and suddenly stop. A door opened and a
young woman emerged. Her long reddish hair was full of curls, her
pale white skin showed absolute perfection, and her thin red lips
were inviting to be kissed. She took her time but he did not move,
watching as she approached him and realizing that he recognized
her. She had come into the clock shop every so often.

Eliza was a single woman, though new
to town in the last two years. Marcus knew some of her story, but
not all of it. She was from Catalon and had almost died in
childbirth. Miraculously, Eliza pulled through the ordeal, but
people assumed, including Marcus, that the baby had not survived
because a child was never with Eliza.

Eliza’s eyes met his and she smiled.
Marcus’s palms began to sweat just a little, but he managed to
smile back. “Miss Eliza. Welcome. H…h…how may I help you
today?”

She had a wonderful laugh as she said,
“I need a clock for my parlor. But it can’t be loud. I would like
it delivered to the estate. It’s time I fixed it up, don’t you
think? But you aren’t in your shop.”

Her green eyes stared right into his
soul. As he looked back at her, he found himself glancing at her
perfect face. Not a blemish in sight or a hair out of place. Her
red hair was never in a womanly up do, but more of a young girl’s
style. Her body was enticing, slender at the waist with a bosom
that was bursting at the seams. She showed no signs of modesty as
did the other women in the town. Marcus felt that she knew she was
very beautiful, and was confident in her appearance. That
confidence spoke to his man parts loudly, causing him to stay where
he was.

Eliza cleared her throat, waiting for
a response from him. Marcus had a hard time speaking to her but
finally managed to. “I have not yet seen your estate, but I’m sure
we can find you the perfect clock. Unfortunately, I am no longer
employed. And it’s been quite some time since I’ve washed and
eaten. You would be better off asking someone else.”

Her fingers touched
Marcus’s fingertips before he could turn around, and tingles shook
his body. He felt something pulling him towards her. Closer. He
looked right into her eyes and her soft voice spoke to his
mind. Follow me, sweet boy. Leave this
life and join me today.

He left the alleyway and never looked
back.

***

Eliza held Marcus’s hand as they
roamed through the alleyways until she was able to find a dark
corner. She threw him against the wall and kissed his lips. His
body responded in kind and she ripped open his shirt. She could
feel his heart beating and his breathing was getting heavier. Eliza
knew that he was attracted to her, and she took this moment to
smell his scent. His carotid artery was calling her name. Her right
hand moved his chin so that the artery was exposed. Arching her
neck, her fangs became elongated and she ripped into his skin,
drinking enough of his blood to turn him.

When she was finished, she bit into
her wrist and fed him her blood. With her clean hand, she gripped
the parchment that was in her pocket and read the words
again.

A young man, dark haired
and innocent, will become a blood drinker by the fair skinned
woman. His heart will love her but she will only be his maker. His
truest love will be born from the one who can be a soothsayer and
more. Her love for him will bind his fate. He is the shepherd of
the child who is to be an instrument. But this man will lust for
blood like no other. His rage and lust must become part of him, but
not all of him.

This was all that she had and her
master’s instructions were clear. Find the boy and turn him. But
she also knew she had to train him. She watched him begin the
painful change. It brought back memories of her change, but
something was different. Could it be part of this prophecy that she
held in her hand? Kabos made sure that she understood the prophecy
and what was to come.

Marcus’s body crumpled to the street
and lay there motionless. Suddenly, his body arched and contorted
in different ways. Bones were cracking, and the mark of the vampire
burned into his flesh. Another mark, a strange one, was inherently
burned into him as well, and soon disappeared. But Eliza was able
to catch a good look at it and noticed that it was the mark of the
witches. She then knew he was the one.

Marcus lay on the ground. The blood
that had been spilled was going back into his body and his flesh
was healing. Eliza looked at him with lust and knew that she needed
to take him home. He was her charge now, and it was up to her to
train him, teach him, and let him find his way. She even felt that
they could remain in Flanders, feeding when needed, and no one
would be the wiser.

***

Marcus woke to a darkened room in a
massive, heavy bed with the sheets to his waist. He could tell that
he was not clothed, but he was hungry. He longed for something, but
did not know what. On the bedside table sat a beautiful off-white
card with flowing black calligraphy. On the card were the words
Ring Me. Next to the card was an ornate silver bell. Reaching for
it, Marcus rang the bell.

A servant opened the door within
moments and brought him a gold cup. The cup was ancient looking
with a thin ruby line around the top, and the stem was the matching
ruby color. It was beautiful yet sturdy. “Sir, the lady said that
you must drink this in order to live.” Handing the cup to him, the
servant bowed and left the room. Marcus looked at the cup and then
peered inside. The smell told him it was not wine nor water, but
something more potent. It had a clean, fresh smell, but was not
something he’d ever drank before. But as his nostrils smelled the
red liquid, his lips began to tremble. His gums began to have a
sharp pinching pain as his teeth extended and became pointed.
Marcus’s tongue flickered at the cup, barely touching the liquid,
but after it did, he held the cup in two hands and gulped the
contents in seconds. Blood trickled from the cup down his chin, and
he used the back of his hand to wipe his mouth. His thirst was now
satisfied, and he threw the cup against the wall. Inside him a rage
began to stir, but it was not strong. He felt like his insides were
twisting and his body was aching for something, but he knew not
what it wanted.

The door opened and it was the woman,
Eliza. She came to him and sat on the bed. Marcus looked at her and
was in love. He assumed it was love because she was so beautiful.
He didn’t think about taking her or kissing her, but wanted to do
anything to make her happy. Eliza was his woman and that’s all that
he could fathom. Her hands stroked his hair and her fingers moved
to his fangs. Marcus was a beautiful newborn, just waiting for
pleasure. Her pleasure and instruction.

Eliza tore back the sheet that kept
him from being exposed. Her hands ran against his body, touching
him. Marcus felt every finger, every touch. He longed to kiss her
lips, unafraid of her. Lips touched, hands moved, and bodies
intertwined. Marcus felt the heat of their bodies rise, and near
his thigh, her teeth sank into his flesh. It was a small pinch but
once he felt her teeth in his leg, his body relaxed. He could even
feel the coldness of her fangs against his skin. She drank of his
blood and when she was finished, she showed him how to drink from
her. Soon after, both became intoxicated on blood.

When they were done, both laid back in
the bed, drunk on bloodletting and sex.


Chapter Two

 


Eliza was dressed in evening attire.
Her dress flowed out from her bodice, accentuating her hips and
bosom. Marcus came down the stairs dressed with flair in a tuxedo.
Both vampires were now bonded and ready to feed. As a newly turned
vampire, Marcus was not able to control his emotions, and the
minute he saw Eliza, he flew to her and ripped open her dress. Her
breasts were exposed, nipples erect, and his fangs tore into her
flesh as his eyes turned red. He was hungry and his appetite for
her body became insatiable. Eliza responded in kind by feeding on
him, but she exhibited self-control by not tearing at his
clothing.

Lesson one was taught. Marcus had
learned the art of bloodletting from his maker. But as young as he
was, he did not have restraint. Eliza learned that he was impulsive
and uncontrollable. But he was hers to master and she was glad for
it.

Eliza spoke. “You will stop and stop
NOW.” Her voice emphasized the word NOW and was commanding. Her
child had no choice but to obey.

***

Marcus hung his head and felt shame at
the command. He didn’t understand what he was and wasn’t supposed
to feel. But in a short time, he realized what he now was. He was a
creature of the night, a cold blooded drinker, the one the drunk
men told stories of to scare each other. He only drank blood now
and his hunger
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