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Blurb:

Is love truly immortal?

What good is eternal love without immortality?

Helena Matthews is an archaeologist and curator of a small museum in the nondescript little town of Summerville, Idaho. The first impression anyone has when meeting Helena is that she embodies the quintessential all-American girl.

Helena suffered terrible nightmares as a child, and then suddenly, the dreams ceased, freeing Helena to follow her heart. 

Unexpectedly, she receives an invitation from the New York Museum of Natural History to participate in a dig in Italy, followed by a sister dig in Romania. 

The dig’s benefactor, Ardito Regano-Barton, is the third great-grandson of an Italian Count. His family’s roots date back to the Dark Ages, to a castle that was long since destroyed and now lies in ruins. 

Soon after her invite, the dreams returned to haunt her again. This time, they’re erotic and leave her drained. Night after night, in her dreams, a dark, handsome stranger arouses her senses.

Evil can be a tangible entity that controls a person or an animal. Some say that serial killers are a tangible evil. Even many abusive men and women who prey on those smaller and weaker than themselves are said to harbor a tangible evil. Others can sense evil, perhaps even feel it. The list goes on. 

But what if evil exists in an inanimate object?

Helena Matthews never encountered true evil until she met Ardito Regano-Barton. She learns that ancient curses and superstitions exist and can harm the living. His beauty draws her in, and she gives her love to him freely.

Would Ardito’s old family curse come back to haunt him and his desire for Helena? Would the amulet change both their lives forever? Or will they both succumb to the evil blood prophecy of his ancestors?

Forbidden Blood, The Blood Prophecy is the first book of The Barton Brothers Trilogy and part of the series The Vampire Memoirs.

‘The blood is the life.’

Bram Stoker

‘Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heav'n.’

Milton, Paradise Lost

Forbidden Blood

Blood Prophecy
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Forbidden Blood

The Blood Prophecy

‘There are darknesses in life, and there are lights, and you are one of the lights, the light of all lights.’  (Bram Stoker)

The Dream

It was the scent of blood that drew her to the wrecked car. From inside the vehicle, the beating heart called to her. She could drink her fill, knowing that a heart still pumped blood through the victim’s veins. 

Slowly, she crept to the demolished vehicle, the scent growing stronger as she approached it. She could smell the gasoline; the car would be in flames momentarily. She had to fulfill her needs quickly. 

Then she heard his voice, so faint and in so much pain. “Help me,” he said faintly. “Help me,” the voice pleaded again.

She covered her ears. The last thing she needed to hear was the man’s pathetic pleas. “No, no,” she whispered. “Don’t listen to him. You need to feed,” she said aloud, reminding herself that her survival mattered, not his. 

However, when she saw his face, she held her breath. Was he the face in the prophecy? “No,” she growled. “No, I need to feed.” 

Amazing, steely blue eyes connected with hers. She had no choice but to save his human life. Little did she know he was there to destroy her. His survival could mean her demise.

The Blood Prophecy, she was reminded. ‘Beware of the Blood Prophecy. He lurks, your destroyer.’

Since she was a child, she had been warned that one day, a man would be the bearer of ill will. Her grandmother foretold of a dark stranger who would drain Helena of her life’s blood. Then her grandmother went on to tell her the history of the man who would own her and that he was a vampire.

She then told her of old legends, timeless ones that described a time when the Earth was new, and humans were food for the Gods. Vampires walked in the sunlight and fed on the lower creatures. This man and his kind were the warriors who kept the peace. They controlled humanity. They loved the lower creatures and intermarried with those who were so much like them in appearance. 

Peaceful and powerful creatures, vampires protected humanity against the evils of other unworldly beings, such as monsters, demons, and shifters, who sought to eliminate humanity. 

Every legend her grandmother said was based on truth. So, she filled her head with evil stories and dark fairytales. Was she dreaming? Or was this reality crashing in on her as the scent of blood overwhelmed her? 

She was hungry.

She was ravenous.

This wasn’t happening.

Helena Matthews opened her mouth and screamed. 

There was no way she was drinking his blood!

“You must!” he cried. “Bring me back!”

She sank to her knees, remembering how this all began. Love and prophecies. Curses from the past. It was her destiny.

Helena awoke with a start. “Dear God, that was horrible,” she gasped. 

Since she was a child, she’d dreamt about blood and evil. As she got older, the dream became more erotic, and the body of a tall, dark stranger haunted her. 

The man in her dreams always made her feast on the blood of the innocent and then rammed his large cock into her. 

Helena woke up and searched the room. Her nightshirt stuck to her sweaty body, wet with an orgasm brought on by her dream. 

“Dear God,” she sighed. “Please make these dreams stop.”

When she got up to get a glass of water, the bed beneath her was drenched. Her desire ran down her legs, reminding her of the intensity of her orgasm.

She peeled off her nightshirt and slipped on one of her favorite oversized T-shirts. Still shaking from her dream, she fell asleep on the couch, but in the shadows stood a tall figure, grinning with release. 

He stepped over to her bed and observed the wet sheets as his nostrils sucked in the smell of her sex. She belonged to him, and soon, she’d experience him not in a nightly trance but in his bed and wide awake.

As she slept on the couch, his eyes ran over her dark beauty. Her ebony hair, pale skin, perfect upturned nose, and hazel eyes dazzled him. She was so like the woman he once loved.

Again, he’d enjoy taking her in her dreams, but he longed for more and found it hard to wait. He bent over her body as she lay on the couch and gently spread her thighs. His hunger was beyond his control, and he got to his knees and buried his face in her hot heat. He licked up her juices and knew she’d climax again as his teeth nibbled at her clit. He tried to control the growl that rose from deep in his throat, but his passion was overwhelming. It had been so long since he’d tasted her. His fangs throbbed in his gums as he allowed them to puncture through and nick her skin. 

He drank. So good, soft, and delicious. She’d be with him soon, and he’d make up for lost time.

He snapped his fingers and disappeared. Once more, for Helena, it was nothing but a nightmare.

The Blood Prophecy
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The Invitation

When Helena woke up several hours later, the morning light was soft and diffused through the curtains. The remnants of her dream clung to her like cobwebs, but she shook them off. She couldn’t afford to dwell on it, not when there was work to do. By the time she arrived at the museum, the dreams were tucked away, a dark whisper in the recesses of her mind, overshadowed by her relentless enthusiasm for her latest project.

The museum’s atmosphere buzzed with anticipation. The new acquisition had set everyone abuzz, and Helena’s excitement was infectious. The dinosaur bone had arrived just in time for the children’s exhibition, and Helena couldn’t have been prouder of the result of months of negotiations and sleepless nights. The feeling of dread from her dreams was replaced by the thrill of bringing history to life.

The air smelled of the polished wood of display cases and the faint tang of preservation chemicals. Helena adjusted her glasses as her focus shifted to the task at hand: unveiling the bone and making sure it was ready for its grand debut.

“Dottie, I’m so excited. We found our first real dinosaur bone. The kids are going to love it,” shrieked Helena Matthews.

“Honey, you’re the only woman I know who gets excited over a bone,” Dottie Hagen said, snapping her chewing gum.

Helena smiled up at her assistant. Only she had a fifty-five-year-old ex-waitress and ex-barmaid, never married, with no children, as her assistant. She remembered reading her resume. It was impressive. She had worked with a renowned archaeologist for years and had ten years of experience with antiquities, but what caught her eye was the personal note from the man she worked with. She was a friend whom he would miss, and this was the perfect position for her; he wished her well. 

For Helena, her prior experience was a significant plus, but what ultimately led her to decide that Dottie was the right person for the job was the reference to their valued friendship. She’d been a helper and had little to do with being the assistant of a museum curator. Yet, Helena somehow knew that Dottie was the perfect candidate for the position.

Her other helper was a twenty-year-old college student named Anthony Trent. His resume caught her attention because he aspired to be Indiana Jones one day.

When a job became available in a small town like Summerville, Ohio, finding the right person to fill it was a challenge. Helena could not settle. From the moment Dottie came to work with her, she followed her orders, was extremely knowledgeable, and they became instant close friends. Anthony was strong and ambitious. So far, they have all worked well together.

“This isn’t just a bone; it’s the front forearm bone of a Tyrannosaurus Rex,” Helena said after carefully opening the wooden crate.

“Oh, yippee,” Dottie said. “That bone might be as old as some of the men in this town. What we really need is some fresh meat. There are no eligible men left in this town to date,” Dottie added sarcastically. 

“Dottie, that’s because you’ve dated every one of them.” She looked up at her assistant with apologetic eyes. “Oops, I just realized what I said. Sorry, that just slipped out.” To her relief, Dottie burst into light little giggles.

“Helena, oh, God, you’re so right. I’ve dated every dinosaur in this town.” 

Both women laughed. Then Helena offered to buy them both a cup of coffee. “How about a cup of strong Java, my treat? That old coffee maker has seen better days.” 

“I’d never pass up an offer like that,” Dottie said. “I’ll have this old thing dusted off by the time you come back.”

“Be careful with that old thing. It took all of my powers of persuasion to get it here.”

“Yes, Boss,” Dotted said and then winked.

Helena grabbed her purse and, as she went to exit the small Museum, met the mail carrier. She took the mail from him, and her eyes focused on an envelope from the Museum of Natural History in New York City. She stopped and stared for a second. She never received mail from New York, let alone the Museum of Natural History, which was addressed to her personally. She ripped open the envelope and read the letter.

Dear Miss Helena Matthews:

We are offering you an opportunity to be part of a significant dig for the Museum of Natural History. The location of the dig will not be revealed until we have the correct number of archaeologists signed up. Heading this dig will be Count Ardito Regano, a renowned curator for the Romanian Museum. He is also the benefactor.

It’s estimated that you will need to take a one-year leave of absence from your current position. Count Regano will handle all your expenses, including your airfare and stay in New York. At the Count’s request, we are to mention that he has specifically requested your presence and hopes you will seriously consider joining him and a distinguished crew in Romania.

Thank you for your time and consideration concerning this matter. We are looking forward to hearing from you.

Sincerely,

June Bradford

Head Curator

Museum of Natural History,

200 Central Park West, New York, NY 10024

212-888-4670

Helena folded the letter and carefully returned it to the envelope. Of course, she wasn’t going. Why in the world would this count want her, a small-town curator and archeologist of an obscure small museum, along on a dig in Romania? She was perfectly happy where she was, and how could she leave Dottie to take care of everything? She slipped the letter into her purse. When she got back to the Museum, she’d reread the letter. Good Lord, she needed a strong cup of coffee to think and one of Sal’s big, delicious blueberry muffins.

She grabbed her purse and headed out the front door, wondering if the letter was a joke. But it looked official, and why was the site such a secret? However, it was possible that what was unearthed could be worth a great deal of money, perhaps even millions. But why her?

, 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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She walked the two blocks to Sal’s café and ordered two coffees with just crème to take out. She stared at the walls of the small, neat café. The owner, Sal, had recently painted the inside a few shades of pink. He said it was good for the appetite. Maybe he was right because right now, she was famished, and her belly was doing flip-flops.
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