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CHAPTER ONE
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SYLVIA

––––––––
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Time to christen the new Palais des Vampires.

After weeks of secreting our possessions out of the ruined catacombs under the cover of night, Les Coven des Morts had relocated to an abandoned chateau. The thick forests of the Loire Valley held many secrets and just as many ruined castles and chateaux. It was the perfect place for us to hide.

The idea of hiding did not sit well with me. Maxon had avoided using the word around me. Jason had let it slip a few times and was reprimanded with a denied climax – and he seemed to take it as a kind of reward. No matter what I did to him, he took it in stride. Jason was truly a subservient creature, a lowly thing fueled by his carnal desires. He might be the Prince of Vampires, but he was a lowly slut and needed constant reminding of his position. Maxon and I had earned our place at the head of the coven. Jason had not.

Strolling the stone hallways of our chateau, I trailed a finger along the rough wall and sighed. This was a far cry from anything we were used to. A mockery of our heyday, of the height of vampiric power in France, when our numbers rivaled that of the mortal aristocracy. But things had gotten too out of hand, too many wild vampires running unchecked and creating beastly abominations – the very creatures that had become our greatest enemy. The Immortelles had grown to incredible numbers underground while we sat tucked away in our lavish palaces, sipping blood from crystal glasses and hunting handsome mortal men for sport. Once, the women of Les Morts had been the source of succubus legends across Europe. 

Perhaps that was a tradition Maxon and I had unintentionally revived. 

I stopped in my tracks, clutching my hands to my chest and clenching my fists. Closing my eyes, scenes of battles across time flashed before me – lace gowns drenched in blood, clawed hands wrenching apart limbs; Maxon in her mini-skirt piercing a monstrous king with her dagger of enchanted silver.

Shaking my head, I continue down the hallway. Acolytes bow as I pass; I hear their heartbeats quicken and thirst flare as they taste my scent. Their reactions are not wholly new to me, but rather something I had forgotten. These are all brand-new creations, strong laborers turned for the good of the coven. Sturdy builders and fighters sought out to rebuild our coven after so many years languishing underground. We might have killed the king of Les Immortelles, but the world is wide and full of monsters. We need strength and numbers – these specimens provide us with both. 

A tall, muscular vampire towards the end of the group glances up at me as I pass. His breath catches in his throat, jaw a little slack as my scent overcomes him – a sturdy jaw coated in stubble and long, dark hair slicked back behind his ears. His lips are parted just slightly, and a rush floods through me as I imagine those lips kissing my neck, between my legs – 

I pass by them, tearing my gaze away from the last acolyte – Maxon will find him for me later. For now, I have more pressing concerns. They continue on their way, throwing glances after me as the irresistible blood enchantment still pulls them toward their ruler.

At the end of the hallway is the doorway to my own temporary bedchambers. The primary royal suite is one of the worst wings of the run-down chateau and needs significant repairs before it is fit for my own residences. Thankfully, these temporary rooms are not too shabby for our needs. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLOOD KINGDOM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





