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THE LAND OF SYVIM IN the Vampire Continent.

Alessandra Vasalys

I sheathed my sword, the battle was done. I breathed a sigh of relief as I began walking towards our town, the men around me gathering close for the march back. I indulged them for a moment, allowing them to celebrate their victory with cheers and back slapping, but we had to move on or else we would be here longer than I preferred.

There were always hunters about. And daylight was our biggest adversary.

“My Queen, we won,” one of my guards said with a smile on his face and blood smeared through his hair.

Yes, though their retreat will mean they remain to fight another day.”

He grunted. “True.”

Although their warrior numbers had dwindled and it would take time for them to mount another attack, the jackals were a resourceful bunch and their return was inevitable. At least, I expected it to be. They were stupid enough to fight until their death, no matter what. 

“Either way,” I said, “we will be ready.”

Those of us who still stood, made our way back to the town. I walked through the castle gates and made my way to my room as quickly as possible. As soon as I stepped into my bedroom I pushed the weight of my armour off my body, the heavy metal falling away. I let out a huge sigh of relief. My bones ached. I longed to relax in a hot bath.

Someone stepped into my room.

“My Queen. Another victory?” my maid servant Nissa asked, her blonde curls bobbing as she ran forward to help me peel off the rest of my clothing. 

Blood and sweat stuck to me in places I did not expect, so I welcomed the assistance.

I sighed as she removed my heavy garments and the cold air wrapped around my heated skin. I closed my eyes, letting it wash over me like a soothing balm, and released a breath.

“Yes. The jackals are in full retreat. It won’t be the last we see of them, I’m sure. But we’ve thinned down their numbers dramatically.”

For this, I was very gratified.  Unlike my entire brethren, I didn’t hate all shifters. But the jackals had stepped outside the boundaries and laws under which we all lived. As such, they needed to pay. They needed to answer for their crimes.

“Would you like a shower, my Queen?” Nissa asked, taking towels from the cupboard next to my bed.

I glanced down at my sweaty, blood-smeared body. “Absolutely.”

My lips finally stayed curved up. The thought of rinsing off was enough to make me smile longer than a second or two.

Nissa giggled as she walked into my massive stone bathroom and turned on the water. Steam began to rise, filling the room with mist. She knew exactly how hot I preferred the water.

“I’ll lay out your clothes for the banquet and wait for you, my Queen.” Nissa bobbed a curtsey and headed back into the bedroom as I stepped beneath the water.

Alone at last. At least for a few precious minutes.

I didn’t want to attend the banquet, but I didn’t have a choice. At least I had the opportunity to indulge in the peace, if only momentarily.

A sigh fell from my lips as the water cascaded over my breasts and down my body. 

I turned and tilted my head back, letting the heat beat down upon me, the water washing away the stench of battle.

I opened my eyes, stretching my neck, before turning around. Water turned pink by my feet and emptied into the drain.

I loved to fight for my castle’s inhabitants, for my people, for vampires. It was in my blood. It propelled me forward, allowed me to show my people how much I cared for them, what I would do for them. 

But the smells... They followed me for days. Filled my daytime sleeps with dreams I couldn’t escape. I hated the scents. I longed to scrub them off me, even if it meant burning them off my skin.

I washed my long hair quickly. The tangled knots would present a problem for Nissa, but I was sure she would sort them out.

When I was finally ready to step out of the shower, I’d scrubbed myself at least twice with soap, from head to toe. I didn’t want any lingering jackal scent following me around when I left to visit my lover after the feast.

I turned off the water, my cheeks flushing with heat at the thought of Marcus. At least I would be able to disguise the blush beneath my hot skin from the shower when I went out to meet my dresser.

My lover... I sighed. My biggest, most forbidden secret.

I picked up the towel Nissa had left for me on a table next to the bath, and patted down my still damp body.

It was time to don the garb of a queen, and play the part I’d been born into.

“Ah... wow,” I couldn’t help but say, stupefied as I stepped forward and surveyed the dress Nissa had laid out for me.

“The dressmaker finished it today. For you,” she beamed.

I stared at the garment before me without enthusiasm. 

I couldn’t help myself. It was as sexy and skin-tight as one could make a dress, with a sculpted bodice and a neckline that would dip almost to my navel. I would rather wear what I had worn today on the battlefield. I felt more comfortable in something like that than a dress such as this one.

My gaze travelled to Nissa, whose grin stretched a mile wide. “All right.” 

I suppose.

There was no point in arguing with her. Nissa knew the expectations of not just my kingdom but all kingdoms. If I refused, and I had before, she would not be happy about it. She would lecture me about my queenly duties that encompassed more than just battle and reminded me I needed to look the part as much as I needed to act the part.

Nissa picked up the gown with gentle reverence and pulled it over my head, tying the laces at the back and tugging things into place.

“Sit, and I’ll do your hair.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror and inhaled sharply. The red dress clung to every curve I possessed and exposed my belly button in its design.

“Don’t you think it’s a bit... much?” I asked Nissa, hoping she would agree that exposing this amount of my body would not be good for anyone.

She shook her head. “No. You look beautiful, and strong. Just as we want our queen to be.”

I sighed in acceptance and sat upon the chair Nissa directed me to in order for her to be able to deal with my long tresses.

I may be all of those things, but that didn’t mean I needed to highlight it at a feast for a battle I’d just taken part in. 

Nissa began combing through my hair, and I sat dutifully for her. I’d been born to be Queen, so despite the fact that I was comfortable in my role as ruler and protector, part of me ached for the freedom of being a normal person in my kingdom.

“Done,” Nissa declared once she’d untangled the mess on top of my head.

“Wonderful.” I said, clapping my hands together. “I’m starving.”

My stomach rumbled, as if on command. A feast awaited me in the hall. 

I longed to tear into the meat and feel the juices running down my chin, sip from a goblet of the sweetest wine, and indulge my sweet tooth with pastries and cakes.

I got to my feet and thrust back my shoulders, the only way to wear this dress, lest it fall down around my ankles and expose the whole of me to the kingdom.

Nissa opened the door for me.

She wouldn’t be at the banquet tonight, as only high-born vampires and the leaders in my army were invited. 

That wasn’t my choice, however it was the protocol of my kingdom. I would have invited everyone to feast with us. I always had more than enough, and preferred the company of those beneath my station to those of nobility anyway. But I had to abide by tradition, even if I did not agree with it.

I walked along the hallway, the noise from the banquet hall becoming louder with each step I took.

My belly quickened. Everyone would be in a good mood after our win today. We hadn’t lost many, and the news of our victory would have spread through the kingdom.

Pausing at the door, tightness gripped my chest. I would need to speak tonight, and although I knew it to be a necessity, I found it made my stomach quiver with nerves.

I would need to drink as much wine as possible beforehand.

When my parents had been alive, fulfilling my role had been easier. They did most of the official work and I had happily fought alongside them. Supported them. Loved them.

A wave of longing passed through me for the family I had lost. I did not want to step into this role of queen. I did not think it was my time for it. Alas, there was no choice for me in the matter. This was the life we led. It was brutal.

With that thought inside my head, I pushed open the doors to the upper echelon of my people.
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THE LOUD NOISE OF THE room boomed at me, the sounds joyous as people laughed and danced to the music.

Then suddenly, as one, the group turned in my direction and parted to make a path for me in the centre of the room.

My stomach lurched. I didn’t want the party to stop, but I knew how this worked. They wouldn’t start again until I was seated at the head of the room.

I walked slowly, conscious of the way the other vampires studied my body.

The astonishment and lust on the male faces surprised me. It was on some of the women’s faces too. I was not used to being regarded as an object that caused desire; I was used to causing and instilling fear.

I clenched my teeth and walked on, my head held high. I worked with these men and women, fought beside them. I think some of them forgot I was female sometimes.

Tonight, they would not. 

I made my way around the long banquet table set up at the head of the room.

When I sat in my place, relief washed over me. Tonight, I would eat and celebrate. 

I picked up my wine glass, filled with a mix our winemakers kept for special occasions. I lifted it to my nose and inhaled.

Human blood, aged with alcohol to make it even more potent.

I took a sip, the taste filling my mouth and saturating my starving senses.

Oh, yes.

I drank some more, the blood flowing down my throat and relieving the ache of battle.

When I looked up, the occupants of the room were staring at me. 

I lifted my goblet to them and shouted, “To victory!”

“Victory!” came the raucous reply and the crowd erupted into the same chaos it had been before I’d arrived.

A flush of intoxication was already flooding my system. I set down the wine glass and pride filled me as I surveyed the room. I loved my people, as my parents had before me. I wished the entire village could be here today. But since they could not, I would ensure we would celebrate as though they were.

We were almost all pure vampires, born with immortal blood. There were a few converted humans, but they were in the minority, and would never be as strong.

We survived on a high blood diet, although we could tolerate other food. Meat, mostly.

I looked around the banquet tables laden with the wild berries that grew in our forest and the meat of our animals. Deer, beef, lamb. Some of it cooked, mostly raw. The flesh would sustain us when we could not obtain a pure source of blood.

Hunting and killing humans was forbidden, so we often needed to seduce them, lure them to the castle, and send them away afterwards with their memories altered. Not my preference, but until we found another way to thrive, there was no other choice.

There was a squeal in the corner and I slid my gaze to a group of human women in the throes of the pleasure our feeding brought them. 

There were three women, surrounded by five vampires. Each of the women had a vampire feeding at her neck, two of them had a vampire’s head between her thighs. The women were moaning and fondling their own breasts as though they needed more stimulation than what was on offer.

It wouldn’t be long before they began mounting the male vampires, needing more physical pleasure, although the bliss that came with being fed upon, I was told, was similar to an orgasm.

Heat once again flooded my cheeks as one of the vampires hands began the slide inside one of the women’s underwear.

Perhaps it wasn’t such a bad thing for them to be a feeding source. They certainly didn’t complain. And as long as the vampires in my kingdom knew when to stop and didn’t kill any of the humans, it would remain lawful.

I pulled some meat onto my plate and began to eat, my tired body singing with rapture at being fed finally.

Conversation flowed with the people around me, as I waited for everyone to get their fill before I addressed them.

This speech had been planned for weeks as we moved forward into the future. 
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