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Dedicated to those stories of Fantasy that kept me imagining extraordinary beings, feeding the voices in my head that have brought this story to life.
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♪♪  Concerto no. 2 ♫♫ Paganini.  

––––––––
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♪♪ Kashmir  ♫♫  Led Zeppelin.
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♪♪  Dream On  ♫♫ Aerosmith.
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The imposing Fenrir McFarlan is forced to return to the north of Scotland despite not having fulfilled the last mission entrusted to him by his Sir Frederick Erskine, an ancient vampire.

But the misfortune he finds upon his arrival at the castle will unleash events for which his training and battle experience did not prepare him in his nearly three hundred years.                                 A painful betrayal.

Suppressed revenge.

A raw necessity.

Passion and uncontrollable instincts are what the lycanthrope will have to face.
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One of my best friends who started out as a reader friend and is now a friend for life, introduced me to one of my great literary loves loaded with fangs and has recommended dozens more,. Without a doubt she is largely to blame for my love for these fantastic beings, thank you for that my Wen.  

My Santa, thanks for the corrections, the patience and the affection, despite not enjoying the genre, sinner!

Comadres Liz and Nuria, 1,000 thanks for the support provided to have these copies on paper. 

Thanks to my blogger friends for their reviews, edits and comments, for that great job of promoting reading and taking me into account despite not having an editorial behind my work.

To my life partner, my Kchorro, for getting as excited as I when he heard the idea of ​​this story and supporting me to bring it to life. You are the best; I love you always.

And of course to you who read me, no matter if you are with me since my first book “El Sr. del Paraíso” or if it is the first time you read the voices in my head. Thank you for giving my stories a chance, you are now a #paradisegirl.
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The imposing castle shone in the mist of the cold night; its owner, the millennial and powerful vampire Frederick Erskine delighted in observing the last visit of the nocturnal goddess before lighting with her totally extended mantle the ordinary planet earth. Standing on the tallest tower of his far from humble abode, enraptured he shakes his fingers to the beat of the thunderous impact of the waves with the large rocks that rest at the end of the cliff crowned by the majestic property as if the Symphony Orchestra of London was involved. Classical music has been one of his great weaknesses for several centuries. Thanks to him, they canceled their tickets on the Titanic at the last minute when they were going to star in a tour of the United States. The world believes that it was luck, Frederick knows that believing in luck is for ignorant bland people. 

The wind was electrified by howls charged with testosterone and need, roars scratched the darkness in desperation, anger mixed with saltpeter, wild animal instincts seized the nocturnal beasts motivated by the next full moon on the other side of the forest, which even without having a title, belonged to him. Even Lorna was being affected. Frederick watched her walk nervously in the castle gardens, perceiving her impulses awakening to maturity, not controlling her emotions and the rationality that the vampire has impregnated in her. 

After traveling the world, winning battles, accumulating enemies, amassing a large fortune, fornicating with different species and being faithful to hedonism above all things, he has returned for some years to the north of Scotland, where the powerful, irrational and destructive feeling that he tried hard not to experience once lived, but to which he ended up succumbing.

The sumptuous cloak flutters in the gusts of wind as he slowly floats down, his arms crossed over his chest, looking with an elegant and deep gaze at the little beast that he has worked hard to educate into a lady worthy of his best friend, the only loyal one he has met in his long journey through mortality.

Regardless of the females, jewels and riches offered, Fenrir, his Guardian has been faithful to him. Lycanthropes can be very irrational, their instincts generally override logic, especially in their first decades of life, but it is well known that in addition to being the best trackers on the planet, once they give their allegiance, you could rip off their limbs and they wouldn’t betray their Sire; of course, giving such allegiance isn’t something you see often.

Frederick: “Is your reading not interesting to you?” he asks the restless young woman with an affable look. Seeing him like this, wearing the best silks with a distinguished demeanor, calm voice and serene gesture, one would never guess the gloomy plans that go through the Machiavellian and powerful mind of the vampire. 

Lorna: “I-I can’t concentrate, maybe I should try again later.” She apologizes with her white cheeks blushed red, shivering slightly despite the thick coat of fine fur that covers her beautiful curves.

Frederick: “Discipline beats intelligence sooner or later. Keep trying, my Guardian is touring those lands; South America is magnetic. When he comes back maybe you can talk about them.” The young woman’s frustrated gesture caused him to smile. “I still have much to teach you, unfortunately your time under my tutelage has come to an end.” The young woman tries to interrupt the speech with the world of questions that come to her head, but a slight gesture of the vampire’s hand prevents her from saying a word. “Read, never stop reading; you will be Fenrir’s rock, who will remind him of my teachings when his instincts cloud his mind.”

Lorna: “You always talk about him, when will I meet him?”

Frederick: “Soon, very soon. Nobody will protect you like him; your mission will be to take care of him despite how fierce he seems. We males are like that, brutes regardless of the species. I guess it’s a characteristic that is impregnated in the balls.” The young woman looked away at the comment. “Ohhhh! Sweet little fierce one, you will find it fun to learn a lot by his side, trust me.”

Lorna: “Why are you leaving me? Where will you go?”

Frederick: “I have plans, little one and the time has come for each one to take your place. Remember, there is always a brilliant mind behind the fallacy called destiny.”

[image: image]

Fenrir responds at the first vibration of his cell phone, his and best friend, Frederick is calling him with no hope of getting news of the mission he was assigned to just over three years ago.

Frederick: “How is the Amazon jungle treating you my faithful friend?”

Fenrir: “Not even in seventh hell is it so damn hot.” The vampire let out a laugh, he had guessed the complaint with curses included.

Frederick: “It can’t be that bad, Latin females are worth it.” The werewolf let out an approving growl.

Fenrir: “They are hot and have the best curves; just because of them and the food have I endured being here. I can’t stop sweating and therefore I can’t stop drinking. My resistance to barley has increased by 300% since I arrived at South America.”

Frederick: “I’m sorry for the inconvenience I’ve made you go through.” He adds sarcastically, “Your torture has come to an end.” With a deep voice he tries to blur the disappointment in his soul, the last thing he wanted is for his friend to believe that he has failed him and knowing him, it is the first thing he will do. “Come back as soon as possible.”

Fenrir: “What’s wrong?” he asks, raising his eyebrows sensing the bad news.

Frederick: “My faithful friend, my tireless and stubborn disciple, my fierce Guardian, you have been the best companion in countless battles, you have never failed me; from the first moon in which I held you in my arms, until the one that shines tonight upon our heads you have fulfilled each assignment like an honorable male and I know you will fulfill the ones to come.” The hair of the wolf stands on end when he becomes alert; his master was not in the habit of pronouncing words of affection with another male; that was for sissies, only females enjoyed such attention, so obviously something was wrong.

Fenrir: “What the hell is going on, Frederick? Beating around the bush is typical of monkeys, not vampire sons of bitches.”

Frederick: “I need you to return, I have new assignments that require your presence in the castle. You are the only one I trust.”

Fenrir: “I haven’t found your daughter yet.”

Frederick: “You have traveled the five continents; if you, the best tracker, have not found her whereabouts, surely it is because she does not exist, perhaps she never existed. Get rid of guilt, you have not failed me. Now I have new plans for you and mine, the time has come for them to be fulfilled.” Fear has filled every muscle of the huge, fearsome lycanthrope, a sensation he has rarely experienced. “I love you my friend, I love you, my son.”

The lycanthrope pronounced his Sire’s name without getting a response. He could count on one hand the number of times the vampire had called him son, and nothing good happened in any of them. He needed to get back as soon as possible, before Frederick did something stupid, maybe the biggest thing in his entire damn existence.

––––––––
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As he approached the fortress, the restlessness that had accompanied him for the last couple of days increased, clouding his reason. The atmosphere was filled with emptiness and sadness; the power he perceived in the proximity of his Sire was non-existent, the echo in his chest resonated with his keen senses. An unmistakable cloud of ashes shadowed the earth and grass for the experienced hunter. The image made him contract his muscles and prevented his breathing; he was afraid! For the first time in decades he felt fear of the truth, what the hell had his Sire done?  

He fell to his knees, eyelids clenched tight as he held his breath, it took him a moment to work up the courage to sniff. The pain in the center of his chest was as deep as Frederick’s when he was pierced by a dagger through the thousand-year-old muscle victor of hundreds of battles. He replayed the fateful demise in his mind, so vividly that he experienced his agony. His mentor, his Sire, the closest thing to a father he had ever known, perished. He was annihilated and he had not been there to watch his back, to protect him, to fulfill his obligation as Guardian; he would never forgive himself...

The night goddess shed tears at the lycanthrope’s bloodcurdling howl. Heavy drops crashed against his burning skin, saddening the night even more. The predator that inhabited in him reacted immediately, sniffing with greater intensity, before the rain and the smell of wet earth erased the trail of the miserable murderer of his Sire.

Wrinkling his nose and showing his fangs in rage, he recognized the aroma, an old enemy of Frederick who had been defeated by him a few decades ago. He had been in that place hours before. He saved the pain for later; it was not a time for regrets. He required answers, his burning blood cried out for revenge.

The gates of the castle opened wide as soon as the butler recognized his face on the closed-circuit screen, he was waiting for him. Although the fortress had centuries of history, as soon as the vampire decided to settle in it, he had supplied it with the latest technology without skimping on security. Experience had taught him to be cautious and not leave any loose ends.

The butler received with palpable sorrow the enormous furious lycanthrope. Norbert, who belonged to the Dienner race, faithful servants of the vampiric race, had remained under the service of Frederick all his life, since they remained from generation to generation at the service of the families if they so wished, and despite the reputation of being ruthless that the vampire himself had shown, with him and the rest who inhabited his mansion he had always behaved like an honorable male.

Fenrir: “How did it happen?” he demanded with clenched jaw, barely controlling his anger.  

Norbert: “A sword. He knew, it was his decision.” he answered melancholically. He seemed more fragile than the last time he had seen him, but he didn’t care. Clouded with frustration, he grabbed him by the suit, raising him so that the eyes without energy were at his level.  

Fenrir: “What the hell?! Frederick would never commit suicide; he was not a coward,” he roared a few inches from the Dienner’s age-scarred face.  

Norbert: “He asked me to give you this note as soon as you arrived, Master Fenrir.” With difficulty, he extracted a note in the vampire’s elegant handwriting from his suit, the werewolf returned him to the ground to stare at the letters written by his mentor.  

––––––––
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Control yourself! You will find your next mission in my office; comply with my last wish to the letter as you have always done. Do not do anything stupid, time will give you the answers.  

Your friend Frederick Erskine

He went with a calmness that he did not feel to his Sir’s office and when he protected his privacy by slamming the door, the storm of his soul reverberated furiously through his muscles. He threw his head back and roared. The foundations of the castle resounded from the wounded werewolf’s exhalation.  

[image: image]

The star king had chased his lover without being able to reach her in three appearances and the wolf still remained in his Sir’s study. Norbert had bothered his loneliness, earning growls in response, ordering to not disturb him, but Lorna was worried about him. The sadness in her chest was huge, but she remembered her teacher’s words; she had to take care of him and surely check that he didn’t die of starvation was in that request.  

She had heard the ferocity of his soul behind his roars, but that did not intimidate her. With a tray full of juicy cuts of meat she knocked on the office door.

Fenrir: “Get lost!” he growled angrily, but Lorna insisted, so the male rose to open the door in a rage. He hid his fangs in astonishment to find a beautiful, delicate female in front of him. Lost in his pain and frustration, trying to understand the designs of his Sire and dousing the flames of revenge with whiskey, he had not noticed the delicate scent of the young woman. Long golden waves descended on her shoulders, framing the fine features of skin as white as snow, making the brilliant sky-blue irises shine. Her beauty stunned the male for a second. Was she real or an apparition caused by the Scotch he had been drinking in that tortuous seclusion? He took a deep breath, her scent clearing him of any doubt. The word PROTECT!!! echoed in his head without knowing where the hell the voice came from. She smelled subtly like one of his race, but she was too small compared to the other females. Lorna swallowed hard as the imposing male approached, leaning down to scrutinize her face, for the werewolf was huge; her eyes focused on the broad, muscular torso visible under the open shirt. Frederick had warned her, but she had never been in the presence of such a large male. Fenrir sniffed again. “Half-breed! You are a half-breed of human and lycanthrope.” Lorna nodded, understanding his surprise; the vampire had explained that half-breeds weren’t common, since females generally looked for males bigger and stronger than themselves. Humans didn’t fit that description and human women were intimidated by the fierceness of the werewolves, especially during mating, so most half-breeds were the product of rape, an abhorrent act punishable by death. “Who are you and what the hell are you doing here?” he inquired curtly, his dark pupils angry and exhausted.  

Lorna: “I’m Lorna, I live here. I figured you needed food,” she answered, lifting the tray but the wolf kept his dark gaze on the delicate face. It possessed an angelic beauty, one that his instincts proclaimed to protect. “And maybe a shower,” she added, trying to hide the shrug of her nose. The comment brought his feet back to earth, what the fuck?  

Fenrir: “Since when do you live here?”

Lorna: “Three years. Frederick never told you about me?” she asked in surprise. He shook his head, looking her figure over. “However, he mentioned you often.” The hungry beast’s stomach growled loudly, bringing forth a mischievous smile from the young woman and a slight blush from the male; the scent of the meat fueling the infernal appetite his emotions had dampened. Frederick had left him a letter with instructions on the next steps to follow and the perfectly legalized documents so that his multiple assets, works of art, jewelry, cash and bank accounts, passed into the hands of his heirs. At the end of the letter he mentioned: I don’t need to ask you to take care of the most beautiful jewel your eyes have seen; I know you and I know you will. I understand that you are furious and that at this moment anger does not let you understand my decisions. You are right, I am not a coward. To admire the sunrise would have been enough to say goodbye to this world, but I also know that you know me and as I said, time will give you the answers. Thanks for everything, my good friend.  

Fenrir: “Leave that.” he ordered, pointing to a small table. The young woman obeyed, concealing a triumphant smile, she knew that the appetite he must have would not resist the delicacy she was offering. She walked away with a sure step despite feeling the lycanthrope’s intimidating gaze on her body. As soon as the female was out of site in a corner of the corridor, he raised an arm to inhale his own scent. “Shit!” He turned his nose away from his own armpit with a gesture of disgust, “I stink like a dead dog left in the sun for three days.”
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