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Synopsis
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Zander, the tiger shapeshifter was seriously injured after winning the first battle against the blood slavers. 

Kazar, the lion shapeshifter, after almost losing him in his arms, is willing to recover the bond that unites them, regardless of the rudeness and attacks of his former best friend. 

The reconciliation between the males was already complicated; when they feel irrationally attracted to the same female, it seemed impossible. 

The battle they are about to face will be the most challenging of their lives as warriors, as it will be against their own demons and fears, mistakes and feelings. 
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Dedicated to
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For all those who are in the process of accepting, loving and being proud of their feelings. 
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“Playlist”
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♪♪  Can’t Get You Out Of My Head ♫♫ Kylie Minogue

––––––––
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♪♪  More Than Words ♫♫ Extreme

––––––––
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♪♪  Souled Out On You ♫♫ Robert Finley

––––––––
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♪♪  Hello ♫♫  Adele

––––––––
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♪♪  Easy On Me ♫♫ Adele.
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So I want to thank all the people who are behind the screen supporting me from a distance, waiting for that final period, to read after months, the effort, madness and dedication embodied in words. 
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	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Note from the Author
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Writing is an art and as such, it evolves, transforms, flows, and finds new paths. From the first lines that I dared to write, my words flowed guided by feelings and not by rules, for which my narrative was completely out of the conventional, and after publishing thirteen books, I have remained faithful to this style, which I am grateful for having been accepted by my readers.

I hope it doesn’t cause you too much inconvenience and you can enjoy the story.

To facilitate the process, these are some points that you should take into account: 

* Dialogues are preceded by the character’s name. 

* The thoughts of the characters will be marked with «bold».

* Dialogues through the companion link is in the middle of “quotation marks and bold.”

Don’t worry, if you haven’t read me before, after a couple of chapters, you won’t even notice the difference. 
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Glossary
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Luliefth: Commonly called vampires or bloodsuckers. Species descended from Lucifer and Lilith. They have to drink blood from the sex they are sexually attracted to in order to survive. The blood of other species also keeps them alive and how often they must feed depends on the strength of the blood they drink, with human blood being the weakest. They cannot go out in the sunlight. They cannot convert humans through a bite or blood transfusion. They are able to procreate with other species. With the passage of decades and training, they acquire abilities such as flying or dematerializing. They have the ability to erase the memories of humans, as long as these are short-term. They are immortal but can be killed by piercing their hearts or beheading them.    

Therianthrope: Commonly called shapeshifters. The term comes from the Greek terrino (Θηριον), meaning “wild animal” or “beast”, and anthrōpos (ανθρωπος), which means “man”.  Human with characteristics and ability to change at will into a specific wild animal, such as bears, tigers, cougars, lions, eagles, etc.

Initiated: Period in which vampires reach sexual maturity and with it the thirst for blood, stage in which the sexual and blood frenzy become uncontrollable.  

Consort: Couple of luliefths with whom they mate and feel a special union. There is one created for each individual, with whom they can create a bond of feelings and emotions if they so wish. 

Companion: Therianthropic mate with whom they feel a special union. There is one for each individual, with whom they create a bond of feelings and emotions once they are claimed through sexual union and a bite. 

Lycanthrope: Belonging to the therianthrope race, commonly called lycan, they change exclusively into a wolf. 

Clan: Social group formed by luliefths, who recognize the authority of the Great Council, in ancient times of the king.

Bond: Ceremony that consists of giving formality to the union of two luliefths, where the name and lineage mark of the couple is tattooed on the inside of the wrist.

Pack: Social group formed by therianthropes, who recognize the authority of an alpha.

Guardian: A highly trained werewolf warrior who has given his allegiance to an aristocratic luliefth. Considered Guardians of the Sires of the Great Council as the best warriors.

Link: Spiritual connection of feelings and emotions that is formed with the mate. Lycanthropes are the only ones who can communicate without speaking.

Dienner: A naturally fearful race that shuns conflict and confrontation, luliefths have used them as servants for centuries, but thanks to their extraordinary work and attention to detail, they are exclusively used by the upper class capable of providing a roof, food and payment to a whole family. They have a very formal dress code and behavior. Their life expectancy is approximately eight hundred years.

Blood Slave: A female or male luliefth who has been subjugated to satisfy the blood and thus, sexual needs of another vampire. The practice of keeping blood slaves was abolished by the last king of the luliefth.

Sir or Sire: Respectful treatment given to the members of the Great Council.
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Prologue
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My very unfortunate death triggered both surprise, anger and pain in some, as well as joy and satisfaction in many other miserable people, who will never understand that their true misfortune began with my death.

My faithful Fenrir, despite absurdly wanting to resist the call of nature, found the perfect partner; Lorna, of exquisite beauty and infant nobility, with an affable and unalterable character, elegant movements and a warm smile. All the necessary qualities to encourage and tame the brutality of my Guardian, whom, of course, I took it upon myself to instruct.

As expected, the Great Council, who make the laws of our race; the luliefths, “cordially” exhorted my eldest son to take his place in that circle. An invitation that was not well received by Cedric; however, having no other options, he reluctantly accepted my inheritance with all the weight that this carried. 

The rage and stupidity of youth took my heir behind bars in a pestilent dungeon, and the sensuality printed on the skin of a female dragged him to commit a mistake that would cost him a burning pain in the crotch to solve. 

This is how they discovered that some criminals had the audacity to traffic in blood slaves, a bad habit that I had classified as a crime and eradicated many years ago, annihilating these criminals after a particularly cruel torture. 

My Guardian saw fit to summon my strongest and most loyal warriors; Drago, Zander and Kazar. Together they formed a peculiar pack; they planned and organized an attack, following my lessons step by step and as expected, they won their first battle. 

What nobody expected was that they would find my second daughter, Enya; a young half-breed with human that I procreated twenty-eight years ago, but I only sensed her existence four years ago, so my Guardian helped me search for her without success.

Unfortunately, I did not have the pleasure of meeting her. I hope that my warriors will tell her about my exploits and successes, about my good judgment and excellent taste for wine, classical music and good clothes and not limit themselves to ranting against me for the punishments that I was forced to impose for their correct performance as warriors. Although I was demanding, the skill they achieved, I think was well worth it. I can’t say the same for their speech, dress and manners; I was able to get the warrior out of the animal, but never the animal out of the warrior.  

Even with their brutality, it was a pleasure to guide their steps and I am proud to have had them in my ranks.

Of course, the last time I saw my feline warriors, I nearly ripped their heads off for tearing up half my castle.

I have to say that I was surprised by their stubbornness and the willpower to resist their instincts. I hope that now that they have met again thanks to my death, they manage to iron out rough edges and something else...

Frederick Erskine 
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Chapter I
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Kazar: “Are you hungry or would you prefer to rest for a while?” he inquired, seriously concerned after the effort of the stubborn tiger to climb the castle stairs alone, to finally fall exhausted on his bed, with the sole purpose of not showing weakness in front of the pack and the beautiful redhead. A matter of pride, which the lion understood well, but that his concern for him did not accept. 

Zander: “I want you to get out of my sight and stop treating me like a fucking cripple, the role of nurse doesn’t fit you, not even with a miniskirt.” Despite the exhaustion reflected in his appearance and voice, the tone of aversion he spat out was painful for the lion, who from the moment Zander was wounded had not separated from him, had barely slept and ate only at Cora’s insistence. Kazar undoubtedly experienced bad moments in his life; painful wounds, humiliations, hunger, thirst, bloody battles and the fetid smell of death and desolation, but none was as agonizing as the terror of permanently losing his brother in battle. 

Kazar: “You’re right, white miniskirts are more your style,” he answered with a sneer, not letting Zander see how much his rejection affected him. 

The tiger cursed him, clearly exhausted, so the lion preferred to give some space to his wounded pride while he took a shower and went down to eat with the rest of the pack. 

[image: image]

After dining by Cordelia’s side at all times, all the while he did not miss an opportunity to seduce her and joke with the female. He accompanied her to her room; without a doubt the luliefth was beautiful, although it was not only her appearance, it was her aroma, a fragrance of cherries that hardened his virility and caused him to want to lick every pore until his tongue was destroyed; it was that bright and curious look, that tenderness in her caresses that comforted him, in addition to the temper and strength in her character, that attracted him. 

Kiara: “Not one more step, lion.” she warned the feline, so that he wouldn’t dare enter her younger sister’s room. 

Cordelia: “I decide who I invite to my chambers,” she answered in a firm voice. Kiara was speechless and the lion laughed, enjoying the young woman’s assurance. 

Kazar: “You have no idea how hard you just made me. Unfortunately, I have a kittycat to look after, but soon, Sweetie, soon I’ll be purring between your legs.” 

It was a sensual and dangerous promise. Cordelia’s cheeks were tinted crimson, giving a special shine to the delicate freckles, while the lion took her hand and ran his tongue around the inside of her wrist before forcing himself to deposit a goodbye kiss. The taste of the creamy skin was ecstatic and his manhood vibrated impatiently; his lion growled inside him, clawing at his self-control. He wanted to rip her clothes off, put her on all fours and ride her with fierce thrusts, he wanted her so desperately it frightened him. 

In the past he had experienced that urgency and it didn’t end well, it was actually a bloody disaster, so he left without returning his gaze to those delicate carmine lips before he couldn’t contain his inner beast that was fighting to take control so he would give in to his instincts. 

The sexuality and power that Kazar gave off caused the vampiress’ thighs to contract involuntarily. «How will that tongue feel as his big hands spread me open for his wild appetite?» the redhead wondered as she watched his broad back walk away. No male had ever warmed her heart as much as the fierce warrior who anguished over the health of his best friend, and not only that, he disturbed and attracted her as much as he frightened her. Kazar was a dangerous predator stalking her, and she had no idea if she wanted to run away to be hunted or just wait for his claws. 

Her sister invited her to enter the room, extracting her from the indecent thoughts.

The relationship between the sisters was zero to bad practically from the cradle, despite the fact that in the last months before the tragedy experienced in the clan, Kiara had tried to improve their relationship, but the redhead stood her ground, ignoring her. 

Kiara: “If you like, I can sleep with you,” she offered in an uncertain tone. “It is always difficult to fall asleep in a new place.” Cedric heard his female as he reached the open door. 

Cordelia: “Honestly, I’d rather sleep alone,” she answered dryly, in a tone that the male did not like and he burst into the room without even knocking on the door. Kiara turned to him, turning her back on her sister, seeing her pupils moisten and the tremor in her jaw, which angered the male. 

Cedric: “I’m glad you refused your sister’s kind offer.” He took Kiara by the arm to offer his support, however, he didn’t hug her, fearing that this would end up breaking her and he knew that she would hate to be seen crying. “I would hate to sleep without my female in my arms, besides, this castle is safe, you can feel at home with your sister, since as my consort, she owns everything I own. Understood?” he added in a stern tone, one that Cora understood perfectly, so she lowered her eyes and nodded in response.

The clan had disappeared in a sea of ​​blood; her father, the head of the clan was dead and yet her older sister was above her, not only that, now she owed her her freedom.

Locked in that dungeon, bruised, hungry and humiliated, she was sure Kiara wouldn’t come back for her. She didn’t really understand why she had done it, she had always hated her and finally got rid of her. «My father would be proud of his firstborn... as always. She got the best match in all of vampire society; now she is the consort of the heir to the ghost throne.»  

The vampire led Kiara by the arm into the main room of the castle, the one they would share from now on.

He closed the door and picked her up to carry her to the bed.

Cedric: “It’s okay, Kitty, you can cry now, it’s just you and me.”

The female buried her face in his chest and for the first time since they left the dungeon, she broke down completely; she let flow between tears, sobs and spasms, all her fear, rage, impotence and frustration, while her mate embraced and comforted her with tender caresses and endearing words. 
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Zander stirred between the sheets and immediately the lion jumped from the sofa to approach him; he took the quilt that was at the foot of the bed and covered him with it. The tiger was always much more susceptible to low temperatures than he was. A smile escaped from his lips when he remembered how Zander raised his annoyed eyebrow, when he received his ridicule when he appeared with a coat and scarf, being that he only wore his inseparable fur vest and the way he shivered with cold while they spent a couple of days in the dungeon when they earned a punishment from Frederick Erskine. 

Kazar: “Shit! Tiger, I can’t sleep with so much damn trembling, you act like a fucking scared female.”

He growled in annoyance lying on the mattress with his back against the tiger’s. 

They agreed to assume that position to share body heat, since it was winter. They had nothing to cover themselves with and the humidity of the dungeon only increased the low temperatures of the north of Scotland. 

Zander: “As if I could help it, my balls are freezing in this damn freezer,” he answered with his jaw clenched, hating the pathetic position they were in. 

Kazar: “You don’t expect me to warm them up.”

Zander: “Go to fucking hell lion, all this shit is your fault.” 

Kazar: “Mine?” He turned to face him. “I told you clearly not to follow me, if you hadn’t come after me, the old man wouldn’t have me in this hole. I would have fornicated with the horny she-wolves because of the full moon and now I would be sleeping peacefully among furs with my balls unloaded, not in this fucking dungeon with purple balls and a shivering kitten stuck to my back.”  

Zander: “Damn bloodsucker, he didn’t let you finish either?” he inquired cautiously. He knew it wasn’t a good idea to anger the lion and Kazar was one step away from losing his temper. 

Kazar: “No!” he roared in anger, returning to his starting position, turning his back on him and cursing the luliefth in every way he knew. He had just entered a bitch who was dripping, demanding to be ridden, when the bastard showed up. 

Zander: “I’m sorry, I only wanted to fuck with the bitches during a full moon; I’ve always heard them say that it’s the best night to do it. I didn’t know you were forbidden to go out tonight too.” 

Kazar: “My punishment is not for going to fornicate, it was for allowing you to accompany me.” 

Zander: “Frederick thinks I’m not ready to face the lycans.”

Kazar: “And he’s right.” 

Zander: “I’m twenty years old, I’m not a cub anymore!” he roared in annoyance, but a tremor calmed his fury. Three more years were still missing for the young man to finish developing, taking into account that they were immortal; he was still considered a cub until he was twenty-three and being the lion the second youngest in the castle, at ninety-six years old, he would be looked at like a cub for much longer. 

Kazar: “Damn!” He turned reluctantly and jerked the tiger around to hug him to his chest. “I give you my word that if this gets out, I will rip your tongue out and strangle your balls with it.”

The tiger couldn’t respond, instead he shuddered at the warm, pleasurable touch of the lion’s golden fur. 

Once the cold did not make him shake, he allowed himself to rub his cheek against the warrior’s chest and, without being able to help himself, a purr escaped him, which he immediately covered by clearing his throat. 

Felines in general needed physical contact, the lack of it disturbed, distressed or upset them; it even became painful. It was a characteristic of their race, although they as fierce warriors would never recognize it, it was one of the reasons why Kazar went almost daily to the brothel behind the forest. In addition to his fierce sexual appetite, fornicating seemed the only way he had to comfort that need; under no circumstance would he touch Fenrir or Drago if it wasn’t to exchange blows in training and apparently, the cub was following in his footsteps. 

The lion tried to make fun of the young man’s purr, but he himself was in an embarrassing position; to sleep hugging another male was for sissies and that among therianthropes was dishonorable, even more so for a ruthless and lethal warrior like himself. Copulating with another male warranted expulsion from any pack. That custom was only acceptable among the luliefths, even the humans who practiced it were punished, marked as sick and depraved. 

But the lion couldn’t deny it, it felt good to comfort him; that contact somehow pierced his skin, it seemed to him... genuine, the first contact he experienced without anger or lust, it felt good, too good and he wanted more. He rubbed the tiger’s back, and finally the young man fell asleep in his protective arms. 

The following moon, Frederick gave him a few words alone in a soundproof part of the dungeon, special for torture, while they were still serving their punishment... 

Kazar: “I’ll get to the point; I offer to stay one more night in exchange for lifting the tiger’s punishment.” 

The violet look of the ancient vampire deepened and the environment was covered with static to such a degree that the feline swallowed saliva. 

Frederick: “Interesting...”

The tiger had arrived at the castle five years ago; although the lion did not spend all the time in the place, since he was in charge of guarding some areas sporadically by order of Frederick, he shared a table and training sessions with the tiger for months and never exchanged more words than those strictly necessary with him. Even for the luliefth’s liking, he had little to do with Drago and Fenrir, all his attention and instincts were focused on strengthening himself and fighting. 

The crownless king tilted his face a little, fascinated by the feline’s protective reaction, who tried by all means to appear indifferent. 

Kazar: “It’s not fucking interesting, he’s just a cub.”

Frederick: “It’s the first time you’ve shown concern for someone other than yourself.” 

Kazar: “Don’t say stupidities, will you lift the punishment?” 

Frederick: “You are even willing to sacrifice yourself for his well-being...” 

Kazar: “Stop looking at me like a fucking freak, it’s not a sacrifice, I’m doing it for myself. I’d rather spend two nights here alone, than spend one more with him shivering all the fucking time.” He feigned annoyance to downplay his request. 

Frederick: “The sacrifice offered is praiseworthy, you do not need to cover it with fierceness, warrior.” He gave a subtle smile and went to the door to leave. 

Kazar: “Well? Will you lift the punishment?” 

Frederick: “Although it seems to me a scene worthy of being preserved by a sonnet from the talented pen of Shakespeare, no.<” he answered dryly. “The cub must learn his lesson and this time together will help you get to know each other. I’m sure this is the beginning of an... endearing friendship.”  

«And he was right, that’s how our friendship began and I’m pretty sure the bloody bloodsucker knew it from that moment.» The lion placed the back of his hand on Zander’s forehead, once he verified that his temperature was normal, he released a relieved sigh, and combed a lock of hair that fell on his forehead. He liked the softness of his hair between his fingers; however, he repressed his need for contact and returned to his place on the couch. He didn’t want him to wake up and catch him petting him. 

Since he woke up after the operation, Zander had remained aggressive with him and despite the fact that patience was far from being one of his virtues, he remembered the instructions of the healer; he had to rest, be calm and control his temperature. The heart is a muscle that, unlike the rest of the therianthropic organs, regenerates very slowly, and the tiger’s was still undergoing this internal process after almost being split in two. 
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CHAPTER II
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With Belmont’s murder, Cedric avenged the death of the one he considered his brother and despite having fulfilled his duty, the sorrow for the loss did not depart from his soul and he had the suspicion that it never would. He knew that it would be the same for Adriano’s mother, but that was the only thing he could do for him and he had to notify her. 

Kiara opened her eyelids when she couldn’t find the warm body of her male after looking for him with her hand on the bed. She forced herself to get up despite the pain in her thighs that reminded her of the intense morning they spent. Once she was ready, she went down to the dining room for the first meal of the night; however, the ghost heir to the throne did not appear. She called his cell phone, but he had turned it off. A prick of disappointment and annoyance appeared in her chest; she wasn’t expecting flowers and breakfast in bed, but she wasn’t expecting him to just disappear either. 

After what she had gone through the last weeks; the strong training, their fights, the rejection of the herd, the reconciliation, the combat and finally recovering her sister, who did not receive her as she expected, she needed her consort like a drug addict in their worst stage. 

The vampiress had a strong character, but she promised herself to control herself since this temperament only brought her serious problems and she didn’t want to make the same mistakes.

Norbert notified her that Cedric had gone out into the woods, so she went looking for him. 

She knew his favorite place; the thick trees formed a circle so that their leafy branches allowed a clear view of the nocturnal goddess who was accompanied by radiant maidens, providing a majestic postcard of the immensity of the universe. 

Cedric tensed at the crack of a branch, but taking a deep breath, he caught the scent of his female, so he fell back into a relaxed position, sitting on the grass with his back against a tree as he sipped his whiskey. 

The vampiress sensed that something was wrong, the couple had spent a wonderful morning, loving each other between caresses and moans, blood and body fluids that were absorbed by the lovers’ skin with eternal promises of delivery and fidelity, but when she found him with his neat clothes out of alignment and drinking straight from the bottle, she confirmed her suspicions. 

Kiara: “Did you get bored of me so fast?” she asked sarcastically as she sat down next to him. 

Cedric: “What is are you talking about?” He refuted the accusation without understanding, with a melancholy that weighed on his words. 

Kiara: “Well, I woke up and you weren’t there. I called your cell phone and you have it turned off.” She tried not to sound reproachful; however, disappointment was planted on her face. Unfortunately, the heir was too lost in his own anguish to notice. 

Cedric: “I needed to take care of an important matter.” «One more important than me.» The female replied in her mind, concern and disappointment beginning to turn into anger. «Calm down, don’t explode before time.»

Kiara: “Your sister?” The heir took another sip of his drink and once he had cleared his throat with the amber liquid, he answered. 

Cedric: “No, I have yet to see that and the night is just beginning.” He let out a tired sigh. 

Kiara: “Will you tell me what’s wrong?” she inquired really interested; it was not normal for her male to have such a sorrowful face. 

Cedric: “I called Adriano’s mother to notify her that her son’s death has been avenged.” The vampiress understood his attitude and placed a hand on her male’s to give him support, knowing that this was a painful subject for him. “She’s not doing well, she sounded so...devastated.” 

Kiara: “It’s normal, you can’t expect her to recover so soon from a loss of that magnitude.” 

Cedric: “No, I guess not... I’ll go see her. I’m sure Fenrir won’t agree, but I’m still going. It’s decided, so don’t try to talk me out of it either.” The warning stung the female. 

Kiara: “I wasn’t going to, on the contrary, if you need to see her I myself will accompany you.”

Cedric: “No, this is something I need to do alone.” The refusal felt like a rejection. “I would like to bring her with me.” 

Kiara: “Of course, together we will prevent her from feeling alone.” 

As much as the female tried to comfort him, the heir had too many things on his mind. On one hand, he was worried that Bianca might do something stupid in the face of desolation. Despite the fact that he had annihilated Belmont with his own hands, he still had to track down the mulatto’s boss and destroy the network of blood whores from the roots and if the Guardian’s premonition that one of the Sires of the Great Council was involved, was correct, there would be a war.  

They won the first battle, but only because their adversaries were taken by surprise; now they were warned and would be waiting for them. Without forgetting that he still had to discover if Enya was involved in the aberrant business. If so, she deserved to die, regardless of whether she was a female, but that would mean ending the life of his own sister, the only one with whom he shared a bond of blood. 
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When Zander woke up, the lion already had a huge cup of warm milk with a touch of cinnamon prepared for him; he remembered perfectly that this was how he liked to drink it at any time, especially when he woke up. On some occasion he confessed that it was like that how his mother managed to detach him from her tits as he refused to stop breastfeeding.  

The tiger didn’t want to give in, but the stomach was a weak point in general for therianthropic males, they consumed amounts of food that would scare any human, so he gave in to the drink. The throaty sound of satisfaction he let out drew a smile from Kazar. If he had been in his animal form, he would have licked his whiskers. He was still reluctant to be attended to, but the lion left him no choice. 

The tiger started to get up and his best friend immediately came over to help him. 

Zander: “I can do it alone.” He reluctantly turned Kazar down. 

Kazar: “No, You can’t.” The tiger tried to argue, but the lion stopped him. “The fact that you keep repeating yourself, it won’t make it come true, damn it! How many times did you complain about my refusal to receive your support? How many times did you assure me that accepting a little help didn’t make me weak? The damn door is closed; I know perfectly well what a brutal warrior you have become, dammit! You don’t need to prove anything.”

The fierce words shook the tiger, remembering with them the impotence he had experienced every time his best friend ended up hurt and wouldn’t allow him to help him. 

Zander walked slowly but surely to the bathroom with the lion close to his back, watching so he wouldn’t fall. His muscles weighed him down, his body lacked the energy and vitality that characterized him; he felt like in fucking slow motion, as if he had been beaten up after going on a drunken spree for days, to finally be run over by a truck. 

He closed his eyes for a moment, focusing his acute hearing on the beats in his chest; they were weak and slower than usual. The healer warned him that he had to be patient and not get upset, so that every damn cell in his heart could regenerate, and as that happened, his heart rate would return to normal, but the mere presence of the lion unsettled him, although he had managed in recent weeks to cope with his emotions and even live with him as if the past didn’t hurt him. He couldn’t keep pretending, he needed put distance between the two or he would end up succumbing to his rage. The mission was over, he had no obligation to put up with his presence any longer; however, in his condition leaving was not an option and to be honest, he didn’t want to do it. That was the pack he felt part of and he refused to abandon it. 

The lion intervened when he saw that it was difficult for him to take off his shirt. 

Zander: “Are you going to help me pee too?” he asked sarcastically, approaching the toilet to do his thing.

The lion chose not to respond to his bravado, he got rid of his shirt and prepared the shower by measuring the temperature of the water.

Zander dropped his boxers to the floor and headed for the shower; however, seeing Kazar do the same, he stopped. 

Zander: “Don’t even think about it.”

Kazar: “You did it for me more than once, besides, I’m not going to discuss it, come in at once.” 

With no other choice and knowing that he would need his help, Zander entered the shower with Kazar behind him, remembering the first time he had helped him take a shower after he was wounded in battle. 

Kazar: “If anyone finds out about this...” The tiger was quick to cut off his menace which lacked energy due to the weakness he had because of blood loss. 

Zander: “Let me guess, you’ll disembowel me and make a nice rug out of my skin,” he added sardonically as he wrapped one hand around the lion’s waist and lathered his battle-bruised torso with the other. 

Kazar: “No, I’ll kick your balls back into your eye sockets after I remove them.” The tiger let out a laugh with the image described in the mind. 

Zander: “Shit! You have a very twisted imagination, lion.”

Kazar:” At least I don’t have a footprint-shaped birthmark on my butt.”

Zander: “It’s not shaped like a footprint.” 

Kazar: “Oh yeah, that’s a perfect imprint on your left cheek.” The tiger made sure he wouldn’t fall and knelt beside the lion to lather his muscular legs, trying not to see the male’s well-endowed masculinity, which in that position was fucking impossible. “Now I understand why you never stay to take a shower at the gym.” Zander continued to ignore his taunts. “We thought you were embarrassed by the mini kitten cock you should have, not the huge cock right under your nose.” Uncomfortable, the tiger got up and not willing to let himself be provoked; he knew his best friend perfectly, he was bothering him to downplay his injuries and he would play along if it made him feel better. 

Zander: “Wow, so you finally admit it, how many years have you been fantasizing about getting me into the shower?” 

The lion let out a laugh that was interrupted by a growl of pain... 

The rough, but gentle hands of the lion drew him from his memories. Kazar lathered the tiger’s back with a sponge, while the other gently and firmly massaged the muscles aching from lack of movement. Zander had to suppress a groan of satisfaction and the urge to rub against the lion’s warm fur. 

Instead of giving in to his instincts, he clenched his fists and closed his eyelids, enjoying the contact he needed so much in a deathly silence unnatural to his kind. Like all cats, he loved to be petted and purr in response. 

The lion massaged each muscle of the shoulders, nape and toned back; he went down to the hips; the footprint-shaped mole made him want to bite the upturned cheek, but that would be tempting his fate. He smiled and lowered his face enough to not be discovered. He meticulously soaped the powerful legs, he went to the front and stood up without being able to not see the semi-erection in front of his eyes, which showed the satisfaction of the tiger for the pampering received, as much as his own.  

He had always admired the healing capacity that the tiger had, although the therianthropes, unlike the luliefths, kept their scars. Those of the tiger were extremely subtle, possibly due to the purity of his blood, completely different from his, being a half-breed of lion and snow leopard, his scars remained as visible as a human’s. 

The body of the ferocious males reacted to the attraction they refused to admit and the bathroom was soon filled with the aroma that both gave off, with completely stiff cocks and the hands of the lion going down to the crotch of the tiger after admiring and lathering the well-worked torso. The tiger ended that dangerous game by stopping the hands of the one he once considered his best friend.  

Zander: “Enough!” he growled, with anger and desire burning his skin. His inner animal roared in protest, he didn’t want to deny himself those caresses; on the contrary, he wanted to launch himself at the male, capture the side of his neck with his fangs and punish him for his absence during so many years, while subduing him by mounting him, marking him as his own. “Get out of here!” he ordered the lion, whose nose was a couple of inches from his cheek. Kazar, his erection throbbing, mustered all his willpower to leave the bathroom and give him the space he required. 

Several minutes later, once he got himself under control, Zander stepped out of the shower and was greeted with a soft, fluffy bathrobe, which he didn’t refuse as he doubted his ability to dress himself. 

Zander: “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he inquired furiously returning to the room. 

Kazar: “What does it look like? Helping you in your recovery.” 

Zander: “Don’t fuck with me, you were hard in there.” 

Kazar: “I resisted, but I couldn’t help it...just like you,” he assured getting closer to the tiger than necessary. “Tell me something, Kitty cat.” 

Zander: “Stop calling me that,” he demanded through clenched teeth. 

Kazar: “You’re mad at me because I’m the one to blame for you getting hurt, is that it?” The tiger let out a sarcastic laugh. 

Zander: “It wasn’t your fault that they almost killed me, it was me who threw myself in front of that dagger.” 

Kazar “If I hadn’t been careless, you wouldn’t...” The tiger hastened to interrupt him. 

Zander: “It was my decision, a very stupid decision, but mine.”

Kazar: “Then why the fuck are you so mad at me? Ever since you woke up, you seem to want to tear me apart.” 

Zander: “Do you really think I need new reasons to want to annihilate you?” 

Kazar: “I thought we were getting over that part.” He looked down, saddened, he really believed the last few weeks had made a difference. 

Zander: “I was forced to work with you out of loyalty to the old man and the Guardian’s request, but I don’t have a fucking reason to put up with you anymore.” His light blue pupils sparkled in a slit, the tiger in his soul scratching at the edge of his sanity wanting to take control of his body, both to claim it and to rip out his throat in the process. However, that did not intimidate Kazar; on the contrary, his lion wanted a fight, he longed for an exchange of erotic power full of testosterone, blows, sweat and blood in which he would end up subduing the tiger (he had desperately wanted to for decades). 

Kazar: “I don’t know how to apologize, and if I did, it wouldn’t fix the past.” He moved a little closer, ignoring the warnings of danger in the tiger’s gaze. “Our animals are going crazy, our instincts, those that I insisted on ignoring, continue wilder than ever and despite what you think, the decision I made, I made it thinking of you.” 

Zander: “You better get out, lion! You’re scratching the tiger’s balls.” His claws inadvertently extended, his murderous instincts raging through his bloodstream. 

Kazar: “You almost died in my arms; I lost you once, I’m not going to repeat the same mistake, Kitten...” He approached the last centimeters that separated him from the furious tiger’s lips, however, he barely managed to touch them. 

Zander: “Son of a bitch...” He dug his claws into the lion’s side, who snarled as he received them under the ribs, but before he could even react to the attack, the tiger clutched a hand to his chest in crippling pain that paralyzed him. 

Kazar: “Kitten! Zander!!” The tiger’s claws left the body of his victim and he put his second hand on the center of his thorax with contracted features. The lion held him, preventing him from falling, completely ignoring the flow of blood that was leaving his body. 

Zander: “Get out!” he demanded through clenched teeth. 

Kazar: “You need to calm down or your heart will collapse.” 

But the tiger didn’t seem to be listening to him; he felt as if the muscle in his chest was being pulled in different directions, tearing him in two. However, he continued to demand that Kazar go away, he didn’t want his big hands filling him with fleeting heat, he would not fall under the claws again of the coward who despised him; the one to blame for spending the last 100 years with his soul frozen, begging for warmth where he knew he wouldn’t find it, hating every damn good memory that destroyed him, wanting to forget every one of his gestures, lessons, stupidities and demonstrations of affection disguised as camaraderie, pushing away anyone who wanted to get close to him, distrusting even his own shadow. Kazar managed to grab a towel, press it to the wound to stop the profuse bleeding, and sit the tiger on the bed.

For a second, he panicked; if he couldn’t calm Zander down, he would suffer irreparable damage to his heart. His tiger, his companion was suffering, and again he was to blame. 

Kazar: “Okay, you win, I’ll go. I’ll leave the castle and you will never see me again, but dammit! Calm down.” He grabbed the back of his neck possessively and brought their foreheads together, desperate for him to regain control of his body. “Breathe slowly, do it with me.” 

The tiger dug his nails into the lion’s forearm while with the other hand he pressed his chest and tried to follow the required instructions. Little by little the paralyzing pain ceased to suffocate him and his body fell limply over his partner. 

Kazar hugged him tightly, trying not to hurt him. He felt his heartbeat, slow and weak, but constant; the same as in the last few days since he woke up. He inhaled deeply, calming himself with his aroma, that aroma of wheat and honey that he had missed so much in the last century. He ran his nose over Zander’s temple and cheek until he reached his neck. He licked and kissed that part that he wanted to mark with his fangs so much and that now he was sure would never happen. 

The tiger hated him more than he could have imagined and he couldn’t blame him; he had earned his contempt. «I must get away». The thought destroyed his soul, his inner beast roared furiously, refusing to abandon his partner. Again, he didn’t agree with his human reasoning, he needed to lick him, fill him with his warmth and attention until he recovered and then take him as his own ... but he couldn’t; unconsciously he always kept the hope of one day sharing their lives, without caring about being singled out by those of his race. He would tear out the tongue and the entrails of whoever dared to doubt the ferocity of his companion.   

On more than one occasion, his inner animal had gone crazy, tearing him apart from the inside, due to the urgency of looking for him and claiming him. However, the conviction that he would be better off in his clan and based on willpower and sometimes behind bars, he managed to stay away enough to not intervene in his life, but now, all hope died. 

Zander wasn’t willing to give him a chance, although his skin reacted to his proximity, so did his claws. The red stain that impregnated the towel on his side proved it. 

The need to be with the partner was one of the strongest that a therianthrope could experience, but hatred and revenge were capable of destroying entire clans, including his partner. He knew it well and would not be guilty of more pain in his kitty’s life, he had already done enough damage.
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Kazar tucked the tiger in, he lit the fireplace and monitored his temperature and pulse, staying in contact with his skin at all times, until he finally woke up from the deep sleep in which he had fallen, after the strong pain that pierced his chest. As soon as his eyelids parted, he let go of his hand as if it burned him. 

Zander: “What the fuck are you waiting for to get out?” he inquired through his teeth in a weak tone. However, his gaze was full of revulsion. That demand disguised as a question ended up devastating the lion; it was his heart that was collapsing at that moment, but he only allowed a blink of weakness. He squared his shoulders and with a severe gesture and the dangerous aura that characterized him, he faced his partner. 

Kazar:” I gave you my word, and I have a fucking bad habit of keeping it. As soon as you fully recover, I’ll go away; you won’t see me again. Meanwhile, I’ll be your fucking shadow.” The tiger didn’t respond, he felt too weak and upset to do so. He needed to mute his emotions and instincts; he needed to rest and recover. Apparently, he had come out of the bad episode without consequences, he could not expose himself to a second in which he might not have the same luck. “Rest, I’ll ask for your food to be brought up.” 

He left the room wearing only his pants and the soaked towel against his side. 

Cordelia exclaimed his name, seeing the tattooed warrior touch the doorknob of his room; that sweet, youthful voice was a balm for the wounded soul of the lion. Turning to meet her, he eliminated the space that separated them in two long strides; he pressed her against his chest with his free arm and, burying his nose in her neck, soaked up her essence. Immediately his manhood came to life under his pants, his inner beast roared with the desire to claim her, to make her his with the same ferocity that he had done with Zander minutes before. He had never had those impulses for a female before and he would have bet he never would... until that moment.  

The vampiress returned his hug, suffering from the same need for contact that the feline suffered. The smell of blood filled her nostrils and her fangs lengthened instinctively. She retracted them immediately, realizing that the warrior was wounded. 

Cordelia: “But what? What happened to you?” She noted the fingernail marks on his forearm and the crimson-tinted towel he held at his side. “By Lucifer! You are hurt, let me see.” She tried to push the towel away, but the male refused, making light of it. 

Kazar: “It’s just a scratch, don’t worry,” he replied nonchalantly holding back his instincts. 

Cordelia: “Zander! It was him you fought with, is he okay?”

Kazar: “Despite what it may seem, I don’t usually attack the wounded... at least not those who are my friends... generally.” 

Cordelia: “He’s supposed to be calm, what happened?” she questioned him, concerned.

Kazar: “Let’s say we had an exchange of views.” 

Cordelia: “Let me check you.” The lion took her by the waist, drawing her to his body enough so that she could feel the stiffness under his pants. The female pressed her thighs instinctively feeling empty and a warmth ran through her body.

Kazar: “You and I alone in a room is not a good idea right now.” She tried to reply, but the trail of the lion’s nose across her temple and cheek left her speechless. “Don’t insist, Sweetness, the blood that I have left is not exactly in my brain at the moment.” He went down to her neck and licked the creamy skin, tearing the vampiress’ breath away. “Shit! I swear I’ll bury my cock so deep in your heat, I’ll make you squeal with pleasure.” The female wasn’t used to the male’s crude and savage language; however, instead of finding it inappropriate or offensive, it warmed her insides. The lion was wildly attractive and she couldn’t deny it; she wanted him, she wanted both his body and his blood. But not now. She exhaled painfully as she rubbed her cheek against his. The vampiress sank her fingers through the golden locks until she reached his scalp. The cat purred in response, his inner animal pleased and at the female’s feet with just that caress. “Could you do me a favor?” 

Cordelia: “Of course,” she answered with closed eyelids, enjoying his touch. 

Kazar: “Ask Norbert to bring the food to Zander; a moment ago he had a very strong pain in his chest and I would not like him to be alone, could you take care of him for me?”
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