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Dedication








For seeing your little eyes, closed at birth, and knowing I would love you forever, my little treasure.








Special Thanks
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As always, giving thanks to my wonderful tester group, because without you my novels would not be the way they are, they would not carry small pieces of you.

To Juanma Martín, because I heard someone was thinking about stealing the best tester in the world and I was shitting myself. Don’t allow it!

To Núria Márquez, my priestess mage and unconditional reader, because you are wonderful and that compensates the dryness, hehehe, I adore you.

And, completing my trio of aces, to Encarni Prados. Discovering you as a friend and reading partner after you read me has been something wonderful. Ahh, and you’ve done a scary good job! I’m counting on you for the next one, if you want, hehe.
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And you know who I also thank?

You, readers.

Each and every one of you who read me (paying for my job, of course.  For the rest, those of you who pirate, I wish you get your bread stolen with the same happiness), and who also recommend me and dedicate a few seconds to leave your review and even write letters to me.

You don’t know how you bring joy to my life.

And, among all of them, I’ll name a group of readers who, without knowing me at all, chose to read me and became more than acquaintances, many of them almost friends.

I carry you in my heart forever: Azucena Campo, Sandra Val, the Martínez sisters (Conchity and Fulgen), a mother and daughter who purchase everything I write and who could not be any prettier or more adorable (Mari Benito and Ana Álvarez), Marisa Arvi, JL Prieto, Benjamín, Victoria Cuesta, Begoña Medina, Puri González, Susana Terciado, Nesha and many more.

There’s so many of you who now form a part of my day to day that I hope you’ll forgive me if I didn’t name you!









“Curiosity is in one respect like love, it always compromises between the object and the feeling; and provided the latter possesses sufficient energy, no matter how contemptible the former might be."

Charles Robert Maturín
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« Time takes it all whether you want it to or not, time takes it all. Time bares it away, and in the end there is only darkness. Sometimes we find others in that darkness, and sometimes we lose them there again. ». Stephen King

The Green Mile.



“No man is free. Only children and fools think elsewise”. 

George R. R. Martin
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“All that is gold does not glitter, not all those who wander are lost.”

J. R. R. Tolkien







To the girl who I once was, with her eyes full of poetry and dreams, saying, screaming, that she would be a writer. Words that were drowned among hostile laughter from adults. Get fucked, heeheehee.
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Recapitulation of characters and actions of books 1 and 2
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MARIA:

The main character’s mother. A mortal woman from Madrid. Raised in an orphanage and without love, we see her as an adult, turned into a prostitute and drug addict. She rejects her son from the first moment. After abandoning him in a bus station, her boyfriend (Pedro) abandons her as well.

Since then, the son holds an unstable relationship with the mother through mental trips until she, at last, dies in an alley after the last beating from her pimp. The son, a twenty year old young man by then, arrives in time to watch her die, but discovers  there is still nothing for him: no memory, no “I love you”, no feeling.


––––––––
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“I” (MAIN CHARACTER):

Born a mortal, but with extreme empathy (he hears and knows every thought in others) and with other peculiar powers, like modifying/eliminating thoughts in others and forcing them to say or perform small actions.

He feels the rejection of the world and his mother from the first minute of his birth and spends his first years without any contact with the outside, except for an abusive and cruel mother. At seven years, he is abandoned by Maria in a bus station on Christmas day and ends up in an orphanage in Zaragoza, where he will meet Eva and Sergio, his only friends (not counting his deceased Coca). He discovers, also, that he is unable to hear and enter Eva’s head until they perform the “family oath”. The rest of the children in the orphanage will hate or fear him after Alex’s terrible death.

In his adolescence he begins noticing the presence of a vampire that appears in is dreams. At fourteen years, he will escape the orphanage to avenge the murder of his friend Sergio. After eliminating his murderers he goes back to Madrid, where he will begin his working age. Working as a bar manager, he meets Abel (his first love), whom he will end up murdering in his eighteenth birthday after discovering that everything was a ploy. Leo tries to warn him, but, when he sees he ignores him and that his hands are stained with blood, deems him lost until, two years later, he finds himself forced to act to save his life. The Red Legend has become prey to a potent venom administered by the Elders and the life is escaping him. Leo acts without thinking and initiates the process of vampiric transformation.

From his adult age, we know he is already a vampire, he is alone, and continues suffering. He is the inventor of Fangbook (among other brilliant ideas) and Eva, his great childhood friend, wants to kill him for something that happened in the past. To defend himself from her, he gets in touch with the Trinity and the Academy of Magic. After the zombie massacre at the Academy, the Red Demon ends up as its associate along with Nuria and other new members, including Maximiliam.


––––––––
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IVAN:

A professional bounty hunter who appears exclusively in the first book. Hired by Eva to kill the main character, he becomes a junkire (a human addicted to vampire bites, since they feel something more intense than sex itself and orgasms) to be able to do his job. Though he has taken secondary inhibitors to prevent the main character from discovering him, he does so after tasting his blood.

He ends up murdered by the main character, in an outburst of rage and disillusion, after having sexual relations in his house. His body ends up devoured by Clon, Helena’s gul. In the second book, he is mentioned when the police visit the Red Demon at his home to ask for a statement in regards to the human’s disappearance.
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RAUL:

Drug and prostitution lord in Bilbao, he is a mortal who falls in love with Luna. She murders and dismembers all his “girls”, and forces him to impregnate and marry her. After the wedding, he finds himself free from Luna, but Ianire summons him with a calling and attraction spell he cannot escape from. So, he goes to Madrid and dies that same day devoured by Ianire, without ever meeting his children, Eva and Hugo.


––––––––
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LUNA:

A powerful and immortal necromancer from Bilbao. Although she is 102 years old, she appears to be thirty something. She is the daughter of The Wizard, whose spirit tried to kill her when she refused to raise him from the grave. She takes in a girl (Ianire) as apprentice until they become enemies and swear eternal hatred for each other.

She manages to get pregnant through black magic and her relationship with Raul. In order to protect her children from Ianire, she delivers them to her step sister and submits herself to a self-amnesia spell. After several failed attempts to kill Ianire, Luna revives the demonic doll Paula and manages to get her inside Ianire’s house.

When she sees the brain damage of her spell, she reverts the process and decides to bring the children with her, but Paula manages to suck on her brain and she takes a long time in noticing the deceit. By the time she discovers it, her sister is locked inside the body of a young woman and she travels to Zaragoza to rescue her. She manages to introduce her soul in the body of a nurse and goes back to Bilbao with Lidia mortally wounded.

Already dead, we know she tried to separate her daughter Eva from Carrot, warning her about an imminent death Prophecy if she does not get away from him. Eva ignores her, but she manages to get close to her through some apparitions and a very special gift on her sixteenth birthday: a chest full of necromancy books, potions, amulets, spells and bottled souls.


––––––––
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IANIRE:

As a twelve year old girl, this Bilbao girl meets Luna when the latter provides her with several magic books. When she feels prepared, she murders her parents (her father raped her, and the mother stayed silent and consented) and eats their hearts. She traps their souls in a locket, which she always carries around her neck, and initiates her pupilage relationship with Luna. This relationship is broken when Luna uses the sex slave she presented her with when she reached adulthood. She settles in Madrid, from where she competes with her teacher and becomes a Black Widow (she feeds on young men after copulating with them).

She tries, unsuccessfully, to find one of Luna’s babies (she ignores both are alive), until she abandons her search and desire for vengeance or destruction when she falls in love and marries Arioch.

In her Honeymoon, Arioch gets her pregnant after showing her their three future children but, when they return from their trip, Paula scorches her womb and the little one growing inside her, leaving her barren forever. Ianire changes after this event and becomes depressed after all her husband’s failures to make another baby settle in her. She will torture Balban for being the cause of her pain, and the last we know of her is that they will try to become parents again.

In the future, we see her with 140 years, totally decrepit and with a scarred face, with Arioch dead and living with her adoptive daughter, Eva. She refuses to leave this world until she fulfils her final vengeance: to end the Red Demon.


––––––––
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ARIOCH:

Demon of Vengeance who can metamorphose into any of his victims. He is a mercenary who slays any kind of being, living or dead, in exchange for a fee. His real appearance is that of a gigantic black creature, winged and feathered who carries a long sword. In his human appearance, he usually adopts that of Diego, a black man of a huge size.

(See data sheet in chapter “Luna 9” in the first book, to remember interesting information).

He is hired by Luna to end Ianire but they both fall in love at first sight and he abandons the charge. Thanks to him, we witness a demonic wedding and how he gets Ianire pregnant after showing her the future with a cunnilingus. When Paula kills his “daughter of destiny”, he does not give up and steals many unborn babies to implant them in the barren womb on his young wife, but they all die. When he discovers Paula the doll, he captures the demon Balban so his wife can torture him to death. Finally, he plans to summon his friend and demon Baal so he gets him pregnant.

In the future, we do not know yet why Ianire hates him and speaks so badly about him, but we are told he is dead.


––––––––
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SELENE:

Ancient vampress who seduces Leo thanks to a perfume of love attraction she applied on her hair. When it runs out, she sees she will lose him but denies that reality. When she discovers her beloved has turned another, with whom he got married, she murders her. When she realizes he will not be with her again, she commits suicide by piercing herself with a stake, believing that her vassal will die as well.

In the second book, Selene reunites with him in the Hades realm, through his dreams, to ask for his forgiveness for all the suffering she caused and to tell him she still loves him. He rejects her again but forgives her at last.


––––––––
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LEO:

Architect from Salamanca, he is vampirized by Selene while he is in Poland concluding a project. After the job, his intention was to go back to his land and get married in an arranged ceremony which horrified him and from which Selene saves him. After several centuries of love with her, he stops loving her and wants to be free. He turns into an animarian and refuses to go hunting with her again. In Paris he meets his friend Van Gogh and the love of his life, Maite, a mortal whom he turns, and who Selena murders immediately. He becomes crazed for a few months, killing every human that crosses his path as he sees Selene in their faces.

He manages to recover his sanity and regenerate his brain thanks to Tutmes’ pyramid. There he will be able to bid farewell to his love in person. He goes back to Spain, where, every “night”, she and Leo get reunited in his dreams. He feels happy again and recovers his mental stability, until Van Gogh travels to Spain to communicate him the price of all that: to protect Rodrigo, the son of the painter and Alouqua. His mission, since then, will be to save him from her and her evil instincts, since Van Gogh lets him know he will die shortly. He will soon discover the little one is pure evil and takes him to the pyramid to contain his evil essence and premature growth. On the other hand, Leo is left alone again, when Maite refuses to see him because of his unfaithful thoughts.

In the modern age, we see him in the last chapter saving the main character from certain death when he turns him into a vampire and pupil.


––––––––
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MAITE:

A mortal Parisian woman who will live a story of love at first sight with the vampire Leo. Recently turned and married with him, Selene ends her by ripping out her spine. Tutmes will revive her, for merely a half hour, so she can say goodbye to Leo and take away his grief and guilt for not preventing or foreseeing her death.

After that farewell, Tutmes will grant them oneiric encounters with the promise of spending Eternity together when Leo fulfills his mission to protect Van Gogh’s son, but she breaks their marriage when she discovers Leo thinking about copulating with other women (thoughts we can guess come from his connection with Rodrigo, the demon child).


––––––––
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VAN GOGH:

Historical character, he will be converted into a vampire in Paris by Alouqua, a half vampire, half succubus demon woman, who abandons him soon after. After making friends with Leo, his Master comes back to retake the relationship, but she abandons him when she becomes pregnant with Rodrigo.

After that, Alouqua will torment him in dreams and make him see he will die soon, without the love of his son. Van Gogh asks for Leo’s help and admits himself voluntarily in a psychiatric ward after telling everything to Leo and obtaining his promise that he will care for his son. In the mental asylum, his own newborn son, who has the appearance of a ten year old boy, enjoys harming him and driving him even crazier.








TUTMES:

Son of the god Tot, he was bitten in 1450 a.C. by a vampire and became one, with the qualities of both worlds, and the oldest one on Earth. Of a peculiar and eccentric aspect (make-up, Egyptian attire, golden adornments, serpent on his head...). He resides in London, where he dedicates himself to sorcery. He helps Leo regenerate his damaged brain through his energy pyramid and grants him the chance to see and talk to Maite in person, apart from presenting them with their encounters in the world of dreams.

Godfather of the terrible and lethal Alouqua, he tries to protect her son by charging Leo with his special mission. In the last scene, we see that the pyramid has cleansed the evil baby, and that Tutmes facilitates Leo’s escape so Alouqua cannot slay him.


––––––––
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ALOUQUA:

From her we know that she is Van Gogh’s Master. Succubus demon and vampress at the same time, she kills (or induces to suicide) all her lovers. She will abandon Vincent twice: soon after his conversion, and when she finally becomes pregnant from him, in the middle of intercourse, with a strange behavior (flying out the window completely naked), not before threatening her vassal with returning to kill him.

After delivery, she discovers motherhood is not for her and becomes quite negligent towards her evil son, while at the same time presenting herself before her turned one in the form of nightmares. After Leo’s trip with her son to the pyramid, she tracks them down and travels there, full of rage. She is, also, goddaughter of Tutmes, who was her godfather in her “blood baptism” (see note 39 in Damned Beings 2).

In the earliest present, we see her as a guest in the wedding of Ianire and Arioch, to whom she presents a box that traps human souls.


––––––––
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RODRIGO:

The demon-vampire son of Van Gogh and Alouqua, who shows a great connection with Leo, even before being born. He introduces himself to his godfather one day before his birth and Leo himself will experience sensations linked to him, like the birth pains of the mother, the need for blood and even sex...

Rodrigo will not make his godfatherhood mission easy at all; he loses Maite, then he will see how he tortures and drives his good friend Vincent crazy... But, finally, he agrees to enter the pyramid and walks out of there with the appearance of a fifteen month old baby, with some powers bound (which will not develop until adolescence) and part of his evil absorbed away.


––––––––
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EVA:

Daughter of Luna and Raul, will go to Zaragoza to live with his aunt along her twin brother to be under her protection. During her birth, she almost bled to death because her brother had devoured one leg off her up to the knee. With less than a month of life, she shows her qualities as a magic baby by speaking and exhibiting knowledge of the world around her. Her mother binds the powers of the both of them to protect them from themselves and Ianire’s tracking. Finally, they end up in the Zaragoza house without their aunt, without their mother and with the babysitter dead, whose body is being parasited by Paula.

We know she ends up in the orphanage at four years of age, where she will meet the main character eight years later. Despite the prophetic dreams her mother sends her so she keeps away from him, they become friends and create a “family oath” along with Sergio, which she will end up breaking years later so Carrot cannot continue reading her mind and so she can practice black magic through the books her mother’s spirit sent to her in her sixteenth birthday. She decides to abandon necromancy after the failed attempt to revive her dead brother.

On the other hand, she begins a relationship with Alberto, the love of her life, with long separations in the middle. After Sergio’s death, they go and live together to Zaragoza until they move to Madrid. She will be the one who saves the Red Demon from his depression after Abel’s treason.

In the future, we see her as Ianire’s adoptive daughter, whom she needs to feed with healthy males. She also seeks the death of her former best friend, and plans to have a robot made from her deceased Alberto. We also discover that she is, indeed, associated with the Trinity, which she contacted to kill her ex friend.


––––––––
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HUGO: 

Son of Luna and twin brother of Eva, he is born clinging to his sister’s leg, half devoured by him. He has a monstrous and reptilian appearance, which mutates when he is baptized. He then turns into a precious baby, except for his terrible maw and sharp claws. He will live in a large cage in the neighboring apartment to his aunt’s, fed with raw meat. His growth and development is abnormally fast, with an appearance of a year and a half of age with just one month of life and speaking with a reduced language. Scatophagous, with simian-like movement and behavior, she shows attention and aptitude for plastic arts and music.

After the power binding, Hugo suffers several more mutations again. When he recovers the reptilian appearance, his aunt cannot bear the sight of him and Lourdes begins feeding him. After a new mutation into a purple and terrifying being, Hugo demands a suit with the skin of a boy out of Lourdes so he can be “normal”, but that never comes to pass. From that moment on, it will be Paula (inside Lourdes’ body) who feeds the monster-boy with humans.


––––––––
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SERGIO:

A friend of the main character at the orphanage. A boy from Burgos left mute after his father, during one of his drunken fits with beating included, cut his tongue out. He is sensitive, intelligent and intuitive and gets close to the main character immediately. Thanks to a book, he learns the use of sign language by himself and starts teaching it to the rest of the staff at the center.

After the “family oath”, the three boys will become more united until Eva starts flirting with black magic and the secrets increase. Before abandoning the orphanage because of his age, Sergio declares his love towards his friend and they kiss. Roberto discovers it and gives him a terrible beating from which he will never recover, in mood and body.

He moves in with Eva after the beating and barely gets out of the house. When he receives the flat of his deceased mother as inheritance, he goes out to celebrate and ends in a gay venue where he will meet Andreu. He will then abandon Zaragoza to leave with him to Barcelona and perish in a satanic ritual that Eva and “I” witness in their dreams.

Sergio appears one more time in the dreams of his friend Carrot, to bid farewell to him, thank him for avenging his death and leave him his mother’s flat as inheritance.


––––––––
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ALBERTO:

In the first book he goes by largely unnoticed. We know he is the youngest warden in the orphanage. Athletic, handsome and with 20 years, with a good character and concerned for the children.

In the second book we discover all the secrets he hides. On one hand, he works for the Elders: a secret association that fights against Evil by protecting those deemed “Special”, or eliminating them if they are dangerous for humanity. His mission consists on watching Eva and Carr, and kill them (if necessary) so that the Prophecy is not fulfilled. But he is relieved of his charge when it is seen that, when the time comes, he will not be able to.

Eva and Alberto, loving each other in secret almost since they met, end up finally together and it is in that moment when he is sent to care for a “Special” in the United States. After years without seeing each other and keeping scarce correspondence with secret messages, he returns to Spain and does not separate from her again. He enlists in the army and, later, they leave Zaragoza to move to Madrid and be close to Carrot.

In the second book we are also told that in the future he will be dead and Eva plans to recover him through technology.


––––––––
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ROBERTO:

A 25 year old, obese and bald warden at the orphanage. His father, a fan of getting drunk and using the belt, leaves him somewhat retarded. He enjoys mistreating and sexually abusing some children. After an encounter with the main character, he believes he is Death who comes looking for him and decides he must poison the food in the center to prevent it. The main character erases those memories and, with them, his fear and evocation of his childhood stuttering.

In the second book we see how Carrot has to readjust his mind every so often so he does not go back to his old ways, playing with his mind through nightmares and oneiric warnings. But he manages to give a brutal beating to Sergio, with rape included, and Carr will kill him in the orphanage chapel after a prolonged torture.
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MANUEL:

The third warden at the orphanage. With 31 years, a good person, responsible and just, but very clueless. He will turn a blind eye to the love story between Eva and Alberto.
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SUSANITA:

Eva’s childhood friend at the orphanage, she also goes by unnoticed in the first book. In the second one we discover she is the second infiltrate Alberto mentions in his letters, sent by the Elders to watch over or kill the red heads.

We later see her in a relationship with Abel, from the same organization (the Group). Both will die by the hand of the main character when he discovers the deceit in his own on his birthday.
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ANDREU:

A Catalan from Barcelona whom Sergio will meet in an outing through Zaragoza when he goes out to celebrate the inheritance of his flat. Andreu will talk to him about the “Fraternity”, the commune in which he lives in Barcelona, and Sergio will go with him without knowing a terrible death awaits him there in a satanic ritual where he will be the offering. After a lightning bolt hits him, Andreu bleeds him to death with the sharp end of a crucifix.

Eva and Carrot cannot do anything as they are “phantom spectators” in the dream, but later on Carr will locate the sect and kill them all. Andreu will be the last one to die, along with the other members who crumbled, because of the poison poured into the beer bottles.


––––––––
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LIDIA:

Luna’s half-sister, daughter of The Wizard and a mortal woman. A retired nurse in Zaragoza of 70 years of age. Being alien to magic, she finds herself implicated in the care and protection of her sister’s magic babies.

She hires Lourdes as a babysitter and everything goes more or less fine (paying no mind to Hugo’s mutations, magic rituals and some scares) until she finds herself forced to hire a new housemaid because of her arthrosis. This new worker turns out to be a tracker who takes over her body. Unable to speak, she ends up admitted in a hospital, trapped inside the tracker’s body, until her sister Luna appears to help her.

The last we know of her is that she manages to get out of the hospital inside the body of a nurse, on the way to Bilbao. To do that, Luna needed to stab the nurse and summon Verdandi and Alastor.


––––––––
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LOURDES:

A young mortal woman, with 19 years of age, forced by her parents to give up her own baby in adoption. She becomes the wet nurse and caretaker of Eva, with whom she establishes a mother-daughter relationship immediately. Later on, she will end up also taking care of Hugo, Eva’s twin brother, in a relationship of fear and compassion that will prolong until she is murdered by Patricia, the fake housemaid. Her body will end up taken by Paula.
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PAULA:

Diabolic doll (or active vessel) created by the Wizard to protect Luna in her childhood. Within her, the souls of three beings coexist: a witch, a mortal and a demon woman (Eisheth Zenunim, mother of prostitution).

Luna revives her to spy on Ianire and protect her little ones and herself from the other. She ends up in Ianire’s house as a wedding gift, when she is about to depart to her honeymoon. When the recently married couple return, Paula discovers the pregnancy and scorches Ianire’s womb, with Dearbhail inside (the little magic baby), leaving her barren forever. She finds herself forced to escape from the house after being discovered by Arioch when she was in contact with Luna, on whom she had sucked her brain in order to regain her independence.

She hires a tracker and escapes to Zaragoza, where she will take over the body of an agonizing Lourdes who will never wake up again. Besides, she becomes the legal owner of Lidia’s flat after forging the signature in the deed. Though she manages to cheat Luna at first, by the end of the second book we assume that Luna has discovered her and Paula is plotting a new plan. Her last appearance is done when she is spying Ianire and Arioch during their intercourse.


––––––––
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PATRICIA:

Young mortal woman from Cadiz, of great power.  A tracker by profession and demon worshipper by devotion, she is summoned by Paula (Eisheth Zenunim) to take over the body of Lidia until her arrival. She gets herself hired by Lidia in the doctor’s waiting room and then exchanges their bodies.

After that exchange, she discovers Lourdes suspects the behavior of her employer and ends up striking her fatally. In the end, she will die when she is unable to recover her body, as it has been left hollow in the hospital, nor remain in the one she is occupying.


––––––––
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LUIS:

A young man from Zaragoza who keeps a love relationship with Lourdes after meeting at the hotel he works at as a receptionist.

Paula, inside Lourdes’ body, presents herself to the last date the poor sod will have. He, without fearing anything bad, allows himself to be led by his young girlfriend to the apartment Hugo lives in and he will die there, devoured by the monster child.


––––––––
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IULIAN:

A Master vampire of 600 years, Rumanian. His brain already shows great deterioration, apart from a controlling personality and with a certain perversion. He is a traitor to his kind, who denounces vampires to the Black Agents in exchange of money and favors. He dies murdered at the end of the first book, carbonized under the sun, when the main character makes him think it is nighttime, as a vengeance for the deaths of Helena and Clon.


––––––––
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SUSANA:

A recently converted Vallecan vampress. She searches for her place in the world after the conversion as she cannot continue her math teaching at school. She has to fight the continuous pressure and absorption of Iulian, her Master, until she finds herself freed from this yoke when the Red Demon kills him in vengeance for the deaths of Helena and Clon.

In the second book we see her embarked in the project of becoming a writer as a suggestion from the main character, and receiving the inheritance of Iulian’s whole estate, valued in 823 million pesetas. Thanks to that, she thinks about founding her own editorial and publishing How to be a vampire and not die trying, the first of many books she has planned.


––––––––
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HELENA:

Italian and hippie vampire of about 110 vampiric years. She practices free and shameless love (dedicating herself to that professionally), although her true passion is Clon, the gul she keeps as pet. Both of them are massacred by the Black Agents after Iulian’s snitching, which makes the main character murder again and seek Eva In order to kill her.








MASTER K:

A 200 year old vampire from the Sahara, pianist and musical healer. He has magical powers and is the descendant of a great sorceress. Though he resides in Scotland, he becomes friends with the main character in Spain and gets him in touch with the Trinity.

We do not know much about him until the end of the second book, when we are hit with the news that Eva had hired him to direct the Red Demon to the Academy and have him killed for something we do not know yet.

Maximiliam will travel to Scotland to seek refuge at his house after the massacre at Academy, and we know he will become its associate, along with Nuria, Maximiliam, a mysterious bounty hunter and the main character himself.


––––––––
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PERSEFONE:

Sorceress and executor of evil creatures, she is one of the three members of the Trinity. A black Amazon, of 120 years and great beauty, very prone to theatrics (like appearing among clouds of purpurin, etc.) and to speak in questions. At the end of the first book, she had just rescued a girl from a demon who had hurt her in the thigh.

In the second book we discover that that wound, apparently innocent, carried a poison that transforms her into a zombie while she is giving class at Academy. All the students die, except for one of them, who manages to escape by teleporting. The end of Persefone will come, along with the rest, in the form of a magic fire ball which consumes all living dead.
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THE PROFESSOR:

A 200 year old lycanthrope and the second member of the Trinity. Acid and critical, but with a tender spot. On his shoulders fall the majority of classes at Academy. He is the one who seals the stone where Ametxar is trapped and gives the main character his first class, along with the first homework.

In the second book we discover that, behind this homework, was a lethal trap that almost ends the Red Legend. But the main character does not get to talk about it with him because of the living dead butchery at Academy. When the Professor (Marco) sees Persefone die and that the same thing will happen to Maximiliam, he sacrifices himself for him and dies by eating his malady and saving his life, as they were family to him. Though we do not see it, we are told Nuria burns his body with another magic fire ball.
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MAXIMILIAM:

A 400 year old vampire, wizard, and the third member of the Trinity (the three beings that directed Academy since a century ago). Among his powers, the capacity to seduce and manipulate anyone with the modulation of his voice stand out. He declares himself multisexual and seems very attracted to and interested in the main character, who ends up rejecting an affaire with him since his sixth sense tells him he hides something and must not trust him.

In the second book, we discover that what he hid was his relationship with Eva and that the rest of the Trinity had agreed to kill the Red Demon as they considered him harmful. When “I” arrives to Academy, in the middle of that zombie chaos, Maximiliam is bitten by one of them. Several salvation methods are attempted (a mental bridge to bring him back, curing him with potions) but, in the end, he ends up converted and the Professor will take his place. It is then Maximilian crumbles down when he sees his dead associates and spends the night in the house of the main character.

When “I” wakes up, he discovers that Maximiliam has left him a farewell note and that has fled from him. The last events we see from Maxi are flying to Scotland (where he has a sexual encounter with a flight attendant) and arriving to Master K’s house. From Nuria, we know he will be back at Academy, along with the new associates of the new age that awaits them.
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NURIA:

We had not met her until the second book, when she appears for the first time as a student in Persefone’s class where all the rest will end up infected and turned into walking dead. She is a priestess mage from Barcelona, of a sweet and fragile appearance (intensified by her advanced octogenarian age), but with great power and knowledge.

She tries to help her companions when Persefone turns by freezing the scene, but she only manages to get them all bitten, including her young aide. Full of guilt, she exits the classroom at the last moment and she will be the one who creates and throws the magic fire balls which will end all the contaminated ones.

Extremely human and concerned about her peers, she takes charge of Academy and ends up becoming one of its five associates at the same time. She is the one who manages to convince “I” to join the society, apart from proposing a cupid objective for herself: to get Maximiliam and the Red Legend together.


––––––––
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ABEL:

He is the first love of our main character. In the beginning, they seem to meet each other by chance at the bar where “I” was working as a manager, but he turns out to be one of the members of the Group, in the service of the Elders.

The main character falls madly in love with him and they move in together immediately. When he turns eighteen, his boss gives him the night off and he goes home to give his boyfriend a surprise. But the surprise is on him when he discovers everything has been a ploy: that he was never in love with him and took drugs to deceive him, and that his love in turn was Susanita, Eva’s friend from the orphanage.

“I” will kill them both, full of rage, leaving them without oxygen in their brains. Susanita and he will die on the streets, holding hands.
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Glossary of magical / demonic beings
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BAAL:

Demon of fertility and Great Duke of Hell. He is associated with damned procreation. Physically, he stands out because of his three heads: of a cat, a man with a crown and a frog. His broad torso ends in spider legs.

Luna summons him to help her during her whole process of gestation and maternity. Thanks to him, she manages to get pregnant with Eva and Hugo through blood offerings (the soul of a Shapeshifter, wombs, etc.) and manages to prevent a miscarriage when Ianire devours Raul and breaks the life bonds with the babies. Luna will manage to repair the evil done and prevent them from dying with a new offering: the soul of another baby in turn. Though Luna will later ask him for explanations when she verifies in horror that one of his babies has more features of monster than human.

He will appear again in the conversation of the newlyweds, Ianire and Arioch, when he mentions to her that they are colleagues and that he will assist and supervise the birth of their daughter Dearbhail. He is also the one who confirms that Ianire will not be able to get pregnant again after the “magical scorching” in her womb. And he is named one last time, at the end of the second book, when Arioch communicates her that Baal will make him pregnant in a powerful fertility ritual.


––––––––
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BLACK WIDOW:

Ianire, apart from a necromancer, is a Black Widow, who needs to copulate with men every few weeks and devour them. From that activity she obtains beauty, youth and power. Just like the animal, they do not only share gastronomic and loving activities, but also a curious image in the shape of a hourglass, in red tones on their black bodies. While the spider has it in the middle of the shell, Ianire has it by the bellybutton, like a small tattoo.


––––––––
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AMETXAR:

Dream demon that Eva sends against the main character to get him killed, but ends up trapped in Maiu’s stone thanks to the magical work and instructions that Maximiliam and Persefone give the main character.

This is, at the moment, the only demon made up by me. I have circumscribed it to the Basque mythology and it is composed from the Basque terms “Ametsak” (dreams) y “Txarrak” (bad). It is pronouced [améchar].


––––––––
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MAIU:

Also known by other names: Maju, Sugaar, Sugar, Suarra, Sugahar, Sugoi. He is a dark god from pre-Christian Basque mythology, very ancient, capable of changing shape and who takes, generally, a human, serpent or dragon appearance. He is a half vampire and demon.

He assists to the event at the “Chupitos de sangre” and is the one who gives the main character the stone of protection against Ametxar. We only know of him again from sporadic mentions.


––––––––
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CLON:

It is the gul (also known as Ghoul, Gol or Ghül) of the vampress Helena. Mythology describes it as a carrion-eating demon that sucks the blood of the living and digs out corpses to eat their hearts. These necrophagic demons are a kind of undead monster that inhabit inhospitable places and roam around cemeteries. Apart from defiling graves and feeding on corpses, they also kidnap children to devour them.

To Helena, as we know, it was like her son and whom she loved even more than herself. It had the physical appearance of a huge dog, balding and mangy, with unsettling fangs, but playful and loving.


––––––––
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BLACK AGENTS:

They are a special police force that dedicates itself to eliminating those creatures that conform the “Black or Damned List”, or any other magical creature that has broken the law, which can be something like a blood crime or performing a forbidden job like teaching.

They always go in couples or trios, with a “Men in Black” style attire, and they never ask: they only kill. We see them in action killing Helena and Clon after Iulian’s snitching, but the references to them are constant in both books.

They have two regulatory weapons: the service gun and the rifle. While they use the gun to immobilize and kill creatures of easy mortality, the rifle is their favorite weapon of annihilation. It has a superior potency that allows them to pierce the heart of most creatures, with silver bullets especially made for the Force.


––––––––
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CHARUN:

Etruscan demon of death that torments the souls of the dead on the Other Side. He is the one who officiates the wedding bond between Ianire and Arioch at the morgue, since his “usual costume” is that of a forensic doctor so he can be close to his victims, choose and control them.
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AGRAMON:

Demon of fear, he is one of the two witnesses that present the newlyweds with a virgin as a sacrifice.
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MASHIT:

The second witness at the wedding.

An infernal entity in charge of punishing those who commit murder, incest and worship in Hell. The name means “Destructor” and of his missions is to carry out the death of children.


––––––––
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EISHETH ZENUMIN:

Although three personalities coexist within Paula (human, witch and demon woman), this is the dominant one, that of the demon woman called Eisheth Zenumin (or Eisheth Senunim).

She was one of the women of Samael (demonic Angel of Strength and one of the seven regents of the world) and the mother of the beast Chiva. She is known for her role as the harlot in the Cabala and creator of prostitution. Thanks to her and the times shared in bed, Balban will agree to infiltrate her as a wedding present to help Luna.

Later, we see that her urge to have a human body and satisfy her sexual pulsations led her to deceive her dear Luna, in search of her happiness and independence.


––––––––
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BALBAN:

Demon of deceit, of a similar appearance to Arioch: imposing and gigantic, black, with colossal wings, multiple horns and feathered. Although he is not a mercenary like Arioch nor does he deal with mortals, he is “hired” by Luna to introduce the Paula doll in Ianire’s house, in exchange of three mortal souls and as thanks for the old sexual encounters with Eisheth.

In the second book he will be discovered and Arioch makes his pay for his treason dearly. He manages to immobilize him with a paralyzing drug and takes him to the dungeons under Ianire’s house, where she will torture and tear him apart until there is nothing left of him.


––––––––
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UVAL:

One of the fallen angels, belonging to the Choir of Powers. Mortals summon him to gain the love of a person. Among demons, he is the protector of the love between evil beings. He is summoned in the wedding between Ianire and Arioch, offering the sacrifice of two virgins so their marriage will be lasting, solid and happy.
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AAMON:

Two-headed demon, one of them human and one reptile. Marquis (or Prince) of hell who commands forty legions of demons. He is one of Astaroth’s servants and one of the three demons at the service of Satanachia. He knows the past and future, and can recognize and claim his Pact-bearers as well as grant that same knowledge to those who have entered in pacts with Satan.

Other sources describe him as a wolf with serpent’s tail that spits fire or, simply, with a man with crow’s head.

He is one of those invited to the wedding and presents Ianire with a bag of jewels with different powers.
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HALRINACH:

Female demon of a great physical beauty who manages the most varied meteorological catastrophes. She obtains her pleasure by provoking the violence of hurricanes and winds. She is called, because of that, by the moniker “master of the winds” and in the wedding she will present Ianire with a spectacular garnet ring to summon favorable winds in her flights.
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MARUTUKKU:

According to the Necronomicon, Marutukku is usually summoned in any supernatural ceremony that involves danger, like the summoning of demonic forces. It protects both soul and body.

When Eva performs the family oath in the forest, it is Marutukku who speaks through her mouth with a male voice, grave and potent.
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TRACKERS:

They are usually mortals, like Patricia, with certain skills and who seek to exploit them in this new and recognized profession.

In first place, the trackers were in charge of magic following on demand. Their goals were to locate the target and remain “stuck” to them until the contractor arrived. What happened afterwards was not their business, since trackers never took sides nor got their hands dirty.

In the New World, this profession will be devalued when it becomes known and many will end up as vulgar hitmen, involved in black magic practices.
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VERDANDI:

Verðandi is, according to the Edda (Nordic myths compilations), one of the three main Norns in Nordic mythology along with Urd and Skuld. The Norns are female spirits in charge of the destiny of mortals through the looms they weave.

The etymological origin of Verðandi is found in the present tense of the verb verða in Icelandic/Old Norse (varþa/varda in Swedish), which means “to become, to result, to be about to happen”. In modern Swedish, the expression "i vardande" means simply “in process” or “being done”. She is, thus, the responsible of the most immediate future, the present. Verðandi decided the length of the thread of life. Even the gods were subject to her will. She decided how much and how lived, and how much and how died all living things.

Luna will summon her so she kills the nurse and her sister Lidia can dwell in her body.


––––––––
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ALASTOR:

It is said that this greater demon is one of the most fierce and powerful that inhabit Hell. Among his innumerable powers stand out regeneration, conversion and creation of new matters, either organic or not. His nickname of “Demon of the Seven Sins” makes reference to his weaknesses: lust, gluttony, wrath, pride, greed...

When Luna sees that the body that his sister Lidia is parasiting is dying because of the stabbing, she summons Alastor through her own necromancer blood and promises him a virgin for him if he freezes the wound until they both arrive to Bilbao.
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I (1)
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Madrid, Wednesday April 16, 1986
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“Hang in there, champ, you’ll see how this goes away in a jiffy!” he exclaimed, observing the scene from very close.

“That’s what you told me about an hour and... Uaaaaaaaagggghhhhh!” the vomit took over my turn to speak without allowing me to finish my complaint. “I didn’t even have dinner today! What am I vomiting?”

“Humanity, son. You’re vomiting out your mortal part, and that takes time...”

I answered him with some kind heaving, along with a yellowish and viscous substance that sprouted from my mouth like a school excursion: messy, without order or sense.

“Fuck... Leo... This is to die for,” I cried.

“And what do you think you’re doing?” the vampire joked as he winked one of his brown eyes at me. “Try to rest a bit despite the discomfort you feel. It’s going to dawn soon and I must retire to sleep. We’ll see each other after nightfall. Try not to stain the floor too much and, above it all, don’t die, alright?”

Fucker. “Don’t stain the floor,” he says... We’ll I think I’m going to mess it all up!

Leo tilted his head as a goodbye and walked out the room laughing, though that laughter hid too much pain. I could feel a dance of concern and questions in his head:

‘Did I do right by turning him? Yes, of course. If I hadn’t intervened, he’d be truly dead by now... But, if it comes out just as bad as the last time? What if we need to kill him?’

Kill me! He and who else? He’s talking about killing me when he just saved me?

‘What if I haven’t expelled all the venom myself, and end up dying? What would become of him? How could he survive this new life without instruction? What of me? What will become of me if I die, if nothing awaits me on the other side anymore? Maybe her... maybe.’

And his brain drew a great smile that brought relief to his tired heart. My throat celebrated it once more, opening up against my will and sprouting industrial amounts of that yellowish liquid which stank to high heavens.

Is this what mortality smells like? Like cheap cheese? I wondered, sniffing at the air. And why would a vampire older than shitting itself have a hidden door in his head, like Eva’s or mine’s? It’s not like I have seen any, but it’s clear there are mental nooks, secret rooms in him, to which I cannot access. What would a vampire have to protect itself from? What is that which he doesn’t want me to find?

A new yellow wave emanated from my lips, turned into a great hose suffering from incontinence. From the bed, I observed the basin Leo had placed on the floor below my head, and which threatened to spill its contents on the polished marble.

Disgusting! And just how much dough must Leo have to allow himself a house like this one... The luxury!

I forced myself to pull my eyes away from the receptacle, full to the brim with that yellow substance that contained my old “self”, and traced them across the room. It was not like a show of squander in gold and things like that, no, but it was clear to see that the materials were of top quality, apart from good taste.

One day I’ll have a house like this too, I told myself, dreamy.

The room was ample, almost as much as those we had at the orphanage, only I had no need to share this one with three other boys. It was furnished with walnut wood: a 135 bed, surrounded by two small tables which hugged the crystal bed head; a sinfonier of five drawers with a mirror; a wardrobe with six doors that covered the wall completely; and, finally, a desk with its work chair and a CANON e70[1] on it. I suppressed the impulse to walk up and caress it, as the only typewriters I had seen at the time were simple manual Olivetti that, even so, had always caused me fascination.

I noticed that the room did not even have one window, and a shy smile escaped my lips when I thought Leo was on top of everything: it was the perfect lair for a vampire. When I turned my head to the right, I noticed a closed door that, I guessed, would be the bathroom. I wanted to get up and go to it, since the stomach cramps were beginning to do their work and I knew I would soon be “shitting bricks”, as Sergio used to say. I set one foot on the floor to try and reach the toilet, but vertigo took over my senses.

Then the trembling came, so acute that I thought my body would fall apart right there, and I slumped on the bed among terribly painful spasms. I was going insane with suffering and I could only speculate that throwing myself off that bridge would have been quicker and painless. My skin started burning from within, as if someone had made a bonfire with my own intestines and were using them as a torch to make a tour across my organism. Inside, fire; outside, frozen sweat that melted instantly and made me shiver. The convulsions increased in virulence and more yellowish foaming sprouted from me.

I wanted to die. I wished to die.

All of me burned within. My thoughts scorched without even taking shape in my mind. The world had become a gigantic flame which insisted in surrounding me, in giving me love with its arms of fire as my lower belly relaxed and expelled, literally, a whole life of shit.

My last thought as a mortal was for her.

Forgive me, Eva, forgive me. I’ll miss you through all Eternity. Forgive me for disappearing from your life like this, for the suffering I’ll cause you. Without a farewell, without an explanation. Forgive me.

Fever, vomiting, pain, spasms and cramps... acting in agonic harmony until I was lost in a fog of unconsciousness and left, forever, the world of the living, among screaming and liters of life the color of autumn: brown and yellow. There would be no more springs or summers for me.

And the tongues of fire licked my guts, my heart and my face. And I felt every cell, every pore in my body agonize. Dying.
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TUTMES (1)
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London, Tuesday August 27, 1889
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The Egyptian looked at the trembling little hand the demon boy offered him when both of them felt the ground rumble, and gripped it. Alouqua irrupted in the chamber like a whirlwind, putting out several of the torches in her wake.

“Can you explain all this to me, Tutmes?” the vampress succubus asked, fixing her eyes on her child.

“We went on an excursion...” he answered calmly. “Now sit down and shut up, because you will listen to me or I promise you you’ll never be welcome in my dwelling again nor will you see any of us again. Ever...”

Alouqua tensed her fingers as she imagined how they would look like sticking through the make-up on the face of her “blood godfather”.

“Alright. I’m listening...” she said, opting to postpone her revenge.

“I understand you’ve been out and about a lot with your new gang. Polish demons, perhaps?” Tutmes asked as he sat on the moist stone benches of the grotto with little Rodrigo on his lap.

Alouqua forced herself to sit with him, swallowing bile and murderous rage.

“Yes. So?” she answered between arrogance and prudence.

“That that’s a stupendous activity when you have no responsibilities, but you’re now a mother. And it astonishes me that you don’t remember how you begged me back in the day to be able to get pregnant; everything I did and searched so you could find the ideal candidate, the being to spawn your offspring. And now...?”

“Now...” she hesitated, debating herself between full sincerity or half sincerity. “Now he doesn’t love me,” she added as she decided for the second option.

“Right. Nor you do him, true?”

“Why is he back to a baby?” Alouqua asked, dodging the uncomfortable question that damned Egyptian pretended to approach.

“Answer immediately or I’ll remove my godfatherhood right now![2]” Tutmes demanded, raising his voice to the ceiling in perfect synchronicity with the serpent, erect in a threatening manner over his head.

“But that has never been done, godfather!” she exclaimed with hurt pride and eyes drowned in surprise.

“You know I love to innovate, if that’s the case...” irony spoke though his mouth. “I’ll remove my godfatherhood and make you pay dearly for it, little Alouqua.”

The serpent stretched out towards her, sniffing at her bloody gown, and presented her with its own warning in the form of a bifid whistle. Alouqua contemplated the critter with an urge to triturate it between her fangs. In a supreme exercise of restraint, since she never contained or repressed herself, she turned her eyes to the child, who now looked to be the fifteen human months he had, and drew a sad smile.

“It’s true. I love him sometimes, but only a little and not always. It’s not enough. I love him, but don’t love him,” she explained, feeling a strange sensation in her eyes, as if they welled up in crystal. “When I look at him, I don’t feel linked to him. I don’t feel him as mine. It’s as if he had another mother, another bond, and it was not with me.”

Logical. And it’s for the best that I personally took care of that being so or we would have never been able to stop such a demon. I’m sorry, Alouqua, but I could not leave the bond intact...

“I knew it since he was born,” the vampress added, crumbling down in deep crying.

She, who had never shed a tear. She, the demon succubus that had only known pain from causing it to her victims. Now she was feeling it from the other side. Now, that little bastard she had longed for so was turning into an anchor that did not allow her to come up to the surface, live or breathe. Because of him, her eyes and heart were filling up with crystal. She took her sight away from him, with tears that burned her face.

“I don’t want him...” she mumbled weakly.

“Not even now that I reversed his growth and bound his powers and part of his evil?” the Egyptian god wanted to make sure.

“Even less...” she confessed.

“So be it,” Tutmes said, standing with little Rodrigo in his arms and clapping a couple times. “The child will live with me. You’ll be able to come see him, if you want, as long as you give previous notice and I grant you permission. No showing up here without warning again, like today.”

“I won’t come, I promise. I’d rather not see him again. I’d rather forget he exists...” she declared, standing in turn as she wiped the tears from her cheeks with pride and avoided looking at the child. “Is that all? May I go?” she added desperately.

She felt an atrocious urge to abandon that wet space with that stranger who, at the same time, shared her flesh and blood.

‘Share, share... We won’t even share looks, memories or games.’

Goodbye to the scenes that, for so long, she had imagined of them hunting together, teaching him to fly, to drive men to suicide...

‘I’ll never see my little one laugh with me, or because of me. Nothing, the void is what we’ll share, along with the pain of not knowing each other’s love,’ she reflected bitterly.

“So be it, but hold a moment. I may need something from you...”

“What else could you want from me, apart from my own son?” she spat, feeling failure and defeat for the first time.

Tutmes turned a deaf ear to her insolence and walked up to her, smiling, as the python began a graceful and sinuous dance on his head.

“A small donation of your blood, dear Alouqua. If you’re not seeing your offspring again, it’s possible that your blood will be required in the future to...”

“Ohh, of course, of course,” the other one agreed, interrupting the discourse as she opened her wrist suddenly without contemplations with her fangs. “Take as much as you want,” she offered him, with her wrist completely open and turned into a red spring.

“Filling this crystal recipient would be necessary,” Tutmes expressed, rubbing his beard with satisfaction when the small bottle was full of vampiric blood. “ʽNḪ, SENEB[3]” he said, holding the wrist of his goddaughter as the flesh went back to normal.

“That wasn’t necessary,” she shook her head, wagging her long, pitch-black hair. “It would have closed by itself in fifteen minutes...”

“I know, but... Why wait so long? You’re wishing to get out of here and I, dear goddaughter, for you to do so. Although, that doesn’t mean I don’t love you or stopped caring about you. I wish for you to be well, that you’re happy with the life you choose, and for your son to be as well...” the Egyptian divinity spoke as he caressed some already inexistent marks on her wrist. “You’ve done the right thing. And, if in another time you think differently, you’ll be able to see him. This will always be your home. Come visit us. It may be better for the both of you to give yourselves half love at short times, than never and none at all... You’re still my goddaughter, little Alouqua,” he added in a whisper by her ear, in a gesture that was too much like a hug.

“I promise to think about it, godfather,” she said, confused, ready to turn around.

“One last thing, dear... The creature’s father...”

“Yes?” she asked, intrigued, facing his stare again.

“Don’t you think it has been enough already, that you could free him from your yoke? He’s suffered considerably and, as far as I know, he always treated you exquisitely...”

Alouqua’s pupils dilated in rage.

“Now you also pretend to meddle in diversions, in my very nature? Do I tell your serpent not to whistle, not to dance? Do we tell the wind not to sway the dying leaves? The water not to wet or quench the thirst? And you want that I, a succubus demon, who enjoys, lives and feeds from her victims, to stop doing it? Is that what you’re asking me, Tutmes?” she yelled, fighting against her own rage and forgetting her own purpose to get away from that place without angering the god.

“You compare yourself with the water, the wind...?” Tutmes asked, without giving her credit, as he arched one eyebrow in irony. “Of course I’m not asking you to betray your nature or stop being yourself! I’m only begging you, in turn, to free poor Van Gogh from the weight of insanity and death! After all, he’s a part of your child. You can devour any one el—”

“It’s just that freeing him means not being myself, Tutmes! I never leave survivors. Ever! The redhead will die...” she declared, before turning around and disappearing as fast as she arrived, leaving a gust of gelid and dark air in her wake that smelled like blood and dead flowers.

The Egyptian vampire observed the little one, who tried to reach the serpent on his head as if it was a vulgar pet, and settled him on his thighs again.

“This will hurt a bit, little friend, but it’ll pass right away,” he informed him as he opened a small incision in his arm with one of his long pinky nails.

Rodrigo looked at the blood with fascination, licking his lips, and lunged at it, ready to lick it without measure.

“Stop, little friend! This blood is for me. As soon as we fill these two small tubes, one for me and one for Baal, I’ll feed you dinner, don’t worry,” the man dressed in gold and lapis lazuli laughed, as he kept the gluttonous child in check and filled the recipient with his blood.

“Blood!” the child cried as a protest, as if that word constituted an irrefutable argument.

Tutmes paid no mind to the child’s demands, sealed the containers, placed them in the inside pocket of his linen shenti[4] and closed his wounds with a soft wave of his hand along the words ʽNḪ, SENEB once more.

The child looked at the absence of blood and wound agape, as if he was before a magician of great power.

“Now, little Rodrigo, SIIIIILENCE...”

Tutmes left him sitting on the moist stone bench and made a sacred fire torch grow in the middle of the water cave.

The boy nodded, without taking his eyes off the strange man with squeaky voice, with his colored jewels on the arm and neck; his three great dragons tattooed on his torso, hairless and nude; and that skirt and sandals that seemed to be made of paper. But, above it all, fascinated by the gigantic coiled serpent the sorcerer had on his head, as a hairdo, on top of the long and black hair. The critter lifted its head from time to time, sniffing at the air and showing its bifid tongue.

Tutmes raised his hands and the ball grew until it annihilated every shred of darkness in the chamber. Then, the serpent raised itself once more and the fluted voice of Tutmes crashed against the walls:


“I summon thee, Baal, come to me.

ZI KIA KANPA 

ZI ANNA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR KIA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR ANNA KANPA 


Heed me, Baal.

Come to me by the Powers of the Word, Baal

And answer my urgent prayer! 

ZI KIA KANPA 

ZI ANNA KANPA 

Spirit of the Earth, remember! 

Spirit of the Heavens, remember!

ZI DINGIR KIA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR ANNA KANPA.



––––––––
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Baal, the Great Duke of Hell, the demon with the head of a cat, a frog, and a crowned man, the demon with spider legs and prince of damned procreation, appeared in the chamber, filling it with its presence.

“Well, my good Tutmes?” the beast asked as he finished a couple young girls as dinner.

“I have a very special charge for you. Listen, Baal...”
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SUSANA (1)
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Madrid, Sunday October 27, 2075
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“Next time I’ll choose the movie, eh?” she said, protesting amongst pouting and head shaking.

“For the love of all blood types! Did you really not like ‘Rambo XIII’? I just can’t understand you women!” I exclaimed laughing as we abandoned the movie theater, with Susana holding on to my arm.

“You’re joking, aren’t you?” she answered in turn, rolling her eyes white theatrically and with an expression of “Lord, take me now.”

“Why? The movie was entertaining and it’s a real cinema classic, please!” I protested, showing (half) pretend indignation.

“A classic? That would be the first two movies! That I cannot argue! During the eighties, Rambo movies set a trend, but today... Did you see how much expressiveness he had on his face?” she asked, laughing loudly as she made horrendous gestures with her hands and the skin on her face. “There are rags with more feeling on their faces! He had the same scowl all the time: killing a Chinese, a vampire, eating an ice cream, kissing the girl or going to the bathroom after his All Bran breakfast,” she added, dying from laughter. As dead as a vampress could be, obviously.

“Well... I do recognize he was a bit stiff, but, what do you want? The last cryogenization they did him must not have worked that well, and the rumors say his body fell apart when he was taken out of the cryogenic chamber. Poor Silvester!”

“All normal! How many cryogenizations he has had, according to the red press[5]? Three, right? That’s too many for the state he was in already as a human, with all that botox and shit put inside his brain and face...” she said, enjoying the chat and gossip more than the awesome movie we had just watched, where Stallone killed four Chinese using a vampire gripped like an umbrella as a weapon. “I’ve read an article in ‘Vampire Today’[6] where it read that, in truth, Stallone had died years ago due to his junkire addiction.”

“Get out of here, you blabbermouth!” I exclaimed, making way for her as we settled in a terrace of the “Northern Plaza” mall to have a pair of sangrescos.

I looked around us. The people walked in and out of the venues without stopping. The night was cold and unpleasant, and few humans had the gall to use the cafeteria terraces.

“Yes... They say...” she lowered her voice, in a confidential tone, and came close to my ear as if we vampires needed that closeness to hear, “... that the real Stallone was found in a vampiric joint, drier than a wheel of cheese under the sun. And that people in Hollywood were going crazy at the possibility of losing that golden goose and built one of those new robots that are a real revolution everywhere...”

“Robots? What are you talking to me about, Susana?”

“Yes, man... Domestic robotics!” she spat at me, astonished at my face of surprise.

“I had no idea...” I answered, confused.

‘How is that possible? Is it possible that I just haven’t paid attention to these things? I don’t even have a memory of seeing that in anyone’s thoughts!’

“Well, it’s not something soooo bad either, Legend...” she commented, insecure. “After all, it’s only been given a commercial use in the USA for a few years and it didn’t come to Spain that long ago. If I didn’t read these magazines, I wouldn’t have found out either,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “How are you going to read it in minds that ignore it as well? I imagine that, soon, everyone will talk about it, but now...”

“And what do you know about it?” I asked with a mixture of genuine interest and restlessness.

‘I could, I could...’

“I know that domestic robotics specializes in the creation of humanoids, of exact replicas to human beings. Supposedly any living being can be ‘cloned’ and the rest would not notice the differences, as they carry a software that stores everything that person once was: feelings, affections, phobias, attitudes, memories... It even reproduces every organic activity, as I understand, such as eating, digestion, urinating and evacuating, making love, falling ill and having fever. An exact reproduction.”

‘Eva! I could... I could give her back her Alberto. I could!’

“Yesssss!” I screamed, jumping from my seat and carrying a Susana who did not understand anything but let herself be carried away by my happiness.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, laughing, as I turned around and around with her non-stop.

“That I’m happy and I may get her back!” I yelled, drowning in joy.

Ohhh, Legend. There’s another one? I, I... I was so happy in your arms...

I stopped suddenly at her thoughts, which reached me as treacherous slaps in the midst of my happiness.

“Susana, I...” I began, holding her hands.

‘I’ll tell her.’

“There’s no need for you to say anything,” she shook her head, uncomfortable and shrugging her shoulders. “I’m not your type, am I?”

“Unless you have a tail, no,” I let out for her bluntly at her mouth open wide. “And, with that, I don’t mean I like demons or things like that, eh? I’ll see you writing a nasty story about a demon and a vampire for one of your books!”

“You’re...?”

I nodded with my hands up high.

“Excuse me, what will you have?” the waiter interrupted, as he had his face decorated with two interesting icicles and an unmistakable gesture of annoyance.

“Two sangrescos. No ice, please,” I answered, making sure to show my fangs when I smiled at him.

The waiter turned around quickly and both of us were left alone again in the cold terrace in Madrid.

“Fairy, faggot?” she finished as she looked for a more appropriate synonym. “Homosexual?”

“All of it. And since always,” I answered, no longer repressing the curve of my lips.

“But that’s a crime in our society. Even I know that, and I’m a novice!” she exclaimed, suspicious. “Why are you telling me?”

“Because now we have to trust each other if we want this EXTRAOFFICIAL pupilage relationship to work. Because I know you and I’ve see you from within. I know you’re good and my little secret is safe with you. And, lastly, because you should understand I’m not your vampire, my dear,” I added with a wink. “So you don’t focus yourself in me and look for another, more receptive one.”

“Ohhhhh,” Susana blushed a bit in shame. “I’m a fool, forgive me. Your secret is safe with me, don’t worry. Well, well...” she mumbled, recovering her adorable and sincere smile immediately. “Well that didn’t hurt that much!” she laughed, making a gesture of a downtrodden heart as he stuck her tongue out to me.

“Alright? So how are you doing with your business and your new life as a millionaire, Su?” I asked, as my thing was to “sweep things under the rug”.

“I’m so excited!” she yelled, forgetting the previous topic immediately, and skipping with emotion in a way that the memory of Eva tore at my chest like a knife. “I’m already censed in artistic activities for creatures, Iulian’s factory is working smoothly and the construction of the ‘Vampirus’ editorial will launch in the beginning of the month. I’m so hopeful!”

And, indeed, her face and heart were, with that virgin bliss of youth, of novelty and unviolated illusion.

“The world will be yours, little one!” I hugged her, catching that contagious joy that turns greys and browns into red and gold. “And your book?”

“Like silk, Legend!” she exclaimed, raising her hands and exhibiting a new smile, woven with dreams and hope. “I’ve already written four chapters of How to be a vampire and not die trying and I’m very satisfied. Although... I’ll need help in the conversion chapters. I don’t remember everything as I should and maybe you can tell me some things...”

“That’s why we agreed to meet, didn’t we? Not only to see Stallone, or his robot, killing Chinese!” I joked. “Shoot!”

“Alright... Can you tell me how those first vampiric hours were, when you woke up from the convulsions, vomiting and diarrhea?” she asked, full of curiosity as she placed her Memaifon 20 beside me to record the conversation.

“Your sangrescos, young ones,” said the waiter with the two icicles in his nose that looked like two rebel piercings.

Both of us kept silent as the man with the nasal ice did his job and, as soon as he left, I leaned on the chair and began my story.

“I was barely twenty years old when Leo, my Master, turned me...” 
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“Goddddddd, I’m dying, Leo!” I screamed at last as my eyes opened shyly.

The room had been conquered by the deepest darkness but, in a disquieting and unsettling way, my pupils pierced the blackness, tearing it apart in a swipe as if it was but smoky breeze. I sat up in the bed among annoyance, muscle pain and the restlessness of not knowing if I was already a super fangy dude or the same oddball as always. At least, I was still alive...

“Leoooooo!” I yelled again, repressing a new heave after noticing I was lying on a bed composed by my own fluids, in their most original varieties: vomit, snot, diarrhea, sputum...

Fuck, how disgusting! If the fever doesn’t kill me, the virus will. How many humans have died from infection during the process? Arrgggggg! Fuck!

“I’m here, calm down,” the serene voice of Leo informed, followed by his head, which poked through the threshold of the door with his eternal smile. “Darn! You’ve got quite the party going on there! Well, well! You know what they say in these cases, don’t you?”

“In the cases when a human turns into a vampire? I don’t think I know the saying, no... What do they say?” I asked innocently, hoping to receive the first magisterial class.

“That mixing is very bad and you end up vomiting your soul away!” he laughed.

“Asshoooooole,” I whispered under my breath, though I had to admit it had been funny. After all, I could not think of a more potent mixture than immortality and vampirism.

“Sorry, kiddo... But I’ve always wanted to make that joke,” the ancient vampire laughed again. “But, don’t tell me you don’t feel a bit as if you had the mother of hangovers inside you: thirst, dizziness, body aches, vertigo, discomfort, muscle pain...?”

“I’ve never gotten drunk,” I answered shrugging my shoulders. “Alcohol never caught my attention. I was born and grew up seeing the effect it, and other substances, had on my mother, so I always kept away from them. And my revulsion became even greater when I was manager at the bar. Seeing so many drunk patrons, how they made their lives, their existence, with each drink, more miserable... Each new bottom of a bottle pushed them further and further away from themselves, their lives and those they once loved. No, thank you,” I let out, not knowing why, speaking more for myself than for him.

“Well... You almost make me feel proud of saving you, boy,” the curve on his lips became more pronounced. “Alcohol and I do not get along very well either. If you only knew that my first binge was when I had already turned into a vampire, and with more than four hundred years on me!”

“Really?”
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