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Dedication


––––––––

To Leo, for being my light in my darkest days. 

Because only with a second heart could I love you more.






Special Thanks 


––––––––

To my Su, because even though you are disastrous as a tester, 

as friend and partner you are priceless. Thank you 

for being one of the most beautiful things that have happened to me

in 2015, for showing me there is friendship after thirty. 

I love you, Susana. 



––––––––

To Núria and Judith for being so close to me.








“Hell is empty and all the devils are here.”

William Shakespeare.



“Man’s heart needs to believe in something, and believes lies when it doesn’t find truths to believe.” 

Mariano José de Larra.





“We lie best when we lie to ourselves.” 

It, Stephen King.





“- And what lesson can we draw from Volantene history?

- If you want to conquer the world, you best have dragons.”

George R. R. Martin.





––––––––


I felt sad and lonely. Drinking was expensive, so I took to writing...






EXPLANATION OF THE AUTHOR


After World War III in 2020, beings that until then we had relegated to mythology, fantasy or bestiaries started showing themselves, which will transform society forever.

The United States will officially recognize the existence of the supernatural and will elaborate a whole legislation according to this new reality. Europe and the rest of States will do their own.

In Spain, the situation is not very different. In 2035 the new Constitution is promulgated, with reforms as notorious as the legalization of drugs, prostitution and vampirism, among others. Listings of creatures whose existence is proven are crafted, in two well-differentiated groups: 


-  The so-called black list (or List of the Damned), integrated by beings lethal to humanity. These are treated as a plague that must be eradicated: zombies, demons, black magic practitioners...

-  The fortunate list, composed by beings whose existence is not only recognized but protected by law: vampires, shape-shifters, white magic practitioners...



The members of the second list must fulfill a series of requirements to continue within the law and not become a part of the first one. The indispensable requirements for that are: be subscribed in the creature census, have a recognized employment and avoid committing a crime of blood.

Despite 70 years passing by since these great reforms, the situation is not completely normalized. Society recognizes their existence but lives their lives away from them, or pretending to do so, just like with prostitution. Just like prostitutes (and their clients and family members) hide their profession every time they can, so will these creatures, living in ghettos or incognito amongst humans. Outlaws within the law.







I (1)


Madrid, Saturday October 12th, 2075


I thought I would survive. That, after a painfully traumatic childhood and teenage years, I had already paid my toll for happiness, to achieve a bit of peace. I thought I had survived and that at last I was going to start living.

I did not know it would be the other way around, that I was starting to die and the real pain was starting now. I ignored that I would never be happy. That my eternal companions would be sorrow, loneliness and antipathy.

I smell, I feel the pain and the sensations of others, like a cancer that devours me little by little. But them, you, cannot smell mine. Perhaps you do not know how to do it. Perhaps you do not deserve it. There has to be a reason I am a damned being, an undead among the living, invisible, always sheltered among the darkness.

When I was converted, I thought I could fly, mentally dominate the living, that I would become powerful, ruthless and without a conscience. What a rip off. Movies and literature have influenced our image so much that even we, the undead, have fallen in the trap.

When you turn, not only do you lose your essence, but you multiply it a thousand fold. Your more characteristic traits are powered to the maximum, just like the greedy or the thief that gets into politics, the violent who enrolls in the army, the police or in terrorist groups. If the violent one is granted the possibility (or the excuse) to do evil, he will take advantage of it to make his most psychopathic dreams real. Give the hungry for power and money the chance to get them and you’ll see. That is what we are, a hyperbole or our mortal being, of our vices and defects. Humanity in its more rotten version.

Another myth is the loss of the soul. I do not know who was the first smarty pants who came up with that, but no way. It would be so easy then...

It just stays locked away inside of us, kicking, screaming, during our whole immortal existence. In my case, I notice it locked in the pit of my stomach and, when it tries to expand or fight against my unstoppable degradation process, the feeling is akin to a bestial heartburn. But there is no Almax[1] (the irony!) nor Omeprazol that relieves it.

I wish we were given a manual titled False myths and realities of the vampire after our conversion. I wish. How much pain and disappointment we would avoid. Feeling cheated for eternity is a bitch. Disappointment leads to bitterness, and this last one is the merciless daughter who destroys your home. In this case, it destroys you, all you were, thought you were or hoped to be. Try bearing it for centuries, feeding on you, devouring your hope, drinking your tears.

But enough rambling. By now you must have begun to understand what I am. You will never know my name, unless I am going to feed on you. It is possible, even, that we have interacted at some point. I am very good at blending amongst you, look just like anyone. That is why I am so invisible...

Perhaps I have even stalked you from a distance, hated you or wished I could rip your guts out when I saw you happy, having dinner with your family, walking the dog or playing with your children. Perhaps you are even one of those broken women whose husband gave me a fleeting pleasure and whose blood my fangs still remember. Perhaps I have already tasted you.

Right now I am imagining your taste...



MARIA (1)


Madrid, Saturday December 4th, 1965


Maria struggled to find a viable vein to shoot up one more dose.

One more and I’ll quit, for real. Just one more...

Then everything would change and she would show the world that she could change her luck, rebel against all she was granted: her abandonment at the hospice by a mentally incapable mother, a father whose labor ended in the ejaculation of semen, a childhood amongst beatings and prayer with nuns who raped her mind and heart.

She would change all that shit and would never be alone again. She caressed the bulged belly trying to reach that being inside her who stirred desperately.

With glassy eyes, she hung on her purse, with the needle dangling from her arm and the determination in her head that she would have her very last client that night. She would never turn tricks again. She was going to have a baby to care for, a baby that would give sense to her pathetic and ignominious existence.

She walked out of the room of the dirty motel. In the peak of her high, she took longer than she should have in noticing the contractions, that it was not urine was drenched her skirt-thong. Not even all the heroin in the world could finally hide the pain from the contractions and she plummeted to the ground, looking without seeing anything. Legs, blood, pain, floor, cold, dark night, moist, the gravel sinking on the back...

Maria giving birth in an alley, alone again. For this Maria there were no doves nor holy spirits. No trace of Joseph. Just a lousy tumble in exchange for a fix. Instead of announcing angels, she was surrounded by her personal demons and those which she herself looked for in the shape of a man to beg for a bit of affection.

Curse the fruit of my womb.

A cackle escaped her imagining she would name her child “Jesus”. There was no greater bastard in the world than he.

No, no way... I don’t want it, I don’t want it... Just like they didn’t want me, I don’t want it.

I cry was heard. Maria expelled me as excrement is expelled after several days of constipation: eager to be free of it but without wanting to look at it.

I was born with my eyes open. We looked at each other and I knew she would never love me... I came to this world crying, trembling from cold and fear, feeling a piercing loneliness. I will leave it the same way: alone, full of pain and questions which will never be answered to me

.






I (2)


Madrid, Sunday October 13th, 2075


I was a person once. Once...

Already as a mortal I was woven with contradictions, paradoxes and patches of the mortal miseries of those who surrounded me. I knew I was a different child, who would never fit in in this world - or any other - no matter how hard I tried. So great was the suffering and sadness that dwelled inside me, so much loneliness and the certainty of knowing to be loved by no one...!

Men provoked in me totally contradicting feelings: I hated them because I thought they challenged me for the love of my mother; I feared them because they did what they wanted of my mother, even without having to employ physical force, blackmail, threats or drugs. Sometimes she turned them into hearos if they made my mother laugh or they showed some care for me after the mandatory tumble they had in front of me. I saw them so tall, strong and powerful...

Along with that hate, the longing to have a father, with the admiration and fear, a confusing feeling of physical attraction to a particular man started blossoming. But at that time I was still incapable of understanding what was happening.

Being gay is not bad if you are the host of Telecinco, live in Chueca or fulfill any of the happy topics that allow the intolerant and the homophobes feel safe in their hetero worlds, and go in exotic tours to see us between torn shirts and costumes of firemen or horny policemen. But well identified and in bounded zones, please, like when one goes to the zoo. It would be in very bad taste to go see the lion and discover it is outside of the cage, instead of inside. Please...

In my world, imagine. More than being taboo it is your death sentence, although homosexuality has existed since the first vampiric generations. Hidden, of course. The gay vampire is the outlaw among outlaws.

That is another damage caused by the movie industry, with that image of the seductive vampire, fucker of sensual and beautiful maidens. One more topic we have swallowed and managed to perpetuate with pride. I apologize if I repeat myself to try to drive the point in like a stake (I have never been able to resist making that joke although, in my community, it is usually not very funny), but further along you will understand the real damage, the painful reach and impact all of this “vampiric literature” has caused us.

It is not easy at all to be a gay and empathic vampire. So many clichés cannot be broken without being punished for it. Shit.



RAUL (1)


Bilbao, Sunday May 1st, 1960


Raul was on his way to the altar as one goes to the slaughter house, full of panic, of not knowing what he was doing there, of wishing to never arrive to that final point that stank of death and blood.

He could perceive the power in her, how she forced him to walk through the aisle, how she raped his mind for the umpteenth time without being able to do anything about it. He had no weapons with which to fight: no mental powers nor sorcery. His power against evil limited itself to the human, and the use of a gun could turn against him. He did not want to risk leaving his own brain matter over the whole church and on the guests to the ceremony.

Shit on it all...

How could he ever feel in love with Luna once? See her as sexy, amusing and pretty? Why did he not run away from that witch in time, before getting her pregnant? He had signed his death sentence. He could never get away from her and her black magic. And now, in her womb, grew a monstrosity he himself had helped conceive.

After bedding anything that moved, being the lord of the neighborhood, controlling every trafficking and the local black market (drugs, weapons, stolen vehicles, etc.) of “protecting” every prostitute in exchange of a percentage, he had turned into Luna’s pawn.

When he met her, he was excited by the power that emanated from her, her fame as a dangerous and powerful necromancer. Although he was already interested in her before meeting her. He was attracted by her immense power and wealth. As soon as he saw her, he felt a sudden erection. She had an ass to cling on for life. A pair of captivating fiery eyes and breasts to live in.

He, who had tasted all the merchandise to be had, who had unsealed, as he liked to boast, and initiated dozens of girls in the world of prostitution, suddenly felt like a nervous school boy who was looking at a nude body for the first time. He just wanted to enter her and make his home out of her vagina.

Well thought, perhaps she had bewitched him from that first day. Such a fool of him, he had believed it was love at first sight, mixed with the eroticism of power and greed. No use for him would be his pretty face or that sculpted body which had stolen so many sighs. All of him was her slave.

To hell with it.

The initial moments of the relationship were the best time of his life. He had shown her the sixpenny world of a mobster with the pride of he who introduces his daughter with new Ph D. His time of nocturnal wanderings, of impatient, fast and cold sex was over. His body would be forever hers.

In exchange, Luna allowed him a glimpse of her powers (raising the dead, spells, soul extraction, mind control...) and charmed him in bed with tricks and stimulations in parts he ignored existed. A time of lust, of both becoming wet with just a glance or a touch. Wild sex, without reservations, with an immeasurable hunger which increased ever more.

God, what a time. What an urge to explore each other.

He knew her body by heart, her way of tensing up when she reached orgasm. He never felt more manly, more blissful and powerful than inside her.

Everything changed with the first “lovers’ quarrel”. Luna had asked for him to leave the whore business and keep on with the rest of his trafficking. She could not bear the thought of, apart from hers, he looked at other bodies, smoother, younger and always eager to please the boss.

Raul mistook her request with the typical scene of jealousy that would end in a good reconciliatory tumble and, with a great smile on his lips, he answered that there was no way he would even consider leaving it. He was the Boss of the whole zone; he had prestige, a more than profitable business and he was the MAN.

Luna looked at him impassive, without replying or moving, without making a sound. When Raul tried to get closer, still smiling, the smile became frozen in a stupid grin and, before becoming aware that that warm blood which drenched his neck was blood, he plummeted to the floor because of the intense headache. As if he had a vermin in his brain, trying to escape through his ears, biting its way out.

When he recovered consciousness, he found himself in the hospital and he had lost his hearing completely. His eardrums had burst just like that. His subordinates informed him of the mysterious disappearance of half of the club’s girls, and of how they had found parts of the remaining half. Surely, with the day and search labor of the police, all the disappeared would end up being part of the second list, the one of guts found.

Somehow, the loss of his hearing had opened a window in his brain to be himself and have his own thoughts. Perhaps he would not be immune before Luna’s power, but at least now he could notice when an act or thought seemingly his was being directed by her. WITCH. He hoped she could not read his mind.

At home, Luna received him with flowers and praise. All love.

And what else.

Now he could see her without her mask. He discovered dumbfounded her true appearance, he true voice. He was the only one who could see through the costume, although Luna did not seem to notice. She was not young, nor graceful, nor attractive. No trace of breasts or that ass he would have killed for. She was an old and wrinkled raisin, with a hoarse and nasty voice which would be the delight of any kid in Halloween. She fulfilled all the stereotypes of a witch.

That night he was forced to lay with her and pretend as he came up with a way to escape from her. If alive, better. He felt like all the whores in the world he had exploited and sodomized.

Perhaps dying was not so bad a choice.

In the bathroom he vomited a viscous black substance that dragged across the surface and struggled to get back in his mouth.

He ran out of there in disgust.

What the hell was going on?

The next day, Luna announced to him that she was pregnant with twins. They would be born on December the 4th of that same year and that, “so everything went down correctly and no lives were in danger,” they had to get married in holy matrimony in six months at the most.


And there he was, annihilated in part, but with his reasoning intact. Something like being on an operating table, not able to talk or move, but feeling how you are cut open. An unbearable pain from which you cannot escape or get relief, at least, with a loud ass cry.

He arrived at last to where his witch awaited. He felt how the corners of his lips curved involuntarily, in a fake smile which Lune forced upon him mentally.

We’re in a Church. God, kill me and take me with you.

That was his wedding, but the only images that filled his mind were those of the remains of the corpses of “the girls”, that he had been locating in Luna’s house. Limbs in the basement, wombs and heads in eth ritual chamber. But Raul had not found them by chance. Luna allowed him, or rather made him, find them.

She never forced him to lay with her again, since the witch had already made her choice. She was not interested in a husband lover anymore, but in being a mother.

With the human sacrifice of the prostitutes and a ritual consisting in ingesting several wombs, she managed to revitalize her own, dead and dry 50 tears back. The next step was the summoning of Baal, the fertility demon, after Raul impregnated the necromancer. The pregnancy would be sealed and protected after a religious ceremony.

‘Raul Vallejo, do you take Luna Flores as your wife?’

‘Yes, I do.’

The ritual had been completed.

Raul felt something getting free inside him after those stolen words. He could be free yet after all. He would get as far away as possible from Luna and the aberration that grew in her. 



I (3)


Madrid, Saturday December 4th, 1965


She closed her eyes. Perhaps she had fainted due to blood loss. Perhaps she did not want to see me anymore.

I knew what I had to do. If I did not get the attention of anyone, Maria would bleed to death and I, of hunger and cold. I could not reach any of her breasts to fee. So I did the only thing a baby of one hour of life can do. Shit myself and cry my lungs out. At least we were on a street parallel to Montera. Someone would hear me.

It was not long before a prostitute with a good samaritan’s soul came close. She deposited a peseta in a phone booth nearby and called an ambulance. She did not stay. A possible client was looking at her with every part of his body, hard-on included.

The ambulance fulfilled its duty with efficiency. We were transported to the Children’s Clinic (nowadays called Hospital Materno-Infantil de La Paz). The nurse latched me on to the junkie’s teat, with a serious face.

I could swear he was evaluating my stare. Surely he had not seen many newborns with their eyes open and observing ever detail around them.

We arrived. Separation from that sweat and warm teat, little crystal cage, my first tantrum. 






MARIA (2)


Madrid, Sunday December 5th, 1965


Her vagina felt burning.

Speaking of that, what the hell had happened?

Stunned, she looked all around her without understanding yet. Too white and clean to be a motel room. She touched her belly. The bulge had diminished.

Fuck, maybe it was never there. No, no way. I remember those eyes looking at me, begging me for love.

She had felt nothing. She hoped something would switch on inside her heart with the baby’s arrival. But she only felt indifference and an urge to be free of him. It was not going to be alright. Did she actually believe a baby would turn her now into a good person? He was nothing but a bother, an extra mouth to feed and who would keep her form catching some guy who would pay for her vices and perhaps even get her off the streets.

I’ll abandon him. That’s it. Hold on a moment! The baby’s not here! Luckily it would have died of cold and starvation. Or they took him to sell him to a rich family with no children, sell his organs or any kind of satanic ritual. What did it matter. Problem solved.

YOU BITCH”, I said mentally as the nurse walked in, with me in her arms, to my mother’s room. It was my time to feed.

“I’ll make you pay for this someday...”

Maria did not seem to realize anything. She had enough with the impact of knowing I was alive, of thinking she would not be free from me for the moment. More out of shame in front of the nurse than anything else, she raised her arms to me, with a smile, as she put me to her breast so I would suck from her. She only saw me as a piece of meat, completely alien to her. As if I had never been inside her, nor shared blood or heartbeats. Two hearts beating in unison and I would never get to touch it.

She went back to her musings. She would have to seek warmth in new arms and zippers, since the child had not awakened anything in her.

And who the hell would be the father? At least I knew something about my origins. A country man, married to a woman who suffered from paranoid schizophrenia (in her day, it did not even have a name) which also ailed several members of the family. Coming to make children restlessly, who were abandoned, one after another, at the hospice. Three boys and three girl. There would have been more if not for the arrival of a seventh girl who took with her that baby factory without a conscience to the other side.

Maria never got to see her mother of be breastfed. She knew as much of the love of parents as I did myself. She had also been born condemned.

Maybe, if I found the father, I could nab him or get a pension for me and the brat. Good idea. I’ll keep him for the moment. I could even get money from the State as a single mother if I could locate him; apply for social housing, food... Who knows.

After all, I know how to move in those scenes, rely on charity or welfare for the basics and so I can spend in drugs what I get from clients. I’ll try. I have nothing to lose. When I see I cannot get anything more out of him, I’ll go back to the original plan. For once it will be me who abandons, and not the abandoned one. Fathers, men, pimps... different faces and one same result.

‘We’ll discharge you tomorrow, if everything goes well, you and your baby’ the nurse informed her, interrupting her digressions and plans.





I (4)


Madrid, Monday December 6th, 1965


I had barely been on this world for 48 hours and something told me it was not normal for me to think, to hear, to understand. I had been born different. In that moment I tried to convince myself that it was a gift, not a curse, but the damage was irreversible already. The first feeling I had noticed upon arriving to the world was the rejection from my own mother, and the looks of suspicion form the hospital crew. The first wound had set in a heart that was too tender.

At first I imagined that my father would be a powerful being, who had passed down his gift on me. But, if it was ever so, I never got to meet him. Most likely her was nothing more than a simple mortal, whoring, who ejaculated inside Maria for ten filthy pesetas.

After so long, I am staying with a much more mundane theory. The drugs my mother had taken repeatedly during my gestation definitely altered my brain and this was one of the consequences. Of all the possible curses, this one seemed like the worst. But how to escape it, when both my mother and grandmother had been born already marked being simple mortals.

The vampirism thing was an accidental happenstance and it would never be not anecdotal, if only because it has exceedingly lengthened my time to suffer and agonize in this hostile world, to go on becoming something else. Too much for just one being.

Empathic they call us. I was born with the capacity to hear and perceive what the others think and feel. Imagine that capacity being a vampire.

You can go insane.



IANIRE (1)


Madrid, Sunday May 1st, 1960


Powerful, proud, she had just orgasmed for him. Just a garter belt with black panties decorated her pale skin. Black silk on marble. A smile of satisfaction on her face, whip in hand, an obscene thought and an incipient sensation of hunger.

‘I’m going to eat you whole,’ she whispered with a sensuous voice.

He looked at her in awe. Instant ejaculation jus after looking at her and hearing her.

“Oh dear, what have I done to have this beauty notice me in that bar? When I tell Miguel... Bwah, he won’t ever believe me...”

‘I’m all yours’ the naive one managed to answer.

She was known as the Black Widow, and not by chance. 


––––––––

She had escaped a life of misery and abuse. Of being raped by her drunkard father, while the mother just knitted away with that bovine look that made her so mad.

A black magic book was to blame. It came to her hands through a mysterious old lady. She simply came up to her and told her:

‘Read. You shall be my successor.’

She felt immediately attracted, caught. She started experimenting with small spells from the book. She had been born for that. With every ritual, with every test, she felt the power.

She could soon perform each of the rituals described in the book. Afterwards, she dared to create her own. Her power continued increasing. One book, another and another... It seemed they found her. She went to the park, and there a book awaited her, patient over the wooden bench. Another one on the bakery counter, resting, lonely. Strength, magic, rage and hate. Hard to contain all that in a hurt and tainted girl.

And, in the end, she did it: the final ritual to become one of the most powerful necromancers. That night she stole, stealthily, through the bedroom. They slept peacefully. Their last dream. She tore their hearts out successfully and engulfed them. Blood, callous texture, heaving.

Don’t vomit, don’t vomit.

She did it. She swallowed them. Her parents on a lake of blood. Triumphant smile. As her dog amused itself with the corpses, Ianire performed a “soul binding”, so these could not reunite with their bodies underground nor fly to wherever souls went. She captured them inside the locket her father had given her the day he abused her for the first time.

Nice gift, dad. I’ll never take it off.

She walked out of that house without looking back. The mysterious lady of the book was before her door. She beckoned her with her hand.

‘I am Luna. I was waiting for you.’ The old lady’s hands were stained with blood as well ‘You shall learn everything from me. I will make you powerful and invincible, my daughter.’

‘Daughter?’

‘Yes, daughter through magic and blood. You are a part of me now, Ianire. Did you know that in Euskera[2] your name means “Only mine” or “My sustenance”? Prophetic, would you not say? Only you can see my real appearance. The rest will see me as a young and attractive mother with her dear daughter.’

Luna taught her everything. She made her powerful and loved her with all her heart. She was a ready, quick, intuitive and very creative student. She could actually surpass her in time. She fulfilled all her expectations and affective needs. Together, they augmented each other’s power. They could raise a whole cemetery from its grave with just a minimal offer of blood. There was no necromancer in the world who could even come close to them.

Ianire had, also, a great aptitude for marketing and a total lack of scruples, with made her the perfect mercenary. They accepted all kinds of jobs, as long as they were well paid: voodoo, raising of the dead, demon summonings, spells to override the will, transformations, possessions and exorcisms, etc. If they were not able to fulfill a charge it was because it just could not be done.


When Ianire turned eighteen, Luna gave her a very special gift: a sexual slave. And so, she discovered the second drug in her life. Magic and sex. Nothing like what her father did to her. She did not get tired of her gift.

But, one terrible day, the disciple discovered her teacher copulating with her slave. The submission spell had transferred to Luna. All the hate she felt towards her deceased parents flowed back inside her like a waterfall. Full of hate, she paralyzed Luna, completely unaware as she was, and forced her to witness how she skinned and devoured her slave.

Before her teacher could break the mental chains that bound her, Ianire looked her in the eye and said:

‘You were right. The prophecy has been fulfilled. You’re not my mother anymore. Don’t look for me. If I see you again, you’ll find death, since I will be the greatest necromancer of all time.’

She changed Bilbao for Madrid, where she moved definitely. Although none of them lost each other from their sight. Both of them competed, without knowing, to perform the greatest feats, to be the most feared and respected in the necromancer profession. The bloodiest rituals, the most shocking spells, the biggest clientele, the most grandiose house and possessions. The indisputable triumph of one would entail the other’s failure.

Parallel to that, her reciprocal hate was growing. Luna had felt betrayed, mocked, by the only being she had ever loved and given her trust to. What happened with the slave had not been such a big deal. After all, she had given it to her. She would pay for that someday. Perhaps... Deep inside, she feared her. After all, she had transmitted to her all her knowledge and in the last few years she had started feeling old and tired. Instead, Ianire enjoyed the plenitude and strength of youth.

The young woman made a name for herself in Madrid. Everyone in that small world feared her and requested her at the same time. They called her the Black Widow, since the rumor went around that she seduced young men, which she devoured after copulating with them. It was also told that, with each victim, she multiplied her powers, beauty and strength.

But Ianire just lived to meet with her teacher again, once she was sure she would defeat her, to end her. She wanted to be the only one, that Luna’s name was forgotten, destroy her. She longed for everything she had. And, now, she had a lover. She could feel her happiness.

No... Wait... Bastard! How could she do it? She was pregnant!

The rage came bubbling up her throat.

‘Eh, beautiful! What’s wrong?’ asked the guy who was to become the menu of the day. Ianire observed him with disgust.

Shy, young, probably inexperienced... What am I doing eating scraps? The lover Luna had just dispelled would be mine. Oh yes, he would. I’ll take everything away from her.

Her plan was underway...

­‘You’re in luck today, dear,’ she told him with that irresistibly seductive voice.

Another discharge on the glans. “Oh dear, oh dear, and we haven’t even touched...”

Without knowing how, the lucky youngster found himself outside of the house of the goddess whom he was about to me, clothes in hand.

“What the hell just happened here?”

He turned around to ring the doorbell, but the door had disappeared. Naked on the sidewalk, in broad daylight, with a hard-on and a considerable arousal, the mind baffled and a police officer walking close.

“Ballsy bastard”.  






I (5)


Madrid, Monday October 14th, 2075


I do not normally go out to hunt, only when I am looking for some sex, warmth or company. I also miss the thrill of the hunt, since we are still predators after all. What’s true is that we do not physically need it.

On one hand, an average vampire only needs to ingest a liter and a half - two liters of blood per day. On the other, it has been several years since we have sangrescos[3] at any retail point, including the vending machines, mixed in with the sodas and snacks of the mortals. The vampire who came up with the idea had made big money thanks to it a big clothing franchise. The mortals know him by the name Amancio.

That night I needed a bit of everything: hunting, company and, perhaps, some stolen and fleeting love. I went to the “From Dusk ‘til Dawn” pub, named so in honor of an old movie from the previous century.

The “Dusk” is managed by vampires. The waiters, and 80% of the clients, are too. No type of creature or monster was accepted apart from vampires. Venue rules: Only vampires and humans.

Magic and white socks forbidden.

There he was. He was looking for emotions. Me or any other vampire would have worked just the same. I left my glass at the bar and walked up to him.

He smelled like new, like nervousness, fear, sex and expectation. Potent aphrodisiac. I caressed his neck. He had a pretty recent bite.

Two, three days at the most.

‘I’m Ivan,’ he babbled as he caressed the mark.

My hair stood on end. I felt like possessing him right there. I had to control myself. A false step and he could flee when he knew what awaited him.

Or worse yet, my tendencies would be in evidence.

Limit yourself to be interested in his blood only.

He was part of the remaining 20% of clients. Simple humans, that I catalogue in three groups:



1)  The naive, who ignore our nature and walk in there by chance.

2)  The ones who have knowledge of us and come to our venues, attracted by the feeling of danger as they have a drink.

3)  And my favorite group, the junkires. Humans addicted to vampires, true junkies for our bites.



Ivan was a recent junkire, since he had only been marked one. He had come back for his second dose too soon. I would give it to him...

I think the time to debunk one of the great false myths about vampirism has come: the conversion.

No. A mortal is not converted with one bite, nor two nor three. The only thing that can happen after several bites is that the victim dies from blood loss if they have been sucked too much or due to infection if the incisions are not treated appropriately.

There only exists one way to convert, and that is that the bitten tastes, at the same time, the blood of his biter. The process is painful for the mortal: 24 hours of shaking, fever, vomiting, headache...

Just to be more visual, take the worst hangover of your life, add in a persistent migraine, the flu and getting run over by a truck.

After overcoming that phase, an unbreakable relationship of servitude starts in which the initial vampire becomes the Master of the new one. The Master will teach him in every way possible, explaining to him how to behave, with humans, as well as with vampires and other beings.

Feeding patterns, lists of enemies and mortal objects for us, training in defense and attack against all kinds of creatures, beneficial associations with other species and, above all, an intensive seminar about loneliness (devastating effects on the vampire, ways to cope with it, etc). They should be validated by a Master.

We are a conservative society, obsessed with appearances. Any misbehavior, any show of weakness or disobedience can be a death sentence. Though immortal, the number of chances to die is not bad.

The book of complaints, please?

On their part, in order to be a Master you must be an undead for a minimum of one hundred years. If a vampire breaks that rule and tries to convert a human before that age, he would pay it with his life. Of course, the recently converted as well.

To the ones converted by underage vampires we call “incomplete” and, apart from a few counted exceptions, they are annihilated without contemplation. Among the several existing reasons, because, when an Incomplete tries to perform his own conversion, the result is an incontrollable spawn who puts the whole society at risk, including our own. They are the Necandi (in Latin, “they who must be annihilated”).


––––––––

‘Are you not interested in me?’ the human moaned.

I started noticing the trembling in his hands, the desire to be bitten. He was excited. I looked at him. He was cute.

I’ll take him away from here right now...

‘Where are we going?’ he purred.

His smell was turning me on so much. It was delicious to get inside his head, see his desires, caress his thoughts. He died for see my house, my way of living.  Licked on the open wound.

‘To my house, where we will have more intimacy. What do you think, Ivan?’

We got on the streetcar. It was the transport in vogue in Madrid since the middle of the century, since it connected the whole city, circulated without interruptions and the citizens loved that nostalgic look at the past.

People getting on and off, Madrid at night, whispered promises...

I invited the junkire down, as a lady would have expected. He did not complain. This was promising...



LUNA (1)


Bilbao, Sunday May 1st, 1960


Look at him, damn him. If not for the mental links, she would never walk down that aisle to marry me. I could force him to spend the rest of his life with me. I could kill him. Enjoy it. That way he would not go and run his mouth. Or go with anyone else.

For some strange reason, there is a door in his mind I cannot open. That pisses me off. Oh, but I do know he can see me. I don’t know how or why, but he does. He doesn’t know how to hide it. Petty mobster...

Having to exert permanent mental control over him weakens me, and now I need all my energy for the pregnancy of my offspring. I cannot allow it. I’d rather die that lose them or being considered weak. Between the ritual, gestation, the coming delivery and all the active charges I have at the moment, it’s not worth it. Let him go. Yes, let him go. I don’t want to have the police or his thugs roaming around because of the disappearance of the “Boss”. Not considering that his death would interrupt the pregnancy. Flesh, blood, semen... too powerful links over the babies. 


‘Luna Flores, do you take Raul as your husband?’

‘Of course I do...’ Loving smile.

‘I declare you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.’ Wink from the priest.

It is done. This night Baal will visit me again after a new blood offering. My husband better leave today so his fatherhood doesn’t interfere with the gratefulness ritual.

“You’re free, Raul. Get out of the house as soon as the whole charade is over. Before nightfall or you won’t ever witness a new dawn,” she communicated him mentally.


“Thank you. I’ll leave forever. I promise. You won’t ever see me nor will I betray your secret.”

“I know. I’ve bound your tongue to make sure. You will never be able to talk about it without losing your life. And it will be very painful. Believe me.”

What the guests to the ceremony saw was a recently married couple who looked at each other enraptured. Love...


Night came at last. Raul’s boys, fast and discreet, had picked from his home all his belongings. Luna started preparing for the ritual. The Shape-shifter squirmed restlessly in the cage, as the amputated tail of a lizard. Luna had brought her with a single calling spell. 


——————


Her father, a great sorcerer, had discovered how to trap and slay any shape-shifter, when she was still a child. He used to take her to his nocturnal “sessions” so she would learn the family trade.

That night in particular, the Wizard took her to the cemetery with him. She, a child of ten years of age, still impressionable, would never forget what she saw and heard there, holding her doll tight.

He had been charged with raising a dead man to extract information about the whereabouts of some girls he had raped and murdered. The killed had been brought to justice at the noose after several irrefutable proof (like one of their clothing in his estate), but the bastard had taken their information with him to the grave. Neither police, nor family members or volunteers were able to find the three little ones to give them a Christian burial.

In their despair, the parents of one of them contracted the services of the Wizard so he could rest once and for all.

The ritual required a sacrifice and the drawing of three circles of power, his magic number. Only blood could activate the circles and reanimate the corpse. The Wizard beheaded the goat and pronounced his words:

‘Sangue, huius hominis mortis anima et corpus vivifica[4].’

The murderer rose from his grave.


Extracting information from a zombie is a piece of cake. It is enough to ask it exactly what you want, without beating around the bush. If the dead one is pretty recent, its cooperation with be greater, extending itself more and returning to the grave more submissively. The ancient dead were another story.

‘Where are the corpses of the three girls?’ asked the Wizard.

The dead one blinked. Sometimes they required a few moments to recover part of the capabilities.

‘The girls?’

‘Yes, the girls you raped and killed. What did you do with their bodies?’

‘The twins I chopped to pieces with my axe and burned them in the oven.’ A good thing about zombies is not having to deal with false gestures or regretful words. Just bare facts.

‘And what about the little girl?’

‘It was not a girl... It was... something else,’ the dead man started remembering.

‘What was it? Explain yourself and tell me what you did with her,’ the Wizard demanded.

‘When I was penetrating her from behind, she started turning into a hairy beast. In fright, I fell back, ass first, and hit my head on a silver candleholder I has stolen from someone.‘

‘Go on, what happened afterwards?’

‘That thing, the monster, lunged over me. I had the candleholder in my hands, up to my stomach, to defend myself. It stabbed itself on it when it fell upon me and that thing died. Then it turned back to its normal self, but when I went to chop her like the others, its body had disappeared.’

‘Go back to the side and rest there forever,’ the reviver demanded.

——————


So then, the only thing Luna would need to do was shoot her with a silver bullet as soon as she transformed. Fast and clean. No having to clean bothersome remains of guts or blood.

The effects of the calling spell were fading and the Shape-shifter started transforming into a bird. Now or never. She shot true in the head. Blood and feathers. Perfect. Clean up would ensue.


‘I summon thee, Baal[5]. Come to me.

ZI KIA KANPA  

ZI ANNA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR KIA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR ANNA KANPA 

Hear me, Baal.

Cometh to me by the Powers of the Word, Baal

And answer mine urgent prayer! 

ZI KIA KANPA 

ZI ANNA KANPA 

Spirit of the Earth, remember!

Spirit of Heaven, remember!

ZI DINGIR KIA KANPA 

ZI DINGIR ANNA KANPA.’





I (6)


Madrid, Tuesday October 15th, 2075


At your age you still don’t know how to control yourself!

I hate when the blood gets under my nails. I feel like tearing them out so I can lick it. And I hate my tantrums. I hate myself.

I looked at the junkire’s broken body. He was bent in an unnatural position, with his head resting on his hip. Surprise and fear drawn on his face.

What have I done? How could I do this? I would never kill anyone. My principles, and my empathy, forbid it. And the law. If I’m discovered, I can consider myself dead. Have I really done this?

Shredding and open bites on his neck, legs and groin. All of them dry. Four liters and a token more of blood in one sitting. Like drinking oneself blind at a wedding. It was going to be impossible to hide this had been the work of a vampire.

Damn it. They’ll look for finger and fang prints and they’ll trace them back to me when they match them against the data of the census. I’m doomed.


At first everything was fine and dandy.

‘I’ve never been in a house.’ He smelled like insecurity ‘Of a vampire..., I mean.’

‘Relax, make yourself comfortable,’ I calmed him, motioning to him with a hand to sit on one of the black leather sofas in the hall.

He was irresistible. He had all the charm and purity of a boy, he irradiated sensuality and desired me so much it hurt.

‘I didn’t... I didn’t know you had so much furniture. At the movies...’  He settled on the sofa with his eyes dancing around the hall.

And so we begin. Now he’ll ask me to show him the coffin.

Have I already told you I get exasperated by the stupid myths Hollywood has encouraged about us? I can’t stand them. Pissing myself off is incompatible with a love conquest. I would have to be patient and agree to these typical conversations of express knowledge. Blegh.

I presented him with my best seductive smile. It worked. He relaxed again and I answered:

‘Well, actually most of us like luxury, comfort... It’s not true that we sleep in coffins and live with barely a furniture piece. I, for example, love works of art and technologies.’

He was really interested in that I was telling him. His eyes overflowed with curiosity. That encouraged me to go on.

Hey, maybe this talking thing is not so bad.

‘So you don’t have coffins? I can’t believe it!’

‘Well, many have them. It’s a kind of private joke of ours. They only have them to show them to visits, to impress and perpetuate that belief. It’s fun for them. Between you and me, many do it just to impress the guest.’

‘And you don’t...?’

‘No, I don’t. I find it twisted and distasteful. Besides, where there’s a good LoMonaco, you don’t need a pine box, right?’

There it was, the same face of disappointment of a boy who, after waiting on a long line to ask for his presents to the Three Wise Men, he watches as they leave when his turn is coming. I would have to give him a consolation prize so he would not keep on pouting. Humans...

‘If you want, I can show you my special room,’ I offered him.

‘Special room?’

His eyes glowed with impatience and excitement. His imagination, the images I saw in his mind, seduced me.

Bad boy...



RAUL (2)


Bilbao, domingo 1 de mayo, 1960


I’m free, I’m free. He repeated, unbelieving, as he went as far away from her as possible. Luna had invited him to pick up his stuff from the house and disappear. Of course, he was not about to go against her offer. He had charged his boys to pick up his things from the witch’s house and take them to the “Boobies” within the hour.

He was going to summon an urgent meeting. He was thinking of closing down one of his businesses and, others, leave under the charge of someone of trust. He had the intention of going as far as he could.

I’ll leave for Italy tomorrow. I have contacts there and maybe I can control a few things form over there. Maybe I’ll open and Italian “Boobies” Who knows! Or I’ll just do someth ...........................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................


‘Boss, boss! What’s wrong?’

Had called one of his boys, who, half an hour later, found him unconscious on the floor. He touched him to see if he answered. Sometimes he forgot about the Boss’ recently acquired deafness.

‘Eh.... What the hell has happened to me?’

He was disoriented and with a great blank in his mind

Had Luna done something to me?

‘Boss, we have your things. And we’ve got you a flight for Rome, as you asked me, for tomorrow at ten in the morning.’

How strange! Roma? But he was dying to go to Madrid. Madrid awaited him, whispered for him to go. He NEEDED to go...

‘No, no. Not Rome. Get me the first ticket to Madrid without fail.’

‘But, boss...’ replied one of his gorillas, all muscle and zero brains.  ‘AIE!’ One of his partners, with a bit more brilliance and appreciation for his life, had given him a kick on the shin.

Despite being really strange, he knew what he had to do upon arrival. His head repeated one address and an image of a place constantly. A door, a street of Vallecas which he saw clearly, although he had never been there before.






MARIA (3)


Madrid, Friday December 4th, 1970


‘Take your fucking present,’ she told me, tossing something at my head ‘Don’t eat it all at once. Maybe I’ll come back in the morning. Maybe not.’

I was having a colacao with cookies in the diminutive kitchen table and it caught me off guard. The present bounced on my head and went on to crash against the crystal glass, spilling all the milk and wasting my only meal of the day. I grabbed the present with my heart full of hope and love for my mother. It was a box of food for Coca, my hamster. My only friend.

It has been over a hundred years since that day. Another hundred could go by and I would still keep on feeling the same pain. I had prayed for her to make a cake with candles for me, like in the movies, and sing to me “Happy birthday”. I would blow as he clapped with eyes full of love. Then my mother would kiss me and I would smile because my wish had been fulfilled.

One more wound.

‘Look, Coca, how lucky we are. I have food for you for another fifteen days. We won’t have to pull coins from the fountain this week. See?’

Its enormous eyes squinted in satisfaction and it rubbed its whiskers against my face. We understood each other.

“How I miss you, little one.”

Maria left the apartment without even giving me a look. I supposed she reserved them for her clients and weeklong boyfriends.

I did not want to be alone in my fifth birthday, so I decided to follow her in her mind. Only with her have I been able to do it so easily. I imagine it was because of the blood ties, having fed from her. I suppose I expected that, at any moment, she would dedicate a slight thought or feeling.

Bastard. Fucking brat. Didn’t even thank me. Once just cannot be good. They’re not grateful. If not for that money the State gives me... I can’t stand that pathetic and begging look of his. And other, other times... I’m just afraid of him, as if he knew everything.

‘Ehhhh, handsome.... Do you want to taste this bunny? I’m sure you have this huge pretty carrot for her. What’s up?’ she asked lasciviously, as she groped the package of a drunkard who maybe could not even manage to piss inside the toilet.

I stopped following her with my thoughts. It was not necessary to see her in such a dishonorable attitude. It was better to play with my Coca, watch TV for a bit and cry myself to sleep with the same thought as always: “I’m worth nothing to no one”.



LEO (1)


Szczecin, Poland. April 12th, 1423


Although it was already spring, the snow kept covering some areas of the city. The port offered a show of singular beauty, with the sun reflecting on the frozen water. Leo enjoyed that moment of the day greatly, on his way to work. As an architect, they had hired his services to collaborate with a local group in the construction of the city hall.

Soon he would finish his task and change that view for his beloved Salamanca. He would miss these morning walks, alone with his musings, in peace... When he got back to Salamanca, all of that would disappear. His fiancée Ines waited for him so they would marry, in an arranged marriage that horrified him.

I don’t want to do it, but I cannot hurt or let my parents down. They have always worked hard for me: from my university studies to this advantageous marriage with a countess of important age and with a more important dowry.

He wished to see his friends again, his house, the streets of his city... But the rejection he felt towards his future wife was so great, that he would willingly stay there indefinitely.

Something gelid went through his back, like the caress of an ice block on his skin. He turned around, restless. He could swear something was haunting him. He could feel a pair of eyes following every movement of his body.

You’re paranoid, Leo.

No one was there.

The construction of the building was very advanced. In a week, at the most, he would go back to his town. Let’s get to work.

They had to make good use of the hours of light, since at 17,30 hours the sun set. The rest of the day he would dedicate to the study of languages and to write his parents.

With a bit of luck, the letter would arrive to Spain before I do.

The day went by between blueprints, camaraderie and laughter. He had a good work team. It was a particularly gelid shift. He put on his doublet and sped up his pace to bask in the heat of the hostel as soon as possible.

There it was again. A breath on the back of his neck. Like a caress... a kiss? He felt his spiny frozen and the imperious need to turn around. Unsettling, mysterious. Though she smiled, her appearance has something threatening about it. Green eyes, long, black hair.

Gorgeous and attired in beautiful clothing.

‘Can I help you with something, beautiful lady?’

That fascinating creature smiled even more.

‘Indeed, you can.’

Her accent was strange, hissing and foreign. She grabbed his hand. Ice and fire simultaneously upon contact with his skin.

‘Tell me how, and I’ll promptly satisfy you.’

Leo’s heart beat furiously.

‘Looking at it in a certain way, I could possible help you as well,’ the lady with the exotic accent and appearance responded.

Her words caressed his mind.

She bent towards him. Her hair smelled of flowers. The contact of her hand gave him a feverish sensation that urged him to escape from her and, at the same time never separate from her. Pure danger.

‘I am Selene,’ she whispered. The breath of her grazing his lips made him moan. ‘I have been observing you for several days. I have a proposal that might interest you.’

Sweet! Maybe she’ll offer me a new job that gives me a pretext not to go home. Maybe that way, even, Ines will get tired of waiting for me and break the arrangement. And this woman... fascinates me. I would dare to say I’ve fallen in love.

He chose the second option, to stay, if he even had another one. Finally, she kissed him. Her lips were warmer and cozier than Leo had ever imagined. Selene traced his with her tongue and he allowed it.

What a sweet tingling. Such bliss I’m feeling now.

He surrendered himself completely to her. The women pulled him closer to his body. Their hands searched each other’s forms. They longed to get to know each other. The world around them had disappeared. Only she existed, only she. There was something wild in her movements, an imperious need of something he could not get to comprehend.

Suddenly, Selene broke away from him, still panting. Her eyes begged him “Stay”. Leo whispered a “yes” and she showed him her fangs.

‘I need you. Stay with me. Let me taste you.’

In that moment she looked like a helpless girl. He would have given anything so she would not suffer. He agreed with all his body. Teeth piercing through the flesh of his neck. Pain. Pleasure. Fire coursing his spine. Confusing images. Promises of eternal love.

She stopped sucking. Her eyes looked bigger and more intense.

Please, don’t stop.

Selene bit her own wrist without stopping contemplating him avidly. The blood started to flow.

‘Now you taste me and I will be yours for all eternity. I offer you LIFE, eternal love, power, an exit from the hell that awaits you in your town. Never again will you see yourself forced to do something you do not want. The world will be ours.’

Leo drank the blood she offered. Everything started spinning.










I (7)


Madrid, Tuesday October 15th, 2075


‘If I’m honest with you, you’re the first man that will go in it,’ I said. He appeared delighted and that real interest he had for me flattered me greatly. 

‘Come in,’ I smiled at him.

The room was adorned in warm tones. The carpet in earthy tones, walls of a soft relaxing blue and an ample window framed two spacious desks, on which rested four potent computers of last generation. Two huge and comfortable office chairs completed the set.

The junkire debated between, surprise, doubt and disappointment.

I had to take him out of his confusion.

‘As I’ve told you, I adore technology. But it’s not only a hobby. It’s also my profession and my guarantee to keep being legal. You know...’

He nodded and smiled naughtily again. He came closer to me purring as he imagined me in some pornographic shit. That wounded me.

What is it, so we vampires cannot have decent professions that give something to the world? We have enough limitations already with only being able to do nocturnal jobs, the crucifixes, garlic, silver, the prejudice of the living towards us, the struggle against the urge of the hunt and blood...

‘No, it’s not that. No porno.’

He got startled when I answered his thoughts, but I was not about to allow him to create a wrong idea.

I admit it. I seek other’s admiration as a substitute of affection. I need other’s approval, the fictitious illusion of me fitting in. And I can only get it through the pride of work well done. If they wound my pride... Argh. Well, let’s say that pride, ego, are my greatest defects. 

‘I’ll show you what I do,’ I told him with a wink. ‘Take the other chair, Ivan.’

He did as I asked. He brought his chair as close as physically possible to me and rested his head on mine as I turned on one of the computers. He started playing with my curls. He was playful. I turned to look at him. Electricity.

‘So?’ he asked anxiously.

‘Look. I’m the creator of Fangbook[6].’

I smiled so broadly mi fangs were uncovered from my lips. I noticed his agitated pulse, the accumulation of blood.

‘Fangbook?‘

‘Exactly. I’m rich thanks to this platform. It’s a social network exclusive to our community. Thanks to it all the vampires in the world are in contact. We can take care of several servitude relationships at the same time, though the vassals may be at different spots. Share photos of our trips and bites, information of all kinds, chat, etc. My program has changed our lives.’

I got excited. I could not remember the last time someone had taken an interest in me in a non-physical way and I discovered it was very good. It is sometimes we undead forget.

‘Now,’ I continued, ‘I just finished a program that filters sunsets that you mortals upload to the net. I download them mostly from Youtube, using a special protection suit as I run the filters. One of the things we missed the most was looking at the sun, not counting our dear humans, deceased so long ago. Wonderful, isn’t it?’

‘It is.’ His smile brightened the room and my ragged heart.

He had exchanged the chair for my lap, offering his neck to my lips. I pulled his hair back. That was what he was asking for. I looked for his tongue. I could notice his muffled moans every time his tongue grazed my fangs. The conversation – or my soliloquy - had been a surprising aphrodisiac for me.

I got up with him in my arms as his tongue continued exploring my buccal cavity. I took him to the guest room, with baroque decor. It had a big canopied bed as protagonist.

Ivan (I did not think of him as a junkire anymore, but as my illusion) had his eyes closed, surrendered completely to me as he kissed me and touched m buttocks anxiously. His tongue and mine dancing the belly dance.

There will be time to drink from him yet.

I tore his shirt from him. Worked pectorals, hard and tout belly, soft hair.

Just how I like it.

His pants yelled at me to do the same. But he beat me to it. I perceived his anxiousness and I allowed me to disrobe me. He had his eyes full of urgency.



IANIRE (2)


Madrid, Tuesday May 3rd, 1960


She noticed him getting ever closer. She had never performed an attraction spell from so far away and for that she had invested much energy, though she knew she would recover it soon.

She bathed in an irresistible substance full of pheromones, her most potent weapon in a seduction ritual, apart from her beauty.

This poor bastard won’t have a choice. He’s getting closer. He’s coming.

Two knocks on the door. The impatience gnawed at her guts. She opened the door. There he was. He contemplated her with adoration, almost out of himself.

‘Welcome to my home, Raul. Come in.’

‘He... Hello. I don’t understand very well what I’m doing here,’ he answered, all confusion.

‘But would you like to come in?’ she whispered.

‘Oh, yes, I need to go in.’

Scented candles of weird smells, but nice, illuminated the space in half gloom. The hall was covered with an original mix between the exotic environment of One Thousand and One Nights and Blade’s wardrobe. Silks, satin and colored futons fused strangely with cold and aggressive elements: leather, whips, riding crops, handcuff...

Interesting. I could decorate the rooms of the “Boobies” like that. Welcome to the “Temple of pleasure”... It would rock.

The one confused now was Ianire. The attraction spell had worked perfectly but, for some mysterious reason, the seduction one was not working completely. With any other stupid one all it took was a look, a wave of the hair, one movement, and she would have him all over her, drooling, willing to do whatever she asked him to. And she was even wearing her pheromone essence, irresistible for any man.

Yes, he feels very attracted. But not enough. I’m not the center of his attention. He’s analyzing all he sees, thinking of something other than possessing me. How it that possible?

Luna! Of course. Luna has worked his mind before already. HE doesn’t have a virgin brain. Also, I feel... I feel a strong resistance in one part of his mind, a part I cannot gain access to. Now I desire you so much more, you silly man. You’ll be mine.

‘Tea, dear?’ She would need her special love concoction. He agreed with his head. ‘Make yourself comfortable. I’ll be right there... WITH YOU.’



RAUL (3)


Madrid, Tuesday May 3rd, 1960


What am I doing here? The deal is that I don’t want to be anywhere else. Something strange is happening to me. My thoughts are crashing against one another like moles in daylight. On one hand, I feel the need to be with her, to possess her. My chest hurts... On the other..., I don’t know..., she reminds me of someone. But I can’t remember. I wish I was at the “Boobies” now. I feel terror and desire at the same time. Is that possible?

Here she comes. Try to hide it. Show a good face.

‘Your tea,’ she told him with the most seductive smile his eyes had ever seen.

She served him the tea in a way that made her breasts show provocatively between the chiffon, calling him. He felt how his sex grew bigger.

‘It will do you nicely, you’ll see,’ the witch added.

A lascivious wink, sip of tea (Ummm, it’s good!), the heart pumping in his penis, claiming to be freed from those bothersome clothes. Thoughts amidst fog.

I need her, I need her...

‘Drink more, dear...’

Raul listened to her and downed the rest of the cup in one gulp.

Curious taste. Uff, so hot! Her breasts. Look at them. I need to kiss them, feed from them, lick the nipples and whisper my secrets to them.

‘Go ahead, little one...’ Ianire shared, taking off the gown of warm colors. Her breasts looked at him defiant. Come closer, come closer. ‘I’ll put out your fire.’

He needed no further invitation. He pulled her to him so he could grab on to those sweet mountains of skin. He would never come down from there of the world would end. She made the task easy for him. Skirt off.

She had a curious red tattoo, beside the bellybutton, in the shape of an hourglass[7]. He kissed the glass while his trembling fingers groped for the secret of pleasure. Her vagina received his fingers like the loving wife does to the husband who comes back home from the war. Sweet, generous and warm. He longed to lick the nectar of life.

It was her turn. She took him to the round bed that rested on the next room. 

“This time no whips,” Ianire thought. “Everything softer, to vary it a bit and to grow more appetite.”

‘Let’s play, little one.’

Raul was busy with her breasts, with his eyes closed, so he did not notice her words. Only by reading lips had he worked around the issue of his deafness until that moment.

Ianire tied his wrists with her silk napkin of the color of honey. Like her eyes, like her kisses. She sat astride him.

Raul begged for more.

‘Easy, sailor. I’ll be leading the pace for you.’

Ianire, on top of the erect mast, started riding him softly, like the easy waves that go to the beach to die. Then, tempest, savage and brave waves, crashing against him rhythmically.

You’re a goddess...

An uncontrollable explosion of foam. The ecstasy! His goddess came down from him and started licking his feet. Tingling and more hunger for her. She kept going, unstoppable, across ankles, legs, knees, thighs... leaving a trace of refreshing saliva. Licking on his penis.

Oh, yes, don’t stop, beautiful.

But she continued her ascent, indifferent to his wish.

Stomach, bellybutton, pectorals... Something made him open her eyes suddenly.

What the hell, now? What the fuck is going on? I can’t move my legs. I can’t even feel them.

Shoulders, neck, arms, forearms and hands... The saliva was not saliva, but a paralyzing sticky substance. He could only move his eyes and mouth.

‘What have you done to me, you damned bitch?’ Raul exclaimed, with eyes bulging with fear.

‘Revenge. Do you see my hourglass? It shows your time has run out. Give my regards to Luna when you meet her in hell.’

Those were the last words he heard. The Black Widow bit him with fury on the shoulder. It was the only way to inject her victim with the digestive enzymes. Just like the spider, only through these enzymes and her gnashing teeth, Ianire could liquefy the prey’s body and absorb the resulting fluid.

‘God, I’m starving. Bon appetit.’




I (8)


Madrid, Thursday November 30th, 1972


‘I’ll be going out today again. If you’re hungry, there’s a slice of pizza in the fridge.’

‘Thank you, mom,’ I answered her.

The last few days she had been so happy she even allowed me to call her “mom” without it costing me a slap. She had even started cooking.

The reason was called Pedro, his thirtieth “boyfriend”. But this one seemed different. Though he had met her being a client of hers, he was not a drunkard or a drug addict like the rest. In fact, he was eager to take my mother off the drugs and the streets. He was not with her to take advantage, neither economically nor sexually. He really seemed interested in her, and he respected her. No beatings nor abuse. They had been dating only for a month and I prayed for it to last eternally.

Imagine that they even get married, and she starts to love me, and he calls me son... and...

I caressed the idea of having a family. Pedro had to be wonderful if he made mom smile and see me at last as a person... I did not know him.

That happened two days later, at home. No introductions, neither formal nor informal. I simply rain into the bathroom to urinate and there he was. He looked at me with a friendly smile and invited me in. He was wearing trousers and was shaving.

‘So you’re Maria’s boy, eh?’

I liked him immediately. “Maria’s boy, Maria’s boy...” No brat, little shit or flea, as the others called me. “Maria’s boy”... Repeating it in my head made me feel all warm in the heart. I could not help myself and I threw myself at him to hug.

‘Hey, easy there, kiddo! Or I’ll leave...’ he answered joyfully. 

He was not disgusted at me hugging him. He had only been surprised. More warmth. “A family...”

‘I loooooooove you,’ my mouth said before my brain could stop it. Oopssss.

But he was not upset. He tousled my hair, smiling, and kept on shaving. A family...

‘What’s going on here?’

I was still hugging him when she came in. She watched the scene with disgust and jealousy. She was trying to control himself in front of him, so as not to scare him with her real “self”. I perceived her hate like a punch to the stomach. I bent over breathless and dropped to the floor.

I’ll never have that family. How right I was. I’ll leave this world without knowing it.

She crouched quickly, so as to help me get up. Pretending a sudden embrace, she whispered to me: “Touch him again and I’ll kill you. He’s only mine. As soon as he leaves, you’ll get yours”.


I wish she would have given me another beating. But this time I did not get it. Instead, when I went to take Coca out to play, I found him skewered in the cage, pierced through with a pencil. He still moved one little leg, but his eyes could not see me anymore. Beside him, a note: “I warned you. This year there will be no presents”. I took my little friend and, crying, ended his suffering with one quick movement.

Forgive me, forgive me, forgive me.

A part of me died that day with him. I could not believe what I had seen in my mother’s head. That night was the first one I prayed to not wake up ever again.

Goodbye, my friend. 






LEO (2)


Berlin, Germany. August 2nd, 1481


‘Catch me if you can!’ she challenged him as she ran. Her eyes smiled. She wanted him to catch her.

‘Are you challenging me? You’ll see.’

He started running after her. He always caught her.

He had been a vampire for 62 years, more than double of what he had been a mortal. His parents and the fiancée whom he left waiting decades ago had already perished. He was barely sorry about it. Selene had fulfilled each of her promises. He had never felt so alive, so full and blissful.

He caught her right away, as usual. She climbed on him with one hop and surrounded his torso with her legs. Leo noticed how his member awoke, always ready for her. His muse, his teacher and lover. His love. He introduced a hand under the dress so he could touch her, as he held her with the other. She was always ready for him as well.

For a vampire, sixty years are nothing. What is that before eternity? They were in their honeymoon. They lived for each other, feeding the flame and their love with a hunger that was.
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