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Dedicated to my Harpies; brutally sincere and diabolical friends, I love you ssstupids.
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♪♪  Smooth Criminal ♫♫ Alien Ant Farm

♪♪  Now We Are Free  ♫♫  Stjepan Hauser

♪♪  Tainted Love  ♫♫ Marilyn Manson

♪♪  Don’t Speak ♫♫  Sarah Menescal

♪♪  Lady Marmalade  ♫♫  Christina Aguilera

♪♪  Wannabe  ♫♫ Spice Girls

♪♪  Eye of the Tiger ♫♫  Survivor

♪♪  Papa  Don’t Preach  ♫♫  Madonna

♪♪  Thunderstruck  ♫♫ AC/DC

♪♪  This Way  ♫♫  Aerosmith and Run-DMC

♪♪  Gangsta’s Paradise ♫♫  Coolio

♪♪  Bad Boy  ♫♫ Inner Circle

♪♪  Bad  ♫♫ Michael Jackson

♪♪  So What  ♫♫ Pink
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Romance wrapped in fangs, blood and superhuman powers, is definitely my favorite in the world; when they asked me why I didn’t write fantasy, the answer was that they seemed to me such great stories, so magnificent, of infinite and magical possibilities that I saw them as unattainable. Therefore, thanks to you, for trusting my words to transport you to this seductive and fantastic world. 

To my Paradise Girls who have been attentive to this publication, thanks for waiting and cheering. 

To my life-long friends, for being part of my day to day, and making it fucking fun. 

To my proofreader Santa, who, despite not enjoying the genre, dedicated her time, love and professionalism to it. I know that deep down she let herself be seduced by more than a few fangs and furthermore, all the songs that are part of the story are her contributions; they were perfect for each moment and character. Thanks! 

Bookstagrammer friends, thank you! For your reviews, edits, comments, trust and support of my work. 

And of course, to my personal designer, my life-mate, my Kchorro, for creating the beautiful cover and supporting me in everything that my crazy head thinks of, and what it doesn’t, he thinks of it. I love you, always.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Author’s Note:




[image: image]




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

I hope it doesn’t cause you too much inconvenience and you can enjoy the story. To facilitate the process, these are some points that you should take into account:

*Dialogues are preceded by the character’s name.

*The thoughts of the characters will be marked in bold and italics.

*Dialogue through the companion link is in the middle of “quotes and in bold”.

Don’t worry, if you haven’t read me before, after a couple of chapters, you won’t even notice the difference.

I am always available to reply to my readers about any question you might have; you can find me easily on Instagram like @claudiaangelica_perez or, surely our friend Google has an answer to your question, but honestly, I would love for you to write to me. 
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Glossary
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Luliefth: Commonly called vampires or bloodsuckers. Species descended from Lucifer and Lilith. They have to drink blood from the sex they are sexually attracted to in order to survive. The blood of other species also keeps them alive and how often they must feed depends on the strength of the blood they drink, with human blood being the weakest. They cannot go out in the sunlight. They cannot convert humans through a bite or blood transfusion. They are able to procreate with other species. With the passage of decades and training, they acquire abilities such as flying or dematerializing. They have the ability to erase the memories of humans, as long as these are short-term. They are immortal but can be killed by piercing their hearts or beheading them. 

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

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

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

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

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

Clan: Social group formed by luliefths, who recognize the authority of a leader.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sir or Sire: Respectful treatment given to the members of the Great Council.
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C

edric Erskine didn’t believe in love, that silliness was for females who liked to fantasize about eternal and illusory romances; he believed in sex, in fucking carnal pleasure: caressing, licking, panting, biting, going in and out of a female, nails digging into his skin, bodies colliding, melting in a feast of bodily fluids, fornicating until losing consciousness, paradise and hell mixing in one act, as heavenly as savage...

Giving pleasure and receiving it became his religion for several decades, since the only thing that throbbed when he saw a beautiful female was the thick member under his pants. But looking at the huge, rough Lycanthrope with the face of a serial killer delicately holding the fragile half-caste by her tiny waist, while caressing her still flat belly, that firm conviction began to shake.

To tell the truth, everything in his life changed; he left Italy and his residence for the north of Scotland and for an imposing castle. He went from living without economic complications to owning properties around the world, jewels, invaluable historical pieces; in short, he inherited one of the largest and most enviable fortunes in the world.

One of the best warriors, Fenrir McFarlan, the Guardian of his late and hated procreator, trained him for more than eight hours a day; of course, what the Lycan called training, he called torture.

His muscles increased in size significantly, something he had never achieved in the conventional gym he attended, obviously they never took him to the point of throwing up more than once in the middle of a workout.

He no longer went to the fashionable nightclubs; instead, he regularly attended a brothel on the other side of the forest for sex and blood.

Apparently, the only thing he kept intact was his good taste in clothes, his insatiable sexual desire and his stupid sarcasm. 

Happiness shone in the Guardian’s pupils; not even in his wildest dreams had he imagined that the nocturnal goddess would bless him with such an incalculable treasure, not only had he bonded with a female of exquisite beauty and noble sentiments, Lorna his mate, was pregnant. The happiness that filled him rumbled in his ample chest with each beat of the werewolf’s fiery heart. His seed germinated in the womb of his mate the night she reached sexual maturity and Fenrir claimed her as his own, thus becoming linked with the moon as a witness. Something unusual among lycanthrope females, since, as a general rule, they didn’t get pregnant in their first heat, but Lorna, being a half-breed of a lycanthrope with a human, broke with that constant, which kept the happy couple radiating love and tenderness.  

The vampire arrived at his current abode just over three months ago when he was forced by the Great Council to join them, since, with the still unsolved murder of his father, Frederick Erskine, last sovereign, king of the luliefth who annulled the monarchy almost two centuries ago to create the Great Council, thus opening the way to democracy. Cedric was the only surviving male with royal lineage, possessing the strongest blood coming from the firstborn, survivor of Lucifer and Lilith, the parents of his race. Therefore, the Great Council couldn’t afford to not have him among its ranks for a couple of reasons; mainly to preserve the respect of the population by having among its members the heir to the ghost throne and controlling him so that he did not dare to revive the monarchy and take away the power they had achieved in recent decades.  

The Guardian, noticing the presence of the vampire, stopped walking before going down the stairs.

Fenrir: “Exercise and practice with the daggers, spear, ax and arrows; stay alive until I return. We will see how far you advance with your aim,” he ordered scathingly. 

Cedric: “Will you blame me for the rest of eternity for that little oversight?” Just three nights ago, the Guardian finally gave way to bow and arrow training, since only human scum fought cowardly with firearms, and since the heir had never held one in his hands before and it was of no interest to him, by not paying attention to the instructions, in an oversight he was about to pierce his foot with an arrow, thereby earning a heavy punishment and of course the taunts of the warrior. 

Fenrir: “Just the next nine hundred years. We’ll be back in two moons, practice!” Cedric rolled his eyes at the threat. “I’m serious, don’t force me to definitely remove daggers and axes from your training and include slingshots.” The half-breed couldn’t hide her laughter; that pair lived arguing, bothering each other, hitting each other, threatening each other, and cursing each other. However, in that short time, the Luliefth learned to respect him, both for his skills, as well as for his way of thinking and behaving. The Guardian was undoubtedly a worthy male; therefore, despite knowing why he gave his loyalty to his miserable progenitor, he did not fully understand him. That bastard had plunged his mother into the worst shame and death robbed him of the opportunity to get revenge. 

Cedric: “Don’t worry, you won’t get rid of me, I’ll be here when you return.” He approached them, took the half-breed’s hand and turned it, bringing his lips closer to the inside of her wrist without actually touching it. If she hadn’t had a mate he would kiss her, that was the way luliefth males greeted females. He did it for two reasons, first: because he had great appreciation for Lorna, a young girl with whom he could talk about any topic. In addition, he was surprised by her power; weighing half her mate or perhaps less, she managed him at her own damn whim, but her sweetness and love prevented her from taking advantage of that. And second, he enjoyed making the fur ball furious. 

Lorna: “Take care, see you the day after tomorrow.”

The male was firmly holding his mate by the arm, encouraging her to continue her retreat, prisoner of his possessive instincts with his female, which amused the vampire. 

He thought for a moment about going back to bed, a good rest after the beatings that the flea bag had given him in the last few days wouldn’t be bad, but his aim left a lot to be desired, not to say that it was disgusting. The laughter that the Guardian had let out at his first attempts still reverberated in his pride; he needed to practice and make him swallow his words.

[image: image]

Fenrir: “Enough of gadgets for today. To the tatami, free fight,” he ordered with a stern gesture, one that he usually kept up while they were in training. They began exchanging blows... actually, Cedric was throwing them while the Guardian just dodged and parried, finally finishing with a blow, knocking him down and repeating the equation, all this to the rhythm of rock, which was the favorite of both, this time Alien Ant Farm with their cover of Smooth Criminal. 

Cedric: “Is everything is alright?” he inquired sincerely interested, since the lycanthrope had been frowning and looking worried for three days since he had returned from their visit to the doctor for Lorna’s pregnancy check. Despite the short time they had known each other, he had a special fondness for the half-breed. Never before had he had a conversation of more than fifteen minutes with a female without beginning to touch her; however, she was different. Despite her beauty, luckily, he was not sexually attracted to her; if he were, Fenrir would open his chest with his own claws and rip out his heart, but not before severing each member slowly, very slowly, including the one between the legs. “God damn!” he cursed under his breath as he went down for the sixth time after an elbow he didn’t see coming.  

Fenrir: “Why do you ask?” he made a gesture with his hand inviting him to get up. 

Cedric: “You seem worried since you got back. Is everything okay with the pup?” They resumed the fight. 

Fenrir: “Have you asked Lorna?” The male knew that they talked, although he had already made it clear that he did not like his female to be alone with another male. However, that pair didn’t care about his annoyance. Fenrir was aware that his jealousy was illogical and irrational, but it was impossible for him to avoid it, it was part of his instincts and it was extremely difficult to fight against that.  

Cedric: “Yeah and she said everything’s fine, but you don’t seem very convinced.” After receiving a kick to the chest, he flew crashing into a wall several meters from the tatami and ended up practically kissing the ground. 

Fenrir: “The healer assured that for now they are fine; the first six months are the most delicate, but Lorna’s discomfort has increased in the last week and he warned us that it would continue to increase. Being smaller than a female of my species, she will have a more difficult time. She’ll have as bad a time as a vampiress, maybe worse.” The anguish in the Guardian was palpable and even more palpable the need to break someone’s bones in order to calm his anxiety and for the vampire’s bad luck, he was the only one who was nearby. 

Cedric: “Lorna is stronger than she looks, they’ll both be fine, just-just take proper care.” Lying on the floor with one hand on his lower back, he snorted with a flushed face and marked neck veins; a lament remained stuck between his throat and his recently crushed lungs. 

Fenrir: “I hope so.” He rubbed the back of his neck, his eyes downcast, each powerful muscle tense. 

Cedric: “Fenrir, I think-I think... I’m not sure I can get up,” he grumbled under his breath. 

Fenrir: “Never mind, we’re done for today.” He began to retreat without even looking at him, lost in his worries for his mate and firstborn. 

Cedric: “Damn sack of ticks,” he stammered between whimpers. 

Fenrir: “I’ll get even with you for that tomorrow!” he sentenced in a roar, already outside the room. 

Cedric: “Shit!”

The lycanthrope possessed an enviable sharpness of the senses and would surely carry out his threat.[image: image]

Norbert, the faithful butler of the castle, hastened to deliver to his master the letter that had just arrived, despite the fact that he was enjoying his food in the great dining room; a room with walls elegantly adorned with wallpaper of diamonds in a cherry tone and golden sparkles, with large mahogany moldings around the windows and doors that stretched up to the high ceiling, from which hung a spectacular gilt chandelier with attention-grabbing crystals. Norbert and the rest of the dienners made sure that it looked majestic on a daily basis, just as his former master liked.  

He offered Cedric his correspondence accompanied by the elegant letter opener engraved with the mark of his lineage, the same one he was born with right in the center of his chest, inherited from his father and his father’s father, formed by a horizontal crescent, with a line spilling right from the center of it, and two lines crossing the moon vertically, crowned with a point, representing the royalty and power of the night; blood as a vital liquid and the need for a mate to survive.[image: image]

––––––––
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Norbert bowed to him, holding out a small golden tray. The vampire let out an uncomfortable gesture, he still wasn’t used to that kind of attention, it seemed ridiculous. What difference does it make if he hands it to me? Damn Frederick wasn’t just a filthy millionaire, I’m sure he must have been fucking unbearable. 

He hated him. Everything that reminded him of Frederick caused him revulsion, which happened often, living in that place where the wretch spent his last years. 

He took the envelope, thanking his butler and ignoring the letter opener, he noted the wax seal that kept it closed making it look ancient and important, like fucking royalty to which he fortunately no longer belonged, at least not officially. 

Cedric: “Why the fuck can’t they send a simple email?” 

Fenrir: “The Grand Council doesn’t send emails unless it’s something very trivial; is it the notification of the next meeting?” he asked interestedly, inviting the vampire to open the letter. He did so without any precaution not to tear the paper; if Frederick saw him proceed in such a rustic way, he would disinherit him. His Sir was extremely meticulous in some things that seemed ridiculous to him.

Cedric: “Yes, it will be in a week.”

Fenrir: “Good, I have a few days to tell you a little about the Sires that make up the Great Council.”

Lorna: “Frederick told me about them, their stories ranged from the chilling to the unbelievable.” The luliefth was impassive at the mention of his father, he had to assume that it was inevitable that his name would chime on the castle walls daily, but he could not help being annoyed and the sparkle in the violet gaze gave him away. The Lycan nodded, knowing what his mate was referring to. 

Fenrir: “Stories were what that son of a bitch had left over.”

Lorna: “And you appeared in several.”

Cedric: “And did you imagine him to be so ugly?” Lorna couldn’t help but smile, the vampire always made her laugh. 

Fenrir: “Idiot! She fell in love with me as soon as she heard my name.” The vampire let out a wry laugh.   

Lorna: “To tell the truth, I think so, Frederick spoke so highly of you, he always said that you were strong, honorable, loyal and also very brutish.” They always speak affectionately of the bastard, he treated both of them like his children; why then did he reject my mother and me? Why? He had few memories of her, but he was sure she had been beautiful and affectionate. Why the hell did he muddy her name and humiliate her in the worst way? 

Cedric: “Will you come with me to the meeting?” he added to get out of his thoughts, there was no point getting lost in them, that wretch didn’t even deserve to think about him. 

Fenrir: “Are you afraid to go alone, Little Fangs?” The lycanthrope’s thick voice sounded funny in that teasing childish tone. 

Cedric: “Why should I be afraid?” He rolled his eyes. “They’re just bored old men, unable to send a damn email.” 

Fenrir: “You should be. Millennial luliefth, powerful, cunning, petty, boring and always with a damn ace up their sleeve will gather just to measure you.” 

Cedric: “Great! I can say then that I am the youngest and most attractive one of the group.” 

Fenrir: “You can add moron.”

Cedric: “Well, will you accompany me? Guardians are always supposed to accompany their Sires.” 

Fenrir: “You are not my Sire and, yes, I will accompany you; someone must watch your back. Just promise not to pee your pants.” 

Cedric: “Not if they don’t make me laugh too much.” The Guardian did not smile, on the contrary, his gaze was icy. “You look at me like I’m going to fucking war.” 

Fenrir: “You’re going to the worst, where there are no frontal blows, only power games and betrayals. They will surely only comment on trivial matters of no importance, but they will be analyzing you all the time, not only your words, but also your attitudes, your gestures and above all, your strength. They will want to read your mind, to know if they will be able to make alliances with you or, on the contrary, manage you, swindle you or crush you. They will smell your fear, your shrewdness and stupidity.” 

Cedric: “Wow! This is going to be fun; I can’t wait to meet my playmates,” he ended sarcastically, hating the fact that he was forced to appear before vampires who surely hated him without even knowing him, thanks to his bloody lineage.
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T

hey began training with a circuit of equipment; maintaining strength in those big muscles was paramount.  

Fenrir: “The throne instigated clashes of entire clans trying to overthrow the king to seize power, leaving a damn river of blood in its wake, in most cases destroying families of other races, including humans, which we already know can be a damn pain in the balls and which we should avoid touching, since history has taught us that every time they discover that they are not the fucking gods of this planet, the Creator unleashes his fury and thousands of lives disappear.  In short, great warriors were lost because of greed and power. About a hundred and fifty years ago, the leader, my Sir, abdicated and created the Great Council, so now decisions are made by vote among the six Sires, the six heads of the most powerful pure-blood families and in which the greatest wealth of your race is concentrated, including you. They decide the laws that govern your society, who lives, who pays and who dies. There are a few pure-blood families outside this select group, especially in remote areas of the big cities, those who live in clans, but because they are not wealthy, they are not taken into account. I assume you met them all upon being summoned.  

Cedric: “Yes, the six of them were there, they welcomed me politely and in the same way they asked me not to snub them by refusing to be part of them. The only one who smiled was one with yellow eyes who seems effeminate. They all radiated power as if a halo of electrifying static covered them.” 

Fenrir: “The same that my Sir radiated,” he answered softly remembering him with respect. “The same one that one day you will radiate.” The heir looked at him incredulously, surely hundreds of years would pass for that. “The one with yellow eyes is Laurent Fabre, the French Sire.” 

Cedric: “It’s clear that he likes to romp with males.” He wiped the sweat from his forehead as he stepped off the treadmill after running the set miles to warm up.

Fenrir: “Something common in your species,” he added nonchalantly. “Actually, that bastard eats everything that moves; if you take him to bed you will have a guaranteed ally.” 

Cedric: “Fool!” he cursed, huffing and puffing from the effort of working his pecs. “I don’t play with swords.” 

Fenrir: “Well, when he comes on to you, because he will, don’t feel special, he does it to everyone. He always has a mischievous smile; his votes follow the majority. He doesn’t like to get into arguments, not because he is weak, but because he is indifferent to the existence of others. Over the years he has clashed with most of his peers. He is skilled; 70% of his battles are due to bed problems, both pants and skirts. He has only one known descendant, a few bastards, and decades apart from his mate. Currently, the one he matches best with is Camilo Battaglia, the Italian Sire.”  

Cedric: “The one who smokes cigars like a locomotive.”

Fenrir: “Yes, that bastard is cunning; when he goes after something he starts to infiltrate his people. He takes his time, no one who is not Italian works close to him. He is not a great warrior, but he is a good strategist, still, he is powerful. He murdered his last wife in front of his children, they are three boys and a girl.”

Cedric: “How the hell did they allow something like that?”

Fenrir: “He alleged infidelity and his children supported his statement. You should know that by law, when there is infidelity, any of the spouses can murder the other, as long as it is verifiable or there are witnesses. Not many believed that version, now he has a taste for young females; very, very young. There are several hypotheses, but no certainty.”  

Cedric: “B-but she was their mother!” he exclaimed incredulously.

Fenrir: “Only one and he also testified in favor of his father. He is a son of a bitch who knows how to move his cards.”

Cedric: “Does that law also exist among lycanthropes?”

Fenrir: “It is not a law; it is a right. The instinct of belonging with our females is similar among our races. However, the luliefth do not want to find their consort, there are even those who perform the bonding ceremony only for social reasons, without surrendering to the bond of belonging that is optional for you, although never as intense as that of my race. We not only perceive the emotions of our companions at a certain distance, we also communicate without speaking.” He put down the weights and wiggled his arms a bit before continuing.  

Cedric: “That shit is for eternity, logically few are suicidal.” The werewolf did not refute his argument; until a few months ago, he thought the same. 

Fenrir: “Battaglia has done good business with the Spaniard, Diego Aragón. He owns Aragón red wines, those that they say taste like blood.” 

Cedric: “They’re good, and ridiculously expensive.”

Fenrir: “There are boxes in the cellar if you like.” He remembered that they were his Sire’s favorites, but he avoided mentioning it, hating the look of disgust that formed on the vampire’s face every time he heard his father’s name. “Aragón is cautious, methodical, he likes strong alliances. Unlike Battaglia, he relates to anyone as long as he considers him worthy. He has only two offspring: a female and a male, from different females. Decades ago, he spent a fortune on genetic research and experiments to find a way to get out into the sunlight.” 

Cedric: “Shit! I thought they were just rumors.”

Fenrir: “He wasn’t the intellectual author, but he was the one who supported Nikolai Koslov the Russian, with his fortune, scientists and victims.” 

Cedric: “The one that’s a clone of Dolph Lundgren in the movie Rocky IV.”

Fenrir: “Exactly that bastard, he’s a fucking sadist; the son of a bitch has entertained himself for centuries finding new forms of torture, he even revived his victims only to kill them again.” He fixed his gaze on a nonexistent point, remembering those confrontations in which he participated, “And Koslov liked to take hostages and entertain himself with them for weeks, even months.” 

Cedric: “Are you serious?” he asked skeptically.

Fenrir: “He doesn’t use the phrase "skinned alive" in a symbolic way. I guess you know what happens to a vampire when he stops drinking blood.” 

Cedric: “I was banished too soon from the golden cradle, remember?” he answered furiously. 

Fenrir: “You haven’t been a prisoner of war and you don’t seem like the type to have suffered from female withdrawal.” 

Cedric: “You’re right, I’m fucking irresistible,” he countered in a mock nonchalant tone, forcing himself to relax. He understood that the Lycanthrope didn’t mean to offend him, at least not at that moment. He had witnessed a couple of occasions when females offered to feed him. An offer that fulfilled two objectives: quenching the thirst for blood and the excessive sexual appetite. It could be said that both things went hand in hand, but in reality, they were chained. 

Once vampires mature sexually, a stage known as initiation, their fangs lengthen; it takes time to learn to retract them and control their instincts. Their hormones revolutionize, keeping them warm, wanting to fornicate and bury their fangs all the time. Tasting the elixir of life was all they could think about for months. BLOOD, thick, warm blood flooded with life, seasoned with sensations and notes of energy, a food that was charged with more than just a desire, it was a necessary, almost painful sexual release. 

They fed on whatever sex they were attracted to regardless of race, at least once or twice a week; the frequency of their appetite was determined by the strength of the blood they drank. 

Fenrir: “Even for the males,” he added mockingly. “Have you drunk from them?” 

Cedric: “Of course not, I’ve never been sick.” 

Fenrir: “Homosexuals and bisexuals do not suffer from this problem, perhaps you have nothing to fear.” 

Cedric: “Don’t fuck with me, I wouldn’t touch a male, even if my life depended on it.” 

Fenrir: “You’d be surprised what some vampires are willing to do for bloodlust. After a little over a week, they get weaker, lose their zest, have headaches and dizziness, hunger turns to pain, desperate thirst, worse than a heroin addict. They continue to lose their strength; they describe the pain in the pit of the stomach like a dagger going through them and a bonfire implanted in their throats. They drink from themselves if possible, just to calm the anxiety. After four months without blood, they are like human scum: weak, dull hair and eyes, with a constant terrible pain stabbing inside. In the fifth their muscles dry out and the skin sticks to their bones. They become corpses that can’t die until you take pity on them by ripping their heads off or stabbing their hearts; they even beg for it. Their skin withers, it takes on a yellowish cardboard color, their hair falls out, just like their nails and teeth. The only thing they keep are their fangs, but even if they had someone willing to give them their blood, they are so weak that they are not capable of biting them. They barely have the strength to let out little whimpers of pain; they released screams long before, tearing their throats. How long it takes for them to fall into that condition depends on the strength of the Luliefth, but the vast majority take no more than six months to end up a disgusting, pathetic lump of bone.” The male fell silent with the cruel images in his mind.  

Cedric: “Wow! That Russian is something else,” he broke the silence, wanting to appear unconcerned, when in fact he was outraged that someone could be so cruel. 

Fenrir: “The five are something else, you can’t trust any of them,” the lycanthrope lashed out. “All have murdered, cheated and betrayed, all! Nicolai joined Frederick in some battles, to force a number of vampires to comply with the laws that the Great Council imposed, so I saw him at work myself.”

Cedric: “If your Sir approved, the bastard was just as cruel as Koslov.” The vampire couldn’t see the male because of the speed with which he attacked him. With his claws at his throat Fenrir slammed him against a wall, growling in his face. 

Fenrir: “We agreed that the only bastard that can insult your father here is me.” 

Cedric: “That bastard wasn’t my father,” he managed to say, trying to get rid of the male, but his strength was enormous. 

Fenrir: “We are not going to get into that discussion again; do your part of not insulting my Sir and I will do mine of not calling him your father and not ripping your head off, Little Fangs.” Reluctantly he released him. Cedric took a deep breath recovering the air that the male’s claws had snatched from him, he moved his neck from side to side following his master to continue training. “Nicolai tortured for the pleasure of seeing suffering; Frederick tortured who deserved it and he also had his skills for it. He was a bastard son of a bitch, but he always moved for a reason. Koslov and he maintained a good relationship until his death. They did not see each other often; however, they respected each other. Which doesn’t make him any less dangerous, I’m sure he must be very interested in seeing what wood you’re made of.”  

Cedric: “He will be in for a surprise,” he added assuredly.

Fenrir: “Yes, he will be surprised to see that you are made of pine. Put weight on that shit, what are you? A damn closed vampiress?! You won’t drop your womb if you lift macho weights; add at least a hundred pounds to that bar.” The vampire silently cursed him and complied; his thighs would burn like hell from those squats. “The one we have left is Lucius Kingston, the Englishman.”

Cedric: “The one who seems friendlier.”

Fenrir: “Yes, descendant of the second son of Lucifer. As much as he tried to hide it, envy shone in his pupils whenever he saw Frederick. His father fought to overthrow him; he ended up disemboweled in the attempt. He generally takes the lead in meetings, seems interested in the problems that arise, has never supported a female for more than five years, so he has no consort, and no descendants, at least not recognized. He believes that the world does not deserve to be stepped on by him, he is hateful, ingenious and calculating, and when he has wanted to destroy someone, he has done so from the root, without leaving a single loose seed. I’m almost sure it was him who came up with the idea that you should be forced to take your place on the Great Council.”

Cedric: “They all seem like paragons of virtue.”

Fenrir: “Enough talk, come on! The tatami awaits us.” 

The vampire hated those fights, no matter how hard he tried, he always ended up on the ground unable to get up; the Lycanthrope was a damn agile beast with enormous strength. The training that he underwent by himself before coming to live in the castle now seemed like child’s play. But as much as he hated them, the fights had a damn charm, just like females, he couldn’t resist them. 
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Fenrir: “Enough, get off that shit.” 

Cedric: “You use it too.” He obeyed, getting off the treadmill where he was running. 

Fenrir: “Only now that I need to be close to Lorna at all times, I prefer to go out into the woods, here!” He threw a dagger at him, which the vampire fortunately caught by the handle. “I will teach you how to use it.” 

Cedric: “Why a dagger and not a sword?”

Fenrir: “Currently Sires do not walk everywhere with their swords, but I assure you that there is not one who does not carry a dagger under all those silks in which they like to wrap themselves. It is practical and just as effective if you know how to handle it.” 

Cedric: “That’s logical.”

Fenrir: “That and because I feel like it. Attack, Little Fangs.” 

The vampire had never in his life held a dagger to fight. He trained as much as possible alone, without a guide; the thirst for revenge demanded it. He learned to handle the sword empirically, but never before was he guided by a warrior. 

The werewolf dodged several times before making a few shallow cuts just to show him how deadly one can be with a dagger. 

Fenrir: “I think we should start with the basics.” He lowered the knife from the vampire’s throat before pushing him away. 

Cedric: “That’s what you should have done before you left me as a strainer.”

Fenrir: “Don’t be a fag, those cuts are nothing. Besides, they won’t take long to close.”

Cedric: “That they close does not mean that they don’t burn.”

The male began with how he should hold the dagger and the basic defense and attack movements, while telling him a little more about the members of the Great Council. 

Fenrir: “Frederick knew the Achilles heel of every bastard. Luckily for you, all that information was shared with me. The important thing here is never having to use it.” 

Cedric: “Who do you think is the most powerful?”

Fenrir: “They’re all powerful, but if they were to go head-to-head, I’d be in the front row to see Nikolai Koslov the Russian, fight against Lucius Kingston, the Englishman. Your fath...” He stopped and cleared his throat as he realized that he shouldn’t say those words, which he found most of the time complicated and stupid. Frederick was shrewd enough never to carry the discussions to that point. He respected them, it would have been terribly devastating, the family of the fallen would have taken up arms looking for allies and provoking confrontations. He always respected the lives of the great warriors, ending Vlad’s, contrary to what most believed, he was not proud of. He regretted that the situation ended with the death of Sir Tepes.” 

Cedric: “Are you telling me that Frederick murdered Vlad Tepes??” 

Fenrir: “You didn’t know? I thought it was in the public domain, and he didn’t kill him, he defeated him in a confrontation. The best fight I have ever seen. My Sir ended up very badly injured, for a moment I thought I would lose him in my arms, but the bastard recovered; it took him weeks to recover from all the injuries.” 

Cedric: “No, I did not know the name of who had executed him, there are those who claim he is still alive, only retired.” The werewolf rolled his eyes. 

Fenrir: “Gossip is a bloody pest that doesn’t respect race.”

Cedric: “They say that Tepes was the most powerful vampire, even more than the king; the true first-born of Lucifer, who spewed fire from his hands, is that true?” 

Fenrir: “Frederick did it too, only he didn’t brag about it, and Tepes did it first. It was impressive to see them, they did it by exploiting their power, with reddened pupils and an electrifying ring that stung your skin. But using it sapped Tepes’s strength considerably, something the bastard never mentioned, but my sir noticed. On a day-to-day basis, he could only light a cigarette or candles without the need for matches. His telekinesis powers were also amazing. Your race has the power to erase or modify the short- term memory of humans, but they were capable of erasing long term memories. On some occasion my Sire told me that he was sure that when Tepes put his mind to it, he could read the minds of the weakest. The skills of both warriors were very similar. Frederick truly appreciated and respected him.”  

Cedric: “Then why did he kill him? Shit!” The vampire complained about the cut he had received on his arm in the middle of the lesson. 

Fenrir: “He didn’t kill him! It was a fight to the death. Vlad and Frederick fell in love with the same female; your mother preferred my Sir, but Vlad didn’t accept it, so he challenged him to a hand-to-hand duel. That bastard was the goddamn god of war. Your mother begged Frederick not to accept; I bit my tongue to not ask too, but Frederick Erskine would first pull out his fangs before not accepting a duel. If we had known that death would trigger so many conflicts, surely Frederick would have thought about it twice.” 

Cedric: “Are you telling me they fought to the death for my mother? You lie!” The male grabbed him from behind again, digging the edge of the blade into the white skin of the vampire’s neck.

Fenrir: “Don’t ever insult me ​​again. I gain nothing by lying to you; your mother knew how much it hurt my Sir to end Vlad’s life. You could say that he was his only friend in that long life and a weight he carried until the day of his death.” He pushed Cedric forward, causing him to fall to his knees. “Practice half an hour more, see you in the dining room.” The lycanthrope left with a tumult of memories and a bitter taste in his mouth; he had a mixture of sadness and anger. That love was the misfortune of Vlad, of Frederick, his female, Desa, and it reached his descendant. “More than a hundred years have passed, Tepes, and your unrequited love is still fucking up, you bastard!” he muttered between his teeth. 

The male got rid of his clothes and jumping through a window ran towards the forest, he needed to somehow expel those feelings that drowned him and running through the trees was a better option than attacking the luliefth.
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T

he lycanthrope was anxious and worried, he hated being separated from his mate in her state, but he would not let the vampire go to that meeting alone; that group had to know that the heir was not alone. He covered his safety and if anyone had thoughts of treating his boy like a chess piece, he was prepared to unleash a bloody war.

He gave him some final instructions as they entered the property, the beautiful carefully lit gardens did not relax his tension; on the contrary, he perceived the power of the Sires increasing with each step as they approached them.

Fenrir: “When you address any of the members, look them straight in the eye, confidently, although without challenge in your words. Don’t let yourself be intimidated, but don’t provoke them either, and think before you open your damn mouth, don’t spit out the first thing that comes to you; you have to learn to use your neurons.”

Cedric: “Damn! You’re making me nervous; I feel like I’m going to ask a father for permission to fuck his closed daughter.” He used that disinterested tone that characterized him. The lycanthrope turned off the black Bugatti SUV Rendering truck in front of the residence and brought his face closer to Cedric’s, grabbing him by the neck. 

Fenrir: “Those sons of bitches are thousands of years old; they hate you and envy you because of your lineage, and because of it they have to respect you. They have drunk, fornicated, fought, drugged and experienced the best sensations and carnal pleasures that exist on this planet; you and your head can mean a challenge, a spark of fun to their miserable and boring lives.” He reluctantly released him. “By all hell! I would be wasting my time if I didn’t know what I’m talking about.” 

Cedric: “I know, I’ll just... I’ll take my precautions, I’m not stupid!” he assured seriously. He seemed calm; he hid the nervousness that the scrutiny of those bastards caused him very well, but he was aware of the power that the luliefths gave off; he perceived it sizzling in the environment from a couple of blocks back.

A dienner approached to open the door for the heir; he got down thanking the servant with a nod and immediately closed his suit. 

The servant’s gesture of surprise did not go unnoticed by the Guardian, Cedric’s resemblance to his father was impressive, even more so with the ridiculously sumptuous, tailored suit that he had made at H. Huntsman & Sons once he accepted his position as a billionaire, spending a small fortune on clothing. 

Between fine dark silks and meticulous embroidery, he looked just like the late Frederick; intimidating, elegant and mysterious, the only thing missing was the wise and cold look, the one that made even the most daring balls shrink and few dared to hold; the one that seemed to predict your movements before you even thought them. 

Fenrir stopped him for a moment to hand him an ebony staff, with a silver, hand-carved handle bearing the symbol of his lineage. 

Cedric: “Guardian, this is a gem.” He held it up in surprise, admiring the beauty of the cane. 

Fenrir: “Not only that.” With his thumb, he pressed an imperceptible latch and raised the handle a few inches, revealing the blade of the dagger for a brief second. He shook his face slightly to silence the vampire. “I knew you’d like it, it’s the missing touch to your ridiculous outfit.”  

The vampire smiled as he was guided by an attractive female vampire with very short hair that exposed her little pointed ears (a characteristic of the females of her race) which sharpened her features, making them look even more delicate and feminine. 

Cedric: “Thank you,” he added, somewhat awkwardly, he wasn’t used to receiving gifts and was pleasantly taken aback by the detail. “I didn’t know you had such good taste.” 

Fenrir: “Don’t thank me, you have a complete collection in the castle.” The vampire realized then that it wasn’t a gift from the Guardian, it was part of Frederick’s inheritance. The werewolf tightened his hand on the vampire’s hand holding the staff. “This is not the time for tantrums, get used to them,” he growled softly close to his ear, so only his boy could hear.

They were led through the huge residence until they reached the main hall. 

The vampiress gave them both a seductive look, Cedric slid his pupils lasciviously over the pronounced curves covered in a tailored miniskirt suit that showed off her long legs while he gave her a slight bow. Fenrir, on the other hand, kept his face impassive, ignoring the female’s provocation despite the fact that she slipped a card with her phone number into his shirt pocket. He knew her, he had had explosive sexual encounters with the female countless times; she was fucking hot, practically an opponent in bed, but his situation had changed since the last time they fornicated. Now the only one that managed to ignite his blood without even provoking him, the only body that he wanted to seize and feel around his manhood sucking it, was that of his mate, his small and beautiful female, the one that awaited him giving life to his firstborn.

Cedric: “If I wasn’t here, she would have gone for your jugular.” 

Fenrir: “Focus,” he rebuked him in a low, but stern tone. He took the card from his shirt and tore it up to the vampire’s incredulous gesture. 

Cedric: “Do you have any eye problems? If you didn’t want her number, you should have given it to me.” The werewolf leaned close to the boy’s ear. 

Fenrir: “She’s been working here for decades. I’ll tell you when it’s safe for you to get between her legs, now start using the head you have on your shoulders before they rip it off to play tennis with it.” The vampire took a deep breath, started to knock on the door, but the lycan stopped him. “Don’t knock, you have the right to be there, you don’t need anyone’s permission, just go in.” 

He nodded at the instruction. Ignoring the deadly power emanating from the room, he raised his chin and turned his neck to both sides making it creak in preparation for what was coming, a mania he inherited from his father. That made the lycanthrope push out his chest feeling proud of his boy, in the same way that his Sir surely felt, even if he was in the seventh hell, where the son of a bitch surely was.  

He opened the heavy wooden doors.

The mansion as a whole was imposing, overflowing with richness in every detail; however, that room was simply sumptuous, with circular white walls and golden moldings, with a high ceiling forming a dome where a painting worthy of being compared to that of Michelangelo in the Sistine Chapel could be appreciated. Later he would have to investigate what it was about, since it clearly represented the nine families that made up the Great Council in its beginnings.

Lucius Kingston welcomed him; they greeted each other grasping their forearms, the way males use to do. The hairs on his arms and the back of his neck stood up, but he pretended with a self-satisfied half smile that he wasn’t surprised by the power he radiated. Nikolai accompanied him to the back of the room, serving a couple of drinks. 

Nicolai: “Whiskey I suppose?”, he asked without bothering to turn to look at him, but a familiar scent distracted him from his work. He was not present when Fenrir reported Frederick’s demise. The Luliefth’s silver gaze met the werewolf’s dark one and with a firm step he approached him with a glass of whiskey and another of vodka in his hands. He extended the old-fashioned glass with the amber liquor. Fenrir accepted it, they clinked their glasses without taking their eyes off each other, expressing his condolences with that gesture, but above all, respect. “To a great warrior!” he toasted in an authoritative voice.

Fenrir: “A great warrior and the biggest son of a bitch I’ve ever met.” 

A grimace resembling a smile appeared on the Russian’s face. Frederick and the Guardian had been his companions in battle on several occasions, in which they watched each other’s backs; in those fights when dawn approached and he looked back observing the dismembered bodies in the middle of rivers of blood and ash, he was glad to fight on the same side as the pair of warriors.  

They finished off the liquor in one gulp. They clasped forearms with a nod of recognition and mutual respect. 

Nicolai knew the desolation that the death of the crownless king must have left him, the same one that he suffered by the death of his Guardian several decades ago. 

He made a gesture to invite him to enter, but the male remained firm without crossing the doors, since only the members of the Great Council with their Guardians had access to the room and he no longer fell into that category. 

Both the Englishman and the Russian then understood that the powerful male was taking charge of Erskine’s son, grooming him as his mentor, to fill the enormous position his lineage required. 

Lucius: “But how? Haven’t you offered him the position of Guardian yet? If you don’t hurry, any of us could propose.”

Nicolai: “We could, but the Guardian would not accept, or am I wrong?” 

Fenrir: “My allegiance has already been given,” he assured in a firm voice, giving a small nod and stepping back before closing the heavy doors.

The last time he was in that place, he reported the death of his Sir and left as soon as possible, believing that he would not return. Now he protected the heir, even if he was behind those doors.

The rest of the members of the Great Council arrived, greeting him with respect. Fabre held his forearm a couple of seconds longer than necessary with a stupid smile on his face and that gleam in his yellow eyes that wanted to say: “Fuck me whenever you want.” The bastard had known him for more than two centuries, he knew perfectly well that he didn’t fornicate with males regardless of the amount of alcohol that poisoned his veins, but he didn’t lose hope; that’s what he called being persistent and the rest was stupid. But the Frenchie would be left with the desire to be pierced by his wolfish member, he would prefer to have his balls ripped out before frolicking with a male.  

He looked at the paintings in the corridor wistfully, Frederick loved art and he, ignorant of all this, claimed that they were unpleasant, gloomy and boring paintings. As punishment for his audacity, Frederick forced him to study the life of the artists of those paintings, Rembrandt, Van Dyck, Angelica Kauffmann, and Vermeer.

Bloodsucking bastard! He cursed him silently, always alert to what might be happening inside the room. 
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Fenrir was driving to one of the houses that Cedric inherited in London, he preferred to return to the castle as soon as possible, but the vampire would travel to Italy the next night and the Guardian, despite the anguish that tormented him for being separated from his female, decided to make sure that the vampire got on that plane without a hitch. 

Cedric: “You can go back to the castle, tomorrow I’ll ask for a car to take me to the hangar and that’s it, you don’t have to stay.” 

Fenrir: “If it wasn’t for you going to finish your business, you wouldn’t go and if Lorna wasn’t pregnant, I’d come with you, but since I can’t leave her alone for so many days, I’ll at least make sure to keep you alive while you’re here.” 

Cedric: “Do you really think someone will attack me? They were glaring at me the whole time, but I didn’t feel any provocation, actually the atmosphere was more cordial than I imagined, although the aura of those old men is...” He couldn’t find the right adjective to describe it, creepy was close to what he felt. 

Fenrir: “I know what you mean, the aura of Vlad and my Sir was deadly and creepy, charged with a mystical force that could be perceived hundreds of kilometers away, although that group is not far behind. And no, they will not attack you, they are not stupid, now they know that you are not alone; besides, the notification about your appointment as a Sir within the Great Council must have already reached the noble families. Their strength would be diminished if they lose the heir to the ghost throne in such a short time, the population would turn on them, they would demand answers assuming that it was one of them who murdered you. A large number of civilians respected my Sir, and if anyone is thinking of going against you, I doubt it will be directly. Reducing opponents slowly is something they enjoy, a frontal war so soon after the death of the king without a crown would not be well seen by the population.”  

Cedric: “Then? Why stay?” 

Fenrir: “Prevention never hurts, learn it, Little Fangs. I’m not going to last you an eternity. Well, continue, what other matters did you discuss?” 

Cedric: “In addition to the lands that they want to appropriate that I already explained to you and the agreements that they negotiated with a clan of bears and wolves in America, the only relevant thing is that there is a person sentenced to death for abusing a girl; she does not have a mate and was not recognized by a parent.” 

Fenrir: “What is relevant about that? Since there is no male who claims his death to avenge his offense, they are executed practically immediately by any prison sentinel. What’s the problem?”  

Cedric: “The attacked female requests to kill him with her own hands, after torturing him.” The werewolf gave an approving snort. 

Fenrir: “I hope you voted for it.”

Cedric: “We should not need to vote; it should be in writing that it is the right of the female victim to punish her aggressor. All except Battaglia voted in agreement.”   

Fenrir: “That fucking Battaglia! His votes are always against females.”

Cedric: “Bastard!” They remained silent for several minutes. Once they arrived at the residence where they were kindly received by a couple of dienners, he was encouraged to ask, “Do none currently have a Guardian?”

Fenrir: “No, Battaglia’s died more than two hundred years ago, Nikolai’s perished covering his back more than one hundred years ago. I was the only one in those meetings behind my Sir.” 

Cedric: “Those bastards would fight for you, they asked me if I would ask you to be my Guardian.” 

Fenrir: “I thought I had been clear, what did you answer them?” 

Cedric: “The same as you, that your loyalty has already been given.” The werewolf nodded in agreement with his answer. “What are you thinking? I can almost hear the nuts in your head.” 

Fenrir: “Nothing really important was discussed at the meeting, the land thing could have waited until there was something more important to discuss. As I assumed, they just wanted to measure your power.” 

They parted with a nod of their heads and each went into their room. 

After perceiving the energy of the sires and seeing the respect that those bastards had for the male, Cedric understood the laughter he caused when asking him to be his Guardian days after arriving at the castle. He still had a lot to learn and train, but he would strive. He hated being the weakest link at that table, he had sworn to himself years ago never to feel vulnerable again. He was not willing to wait helplessly to be slaughtered, he was young compared to the rest, but not stupid; he wasted years drinking and fornicating because he never believed that he would be in that situation. Whether he liked it or not, the time had come to strengthen the skills that flowed through his veins.  

After the meeting, outside of the power game that the Sires were up to, he understood the responsibility of belonging to that circle; they weren’t just billionaire bastards, murderers and petulant. The laws of their entire society depended on them to maintain peace or start a war between themselves or with some other race. His damn opinion was never relevant and now with it he could make a difference in the lives of vampires who needed help, like the one his mother had needed one day. He always hated being seen as the heir to the phantom throne, that’s why he associated with very few and in superficial conversations, but if that was the only life option he had at the moment, he was willing to commit himself and whoever thought of removing him of the way, he would be received by his drawn sword.  
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The Guardian left his boy in the hangar with a lot of advice, the most important being, “Don’t part with your cane and don’t hesitate to use it.” The young man turned out to have skills with the dagger after several trainings. The lycan hoped he was better with the sword, the favored weapon of his ancestors. 

He stepped on the accelerator fully and after several hours on the road, he arrived at the castle. His life-mate was waiting anxiously for him, and he caught her in his strong arms as if he hadn’t seen her in weeks. Filling her face with an endless string of kisses, he took her by the shoulders, his gaze running down her body to make sure she was okay. Dropping to one knee on the floor, he kissed and caressed her belly reverently; each time he did so, Lorna’s eyes grew moist.

Fenrir: “Are you fine? Are my puppy and female okay?”, he asked looking up. 

Lorna: “We’re fine, happy now that you’re back.”

With her in his arms, between tender and passionate kisses, he went to the room, desperate to mount her, to possess her, to make love to her, to invade the wet and velvety sex of his mate. 
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C

edric not only had great affection for them, he considered Adriano and his mother Bianca as the family he never had. Thanks to them, he didn’t lose his sanity...or his life. Had it not been for their compassion and patience, he would surely have become a scum to society, and although he could not rest until he obtained his revenge, he did not lose himself in it; the arms of his second mother always brought him back to reality. 

For this reason, he decided to give them the shoe store and the properties he had inherited from his grandfather, as well as a good amount of money. 

Adriano: “You not only come back by private plane, you also come back huge, what the fuck did you put in yourself? Silicone?”, he asked, scoffing and punching his friend’s massive bicep as he picked him up. 

Cedric: “The only thing I’ve gotten into is a few beatings in training, the bloody Guardian is a kick in the balls. You should come to the castle with me, a vacation wouldn’t hurt your mother and the sack of fleas could train us both; this way he would have two punching bags to play with.” 

Adriano: “Do you think he would want to? I’m curious to meet him, it must be impressive to see him fight.” 

Cedric: “I guess so, so far, I’ve only seen him kick my ass and enjoy it, the bastard. As you will understand I want to relax, so take me to a good club. I want to drink, dance, smoke and fornicate, just in that damn order.”

Adriano: “Say no more.”

Before belonging to the Great Council, although he had not enjoyed a privileged economic position, he did not have liquidity problems. He did not live in a castle, he did not have luxurious cars, nor many servants. His priorities were clear and he spent his money on them: females, drink and clothes.

The pair of friends was known in all the clubs and bars of the city, they never arrived accompanied, they always got necks and legs ready to open up for them. 

His physical attractiveness was his letter of introduction. Adriano did not know the identity of his father, Bianca only revealed to him that he was from the aristocracy, and she, having "contaminated" blood, that is, ancestors of other races, in addition to not belonging to the nobility, he simply discarded her when she became pregnant. 

The purer their blood, the greater beauty and power their kind possessed. 

Lilith and Lucifer, the parents of his race were to blame for that. Lilith, being Adam’s first woman, was created from clay just like him, in the image and likeness of the Creator, but when Adam wanted to subdue her to mate with her as the animals around her did in Paradise; Lilith, a strong and determined female refused to be below him. She was a female, but not an animal, she thought and demanded equality. However, Adam insisted on submitting her without asking her opinion, so Lilith decided to leave Paradise. That’s why the Creator, seeing his man alone, in need of company, formed a second woman; one from his own rib, more submissive than the first, who he was able to subdue without any problem, accepting what the male gave her.  

Lilith ended up on earth fornicating with the demons that were there, but none were capable of creating life. 

Lucifer, on the other hand, did have that gift, and seeing lust embodied in dangerous curves, he couldn’t resist her beauty; he decided to make her his, to fornicate with her in all those ways that the female wanted. He adored her rebelliousness and decision, the sensuality and the intoxicating scent that emanated from between her legs, but envious and overbearing as he was, no demon ever touched her again, he claimed her as his own, and demons were not stupid, they would not face the wrath of their king.  

Feeling tied down was not to her liking at first, but Lucifer had an even greater sexual appetite than hers, as well as prodigious charm and beauty, so he kept her sated and adored, earning not only her body, but also her damned soul.  

Carnal pleasures exploded and from that union the first Luliefth were born. 

Lilith suffered and cursed her Creator with the death of her first descendant. She discovered after the loss of the first that they should not be exposed to the sun, a weakness inherited from Lucifer who was expelled from the light and the kingdom of heaven, so his offspring would never see the star king without paying for it with their lives, burning to ashes in a slow and painful death. 

However, they also inherited his strengths; physically beautiful, strong, intelligent, cunning and determined like their parents, with hot blood and an urgent carnal need once they reach sexual maturity, starting with it their thirst for blood, with instincts of possession, jealousy and independence. 
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