CHAPTER 7
…WE LIVE IT OUR WAY

PART 2
- Rhage! Get out of there, for fuck’s sake! - Wrath crushed the bedroom door on Hollywood and Mary’s bedroom as if his fist was a ram-. Rhage!
- Here I cooommmmeee, dammit!
The blonde opened the shut door, fully dressed for battle, with the daggers crossed on his chest, and just put the leather coat. His hair was wet, dripping after a shower ... again. Wrath roared.
-My balls are beginning to swell from having to get to fetch you all fuckheads. I've had to separate Phury from his reds, so don’t tempt my patience.- he folded his arms across his chest-. In case you don’t remember, you're a warrior. And you’ve work tonight.
Rhage remained with the coat half dressed and his mouth open.
- Hey, I cannot believe it! Is this a sermon, dammit? Butch and Vishous have been locked in a room and no one went to them to say ...
-Butch and Vishous have been out for quite a while. They’re preparing the assault. In case you forgot. So do yourself a knot on your cock and get down and out of there.- low brows came very together-. They have a plan, blessed be their brains, so get ready.
Hollywood muttered something about "plan" and "ass", but he disappeared, boots echoing down the hall toward the lobby. Wrath ran a hand through his hair, to take it away from his face. At times it seemed that instead of warriors he had a group of boy scouts in full teen years. He checked his watch with large digital numbers and smiled.
There was more than an hour before the party started and he had to watch out for the SMS.
Enough time to go look for his Beth.
OOO
Zsadist glanced Vishous and Butch working at the bank on the workshop, a crowded room next to the garage, and he felt that the tactics of the Brotherhood were about to experience an improvement with those two working together. Not to mention they had Butch as the only weapon that could turn a lesser into absolutely nothing. If they wanted to take advantage of the cop’s abilities, all the Brotherhood should vary its strategies.
-Good idea with the gasoline.-V bumped knuckles with the Irishman, a cigar in a corner of his mouth.
Butch raised his glass bottle filled with the mixture of gasoline, cheap vodka, and motor oil, studying it with an expert eye. Then he began to twist a cotton wick, fitting it into the neck of the bottle with the bottom well soaked in the mixture.
-When I was in the force we had a hard time with anti-system gang riots.- the cop picked up another bottle and fitted a funnel-. The gasoline makes this lit like shit, no way to extinguish the fire, and the vodka helps to detonate it. The bastards used it a lot.
Z smiled to himself, leaning against the wall beside the door while his twin watched the two brothers with a face that made him seem like he had entered a new dimension. Vishous finished screwing carefully what looked like a brown plastic mushroom, the size of a small coconut. It was curious to see how they moved around the table, one pulling away if the other needed to take something from the opposite side, without disturbing each other, coordinated.
Like a fucking marriage. With bite marks on their necks.
The door opened and Rhage entered the workshop in a storm. Fortunately, V’s pulse didn’t tremble. He only look up with his clear eyes to freeze Hollywood on the spot.
-If I were you, I would be more careful, brother. That if you want to keep your balls in place.- he lowered his head, setting the top on the explosive thing.
Rhage squeezed the shoulders of the twins in a greeting and then came to the table like the moth to the flame.
- But what the hell are you doing?
-Molotov Cocktails.- Butch began to pour gasoline into the funnel of the new bottle-. Home made recipe.
-Defragmentation mines.- Vishous took another one of those plastic mushrooms, disassembled it, and began to fill it with iron filings from the forge, discarded metal debris with sharp points, broken glass and rusty nails.
Hollywood's eyes lit up.
-Mines? What about the old style, kick the door of the farm and begin the slaughter?
-We may be outnumbered, you idiot.- Z snorted.
Butch looked up as he left the gasoline and took the oil pot. Another one with wet hair. Not that the shower had eliminated V’s bonding scent off him, for what Zsadist sniffed.
- Would you rather risk your life and return home with open gushes to make your Mary suffer or attempt to balance the numbers to have a fight without casualties? – the cop’s little speech was all professional, "Law and Order" narration.
-Man, put it like this and ... - Rhage observed the preparations- What's the plan?
Vishous began adjusting the parts of the mine, screwing it in place. It was incredible that they could buy the components of that thing on the Internet for less than two dollars.
-We can’t enter the farm your style, Hollywood, don’t know how many undead are inside. We’ll probably be outnumbered, so if they take advantage of the coverage of furniture, rooms and other they’ll make us new holes.- V adjusted the detonator with the same loving care with which you would take care of a baby-. We have to make them leave the farm and disable them before they have time to flee through the fields. So that Butch can take them in easy when they’ll be incapacitated.
- How many do you can, cop? - Phury put the million dollar question.
Butch looked up serious, and Z didn’t escape the sidelong glance from V to the Irishman. Maybe that was the plan and they both agreed on it, but it twisted Vishous’s guts.
-I don’t know, I've never put my limit to the test. But if we take down all of them, I can go sucking, then stopping for V to clean me and keep going-. he shrugged, as he finished placing the wick in the second cocktail-. It's my role in this war, so it's time to know what I can do.
Rhage pointed to what they had on the table with a finger.
- And all this is for ...?
Butch showed the Molotov cocktails already prepared.
-Nothing like fire to flush out rats.
Vishous took out a coil of wire from the closet and nodded to the mines.
-Disabling the first to come rushing out the door.
Rhage started grinning like an asshole.
-Okay, what do I do?
Butch pursed his lips with an amused grin.
-It's a farm. There will be vans or large vehicles. Have you ever hit someone and left him stuck to the ground?
Hollywood's cheeks started to get strained from smiling.
-I look forward to premiering.- eyebrows moved up and down and then rotated to Zsadist-. And you?
Z opened his leather coat like a fucking exhibitionist to reveal the two small axes embedded in the belt. He had taken the blades out and had polished them until they looked like scalpels.
-Besides being the first to do recon, someone has to sweep the legs of those who try to escape.
Rhage’s fangs flashed. As if they had drawn reflections of stars.
-Phury will do back-up.- Butch pointed to his twin, who nodded-. He shoot like an ace and he can’t be allowed to get hurt tonight.
Zsadist’s wiped his grin from his face. He couldn’t afford it because he couldn’t appear on the Other Side with his guts out.
Unlike him, Rhage seemed ready to burst with joy. He stood behind V and Butch, his arms around their necks and clasped their heads with force, giving them two kisses on the head.
- Ah, damn, I love it when you think at once! – he gave them a pat on the shoulder, ignoring the killer looks-. You plan and I hit. Don’t we make a good team?
-Hands off ...
- ... fucking baboon.- Butch elbowed him in the ribs and Rhage pulled aside-. And you’ll need this ...
Hollywood caught something with a metallic clink and Z could swear that he blushed like a damn poppy when he saw what he had caught. A set of handcuffs.
-Hey, guys, I love you, you know? But there are things in your, ah ... private lives… in which you don’t need to include me.
Butch barked a soft laugh as he pulled his own set out of his pants pocket and moved the cuffs with the easiness of practice. Z suppressed a smile as V’ white eyes followed the moves.
-Don’t be stupid, why do you think the cops have handcuffs?
-Em ... to restrain baddies?
-Bingo, genius.- the Irishman played with the metal rings and then turned serious-. Until now, the Brotherhood has always used the tactic of, say, "get in-fight-kill," but if my shit has to count for something, we should change that. We have to ensure that I aspire as many scumbags as possible and that means to restrain the enemy a while until I can take charge. So – he opened one of the cuffs-, everyone should get accustomed to having at least one set of these and learn - Butch trapped V's right wrist in a gesture so fast that the dark haired almost jumped when the ring made "click" – how to use them.- The cop took Vishous’s left arm, twisting his wrists up behind him together. He closed the other cuff and pushed him against the table with one leg between his thighs-. See?
Zsadist couldn’t say whose picture would he take if he had a camera in hand. Of Rhage, which seemed about to levitate off his boots; to Vishous, which was starting to ooze heat waves while clenching his jaws, bent over the table with his hands behind him, glaring at the cop, or to his twin, which seemed wanting to open a hole in the ground and bury himself in the basement.
Hollywood coughed.
-I think I get it.
-Great. And now, do you mind, cop? - V opened and closed his fists in the handcuffs with his eyebrows raised.
Butch grabbed his keys off the table and opened the rings as easily. V rubbed his wrists, without taking his eyes off the cop as he took off his handcuffs and gave them along with the keys to Rhage. Z couldn’t help notice that Vishous remained with his back to the others. As if hiding something. Big.
-I'm going to warm up the car.- Phury got up from his chair and slung the haversack with weapons on his shoulder.
- How many vehicles? - Rhage was playing gangsters with the handcuffs, trying to juggle them.
-Two. For if they fuck the wheels of one and we’ll need another to get out.- Vishous began to pack the mines, wire and bombs in a metal box. With his back to them-. The Escalade and Phury’s Audi.
Hollywood followed Phury happy like a kid with a new toy and Zsadist went out the workshop with a crooked smile on his face.
He could bet his axes that V and Butch were going to have an interesting conversation.
OOO
-First we should make a reserve of weapons and ammunition. Without that we’re not going anywhere.
-With twelve men either. I don’t know what the Texan is thinking, but we should have to prepare new inductions and ...
Mr. D was positioned on the chipped wood threshold of the old farm kitchen, listening to the conversations of his new guys in the room. Actually, he pretty much agreed with them. The experience of those weeks had enabled him to see several things clearly: the guerrilla war plans against the Brotherhood were fine but were of no use if they had no troops and supplies. Which meant doe and lessers.
The second was easier to get if they had more time. Perhaps it was time to forget temporarily about the Brothers to regroup, organize and strengthen. Start looking at places of meeting for the violent elements of humanity, to select future recruits. Yes, that would be the line of action.
Because getting more money to allow them to buy a decent gear for the war was going to be more difficult. He didn’t had money and neither the lesser he used to induce, they came from a dodgy social class. The sale of drugs, however, could be a bonanza to explode. The problem was that he, with his contacts, could only move in a small-scale pond. To go up a step he had to meet people from a social class different from his.
They needed a leader who could move between the rich and powerful if they wanted to swing the balance of the war.
But they didn’t have him.
It was only him and, frankly, he was very, very tired of having to be the one with the brain. How well would he live, -or exist- if he only had to say ...
Something rang in his head with such force that D gasped and had to grab the worn linoleum of the kitchen. Something like hell’s bells.
The Omega.
Mr. D’s body temperature fell to hypothermia and he felt a wave of nausea that made him bend over the rusty drain. A call. To him. In a nearby location.
Now.
D lifted painfully when the headache subsided, leaving him dirty and icy, like sour sweat on the skin. Fuck him. Twice shit. What he had longed so a couple of nights before, the attention of the Dark Lord, now was a bitch he would give anything to get rid of. Too late. One doesn’t ignore a call from the Omega without suffering such torture that his induction ceremony looked like a heavenly ride.
He waited until he was sure he had under control his panic expression, picked up the hat atop a wooden table and opened the door to the dining room. Half dozen lessers were scattered around the table, on shredded couches and chairs; they turned toward him.
-I'm going out. I have a call from the Omega .- if lessers had doubted whether or not to be loyal, they now had the necessary stimulus.
Everyone sat straight as sticks, as if the Lord of Hell was doing a head count. D turned to J, the undead with more years spent in the company from those who had arrived at the farm. The guy was like a pale version of Clark Gable, a con artist from the era of the Great Depression.
-I’ll take your car. It’s the Lexus, right?
With all that had happened, he thought not risking to get his old Ford. It was possible that the Brotherhood had its description and were looking for it. The guy nodded, twisting his white mustache, reached into the pocket of his slacks and threw him a set of keys that D caught on the fly.
-I'll come back as soon as possible.- he adjusted his hat and zipped up the wool lined jacket to leave.
The chill he felt when he hit the cold air of the snowy night was only an echo from back when his body was able to feel the cold. A reflex.
Nothing more.
OOO
In the basement of the mansion of the Brotherhood, Vishous waited just until the footsteps of others lost intensity to get away from the workshop. He was behind Butch, pushing him against the table and immobilizing his wrist holding in the metal rigs in less than a second.
-Next time you start something ... do it so you’ll finish it.- he pushed his hips in a stroke against his cop’s ass, pointing out exactly what he had started.
Butch turned his head over his shoulder with raised eyebrows and an innocent expression.
- What is it, V? Didn’t like to collaborate in the practical class?
-Very much. But don’t stick with the theory.- he moved his hips in circles.
Butch threw his right leg back, tangled in his own to destabilize him, and pulled away from his hold with a laugh. He moved his finger back and forth in front of his face.
-If we keep like this, then the others will go without us. And I will not miss action for another night! – he looked at him with hands on hips and lifted an eyebrow-. I thought you had enough after two hours on that couch.
God knew the shear effort that had cost them to get out of that room. At least, by the time Wrath had lost patience and went looking for them, they were already in the workshop, showered and dignified putting their brains together to devise a plan for the night. And, who would had thought, they also made a good team in that. He had an innate gift for field strategies and Butch an adequate knowledge of urban guerrilla tactics as to give those dirty fucking lesser hell from now on.
As long as the cop didn’t exaggerate with inhaling them.
Vishous took his own set of handcuffs, turning them on his finger before putting them in his pants in a "you think you’re the only one who can do it?" gesture, while he turned off his lower side and switch on the top.
-I don’t like it, cop. You testing how many you can digest, I don’t like it.
Butch's expression turned to one of tenderness that made him uncomfortable as hell. He approached him and took his face in his hands, forcing him to look him in the eye.
-You'll be there to clean me. If immobilized, I can go inhale them and stop for you to get the shit out of me. It's a controlled risk. I trust you, you know. - he shook him-. You have to trust that I know my limits too, V. I’ll not do crazy things. Not now.
Vishous pursed his lips for a moment, hating that the Dhestroyer had to be precisely Butch, but he bit his tongue before saying it. If not for that predestined role, probably the cop would not be a vampire now, or a Brother, and they couldn’t be mated.
-I accept Butch’s full "pack", but that doesn’t mean I like it.- he kissed his cop, a surprisingly chaste contact, taking into account what they had done.
-I know. Me either, believe me.- he let him go to get his bag-. But it will be fine. If a genius and a cop think together, things have to go with a fucking precision. And we have a date for when we finish with the farm, right?
-Yep.- his goatee moved with a smile on his own. God, he couldn’t believe that they would do what they were about to do.
Butch walked toward the door, talking over his shoulder.
-And ... you still haven’t told me what you want for your birthday. So I will not die tonight, we have too many things pending.
Gifts? Damn, as if thinking of something more than he already had wouldn’t be like tempting fate. Vishous found himself, suddenly, with the greatest gift anyone could have thought of.
Although... He glanced at the armoire where they kept the materials, handcuffs and chains.
Who knows, maybe later, when the cop was more prepared ...
Cut the mental wire, piece of shit. Lessers. Ranch. Butch testing his vacuum power. Con-cen-trate.
Vishous loaded his knapsack with explosives and metal boxes with a crooked smile, trying to get used to the idea that, henceforth, he would have a heavy heart every time they’ll go out and fight. He left the workshop behind Butch shaking his head.
Why didn’t he found a mate who would stay behind putting bandages or other safe shit instead of a warrior in the front row?
Because you would be unable to live with a person like that, that’s why, his conscience concluded.
OOO
Phury stopped the car just behind the Escalade with V, Butch and Rhage on board, standing on the side of a bumpy country road and the frozen manure was a reminder that they had entered the realm of tractors and cows.
It had stopped snowing, which was a huge bitch. But it’s not like the 45 size boot tracks were very discreet in the snow. At least the sky was covered and moonless. He saw Butch in the front, in the Escalade, firing a flashlight, head bowed, as if consulting something. Then he shut it off and the doors of the jeep opened.
-We're in the right place.- he murmured.
-Down.- at his side, Zsadist opened the passenger door as if he moved more than at the usual speed. Adrenaline, pure and simple.
It was also just what he needed to appease the inner tremor he had since he had offered himself to replace V in the ceremony. A very educated way to say that he had offered to fuck his first partner in V’s place. That same night. In a few hours.
He noted the sweaty palms and rubbed them on the leather pants before leaving the car. Some vehicles were parked in on a gravel heap, just before a snow-covered road that penetrated the left of the road, in some corn fields. Abandoned, judging by the plants bent and broken. The dry herbs were so high that any of them could walk through them without being seen, and it camouflaged the cars if someone looked from the trail.
Butch spoke softly.
-According to the GPS, Texas’s car is parked about 300 meters that way. The map shows a farm, so that should be the access road, probably.- he pointed to the path between the cornfields.
-That means several buildings. House. Grainer. Warehouse. Sheds .- V whispered as he crunched his glove-. We don’t know how many buildings nor how many lessers. Nor if there are guards outside. Z, we count on you.
His twin’s lip wrinkled.
-Stay tight. I’ll do a perimeter search, wait here.
-Zsadist…be careful.- he could not help murmuring.
The shaved head turned to him when Z already walked among the tall reeds. To Phury's surprise, his eyes were still yellow. Normally, as soon as Z smelt action, they tinged with black anger, but it seemed that his brother had found the inner peace needed to keep a cool head.
There was nothing like having a reason to live.
OOO
The black daggers didn’t make a sound at all when Zsadist drew them out, squatting among the cornfields. Thanks to the blackened steel alloy V used to forge them, they didn’t capture any reflection either. The perfect companion for a quiet spy.
Despite his height, Z was able to glide like a snake, finding the holes for not moving more rods. He moved with stealth, always parallel to the road, stopping occasionally to listen.
Nothing.
The night was dark and silent. He risked his head out of the cornfield to check the road to the farm and frowned. There were deep tire marks in the frozen mud, still with some puddles of water, toward the road.
One car had left the farm only a short time ago. Z wrinkled his lip as he wished the fucking Texan had not escaped. No matter how many others they killed, if they could not take the leader, that night would be shit.
He returned to the coverage of the abandoned fields, advancing more rapidly in parallel to the road. Then, the corn road began to describe a curve, as if it surrounded a building. Z stuck to the ground, crawling to the edge of the field, daggers in hands, and peered from behind a mound of frozen dirt.
The trail opened into a wide plain surrounded by abandoned fields. A farm or, rather, the skeleton of a farm with two stories, wooden porch, occupied much of the space. About ten meters to the right stood what looked like an old barn or stable that still had traces of red paint.
To the left of the farm, three parked vehicles. A huge truck -a rusty blue survivor of the 60’s-, a Chevrolet out of a museum ... and that Ford with the attached GPS.
Oh, and a guard. Just at the foot of the stairs going up onto the porch, in the circle of light shed by a flickering light bulb. The smell would have given him a way, even without seeing his bleached hair.
Z silently bared his fangs while reviewing the house. The windows should have a finger of dust accumulated on them, but he still saw light on what should be the living room and in an upstairs room.
He suspected it was not Mrs. Mary Sue preparing apple jam.
The Brother crawled backwards, returning to the coverage of the reeds quietly, and swallowed the urge to jump over to that son of a bitch and go back to his sneak peak around the farm. A few meters away, Z was face to face with a mound of earth that stood up from the cornfield. He frowned, getting down on his knees, while measuring the elevation.
About two meters long. Just the size of a body.
He had just found Rahg’s tomb.
This time it took him more to contain the roar. The Texan hadn’t lied to Qhuinn and Blay when he had said they had buried the boy. He then added the removal of the body to the night's agenda because it was sure like shit the Brotherhood never left one of their own behind. Even a stiff one. That's why they had a fucking coffin in the Escalade.
Zsadist knew that his eyes had changed color and just then decided it was time to hurry. Because he couldn’t wait to slice some pale necks.
He completed the round, hidden among the reeds, as fast as he dared. He saw more light in the windows of the rooms on the first floor to the back of the farm which indicated that the lessers either were afraid of monsters in the closets and left the lights open or, rather, they had quite a number of undead pieces of shit in there.
There was a back exit, probably in the kitchen, and a window next door to it. On the left flank of the farm, another window on the ground floor.
Oh, and another guard, leaning against the barn door. At least, there weren’t lights inside that shed.
The night promised to be aaaaaaaall fun.
Zsadist dematerialized back to the cars parked along the county road hoping that the brains of V and Butch worked so well together as it seemed. Or Havers would be busy redoing their features after this night.
Four pairs of eyes fixed on him as soon as he was next to the Escalade. Z sheathed the daggers and reached out to Butch.
-Paper. Pencil.- they all squatted when Z supported the cop’s notepad on the floor, drawing a rough map of the trail, the esplanade, the farm, cars, and placing two guards with two lines.
-Shit.- Rhage whispered .- Were you able to tell how many are inside?
-Negative.- Z murmured as he drew a cross in the point where it was the tomb of the boy-. But it looks like a fucking convention of the undead.
- Do you think you can adapt the plan to this, guys? - his twin turned to Vishous and Butch.
V’s gloved hand grabbed the pad, turning it towards him, and looked at the sketch a second before turning it to the cop.
- Butch?
To everyone’s relief, the Irishman smiled sideways, knocking knuckles with his boy.
-Yup. We'll show those bastards what happens when the Brotherhood begins to think.- he took the pencil from Z, leaning over the paper-. Well, here's the plan ...
OOO
The lesser on guard on the opposite of the farm entrance sighed, raising puffs of steam, and hit the stairs with his boot’s heels, as if the legs of the undead could be freezing in the cold.
He’s balls weren’t going to freeze for a long time.
The pale demon looked up for a moment when the night landscape rippled, as if someone had set a bell jar around him. That was all that the son of a bitch was going to be able to perceive in the mhis Vishous had just lifted. And all that his fellow lessers would see as they appeared at porch’s windows would be a quiet winter night.
Of course, they wouldn’t see a blond giant silently materializing behind the back of the sentry. Nor how the vampire placed both paws on the head of lesser to break his neck with the snap of a dry branch.
Rhage dragged the bastard behind the parked cars, serving a still alive but incapacitated dish to Butch, a very quiet, blinking his eyes, wide open mouthed, releasing frothing saliva lesser.
The second guard had no better luck. Zsadist materialized behind him, covered his mouth with his left hand and slashed his throat with the knife he carried in his right, black blood spilling like oil sputum. Another who wasn’t going to be able to pursue a singing career.
Z put his arms under the armpits of the little guy and dragged him to the meeting point, behind the three vehicles. He dropped it next to other guard and prepared for the next assault, taking the two Molotov cocktails that V handed him.
Rhage didn’t stay to watch Butch’s special effects show. He quietly ran behind the cars with his daggers in hand, toward the blue van.
While the cop was holding the lesser by the neck against the ground, opening his mouth to suck his wickedness, Vishous ran from behind the car, crouched, with mines in hands and the coil wire on his arm.
Phury got his hand under the Ford, recovering the GPS. After the way they would leave that farm they wouldn’t want the cops to come and find a damn clue about anything. He put the pileup in his jacket, pulled out his guns, armed them and sat with his back against a car, sticking out his head to spy on what V was doing.
All in utterly silence.
With Molotov cocktails in hand, ready to receive the signal, Zsadist smiled from ear to ear.
Shit if they didn’t look like a platoon of well disciplined marines. Having those two brilliant brains working together had done a miracle to their tactics.
OOO
Vishous crouched next to the stairs that went up to farm’s porch and took the little shovel that he had prepared. Giving thanks for his mhis, he quickly dug a hole, buried the first mine, leaving out only the metal washer, and ran right across the steps, repeating the process with the other one.
He gave a slight look behind the car, cursing what Butch was doing at that time. As much as he had designed the plan with controlled risks, the cop trying to aspire as many fuckers as he could reminded him way too clearly of the vision of their deaths.
Not tonight. Not now that we're together. Not now ...
He clenched his jaw, forcing himself to focus, and paused a moment when he heard laughter coming from inside the farm. Strong steps echoed inside, dangerously close to the door, and V remained motionless. No one came out. He muttered a curse to himself and picked up the coil of wire, carefully tying one to the end shackle of the mine. Then he ran to the other, cut the wire and tied it to that.
The first lessers to leave the farm running on hills were going to trip over the wire at the foot of the stairs and get a nice shower of shrapnel. Fuck them.
V dematerialized behind the cars, just in time to see Butch sitting on the floor as if his body weighted a ton, skin the color of wax, black circles abound his eyes ... He looked up at him as if for the sunlight.
When Butch reached out a hand, he advanced his right one, ungloved, fingers intertwining. Neither spoke, it wasn’t as if they could say "you’re going to be fine." Vishous stared in his cop’s eyes, measuring the way the evil shadow retreated, cast away by his light. Zsadist threw his coat over them, covering the light, and V heard Butch’s sigh when the last bit of dirt left his body.
Fucking Fate.
-I'm fine.- murmured his cop.
Vishous crushed his mouth against his lips, keeping them together for a moment. When they pulled away, Butch was smiling. He shook off Z’s coat and V reached out to the cop to help him while spying on the stage.
The mhis was still in place, in front of the farm entrance, camouflaging the buried mines at the foot of the stairs. Zsadist was kneeling at his side, prepared with incendiary bottles in his hands and lips closed. Rhage was sitting inside the van, crouched in the seat, and Phury alert, with guns in hand, behind the Ford.
-Let the show begin ... - V whispered, lifting one corner of his goatee.
OOO
The world of the lessers had been lately reduced to a lot of shitty buildings, thought Mr. D as he got to what was left of an abandoned cabin about ten kilometers away from the farm where he had left his new boys. That pile of planks in the shade of a grove was the epicenter of the call he had received.
The temperature inside the house appeared to be twenty degrees lower than outside, as if someone had put the air conditioner to the "Freeze your fucking balls” level. The wind went into the cabin, roaring, and increased his power until all the tattered building groaned.
The Omega.
What appeared in the room was an ink black mist, smooth and transparent, which slid on the loose boards of the floor to take a male form before D.
-Sire.- he greeted, bending at the waist in a bow as the black blood in his veins sang of fear and adoration.
The Omega's voice sounded as if from a great distance, full of static.
-I’m appointing you First Lesser.
 D choked.
-Thank...
The Omega rushed forward, covering D’s body with a blanket of pure pain. He pushed his face against the wall, making the hat fall from his hands, and took full control.
D would have never consented to what happened next, but in the Lessening Society there was no concept of consent. You only get to say "yes" when it opened its doors for you.
Over everything that came later, you had no control.
OOO
At ten minutes drive away, Zsadist dematerialized at Vishous orders, taking form in the back of the farm. Crouched on frozen gravel, he took out his lighter and set fire to the wick of the Molotov cocktails, smiling like a real bastard at how quickly they began to burn. He got up and threw one of the bottles against the kitchen’s glass door with all his strength, shattering it. As the bottle broke, flames began to lick the inside of the farm. Z ran a few yards and threw the other one against the other window facing the back, igniting another hell.
He’d have to remember to thank the cop for his incendiary recipe. The shit stuck in the wood and in the curtains, turning the back of the farm in a mousetrap in flames. The screaming started within a few seconds, mixed with the noise of furniture being moved and confusion.
-Come out, come out, little bastards…
Zsadist went away from the flames, taking the two small hand axes.  The lessers that wanted to flee from the pyre had only two options: the front door or a window on the left side of the farm. He made two joggles with the axes in his hands, standing two feet from that window, with the fire lighting his face like a devil incarnate.
The cries inside increased in volume, together with many pairs of boots hitting the ground.
The rats were about to jump off the ship.
The window next to which he was stationed broke into shards of glass when someone threw a chair from within. A lesser supported on the frame and jumped out, trying to escape the fire, followed by another.
Z almost pitied them. By their hair color, still with some dark traces, they had recently been inducted into the Society.
Poor little things ...
The first lesser who jumped from the window was barely able to stabilize himself on the ground when Z was on him, breaking the tendons behind the knee with the right blade. Z didn’t bother with the other leg. He used the momentum to receive the second undead with another strike behind the knee when the bastard was still jumping.
The two demons fell headlong to the ground, screaming.
Zsadist whirled, raising both axes at the same time to destroy the other legs of those sons of bitches, staining the blades with black blood.
He took a brief look at the broken window: it seemed that no one else was going to go out though there, which meant that his brothers would soon begin the slaughter of the ones ready to escape through the front door.
He looked at the two lessers that writhed on the floor with his head tilted to one side, axes oozing blackish blood, and wrinkled his lip in an imitation of a smile.
That he couldn’t stab them in the heart didn’t mean he couldn’t make sure they were actually incapacitated.
Like... in pieces.
The two pigs squealed as he lifted his arms and dropped the axes on them.
OOO
The farm’s door began to look like a stampede of a football stadium in panic.
Butch couldn’t count how many lessers crowded the threshold, struggling to escape the flame death that spread across the old wooden building, rising into the sky in tongues of cracking fire.
-Here come the first two ... - Vishous murmured, crouching at his side, when two managed to escape the turmoil and stumbled down the stairs-. Three, two, one ...
The two encountered the cable that connected the land mines at the same time.
BANG!
V and Butch instinctively shrank when the shower of broken glass, nails and iron filings detonated, destroying the bodies of the two like in a Vietnam movie and sticking their remains to the car behind which they were taking refuge with a metallic clatter.
-Two less.- Butch fist collided with V’s, which then turned to Phury.
- You make sure they don’t rise? - The roar of the flames and the screams of the wounded drowned his voice.
The Brother winked and shook his pistols.
-My job.
The couple of demons that left the farm shortly after the first couple looked like scared cats: guns in front and more cautious than previous two. Butch tried to stand in his shoes and decided it had to be confusing as shit to see two of your comrades being taken down without seeing your enemy. Everything those bastards knew was that the farm was burning on all sides, that the sentries had not given any warning and the two who had come out running through the front door with their tail between their legs were spreading their guts on the floor .
Did the lessers see who had attacked them?
Nope.
V, Butch and Phury were crouching behind the cars, Rhage was cramped inside the van and Zsadist was doing what he did best in the back of the farm.
The lessers may be thinking that they had been attacked by ghosts.
The same sadistic smile appeared on Butch’s face as on V’s. The diamond eyes turned toward him and he understood that his boy was thinking the same as he was.
Nothing like a neatly planned slaughter to get horny.
The cop moved from his place when the two armed lessers trotted down the stairs, with two more stuck on their asses. Couldn’t they just die already so that V and he could deal with what was happening inside their pants?
It seemed that Rhage had heard his thoughts.
The blond sat up in the van and switched on the engine, spreading gravel with its rear wheels. Butch saw perfectly the panic on both lessers’s faces, surprised when that antique iron plated junk came towards them with a roar.
The "thomp" and "crack" of their bodies when Rhage rammed them just gave Butch a fucking hard on.
He looked at Vishous. Then at the other two undead that were planted at the top of the stairs, seeing their peers made butter in the gravel.
V grinned and pulled out the Glock. Butch palmed his forty with the same smile on his face.
It was time for some fun.
OOO
- Yu-huuuuuu!
Rhage howled inside the van, with two lessers hooked on the fender. He stopped, put the reverse gear, backed five meters, making the bodies hit the ground, and pressed his boot against the accelerator.
This time, the van jumped as if over two bumps when he passed over them.
He jumped out the vehicle deciding that, when all was over, he would kiss V and Butch to purple. Yes, sir. Because, thanks to their plan, it was the first time they fucking made a raid on a nest of lesser without any of those demons touching even a hair of their heads.
Boots stood beside the contorted bodies of the two injured undead. One of them had his legs under the wheels of the van. The other, all limbs twisted in the opposite direction than nature called.
He smiled as he took off his new set of handcuffs.
-We didn’t make the introductions, right, you bastards?
OOO
-The events have reached a tipping point.- said the Omega, a malevolent translucent shadow wrapped in white robes, moving with feline grace-. The incubation period is over, it's time to tear the wrapper.
He had torn Mr. D’s clothes. And his skin. And the dignity he had. Even then, the lesser made efforts to stand before His Dark Majesty.
- How can I serve? - as if there was another possible answer.
-Your mission is to bring me this male.- Omega raised his hand, palm out, creating the image of a young blond vampire.
- Where can I find him?
Omega's voice sounded like something out of a science fiction movie, with an echo reverberating strangely around.
-He was born here and lives in Caldwell among the vampires.- the lessers’ father put his hand on the wall and the image stuck in the flowered paper-. He is special. Find him. Bring him to me alive. If someone kills him, you will become expendable to me.
D said all he could, and what it looked like it would become his litany thereafter.
-Yes, sir.
OOO
Vishous had no idea how many more lessers could be within the farm on fire, apart from the two that rushed downstairs at the time, with every intention of getting lost in the cornfields.
Not that it mattered. If he had counted well, Butch had aspired two, had another eight waiting for him, and those two who wanted to escape made twelve in total. Unless this was the Annual Convention of the Lessening Society there couldn’t be any more.
So he’ll give himself the pleasure of lead-filling them along with Butch.
Who the fuck said that V was not romantic?
The cop and he went out from behind the car at a time, arms outstretched in front, with guns blazing, each emptying their clips on one of the lessers on the run, walking slowly to the farm on fire.
The lessers convulsed in the air as shells and fell to the ground in a shower of metal, V and Butch moved forward at the same time, arms still straight and sure.
Pam. Pam. Pam. Pam.
The sound of fucking victory.
When the last bullet went out of their clips they stood with smoking guns, the lessers a mess on the floor.
V saw Phury from the corner of his eye, guns in hand, gathering the remains of the two that had eaten mones. Further along, Rhage was comfortably leaning against the side of the van, with two more bodies at his feet, staring at the wooden beams from the roof of the farm. Zsadist appeared at that moment, dripping black blood and dragging by the raincoats what looked like two lesser torsos. Without legs.
Brothers wounded? Zero.
Lessers casualties? All.
A wave of adrenaline licked V from head to toe. Still holding the gun, he threw his arm around Butch’s shoulders, pulling the cop against him. Their tongues melted before their mouths collided and when they did, they both had their fangs fully extended, scratching their lips. The farm’s roof collapsed inward, raising a cloud of dust and fire into the sky.
They didn’t fucking notice.
Butch's hips pressed against his, his cock as hard as his under the leather pants. V grunted and took his tongue out of his mouth, talking to his lips.
- Any ... chance ... for me to fuck you?
Butch chuckled dryly.
- After I inhale them? Not for a while.
-Fuck me.
-No problem.- Butch stuck his tongue in his mouth, rolling it around one of his fangs-. As long as I rest after vacuuming them and got a shower.
-Hey, leave it for now.- Zsadist’s dry voice was a foot away from them; they pull away and looked at the Brother-. The Texan’s not here.
Nice way to lose an erection.
- How the fuck? - V bared fangs-. His Ford is here.
-But he isn’t. I’ve checked the bodies.- he showed the heap of lessers-. I saw traces of a car on the path. Maybe he left before we arrived.
-Shit.- Butch put the safe on his guns and holstered them-. I'll hurry with these, maybe we can go look around.
-I'm going to dig up Rahg.- Zsadist left the two lessers that he dragged at Butch’s feet-. Hollywood, move your ass and help me.
- Coming! - the blond trotted toward them and jumped on V and Butch-. Good job with your brains, you bastards!
-Let go, you perv.- the cop pushed him and then took a deep breath-. Okay, let's do this. V?
-Behind you.
Speaking of shit ... Seeing his cop leaning over a row of decapitated, bloody and half crushed bodies turned all his bonded male instincts on. Vishous found himself fighting away the urge to get Butch back every time the Irishman went near the mouth of one of those things and take him as far as possible each time his pallor increased and the stench began to sprout from his mate instead of from his enemy.
One.... Well.
Two...  Acceptable.
Three... Almost unbearable.
-Butch, okay, let me clean you.- his pursed his lips when he came to breathe the stench from the cop.
-No, not yet ... no ... I have to ... try ... see how many.- trembling hands crept over to the bodies that Phury had arranged at his side.
The next lesser closed and opened his mouth in panic, unable to flee, when Butch straddled him.
Vishous ran both hands through his hair, cursing in the Old Language as he stepped forward and then back, bare tattooed hand glowing in the night.
-Oh ... God .- the cop came over on his knees, his hands resting on his thighs and his head hanging. His body was bent in a spasm, about to vomit.
V dropped to his knees on the floor beside him as Phury took a step back, repelled by the black aura given off by his mate.
-Enough. Four is your limit.
-No, wait...
- Butch! – he shook him by the shoulders, with jaws fitted and a vein throbbing in the neck- What did I said to you when I had that vision? That you cannot sacrifice yourself to kill the Omega! Leave it ...!
The cop slumped shoulders up and down when he gasped for air. The face that lifted to V was that of an old man, twisted with evil, and with bloodshot eyes, dark circles, sunken cheeks, the color of a shrouded corpse. Nevertheless, V didn’t take his hands from his shoulders.
-You have to trust me ... V... Please...
Vishous stared at him for a moment and then let go. Abruptly. Butch gave a twisted smile, an attempt to decrease his demonic air. It gave V chills.
The cop leaned on his fifth lesser, inhaling him with painful slowness, swaying with his eyes closed, sucking that evil that was vampires anathema, tearing up his inside and ...
Butch collapsed sideways on the ground when the lesser dissolved in a mist.
-Shit, fuckingfoolsonofabitch.... -V's right hand went straight to the cop's abdomen while the left rolled up his shirt-. By God and the Virgin ...
Half of Butch’s torso was gray.
Vishous pumped white light in the cop with so much power that the body of the Irishman jerked on the floor.
-Asshole, fucking asshole with the hero fucking complex, God damn you ... – he clenched his jaw, sticking his tattooed hand onto Butch’s abdomen as he passed the left beneath his head, holding him against his body, trying to give him all the light antidote he could without killing him.
Stupid prophecy. Stupid cop. And he thought that Butch had already left his inferiority complex that led him to do stupid things like that ... stupid ...
Light pulses pumped for so long that he couldn’t tell. His throat went dry and his heart beat went more slowly, emptying him of energy, of life... As in his vision. The two of them dying.
The Irishman’s hand closed over his and V opened his eyes that he didn’t know were closed.
-All is fine ... I’m not gone.- Butch gave a trembling smile-. I could have taken in another, but I promised you I’ll stop.
-Square head bastard, give me another scare like that and you’ll have to bathe in bleach to get yourself clean. Motherfucker.- Vishous blinked very fast.
There was a shot.
One of the lessers bodies waiting to be "processed" shook a rattle when Phury, standing two feet away, put a bullet in his skull. The Brother turned to them, serious.
-It's not that I’m rushing you. But the damn fire can be seen for miles around. We’ll have human cops in here in no time, fire brigades and ambulances to mount a circus.- he pulled the clip of his gun and exchanged it for another, staring at the bodies-. Rhage and Z have finished with the boy's body exhumation.
Vishous turned to Butch.
-Very well, now we'll do it my way. You breathe in and I clean you at a time.
- Can it be done?
-No fucking clue. Don’t you wanna try?
Butch shrugged and joined effort to kneel besides the following lesser. A trickle of oil blood rolled down the smoking hole in his forehead, he was handcuffed and had every bone in his body broken. Nevertheless, he was blinking.
V leaned over the Butch’s back, hugging him with his right arm in order to have his tattooed palm on the scar on his abdomen. He started sending light as he felt him breathing in, praying that the team work would continue the same way.
It did.
He felt the shit entering into his inner cleansing central seconds after the cop inhaled it. During the few minutes that the process lasted, Vishous cleansed Butch in real time. When the undead was dissolved, the Irishman smiled over his shoulder. There was no sign of evil in him.
-It worked. Are you okay?
-Yeah. Tired, but yeah.- he twisted his goatee. They had just found a way to restrain the damage of the vacuuming routine-. Get them.
There was something strangely intimate about that, he decided as he held Butch leaning over one of the demons, with only the crackle of the fire breaking the silence. Not only was his body that embraced the cop, also his ... gift. Helping his mate to survive without damage, V was a little more at peace with his conscience, a little more relieved to be able to take care of the cop instead of having to see how evil filled him. They may not always do this, both together at a time, but he had to make sure it was most of the time.
The tactics of the Brotherhood were going to change dramatically with Butch’s addition to the war.
The fire had completely consumed the farm and was about to do the same with the barn when they finished with all the undead. There were a dozen demons less to return to the Omega.
-Shit, I’m beat.- Butch leaned on him to get up, panting.
-We have to get out of here. Now. –it was Hollywood, standing at his side during that last part, watching in silence, and now he pointed his thumb towards the path-. Z and Phury are already in the car. And the fire will spread to the cornfields.
-Come on.- Vishous threw the Escalade keys to Rhage. Give them to Phury. Tell him to get Butch and the coffin home. You, Z and I are going to take a trip around to see if we can get the Texan.
-I'm fine, V. - Butch struggled to walk straight when Rhage dematerialized.
-No, you're not. You're better than if you had sucked on your own and I would have cleaned you up after. But you seem hit by a truck. You've done enough for tonight, true?
-The Texan fucked up our game by escaping. The bastard.- Butch growled, dragging himself on the road as if he had weights tied to his legs. By the time they came to the cars, he trembled with fatigue.
-There’ll be time cop.- V helped him climb into the passenger seat of the Escalade, with Phury driving, and closed the door. He twisted a smile-. Now, we have time.
Butch put a finger on his chest, putting his arm out the window.
-Now don’t you do stupid things, you understand?
-Copy that.
-Ohhhh coooome ooon. You're going to get me cavities with this much sugar, for God’s sake.- Rhage stuck his head out the Audi’s window-. If this is how is going to be like every night, I’ll ask you for a dentist card.- he hit the door with his hand, demanding them to hurry.
-You leave us no teeth with your Mary, so fuck you, Godzilla.- Butch took out the middle finger out the window of the Escalade while Phury switched on the engine.
V entered the Audi and dropped next to Rhage in the passenger seat.
-Do something useful and drive, you bastard.
-Yes, my lheage.
Vishous froze him with his eyes. Hollywood began to peel a lollipop with both hands on the wheel, jumping over the county road. In the back seat, reeking with lesser blood, Zsadist was smiling.
OOO
Mr. D dropped into the seat of the Lexus borrowed from J with a curse and hit the leather steering wheel with his fists after throwing in the passenger seat the image of the vampire kid the Omega printed on the wall paper.
He couldn’t even mentally insult their Creator, maybe he’ll hear.
And he had suffered enough during the time that the Omega had used him as his personal bitch to risk a second round of attentions.
Forelesser...
God, he should have forgotten the desire to climb up in the society when there was still time. He should have been satisfied with being a recruit again, run errands. Someone who did not have to think or to deal with the top ranks.
He put the key in the ignition with a trembling hand and the wheels splattered still frozen mud when D dug a hole in his way out of the hovel where the meeting with the Omega had taken place.
He drove to the farm, where he hoped to find his new boys, as if chased by the devil, only much worse. He had the smell of the devil itself stuck in his skin. He hoped that the boiler on the farm fucking work because he would take two hours in the shower.
Let's look on the bright side. Your position as Forelesser is temporary. Find that Lash kid and then dedicate the rest of your life in saying "yes sir" to him.
Sure as shit. He pressed the accelerator unconsciously, eager to put his lessers at work that night. Lash, his passport to the quiet position of second in command, was somewhere in Caldwell at the time. He would find him.
D’s hunter senses rang as bells while he rattled in the county road. He squinted. What was that rising in the distance? Smoke? He slowed down, rolling slowly down the driveway, and put the safety on the car doors. If there were attackers, for Christ he did not think getting off. He would turn around and give them all a bye-fuck. As they had given him.
When the road between cornfields opened to give way to the ground where stood the farm and the barn, D’s mouth fell open. The only thing left standing was the barn, and for a short time. From the farm, the foundations were the only thing left behind. He heard a deep "crack" and the wooden skeleton of beams of the barn that had been engulfed by the fire collapsed and fell with a crash.
It was impossible for anyone to still be alive in there.
D blinked, with the fire dancing frantically in front of his pale eyes as he checked the stage. There was no trace of his guys, someone had driven a car and there was a great open trail in the cornfield on the left of the former farm, right to where they had buried Rahg. He guessed that someone had exhumed the vampire’s body.
The Brotherhood.
Those bastards never left behind one of its kind, ever. Even if he was already dead and buried.
Mr. D dropped the most rabid curse that he could think of, he smashed his fist against the steering wheel again and spun the car, skidding, back to the road, just as sirens wailed in the distance.
Now he was going to have to stay in that rat hole where he had met the Omega, to remember well what he had done to him for two hours.
But that would be later. He was going to start looking for that boy like, now.
Priority number one: stop being the Forelesser.
OOO
Butch left the shower in his room at the Pit, wearing clean clothes, with the blessed feeling that the psychological remnants of the lessers menu had gone down the drain, along with physical tiredness. The night had gone well in a 95%,  that would have reached 100% if the Brothers could have found the damn Texan.
As far as he was concerned, it had been a success. Now he knew the limits of his capability -five lesser without breaking his resistance, six if it was a hopeless case-, and they had found that V and he could do a team job even in that, with him inhaling and Vishous cleaning him simultaneously.
That opened a whole new world of possibilities, not just strategic. At least, there would be times when Vishous wouldn’t have to sit watching him inhaling dirt until he could do the wipe. God, seeing the expression on his face as he breathed in the first five undead, one by one, had been torture as much as getting that Omega evil essence in his body.
The side effects of a bonded male? Not bearing to see your mate suffer.
And their lives will be like this night after tonight.
When he was a Homicide detective he had also seen up close how low the human breed can drop. Murder, child abuse, rape ... all that had been part of the cocktail that came through his retinas every day. Back then, he only had the Lagavulin to try to blur the horror in the memories that hooked him every night when he closed his eyes. Little consolation. But he neither had to suffer because someone he loved left his livers on the streets. And now he’ll maybe leave his guts on the cement too and that shit would fuck up the person he loved.
Now, two things had changed.
He had something good when he came home after the battles. Someone to laugh with, to share stupid jokes to lighten the mood, to love and feel that he had something full and constructive within himself besides the murderer who he had to be on the streets. And also he had someone for whom to suffer and take care of.
Butch stood in the hall of Pit, with a sudden urge to show those feelings, somehow, to Vishous. Candles and romantic dinner? He burst out laughing just imagining it. Copying a beautiful poem and leave it as a card on his pillow? God, V would break his bones. Hug, kiss and slow love making?
Perhaps, but Vishous would only let him if he managed getting him puzzled by something that left him sidelined, so he could overcome his toughness walls.
He walked slowly toward the kitchen, looking for something to entertain his stomach as he waited for his Brothers to return from the streets.
Then his mental light bulb lit. He just happened to discover the right surprise for his trahyner.
OOO
At the end of that night, Vishous was exhausted, eggs to the soles of his boots and in a foul mood. None of which was a good combination. It took them hours to check each and every one of the rats' nests of Caldie hoping to find the damn Texan. Abandoned houses, bridges, farms, locked places, smelly apartments.
The result? Zero.
It was like finding a needle in a haystack. Rhage, Zsadist and he had splattered their brains over the maps of the city and its surroundings, looking for potential hiding places. After tracing circles around the farm, as if the Texan was hiding nearby, they had expanded the search to the typical corners of Caldwell, but found nothing. It was one thing to look for a handful of lessers and another to look for a particular one.
Wrath would kick them in the streets night after night in search for him, it was clear, but instinct told V that it would be in vain. The war seemed to have reached one of those valleys between peaks of violence, the break before the next storm, during which both sides reorganized. Since they had virtually extinguished lessers in Caldwell, he assumed that, this time, the period of calm would be prolonged.
He probably should be satisfied. Civilians and nobles could pursue their own interests and live their lives quietly for a long time, so the Brotherhood had served its purpose. Pity that the Forelesser hunt hadn’t gone right, because his death, after leaving him without troops, would have ensured a period of peace much longer.
-Shitty for us.- he muttered as he materialized in the doorway of the Pit with the other Brothers, exhausted and grumbling, taking form at the entrance of the mansion.
All the Brothers, but Phury and Butch.
At least the cop was safe in the Pit. Hell, V couldn’t believe the new brain hardware he had on along with the bonded male instincts. He rubbed his chest while typing the input code, with the sky clearing dangerously on his back.
Letting Butch inhaling and see him almost killing himself with those lessers, knowing what would be the end of the two, had been the hardest thing he had done in his life, more than watching him feed from the Chosen. He gave thanks for finding that way for him to inhale while he was cleaning him. Somehow, they would have to learn to live with the fact that the two warriors were front row, condemned to see mutilated bodies and suffer for one another.
At least they had the consolation to have each other when returning home. Many soldiers resorted to alcohol to erase the ghosts of the war, but now he had Butch.
He entered the Pit with softer steps than usual, lost in thought.
I wish I could tell him... He shook his head. Shit, no, there was no possibility that those three stupid words could come out of his mouth because they were anchored in the depths of his stomach with cement weights.
But tonight he felt the need to show his male what bubbled inside him.
- Butch? – he tossed the leather trench coat on the couch, flipping through the living-. Are you here?
The cop didn’t answer, but a metallic clatter in the kitchen made him turn around. He frowned. He smelled something burning ... butter? He took two strides toward the kitchen’s closed door and moved the handle. It was closed from the inside with the latch.
- Cop? What the fuck are you doing in the kitchen?
-Cooooming! - the voice sounded muffled, as if Butch was struggling with something. Something big and with tentacles-. One moment, okay? I ...- more metal noises. Something falling to the floor-. Damn! Fucking shit!
Smoke began to emanate through the crack on the door.
Vishous grabbed the knob, shaking the door.
- Butch, fucking open already!
- NO! Wait. - sounds of running water, a curse.
- OPEN THE DOOR OR I’LL BREAK IT DOWN!
V dropped the knob and stepped back, ready to stamp his boot against the fucking door and remove it from the hinges, when the cop finally opened. Only an inch, just enough to stick his head ... wrapped in smoke and smell of butter.
- Give me a moment, dammit!
- But what the fuck are you doing? I said that you don’t go into the kitchen unsupervised.
-It's my business, okay? - Butch began to close the door, his eyebrows together above his nose.
-No, not working with me.- V pushed with his shoulder, opening the door and going over Butch in the kitchen in a nanosecond. When he was inside, he fumbled, trying to breathe in the middle of a cloud of smoke-. Fuck cop, connect the fucking exhaust... – he struggled in the cramped space to move beyond Butch, reaching out to connect the extractor fan. In that position, he was about to break his knees on the ovens open door. The origin of the smoke was in there-. But what the hell were you cooking in here?
-Get out of the way, I'll deal with it.- more pushing. Butch rudely pushed him away and held out his hands to whatever it was that was in the...
- Wear gloves, dumbass ​​...!!
- Oh fuck me…! - the cop put his right hand under his arm, bending on himself, then took it out and blew on it-. Oh, shit, it burns.
-It's a fucking oven, what do you expect? - Vishous pushed him again. The space looked like the Marx brother’s cabin. He extended a finger, pointing to the corner nearest the kitchen door-. There. Still. Do not touch anything.
Butch growled but obeyed, praised be the gods. When the pump started to do its job, V blinked, looking at the magnitude of the disaster. The counter of the small kitchen was a mess of eggshells, flour, cooking utensils, a cookbook soaking in something clear ... that slipped through the cabinets to the floor, forming a kind of swamp mixed with sugar.
- Who have you fought? An army of cooks? Is this what you were doing instead of resting?
-I wanted it to be a surprise.- the cop murmured, with the same tone as a kid caught in the act of doing something to please his mom.
- What surpri ...? Shit.- V followed all traces of the tragedy to the open oven. There, in the bottom tray, was a round mold with something that should have been puffy, but instead was creepy black spongy.
Butch's version of a homemade cake.
V eyebrows raised.
- What’s got into you to do a cake just this fucking night?
Butch groaned, wrapping his burned hand in the one dish towel that was more or less clean. He answered without looking.
-It was for you. For your birthday. You didn’t tell me what you wanted, so I thought ... I wanted it to be special, I wanted to do it myself.- he knotted the rag-. I couldn’t bear to see your face as I inhaled them, right? I know that what I do is shit and it fucks you up and ... I don’t  know. It’s the first time I get home and I have someone with whom to forget the crap we see on the streets and I wanted to.... Okay, forget it. Better ask Fritz to make you a cake.
Vishous alternated glances between the cop and the grieved thing in the oven, swallowing. In the end, he turned off the fan, grabbed two heavy gloves and pulled out the pan with the cake, shutting the oven door with his foot.
-You've gone overboard with the temperature. No more than 220 degrees.- he pulled out a knife and began to scrape the burnt layer over the cake-. And never directly on the hot plate, you have to use a fucking tray.- he cut a piece and took off a part that was still unbaked-. It also doesn’t hurt to use a blender to mix all the shit, you know? I don’t know how the hell did you survive on your own so far.
-Frozen food. Microwave.- Butch's mouth twitched.
Vishous left the only intact and decently cooked piece of cake on a plate to cool. He walked to the cop.
-Let me see that hand.
-It’s okay.
-Let. Me. See. The fucking. Hand.- he frowned until Butch stretched his right hand. He carefully untied the cloth and raised his eyebrows-. You butthead ...- he had all the fingers burned to raw flesh. Vishous took the pot of butter.
- What are you doing?
-Putting some butter on, it’s good for burns.- he smeared the fingers of his left hand and began to spread the paste on Butch’s fingertips, slowly. Something seemed to lit between them, like a spark. He looked up at the cop and cleared his throat-. You shouldn’t have bothered.
-I know, but I wanted to.- the cop’s eyes began to slowly close as V’s long fingers caressed his, spreading butter. Down. Up. When he finished, Butch stared at him while he licked his fingers, cleaning them. Then the cop took the cake with his good hand.- And I wanted to feed you. Just hope it's not poisonous.
Vishous stared at the piece of cake that Butch held before him with a spasm threatening in his throat. Now the cop knew the meaning it had among the vampires the feeding of someone else with his own hands. He started heating up.
He opened his mouth and bit a mouthful of cake, with a shudder.
-Mmm, it's good.
-Go to hell, it’s not true.
-Yes, it's true. At least this piece has been well cooked.- he licked his lips and took another intact piece of cake, approaching Butch.
God, that look on his cop, well aware of what they were doing.
The Irishman leaned over his hand, taking the cake in his mouth, fingers brushing his lips.
Vishous shifted his weight from one leg to the other. He cracked his neck.
-Butch, ah ... – he felt a drop of sweat sliding down his back-. I ...- say it, fucking coward piece of shit, it’s only three words, not a death sentence. Tell him-. Ah ...
He looked down to the ground. He couldn’t. No matter what he felt for the cop, something in that cold, hard ball that was the core of his personality prevented him from putting it into words. It made him feel like a damned scoundrel.
He noticed Butch move and his sneakers appeared in his visual field, right next to his boots. The cop’s broad hand rested on his neck, warm, and pressed, forcing him to lift his head. Butch was smiling.
-Me too.- he murmured, leaning his forehead against his, his lips against his-. Me too ...
V trembled from head to toe like a leaf. His cop, as always, understood.
He took his face in his hands and the kiss that followed burned them on the inside. Slow. Whole-hearted. Alternated with looks, hands going up the muscles of the arms and chests, rubbing in slow motion. Sexes gradually hardening to the rhythm of their tongues.
Vishous pulled away with a gasp, hands on Butch's hair and at his waist.
-I want to take you. I want it to be ... special.
- And how will that be? - Butch's hands were standing on his hips.
This time, he could look into his eyes.
-I don’t want to have sex with you. I want to ... make love to you.- his voice went hoarse, raspy.
Butch looked at him for a moment and V had the feeling that the Irishman read exactly what was in his head. He was not a talker. He was not able to choose nice words to say what he felt. But he could, and needed, to prove it.
-You rule.
In other circumstances, listening to that would have provided him a dark pleasure. Now he just smiled, for real.
-No, no rules. That's not what I need. I don’t want a Dom nor a Sub tonight.- V took his hand, pulling him to get him out of the kitchen, leading to his room.
A week ago, his stomach would have been turned upside down to pure nerves just thinking about what he was going to do. No sexual labels, or roles, or games or lovemaking Kama sutra techniques. Nothing complicated.
Only the two of them.
They came to his room kissing, calmly and sensually removing daggers, shirts, belts. Several small black candles flickered, barely illuminating. Butch's hands caressed his chest, his abdomen, leaving a trail of soft butter. He kissed him slowly, now a nipple, then another, as he unbuttoned his pants. The Irishman’s mouth went down his belly as he kneeled to remove the leathers, unwrapping him as a gift.
The cop ran his eyes over him when he was naked, admiring him, before approaching slowly, pushing his erect penis against his abdomen when their bodies came together, hands up his back.
Their mouths remained together until V stepped forward, making Butch touch the bed and drop into the mattress. Vishous stopped kissing the cop long enough to remove Butch’s shirt, his jeans, the sneakers. Neither he felt embarrassed taking in the image of his naked lover, nor Butch to be seen naked on his sheets.
They rolled on the bed gently, tasting the saltiness of their skins, moving with slow swinging hips, giving each other pleasure with the touch of their bodies while looking into their eyes.
Neither said a word.
Why they would have to?
Butch arched in the bed like a lazy lion when V prepared him with his mouth and his hands, letting himself go with total abandon, pleasure moans replacing, for once, the curses and swearing.
Vishous took his time. No pain or bites. Only his fingers and his tongue, slowly. Smiling when Butch came in front of him, accompanying him in his orgasm while looking at him all the time.
He wanted his cop to know, to understand what he was trying to say without speaking.
Butch put out a hand, pulling him until he was above, between his legs, and guided him to his entrance. No complex. Not from him either. He kept his arms resting on the mattress on both sides of Butch’s head, and the body a bit away from his as he entered him. Inch by inch, studying his expression, how it went from the initial slight pain to adjustment and then to welcoming.
When he was inside, trapped by the tight heat of his male, he left himself fall gently, putting his arms under Butch’s body and leaning his head against his shoulder. He didn’t move until he felt his lover’s arms pressing against him, inviting.
V moved in slow waves, deep, still holding Butch, the cop’s erection trapped between their bodies, rippling. He went across his neck with his lips, then over his shoulders, closing his eyes.
He didn’t stop moving when his orgasm extended the white glow around his body in a nuclear fusion. He continued making love to Butch until the cop began to arch under him, squeezing his buttocks with his hands, exposing his throat, mouth open and fangs extended.
He knew what Butch wanted without him having to say it.
He sank his fangs into his throat in one deep motion and, a second later, Butch’s long canines punctured his own vein.
The animal growl that escaped his throat marked the beginning of the countdown.
Vishous pumped against Butch like a possessed beast, the hold on his neck immovable. The cop shook his hips up to meet him, bruising his back and ass, still leaving those two red needles of pleasure deep in his throat.
The bonding scent of them both bathed them while Butch warm semen wet their bellies and V poured himself inside his mate pulsing.
Removing the fangs of their necks took a whole will effort. Breaking their embrace? Neither even thought about it.
Vishous remained as he was, collapsed into the arms of the cop, hugging him, panting against his sweaty skin. Smiling. A while later, Butch pushed him, getting him out of his body, and pulled the sheets to cover them. Somehow, V instinctively lay aside and Butch attached himself to his back, the two bodied welded together.
One knows he had found his true soul mate when the masks were only used as a game.
The rest of the time? You could be yourself with at least one person in universe. Or rather, you could try to discover new "yourselfs" with that person.
OOO
-That boy will cause us problems.
Wrath growled and ran his hand through his hair as he entered the poolroom. Beth, leaning over the green baize with a cue in hand, stood up and on tiptoes to kiss him on the lips.
- Who?
-Lash. This is the umpteenth fight I’m stopping between John Matthew, Qhuinn and him .- the king put his arms around her and leaned on his neck, breathing in the scent of his mate.
-They just make the transition. You said that males are hormone bombs with legs for awhile.- Beth smiled, struggling to support the cue on the table without parting her hellren’s hold.
-Perhaps, but there's something about that kid ...-Wrath chuckled-. Shit, I dunno. I don’t have V’s visions, but something tells me that this calm will not last.
Beth lost her smile.
-Wrath, what does the war with the lessers have to do with this recruit?
-Nothin, leelan, nothing. It's just ... - his eyebrows formed a “v” on his nose-. It's just that I have the feeling that this time, when everything will explode again, problems are gonna come from our house.
-I hope you're wrong. Now that we have restored peace in the Pit also, we deserve some time off before returning to live with a heavy heart. Don’t you think?
Before the king could answer, the door flew open.
- Hey, you're here!
-In the flesh, Hollywood. Do you have something against knocking on the damn door?
The blond shrugged, without losing the flashing smile.
-Sorry, but we have plans.-  he shook what looked like a DVD cover-. You said that today we are all out of rotation, my king. So, would you join us?
- Where’s the film session at? - Beth squinted, trying to see the title of the film between Rhage’s wringing hand.
-The Pit.
- Do V and Butch know about your invasion plan? - Wrath raised an eyebrow.
-Nope .- Hollywood snorted.
-Good.- the king’s white fangs showed from a fairy tale witch kind of smile and he changed looks with his shellan-. Then we sign up.
OOO
-We should make popcorn, man. The semifinals are worth it.
-Raise your ass off the couch, damn potato cop. - V lifted a corner of his goatee without moving an inch from where he was, stretched in a corner of the leather sofa in the Pit, left leg bent and the right resting on the floor, stretching the right arm to shake the smoke in the ashtray on the coffee table. He changed the channels with the TV remote in his right hand, his left arm around Butch’s chest, with the cop lying on him.
-I got up for the drinks. You’re up for the pop corn.
-But I helped you with the move. That leaves you to put the fucking popcorn in the microwave, cop.
-My move was about you taking my damn toothbrush from my room to yours.
Butch growled, shifting on top of him. That night, at last, they had finished adapting the Pit to its new condition. No more two separate rooms. They had decided to use V’s room, the largest, as common dormitory, leaving Butch’s as reserve wardrobe. Implying that now his clothes had a small corner in their rooms’ closet, compressed next to the cop’s "season" outwear, while Butch’s old room accommodated the “out of season” collections.
Now there were two toothbrushes in his bathroom. Two razors. Two aftershaves. Two deodorants. Two sets of towels.
One life.
The Pit’s sliding door opened with a "pip" and a "fiss", taking him down from cloud nine.
-Hey, there's no red light. Means they’re not playing dad and mom.
Rhage came trotting through the door, took two strides and jumped sideways on the couch. In one slide. Nearly 120 kilos of vampire.
- FUCKING IDIOT!
- SHITHEAD!
Butch and Vishous were about to throw up everything to their First Meal on the floor. By the time the tumult of bodies cleared, they had Rhage sitting between them two with a huge smile on his face.
- What, aren’t you happy to see me?
-Tell me, cop, when the fuck did we adopted a puppy? - V gave a boost to the blonde, forcing him to get off the couch.
Rhage straightened to his full height, pushing his hair from his eyes as he pulled out a DVD cover of the back pocket of his jeans.
-Guess what I have brought you.-he chuckled.
-A bag of popcorn before you get out of here.- Butch threw a cushion at him-. The fucking semis are up, for heaven's sake. Get it? –Rhage blinked-. Does Red Sox mean anything to you? And the White Sox? - Rhage raised an eyebrow and Butch snorted-. Houston, we have a problem. In what fucking world do you live it? It's the semifinals of the league. Boston against Chicago...
-We’re going to give those sons of bitches a good smack...
The cop put his arm behind Rhage’s back to bump knuckles with V. Hollywood seemed fallen from the sky as he looked around to see the additions to the decor: a red scarf around the plasma TV. A poster with two red socks on the wall, over the ball. The picture of a guy with the black and white uniform of Chicago in the center of a target… with a dart stuck in it. A couple of bottles of Lag and Goose ready on the table with two short glasses and a bucket of ice.
-Aaaaah, fuck, you were preparing a pajama party for guys.- Rhage completely ignored their hissing-. I have just what we need.
- What we need? Who the hell invited you ...?! - Vishous seriously thought about putting out his cigarette on Hollywood’s arm.
- Is this where we keep the movie session? - Zsadist appeared in the doorway of the Pit with a can of peanuts in hand, taking one to his mouth as he watched the décor-. WelcoFuckingming.
- Is there room for everyone? - Phury had a plate in hand and balanced a sandwiches tower.
Fuck them. All of them. From first to last. Vishous traded glances with Butch. Damn, that would be his first night off in a week. A whole fucking week since, finally, hallelujah, glory to God and the saints, all has settled down. The first night off since they were mated. They had planned to spend it as they fucking wanted, thank you very much, as in, loving the bottles and the game screaming like two assholes and then fuck like animals if their team won or destroy machines in the gym if it lost.
Was it so difficult to enjoy a whole night like this, regardless of the hours they had stolen to patrol the rest of the week?
Apparently, he thought as Butch groaned when he saw Wrath and Beth appear, it was. Especially when you lived in a house full of people damned bent on gossip like old hens. 
-Plenty of room, man ...- the cop gestured to the place while Phury was sitting in a chair, pushing magazines, and Wrath probed to find another-... feel like home.
-We thought so.- the king dropped in the damn thing as in his second throne and reached out to Beth-. Come, leelan. We thought that you could use company. Things are so quiet in the streets after your work on the farm that we all have a day rest.
Shit. V still has to regret that the Brotherhood was so efficient in their work.
- And the other girls? - Butch sighed, straightening in his corner of the sofa, apparently resigned with watching the game postponed.
-They decided to see "Sex and the City" in Bella's room.- the Queen settled on the legs of Wrath, the king's thick arm around her waist-. To me, it’s action.
Vishous raised his arms up, surrendering, while the Brotherhood occupied  the middle of the room. The down side of having a family? They stopped by exactly when you didn't want them to.
- What kind of shitty movie have you brought? "Lassie Comes Home"? – he put out the cigarette in the ashtray.
Rhage was making a show, shaking a DVD case.
-Nope, "300". Something about Sportans or some shit. Blood, action and war.

Vishous heard Phury laugh for the first time in the week that his First Mate, Cormia, was hovering around the mansion like a ghost.
-Spartans. Some little guys shouting "Auuuu" that fought barehanded millennia before you were born.
- Are you fucking with me? Well,  I like them already.- Rhage opened the cover while planting his ass on the corner of the large sofa-. See how I have a nose for movies?
-I'm going to make popcorn.- Zsadist turned toward the kitchen.
Vishous almost dematerialized in his haste to intercept the Brother just at the threshold.
-Don’t even think about it. I have enough with keeping the cop from entering the kitchen.
- I heard you, you bastard!
-Good for you. What you do with the oven is murder.- V shouted into the room.
-The ... holy ... mother of…
Rhage's exclamation and the flow of "fuck", "shit" and "oh, look"  made in choir stopped him in the way to the kitchen. Yup, he forgot he was wearing a tank top that left visible what we had in his back for six days exactly. Speaking of old gossip hens ...
Hollywood rose from the sofa as if he received a lever in the ass, pulling him over and struggling to remove his shirt.
- I want to see it! Shit, take off fucki ...!
-Get your hands off me or I’ll break your bones.- Vishous bent and turned to walk away from the giant, meeting all pairs of eyes in the room fixed on him, open mouths like aliens. Butch just smiled. Shit, he hated everyone was watching him. In the end he swore, rolled up his shirt to the neck with a rude gesture and then turned to the audience to see it-. Satisfied?
There was a new tattoo in his body, across his back. The name of his partner in the intricate Old English black letters.
"Butch".
The room erupted in cheers, whistles and kicks, enough to shatter the tympanum of a deaf man. Phury began to pull Butch for the cop to get up.
- Do you have something?
The Irishman crossed looks with V, with a wry smile, then turned back to his Brothers, removing his jersey.
"Vishous."
Seven letters tattooed in the Old Language, shoulder to shoulder.
The two seemed to shrink when the Pit wiggled like a ship about to take off by the force of the screams, but the fucking smile remained attached to V’s face when he got down the shirt.
- Why didn’t you ask for a ceremony like ours? – Beth signaled to Wrath and her-. To engrave your names rather than tattooing them?
The screams cooled down to finish mixing with cursing and sighs. In the end, it was the king who spoke.
-This ceremony is for males and females only. Under the Old Law it can’t be authorized for ... er, vampires of the same sex. The Scribe Virgin would have considered it ... um, a sacrilege.
-What a bunch of crap.- Zsadist was smiling next to V.
Butch shrugged.
-We didn’t think to ask permission.
- But you also didn’t invite us!- oh look, Rhage pouted. For real.
-You would have been screaming and taking pictures all the time like a bunch of housewives.- V leaned against the kitchen door, twisting his goatee.
- That's the fun, dammit!
- Where did you do those? -Phury's smile had a pinch of nostalgia-. And why not Dhestroyer, but Butch?
-V did mine.- his cop chin pointed him-. And the letters on V, a tattoo guy on Trade Street, RIP. outlined them. Then he let me do the filling.
Better not give details of what Butch had did to him after leaving the store, right in the alley behind it. Or how the cop’s tattoo session had ended on the same couch he was sitting now.
Phury was still waiting for the second part of the answer and Vishous shrugged in a gesture of studied neutrality.
-For me it's "Butch". Always.
He’ll kill them. One by one. The chorus of "ooohs" and "aaah, how cute" would cause him nightmares and heartburns for days.
V winked to the cop and taught the middle finger to the others before disappearing into the kitchen, opening cabinets until he found the supply of bags to prepare popcorn in the microwave.
While tinkering with the bags and buttons, with taunts and flying cushions as background music, he thought, not for the first time, that life, perhaps, was not so fucked up.
That, sometimes, to get where you want to be costs more to some people than others.
He'll never be an open male, others would never had with him the kind of connection they had with Butch, but shit, those that were in the living were the closest thing to a family for him. The one he had chosen. After feeling like a slave to his past and to the labels imposed upon him throughout his life, now he finally felt free. Free from his dead father, his dictator mother, from considering that his tastes were a perversion, because now he would choose to do it for pleasure, not because of anger. Free to have the mate he loved and the kind of life he wanted.
It was curious that some tattoos have meant a lot of shit for him and another tattoo marked the beginning of his freedom.
He lit the microwave button with a smile on his face.
-I've never seen that expression on you.
Vishous turned back to Zsadist, leaning against the doorway of the kitchen, arms folded across his chest. There was a slight smile on his relaxed face and his yellow eyes had an unusual warmth. Now, in this moment, Z was Phury's true twin.
-Neither have yours.- V twisted his mouth as he pulled some bowls. Z said nothing and the two shared a moment of silence to the hum of the microwave and the hum background of the room-. Butch told me you talked to him. When we... fought .- V glanced at the Brother, still with the same innocent expression of placidity. The bastard-. Thank you.
Now Zsadist smiled. One of those rare smiles making his scar invisible.
-Someone had to.
Vishous glanced at the inflated bag that was spinning in the microwave, speaking without looking at Zsadist.
-Tell me, do they ever completely disappear? – he spied him fleetingly sideways and put his hand to his temple-. The shit we have inside. Will it ever go away?
Z looked at him in silence for a moment and then toyed with the toes of his boots on the ground. He shook his head.
-No. At least not in my case. There's always something ... something that can make you jump.- he ran a hand over his shaved head.- If something happens to Bella ... with her pregnancy. I guess I’ll go back to the dark hole.- he shrugged-. But you know what's the difference? - he looked into his eyes-. We now know life can be different. Not everything has to be the way we have lived. We have become stronger. They - he pointed to the dining room, where Butch was and to the mansion, where Bella was- have make us stronger. So now we can live with what it was done to us.
The microwave stopped turning with a "Clinc" and, after a few seconds, V looked away from Z and began to serve hot popcorn in bowls. Zsadist returned to the living room, settling on cushions on the floor, as usual. Vishous spread Rhage’s legs with a foot to sit on his place on the sofa next to Butch, and put the bowls on the table.
-Here, locusts' plague. You can now get your noses into the popcorn.
-Hit the "play", Phury.- Rhage took one of the bowls and stretched his legs, supporting the boots on the coffee table.
-Come on.
Vishous wriggled on the couch to lie between Butch's legs, his back against his chest. The same time the cop's arms went around him, he knew he wouldn't see the damn movie. Each time they were like this, he felt his soul complete and his body and mind loosened.
- Are you okay? - Butch whispered in his ear.
-In the fucking glory .- and he was not lying. Vishous lingered on Butch’s body, seeking the most comfortable position. He didn’t last longer than the second scene. As the cop's hand played with his hair, his eyes closed. In the... fucking... glory...
And in peace.
OOO
Butch lost sight of the movie more or less in the next scene, allowing himself be lulled by the familiar voices of his Brothers around commenting on the movie. His real brothers. His fingers dug into the silky black hair of his mate, the scent of tobacco and leather smell clung to his skin and it was ... good. With meaning.
Vishous let out a sigh of contempt against his chest and Butch smiled. His boy must have been especially relaxed that night, because he never let himself do those tender gestures with others around. Not that V was ashamed of what they had, but because that’s how he was.
Those first days together had been a constant struggle against unbelief, especially from Vishous. Butch used to surprise him looking at him from behind the monitors of the Four Toys with a cigar in hand and a half smile. When he asked "What are you looking at?", Vishous invariably replied with "my mate" as if he was recording that particular definition in his own dictionary.  And he gave him the same the same lifting of the goatee and the same puzzled look every time he kissed him by surprise.
As if V could still not believe he was happy. Or was still giving thanks.
Sex was just... primal. Possessive. Animal.
At least, when they got to it at night. When Vishous woke him during the day to make love, or to have it done to him, he always had that tinge of disbelief that needed confirmation. The need to cling tightly to each other. Butch had assimilated they were mated in one breath to the next, with the strength of conviction, but V still looked like he walked in a dream.
Fortunately, he had plenty of time to show him that everything was real.
If someone had told him that this would be his future, back when he was snorting shit in the suburbs of Boston, he would have called crazy and sent him to eat shit.
But, if someone remembered him of that loser junkie that was him, Butch would say "I know."
Simply, because there was nothing to be ashamed of anymore. Not of what he had lived, or what he had done, or his achievements or failures, or to love the male asleep in his arms. Some things he had just assume as part of the process of being who he was. He was proud about others.
Like of what he had tattooed on his back.
Who the hell cared that V and him couldn’t have a mating ceremony according to the custom of his race?
After all, when did they ever done things according to the rules?
They chose their path and how to live it.
The same night that V had his name tattooed on his back, he had decided he would no longer record lines to remember each year that passed since Janie's death. It was time to live the present and the future, rather than drowning in the past.
Butch's eyes met with the bottle of Lagavulin untouched on the coffee table and his lips curled into a private smile while his arms curbed around Vishous.
His male was blissfully alike to a good malt whiskey aged in oak barrels.
Strong. With character. No need for mixing or additives. A single sip was enough to make the glass seem full, flowing strong and sweet down your throat, leaving a trail of heat, and its deep flavor remained on the palate long after you ended it. Preparing him to face the inevitable bad times in life.
Making him loyal to just one brand… for what was left of his existence.
Amen.

