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Blurb:

Some say the night brings out the evil in men. Do we forget the evil in women? 

Deadly and beautiful, Charade is on a mission. She is taken on her eighteenth birthday and given immortality; she weeps for her stolen youth. Royce tries to stop Charade from her reign of terror but falls prey to the blood lust. After all, they are vampires, creatures who crave the blood of others. 

With a heavy heart, Royce joins his sister in her carnal rampage, hoping he can stop her desire for blood. Now in the twenty-first century, he seeks her help insisting she become his kind of vampire: loyal, trusting, and almost human. He never thought his request would hold such consequences and nearly destroy her.

Charade is the sixth book in the series Desires of Blood.

#1 Vampire

#2 Warlock

#3 Jackal

#4 Shapeshifter

#5 Simone

Trademark page

Krug Brut Blanc de Noirs Champagne Clos d’ Ambonnay 2000

Krug Champagne is a Champagne house founded by Joseph Krug in 1843. It is based principally in Reims, the main city in France’s Champagne region, and is one of the famous Champagne houses that formed part of the Grande Marques. Wikipedia

CEO: Maggie Henríquez (2009–)

Founded: 1843

Keurig...Keurig Green Mountain

U.S. 

Est. 1998

Napoleon Bonaparte  Birthday Aug 15, 1769,   Death May 5, 1821  

Rose de Beauharnais (Josephine) married to Napoleon Bonaparte 1796-1809 Death May 29, 1814

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

We all know that vampires aren’t real and of course, the Emperor of France didn’t have a few nights of debauchery with any either. So, as a writer of pure fiction, I love to delve into the past and create a world of fantasy. 

Thank You

Ethan Radcliff

Charade is the sixth book the series Desires of Blood. It all began with Vampire, book one of the series.

Vampire

Royce Bellamy is over one thousand years old. He’s a vampire. He’s also part of an elite force with the New York City Police Department and he’s faced with a dilemma. His current lover is pushing him to turn her; she’s one of the city’s top ADAs.
Royce already has three vampire beauties running around the world, who owed their immortality to him, did he need another?
His current human lover, Beth Ann, has taken hold of him in a way he never expected. Vampires weren’t supposed to fall in love. But was it love? He’d find out soon enough.
Meet Lucinda, Magenta, and Dahlia, his three children. Royce has released them; it is, after all, the twenty-first century. One will fall in love with a warlock, one a jackal, and one with a shape-shifter. Will any of them find redemption? Or will their desire always be of blood?
Warlock, book two

Jared Anderson is down on his luck once again. He has survived much in his long life, disease, gang wars, and famine, and now he is up against an even bigger predator, the black market, and the Mafia

He had a passion for expensive toys and women until he met Lucinda, a beautiful, wealthy woman who harbors a deadly dark secret.

They’re both witches and command the dark side of the arts. Their magic is no sleight of hand or an illusion but a product of Lucifer himself. However, there is more to her: she is immortal, a vampire, and her lure impossible to resist.

Beautiful, cold, and deadly: a rare combination for love. Nonetheless, they shared a love so profound they would kill whoever got in their way to protect that love.

Jackal, book three

Jackal is the third book in the series, Desires of Blood. Clifford Dunn is a hellhound, one who asked to be set free of his bonds of Hell. Alone and despondent, he’s dragged into an alley by a beautiful vampire. He’s dinner. But she wants more after seeing what most humans don’t, his blond beauty and incredibly perfect male form. She’ll slake her needs with him, deny his pleas for death and leave him to roam earth alone and forsaken.

But Karma will interfere, draw them together in heated passion. The hellhound and beautiful fallen angel, now an immortal searching for love, will set the pages on fire. Meet them all, her sisters and the man who calls himself their maker, their father Royce, one hell of a vampire.

Shapeshifter, book four

Magenta is a child of blood. Her giver of life, Royce Bellamy, is a vampire. She's never felt comfortable in the twenty-first century. She decides to hone her witchcraft and play with the timeline—a big mistake.

Hugo Mendez is the top matador in eighteenth-century Madrid, Spain. He hides a dark foreboding secret. He sees the beautiful Magenta and is drawn to her, sensing there's more to the perfect beauty than most can see.
The beast within him haunts him night and day. Will he be able to capture the beauty’s heart?
Scorpion is book four in the series Desires of Blood: A Legend of Love and Desire.

Simone book five

Book 5 of Desires of Blood will not let you down.
Beautiful, deadly, and deceitful Simone has re-entered Royce Bellamy’s life. She’s his maker, the vampire who turned him. With her comes her lover of the moment, Grayson, a deadly vampire-shifter. Simone’s got a date with the devil, and she’s promised to help him.
Meet Lucian, the devil, who tries to gain entrance to the world above every few thousand years. This time, he’s hoping to rule what he’s been forbidden. But Simone gets bored far too easily, and Grayson’s not taking the bone Lucian’s thrown him

Enter Cross, a vampire hunter who encounters Simone as she’s fleeing hell. She oozes sex and takes the vampire hunter to her bed. He’ll never be the same. Begin the journey. Read the series, Desire of Blood: Vampire, Warlock, Jackal, and Shapeshifter.
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HELL

Hair, the color of brown sugar and honey, hung in magnificent ringlets around her beautiful face. Azure blue eyes, accented by long dark lashes, crowned a perfect nose, leading to full sensuous lips. Lucian smacked his chops and reveled in how hard his cock became as he took in her beauty. 

Charade was one of the most beautiful creatures he’d ever laid eyes on, and now she belonged to him, at least for a while. He mulled over her punishment. What would he do? He laughed. What wouldn’t he do? Perhaps he’d keep her for a few hundred years; after that, the probability of getting bored with the whole thing of Bael’s demise would catch up to him. 

He would enjoy torturing Grayson, who fancied himself in love with the beautiful creature he’d stolen and now possessed. Grayson was a hybrid, part vampire, part shapeshifter, and an anomaly. Lucian would enjoy fucking with him, knowing Grayson desperately wanted Charade, yet he was the one who now had her. 

Foolish vampire, he thought, it’s not good to anger the devil or destroy one of his prominent army generals. She had obliterated Bael, and now his army of five thousand was useless. Charade was partly responsible for his failure to take over the world above Hell. 

But the fun had just begun. She’d even brought another plaything with her, an extraordinary human named Cross, a vampire slayer. Oh, the delight of it all.

Lucian was the devil, and he knew he was about to have one hell of a party. 

Yes, evil fun. 

What other kind was there? 

Satan broke out into riotous laughter. Oh, how he loved ruling Hell.

He twisted the silver-coated chains that held Charade. “My, my, that silver coating doesn’t singe your beautiful skin but just reddens it slightly. I’m a fucking genius.”

“Go fuck yourself!” she screamed.

“No, my pretty, that’s what you’re here for.” He pulled at the chains one more time. Her screams of pain echoed through the chamber. 

“Do you miss him?” he asked.

“Fuck you!”

“Oh, come on, you miss Grayson. When I stick my cock into you, I will make you forget all about that hybrid bastard. That’s a promise.”

“I will destroy more of your sick little creatures if I ever get loose. You underestimate me, Lucian.”

“My lovely, I revel in sin, I wade in evil, and I can drink blood as well as anyone. Bring it on, baby, bring it on.”

She let out a scream, invoking Lucian's laughter. She was angry, and he loved it when she was angry.

****
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She closed her eyes and let the hatred swell in her breast. Again, she blamed Simone because she’d be dead and buried and at peace if it wasn't for her. Instead, she’d been living a nightmare for centuries, and now that she finally found peace, she was in hell, paying for yet another one of her sins. Even though destroying an important demon was a good thing, somehow, Lucian had managed to convince the voices of good that she had a price to pay for her deed. Now she was in Hell, his to do with as he pleased. Cross had volunteered to come with her, and Lucian jumped at the opportunity of having the hunter. However, Cross was quite confident he could get both out of Hell. 

She'd been a vampire for over one thousand years, enough was enough. She’d had it. And yet, she can still remember the night Simone came to her and cursed her existence forever.
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Darkness fell over the city of Tours. Charade’s voluptuous body swayed erotically as she danced around her room. Her honey-colored hair swung in the breeze, displaying auburn highlights as she twirled in circles on her balcony. Tomorrow she’d turn eighteen, and it was hard for her to contain her excitement.

Charade was beautiful and sought after by a treasure trove of suitors. Even as a small child, her perfect unblemished skin, white straight, healthy teeth, and bright blue eyes turned heads. 

Her mother and father had waited to pick a husband for her. Since their union was one of love, they hoped for the same for all their children. Upon meeting Andre LaPointe, Charade fell head over heels in love. What young woman wouldn’t have? He was twenty-two, handsome, and from a wealthy family. Their wedding was planned a week after her eighteenth birthday. 

The evening breezes assaulted her senses. Was there evil lurking? Since she was a small child, she had been gifted with the ability to smell and feel evil. The first time she experienced her gift, she was with her grandmother. She had taken her and her brother into a field of wildflowers. Her grandmother sought out the necessary plants she used as a healer. A rabid dog knocked her brother, Royce, to the ground; however, she could smell the creature before it viciously attacked him.  

Even though her grandmother had sensed the unfortunate creature also, Charade's senses were keener. Together they killed the diseased dog and saved her brother from harm. It was then her grandmother told her about the gift they shared. 

It was so easy for her to accept what her grandmother had told her as a child. However, as she grew, she tried to ignore her instincts and began to distance herself from her grandmother. She ignored the warning signs and smells and ran from danger. She wanted no part of her grandmother’s gift. 

When her grandmother fell ill, she called for Charade. She said to her, “Never ignore what you feel.” Until that night, sights, feelings, and smells were tampered down. She ignored them, trying to push them aside, but her senses were heightened that night. From that night on, Charade found it hard to ignore her gift. So, she began to embrace it.

Tonight, was no different. The skin around her neck rippled with anticipation. Perhaps it was the full moon or her excitement about things to come. Like the rest of her experiences over the last few years, she ignored the signs. Tonight, would be no different. She had no enemies. Her father kept only domesticated animals; therefore, she had no reason to worry.

Finally, fatigue summoned her to bed. She gazed one last time into the night, and that’s when she saw a slight movement in the shadows. Perhaps the candlelight was playing tricks on her eyes. Again, the skin on her neck rippled. A hand defensively went up to her neck. Usually, her entire body reacted to the threat of evil. Why just her neck?

She turned to walk inside and stopped. Again, her senses were strong and alarming. It had been years since her nerves were on such high alert. She could only attribute her nervousness to her upcoming birthday and wedding. 

She didn’t look back into the night. Instead, she turned and entered her room. A strange mist appeared, impeding her entrance, not letting her go further. It was as if an invisible wall had been constructed before her.

Again, she ventured forward, but the mist blocked the way. She had no other recourse but to stop and try to focus her eyes so she could see through the haze. An ominous hooded figure stood before her when her eyes managed to focus. Was her mind playing tricks on her? Charade stepped back. A scream rose from her throat when the figure let the hood slip off its head. 

Charade gasped at the sight of the woman before her. Even in the soft glow of the candlelight, her beauty was astounding. Her mane of wild red hair offset her pale flawless skin, accentuating the eerie amber glow of her large eyes. 

She’d seen the woman before. She was a rich courtesan and a woman with a notorious reputation. What was she doing here, in her room? 

Confused, Charade, who was well-mannered and bred, bent her head and bowed before the beautiful woman. “Madame,” she whispered. “Why are you here?”

“My name is Simone, and I’m here, Charade, to celebrate your birthday. I’ve watched you for months, and I’d love to have you with me. You and your little family annoy me, and your beauty infuriates me. No human should possess such beauty.”

Charade raised her head, the look of perplexity evident on her face. “I don’t understand. What have I ever done to upset you? I’m to be married in a week. My father would never allow me to associate with a courtesan.”

“Oh, my sweet, sweet creature, you will be mine after midnight.”

“Madame, I don’t understand?” 

Without warning, Simone took her by the throat and suspended her body inches off the stone floor. “Look at my eyes. What do you see? In my eyes is the knowledge of the world. I have seen history. I may have even changed history. I have existed for eons, and I am every human’s nightmare.”

Tears ran down Charade's cheeks. Fear encapsulated her because the evil Simone emanated was pure Evil. Her senses were roaring. 

“In a few short hours, you will belong to me. Your beauty will last an eternity, and if you want, that delicious husband-to-be of yours can be our plaything for a while.”

“Please don’t hurt me. Please, I have my whole life ahead of me. I’ve waited so long for this. Please, I beg of you.”

“Don’t beg, my dear. It’s very unbecoming,” Simone said into Charade’s ear. Then her long snake-like tongue licked the side of her face. “Mm, how wonderful you taste. How I want you. How I want to drink your blood and feel your innocence. No human should be as happy or as beautiful as you are. You will belong to me.”

The moon shone brightly in the evening sky. Time elapsed as Simone held Charade by the neck. Tears ran down the beautiful young woman’s ivory cheeks as she begged for her life. Finally, Simone let go of her and let her fall to the floor. 

“It’s almost time, my dear. You will thank me for the gift I will bestow upon you. Immortality does come with a few drawbacks, as you will experience.”

Charade tried to crawl away, but Simone’s foot held her to the ground.

“Almost time,” Simone sang into the night. She moved her foot from Charade’s back. “Get up!” she demanded.

“No, please let me go. I have no idea why you are doing this or why you want me? What are you? You are certainly no Christian.”

“Christian?” Simone laughed. “Christian...” again, Simone let out a long sinister laugh.

Before Charade’s terrified eyes, Simone became a vampire. Facial bones contorted, fangs appeared, and a paler ungodly hue took over her skin. The unusual amber gold of Simone’s eyes darkened and became blood-red. Now those eyes scanned Charade’s face, and claw-like hands pulled her up from the ground. 

“Now,” Simone whispered.

Her claw-like hands and fingers gripped Charade’s thick mane of hair, and without any preliminary, Simone went for her neck. 

As fangs pieced Charade’s vital artery, she felt a sharp pain, and then slowly, the pain became excruciating. More agony racked her body as Simone sucked her blood. Charade tried to scream, but nothing came out. She tried to fight but had no strength. What seemed like an eternity took less than a few minutes. 

Simone stopped before depleting Charade of all her blood. “Beauty, I am a Vampire, and soon you will join your brother and me. Oh, the fun we will have.” Simone bit her wrist and put it to Charade's mouth. “Drink, little one, and this will take the pain away.”

“No,” Charade said weakly.

“Drink!” Simone demanded. “You can’t refuse me.”

Weakly Charade took the wrist she offered and let her lips touch her cold skin. At first, she had the urge to vomit, but she became ravenous as her tongue tasted the salty concoction. She was amazed at how easy it was to draw in the succulent thick brew. Soon the pain began to dissipate as Simone had promised. Relief radiated through her body, yet she kept drinking. Finally, Simone grabbed her by the hair and threw Charade to the ground.

“Enough! You may not come back; you may die, which would be such a pity.” 
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Simone wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but there was no way she could leave Charade there until morning. Because when she awakened, she’d have an insatiable thirst, and the entire household would be at risk. Charade could be discovered and destroyed, and if panicked, she might walk out into the sunlight, then perish, burn to a crisp, and others might see her demise. Discovery was always a threat to a vampire. 

“Well, my dear, tonight you’re mine. Together with your brother, we will have a wonderful time.” Simone bent down to pick Charade’s head up by her hair. “Tell me, child, have you ever been with a man or had a big hard cock up your slit? Have you ever tasted the nectar of a man’s desire?”

“No, no, I was saving myself for marriage. A man always wants an innocent maiden. Please leave me. You took my blood, so you have what you wanted.”

“My dear, that’s impossible because, you see, now I have what you want.”

She hurled Charade over her shoulder and walked out onto the terrace. The moon was still bright in the sky, meaning she had time to get the girl back to her cave in the mountains. There, Simone’s other child would be waiting for her return. He would be anxious, she was sure, for the surprise she promised him, a playmate and sister.

Simone patted the young woman on the ass. “Hold on, we’re off to my abode, and by the way, Happy Birthday. Today is your first day reborn.”

In a flash, she flew into the night. Charade closed her eyes. She had to be dreaming and during a nightmare. Soon, she prayed she’d wake up eighteen and ready to live her life with the man she loved. 

None of this was real. Charade felt a veil of darkness encompass her as she blinked her eyes, trying to see where Simone was taking her. But everything was a blur, and then the blur became black. She lost consciousness. 
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France 1805

Young, beautiful, and beyond sensual, Charade stood before one of the most notorious leaders of his time, the Emperor of France, Napoleon Bonaparte. The evil he exuded was an understatement which delighted her. Curiosity now piqued; she was anxious to play with the power-hungry leader. His reputation and numerous affairs made him more than a target for her and Royce. 

The beautiful woman at his side, the Empress of France, the controversial Josephine, had a mischievous glint in her eyes. Shivers ran up and down Charade’s spine at the thought of sinking her fangs into her luscious neck. Perhaps tonight, she and Royce could rewrite history. 

Royce held her hand while bending his head to her ear. “Behave, little one. This man is powerful, and we don’t want to show our hand just yet.”

“You naughty boy. I know you are anxious to get your cock into that dark-haired beauty. I hear she is quite insatiable.”

“And experienced,” he added.

“Mm, I love an experienced woman. I hear she has about six years on her husband. I also like a man who recognizes beauty and pushes aside age,” she whispered back.

“Let me see, my beauty, how many years do you have on him? A few hundred?”

“I’m only eighteen. He’d be robbing the cradle.”

“And what a cradle it is. You’re a decadent piece of ass, Charade.”

“Takes one to know one,” she drawled.

When the short, dark-haired Emperor stood before her, Charade



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Yoitnos of leod






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





