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THE MEDICI GUARDIANS – BOOK 3: THE ORIGINAL BLOOD

WARNING
This book contains explicit sexual content, group sex, double penetration, blood play, dark themes, violence, and possessive MMCs.
It also includes references to reincarnation, ritual power exchange, and judgment themes.
For adults only (18+). Reader discretion is strongly advised.
Author's note: Aria is twenty-five years old. Her guardians are all between twenty-eight and thirty-five. Old enough to kill for her. Young enough to burn with her.
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Chapter 1 – The Whisper Beneath the Skin
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The moon is almost full tonight. It reflects in the new windowpanes that were installed last week, turning the master bedroom into a kind of black mirror pierced with cold light. I am lying on my back, naked under a silk sheet that already clings to my damp skin. The Seal rests between my breasts like a warm, living weight. It no longer burns. It no longer threatens to consume me. And yet it never sleeps.

Marco is sleeping to my right, a heavy arm draped across my belly, possessive even in unconsciousness. His breathing is steady, deep, almost animal. Luca is on the other side, sprawled on his stomach, one arm hanging off the bed, his tattoos seeming to move in the shadows as the moonlight passes over them. Enzo snores softly against my shoulder, his warm, reassuring bulk like a bulwark. Dante, however, is not sleeping. He is sitting on the edge of the bed, shirtless, back turned, elbows on his knees. He is staring at the open window. I know he is listening to the night. He always listens to the night.

I touch the Seal with my fingertips. It responds instantly: a gentle warmth, almost a caress, that rises along my collarbone and descends to the hollow of my belly. No pain. No violent vision. Just... a whisper.

A sound that isn't really a sound. More like a very ancient vibration, as if someone were breathing against the inside of my ribcage.

I close my eyes.

And then it happens.

Not a clear vision like before. Not a sharp scene with faces and blood. Just a sensation. The smell of damp stone, burnt beeswax, rusted iron, and faded lilies. A woman's voice — very low, very old, very calm — that doesn't really speak words. She sings a single note, a single syllable that repeats and distorts, like an echo trapped in an empty cathedral for centuries.

I open my eyes abruptly.

The Seal is warm, but not burning. Just... present.

Dante turns his head toward me. His green eyes catch the moonlight like a predator's.

"Again?" he asks softly.

I nod.

He rises without a sound, comes back to lie beside me, slides a hand into my hair and gently pulls my head against his chest. His heart beats strong and steady. I smell the familiar scent of leather, smoke, and him.

"It's different this time," I murmur.

"How?"

"It's not a threat. It's not a warning." I search for the words. "It's... an invitation."

Marco growls in his sleep and tightens his arm around me. Luca mutters something incomprehensible and moves closer, his thigh pressing against mine. Enzo opens one eye, sees that I'm awake, growls even louder, and places his enormous hand on my hip as if to anchor me to the bed.

Dante strokes my temple with his thumb.

"An invitation from whom?"

I don't answer right away. I close my eyes again. The whisper is still there, patient. It waits for me to truly listen.

And then, very clearly this time, an image crosses my mind — not violent, not fast. Slow. Almost beautiful.

A woman standing in an immense hall with walls covered in half-faded frescoes. She wears a black velvet gown embroidered with gold threads forming intertwined lilies. Her hair is very long, very black, and seems to absorb the light. She holds a medallion identical to mine, but hers is older, more worn, and the central stone is a deep red, almost black.

She raises her eyes to me. Her irises are golden. Not human.

She smiles — a smile that holds nothing cruel, but contains an infinite sadness.

And she speaks a single word.

Not with her mouth. With the Seal.

Come.

I open my eyes so suddenly that Dante startles.

"Aria?"

I sit up abruptly, the sheet slipping down over my breasts. All four of them are awake now. Four pairs of eyes fixed on me.

"We need to go downstairs," I say, my voice hoarse.

Marco frowns. "Downstairs where?"

"To the archives. To the crypt. To the room we've never opened."

Dante is already standing, grabbing his jeans from the chair.

"Did you see something?"

"Not saw. Heard." I touch the Seal. It pulses once, gently, as if in approval. "She's calling me."

Enzo growls. "She who?"

I look at all four of them. My heart is beating very hard. Not from fear. Not really. More from... anticipation.

"The first Queen." My voice trembles just a little as I say the words. "The first Medici Queen."

Silence.

Then Luca, with that little crooked smile that always hides a hint of worry:

"Shit. We're really going to have to open that door we walled up for a good reason, huh?"

I nod.

"Yes." I stand up, naked, and walk across the room to the window. The moonlight illuminates my face. The Seal glows softly against my skin.

"Because if we don't..." I turn back to them. "...she will come for us."
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Chapter 2 – The Walled Door
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The basement corridors smell of cold stone and time that has stopped. Our footsteps echo too loudly despite our soft soles. Marco leads the way, flashlight in hand, the beam sweeping the walls as if he expected an Orsini to emerge from between the stones. Luca follows right behind me, one hand constantly brushing the small of my back — not possessively, but rather to reassure himself. Enzo brings up the rear, silent, but I feel his gaze weighing on the back of my neck like an invisible shield. Dante walks beside me without touching me, yet I feel his presence like a blade ready to spring.

The Seal pulses gently against my skin, almost in rhythm with our steps. It knows where we are going. It knows we are getting closer.

We stop in front of the wall.

It is a door, or rather what remains of one: a stone arch carved with intertwined lilies, but the opening is filled with bricks and crude mortar. It looks as if someone wanted to forget this place very quickly, very clumsily.

Marco places his hand on the bricks.

"We sealed this six generations ago," he says in a low voice. "My great-great-grandfather wrote in the register: 'What sleeps here must never awaken.'"

I touch the Seal. It heats up instantly.

"It's already awake," I reply. "She woke me."

Dante pulls a small crowbar from his backpack. He doesn't ask for permission. He starts attacking the mortar at the weakest joint. Luca and Enzo position themselves on either side to help remove the bricks as they come loose.

The first ones fall with a dull, almost guilty sound.

Marco looks at me.

"Are you sure it's her? Not a trap? Not something left by Bianca or Lorenzo?"

I shake my head.

"It's not their energy. It's... older. Heavier. Sadder."

Another brick falls. A cold draft escapes from the opening, carrying the scent of ancient wax, moldy paper, and something metallic — dried blood, perhaps.

Dante pauses for a second, nostrils flaring.

"It smells like death that hasn't finished dying," he murmurs.

Enzo growls.

"Great. Exactly what we wanted for a midnight stroll."

Luca tries to lighten the mood:

"At least if we die here, we'll have a good story to tell... the next guardians."

No one laughs.

The last row of bricks gives way. Marco shines the light inside.

A narrow staircase spirals downward. The steps are worn in the center, as if hundreds — thousands? — of feet had trodden them. On the walls, very ancient frescoes, half-erased: women crowned with lilies, men kneeling, blood flowing in stylized streams toward a central medallion.

The Seal vibrates harder.

I place a foot on the first step.

Marco grabs my arm.

"Not alone."

I look up at him.

"I wasn't planning on going alone."

He nods, but his eyes say: I'll follow you to the end, even if it's a stupid idea.

We descend.

The air grows denser, more humid. The flashlights make strange shadows dance
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