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Bulgaria, 1491 

 

 Snow had been falling for the past four days during 
the horse ride from the port city of Zadar to the small 

town of Snowfield and its rulers, the Toths. The trading 

roads were piled high with snow to the point were no 

merchant could pass through with their wagons. 

Horses fared better along the road, though few travelers 

would dare venture into the near freezing air of 
Bulgarian winter. 

 Kilian Toth Krieger was one of the few who dared to 

challenge the winter. As a daughter of the ruling Toth 

lord, Kilian was intimately familiar with the harsh 

winters of her homeland and how to travel through it; 
nor did the cold no longer bothered her for she was one 

of the undead. It was within her homeland that she 

became a vampire nearly four centuries ago and it had 

been nearly as long since she had been back to the 

place of her birth and death. 

 Her attire of black riding pants, royal purple blouse 
with a black vest stood out from the white washed 

background of the snow covered plains with the 

exception of her near white pale skin topped by black 

raven hair. She carried very little with her during the 

journey from the coast to her former home, only simple 
supplies to keep her horse alive and various small 

books and writing implements. Only blood was a 

necessity which she satisfied just before leaving Zadar. 

 At a few hours before dawn, Kilian gave a sigh of 

relief as she came around the bend of hill and the sight 

of Snowfield came into full view. The town had grown in 
size since she was last home, stretching beyond close 

proximity of the keep walls to nearly reach the Surja 

River at the other side of the valley. There was little 

activity in the town due to the lateness of the hour 

which afforded Kilian the opportunity to ride through 
the town unnoticed by the townsfolk. She had no worry 

that any of the people would recognize her as the 

people that she knew from her childhood were long 

since dead and buried. 

 Toth Keep was an ancient fortification, originally 

built by her grandfather in the mid 12th century as a 
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military outpost for the rebellions against the 

oppressive Byzantine rulers. It was built of granite into 

the side of the foothill of the Ryjac Mountain that cast 
its shadow across the entire valley. Its high walls stood 

nearly twenty feet tall and were more than ten feet 

thick and had never been breached in over four 

hundred years, a broad fact that the Toth family was 

always quick to point out. 

 The gates to the Keep were closed for the evening 
and no soldiers stood guard outside of the wall. 

Glancing up along the wall, she easily spotted two 

sentries talking quietly among themselves. Her 

supernatural hearing caught their words on the wind 

as mundane conversation involving the female servants 
of the Keep. Kilian rolled her eyes and redirected her 

senses elsewhere to keep the more graphic details from 

contaminating her thoughts. 

 “Open the gate!” Kilian called out in the Bulgarian 

language. 

 The two men atop the wall scrambled to look over 
the wall, clearly startled that someone had approached 

the gate at the late time of night. “Who goes there?” one 

of them shouted back. 

 “Lady Kilian Toth.” She replied. 

 A moment of silence followed as the two sentries 
tried to place the name. When neither could recall, one 

yelled back to Kilian to wait while the other made his 

way down the stairs of the battlement to the gate. He 

then called for her to come forward and show her proof 

of lineage. 

 Kilian merely nodded and brought her horse 
forward to the gate. It was commonplace for nobles who 

traveled frequently to provide proof of their family ties 

and her father was an exceptionally paranoid man. She 

reached into the pocket of her black vest and fished out 

a gold signet ring with a rampant dragon carved onto 
the face. 

 The guard brought a torch forward and inspected 

the ring for several moments, his eyes going from the 

ring to Kilian and back again as he tried to determine 

the validity of the ring. He then took a step back and 
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called back to open the gate. “Welcome home Lady 

Toth.” He finally said and stepped off to the side. 

 The gate opened with a groan of aged wood and iron 
enough for Kilian to ride into the Keep proper. The 

layout had not changed since she was last home, a 

simple and efficient design of defense. She made her 

way to the stables on her right and tied off her horse 

before making her way up two flights of stairs to the 

main entrance to the Keep that led into the hill. 
 Two sentries stood at the large oak doors engraved 

with the house rampant dragon heraldry. Kilian strode 

forward with purpose, slowing her pace only slightly to 

allow the sentries to open the door for her. The inside of 

the Keep was built in Romanesque fashion with round 
arches at the doorways and walls supported by granite 

columns and rose windows overlooking the courtyard. 

The foyer contained little in the way of furniture, only a 

few wooden benches and chairs along the walls for 

visitors to wait.  

 Kilian walked across the empty foyer, her boots 
giving off a clacking echo in the still air. She paused at 

the center of the room to determine her direction. In all 

likelihood, the layout of the Keep was the same as it 

always had been with the audience chamber being 

down the main hall from the foyer where her father 
would rule with draconian fashion. That was four 

hundred years in the past, however, and he would no 

longer be able to rule in the public eye for he was also a 

vampire. He would now be forced to rule from the 

shadows through one of his living descendants. 

 With that thought in mind, Kilian turned to the 
right and made her way to the stairwell that led down 

into the underbelly of the Keep, a place she called Hell’s 

Sanctuary. The underground dungeons were carved out 

of stone and constantly held a smoky burning smell 

from the torches that lit the seemingly endless 
hallways. 

 The halls of Hell’s Corner were unchanged from 

Kilian’s memory, allowing her to easily navigate the 

twists and turns of cells with angry prisoners and 

torture rooms with the screams of the dying. The sins 

committed within Hell’s Sanctuary were only rumored 



Breaking Bonds 
Tales of Kilian Toth Krieger 

 

4 

among the town’s folk and it they were enough to keep 

the people in line and loyal. For Kilian, the 

underground circus of sin was home. 
 Few servants ventured into the depths and only a 

handful of guards were present as Kilian made her way 

to the door that led to her father’s chamber. No guards 

were necessary to protect the entry for her father’s 

powers of perception were so vast that he most likely 

knew the moment that she had stepped onto the Keep 
grounds and most assuredly knew that she stood out 

front of his door. He had always been an astute man, 

becoming a vampire made him frightening. 

 Thoughts of why she was home raced through her 

mind like the beating wings of a hummingbird. She had 
grown up as the outcast daughter, too morbid for her 

sisters, too anti-social for public appearances, and too 

rebellious for her father. It was these reasons that he 

choose not to turn Kilian into a vampire and join the 

bloodline of the Lüdérc, that honor was given to her 

sisters Erzebet and Dorina. 
 With no hope of gaining the power that she craved 

from her father, Kilian was forced to leave her home in 

search of someone who would. That search landed in 

her as a slave to a cruel sorcerer who could harness the 

power of blood magic. Decades past with the promise of 
being turned forever dabbled in front of her until Kilian 

finally took the opportunity to seduce her master and 

be turned into one of the damned. Now she had finally 

returned home to get answers from her father and to 

obtain the last piece of power she sought. 

 The door to the chamber opened easily and without 
so much as a creak in the wood. The room within was 

dimly lit by candlelight which hid small details of the 

room from casual human eyes. Kilian, with her own 

enhanced perception, saw the room as clear as an open 

field on a summer afternoon. Bookcases with old tomes 
lined the walls on each side that ended at a large 

ornate oak desk carved to resemble a dragon. Old 

parchments littered the top of the desk along with an 

ink and quill held by a man of middle age and flawless 

pale skin. Dressed in a heavy robe of burgundy, Bron 
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Toth did not raise his head to acknowledge Kilian as 

she entered the room and shut the door behind her. 

 The silence in the room was deafening to Kilian as 
she watched her father ignore her presence and 

continue to write slowly across the aged parchment in 

front of him. Her thumb tapped against the hem of her 

leather riding pants impatiently as she waited to be 

acknowledged for several minutes until finally she gave 

a small cough. 
 The feather quill stopped moving for a moment 

before starting again. “I told you I never wanted to see 

you here again.” He said in a deep gravelly voice. 

 “Father, I’ve come to ask for your knowledge of the 

blood.” Kilian answered with a calm tone. 
 The quill stopped once more followed by an 

annoyed sigh. Bron set the quill down to the side of the 

parchment and finally looked up at his daughter with 

bloodshot dark eyes. “You’ve already stolen the blood 

Kilian. Why would I help you?” he said, his words laced 

with poison. 
 “To make our family strong once more father. I’ve 

seen the world beyond the walls of this town. I have 

lived the world and seen its wonders. I may have denied 

me your bloodline, but I still offer to elevate our family 

to where it belongs.” She said with a note of 
enthusiasm. 

 “My family, not yours or did you forget that I no 

longer call you daughter? And what would I do with the 

world filled with zealots and monsters? Rule it until 

some disgusting whelp tries to assassinate me? No, we 

need not such things.” Bron said with a dismissing 
wave of his hand. 

 Kilian took a step forward which earned her a scowl 

from her father, stopping her advancement. “But 

father, how can you be satisfied with this place? There 

is barely enough people to feed from and the trade 
routes are moving more northward every year. How can 

you not want more for your family and your people?” 

 “Because I know my place little girl,” Bron snapped. 

“Just like you should know yours. You’re a blood thief 

and a charlatan running across the world like a 

diseased leper with that monster Krieger.” 
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 The statement caused Kilian to rock back with 

anger. Her brows furrowed together as her hands 

clenched together. Klaus Krieger had taken her in after 
her father rejected her, accepted her and treated her 

like one of his own blood. “Klaus Krieger is a great 

man.” She gritted through her teeth. 

 Bron tilted his head to the side curiously. “A great 

man? That monster has slaughtered humans by the 

hundreds in his quest for power. He has destroyed 
more than one elder of our kind who tried to set him on 

the path of redemption. Now that bastard sits on a 

throne of vampire blood after causing a civil war within 

his own clan. For God’s sakes, he’s even responsible for 

the loss of the great city of Constantinople! Great man 
indeed.” Bron said in anger, spitting to the ground at 

the end of his tirade. 

 “Your jealous…no, envious of what he has been 

able to accomplish.” Kilian retorted with a gleam in her 

eye. “He’s been able to do what you can’t, take power 

over our kind.” 
 Bron’s fangs extended as his anger began to rise. 

“Get the hell out of my keep.” 

 “Not until I get what I came here for.” She replied, 

standing firmly in place. 

 “I will give you nothing you petulant bitch!” Bron 
spat as he stood to his feet. His robe opened up to show 

his thin and frail frame beneath. 

 Kilian She reached inwardly to her vampiric blood 

and tapped the bounded magic it held. From the magic 

of her blood she used her Will to focus the energy into a 

necrotic parasite that would feed on the vampirism of 
her target. She then looked at Bron and stretched out 

her hand towards him and spoke in Latin to complete 

and release the blood curse. “Sanguis Consecro!” 

 Bron screamed in agony as he collapsed to the 

ground in pain. The curse took immediate hold of his 
body and his blood, suppressing the vampirism to the 

degree that he was nearly as frail as an old human 

man. His pale skin went taut around his thin muscles 

and bones and his fangs shrank back into his mouth 

until they were normal. 
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 With barely enough strength to look up with his 

now five hundred year old human body, Bron spoke 

with only a whisper. “What is this sorcery?” 
 “This is my power father,” Kilian said with a stern 

tone and stepped up to the desk and peered down at 

her father. “This is but a taste of what I am capable of 

now thanks to Klaus. But one thing still eludes me, one 

piece of my being that was denied to me by you.” 

 Bron tried to speak, but his words failed him as his 
head was now too heavy to be held up by his body. He 

gave a groan instead as he tried to keep his body from 

disintegrating from the weight of time. 

 “The Lüdérc line holds the power over the flesh. You 

will give it to me father or I will take it, by force if 
necessary.” Kilian said softly. 

 The only reply Bron gave was another groan, 

prompting Kilian to kneel down beside her father. She 

reached out and brushed back the white hair that had 

fallen over his tortured face. The look in her father’s 

eyes was of pain and hate, two emotions she knew all 
too well. She took a firm grip of his jaw and forced his 

face towards her own and locked his black eyes with 

her own. 

 With the physical touch between the two, Kilian 

reached out with her mind to touch his psyche and 
found a formable barrier of mental walls and pitfalls. A 

quick inspection of his defenses showed cracks within 

the walls from the duress he was under from the curse 

she had given him. With a grin to her lips, she began to 

push her mind to his, building layer after layer of 

pressure at the foundation of his wall until the sliver of 
a crack grew into a tear. 

 Kilian’s eyes flashed from brown orbs to rings of 

gold as she tapped into the power of her vampiric blood 

to fuel her assault upon Bron’s mind. Her father, with 

almost no strength to resist, whimpered as the walls in 
his mind began to crumble until they collapsed from 

Kilian’s superior strength of mind. 

 Recent memories and thoughts poured out from 

Bron’s mind like a flood breaching a dam. Recent 

memories of teaching unfamiliar faces of the bloodline 

the secrets of manipulating flesh, of Bron’s sire 
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Branimir Lüdérc visiting the Keep with demands of 

loyalty and secrecy of unknown knowledge, and of a 

library of tomes deep within the dungeons. The memory 
of library caught Kilian’s interest and studied the 

memory for several moments to learn its location before 

breaking the mental connection with her father. 

 Bron collapsed as Kilian let go of his face. She 

watched him for a moment before standing gracefully to 

her feet. “To your feet father, it’s time for you to grant 
my one wish.” She purred with satisfaction and began 

walking to the door to leave. 

 Upon reaching the door, Kilian paused with her 

hand on the handle and looked back over his shoulder 

to look at her father still a puddle of flesh on the 
ground. She gave a satirical frown. “Oh, I forgot,” She 

declared and walked back over to Bron. “You can’t 

walk.” 

 With a quick jerk, Kilian pulled Bron up from the 

ground by the collar of his heavy robe. Her augmented 

strength from her vampire blood easily bared the 
weight of the thin frail man as she dragged him out of 

the room and down the hall towards the hidden library. 

 The halls of the dungeon were eerily empty as Kilian 

dragged her limp father along the stone floor and down 

a short flight of stone stairs. Bron gave a token 
resistance as he was dragged along to play the part of 

the captive to prevent suspicion from his daughter as to 

his actual intentions. He shut his eyes and reached out 

with the only part of his body that was not crushed by 

the weight of mortality and time, his mind. 

 Within the depths of Hell’s Corner, Kilian finally 
came to a stop in front of a dragon engraved iron door 

nestled within the granite walls and secured by a lock. 

She unceremoniously dropped Bron to the ground and 

rifled through his robe until she found an iron key 

within an inside pocket. The key slipped into the door 
with easy and opened the door with an audible click. 

 Easily a foot thick, the iron door would be extremely 

difficult for a normal human to open. For a vampire 

such as Kilian, the door proved to be only a nuisance to 

lay bare its secrets. With a satisfied grin, Kilian took 
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hold of Bron’s unresisting leg and dragged him the 

remaining way into the Lüdérc Library. 

 Guided by her enhanced vision, Kilian made her 
way to the nearest lantern and carefully lit it with a 

match. Light flooded into the room to reveal the 

epicenter of knowledge collected by her father’s 

bloodline. 

 The library was easily the largest collection of 

knowledge Kilian had laid eyes upon since the libraries 
of Constantinople before the Crusades. Rows of 

bookcases and racks of scrolls and maps adorned the 

stone walls. Trinkets and artifacts from ancient times 

sat quietly upon shelves and tables waiting to be 

discovered once more. A world of knowledge was laid 
out before Kilian and she could barely contain her 

excitement at the possibilities. 

 “Father, you’ve been keeping secrets from me.” She 

sighed happily and then issued a giggle as she skipped 

into the room towards the bookshelves and began 

examining the tomes. She pulled a few from the shelves 
and placed them on a nearby table before delving back 

into the sea of books and parchments for more. 

 After her fourth trip back to the table with a stack 

of books, she casually looked over to the open door and 

Bron lying on the ground in an unmoving heap. She 
tilted her head to the side in mock sympathy. “You 

know father, it isn’t good to keep secrets.” She said 

before turning back to the books. “Now, where do I 

start?” 

 “How about leaving from wherever you came from.” 

A new voice shot into the room with authority. Kilian’s 
eyes darted up and to the doorway where a pair of men 

was standing, both dressed in doublets of red and 

black with black leather pants. Both men held similar 

pale appearances, brothers from the same seed and 

close in age. Their differences end there as the man in 
front held the strong build of a soldier with short black 

hair and finely trimmed beard. The man behind him 

was wiry with wild long black hair and a patchwork of 

thin scars across his face. 

 “My my,” Kilian said with a purr and glided to her 

feet, hand placed on her hip. “Aren’t we a pretty one?” 
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 “Your presence is unwelcome. Leave this Keep 

immediately.” The man at the front demanded as he 

took a step into the room towards Bron. 
 Kilian watched his movements carefully and 

decided that sultry conversation would not get her very 

far with the two men. Their pale skin could have 

marked them as vampires to a mere common man. To 

more a more knowledgeable person, it was the eyes 

that gave a vampire more often than not. In a normal 
state, a vampire could easily pass as a human through 

body language or if they really wanted to try, they could 

consciously more the blood within their body to add a 

flush of health to their normally pale skin. Only the 

most perceptive of people could see the difference. 
 When a vampire was swayed by emotion, however, 

a single trait nearly always gave away their true 

identity; their eyes. Each vampire was a human who 

has had their soul chained to a dead body. It was the 

soul that animated the body, a mobile prison that 

refused to release the soul to the afterlife. In an 
heightened emotional state, the soul is able to push 

just a little bit past the chains and come to the surface 

which manifested in the eyes. Each vampire manifested 

their soul a little bit differently in the eyes depending 

on the bloodline that they belonged to. For the Lüdérc 
line, the eyes took on a vibrant blue ring along the iris. 

For Kilian, the gold ring of her own eyes marked her of 

a lineage unknown to her as she had stolen her way 

into vampirism and knew not the line that her sire 

descended from. She had destroyed him before asking, 

a regret that she had carried with her for more than 
four hundred years now. 

 The two men who moved to her father showed their 

blue ringed eyes from the anger they held for her and 

what she had done. The arrival made it painfully clear 

that the curse she had put upon Bron did not prevent 
him from reaching out with his mind and summon his 

vampiric sons to his aide. 

 "Touché father," Kilian sneered as she stepped away 

from the desk. "You found a way through my curse. It 

would seem you are smart after all." 



Breaking Bonds 
Tales of Kilian Toth Krieger 

 

11 

 Bron gave no reply as the curse prevented him from 

moving or drawing breath to speak. The larger man 

stepped in front of Bron in a protective stance, his arms 
hanging loosely at his side. The thin man kneeled 

beside her father and placed a hand to his shoulder as 

he began to speak softly in an ancient Slavic dialect. It 

was a language she had heard Klaus Kreiger speak on 

more than one occasion. 

 "It's no use little man, your infernal magic cannot 
lift the curse from him. Only I can do that." Kilian said. 

 "Thaumaturgy? Interesting. You are of the Likow 

line then? I had thought that line gone from this earth." 

the thin man said in a velvet voice. 

 Kilian tried not to show surprise upon her face. The 
little man was more intelligent than she would have 

given him credit for. She instead gave a sultry smile 

along with a small curtsey. 

 "I am called Vran, and this is Gregor of the Lüdérc. 

Might I know the pleasure of your name before you are 

devoured?" Vran said calmly as if speaking of her 
destruction was as simple as watching rain fall. 

 "Kilian Toth Krieger." she said, compelled to honor 

the tradition among her kind to follow ancient protocols 

of introduction. 

 "Krieger? The Krieger? Slayer of Tiberius? Fiend of 
the Earth?" Gregor asked in surprise. 

 Kilian grinned and gave a nod. "The same." 

 Gregor looked to Vran and then back to Kilian, 

cletching his fists tightly. "You keep infernal company 

my lady. He has caused my grief to these lands and we 

would see it paid in kind." 
 "Yes. Yes. I have heard all of this before," Kilian said 

with a flippant wave of her hand. "Leave me be within 

this library or you will share in Tiberius' fate." 

 "Arrogant bitch!" Gregor growled and moved to 

advance of Kilian with his fists raised. 
 "Sanguis Ignis!" Kilian shouted as she quickly 

gathered the power of blood and exerted her will as 

images of fire leapt to her mind. 

 A lance of flame erupted from her fingertips and hit 

Gregor center mass with the force of a charging war 

horse. The blow knocked him clear of his feet and sent 
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him to the ground. The impact from the fire left a 

sizable hole upon his chest of seared flesh and 

bubbling blood from the intense heat. The second long 
blast of fire mostly evaporated into the air after the 

impact though patches of clothing caught fire and 

continued to burn at Gregor's flesh as he screamed in 

pain. 

 Without pausing to admire her handiwork, Kilian 

switched her gaze to Vran and spoke the words of 
power once more. "Sanguis Ignis!" 

 Another lance of fire shot across the room to the 

wiry man, but he was more prepared than his larger 

brother. Vran swiped his hand across the air in front of 

him and spoke in his old Slavic tongue. "Vzduch 
Ochrany!" 

 As the stream of fire hit the air just before Vran's 

face, a powerful gust of wind swept through and 

deflected the fire away and into the center of a 

bookcase beside them. The impact of the fire showered 

the room in burning pieces of paper and the scent of 
scorched wood. Moments later the fire began to spread 

across the bookcase like a swarm of locusts to the next 

bookcase where more priceless ancient texts added fuel 

to the ever hungry fire. 

 “No!” Kilian screamed as the precious books caught 
fire. The knowledge of ancient civilizations and their 

secrets were disappearing at a rapid pace due to the 

deflection of her attack. She narrowed her eyes at Vran. 

“So you are an Aeris sorcerer, how quaint. I wasn’t 

aware that the Lüdérc had fallen so low as to mingle in 

such worthless magics.” 
 “I’ll show you worthless, Vzduch Útok!” Vran 

growled back and extended his hand forward towards 

Kilian. A dust devil spun into creation, kicking up loose 

papers as it spiraled its way to envelop Kilian. The force 

of the winds picked her up off her feet and threw her 
across the room more than twenty paces into a free 

standing bookcase causing it to topple over and break 

apart. 

 Kilian picked herself up from the bookcase and 

found her leg was moving sluggishly from a shard of 

wood that impaled her thigh. She found the pain to be 
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dull like most of the injuries in the past. Since her body 

was actually an animated corpse, it did not register 

pain like a normal human would. 
 She choose to ignore the shard and refocused her 

attention on Vran who was moving away from his 

father to Gregor who was still laying on the ground, his 

flesh still smoking from the blast of fire he took to the 

chest. 

 Not one to follow honorable combat, Kilian seized 
the opportunity to gather her blood and will for another 

feat of magic. She thought of cursing Vran like she did 

to her father, but then thought otherwise. While fire 

thaumaturgy was quick and easy magic to perform, 

curses took much more power to enact and hold. The 
curse upon Bron was one she had crafted for days prior 

to their meeting. She knew her father’s true name and 

thus, held power over his body. Kilian knew very little 

of Vran and so any curse that she laid upon would not 

have the weight needed to subdue him completely. With 

her fire magic countered by his strength in Aeris, Kilian 
was forced to rely on a path of Thaumaturgy that she 

rarely used. 

 First, Kilian tapped her vampiric blood to increase 

her speed, allowing her to run across the room to 

Vran’s flank in a blink of an eye. She then reached out 
and grabbed his arm as he reacted too slowly to pull 

away from her presence. As her hand touched his flesh, 

she released the energy she had gathered and shouted. 

“Deleo Sanguis!” 

 Vran screamed as blood began to pour out from his 

mouth, nose, ears, and eyes uncontrollably. Kilian kept 
her grip on his arm and continued her magical assault 

on his vampiric blood as the fire from her earlier attack 

continued to spread quickly across the old bookcases 

and tomes. The dark red blood pooled at their feet as a 

thick vicious liquid and the smell of it brought a 
euphoric pleasure to Kilian’s nose that nearly made her 

let loose her grip of Vran in favor of devouring the blood 

at her feet. 

 As his blood continued to flow from his orifices, 

Vran’s body began to shrink as muscle and fat was 

siphoned away from the blood magic until his was 
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nothing more than skin stretched over bone. Kilian 

then released the tortured, but living vampire to the 

ground. She then stared at him as his laid within a 
pool of his own blood, letting the sensation of victory 

wash over her. 

 Fire finally brought Kilian out of her reverie as the 

burning bookcase was now quickly turning into an 

inferno across the entire room. She turned and moved 

quickly over to her father dragged him out of range 
from the fire while cursing in Latin. 

 The stone hallway outside of the room held a thin 

layer of smoke from the fire within and Kilian stopped 

for a moment to consider her options. The dungeons 

were mostly made of stone and would hopefully contain 
the fire to just the library. The thought of losing such 

much knowledge angered Kilian to her core. Though 

her errant bolt of fire caused the fire, she placed the 

blame firmly on the shoulders of Vran and his 

deflection of her attack. Had he died like he was 

suppose to, she would not be in the predicament she 
now found herself in. 

 Kilian looked to the room and the ever growing fire 

within it. Vran and his exsanguinated body was laying 

next to his brother Gregor who was unconscious from 

the massive damage done to his chest. A normal 
vampire would eventually heal from such a wound, but 

wounds of that degree took days to heal. The fire 

consuming the room would take body of their bodies 

within minutes. 

 Instead of retrieving their bodies, Kilian rolled Bron 

onto his back and straddled his chest with her eyes 
peering into his. “Now father, that was not a nice thing 

to do, sending young bloodsons to their demise. It’s a 

pity I was forced to put them down, but you left me no 

choice.” She said with malice. 

 Bron’s showed hatred back at her, but was unable 
to speak due to the curse upon him. 

 “All I’ve ever wanted from you is acceptance. To be 

one of the family, a daughter that you loved like 

Erzebet or Dorina. Was that too much to ask from you? 

To be loved? Answer me!” she screamed and slapped 

Bron across the face, but yielded now answer due to 
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the curse. Kilian drew an unnecessary breath to calm 

herself, allowing the gold ring of her bloodline to fade 

until only her brown eyes remained. “No, I suppose it 
was too much to ask of you,” She finally said. “But you 

will still give me what I want; the power of the Lüdérc 

will be mine father.” 

 Kilian leaned forward to whisper in Bron’s ear. 

“Goodbye father.” She said quietly before extending her 

fangs to dagger points and pierced the soft cold flesh of 
his neck. Blood broke free from the confines of flesh 

and veins and into Kilian’s hungry mouth. The hot 

liquid poured into her mouth and spilled out along 

mouth, some drops hitting the floor as Bron gave a 

silent mixed scream of agony and ecstasy. For most 
vampires, the act of being bitten was one of ecstatic 

euphoria. It was one of the common mystical powers of 

a vampire that helped them feed from humans without 

invoking a fight or flight response. The power also 

worked on other vampires and was one of the few ways 

that a vampire could experience raw emotion, but was 
also a danger. If a vampire were to get lost in the 

emotion of the feeding, it could go too far without 

realizing it and the vampire could lose too much blood, 

or even worse, the could lose the trapped soul within 

them. 
 It was this that Kilian was counting on. Vampire 

bloodlines carry within them the powers of their 

progenitors, specialized powers that could only be 

harnessed by those with the blood of that bloodline. 

Bloodlines could not teach or learn powers from other 

bloodlines. There were myths that a vampire could 
steal the soul of another vampire through the complete 

consumption of their blood and soul. Some vampires 

did not even believe that such an act was possible to 

succeed. Kilian knew otherwise for she had seen it 

happen by her master, Klaus Krieger. It was possible to 
claim the power of another vampire and even further, it 

was not a difficult thing to do, at least not physically. 

Klaus described the act to her as first a physical battle 

to consume the blood of the vampire. The second was a 

spiritual battle to draw out the trapped soul of the 
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vampire, and the third was a mental battle to subdue 

the soul and meld it within one’s own body. 

 This act of devouring another vampire was 
forbidden among vampire society, lest the consumer be 

hunted down and destroyed. In addition, it was 

possible the consumption of the soul could result in the 

soul taking over if the mental battle was lost. The 

results would be the loss of your own soul and forced to 

watch as you were no longer in control of your own 
power and body. It was a risk Kilian was willing to take. 

 As the last drops of blood left Bron’s body, the cage 

of vampirism let go of his trapped soul to be wander to 

the afterlife. It was within those moments that Kilian 

extended her aura to her father’s to create a barrier 
and ensnare his soul. With only one means of escape 

from the now rapidly decaying body, Bron’s soul 

slipped from one prison to another within his daughter 

and came face to face with her tortured and trapped 

soul. 

 Without the benefit of blood and body, the soul was 
naked, but powerful with raw energy. Bron’s soul 

assaulted Kilian’s soul with a mental barrage of terror 

and fear to break the barrier she had erected around 

him. His attack was met by emotions of hatred and 

anger forged by hundreds of years of torment by the 
very soul that now desperately tried to escape. 

 Time is a human way of thinking and the battle 

between both souls was over within a blink of an eye. 

To the two eternal creatures of the night, the battle for 

supremacy waged on for ages before Bron’s soul was 

forced into submission by the weight of Kilian’s hatred 
for her father. She took control of his soul and merged 

it within her own to become a being that embodied both 

Kilian and Bron, a melding of two vampiric bloodlines 

within the body on a single family. 

 When Kilian opened her eyes and looked to the 
where Bron’s incapacitated was, only ashes remained. 

She rose to her feet slowly as the rush of power coursed 

through her body. Each twitch of her fingers felt like 

she could move the stars in the heavens above. 

 Excitement then coursed through Kilian as she 

eagerly thought of the possibilities of what she now 
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possessed. She brought her hand to arm and pushed at 

the skin tentatively, willing the flesh of her body to 

move. At first the skin merely moved like any other 
human despite her concentration. Kilian then tapped 

into the power of her blood and forced her will into her 

flesh as she attempted once more to force her skin to 

change. 

 Her pale flesh began to move, slowly at first, but 

became like clay under her fingertips. With a gleeful 
squeal Kilian ran her fingers along her arm to create 

cascading set of ripples along her flesh that held its 

shape as if it was completely natural. She then pushed 

the skin together, compiling layer of layer until it was 

tougher than the hide of an elephant. The possibilities 
were endless with such power of the Lüdérc line and 

Kilian wanted to explore much of it, but even more 

importantly, she needed a means of experimenting with 

her new founded powers. 

 The daughter of Bron made her way out from the 

dungeon and the ashes of her father to the balcony of 
the Keep that overlooked the sleeping town of 

Snowfield. Standing in the cold winter air of Bulgaria in 

her simple traveling clothes, Kilian closed her eyes and 

extended her senses to the town below. As expected, 

she began to pick up the smells and voices of the 
people within the Keep and the homes nearest to her. 

 Within moments she began to pick up new 

sensations unfamiliar to her. Thoughts and dreams of 

the townsfolk rose up from the clouded edges of her 

senses. Sweet dreams of a better crop season come 

spring were paired with nightmares of what manner of 
creature took Veronus from his bed in the middle of the 

night. The sensations and emotions of the people of the 

town nearly overloaded Kilian, causing her to grip the 

curtain wall to keep herself upright. 

 The new flood of information would take time to get 
use to and made her wonder how Bron filtered and 

processed so much information all at once. He was 

stronger in the mind than she initially thought. Still, he 

was now gone, a fleeting memory in the passage of 

time. What he could once do, she would do better. It 

was only a matter of time. 
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 Kilian turned from the wall and made her way into 

the Keep where a sleepy pair of soldiers were talking 

quietly to one another. At her approach the two soldiers 
snapped awake and eyed her with suspicion until she 

produced the Ring of the Toth family. 

 “Fetch the Seneschal at once.” She ordered with a 

stern voice. 

 “My lady? It is the middle of the night, the 

Seneschal will be asleep.” One of the guards replied. 
 “Wake him then. There has been a change in 

ownership and he will need to prepare.” 

 “At once my Lady.” The guard snapped off a salute 

and made his way into the Keep along with his 

companion. Kilian watched the two make their way into 
the Keep and smiled. Countess Kilian Toth Krieger had 

a nice ring to it she thought. 


