
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Ep 6

Narrative Kips

The robot continued to gleefully watch me while I read. The tome was a second-generation accounting of the first known unlifer to acquire the blood trait I so love. The passage most desired to me was that of her encounter with a soulless one. A demon proclaimed Abyzou. She was blamed for miscarriages and infant mortality. It was said to be motivated by envy, as she herself was infertile. The story goes, Cel Sin Dar. An Egyptian woman, who was turned 200 years before it came in contact with her living line. What the demon wished to do was what Abyzou did best, and Cel convinced it to stop. You see from what I understand, soulless ones cannot be fully glamoured. That’s all I know.

Richter 

You know what it's like being one of the only living line members of a blood sucker house? No, not many do. You see great, great, and all that sort of skullduggery grandma talked a demon lord out of dousing the bright flame of house Sin Dar. The Sins, and the Dars used to be two opposing families, till them of the one deity showed up. Amazing how all your problems go away when the new folks want your head on a spike. A wedding was arranged. The Sins, a people of devil worshipers, sorcerers, and the undead. On the other hand, the Dars. Pagans, old Celtic Epona red horse running pagans. From Lugh’s rejuvenation and rebirth while in times of peace, to Macha’s acorns in war. Lord, and lady of the darkness, lord and lady of the light inside each. The Sins were right to be worried. A single child of each married. That kid though, born from the union, what a threat to the whole of existence. 

Why you ask? Besides the obvious magical skills to be taught to the child from both houses, two dark secrets lived proudly in each. That of the line which housed the undead, they would drink from them on a regular basis. They imbued the line with powers far beyond those of humans. The Dar, well. They began to study the great magics themselves, protected, worshipped, loved and enslaved, all of these things had come into their lines.

Now though, they are more dark than ever before, bored with the night. The time comes of the old ones no longer appeased by the sights of favorite children. Why do you ask? The only magical beings in a world which is waning, they with it, passing away like that of Fay kind. We’ll be the Dragons of the past ages, the lost legends of the times long gone walking among you. Slain, escaped, hidden or sleeping. The lines of the magics fought too well they say, freeing all Who could be enslaved in such a time. Of that though they became the fear, to be hunted. After all this time and all the battles. The great empresses, the goddesses, who do you think were the ones who closed the gateway? And why it's here of all places and all the whole of the multiverse? Her the mother of magic, the living veil hecate where it is the thinnest, the seat of her welcomed empire. And knowing all this understanding, figured out for myself, lives on in me like a spoken tradition. I'm still walking up these stairs to the female vampire's apartment. I wonder if I'll let her drink for me this time? 
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They're always so cute when you give them a taste, their faces turn red. They start drinking and they act like they're coming to take the whole thing, but when it hits. (Let out a little laugh) They stop and the last thing they can do before they fall back, is close the wound for you. Out of a hope that you will allow them to awaken from their deep intoxicating slumber. Tough little things, she could kill me yes as easy as she could flick her wrist, slicing my throat. It has to be given freely to get the effect. The giver must believe it to be given freely, mind you. I know that’s what she wants. She’ll even offer herself to me as I need, do I want such a thing? It would pass the time, and I imagine the type of woman she is she will become Embroiled in something sooner or later. The sex was good, I didn’t use any of my powers during. I imagine she was playing nice with me as well. 

(The sound of him taking an elevator. Door opening, him going in and stuff as he talks.)

Kips she said her name was? Goddess she was sooo beautiful. I wonder what she wants. Before I get into this place fully, let me. 

Kate using Narrative voice

Richter scanned the first floor, then the elevator lift hallway, And the remaining structural floors above. By expanding his energy outward through the building. The Wiccan shed any and all bugs, and vermin. He then removed the pieces from the house using just his mind and put them on the outside of the area underground, where they would ward off any of their kind for the next five years. It was an old tactic that they learned to scare away vampires, it works on bugs too. The fact that it made everything quite sanitary was a plus as well. 

Richter

The girl is on the 5th floor. If I believe in all that numerology stuff my mother does, this would definitely be a sign from the goddess, fives and all. It's quite odd when you search for your own thoughts, and you hear those of your old masters in your head. That's one of the things with us and those damnable vampires we have in common. We did teach them, and they did teach us their covens and their broods. My people’s nature is Solitary, we come together to share knowledge, and maté mainly. I can’t stand the new modern followers. There’s two in this building, I can feel their presence. Candles on, of white and formal altars. It bothers me. Chaos magic that's the only true way to practice it's the oldest and it’s lasted the longest, no circles, just the rawest forces. Rip your enemies to pieces, teleport them, not I make a fire ball. I can by the way, but it’s a waste of time. My magic is a kin to vampire flesh bending, more reality bending. Don’t say that out loud, they say. I’m at the hell level where you need a weapon of mass destruction to take me out. Doesn’t reek from me as it would the others, must be the bloodline. Vampires and their blood, this blood that we bathe in, the blood we drink, blood we are of blood. They don’t get half of what they say. 

It all comes from the original lines based on earth to the closest most powerful source. What do you think it means to be the chosen children of a goddess, or God? Us mortals on this plane don't have many of those left. They made a city, we roam. For reasons of our own.

(The elevators door open)

In the end everyone will hunt you. Even your own kind. 

The hall to her room at the end seems well taken care of, she lives in a building whose rent is at least Reflective of the property given. She’s got to have at least 3000 square feet up here. I sense only humans on this floor. She doesn't mind living around her food. With the nights growing ever darker, killed two vampires on the way over here. They looked to be starving or done something wrong, to be thrown out of there brood. 

(Knocking on a door Three times quickly. Then the sound of it opening.)

Lucksa

And there I stood in the tightest, most revealing dress I could find. His jaw hit the damn floor. He may have his powers; they don't seem to work much when you're dumbfounded. 

Richter

Hi,... I mean you called me for something. (Hear the high should be aghast, and the next portion should be quickly said, as if trying to get back to things)

Lucksa 

His words were rushed, lost even. 

Yes, I needed your help on a particular problem. My friend Kips offered your number, she set this up. Come on in. 

(Pause, then sound of door closing)

Lucksa 

Don't mind the mirrors all over the place, they do have a purpose.

Richter

Because of what she was wearing I didn't even notice the damn mirrors or the $5000 couch, or the fact that this place was worth about 10 million. It was hiding right in the middle of the city, and I didn't even know such property existed here. I will admit it she has charmed me, already.

Lucksa 

And I probably could have knocked him out and drank his blood, he was in awe. I could feel his heart pounding. Because of his magic it was like it was pounding in my head. I have never wanted something so bad. After a few seconds he realized what he was doing and calmed himself down.

Richter

I had no idea this gem was here.

Lucksa 

(Sound like you were overwhelmed by His emotions of excitement, you're coming down from it.)

Yes it is, bought it out right from my last delivered project.
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Richter

That good of a job huh?

Lucksa 

It might be that, or it might be the fact that they don't value money as you do. When you do a job for master's, you just name a price and if they value the job to be high enough, they'll pay it.

Richter

So, you're saying if a certain powerful being wiped out an entire vampire family for another so-called vampire family, they could name whatever price they wanted?

Lucksa 

I wouldn't recommend that, but it would be a way that you could name your price yes. 

Richter

Interesting. ( Pause for a second as if you saw something you didn't recognize or did but it was strange) 

Did I just see someone in that mirror?

Lucksa 

That is something you're going to have to get used to.

Richter

So, you have some form of magical projected insanity or?

Lucksa 

Nothing so severe but at times she does drive me a bit insane.

Richter

Then no, I looked her up and down. She thought it was because I was checking her out, but it was me looking kind of past her in a way. And even walked to the side a little bit.

Lucksa 

I'm waiting for you to kick the tires, say something. 

Richter

You have access to higher magics, though I can't understand why.

Kips

I spoke to him from the clearest mirror. 

Hello darling, I do wish to tell him, and you said I could be the one who does.

Lucksa 

If you wish.

Kips

He looked at me with a bit of shock and interest.

I switched from the mirror to the woman's body in front of him.  The dress all of it changed as well augmenting to my body and my style.  That happened all in an electrical flash of purple flame. I've never had anyone actually see it before.

Richter

Do you knowingly tap into the lay lines, or does it just happen?

Lucksa 

I answered from a close by reflection off the frigerator.  

My voice is still coming from me by the way, still haven’t worked that one out yet.

Kips

I told you what it was.

Lucksa 

I don't believe that it is some form of astral projection.

Richter

If they were going to talk in front of me, I might as well speak if it was normal.

I wouldn't say astral projection, I would say low level reality bending.

Lucksa 

We both looked at him with a bit of confusion. As I transformed back into myself a long with the dress.

Richter

It just seems like your blood trait has somehow tapped into our ancestral rituals here, which naturally occur on a certain month of the year. Yours just seems more physical than our spiritual one, which allows us to grow from experiencing from their lives.  Last Halloween I sported Joan of Arc; you have to learn how to accept their insight as well as not allow it to overtake you to a similar destruction. 
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