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The shadows are protection

Even the moonlight betrays us

A thirst growing in anticipation

Gender, race, or religion isn’t what it’s about

Your blood is red and makes us whole

A morsel of all nourishes us; there is no doubt

We are not all like vampires of old

There are variations of all monsters these days

Mostly derived from unhappy, unpleasant humans

Self-absorbed creatures, either loners or strays

Yet deadly to those who cross within their bite

Most want to feed to live

Others are seeking to devour everything in sight.
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I remember my wedding day as if it were yesterday. Of all the days of my life, it was the best and worst. After a wonderful ceremony, we were on our way to a quaint little bed and breakfast in Santa Barbara for our honeymoon. In the passenger seat of our rental, Maria looked like a blossoming rose. 

“Rafael, look out!” Maria screamed.

There was no time to react; we collided with a delivery truck, ending our marvelous wedding day in my new wife’s death. Her airbag opened with such force that it snapped her neck like a dry wishbone from the Thanksgiving Turkey. She was pronounced dead on arrival.

Maria looked ravishing as she was laid to rest in her wedding dress. I asked that she be buried with her veil covering her face so death wouldn’t be able to see the beauty it stole from me.

As the days passed into weeks, my heart sank to new depths of sorrow, I hadn’t believed humanly possible. It was in one of those sinking moments in which I thrust a butcher knife into my chest.

Later, I awoke in a room filled with flowers and dim lighting. Muted tones of peaceful music were playing from hidden speakers. There was a slight smell of death in the room, which was barely noticeable through the fragrance of freshly cut blooms.

My body felt restricted within what appeared to be a box at first. Yet I could move my fingers and toes without any difficulty. A sudden flash of reality engulfed me when I remembered the last few moments of my former life. So, my box was a coffin ready for my final performance in the world of the living. 

Wishing to escape life, I chose death only to awake in my coffin alive, or so it seemed. Puzzlement wasn’t the only thing I felt; a bitter cold was biting at my chest. 

“How can I be alive without blood?” I asked myself. Though I was never a mortician, I knew they replaced blood with embalming fluid. At least in the flicks I had seen. Rolling out of the coffin onto the floor, then clumsily pulling myself up. I steadied my legs and looked around to see that I was in the same mortuary Maria had been in. 

Slowly, I walked towards the door. Just a step before I was going to leave the room, I looked back to where my body had rested. My mouth fell open as I watched my corpse gradually vanish before my eyes.

Lifting my hand in front of my eyes, I could see it, though not clearly. A sudden pain wrenched my side, dropping me to my knees. With one fluid movement, I ripped open my shirt and stared in disbelief as the stitches in my chest tore, releasing the newly acquired fluids my body held.

Thirsty, I became aware of my great thirst and desire to get warmth for my chilling body. Weakness overwhelmed me as I struggled to stand and walk to the door. Then the mortician stopped me in my tracks. She walked through me towards my last known resting place, then screamed. I’m sure the sight of an empty coffin was a bit hard to swallow. Yet, it was a wonder she hadn’t seen me.

My body felt every cell as she passed through effortlessly. Her scent lingered in my nostrils even after she left to call the police. Lust engulfed me, and I knew I wanted to take her in my arms and kiss her, imagining she was my Maria. I also wanted her blood to surge through my empty veins. My overwhelming thirst for blood is consuming me.

Finally, there was a reason to keep on living, even in my current form. The police would come and go, baffled by what they couldn’t find, mainly a body. They would be scratching their heads as they left, my prey alone and vulnerable. I knew once I had her life in my veins, the cold would end. My every instinct assured me of that.

While the police investigated, I had a few hours to experiment with my new body, trying to find its new abilities and limitations.

No one else could see me, yet I could see myself. Walls were no longer obstacles that had to be walked around. I merely cleared my mind as I started walking forward and then passed through. 

Touching my hand to a doorknob, I would let my hand join with the knob, becoming one. Then, through sheer will, turned, pushed, and presto, the door would open.

I didn’t have to wait long before she turned out the lights and locked the doors. I could smell her blood from across the room, from where I now stood. With every beat of her heart, and the flow in her veins, a raging tide of life. I believed myself ready for a warm drink of blood and the love stolen from me by death. Slowly, I walked towards the women who would quench my thirst and refill me with life’s ebb.      

Without a second's hesitation, I grabbed each of her hands in my own, letting them join. We were now one. Forcing her onto her back, she hit her head firmly on the concrete. She lay unconscious, helpless against my assault.

For the first time, I looked at her face. Her light caramel colored skin, black curly hair, and perky lips captivated me further. I wouldn't wait any longer.

I undressed her as well as myself and started to make love as I imagined it would have been with my Maria. There was no returned passion or hot and heavy kissing. A one-sided encounter as I gradually kissed my way up her stomach to her throat.

Beneath the skin of her neck pulsed the nectar which I craved. With one fatal plunge, I bit through the neck into the artery, drinking from her fountain of warm blood. Gradually, the woman stopped breathing, and her body turned cold.  

Energy surged through my body, tingling with the flow of blood, traveling in rivers of blood vessels. The impulse to scratch took over my left hand, which immediately met with a scab on my chest. I looked to where there had been an open wound minutes before to see a large scab in its place. With a single swipe of my fingernail, the crumbly covering fell to the ground next to the lifeless body of the woman I had just killed. 

What had I become? Was there a reason to live? Now, after I was warm and full of strength, I wasn’t so sure. Guilt riddled my soul with anguish. Now, instead of death, I would live, live. 

I’m alive, and the woman I love is dead and buried. A Marriage that was to bind us as one has separated us forever. If only she could have gone through the same kind of metamorphosis as I did, we could still be together.

With my last thought coaxing me, I hurriedly dressed and ran through the wall to the street. Since the cemetery was only a couple of blocks away, I would know in a brief time whether she was indeed alive. First, I needed to take a little trip to the hospital and top off with a bit more blood, any type, positive or negative. After a short hour and two pints of blood, I was finally on my way to my beloved’s resting place.  

Maria’s unmarked grave stopped me short. The flowers I laid on her grave just a week before were wilted and turning brown. With nothing to lose and my bride to gain, I cleared my mind and plunged headfirst into my dead wife’s grave.

Once I started in the coffin, I was stopped abruptly by something I didn’t know. The darkness prevailed even after my eyes were open. My wife’s hand clinched mine, and a surge of electricity tingled my body.

“Why are you still here, my love?”

“I was just waiting for you to come. What kept you? Did another lover detain you?”  Immediately, I was ashamed of my infidelity. At once, I decided not to say a word. How would she ever find out?

“Maria, why are you so cold?”

“I thirst for blood. Blood drained from me at the mortuary. Take me out of here and find a suitable donor for my replenishing.”

Without delay, I pulled her out of the grave and took her in my arms. She was cold to the point of shivering. My Maria needed blood even more desperately than I had. So, we headed to the one-stop shop, the hospital was nearly empty but full of blood. There was no reason to kill again; there were always alternatives. Besides, I couldn’t get the mortician's lifeless body out of my head.

Maria drank eight pints of blood before she said she was full. She had me turn my head when she lifted her veil to drink. She said I couldn’t see her face again until the honeymoon resumed later in the evening. Though I wanted to see my beloved’s face again, I decided to wait. My joy seemed almost complete. Except for the haunting guilt felt over the murder I committed only two hours before.
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