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I opened my eyes and sat upright in bed, instantly awake and fully conscious. Moonlight shone round the edges of my black brocade curtains, and my red lips curled up in a smile. It was night. Time for me to rise and seek food and entertainment. My room was cold with the chill of early winter, but my body contained no heat and I did not need it. Throwing back the red satin-covered duvet that had kept me comfortable, I slipped out of bed and glided to my wardrobe. Opening the door, I surveyed the collection of clothing that hung within. Tapping a slender finger to my lips, I pondered what mood I was in tonight. I settled for a long, white velvet dress with fitted sleeves. It was a modern style, but it reminded me of the fashions of Queen Victoria’s court, in the days before she lost her husband.

Pulling off my black silk chemise, I dropped it to the floor and slipped into my dress. Then I walked across the spacious bedroom to my dressing table, where I sat down and picked up a hairbrush, pulling it through my long, black hair with slow, luxurious strokes. My room was in darkness but I needed no light. My white skin seemed to glow, although I looked gaunt, since I was hungry. My eyes glowed silver to match the moonlight, but to humans they simply appeared grey in colour. When I was satisfied with my hair, I picked up my favourite jasmine-scented perfume and spritzed it over my skin. It was a special purchase from a very old perfumery located in France, and I had used the same scent for almost one hundred and thirty years now. Indeed, it was largely due to my generous, yet anonymous, financial donations that the company had survived as long as it did. 

The house was silent, since I was its only occupant. I had lived here now for twenty-five years, when I returned home to England after a century of exile. There had been some upheaval in the Victorian courts, and I had overstepped my boundaries with the officials. To avoid revealing my true nature and ruining the lives of all my kind, I had slipped away, travelling the world and feeding as I went. I could still hear the lively music and excited chatter of all those extravagant parties and balls I used to attend. Those were the days, when my life was happy and full of purpose. 

I had been a lady of the court, a friend to Queen Victoria, and had enjoyed many special privileges. Of course, I had some difficulty explaining why I preferred to be active at night rather than during the day, but that was soon explained away by a smitten young doctor. He had been worshipped in the court, and tended to all the ladies of delicate dispositions, myself included. In fact, in the end he succumbed to my charms a little too easily, when I accidentally killed him during a feed. I had regretted it at the time, but it could not be helped. 

My ears caught the sound of voices in the lane near my house. I lived on the very outskirts of Blackpool, near the North Shore. Up here it was isolated enough for me to live peacefully, I was close to the sea which always calmed my sometimes-turbulent mind, and I had my pick of tourists to feed upon for most of the year. I could hear the ever-present sound of waves rolling against the tall cliffs at the back of my house, but now I focused on the human voices. There were two of them, and they sounded young. I smiled and my mouth watered as I thought of what a delight it would be to feast upon these teenagers. 

In a flash, I was out of my bedroom, leaping through the open window and landing softly on the grass below. I flew across the lawn and leaped over the thick hedgerow that bordered my land. Keeping close to the trees, I stepped nimbly over the muddy ground, my feet barely touching the floor. The dry leaves below never felt my weight, and my bare feet did not recognize the cold temperature. I saw the teenagers walking along the lane, approaching the narrow driveway that led to my house. They had a torch, and the light wobbled and bounced on the tarmac in front of them. They walked close together, a boy and a girl, holding hands. I stalked silently behind, deliberately forcing myself to wait, so that I could savour the moment when I tasted their sweet flesh and drank deeply of their youthful blood.

“Why did we come up here again, Sean?” asked the girl suddenly in a high-pitched voice, “You know this lane is haunted.”

The boy laughed and shook his head, moving the torch so the light fell across her face. I noticed that she was wearing a lot of make-up, and it distorted her gentle features. She had bleached blonde hair and blue eyes, and her flimsy jacket and high-heeled boots were not suitable attire for this part of the world. Her heels clicked sharply on the tarmac road, scraping regularly as she dragged her feet. I believe she thought it made her seem more appealing, but it grated on me. I decided that she would be my first course. I continued to stalk after them, listening to their conversation, my movements silent and graceful in the shadows.

“Come on, Sarah,” the boy replied scornfully, “You don’t really believe in ghosts, do you?”

She made a squealing sound and shook her head.

“Well, I’m not sure,” she said, “Mum always says...”

“Your Mum is a wimp,” the boy declared, “Sorry, Sarah, but it’s true. Come on, we are nearly there.”

He pointed his torch forward again, and I focused my senses on his mind, delving deep into his consciousness to discover where they were walking. His mind was fixated on the girl, Sarah. They had been dating for only a few weeks, but had known each other since school. They were seventeen, and tonight he intended to bed her for the first time. My smile widened. Their naivety was quite amusing. The teenagers were walking to a house further down the lane that was owned by the boy’s family. It was a holiday cottage, and was now empty for the month, giving them the perfect place to be together. He had borrowed the key without his parents’ knowledge, and would be in big trouble when he returned home, but he didn’t care about that now. 

I waited for them to walk a bit closer to their destination. I decided to attack when they turned into the driveway of the house. Although this lane was empty, I could not be sure that a car wouldn’t drive up here unexpectedly, and so I preferred somewhere a little more private. In fact, I toyed with the idea of following them into the house. The girl stopped suddenly, pulling at the boy’s hand.

“Did you hear that?” she asked urgently.

“Hear what?” he replied, staring at her.

“A noise,” she whispered, “In the hedge. I think we are being followed!”

They were both silent for a moment, looking around them with quick, nervous movements. Then the boy laughed.

“It’s just an animal, Sarah,” he said scornfully. “We are in the countryside up here. Come on, this is the house.”

He took her by the hand and dragged her towards the residence. After a moment’s hesitation, she followed. I was close now, so close I could hear their heartbeats, loud and clear, inviting me. I had to feed. I was starving. As they walked up the drive and approached the house, I flew at them before the security light could switch on. Grabbing them both in my strong arms, I threw them to the ground, sending them rolling across the drive and onto the neatly mown lawn. They both shouted in surprise and fear, but no one heard. The road was silent. This was my domain. 

Before either of them could make sense of what I was, I struck at the girl, biting her throat and drinking deeply of her blood. She screamed loudly, but it soon faded as she fell unconscious in my grasp. The boy stared in horror, as I raised my eyes to look at him while I fed. He soon gathered his senses, however, and I realized just in time that he was about to hit me with the torch. He was strong, but no match for me. Rearing up from his girlfriend’s body, I hissed at him and smacked his arm hard. The torch flew across the garden and landed with a thud in a flowerbed. The boy stared at me, struck dumb by his terror. He stuttered and managed to find his voice.

“You’re a...a...” he gave up talking as I reached across to grab his jacket.

“Yes,” I replied smoothly, my eyes glowing silver and my skin translucent in the moonlight, “I am a vampire.”

I bit his neck and he cried out in pain and surprise. He struggled, but it was a feeble attempt against my supernatural strength. His blood was richer than that of his girlfriend, and I found myself falling into a swoon as I fed. It happens sometimes when we find a particularly succulent donor. We lose all sense of time and place, and simply feed until there is no more blood. This poor boy was to suffer the same fate, and I did not realize until I pulled away and found myself holding a lifeless corpse in my arms. His eyes were closed and his mouth still slightly open as he had been groaning and protesting while I fed. I dropped him to the floor and returned my attention to his girlfriend. She would have to die. I could have no witnesses to my feast. 

As I moved towards her she opened her eyes and saw her boyfriend lying on the ground. She tried to scream again but her throat was dry and she coughed instead, staring up at me helplessly as I crouched above her. Reaching into her mind I saw through her eyes as she observed the white, demonic creature that loomed over her. She saw me as a monster, and she had already given up on life. She could not fight. She thought her boyfriend was dead, and she lost all reasonable thought. I had to put her out of her misery. Lowering my mouth to her still-bleeding neck, I finished what I had begun, drinking until there was no more blood left. 
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The teenagers lay beneath me, lifeless and broken. Lifting my head from the girl’s neck, I stared up at the bright, waxing moon, and licked my lips as I savoured the final remnants of her blood on my mouth. I was trembling slightly, a symptom of the bloodlust that had overtaken my senses. I rarely fed on children, and these two had been a delight. I vaguely regretted taking their lives. Now I had two bodies to dispose of, and that was an inconvenience. Standing up, my body returned to my control. I was buzzing with new energy as the human blood pulsed through my veins. I listened for a moment, but heard nothing on the road beyond. My usual method for disposing of bodies was to set them alight in a vehicle or building. By the time the flames were extinguished it was generally very difficult to determine their actual cause of death.  Tonight, I could not use that option. It was too close to my home, and I did not want to invite attention from the police investigators that would be involved. Time for my back-up plan. Lifting the bodies, I held one under each arm and leaped up into the night sky.  

I flew high above the clouds and out over the ocean until I judged that I was far enough from land for it to be safe. Setting my intentions to descend, I hovered above the water and carefully scanned the area with my heightened senses. There were no fishing boats or other human vessels nearby that could witness my actions. I released the bodies, and watched as they plummeted into the icy water with a huge splash. They would either be eaten by creatures of the sea, or they would be washed out into the ocean. Either way, if they were ever discovered by humans again, it would be almost impossible to determine a cause of death other than drowning. My work was done.

Returning home, I walked straight into my small utility room and wrenched off the ruined dress. It was splattered with blood and dirt, but I was sure it could be cleaned. Turning on the taps, I rolled up the dress and thrust it into the sink, pouring a generous amount of laundry detergent under the steaming hot water. I would leave it to soak and deal with it later. Stalking back through my spotless and rarely-used kitchen, I ascended the staircase, enjoying the sensation of cold night air against my naked skin.  

A sudden intense feeling of loneliness crashed over me, and I halted with a gasp, grabbing the stair rail for support. It took a moment for me to process the emotion. Sometimes it happened after I killed a human. I would inadvertently ingest some of their emotions and attitudes along with their blood. It was difficult to explain, but made perfect sense. Somehow, I knew that this particular emotion was all of my own making. I was alone. I was lonely. I did not know how to resolve the situation.

Gliding into my bedroom, I once again surveyed the contents of my wardrobe.  This time I chose a knee-length shift dress of midnight blue wool, and slipped on a pair of blood-red stiletto shoes. I decided to pin my hair up in a chignon, which took only minutes by my experienced hands. Fixing it in place with diamond-set hair clips, I smiled at my reflection in the dressing table mirror. I looked chic, sexy and confident. If only I could find a suitable lover in this lonely town. I didn’t even want a companion for life. If I wanted someone that badly I could turn a human. I had tried that in the past, and my protégé had gone insane with bloodlust. He had rampaged through a small village near our home at the time, in the heart of Italy, and I had been forced to destroy him and flee before the human mob became too much.

Closing my eyes, I sighed heavily. Something was wrong, and I could not understand what, or even why it was happening now. For the past twenty-five years I had lived comfortably in my home, earning a substantial wage and able to buy whatever trinkets and gadgets I desired. I could leave whenever I liked, but somehow the world had lost its appeal. I was feeling old. So many centuries had past that I could barely even remember my human self, when I was the daughter of a wealthy landowner seduced by a mysterious gentleman. In those days, I had been considered almost an old maid, unmarried at the age of twenty-six. The townsfolk soon lamented when I disappeared and several of their residents died under strange circumstances.  

Shaking my head, I forced away these ancient memories. I had moved on, I had no need for them. Maybe it was time for a holiday, or perhaps I could embark on a new career or find a new hobby. I needed something to keep me occupied. I just couldn’t decide what that was. Walking slowly back down the stairs, I opened the front door to find my cat sitting on the step. She stared at me for a moment, meowed loudly, and then slowly and deliberately stepped over the threshold and towards the living room. Smiling, I stooped and stroked her silky white fur.  Megan had almost become my baby during recent months. She had begun visiting me a year ago, and eventually she decided to move in. I had not kept a pet since I was human, but she was very companionable with me, and we lived together quite amiably. She gave me a focus, and for that I was grateful.  

“I am going out, Megan,” I informed her as she disappeared into the living room, “I will see you later.”

Pulling the door shut behind me, I stepped onto my drive and then leaped up into the air, flying the short distance into Blackpool. I landed silently in a dark, narrow alleyway between two rows of Victorian terraced houses.  They were Bed and Breakfast residences, cheerfully painted and lively with tourists, here to enjoy the famous Blackpool Illuminations. Those enormous fluorescent lights had always fascinated me. Although they were a monstrosity, they had a strange, hypnotic attraction. I found them both grotesque and beautiful. 

Stepping out of the alleyway I immediately recognized my surroundings. I was in the North Shore area of the town, and my local public house was close by. The Raven was a small, quiet place, owned by a witch and populated by several local covens. It was also a favourite haunt for shape shifters and other supernatural creatures. I was the only vampire in this part of the country. The witches and shifters tolerated me because I kept to myself and rarely interfered with their business. They were mistrustful of vampires, mainly because we were not above feeding on them. If a vampire fed on a witch or a shape shifter, they could imbibe some of that creature’s magical abilities. It would happen for only a short time, but if the vampire in question drained the person of their blood, the effects could be longer lasting. I had no desire to feed on these people, but they were still uneasy in my presence.

Walking into The Raven, I approached the bar and the landlord lifted his head from where he had been deep in conversation with a witch I didn’t recognize. She was laughing and gesturing in such a way that I knew she was attracted to him. Averting my eyes, I spoke to Paul.

“A large glass of red wine, please,” I said.

He nodded and set about procuring my drink. 

“How are you?” he asked politely.

“Very well, thank you,” I replied coolly, “I see you have a new friend.”

Paul followed my gaze and his expression softened into a smile.

“Yes,” he agreed, “She is new to the area and my pub was recommended. I am updating her on the local coven guidelines.”

He placed my glass on the bar and I handed him some money. I sipped delicately as he turned to the till and gave me the change. Turning slightly away, I held the glass in one hand and surveyed the room. I could sense Paul’s curiosity about me, but he was reluctant to leave his new friend and potential love interest for too long. She was now staring at me with open curiosity, so I smiled and tipped my glass in a salute, displaying my neat, gleaming white fangs. The young witch recoiled in horror and Paul hurried over to her, speaking rapidly as he explained who I was and that I should be left alone. Shaking my head, I moved across the room and sat at a vacant table, setting my drink down in front of me. It would be another long night.
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Looking around the room, I saw a group of witches sitting round a table in one corner. I recognized them as a local coven, and tonight there were seven of the twelve members gathered. They all saw me enter the pub, but they soon dismissed me, understanding that I offered them no threat. A small part of me felt disgruntled. I rather enjoyed frightening people, and now I seemed unimportant, like a ghost in the room. Sipping delicately from my wine glass, I turned my attention to a man and woman playing pool in the recess to the left of the bar. They looked to be in their forties, both fairly attractive people. They were werefoxes, and my nose wrinkled as I breathed in their scent across the room. Both glanced at me, noted my species, and then returned to their game, and once again I felt a thrill of annoyance run down my spine. Nobody feared me in this place. Nobody cared.  

The new young witch turned away from the bar and looked across at me. I felt her eyes on me before I turned my head. She smiled shyly, picked up her bottle of lager, and slowly walked towards my table. Her movements were halting and hesitant, but she forced herself to approach me. I sat still, not breathing, not moving at all. This usually worked to repel anyone that would try to make conversation with me. I also allowed my grey eyes to glow silver for added effect. The woman gasped and faltered, but she managed to reach my table and very slowly sat down on the bar stool opposite.

“Hi,” she said nervously, “Um, I thought maybe we could talk?”

I frowned. This was highly irregular.

“About what?” I replied coldly, and I saw her shiver at my icy tone.

She swallowed, and when she spoke again her voice trembled.

“Um,” she said, “I don’t know. Stuff.”

She waved her free hand vaguely in the air, as though I should understand what she was indicating. I simply stared at her, unmoving once again.

“We have nothing to discuss,” I said in the same cold tone.

The girl chewed her lip. I tried to enter her mind to discover why she had taken an interest in me. At first her thoughts were a jumble of everyday nuances, but she quickly felt my presence, and she threw up a rather impressive psychic shield against me. I inclined my head, unable to hide my surprise. She smiled, understanding my reaction.

“Yes,” she said more confidently, “I might be new to this, but I know how to protect my thoughts from vampires.”

I smiled faintly, showing my amusement.

“Very well,” I said.

We sat in silence for several long moments. I stared at her, not moving, enjoying her discomfort as she shifted in her seat and took a long sip of her lager.  Finally, she put the bottle down on the table and raised her face to me, defiant.

“Look,” she said firmly, “I am new in town, and I saw you were alone. I thought maybe we could talk, see if we could be friends.”

I frowned again. It had been so long since I had a friend that I had forgotten what it felt like. The witch seemed genuine. I could sense no ulterior motive. Perhaps I could play her game for a while and see what came of it.

“Why do you wish to be friends with a vampire?” I asked, and I noted that my tone of voice had softened very slightly.

She shrugged, but I felt her relax a little as she recognized my change of attitude.

“I don’t know,” she said, “I felt compelled to come and speak to you. I know you didn’t do it to me, because I can protect myself against your powers. So, I guessed there was some other reason we needed to know each other.” 

I stared at her for another long moment, contemplating our interaction. I did feel a sense of anticipation with this girl. We had never met before, and I did not keep company with witches, but she seemed different. I was intrigued to find out more. 

“Alright,” I said at last, “What is your name?”

She relaxed a little more and smiled broadly. Her chocolate brown eyes shone with pleasure and her dark skin seemed to glow.

“I am Samantha Morris,” she said warmly, “But everyone calls me Sam.”

I nodded.

“My name is Meredith Hanson,” I replied.

“Can I call you Merrie?” she asked hesitantly.

“Not if you wish to remain alive,” I replied, sipping my wine and glaring at her, ensuring that she saw my fangs when I spoke.

Samantha smiled nervously and shook her head.

“OK,” she said, “I understand. No abbreviations. So, how old are you, anyway?”

I frowned.

“Why do you ask?” I said.

She shrugged and sipped more of her lager.

“I can feel your age, Meredith,” she said, “And I can’t place it. Usually I’m really good at that. I just know that you are old. No offence.” She added quickly.

I smiled, my fangs still extended. I was determined to keep the upper hand with this precocious child.

“I have the age of centuries,” I said smoothly, “It does not matter how many.”

She gasped in surprise.

“Wow!” she said, “That’s amazing! You must be the oldest vampire in the country.”

“Probably,” I replied, finishing my wine and setting the empty glass down on the table.

Samantha stared at me in awe for a moment. Then she looked at my glass, picked it up and motioned to the bar.

“Same again?” she asked.

I nodded. I was actually enjoying this strange conversation, and I was in no hurry to leave. I waited silently while she returned to the bar, and I smiled when I heard Paul have a whispered conversation with her. He tried to throw up a mental shield so I couldn’t hear their words, but he was clumsy. I knew that he warned Samantha not to get involved with me. He told her that I murdered people for food and she should stay well away. She simply told him she could handle herself and she wanted to know me better. I began to feel a strange sort of kinship with this woman.  She may have been nervous, but she was the first witch in this pub to speak to me properly in twenty years. Paul was the only one who ever shared pleasantries, and that was because he was serving my drinks. All the other bar staff avoided me, as did their friends.  

I watched Samantha shake her head and pick up a glass of red wine, and a glass of white. Apparently she no longer wanted to drink lager. She turned and walked carefully between the tables, smiling as she looked at me. I felt a warm sensation run through my body, and it had nothing to do with the human blood that was circulating in my veins. In fact, I was beginning to feel hungry again, and Samantha seemed quite tantalizing. I would not kill her, however, at least not yet. She was a pretty young woman. Her dark brown hair had been straightened so that it hung down her back, sleek and glossy. I could tell that it was usually a mass of curls, and that it took Samantha a lot of time and effort to style in such a way. She wore a little make-up, just enough to accentuate her exotic features, and I wondered about her genetic heritage.  
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