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The intensity of my hunger was driving me mad. So many delicious souls to snatch, and all within reach. No. It has to be perfect. This could hold me over for a long time before I have to pack up and move again, I thought as I licked my lips, glimpsing into the waiting room full of people. This wouldn’t be like all the times before when I lost my head and let my thirst for power consume me—the rumors and gossip from all the simpletons blabbing about my last practice raised questions from authorities investigating an unexplained surge in missing persons cases. It didn’t help they were all my patients at one time.  

“Sir, your patient is waiting in room two,” Jackie said. She smiled at me. It’s amazing how far they’ve come along with false teeth, I thought. They sparkled in the light.

I nodded to her—she wasn’t worth my breath. Just a servant. Soon, I’d have more. 

“Anything I can get you?” Jackie called to me as I walked away.

“No. Just look busy.”

I turned the corner to see a large older man sitting and waiting for me. He fumbled with his hands in a nervous fit. Good. I like them nervous. I smiled as pleasantly as I could manage. The centuries of dealing with pathetic humans have drained me of all pleasantries.  

“Hi.” The large man’s voice shook. “Jim Hasson.” He held out his hand for me to shake.

“I don’t shake hands.” I said and closed the door. The padding muffled any noise from both the outside and the inside. The silence in the room was intoxicating. Jim glanced at the padding on the door, now visible to him and then back to me. 

He pulled back his hand, surprised. “Oh, Ok. I—“
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