
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Bloodless Trilogy

Michael McCarty & Jody R. LaGreca

Copyright © 2026 by Michael McCarty & Jody R. LaGreca 

All rights reserved.

Publishing History:

Published eBook by Whiskey Creek Press, 2016

Acquired by Start Publishing

Distributed digitally by Simon & Schuster

Paperback edition independently published, 2019

New eBook edition independently published, 2026

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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The late, great Michael Louis Calvillo: Friend who will be sorely missed.
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Bloodless Book One:
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Part One:
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He who drinks the blood of mankind

Is the vulture of the vein,

For the spill of life juice red

Is the desire of unholy gain!

“Vampires” – Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 1
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The Substitute

Greendale Middle School in Baltimore, Maryland had acquired a haunted look, set among the hemlock and ancient oaks. It looked forest-like and overgrown. The sunshine failed to reach the front lawn, which had been untended for over a decade. Its landscape had become a parody of its “Greendale” title, since barely any green could be found along the trampled grass. Mottled earth tumbled up from the murk of hellish imagining.

Come Halloween some believed the corridors were haunted. There had been several occasions when Principal Raymond Gluck swore he saw a ghost meandering down the hallway, dressed in silk and satin with a white-feathered boa of yesteryear. The ghost had spoken to him in a frail voice before she vanished to slay his sanity. It reigned in his mind, its restless tenor lulled him into fitful sleep each evening, her porcelain face, against the edge of nightfall with piercing eyes, stole all peace. 

*  * *
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Daniel Peck, Substitute Teacher Extraordinaire, looked remarkably comfortable in the uncomfortable chair. He sat up tall, spine aligned, straight, rigid, vertebrae even, circle after circle of bone, balanced atop one another in a flinty ladder of perfect posture, while turbo-typing on his laptop, awaiting his appointment with Principal Gluck. 

Judy Brooks, Gluck’s twenty-something secretary, wore an inappropriately short skirt, a too tight sweater, and a fake smile. Though her ample breasts were real, her politeness was as plastic as the press-on nails, which kept her typing at a low eight words per minute speed. She glanced up from the mountain of paperwork littering her desk and made a scrunched face since this new substitute made her feel nervous. 

Plenty of people occupied the hard chair, from students waiting to receive an earful, to parents waiting to give a mouthful, to anything and everything in between, but there was something off about this one, something strange, and despite her indifferent ability to ignore the patient and impatiently waiting alike, Judy couldn’t seem to concentrate on her administrative duties. The backlog choking her desk had more to do with facebook gossip and eBay bidding wars, but Judy bit her lip and sighed loudly. She internally bitched and moaned and blamed the click-clack, click-clack of the subs incessant typing and the horrible way his long, thin, freaky, spider leg fingers jabbed at the keyboard. 

She had seen fast typists. Vice Principal Collin’s secretary Rita was a banshee (the dumb bitch loved to boast about her seventy words per minute), but this guy, this Peck weirdo, typed freakishly fast, uncomfortably fast. A real Rainman on the keyboard, she thought as she eyed the intercom and clicked her nails in anticipation.

Oblivious to the awkward vibes, Daniel sat firm, plugging away, rhythmic keystrokes carrying him off. Judy popped her gum and grimaced, trying to get back to managing sick teachers and absent kids. She stared at her computer monitor, and wondered what was taking Gluck so long. She wanted this weirdo out of her chair, out of her office, out of her school. 

She snuck another glance. Peck bobbed as he typed and from the shoulders up, he looked like a chicken dipping for corn. She suppressed a smile. The name Peck characterized him to a ‘T’.

At long last, Gluck’s voice crackled over the ancient intercom: “Please send him in.”

Judy hit the clunky, white button. “Okay, Mr. Gluck.” She cleared her throat and announced, “The principal is ready to see you now.”

Peck stopped instantly, the sudden ceasing every bit as weird as the rapid-fire bobbing and typing. He nodded in her general direction, put the laptop back into its briefcase, stood up, nodded again and then disappeared into Gluck’s office.

Judy rolled her eyes and pulled a compact from her desk drawer. She sighed and pushed the odd substitute from her mind, while futilely frowning at the new age lines which cruelly attempted to mar the vibrancy of her youth.

Principal Raymond Gluck was an overweight, bald man who wore round, wire-framed glasses which barely fit on the end of his wide nose. They were classic, John Lennon-styled spectacles, the same frames the man had been wearing since his teens, but time had not been kind and the glasses looked ridiculous sans hair, plus plumpness, in a cheap suit that screamed, Sellout! 

No, time had not been kind, and Raymond’s forehead had a mishmash of interlaced wrinkles and crisscrossed worry lines. His worn skin had seen better days; it looked like the last time he smiled was when Nixon was resigning from the presidency. 

Work had been wearing him down for years. The constant turmoil, the kids, parents, teachers, classified employees, and legal system were all stupid, and stressful. Gluck knew he should have retired years ago, but he had worked too hard to get here. There was no way he was going to give up his position, not while he and the damned board were at odds, not until the board forced him to retire or his heart stopped ticking, whichever came first.

“Mr. Pluck –”

“It’s Peck. Daniel Peck.”

The principal pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. “Ah, yes – Puck. Sorry about that. Well, Mr. Puck, I was studying your qualifications. Very impressive, young man.”

“Thank you,” Daniel said. “It’s Peck. With an E. And, well, I’m not all that young. Fifty-six, last month.” He smiled.

Principal Gluck looked the substitute teacher up and down. “You don’t look a day over thirty. Fifty?”

Peck smiled wider. A perfect set of choppers, strong, white, straight, gleamed as he repeated, “Fifty-six, last month.”

Gluck adjusted his glasses again. “Fifty-six?” The principal shuffled through Peck’s file. “Here it is.” He pointed to a paper. “Fifty-six, I figured Judy screwed up some numbers. But then ...that does make sense. You’ve been subbing for...over twenty years? If you don’t mind me asking, with all of these qualifications, why don’t you just become a full-time teacher?”

Daniel leaned forward with another toothy grin. “I love teaching. It’s like an addiction, really. If I were to do this full time, all the time – I’d probably overdose.”

The principal, who made a practice of never smiling or laughing at work, let out a small chuckle. “An addiction, huh?”

Daniel nodded enthusiastically.

“That’s a new one.” Gluck muttered, rolling his eyes. He closed the file and began rifling through a stack of papers.

Daniel seized upon the lull and opened his briefcase. He removed his coffee mug, took out a thermos, and proceeded to pour himself a cup.

“We have coffee mugs in the lounge,” Mr. Gluck said.

“I found out long ago that teachers are very territorial creatures,” he replied, taking a sip.

Gluck shrugged and got down to business. “Okay, here we go.” He separated a large stack of papers and began leafing through them. “Mrs. Stonebraker is going to be out for fifteen weeks. Maternity leave. The school’s policy is twelve weeks, but she’s taking an additional three. She has plenty of lesson plans ready to go. Don’t worry if you don’t get to everything, Stonebreaker is an overachiever, but try to make a dent.” The fat man gestured at the ream of paper. “There, I think you should do fine.”

“I’ll get started right away.” Daniel packed his thermos back into his briefcase, tucked the case under his arm, grabbed his coffee mug and reached for the lesson plans with his free hand.

Gluck waved dismissively. “Monday, Puck. We have a temp to finish out the rest of the week.”

“Oh. Monday, right.” The over-enthused substitute seemed to wilt. Suddenly, he looked every one of his fifty-six years. 

Mrs. Stonebreaker taught five classes. The morning began with English remediation. The class followed (as evidenced by Mrs. Stonebreaker’s extensive lesson plans) an intensive learning program for students who tested below basic. There were nine kids on his roll sheet, but only four showed up: Riley Peterson, an overweight girl with short blonde hair; Meiko Lee, a half-Cantonese, half-American girl; her twin brother, Kham, who was super-shy, nearly mute, and unwilling to do school work of any kind; and Steve Earl, a basketball star in training, who was much too tall for the eighth grade.

After the bell rang and the students settled in, each took a seat in the back row, the first thing Peck did was to nod and clear his throat and herd them to desks in the front. He then verified the class size against the roll sheet in his sub folder. “Only four of you?” he asked, leaning along the edge of his desk.

The students stared silently, bored, slumped in their seats like you’d expect from socially awkward, academically challenged teens.

“Well ... that’s okay! Four is plenty.” Peck smiled a wolfish grin. More silence. He stood up straight and paced the front of the room. “Good ... Well ...” he gathered his thoughts, his thick brows furrowed, digging for words. After another moment or two of silent pacing, he clapped his hands and came alive. “Hello, class, my name is Mr. Peck, and I will be teaching the four of you for the next fifteen weeks. Before we get started, why don’t you tell me a little about yourselves?”

Nothing.

The four fourteen-year-olds looked less like rambunctious middle-schoolers and more like a pack of bored tree sloths.

“Okay. How ‘bout I tell you a bit about myself first?”

The quartet nodded, scratched and sighed.

“Great. My name is Daniel Peck and I’ve been a teacher for...a very long time. I have lots of amazing things to pass on, and I expect to gain as much from each of you.” His eyes sparkled while he spoke and a smile hung genuine upon his lips. As he continued his introductions, the way he moved, raising a hand in time with his words, nodding, smiling, winking, set the teens at ease. “I’ve been everywhere and I’ve seen everything. There are untapped energies in this world, my little lambs ...”

He went on and on about “Wheels within wheels” and “Hidden forces” and “Cosmic Energies.”

He went on and on about “Dead spots in time and space.”

He went on and on about how important it was to “Keep smiling.”

He reminded Meiko of crazy Willy Wonka from that old movie. Her brother, Kham, felt the same, but it was the inferior remake which sprang to mind with the odd perma-grin that tugged Peck’s lips tight and creased his face.

Riley thought Peck was weird, but nice.

Steve could care less. He couldn’t stop thinking about basketball tryouts after school.

Peck talked and talked and talked, seemingly oblivious to the students yawning in front of him. He smiled and preened, skipped and gestured, his words gushing forth in a mad rush of wild wisdom.

After a solid fifteen minutes of rambling, Meiko interrupted his flow. She cleared her throat and raised her hand. 

It took a few more moments for him to wind down, but Peck nodded at the waving hand, raised a finger as if to say, one minute. He then hurried to finish a diatribe explaining the interplay between, “Good Energies,” and oft misunderstood, “Bad Energies.” When he was done he blew out a gust of air and pointed at Meiko. “Yes, Ms.–?”

“Lee,” Meiko said.

“Yes, Ms. Lee?”

“This is English, right?” While her face was distinctly Asian, her speaking voice was pure Valley Girl.

“Pardon?”

“Um, yeah, Mr. P. This is an English class. Retard English. Remediation.” She whispered remediation as if she were too embarrassed or too proud to say it aloud.

“And ...?” Peck wasn’t following.

“Well, you’re talking about, like, matter and energy and stuff.” 

Her brother nodded in silent agreement. 

Riley chimed in, “Yeah, like math or science or something.”

Steve continued to stare off into space.

Daniel smiled big and paced the front of the room. “Well, well, we’ve just begun. I can’t expect too much just yet.” He seemed to be talking to himself. Meiko and Kham exchanged looks.

Mr. Peck stopped pacing and clapped his hands. “Okay, what I need you four to do is stand up.” He fluttered his hands animatedly and shooed the students out of their desks. Meiko, Kham and Riley groaned and got to their feet. Steve snapped out of his daze and followed suit.

Peck pointed at the desks. “Now let’s give ourselves some space, huh?” He made more hand motions until the kids rearranged the desks, and cleared the floor in the front of the classroom.

“Now I need all of us to join hands!” He beamed and held out both of his hands. 

Meiko gave him a look, but Peck nodded emphatically and pushed his right hand at her. She took it. Riley his left. Kham took his sister’s. Steve made an unimpressed face and completed the circle. The moment the circuit of flesh closed, the world went fuzzy and the room started to spin.

They wept and wailed in a chorus of ill,

Sending their echo into the foretelling of eve.

In the mishap of madness and weary chill,

They emitted a cold, dank, and evil will. 

“Wicca” - Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 2
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The Fireball Zone

After about two months, the calls started coming in. Mrs. Lee rang first. Mr. Lee was ranting in the background, his concerns a flurry of broken English while his wife did her best to translate. She complained how Meiko and Kham were always tired. 

“They sleep all the time! Not just lazy teenage sleeping, but non-stop. They skip dinner and TV and Kham hasn’t touched his XBOX in days.”

“Middle-schoolers go through lots of changes, Mrs. Lee. It’s typical.” Judy tried to console her. 

Plenty of parents called about behaviors that had nothing to do with school. Judy kept a copy of Dr. Spock’s book in her desk, and she was just about to retrieve it and search out some of its infinite wisdom when the conversation took a strange turn.

“This isn’t typical. You know what they talk about when they do talk?” Mrs. Lee didn’t wait for an answer. “Peck!” 

Judy leaned forward in her chair. She found a pad of paper and a pen and then wrote Peck in block letters along the top of the pad. She knew this guy was trouble.

Mrs. Lee went on, “Their new teacher, Mr. Peck. Even Kham, and he’s never been a big talker. When they come down for breakfast, after sleeping for about fifteen, sixteen hours, they babble to one another about getting rid of Bad Energy or something and then go on and on about how Mr. Peck has changed them.”

“Well, Mrs. Lee, I ...” She wrote the word, change.

“Did you hear me? They talk about how Mr. Peck has changed them. That’s exactly how they say it. Changed. Isn’t that bizarre? I mean, they just turned fourteen, they don’t know much of anything ... It’s like they’ve been brainwashed!”

Judy was more than ready to lead a crusade, but Mrs. Lee’s complaints were too vague to take seriously. True, the man was weird, and maybe it was rubbing off on the kids, but being weird wasn’t against the law and if she took this to Gluck he’d laugh her out of his office. “I’m sure they’re just adjusting to a new teacher. We all miss Mrs. Stonebreaker.”

“He holds their hands.”

“What?” Now here was some information she could use. She wrote hands on the notepad.

“He gets them all in a circle and has them hold hands.”

“With each other?” 

“And him.”

Judy circled hands and promised Mrs. Lee she would get the message to Principal Gluck the moment he returned from a board meeting. She wasn’t sure if Gluck would care, but it was worth a shot. Five minutes later Riley Peterson’s dad called, and then five minutes after that, Steve Earl’s mom called, both with similar complaints. Apparently, Riley up and stopped talking on the phone, which she used to do for a minimum of three hours every night, and Steve missed all three basketball tryouts.

Later, two more calls came in regarding Peck – one about a student in his fifth period class, another about a student in his sixth period. Both parents lobbied similar gripes. No hand holding this time, but more talk of freaky energies or whatever the whack job was feeding the kids.

The moment Gluck returned, Judy followed him to his office and waited for him to sit behind his desk. Then she explained the situation and read several statements she had taken down during the calls. When she was finished, Gluck leaned back in his ergonomically-correct chair and stared at her. He looked neither perturbed nor worried.

“Well?” Judy planted her hands on her hips. “Should I call him in or what?”

He let out a tired sigh. It was clear the board meeting hadn’t gone well. “Yeah.”

“Should I notify these parents?” She held her notes aloft.

“God, no. Look, Judy, this Puck guy ...”

“Peck,” she corrected.

“Peck, Puck, Pluck – whatever! The guy is harmless. He’s not making these kids sleep. They’re kids. That’s what kids do. Hell, when mine were teens, that’s all they did. He’s just a little eccentric. End of story.”

“But he holds their hands! Subs can’t touch the kids!”

Gluck leaned forward in his chair and sighed again. Judy wished she picked a better moment to breach the subject. He had too many problems of his own to be worried about the Peck situation. 

The bald man ran a chunky hand over his sweaty pate and said, “He’s a hippie or something, okay? So he holds their hands? Big deal! I shake hands with at least fifty people a day, and nobody’s called the cops on me! He loves teaching ...probably too much, but I’ll say it again, he’s harmless. Weird. But harmless. Get him in here tomorrow before first period.”

“But, I thought you said he was ...harmless?”

“Oh, he is. I have to talk to him about something else.”

Judy nodded and turned to go.

“Ms. Brooks!” Gluck called after her.

She stopped and turned back. “Yes?”

“Since it bothers you so much, I’ll put the fear in him about the hand-holding.”

Daniel Peck sat in the rigid chair opposite Judy Brook’s desk at barely 6:30, a full hour before staff began to arrive, but Principal Gluck had requested his presence before first period and he didn’t want to be late.

He fished his laptop from his briefcase and began typing wildly.

Twenty minutes later, Judy Brooks came sashaying in. Peck’s presence wilted her mood. She forced a curt, “Morning,” and then got settled behind her desk. Peck nodded and kept typing.

“Mr. Gluck will be in soon. I can call your classroom when he arrives if you like.”

Peck took a second from his typing, “I’ll wait. Thanks,” and then got back to it.  

Judy logged on to her computer and did her best to ignore the weirdo, but his typing, bobbing, and speedy rhythm grew furious. This went on for a solid fifteen minutes, Judy glared, and Peck lost in his own world, typed away, until Gluck finally came huffing into the office. The substitute teacher looked up, and nodded at his superior and turned off his computer.

“Ah, Puck. I wanted to see you before class started,” Gluck said. “There’s a ...situation that we need to talk about.”

“I hope it’s not my ...technique...?” Peck queried.

“Let’s step into my office.” Gluck led the way.

The substitute teacher gathered his things and followed.

“No, no, your technique is fine,” the principal said as he took his seat. “You’re doing a fine job teaching the kids. Although ...”

Peck leaned forward. “Well, first things first. Mrs. Stonebreaker, although scheduled for fifteen weeks, wants to come back early. The time off is driving her crazy, she says. If you ask me, that sounds crazy. What, the new baby isn’t enough? But teacher’s rights are their business and it’s her choice. She’s returning on Monday.”

“Wha–?” Confusion broke Peck’s voice.

“Yes sir, she misses her students. Look, I know we contracted you for fifteen weeks, and I checked with the board and, well – there’s just no other way to put this – teachers have all the rights, too many if you ask me, and subs have zilch. The terms of your contract specify that the district can let you go at will. I wish I had something else for you, but we’re under the gun here with budgetary constraints and so, this Friday will be your last day. You really should consider going full-time, Pluck.”

Peck looked broken. He gave the principal a sorrowful expression. “I really need those kids,” he sighed. 

“Sorry about that,” Gluck said. “I can squeeze you into summer school, if you’re interested.”

Peck cringed. “That’s four months away!”

“Times are tough, my friend.” Gluck shrugged and began shuffling through the stacks of papers littering his desk. With nothing more to say, Peck picked up his briefcase and stood up. Before he left, Gluck added, “Oh, and Puck – no more holding hands.”

“Oh? I was just–”

Gluck cut his defense short. “I know, Puck – um, Peck – I know. But some of these parents don’t see it the same way. It’s weird – sweet, but still weird – so, no more. Okay?”

The defeated sub nodded and slid out the door. 

At the end of the week, Peck left without incident, but the following Friday, Myra in payroll called. She told Gluck that she couldn’t get in touch with the sub and his direct deposit wasn’t working because he’d closed his account. Gluck had no interest in payroll’s administrative screw-ups, and he was sure since Peck hadn’t been paid, he would turn up eventually and straighten things out, so he let it go, but the following week, a rash of parent phone calls flooded his office and the already overworked principal was forced into action. He got on calling references (Judy couldn’t seem to grasp the concept), desperately trying to locate the missing sub.

Upon Peck’s departure, everything had gone awry.

Mrs. Lee’s children fell sick. Not the standard flu, but really sick. They fluttered in and out of consciousness and their temperaments wavered between manic and comatose. Gluck was feeling the heat because during those bouts of mania, while the children babbled on about esoteric mumbo-jumbo like, “The one true ruler,” and “Demon seed,” and “The fire that burns from the inside out,” they also called out for Peck, constantly. They’d scream and fuss and shout the man’s name in between Tourette-like ramblings.

The Peterson girl had taken to huddling in her closet, screaming, “Peck!” at the top of her lungs. Her throat had become so raw and infected; she was currently in the hospital under heavy sedation.

Steve Earl sat in his room and mumbled gibberish.

What had that grinning psycho done to those kids?

Whatever it was, the substitute had brought a raging storm down upon Raymond Gluck’s sweaty, wrinkled head. After another day spent on the phone soothing hysterical parents, Gluck planned on going home and getting drunk. If his wife wanted to join him, great, if not, all the better! He was going to take whiskey shot after whiskey shot until he passed out. 

Driving his Prius out of the staff parking lot, he noticed a sad, thin man sitting at the bus stop across from the school. Normally the principal wouldn’t have given this much thought – sometimes homeless people sat on the benches and a quick call to the cops generally took care of the problem, but this man was the same one he’d seen sitting on the bench when he’d arrived at work that morning. Gluck hadn’t thought anything of the man then – it was early and besides, the guy was probably just sick or hung-over or doing what he was supposed to be doing ...waiting for a bus. Harmless.

Harmless.

The principal drove around the side of the building for a closer look. Lo and behold, the sad man on the bench was none other than Daniel Peck.

How could he have missed it that morning? 

He had Peck on the brain and had been plagued by a big, throbbing Peck headache for the past two weeks, and here he was. While Gluck dealt with irate parents and the ever-irritating district office, the man of the hour had been sitting right under their collective noses.

He turned his car around and drove by slowly. It was Peck all right, but something was different. His hair was lighter – almost gray – did he dye it? Why would someone dye their hair gray? His skin looked blotchy...wrinkled...withered, and he wasn’t smiling that freako smile, he was...frowning.

Driving past the school, Gluck parked the Prius along a curb and called the police on his cell phone. 

Daniel Peck’s trial was unceremonious to say the least. At first it looked to be something more – the media jumped in, hoping for a sensational story. The police found a straight razor in the sub’s pocket, which even had a little dried blood on the blade. Parents were outraged. They added fuel to the fire with their waggling fingers and outlandish accusations. There were a host of witnesses, kids in his classes, none of them got sick or held his hand, but they still had a lot to say about their “weird” teacher. Some school staff, led to near-revolt by Judy Brooks, stirred the pot further. 

Gluck didn’t want anything to do with any of it, but being principal of the school forced him to make a few meaningless statements to the police and press.

Thankfully, the hubbub died down quick. The raving parents produced nothing but mouthful upon mouthful of circumstantial evidence. The DA tore their case to ribbons, citing their children’s afflictions as purely coincidental. The blood sample from the razor was sent to a lab, but came back as unidentifiable – no matches on record. 

Nevertheless, the razor became the linchpin. Coupled with his proximity to a public school, it gave the judge reason. In the end, the substitute teacher got six months jail-time over some legal technicalities that turned the straight razor in his pocket into a concealed weapon charge.

Peggy Rogers, the school psychologist, told the media that the healing process would take some time. Peck, while not physically abusive, had touched the students mentally and upset each of their fragile, adolescent psyches in a way that had yet to be fully determined. In her expert opinion, the fallout could ruin many of the students forever. Parents were ready to run with her prognosis and sue.

The heat had Gluck sweating from the inside out. He couldn’t believe how after all of his years of fighting the good fight for his school, education, and the kids, he was going to go down in flames like this. 

Thankfully, litigation fell through. The First Period Four, as one reporter had called them during Peck’s trial, stopped their thrashing and screaming and reverted back to their old selves. Sort of, Meiko was quieter, Kham still didn’t care about his XBOX, Riley still didn’t talk on the phone, and Steve never regained interest in basketball, but they returned to school and were actually doing well in their classes. Parents were still irate, claiming their children were different. Even so, the kids were healthy and agreeable enough and while Peck’s odd indiscretions and influence had turned Gluck’s already tumultuous world upside down, in the end, the kids and their abject normality saved his reputation from being the board’s sacrificial lamb. 

The rest of the school year went by swimmingly. The board was quieter than usual and Gluck was left to do his job. No hassles or political strife. Spring turned into summer. Summer meant vacation for most, but for Gluck and the handful of teachers with leadership positions, it meant a skeleton crew and a lighter workload, which was a good thing. The day went smoother minus the three-thousand kids in his charge.

But like all good things, summer soon ended and it was time to get ready for a new school year.

Climbing out of bed, Gluck kept telling himself, this would be his last year, but then again, he’d been saying those same two words for the better part of the past decade. Still, it was impossible to ignore how much harder it was to get up in the morning. Sizing up his disheveled, sleep-tussled face in the bathroom mirror, he mumbled, “You’re getting too old, Raymond old boy. Too damned old.” 

During the entire Daniel Peck debacle, he kept thinking, this is it, it’s time to retire. Hell, he was this close to turning in his resignation. But then the kids turned out all right, and their parents backed off, and Peck was put away, and the rest of the year worked itself out. The drama actually revitalized him, by year’s end; he couldn’t help but think I can do this forever.

While wheeling into the staff parking lot, Gluck thought over last year’s ups and downs. All of his administrative career, he had hoped for the perfect year. Perhaps it was impossible, perhaps it would never come, but he felt he couldn’t retire until he had at least one under his belt. No expulsions, litigation, fights with the board or odd oddball substitutes.

The purpling sky beyond his windshield radiated with promise. This could be the year, or not. Either way a hot cup of coffee and about two hours of silence beckoned. He liked to come in before anyone for the first few weeks. It gave him time to get ready for the hectic day ahead. 

Gluck was getting out of his car, frowning at a mental image of Peck’s over-enthused grin, when someone called to him from the other side of the parking lot.

A gravelly voice shouted, “Gluck!”

The principal turned and saw an old man approaching. He was wearing a cheap suit and his near baldhead was strung with wisps of light, gray hair. His leathery skin was webbed with wrinkles and dotted with liver spots – he had to be in his eighties.

Here we go, Gluck thought, so much for a perfect year. Day one: a hostile grandparent. He shut his car door, shifted into principal mode, and turned to face the old man. 

The elderly man smiled and nodded. A few seconds of silence passed between them. There was something familiar about the old guy, but Gluck couldn’t place it. The two stood for ten more uncomfortable seconds when the elderly man said, “It’s me, Peck.”

“Peck?” Gluck blinked and shook his head. Confusion gave way to understanding. “Oh, you must be Daniel’s father.” The resemblance was striking. “What can I do for you, Mr. Peck?” He extended his hand in greeting. 

The old man’s face screwed into a scowl. He ignored Gluck’s hand and rasped, “I needed those students.”

Another moment of confusion scrambled Gluck’s brain. He studied the old man’s features. 

What’s going on here? 

He broke from the old face and looked over one of his hunched, gnarled shoulders. Meiko and Kham Lee, Steve Earl, and Riley Peterson, were leaning against the chain link fence that enclosed the parking lot. 

Wha–?

Before the principal could gather his wits, Peck pulled a straight razor from his ratty coat and drew it across Gluck’s throat. The cold steel parted pink flesh and pale fat in a wet explosion of fluid and ripping skin. The blade snapped a few tendons, perforated the windpipe and lodged in a hunk of muscle. Peck worked his spindly arm and pulled the razor free. An arc of blood shot through the air, speckling the old man’s face. A river of red ruined Gluck’s silk tie and neatly pressed shirt.

The principal’s eyes locked into a sightless stare. 

Peck? Peck? Peck? 

His brain looped. 

Peck?

Gluck tried to fight off the lethargy of death, but his feet began to tingle and the wooziness made his head feel like a helium-filled balloon thickened lead-solid. 

My last year, Raymond Gluck thought as he fell to the asphalt.

The First Period Four ran from the fence. Gluck’s vision sputtered. Footfalls danced in his ears. He rolled onto his back and shifted his gaze. The fourteen year olds looked less like geeky students and more like gangly, gloating beasts, descended upon him and begin lapping at the blood gushing from his cooling neck.   

Rallying what little strength he had left, he raised his eyes to the heavens. Peck blocked his view. Gluck tried to look past the young-old man who didn’t make sense, preferring purple skies and limitless vistas to the wrinkles, raised veins and liver spots which didn’t belong on the substitute’s forehead. 

Gluck issued a flurry of commands, left, right, but his eyes wouldn’t respond. Instead, they settled on the moldy, aged skin and began to blur. 

The kids thrashed, sucked and drank deep. The lead balloon in his brain went light. 

Eyesight intensified; a last surge of color and light and definition before the end. 

Peck’s withered skin seemed to smooth, the veins receded, the liver spots faded into a strong, healthy pink. 

Gluck’s muscles went slack. His eyeballs dropped. The last thing the principal saw, before sinking into darkness, were the kid’s eyes: four pairs of burning red death; eight hungry orbs, eagerly slurping at the life blood draining from his fast-cooling body. 

Rancid blood, bleeding in the schoolyard

In a burst of sacrificial sleuth. ­

He cuts them when they’re sleeping,

He cuts them when they’re drunk.

He eats their guts for dinner,

He toasts their tongues for lunch!

“The Vampire With the Razored Edge” – Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 3
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Mentals, Shiners, Conductors

Daniel Julian Peck turned his back on the carnage and waited for his ravenous thralls to finish the fat principal. Though he hadn’t the stomach for bloodshed, he saw it as a necessary evil. He didn’t touch the stuff himself – blood, brains, gristle – yuck – chaff for common thralls. As disgusting as it was, Peck had to admit, it felt pretty damn good. With each coppery, meaty mouthful, a little of the energy they’d taken from him returned and sizzled through his vein trails in pulses of revivifying, electric light. 

His charges had been screaming for blood and spinal fluids since before the middle school principal, who writhed beneath them sent Daniel to jail. Their appeasement flittered through his head as long building tension drained and his mind heaved a huge sigh of relief. While behind bars, he soothed them as best he could, but six months was a long time, the longest he’d ever let a thrall (not just one, but four!) twist in the wind, and their overdue need had taken a serious toll. While locked away, thoughts labored, age attacked, and four, piercing, teenage voices rang unchecked, murdering Daniel’s sanity with their undying need.

The rule went – if you absorbed someone with your mind, if you took what you needed, if you held essence down and bolstered yourself up, the victim (Peck preferred to think of them as donors) couldn’t just be ignored. They had to be nourished and nurtured and trained, or, if need be, killed and put out of their misery. You couldn’t just discount the shell – though they seemed alive to the outside world and went about acting somewhat normal. What they really were, were mere facsimiles – nothing more than mute memory unfurled and given free reign over vacant systems, just simple puppets mimicking rote behaviors. What they were, who they were, who they had been – mind, body and soul – had been sucked deep inside Daniel’s head and they would never be whole again. They belonged to him.

So far so simple, but with this influx of stolen vitality – energy, revivification – came an ever-present yammering, a hammering, maddening need, never to let up. For each hapless soul Daniel devoured, a splash of residual self whitewashed the cavernous folds of his advanced-mutated-cursed brain. And each soul, donating the core energy needed to survive, donated a bit of persona. Confused, trapped, locked in place within endless gray matter, they screamed endlessly for release.  

Now, if he simply killed, and sopped up a donor’s energy in one savage chunk and then disposed of their body, their eternally damned voice would wail through his thoughts like a faint wind, annoying, aggravating, teeth grindingly distracting, but soft enough to tune out. If he really concentrated he could relegate the voices to a whooshing white noise at the back of his brain. 

Moreover, if Peck adopted the donor, and took them on for a little companionship or servitude, it would be as simple as keeping them alive with an even flow of exchanging energies. Their shell required feeding every few months, which would quiet their inner voice to nothing. If they were well fed, there would be no pleading, begging or whooshing (until the hunger raged upon them again). Daniel could get by without adding yet another tortured soul to the hundreds bubbling behind his brain. So long as he kept their shell healthy, he could command their hollowed body to do his bidding.

This sounded ideal, why kill and add more madness, when all you had to do was maintain a thrall or two? He would be better off feeding a stable of steady donors, right? This kept Daniel’s head clear and his hands clean (sort of). The problem being, if a donor wasn’t taken care of, their internal voice would ring out much louder than those of the devoured, who continually hummed in his head. These internal cries were murder on his psychosis. The only way to quiet them was to feed their shell a messy meal of blood and spine juice. Also, the little parasites required tons of continual energy. When Daniel absorbed someone it was like flicking on a light switch. With thralls it was like flicking on one light switch only to find a still dark room, so he switched on a bevy of others until the room shined so brightly, he wouldn’t dare to look at it.

Too much raw energy.

Too much raw power.

It was much easier to kill and move on.

Where? Raymond Gluck’s voice bounded about his inner cranium. I don’t like- I don’t belong- I am going to be late- School- So much pain- So much blood. I don’t like-

His thralls were just about done. Gluck’s essence stirred the current in his head. Daniel closed his eyes and ground his teeth, and readied himself for the onslaught

Regina Barrett, a lady he absorbed over forty years ago, caterwauled, No children- My own son- Madness-

K-K-Kids- Gluck’s voice hiccupped.

Angeline St. Claire, the French prostitute he murdered twenty years ago intoned, Vous- Comprenez-, before letting out a piercing scream.

The litany of voices started screaming, welcoming the new energy with a barrage of shrieks and hysterical crying. The pain inside Daniel’s head exploded, like a thousand light bulbs imploding in his brain. The mush of his brain lit from the inside out, it swelled white, pink, orange, and red, to cool green, to light blue, back to white.   

What the hell was he thinking taking on four teens at once? 

He couldn’t just suck them dry and kill them without raising suspicions, and he couldn’t take them all on; that would mean more mutilated bodies and four thralls to feed and protect. 

Why didn’t he just keep things business as usual? 

Why didn’t he stick with a transient here, a drunken party girl there, a mentally ill homeless person – people no one would miss, or people he could easily absorb, kill, and then ditch without implication?

There was no answer. Time he supposed. Life went on too long and he needed variety, he needed to change things up and break the stagnant cycle of feed and dispose.

Now here he was, overseeing the principal’s slaughter (the blood wasn’t so bad, but the spinal fluids were only accessible via the brain). The whole thing was horrible with a capital ‘H’ and in terms of feeding, disgusting with a capital ‘D’, yet Daniel couldn’t help what he was. Unless he wanted to simply stop, grow old, and crumble to dust like everyone else, he needed to absorb a donor every few months. 

It was far easier to join minds, imbibe essence, kill, dispose, and move on. The thrall thing was bad news. He left it alone for a long time and after some messy situations in the past, he vowed never again, but Daniel hated murdering and, well, after over a century of the same old same old, he got bored and sloppy and stupid.  

Hadn’t he learned anything? 

Mistakes were common in the beginning, before the change and after, but by now, years upon years as a Mental, a Conductor, a Shiner, he should have known better.

Mentals, Conductors, Shiners – that’s what they called themselves, because energy kept them alive, energy flittered through their veins, energy made them glow from the inside out and eliminated imperfect life forces like blood and inefficient physiology. They shined brighter than the rest of humanity, bloodless, the everlasting light, gods among men, and as a famous warm blood once said, with great power comes great responsibility. This seeming curse was a gift he had to remember. He had to cherish what he was and maintain focus. Daniel lost sight of this and promised himself (again) to never slip, or be greedy, or get himself into such a stupid predicament ever again. 

What would Veronica say? What would she think? Not that it mattered. He hadn’t seen her in forever. He shook his head in shame.  

This was definitely the oldest he ever got. He’d been enmeshed in the legal system for nearly seven months. Seven whole months! This was the first time he had ever gotten in trouble – after years of murdering, hiding, disappearing, this was his first altercation with the law. Hopefully it would be his last.

Letting things go and aging a good twenty years really threw him out of whack. Daniel tried to keep his body in the twenty to fifty year-old range, but some times it was too hard or too easy. Sometimes he absorbed too much and got too young. Other times he absorbed too little and got older faster. Ages ago he took a short lived two month sabbatical just to see what would happen if he gave in and let death take him. The voices roared out of control. His body broke down. He had devoured a trio of flappers during the Roaring Twenties, who were making their way home from an estate party and absorbed so much energy he came out of it about fifteen years old. 

These past seven months had been a nightmare. The voices got louder and wilder every day, his skin grayed, his mind slipped. He thought he was dead for sure. As old as he had gotten, he didn’t think he would make it. 

Daniel tried to absorb inmates and guards, but the teenage thralls in his head wouldn’t let him take anyone else until he dealt with their hunger. It was a hellish experience, but while he could taste death, here he was – further proof that if he ever decided to quit and give himself to the earth, he would be in for a long, slow decay.

The vicious foursome finished slurping blood and worked at separating Gluck’s basal ganglia from the precious fluids at brain’s center. As they fought over the life sustaining gray matter, Daniel’s spine straightened and he grew a few feet taller. His hair thickened, darkened, and his double chin pulled taut and smooth. He hadn’t a mirror, but this felt like a good place to stop, unfortunately once the shells began feasting there was no stopping until they were sated. His muscles inflated, in their prime and then began to weaken as he devolved past his twenties into adolescence. 

Damn! 

Maintaining was difficult work. 

He didn’t want to be a kid again! 

Now he’d have to put up with growing pains and body strains and wait until he hit about thirty before he found a new donor. Even then he’d have to be careful to take the right amount.

Then suddenly she touched him,

With the dankness of her cold flesh,

Reminding him of death.

He belonged to her

There was no escape from her depth.

“Witch Of A Wife” - Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 4
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Dangerous Type

Daniel Peck sighed and chided himself. Over one hundred years of growth and he hadn’t learned a damn thing.  

1915

Young Daniel Peck had run out of viable prospects. At seventeen, he dropped out of school a few months short of graduation, swore off love after his sweetheart, Clara Harris, dumped him for a college boy,  had nixed crime after he made fifty cents stealing ten purses, and vowed to avoid New York City, since one of those stolen purses happened to hold a pair of freighter tickets. So with an eager heart and open mind he sold the extra ticket and then headed for the docks. The large sign near the long, awning covered the gangplank, and gave him a moment’s pause. It read:


NOTICE!

TRAVELERS intending to embark on the Atlantic voyage are reminded that a state of war exists between Germany and her allies and Great Britain and her allies; that the zone of war includes the waters adjacent to the British Isles; that, in accordance with formal notice given by the Imperial German Government, vessels flying the flag of Britain, or any of her allies, are liable to destruction in those waters and that travelers sailing in the war zone on the ships of Great Britain or her allies do so at their own risk.



IMPERIAL GERMAN EMBASSY, 

Washington, D.C. 22 April 1915​



He was about to lose his nerve and turn back, when he bumped into a well-dressed gentleman. “Watch it!” Daniel snapped, then withdrew and whispered, “Pardon.” He recognized the man from photos on the newsstands. “You’re-”

“Alfred Vanderbilt.” The man lugged several expensive pieces of luggage with him. “You aren’t going to let the Krauts scare you, are you young man?”

“Hell no- Or, um, no, sir, that notice didn’t frighten me,” Daniel tried to sound proper.

“War propaganda.” Vanderbilt waved a dismissive hand. “The same notice was published in the Times. Meant to scare young fresh faced fellows such as you. We can’t let the Krauts get the better of us, right? Just last night I received a message warning me off.” Vanderbilt deepened his voice into a mocking grovel, “Do not sail on the Lusitania! Beware the Germans! British waters are unsafe!” The man scoffed. “Silly.”

“Who sent the message?”

“Anonymous. Subversive war rubbish – that’s all. The Lusitania,” he put down his luggage and gestured at the ocean liner with a broad sweeping of his arms, “It isn’t a warship, and she isn’t carrying any weapons. Besides, I wouldn’t miss the International Horse Breeder’s Association in Liverpool – not again. I missed it last time because of the Titanic.”

“You were on the Titanic?”

“I was supposed to sail on the Titanic, but I had business matters to attend to.” Vanderbilt got a faraway look in his eyes. “Damned shame, there.” He brightened and picked up his bags. “But the Lusitania – just look at it young man, I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a beautiful ship in all my life.”

Daniel looked on at the immense ship.

“Just don’t pay any attention to this peacock. Don’t let the Krauts win.” Alfred Vanderbilt bowed weakly and bid, “Good day.”

Daniel nodded and watched Alfred Vanderbilt board the Lusitania. He scanned the top deck. All manner of fine dressed lords and ladies strolled along the walk of the magnificent ocean liner. He saw potential there and thought about silk lined purses and pocketbooks.  Although he didn’t know where he was going, Daniel figured he could fatten his pockets on route, so ignoring the warning of dangerous ports, he boarded the RMS Lusitania and set sail for a new life. 

Daniel didn’t know anything about Liverpool, was uninformed about the location and the language spoken by the people, whether it was hot or cold, hilly or flat, but so long as it wasn’t eat-you-up and spit-you-out, grimy, disease ridden New York, it was good enough for him. Before setting sail he eavesdropped a bit and heard folks talk of Ireland. Once again, while geography wasn’t his strong suit, it sounded good. He envisioned Leprechauns and pots of gold and red-haired lassies and smiled at the future waiting for him so many miles across the great Atlantic. 

After napping in his stateroom for a few hours Daniel set out to find this Vanderbilt character. He wanted to watch him, follow him and figure out how he might be able to grift some coin from the old moneybag, but after another few hours he came to the disheartening realization that the sea didn’t agree with him. 

Daniel didn’t think it was possible for one man to throw up as much as he did, but his body was out to prove him wrong. He puked off the main bow and port, and the starboard bow and stern. He threw up in a little ice bucket in his stateroom, and in the lavatory, the dining hall and on the shuffleboard deck. He puked for a week straight and became fast friends with Dr. Wiley, the ship’s doctor. The good doc assured him the sickness would pass, it always did, and sure enough, at long last, their sixth day at sea, something inside clicked and equilibrium settled Daniel’s unhinged internals.

Finally, the rocky start behind him, a metaphor for his troubled childhood and wild teens, a portent for things to come, nausea died and the clean, ocean airlifted his spirits. This freeing calm settled over him in the middle of a particularly foggy night and in celebration, Daniel decided to take a walk on the deck. The cool night invigorated his wellness. He leaned on the ship railing and stared into the impenetrable fog and marveled at the density of the air. It was as if the ship were sailing through the storm clouds that seemed to gather so frequently over his head. 

Taking a deep breath of fresh air, he sighed big and smiled to himself. Now it begins, young Peck, now it begins.

Daniel still had no idea what he was going to do in Liverpool, but he liked to imagine he’d wed a rich young maid or somehow come into a large sum of money. Though thieving was easier, he hoped to do it honestly, and while battling nausea and vomit he swore to his maker, should he pull through, he’d turn his life around and do things right. Well, here he was, feeling fine and a bargain was a bargain. He had every intention of walking the straight and narrow – he had too many bad memories of failed crimes anyhow. As hard as he had tried in the past, a scoundrel he wasn’t, but then, if things didn’t happen as he hoped, maybe the grift would be a bit easier in this magical, mystical Liverpool? Maybe he’d be a successful scoundrel yet? Maybe a light touch on his shoulder startled him from broken deals and criminal thoughts. Daniel spun on his heels and put up his fists. The first thing that came to mind was that he’d been found out, and the stolen ticket had caught up with him. He widened his stance and got ready to hit and run (not that he’d get very far on a boat) when a beautiful woman gave him pause.

It took him a second to process the pretty thing standing before him.

She was tall for a woman, about his height, and had the loveliest dark eyes and most luxuriantly shiny dark hair. She was dressed like a real lady, not in makeshift tatters like a lot of the New York gals, who talked like commoners, but walked around with their noses in the air and their rags styled in the fashion of the upper crust. Her petticoat gleamed in the moonlight; its shimmering white fabric pushed her ample bosom into attractive swells of soft flesh. His eyes jumped up and then down –from her eyes to her breasts,– and then back again, the fight draining, warm surprise replacing defensive fear, he said, “Hello?” It came out in an embarrassing squeak.

The woman smiled. Her wonderful red lips brought the rest of her face into sharp focus. She was stunning with skin as luminescent as the moon, and as exquisitely flawless as the expensive petticoat barely containing it. She had curves for days, sharp cheekbones and an elegant chin. Lovely hips. The nape of her delicate neck sent a thrill tingling through his chest, the glimmer of her soft shoulders watered his mouth. He swallowed hard.

“Evening,” she smiled even bigger.

Daniel swallowed another lump and bowed his head. “Evening, madam.”

She extended a silk gloved hand and in the most tremulously, sweet voice he had ever heard she purred, “Miss.”

Daniel took the hand and gave it a light squeeze. “Pardon?” His mind felt like it was going in a million directions at once and he didn’t follow.

“It’s Miss, not madam.”

“Right. Um. Evening, miss.”

“Evening, good sir. And you are?”

“Pardon madam, um, miss, name’s Peck, miss. Daniel Peck.”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Peck. You can call me Veronica.”

Odd, palatable electricity sizzled between them. Veronica continued to smile, the faintest blush pinking her pale cheeks. Daniel’s mouth filled with more water as a fine sheen of sweat sent cold chills up and down his back.

He wasn’t the type to swoon over strange women. He liked women, thought they were fine for heat and passion, but after the moment his discharge tingled, it cooled his inner thigh, and lust waned, all his energy and interest curdled. He wanted out of their bed, out of their arms, into the streets where a man could run unfettered. 

This beautiful creature, this angel, this Veronica, was different. She had a devastating effect upon his constitution. Having only just met her, he felt he’d follow her anywhere she asked – to the ends of the world, hell – to the ends of the universe if it suited her fancy. In fact, she didn’t even have to ask. All she had to do was part her mouth – the tip of her pink tongue just visible between perfect teeth, and flutter her eyelashes, and take his hand, and walk him toward her cabin. Daniel followed, no questions, no hesitations, as if in a trance.

No words were exchanged that night, no pleasantries, stories, or sweet nothings were whispered, no coy games of cat and mouse, instead, Veronica, the Goddess, the mysterious beauty of fog thick night, led Daniel to her opulent stateroom and took him to her bed.

Had Daniel been of the mind to think, to lust, and hunger, he would have thanked his lucky stars she had chosen him for a lover. He didn’t have to woo or pretend to be something he was not. He didn’t have to impress her or get her drunk or force himself upon her. So it was easy and he was thankful, if not a little stunned. As everything in his skull moved like sludge, like he was dreaming or really drunk and as hard as he tried he couldn’t fully appreciate the erotic turn. It was exciting and thrilling, but he felt detached, like he wasn’t in control. 

The moment the stateroom door shut behind them, they started undressing. Veronica unbuttoned the buttons of her dress, while he took off his shirt and pants. The cabin was dark – softly lit by moonbeams, peeking around the edges of a sunshade covering the circular port window. After they were completely nude, their shadowy silhouettes slipped beneath the covers in a muted rhapsody.  

Daniel’s hands stroked her face softly, with infinite soothing and assurance, and at last there was the soft kiss on her cheek, her lips, inside of her mouth. He looked into her dark, sad eyes. He touched her soft face and brushed her auburn hair. His face was so close to hers, she could feel his hot breath against her skin. They kissed; their lips touched each other gingerly in eager anticipation, but were afraid to give in.  

Even with the faint of light in the room, Daniel could see a small scar on her right breast.

“You have a scar on the outside of your heart,” Daniel said softly.

“Yes,” Veronica said even softer. “But the inside of my heart has been even scarred more.”

He kissed her breasts softly, taking the nipples in his lips in tiny caresses. He moved his face downwards to her warm belly.

When their bodies joined, the heavens thundered and their entwined forms sparkled with static branches of cerulean light. The air hissed. Sweat and flesh intermingled with an olfactory explosion of metallic tings. Daniel’s vague senses rocketed back to life. He was a wild fire.

His back arched, his muscles locked, bliss unbound, and shook him from the tips of his toes to the base of his balls to the top of his laboring skull. Daniel thrust like a ravenous beast. Through his animalistic tidings, heavenly rapture claimed his body and soul with an uncanny force. The deeper he thrust; the sensations became all the more exquisite, akin to an outer body experience. He cleaved to the warm, undulations of Veronica’s flesh, hovering in the dark persuasion beneath a midnight sky, with a magnet drawing him to never want to break their ecstatic union. The entanglement of his flesh savoring hers, continued in crazed delirium.

His breath became a wild beast he could not slay as his body reached its peak. With his profuse emission Daniel felt his entire soul become zapped out.  It seemed endless, the most exquisite climax he had ever experienced, as well as the most draining occurrence. Daniel submitted in a breathless tumble as he withered to complete inertia, like everything had been drained out of his core, as the hypnotic trance curdled. 

Still riveted by Veronica’s spell Daniel began to suckle on her nipples, like a baby at the breast, seeking the nourishment of her allure, reluctant to leave her bedside. She moaned softly at his suckling, like a love-starved demon. 

Exhausted, Daniel tried to get up when his member refused to come loose. This was a terrifying and exhilarating mix, since he loved the fortress of her flesh, which felt akin to honeyed silk. The way it enveloped him had him in a trance. Nonetheless, as much as it titillated, the aftermath frightened him as he peered into her dark eyes. The irises were near black, and they burned with a hypnotic light from the underworld.

Daniel tightened his buttocks and tried to gain strength by riveting off the mattress with his knees. As he strained backward and upward, Veronica’s body, wrapped around his in a lover’s embrace. She shifted and rose with his strength, as her womanhood held his manhood in a lover’s vise. He put his hands on Veronica’s breasts and tried to push himself up, but she locked her legs tightly around his and held him close, her thin arms holding his lower back with an uncanny strength. 

Daniel strained and looked into her beautiful face. She was smiling with knowing seduction, staring, creepy, as if nothing was wrong, as her feminine walls continued to imprison his manhood tighter and tighter. He struggled backward and sputtered her name with a weak voice he didn’t recognize, “Veronica? What’s happening?”

She kept smiling as her grasp intensified. Daniel felt a force lock their bodies even tighter, causing pressure in his chest. Slithery things began to writhe between them, but he couldn’t position his head for a look. He screamed and thrashed, defenses going up, his manners forgotten. Street fighting instincts kicked in as he closed his eyes tight and head butted the beauty with crushing force. Beneath the horror and worry, he felt a little bad – he’d never bashed a lady. He was trying hard not to be a scoundrel, but this was beyond politeness as terror had invaded. When his head hit hers, his forehead didn’t smart with pain; instead it simply sunk into something soft, like he was head butting a mound of jell-o. Recovering, Daniel blinked his eyes open. A silent scream throttled his throat.

Veronica’s head caved into a pinkish, formless mass. It puckered and bubbled and after a few seconds of waffling between a horrific pupa state and a waxy mold of Veronica’s stunning beauty it normalized. The gorgeous woman continued smiling and staring, smiling and staring, her magnificence becoming all the creepier as Daniel fought for freedom.  

Then suddenly the shock of a little tingle enlivened the base of his receding scrotum, thrummed, weak at first, but rapidly growing stronger. The room hummed with electricity, like those crisp moments before an electrical storm. 

The buzz belied his repulsion and vibrated his sex into raging excitement. Erotic sensation pulsed through his body.

Then Daniel felt the lightning. 

It flared from Veronica’s soft, hard, hot, cold, sexy, repulsive body and enticed his flesh into action. He bucked, no longer trying to get away, animated into carnal desire by the crackle and hiss of blue light. Overwhelming sensations obliterated and remade his nerves as she grinded, gyrated and undulated with wild abandon. Veronica was back to her exquisite self, all sexy lines and hot curves revived. Daniel humped ferociously, as the lightning and sparks shocked his entire body. After another heightened experience, hung between earth and the underworld, Daniel moaned as his pleasure raged from his flesh like an endless fountain. 

The electricity dissipated in time with his dying culmination until both were spent, afterglow to exhalation to overwhelming exhaustion. The electric air crackled, hissed and then cleared. A thin layer smoke rolled from his cooling flesh. The last thing he saw before he passed out was Veronica’s dark, lovely eyes floating behind his.

Daniel woke in a start. He was still in Veronica’s stateroom, naked, wrapped in sweaty sheets. The night had died the shade over the porthole withdrawn and sunlight, bathed the room in a bright glow. It had to be past noon as high as the sun was in the sky.

“Get dressed,” Veronica came out of the bathroom, and adjusted a black corset and smoothed a flowing silk skirt over her thighs. “We haven’t much time.”

Daniel stared groggily. He shook his head and rubbed his temples. The night’s antics replayed through his head. He couldn’t be sure what was real and what was a dream. He reached for his pants and mumbled, “What?”

“The Germans are going to sink the ship.”

“What?” Daniel repeated, startled fully awake. He stepped into his pants and hopped for balance.

“I must teach you our ways.” She pulled a blouse over the corset and shook out her hair.

“Our ways?”

“You are different now, Daniel Peck. No longer born of blood, but energy.” She sat on the edge of the bed and patted it for him to sit next to her. He pulled on his shirt and complied. 

Veronica smoothed his wild hair behind his ears and kissed him on the forehead. “You are a Shiner, a Mental, a Conductor, and, well, from this moment on you are dependent upon the energy of others to survive. Without energy, you will turn to dust and crumble in the wind.”

“Energy?” Daniel narrowed his eyes. This broad was crazy. He figured it was time to get going, but she was too hot for words. He stared at her face and got lost in her amazing eyes. The voyage ahead was long – he’d tolerate crazy for another shot at sleeping with her, as weird as it was.

“Yes. Energy. Life-force. When we are born we are brimming with flowing energies and when we die, we lose them. Life is about the energy we spend in between birth and death. The young have enormous amounts of energy, the dead and dying not so much, but they still have some energy left in them before they depart. In order to survive you’re going to have to take advantage and suck the energies out of their souls.”

“And how do you do that?” Daniel smiled, sarcasm thickening his voice.

Veronica pushed him back and crawled on top of him. She put her open mouth on his and started sucking, dazzling, flashing lights, danced between their lips.

Veronica broke the kiss and sat up. She pulled on Daniel’s arms until he was sitting beside her. “That was a bit dramatic,” she smiled. “You don’t have to kiss, you can simply absorb energy by touching people – if you are close enough, you can feed on their energy. Watch this.” She grabbed his left arm and brought his wrist to her luscious lips. In a frenzied motion of gleaming white teeth and glistening pink mouth, she tore a hunk of skin from his forearm.

Daniel jumped back in horror. He stumbled onto his feet and clutched his arm. He was ready to scream in protest, but there was no pain and when he inspected the wound there was no blood, only a pool of light where the skin had been ripped away. Veronica stood and pulled him close. She put her lips to his for a few seconds and then sat him on the bed next to her. She brought his arm up. It was completely healed. 

Daniel wiped his face. She was for real. Whatever happened between them was fact. Last night’s grotesque, sexy, electric sex had happened.

“There’s a lot to tell, Daniel. You’re my child now and I’ll help you, but time is running out. We have to get inside of this suitcase.” She stood up and opened a large steamer trunk at the foot of her bed. Daniel just stared flabbergasted. Veronica knelt in the trunk and waved him over. 

Locked in a trance, Daniel rose from the bed and stepped into the trunk.

Veronica hugged his legs. “We’re near Ireland; the German sub is going to sink us in a few minutes.” She let go of him and lay on her side. Daniel wedged in so that they lay side by side, like two bodies stuffed in one casket – confining and claustrophobic. Veronica shimmied and worked a thin pale wrist, zipping them in from the inside. 

In the darkness she whispered, “I will always love you. We are one.” She kissed him deeply, sparks flashed like fireworks in the nothing space between them. The moment their lips joined, the Lusitania was hit by the torpedo. Unlike the Titanic, which took three hours to sink, the unfortunate ship sunk to the ocean floor in a mere eighteen minutes.

The vagrant with the vagabond heart

Relegated to the ruins of humanity.

Living on the edge of the homeless,

A beggar with the force of darkness

Feeding on the anguish of such.

Compensation for the life of luxury

Now bemoaned with a plight unjust.

“Ghoul With The Golden Tooth” – Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 5
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Slow Learners

Daniel commanded his thralls to gather the discarded remains of Raymond Gluck’s corpse and deposit them into a series of dumpsters behind the school. There wasn’t much left to dispose of, the principal’s body had been torn to meaty ribbons, most of his organs devoured or reduced to gristle. What remained of his clothing had meshed and mucked with the fetid mush of flesh, blood, and black stains. He was tempted to let it be, but a wet stain was less conspicuous than a gleaming pile. The remains would be found soon enough, but he needed to buy as much time as he could. He kept his eyes off the cleanup and scanned for trouble while his minions attended to the mess.

It was early, the sun was still another hour off and there were no cars on the road yet, but the morning was ripening and Daniel couldn’t afford to be seen doused in blood. The children couldn’t be seen covered in muck. He had to get them back to the tiny hotel room he rented after his release from jail a few days ago, dispose of them, pack his stuff and make a swift getaway. As much as he hated having to kill kids, he had no choice. There was no way he could manage them.  

Once the thralls were done and Gluck’s memory, a mere stain upon the pavement, they crowded around Daniel expectantly. To an outsider it would look odd, but harmless, three short teens, one tall one, hands at their sides, calm as can be, staring stupidly at a tall awkward man. While their faces were empty, blood-dirty and mute, their internal voices screamed for more, more, more, as if the greedy little bastards hadn’t just consumed almost two hundred pounds between the four of them. 

Daniel glowered in admonishment. The children lowered their eyes and stared at the ground. The storm in his head calmed a little, but their pleas continued to swell in his skull. “Silence!” he shouted, then, regaining his composure, he said, “Quiet.” 

The voices dulled to fuzzy murmurings. Daniel rubbed his forehead. It felt like there was an axe buried in his cerebellum. He was about to bid them to follow when a patrol car cruised an adjacent street. It drove by slowly, reached the end of the block and then stopped. Brake lights glared in red warning.  

Darn. 

He had to put some distance between himself and the children. 

Panic rushed the electrical current surging his veins. Wait, he was a kid too. The energy transfer had taken him down to eighteen at the oldest. Nonetheless, then there was the blood spotting his clothes and encrusting the half fed thralls, even though they had just consumed an exorbitant amount, they were edgy and weird. If a stupid cop somehow overlooked the blood, he wouldn’t be able to ignore the thralls with their mute staring and half crazed eyes. 

While the cop sat at the end of the block apparently deciding whether he should turn around, Daniel cobbled together a hasty plan. “Okay, see that fire escape over there?” He pointed to a shadowy assortment of metal attached to the side of the school. “I want you to hide until I get back. I’m going to take care of some things. I have to pack and then I’ll come get you. Okay?”

The thralls turned and walked over to the fire escape where they huddled together in an inky pool of dark. Their inner voices murmured ceaselessly, ever-reminding their creator of their constant need. In deep shadow, invisible to the naked eye, Daniel envisioned them hunkered with relentless hunger, their heads bowed, their arms folded over their insatiable bellies.

Daniel fast walked across the parking lot and watched the cop car out of his peripheral vision. Unlocking his Volkswagen Beetle, he got in, started it up and took off for his hotel. The cop’s brake lights dimmed and the cruiser slowly rolled forward. Daniel wanted to stop to call his thralls over. Leaving them alone after their first feeding was a bad idea and the hotel room was the only logical place to do away with them, but he looked less suspicious on his own. The cop would surely circle the block. No, this would have to do for now. The thralls would stay put in the shadows until he’d return from the hotel. He’d get his stuff and scoop them up before the sun rose then he’d get another hotel on the way out of town and kill them then. 

Over the years he’d lived everywhere. Homes, apartments, condos, motels, hotels, hovels (jail – thanks to Gluck). He wanted to settle down in the worst way, but his ...lifestyle, made it near impossible. You see, Daniel Peck didn’t technically exist. He’d stolen identities and social security numbers and gotten by however he could, but it was tough to domesticate when you didn’t have a solid work history, credit rating or reference list. The legal system labeled him a John Doe. The freefalling had to stop. He had to figure out a way to normalize.

Back at the little hotel he rented, Daniel stripped out of his bloody clothes and considered his next move. He hadn’t messed things up this badly since the trio of flappers. The golden rule is never to let a thrall loose into the world unsupervised; it was like leaving an infant in the middle of a busy intersection – which would only end in bloody death. There was no way he could take the thralls with him, the parents would report the children missing, the FBI would be trailing him, hell, he was already in enough trouble with the Feds. He didn’t need anymore hassle – since agent Ronald Barrett had been trying to get him behind bars for over three decades – but that was another story. He had too much to deal with right now then to drudge up that problem too. 

He grabbed a white suitcase and threw in random clothes – shoes, two pairs of pants, a sweatshirt, shorts and a gray suit. When he put the luggage on the bed, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he was covered in bloodstains.

Daniel started a bath, the water was scorching hot, just the way he liked it, like being boiled alive, like a lobster before it becomes someone’s meal. He closed his eyes. Tranquility seeped into the pores of his skin. He was at peace with himself and the world. He knew it would be fleeting because the past always came back to him in a vengeance, smashing the glasshouse of solitude he built in his mind to a billion pieces.

The past whirled in his mind in a sequence of no return. He recalled the time when he was on the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean. He was inside the trunk with Veronica, after the Lusitania had been sunk by the Germans, which dragged America into World War I.

Inside the cramp confines, Veronica telepathically told Daniel her life story. It all began when she was a slave in Egypt, at that time—the Sahara was still green – a beautiful shade of brilliant green and the Nile was crystal blue waters. The land however was covered in red – bright red blood from the King Khalof—a strange ruler who killed people just for enjoyment, he had vast fortunes which he spent foolishly.

The King’s advisor, High Priest Bahar Mura was considered an outsider. He dressed in black and purple robes, covered his face from all strangers and never spoke in public to anyone and spent the majority of his time in his underground temple, praying to the mole gods.

Veronica was a handmaiden for Princess Sarah, an overweight and spoiled girl who was cruel to her servants.

One night, the King Khalof ordered Veronica up to his chambers. He shut the door as the servant girl entered, and ordered Veronica to disrobe and lie on his bed. She prayed for it to end quickly, but it lasted for over an hour, she had to endure his sexual pleasures. The ruler had a big, fat, sweaty and hairy body. She was a virgin before then, who didn’t want to be deflowered this way.

When the king finally finished. “I’ll be back later.” He quickly dressed and went downstairs to attend a party held in his honor.

Veronica’s body ached, there were bite marks on her breasts, scratch marks on her back, she was covered in sweat and her inner thighs were sticky with blood. “I’m bleeding,” she said touching the blood with her fingers. She started to cry and wipe away the tears, but they kept rolling down her face. Still undressed, she walked to the balcony and was ready to leap off, in an effort to end all the pain and humiliation she had endured. She looked down in the starlit night, and realized the fall would kill her instantly—she walked to the edge of the balcony and prepared to jump.

“Don’t do it!” High Priest Bahar Mura cried from beneath the balcony as he climbed up the side of the building. He crawled over to the ledge and leapt onto the terrace. “You’re much too beautiful and full of energy to throw it all away. I’ll help you get your revenge.”

“How will you do that?” she asked, still wiping the tears from her face.

“First you must kiss me.”

“I had enough kissing for one night,” Veronica protested.

“No, this isn’t an ordinary kiss—this is the kiss of everlasting life.”

“I – I, don’t understand?” Veronica’s voice quivered in confusion.

“Kiss me and you’ll soon understand.”

Still naked, she walked up to the priest and gave him a kiss, just as she was about to remove her lips, sparks flew from his mouth. Bahar held her tight as lightning shot from his lips and discharged in her mouth.

Her face was smoking when she finished, and she felt dizzy and disoriented.

“I feel power,” she said. “My body is glowing with power.”

“Yes, that’s the first step – my lovely,” Bahar said. “You will have much more power, there’s so much power in the world – on this world.”

“What do you mean this world?”

“I have been to many different worlds,” he said, “too many to count. We have a lot to do, the night is still young and your power doesn’t last forever.”

Veronica reclined on the bed waiting for the king to return. The moon was low on the horizon by the time the ruler entered the bedroom. He threw off the covers, disrobed and got on top of his slave once more. This time was different – she wasn’t a fearful young lady, she was an energized woman – and she had wrapped her legs around King Khalof – not for pleasure, so he wouldn’t be able to escape.

Several hours later, the king was a dried husk—she pushed the crumbling corpse onto the ground.             

High Priest Bahar Mura entered the bedroom.

Veronica and Bahar left the kingdom in the shadows of the night.

When the witch had beguiled him.

He saw her menacing face

Whispering his name.

Lovingly and loathingly, he despised

The sound of his name upon her lips.

“Witch Of A Wife” – Jody R. LaGreca
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Chapter 6
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Sneak Attack

Veronica was telling Daniel her life story up to the fall of the Roman Empire – when she suddenly stopped. “Darling,” she softly whispered. “I can’t believe it.”

“Believe what?” Daniel barely was able to speak the words from his lips – his throat and mouth were as dry as a funeral drum.

“The bastard returned,” she said. “Lieutenant Walter Chigger who sunk us is back.”

“I don’t understand,” Daniel said, barely able to get the words out.

“He was the German commander of the U-2 who sunk the Lusitania.”

“How, how is that possible?”

“Quiet, darling, let me read his thoughts.” She closed her eyes and didn’t speak for several moments. “When he was the commander of the U-2, he had a weary crew and only three torpedoes left and had orders to have two of them return back to Germany. He spotted the Lusitania on a lunch break and watched the ocean liner for nearly an hour through his periscope, with only one torpedo to spare. He waited until he was five hundred meters away from the ship and ordered ‘Los!’ or ‘Fire!’ before sinking us.”

She opened her eyes. “He was given command of a U-88, a bigger submarine and was showing off the damage he did to the new crew and some high ranking German naval officers. Hold on.”

“Hold on?” 

“Yes, we’re going to be hit by the submarine in a matter of moments.”

The values on the bottom of the submarine were open so the vessel could submerge closer to the bottom, but the values ripped the case that Daniel and Veronica were inside wide open.

Daniel swam to the ocean’s surface. He grabbed a buoy and hung on while he gathered his wits. He looked around and Veronica was nowhere to be found, he dived back into the water. What he saw shocked the hell out of him; Veronica was on outer hull and turning the hatch open. She kept cranking and cranking and the airtight hatch opened – water rushed inside the submarine, drowning everyone in a matter of minutes. Then she swam off.

Daniel tried to swim to her, but she was too fast and she disappeared into the vast ocean.

The four thralls kept huddled under the fire escape, they were cold and hungry as they waited for their master to return, but patience isn’t a trait well suited for them. They lost track of time, it felt like it was several days since their master left them, but it was less than an hour.

Judy Brooks, the principal’s secretary was leaving through the back door when she saw four students under a fire escape. She stepped closer to get a better view. “What are you kids doing under there?”  

None of the kids answered. The kids were acting strange and covered in blood. She recognized the girl Meiko Lee, but her cheeks were bloated out, like she had the mumps. “Meiko, what’s in your mouth?” 

The girl spit out two blue eyeballs.

“I see you,” Meiko said. 

Judy flipped open her cell phone and dialed 911, “I’m at Greendale Middle School,” but it was too late, all four thralls jumped on top of her, and knocked her to the ground. Her open cell phone smashed when it landed.

Kham ripped open her satin blouse and tore off her black bra, before biting into her big right breast – it was real after all.

Kham took a bite out of the heart and handed it to his sister Meiko – she also bit into the organ and passed it onto the rest of First Period Four. Their hunger was satisfied for the moment, but their master had not returned yet and they were growing anxious.  

The police squad car drove into the school’s parking lot. There was a 911 phone that was cut off, and the operator had heard screams. Officer Simon Rainer had his gun armed – not the protocol for a Middle School, but if some kid’s were endanger, he was prepared. He stepped out of the patrol car and ran next to the building. He slowly walked on the side, and scanned the parking lot and playing ground. There was only one other car in the parking lot, a battered Saturn.

Officer Rainer turned the corner and couldn’t believe what he saw. Four kids were eating various bloody organs of a woman who had been ripped to shreds. “

Freeze!” he shouted, as he put his gun back into its holster and took out his taser.

The kids looked up at him before they went back to eating the dead woman’s body parts.

“I said – freeze!” the police officer shouted even louder.

Meiko put down her bloody liver and started walking towards the policeman.

“Don’t move,” he shouted. “Lay on the ground – now!”

Meiko ignored his commands and kept walking towards the law officer then started running, when the officer shot her with a taser.

She fell on the ground, screaming, as smoke started billowing from her. Lightning began flashing from her body. 

“What the hell!” Officer Rainer exclaimed.

Kham started growling like a rabid dog.

The officer talked into his portable microphone. “Send ambulance STAT to Greendale Middle School and send me back up.” He took his gun back out of his holster, and held it in his right hand, the taser in his left.

Meiko stood up and began walking towards Officer Rainer. “I said freeze!” as he kept his gun aimed at the girl.

The girl kept walking, but the walking turned into running – when the policeman fired a shot into her leg – which knocked her to the ground. Blood poured out all over the place. 

Meiko stood up again, and continued walking towards the police officer. “I said freeze!  

This time the officer fired the gun and the bullet went into her chest. Even more blood was pouring out of her. Meiko slowly got up again—her white shirt now red with blood, this time, she growled even louder than before.

The officer shot Meiko in the shoulder – but that didn’t stop her from charging him. She leaped onto the policeman, and knocked him to the ground. The fall triggered the taser to go off, which had lightning bolts flashing from the girl. 

The smoke bellowed away and Meiko was a blackened corpse. At that moment Riley Peterson and Steve Earl jumped on to the policeman and started gnawing at his skin ...

Daniel Peck stepped out of the bathroom, his quick bath ended up being over two hours long—his skin looked wrinkly. He quickly got dressed since he had to get back to his thralls. He took his suitcase to his Volkswagen Beetle and drove back to Greendale Middle School.

Daniel got only about two blocks from the school—which was as close as he could get. There were several police cars, a fire truck and an ambulance.

A policeman stood in the middle of the road and said, “The road is blocked ahead, you have to take the side street.”

“But I teach at the school,” Daniel said.

“Sorry, no one is allowed in the school right now, take the side street,” he said more firmly.

Daniel took the side street onto the main intersection then onto the highway and drove out of town. He had to get out of Baltimore and start a new life. He was heading east; it had been awhile since he lived on the East Coast.

He pulled the Beetle into the rest stop on the highway. There were no other automobiles, trucks or vehicles in the lot. He stepped inside the rest stop, went into the men’s bathroom and splashed cold water onto his face, then went back to his car.

Daniel closed his eyes for a second and in his mind he saw a blue Volvo with a pretty young blonde driver who had roadmaps and a map of Rhode Island spread out on the dashboard. He had to act fast.

Daniel opened up his trunk and took out a gas tank and started throwing gasoline all over his car.

He took out a match, lit it and threw it into the gasoline. The Beetle went up in flames as he walked to the exit ramp on the highway.

The blue Volvo came to a sudden stop when Daniel stepped in front of the car. The lady kept her window up, but shouted, “Is that your car that is going up in flames? Do you want me to call 911?”

“Yes ma’am that’s my car. And no, ma’am, please put away your cell phone. I’m with the witness relocation. The mob set my car on fire and they’re still at this rest stop. My life depends on you getting me out of here right away. I was heading for Rhode Island, but if you could just give me a ride down the road, I would be eternally grateful.”

“Okay, just down the road. I have a cell phone and a gun, so don’t try any funny stuff,” she said cautiously as she unlocked the automatic locks.

“Thank you ma’am, you just saved my life,” Daniel said as he entered the car. “My name is Daniel Peck. We don’t have much time; can you drive back onto the highway?”

“Sure,” the lady answered. “My name is Teri Wellington.” As she turned the Volvo around back onto the highway the Beetle exploded.

A few miles down the dark highway, Daniel said, “Thank you again, you saved my life. I can’t really get into my background because of the witness relocation, but I’m indebted to you. You can take me as far as you like. If you need gas or a hotel room, I’ll pay for everything.”

“I suppose you want to share a hotel room with me,” Teri said, pulling her purse closer to her as she drove.

“No, not at all. I’m engaged,” he said, “was engaged. My ring and all my clothes were burned in the fire. The wedding is off anyway.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, what happened?”

“I think my fiancée told the mob where I was going. She was the only person who knew I was going to Providence, Rhode Island. I really loved her, it hurts that she betrayed me like this.”

“I’m so sorry,” Teri said. “And I’m sorry that I misinterpreted your intentions. It has been a rough couple of weeks for me—I didn’t mean to take it out on you.  I doubt my car will need much gas. I mean this is a Volvo, but I do thank you for the offer.”

“You’re welcome. Do you mind if I ask why it has been bad for you the last couple of weeks?”

“I was living in Chicago, working as a nurse, when I got a better job offer in Providence at the Women and Infants Hospital. I packed up all my belongings and moved to Rhode Island. I was ready to start my new job when my brother passed away. I was going to take a flight back, but my sister, who lives in New York, wanted me to drive her to Chicago. So we drove back to Chicago for the funeral. I had to start the job Monday, so I was driving back home – I was making good time until I came across some stranger with his car on fire.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No need to be. It was a lonely trip anyway and I’m getting tired.”

“My offer still stands. I’ll pay for two separate hotel rooms if you want to pull over for the night.”

“Or maybe they don’t have to be separate,” Teri suggested with a slight smile.

Teri pulled the car into a motel on the outskirts of Baltimore, called The Stardust Inn – which had a big cobalt star on the sign. 

Daniel paid for the room, two beds, a kitchenette and a shower.

Teri stepped out of the bedroom dressed in a short light blue nightgown. Daniel wore only pajama bottoms. She lay down on the opposite bed. “When I said the same room, I didn’t mean we had to get two beds,” she said suggestively.

Daniel walked over to her bed, and lifted up the hem of her nightgown to see she wasn’t wearing any panties. He kissed her passionately before he opened her legs apart and slid his fingers in-between them, where it was dark, dreamlike and decadent.

“Hmmm, that feels nice and tingling,” Teri moaned, quivering from pleasure.”  I can’t wait for you to feel you inside me,” she murmured breathlessly.    

Daniel tossed his pajama bottoms and got on top of Teri. She spread her legs wider as he entered her in one smooth motion.

“Ouch!” she cried. “I felt a shock.”

Daniel kept having his way with her.

“Ouch, that hurts. I keep on getting shocked. Get off of me!” she cried.

Daniel ignored her protestation and moved even faster. It felt like lightning bolts were zapping Teri as he rushed toward his satisfaction.

Afterward, he rolled off of Teri, only to see she looked semiconscious. As Daniel sat in the darkness of the motel room, he noticed her skin glowed in a blue luminescent light from within, pulsating to get out.

The blue light subsided as the scent of Teri’s blood rose like fragrant nectar, heady in the air. It intermingled with the fragrance of gardenias; she had sprayed on her neck earlier that evening, which had surprisingly survived the carnage. Daniel’s eyes became enlivened by the delicacy before him. He trembled with anticipation and thirst, as he went into his trousers to take out his trusty razor blade. 

He steadied his hand, while his eyes blazed with crystalline madness, and sliced right into her jugular vein. Red ambrosia oozed out, teeming in a regal, iron rich shade. The scent of her fresh blood permeated his brain with primal longing. He leaned over and latched on to her tender neck, defenseless to his power. He lavished every decadent drop. Its flavor was the finest he could remember, sweet and succulent with an undertone of contrast, for a sweet and sour combination.  

The sound of his feeding overtook the erstwhile silence, as he kneaded her vein, with as much tenacity as a nursing kitten. He lapped and suckled as radiant shades of her soul enlivened his psyche. The euphoria her blood produced made Daniel near delirious. He barely even took a breath, too engrossed to come up for air when excitement filled his loins with pubescent yearning. 

He breathlessly spread her legs and penetrated her one last time to relieve the lust, burning in his groin with a hot flame. Warm and moist, he thrust into her in madness, blood relegated between them. He heaved with boundless spunk, and leaned down to lick every trace of the red juice remaining on her breasts.

Maddening heat, sickening heat, oozed up from Teri’s frazzled flesh, reigning somewhere on the precipice of hell, Daniel took a journey into his decadent heaven. Thrusting, pumping, grinding, grunting, he couldn’t get enough of her. Master, seducer, depraved blood drinker, psychic vampire, Daniel shouted her name aloud, as he expelled his passion deep inside of her. The sensations transcended him to the door of Hades, where it rose from his masculinity in hot flames, culminating in exultation. It was hard to remove his manhood from her warmth since his excitement had only become enlivened. His adolescent whim wanted to have her again and again, but his adult mind knew he must stop for fear of being caught. 

Afterward, Daniel couldn’t stop himself as he continued with his bloodbath of razor and vein, unleashing a bounty for his demonic soul. The repetition of this consumption spurred on for what seemed like hours as the night rambled on, until he had consumed every attainable drop of blood Teri’s veins contained. The crisp white sheets became a rainbow of death and depravity, while he lavished in his dark desire. She lay on the bed bloodless, her soul cursed forever as it festered in Daniel’s dark heart. 

Afterward he sat on the edge of the bed with a sigh of satisfaction. He felt a rejuvenated inertia reign in his body as her body turned into a blackened corpse. The blood, the gore, the gristle, the greed, Daniel smirked in self-satisfaction for his secret deed, which beckoned pleasure out of pain. It mattered not, all that meant anything was getting the blood, the divine nectar, his nemesis. He stood up knowing it would be difficult to sleep with Teri’s drained corpse beside him. Her energies and soul had already consumed him with visions of her skipping rope, and playing ring-around-the-rosy as a tow-haired child, while the scent of gardenias and demise blended in irony. 

Daniel took his razor and lashed into her flesh to remove her brain, and organs, one by one. Her guts added a vile odor to the room. His eyes were ablaze with lunacy while he continued to suck and lap every ounce of remaining blood from her organs before he carefully wrapped them inside a sheet and placed them in the refrigerator in the small kitchenette, off to the side of the bedroom. 
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