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“Siofra, are we going to hunt again tonight? I'm getting hungry again. I feel like I haven't eaten at all," He broke into my reverie, grabbing my attention. "Right now, it's hard to believe that I could ever go more than a day or two at the most without needing to feed again."

Nathaniel's voice was plaintive, but I had been hearing this off and on since shortly after he first awoke in my loft. It reminded me of the scores of toddlers I had heard whining to their parents over the centuries, complaints I ignored as I went about my business. However, in this case, this was not something I could simply ignore.  I had to pay attention to the needs of my own offspring. I had seen the kind of ugly that could and did happen when newly fledged vampires were left to their own devices. 

“I don’t want that to happen again," he said in what would have been a non-sequitur to anyone but me.

Yes, that. I never wanted something like that to ever again rear its ugly head. We’d been so very lucky that time, but there was no reason on earth that we should push our luck. Luck has been established to have a very bad habit of running out at the worst of times.

Nathaniel was the first vampire I had ever knowingly created. I had never envisioned such a thing ever happening in my existence, but it had, and now I was the matriarch of a family of two. Blood relations, if you will. 

Yes, I pun, and you'd better get over any distaste you may have for them early on, because they aren't a rare occurrence around me. I've made a few acquaintances over the centuries who educated me well in the art of cruel and unusual punnishment, and I'm glad they taught me about this rather creative form of wordplay. It can really keep you on your toes.

I'd seen other fledglings with their makers over the centuries, but I'd never really explored the relationship they had, as I had seen no need. A self-imposed solitary existence doesn't normally create a reason to know that kind of thing. I'd watched those relationships from afar and would sometimes go to great pains to avoid hearing about the particulars. I had friends in the vampire community who were sires, but I would avoid discussing become one myself when the subject came up

Just as with humanity, there was often talk of bringing up another generation and having someone with whom to have a familial connection, but I didn't see a need for it, myself. I was happy being on my own and even cherished my solitude.

Now, I was a sire myself, and there was a bit of a thrill as I felt the connection that existed between Nathaniel and me. It reminded me of the excitement I felt when I was on a challenging hunt. A part of me I hadn't known existed actually enjoyed my new situation. Did human parents feel this way when their offspring entered the world? I supposed I'd have to ask when that unlikely opportunity presented itself.

I took out my earbuds and looked at Nathaniel, who looked back at me with an urgent expression on his face. His skin was even paler than it had been the night I turned him. His complexion would probably go down a shade or two more before it finally settled into whatever his final skin tone would be.

I could still hear Draiman's voice screaming out the song's angry lyrics, even with the volume turned down almost to the point of silence, the buds lying across my chest. To be perfectly honest, with my enhanced hearing I really didn’t need the things, but it gave me a personal bubble of sorts, and I liked the singer's work, both with his group and when he performed solo. 

The song he did for that one otherwise laughable vampire movie sequel had been downright infectious. I’d bought all of his group’s albums and of course, any of his solo stuff as well. Ultimately, I’d found that the entire group’s music was good for losing yourself and just letting your thoughts go into a primal mode. That whole “lizard brain” thing I’ve heard about over the years.

Not all vampires are into strictly classical music or the blues. Nor are they all into the whole steampunk movement. Yes, there are some who actually do embrace the steampunk way of life and thrive in it, but most modern vampires who are out in the world tend to dress and deport themselves like the humans around them. As for music tastes, I know a few vampires who like to do the equivalent of head-bopping to Country and R & B. I liked a little bit of just about everything. My playlist currently runs everywhere from Draiman to Kanno to Coulton, and three more wildly diverse composers you'll never find.

Draiman's stuff was good to listen to when I wanted to lose myself in something. His lyrics were always so raw and primal that I wondered if he had known at least one of my kind in his life, but I would never presume to ask, especially as I would have a lot of explaining to do for even broaching the subject. I guess I'd never know.

I noted Nathaniel's haunted eyes and finally sensed the hunger and terror that was slowly building inside of him, wondering if I even had the strength to raise him. There was trust in those eyes. Trust I did not know if I even deserved.

Was it normal for a fledgling vampire to have so much blind faith in their maker from the start? I remember that I had wanted nothing to do with my own maker, but that had been an odd situation from the moment I was turned. I should have asked more questions when I'd had the chance a few days ago, but again, I did not want to push my luck.

Had I bitten off more than I could chew by bringing Nathaniel over to this new life? Dying and disappearing just was not what it had been even a hundred years ago. Too many people noticed such things now to make it something easy to do anymore. Just ask someone who tries to fake their death to get insurance money. There always seems to be something in the news about some twit who tries to disappear and the next thing you know, the cops are all over it and the guy is being hauled into the police station in handcuffs.

At that point, you know it's going to be bad, because then the Feds get involved.

The news had been full of stories about Nathaniel’s disappearance and then the eventual discovery of a very great quantity of what forensic science would later determine to be his blood. All manner of conjecture had been offered about what had happened to his body, but the only thing upon which they seemed to agree was the fact that he was dead, even with no body to tag and bag. 

My favorite rumor was that he had been kidnapped by someone who was supplying the body parts registry. Currently, that theory was eating up the internet on news sites' comment sections. Most of those who commented seemed to ignore the fact that the sheer amount of blood that Nathaniel had obviously lost would have made his organs unusable.

As far as the human world was concerned, all that remained of Nathaniel Ian Bock was the bare bucketful of clotted and filthy hemoglobin the forensic technicians had painstakingly scraped out of the gutter. By the time they had finally located any of it, rain and local vermin had made the majority of what I had not consumed disappear in one way or another. Fortunately, there was still certainly enough of it all over the ground to convince them that short of divine intervention, there was no way he was still alive. Genetic comparisons between the blood and DNA from his personal items had confirmed its origin.

Someone, either a family member or a friend, had started a social media page for him, requesting any information on his location and status. I don't know if Nathaniel visited it again after the first time it came to his attention, but it must have been a personal hell to avoid going there and knowing you couldn't tell the people you once knew that you were still around.

While his family might miss him and grieve for him, as of a few days ago, they would not want him anywhere in their immediate vicinity. Well, not unless they were monumentally stupid, anyway.

For while in some ways he was still Nathaniel Bock and always would be, the truth of the matter was that he was now one who fed off of the human herd. Certain things had changed in him to make this possible, including mental changes that kept him from trying to avoid what he had to do to survive. There would come a time that he would lose major parts of his human self, his human personality, I suppose. That was a normal stage of the transformation of human into vampire. At that point, although a family member might recognize him by his appearance, his personality would be quite different.

A vampire is driven by his or her predator self. It is an unconscious way of being. Until I saw it in other humans who had been made vampire, and I had known them both before and after, I would not have believed such a thing to be true. It made me realize that I was quite different than I had been as a human girl, though I don’t remember my human self. Even when I have related stories of my human past, I do it through the veil of my predator self. It’s just been too long since I was a human being, with human thoughts and feelings.

For me, I had not known Nathaniel during his time of being human, so this was something that would not be shocking to me. I was there to watch his vampire self develop and grow. I would never know him in any other way, even when dealing with the deep emotions of the very young fledgling vampire.

Physically, he was in his late twenties, but for now emotionally anyway, Nathaniel was about eight. It made me think of girls hitting puberty, when their mothers often wish they could lock them in a closet until the hormone dance was finally ended. I did not have that option, either. This was a commitment I had made to him when I had decided to turn him without his permission. I had to live with my decision, as it were. Unless he expressed a desire to permanently end himself, this was going to be my life.

If I had chosen him for beauty, which I had not, he certainly had what it took to catch a human's attention enough to lull them into a false sense of comfort and security. It was not just some vampire trick that made him attractive. He truly was quite handsome. An ugly vampire is one who ends up generally being forced to move through the shadows and be far more of a fringe dweller to survive. It cannot be an easy existence for a vampire in those circumstances.

He was easy on the eyes, having the unearthly pale alabaster skin common to a vampire of European human descent. His haunting blue-gray eyes practically forced you to want to look into them and even get a little lost in their beauty. Nathaniel's full head of thick lightly wavy dark brown hair was cut to just below the nape of his neck, and couldn't have been better if I had arranged a haircut for him before I turned him. Occasional strands of medium auburn spread throughout his mane of hair added a bit of flash to its appearance. He was also possessed of a flawless complexion that any person, living or dead, would kill for and would remain so as long as Nathaniel existed. No acne scarring or any other kind of visible damage marred his appearance. He was perfect, as only a vampire could be. There was even an almost perpetual half-smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye that made him appear friendly and downright trustworthy. That was something good to have, if you were a vampire. Your prey wouldn’t know that they should be avoiding you at all cost.

“Yes, we will be going out to hunt again in a few hours. You can hold on for a little while longer,” I assured him. “It has only been a little over a day since you last fed."

“It hurts so much and it’s getting harder to think clearly. Even my thoughts are preoccupied with visions of my next feeding. I don't want what happened the first time to happen again," he stressed. "Will it always be this way for me? Will I always feel this sense of urgency? I can't feel the same sense from you at all, so I'm assuming things will eventually get better for me.”

“I know that it's difficult for you right now, it wasn't easy for me, either, but I also had to hunt a bit further and wider to find my prey. I think it's more difficult for you because you're having to force yourself to ignore the scent of nearby humans." I told him. "You can't just kill randomly in this part of the world. People tend to notice and it's harder to hide in a culture where surveillance cameras are just about everywhere. It's entirely too easy to be noticed."

"That doesn't sound good at all," he replied.

"I know, Nathaniel. You do learn to live with it, though. You learn where the cameras are and you do your damndest to avoid them at all cost."

"Is that even possible?"

"Yes, actually it is. It can be a pain in the ass, but you can do it. And, as you get older, you will be able to go longer and longer without feeding, Nathaniel. I promise you that.” I put as much reassurance as I could into both my thoughts and my voice, since as I was able to know what his emotions were, he did mine, because of our blood bond. "It really will become easier."

“Right now, that's hard to believe,” he replied. His mind was spinning with chaotic emotions that were difficult for me to filter, but I did what I could to keep myself from losing myself in his despair. I was privately glad that all I felt were his emotions. I don't know what I would have done if we had possessed true telepathy. I'd never been much of one to embrace sharing. “It's a miracle to me of how you’ve done it.”

“If I could do it, and I was all on my own when I was turned, you can do it, too, Nathaniel. I know that you can feel the truth of what I'm telling you.” Putting down my e-reader and rising from the couch, I came up behind him where he sat at the computer and wrapped my arms around him, resting my chin on the top of his head. I am not that tall anyway, so it did not require much bending over on my part. I enjoyed touching him, which I believe had to do with our psychic connection. He apparently enjoyed the tactile experience as well, as he leaned backward into me, closing his eyes.

“What were you looking at, Nathaniel?” 

He opened his eyes, looked up and over his shoulder at me and gave a funny little shrug. I felt a sense of mild embarrassment and consternation emanating from his mind, which only made me more curious. What could there have been to make him embarrassed, as he'd done nothing so far that should make him feel that way.

“I am surprised they haven't found any of the bodies we've left behind, Siofra. You’d think they’d find them pretty quickly.” He gestured at the monitor, which held the banner of a popular local online news site. I saw political news and the usual cache of general news stories, but nothing about anything we had done over the past three weeks. "There's one story about gang activity being quiet, which probably has something to do with what we have been doing, but that's it."

We'd disposed of the bodies in places where they would very likely be destroyed before they could be found. One of my favorite places to dump a body in Los Angeles was the La Brea Tar Pits. If you chose an area with little to no human activity, you could often force the body down enough to make it disappear into the depths of the sticky stuff and get little to none of it on yourself in the process. When that couldn't be done, I liked to leave bodies in abandoned buildings where there would be little chance of discovery before they had decomposed enough to leave little trace of what had happened to render them so very dead.

Nathaniel was too young to know how things worked in our world, and if I was right, he was too distracted by the newness of his condition to really see and understand what we were doing with the bodies we left behind. If one fed discreetly and very carefully on the fringes of the human population, unless they were was particularly blatant, disappearances were rarely noted. Vampires in the twenty-first century don't have the same freedom to feed in a relatively indiscriminate manner as they did when I was turned almost four hundred years earlier, and a vampire that isn't careful isn't going to be around very long. The vampire community itself would see to that.

"That is obviously one of the unheralded benefits of having a considerate vampire in the neighborhood." We both laughed at the very bad joke. "I should have thought of that before."

Even feeding on the fringe, however, I knew that we were pushing it and that I would have to do something to address our current situation before the local authorities caught us and we were forced to do something unfortunate to someone in the wrong place at the wrong time. So far, we had fed in Boyle Heights, North Long Beach and East L.A. over the past couple weeks, and the local gangstas were now becoming much more vigilant and had started to keep close to their home territories. Between us, we had taken out eight wastes of space, leaving the streets just a little bit safer for reasonably law-abiding humans to go about their lives. Most of those humans had become food for Nathaniel, as for now, he needed to feed much more frequently than I.

Eventually, though, even those local street thugs would overcome their natural reluctance to involve the keepers of law and order, and eventually would report those members as missing persons and the cops would not be able to ignore their absence any longer. At that time, our relative honeymoon period would be over.  Hunting was already becoming more difficult for us, so we kept an eye on the news for anything that would indicate a better place to hunt.

Truly, the modern world, at least in the more developed countries, was both a boon and a curse. Two steps forward and three steps back, more often than I cared to admit.  At least it sometimes seemed that way. Computers and smartphone cameras made information gathering and dissemination so much easier than in decades and centuries past. There were fewer "secret wars" and governments had a much more difficult time keeping their dirty little secrets, but that same ease of information sharing made it much more difficult to work off the grid, as it were.

I more than liked computers, hell, I owned and ran an I.T. business. It was an easy way to stay relatively out of sight while making a not insignificant amount of money. I had always been one of the tech types commonly referred to as "early adopters", and I had gone from punch-card computers to the newest personal computers.

I’d even bought one of the first personal computers, one of those Apple boxes, before moving on to the standard non-Apple personal computer. Eventually, I had even learned to build my own box, since I did not like the limitations that a premade tower presented. With those first computers, I experimented and learned coding and more. When I wasn't working, I like to use them for research, playing games and the like. I was particularly fond of massively multiuser role-playing games and first person shooters. The former gave me an opportunity to relax and pretty much be myself, but still be able to have conversations with humans and not end up wanting to eat then. I stuck to role-playing servers on the particular MMO I played, and the other players simply thought I was buried in my character. The latter were fun, too, but I did not play them anywhere near as often as I played MMOs.

Nathaniel was not a gamer-type, which was a shame, but he did not seem to resent when I would spend a couple hours here and there playing. He seemed to understand that this was my way to unwind.  I would queue up the playlist of the music I kept on my computer, shove my earphones deep into my ears and lose myself in the artificial world before me. I would not lose track of Nathaniel, as I could still feel his presence in my own head.

Nathaniel liked to spend his time writing and surfing the internet, so I knew that either a second computer or a pair of laptops were in our future. Probably the latter, as laptops would be much easier to transport in the event we had to make a sudden and unexpected exit from our current situation. I had already warned him to never set down anything in writing in regard to his changed state or continued existence. Safety was our paramount concern and identifying information would be the true death of us both. 

It would be a shame to leave my tower behind, but it would be too bulky to take with us, and it was not safe to leave it behind in storage. I had sunk a lot of money into that tower, and I was not willing to let anyone else have it, especially as I also knew how difficult it really was to completely wipe a hard drive. This was going to require some particularly creative destruction, which I knew would hurt to do, but also that it was necessary.

“We will be leaving here in the next few days, Nathaniel, so it will be much better soon,” I told him, giving him a quick hug. “I've had you be much more cautious about feeding since your first feeding. I didn't want you to accidentally feed from someone who had already died. That's now going to change. Starting tonight, you'll feed fully so that we may go longer without hunting. I believe that you can now tell just before the human dies, so you won't face what happens when you drink from the dead. I want you to drink deeply and to take in as much as you possibly can before the human dies. That means drinking much more slowly, so that the heart will adjust to the blood loss more easily. Think of it as another lesson in self-restraint. In fact, it is what helped to keep you alive for so long before I found you."

“Yes, Siofra, I will,” he replied, looking up at me with his enormous blue-gray eyes. The trust in those eyes was like nothing I had experienced and it shattered all those things I had once thought I knew. With only a very few exceptions, and those were innocent and very young human children, no one else had ever looked that way at me before. It was unsettling. "I can hold on until tonight, I think."

Nathaniel was full of surprises for me, and they had started early in our relationship.

On the night of the day he had awakened as a vampire, but after he had fed from me, I had given Nathaniel the opportunity to be ended completely, to be well and truly dead. To my surprise, he had declined the chance to lie at peace, oblivious to the world around him, and had instead embraced his new existence.

“No, Siofra. You told me that I’m the first human you made into a vampire, but you don’t know why you did it. There must be some reason for why you did, so who am I to gainsay that? Teach me about what I am and what I have to know to continue my existence,” he said, coming to me and encircling me with his long arms, resting his chin gently atop my head. Yes, he really was that tall. If it had been anyone else doing something like that to me, there was an excellent chance I would have thrown them into the nearest wall, but not with Nathaniel. "I'd have died and been completely gone if you hadn't done what you did to save me. Like I said, I can't imagine this happened just by random chance. I believe there has to be a reason why this had to happen to me."

In wordless shock, I simply nodded and hugged him close. As we stood there, embracing one another, we both felt a surge of connectedness and contentment brought on by our emotional link. It just made everything seem right, and I couldn't bring myself to question Nathaniel's unwavering surety.

He was a grown man, but in so many ways Nathaniel was a child again. The world he had grown up in was now a thing of the past. Nothing was as it once had been. Family members and friendships cherished and dear were gone as swiftly as one might turn off a light switch.  Too many knew that he was missing and most now believed he was dead. It had to stay that way if we were to remain safe. I cannot imagine things would end at all well if he suddenly showed up and someone decided to "run some tests" to see if he was alright after having lost so very much blood. The cool skin and lack of a heartbeat was certain to be an instant giveaway that something was different about Nathaniel.

I had come from a much different time for humanity, when life was much simpler. Most everyone I had known and who might possibly have been able to recognize me had been killed just before I rose as a vampire. At that time, I had little to no realistic fear that I would run into anyone who thought me dead. I cannot imagine having to be a freshly turned human in the twenty-first century.

There had been something about this man when I encountered him that night. Something that made him different from the thousands upon whom I had fed since the mid-1600's, when I had gone from being a simple human servant girl to the deadly predator I was today. 

Indeed, one of my first fears when I turned him was that I had done so because I was smitten with romantic feelings for the lad. Thankfully, I soon discovered that I did not hold those kinds of thoughts where he was concerned, nor any hope that something like that would ever develop between us.

I had seen what passed for contemporary vampire fiction, and it would turn my stomach if that organ was not already completely inert. Of course, that kind of fiction also presupposed the absurd concepts of feeding from non-human animals as an alternative food source, completely abstaining from blood (when blood is your sole source of nourishment, that’s just not going to happen, Buckwheat) or even drinking dead blood gleaned from the local blood bank. It must always be fresh warm and unadulterated human blood, taken from that human’s body before he or she dies. 

Some bizarre supernatural alchemy requires that we must actually drink the blood from a human body in which the heart still beats. It's not magic. Magic does not exist. Sorry about that, folks. We cannot simply drain it off into a glass and drink it that way. It would be nice to pretend it was merely a goblet or tumbler full of some human normal beverage, but that’s just not the cards for a vampire. 

So, perhaps it had been an instance of supreme selfishness on my part that had caused me to turn him. I had been alone for most of my existence. Perhaps something deep inside me felt it was time for that solitude to end.

This was not at all about getting laid. That had never been an issue for me. Vampires don’t do it the same way humans would, anyway. I’ve heard about human orgasms, but they did not sound anything like what my experiences with vampire orgasms had been. I had been a virgin when I left the human world to join the undead one, so while the descriptions I’d read on the subject of human orgasm could be tantalizing, they ultimately did nothing for me.

A few short relationships with other vampires had been enjoyed for a time, but they had not lasted for one reason or another. This was probably more along the lines of missing family connections and unconsciously wanting some. I had the power to make that happen, and so I had done it.

Nathaniel’s tenacity in somehow staying alive when sheer harsh human biology would normally have dictated that he die as I fed from him had grabbed my attention. His single utterance, a call for someone called “Kathy”, had escaped his lips as his heart began its final beats. I could not allow that strength to pass completely from this world. It would have been wrong.

Because of his tenacity, I knew that he would be okay, as long as it remained a part of him. 

I still had not asked him who “Kathy” was, and would wait for him to tell me, should he ever decide to do so. We all deserve our secrets.

It is kind of funny how most humans seem to go smoothly from being human to being a vampire. While there is regret at what must be done in order to survive, rare is the fledgling that will truly balk at what feeding requires. I have wondered about it on occasion, especially now as I was raising my own child. There must be something that actually changes in the brain of the vampire to enable us to become an instant predator more deadly than we might ever have imagined ourselves capable of being. 

For example, when I was turned in 1600’s Ireland, I quickly realized that while I felt some small regret for feeding upon humans, ultimately, I knew that I had no choice, and so I had kept doing so. I would feed on criminals and the fringes of society when the opportunity presented itself, but when I had no other choice, the most convenient prey would do.

The majority of turns do not immediately become mindless killing machines. If you were a mild mannered schoolteacher, you are still that mild mannered schoolteacher, albeit with a vastly altered diet and lightning reflexes. I would not recommend allowing that mild mannered schoolteacher anywhere near a child for at least forty to fifty years, while they learned about what they were and how to control our baser urges. If that vampire decided to go back to teaching at that point, more power to them, as long as they kept from eating their students.

Bad form, that.

We vampires do our best to avoid turning those who are demented or simply murderous. Giving the kinds of abilities we possess to the deranged is not the most intelligent of acts. Can you imagine turning someone who is already a dangerous mass-murderer? Not the brightest act I can think of a vampire performing. It would very likely get them ended as quickly as was practical. There have been a couple of bad decisions along those lines since I was made a vampire, but again, those turns were destroyed as quickly as possible.

Perhaps it is some innate vampiric survival mechanism:  Survival at any cost. In those times when I had had to feed upon the innocent, those who perhaps did not "deserve" my particular kind of attention, I made their passing as easy as possible. I had even determined to sit with Nathaniel as he went into the Void, rather than leaving him to die alone, before I instead decided to turn him.

It's easy to tell the innocent ones, when you find them as I had found Nathaniel. There is a certain scent to them that the more tainted souls lack. It is almost as though the stink of those tainted souls stick to their very essence, screaming like a claxon to anyone with the ability to scent it. When you are deciding to bring a fledgling into the world, who would you want to embrace? An innocent who might bring more good things to the world, or some megalomaniac who would revel in his or her newfound strength and use that gift to perpetrate even more evil onto the world?

That's how I viewed it, at least. For all I knew, there could be some vampire out there who liked his turns a few blocks off Main Street, and then some. Frankly, it would not surprise me if that were the case.

The few fledglings I had seen who could not embrace their transformation had been religious fanatics. Each had ultimately been ended by their maker, as that was the law of the vampire community. One never brings over and then allows to survive, someone who cannot assimilate into the vampire culture. It brings too much danger to us all.

Imagine if you will, humans knowing the truth of our existence. They would do everything in their power to eliminate us as a perceived threat, as though we were a disease to be vaccinated against. We had managed to keep them thinking that we were merely the stuff of horror and fantasy, and fully intended to keep it that way. There were some humans who knew about us, but they were carefully monitored in case they finally found themselves unable to contain the secret they bore. Fortunately for those humans who couldn't keep their mouths shut, very few of them ended up meriting a death sentence, most that broke under the pressure ended up locked safely in an asylum, where no one would believe them, anyway. The ones who died were those who had the ability and intention of offering names, dates and information on where the bodies were buried.

Our peculiar society did what we had to in order to keep ourselves safely concealed. Our survival as a species depended upon it. So I knew that if it was in my power, I would allow nothing to harm Nathaniel and woe betide the entity, human or otherwise, who tried to damage even a single hair on his head.

I was a mother bear with both fangs and talons, and I knew how to use them.

The first days following his turning had been difficult; there is no doubt about that. Taking him out for his first feeding of human blood had been nothing short of a trial designed to test the limits of my patience.

I had intended to take him out the night he rose as a vampire, but time had gotten away from us during our emotional bonding. Dawn was blushing on the horizon when I looked out the window, and I knew we'd have to wait till nightfall before I could take him out for his first taste of human blood. By the time we finally made it out that next night, it was well after midnight, because the police had been out dealing with protestors who hadn't discovered that civil disobedience is a much better instrument of change than outright insurrection.

We visited Boyle Heights, where the police currently were not and gang violence was common. I'd read in the online edition of the Times that drive-bys were picking up in the areas, so I reasoned that any leftover blood where we hunted could be assigned to something along those lines. 

It had been easy to identify and then isolate a suitable target with those criteria in mind. A burly-looking man, he seemed an excellent candidate from whom to feed. He was hanging out near the old and just about abandoned Linda Vista Community Hospital, where on any given day or night, movie and television production crews could often be found filming anything from medical dramas to horror movies.

Tonight, however, it seemed truly abandoned. It was a scary place, even for me. Though I do not believe in ghosts, and have been given no reason to believe they exist, there is malevolence about the place that seemed to affect just about anyone who visits it. Look up its history sometime. Once upon a time, they kept tuberculosis patients in tents on the front lawn of the building. It had ceased to function as a hospital in the early 1990's, but was kept very busy in its new incarnation as a filming location.

"Come over here with me, Nathaniel. You'll have a better place to watch him from up in this tree," I gestured at an old and stately magnolia tree a little behind us, and then suited words to action, quickly climbing up into its branches and concealing foliage. Nathaniel darted up behind me and perched, crouching, in front of me, though on a different limb. "Be careful not to make too much noise while you're up here. You don't want him to hear or see you."

I gave whispered but running instructions as the moment fast approached when Nathaniel would have his first human blood and truly enter his new life.  He was distracted because of his hunger, but I knew that he was hearing at least part of what I was so desperately trying to impress upon him.

Perhaps it was my assumption that I understood his need to feed that clouded my judgment. Damn, but I was being foolish.

"See how the human is trying to keep to the shadows, Nathaniel? He is obviously up to no good. If you look more closely, you can see he has something in his right hand. It’s not very shiny, so it is safe to assume that it is probably a gun."

"Gun?" I really should have been paying more attention, but I had put myself too deeply into instructor mode.

"Just because you are a vampire does not mean that gun cannot hurt you, and in certain instances, could even end you permanently. So while he is our target, we will have to get that weapon out of his hand so we will be safe."

Not yet having had the opportunity to learn control over such things, Nathaniel's fangs were already sliding out, and I could feel the keen pain that shot through him because of his extreme hunger. It went down into his very bones as his body slowly dehydrated and pulled every last little bit of moisture out of wherever it could. I wished more than anything that I could make this easier on him, but that was not to be.

I should have noticed when I stopped hearing him in my mind, but perhaps I was much too fascinated with the sound of my own voice. I have no excuse, nor should I attempt to even make one.

“Whatever you do, do not allow the human to taste any of your blood. That would be very dangerous for both you and me,” I cautioned him. The last thing we needed was an accidental vampire, as I had been created all those many years ago. "Let's not turn this into any more involved a lesson than need be, okay?"

He turned as though he was listening to me, but the glance he gave was feral and downright scary. I wondered what I had gotten myself into, deciding to bring another vampire into the world.

Had I been too impulsive? Why had I waited so long for his first feeding? I felt like a fucking idiot. Would this end with me ending my own child?

"Hungry," he grated out through clenched fangs that were made more prominent due to his half-starved state. The feeding he had had from me upon first awakening was not something intended to nourish his starved tissues, but something to help create the connection that we had achieved in that dark communion. Thus, his skin was drawn tight to his skull, giving him a ghastly appearance I hoped no unfortunate innocent would ever see, as I was certain it could and would cause terrible long-term nightmares should they survive the encounter. Hell, I found myself quite happy that vampires do not dream.  

“Blood,” he said then, turning his head to look at me, those blue-gray eyes gleaming with an unholy light. “Need blood. So hungry.”

I shivered with something other than cold at his sing-song tone. Did I look like that when I was desperate to feed? I was glad that I would never know, unless I was foolish enough to ask someone.

We have to be willing to accept these small blessings when we are creatures who visit terror in our victims as their final conscious experience. I would never welcome dreaming about the thousands of deaths I have visited upon humans over the past four hundred plus years. Perhaps there exist some vampires who might welcome that opportunity, but I would not be one of them.

"Just a few more minutes, Nathaniel," I told him, but it was for naught. My failing control over him suddenly snapped completely, due to the extremity of his condition. Nathaniel had had enough of waiting and with a guttural snarl, dashed for his victim, mouth already open, ready to bite and tear the human’s tender flesh. I did not dare to call out, as that would have alerted the human to danger, which was certainly what I did not want to do. I ran after Nathaniel, but even his small head start, added to his extreme hunger, gave him too far a lead on me to intercept him.

The sudden shattering of our connection left me feeling a sense of aloneness I had never before experienced. It was like having part of my soul severed, the pain it caused me was almost tangible and it was all I could do not to scream out my agony. This was something that I, a vampire who had thrived on solitude for the past four hundred years, would recently have considered to be impossible.

Obviously, I was wrong, and I had to find some way to regain the bond we had, or face the real possibility of having to end Nathaniel, even if it took me with him. I could not bear the thought of a mindless rogue vampire terrorizing a metropolis like Los Angeles.

Still snarling, he grabbed the startled human and pulled him into the near-total darkness of nearby shadows, one hand over the man's mouth to muffle his high-pitched screams of terror.  I watched with a kind of horror as Nathaniel brought the man’s face around so that he could see his own death reflected in blue-gray eyes that seemed to glow, even in the absence of light.  He smiled at his victim, revealing his ivory fangs, and the human rewarded his cruelty by wriggling madly in Nathaniel’s iron grip, his eyes wild during his futile attempt to escape his executioner. The human made the mistake of looking to me for rescue, but I saw the vain hope shining in his eyes dashed with my next words.

“Do not torture your food, Nathaniel.  Unless it’s absolutely necessary, we do not make those who feed us suffer unduly,” I told him softly. I did not want to aggravate the situation, and wanted to avoid any more messiness. “Give him some peace, please.”

A muffled wail of abandonment made it past the flesh of Nathaniel's palm. I wondered what it must be like to have that last hope that someone will come to your rescue, and then suddenly discover that the perceived architect of your salvation has no interest in playing that role within the script you have created for yourself.

“Mommy!” I could hear the desperate word through Nathaniel’s hand. Unless she had preternatural hearing, I seriously doubted the woman in question could hear him. I wondered if the human’s mind had already descended into insanity and if the veil of confusion it brought would ease his path into death.

My child looked over at me at the last, still smiling, eyes glowing and half-crazed, and then turned his regard back to his victim. The human screamed once again into the chilly flesh of Nathaniel’s palm. In that moment, I was so very glad I could not sense what Nathaniel was feeling. It was horrifying enough watching it all happen.

“Mine!” he said triumphantly as he bit into the sweaty flesh that throbbed over the human’s carotid artery and began sucking down the hot, salty bounty that fountained forth into his mouth. All vampires seem born knowing where the best place from which to feed is located. If you doubt my assertion as to its quality, stand in front of a mirror sometime and watch the vein at the side of your throat throb with each beat of your heart. 

To a vampire, that sight is well nigh hypnotic, and we can sometimes become fixated on that part of the human anatomy, even when we aren't necessarily hungry. It is like dangling a nice piece of steak in front of a well-fed dog that has already emptied his bowl, but is more than willing to entertain the idea of something more to eat.

The human’s screams, though muffled, changed to sound like the pathetic squeals of a small mammal. I knew the sound well and thought of it as intelligence suddenly turned to raw instinct. My nostrils flared as I caught the sharp tang of the human's blood on the faint breeze. Though I could go for another day without feeding, the scent still thrilled through me like a rush of adrenaline.

In the midst of all this chaos, Nathaniel had somehow managed to wrest the gun from the man's hand and throw it across the darkened street and into a far wall, only breaking a few of the man's fingers in the process. Somehow he had managed to avoid getting shot, but I have no idea how. Perhaps the human had been so startled that he could not fire his gun, but I would never know.

I could hear his desperate slurping and saw that the human was fast losing consciousness as his blood was drawn away and down into the tissues of Nathaniel's starving body. The human’s terrified squeals were quickly fading to become low animal-like moans.

When the human's blood loss was great enough that he no longer had the strength to fight, he stopped trying to break away from his single-minded captor and sagged against Nathaniel’s arm. Once the human’s desperate attempts to free himself had ceased, Nathaniel seemed to know that he no longer needed to cover his prey’s mouth, and he let go. He snaked his now free hand around to his victim’s back and pulled him closer, the human’s limp body hanging like a broken marionette in the vampire’s iron grip.

Believe it or not, it does not take much before a human will pass out from blood loss, actually not much more than one gives at the blood bank when one chooses to donate. That is only one of the reasons why blood banks require that humans hang around to drink juice and eat cookies. Blood bank staff become rather annoyed at those humans who insist they are perfectly fine and tries to leave early. I am certain they are tempted to allow those who are particularly insistent and stubborn to hit the proverbial deck, but safety policies would not allow them to let that happen.

Too bad. It would certainly make for quite the wake-up call. Pun intended.

I watched as the human's mouth opened and closed like a landed trout, his eyes wide but unseeing. It was as though his mind, his very thoughts, had left him at some time during the attack. Although I had no tolerance for thugs, I was glad that he was spared knowing exactly when he was going to die. His body was essentially on automatic pilot, but that would not last much longer.

I stood amazed as Nathaniel's face slowly filled out again with the addition of moisture to his dehydrated tissues. It really did not matter that I had seen it before, it was still like something magical. The human's body became paler as his blood was drained from his veins, slowly taking him from a toffee brown color to something wan and unhealthy-looking. At the same time, I could feel our connection slowly reasserting itself between us, and I was overcome with a wave of gratefulness that it had not been lost completely. My soul was once again becoming whole, and the pain I had been experienced lessened and then ceased completely.

Impatient for more of the inexorably dwindling blood as the human's heart began its downward spiral into true death, Nathaniel sat on the ground and turned the dying man upside down, methodically breaking the man's ribs and crushing his chest cavity. This brought more blood to the open wound on his throat, which Nathaniel greedily consumed. I had done something similar more than once during my existence, when I had gone too long without feeding, so from an outside vantage point, I found the process interesting to observe. I was also surprised that it appeared to be instinctual on Nathaniel's part to do so.

This was so very different from my own first feeding, where I had used my own body to distract my first victim. Vampires are very sensual creatures, and it is apparently second nature for us to use that aspect of ourselves to hunt. Of course, at that time, I did not know what I was. I had found the man looting the bodies of people I had known for years, and that had disturbed me greatly.

Unlike Nathaniel, I had not been starving when I fed for the first time. While hungry, I had not yet reached the point of mindless desperation. I had only awakened to my new existence a short time before and had no idea of what had happened to me. I also still appeared to be human when the thief first laid eyes upon me. Well, until he was close enough to me to notice the myriad changes my transformation had wrought. Poor Nathaniel had gone a full day before this, his first human feeding and it showed. I would have taken him to feed sooner, but this was a far different time than it had been when I had risen. These days, hunts needed far more consideration and planning before embarking.

Long past was the time when a vampire had carte blanche to feed in a truly random manner. Now it was a matter of much careful thought and preparation. I had decided early on that I would take him to feed on violent gang members, as their passing or outright disappearance, while it might catch the attention of their own families and loved ones, would generate little curiosity on the part of the rest of society beyond a sense of happiness that there was at least one fewer gang member out on the street.

When I heard the human finally get to the point that his heart was about to stop, I pulled Nathaniel’s face away from the gaping wound he had created. It was too soon for him to learn what happens when a vampire drinks dead blood. He was filled full of blood like an engorged tick, so he did not fight me very hard, for which I was grateful. I made a mental note to myself to never allow him to go for so long without feeding again. It was entirely too dangerous and we had dodged the proverbial bullet this time. Tempting Fate was never a bright thing to do.

The skin of his face, chest and upper arms felt tight against my hands, full as his upper body was with the hot blood of the dying gangster. Over the next hour or so, the excess blood from those areas would move to his lower extremities and deeper tissues and the extremely tight appearance his skin now had would lessen considerably. For now, I had to get him off the street while that happened, as frankly, he would appear fairly grotesque until then. At least a fully sated vampire doesn't swell like a tick, but we do initially appear as though we've been taking a long sequence of steroids.

"Nathaniel, you must stop feeding now, or you will not like the consequences. Also, we need to dispose of this body. Neither of us wants forensics people to start wondering where all of this human's blood went, since there is very little of it either in his body or on the ground." I made him stand away from the body, and then began to clean up his mess. He was still too young to expect him to take care of all the potential forensic evidence himself.

If you did not know it already, the human heart can continue beating for hours after the brain ceases to function. However, that is not always the case, and better safe than ending up sorrier than you’ve ever felt in your entire previous existence. I preferred to stop drinking once I felt the life leave the body, regardless of the existence of a heartbeat, although there had been a few times where I had taken it to the very brink of even the heart’s ability to keep pumping. There seems to be a point where you can actually feel the spirit, whatever it is that makes a living creature what they are, leave the body, and that’s when I usually stop.

The feeding process had lasted no longer than five or ten minutes, from the capture of his prey to this moment. A vampire can drain a human’s blood in a remarkably short period of time, which seems to be an instinctive desire to get it all over with and back under cover as quickly as possible. In order to drink more than just two or three pints of blood, a vampire actually must drink slowly, else they risk the death of the human from which they are feeding. Once that human is dead with not even a heartbeat, no self-respecting vampire will keep drinking, well, unless they are into some kind of horrific self-abuse.

A low, horrified moan got my attention.

Nathaniel was looking around as though he was only now realizing what had happened. He looked down at the cooling body in his arms and dropped it, a look of disgust on his face. I had explained what would happen as best I could, but nothing could really prepare you for the savagery of your first feeding as a vampire. His eyes had lost their glowing half-crazed appearance and he appeared to be open to reason once more.

"Oh my God, I did that! I killed him!"

"That is what normally happens when you feed, Nathaniel. Most times, there is no alternative." I told him. “I was horrified at what I had done, the first time I fed, but that feeling didn’t last.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Anna Rose

‘Fiach Fola





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





