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Vampire War: Resistance
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CHAPTER ONE
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Her eyes opened in the darkness of the small room and she was instantly awake. The cold table she used as a bed was not uncomfortable, feeling a bit like a mortuary slab, and the chill of the room that also reminded her of a time long ago when she’d been on that slab didn’t bother her at all. She remained prone on the table for a moment, allowing her senses to reach out and make contact with those around her, the hundreds of vampires and servants that inhabited the old school building. They were all crammed in tightly, forced to sleep in tight arrangements from room to room. Even the huge gymnasium at the back of the building was filled to capacity, though it would clear out completely once they were all active. With so many there and so close together, she was still able to touch the mind of each one and found that, once again, she was the first to rise with the setting of the sun.

Suraya Hoffman sat up slowly, naked on the table, but that was nothing unusual. She always slept that way, naked and uncovered, and she’d done long before becoming a vampire. Her body had become rather lean and athletic since she’d ceased to be a human and the effects of the supernatural immortality showed in the firmness that she never would’ve expected to retain after so many years. While not the oldest in the world, she was the most powerful and that power granted her a great many things. Among those was the ability to mentally contact every vampire on the planet, with one exception.

Kim Chandler was a traitor. She had been a follower of the Virate as they’d begun their plan to conquer the world and eventually betrayed them to the humans seeking to keep that from happening. Before long, though, Kim had returned with her werewolf lover, Moonshadow, and had attempted to rejoin the family, but she betrayed them once again, returning to the Domestic Security Agency task force that had been their only opposition for several years. Suraya still wasn’t sure that her return had been anything more than a ploy to gain information for the task force and she would possibly never know the truth. She wanted Kim Chandler to die the final death, but only at her hands.

There was something about Kim, something about her connection with the tribe of lycanthropes and the task force, possibly something to do with Alex Chance, the Nemesis, that kept her mind hidden from Suraya. She could control the minds of the others, with considerable effort in a few cases, but she wasn’t able to do that with Kim. She couldn’t feel Kim’s presence at all where she could quite easily locate any of the others. It was as if she existed outside the realm of reality.

She thought about that as she sat up and remained on the table a few moments longer. Her long, curly, chestnut brown hair fell over her shoulders in a thick, unruly mass and framed a narrow face with sharp yet somehow soft features. Her eyes, narrow and a slightly darker brown than her hair, held no focus as she faced the bare white wall of the room. She held the image of Kim, tall and blond, in her mind and tried once again to make contact, frowning deeply with the effort as her hands gripped the edge of the table tightly. She assumed that Kim had traveled with the remaining members of that task force to the town of Sanctuary and tried using that location as a guide to hopefully just detect her presence, but there was nothing there. It felt like she’d run headlong toward her target and struck a solid wall. Her searching presence was reflected back on her and it left her feeling as if she’d been slapped, her head snapping back and her eyes flashing open. 

Finally, she took a deep breath and pushed thoughts of Kim and the task force from her mind. There was nothing she could do about it at the moment and there were other matters that demanded her more immediate attention.

She could feel the others beginning to wake and she needed to be prepared for them. She slid off the table gracefully, standing up and relishing the feeling of the hard, tiled floor beneath her bare feet. It wasn’t quite the true ground, but it was close enough. She felt a connection with the world and that connection fed the power that had lain dormant in her while she slept.

She stretched, arms reaching well overhead as her back arched and caused her small breasts to almost disappear, the erect, dark nipples standing out just a bit. As she relaxed, she looked at her clothing on a chair close to the room’s single door, the black leather pants, jacket, and boots that she’d worn for months, but she was reluctant to put it on. She was not ashamed of her body, never had been, and would have never worn clothing at all if that had been acceptable and wouldn’t have drawn too much attention to her in human society. She believed that society to be nearing its end and once it was, she would be in complete control and could do anything she wanted. A brief smile crossed her moderate lips as the idea of never again wearing clothing crossed her mind. But that time had not yet arrived and she was still more or less bound by the custom when in public. However, in her domain, she could do as she pleased and decided she would not dress until she had fed.

Her smile broadened a bit, revealing just a hint of the slim fangs inside her mouth, as the idea struck her to wear only the boots as she strode the halls of the school to the cafeteria that had at one time nourished the children of the city and had been converted to their feeding area.

She picked up the boots and began pulling them on as the door was unceremoniously thrust open to reveal the presence of her personal assistant, Yvette Sheldon.

Yvette was barely an inch taller than Suraya with slight broader shoulders, long, perfectly straight dark blond hair, and eyes the color of milky jade. Unlike Suraya, Yvette was dressed in something of an imitation to the clothing Suraya chose. She wore loose-fitting black pants and a matching soft jacket that was open almost to the waist, showing quite a bit of her firm cleavage. Her wide face was set in a fairly serious expression, as it typically was when she approached the Master at the start of the day.

Yvette didn’t think twice about Suraya’s nudity. She’d grown accustomed to it. She understood Suraya’s hedonistic predilections and had tried to accommodate them, but there was only so much that she could do. She hadn’t yet reached that point in her own life. A little bit of her former human modesty remained.

Suraya turned to face Yvette and placed her hands on her hips as she asked, “What is it?”

Yvette nodded once and replied, “There are a lot of thing to discuss and I thought we might do that on the way to feed.”

“Of course,” Suraya said and relaxed. “Give me a moment.”

Yvette thought she would have to wait as Suraya fully dressed and was just a little surprised when Suraya simply leaned back against the table that had served as her bed and pulled on only her boots. Yvette was also becoming accustomed to the random nudity that had become the norm within the vampire commune, but it still surprised her that Suraya, the Master, had been the one to lead the way in making that a standard for them all.

As Suraya’s assistant, she felt it her responsibility to point these things out.

“Wouldn’t it present a better image to wear something other than just boots while facing the others?” she asked almost timidly.

Suraya smirked and said, “I don’t give a damn what they think. I like it and I really think it’s helpful.”

“Helpful?’ Yvette frowned. “How is it helpful?”

Suraya finished pulling on her boots and stood up as she said, “Do you remember how hard it was for you to find the perfect clothing in the perfect size for me?”

Yvette nodded and Suraya continued, “Think about it. If I wore that to feed and it became covered in blood, you’d have to find a replacement. I’m saving you some work, Yvette.”

“I see,” Yvette nodded again. “I apologize. Thank you.”

“No need,” Suraya shook her head and waved her left hand dismissingly. “Let’s just go get some food and talk about whatever it is that’s obviously on your mind.”

Yvette backed out of the room and stood aside as Suraya strode confidently into the lighted hallway. The lights weren’t really necessary since vampires had no trouble seeing in the dark, but Suraya felt it was better for morale if they weren’t relying on their powers to simply exist. 

Suraya turned to the left and started walking confidently, her boots loud against the tile floor, and Yvette jogged a couple of steps to fall in beside Suraya, her own tennis shoes making little sound.

“I believe we need more information about Sanctuary,” Yvette said. “Knowing that the task force, or most of them, escaped the explosion in Washington and settled there, we need to know what’s going on. We need to find out their plans.”

Suraya shook her head, “There’s nothing they can do to us. They are simply hiding and hoping that something will change, that I’ll suddenly remove all our forces and give up on the idea of taking over this country and the world.”

Yvette nodded and said, “Okay. I still want to try and put some surveillance on them. I believe we have at least a couple of techs, maybe with Gary’s assistance, that can get into the satellite system and direct one toward that location.”

“Fine,” Suraya said tersely, not wanting to discuss the idea any further. “Do what you can. Now, what else is there?”

“Well,” Yvette began. “I’d like to have a better idea of the military plan. I think it would be beneficial to know what General Patterson is planning and how his troops are moving through the cities.”

Suraya looked at her and nodded, “I definitely agree with that. I’ll have May get on that after our meeting. I know Patterson is in the field, but he isn’t too far away. Send word for him to return here within the next two days and to have a detailed report prepared for me.”

Yvette nodded, “I’ll get in touch with him immediately after the meeting and make sure that May is involved in the process.”

“Good,” Suraya grinned, flashing her fangs. “I’m ready for a good meal.”

A moment later, they reached the double doors at the end of the hall and pushed through them onto the breezeway. The cold late Fall air felt good against Suraya’s bare skin and she slowed her pace a bit to enjoy it just a little longer. The ends of the breezeway remained open, though the heavy iron gates had been closed and locked, and she could smell the fresh air with just a hint of human blood on the breeze. There were still humans in the area and they needed to be taken before the conquest of the city could be considered complete.

As they angled toward the cafeteria in the corner to their left, Suraya looked at Yvette again and said, “There are humans still roaming this city and I want them brought to us. Cheryl is the one responsible for handling that particular duty and it seems that she hasn’t being following through.”

“Of course,” Yvette nodded in compliance. “I will find her after feeding and have her on task within the hour.”

“Whether she’s fed or not,” Suraya said firmly. “She must live up to her duty. If she has not fed, she will hunt for her food, as it should be, but I will be the one to assign her the mission. I will order it and she cannot refuse me.”

Before Yvette could reply, they reached the cafeteria and she opened the door, holding it as Suraya entered without breaking stride.

Inside the cafeteria, the humans that had been captured recently were stretched out on the old dining tables that had once been used by students. They were all naked and bound to the tables with cloth gags stuffed into their mouths while a number of vampires, most of them totally nude while others were only topless, moved around them like it was a human buffet, each one looking for the one that would most satisfy their hunger. Suraya’s nudity was not out of place and no one seemed to notice, though the power of her presence was instantly noticeable by them all and they looked at her almost reverently for a few seconds before returning to their decisions.

Suraya clasped her hands together as she paused just inside the door and looked around. She licked her lips and said, “Let’s see what we have to choose from tonight.”

Following what seemed to be protocol, Yvette unfastened her jacket and pulled it off to reveal her firm, pale breasts as Suraya began moving slowly between the lines of tables. The room was filled with the scents of blood and fear along with the sounds of whimpering and crying. The humans were afraid to die and that fear would give their blood a delicious flavor that Suraya felt added to the power she would receive from it.

The first one she came to was a female, rather short and somewhat fleshy with huge breasts and a soft-featured face that was streaked with tears. Her body shivered with fear and Suraya could feel the waves of fear coming from her. This girl had never been more terrified in her life and that brought a lascivious smile to Suraya’s face. There was just something about the girl that Suraya found attractive and she saw the possibility of what she could become as a vampire.

Suraya looked back at Yvette and said, “This one. I will have this one. Find one for yourself quickly. We have a lot of work to do.”

As Yvette moved away and began looking for her own meal, Suraya moved closer to the girl and looked her over carefully. The girl trembled with fear, causing her breasts to jiggle more than a little. Suraya smiled as warmly as she could and leaned closer after carefully examining the girl.

“I believe you will make a fine pet,” Suraya said and reached for the gag. “Now, tell me your name.”

“B-B-B-Briana,” she replied, her voice trembling and thick. “Briana Olivetti.”

“Briana,” Suraya said almost dreamily. “I like that. Briana, you will become one of us and you will be at my side until the end.”

“W-w-w-what are you going to do?” Briana asked, her full lips trembling in sync with her breasts.

Suraya then reached out with her right hand and cupped Briana’s left breast, giving it a gentle squeeze. She then ran her hand slowly down Briana’s abdomen and let her fingers slide between Briana’s spread legs. Briana let out a sharp gasp as one of Suraya’s slim fingers slid into her, but it was a cold digit and did nothing more than elicit another shiver, this one from the cold and not from fear.

“A virgin,” Suraya smiled and leaned over her, their faces close, and said, “I like that. Briana, I will make you immortal.”

Briana tried to shake her head, but her pale blue eyes were caught in the gaze of Suraya’s brown stare. She froze, no longer shivering or squirming in an attempt to escape her bonds. 

After a long moment, she finally found the strength to speak and asked, “How?”

Suraya smiled and finally revealed her fangs, “By taking your life.”

Briana’s eyes opened wide as Suraya pulled her right hand free of Briana’s body and quickly moved to her head. She placed a hand on each side of her soft face and tilted it to one side. 

“This will only hurt for a moment,” Suraya said and opened her mouth wide.

Briana closed her eyes, squeezing them tight, as Suraya turned her head to fully expose her neck. Then, with the snapping motion of a snake striking, Suraya’s head shot forward and her fangs penetrated Briana’s neck perfectly, puncturing the carotid artery and allowing the blood to flow freely into her mouth.

Suraya sucked greedily, the hunger exposing itself after a full day of dormancy, and the blood began to satisfy that hunger as it flowed down her throat. Briana’s eyes opened wide and she let out a muffled gasp at the penetration, but they quickly closed as the rapture of the exsanguination began. Within moments, she began to feel logy and her mind began to drift. She’d never before been so intimate with another woman and the creepy feeling faded away. She could only think about the lips attached to her throat and the pressure they put there.

Suraya leaned over Briana with her right hand returning to the massive breast. She held it, feeling Briana’s heartbeat through the flesh and, as it started to slow, she increased the pressure on Briana’s neck. She overdid it and a spout of dark red blood shot from the corner of her mouth to splatter across her left shoulder and onto the floor at her feet, barely missing her boot.. She adjusted her position and resumed feeding as another naked vampire, a male, rushed over and fell to his hands and knees to lick the blood from the floor. He was one of the dogs, the newly turned that hadn’t yet found a place in the vampire hierarchy. He would be subservient, taking care of the most menial tasks, until one of the older and more powerful vampires gave him a position. Of course, it was possible that he would remain in that position until they either outgrew the school building or decided to relocate.

Meanwhile, Yvette took her time and found a male that seemed suitable. He was tall and muscular, something she’d always wanted to possess. In her human life, she’d been betrayed by a few men and was reluctant to enter another relationship. As a vampire, especially one that had the ear of the Master, she could have anyone she wanted and she would be in charge. At the moment, she was only concerned with satisfying her hunger and the powerfully built man was enough of an enticement. She was glad they’d arrived so early and she was able to choose from such a wide variety of options. If they’d waited, she was sure that the man with the thickly muscled arms and chest as well as the rather impressive erection would’ve already been taken, most likely by one of those that tried to flaunt their positions, like Kate or May. 

She stood there and looked him over for a moment, watching his dark eyes as they seemed to plead with her to help him. She even considered an option that she’d learned from Kate. Blood flowed just as easily from the groin as it did from the neck, but she didn’t want to be known for having taken her sustenance from an act that was considered to be most human. Still, she couldn’t resist handling that erection for a moment, stroking it gently. It seemed to give him hope that she was going to release him, but that wasn’t the case.

As his eyes started to close from pleasure, she leaned closer and pinned his head to the side with her left hand. She finally released him before he reached release and plunged her fangs into his throat. He let out a scream, but it was muffled by the wad of red cloth in his mouth and it didn’t last long. He attempted to struggle and try to break away from her, but she settled that by grabbing his testicles and giving them a heavy squeeze. It brought another attempted scream from him, but it settled him down. 

Within moments, she was finished and he lay dead on the table.

She licked the last of his blood from her lips then looked back at Suraya, just to make sure the Master hadn’t left the cafeteria without here, and was just in time to see her stand up and call over the woman that Yvette hadn’t noticed in the room.

Angela Baines, the Interrogator, stood naked in the corner, her skin flushed to reveal that she’d already fed. Suraya called her over and she walked over quickly, obeying the Master’s command.

As she stopped in front of Suraya, the Master gestured toward the inert form of Briana and said, “This one will be my pet. See to it that she is cared for.”

Angela nodded once and said, “I will see to it personally.”

“When you are done, report to me in the throne room,” Suraya said and turned around, waving her right hand almost casually. “You may dress if you would like, but I won’t require it.”

“Of course,” Angela said and looked down at Briana. 

She nodded then signaled for two of the men to attend her.

Yvette then rushed back to Suraya’s side and they left the cafeteria with Yvette forgetting to retrieve her jacket.
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The old store wasn’t much protection, but it was an effective hiding place for the eight people that had managed to escape the sweep of Kenner. It was a metal building just off Loyola Drive and had long ago been sort of a general store, a precursor to the convenience stores that had begun to dominate the roadsides in the late 1970s and could be found on nearly every street corner. Because of its design, the building had only one window, two standard doors, and a large roll-up door at the back, intended for deliveries. The store itself hadn’t been in operation for more than a decade and the products had long since been removed or scavenged, but the shelving remained. That was good enough for the group that had chosen to inhabit it while hiding from the vampires. They’d moved them around to provide something of a barricade for themselves in the event that the vampires did invade their hideout.

Richie Starke, the ersatz leader of the group, had used it frequently before the vampires arrived, but mostly to conceal the illegal kills he’d made before taking them home. He didn’t consider himself a poacher, just a hunter that relied on the wild game of south Louisiana to provide sustenance for him and his family. With the arrival of the vampires and the sweep they’d made through the city, his wife and daughter had been taken and he had no idea what had happened to them. With that loss, he decided to stop hunting for food and to focus on hunting vampires. Of course, he still needed food and now needed to help provide for the seven others he’d taken in, but his focus still remained on the vampires.

It had started a couple of days after the initial attacks. He’d been out hunting when the attack had occurred. He’d managed quite a good haul that night, a deer, two wild turkeys, and a small gator. He hadn’t quite gotten around to the fishing part of his routine when the radio he kept with him to keep him company had begun broadcasting news of the attack. It had only lasted a short while before being cut off, presumably by the vampires, and he’d immediately returned to the residential area across Loyola Drive from the old store. He lived just a couple of blocks away and that made the store an ideal location to store his nightly proceeds. Not bothering with his kills, he’d returned home as quickly as he could to find an empty house with a few spatters of blood in a trail from the front door to the bedroom at the back. With his wife and daughter gone, he could only assume that they’d been taken. The early reports hadn’t been clear, but he’d soon found a station that was still broadcasting and that was when he knew there were real vampires in New Orleans and they’d taken his family from him.

His cache of weapons remained in the house, apparently something the vampires didn’t need, and he’d taken them all to the old store. It might have been a bit of paranoia, but he began to assume the vampires knew about him, or had learned about him after torturing his wife and daughter, and would eventually return for him. He didn’t want to be there when they did and chose to relocate to the old store.

Over the next few days, as he’d begun hunting the vampires, he’d encountered a handful of others that hadn’t been taken or turned, definitely fewer than he’d hoped to find. They’d each been on their own and struggling to find food and stay away from the vampires, scared and untrusting, but he’d managed to explain things well enough that they at least listened to him and, when he brought them to the store and explained what he’d been doing, they began to trust him. It had been a few weeks and they’d started working rather well as a unit, though a couple of them still needed more weapons training. He hoped they had time for that.

The first he’d encountered had been a coffee shop owner named Joni Milne. She was in her early forties, but she was in great shape. She had some experience with weapons, mostly the .38 pistol she had in her hand when they’d met, and she was scared like they all were, but she was tenacious and wasn’t going to give up until she’d either reclaimed her own family of two sons and a daughter, or found out what had happened to them. She was fairly tall, about five-six, with long, straight red hair and emerald green eyes set in an almost triangular face with lips that seemed to be set in a permanent scowl. She wasn’t a native, having moved to Kenner with her ex-husband shortly after they’d married, and had chosen to remain after the divorce considering the investment she’d made in the coffee shop.

The second had been Derek Schilling, a local police officer, and he had been the most difficult to convince that they needed to hide and strike when the time was right. He had that law enforcement militaristic mindset that they should go on the offensive, no matter the cost. It had taken Richie more than a day to explain to Derek that there were thousands of vampires in the city and they were making more every night, and their only chance to survive was to attack them randomly using modified guerilla tactics. Of course, Derek knew nothing about that and Richie had to train him, and all the others, before they could make an effective attack.

The third he found was Boyd Bennington, a rather short guy that was somewhat out of shape. He was the band director at a local high school and had very little experience with either fighting or the supernatural. Of course, after having seen the vampires attack, it hadn’t taken much convincing for Boyd to join their cause and start learning what was necessary for them to survive. He was getting there, but it would take a little more time before he became proficient.

Fourth was the pairing of Spencer Jordan and Dawn Hanner. He had been a server at a locally owned bar and grill in a strip mall beside a small clothing boutique owned by Dawn. The two had been friends for several years and had survived the attacks by hiding out in the back of Dawn’s store. Spencer had been visiting her after his shift ended and they’d been watching a local TV station when reports of the attack first aired. They’d retreated to the back room and locked themselves in. For some reason, the vampires had ignored the store and they’d left the following morning. They’d been on their own since then, moving from place to place, and hiding from the vampires. Richie found them while gathering food in a nearby grocery store and brought them into the group. Jordan was decent with weapons, but Dawn had some background and picked it all up rather quickly. 

He found Adam Hanes next, a middle school teacher that had witnessed the vampires taking over the campus of his school. He’d gotten away while they were invading the property and hid himself in a dumpster behind a Chinese restaurant, the smell of rotting food had covered his human scent and kept the vampires from finding him. Richie had found him a few days later, checking out other schools to see if vampires had taken residence in any of those as well. He’d instantly recognized Richie as another human and wasn’t frightened, despite the fact that Richie was loaded with firearms, including a shotgun and a pair of pistols. Adam had been armed only with a machete he’d found lying in the street near the school. He really didn’t want to get close enough to a vampire to use it, but it was the only defensive weapon he had. 

The final member of the team was Trina Currie. She was a little older, in her late forties, and had been working for several years as a house cleaner, but she spent most of her time with her Harley. She’d been housesitting for one of her clients when the attack took place, though she wasn’t actually supposed to be there while they were gone. Still, she’d been in the house when the vampires attacked and the house’s massive walk-in refrigerator had saved her. She’d gone inside and barred the heavy steel door. The vampires had been unable to get through it, at least during the brief time they were in the house, and Trina had survived. Like the others, she’d been scavenging food from other houses and had finally made her way to a convenience store when she’d run out of cigarettes. It was there that she encountered Richie and he’d brought her into the fold.

That night, as he returned to the store after his daily hunting trip with only a pair of ducks to show for it, he found the door unlocked and that worried him. Their standing instructions had included keeping the door locked at all times. It wasn’t quite enough to keep the vampires out, but it was at least a deterrent for any humans that might be roaming the area trying to find food or weapons. So, when he opened the door, he expected to find a building of carnage. Instead, he found the others sitting comfortably in the main room, kicking back as if nothing was wrong.

Richie burst into the room and dropped the pair of ducks on the floor as he reached for the .357 at his right hip. He stopped when they all looked up at him and most of them gasped in surprise.

Spencer, the one closest to him, sat up a bit and frowned, “What’s wrong?”

He jerked a thumb over his shoulder and said, “The damn door. It’s supposed to be locked.”

“Right,” Spencer nodded. “Trina saw you coming and we decided to unlock it for you.”

He frowned, thinking about that, and decided that they wouldn’t lie about something so important. He closed and locked the door then faced them and said, “I guess that’s okay, but wait until I knock next time. Those fuckers move too damn fast and I don’t want to take any chances. Anyway, it’s getting late. I think we need to get our watches set up and start settling in.”

Boyd sat up and said, “I guess I’m up first.”

Richie looked at him, the short, almost pudgy guy with short, brown hair and a round face that held a serious expression looked at him through his thin-lensed glasses. Boyd may not have been the greatest marksman or the best fighter, but he was definitely observant and quiet when he moved around the store to make sure nothing was sneaking up on them. 

“Okay,” he said and picked up the ducks. “Who’s up next?”

“That would be you, sunshine,” Dawn said, looking at him with a smirk on her narrow face. “You’re on ten to two.”

“Okay,” he nodded and moved forward, the ducks swinging freely by the neck in his hands. “Who’s after me?”

“That’s me,” Trina said. “Two to six.”

“Great,” he said and continued walking to the back room. “Just make sure you have clothes on when we wake up.”

She nodded, but didn’t respond. She’d never particularly liked wearing clothes and the arrival of the vampires had taken away all of societies rules. In fact, when Richie had found her, she’d been walking nude through the city, except for the heavy biker boots to protect her feet. Since then, she’d taken those clothes off as often as possible, though the others weren’t overly fond of that. The exception was the cop, Derek. He was constantly horny and frequently tried to get her to have sex with him. So far, she’d managed to hold him off, but she was starting to feel the urge and he was the best option at the time. 

Richie was dressed in his typical hunting camouflage with matching cap and rubber boots. At the back of the room, before going through the doorway in the storage room at the back where he would place the ducks in a large cooler, he pulled off the cap and shook his head, allowing his short, dark blond hair to fall back into place.

He placed the ducks in the cooler and returned as Boyd was preparing for the night with the small 9mm pistol that had become his favorite and the long survival knife in a sheath at his right hip. He somehow looked more confident with those two weapons and his posture was better, straighter. Richie appreciated the seriousness Boyd took when it came to their survival.

The others were settling in and it wasn’t a surprise to see Spencer and Dawn setting up their sleeping bags close to each other. Each of them had found a sleeping bag since joining the group, either from the search of a house or raiding a store somewhere along the way. They’d also taken a few pillows from those houses and made themselves as comfortable as possible.

Richie had his own set-up in the corner closest to the entrance. He kept a couple of weapons stashed there, a .22 pistol and a sawed-off shotgun, just in case. Asleep or awake, he was going to be the first line of defense. Even if he was unable to fend off a vampire attack, he would at least be able to provide a distraction while the others escaped.

They’d taken the time, since they had so much of it, to create a number of contingency plans. If the vampires did invade the store, they each had somewhere to go. The main plan was for each to have a hiding place where they would stay until the sun came up. At that point, they would regroup at an old playground nearby then return to the store to gather their belongings and find another safe house. Richie had been looking for one of those and had found one a few days earlier, but it was quite a distance from the store. It would take a while to carry all their gear, but there were plenty of cars parked near houses near the store, with the keys most likely somewhere inside one of those houses. There was also no traffic and moving those vehicles wouldn’t be an issue.

At the door, he kicked off his boots and took off the long-sleeved camouflage shirt to reveal the dark gray t-shirt he wore beneath it. He dropped it onto a pile of clothing close to the bottom end of his sleeping bag then sat down.

He was ready to settle in, but there was some business to take care of first. They had to plan the following day. He did that every night, making sure they were all on the same page and had some idea of what needed to be done.

“Okay,” he said and leaned forward with his knees raised and his arms draped across his knees, hands dangling limply. “Let’s talk about tomorrow. Anyone got any ideas?”

“Yeah,” Joni said and sat up in the opposite corner of the store. “I want to go back to my house. There are a few things I’d like to get before anything else happens.”

“Okay,” Richie nodded and looked around.

“Okay,” Derek Schilling said, position just beyond Spencer and Dawn. “We’ve hit all the sporting goods stores and taken as much as we could, but I don’t think it’s enough. I think we should start going to the police stations and getting what we can from there. I mean, there’s got to be some body armor or at least bullet proof vests. That can’t hurt.”

“Definitely,” Richie agreed with a nod. “So, how about this? Joni, you and Adam go to your house and get what you need then come back here, but check the houses around there while you’re at it. You might find something else useful or maybe some more survivors.”

He turned to Derek and said, “You take Spencer and Dawn to the nearest station and see what you can get then check around the area. The rest of us will go looking for food and other supplies.”

“Sounds good,” Adam said, lying down all the way at the back of the room.

“Okay,” Richie said and leaned back. “Let’s get some rest and we’ll get started early, as soon after sunrise as we can.”

That was good enough and they started turning out the individual lights, battery powered lanterns, positioned close to their sleeping bags. Boyd remained the only one with a light, a handheld flashlight with an amber lens covering it to cut down on the intrusion of light. Richie rolled onto his side, facing the wall, and closed his eyes as Boyd started his slow patrol.
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CHAPTER THREE
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The throne room had become more elaborate than ever. Suraya’s throne had been crafted from an old metal chair that had been atop a swimming pool lifeguard tower and decorated with black cloth and a few ornate gold pieces found in an antique store close to the school. It sat on the highest level of the raised areas at the back of the room that had once housed. the school’s band and the lower levels held an array of hard plastic chairs arranged to face the throne. 

Suraya sat on the throne, still wearing only her boots with her right leg crossed over the left. Yvette stood on her left, now fully dressed after having retrieved her jacket from the cafeteria, but it was still unzipped enough to show a lot of cleavage. May stood on her right, dressed in black, though her jacket was pulled together and zipped nearly to the throat. She was no more modest than the others; she just wanted to appear more professional as she’d done as a human.

A few of the chairs facing the throne remained vacant, the intended occupants attending to their duties at Suraya’s command, but those that occupied the other chairs were fully focused on Suraya. Her normal skin tone, a somewhat dark complexion, had returned after feeding and made her appear almost human. Her nudity made the others slightly uncomfortable and she liked that. She knew their lack of comfort would keep them focused and they would get the job done much more quickly and efficiently. 

Angela Baines was not among them, still attending to Suraya’s new pet and making sure that the younger girl, Briana, was safe and secure until she rose again the following night. Her absence was excusable. General Patterson was also absent, still in the field leading his troops as they moved from New Orleans toward Houston while one of his subordinates, a man whose name Suraya could not recall, led another division toward Mobile. It was hoped that within the next week that those two cities would be under their control. Their resident hematologist, Dr. Helena Liang, the tiny Asian woman, was also absent and Suraya didn’t know why she wasn’t there. She assumed that Helena was working in her lab and either had an experiment in process that she couldn’t leave or that she’d simply lost track of time while working and had forgotten about the meeting.

The others were there, though, eyes focused on her, and she was ready to get them started.

“We’re doing well in this city,” Suraya said, breaking the uneasy tension that had filled the room since her arrival. “Our estimates are that we’ve conquered the city and its suburbs and have captured more than eighty-five percent of the population. But there are still some hiding and we need to find them. I want this city to be populated entirely by vampires.”

Cheryl Warren, seated almost directly in front of Suraya, nodded sharply, her short, brown hair bobbing with her head, almost sneered and said, “We can make that happen.”

“Yes,” Suraya said and leaned slightly forward, her hands gripping the arms of the throne almost like claws digging into the flesh of prey. “I want you in charge of that. You’ve been in charge of converting the humans and now I want you to find them. Put together a team and make that happen. I want this city fully controlled within two weeks.”

Cheryl nodded and smiled evilly, “I’ll make that happen.”

Suraya nodded once then looked to her right, to Gary Hamilton seated near the back wall of the room. He was dressed in black, as were the others, but his clothing nearly matched the darkness of his skin, especially since he’d fed and regained his natural complexion.

“I have a task for you, Gary,” she said coldly. “Those residing in this town of Sanctuary present a problem. I suspect that they are planning something, that will bring the remaining humans together into some sort of force to try and fight back. I want you to regain access to at least a portion of the government’s satellite network and position one over that town. I want to know everything that happens there and I want to know as soon as possible.”

Gary nodded and said, “I’ll do my best. I’ll most likely needed some assistance with that. I’ll need to get into their computer network to find access to the satellite grid.”

Suraya nodded and looked at Kate D’Angelo, the large woman seated behind Cheryl, and said, “Kate will assist you. If her information is not enough, we’ll find someone that has the ability to do so.”

Suraya sat back and relaxed her grip on the arms of the throne. She paused for a second then shifted in the chair to looked at May on her right.

“May, I have a task for you,” she said.

May turned to face Suraya and bowed her head almost reverently as she said, “I’ll do anything you ask.”

“Good,” Suraya smirked. “Once we are concluded here, you and Yvette will make contact with General Patterson. Inform him that I will meet with him in two days. If he is in a position where he cannot return here, inform him that I will travel to him. I want to know the situation regarding our military forces and what his plans are for the continued operation.”

“Of course,” May nodded and glanced over her shoulder at Gary. “Though I may need the assistance of Gary to establish contact.”

Suraya stared at her for a second then realized that they were not all on the same level, that they all didn’t possess the same skills. Gary would be essential in making contact with the general.

“Of course,” Suraya said. “Gary will assist you in making contact, but he will not be involved in the discussion. Is that clear?”

May nodded and Gary said, “Perfectly clear.”

“Good,” Suraya said and looked away from May, looking over the others in the room. “Now, Angela and Helena are not here. I assigned Angela a particular task and I will check on that once we are finished. However, I didn’t assign anything particular to Helena. I haven’t tried to locate her, but I will. If she’s simply trying to avoid the meetings because she is failing in her job, I will have her replaced. She may have been well-respected in her field as a human, but she is replaceable here. I will not have anyone being so insubordinate as to think they are above my authority. If I discover that is the case with her, or with anyone, I will have their heads.”

She could feel the fear emanating from them all and that brought a faint smile to her face. She wasn’t using her mental abilities to control any of them and didn’t think she needed to. They knew the power she’d attained and how futile it was to even consider opposing her, but Helena was a fairly new recruit and she hadn’t witnessed what had taken place with Lorena and how Suraya had managed to take her down. If Helena Liang thought she would be able to do anything to oppose Suraya or even consider the idea of attempting to dethrone her, Suraya would make sure that she suffered the consequences.

After a moment, Suraya rose from the chair, bringing all eyes to her nude body, and she said, “I believe that will be all for now. We’ll meet again tomorrow, once we’ve all fed. Now, I think I’ll get dressed before dealing with Helena and seeing about my new pet.”

As the others rose to their feet, she turned to the left and strode quickly out of the room with Yvette just two steps behind her. The door opened on the breezeway and brought them into the cold night air once again. Suraya walked slowly, drawing in a deep breath and relishing the cold. She’d always hated the heat, especially growing up in southern Texas on the edge of the desert. It had never been cool enough for her there, but Louisiana was different. The temperature changed enough from season to season to actually show a difference. Even though it would grow very warm in the summer, with the humidity coming from the nearby Gulf of Mexico, it was still more bearable than the desert of Texas. She’d already begun to think of New Orleans as home and she hoped to never return to Texas, though she was almost certain that General Patterson had taken his troops in that direction. A frown crossed her face at the thought of going back to that state, but she had no choice. She had to follow through with what was necessary, even if it meant going back to that awful state.

Yvette followed Suraya closely. She wasn’t afraid of the Master in the same way that the others were. She knew that Suraya depended on her for a great many small details and to be there when she was needed. She’d found her role within the vampire society and she was thrilled that it was so close to the top. She had no ambitions of being anything more than Suraya’s assistant. She didn’t need more power or control. She just needed to make sure that Suraya was taken care of and Suraya would take care of her.

They returned to the main building and to Suraya’s quarters. They didn’t talk along the way, both deep in thought. Suraya was focused on the tasks ahead of her while Yvette was thinking of what she could do to make things easier for Suraya. She really had no idea what she could do, but she would do anything she was asked.

In the room, Suraya moved to the table and leaned back against it as he lifted her left leg and began removing the boots. As she worked, she glanced at Yvette and said, “I think I’ll really have to do something about Helena. She’s not fitting in and performing as I’d hoped. I know that she doesn’t like the mental intrusion and I’ve done my best to refrain from that, not even using my power to find her location, but I think it’s time that changed.”

Yvette, standing just inside the door, frowned and asked, “What has she done?”

“Nothing,” Suraya said and dropped one boot to the floor and lifted her right leg to repeat the process. “And that’s the problem. She was brought here based on her claim that she would be able to find a way for the conversion process to take less time, making it almost immediate. And she hasn’t come close. If she has, she hasn’t revealed that information. There are also a few other things that she hasn’t come through with and I think it’s time she earned her keep and the special privileges I’ve allowed.”

“Right,” Yvette nodded again. “Is there anything I can do?”

Suraya dropped the second boot and stood up, starting toward her clothing on the chair close to the door, and said, “I think a little motivation might be in order.”

She picked up the pants and shook them out, preparing to step into them, and continued, “Maybe it would help if you had a talk with her and let her know that I’m displeased. Maybe that will get her motivated.”

“I think it might,” Yvette said as Suraya stepped into the pants and pulled them up.

“Good,” Suraya said. “Go talk to her while I’m checking on Briana and let me know her response.”

“Of course,” Yvette smiled. “And I won’t reveal anything to her.”

“You’d better not,” Suraya said with a faint frown tinged with the hint of a smirk. “I don’t want her to know what I have planned.”

Suraya then picked up the jacket and shrugged into it, fastening only the lowest of the clasps. She tugged on the hem and said, “Let’s get going. And make it subtle. Don’t act like you’re on a mission from me, just that you know I’m concerned about her progress and that you’d like to at least tell me something to keep me from losing it.”

Yvette nodded sharply, “I can do that.”

With a nod in return, Suraya started for the door and Yvette pushed it open.

They went in different directions after leaving Suraya’s quarters. Suraya turned to the right, heading toward the former school office which had become their communications center. She hoped the others had already made contact with General Patterson and she could speak to him, letting him know that his position was important enough to warrant personal contact from the Master. That little bit of an ego boost would go a long way toward Suraya getting what she needed from him.

Yvette angled to the left, crossing through the central library to the second hallway and former science classrooms that had become their labs. Helena Liang had taken the largest of them for her research, claiming that hers was the most vital research in forwarding the vampire cause, and no one had argued with her. When Suraya didn’t intervene and remove her from that lab, the other few scientists among them ceased their complaints and allowed her to remain in the largest of the classrooms. It didn’t stop them from disliking her or from excluding her from their other activities. She was not welcome in the fairly small vampire scientific community.

The lab was located at the end of a short hallway just off the main hallway on the north side of the building, well away from the other two rooms along that section of hall. Yvette strode directly to it and assumed that it would be locked, Helena wanting to keep her work a secret from everyone. Still, she tried the old chrome knob and it turned smoothly in her hand. She pushed and the door swing open on well-oiled hinges, something that Helena must have taken care of after moving into the room. The overhead fluorescent lights were blazing, casting the room in a harsh white glow and the black-topped wooden tables had been moved around to form almost a maze through the large room. Each of those held a small sink and conical connections for gases, but they’d been disconnected and the points on the floor where the gas and water lines connected to the tables were visible. Yvette took a quick look to make sure that they were properly sealed. It wouldn’t be good to have a gas leak and for something to ignite it.

As Yvette entered, Helena stood with her back to the door at one of those tables. She was a small woman, just a couple of inches over five feet tall, and rail thin with perfectly straight, gleaming black hair that fell halfway down her back in stark contrast to the white lab coat she wore over black pants and shirt. Her slim fingers held a pair of test tubes and each of those contained a dark liquid. Yvette had no idea what Helena was doing, but she didn’t want to take any chances on her spilling what could possibly be something toxic. She waited, closing the door gently behind her, until Helena set the tubes down and shifted to her right, still without looking up and acknowledging Yvette’s presence.

Frowning, Yvette took a step forward and cleared her throat. Helena still didn’t respond and Yvette began to grow angry, thinking that the small Japanese woman was intentionally ignoring her. But when Helena shifted again, Yvette caught a glimpse of Helena’s right side and saw that her hair was pulled back behind her ear and a white earbud was planted in her ear. Yvette shook her head, knowing that Helena was once again listening to that 80s heavy metal she so adored. Yvette couldn’t stand it, but it was apparently something that aided Helena in her work. 

Knowing that Helena wouldn’t hear her, Yvette walked along the left side of the area, not wanting to surprise her and provoke an attack, until Helena finally turned in that direction and noticed Yvette’s presence.

Once she did, she stopped and removed the tiny buds from her ears. The angry scowl on her small, almost triangular face would’ve been enough for one of her subordinates or others in the research department, but Yvette wasn’t intimidated at all.

“What do you want?” Helena snapped. “I am working and do not need distraction.”

Yvette set her jaw firmly and stopped at the corner of the tables, making sure that she had room to maneuver if Helena decided to attack.

“Suraya sent me to see how you were doing.”

Helena shook her head, the scowl turning into a snarl, and she said, “I know she is not concerned with my well-being. She wants to know if I have made any progress on the asinine requests she made. The answer to that is no. I have not found a way to increase the rate of transformation nor have I found a cure for the aversion to sunlight. It will still take a full day for a human to become a vampire and vampires cannot exist in the sun. Besides, I gave up on both of those ideas long ago.”

Yvette frowned, “But you claimed that you’d be able to do that and you’ve been working on it since we arrived here.”

Helena shook her head and placed her hands on her hips, “Who are you to question my work? I answer to no one.”

Yvette’s eyes opened wide, mostly in disbelief, and she replied, “You answer to Suraya, the Master, just like the rest of us.”

“No,” Helena said and held up a finger. “I do not answer to that conniving bitch-queen that claims to be the Master. There has been no master since the passing of Davros. Suraya is an impostor.”

Yvette almost let her have it, verbally. She felt it was her duty to defend the Master, but it was not her place to incite the scientist into a physical confrontation, which was just their way. Instead, she held her tongue and decided that she would take the information to Suraya and it would be dealt with in an appropriate manner.

“Fine,” Yvette said and started for the door. “I will inform Suraya of your position.”

As Yvette lengthened her stride, wanting to get out of there quickly, Helena turned toward her and said, “I will remember this, Yvette, when the true Master appears.”

Yvette stopped short of the door and spun around, “And who is the true Master?”

Helena grinned, her thin lips parting just enough to show the tips of her fangs, and said, “I will not reveal his name. He will make himself known in due time. Tell that little weakling that I do not fear her.”

Yvette nodded and opened the door as she said, “Perhaps you should.”

Before Helena could respond, Yvette turned and left the room. She closed the door and stopped there for a second, wondering how Suraya would react to the truth about Helena. She wasn’t sure, but she knew it wouldn’t be pretty.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Alex Chance had never been to St. Louis before. In all his travels, everything he’d been through, he’d never been to that city and knew very little about it. All he knew was the arch that he’d wanted to see in person, but it was too late. The vampires had invaded the city, one of the first they’d started taking over, and the arch had been destroyed in a fierce battle at its base. The vampires hadn’t remained in force, just sweeping through the city and capturing, killing, or turning as many as they could during their initial attack. From what he understood of vampire tactics, there had to be at least a token force remaining in the city, just enough to continue the search for any humans that had managed to escape the initial sweep.

The insertion team had been deployed suddenly from their new base at Sanctuary, just under a two hour flight in the Army helicopter Bonacci had “acquired” for the new Presidential administration and the minimal military force the team represented.  The mayor of St. Louis had made the call for help, using an old ham radio stored in the basement of city hall, and had requested assistance after making contact with the task force. 

Bonacci landed the chopper a few miles outside the city limits, in a vacant industrial area, and they’d hiked toward the location given to them by the city’s mayor. When they arrived on the outskirts of the city, the entire place felt almost deserted, almost like one of those old disaster movies. There was no sign of human presence, but the smell of death and carnage in the air like a cloud of ancient desecration. Alex was all too familiar with that and knew that the vampires had effectively taken control of St. Louis. There wasn’t much they could do, but President Kramer had ordered them to check out the call and rescue and assist any survivors they found. 

Following the directions they’d received from the mayor, a man named Charles Juneau, they moved carefully and quickly through the streets of the city that looked more like those of a war-torn European city. They were armed as if heading into combat, but they encountered no resistance and no survivors along the way. Alex, at the front of their formation, wasn’t sure if that meant the survivors were hiding or if the vampires had conquered so much that there were no survivors left.  It was an eerie feeling to be in that place with the overwhelming silence when, even late at night, there should have been much more sound. It was almost as if they were alone in the city and that didn’t bode well for the local population. If that was the case, that meant the entire city had been taken by the vampires and even the mayor that had called for help was now either dead or one of them.

They moved slowly, weapons drawn, and kept watch on their surroundings. The city’s power grid had been shut down and the available moonlight didn’t provide much light, but they were all equipped with night vision gear, with the exceptions of Alex and Donna Trosclair. Their enhanced vision allowed them to see clearly in the dark. 

Since they’d performed the procedure that had been discovered by Dr. Patrick Brewer, Donna had been learning to use her newfound abilities. She’d been a werewolf prior to that, but she’d also been given some of the power of the Nemesis, the Healer, the Holy Warrior, and just a touch of the vampire. Kim Chandler had been responsible for that, though she’d been asked to perform the procedure by drawing just a bit of blood from him, Sydney Lawson, and DeAnna Jones. She’d then transferred that power to Donna and it had made Donna something entirely new. She had developed the abilities of them all and she was not possibly the most powerful being on the planet, though none of them were quite sure how powerful the vampire Master, Suraya Hoffman, had become after taking the ancient power of Lorena Montessori. 

As they moved forward in a tight formation, Alex held his sword in his left hand and the hand of Sydney in his right. She, like him, held a sword and was ready to deal with the vampires. She’d been stuck in a lab for years and had finally gone into the field when things started going south not long after the team had returned to Washington after taking care of things in Alex’s hometown of Pine Ridge, Mississippi. Alex had trained her, especially once she’d been given the task of joining him in the quest to find the Guardian and the full power of the Nemesis. She’d then been given the ability to feel what others were feeling and could occasionally read their thoughts and intentions. Now, she felt fully trained and was ready to deal with the threat at hand.

Just behind them, flanking them, walked DeAnna and Donna. DeAnna, of course, carried the heavy sword that had been crafted for her with the silver of a blessed cross as its base. Her own unique abilities, including being invisible to nearly all vampires due to their nature and her faith, had become a comfortable part of her and she felt more confident in facing them. 

Behind them, the main insertion team led by Scott Bonacci, moved in a tight cluster that allowed them all to maintain vigilance while covering the entire group as they moved through the city. Bonacci, of course, moved almost directly behind Alex, a few yards back. Eldon Blake, the lycanthrope representative of the tribe of wolves, walked beside one of the more recent additions to the team, Chris Walker, a refugee truck driver that had arrived from Nebraska with a number of refugees that he’d picked up along the way. Tim Richards, the weapons expert and demolitions specialist, was at the center of the group carrying a heavy pack loaded with a variety of explosives. At the back of the group, two other relatively new additions maintained vigilance on their rear. Kyla Restin had been rescued from New Orleans shortly after the vampires had taken over that city. Darren Fordham had been a security guard at Sanctuary and didn’t like the almost claustrophobic nature of the walled city. He’d wanted to feel some open air around him and thought the insertion team would be his best bet. He was good with weapons and wasn’t too shabby at hand-to-hand combat. 

They were all on secure comm and didn’t need to speak loudly to be heard. It was an intuitive system, designed by the task force’s resident technical wizard, Magan McCall, and had very precise voice recognition. 

“What’s going on, boss?” Bonacci whispered, his transmission directed at Alex.

The taller leader glanced back briefly and replied, “Nothing much. We’re just following the directions we were given.”

“Yeah,” Bonacci said and nodded. “We know that. What’s our ETA?”

Alex shrugged and said, “Shouldn’t be long. The location should be just ahead, maybe another couple of blocks.”
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