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The Vampire’s New Plaything
by Fulani


Finding a vampire is supposed to be easy. You walk into the right cemetery or the right club, and turn around to find a figure in period clothing with a half-smile that doesn’t quite hide the fangs.


Doesn’t work that way.


There are supposed to be a quarter of a million of them, more vampires than there are police officers. And since the news on Wikileaks that governments have known about vampires for decades, Nikki expected they’d come out into the open, if not the light.


Not a bit of it. Lifetimes of living in the shadows make for habits that are hard to break. Especially since the leaks have spawned a legion of would-be vampire hunters.


Nikki has the Sickness. That’s what the vampire hunters call it. The unquenchable desire to be bitten, to be preyed upon, to become a thrall, perhaps eventually to be made. To become a vampire herself. To have what the hunters call the Disease.


But finding the biter, the predator? That’s the hard part.


Like the vampires, Nikki’s learned to be secretive. She doesn’t trust anything or anyone. The vampire chatrooms on the internet have fake messages, luring vampires to places where they can be hunted or tempting those with the Sickness to meetings where the hunters kill them. The hunters think the vampires are diseased and their followers sick, but it doesn’t matter to them which you are. The outcome is the same.


She sees them on the street, these hunters, wearing militia-style armbands. Patrolling as though keeping good citizens safe from the Disease. She wonders what they’d do if a vampire suddenly appeared. Do they carry wooden stakes, garlic, guns with silver bullets? Do such things even work against vampires? One gives her a leaflet, Avoid the Bite: How to Protect From Vampires. She reads the list of things not to do, and does them all.


She gets through the days somehow, and at night Nikki writhes inside her skin, squeezing her thighs together but then stretching out, spread-eagled, on her bed. Sometimes she pushes the twin blades of a pair of nail scissors against her neck, imagining what fangs would feel like. She dreams of being overpowered, forced, drunk from and fucked against her will and yet because it is her will.


In the mornings her sheets are rumpled, twisted, soaked in perspiration.


Nikki has the Sickness, badly.


At 2 a.m., sleepless, Nikki boils a kettle thinking a cup of tea will steady her nerves. No milk in the fridge. How corny is that?


The 24-hour convenience store is two streets away. She reaches for easy clothes – tracksuit bottoms and a T-shirt. And her hand stops. Two streets. A warm night. No one around. The devil in the back of her brain tells her she doesn’t need to dress for the convenience store. Instead, she just slips on boots and a coat, wears nothing underneath. Keys and purse in one pocket, mobile phone and pepper spray in the other. She feels slutty – proudly so, almost as if she’s just had illicit, outrageous sex – but there’s no reason to go vulnerable into the night.


The store is a blaze of sodium light and reflected chrome on the street. By the time she gets there, Nikki feels she owns the night, the silky inside of the coat moving against soft skin, rubbing her up the right way.


A young guy in jeans and T-shirt leaves the store. He’s slightly unkempt, long-haired, but in a good way. He looks like he could be the guitarist of some undiscovered indie band. He looks at her as though he has X-ray vision. There’s a knowing expression on his face as if he sees she’s wearing nothing under the coat, understands the Sickness that consumes her.


He nods pleasantly and slips away into the darkness.


There is milk among the tightly spaced shelves and grubby florescent tubes, and the assistant on the till barely looks up as her. Beep-beep of the scanner; price flashing on the display; hand held out for cash.


She leaves the store, boot heels clacking loudly in the still night. And … Twenty yards away, in an alley, something’s going on. There are sounds of sharp, laboured breaths and fleshy slaps.
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