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	Chapter One.


	 


	Bexhill City.


	AD 2384.


	It had to be night time; otherwise I'd get a bad dose of sunburn and it’s not every night you see a skimpily-dressed, curvy blonde with a white stick tapping her way along a dimly-lit city street with her hand outstretched in angst and desperation.


	I laugh when I think about the excuse the guy will give his wife when he gets home minus his wallet, watch and any rings he was wearing, looking pale and tired with a whopping great love-bite and two punctures on his neck after having trying to have his way with me down a dark entry.


	They say being blind has its disadvantages.


	Maybe, but not if you’re a vampire, a female one that is.


	Yes, I used to have fun in my younger days, but with the passing of time I have matured, I only did that when I was short of cash or blood-hungry, and then one day, I met Jonas, but I’ll get onto that later. 


	Though my eyes were useless as far as reading was concerned I’m not totally blind, as after puberty I discovered I could ‘see’ with my mind by sending out sound waves like bats, whales and dolphins do and make things out by the echoes in my mind by way of my ears, okay, so I had big ears. Not only that there were other things I could do that I didn’t know about until I was older. 


	I’ve never seen a sunset or a sunrise and it would be very painful to even feel one, which is how I came to be blind, sucking on my mother’s breast as she fell asleep just before dawn. 


	She, Vienna Chan Zing, suffered terrible burns and passed on as her body failed to recuperate. As for my father, Alexander Cauldar, he fell foul of a man named van Helsing centuries ago, and it was left to mother to avenge his death, which she did by seducing van Helsing and then telling his wife, who was a jealous, ice-cold, unforgiving, murderous bitch, and she poisoned him with Hemlock.


	I was brought up in an orphanage with mortals, weak and noisy beings always clamoring for attention.


	At the blind school, which I attended as soon as I could walk, they called me a phenomenon; I could read Braille at a fast rate as my skin was highly sensitive. It was so sensitive that I always wore a big hat and light coloured clothing. I was diagnosed with Erythropoietic protoporphyria, extra sun-sensitive skin. 


	Now everyone has their station in life, a purpose, a reason for existing, no matter what their race, religion, sexual preferences were, or whatever their profession or calling was.


	I was a F.S. Marshall, a legal assassin in the First State of America. 


	I wasn’t just your usual electro-gun-toting shoot-em dead Marshall, I was different, I worked undercover and mostly at night. I preferred to work at night; otherwise I'd get a bad dose of sunburn dressed the way I did. As for shooting perps dead, I have downed a couple with a bow and arrow, but mostly I sneak up on them in the semi-dark and frighten the life out of them by extending my fangs and talons and if I have to, I, er, kill them, in my usual way. If there’s a gang of them then I transform into a bloody great big bat, and then I’m awesome, and it sometimes ends in lawful tragedy if they get trigger-happy, bullets hurt, and when I’m hurt I become annoyed, very annoyed.


	I would like to mention that although the bite of a werewolf is highly contagious, a vampire’s bite is not. It’s just a quick nip to release the blood from a vein or an artery, resealed with a lick and the victim recuperates (after having gone into shock) none the worse for wear. The only way a human can “become infected” is when they drink the blood of a vampire, or so I’ve been told, as I ain’t tried that … yet.


	So how come I got a job as a Marshall; you may well ask.


	I got it by chance. 


	I was in a crowded bar drinking red wine. I drank it as I liked the taste, not for the alcohol content as that didn’t affect me.


	This elderly guy, about fifty, asked me if the stool next to mine was taken, “No, its all yours,” I told him, and he introduced himself.


	“My name’s Mike,” he said, “Mike Suljich.”


	His head was shaven and he wore a blond, ‘biker’ moustache


	“Libelle,” I told him, “Libelle Cauldar, Libby’ for short.”


	“Buy you a drink.”


	“Sure, be my guest,” I said, “Red wine is fine, in the bottle.”


	He ordered another bottle as mine was empty and  bourbon for himself. “You’re English aren’t you,” he said.


	“No,” I said, “I’m British.”


	He nodded softly then looked at my folded white stick lying on the bar. “What is that?”


	“I’m blind,” I said and reached for my bottle, from which I filled my glass almost to the top.


	“You don’t act blind,” he said.


	“I’ve had plenty of practice.”


	“What do you do when you ain’t drinking red wine?”


	“Swim, ride, shoot, read,” I told him, I left out my favourite pastime as I saw the wedding ring and I have my limits.


	I heard his beeper vibrate. He took it out and after looking at it threw a couple of bills on the bar and said, “Have to go, nice meeting you.”


	I saw the shape of a holster under his dark blouson as he slid off the stool, and watched him as he stood at the window. 


	After a number of seconds I heard footsteps pass by. Mike turned his head away, too late as the guy he’d seen saw him too and by the sound of his pace took off at a run. 


	Mike pushed open the door and left in a hurry.


	As soon as he did so a big guy, at the window end of the bar stood up, his hand inside his jacket as he headed for the door. It was obvious what he was up to as he shouldered the glass door open.


	I’d taken a liking to Mike and I didn’t like the odds he was facing.


	I grabbed my stick and moved as fast as I dared, and, after coming onto the sidewalk, I saw the three figures running off and I took off after them at full speed. 


	I am fast as I am strong and I would have arm wrestled President Schwarzwald and won if he were still alive. 


	After catching up with the big guy, who had an old-fashioned Magnum .57 in his fist, I shouted “Boo!” at the right moment. He dodged to one side instinctively and bounced heavily off a streetlight and rolled in the gutter.


	I caught up with Mike who was huffing and puffing while the other guy was increasing the space between them. “You want I should stop him,” I asked.


	Mike almost copied the last guy, nodded and called out as I ran off, “He’s armed.”


	I closed in on ‘Speedy’, I didn’t use my voice, I used Ti-Kon-di and gave him kick in the back and watched as he flew through the air, his arms flapping as if he thought he could fly. He landed on his chin and slid about twenty meters along the rain-wet sidewalk with me walking beside him. As soon as he came to rest I placed my foot on his back preventing him from getting to any weapon he may have had inside his jacket. I weigh quite a lot for a girl of my build, I look about 140 pounds, but I tip the scales at 800.
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