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Vampires




   




  It's two in the morning of a dark and rainy night. With quick steps, I approach an old abandoned house in the centre of Braga. In spite of the protection of my trench coat and leather gloves I'm drenched, and I wish I was within the shelter of a roof and four walls. Still, I can't help but notice the posters that cover the old ruin. Adverts for political parties, placed here at the time of the last elections. Elections; a mechanism created to give mere humans the illusion that they can control their own destiny. What they don't realize is that the leaders of the various parties control them first, through this political marketing, the speeches in which they talk a lot but say little, the appearances in public, the “kissing babies” campaigns, as I like to call them, and, sometimes, even the giving of hams to the voters. And the people, surrounded by all this paraphernalia, forget what really matters, the work done by the candidates, their curriculum, their merits and demerits, and vote solely based on sympathies. This is why I never vote. I do not believe in the current state of democracy, in the dictatorship of the majority, in which the majority is brain washed.




  Seconds later I cross the door of the decaying building, and I find myself within a huge room lit by dozens of candles. Around me, naked men and women give themselves to the pleasures of the flesh, but their alabaster skin and long, sharp canines reveal that they are not human. Vampires. Creatures that once were human but that, after learning the truth about Heaven and Hell, came, like me, to the conclusion that neither of the two is a desirable destination and chose to use ancient rituals to indefinitely prolong their lives. Once, I considered becoming one of them, but promptly found out that they pay a high price for immortality, much too high for me. The curse, because I can't see the ritual as anything else, makes them vulnerable to sunlight, so they have to spend all day hidden in the dark corners of the world, and can only go out during the night. In addition, they have to regularly drink human blood or end up weakened or even losing eternal life. When found, they are hunted down and killed. Marginalized and persecuted, many become murderous monsters, living only to satisfy the thirst for blood.




  Fortunately, over the years, I gained the trust of the group that inhabits this house, especially of its leader, and I am confident that they will not attack me. Still, I am prepared in case some do.




  When I get to the middle of the room, one of the vampires, lying alone on the floor, slips away the thin sheet of satin that covers her naked body and gives me an inviting look.




  “Would you like to join me?”




  I can't deny that I am tempted. A well-defined body, great breasts, skin white as snow and dark makeup always attracted me to a woman. However, I force myself to avert my eyes and keep going. I am only human, I know that very well, and, as such, subject to the most basic biological drives, but I confess that I don't like to waste my time with things as mundane as the pleasures of the flesh. In addition, I don't wish to become a slave to sex, as so many humans that I know are, albeit inadvertently. Many build their lives around this most basic of pleasures. They work and strive to earn more and more money just to buy stuff to impress the opposite sex. They travel miles, even crossing oceans, just to get laid. That is not how I want to spend my limited time on this Earth.




  I cross the remainder of the room and climb the stairs covered in dust and fallen plaster. It is up there that I will find Konstantin, the leader of the group and one of the oldest vampires on the planet. I always enjoy talking to him, because, for a history buff such as myself, it is very exciting to hear someone who “fell” in Thermopylae, saw Hannibal's victory in Cannae, took part in Hastings, killed French at Agincourt and Waterloo, and felt the smell of mustard gas in Moons. However, I know that he didn't do it because he wanted to be involved in the great moments of history, but simply through pure sadism. He has told me, more than once, of his work in the Spanish Inquisition, and I heard him recall with nostalgia the years he spent in Auschwitz. Although this may be due to the eternal bitterness of vampirism, it always seemed to me that this trait of his preceded the transformation. And, now, he is paying the price for his cruelty. Over the years, he has made numerous enemies, many of whom plague him constantly, forcing him to hide in ruins like this.
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