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One:



Boston in early winter provided the perfect backdrop for death; for the impending doom which I hadn’t realized was headed my way. None of us can see the chaos headed for us. That would defeat the purpose, and make the chaos not random as it was, rather make it deliberate violence, or intentional destruction of life.



I could barely see in front of me the rain was falling so thickly in the oily manner of Bostonian weather – my vision was greatly limited just then. There was with the rain a penetrating chill which crept beneath the layers of my clothes; past my dark brown overcoat, my grey hoodie, with hood drawn up under it, and down beneath the tee shirt I was wearing – a “Queer Lives Matter” rally tee shirt I’d picked up for twenty bucks as part of a modest donation to the LGBTQIA+ youth homeless shelters of Boston. The cold found its way to my bare skin, creeping inside all that warmed me, which wasn’t much after walking in the New English rain. I didn’t even think I could get sick and die – not at my age. Death was a ludicrous possibility which only happened to drunken idiots, unlucky bone cancer recipients, and the occasional, but common domestic dispute. I didn’t belong in any of those categories; I should’ve been safe at my age.



Death doesn’t wait, but I didn’t realize it was pursuing me, not yet.



I was headed into McCormack Hall, my graduate English, and my journalism classes were every Tuesday, and Thursday. I’d trekked half the distance from my not-too-distant Dorchester apartment. My car was beyond conventional resuscitation – mechanically speaking – so I was stuck taking public transportation. The red line to JFK/ UMass MBTA station was usual, but there were literally no shuttle buses waiting to help me finalize my morning commute to UMass. UMass was where my graduate English Literature degree was nearing completion. At twenty-six, I felt this was a stupendous accomplishment.



I was just excited to be done with all the mandatory classes, but I’d enjoyed the bulk of the graduate courses. Books held more knowledge – to me – than the professors, so I would prefer to make the books themselves my teachers. Autodidacticism was common for successful higher-education accomplishments; the professors seemed more interested in pursuing tenure, or research, than educating their students – if you asked me.



The echoing of clapping footfalls heralded my arrival. My heart was thrumming in my chest, but my continued gymnastics practice ensured my breathing was still even. I’d become a gymnastics coach for a local competitive high school, St Francis. After my final competitive years from eighteen until twenty-one; I’d hung up my leotard in favor of coaches’ wind breaker, and I completed the look with a whistle hung around my neck.



It had occurred to me that I might appear like one of the lesbian clich archetypes, but I couldn’t give one shit – I was a sports junkie, and gymnastics had enabled me throughout my life. Being an army brat was hard enough; add to that the fact that I was half-white, half Japanese, and you’d begin to see how passive-aggressive American culture was apt to shun me. While I had hazel eyes – like my father – I had slightly slanted eyes and just ever-so-slightly tanned Asian complexion. That was enough to heap me into the “other” category – people always did love lumping one another into neat little piles and social clusters. Mine was chosen for me, and I decided to focus on sports rather than play their social “reindeer games.”



The one “reindeer game” I’d submitted to was higher-learning, because I loved reading books as much as I loved gymnastics – that and life without a degree is supposed to be brutal in postmodern America – so I hear. Call me crazy, but I didn’t need any more reasons to feel cornered or
 justifiably
 isolated as a newly minted adult. Though, if you’d asked me that day, I would have insisted I’d been an adult for almost a decade.



Bless my deluded little heart!



“Geeze, watta ya doin’ soaked to the bone like that?!” Layla Kent exclaimed, and her thick Bostonian accent made the word bone sound like “Baw-oooo-nee.”



I’d moved here after my dad’s final posting. He had moved us across three continents, before retiring to New England. Having experienced English weather in London myself, I could confirm New England had some of the same miserable weather as the
 Old
 England. However, even with the cold, and slimy-feeling dampness; I liked Boston. And after I began to dry that morning, I would like the city much more, again.



The campus was mercifully heated, and I was only shivering mildly as I stood like a half-drown mixed breed whose comfortably affordable clothes were stuck to her slender body.



I missed Hawaii, but that had been more than a decade ago, back then. I didn’t feel so out-of-place surrounded by other brown or off-white peoples, but they still referred to me as a “haole,” or “mainlander.” Even still, I was ok with that, because the culture was slightly more relaxed in many ways; assuming you avoided tourists like the plague. Avoiding tourists proved to be the challenge in many of the cities I’d grown up in; all of which also included US military installations.



Boston didn’t irk me, but it was an adjustment from some of the more tropical regions I’d lived in. Being small meant I could get cold much easier than someone with natural insulation – so to speak. I’d been more than thrilled at my acceptance to UMass; meaning I didn’t have to start over in yet another new city just as I’d begun to settle down. Even as strained as our relationships were; I was happy to remain close to my family, all but my youngest elder sister who was studying at Oxford – on track to become an assistant professor in the next year or two. She’d given up on returning to America – so it appeared. 



I’d traded English cold, wet, winters for New English similarly cold and wet conditions. Honestly, the two places weren’t all that different climate-wise. However, if you listen to the populace for even a moment, the differences were legion.



“Somehow, all the shuttle busses were
 gone!”
 I snapped by way of explanation to Layla Kent, who surveyed my half-drowned look and shook her head.



“What happened to ya car?” (Imagine she added about four or five Hs to car and dropped the R; that would explain her pronunciation for those unacquainted with thick Bostonian.) I had nearly begged for human subtitles IRL, when I first arrived. I’d likewise felt similar in London; especially when talking to someone from the East End.



“It’s still in the shop. They don’t seem to be in any hurry to get it back to me.” I murmured bitterly, and Layla snorted derisively on my behalf.



“They’re just paddin’ on the bill. Take me down there and I’ll set ‘em straight!” She demanded in an even louder tone.



“They’ll just mistake you for my angry girlfriend; not my best friend.” I commented off the cuff and Layla rolled her eyes.



“Like that’s such a bad thing! Might even get us a discount. I’m willin’ to take one for the team; put on the full-court-lesbian-press show and give them grease monkeys a show they won’t forget!” Layla exclaimed loudly. I was blushing, wet, thawing, and gay pride tee-shirt aside; she was practically screaming her idea for the entire hallway to hear – which was crowded with last-minute arrivals. College was all about the last-minute arrival – pushing tardiness to its limits.



“As tempting as that all sounds; and what with you being a particularly vivacious and busty blonde, with pretty blue eyes; I would rather not end up part of some low-rent grease monkey filmed lesbian homemade porn video.” I said, almost shyly. I wasn’t
 that
 shy, usually speaking, but I also didn’t go around shouting “lesbian sex show” down every college corridor like a native Bostonian could or did.



I’d spent too many years trying to keep my head down and avoid reminding my family of my less than desirable – to them – sexual proclivities. They’d – all but my oldest sibling, my brother – shunned me since I was a tween. My mom walked in on me kissing a girl from my seventh-grade class, and not in any deniably heterosexual manner. Jenny Miller, even then I’d had a taste for blonde girls.



“What, you think
 anybody
 makes it out of their youth without ending up filmed mid-deed?” Layla asked me.



“I’m glad that I know you’re exaggerating. Even though it is rather easy to find yourself recorded on HD these days.”



“Well, amateur Porn Hub aside, let me go with ya to the mechanics. I’ll fix them boys right up. I can’t have my favorite gay friend commin’ down with a cold or worse.” She said in her usual loud tone of voice. If there was
 anyone
 in the general vicinity that didn’t already know I was a rainbow flag waving gay girl; they did after Layla was finished advertising aloud in rancorous volume.



I could’ve smacked her, but she didn’t mean any harm. You’d have to live in an extremely dense urban area to understand, but people tend to be extremely loud in large cities. I’ve had homeless people screaming at me as I passed them on the sides of the streets. I used to jump like a jack-in-the-box every time, but gradually became desensitized to most of Boston’s cacophony of competing noises – including those produced by my friends. Just not while she screamed aloud about my private predilections.



“I’m your only gay friend, that I know of. Now everyone in grad school knows it too.” I murmured to Layla in a conspiratorially conversational volume.



“Like they didn’t already! You’ve been up to your elbows in vagina at college parties plenty of times!” Layla advertised as if she were using a built-in bullhorn in place of usual vocal cords – I wouldn’t be too surprised if city dwellers had evolved to include such gadgets from the womb.



“Now everyone and their Insta following knows.” I murmured aloud in a mildly irritated tone. I had several guys and a few dozen girls staring at me now. I smiled back while blushing and gave one tall blonde girl a wink. She turned and began to power-walk towards her class – unless she was just diving into a random class to escape what she assumed to be my attempts at “conversion.” (Not that I believed conversion one way, or another was even possible.)



“I saw that! Don’t protest to me after I
 saw
 you wink at that girl!” Layla shouted and I sighed, then I began to walk towards my English class and Layla followed close behind me. My cheeks were still burning with embarrassment as I found an open seat and pulled out my laptop. Layla was mercifully quiet for the lecture.



***



The shuttle bus was at campus by the time my classes let out in the afternoon. School was just releasing for the high schools, which meant I might make it in time to be ten or fifteen minutes late for gymnastics practice if I hurried. There was a fulltime coach attached to the school, so she wouldn’t miss me for warm-ups. Though, I was sure I would get an ear full, and I did.



Coach Mathis growled at me, “You’re an employee of this school, Miss Takada-Daniels. It would serve you well to remember that and account for your time better in the future.” She lectured at me between her frequent usages of her whistle to signal the girls about various wind-sprints to help support and build further endurance. Most people – by high school age – who did gymnastics tended to retain their athletic physique year-round. There was no football player or wrestler’s mentality for gymnastics. Either your body was fully committed to the art, or you’re going to pull a groin muscle when you try to perform one of the many high or even mid-level techniques. Other sports could enjoy almost half a year of laziness; with a one- or two-month hellish practice routine to “catch up.” Not gymnastics.



Coach Mathis was getting over the hill at forty-two, so she needed an assistant coach like me; fresh off the college competition circuit; to help show complex maneuvers. What she lacked in flexibility and long-term stamina those days, she more than made up for with wisdom and craftsmanship. She had taught me many tiny things about my own posture, and my own execution, and I was just shy of a pro gymnast before I finished my bachelor’s degree.



She might’ve be snide, but I learned a lot from working with Coach Mathis, and I hoped the feeling was mutual. I could – after all – feel annoyed with someone berating and lecturing me, while still appreciating their expertise. I mean, I have some uber sexist professors from the dino-ages in my English program, and I have learned from them all! Even if all I learned was not to create dry, sleepy prose on the page and bore people to tears with useless details which served no purpose. (Except to make yourself seem smarter.)



By the time practice ended I was ready for bed, and I still had assignments to do. I was going to have to put on a pot of coffee, and possibly do some crunches – to get my heartrate back up. Anything that could be done to stave off sleep was likely on the docket that night. I dozed off a few times on the train, and that’s not advisable in a big city like Boston. Too many creepers looking to mess with you.



The short walk from my subway stop to my small Dorchester apartment was jarring. I was once again cold and wet, and the temperature had only plummeted with the absence of sunlight to check the New England winter and its winds. It was quickly decided that I needed to add a hot bath to my list of things to do – after I put on a pot of coffee. That way the coffee would be ready to pour by the time I dried off.



My door opened without my key, as I’d initially gripped it to ready the key in my purse. I felt a lump forming in my throat, and I pushed the door open even as I pulled out my phone and switched on the flashlight. I usually didn’t mind walking in the dark to the light switch, but color me paranoid at my door being unlocked. I was
 sure
 I’d locked it on my way out in the morning. A girl my age – any age really – should
 never
 let herself forget such a principal rule of survival in the urban jungle.



Between the cold, wet, and my nerves; I didn’t need a cup of coffee anymore. I shifted the light around as I walked down the short hallway. The journey which took less than five seconds felt much longer, and every breath seemed to be spaced over much greater gaps of time. My eyes darted wildly around the room as my flashlight shone around.



My heart stopped for a moment as a human-sized figure was suddenly bathed in light, where they’d been standing in the corner of my living room. I dropped my phone and I moved to the light switch and flipped the lights on as my phone hit the wood floor with a bang.



The brown-blonde haired intruder was three inches taller than me, and I could tell it was a woman, which put me at
 some
 ease, but she was still intruding, so my vigilance was elevated significantly.



“Who’s here?!” I demanded, trying to force as much authoritative tone as possible – channeling my inner Coach Mathis for a second. I could’ve sworn I heard the woman make a sound in her throat which was between a groan and an anguished cry.



“What are you doing in here? Do you
 want
 me to call the cops?!”



I stopped as her hair parted, and I got a good look at her face. She was ashen, and her features seemed more pronounced and her cheekbones a bit sharper looking, but it was Danielle, my ex-girlfriend.



I sagged in relief, because I wasn’t faced with an unknown person. I was just faced with a known person who’d dropped me after a year and went radio silent for six months.



“Danielle, what the hell are you playing at?! How the hell did you get in? I changed the locks last month; we had a series of break-ins.”



She made several eerie-sounding groans, and I felt my heart stagger a few times. I felt the hairs on my neck raised; that tell-tale warning of primeval danger which every human body knows to avoid – I was feeling
 that.



You might ask how I didn’t do the math. Well, simple, because a relatively new discovery that vampires lived amongst us – rather, unlived. In fact, most of them lived in the open, and they could walk in daylight – with heavy sunscreen, I was told.



Danielle’s mouth opened, and she made another longer groaning sound, and this time I
 saw
 the large canines. I felt like a mouse who was less than three feet from a hungry snake. She didn’t look like a snake, rather, she looked appealing; dangerously so. Danielle was a highly attractive twenty-seven-year-old girl before we’d broken up, and vampirism – which was obviously a new thing – had only enhanced her natural beauty.



For several moments my emotions, and my hormones waged war. I felt great floods of cold fear, then hot need shocking my body interchangeably. These two feelings waged war for my attention; all while I was trying to figure out how the hell to handle a
 real
 undead girl in my face.



“Um… what pretty teeth you have?” I said, and I formed it like it was a question, and she broke free from whatever spell had held her in place, and she moved towards me. I ran, turned, and I shot into the kitchen. I meant to go for a knife, but she tackled me just inside the threshold of the kitchen.



If I survived, I would remind myself I would have to note never to use that line again if I ever met another hungry, and feral, vampire. She slammed my head against the ground, and stars exploded in my vison. I felt her teeth as they haphazardly scratched across my slender lightly tanned neck, and I felt my heartrate double. It wasn’t a single clean bite, but like a slightly serrated blade being run roughly over flesh. I screamed, and I bucked as she began crushing me to the hardwood floor. I clawed with my nails, but I kept them trimmed for athletics, so they did very little.



In a more useful impulse, I thrust my head back hard, and slammed it against the side of her head. My vision swam for a moment, but then I managed to push off, and raise to my knees. Danielle was on my back, and her teeth raked over my neck again, ripping it open wider. I used my strong lower body to push up, and threw her, and my back against the stove.



Her teeth stabbed into my left shoulder, and I screamed again, and I moved forward, and then threw myself back again, and she dislodged in pain, as her back smashed against the sharp corner of the stove.



My heart was beating wildly, and I darted towards my drawers, and produced a four-inch knife and the blade buried into her chest as she collided with me. I wasn’t some seasoned vampire hunting expert – I had heard those existed but weren’t lawfully endorsed. Her eerie strength sent us tumbling end-over-end, and we rolled down the entrance hallway. Danielle growled and hissed, then she snapped at me, and I barely managed to move my bloody neck away from her snapping teeth. Her chest wound began to bleed and her blood was added to that of my own blanketing me across my face, neck, and torso.



She kept snapping and became more frantic by the moment. My vision was blurring and darkening entirely. My heart was slowing down, even as I fought to muster my strength – to fight against Thanatos encroaching.



I kept pushing, and jabbing with the blade which was barely larger than a steak knife. I was athletic, but I had never had any reason to stab anyone before, so I didn’t know how to aim for her vital organs – which in a vampire’s case was the heart or the head – I would learn later.



She snapped at my neck again and I managed to blindly strike into her chest, and this time she fell forward like her “strings” had been severed with the knife blow. I felt colder, even as hot lifeblood bathed me. I couldn’t feel any heat anymore, and my vision was narrowed as if looking through a straw.



There was no strength left in my body to even move her; much less find my dropped phone and call an ambulance. Blood rushed out of my neck at a steady rate, and I was shocked at how long it took me to slowly, but inevitably shut down. Every moment was one last-ditch effort to survive, and all I could think was about all I’d missed; all I’d yet to accomplish with my life.



What pissed me off in the final embers of my life’s light, was my death would become a statistic. Especially since vampires are newly revealed to the world; a not-ugly young woman having her throat ripped out in her apartment would rate a statistic.



Blood filled my remaining vision, and her head sagged against my body. I could barely feel the heat of my final tears running down my right cheek as I lay dying.



The final breath was painful, and I was almost relieved when my vision faded completely, and numbness like a void engulfed me. My regrets were consumed by the sheer painful moments of my death throes. That was a minor mercy from my point of view then. At least I didn’t have to feel ashamed for giving up and letting go.



My final thought was to ponder where a half-Buddhist, Half-Irish Catholic mixed-raced American girl would go once she died. I wasn’t very spiritual personally, so that was a strange, and chilling final question posed soundlessly inside my fading mind.























































































Two:



Power tools were in the afterlife, I decided, before I’d even opened my eyes. I heard a tell-tale sound of an electric handsaw close by – close enough to unnerve me as I sat up. What I saw when I sat up didn’t even make sense for five very painful and long seconds.



A large handsaw whined wildly and it groaned and protested as it sliced through something my mind refused to identify. Which made me turn and relieve whatever contents remained in my belly. Everyone – that I could think of – had seen such faked scenes on TV, watching crime or mystery types of shows. Everyone in this post-modern world had been desensitized to the sight of a dead body vivisected. However, it’s extremely different in person. The sights, and the copious smells assault your eyes, as they did mine. That’s to say nothing about the grinding and grading of bone as the madman – which I was too terrified to label as a coroner – was hacking up as he listened to his iPhone ear buds – humming “Barbie Girl.” His strange and archaic choice of music was far from the most distressing thing about him; seeing as he turned and the whirling, gory saw was raised before him as if he were a horror icon personified.



I Jumped up and tumbled to the floor. My roll carried me half-way across the room, and I shot up. My state of nakedness didn’t matter. “Survival first, nakedness later,“ so my brain told me.



“Hey, you’re finally awake!” Chirped the shocked morgue doctor – at least I presumed he was a doctor. If matters seemed as if they couldn’t get any worse, he moved with an inhuman speed – bone saw still rotating in his hand, spinning and dislodging bits of blood and bone in all directions. He looked like he was only missing the human Leatherface mask, to cap off the horrifying psychotic killer ensemble.



I backpedaled into the corner, and I flung – without realizing or thinking about what I was doing – the large metal rolling gurney which was in front of me. I was sure it weighed over one-hundred-fifty-pounds, but I tossed it one-handed at the saw wielding lunatic. The man yelped and crashed backwards into the door.



“Damn, you’re strong!” He exclaimed and he pushed the overturned gurney off and away from himself and remembered to switch off the bone saw. I relaxed incrementally as the bone saw stopped rotating. Fear slowly began to disperse in me, and I felt a slow pounding in my chest, but it was far from the normal pulse I’d experienced my entire life – up until death. I counted thirty-one-beats-per-minute. That pule rate was taken when I was extremely excited, but I was not yet calm, not by any stretch or leap of the imagination. Nonetheless, my pulse rapidly diminished to almost half the rate I’d counted just after flinging the gurney.



“Stay back!” I snapped, and I staggered back a few paces. I was cold, naked, and this lunatic had a full view of everything I possessed – more than any man in my life could’ve said. I was
 understandably
 guarded, afraid, and honestly confused to be standing and semi-alive; or at least something adjacent to living.



Grey, cold, countertops held seven visible dead bodies, most covered with white sheets. There was also a body bag which had a right hand protruding from it, half-zipped. Across the right cady-corner was an office desk, and an aging PC with an old flatscreen monitor which looked over a decade out of dateouA cross on the left side walls of the room were many neat rows of metallic drawers – some open. I’d only begun to take in the room, the full magnitude of a real morgue. I’d never had any reason to visit one before – much less end up on a cold slab of the dead.



The room was chilly, I could
 feel
 the cold, but even stark naked; it didn’t affect me as much as it should have. That was something I began to notice, and incrementally, I was starting to hear, smell, feel things around me. For instance, I could
 smell
 a strange spicy scent coming from the only warm being – including myself – in the room. He eyed me, his body posture had gone slack, and he stopped moving now that he had me pinned inside the room like a wild animal caught in a snare. I couldn’t get out, except through
 him.



Beyond the door I could smell things, appealing things, things which were warm, and smelled richer than the freaky morgue doctor in his red-stained lab coat like some modern-day
 Doctor Frankenstein
 .



Something outside smelled like food; like the juiciest rare steak I’d ever smelt or tasted in my life. I felt my mouth watering, and my bottom lip was poked by my canines. That caused a pause in the hunger surging inside me, the ravenous need which I recognized as a need to slate thirst and starvation all at once; rolled into one feeling of intense need. This shocking sensation was startled from my focus for a moment as I accidentally stabbed my lip with my teeth – which wasn’t possible. I’d never had larger than normal teeth, so they shouldn’t have split my lip, nor should my teeth be sharp-enough to easily stab through my lip.



A single dark drop of blood hit the floor at my feet, and I felt it, smelt the change in the air – subtle as it was. I realized that the spicy smell I detected from the strange morgue doctor was twice as potent on me, emanating from the tiny prick of a wound – which sealed itself mysteriously after I licked it twice.



My heart rate began to increase steadily as I felt fear rush through me.



“Just calm down there, pet…” The man said in a creepy and almost accent-less-sounding tone of voice. I couldn’t tell where he’d come from. This from an army brat who lived on three continents.



“Who… what…” I stammered, and he carefully held up his palms in a universally nonthreatening gesture.



“Please, if you’ll permit me; I will get you some clothes I had stored for you. I just can’t permit you to walk out that door until you understand just how dangerous you are to the public.” He implored me with a sincerity which I didn’t often see in a man’s eyes – usually I just saw despicable lust and objectification. His eyes didn’t hover over any particular portion of my anatomy; he just looked me directly in my eyes.



There is a lot to be said about a male who looks you in the eyes; it’s more honest – unless they are being intentionally deceitful – which I’d yet to rule out entirely.



“How am I alive? What’s wrong with my heart?” I began, and the questions bubbled up; I forgot about my slightly chilly, hard nipple situation. My plethora of understandable fearful observations bubbled up in the form of queries to my mad-doctor-looking audience.



“I can only do one thing at a time. I can either get you the clothes I took from your apartment, or I can stand here and try not to notice you’re attractive
 and
 naked. Which of these two options interest you most?” He asked in a syrupy tone, and he cracked a sly grin. I felt some heat infusing my cheeks, but not as much as I normally would’ve felt if I blushed – I was often a blusher, if that had escaped you up until this point.



He waited patiently for my answer and His eyes studied the ceiling. It was yellowed with discoloration, and one of the large industrial lights was dimming.



“Go get the clothes.” I murmured aloud, and he nodded and gave me a wink which was as sly as the smirk still plastered to his features.



“Sure thing, but please, don’t try to go anywhere. I don’t want to be responsible for some human getting their throat ripped out; as you experienced pre-human death.” He commented, and I felt a chill worse than anything in the morgue run down my spine. My memories began to flood back to me. Memories of my ex-girlfriend with enormous and sharp fangs. I remembered her ripping through my neck, savaging me, and then I saw her eyes widened as my knife accidentally plunged through her heart – where she lay dead across me as she bled on me, and into me – where I lay dying a mortal death.



Danielle had ghosted me – so I thought – for six entire months. However, looking in hindsight, I was able to see that it was likely she ghosted me after becoming a vampire. She had been scared of the very thing which inevitably happened – with a slight twist ending. I couldn’t verify this as hard fact, of course, but I was relatively certain, because Danielle had been very committed to our relationship before her mysterious absence. The papers hadn’t started reporting vampire obituaries until a few months ago, so I had no way of knowing via media.



Another chill ran the length of my spine as I realized the Boston Herold had to have run an undeath obituary for me too. Now everyone, and everything from my human life was forbidden to me. It wasn’t a hard rule or even a law, but no human in this brand-new discovery of vampires in their midst was keen to gamble their throats with the undead populace. In that same thought, it now meant I was out of a job, and out of my degree. School was out of the question. The one current agreement vampires had to accept was that they couldn’t attend any school at any level until humans were sure they could guarantee safe integration. Colleges were off limits because the government was worried starry-eyed late teens would get themselves killed in vampiric sexual encounters. Give my situation, I couldn’t rightly disagree or dismiss their concerns.



That didn’t take the sting or the fear of uncertainty out of my loss of my hard earned masters degree or my steady income.



I would have to sign up for an undeath stipend. That meant dealing with other vampires and finding out where – if anywhere – I belonged in their world…
 my
 world.



I knew very little about the groups which governed the undead of Boston or the world for that matter. All I had heard was that undead stipends existed, and they could be obtained. There were some all-night types of jobs which catered to the undead, but such gigs were hard to find, and many newbie vamps on social media claimed they had to resort to Fiverr, or other such gig type jobs to irk out some semblance of a living. All of this was practically filtered out before because I didn’t care. I was practically asleep as far as the discovery of vampires was concerned. I had no reason to care, until one had her teeth in my neck, of course.



Before that moment, I hadn’t really cared too much that a vampire was discovered during a news coverage of a New York train derailment accident; where he had been the only survivor – such as he was. He was on camera, live on camera for hundreds of millions – if not a billion or more – people to see in real-time. There was no putting that genie back in the bottle.



Later that week, a small group of vampire “elders” (one of them little more than a mid-teen appearance wise) held a press conference to officially reveal themselves to the world, and to America in particular, because that was where ground zero of V Day had been. They tried to show good will by talking about the histories of the vampire clans which lived in harmony with the humans – one such clan mistakenly opened their doors to humans and suicide bombers completely annihilated everything with a pulse – fast or slow – within the massive clan community structure. This, of course, caused all others to move locations, and to be far more guarded with their information – even to the government. (You can imagine how well that played with the CIA, NSA, FBI, and even the DEA.)



Since the bombing, there had been a collective breath being held in the US – the world at large as well. Vampires claimed they didn’t turn humans often, but such instances of turning happened; the local and national news sources began to “dutifully” report such undeath obituaries a few months back. Given the bloody massacre state of my apartment, I was unquestionably on the undeath obituaries list now… I was the newest target for right-wing extremists and paramilitary groups who’d until recently, focused on race hatred and conservative political propaganda: now focused on vampires, on
 me.
 (They weren’t really all that far from me before, but I’d lived relatively sheltered beneath the roof of a US Army Sargent. Never let it be said Neo Nazis were brave creatures.)



“Here, I gathered most of your clothes for you, since I knew they’d never let you back into your flat.” The morgue doctor informed me, and he had two black body bags under each arm. I almost felt sick, again.



“Body bags?” I asked in an uneasy tone and his grey eyes were suddenly wider and he sat the bags down on the old, cream-colored tiled floor. I’d been so busy trying not to be chopped up (so I thought at the time) that I hadn’t even taken in his appearance properly. He was dark red headed, with ashen grey eyes, and he was about six foot tall. By straight, bi, or pansexual standards; he was a handsome man. I was sure his look was disarming when he wasn’t caught mid autopsy.



“Sorry, but I had to improvise with what I had on hand. You’re lucky I managed to get you out of there as well. Some Feebie goons tried to swoop in and steal your body – since they had a better than average chance of you turning vampire. It was all I could do to get you, and some of your things removed and into Clan Mac Gearailt custody.” He said in a hasty explanation. I could hear an accent for a moment, as he pronounced the words – which sounded Gaelic in origin.



“You’re either Scottish or Irish.” I blurted aloud in some mental parry to distract myself from the insanity of my situation.



“You had it right the second time, not take the sodding clothes. You’re not at all aware how damn hard it is for a man – even one who works with the dead – to
 not
 look at you.” He said, and his accent crept in more, having been named as Irish.



“Right…” I accepted the bags which he picked back up and handed over readily.



I hid as best I could behind his old oak desk and began to fish through the two bags of my now rumpled, and wrinkled clothes. I felt like I truly arrived back as “civilized” when I had a pair of plain white panties on.



“What’s your name? I mean, you’ve seen every inch of me, and I don’t even know what to call you.” I asked, and I left out the bit about calling him
 Leatherface
 in my mind. It was the first time I’d realized that even a vampire – which was what I was – deserved some dignity and respect. That his slow pulse didn’t make him beyond consideration for respect or decency. Which meant I couldn’t just keep blindly heaping accusations and insults on the morgue doctor.



“It’s James Fitzgerald, but most call me Jamie.” He said, and I quickly added, “Not Fitz?” Jamie snorted, and said, “Not Fitz, never Fitz. It’s a bit too over-wrought for my taste. You can’t spit without hitting a Fitz, Mack, or Pat, in Dublin or Belfast. Depending on which Irish country you’re residing in.”



“What is this Clan Mac… um….” I sputtered, trying to remember the pronunciation.



“Mac Gearailt, Clan Mac Gearailt.” Jamie said in a neutral-sounding tone. I noticed his accent had evaporated again. It was so instinctive that he didn’t seem to realize he was actively correcting his accent to sound “American.” However, it just sounded like English stripped of any regional slang or dialect. I doubt many people in New England paid him two seconds though, because only people who traveled around the English-speaking world would become nuanced-enough to notice such accent discrepancies. (We were the only ones who’d care to notice.)



“Right Clan Mac Gearailt, what do they want with me?” I asked, and I managed – mostly – to keep my fear out of my voice.



“Well, you’re a danger and you’re
 in danger.”
 I heard a crisp mildly Irish-lilted feminine voice say from the door. I hadn’t even heard it open, and I was already growing more accustomed to hearing things down the hall. I jumped, my old US Army hunter green tee shirt on, but my comfy jeans were only half-way up my legs, and I plopped backwards on my rear. I made a pained grunting sound.



“Oh… that still hurts!” I yipped aloud in amazement.



“Of course, it did. You’re undead, not dead. You still feel everything and landing directly on your tail bone’s no laughing matter.” Jamie said, and he smiled slyly and looked towards the door.



“I made a funny.” He announced.



“Not so much, if you feel compelled to announce it to the world.” The woman said in an irritable tone. I finished pulling my pants up, then I stood. My breath hung suspended in my lungs as I locked eyes with her. She had strawberry-blonde hair, hauntingly silver eyes, and a slim oval head. Her beautiful Celtic features were slim and symmetrical. Her lips were full, and her lashes were long. She blinked and her flapping lips were inviting me. She was almost as tall as Jamie, about five-ten.



“Jade, let me introduce Miss Kacey Takada-Daniels.” Jamie said, and he spoke with a casual-sounding tone, but I had the distinct impression this woman – this vampire woman – Jade, was accustomed to being spoken to with great difference.



“You two almost look related.” I blurted aloud my observation. Jade’s eyes widened fractionally, which seemed a great accomplishment on my part.



“This one’s not just another pretty undead face, I see. We’re fraternal twins. Not identical, but the resemblance is still uncanny. I am Jade Fitzgerald, the Sub-Master of House Mac Gearailt. This one here is one of our doctors, not simply a morgue ghoul. As you already guessed, also my brother.” She said in a firm tone.



“Oye, don’t call me a bloody morgue ghoul!” Jamie complained, and Jade looked at him with what could only be described as indifference. She didn’t appear as if she expressed her emotions. She had a deadpan expression etched into her beautiful features; except for the one moment her expression slipped when I instantly guessed their blood connection correct.



“You were sawing into a breastbone as she rose from the dead. That’s the personification of
 morgue ghoul,
 if you asked me.” Jade murmured aloud.



“No one
 asked you,
 Jade!” Jamie snapped in retort.



“How long were you standing outside?” I asked, and I felt another chill run down my spine. She turned her deadpan look back on me, her silver eyes flashed and glowed momentarily – chilling me yet further. I could feel a tangible power about her. She felt like raw electricity jumping around in my proximity. Her power was oppressive, and I could smell it, taste it,
 felt
 it like a weight pressing on me. I’d never imagined vampires could do so many things without moving, or invoking whatever magic they might possess.



“Long enough to assess your threat level to the public, type-one.” She said, and Jamie interrupted her again, “Don’t
 call her that!”
 He admonished his twin, and she spared him a withering expression, but it passed quickly enough.



“I’ve been called worse; I can assure you. Many of my mother’s rich Japanese family call me mongrel even when trying to be kind.” I announced and I held myself to my full height – such as it was – to show how proud I was of myself. No one could take my self-respect, or my dignity, even in undeath.



“You seem to be less ravenous than the one who turned you.” She observed, and I frowned and shrugged.



“I am hungry,
 really
 hungry, but I’m used to going without. My dad used to throw us out into the wilderness and do survival training. I have gone days without eating anything before.” I announced proudly.



“She says all of that like it’s normal, and not child-abuse.” Jamie murmured in a conspiratorial tone to his sister. She nodded slightly.



“You do know I have great hearing, right?” I asked rhetorically.



“Forgive him. He isn’t accustomed to dealing with type-ones. Most newly turned type-twos are little more than confused, hungry, and disabled with the agony of transition. They usually can’t hear boo even if you talk at high room volume. Your transition was completed in your chrysalis-like sleep.” Jade explained.



“Um, sure, whatever that means. Not to call attention back to my needs or anything, but can a girl get something to eat or drink?” I asked, interrupting her.



“Thought you were a super commando; capable of weeks of food ration deprivation?” Jamie sniggered, and I raised my right middle finger in response.



“I seem to recall a certain morgue ghoul calling it child abuse.” I threw his own words back in his face.



“Jamie, feed her, for chaos’ sake.” Jade snapped at her brother, and he huffed, then rolled his eyes before turning and prancing towards one of the enormous walk-in coolers.



“Lucky you’re in a morgue. Not that I usually hand out blood to newbie vamps, but feeding a type-one is top priority.” He murmured, and Jade studied me silently.



“You might want to buy a girl dinner with the looks you’re giving her.” I quipped at Jade, and she frowned slightly, then comprehension dawned a moment later.



“I see, so you’re not straight.” She blurted, and I huffed and said, “I died in a Queer Lives Matter tee shirt. I
 wounder
 just how straight a girl wearing one of those would tend to be!” I exclaimed, and Jamie chuckled from inside one of his large coolers.



“She’s got you there, sis.” His voice echoed inside the large metal room.



“Just get the blood you ghoul.” Jade replied to her brother.



“This is blatant sibling abuse, and I won’t stand for it!” He murmured aloud.



“Want to try it on with me little man? You’ve never managed to win a fight in two hundred years.” She announced.



“You know, I’m glad she’s gay, because being emasculated in front of a straight girl would sting more.” Jamie murmured bitterly. Jade shrugged.



“You’ll heal, you always heal.”



“Yeah, even when you impaled me on an iron fence.” He grumbled as he walked towards me with a large red baggie. I felt a mix of emotions; disgust, and burning, ravenous, hunger waged war.



I rushed to him, snatching the blood and Jamie hooped back three steps. His agility was as startling as the speed I’d rushed him and taken the blood bag.



“She’s not a weak one, is she?” He assessed aloud to Jade.



“No, not a weak one, which is more troubling, given she’s a type-one.” Jade replied.



I was caught in the almost-berserker-like trance of ripping into the blood bag, and I gulped the thick dark contents greedily. The aching, and the pains began to dull the more I sucked down the thick liquid sustenance. My mind sharpened, clearing the fog which I’d not realized was hindering me so heavily. My hearing, sight, and my smell all sharpened further than they already were. I could hear everyone inside the large Boston medical examiner’s offices.



I could even hear Jade and Jamie’s heartbeats, which were faster than mine, but much slower than the large number of humans in the building.



I soon realized being a “type-one” meant I wasn’t like them – I was some different breed of monster. That realization scared me almost as much as the thirst, which was still lingering in the shadows, in my periphery.




 
  















   









 















 







 





































Three:



Jade nearly dug her nails into my beck as we walked out the back entrance of the morgue.



“Don’t even think about it!” She growled lowly in a tone only I could hear as she dug her nails into my shoulder and upper back muscles. I smelt people, and my mouth was watering shamelessly. I kept trying to
 follow
 the delectable scents, but Jade was there as if we were tethered together.



My throat dried, even as I salivated and I
 wanted them,
 the humans. I felt paralyzed by the thirst, and I could hardly function, but to be jarred back to reality by Jade’s painful grasp. My rigid lifetime of control wasn’t enough alone. Jade’s grip kept what remained of my sanity in place as if she were anchoring it metaphysically along with leashing my movements.



I snapped at a nun in full dress, causing her to jump in place, then run away. Jade yanked me back harshly, and her nails bit into flesh beneath my shirt.



“Is this all the control the Army, and your upbringing in a Sargent’s house has given you? You may as well let me lead you to the closest graveyard and let me decapitate you swiftly; before you fuck up and bury yourself in blood. Let me tell you; most of your kind don’t get stabbed to death with kitchen knives. They slaughter villages.” Jade hissed in my ear, and her warmth was both calming and erotic at once. Not that her talk of decapitation or massacre was an aphrodisiac – it shouldn’t have been.



Blood was all I could think about, blood and sex. I would later hear it described as “the two Fs of life. Feeding and fucking.” I know that sounds crass as hell, but that’s about what my entire mind; my life – un-life – experience seemed to be boiled down to at the time. All I could think about was penetrating flesh with fangs and being penetrated by a woman with nimble fingers or a large toy – possibly both – as I fed off her. My mind was like one bloody porno spinning round, and round.



Jade stabbed her fingers into my wounded left shoulder and spoke against my right ear. “You keep walking and control your mouth. Your fangs are way too visible.” She admonished me, and I forced my mouth shut, but I’d yet to stop drooling. Let’s just agree that I wasn’t anyone’s idea of a hot date that night. It didn’t take me even a block of travel on the cold and still wet streets of Boston to realize how Danielle had so easily ripped into me. I could relate now, and I was literally seeing the world through her eyes – walking in her shoes. What kept me in relative restraint, besides Jade, was the memory of what I’d had to do to Danielle to survive – if this was in fact survival.



Danielle had also been surviving. I could even believe that somewhere in the delusions of her thirst she thought she was wooing me with vampiric eroticism. She had not lived long enough to learn control or how to woo postmortem, but I doubted – and still doubt – she knew that in my apartment that night. I believe she was genuinely trying to bring me back into her life, but her violent thirst overtook and overrode her rationale. This has been speculative because she was gone before I even woke up after death. I’d never get to see her or speak to her again. All that was Danielle, all that had been her awesomeness, was lost to the universe forever. This thought depressed me as it crushed my mind on my walk with Jade. I didn’t even know where we were going. She led me to a large black Mecedes SUV, and she opened the passenger door for me, and firmly pushed me into the seat. Before I realized what she had done, she clapped two metallic restraints on the seat around my wrists.



“This is a siring transport.” She explained, and she gave me another of her inscrutable looks; confirming I wasn’t going anywhere.



“Where are you taking me?” I demanded and I was sure she could hear the terror in my voice.



“Not to the graveyard, not tonight. You made a whole three blocks without biting anyone. I’d call that a successful first stroll. Keep this up and you will earn back your freedom in no time, but transgress on my watch, and I will end you.” She said firmly, and I felt cold to my core and my marrow. Jade’s promises of death seemed a lot more terrifying to me than the death I lived through at Danielle’s hands. She was sloppy, young, and eventually overpowered. Jade was over two hundred – if she wasn’t lying – and I doubted she ever did anything half-assed. More importantly, I was sure she’d wrangled many newly turned vampires before me – likely having dispatched some of them inevitably. She was like my own personal Thanatos, and I’d killed my Eros just to survive to meet her. Ther irony wasn’t lost on me after the fact, but in the moment nearly everything which wasn’t blood related was drowned out.



There was a scream in my head, loud, and deafening. The scream was “Blood!” One word pounded with my pulse, as if accentuating the point further.



Blood!



The one word droned inside my mind, and ground with my large fangs. I didn’t even realize I was struggling against the restraints until Jade slammed her door and studied my sullen defiance. I barely had the presence of mind to stop struggling under her scrutiny. There was a sense like a looming sword over my head; like she would kill me at the least provocation.



If I wasn’t so terrified for my un-life, I’d have found her gloriously sexy. As it stood, I was something called a type-one, and I’d experienced just how rabid my breed could be firsthand. What scared me even more than any fear of impending doom was the knowledge that I could and would kill at the first change. I craved blood, more blood than any willing human could safely donate. The thought of sating myself, bathing in pools of hot life blood kept me salivating. I managed to wrangle the outward appearance of calm and civility for the sake of my survival, but I couldn’t banish the darkness inside my thirsty heart.



The truth was, I was still lost in the darkness of my thirst. I couldn’t truly find myself, my sanity, or my former human personality. The only part of who I was which seemed untouched was my desire to love and be loved by women. This desire also turned to a craving for blood. The thought of entering a woman manually was now accompanied by entering her neck with my fangs. Eroticism was intermingled with certain death – mortal death. I’d never appreciated the reason for such decaying base scents mixed with spice and citrus in perfumes before – never embraced the beauty of death in passion, and in taste. My thirst revealed this revelation to me. My body burned, and my throat dried. I felt wanton, and ravenous simultaneously.



Was this what Danielle felt?
 I asked myself. The question lent some aid to my sanity, driving back the hunger for minutes at a time. I was gradually able to take notice of the changing landscape. We were outside Boston city limits now and entering a suburban residential area.



The gothic town hall of Wellesley stood out even in my addled state of mind. The city limits had given way to greenery, but a railway connected Wellesley to Boston City by a short train ride.



Wellesley was also home to two colleges, one the famous Wellesley University. The shops were cute-looking, most tiny-looking buildings all tucked together down the main strip of the college suburban town.



We passed Temple Beth Elohim, one of two local Jewish institutions. We kept driving, even past the estates.



“Where are you taking me?” I asked, and we were further from the concrete jungle than I’d been in a few years. I’d only taken a few day trips to Wellesley before. Though I liked the area, I’d become more of an inner-city girl over the years, ever since my stint in London.



“You’ll see soon enough. It should go without having to say, but you aren’t permitted to disclose this location to humans. They are too likely to blow us up or just try to stake us in mass.” Jade murmured.



“You sound like you have some experience with that.” I observed aloud, and she gave me a hardened look, which gave me mixed feelings inside my body.



“I’ve lived two-hundred-and-thirty-one years. I know what it’s like to be driven from my home by torch bearing Christian zealots.” She said bitterly in an even tone. Her silver eyes flashed with far-away recollection.



“Was this back in Ireland?” I asked, and Jade growled in her throat, a deep and feral-sounding noise.



“You dare speak to me of my lost home?!” She snarled at me, and her Irish accent flared to life as a phenix rising from its own ashes.



“Sorry… I just wondered. You and Jamie, you both seem to instinctively cover up your roots. Even in your speech. I couldn’t help but notice.” I explained to her in a desperate bid for peace.



“I’m surprised you can focus on anything other than maiming and killing to get to the red stuff right now, kid.” She snapped at me.



“Hey, I’m twenty-six! I am
 not
 anyone’s kid; except my parents, obviously.” I retorted, and Jade growled in the back of her throat, but her eyes showed sullen contemplation.



“Whatever you say.” She sighed, and that seemed as close to a “sorry” as I could expect from Jade.



“If you’re so keen to kill me, then why bring me to your home – I presume it’s your home.” I blurted out, clearly, I’d not had enough abuse for one night.



“It’s our
 community,
 and my clan drew the short straw. You see, we each take turns adopting the sire-less turned vampires. Usually, you’d go to the home of your sire, whichever clan that might be or unclanned, if the sire is an independent master. In your case, you killed your sire – an understandable bid for self-defense.”



“Yeah, it wasn’t like I wanted to kill Danielle. Not too long ago I loved her. I though I might even marry her.” I said, and I felt the war with my thirst rising to a fever pitch inside my body once again.



“In many ways you’re lucky you were turned in the process. You see, we would’ve hunted you down and drained you if you’d remained a human. We don’t abide humans killing our kind.” Jade murmured to me, and I shivered.



“You can’t possibly think it’s justifiable to kill someone who defends themselves!” I yelled at Jade, and I growled. My arms bucked and clanked in the reinforced restraints pinning my arms to the sides of my seat.



“Don’t you dare judge me. You don’t yet know how hard life is. You haven’t survived enough yet; not nearly enough to judge anything I have done.” Jade growled, and I scoffed, but turned my head and looked out the window.



“I don’t remember this being out here…” I murmured absently as we pulled off the road and stopped at the massive wrought iron gates of a sixteen-hundred’s era gothic Castle or Keep complete with its own flourishing community bustling in the moonlight.



“You wouldn’t remember it, because humans can’t see Castle Fitzgerald. Mac Gearailt translates to the modern Fitzgerald; in case you were wondering. Some of us didn’t see the need to translate obvious Gaelic, but it wasn’t obvious enough for the newer vampires born or turned on these shores.”



Her statement shocked me out of my blood addled state. “Vampires can be
 born?!”
 I asked sounding almost incredulous, and Jade rolled her eyes and murmured, “Many of us purebloods are born vampires. We don’t frequently turn anyone. Fertility was more of a problem with the type-ones, but we type-twos have children regularly.” Jade stated, brimming with pride in her species.



I was alive, which was good – if you didn’t mind the wanting to rip throats out part – however, I was beginning to feel like I’d acquired the “booby prize” as the old-timers would say. (Old timers which were like children to Jade…) With every explanation, she hammered home the differences between the two distinct vampire types. All I could ask my self was, “
 How did I get so damn unlucky?”



Even our complexions were obviously different. I was more sheet white – strange given I was mixed – and Jade had a slight sun kissed tan to her otherwise pasty Irish complexion. You could tell just by looking at her that she got out in the sun and soaked up her vitamin D (assuming vampires needed or even wanted vitamin D) on a regular basis.



The thirst interrupted both my awe of the castle, and my introspection about type ones versus type twos. I doubled over as my stomach felt like it was cannibalizing itself.



“You’ll feel better. Your survival instincts are overwriting your actual metabolism. You see, when you’re first turned, you become ravenous, and you can and will gorge yourself on blood if given the opportunity. The reality is that both species of vampire require only about a few ounces of blood a day to sustain themselves, and both species can and do eat normal human foods to supplement this appetite. The problem is, your body is still adapting to its new physiology, so you’re constantly being struck with hunger pains, and a wild thirst which won’t relent until you gorge yourself. Then you’re rendered sane, and splattered in human remains; sanity is usually fragmented from that point forward.” Jade lectured me, and I could barely hear her over the roaring sounds inside my body.



“I’m dying!” I exclaimed, and Jade shook her head.



“I’ve seen this a thousand times. You’re not dying, and you won’t die from lack of food. There will come a time when you could go days without feeding and barely notice it, if you notice at all. However, with type-ones, the thirst is much more intense. Even once you mature into a proper sane vampire you will require more blood than any type two.” She continued to lecture me. Even as I rocked forwards, and into as much of a crouch as my pinned arms allowed.



“You sound so disdainful when you say type-one.” I moaned out with great pain.



“No, we are above petty human concepts of racism or nationalism. Watch, once you enter Castle Fitzgerald, you will notice that no one even pays any mind to your mixed heritage. They may ask your lineage out of curiosity, but no one in our world cares about color or creed!” Jade growled in aggravation at my accusation.



“Sounds like utopia, if you’re a type-two.” I murmured sassily. Jade growled again, but she didn’t hit me, even though she looked like she wanted to.



We pulled up to the large turret-like watchman’s gatehouse and Jade rolled down her window. The guard was so white his skin almost looked grey. His eyes widened at the sight of Jade. She made a flicking motion with her wrist at the gate.



“We’re expected. This is our newest adoptive member, Kacey Takada-Daniels.” Jade said in a taciturn explanation to the guard. He hopped up and began to operate the gates by whatever mechanical controls were outside my view.



“Yes ma’am, welcome home ma’am! And, of course, welcome mis Takada-Daniels.” He said, and I couldn’t help but note he referred to me almost as an after-thought. His attention was fully fixed on Jade, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if he hung his tongue out and began to pant contentedly at her; his behavior was so worshipful it bordered on doggie love.



The SUV began to roll again without any further preamble, and Jade rolled up her window.



The large castle courtyard was filled with people trading goods at many old vendor-like stalls, but no money appeared to change hands. In the right-back corner of the visible space I saw men and women following a large, scarred man in drills, each holding a sword of some type – many chose katanas, but I also saw rapiers, a gladius or two, and a few Celtic or English broadswords. The man leading the drills was dressed like a drill instructor, but most of the women were wearing yoga pants and snug-fit undershirts or even a few halter tops. These ladies shamed the richest and most glamorous movie stars in Hollywood; they did so in a semi-bedraggled state of sword training.



“How do you hide all this from the humans? Do you, vampires I mean, practice some type of magic?” I asked, unable to hold my curiosity; despite the constant pain shooting out from my stomach.



“Magic is simply the ignorant person’s inability to explain physics and hyper-physics.” Jade barked at me.



“Hyper-physics? Is that something like quantum physics?” I asked, ever the eager little beaver to learn, pain aside.



“You’re too new to appreciate any explanation. Let’s just say that our species, both of them, are more evolved than mortal humans. We understand the true physics of the world a lot better, as do other evolved species.” Jade said in a semi-impatient-sounding tone.



“There’s more than vampires?!” I exclaimed, and I groaned in pain immediately as my stomach roared angrily. I felt like someone was twisting a blade in my guts. It was hard to imagine how all the groaning, cramping, and twisting internally wasn’t causing some type of organ damage.



“We’ll leave that for another day. You just worry about not ripping up humans. That’s your only job for the foreseeable future, Kacey.” She said, and I felt mildly bashful hearing my given name roll off her tongue. It sounded different when not accompanied by my full name in a hasty introduction.



“Right, no ripping out throats.” I said dutifully.



“Or any other part of the human anatomy for that matter.” Jade elaborated, and we pulled into an underground parking structure hidden on the side of the Castle. The large grey stone building was complete with spires, over a dozen gargoyles, and freshly renovated black roofing. The design came from the late Middle Ages, if I had to guess, but the hidden electronic ramp which descended into the underground parking structure made it clear the castle was fully digitalized and modern – whatever outward appearance may seem.



“Right, and hyper-physics…” I murmured, still unable to wrap my mind around that -= seemingly – ludicrous term. However, Jade didn’t seem so amused.



“You will sound like a mortal for a few decades yet. The rest of us will just have to endure this ignorance.” She sighed, resigning herself then amended, “That’s if you survive that long.”



Another comforting bit of dialogue with the hot, if also bitchy, vampiress. (That was my sarcastic voice in case anyone reading this thought I was being earnest. Just to clarify myself.)



You know what, I was actually terrified when all the light faded as we plunged into the depths of the second parking level. I – the type-one vampire who’d just killed her ex-turned vampire – was freaked out to be in the dark with Jade, the type-two vampire. However, in my defense, Jade made fear come naturally as breathing. (I guess I should strike out “natural” in fav or of “unnatural, given my undead status.)



“What the heck are you doing over there? You sound like you’re practicing Lamaze.” Jade demanded in a snappish-sounding tone. I jerked hard against the restraints, but this time out of fear. I couldn’t see what she was doing, and it hadn’t occurred to me to
 try
 to open my eyes in the darkness. That stupefying discovery was about to arrive moments later.



“Why are you damn eyes closed?! Geeze, what do I look like, a Judas goat leading you to the slaughter?!” she asked rhetorically, but I replied nonetheless, “I don’t even know what a Judas goat is, but I am guessing it’s not good.”



“God, you’re young! How can you almost have a PHD and be
 this
 young and nave?!”



“I’m months away from my graduate degree. I still have – had – two more years to get my doctorate.” I answered blithely, but with a note of pride at my academic accomplishments.



“You can open your eyes now, and about college; I can talk to the dean of UMass and have your credits transferred to a hastily accredited Night Kind University. Boston is a huge place, so there’s a campus set up about four miles from your previous university.” She explained, and then amended, “You’ll have to do at least the first month or two distantly. They do have non-lethal security for new vampires on site, but it’s not worth the risk as a type-one.” Jade explained.



“This would make a terrible, but amazing drinking game.” I murmured bitterly. I opened my eyes up, not sensing any immediate threat. I was shocked to discover that not only
 could
 I see in the dark, but I could see in a wide spectrum of colors, a lot of greens, and my vision almost appeared better than my regular twenty-twenty vision in broad daylight had previously. I was so amazed at my discovery that I didn’t notice Jade as she leered over me with the car door flung open. I jumped in place, again.



“What does
 that
 even mean?” Jade demanded.



“What does what mean?” I asked.



“Seriously, kid.”



“Stop calling me
 kid!”
 I hissed at her, and my fangs hung awkwardly out my mouth again, but only a toddler may have found them threatening or even non-comical.



“I will after your life numbers in more than two digits.” Jade tacitly inserted.



“So, geriatric or childish; those are the options, huh?” I retorted.



“Now you’re being hyperbolic.” She murmured, and I rolled my eyes and murmured, “I’ll show you hyperbolic…” Jade leaned over me, and her throat made a purring noise, and my body chilled rapidly. I was aware – painfully so – of just how close her lips hovered above mine. I could feel her body heat – nearly equal to a human’s from what I could gauge – as she leaned close.



“What are you doing?” I whispered, afraid to ask too loud for reasons I couldn’t explain at that time.



“You’re very bashful for a self-proclaimed adult.” She murmured in amusement, she hovered just out of reach, like a feline type of playfulness had overcome her. Her silver eyes glowed, lighting up my face, and my breathing only increased.



“And we’re back in Lamaze class again.” Jade announced, and my agitated wrists suddenly dropped in my lap. She grinned sharply – I do mean that literally in this case – as she backed away. She didn’t turn around; I didn’t miss how cautiously she handled me. However, even her guardedness wasn’t enough to fully extinguish the girly fire burning deep in my body. The ache of need – need other than the all-consuming thirst – overpowered me momentarily. I can’t express to you how rapturous it was to be consumed by
 anything
 other than thirst, if only in ephemeral tangibility.



Her playfulness was offset by the perpetual guarded state she stayed poised in. The levity turned to vapor, and the moment passed us. My thirst reared its ugly head moments later with a renewed vigorous assault on my mind, and my stomach. The physical cramping pains doubled me over. I felt like I knew what being hit by a car felt like then. My head throbbed in a sort of strange hangover feeling, and my brain felt compressed in my skull. My stomach felt like it was being physically twisted and compacted as if in a metal pressing machine. You could say I sound dramatic, but I promise you that nothing you’ve experienced – which hasn’t already killed you – could compare to the transition thirst. Though, I have later learned that human pancreatic cancer comes close to the pain level I experienced; however, at least most of those poor souls are given strong drugs – which have no effect on me as a type-one.



The only thing I knew walking into the underground entrance to this castle filled with vampires was they would kill me at the slightest provocation. With that comforting reality settled on me like a noose, I trepidatiously followed Jade inside the creepy spiraling stairway.

















































































Four:



Jade didn’t cuff my wrists or anything as we walked in, but she did keep one firm vice-like grim p on my right shoulder – steering me deeper into the bowls of the castle. The first sublevel we emerged from was poorly lite – which didn’t impede either of our visibility, but it still looked mildly creepy. I was partially expecting to have skeletal remains reanimate and swing swords at me, because I’d seen too many fantasy-types of shows and movies.



The sights and the eerie sounds of the castle’s depths freaked me out. It was lost to me the entire trek inside that I was undead, and a lot less kill-able than I’d been a few days ago – another fact which kept getting lost on my rational mind. I still couldn’t accept that I’d lost about three full days in vampire transition.



Part of me wanted to go back to sleep; to be free from facing whatever new and terrifyingly deadly reality awaited me. I’d been threatened with true and eternal death about two dozen times since I woke up. My girl brain was handling that heightened sense of dread and perpetual sense of knife’s edge danger as well as could be expected. I wasn’t crying – I wasn’t much for crying, sad and tragic books or movies notwithstanding.



However, I was still a girl, and even gay as hell, I was susceptible to the same damn emotions any other girl experienced – undead or fully human. In fact, I felt
 more
 than I had, because my senses and my hormones all ran in overdrive after being turned. The closest comparison I can think of is being pregnant with twins or triplets and flooded with maternal hormones. (I was just relieved that my breasts weren’t leaking – with that said.)



Jade did a great job of ignoring the strange mewing sounds of fear which I kept accidentally emitting. We finally came to a huge wrought iron door, and I refused to continue. I dug my heels into the floor, and the tiled stone floor gave great purchase for my tiny half-Japanese feet to wedge in.



“What now?” Jade asked tersely, and she rolled her eyes languishingly. I sniffed a few times, and I was fighting off real tears. My bottom lip trembled, and I only became more excited every time my lips tripped over my large fangs – which didn’t want to retract the way Jade’s had.



“Where… where are you taking me?” I asked, the accusation was unspoken, but Jade looked as if I’d smacked her with all my new-found vampiric strength.



“Please, if I was taking you to the dungeons, then we’d be heading down, not up.” She growled in a terse tone, and she tugged on my right shoulder firmly, but not violently.



“Look, kid, if I want you dead; you’d be dead. Just try to fucking trust me for a bit, kay?” She asked in what passed – to her – for softness and lightness.



“How can I trust
 anything
 after I woke up in a morgue?! “ I asked her and she sighed and rolled her eyes yet again.



“Don’t make me start praying to false idols for strength, because it’s not going to help, and we’re still going to have to get you settled in before morning. By the way, don’t try to play in the sun yet. You’re a type-one, and you’re fresh off transition, so we’re in one of the safest places in Massachusetts for someone like you. All you have to do is
 not
 bite anyone and keep recuperating your sanity. You’re doing a pretty bang-up job of acting not crazy; for the time being. Most of your kind take months – even years – to completely come back to their full faculties. You should be grateful for whatever genetic cocktail seems to be preserving you this well. You just follow me, I’m going to take you to an empty room, and you will be allowed food, and rest. I have a TV, and I can bring you books. We just need to keep you sequestered for about a week, because like I said, you’re dangerous, and I really don’t want to have to kill another child with my own hands.” Jade pleaded, and she didn’t see anything wrong with how she ended that little lecture.



“Don’t you think about anything besides killing me?” I sniffed, and a few rogue tears escaped my iron-like control. My emotions were in full rebellion, and I was losing it – at least not in a violent way.



“Dammit, come on. You’re in no danger, so follow me. We’ll get you settled in for the daytime, and then you will meet the master of the clan in the morning – well, evening technically. You will get used to us calling
 that
 our morning soon.” She finished and sighed as I studied her for several long moments. That was one of those moments where you felt like you were looking down over a cliff and someone was telling you to jump and trust you’d still be alive after the fall.



There were no options – dungeon or steak to the heart aside – so, I released my death grip on the stone tiles, and I moved towards the opened iron door. Jade murmured her thanks to chaos for my relenting to her. I’d noticed the only force of nature she kept mentioning as
 real
 was chaos, no gods, no divinity, and certainly no devils. It didn’t take a rocket scientist or an anthropologist to deduce that this vampire culture was one of atheists. Unless jade was some rogue element in an otherwise superstitious culture – which didn’t seem too likely.



Jade was – from my limited experiences and observations – the very pinnacle of a vampiress. She was what all vampire women would aspire towards – I knew this because even as scared of her as I was, I still longed to
 be
 like her, or for her to be inside me – at the very least. (If I were being honest, then I would say more of collum B, than collum A.) I couldn’t tell if that was my own thoughts and feelings; my own desires, or something caused by the transition. Trust wasn’t possible for me then, because everything was tainted by thirst, and by the endless wash of emotional floods threatening to drown me in girlish hormones; until my resurrected body gave out – ok, that was hyperbolic, but I was nearly convinced my emotional overload
 could
 kill me at any moment then. Therefore, I didn’t trust anything that told me I was feeling attracted to the same woman who handcuffed me to my seat in her SUV – who fucking has steel restraints built into their passenger side seat like that?!



Psychos, and Jade.



Which brought me swiftly to my very next thought, was Jade a psycho? She did spend
 a lot
 of time talking about all the fledgling vamps she’d dusted throughout her impressively – to me – long life. Then there was her calling me “kid,” constantly. I couldn’t think of a single sane woman who looked about my age – possibly a few years younger – and spoke like that to a peer.



I didn’t want to sound like some jack-hole male right then but all I could think was, “
 Bitches be crazy!”
 There was no other alternative or competing theory at the time – I didn’t have space for more than one semi-coherent thought at a time.



I kept following Jade, and I would’ve been lying if I claimed to feel at ease after her lengthy delectation on TV, books, and sleep. The truth was that I was just waiting for the knife to spring from behind her back – not literally, but figuratively.



My maternal grandma would’ve cheered and jeered at me as Jade killed me. She’d have thrown money at my captors to see them execute me. You see, I made the same grave mistake I made with my direct family; that was to be honest with my Japanese-side people. The Takada family controlled multinational corporations which had offices on four continents, and bases in Tokyo, and New York – the alternative reason my mother decided to settle in Boston, because it was very close to half the Takada family: who resided in the US most of the year.



Grandma alternated – even in her sixties – between the Tokyo office HQ, and the NYC HQ buildings. She learned of my “shame” when I was fifteen, and she cut me out of the family wills, liquidating my thirty-two-million-dollar trust fund and dividing it amongst her “surviving” grandchildren. Kacey Takada-Daniels was dead at fifteen – to her – not twenty-six. She even told me, “Even if you had children artificially, they would only pollute the gene pool. (She often told both my straight as fuck siblings the same thing, because they were only half-Japanese. They were at least acknowledged, loved by her – if also affectionately called “mongrel” in Japanese. After Grandma Takada put the trust hit out on me, the entire family followed her lead and froze me out – no burial or nothing.



My mother didn’t even complain. She agreed with her mother and was rewarded with a “loan” to purchase a summer home in Florida – annual tax payments included in the deal. The unspoken, and unwritten understanding was that I was never to set foot on the Florida summer beach home, and I never have, not even until this day. Every year after the tragic “death” of Kacey Takada-Daniels, I would be left to my own devices at whatever apartment or Army base house we were living in, while my entire family spent a month and a half in Florida soaking up vitamin D with their
 love, doting,
 matriarch, Takada Chihiro (Aka, my grandma.)



My family lived alternating between lower-middle class American aspirations, and high-life corporate jet-setting. Even my father was taken care of by Chihiro – she liked him – for an American man, who had impregnated her daughter four times – one of which should have been aborted for obvious defects. He was of “good Irish stock” (words I never thought I’d hear uttered until I heard Grandma Chihiro say them.) as she toasted my parents on their twenty-fifth anniversary. I wasn’t even supposed to attend – had been struck off the guest list even, but I knew a guy, who knew a girl, that used to bone me on the side. Even the Chihiro paid security guards couldn’t keep me from raising a flute right in her face and smiling as I turned to hit on a waitress – who seemed to be wabbling with her grasp on heterosexuality – I have an eye for these sorts of things.



Needless to say, Chihiro never forgot or forgave me. I’d reached out beyond the grave to bog smack her – from her point of view. I had publicly disgraced my entire family – her family – by showing my slutty (not even close to really true) dyke face at my own flipping parent’s twenty-fifth! I mean, even the redheaded stepchild wants to attend that! (Speaking purely metaphorical, as my hair was brownish black with purple dyed throughout my hair.)



I was suddenly convinced that Jade would get along with Chihiro. That didn’t mean I hated her, I couldn’t for reasons I was yet to explain to myself. I wasn’t such a desperate headcase that I wanted or
 needed
 abusive females – I usually had a pretty grounded sort of taste in women. I usually didn’t entertain attraction to crazy or violent girls – they were too much trouble for the good times. Not that I was having a good time then. I really wasn’t having fun.



We descended over one-hundred spiraling steps before we popped out into a well-lit reception room. The room was decorated with early Renaissance or late Mid Evil wooden furniture. Rich, bright, red and gold tapestries covered the walls, along with paintings – all of which were more than three-hundred-years-old, judging off the content, or the canvas-styles.



The carpets matched the tapestries. Jade gestured to the right, and said, “This is the castle’s main reception room. To the right and the left are the entrances to the wings of the castle. Your rooms will be in the right-side hall down here, or the east wing as it is more properly called.” I managed to nod absently, and she waved me on and pressed my shoulder firmly, guiding me into motion. There were many pale faces as we walked through the enormous reception room, all nodded deeply to Jade, but avoided so much as looking my way – which was difficult given Jade was literally connected at the shoulder to me.



She had told me she was the second in charge, but it didn’t truly begin to sink in until I saw how these vampires deferred to Jade. They stepped back, allowing her to pass with great difference. I also noticed
 none
 of them showed a hint of fang when they had Jade’s attention. They were the most well-behaved human killers you could never imagine – unless you’ve done the walk of shame into a vampire castle suite.



It was a shameful walk for me. Those same vampires all hissed at me, flashing their fangs – after Jade looked away, of course. All of them – to the last one – made sure to show shock and revulsion at my presence. This was like any Tuesday for me, because of how my family treated me – as if I had the flipping plague.



I was strangely unphased by the open hostility. Jade scared me much more than the others, and something inside me – animal instincts perhapse – just told me that she was far more dangerous than the more openly hostile vampires. Jade had threatened death and begged me not to force her to kill me many times; yet she was tamer, and a lot more “friendly” by comparison than the other castle dwelling vampires.



She cast a dark look in the direction of several hissing vampires, and their teeth vanished behind their pale mouths and pink lips. It is worth noting that not all the vampires were pale. Some were tan, even more tan than Jade, but most were what you’d expect from the living dead – ghostly complex, and almost albino. Ok, maybe not albino, but they were chalky as hell. I couldn’t talk, because what I’d seen of my complexion looked just as pale and I had been naturally tanned, just slightly.



The halls we walked down in the east wing kept branching off into different slender, long paths, but we stayed on the main hall path. The artwork seemed to get older and older as we transversed the extremely large hall.



“The specially created rooms for newly turned vampires is at the very end of the main hall. There aren’t many newly turned vampires residing here now, so you won’t be bothered much – if at all. I will have the room filled with blood once I see you have your thirst under control. Until then, I will ration your blood myself daily; that way I know you’re not gorging yourself and developing bad habits which will get yourself and others killed.”



Another veiled death threat…
 I thought to myself, and I managed to nod my understanding to Jade.



“You will find that I have taken the liberty of having all your possessions moved here. We expected you would not be able to return to your former flat to get them.” Jade explained, and we finally turned at the final hallway connected to the extremely long rightwing main hall. She led me halfway down the hall, and only one shy face peeked out a thick door at me: a wispy young woman with mousy brown hair.



“Hailey, this is Kacey. She’s your new next-door neighbor.” Jade chirped in a crisp tone, and Hailey nodded reverently to Jade. If she hadn’t been peeking out a door, I would’ve imagined she would have curtseyed deeply – given how she nodded so deeply and submissively.



“Yes mistress!” Hailey squeaked in a shy voice, and she nodded deeply again, then shut her door. I could still hear her rabbit-like heartbeat on the other side.



“Why do you all have faster heartbeats?” I blurted, and Jade stopped, jerking me to a stop with her. My head whipped and I spun, ready to defend myself, but I soon realized she wasn’t going to attack.



“You can hear it already?” She asked, and I was sure I detected true mystery or shock in her voice.



“Of course, I can. I mean, all the vampire shit kinda kicked in moments after your bone saw wielding lunatic brother finished waving that damn rotary blade in my face.” I said emphatically, and despite herself, Jade snorted three times, and loudly. Something like true levity played in her shining silver eyes for several long moments before her vice-like hardened expressiveness reasserted control. She wasn’t just a serious vampire, she was a lethal one – every action, word, and behavior expressed this loudly – I’d managed to crack her up.



“I’m pretty sure he was just as scared of you as you were of him, I assure you.” Jade said, and a hint of humor lit her tone.



“Could’ve fooled me! “I murmured.



“Here we are,” Jade said, and she opened the massive and thick wooden door. It looked heavy, even to my new vampire eyes. The room was sparsely decorated, there had been pictures or paintings hung, but I could see they’d been removed before our arrival. My clothes were neatly folded on the tops of the dressers and the chest of drawers.



“I made Jamie take your clothes ahead of us. The sight of the body bags didn’t seem to be a good one at the time.” Jade said, and that was as close to an apology as she managed.



The carpet and the drapes were purple, deep and royal. The windows – there were two of them – had blackout curtains hanging in front of them, also purple. The bed linens – which looked very expensive – were a softer violet color.



“At least my hair matches the drapes and the carpet.” I observed.



“You don’t like it?” Jade asked, and she sounded mildly disappointed.



“Did I say that?”



“Well, you didn’t say that you did like it.”



“I also didn’t say thank you for not murdering me – for the second time this week – but that sorta went implied.” I chirped, and Jade shook her head and murmured something so low that even I missed it. She’d already remembered to adapt her tone for my new super-sonic hearing.



“She’s just not used to someone challenging her opinions openly. I think it serves her right.” Jamie’s now familiar voice chimed in, and I didn’t jump or have a panic attack this time. If I were being honest, I was much more terrified of Jade now. (I got the distinct impression he was accustomed to that. He hadn’t even realized how scared I was of him right when I woke up. Jamie was clearly less powerful, and less authoritative in this world. The comparison between them was night and day – or should I say night, and lunar eclipse?)



“I didn’t have time to wash everything yet, but they’re all clean. The bags I had were never used before.” Jamie said, and he sounded sorry.



“Um…thanks for saving most of my stuff. You were very thoughtful, and I was too freaked out when I woke up to appreciate that.” I said in a slightly shier than my usual tone.



“Be still my slowly beating heart!” Jamie said, and he cupped his hand over his chest.



Jade swatted her brother in the chest and murmured aloud, “Didn’t you see her social media, she’s gayer than Ellen. Flirting will get you nowhere.”



“I’d prefer a gay Sporty Spice, thanks!” I announced without any bashfulness. Jamie laughed, and Jade looked at me and ran her eyes from head to toe.



“I could grand you that one, but it’d be a bit more obvious if you were a wee bit taller.” She murmured honestly.



“You can go straight to hell! I can’t pick my slanty eyes, my skin color, or my adult height! I did pretty damn good for a Japanese-Caucasian mixed girl. I had loads of short girl genes, and I still managed five-four – such as it is.” I lectured in a stern tone, which only made Jamie crack up further.



“She’d got you there sis! Man, I love this girl, and I do mean that in the most non-threating masculine way possible, for the record, Kacey.” Jamie added at the end, and I snorted and shrugged. Like that, I decided that doctor freaky was okay. Anyone could be understood to misinterpret Jamie Fitzgerald if they were waking up from the dead, surrounded by the dead, and while he was cutting into the ribs of a dead body.



I felt my stomach tighten again, and I dropped to the bed, lest I fall over and hit my head.



“We have HD TV, a fifty-four-inch screen, and all the streaming services are connected and automatically log into the house accounts. I created a profile, including one of your social media pictures as an icon, so you don’t get your programs confused with the other residents.” Jade kept explaining, and I could barely listen at that moment, because my stomach was rumbling, and my chest was tightening down as if in one of those big automotive metal press machines I’d seen at the repair shop.



I tried to remember to make a mental note about my car, but the thought fled my mind as quickly as the next wave of pains rolled throughout my body.



“Jade, dove, I believe our new friend is knackered. I think the next wave of thirst pangs are setting in.” Jamie observed aloud for Jade’s benefit.



“Oh, bugger… I will get you a wee spot of blood. Not too much, but just enough to loosen the cramps. You already had nearly a full serving for the day when you were fed at the morgue.



I was in too much pain to be grossed out at the realization that I’d
 eaten
 inside a morgue with a open body not ten feet away.



“Please, allow me to go. You stay with our friend.” Jamie offered, and he carefully clapped my left shoulder in a platonic gesture of kindness.



“You hang in there luv. I will get you a cuppa.”



“It’s blood, not tea, James!” Jade admonished her twin, and she shrugged.



“The two are interchangeable if you’re snacking off an Irish, English, Welsh, or Scottish bloke or bird.”



“Just go get the damn blood.”



“You forgot the please, big sister.”



“I’m about to shove the please up your tight chalky arse if you don’t get moving!” Jade threatened, and Jamie wisely shot into motion. I was in no state to tell her it was very perverse to threaten to violate your own brother. They were from a different age, so I doubted she would take anything of value from such a lecture anyway.



Jade stood near the bed, barring access to the door. She was part goalie, and part friendly prison warden to me as we waited for her brother to return.



“How about I put on some young adult or teeny program for you?” she offered.



“I’m. Not. A. Kid!” I choked out between grit teeth and barred fangs. I was greatly relieved when Jamie returned with a small tea saucer full of the red stuff. I snatched it and accidentally scratched him in the process – for which I would apologize multiple times after the fact. Jade just rolled her eyes as Jamie milked me for sympathy.



“Look, it’s already healing up! No harm no foul!” She stated sternly, and they sat down, and I laid across the bed in a mildly drowsy state of satisfaction. My hunger vanished for a while, and I endured their choice of Disney Marvel programing. I eventually faded to sleep, two episodes into the
 Hawk Eye
 show.









































Five:



All afternoon I kept dreaming about Danielle, and our struggle on the floor. I kept reliving the events which unmade me as a human. Every painful serrated sawing motion of her clumsily executed vampire feeding technique – or lack thereof.



I kept waking up as her eyes went dull, and her pain ended along with my human suffering. Tears soaked my pillow, not that I could think of the super soft likely hundreds of dollar pillow as my own, because it had been furnished along with the rest of my luxury cell.



I wasn’t under any delusions about what I was. I was a prisoner. Jade had said as much, without spelling it out too clearly. I knew in my logical mind that they had good reasons to fear what I’d do if left to my own devices. However, that didn’t stop the rest of me from screaming inside in defiance to being possessed or occupied like I was some sort of off-white slave.



My rational mind kept trying to make sense of everything – to tell me that I was being way too dramatic, but I could barely hear my thoughts over my own sobs and screams. My thirst was kicked into overdrive, and I felt like I had hydrochloric acid poured over every inch of my flesh. I felt double agony on every portion of my body which was in contact with the bed or the sheets.



My heartbeat rose to forty beats per minute – the highest yet. When you’re rolling and flopping like a humanoid fish in agony; all you can do is count the heart beats, and the breaths to remind yourself that you’re still alive – or adjacent to living. Whatever I was, I wasn’t yet buried, and I wasn’t a proper corpse for Jamie to cut into. For some reason Jamie’s job kept playing into the waking nightmares. I kept having visions of being on an operating table, and I was assisting in my own autopsy.



I snapped out of those delusions every time he removed my heart. I could only deduce that some level of primal fear and shock would pull me back to what passed for sanity when the imagined trauma was too great to survive. The thirst pain morphed into the sensations one conjures to imagine such things being done to them while conscious, while still breathing.



When the waking nightmares faded, and I returned to sleep; Danielle was waiting for me in my apartment again. Each time the attack became more violent, and her damage more pronounced. The final iteration of the dream ended with me double amputated before I managed to kill her in my final death throes. Even that most painful and traumatizing experience left me crying, morning for the girl I had killed.



I couldn’t make myself rationalize away the understanding that she – before me – had been turned into this type-one monster, and then released on me. I’d been the second person to murder Danielle, but mine was the one which snuffed out all that she was from the universe. How could I focus hatred on the yet unknown vampire who turned her, when
 they
 intended to make her live, and I was the one who ended her for good.



One thing I knew for sure, I would get out of that room, and I would find that vampire and I would kill them. The logistics of my delusions of murder were shaky under the circumstances. I wasn’t without training. I’d completed basic training – not officially or the Army could have been held liable – by the time I was fourteen; the adult male courses and demands, not the ones for the women.



I used to take my gymnastics scary seriously, and likely would have kept doing so if I had lived out my human lifespan. A friend of my father’s slipped me in with a batch of fresh-faced recruits, and I went through eight weeks of hell with them. No one realized I was four years too young, because I looked Asianic-enough for them to assume the teenage appearance was due to my Eastern genetics – there are plenty of Asianic people who age a lot more gracefully than white people, so my deception was an easy one.



I’d taken advanced hand-to-hand combat training, and I had done two levels of fire-arms training. I was more qualified than most basic trained Army or Navy personnel by the time I left home at eighteen. Many of the high-ranking enlisted men my father knew expected me to sign up when I turned eighteen. Some were disappointed and a few were relieved, because they were old dogs who still hadn’t learned new tricks – like girls being able to kick butt – not even a new concept if we’re being honest.



I was a very non-violent person by nature, so it wasn’t usual of me to be able to stab someone to death. It was also unusual of me to meditate on the death of another – possibly multiple others – while I languished in the throes of thirst.



Kacey the human didn’t have the violent streak in her to be a killer – to make the grade as a combat trooper. However, I was a killer now, and I had at least one more death sentence to hand out, even if it took me a century to track down the one who turned Danielle.



We had been happy once in our little human bubble of school, work, and hot lesbian sex. Someone had to pay for shattering our human bubble like they did. It ripped my heart up to think Danielle had just ghosted me. I see things differently; the thirst stripped all the human reality from me. I saw the predatory world around me – I was beginning to, anyway.



My cries modulated back to screams, and I clawed at the bedding, and the linens ripped loudly underneath my slightly longer and sharper nails – not claws, just sturdy nails. I cried and sagged into the torn bedding. All sense of decency was lost half a day before then. I was in the deepest throes of survival instincts. If this was what it meant to turn someone into a vampire; it was a curse I refused to pass on. There was nothing romantic about the pains, and the dry-mouthed cravings. The gut-punch effect every five or ten seconds when my stomach felt like it was imploding on itself.



My body was trying to process anything it could; with nothing left to process. It was turning against me, rebelling, demanding something I couldn’t acquire locked in the room – yet further reasoning to hate the vampires who threw me in here.



I was led to this torture room under the false pretense of joining a community that was going to help me. This couldn’t be called help! This was starvation, neglect, and in-human cruelty.



I screamed, feeling my raw throat protest again, and I sputtered into a coughing jag of pain. Each cough sent radiating waves of pain out from my lungs, and throughout my torso, even into my legs.



My head dropped back to the pillow, and I sobbed as I tried to block out the pain which I was sure would end me for the second time. There were several times I distinctly remembered screaming out at the door; demanding they come in and stake me at once. However, no one came in, and I was never staked.



By the time the light of day vanished completely, I was an inhuman heap in the soiled and savaged sheets. The bed looked like a lion, or a tiger had climbed through the window and sharpened its claws on the bed and its contents – avoiding the useless human-like shape at the epicenter.



I didn’t remember destroying the thick violet comforter, but I was draped in its ruined remains by the time the door opened, and Jade sauntered in, shutting the door behind her.



“Well, you sure had a busy night…” She mused aloud, and she looked down at me and I swore I saw sympathy, but it was gone before I could blink.



“Stake…me…” I sobbed, and she sighed.



“How about we give you a few weeks and then we can revisit that option, ok?” She said, which seemed a strange thing for the woman who kept telling me she might have to kill me, to say. She seemed like an endless contradiction to me, and my head hurt – along with the rest of me – I couldn’t focus too hard or for too long on the mystery that was Jade.



“Okay, I am going to slowly bring down a thermos, and you’re going to drink. If you try to jump me, I will put you down hard.” Jade warmed me. I felt a surge of power inside my body, the promise of nectar, sustenance, to feed had empowered me again.



I didn’t realize I was launching at her throat, before I did it, and Jade tried to avoid me, but I followed her evasive move, and locked my arms around her torso and left arm. She flipped me over her right shoulder one-handed, and I deftly spun, and twirled, landing on my feet on the other side of the bed.



“You’re not normal in any way, are you?” She asked me and I hissed at her.



“For fuck’s sake, if you don’t stop this, I am going to have to hurt you.” She said, and I could barely hear her over the roaring in my head. I felt like every blood cell in my body was screaming out at me – as if given voice all of them. The only way to explain it was the fable about demonic possession. If that were a thing, and I had about a thousand of those mythical demons inside me; they may have sounded a bit like the delusions all screaming out, roaring in my head – vying for attention.



“What the chaos is wrong with her?!” A male voice demanded.



“Sir, what are you doing here?” Jade queried the man in a hardened tone.



“Making sure this type-one isn’t gnawing on anyone, obviously. It looks like UI had good reason to be concerned with her. You shouldn’t have taken her in!” He snarled in a booming tone.



“Yeah, and the last clan that refused to take in a type-one adoption
 caused this to happen!”
 Jade hissed back, and the man rushed in a dark whirl of speed, and he was locked in front of Jade, and she held his eyes – her silver glowing eyes defiant. He was tall, at least six-three, and he radiated power like my body radiated pain and misery.



“You still think I am a usurper, don’t you, pet?” He said, and his tone shifted, becoming taunting.



“Never forget who
 owns
 Clan Fitzgerald.” He roared in a louder tone and backhanded Jade. She didn’t dodge the blow, rather took it, and refused to acknowledge the pain.



“Clan Mac Gearailt, at least learn to say it right, if you’re going to keep my seat warm.” Jade spoke in a hard, and level tone. She didn’t scream, but her impact – to me – was many times his roars and his physical violence. There was something more than cave-person politics in her words – as with his own.



“Gaelic is dead, Ireland was lost. You fucking potato-eaters need to get the fuck over that fact!”



“Nothing is truly ever dead as long as the essence of a thing lives on in the people. My grandfather taught me that.” Jade retorted.



“Yes, and how did he die? Oh yes, impaled on my spear.”



“After you drugged him.” Jade snapped swiftly in response.



“That was never proven or else my ascent would have been forfeited.” He clicked his tongue loudly.



“You think I couldn’t track the bribes down? Money routed through Switzerland; how nineteen-eighties and human of you!”



“Good luck proving anything to the elders of Night Kind. They don’t particularly care. Might makes right. There are some simple truths which are right perpetually. Look at those humans. Their government here is trying to revert to some type of feudal caste system right now. The elders respect the victors.”



“Enjoy the view while it lasts, sir. With that said, get out and leave me to my fledgling or are you prepared to face me without the poison?” She asked him and the large square-jawed man ground his teeth and growled at her, then he was gone in a puff of hot air.



“Sorry you had to see all that.” Jade said, and she slammed the door once again, and she held out her hand with the large silver thermos.



“I hope we don’t have a repeat of last time, because I just put my ass in a sling to save yours, kid.”



I carefully forced my arm to extend at a slow speed. Two heart beats pass before I felt the thermos warming my palm.



“I heated it for you, figured it might go down better that way; what with all the screaming and crying.” She said in a soothing tone. I shook so violently that Jade pressed her palm to my sweaty back – much to my self-disgust. I turned up the thermos, and as the first spicy drops touched my tongue, my body began to loosen up. My stomach stopped tying itself in knots. Relief was instantaneous. My thoughts were suddenly crystal clear, and my physical pain vanished.



“How does anyone ever survive this transition?” I asked hoarsely, as I sat down the thermos. Jade surveyed the wrecked bedding and sat down on the corner of the bed, and I followed suit.



“You’re experiencing a very strange set of transition circumstances. Your sanity is almost perfectly preserved, but you’re experiencing more thirst pangs much more rapidly. It’s like your body is trying to force you through several years of transitionary evolution in a week or two – judging by the state of things. That’s not something I’ve heard of happening in my lifetime. I am going to query my counterpart in another clan; whom I trust to keep my confidence. I should know more by tomorrow. I fed you half your daily ration now, and I will feed the rest at sunup. Hopefully by staggering the meals out, we can avoid more of the unpleasantness. It’s all a learning curve with an unusual case.” Jade explained, and she squeezed my shoulder.



“Why am I different? Why was I a type-one? What are type-ones?” I asked in a hurry for answers. Jade held up her hand and sighed.



“You’re different because something about you is not ordinary. You’re strong, I sensed it about you before I even walked into the morgue. It’s why my brother was so cautious of her; he didn’t know if he would survive an encounter with you; newly minted as you were. You’re a type-one because the vampire who turned your former girlfriend, Danielle, I believe was her name; was a type-one. Type-ones are the first evolutionary path of the vampire race. Mine, the type-two immerged much later, after we’d lived amongst humans for a long period of time. If you’d been born a vampire, you would’ve learned this in the first or second grade in Night Kind academy.”



“Wait, hold the front door. Night Kind, as in the non-human society, right?” I asked and Jade nodded and said, “Yes, you heard that correct. Night Kind is the universally accepted name for our society, and by
 ours
 I don’t merely mean vampires. We’re just one race of many evolutionary divergent paths which this world and the connected dimensions and worlds created by the long process of evolution. Humanoid template seemed the favored design model, but we’re far more advanced and further along than the human species itself – their ancestors were chattel to the Night Kind. It was a big deal to us when we deemed them too intelligent a species to treat as livestock. So, we learned how to feed and live obscured from them after that. Our stories were passed on and eventually faded into legends. However, every human
 feels
 the terror of being close to Night Kind, because something animal leftover from the primitive days alerts them that they are in the presence of an apex predator.”



“Yeah… I recall that feeling when I saw Danielle before she attacked me.” I murmured aloud. And I shook myself from the dark line of thought before I could relieve the experience yet again.



“Such a violent end is not easy to forget. That memory will stick with you, but you will learn to make peace with it in time. I could hear your dreams, because you were screaming her name. You were reliving the events over and over, were you not?”



“Did you just sit at my door?” I asked horrified and Jade shrugged.



“You’re a type-one newbie, of course I napped outside your door. I’m not crazy-enough to give you enough space to hang yourself or me with. You might hate me, but hopefully, I will get you through this in one piece.” Jade said in a matter-of-fact tone.



“That would sound less scarry if the “Or else of it all wasn’t constantly looming over me like a sword.” I groaned.



“Suck it up, buttercup. Life’s not fair, and shit ain’t easy. You just keep walking through your hell, and it will end, eventually. Yours might be more intense than many others, but that should mean you will endure less hell over the long run. Just hold your sanity together and keep from pleading for death this time. I think you made the other newbies in ear shot pee their beds.”



I cringed and covered my face with my palms.



“I can’t leave the freakin’ room, ever again!” I exclaimed and Jade snorted in amusement.



“Just deal with it. I promise you, everyone who transitions goes through fifty shades of humiliation. It’s like a damn period that way, the fuckers just keep coming.” She murmured blithely.



“Periods, still? I thought I was dead?” I asked and she frowned and shook her head.



“No, but you’re not likely to have them as frequently as us type-twos. Fucking fertility can be a bitch sometimes – especially when you couldn’t pay me enough money to put a man or his member anywhere near by body!” Jade stated vehemently.



“There’s always the turkey baster solution.” I reminded her, and Jade frowned.



“Ya know… plastic tube full of the man stuff inserted by an OBGYN.” Jade’s eyes finally lit in comprehension.



“I nearly forgot about that. We don’t really need many doctors, except for traumatic injuries and what-not. That is a good point, one which merits further consideration whenever my internal clock begins to tick in my ears.”



“When does that usually happen for vampires?”



“Don’t ask me, I’m barely over the two-century mark.”



I bit down on my lip and kicked my feet off the edge of the bed in an anxious gesture.



“How about we take you for a walk in the rear fields? You could use some exercise. Hopefully, that will help you relax your muscles. You looked like you were strained all over when I first came in.



“I was, but the blood removed the tension almost instantly.”



“Yeah, that’d do it. That is why most unmonitored newbies end up slaughtering humans, and never gain balance, because the blood relieves the discomfort. It’s like the humans who get put on opioids for serious injuries. They get relief, but then the relief becomes their addiction. Often proving fatal either to themselves or to others around them caught in the crossfire of whatever mess they find themselves buried under. “



“Here I thought you just wanted to see me suffer.” I murmured aloud, and Jade rolled her eyes.



“If I ever get that desperate for entertainment, then stake me. Just think of everything I am doing as preventing you from becoming an addict, and possibly living centuries or longer with a high body count hanging around your neck. Believe me, most of us
 feel
 deeply about the ones who we kill – human or otherwise.” Jade said, her eyes were distant, and her voice was husky with emotion.



“You killed a human before?” I blurted and I blushed moments later, embarrassed about how tackles I had been.



“Sorry…” I murmured, and she shook her head.



“No, it’s a good question. I have killed seventy-eight humans in my life. Most of them were trying to kill me, and a few were feeding errors while injured. Some were during war times. Soldiers tend to mistake any blonde girl as an easy raping and pillaging mark, so that ended badly for them when they set their sight on me.” She matter-of-factly explained. I felt stunned that not only had she killed people, but she’d killed scores of them – I was intelligent and clear enough to remember this was not including the immortals she’d killed. I knew that was a different – much higher number.



“I’m sorry…” I murmured, and she sighed and patted my right shoulder again.



“I appreciate your sympathy for this vampiric devil, but I’m fine now. I made my peace with the necessity of death as part of survival a long time ago. I just don’t go out of my way to invite death or to court it; for myself or for others.” Her eyes were distant again, and I had no idea what had clogged up her mind this time. I could only gather that more time is more problems, an extension of the “more money, more problems” expression.



“You’re not the devil. If anyone in this house – castle – is, it is that guy who came in briefly.”



“Gallen Tate, fucking bastard. However, that is
 Sire
 bastard to all the residents of this clan. He’s the current head of the Clan Mac Gearailt Vampires.”



“You called him sir, not sire. At least that was what you called him when you opted to call him
 anything
 at all.” I pointed it out to Jade, and she gave me a stern expression and squared her posture.



“Don’t do that. You need to be very careful of him right now. You’re a type-one, and Gallen will be perfectly happy to see you dead. Stay on his good side, or just stay off his radar entirely for now – forever if you can manage it. Nothing good will come of him turning his attention to you.” She urged me. I felt fresh chills run down my spine, and I shivered.



“I need a shower; can I get one?” I asked, feeling slimy from sweating all night, and the thought of Gallen only made me need to bathe more, suddenly.



“Sure, there’s a bathroom through here. I should’ve shown you last night. I am a bloody terrible hostess.” She murmured.



“No, if you were, then you’d have killed me like I asked.” I pointed out, and Jade laughed as she stood and walked across the bedroom.



“You need help, or should I wait outside?” Jade smiled devilishly at me, and humor lit her silver eyes. She looked twenty-three-or-twenty-four for a moment; not the two-hundred-plus-year-old vampire second-in-command of a mostly Celtic Clan.



If I were surer about myself – my mind, and my emotions – I’d have taken her up on her offer in a New York minute.













Six:



The complex halls systems of the castle were confusing, but there was order to the seeming madness. I couldn’t call it a labyrinth, but maze would have been more appropriate to describe the interconnected corridors. Jade was walking with me and explaining the layout of the castle in extremely elaborate detail. This had been the main castle of her childhood in Ireland, and she loved it almost as much as she loved her brother and dearly departed grandfather.



I didn’t dare to poke at whatever festering wounds existed regarding her parents, because their absence was obvious in every account of her life – that I had heard. She was a private person, I mean, go figure. She’s a flipping alpha-like vampire (I didn’t know what to call that back then, so I opted to keep my description in accordance with my understanding at the time.)



Whatever her strengths she also had her vulnerabilities. She was as flawed as she seemed perfect, and that was more attractive than the perfect little rich girl act which I bought for two seconds after meeting her fresh off a morgue slab. However, I suspected the rich part was still true, because she did own a hundred-thousand-dollar sports SUV, and her outfits – that I’d seen up until that point – were all runway-worthy. Money, cars, and clothes aside; Jade was special. When you grow up as an outsider in a rich family, your values tend to gravitate towards quality of personality, and sense of humor. Jade had both in spades, and I was terrified to let myself acknowledge this, because she could still very well kill me – I knew this plain as day. (Not that I did much day walking at that point.)



I was in all kinds of trouble, because Jade was the only ally I had, and her brother, Jamie. I couldn’t afford to be attracted to her, especially since she held my life in her very soft, but firm hands. It took everything I had in me not to think I was on some type of impromptu first date with her; walking her family castle grounds under the moonlight and experiencing her horticultural talents in her private garden.



It wasn’t every day a girl shows you vast riches, and then a dozen species of – to human knowledge – extinct species of flowers. Yes, it was difficult to talk myself out of
 that
 being a date because it felt oddly like one. The only thing wrong with the night was the thirst creeping up on me, whispering inside my head. I knew it was hours until sunup, so I would have to endure the pain, and the onslaught of delusions for several hours.



Jade knew the moment I withdrew back into myself, and she led me back to my room. I was still present-enough to be disappointed I didn’t get a goodnight kiss after our
 not
 date. The thirst was the only reason I wasn’t fully obsessed with the long ass walk with the powerful, beautiful vampiress.



After I shut my door, I laughed at the absurdity of my mood wings and changes of mind. Just that morning I had been convinced she was tormenting me to death; that she was my warden. Then at three-AM I couldn’t stand the thought of not kissing Jade Fitzgerald.



Hot mess, without the hot – at that moment, if you asked me.



I ended up taking a second shower, this time a cold one. When I was finished and I walked out with one towel around my head, and one around my body; there was a plastic plate with half a local Boston cheese steak, with extra mayo, lettuce, and banana peppers – just the way I always ordered it at Sam’s. What I also noticed was the violet comforter, and the bedding had all been replaced, and with them a brand-new pillow. I almost cried.



On the nightstand nearest the bedroom door there was a plastic bottle with thick crimson fluid. My fangs descended – I hadn’t even realized they finally retracted until that moment. I forgot about the sub, even the kindness attached to the thought while I rushed the nightstand and struggled to remove the plastic lid and slurp down the dark contents of the bottle. I was a second away from stabbing the side of the bottle with my fangs if I didn’t fear wasting some of my much-needed nourishment. Lucky for me I finally got the stubborn top off, and I turned up the twelve-ounce bottle.



I made a sound which was between a hiss, a roar, and a belch once I sat the emptied bottle down.



“We recycle the bottles. We own a bottling company, and we secretly manufacture our own processed blood. We also have synthetic blends, which are just as nourishing as that straight from the human tap – so to speak. So, remember to deposit your empties into the recycling green bins throughout the castle and locations around the estate grounds.” Jade said, and I turned to thank her for the cheese steak, but she had vanished, and the door clicked shut again.



I usually didn’t eat anything too heavy so close to what was my bedtime – at that point. However, I hadn’t really ate since I woke up from dying my human death. I bit into the steak sub, and I moaned so loud you’d thing Jade had delivered a vibrator and a lesbian porn trilogy, not food. The flavors were deeper, and I could break down each taste further than I ever imagined possible. I could even taste the humans who had handled it with plastic gloves – not an unpleasant sensation to a new vampire.



I settled in on the bed. While I slowly savored the cheese steak, I also settled in and streamed the next two episodes of
 Hawk Eye
 . I kept alternating between wanting to be the main character played by Hailey Steinfeld and wanting to make love to her – it was a no-lose fantastical situation.



After the second episode finished, I cut off the TV, and I did one-hundred pushups, and sit-ups, because a forty rep was too much of a joke in my new physical condition. I’d have done more reps if dawn wasn’t on my heels – so to speak. I noticed that I could
 feel
 the heat of the sun even before it rose fully. I could guess this was a survival instinct evolved in type-ones because – according to Jade – we are more susceptible to the sun than type-twos. I’d later confirm that as a fact for myself.



I settled in after my exercises, and I managed to sleep. However, by midday I was awake again, and my thirst was once more tormenting me. My muscles tightened, feeling like ropes being tightened to their stress points, and my joints locked up. Any movement whatsoever stressed the overly tight muscles throughout my body. I felt like an invertebrate after my back locked up and all my muscles seized at once.



My legs felt like they were being pulled from the hip sockets, and my knees from the joints. I still struggle to ascribe accurate wording to the excruciating experience. The best I can do, even now, is to say it was like I grew two feet in one night – my body was so strained, and taxed. However, I wasn’t any taller, and I didn’t
 notice
 any obvious changes. I was just a vampire girl, and I was whatever the hell I woke up two days prior.



My body was twisting, contorting, and my stomach began to rumble. I barely managed to hold down my late dinner because I felt ill. This process continued until dusk fell, and I
 felt
 the relief of the unseen sun setting.



“What the fuck is wrong with her?” The nasty masculine voice echoed. Gallen, I remembered his name through the fog of pain.



“Her transition is unusually steep and painful, Gallen.”



“Don’t presume to call me by my name!”



“I’m not one of your lackies. I am the heir to this fucking castle, and I will speak to you as I please, Gallen bloody Tate.” Jade snarled.



“That’s it; I’m ending her.” He announced, and Jade hissed, and I saw her dash in front of me, standing between me and Gallen.



“We’ve been through this before. If you want to take her, then you’ll have to go through me to do so.” Jade roared, and she squared herself in a stance I vaguely recognized – Brazilian Jujitsu. Many of the better trained Army and Marine personnel practiced Brazilian Jujitsu, and the stances resembled the Japanese variety with which I was far more familiar.



“
 This
 little half-twisted bitch is the hill you wish to die on?!” Gallen sneered, I could just see his handsome, yet putridly expressive features between Jade’s left armpit.



“You can’t kill me, and I am smart-enough never to let anyone around anything I ingest. You’re going to have to face me directly and without any aid.” Gallen grinned like a Cheshire cat, and chirped, “I wouldn’t go
 that far.”



“Let go of me!” I heard Jamie’s lightly accented voice demand. I saw a pale blonde figure pushing Jamie. It wasn’t obvious at first, but once they were inside the bedroom, I could see the knife pressed into Jamie’s back – directly where his heart was situated.



“Shut up!” The blonde man snapped. On closer examination, his hair wasn’t blonde, it was bleached and with his super-chalky complexion he was hideous even though his features were symmetrical, and his body built in a lean wiry fighter’s physique. His eyes were pale green; a green I’d never observed in humans – which comprised the sum total of my life experiences up until two days before.



“I should’ve figured you’d go for the only weakness I possess.” Jade murmured calmly, and in a measured tone.



“Oui, I am
 not
 a fecking weakness!” Jamie whined, unconvincingly.



“You certainly get yourself captured like a bloody weakness. I told you to get clear of the estate grounds before dawn.”



“Yes, well, you didn’t bother to explain
 why
 you wanted me clear!” Jamie protested louder.



“And just what was so important that you disobey your sister; the
 sire
 of your bloodline?!” Jade snapped at her brother irritably, and Jamie looked cagy – even for a man being held at knifepoint.



“Oh, Jay-sus wept man, you fell for the oldest trick in the book! You got in some poor girl’s trousers, just to be caught with your mick in your bloody hand!” Jade’s Irish accent went from negligible to full-on Southern Irish in two syllables.



“Actually, me mick was in her when he poked me with that bloody thing. I was actually relieved when I saw it was a blade and not his wee man standin’ at attention hoping to hit someone’s back entrance – possibly mine. I’m just not made that way, sis. You got all the gay genes in our package.”



“Like I’d be able to get it up for a little bitch like you! You’re pathetic! How are you a Fitzgerald?” The painfully pale blonde sneered, and Jade stood aloof.



“I ask him that all the time. I mean, the fecker couldn’t even follow one simple request from his big sister! You don’t go disobeying your women kin in our Clan. Men might think they have the world by the teets, but it’s the Fitzgerald women who rule this roost. Point and case, you, the cowardly bloody gobshite who assassinated my grandfather had to resort to taking a wee male hostage just to leverage combat on your terms; against a woman – a Fitzgerald woman.”



“How about you stop running that loud-ass ginger mouth of yours and fucking submit!” Gallen roared.



“Renounce your claims to the Fitzgerald Clan, and I will allow you and your brother to leave here as independents.” Gallen purred in a smooth tone. He looked down his nose at me. He was a handsome-looking man, even if neither Jade nor I would give one shit how he looked. He had short-cropped brown hair which he had spiked like a late-nineties era rocker, and his green eyes were “bedroom” eyes. He was over six-foot tall, and well-toned and muscular, so he likely had his pick of the female litter. Just not the gay ones.



“Why… why?” I sputtered, and the man sneered at me in an ugly looking manner, which off-set his attractive features fiercely.



“Even a new type-one shouldn’t have to
 ask!
 ” He snarled and flashed fangs.



“You’re not going to touch her! She is
 mine!
 I brought her into this Clan, and only
 I
 will take her out of it!” Jade roared in an ear-splitting shriek which doubled as a battle-cry.



“Such bluster when I have your twin at my man’s mercy. One flick of my wrist and it’s curtains for the feeble doctor here.”



The next few seconds were like a lifetime. The world slowed down to a crawl around me. Even through the fog of my pain I saw as Hailey, the mousey brunette, peeked in the door. This caused the man holding Jamie like a meat shield to jerk his gaze around, and like a gunshot, I snapped all the tension in my body, and I flung myself at my top speed from the bed.



I wasn’t usually a violent person, but my animal instincts told me it was then or never. I collided with the skinny man, whose wrist was in my grip and snapped at the elbow in a quick Japanese style jujitsu elbow bar. His knife skittered to the ground, and that was the last ounce of my restraint, then I stank my fangs into the skinny type-two vampire, and I discovered his blood tasted almost as good as human blood. He screamed in agony, and jerked at me, but I locked onto him like a rabid German Shepard, and I shook his neck with my mouth, and my fangs tore through his carotid artery. Arterial spray covered me. I sucked greedily, and Jade slammed into Gallen. They tumbled and Gallen slammed into a nearby wall.



“Hailey, move!” Jamie yelled, and he jerked her out of the way, just before a pair of broadsword blades would’ve diced her into four pieces. Jamie kicked out, “Sis, there’s more coming! He wasn’t going to risk a fair fight.” Jamie said.



“Like I didn’t already know that…” She murmured in a deep husky tone. Jade smashed her fist four times into Gallen’s temple, and he went down like a rookie fighter matched against the reigning heavy weight champion of the world.



“Kacey, you have to control yourself! We don’t have time to wrangle you now! Listen to me or you’ll most certainly die a more miserable death than any I could ever give you!” Jade implored me, even as she rushed past me, heading off the two swordsmen. She dropped both men with a single perfectly placed blow to the throat on one, and the other’s ribcage exploded around her fist, and he dropped dead, and his blood began to gush.



I was lost in the rush of taste.



“Kacey, you have two seconds before we must retreat, stop and come with us!” Jade snapped, and it was hard to pull myself from the thirst, but something animal in me did. I threw the severely drained vampire to the ground, and Jade impaled him with a stolen broadsword, and he sagged lifeless. What was most notable was that his chest didn’t gush with blood as the other vampires had. That stuck in my mind forever.



Jamie risked his safety and he tugged on my wrist imploring me to act. It took another second before I could control my body enough to follow their rapidly retreating figures, but I did so. Hailey trailed just behind me. The corridors were full of vampires – most of them gawking at the violence and blood. There were armed men and women running towards us from both sides of the hall.



Jade focused on clearing her path of retreat. Hailey and I just kept running, trying to stay a few steps ahead of our would-be attackers from behind. The fresh meal had provided me with a clear head – after a few moments to readjust. I was easily able to outrun my pursuers. I was worried about Hailey, who was struggling more. She was pumping her body as hard as she could, but the swordsmen were gaining on her.



She began to swing wildly at her, and she screamed in terror. I turned, and reversed my course so suddenly, I bull-charged the first man, and smashed my forehead into his nose, before he could bring his sword to bare on me. She second man punctured my ribs on the right side, and my oxygen fled my body suddenly.



I saw a flash of red, and the man’s head flew back down the hall the way we’d just traveled. Jade stood over me, and tossed her sword to her brother, and scooped me into a bridal-style cradle.



“Cover our retreat, Jamie.” She ordered him.



“You know I’m not so good with these over-large pig stickers.” Jamie whined.



“Now’s not the time to recite the Hippocratic Oath to me little brother.”



“It’s an oath for a bloody reason, Jade! You can’t just expect a sworn medical professional to disregard his moral convictions!” Jamie lectured.



“I didn’t say you had to kill them, just to slow them down or hinder them from hindering us.” Jade murmured aloud in a tone which could only be described as “sisterly annoyance.”



“Jay-sus wept, woman! I’ll do my best.”



“Your best isn’t good enough. You either do it or we all die!” Jade snapped.



“Why’re you yelling at me?! I’m on your side – as if that should need stating.” Jamie murmured bitterly.



“I don’t mean to be rude, Miss, but can we focus on not being skewered?” Hailey asked meekly. I didn’t have to be an expert to realize she was possibly the only vampire I’d seen who was weaker than Jamie. However, Jamie turned, and what he lacked in strength or speed, he made up for with technique and centuries of application.



Jamie swung his sword, and he lopped off a right leg, and a left one at the knee on a second attacker. He juked, and he anticipated attack patterns with an expert’s precision.



“A shame you can’t thank grandpa for all those fencing matches he put you through.” Jade murmured to her brother.



“Are you
 trying
 to break my focus, because you’re doing a masterful job!”



“What? It wasn’t bad. So, we had swords poking us a bit as kids. It was all to train us to be leaders.”



“It was more than all that, Jade! I literally was stabbed in both cheeks of my bloody arse in the same fecking training session! I couldn’t sit right for almost a week!”



“That was over two-centuries-ago, you’re still harping about that?” Jade huffed, and I was dizzy with my oxygen intake greatly reduced. I couldn’t focus on anything except Jamie’s quick moving right sword arm.



“Blimy, fecking, Blimy…” Jamie murmured to Jade, who murmured a few choice curses under her breath. I felt a sharp stab of pain every time her feet hit the ground, which was almost constantly, because she moved so fast. I would’ve thought I would cease to feel the impact, because of the speed we were moving, but no such luck.



“Exactly
 which
 way are we headed?” Jamie asked in a high-pitched tone.



“Not to the garage, that’s a trap waiting to be sprung.”



“Obviously.” Jamie murmured, and he elbowed one man, and he battered the other in the skull with the hilt of his stolen great sword.



“I figure we rush the gate and keep moving on foot until we can’t. I wouldn’t take any care here, because the Clan GPS tags each vehicle, and unlike mortal tech, ours works properly.” Jade stated with pride.



“Weird time for Night Kind pride, sis. Our less flawed technology works against us as fugitives.” Jamie pointed out.



“Only in a few ways. We need to find somewhere off the grid to lay low and formulate a plan of action, and preferably some place we can keep this one,” Jade nodded to indicate me, “can finish her unusual transition in private. We don’t want a blood bath on our hands.”



“Just not one that doesn’t aid us in our escape, you mean.” Jamie retorted in a snide tone.



“Don’t be a cheeky little wanker, you knob-job.” Jade reposed verbally.



“Oui, you say some pretty foul things!” Jamie whined as he ducked a blade and staggered backwards. He thrust out in what looked like sharp muscle memory, and the blade dropped the vampire, clearly striking the heart.



“Blimy…” Jamie exclaimed, and I could barely see tears forming in his eyes. I coughed and wheezed in pain and Jade risked a glance down at me to assess my stab wound.



“You’re lucky he didn’t aim better. Vampires – Night Kind in general – are trained to hit the heart. You fed well, you will heal in a day or two. Maybe sooner since you’re also transitioning.” She assured me, and she brushed stray purple and raven locks from my eyes.



A dozen men and women were in pursuit and chasing us from the castle. I discovered the gates were already swinging open.



“Trever…” Jade murmured in mild amazement. A tall darkhaired Celtic man barreled past us, and he shouted, “I will hold the dogs back for ye. Long live Clan Mac Gearailt! Long live the
 true
 heir.” Was his battle cry. The seven-plus-foot Celtic warrior vampire collided with half a dozen smaller bodies, and he knocked them around like bowling pins. His massive battle axe swept away three men in one furious blow.



Body parts rolled around this person I assumed was Trever. Jade hesitated for a single instant, but then Trever shouted, “Don’t you cry fer me lass. I am yer man to the last!” Go!”



“You will not be forgotten, that is my vow!” Jade shouted to her friend, and she ran at full tilt. Between the wind and the pain of my chest injury, my vision kept doubling. However, I watched in morose fascination as Trever cleaved through the entire first dozen vampire combatants without breaking a sweat. I saw the spiky-headed figure I was sure was Gallen, and Trever kept him on the defensive – swinging with reckless abandonment.



“He’s got that Gallen on the ropes.” Mi murmured, and I winced in pain afterwards, regretting having opened my mouth.



“No, he’s burning himself out quickly, buying us precious minutes to be out of sight and out of convent tracking distance. The town ahead is a bit of a blind spot for the CCTV system which Night Kind tap into. We will need to find a good vehicle before we are back on the CCTV grid. I still don’t know which direction we’re headed.” Jade explained to me.



“I…do…head…south.” I coughed and wheezed. Her eyes widened and she murmured, “He wouldn’t think me daft-enough to hide out in some place familiar to you. He’d assume I would rule such things out instantly as being too obvious for comfort.” Jade murmured.



“South Florida… family… beach house.” I hacked and coughed after I explained.



“Take it easy there, dove. That’s a long way off, but I think you might be right. Besides, he really wouldn’t expect me to stash you in such a sunny state as Florida. You don’t worry about telling it all right now. It will take more than a day for us to make that kind of trip south.”



I almost said, “I wouldn’t know,” but I passed out in Jade’s arms before I could say anything else.

































































































Seven:



Sunlight burned my left forearm, and I woke up in terror and pain. I yelped in pain, and I felt hands pushing me back down into a backseat floorboard. Something soft but coarse was pushed back over my head. It took me a moment to wake up and see through the tears enough to realize it was a knitted blanket.



“Just stay down, luv. It’s not very safe to sit up yet.” Jade implored. She was right above me, and I may have felt more aware of the fact that I was literally stowed between her legs on the floor, if not for the burning heat of the sun.



“That freakin’ hurt!” I whined, and I didn’t care who heard me.



“Well, at least ye sound better. You were gasping pretty rough for most of the ride. I had expected you to recover quick, but you appear to be completely fine already – that’s at least a whole day faster than most vampires. My devilishly scientific little brother wants to take samples of your blood. I kept reminding him that we’re just trying to keep the blood in you right now, not outside of you.”



“Oh, for chaos’ sake, it’s just a wee syringe of blood we’re talking about here.” Jamie complained from in front of me.



“I know I don’t have any right to say this, but I’d prefer if nothing else punctured me for the foreseeable future, even a needle. I was just run through with a freakin’ sword like I was IRL reenacting
 Braveheart
 for realsie.” I protested, and I heard the tinkling sound of Hailey’s laughter from the front passenger seat – I could hear Jamie right in front of me driving.



“That’s not so hard to understand. I mean, if I’d been stabbed, I would’ve been in a lot more trouble than you; I can sympathize.” Hailey commented honestly.



“Why did you help us?” I blurted the question, and Hailey was silent; you could’ve heard a pin drop in the car for several moments. (Of course, all of us could’ve heard a pen drop anyway, being that we’re vampires.)



“Well, one, because Gallen made it abundantly clear to me a few days ago that if I wanted to remain a vampire and still undead – I would have to start caving to his
 sirely tributes of flesh.
 That’s how he phrased it. Two, because I heard and
 saw
 how Jade, um, Miss Jade, handled you: a severe case. Even a newbie like me could recognize that she didn’t discriminate against type-ones like most vampires appear to. I figured it was safer to put my life in her hands, even in yours, than to try to hope Gallen would grow a conscience.”



Hailey took a breath. Her awkward vibes were loud and clear; yet completely unverbalized.



“Well, you shall never be forgotten as long as I live. Nor you, it was rather rash but brave of you to attack Jamie’s captor
 .
 ” Jade said to me, and I blushed even with the blanket hiding my bashful expression from Jade.



“I couldn’t live with myself if I let that ghoul get away with his plans.” I vent honestly.



“Your neck was next on Gallen’s chopping black, Kacey. It’s not as if he was keen on you living to regret
 anything.”
 Jamie chirped from the driver’s seat.



“Thanks, you know what I meant smart ass.” I gripped at him, and Jade chucked a few times.



“She’s got you there, Jamie.”



“She’s got me
 nowhere.
 ” Jamie retorted lamely.



“He doesn’t like when he’s the ass of the joke.” Jade explained aloud, for my benefit.



“Because he’s usually the arse of all the jokes. Don’t make me sound like I’m soft.”



“It’s ok for a doctor to have a soft touch most of the time.” I said, lending Jamie a bit of aid. He didn’t need to be reminded that he had been forced to do things outside his moral beliefs, for us to escape. I’d nearly killed the man who’d held Jamie, but Jade had spared me the pain of adding another corpse to my very human-adjacent conscience. Jamie had been called upon to act as a vampire soldier. He didn’t get a choice, not that I blamed Jade for any of last night. That had all been Gallen’s designs for total control of Jade’s clan birth rights. He was threatened by her, and rightly so, considering how smoothly she handled herself.



Jade was the closest thing to
 Xena
 that I’d seen in real life. A comparison which I doubt she’d appreciate.



***



Sleep took me under, and I woke up pained and disjointed. My heart was pounding at its sluggish new pace. You’d think that such a slow beat would feel less terrifying, but whatever your baseline beat tempo was; once it was doubled or tripled, you became afraid. Even in transition I was still vulnerable to this basic survival instinct. I could suddenly sympathize with all the chronic panic attack sufferers I’d ever known.



I had often dismissed their fears as petty and not even a real health condition but feeling my heart pounding fast – for a vampire – sent me into a terrifying spiral every time I woke up. Pain always went with the relentless pounding in my chest. The pain was like flames licking through my veins, tormenting my body, but not consuming anything.



“Whoa, whoa, there! You don’t want to take that blanket off, remember?” Jade soothingly urged me. I could feel her hands on me, restraining me in the floor. I could feel heat, but it was originally coming from the pain inside my body, so I had been slow to realize the sun was still hanging persistently overhead.



“Are you in pain again?” she asked, and I managed to whimper and squeak a few unflatteringly desperate noises.



“What’s going on back there?” Jamie asked.



“She’s back into thirst pain.”



“What?! That shouldn’t be possible. She drank Chad Miller dry.” Jamie exclaimed.



“His name… was Chad? …No wonder he was such a douche canoe. Chad is like a curse more than a name!” I said, my speech got clearer and more lucid the more I spoke.



“I can’t really disagree with you there.” Hailey chimed in.



“One of my best mates from Dublin married a Chad, and he ended up having two other families on the side. Of course, we weren’t having that, so the women came together – after a wee spot of nearly steaking each other – and they devised a torment more excruciating than one death.” Jade said, and her tone was positively giddy, even though she was talking about torture.



“What happened?” I inquired, and my back tightened, and I groaned in pain as the muscles locked up in my chest and back. I felt tears burning in my eyes again. Jade stroked my spine carefully and held me in place with one firm hand – it would’ve almost felt erotic, if not for the torment I was enduring – much like the male her friend had gotten back at – I assumed at that point.



“They dropped him down a well. It was simple, but they also took turns pouring one half cup of blood a day down the well. Eventually, that Chad managed to claw his way out, then he had to pony up the money to pay for three vampire women’s divorces and two of their childcare aid.” Jade murmured.



“You’re right, that is worse than death. Here I thought you were going to end the story with, “and then he lost his head…” I confessed.



“He did lose his head, after he paid for the childcare. After they had tortured him, I dispatched him. I didn’t trust that he wouldn’t take some petty form of revenge on my friend or her two offended sister wives.”



“There’s a word you don’t want to hear, sister wives. It’s reminiscent of the most macho self-serving male bullshit.”



“Indeed, so I cut of his head.” Jade murmured, and I could’ve sworn there was a twinkle in her eyes when she finished her story the way I’d previously expected. I just couldn’t
 see
 her, but I could imagine she found it very funny to throw my words back at me.



“You try to rest again, dove. You’re in no state to be up.” Jade said in a soothing tone.



“It’s not possible yet. The pain is too crazy. I can’t sleep once this starts.” I explained.



“I see, well, we can’t feed you again yet, because I can’t risk you developing blood addiction. You’re strong, and you have a weird growth curve, so I can’t take that risk. Your former lover, she was rather weak, which was why you managed to kill her. You might recall, you took down a rather strong type-two vampire and did so with relative ease.”



“Then… why… did… you… kill…him?”



“Why do you think? Because, they’d have said you killed him if I didn’t do it. They needed an excuse to kill you, and they forced one. By confronting us, they created a self-fulfilling prophecy of violence. I just don’t imagine Gallen expected you to subdue Chad. He was the third ranking vampire in the Clan.” Jade explained and my mouth was dry, and my body ached, but I still managed to be afraid of myself on top of all I was enduring.



“Chad was Gallen’s creature through and through. If you
 had
 to add a body to your count, he was the most deserving bugger you could’ve done in – not that you did him in. My sister is handy for a wee spot of murder in the morning, thankfully for you both.”



“Oui, ouch, that hurt, Jade!” Jamie whined, and I could hear the echo of slapped skin.



“Don’t make… me… come up there. Or… turn…this car around.” I said as loud as I could, but my voice still sounded mousy and weak, but the others chuckled vibrantly.



“Just call us the Griswolds, huh, Kacey?” Jade asked.



“I don’t know what that means.” I said earnestly, around a few winces of pain which went with talking. Communicating hurt, but it also had an interesting effect of making me feel saner. Staying verbally communicative kept my mind clear, and the pain couldn’t grow any larger in my body.



“Which generation is she, Y or Z?” Jamie asked Jade.



“The very earliest portion of Z, I believe. Something like that. I don’t think twenty-five or twenty-six – at this point in time – would still be considered Millennial.”



“Jay-sus wept, no wonder she doesn’t understand that boomer reference!”



“We’ve talked about you using that term. It irritates me.”



“What, boomer? It’s the most amusing thing her generation invented. I mean, it’s not even wrong. Her generation – and the one before it –
 should
 be angry at the idiotic boomers.”



“Every generation sells itself and its people out. The rich and powerful perpetually connive and convince them to vote against their best interests. The boomers – as you call them – are not unique in this phenomenon.” Jade lectured.



“They are the worst purveyors of conservativism and enablers of the rich and greedy. They have all but fractured any semblance of democracy in the human world!”



“Yes, yes, all roads in the mortal world will lead to Stalinism and Fascist Capitalism with a religious right-slanted puppet regimes propped up.” Jade said in a dismissive and matter-of-fact tone.



“You seem to have forgotten how fucked up Hitler’s Germany was.” Jamie accused.



“Now you’re
 really
 begging for a slap. I was there when the allied forces opened the camps up. I was there to
 see
 the horrors of fascism firsthand. I also spent time in Russian on Clan business, and I was constantly dodging surveillance operatives. Let’s not even mention how many times my vampiric hearing allowed me to
 hear
 the nighttime arrests of the secret police while I was in Saint Petersburg.”



“Everything just went from boomer to dark…” Hailey murmured in a meek tone.



“Truer words have never been spoken…” Jamie murmured aloud.



“I wasn’t agreeing with you. I really wasn’t Miss Jade!” She said, and even I could picture her turning imploringly towards the grumpy master-type vampire pinning me to the floor – for all our own good.



“How about you two just agree you both hate the rightwing and its slant into fascism and let’s move on. I will remember never to use the word boomer around either of you.” I said, articulating myself impressively, even though talking hurt so much. Everything hurt, even the delicate press of Jade’s palm on my shoulder – keeping me pinned so I didn’t lose myself in the back seat. I couldn’t blame her after seeing what I’d done to the bed the first night I was in her clan castle.



“I really doubt it was the word boomer that set this all off.” Hailey said, and I snorted.



“Never underestimate a good boomer drop in older company. It tends to piss them off, even if they don’t realize it’s the cause.” I said, and Jade groaned.



“I’m far too old for name calling to bother me. Besides, I don’t recall being accused of being a boomer.”



“Technically, we’re both something far more archaic than a mere boomer, but then again our generation wasn’t so terrible.” Jamie chirped.



“No, chaos forbid you consider the French Revolution, and the American Revolution a dark era in recent history.” Jade snidely remarked.



“You guys were alive for those?” I asked, and I was sure they could all hear the blanching expression on my agonized face as well as if I were looking directly at them.



“I usually don’t give a number when asked my age, but since you seem unrelenting on the matter; I am two-hundred-and-fifty-one-years-old, and Jamie is two minutes younger.”



“Younger being a very relative term at that point.” I murmured, and Jade made a sniffing sound.



“To be young and judgmental.” She sighed wistfully.



“You manage to sound plenty judgmental at two-fifty-one, dear sister.”



“What I hear is you need another slap, is that the case?” She snapped at her twin, again.



“How have you two never killed each other? You fight non-stop.” I asked, and Jade shifted in her seat.



“You were unwilling to risk Jamie’s life even when you know Gallen was going to kill you.” Haliey added.



“That’s because no one tortures my brother but me. It’s an old family tradition since before the Yanks stole this land.”



“Here I’d have thought an Irish woman would’ve been cheering them on.” I inserted.



“I couldn’t give one toss. The fact is, a lot of very rich prominent men
 needed
 to break from King and country, because they owed the crown a lot of money. I just didn’t see a lot of similarities between the Irish oppression, and the North American colonies. The colonies were simply rich men’s new playground and the legal avenue to otherwise disreputable means of profiteering.” Jade lectured, and I found myself transfixed with her words. So much so that I didn’t remember to feel pain for several minutes.



“Some of that is news to me.” I murmured.



“Of course, it’s news to you. Your education system – such as it is – caters to the corporate fascist elite “party line” which rules this country.”



“I am guessing that whole Night Kind university offer is gone now?” I asked, and I doubled over as a new wave of spasms wracked my body.



“No, I do think we will have this particular incident sorted long before you’re ready for a classroom.”



“He’s not gonna stop trying to kill us. You do realize that don’t you?” I asked and Jamie grunted.



“He can try, but Jade’s already got a play mapped out to remove whatever legal hit he’s put on us by now. I can imagine he’s using your type-one transition as some sort of bullshit loophole to attack her. You see, he’s been forced to stand down for some time now, because Jade’s too smart to give any reason to legitimately attack her.” Jamie explained.



“So, everything that’s happening is my fault.” I said, and I felt ashen – even by vampire standards.



“Get that out of your head, right now. You’re twenty-six, for chaos’ sake. You are centuries to young to be the root cause of any of my problems.”



“Gee, thanks for making me sound like a baby, again. You do realize the whole age thing can cut both ways, right? Too old, or too young; it’s all delicate shit with us girls.” I reminded Jade, and Jamie laughed loudly. I heard a loud THWACK a few moments later, followed by a masculine yelp.



“Eyes on the road you dolt!” Jade shouted at Jamie, and he swerved.



“If we wreck, will I die, again?” I queried to the old air above me.



“Don’t be silly. Now you’re just being a drama princess.” Jade murmured.



“It’s drama queen.” I tacitly corrected.



“Yes, but the point remains the same. You’re a vampire, and short of beheading or destruction of the heart, you’re eternal.” Jade lectured.



“Just not guaranteed eternal, because vampire politics are often very lethal.” Jamie inserted.



“How can it still be legal in this world – you guy’s world – to try to kill a high-ranking member of your clan? Gallen was so out of line.”



“We do have laws in place, but clever vampires make up clever little workarounds to eliminate competitors. He and I are competing for the same Master vampire role – I do not hide my ambitions to reclaim my family seat of power.”



“Think of them as two alphas who can’t stop butting heads, because they can only think and act in a dominant manner. Jade will likely come to blows with you for this very reason, in the future.” Jamie said earnestly.



“Don’t tell her that!” Jade snapped at Jamie.



“She’s strong, and she’s not pliable. I can only see that becoming a point of contention later.” Jamie murmured.



“But I don’t want to take her role or her family inheritance. I don’t see that changing. “I said, and Jade patted my head reassuringly.



“Just because we’re vampires doesn’t mean beings of dominance and power cannot find many ways to parley and co-exist harmoniously. There are many masters in the US, and the world for that matter. Out of all of those vampires, only Gallen is actively seeking to kill and depose me.”



“He already did the deposing, but it won’t stick as long as Jade’s alive to contest his claim to Clan Mac Gearailt.” Jamie said.



“Yes, and everything I do is for Mac Gearailt vampires large or small. You are one of them by adoption, so I would never harm you, unless you chose to try to usurp me as well.”



“What she means, is that she won’t kill you. She would likely get into a roaring brawl over a sharp disagreement.”



“You make me sound like a savage, brother!”



“Aren’t you one, when your alphaness is offended?” He teased Jade, and I heard another THWACK, followed by a masculine yelp.



“You never seem to learn.” Jade grumbled.



“See, she’s a violent beast!” Jamie exclaimed.



“To my brother who is very deserving, yes, absolutely.” Jade snarked.



“Maybe just lay off the head shots while he’s driving, Miss?” Hailey asked meekly.



“Fine, but only because I don’t want to further scare our novice vampires with an automotive accident – given Jamie’s less than stellar record behind the wheel.” Jade murmured.



“It was
 one
 wee accident back in the seventies!” Jamie protested.



“It was a ten-car pile-up, and you were stoned, jamming to Hendricks at the time.” Jade retorted fiercely.



“It was a very different time!” Jamie whined.



“Oh sure, and you might be a dad a thousand times over after the free love era ended.” Jade murmured.



“Wait, are you saying he could get humans pregnant?!” I asked in shock.



“Don’t be so surprised, our species evolved beside the human. Many speculate we have common ancestry. However, the product of a human and a vampire is a dhampir, which is infertile and not as strong as a vampire.” Jamie explained.



“They also don’t have any sun allergies at all. The term day walker is a real thing in our world – cheesy movies aside.” Jade explained.



“Shit, I know vampires who wrote some of those screen plays, just for funsies. They weren’t so happy when the bloody Night Kind came knocking on their doors. One even ended up serving two decades in a Night Kind gulag.” Jamie elaborated.



“Vampire screen writers shouldn’t surprise me. Hollywood is often referred to as “Hollyweird.” I said and I groaned as my stomach felt like it was beginning to cannibalize itself again.



“How much longer?” I asked, my voice broken sounding.



“We’re only a few hours out now. I will get you there as soon as I can.” Jade promised in a soothing tone. It was hard to think of her as a highly aggressive vampire leader with a high body count to her credit, when she was so nurturing to me. Even the violent sibling bantering was endearing. However, I doubted Jamie considered it very endearing. He seemed to like to brood and sulk about his fights with Jade. That just made me want to make popcorn and watch the show even more.



“Just close your eyes and try not to think about the pain.” Jade said, and Jamie chuckled at her.



“Now you’re just taunting her, Jamie.” Hailey chastised him, and Jamie straightened up in his seat.



“Sorry, Hailey.” Jamie said, and he sounded sincere.



My mind began to wonder, and my heart pounded in my chest. Fear was like imaginary razorblades along my skin. I knew rationally that they weren’t cutting into me, but the sensations were still too real to deny. I convulsed in pain, and my bones creaked.



“Are you bending her backwards or something? That shit sounds like something out of one of those stupid possession demonic type movies. You know, with the character arcing backwards at impossibly painful angles.” Jamie said, and I wanted to snap that I didn’t need him to tell me, because I was experiencing it firsthand, but my voice wouldn’t produce more than a whimper of pain.



Breathing became harder and without air making sound became next to impossible. I dug my nails into the carpeting, and I soundlessly cried out with my mouth open wide, but no voice could be produced. This mute experience frightened me more than any of the times I’d screamed and wailed in pain.



Jade pushed against me, and I didn’t realize I was struggling so violently at first.



“You need to hurry. She’s in a bad way now.” Jade implored Jamie.



“Don’t you think I am driving as fast as I can, without giving the doughnut jockeys something to shake their speed gun at?!” Jamie snapped.



“Why would you care if the cops pulled you over anyway? I am sure they aren’t looking for us.” Haliey asked.



“They’re not, but their cameras can be hacked easily with Night Kind technology. They wouldn’t even realize they are doing vampire bidding. Hell, I know many fugitive vampires and other species as well, have been captured due to hacked law enforcement cameras and surveillance operations.” Jade explained.



“Yeah, we had a few bright apples who used the human justice system to hide from us. After that, it became pretty standard to tap into all human law enforcement databases, and camera systems.” Jamie said.



“You make it sound like humans are stupid or something.” Haliey said.



“No, they just had an eight-hundred-year gap in any developments in the Dark Ages. We – Night Kind – kept developing and researching right throughout that dark human period. We ended up achieving flight, and space travel in the time humans took to decide to start writing again.” Jamie lectured.



“That’s the source of all the UFO myths and sightings. Though, we stopped flying ships around now that humans can detect them.”



“Yeah, Roswell was a shit show for all Night Kind.” Jade said in a rare moment of agreement with Jamie. I was left to wonder about this new spin of the Roswell myths and legends all American kids grew up hearing in the modern age.



My ruminations didn’t dilute or stave off the pain which wracked my body.



 



 



 







 



 



     



   



  





























Eight:



Burning in my throat traveled down the length of my esophagus and into my stomach. I was only vaguely aware when we arrived in Cape Coral. I knew it had over four-hundred miles of canals and waterways. The sun had set, so I immerged from the cover, and Jade helped my cramped body into the passenger side back seat. The sight was more beautiful – even in the dark – than I’d ever imagined.



Imagination was all I had before then to try to place myself in the exotic, but still American, location.



“There are literally douche canoes being rowed up and down the waterways!” I exclaimed in amazement, and Jamie cracked up.



“Of all the opening lines to describe Cape Coral, ‘douche canoes’ was
 nowhere
 on the list in my mind.” Jamie exclaimed, and I felt scandalized and slumped back into my seat. Misery soon took me back under, and my sanity dangled by threads, frayed threads at that point.



“It does look like Venice a bit, without the grand Italian architecture. Jade observed aloud.



“Yeah, instead it’s the fake-looking American-Spanish ranchero style design. I like that look more in South American, where it’s not fake.” Jamie murmured.



“It’s hard to argue that Latinx and American styles are not forever fused, because the two have merged forever into one community – even if the bigots on the right side pretend this isn’t the case.” Jade replied.



The watery roads were filled with boating travelers. There were more speed boats, and even racing jet skis roared past the narrow roads.



“Well, no douche canoes thus far, but plenty of watery wankers on jet skis.” Jamie observed aloud.



“Don’t encourage him so much.” Jade whined to me. Let me tell you, it was weird hearing a whine come out of the mouth of
 Xena
 – or there abouts.



“He’s your brother, you should be encouraging his imagination.” I murmured hoarsely.



“He gets everything from me, including encouragement. By making sure no one with the will to kill him survives to do so. I am encouraging my brother.” Jade explained in a serious tone and expression.



“That’s my fraternal twin sister! Always showing how much, she loves me by dropping dead things at my bedroom door.” Jamie chirped.



“Suddenly, your job as an ME makes all sorts of sense to me.” Hailey said, and Jade huffed, but she didn’t make any protest.



“Where exactly in this bastardized version of Venice is that family home of yours?” Jamie inquired.



“I donno, just follow the douche canoes and you can’t go wrong. The richer the area looks, the more likely there is to be Takada House.”



“Can we google douche canoes and Japanese-American conglomerate owners?” Hailey asked and she sounded morosely curious and began to type in her phone.



“Huh, never would’ve imagined so many fucking search results would come up.” She murmured.



“Yeah, I could’ve saved you the two seconds. There’s all sorts of Japanese-owned conglomerates which have purchased controlling interests around the US. You see, the American strategy was to drop bombs. The Japanese were cleverer; we – they – which ever is more correct – slowly began purchasing American companies at a song as they each sought to undermine one another. Capitalism
 is
 the Japanese weapon of mass destruction.” I explained, and Hailey gave my explanation one half-hearted obligatory chuckle.



“Cheer up kid, the truth isn’t often as funny to others. I find the state of this shit-show planet hilarious; when I’m not running for my bloody life.” Jade said, and she sounded both bitter and furious at once. Part of me wanted to start apologizing for any fabricated crime I could think of, just to get her to calm down.



“Oh, I think I found it. There are Insta posts about parties some rich Japanese-American college girl throws every year. There’s even directions to the mansion.” Hailey said.



“Strange, they usually just describe me and my sisters as ‘sortta hot, kinda Asianic-looking’ when posting about us – mainly them. Many of their
 people
 don’t even know I exist.” I ranted and my hoarse voice turned bitter. For once, the bitterness in my voice didn’t have anything to do with my pain. At least not the debilitating physical pain I was experiencing because of the recent vampirism onset. This was an older, and more infected wound.



“Well, you’re not wrong. They only mention the three siblings.” Hailey confirmed.



“You don’t have to tell her all that.” Jade murmured in protest, then looked at me slumped in the seat.



“It’s not news to me. I’ve been on the outside since I was caught sucking face in middle school – three guesses why, and the first two don’t count.” I said, and I groaned as another wave of cramps hit my gut like a psycho-killer’s knife. However, the only psycho-kill I’d met was my ex, Danielle, and I’d technically done the killing – my murder was moot since I walked away from it: three days later.



“It’s just hard to believe that
 anyone
 could just freeze a child and a sibling out in the twenty-first century, because they’re gay or queer in any way.” Hailey exclaimed.



“Her mother’s side, the Takada’s, are worth over a billion dollars US. Her maternal grandmother is one of the most powerful and influential women in the mortal world. Add that to the Japanese lingering phobias of homosexuality, and the sense of duty to house and matriarch or patriarch – depending on the family dynamics – and it’s not even remotely difficult to believe the Takada’s and even the Daniels family froze Kacey out. She is their shameful secret.” Jade explained for Hailey’s benefit.



“You sound like you’ve had some dealings with the Japanese.” I commented, and I was as curious as I was sinking in pain.



“Of course, I’ve lived a long-enough life to spend years in Kyoto, then later in Edo – which is now Tokyo City.” Jade explained.



“For those of you not familiar with Japanese history, This was at the beginning of the Meji Era, in the late nineteenth century.” Jamie said.



“I’m fairly sure most modern people have at least watched enough anime to get the timeline somewhat correct now. We’re not living in the ye-olden days anymore.” I said factually.



“You say that like all anime obeys historical timelines.” Jamie challenged.



“Jamie, don’t you get started on her. She’s not some ignorant weeb – as you call them – having an internet argument about things she knows nothing of. She
 is
 Japanese, well, half.” Jade lightly reprimanded her brother.



“I’m just trying to picture him having internet fights with weebs… I wish I could say he didn’t look the part, but yes, Jamie totally does.” I confessed around the pained grunts.



Jade and Hailey both laughed loudly, and uproariously. Jamie looked into the rearview mirror and narrowed his eyes at me. He looked offended, but his anger was largely buffed up for show. He didn’t seem all that uncomfortable with strong women and being the butt of their jokes at times. However, from what I’d observed, Jamie was snappish-enough to get by. He wasn’t some “whipping boy.”



“Oh, look, we’re here, finally!” Jamie exclaimed.



The large pearlescent-like white mansion was framed with classic black trimmed and had six enormous black marble columns. The mansion was sixty-rooms wide, with two full wings, and three studies. There was security year-round, but Jade leapt from the car, and she “took care of it.” I wasn’t sure what that meant, even when they opened the gates, and greeted me as if I were expected.



“It helps that you actually
 are
 a Takada, because it made the hypnosis stick all the better.” Jade chirped in glee.



“Now I think I see why you thought this would be a good place to lay low. You have already made five-man servants for yourself.” I commented.



“Not for myself, no. This is for all of us. They would obey you, except if you asked them to kill me. I always remember to include some commands which make murdering their mistress impossible. Never forget – once you learn to hypnotize – to include commands which make them harmless as a grasshopper to you, Kacey.” Jade said in a cheerful tone like a cross between a schoolteacher and a hot date – I was never sure which one I was going to get with her.



“Are they going to be, okay? I mean, is there any brain damage?” I asked, and Jamie snorted.



“Luv, it’s just hypnosis. They’ll be fine. They will just forget they ever ran around like Jade’s personal errand boys. She won’t even make them lick her boots – it’s too hetero for her.”



“That’s a disgusting imagine, brother.”



“You can just learn to be lazy and American-like and shorten it to ‘bro’ like a modern lesbian.” Jamie admonished his sister, and she slapped him on the back of the head. He yelped and winced as if she’d nearly taken off his head.



“Bugger, that one hurt! You’re a mean girl, Jade!” Jamie cried in accusation.



“Shame you can’t go running to grandpa.” She murmured aloud. They shared a haunted look.



“He always sided with you anyway. Besides, every time you kicked my arse; he would throw me in some new gladiator claptrap of his. Fecker was determined to turn me into a real man – funny that, since I am the only heterosexual heir he had.”



“You say that like it matters, outside of billionaires like my grandmother.” I commented.



“He
 was
 a billionaire, before humans were even multi-millionaires.” Jamie explained.



“Yes, he was surprisingly understanding about my proclivities, but that was because he knew I would reproduce once I decided it necessary – which in immortal lifestyles is acceptable. When you live eternally, short of murder, you will develop very unique tastes. Homosexuality was not uncommon for most Night Kind. It was more discriminated against in the olden days, but even by the eighteen-hundreds, or the nineteen-hundreds, being gay was just a matter of biological fact. We’d also been flying in outer space for centuries by then, so we had more time to have our sexual revolutions, and our equal rights movements. However, to some extent, even
 we
 were bigoted in my lifetime so far. I wish you had the context to properly comprehend the gravity of that statement and just how hard and slow homophobia dies out in any species.” Jade lectured.



“You really are like a hot schoolteacher, Jade.” I blurted; my mind too addled by the pain I was in to realize what I’d just said. Jamie cracked up, hit the ground, and rolled at my statement.



“Hang on a tick, I
 have
 that Van Halen song on my phone.” He exclaimed, and before Jade to protest, Jamie had hit play and the opening guitar lead from the archaic rock song began to roar to life.



“Great, he’s going to be completely incorrigible now, thanks, Kacey!”



Hot for Teacher
 jammed in the surprisingly loud phone speakers. Jade rolled her eyes as Jamie made guitar picking motions from the ground, where he was wiggling and rocking to the beat.



“I’m kinda surprised she didn’t step on him.” Hailey murmured conspiratorially to me.



“Oh, I’m not. She’s, his twin. Stepping on a guy thing is not something one does to their brother – I would know. Too many men think of that as some type of pseudo-sexual act. It’s a strange fucking kink, one a woman as
 grown
 as Jade would be well aware of, if I am at twenty-six.”



“That makes a disturbing level of sense. I feel almost sick, but thankfully I don’t have any brothers.”



“Yeah, they are supposed to be pretty cool to have. My brother is the only member of my family who talks to me at all – talked to me, I guess.” I said, and Hailey carefully touched my left shoulder.



“It’ll get better. I am sure you will be able to talk to him again once the thirst clears. Mine is close to abating completely now, and I’ve only been a vampire for eight-months.” Hailey explained.



“Eight months, you seem like you’re very adjusted and used to your new life.” I voiced my personal observations about Hailey and she smiled.



“You will soon enough. I don’t know shit about vampirism, but I do know that you can’t be
 this
 extreme for as long as I experienced the thirst. Yours should clear much faster. I mean, shit, you healed practically in a single day, from a sword wound!”



“It’s a bit strange to have another vampire say that, and sound so shocked.” I murmured.



“It’s difficult to consider me a
 vampire.
 I am just a novice like you, with less thirst issues.” Hailey said in her attempt to be precise – she seemed to
 have
 to be precise if at all possible. Hailey couldn’t stand to state anything vaguely. I could literally see her neurotic mind going batty if she felt she hadn’t achieved clarity in any statement. Her behavior was refreshing, because it reminded me of a few ladies in my classes. Anything that reminded me of school soothed me with instant nostalgia. It’s hard to confront the possibility that your academic goals might be put on hold permanently, if a vampire was hunting you for the rest of your life.



An unnaturally – to me – long life, which I had done nothing but stumble, snarl, and bite my way through thus far. Anyone in my situation would feel pretty dire, but I was trying to make do and keep my mind as close to clear as I could achieve. Hailey was soft, supportive, and brutally honest; she was comforting to be around.



At least her supportiveness broke up the monotony of Jade’s “oh, I hope I don’t have to kill you again,” ramblings.



“Let’s get inside, and then we can
 order.”
 Jade instructed me.



“Wait, you mean like a pizza, right?” I attempted to clarify her statement.



“I mean like blood from the local dispensary.” Jade said.



“Isn’t that dangerous? I thought you were explaining how Orwellian the Night Kind could be?”



“We can, and we often are, but I have identities which will check out, but no one has ever seen or heard of them. Call that my little “in-case of usurper, break case and run,” stash.



“When did you have time to get that? It’s not like you were gone…” I murmured and Jade smirked at me, “Did you think it took me ten minutes to find and steal a bloody car? Give a girl some credit. These mortals are a joke, and their supposed technology is
 Flintstone
 -like by comparison to the Night Kind.” Jade inserted in a firm tone. She almost sounded arrogant and snide, but I could distinguish the line between arrogance and Night Kind pride, well-earned over millennia of evolution.



“Some of our kind used to fly over human settlements and abduct them in our crafts. I won’t name any names, but to us, humans are cave-dwellers. I just don’t let that go to my head enough to begin to abuse or debase them personally – neither does Jade, despite how she may sound to you right now.” Jamie expanded on Jade’s statements, and I shook my head.



“You’re telling me flying saucers are real, and Night Kind were the ones doing the anal probing?” I screamed aloud and Jamie blushed – which didn’t seem like an everyday thing on his pasty face.



“Keep your voice down with the anal screams!” Jade snapped in rapid retort.



“Technically, the only human anal probing I’ve heard of is that of consenting gay male sex, but abductees are always quick to claim we shoved shit in them. I guess some of them did feel violated, but I never recall hearing of or reading about any reports of actual human experimentation. We were simply tracking their slow genetic evolution. It was for science, and to ensure that human blood would continue to be a viable source of nutrition for us, if we kept out-pacing them evolutionarily-speaking.” Jamie ranted like a mad scientist, complete with his shaking and fidgeting hand gestures – as if he were
 trying
 to look creepy.



“So, what about the whole cattle abductions? Or the mutilated livestock?” I asked next.



“Let’s head inside and let Jade stop pacing about like a caged tiger, and I will keep explaining.” Jamie waved his hand ahead of me, and I looked back to the enormous monstrosity, which was supposed to be a summer home, but looked more like a neo-Colonialism monument to fascist capitalism – of which my grandma was the chief officer of in her multinational corporation. The building swallowed up my new and expanded vampire sight. I couldn’t see end-from-end as I approached the double black doors between a pair of black marble columns.



“How much did she waste on this place?” Jamie murmured to me.



“Too damn much, like two-hundred-million, and it’s not even a primary residence. Like, she could’ve supported the families of an entire city, and made sure no child went hungry in any part of North America or Japan, but instead she built herself a neo-castle.” I growled reproachfully.



“Complete with allegators and enough waterways nearby to be called “motes.” If you really think about it for a second.” Jamie chirped and grinned.



“Don’t look so chuffed with yourself, man. You’re not very funny, even when you think you are –
 especially
 when you’re trying to be funny.” Jade taunted him in one of those snide sisterly tones I knew too well. I used to hear a version of that tone all the time when my sisters would ask me, “why don’t you just date some guys to appease them?” Or my favorite, “do you
 really
 have to sleep with women to enjoy sex. It’s not like you can’t just lay down and open your legs for a man; since the equipment is technically molded off their dicks.” That was the last time I spoke to my youngest older sister – the Gale, who was in London on the slow track to tenure. In true colligate fashion, she failed to see any point of view besides her own as valid.



“Everything ok, are you having cramps again?” Jade asked, and the other two turned concerned look one me. I shook my head, and I fished out a key in my pocket and wiggled it between my fingers.



“They never knew that Suzuka gave me this. That’s my oldest big sister. She told me I was family, and I deserved to be able to get in if I so desired.” I felt tears in my eyes as I explained this aloud.



“That’s the older of your sisters. The one married to Richard Livingston; son of a steel giant, and a self-made real-estate investor in Boston, and New York, right?” Jade asked, and I didn’t even bother to ask her how she knew that. I just nodded in confirmation.



“Yeah, Suzie is the only one who talks to me. She is straight, charming, and high society in Boston and New York, but she’s also a kind big sister.” I said, as if defending Suzie.



“I get it, it is possible – however unlikely – to retain a decent personality even once you’ve achieved insider status in the billionaire’s club. Humans usually just lose perspective of everything the moment the financial winds blow favorably in their direction. The next thing you know; they are taking foreign bribes to ensure bad people get voted into offices; just to control the winds of fianc and ensure they blow only on those whom the elite deep fit.” Jade ranted in a flippant, and slightly aggravated-sounding tone.



“I can’t really say that doesn’t happen; We did just have a president who tried to usurp the duly elected office.” I murmured in a hesitant form of agreement. I usually tried very hard not to think about how depressing rich people made the world – I knew too well, because I lived amongst them, but not one of them.



“Are you hens going to gab your holes off out here or are we going inside so I can explain cattle abductions for dummies?” Jamie blurted and Jade swatted at him, and Jamie managed to duck this time – prepared for the onslaught.



“Spiderman has
 nothin’
 on this guy!” Jamie cheered, and then Hailey pushed him into the door from behind, and Jade laughed.



“Let that be a lesson to you, brother mine; all girls have teeth – especially if they also happen to be vampires.” Jade said, and I wiggled around a sullen Jamie, and I put my key into the lock, and I heard a series of clicks and then the door swung inward. The lights began to flash to life as I took my first step into the post-modern opulence which had been denied to me my entire life.



“Bloody hell, her art collections visible just from the foyer rival those of our castle.” Jamie assessed.



“Yes, but this is all newfangled art. It’s worth a lot, but it’s not Van Gogh, or Leonardo Da Vinci. Hell, I’d even accept a Hieronymus Bosch piece over these, and I loathe anything with that religious iconography.” Jade growled. I could deduce she hated religion as much as she detested most of the powerful people capable of owning great works of art.



“There’s an entire Japanese wing which is all Edo period art, weapons, armor, and calligraphy as well.” I explained, and Jade blinked, and a slow smile tilted up her rose-colored lips.



“Sis is a sucker for anything Edo period. She may not like religion, but show her a good oni sculpture or painting, and she’s all over it. I suppose she just loves the devils of the world?” Jamie asked rhetorically, and he dodged another swat from his sister, then looked at Hailey with a leery expression.



“Oh, look, he’s learning!” Jade chirped aloud, and Jamie wagged his middle finger at her and he snapped, “I’m going to pick out a room, then we can finish out talk, Kacey. Since you seem to be the only one
 not
 beating on me tonight – which is ironic since you’re the problem child by all accounts.”



“I am not the problem child!” I growled at him.



“Look out, you just irritated your last ally in the house Jamie. Way to be a right wanker!” Jade teased him.



“Go F-off sis.” Jamie snapped, and he stomped – loudly enough for a vampire – and I could hear his footsteps all the way into the western wing, which was not the Japanese wing. He was looking in the opposite direction from where he assumed Jade would go.



“Wait, how did he know which way to go?” I asked aloud, not sure I’d get an answer.



“We may have hacked into the mortal databases and pulled up the architectural blueprints. There were labels for the wings, and one said, “Asian wing,” I am guessing Jamie presumed the dumb American architect titled the Edo wing incorrectly on paper. Not that anyone would notice. Most people never even bother with blueprints unless they have to full renovate later.” She explained.



“Well, I need food, and I don’t necessarily mean of the regular verity.” I informed Jade, trying hard to keep from devolving back into a salivating beast. My body was still cramped, and my muscles were spasming, but I’d begin to push the pain out of my mind. It was mind over matter and obstinate willpower which kept me running and not biting like Danielle. The thought of Danielle was enough to sober me, even at my worst moments.





















































Nine:



Chaining myself to a sturdy radiator on the basement level was my nightly – morning to humans – routine. My thirst overwhelmed my mind, and I kept slouching towards full-blown feral behavior. It was my misplaced sense of decency which led me to chain myself to the basement. The thought of destroying furniture and bedding made me feel preemptively ashamed of myself. The last thing I wanted was for anyone to know I’d crashed at the Takada summer mansion.



Jade stood over me, and she looked deeply disappointed with my life choice, but she didn’t out-right protest. Part of her must have accepted just how dangerous I was, and that my sense of decency and sentimentality was all that held my civilized persona in place. The thirst and the madness which came with the transition were persistent in courting me towards murder, blood, and mass death.



Try to fathom that over half of your mind is screaming for you to be Ted Bundy or worse, Jeffery Dahmer. Something whispered inside you, wooing you towards blood, towards unimaginable madness. My memories of Lovecraft’s lunatic Old Gods kept springing into my mind and helped beat back the pull towards chaos.



Call me crazy, yes you really could at that point, but I didn’t want to be the vile murderous thing which existed in the periphery, like the Old Gods of Lovecraft’s designs and Lord Dunsany’s visions of similar beings before Lovecraft. Reading about such terrible, but fascinating literary figures or beings was enough for me. We had plenty of real-world mad people, so I didn’t want to add to the insanity.



“You can spend more time out in the compound at night. You don’t have to confine yourself to the darkness of this basement level perpetually. Besides, the change in scenery will help fortify your sanity against the whispering thirst.” Jade explained.



“I’m scared, there are frat boys all over the place, and I want to rip their throats out! I saw some beach Barbies, and I couldn’t think about their hot bodies without becoming lost in consummating my bloodlust. I felt horny,
 and murderous
 at the same time!” I cried, confiding this embarrassing truth to Jade. It may have been foolish to trust her so much because she had persistently murmured complaints that she may have to kill me. However, I as beginning to think that Jade would not kill me, even hurt me, unless I did something truly fucked up. Or if I threatened her life or that of Jamie and Hailey.



“There are hunters kill thrills in human animal hunters. That is a human thing too, so you’re just experiencing the transition heightened encouragement for you to hunt, to feed, and to survive. Your body wants you to learn your new instincts. You’re having trouble because you’re now discovering what true apex predators’ instincts and sensations feel like. You are learning what it is to be a functioning highly intellectual being; who also hunts self-aware prey. Humans may make murderous sports of one another, and even cannibalize each other at times, but they’re not true apex predators. They are a few rungs removed from apex predators, in fact. The thirst is so terrifying to non-born vampires because this drive is primal, and most had to master it over the course of their entire formative life – while physically developing. You are also only twenty-six, so you have vampire teenage hormonal imbalances. Teen years for vampires are usually thirty or forty-five years long.”



“What the hell?! How does anyone expect me to re-survive the brutal surging hormones of teenagerhood, again?! I
 just
 came out of that shit a year or two ago! I mean, that shit extended well into my early twenties!” I exclaimed with a horrified screeching tone.



“As the Yanks say, I just report the news.” she said, holding her hands up in a placating gesture.



“Teenagers are basically undeveloped self-interested sociopaths! It takes about twenty-two-to-twenty-five-years for a human to develop into an adult, and the brain isn’t finished developing until twenty-seven or twenty-eight! I am still technically a few years out now, by human standards.” I regurgitated some commonly known human developmental facts.



“Well, the benefits for you are that
 you
 are aware of what’s happening to you, and why. A vampire teenager will often murder a few humans just to learn how to be a functioning adult.”



“If that’s true, then how do you not murder literally
 all
 your teens?” I asked in a high-pitched accusatory tone. I pointed with my cuffed hands and hissed in anger. (The hissing bit wasn’t on purpose, and Jade appeared aware of this, because she didn’t pay my hostility any mind.)



“We usually reserve murder for lost causes, but with turned vampires, we have to hold the reigns much tighter. Most of you experience the flood of youth over a year or three. You, for some reason, are experiencing all of it instantly, upfront, and you’re being morphed into a creature of impulse. If you weren’t secured, then I may have to kill you.” Jade said.



There it is, again!
 I thought to myself in a snide tone. My mind kept spiraling darker and darker. My thoughts kept returning to the taste of the vampire I’d drank nearly dry. What terrified me, and kept me chained and handcuffed in the basement, was the realization that this thirst extended to type-two vampires. I didn’t understand, and not understanding made me more terrified of myself and the basic impulses Jade was encouraging me to come to terms with – as if they were my friends in disguise.



I knew I needed blood to live, and food, but I didn’t have to drain people or other vampires. I didn’t
 want
 to do those things, and I didn’t like having something which overruled my usual rational and cautious mind. I was not very impetuous as a twenty-something human. I’d been stable, I was a faithful girlfriend to each lover I had, and I worked very hard despite lacking the advantages of the Takada family my siblings and my sea of Japanese cousins had access to.



“Just come moon bathe and go for a dip. The Golf is beautiful this time of year.”



“It’s technically winter in the rest of the world not at tropical level.” I said, and Jade snorted.



“Take advantage of that then, Kacey. You’re a single, attractive, young vampiress. The world is literally at your beck and call. You could court and bed a thousand beautiful women. Or you could even find one or two epic romances which would entertain and give purpose to your life for centuries or more. There’s nothing you can’t do. Even as terrible as the thirst feels right now, you’re about to realize how many possibilities have opened to you.” Jade said.



I rolled on my side, and I brooded for twenty minutes. I didn’t know if she was still standing behind me at the base of the staircase, or if Jade had soundlessly rushed off as she was prone to do from time-to-time.



“Fine, let’s try moon bathing and swimming, I guess.” I said grudgingly, as if she were dragging me by my nipples to the ocean. (I apologize to you gals for that imagery, but it felt accurate to my dramatic teen hormone-soaked mind.) In fact, I could finally
 understand
 the previous generation’s gothic youth movement and society. All the formerly crazy, nonsensical teenage things suddenly made sense to me – which terrified the still very adult Kacey trapped in this eternal death match with the teen Kacey.



“I didn’t much like being a teenager the first time…” I grumped, and Jade produced a key, and my handcuffs and shackles dropped from me in moments.



“If you had a key this whole time, then why the hell did you sit there and
 talk
 me into coming out?”



“Because, it had to be your choice, and you had to arrive at the conclusion for yourself; much as you must learn control yourself. I can only be a guide and a friend – if you let me. I may say scarry things to you, but Kacey, I am on your side, and I am your master-class vampire. I feel deeply connected to and responsible for you. You are not in this life of Night Kind alone; you woke up amongst friends, even if we were also incidentally surrounded b6y yet more enemies as well.” Jade elaborated.



My heart felt fuzzy as did my belly. I sniffled and wiped a stray tear from my eyes.



“Jamie really was creepy when I woke up!” I whined, but she laughed, because my statement wasn’t malignant.



“Yes, he really was. I can’t deny that. It’s his third worst awakening moment in history. As his sister, I feel compelled to keep track of them all.”



“Third worst?! What two poor souls could’ve woken to worse? What the hell was he
 doing?!”



“Umm… well, one of them… he apparently had his girlfriend of the time bent over one of the morgue tables, and a corpse just beside them – causing the awakened vampire to think the sex was actually necrophilia. This was ages before anyone knew about us, back in the nineteen thirties.”



‘God, that’s just wrong!” I gagged.



“Yeah… I literally beat him black and blue for doing that. Death does hold some type of predatory alure to us, so the thought of doing it in a morgue isn’t really that weird to a vampire, but knowing how to be an adult and not do it when you are waiting for an awakening is a very big distinction.”



Jade extended her hand, and I took it, and I let her pull me up. I didn’t
 need
 help. Not only was I in better shape than ever, but I was also full of more surging energy than even in my teen years.



Try to understand that I was close to competing at Olympic level in gymnastics and that was only a few years before I was turned. My body was still in pristine condition, and the only people I could possibly say would wake up even better off would’ve been gold medalists with similar, and maybe fractionally better-developed musculature. The gap between a gold medalist and an Olympic contender isn’t all that great, but the money and sponsored training involved to bridge the gap is large. Sometimes the events are sheer luck of the draw.



I felt it important to make you understand this new physical condition I found nightly. (Daily.) Coupled with the hormones drenching my body, I felt like I could successfully fight the entire fucking world. What scared me more was a huge part of me
 wanted
 to fight the world, and to sink my fangs into many victims. (If I didn’t keep calling them victims, and not food, I may have given in to the thirst.)



Mature Kacey kept pushing out the urges of this apex female sexy blood thirsty vampiress I’d woken up as. However, no matter how much I felt powerful, I let Jade help me; just to touch her. I let her linger in my personal space as often as she wanted. I felt like she may have been the only vampire safe around me then. It didn’t hurt that she had hauntingly beautiful in-human features from genetic lineages which were completely alien to the human girls I’d dated. Not that I was dating Jade. Hell, I was almost convinced she saw me as nothing but an eight-year-old child. She kept calling me kid!



“Come on, let’s get some of the red stuff from the kitchen, and Jamie is making his legendary Tex-Mex. You might think he’s a wee bit creepy, but you
 do
 want to eat his cooking. Jamie is the king in the kitchen – just don’t let him know I said that. His ego’s too bloated as it is.”



“Sure, as long as he’s scrubbed his morgue-loving hands before he started cooking or handling the food at all.” I murmured, and Jade snorted and slapped my back playfully as we walked up the stairs together. I felt butterflies in my stomach which drove away the madness for a few minutes.



***



Jamie was more than just a good cook, he was amazing. His food was shockingly authentic Tex-Mex, and he served original Texas bean-less chili with the enchiladas, and mole chicken. He made a huge vat of rice using one of the industrial-sized rice cookers in the kitchen. Rice cookers weren’t as popular in America, but the Takada family wouldn’t be caught dead without the best rice cookers in every kitchen they owned, regardless of which country the house was located.



Hailey took her time to thoroughly transplant the surviving rice to the fridge, then scrubbed the rice cooker methodically. I did dishes, and then I went outside and lounged in a beach recliner chair. Even the chairs were luxury items, likely worth more a piece than my entire spartanly decorated living room in my Boston apartment.
 No, former apartment.
 I reminded myself. Dark emotions descended on me again. I felt like my mind and my chest both were overloaded with turbulent feelings.



Hopelessness hammered against my mind, and I closed my eyes against the invisible onslaught.



It was shocking when I
 felt
 something, a pulse. A throbbing, a pumping, a rhythmically drumming noise. The tempo was too fast to be any of the type-two companions, once I realized what I was hearing. I opened my eyes, expecting to find one of the hypnotized guards, but over me stood my father and he held a large machete over his head. I couldn’t process the visual for a split-second, but my reflexive instincts kicked in – thankfully for me.



His arm swung down in slow motion, and I pushed off the beach lounge chair, and I tumbled to the sandy shore. I caught myself quickly and righted myself on my feet in record time. My father was just beginning to turn, and I stared at him, as if I wasn’t believing what I was seeing.



He was mostly grey headed at fifty-five, but some of the light brown shades remained, and his hazel eyes were hardened. He’d never looked so reproachfully at me before. Even when he told me never to come to the Takada summer home. He was still chiseled from his rigorous dedication to PT. He hadn’t let himself go at all. I know he made muster even after he retired, but he was put out to pasture purely due to age – that and it was cheaper than promoting him again.



“Dad…” I whimpered in a horrified, and shocked-sounding tone of voice.



“Don’t use my daughter’s voice, you demon!” He snarled and he rushed me again. His movements were inscrutable, but I could see the nuances of his shifting weight, his dropping right shoulder, and the rotation of his hips. I could see how he was going to approach me, and what moves he was about to make – thanks to the training he had insisted I undertake. It wasn’t that I was better than him, rather that my eyes were perceiving the subtle changes of his body so much keener than any human – even one trained in multiple forms of martial arts – could detect.



I deflected his arm, and I pushed him away.



“Stop it, dad! It’s me, Kacey!” I screamed aloud.



“My daughter’s dead! This
 thing
 which took residence in her reanimated shell is
 nothing
 but a demon!” He snapped and I juked, and twisted myself around him, barely avoiding the last moment change in his blade’s sweeping arc.



“It’s me! Shit, fuck, it’s me, dammit!” I snapped at him, and I was so distracted pleading with him that I couldn’t evade his blow, and he ran me through my stomach with the machete blade. Being a vampire didn’t dampen the pain of being gutted, I can attest to that.



I snarled, and my fangs descended. I pushed him back, and my father flew back to the wooden deck twenty-five feet back. All I saw was red, and my vison became sharper even than it usually was as a vampire; my every sense and every instinct was electrified with a super-charged heightened awareness.



His drumming, drumming, drumming, echoed in my head. I could hear the surging and the crashing of the waves nearby, and the pounding pulse merged with the ocean sounds. It was a soothing, satiating noise.



I smelt the spicey nectar of my newfangled craving in the air. He stood and his forehead was split wide, and he was bleeding down his right eye. After a moment of sharp pain, I managed to pull the machete from my stomach, and my blood leaked out steadily.



“Oh, feck no!” Jamie exclaimed, and he rushed, and he barely managed to place himself between my father and me. He collided with me, and I
 threw
 Jamie like a ragdoll, and he tumbled across the shore, landing in the shallow water at the edge of the compound property.



Nothing stood between me and the blood. The thirst roared, and survival urged me to feed deeply, and to feed mercilessly. I collided with my father, and I backhanded a female figure – Hailey – who rolled down the lawn, but not as far as Jamie who was still swimming back to shore.



“Kacey, you
 have
 to stop yourself now! Even if Jade doesn’t kill you for it; you will
 never
 forgive yourself if you kill your dad!” Jamie yelled pleading to me as he desperately fought to get back to me.



I snarled and opened my mouth wide. I saw the wide bloodshot expression on my father’s face. His hazel eyes, which still looked like mine, entranced me for a moment. It was as if the genetic recognition of his inherited features stayed my thirst – for moments.



“Die you dead demon bitch!” He howled, and he pulled out a K-bar knife and rushed at me. My trance-like state snapped when I spotted the knife, but I failed to dodge at that distance, after having been distracted. I managed to turn my body, and the blade plunged through my left shoulder. I kicked him back, and he rolled on the deck, colliding with two light tables, turning them over as he rolled end-over-end.



I pulled this second blade from my body, with slightly less trouble, since there were no vital organs in my arm. I leapt and landed atop my father, and I snapped and snarled.



“No! Kacey don’t do it! You’ll kill yourself once you come out of the thirst.” Jamie pleaded at me, and I heard pounding feet behind me. I felt two sets of hands yanking me back, but I bucked and threw both slim figures over my shoulders, in perfectly executed jujitsu throws, despite my injured left shoulder. My fight or flight instincts were numbing the pain and dulling the creeping exhaustion which clawed at my periphery as much as the thirst.



I lowered down, and my teeth were inches from my father’s neck. I could feel his glorious pulse throbbing, throbbing, throbbing, in his veins! He was enticing me to taste.



Meer inches to go, and I’d be restored, and I’d have my vengeance against the man who shunned me. His eyes opened again, and the horror in his hazel eyes mirrored what I
 knew
 mined must have been when Danielle attacked me. My memories of the desperate, and futile battle with the ravenous vampiress flooded me.



Events were looped, spinning, twisting, gyrating round and round. The carousel ride which was my mind’s eye flashed with my life events, backwards in order. I saw my UMass classes, the parties, and the delightful sex I’d had with many different girls after my break-up. Then my mind flashed back to Danielle, the human Danielle. I remember her nipples in my mouth one at a time, and us getting positioned as we began to scissor and rub our bodies against one another, staring into each other’s eyes as we did so.



I remembered her telling me, “You’re the first girlfriend I ever had who could get into the position.” (It’s a more complicated stretch than Porn Hub would make you think.)



My mind drifted back further, to the night I met Dannielle at a Sorority party my friend May had bribed me into attending. I’d managed to find the one closeted lesbian hidden in the largely hetero Sorority of Beta Phi.



My mind spun backwards, further, and further. I remembered the shunning, and I remembered my father explaining to me how my grandmother was refusing to see me or allow me to be present at any family event she attended – she was the center of every event and holiday – which meant I no longer had a family to celebrate holidays with or birthdays.



I remember how I’d stared at one of his forty-fives for two whole hours, contemplating putting it to my temple and releasing my fetid lesbian brain contents onto the wall – releasing with them, my pain, and my lifetime of suffering and neglect.



My mind raced back, back, back. I remember him laughing, as he watched me put a Navy Pety Officer second class on his ass at fourteen, when I was training unofficially. I remembered our green-brown eyes connecting in profound understanding. I remembered how he beamed with pride – already aware of
 what
 and
 who
 I was, the incident which incited my mother having been two years prior. I remember how he didn’t see the dyke or the hideous creature, rather his daughter; the youngest one.



His friends all laughed, and clapped, or walked over and slapped my back. They joked about how chicks liked strong people – male or female. I remembered all summer how proud my dad was. He chewed on cigars with his friends and pointed at me with such pride beaming in his green eyes.



I saw those green eyes, and the blood running down, into his left eye. A sudden surge of horror, and repulsion overtook my thirst, and I ran. I didn’t know where I was going – nor did I think out in advance how dicey it was to be a newly minted vampiress, wounded, and on the run. My power, even while injured, was shocking. I couldn’t believe how I’d thrown Jamie and Hailey around like rag dolls. I’d seen Jamie hold his own with stronger vampires with a lot more experience. He’d even killed – so had I for that matter.



I could hear my name being called on the wind. I didn’t turn, even though I recognized the voice as Jade’s.



She’s going to murder me for sure now! I almost killed her brother, Hailey, and my own father!
 I thought to myself in horror.



“Kacey!” Jade screamed louder.



I couldn’t stop. I had to run, where I didn’t know, but I had to leave. I didn’t know how I would get around, or what I’d do to suffer through the rest of my transition, but I had to get away. My own chance of survival lay in escape. Escape from my dad, and escape from Jade, who was sure to deem me unfit to live.



My eyes ran with tears, and blood trickled down my shorts, and along my left arm. My wounds were aching, and the thrill of combat was fading away. I didn’t have anywhere to go, and I’d never been to Florida before, which was pathetic considering how often my whole family visited the place.



My instincts told me that I couldn’t stop running, not for many miles. I knew, instinctively, that Jade could find me, and track me over a great distance. I also knew if I tried to stop and tend to my wounds or find some sort of blood, she’d certainly catch me.



The horror that I’d almost drained my father spurred me on, faster. I couldn’t risk becoming that type of creature to anyone else. I couldn’t be anyone else’s Danielle experience!













Ten:



Jade:



Let me attempt to explain what I witnessed that night; the night when Kacey’s father attacked her. She’s
 understandably
 foggy on the events which transpired next. She’d been stabbed multiple times, and the culprit was none other than her father, Senior Sargent Philip Daniels. Her state of mind had deteriorated, and her fight-or-flight instincts were fully engaged, but I didn’t know what had happened for a few moments.



I’d been on the phone in the Japanese wing, sitting at one of Takada Chihiro’s less used office desks. I’d called a number given to me decades before then, a number for a certain Night Kind law enforcement group, and tribunal. See, I knew that Gallen was going to proclaim far and wide that Kacey had gone full savage, and I interfered with him out of some sympathetic sirely connection – which was a steaming pile and anyone who knew me, knew that.



However, I didn’t have to check to know that the early reports would be taken seriously. I knew that it was only a matter of time before the first headhunters came looking for Kacey. She was going to be the target of type-one prejudice, and Gallen hoped to smoke me out of hiding, and to finish our quarrel before anyone could wise up to Kacey’s state of mind. She was too sane to convince anyone, and if she wasn’t found to be lost in thirst, then his claims would evaporate, and he’d be held responsible for turning on his second ranking vampire. (Writing those words just made me ill.)



The sacrament of the sub-master, and the master to every house, is as absolute to vampires, as the pope is to Roman Catholics – accept we as a class of vampires do not partake in the repugnant practices those Catholic authorities have – historically, speaking.



“Listen to me, Dryden, I am willing to come in, and make myself and my newest vampire available to the scrutiny of the Night Kind readers. You will see the validity of my claims. This is no score I am trying to settle with Gallen, who I still remain firm, poisoned my grandfather.”



“Your accusations are severe, Jade Mac Gearailt.” Dryden’s deep Mediterranean – accented voice boomed into the burner cell’s receiver.



“So are
 his
 lies about me, and my latest adopted vampire. She’s stable, strong, and she will prove to be a perfectly roble vampire. Not to mention, she is from Japanese modern royalty – though, I don’t advise you mention her grandmother’s clan to her face.”



“Yes, her heritage is on the books already, and you’re right about her being undeniably, and uniquely valuable as a new vampire. However, she still has to prove to be above the thirst, and the surge of adolescent development. She’s at a rather dangerous age to be turned from what I see here. Anyone under thirty-five, who is turned, is ten-times more likely to murder their human food.” Dryden dryly spouted Night Kind statistical research data.



“Dryden, I would think my reputation is above reproach, especially to an honored ancient Supreme Sire. I have put vampire kind, Night Kind in general, ahead of all else. I even served faithfully under the man I knew killed my grandfather. I couldn’t prove his treachery, so I did my duty, and I buried myself and my emotions in my duty. Repeatedly, my actions show me to be rational, and a faithful subject to our great, Night Kind.”



Dryden paused for a painfully long period, and he finally murmured, “Yes, you are a worthy young sire. It is for that reason that I will grant your petition to allow me to take jurisdiction, and I promise to resolve this with discretion. You will, of course, need to submit yourself, and your party to the
 reading
 process. I will send my local representatives to your location.”



“I will happily submit myself to your judgement, Dryden.” I said, and I heard Jamie scream, “…Kacey…!” I stiffened like a board, and I managed to smother all excitement from my voice.



“I will not keep you longer. I know your duties are great and varied. Thank you for your loyal devotion to law and fairness.” I said earnestly, while I heard several loud bangs outside. My heart skipped a beat between the sounds of fresh violence.



“No need to sound so formal. I would like to think we have been friends, even if you never received any of my advances.” Dryden said in a sugary-sweet tone. He found great amusement in that fact that I was the only female who’d managed to elude his advances once he set his sights on me.



“No need to be a cheeky Supreme Sire, Dryden.” I sassed, and he roared in laughter on the other end of the call.



“Very well, good morning, Jade Mac Gearailt.” Dryden said, and the line clicked. I sat down the phone, and I rushed out the door. I couldn’t afford to let Dryden hear any conflict while I was on the phone, even if it meant delaying my arrival. I just had to hope I wasn’t too late, because I knew Kacey was perfectly capable of killing both Jamie, and Hailey if she set her mind to the grim task.



I appeared on the balcony, and I saw my brother limping on his feet, standing over a greying man, a human. Not just any human, I recognized him from Kacey’s family images, he was Senior Sargent Philip Daniels. My first horrifying thought was to check for fang marks, but there were none. He was dripping blood from a nasty head injury but was otherwise intact – if banged up and confused.



“Jamie?!” I shouted my brother’s name as both query, and fear.



“I’m sound, sis. That little vamp packs a mean punch, and I do mean that literally. I didn’t imagine she was
 that
 strong, even after I’d seen her in action a few times now.”



“What triggered her? How is he still breathing?!” I hurried.



“Well, it appears he went all
 Van Helsing
 on his own daughter. He kept calling her a demon, managed a gut wound, and stabbed her with a K-bar knife in the left shoulder. She still managed to subdue all three of us. Hailey and I reluctantly distracted her, to help her fight her thirst instinct.”



“Where’s Kacey? How did she stop herself from killing all of you?”



“I don’t know. I lost consciousness for a moment. She was gone by the time my head cleared again. I just know she appears to have run, and that way, if my nose is serving me correct.” Jamie pointed east.



“Why don’t you fanged monsters get it over with already!” Senior Sargent Daniels snapped, and he rolled to his feet with a grace which was usually alien to a man his age. He had the dancer-like grace which I could see to be the source of Kacey’s physical prowess.



“Stay down, you have no idea what you’ve done to your daughter. You couldn’t begin to fathom how much she must love you, that you are not dead now.”



“That’s not my daughter!” The Senior Sargent snapped back.



“You know, I read all about how you and your lot shunned Kacey, just because she likes the lady bits. Let me tell you something, my seven-hundred-year-old granddad was more understanding when I told him I was gay, in the eighteenth century! You’re just a small, wee man, and you’re lucky that Kacey didn’t murder you. You forced all her survival instincts to life, and she
 still
 didn’t kill you! You’re too stupid and mortal to appreciate the complexity of her obstinance and her lingering affection for you undeserving arse.” My Irish accent flared, and my words began to slur in southern Irish sounds increasingly. I am keenly aware my well-cultured enunciated English is lost in fits of fury.



“You’re all just trying to trick me!”



“Chaos take me! Jamie, get some bloody restraints, and make sure mister Army here is nice and secure. Don’t take your eyes off him for a moment. I don’t have time to deal with him right now, and I don’t want Kacey to come back and see him dead either. She might think she killed him if she does, and that might be too much for her to handle. As it stands, I am going to have to perform vampire thirst triage on what’s left of her sanity, thanks to this bastard.”



I turned, and I closed my eyes, and I allowed my sense of smell to expand, and I caught her scent everywhere. I could see it like a neon glow, even as it faded in intensity from this epicenter of struggle.



“You go rescue that damsel, sis! That’s your favorite pastime.” Jamie cheered, and I barely managed to remember throwing my middle finger over my right shoulder, before I shot off, and my chase began.



I could smell her, and I could “see” the blood path of her frenzied dash.



“Bugger me… she’s faster than I could’ve ever imagined. Never, never, turn a gymnastics semi-pro!” I murmured to myself.



“Kacey!” I shouted, and I could feel the terror ahead. I could hear the struggle as she began to run faster. I was hundreds of yards behind her, and she was steadily out pacing me. Try to understand, I may not have her gymnastics background, but what I have is the most rigorous Celtic Vampire Night Kind warrior’s training imaginable. My grandfather, the sire of my line, had put both Jamie and I through every crucible he could concoct to make us stronger.



I’d spent over a century in melee combat, and I was raised up to sub-sire status at the age of fifty-two – an unprecedented age for a sub-sire. Gallen was more than twice my age, and he’d been over two hundred before he became a sub-sire. So, I was the Night Kind equivalent of a Navy Seal, you might say, and Kacey was out running me.



Kacey ran, and I lost sight of her. We moved so fast that humans would likely believe they imagined the dervish dash as we passed them. We were more likely – to them – a trick of the shadows at night.



I ran along a narrow-paved road which was between lanes of watery channels. I was beginning to fear Kacey wising up and jumping in the water, because tracking her then would prove much more difficult. So far, that night, the only thing working in my favor was her frenzied state of mind. That wasn’t an advantage I was very keen on possessing, because she could lose herself, and she could savage the nearest passing mortal. That I’d passed several milling humans, and they were unsullied, and unravaged, was a miracle – as close to one as I believed existed in nature. We Night Kind don’t believe in deities. We believe in chaos because chaos is the only true and merciless force of nature.



“Bugger… where did you go now?” I murmured and I searched without giving myself over to impetuousness. I didn’t want to overlook any evidence of Kacey’s flight. I knew she was still bleeding, so I had to search, even if it meant slowing down and walking and sniffing the air like some human bred canine used for search and rescue.



Kacey’s scent was dispersed a lot more over a much wider field now. However, I only needed a single clue to point me in the right direction. I was a huntress and my granddad had seen to it that no one could evade me by conventional methods. I’d tracked many seasoned warriors for more than two centuries, and I’d survived every encounter with every enemy who’d thought they could claim the head of the young heiress of the Clan Mac Gearailt Vampires.



Sexism died slowly, even in beings who could fly outside the solar system. (Not that we did much flying these days.)



I’d have killed to have a small Night Kind craft to track Kacey with then, because she proved more elusive and cunning than most newly turned vampires. What’s more, her physical prowess was off-putting, but only because I realized she was a danger, even – possibly – to me. My greatest fear was that I’d discover a mauled, and exsanguinated mortal. She’d been on the loose for more than fifteen minutes by that point. Try to understand how much time, and how much damage a type-one vampire could manage in this period. Each moment in the thirst was like a living hell, like minutes or more, and perception is completely skewed. In fifteen-minutes Kacey could’ve felt like she’d lived through half a day’s agony. Especially with her injuries as my brother cataloged them.



She still wasn’t used to sustaining sharp force trauma. Her addled – still very human – mind would convince her the injuries are far worse than they actually were. The pain, and the open wounds would drive her to drink, and to drink until someone died. Usually the human, but in Kacey’s case, the vampire
 and
 the human had died. With that said, I didn’t know what she’d do if released into the wild – so to speak.



Long minutes passed, and my fears multiplied in that window. Being a vampire was a known and documented fact in the modern world. If she killed, there would be no protecting her or us from the hellish onslaught of outraged mortals. They’d bring to bare all the pitch-forks and torches they possessed – metaphorically speaking.



They had better instruments now and could manage to kill us. They had trained soldiers – millions of them in this country. All we had to do was screw up once. The world had been holding its breath since our discovery about six or seven months prior to Kacey’s human death.



The humans hadn’t acted on her death, because they couldn’t be sure that she didn’t ask to be turned – we cleaned up the scene too fast. A fact she was still ignorant of at that point. We’d taken her ex away and cremated her. We’d cleaned her flat pristine and gave notice of “death” to the authorities – as they had demanded we do in the case of any further turnings. Kacey was registered as a turned vampire, not an accident.
 This
 was another reason she was dangerous for all of us. Because if she was captured and explained herself, Kacey could’ve brough yet more hostility down on all our necks.



She didn’t know how many Night Kind would’ve rather seen her quietly disappeared; rather than alive and capable of ratting out a newly turned vampire’s indiscretion. Not only did it remove what little security humans had with our existence, but it would act to make people fear even their most beloved if they were turned.



They’d have to view all vampires as potentially lethal. This wasn’t technically a wrong assumption, because we were very dangerous predators. However, we didn’t need that bit getting out, not for a long time. Human cruelty was worse than any predatory instinct vampires or any Night Kind possessed. We might kill to survive, sometimes, and only under extreme duress, but they would actively round up entire populations and send them into gas chambers or simply to firing squads.



Night Kind were a bit more evolved, and we had learned to harness the secrets of science and alchemy to relieve most humans – before they knew they were on our metaphorical “menu” by creating alternative human substitutes. We valued our less evolved distant third or fourth cousins too much to murder them in droves. We saw their lives as precious, even if we had occasionally slipped and murdered them while feeding, in the old days mostly. Think I’m joking? Then I wouldn’t have been chasing down one rogue newbie. Most of us cared deeply for the possible ramifications any death might pose in this post-modern human world where they out numbered us by multiple billions, since we reproduced much slower.



Even still, any war between all of Night Kind, and humans would’ve proven fatal to the planet under us. That was the fear Night Kind lived with. We were scared humans would destroy the planet in a bid to be the only ones occupying it – it synced with their choices historically speaking.



When presented with the choices of infinite energy for the masses, and mass murder; humans selected mass murder. Night Kind had taken the alternative options and spent over seven-hundred-years traveling the stars.



We’d also chosen to learn how to feed, shelter, and support our entire population – rather than hoard for the good and the benefit of a few capitalist money barons.



Choices were taken in every possible direction which diverged from one another. Their human choices scared us, because we didn’t imagine such myopic cruelty was feasible or sustainable, yet they had made an artform of it over millennia. (The very reason why some, like Gallen, saw humans as beneath our efforts or even our contempt. He saw them as chattel for slaughter, but for breeding first.)



Yes, we had some individuals who were fetid beings, and no species was above reproach. Even with our vast hidden technological superiority, we still had some savagery in our nature as well, but ours was far more contained, continually amputated before growing too far. Gallen would, hopefully, soon learn that for himself. I didn’t intend to leave him prowling the nights and raiding my family’s estates.



“Kacey!” I shouted again, and I heard a hiccupping cry. It sounded like the cry was less than a mile east of me. I knew she had heard me. I had a direction, thanks to her novice-level control. However, if I could find her, I could spare her the horrors of being a murderer. I wish someone had managed to stop me from draining a human when I was wounded in battle in the late Seventeen-hundreds. They might be short-lived, but the guilt and the resulting trauma are everlasting for us. (If we have a conscience, which most of us do.)



“Kacey!” I shouted again. And I rushed towards the east, and I heard her stagger ahead of me. A clattering behind a closed service station.



She’s trying to hide in the bathroom.
 I thought to myself, and I closed the gap just as she stumbled to her feet in a disoriented manner.



“No, don’t, don’t!” Kacey shouted. Her eyes were wild with terror.



“Kacey, your father’s fine. He just has a wee bump on his head.” I said, and she shook violently, and sobs racked her body.



“You’re here to kill me, aren’t you?”



“Why the devil would you say that? Have I in some way tormented you?”



“No..” she hiccupped and said, “You told me, if I lost control, you’d have to kill me. I lost control, and I beat your brother, and Hailey up too!” She cried, and I snorted.



“Bloody hell, that doesn’t even compare to how much I’ve clobbered the obnoxious little wanker over the years! If you asked me, I’d say a good bollocking serves him right from time to time. Jamie can be a real gob shite.” I stated factually. I mean, the little beggar
 had
 been daft-enough to use a bone saw on a corpse when he knew a brand new and recently traumatized human was going to rise as a vampire. I’d say he had a thrashing coming to him then!



“You’re just trying to trick me.” Kacey cried, and she staggered backwards, and she tripped over a balding tire discarded behind the garage on the side of the gas station annex building.



“Kacey, since the word go, I have given you no reason to fear me.”



“Are you joking?! You’ve promised to kill me since I met you!” She shrieked, and I sighed. In hindsight, I may have overplayed my altruism a bit, because wrangling new vampires is hard work.



“I’m a warrior. I could have you down and dead in a moment. You may be strong, and your prowess might one day rival my own, but I have survived two and a half centuries of combat. I have fought extra-dimensional beings until the utter annihilation of my clan! I am the very apex of what my kind can be! I am Night Kind personified!” I growled and I prowled closer to her.



“I wouldn’t even require a weapon to swiftly dispatch a wee babe in the womb like ye. I could rip your head off or tear out your heart; you’d never realize what happened.”



Kacey crawled in reverse. (Not the wisest way to wrangle a novice vampire, I can admit that in retrospect. I was just angry that she thought so little of me, and my character that she’d mistake me for the bloody Ripper. Not a vampire, by the by. You want to know why the English incompetency called policing never found him? I found him first; shortly after we’d been driven from Ireland, but before we all left for the New World. That’s neither here nor there.)



“Call yourself, lass. I am just making a point. Let me clarify for you. I warned you about murdering humans because they know we exist now. We cannot afford another
 you.
 It used to be a matter of life that a few Kacey’s would happen over the course of a decade, but no longer. Even that feck Gallen doesn’t kill humans – he doesn’t love them – he’s practical. We barely managed to keep your death under wraps, and as much as you are intitled to be pissed at all of us for doing it; you must see that your immortal life depends on being wise, and on being above reproach to the humans. I have – perhapse badly – tried to articulate this important fact to you. However, I have found over the centuries that most new vampires only respond to threats, so I am sorry for that. I didn’t imagine meeting one with such keen control. One which broke every bloody mold I’d ever experienced with vampiric turning. Kacey, you’re an exception to every rule I have observed in my lifetime. Now, please, call down because I am too in awe of you to kill you. I for one, want to see what you become, because you’re marvelous. Please lass, just let me help you back to the beach house. Your father’s in no danger, and Jamie is treating his injuries as we speak.”



I pleaded, and Kacey looked at me, and she was bewildered – as best I could deduce. Even through the fog of her pain, she was analytical. I could see her strong mind turning in her beautiful green eyes – which had lost most of the brown after her transition. She’d yet to notice this, because she’d barely looked in a mirror with sobor eyes. I had caught myself starting into those eyes thinking, “She’s more worthy of the name Jade, than I am.”



“He’s really, okay? And Jamie isn’t going to hate me?” Kacey asked in a soft voice, barely a whisper. “I snorted and said, “Like I said, Jamie could do with a few good kickings every week. It’d help beat the wanker out of him.”



Kacey shook her head and whispered, “He got between me and my dad, so did Hailey. They were able to distract me just long enough so I could control myself. I almost… almost…” She sniffed, and I moved to her, and I wrapped her slender athletic body in a tight embrace.



“You did wonderful, dove. You managed to control the madness, even if it took you a few moments. Most newly turned vampires could have a month of distractions, and they’d still kill the human in the end, at the first opportunity. That is a fact, not an uneducated, wild statement. Your ex-girlfriend – not to reopen that wound – killed you after six months of control. Give that a think, while we get in the car. Hailey was shadowing me. She thinks I didn’t notice her, bless her.”



Kacey sobbed, and she collapsed into my embrace. She felt so fragile, but I knew she was so very powerful. 




   





























Eleven:



You’re not supposed to bleed all over a limo, but that’s what I did. I bled, and I bled some more. Jade looked indifferently and assured me that the leather would survive me. A burly security guard drove us, and he didn’t notice my injuries. He seemed acutely aware of the road, just not of the goings-on in the back of the limo.



I blacked out, and I woke up in the musty-smelling basement. I recognized it before I opened my eyes. However, there was something soft beneath me. As I shifted, I felt the mattress move in response, it was inflatable.



I sat up, and half-flung the covers off – covers which looked too cheap to belong to this mansion.



“I didn’t like the thought of you sleeping on the bloody floor like that again. You’re not an unhinged junkyard dog; that much we’ve established by now; however, I wouldn’t force you to sleep in one of the many bedrooms against your will. I did, however, take liberties with your habitat, to make it more suitable for your recovery.” Jade murmured in explanation.



She was sitting on the stairs. Our eyes locked, and I felt my heart pounding in my chest.



“What happened? Did I kill anyone?”



“No, you managed to acquit yourself smashingly. The worst you did was give Jamie a nightly thrashing, which I remain, he can do with more of in his life.”



“Does he hate me? What about Hailey?” I asked in a sad, and insecure-sounding tone which was foreign to me. I was shy, and I acted shy at times, but I was usually never meek nor was I exactly insecure – my family drama notwithstanding.



“Stop worrying about it. You are young, and you’re new to being a vampire. You can’t expect to be perfect. They both
 know
 that for a fact. Hailey is likely just grateful you knew how to stop attacking, and only used what I’d call your kid gloves, with her. A vampire who has apparently had
 that much
 martial-arts training could’ve killed them both, had she wanted. I suspect your instincts are governed more by your conscience than should be reasonably feasible with only a week and a half of time.” Jade explained.



“It’s been over a week?!” I exclaimed in shock.



“Yeah, between the attack, the three days of sleep in the chrysalis state, and our misadventures: you’ve been a vampire for a week and a half now.”



“How the hell… it’s like I don’t even recognize the days and the nights passing.” I said, and my lip trembled.



“You will. It’s just the thirst, and the endless series of distractions. This all will become your new second nature. Trust me, please, Kacey. I’m not trying to mislead you.” Jade implored in a soft tone.



I didn’t even have to think about trust anymore. I knew Jade could’ve killed me. Instead, she helped me, and she recovered me before I could do anything I regretted later.



“Wait, where is my dad at? What happened to him?”



“I’m not sure it’s a good idea for you to see him just yet. He did try to kill you, and I wouldn’t put it past him to play on your emotions, then stake you when you help him. He’s a military man, so he knows how to use vulnerabilities to complete an objective – even after his operation was compromised.” She explained, and I sighed.



“I know that too. I was raised on military bases around the world. I know their tricks, and I even spent time training with many advanced hand-to-hand groups; taking courses I shouldn’t have had access to.”



“Well, that certainly puts those special forces moves Jamie saw in a new perspective. Why’d you take them? You don’t strike me as a violent person by human nature.”



“Why not? Because I needed to get an edge in the up-coming high school gymnastics field. I was moving up from middle school to high school gymnastics, and the competitors were often more developed, and had several years of growth and puberty over me then. My dad’s friend heard me brooding on this matter, and he suggested I start taking the higher-level hand-to-hand training, and then he even inserted me – off the books – with a group of eighteen and nineteen-year-old recruits for basic training, as well.”



“Jay-sus… that sounds like quite the childhood you had there. Did it work?”



“I was a regional champion for three years running, and I landed a college scholarship based on my performances, so yeah. I’m sure you could find those little facts about my life though. Just not the source of my secret agility and my super-trim muscular figure. By the time I
 could
 enlist, my dad’s friend was talking about me like I could and should be a special forces female candidate. He was sad I didn’t join up, but he understood me well enough to know I didn’t have a murderous bone in my body.” I laughed and I winced, but no pain came. I felt my chest, then my left shoulder. It took me until then to realize I was whole, again.



“You still have a very gentle nature, but I am at least relieved to know you
 can
 fight back when you need to. You just focus on control for now and leave it to me to teach you when to abandon all control and save your own ass. That’s what an adoptive sire is supposed to be here to do, anyway.”



“Adoptive sire… you make me sound like I’m in the vampire foster system.”



“If that’s how you choose to see your second birth, then sure, why not? Not my chosen way of describing your being brought under a noble house like mine, the Fitzgerald Vampires.”



“You don’t have to use the English word. I will eventually get used to the Gaelic name. Names have great meaning, and more profound value than most people could ever think or imagine.”



“Spoken like someone with half a Japanese family tree.”



“Great, now I am envisioning this fucked up, deflected, lopsided, bonsai tree.” Jade laughed aloud and I growled at her.



“You do know, she sounds a lot more like a wolf-shifter, than a bloody vampire.” Jamie said, peeking in from the top of the stairs, with the door light shining down into my eyes through the cracks.



“You, didn’t I tell you to give me some time and space with her?” Jade snapped at her brother in that
 sister voice
 of hers, which only Jamie called for.



“What, here I am offering my delicious Thai spiced noodles with blood sauce and soy. For dessert, I am just about finished cooking a blood pudding. You can either thank me or fend for yourselves. I hear the pizza delivery guys taste extra cheesy; all that time around Papa Johns or Pizza Hutt will do that to you. You could order a meat lover, bite the deliver guy, then hypnotize him; for all I care.”



“Chaos is not merciful Jamie, neither am I!”



“You say that like I didn’t learn that at two years old, when you bit my bloody hand! Here we are, wee fangs stuck in my chubby little hand, and Grandpa had to pull them free with a bloody pry bar!”



“You’ve been dining on that since the late eighteenth century!”



“I’m not the one who was bloody – I mean that literally – dining on their twin! That was you! The whole bloody clan saw it too! You might as well have dropped my bloody trousers and flashed my wee baby mick at them!”



“There’s an image I didn’t need in my head…” I murmured to myself.



“You see what you’ve done, you’ve traumatized Kacey now!” Jade growled at her brother.



“
 I traumatized her?!”
 He exclaimed in an incredulous tone.



“What would you call it? You don’t talk about your dick – even your little child-like one – with a gay chick you barely know! Lesbians don’t want to hear about the male anatomy!”



“Tell me, what does that purple thing in your bedroom look like? What is it shaped in the form of?!” Jamie yelled, and I could’ve sworn that Jade was beat-red – which seemed impossible for a vampire to muster.



“You don’t discuss my bedroom items! How the feck did you even
 see
 that?!”



“You forgot to put it away after that last tryst a year back. You were so distracted, having just fed and then hypnotized your lover. You left purple glory sittin’ on the bed!”



“I never want to hear the words purple glory uttered from your lips again! As it stands, I am going to have to burn every time on my bloody bed – that included. Thanks for that! Bloody demented ghoul of a brother I’ve got!”



“No more demented than you leaving your lady dick on the mattress for the whole world to see! I only went to your room to get some death reports, after that shit that went down in Chicago!”



“Never, never, never call it that!”



“What? Lady dick? You don’t like purple glory, now you say I can’t use the second most apt words to describe what I was traumatized with the sight of?”



“Can we get back to the topic of dinner or breakfast?” I interjected and they looked at me in one motion and both spoke as one, “You stay out of this!” You couldn’t rehearse that level of synchronization which they achieved.



“Great, look what you made me do! You made me yell at Kacey!” Jade snapped, and Jamie swore and stood with the door wide open. The light was blinding, and I decided to carefully extricate myself from the awkward situation. Not that it wasn’t hilarious to hear Jamie bitch and whale about her personal items left in plain sight.



I carefully tipped-toed up the stairs, and Jamie was too focused on staring down Jade to care I was slipping past him.



“You just
 ran
 her from her own bedroom!” Jade snapped at him after they noticed my absence.



“It’s a bloody basement! This is like a fecking serial killer’s lair, not a damn bedroom!” Jamie whined.



“I got her an inflatable mattress and comforters! It’s a bedroom now!”



“Bloody hell, you’d call a crypt a bedroom if you tossed out a mattress.”



“Shelter is shelter, you sheltered little vampire.”



“Oh yes, I’m not the great warrior Jade, who sleeps with dead bodies as she needs to.”



“No, you just fuck your dates next to them, because the note of death scent is a mild aphrodisiac to vampires!” Jade retorted.



“Miss, I Don’t Want You Talking About My Big Purple Dildo, is now making commentary about
 my
 sex life!”



I jogged lightly to the bathroom down the hall, and I finally managed to successfully tune their spat out once I turned on the water. I shut the door, and I stripped, then I stepped into the shower. The hot water purged the unwanted visuals from my mind as I leaned into the water pressure, and I felt the remains of the previous night falling from me. I took the opportunity to later my hair up with the jasmine-scented shampoo, and to use the thirty-0dollar-a-bar soap with a spicy scent unlike anything you’d get in the bathroom Ile in Walmart.



***



“They finally shut up…” Hailey mumbled to me, as I entered the kitchen. Jamie stormed into the kitchen, but once he saw he had an audience, he perked up and his winning smile was back in place. (He knew how to work a room with his boyish charms.)



“Who’s ready for breakfast? I know I am right hungry now myself.” He spoke.



“Everyone’s hungry, it’s morning.” Jade said in a deadpan tone. Hailey sighed and looked at me, then winked slyly.



Jade was surprisingly silent during breakfast. She’d been fighting tooth and nail with her twin, but both of them sat down in a clashing display of sibling unity. They traded food dishes, and mumbled thanks to one another. Jade even muttered a few quasi-coherent compliments to the chef. I could tell by looking at Haliey that she’d expected more violence. We’d both anticipated needing raincoats to keep their splattering blood off our clothes.



We just weren’t dumb or brave enough to wear raincoats to the table in front of them – risking further antagonization.



Breakfast was without bloodshed – excluding the blood items on the menu. Jamie showed me that blood could be prepared, and devoured with a number of recipes, not simply sucked cold in a bag. This revelation proved to give me back more of my civility – I wouldn’t necessarily have to look like a beast to be fed.



Those of you reading this might laugh or sneer, but many of you don’t want to see the faces of the animals you consume. Even if your nourishment could be procured without murder. I too didn’t want to see or think that I was directly responsible for anyone suffering. However, I think what scared me the most was the realization that I might well – one day – be forced to feed from a living, writhing human. That, to me, was unthinkable and savage. However, who can write off or discount centuries of dark possibilities? (A twenty-six-year-old recently mortal type-one could, but not this type one.)



I was relieved that that dark day was not yesterday. My father was safe, if also still cuffed and chained securely in the third basement.



After we ate, Jade led me to him, but his human blood drew its own roadmap for me. I could smell my way to my father. His throbbing pulse was as much my guide as Jade. She was tense, and I could tell she was ready to restrain me if circumstances needed. However, I’d just ate, and my sanity was restored. My wounds were healed, and my body felt like what I’d imagine an atom bomb to feel like, if it were in fact a living being. MY energy surged, and I practically bounced on the balls of my feet with anticipation and ADHD energy. (That opened a whole other can of worms in my mind, about vampires still having such behavioral conditions.)



“Are you sure he didn’t get free?” I asked, and she snorted.



“You can hear him yourself if you don’t trust me to secure one measly mortal.” She commented and we exchanged awkward looks as she realized her mistake.



“I meant, of course, your father.” Jade corrected quickly, but she didn’t apologize – that wasn’t her way.



“Yeah, measly mortal about sums up how I feel about him right this second. However, he is still half the reason I exist.” I murmured factually.



“Another slave to the genetic tether which parents can often abuse – especially in fundamental households.”



“Part of me thinks you’re trying to pick a fight with me.” I murmured.



“Why would you even say that?” Jade asked, her cultured annunciated English regal, crisp, and her posture poised.



“Never mind.”



“No, tell me, I’m curious.” She insisted.



“Let’s just go talk to my father.”



She groaned lowly, and she chose to drop the issue.



“How is he? Did I hurt him bad?”



“You’ll see just open the door.” Jade insisted.



The third basement was a mirror image of the one I’d been sleeping in. There was an even large one on the blueprints, but none of us had bothered to open it. (I could guess even vampires didn’t like opening random dark basements, but that would be supposition.)



“Dad?” I called out, and I heard his heartbeat increase. He was surprisingly quiet, but I did hear a few feint scuff marks as he shifted himself to better see his captors. His head was wrapped in gauze, and I could smell antiseptic. His expression was inscrutable to the naked eye. However, with the heightened night-sight of a vampire, I could
 see
 his fear, and his uncertainty. Whatever his fears were, he didn’t shrink back. If anything, I was sure he puffed himself up to look more alert and defiant.



“Jade, untie him, and please ungag him. We’re leaving here anyway, unless you’re not planning to meet with the local Night Kind authorities to sort out the clan dispute.”



“You do realize I out rank you.” Jade said as much as asked, and I turned and snorted.



“I recognize your right to rule your vampires, and I respect that. However, this is my dad, and I will decide his fate – such as it is.”



“I’ve never conceded to a vampire, except my grandfather, quite so much before. I should be furious with you.” She commented.



“You do you, and I will do me.”



“You, I am not going to harm you. Now, you remain still and so help you, chaos, I will end you if you try anything. Your daughter’s obstinate love is the
 only
 reason you’re still breathing.”



“Jade don’t tell him that! He’s just trying to do what he thinks is best.”



“Yes, Kacey, and that included stabbing his youngest daughter in the fucking heart!” Jade verbally reposed, and she leaned down, and my father
 did
 shrink back then.



“No one’s perfect...” I said, but my voice was so small and mousy that even I didn’t believe my own argument – such as it was.



“You know what this reminds me of?”



“I really don’t think I want to know where you mind went with
 this,
 Jade.”



“It reminds me of rape and molestation victims, who defend their abusers. I mean, I would just rip out their fucking hearts and be done with it!” Jade hissed, and my father rocked as far back as he could – he didn’t consider how that exposed his neck veins and stretched them. He was like a human appetizer self-advertising.



“First, that’s vom level disgusting, Jade, and second, He
 never
 fucking hurt any of us. If he had, I’d be right there with you on using his sensitive bits as shark bait.”



“I don’t think he liked that visual.”



“Who would? He doesn’t have to like it, so long as he doesn’t fucking touch me again – even if it’s only to murder me.”



“Yeah…
 only…”
 Jade sarcastically drug the second word out.



Jade
 yanked
 the chains, and they snapped like birthday ribbons around a gift, under her powerful vice-like grip.



“Well, that’ll save me a ton of money on bolt cutters throughout my lifetime.” I murmured to myself, and she chortled.



“You start screaming, and I’ll…” She snapped, and I spoke above her, “Jade!!”



“Fine, fine…” She said, and she gave my dad another withering look. It came as no surprise to me that once she removed the well tied gag, he didn’t make a sound. My father had been trained in counter-interrogation tactics. I’d gotten the basic course in that myself, at sixteen. You’d be amazed by the number of things a military brat learns on the sly, if they so desire. Most are just too despondent to their perpetually busy or absentee military parent(s) to care to learn much.



My father moved us regularly enough, like any Army man, but he always came home at night – unless there was a real emergency. So, to us, we had both our parents, mostly. We accepted our environment because we didn’t see it as taking our father from us. This mentality seemed to exist in other military brats, whose parents had close to nine-to-five types of gigs. Not that puberty and parent hating was cut out entirely, of course.



“Can you get him some food and drink? I want to talk to my dad myself, please.”



“Are you sure that’s smart?”



“Are you
 sure
 you want to fight me on this, Jade?” I retorted in a soft, but assertive tone.



“You are not a normal new-born vampire, not even remotely. Most masters and sub-masters would try to rip out your throat if you spoke to them like that.”



“I accept that, and you’re welcome to try, but he’s, my family. I won’t back down on that point.” I said in an equally soft tone, and Jade deflated and rushed from the room faster than my father could track. I found her to be swift, but I could follow her movements.



“The fuck… she shove a warp engine up her…”



“Daddy!” I admonished him, cutting him off before the last part of that sentence caused trauma.



“What?” He asked, in that clueless he-man military tone which told me he didn’t comprehend why most people didn’t speak that way.



“Are you okay?” I asked, and he looked at me, assessing me. His posture was defensive, and he put as much of the room between us as was physically possible. I pretended not to notice, because I had thrown him around and barely stopped myself from making him a human snack.



“So… she kill you?” He asked without any preamble.



“No, Danielle did. She was turned, and she lost control of her thirst. I managed to exsanguinate her, as I lay dying, and her blood made me. So, technically, no one really made me. I made me.”



He grunted, and his eyes moved rapidly as he mentally digested what I said.



“That sounds more accurate. How’d your ex-girlfriend get turned? She
 was
 an ex- right?”



“Yes, she was an ex-, but I didn’t know she was turned, and I still don’t know
 who
 turned her.”



“It could even be this one you’re running around with. This Jade, have you considered that?”



“Yes, but no. It’s impossible for Jade to make what I am. She’s a different breed of vampire than either Danielle or me. We’re something slightly different, but the same basic species – I suppose. So, it was another like us who turned her.”



“I see.” He said tacitly, and he looked towards the far wall as if it were interesting.



“Why did you come? Why try to kill me?” I asked, and I couldn’t help the tears which sprang into my eyes. It was like I hadn’t already been rejected for close to a decade and a half. My pain was raw like it was my father’s first offense ever. I couldn’t express in words how betrayed I felt, even though I had already come to expect betrayal and – usually – passive rejection from that man.



“You were turned! The church says that it’s just a demon setting up shop in the dead human body, so I didn’t want some demon wearing you.” He murmured.



“Dad, that sounds like the plot to Buffy the fucking Vampire Slayer! Whatever church was passing that off as cannon, was clearly invented by a Buffy fan.” My father went beat red.



“Well, how the hell was I supposed to know?! I mean, sure, that show had a tight little blonde girl in it – I know, your favorite type by the way – but when did I have time to watch that shit?!”



I blushed this time, which took some doing as a type-one vampire.



“How can you be so damn strong and generally brave, but be so stupid? I mean, except mom’s family, you usually don’t back down from anyone or anything. How could someone like that buy into some stupid church bullshit?!”



“You try hearing
 your
 daughter is turned into a fucking blood sucker, and
 not
 feel affected!”



“Well, I hate to spring this on ya, gramps, but if I ever did have kids, they’d be just like me.” I snapped.



My father blanched and murmured, “but you’re a…”



“Yeah, and we’re not dead, dad. All things you should’ve learned before you went all stabby Mc Boomer on my ass!”



“I don’t even know what that means!” He shouted.



“I made it up!” I snapped back, and I stormed out of the room.



“Kill me if you want, but I need some tea.” I shouted back at him, leaving the door wide open for him.





















































































Twelve:



My father didn’t kill me; yeah, words every daughter dreamt to express on the page someday. However, I suspect that I’d have felt genuinely relieved a few centuries ago; having written those words. Different times, and different family values – not that my glass house self should be chucking stones.



He watched us like we were aliens under a microscope. His rigid military discipline was adhered to at every moment. He behaved as if he were being held behind enemy lines. To him, I could relent that he may feel that way, because we were another species – two of them if I am being technical – and we were predatory to humans.



“Do you need anything else, Miss Jade?” One of the security guys asked, and Jade flashed a sincere smile.



“No, thank you Teddy. You’re such a good man.” She purred, and he preened at her praise. My father narrowed his eyes, analyzing the exchange.



“How does he
 not
 realize he’s serving the banished one, and her vampire cohorts?” My father asked flippantly.



“He’s just mildly confused about who I am, that’s all. I won’t discourage this, of course.” Jade said, dodging the greater question professionally. She wasn’t technically lying, but she wasn’t admitting we could hypnotize people either.



“What’d you do, dose him with GHB?” My father asked, taking on a firm tone, but remaining passive-aggressive. Jade didn’t even miss a beat, she looked at him, and she furrowed her brows and said, “Oh, sure, that’s it. Don’t you see the bloody IV hangin’ from his arm?” She quipped. Her accent changed, and my father’s eyes widened.



“Irish, huh?”



“What gave that away? Did me leprechaun get lose and start river dancing next to my ear again?” She asked in a flippant tone, as she popped her right eyebrow in a high sardonic expression.



“Wait, leprechauns are real too?” My dad asked, and he started looking around, as if not sure what to expect next. Jamie cracked up, and Jade slapped him.



“
 There are more things in heaven and Earth, Horatio, / Than are dreamt of in your philosophy
 …” She said, quoting
 Hamlet
 .



“Wait, did you
 see
 Shakespear live back in the day?”



“What?! I was born one-hundred-and-fifty-years after the first performance of
 Hamlet
 ! That was released in 1607 on board the East India Company’s ship, The Dragon, lying off the coast of Sierra Leone.” Jade said, rapidly regurgitating Google-worthy facts about
 Hamlet
 .



“That makes you
 older
 than this country!” My father blurted in shock, and Jade rolled her eyes.



“Even gay women don’t like men talking about how old they are, Senior Sargent.”



“Sorry, but you really do live forever?” He asked and Jade sniffed and took a sip of iced tea.



“I’ll live until someone succeeds in shoving a K-bar knife between my ribs, destroying my heart or lopping off my head. Not that I will make that easy for anyone, because, like any being, I enjoy life. Even when certain individuals make life rather bollocks.”



“It wasn’t my intention to make your life difficult.” My father said.



“Please, you’re not even a footnote in my worries. Don’t go flattering yourself like that, Senior Sargent. There are those who, suffice it to say, would rather see your daughter and I dead. Not too unlike yourself, but they have the means by which to accomplish this lofty ambition.”



“Jade, why are you telling him that?”



“Why not? He wants to know about us, let’s give him a realistic portrait; warts and all.” She looked back to my father and grinned showing fangs.



“You’re the third person to try to kill your daughter this week. Believe it when I say, you’re the least likely to succeed, even with all her hesitation. I hope she will survive to live a very long life. A life which doesn’t include being a mass murderer; despite what your lot think about us. In fact, I’d wager she may kill less people in her lifetime, than you have.” Jade purred and smiled in a sinister expression. My father stiffened in his seat.



“How did…?”



“How did I
 what?”
 Jade asked him rhetorically.



“Ok, sis, that’s enough sharing with the human wannabe Van Helsing.” Jamie implored.



“You’re telling me there was a
 real
 Van Helsing?” My father asked.



“No, but there were these buggers calling themselves the Hellfire Clube in the nineteen hundreds, and they unleashed literal chaos on Ireland; causing all us vampires to flee the British Iles. You might think that’s a solution to a problem, but what they opened the doors for is far worse than the evolutionary apex beings which have lived in harmony with mortals for the entirety of Earth’s history.” Jade snapped in an impatient tone.



“What does that mean? How come I’ve never heard of these troubles?” My father challenged and Jade snorted and slammed her hands down on the table with a loud pop, “You
 have,
 the latest iteration of the chaos is the IRA. Not that it’s limited to one side of that bloody conflict, which is cooling for now. Both sides are manipulated by things which you couldn’t understand, and any explanation I give you would fail to leave a proper mark in your mortal mind.”



“Why not try then, and just
 see?”



“You think I don’t
 know
 you’re milking me for intelligence which you will share – like a good little Boy Scout – at the very first opportunity? Which, in so doing, will force more military focus on your daughter – unduly – might I add.



“I don’t honestly
 know
 that I am going to do right now. I am retired, by the way.”



“Warriors are
 never
 retired. They are alive or they are dead.”



“Spoken like one whose actually held a damn sword in her hand – unless I am very wrong.”



“No use denying that.” Jade said, smiling sharply, showing off her fangs again. Every time my father saw her pointy canines, he winced. It was such a tiny gesture that he had no idea that it was like a full whiplash-knee-jerk motion to vampiric sight. Jade grinned gleefully, and I rolled my eyes positioned behind my father.



“Put the teeth away. You’re a big girl, use your big girl manners, Jade.” I chastised her.



“You don’t strike me as the type who typically allows underlings to speak to you the way my daughter does.”



Jade stood and she paced closer to my father, “Kacey’s not my underling, not even my vampiric offspring. She’s her own being, and I am just here to offer her a clan to call her own. We are allies, even if only for a week so far. Make no mistake, your daughter is strong, and I value her as an ally. I will stand up against anyone who wishes to do her harm; just as I would for any lesser vampire – like I
 have
 done for humans as well. You think you know what I am, and what I am about, you haven’t the foggiest. You just mistakenly quote fiction – largely written by bored vampires for a cheap laugh – and you judge us to be mindless beasts.”



“No, I judge you to be beasts with high IQs.” My father corrected, and Jade stood eye-to-eye with him as he rose from his chair. They didn’t move a muscle for several awkward moments.



“This is like a brand-new type of Discovery Special!” Jamie cheered, and he sat down, and stuffed buttered popcorn in his mouth, then extended his large green bowl to me. I took a hand full of popcorn and began to munch.



“This is surprisingly amazing. I thought all popcorn tasted the same.” I murmured.



“It does, until you’re in a billionaire’s house, in which case
 everything
 is the highest possible quality.” Jamie explained.



“You say that like you two aren’t rich in your own rights.”



“Don’t tell him that!” Jamie said around another mouth full of popcorn.



“Why not? It’s not like he’s working for the IRS.” I insisted, then I stole a second scoop of popcorn from Jamie’s bowl.



“No, but he might give them some cheeky idea about undead taxes for those of us with centuries of life and centuries of revenue – which we usually
 did
 pay our taxes on.”



“You pay your taxes like a human?” I asked in surprise.



“Of course, we do! We don’t fear the Air Force – for obvious reasons – or any other branch of the military. Shite, we don’t even worry about the CIA, FBI, DEA, or any other law enforcement. We do, however, recognize the one terrifying force which could unmask immortal income streams: the IRS. Those buggers are on an entirely different level than any other human branch of government service. They’re the ones we knew could find where all the finances are buried and unearth them. Of course, they wouldn’t know right off what they were unearthing. They’d probably assume it was some type of cleverly buried organized crime scheme, but it would all lead straight back to us, to Night Kind.” Jamie ranted.



“In case you’re hoping to exploit this, all Night Kind has decoupled their finances from the human systems. It took us most of the past six months, but we’ve achieved financial independence again. That’s part of why one of my enemies didn’t kill me yet. I am the only one who knows where my clan’s money is hidden. He should’ve known better than to let me do my job so thoroughly.” Jade said, smiling at my father.



“I don’t even know who or what you’re talking about now.”



“She does that sometimes, just talks off her head about things that only make sense to half the room. It’s one of her strange little habits, like some people pick at things or what not; my sister rambles on and on to herself like a loon.” Jamie said as he shoveled more popcorn into his mouth. Jade swatted at him, and Jamie ducked this time.



“I’m a bloody jedi master of avoiding your blows, dear twinsie.” Jamie taunted her, and this time she caught him with a backhanded slap, and he spilled from his seat along with the buttery popcorn, which landed over his head in a comical manner.



“Jay-sus wept, you bloody turned over my popping corn, Jade! Look at this mess! Bugger, my ass hurts like someone slipped me the mick!”



“That’d hurt less, as long as lube was involved.” Hailey chirped as she walked into the room. She had a towel wrapped around her head, and she squatted and helped Jamie up.



“One of these days, I hope you learn your lesson.” Haliey murmured to Jamie, and she pulled him up and yanked the bowl off his head at the same time. Jamie let her fawn over him, and he grinned wickedly, you’d never imagine he had butter smeared all over huis face and forehead, because he grinned like a Lord at some old Waltz as he inspected the choicest females – which in this case was only the one, Haliey.



“Can’t say I don’t get my TV time in with this lot.” I said in a cheerful tone, and my father looked at me.



“This is just short of a
 Three Stooges
 film.” He murmured.



“I somehow suspect that Jamie and Jade were the inspiration for
 the
 Stooges.
 There’s just something authentically slap-stick in the nature of their twin relationship.” I commented, and Jade rolled her eyes and raised her middle finger above my father’s head, for my benefit. I laughed and shrugged.



We were all distracted a moment later when the doorbell rang. The echo was loud, and it carried across the mansion. The bell was painfully loud for vampire ears.



“We really should’ve disabled that damn thing!” Jamie cried, as he held his hand to his head.



A moment later, as we heard the security guard open the door, we heard the crashing of wood and glass, and everyone sprang from their seats.



***



Black and white clad figures rushed around the house, and three of them shot into the kitchen. She barred fangs, and sported tuxedos complete with top hats, and large cane-swords with long slender blades.



“Here!” Hissed one of the three, and Jade hissed viciously, and kicked a chair between herself and one of the intruders. The cane sword cleaved through the chair with shocking ease, and Jade darted to the island, and she grabbed the largest kitchen knives in the chef’s cooking arsenal, and she hurled four of them across, and they stuck into the kitchen table ahead of us.



“Protect your heads and hearts!” Jade shouted, and she spun, and blocked a swishing cane-sword blade. My father picked up the longest chopping knife which looked more like a machete – I was worried at first which direction he’d direct his blade. However, he threw himself into the fray as two more vampires in monkey suits poured into the room, hearing the location of the melee. (I can assume safely.)



“I grabbed the second-longest wide kitchen knife, and Jamie selected the cleaver – I could guess why, because he was still traumatized from killing the last vampire who faced him.



“This is the one!” A lanky man of about six-seven-feet-tall announced, and he lunged at me. I kicked the table, and it flew at him with shocking force, throwing the long slender man back, and slamming him pancake-style into the right wall.



“Get it! Get the type-one!” Another man, the one standing in the door, pointing, snarled at the others.



Jade juked two sweeps of the cane sword of her attacker, then she lunged through his defenses, and thrust her large blade through his chest. Her technique was perfect, seamless, and without hesitation. She yanked her blade out, and at once parried the next comer’s blow. Her seamless transition from attacker-to-attacker was both horrifying, and beautiful at once.



Blood splattered around the island, as Jade stabbed her next attacker through the throat, then pushed him into a third body, obstructing his path to swing his blade at her freely.



My focus was torn away from her bloody melee, as a large muscular vampire in a tuxedo roared and swung over-head at me. I dodged, and the chair I’d recently been seated in exploded into splintered wooden debris. It wasn’t simply cut through but smashed and annihilated.



“How the fuck…?” I exclaimed, and he charged me with his cane sword held overhead again.



“Focus don’t let his brute strength scare you! You’re
 every bit
 his equal!”



I dodged, and backpedaled, but didn’t trip. The massive muscular vampire rhino charged me, and I blocked his blade, but we slid into the wall. I felt my air dislodged from my lungs, and I coughed.



“Get off my daughter, you leech!” My father shouted. (I wasn’t in any kind of state to begin to contemplate how wrong his statement sounded to me at that point.)



The large man spun, and pinned my knife with his cane sword, then backhanded my father hard-enough to send him flying across the bloody kitchen.



I felt something infuse my body, and I roared like a dragon, and I
 pushed
 off the wall. To my shock, the muscular man’s resistance was nothing to me. I pressed back, and
 flung
 him off me, and his back hit the center kitchen cooking island, and he groaned in pain. His sword dipped down, and I lunged at him in a laser-focused strike, which hit slightly to the left of his chest. I knew how to target the heart, and I did so without thinking about it for the first time ever. It wasn’t sloppy or desperate like how I’d killed Danielle; I was ready to deliver a killing blow this time – I’d just have to let the guilt and shock hit me later. (Assuming there was a later to be had.)



“No one hits my father but me!” I hissed as the man faded with a shocked expression frozen on his face.



I didn’t have time for a happy dance or to feel triumphant. The slender man thrust his blade at me from half-across the kitchen. I twilled and rolled up, then under his thrust, slash combo. I spun, then I flipped, kicking him in the face as my hands planted on the ground, and my deadly feet hung suspended in the air for a moment. He didn’t anticipate such an acrobatic and awkward series of movements. Most people – even vampires it seemed – weren’t able to conceive of the world as gymnasts did. We contorted, spun, gyrated, and we cartwheeled in ways which would hurt most people.



“Focus, she’s
 just
 a novice!” The man in the door snapped, and three black tuxedo-clad men surrounded Jade. She juked, dodged, and spun away from their lightning-like strikes. I didn’t need to know much about vampires and Night Kind, to know that Jade was facing three sub-master-level vampires at once. Something inside me intuited this information on its own, without my needing to summon it or to have experience.



I wanted to leap to her aid, but I was also worried I’d get in her way. That any “help” I offered, might distract her from the complex dance in which she was engaged. Her knife moved swiftly, and she expertly kept multiple longer slender cane blades engaged and deflected, despite the reach disadvantage.



The disadvantage in reach was something I needed to remedy, and my mind began to spin with a possible solution. It was a gamble, but I might also be able to divide the focus of the penguin suits. My attacker was recovering, but instead of squaring off, I turned and shot down the eastern hallway on the opposite end of the kitchen from where the tuxedo-wearing Night Kind had flooded.



“She’s
 running!”
 The muscle man yelled, as if it weren’t obvious to his pals. I could hear his stomping thunderous pursuit as he engaged in the chase. I could hear another figure further behind him, but that one moved more carefully and more stealthily.



Let’s hope this works the way I want it to…
 I thought to myself, resigning myself to a death sentence, if I should fail. The east wing was filled with Japanese artifacts from the Edo period, and the early Meiji Era. Amongst the many artifacts were walls of Katana and wakizashi blades. Being a good little partially Japanese girl, I knew how to handle a katana – thanks to my extensive martial arts training. See, I’d not skimped on the weapons portion of Japanese martial arts. I found the passionate pursuit of all physical activities – for the purposes of training my body and mind – to be equally worthwhile.



“What are you…” He began, as I entered the massive museum-quality displays of Japanese samurai armor suits, and the companion sword exibits room. I passed the first three displays, then I turned left, and I reached out at the main exhibit with the most beautiful red-orange armor, and I grabbed a burnt-orange scabbard with an enormous horseman’s Odachi blade. The scabbard was a modern reproduction, but the sword itself was said to been seven-hundred-years-old and folded many times more than the average swordsman’s blade.



The Odachi was one which had been in my family for generations. And I was stealing it – I was sure my grandma was going to have me hunted down by the cops if I managed to survive this ordeal.



“What…?” He asked, and I spun, and I unsheathed the enormous Odachi, and the glint of smoothly polished metal stood between us. The muscular man’s eyes were bulging as he was faced not with a kitchen knife, but a full-length cavalry sword.



“That’s not going to help her. She doesn’t have the practice necessary to beat either of us. Like every other type-one, she’ll die a dog’s death!” The second man, the tall slender one I’d stunned previously. He flanked me, as his bulky counterpart prowled closer and closer. The slender man struck first, from my flank. I juked, and batted his blade away with ease, my reach matching his now. He may have longer arms, but I had a longer and more durable sword.



“I’ll give you both one chance to surrender before I kill you both.” I said, and my tone sounded too youthful and girlish for them to take seriously, because they both roared in laughter a moment later, then both of the thrust their cane swords at my chest. I twisted away from one blade, and charged the slender man and I smashed the pummel of my sword into his nose, the I cleaved him in half with a broad swing of the sword, bisecting his chest.



“I warned you…” I said, and I managed not to gag at the sight of the gore and blood pouring on the tatami mat flooring.



Yeah, Chihiro is going to green light hit men after this!
 I thought to myself grimly.



Assuming I survive this assassination attempt.
 I mused further.



“You cold half-dead bitch!” The vampire hissed at me. He rushed me, and I parried his blade once, twice, three times. The clashing steel made clanging noises which reminded me of the old as hell
 Highlander
 show.



“So, you’re not unskilled. What the fuck are you? You’re supposed to be twenty-six!” The man snarled at me and added, “An you’re supposed to be in the thirst!”



I hissed and I pushed his blade aside with mine and growled loudly, “I am thirsty!” I snapped, as I lunged and buried my fangs into his neck, then I thrust my free left hand into his chest with the kitchen knife I still had on me, and I plunged it into his heart, even as I teased out his rich heady type-two blood. I gulped greedily. I could
 taste
 his repulsion, and shock as he died almost instantly.



“What have you done, you mangey type-one?!” A third man shouted; I recognized him as the leader.



“What’d you expect? I’m not going to roll over, and let you fucking kill me without a fight.”



“As if you have any right to life, you disgusting, prehistoric excuse of a vampiric being!” The man sneered and he rushed, and he produced a claymore, and he swung, cleaving through the wooden armor exhibits in his path. I rolled away, dropping the kitchen knife, and narrowly evading the decisive blow which sundered the dead muscleman in half, then into fourths as the follow-up blow slashed along my right arm. I yelped and transferred the Odachi to my left hand. His attack was relentless, and he pursued me like a wounded animal in the wild. I backpedaled and he slashed through wooden armor sets as he pursued me.



Fear pulsed in my chest, with my pounding heart. I dove, and I rolled away, his claymore scraped over my mid-back in passing, and another bloody ribbon was cut from my skin.



“I’ll take you a piece at a time. You’re far too young to prove much of a challenge to me! I’ve been killing your ilk for six-hundred-years!” He sneered down at me. I was mesmerized by his fat pug-like nose, and I almost didn’t twist into a handspring, and cartwheel away fast-enough. However, his blade purchased only tatami mat in the wake of my hasty rolling departure. I’d managed to hold onto the Odachi, sword fighting lessons one-oh-one; loss of blade is loss of life.



“Now you die, you little cur!” He snarled and rushed me in a frenzied assault. I almost didn’t raise my sword arm fast enough to block his attack, but it still sent me tumbling across the room, and I flew through several of the armor sets in the opposite direction of his earlier carnage.



I didn’t stop moving, even as my head swam and my vision doubled momentarily. His blade tracked me, and I moved, narrowly avoiding being split up the middle.



Death followed me everywhere I went, and death had a pug nose!





























































Thirteen:



A sneer on a squished-up face was disgusting. The thick “lordly” man knocked me down, again, and he raised his blade high. I rolled, and the blade slashed into my left side, missing my heart, but puncturing me like a piece of kebob meat.



The pain was engulfing me, and my thirst was roaring to life. My throat was dry and scratched, and my vision kept flashing red, as if I were wearing rose-colored glasses. Pain infused every lucid sensory perception I possessed.



I was only vaguely aware I still had the Odachi in my hand. Fighting through the sand which felt as if it had flooded my mind and every cavity in my head was difficult. Thinking required a lot of mental flailing, and aimless paddling through a substance so dense that it fought against me, making all forward progress (mentally speaking) futile. It was easy to empathize for everyone ever – throughout history – who’d fallen into sinking quicksand.



I felt lost to myself, and my sanity seemed to be further and further away. The thirst grew with every moment I struggled, drowning a dry, and sandy “death” in my mind. My perception became duller, and my awareness of the physical world around me dwindled to a pin prick of my still rose-colored vision.



His gloating, and his pug-faced sneering was gone. All I could hear was the wash of the sea pounding in my ears. The roaring, the ebbing, and flowing, and the thirst which rose inside me. The sea coaxed from me the thirst, and the thirst took over what remained of my conscious existence.



“Die you disgusting little type-one whore!” He shouted, and his voice broke through the roaring sea; long-enough for me to remember he was about to kill me. There was something inside me which broke open in that instant, and I let it take me. I’d felt the chaos and madness threatening to engulf me before, but this time – sinking beneath the quicksand in my mind – I opened the door and let the wolf in.



Need infused me with power, and thirst filled me with unmitigated fury. Kacey Takada-Daniels existed, but alongside her existed the creature, the vampire. She was vengeful, ravenous, and she was me.



I opened my eyes, and the sea took form as I saw the crimson tides sloshing to the ground, seeping from the minor wounds I’d given the pug-faced man. Everything was clear to me then. The thirst knew what to do, and it knew just how to save me – even if I didn’t know myself.



My body whirled in a sudden surge of energy, and I double-kicked my attacker in the face, and on his pug-nose, sending him reeling back into the hall.



I rolled deftly to my feet, and I spun, flipped, and axe kicked as he rushed me again. My kick crunched his left collarbone and stopped his right-handed sword swing with sudden shock. I used the force of the kick, and pushed off, flipping backwards, kicking him again, this time knocking him clear through the wall into the hallway.



The pug-faced man snarled, and he was back on his feet in an instant, but I could see the roaring crimson tides were sloshing around his feet more violently with each attack. Need demanded that I devour him, but something beyond the animal need whispered to the thirst-driven impulses, and said, “no, not yet.”



“You’re stronger than any newly turned type-one or type-two I’ve ever encountered, but that alone will not carry you to victory little girl. Your gymnastics routines won’t save you for long!” He sneered, and I leaped back as he rushed forward in a haze of motion which was so fast that my eyes almost lost track of him. It was the roaring of the crimson sea which gave his movement away to me. The crimson told me his position, and his rapid advance.



The focus of the thirst locked onto my meal as if it were a heat-seeking laser-guidance system – was the only way I could explain what I was experiencing. Wherever he went, and however fast he went there, I could follow his path, because the thirst demanded I lap his blood and I drain him to a dusty, leathery, mess. I didn’t have time to consider why I thirsted for the type-two blood just as much as the human blood I’d drank thus far. Whatever the source of this seemingly cannibalistic thirst may have been; I needed it to track the man. He was fast, and he was powerful. I wasn’t enough, not alone, to fight such a monster.



I had to out
 monster,
 the monster, if I wanted to live. You can judge me, and you can say, “That’s utterly nasty Kacey,” but that was life, and them were the facts of my new reality. With each passing moment, I gave myself increasingly to the thirst, and I let it infuse a new, rawer power into my body. All the cramps disappeared, and the muscles flexed and moved with a newness of power and a wholeness of my physical fury.



“How are you out pacing me?! You’re a bloody mess and you’re a fucking newborn!” He snarled, and I didn’t answer, I just bounced – literally – off the walls, and I rushed him, slashing at him with more strength and precision than ever before. His right arm jerked back, unable to stop the full force of my sword blow. I buried the blade two inches into his upper bicep, and the type-two shouted aloud in pain.



Part of me wanted to go in for the meal then, but the whisper warned me off. “Not yet, he’s still too strong, and he will kill you if you try to drink.” The voice inside my mind told me, and I didn’t have time to wonder where the voice came from or why it was there. I just accepted the voice as part of the thirst, and I jumped back, pulling my Odachi free from his bicep roughly in the process.



The man thrust out with a silver dagger, and his eyes widened to saucers as he processed my departure. He seemed unable to reconcile the instincts driving me.



“What are you?!” He snapped at me, and I shote from wall-to-wall like some newfangled vampire pinball, and I evaded as he threw daggers at me lefthanded. I wasn’t sure how many of those things he had stuffed in that penguin-suit of his, but I wasn’t in a hurry to close the gap. The crimson sea was flowing, and it would keep flowing for me. I knew he was where I wanted him, even if I wasn’t yet drinking him.



There was no rush. I was the apex predator, and he was the human-like prey to me. Something in this quasi-thought satisfied me.



I landed, parrying two daggers in quick succession. The man rushed again, recovering his claymore, and I collided with him in the ruined middle of the Japanese Edo Warring Period exhibit Chihiro had flown in piece by piece. I would’ve felt sad to see pieces of my history – my clan’s pride – smashed to bits by my pursuers. However, I had this eerie feeling that my ancestors would understand my conflict – even if they might fear me if left alone with me for any period. They lived in an age of war and bloodshed; they would understand survival over everything – except honor.



Losing was nonexistence, and entropy would take me. However, I couldn’t allow that, even if the cost was great. I knew there would be ramifications from today, yet I pressed on. I struggled to survive, and the thirst guided me.



Our blades clashed again, and the ringing deafened me momentarily to everything, everything but the ebb and flow of the ocean. I wanted to bathe in the sea, and to fill myself with the salty, spicy nectar of its contents. However, the voice urged me, as if a physical nudge to continue – to fight on.



“…Die!” He snapped, and he dropped the sword, and a flash of steel and silver caught my eye. I didn’t register the object for a moment, but my jujitsu training kicked in, and I grasped what turned out to be the barrel of a gun, and I twisted it, and I pulled the top off the gun. My Odachi dropped into the tatami mat. It sank about three inches into the tatami flooring, before it stopped.



My ears popped, and I could’ve sworn I heard something shout, “now!” Whatever the source of the voice may’ve been, I obeyed it. I closed what miniscule gap existed between myself and the pug-faced lordling, and I sank my fangs into his left-hand-side neck muscles.



He gagged and fought against me with his working left arm, but I quickly wrapped myself around him like a python, and I squeezed him into submission, as I drank from the sea which had taunted and tempted me.



I sucked, and I gulped great mouthfuls of blood, and I kept drinking. His fight was fierce, and he shook, and writhed; desperate to dislodge me from him. His blood tasted of great age, and greater power, but something about it didn’t seem the same to me – I was different – whatever a type-one was, it was something more alien than the type-two. I didn’t have time or energy to contemplate the alienness which grew inside me, because I was too busy surviving.



He shook, and he twitched, as I pulled more, and more of his blood. I could taste his age, sense his many battles – as if they whispered through the blood, to me. I could see thousands of faces for a split second, all wide-eyed, and helpless beneath his descending blade. They all had one thing in common, they were type-ones.



The voices of the damned screamed to me like a legion of demonic possessing spirits – which I use only as a comparison, since I know demons don’t exist. The echoes and the reverberations of the haunting filled me up with the blood, and I pulled back and dropped the pug-faced man to the ground.



I took a single step back in shock as the thirst began to retreat back into my eternal night.



“How many have you killed? For what?” I asked the weak type-two.



“There can… only… be… one… species.” He said, and I hissed at him, barring my bloodstained teeth.



“You want to treat this like a scene from the fucking
 Highlander,
 then let me send you to whatever passes for hell!” I growled, and I yanked my Odachi from the floor, and I raised it high over-head. I didn’t notice – then – that my injuries had all healed as if by some magic. I saw the wide-set of his eyes – so like his victims.



“This is symmetry, if you ask me.” I said, and I swung down with all my might. The pug-nosed man let lose one final cry of fear, then I felt the blade bite through his neck muscle, and bone, until it flew out the other end with a sudden lose of resistance propelling the blade back into the floor. I had to yank it out again, afterwards, because I could still hear fighting in the kitchen, and violence had spilled outward from there.



The first rushing noise I followed was the loudest pumping tempo of my father’s human heart. I found him bloodied, and half-dead – holding a vampire at bay with his K-bar knife which he must’ve recovered at some point.



“Hey, why don’t you pick on something your own size!” I snapped at the ruined penguin suit-clad figure. He spun, I was a nightmare soaked in blood, with flowing purple-raven hair. I would be told later my green eyes were glowing the color of Jade’s namesake. I prowled with a deadly ease and stillness which had been alien to me just twenty minutes before.



That something lashed out as the type-two in the suit turned, and I punctured him in the face with my Odachi, the blade slid through bone and brain with ease. My father didn’t miss a beat before he pushed away from the instantly dead attacker. He drove his k-bar knife into the man’s heart for good measure – not wanting to leave any chances of survival.



“What the fuck…” one of the three sub-master vampires marveled, as I glared at them. Jade was bloodied, and her attackers all suffered various injuries. All four were Swiss cheese from multiple puncture wounds across the board.



“Kacey… you… killed him.” She said, her shock was tangible. I didn’t understand the significance of my vanquished foe.



“He died as easily as any other vampire I’ve killed so far.” I stated calmly. One of the three sub-master-class vampires peeled off Jade and rushed me screaming.



“Not my sire!” The woman shouted, and she lunged at me, but her actions were as if in slow motion. I reposed her attack, then flung her blade across the room, where I stuck into the wall next to the largest oven.



I shoulder-charged her, stunning her, the twirled, and thrust my Odachi into her chest. The maneuvers were quick and efficiently executed. I didn’t give a single thought to her rank in vampire society, or what that might mean about me.



“Sarah!” One of the sub-masters shouted in horror, and Jade ended his suffering with a double-thrust to his chest, destroying his heart.



“Duck!” Jamie shouted, and a flurry of sharp objects flew over Jade’s head and imbedded into her final attacker – adding to the already Swiss cheese bloody ribbons visual which he’d possessed before that latest addition to his injuries catalog.



“What were those, throwing stars?” Jade asked, and Jamie grinned wolfishly and chirped, “Kacey’s not the only one who raided the Japanese Edo themed wing. Though, I’d rather raid the geisha exhibits, and dress a well-proportioned whore in them.”



Jade cringed, then she lunged at her stunned and wounded final attacker, and she jabbed the blade through his left ear, then twisted it. The hilt came back, but the steel remained inside his bloody head as he fell to the floor.



“There’s a fucking visual I’ll never get out of my head – even with a fecking acid bath!” Jade growled.



“Just doing my duty.” Jamie preened, and Haliey limped into the room, her entire right side was bloody, and she had over twenty stab wounds – non heart or head, so all non-fatal.



“We managed to survive the rest, but all the strong ones went straight for you two, Miss, and Kacey… mum… Miss Kacey?” She queried that last part as if unsure how to refer to me.



“I’m Kacey, always Kacey to my friends. If she gets off on being called Miss, then get her off – it’s a lady’s prerogative to get another lady off after all.”



“Uhhhun…” Hailey said, and she blinked rapidly at me.



“She doesn’t know what to call you, because you just skipped over about three-hundred-years of slow development, Kacey. You’re more a masterclass than even I am now. You killed an ancient master-class type-two, Grayson Draden. You don’t even know the name of the master you killed.” Jade said and her tone was almost an accusation.



“Me, master class? I’m just… me.” I said, and Jade sniffed, and she pulled out one of the surviving kitchen chairs and she sat down heavily.



“You look bad, where’s the blood at?” I asked, and she slumped and pointed vaguely towards one of the refrigerators.



“In the crisper.” She murmured absently, and I dashed to the unit she was pointing at, and I found the crisper halfway down the unit, after four shelves filled with delicious-smelling foods.



“Ah, here it is. You want me to heat it?” I asked, and Jade snorted, then said, “I’d drink it straight from the bloody tap if that were an option right now.”



“It
 would
 be a literal bloody tap at that.” Jamie chirped, and Jade waved her right middle finger at her brother weakly, almost in a limp gesture.



“I’ve seen some shit before, but this is beyond anything I’ve seen outside of war.” My dad said, and he winced, and collapsed inside the doorway.



“What the fuck are we going to do?! He needs a hospital!” I cried aloud.



“It’s fine. I already know how to explain this.” Jade reassured me.



“No one outside the family knows your grandmother banned you from this place, correct?” Jade asked, and I nodded, as I sank down to my knees and I felt my father’s pulse – which I didn’t really need to do, because I could still hear his heartbeat.



“Only family, and really only immediate family.”



“Good, we will say they are anti-wealth radicals who attacked us, because they hated the thought of a Takada being turned into a vampire. It’s barely a lie in some ways, but let’s not mention type-one or type-two to humans. They don’t need to know the distinction. Our mutual survival may depend on them remaining ignorant of the evolutionary distinctions.” Jade said, and she produced a phone from in her ruined and stained jean pocket.



She dialed 911, then she collapsed in her seat.



***



By the time the cops and the rescue squad arrived, and loaded my father, Jade was alert again, and her wounds showed signs of closing. However, even after feeding, I noted that hers didn’t close as quickly or heal as rapidly as mine had once I fed. I didn’t understand, since she was also a master-type vampire. The “sub-master” was a title given by authorities, not the actual limitation of her abilities. She was stronger by half than the sub-masters who had surrounded her. If she hadn’t been, she’d have been overrun and killed.



The ambulance personnel didn’t know what to do with four bloody and injured vampires – three, but I didn’t let them know I had already recovered. The cops – two of them – kept their glock-17’s trained on us. Their necks were throbbing, and I felt taunted the entire time. My thirst whispered to be relieved, but I ignored it artfully.



“So, let me get this straight. You folks are tellin’ me that your kind have terrorists too?” The paunch-bellied native southern Floridian sheriff asked Jade, and she nodded curtly. Her simple head gesture made one of the deputies flinch and cock his glock-17.



“All peoples have their radicals and their criminals. Ours are just as human as yours in every way that counts, Sheriff Jameson.” Jade cooed in a soft tone.



“Don’t let her look at you Sheriff, or she’ll hypnotize you. Next thing you know, she will make you her sex monkey, then bite your neck all over until you die!” One of the glock-17 wielding deep-southern city boy deputies warned.



“Gus, hush now! Her eyes are just silver and otherwise normal right now – as normal as a vampire gets anyway. Put that down, these folk ain’t done shit to us. Hell, if they meant us wrong, I reckon we’d be like these dead boys and gals here. Now, put that down, Gus!” The Sheriff admonished his man, and the one Gus showed no sign of lowering or holstering his sidearm.



“For the love of the Dolphins, put those guns away boys!” Sheriff Jameson snapped loudly at his men. He was about five-ten, and chubby, mid-fifties, with thinning salt-and pepper brown-grey hair which formed into a fading widow’s peak hairline. Despite his comical appearance, he still held a firm edge of authority which seemed out of place with his physical looks.



“Ain’t nobody loves the damn Dolphins, not even Floridians, not many anyway.” Gus retorted.



“Tell the damn box office that. They keep sellin’ tickets.” The other deputy said, and he
 did
 holster his gun finally.



“They sell tickets to whoever’s team is beating the socks off our Dolphins.” Gus replied.



“Can we focus, and Gus, god dammit, I said put the damn gun away!” Gus flinched, and his Glock discharged with a roaring bang! All of us managed not to flinch, because we were worried the cops would open fire.



The Sheriff tackled Gus and yanked the smoking gun from his grasp.



“God dammit boy! I told you not to fucking draw that thing! Now look what you’ve done!” Sheriff Jameson snapped in an authoritative tone.



“No need to worry, Sheriff. We will just say one of the fatally injured vampires made one final attempt to attack you, and you both
 bravely
 finished him off, right?” Jade said, turning to each of us one at a time, and we all nodded quickly.



Sheriff Jameson’s eyes lit, and he smiled cunningly, “Oh, I do like the way your mind works, young lady. It would be great press for the locals to look like heroes at such a reputable home as this one. It would keep me elected for the next two terms.”



“Just let us know what we can do to aid your endeavors, Sheriff. I do thank you for your levelheadedness and your ability to show tolerance when faced with what is a new species.” Jade purred, and her charms were admirable, even in her bloody and punctured state. Even I wanted to mount her where she sat and rub my fingers along her clit. (Not that I did that with all those men staring at us.)



“Are you lot planning to stay in town long?” Jameson asked, and Jade nodded.



“We’re local, at least for the foreseeable future.”



“Are there more of you coming?” The Sheriff asked, and Jade laughed and limply waved her hand disarmingly.



“Relax Sheriff, it’s just the four of us, plus Kacey’s human father, who was checking in on her since she recently transitioned to vampire.” Jade elaborated.



“Well, don’t go biting no body and we won’t have no problems. That’s about the extent of it, wouldn’t you say, young lady?” Jameson asked and Jade nodded.



“As you have seen on Tv, we don’t rely on humans for our needs anymore. We have alternative synthetic sources which keep us fat and happy. Hell, I even think the synth tastes twice as good as the real stuff.” Jade said – I knew she was lying her ass off, but what human was going to prove her wrong? They couldn’t process taste as we did. They would just taste coppery metal and salt. Allowing them to believe synthetic blood tasted more appealing, as well as satisfying our thirst, was strategic. Even at about a week old – vampirically speaking – I knew hot blood in the veins type-two or human – was extremely tasty.



“Let us just finish taking pictures of the vandalism for the Takada’s insurance. I spoke with Mrs. Chihiro Takada, and she confirmed that you were staying here to ease into your new life as a vampire. She expects the insurance to pay for the damages, since it was a home invasion and five counts of attempted murder – not that anybody is gonna do time for this one.” Sheriff Jameson said, and my chest tightened at the mention of my grandmother. Chihiro wouldn’t admit I snuck in with a key given behind her back. Her pride wouldn’t allow that. She’d rather capitalize on the attention and seem benevolent – likely for the sake of future business with the undead. Jade wasn’t the only vampire master, and the rest would only see an ally in Chihiro, so I didn’t doubt that her stance would make her a lot of money very soon.



That meant she would have to deal with me living in her summer home though – or rather she’d have to live and let live. I had no doubt she’d find ways to torment me in due course. I was already dreading whatever axe would fall over the destruction of her beloved east wing and kitchen – more the east wing though.



I wasn’t, however, going to give back the Odachi. The way I saw it, it was as much my inheritance as any other Takada’s, and I had a practical use for the damn sword.






































Fourteen:



Once the deep southern law wrapped up their investigation – which extended to my underwear collection – such as it was – Jade, Jamie, and Haliey all feasted on blood they had hidden. She murmured to me, “Knowing what we eat, and
 seeing it
 are two different things, Kacey.”



They drank their dinners in the relative comfort of the luxury summer house. We’d shifted all our stuff to the left wing, the “western wing.” Since the Japanese themed eastern wing was currently demolished via vampire criminals.



“What the hell were those crazy vamps’ deals? Why’d they all bust in? It wasn’t lost on me that all of them sneered about me being a type-one.” I asked, and I sipped on my cup of blood while the others devoured their crimson dinners like their lives depended on consuming every drop in under five minutes.



“They’re called The Gentlemen; they have been hunting down type-one vampires since the boom of the type-two population over a thousand years ago.” Jamie explained.



“Oddly fitting as far as nefarious names go, being that
 gentlemen
 were often rapists, cowards, and murderers in the ye-olden-days. “I snorted and grinned wolfishly.



“You’re not the first to point that out, but like
 all
 conservative movements; they see their purity cleanses as something great and beautiful.” Jade explained when she finally finished her large thermos of blood.



“They sound like Nazis.” I murmured grudgingly.



“The Gentlemen are
 behind
 parts of the Nazi Party’s rise, so that’s more accurate than you knew. They used the war to target type-ones in mass. It wasn’t just human Jewish people who were being eradicated.” Jade lectured.



“But
 why?!
 I don’t get it. Why are type-ones hated so much?” I asked vehemently.



“Because you’re different than type-twos, and some of you are a lot stronger than the average type-two. That, however, is on a case-by-case basis. Kacey, these are not rational people. They shroud themselves in a misguided form of patriotism; they play on people’s (Night Kind’s) fears of annihilation, and they encourage atrocities.”



“I’m all for the education of new vampires everywhere, but can we just freakin’ chill, for now?” Hailey asked meekly.



“To be continued then.” Jade said and she winked at me.



I let them finish their dinner while I kept trying to unravel the mysteries of vampirism – mainly of this extreme racism on the part of type-twos. However, I didn’t have enough information to fully form a hypothesis about the origin of this hatred.



***



Jade walked me back to the basement – the west-wing one. I’d moved my stuff into it after the cops finished poking around. I wasn’t a coward by nature, but I wanted to be close to everyone else after the attack earlier. Call me crazy, but I just would rather have
 someone
 I can trust in closer proximity.



“You really don’t have to sleep in the basement now. I have blackout curtains up in the house.” Jade stated, and I shrugged slightly and said, “It’s weird, but I feel
 safer
 below.”



“Yeah, that’s a type-one instinct. You will eventually learn to feel more comfortable in more exposed locations. You’re not actually going to burn in the sun, just sting, and be annoyed. Also, it is a lot like being in a desert; you will get dehydrated, and you will possibly desiccate if you are left exposed for extreme durations.” She explained in a soft, matter-of-fact tone.



“You’re just
 full
 of rosy images, aren’t you, Jade?” I snickered at her expense. Jade leaned in and murmured, “You have no idea what I’m full of, little lass.” Her voice was raw and sensual.



My chest tightened and my belly danced with joy. I did what any half-sane lesbian vampire would – I pulled her down to my face, wrapping my arms around her neck, and I locked my soft lips on her equally soft, and slightly thicker lips. Her mouth parted instantly, and our tongues danced for several long moments, tasting each other.



Jade pulled back enough to take a breath and said, “We shouldn’t be doing this. You’re a new vampire and I…”



“You’re not my sire nor are you even an adoptive sire. I am my own master, am I not? We are allies, and well, let’s just call this a bit of team building.”



“I don’t think that’s what
 this
 is, and I would know.”



“Oh, come on, this is the best trust exercise two allies could ever engage in. What’s more trusting than rubbing naked bits?” I asked rhetorically.



Jade sniffed and then she murmured against my lips, “That was a horrible argument, and it bloody well worked!”



She cupped my slender ass cheeks, pulling me up with my legs locking around her waist, as she carried me into my basement. I ground my core against her lower bell, as she kissed me feverishly.



She didn’t so much drop me to my bed as she threw me down and began to strip at lightning speed. I watched for a moment, enjoying the sight of her top-heavy breasts with large pink nipples. Her strawberry blonde-red hair hallowed her creamy Irish hourglass figure down to her plump and firm ass. (What I would refer to as “smack able.” Her ass, not the rest of her, since
 that
 would be considered abuse.)



“You just going to watch or are you going to show me that hot mixed-race body I’ve been dying to see more of?” Jade asked me in an assertive tone. I smiled and I shook my hips as I worked my jeans down. Unlike Jade, I took my time, teasing her, making her anguish to see more flesh.



However, her languid desires were rewarded with my lightly tanned-off-white slender muscular body, eventually.



“They’re nice and brown, your nipples.” Jade murmured in delight. She descended on the bed like a ravenous wolf – or vampire. She dropped between my legs, spreading my tightly muscled thighs wide apart as her head descended into my soft light tan-colored slits, and opened to the pink center with her rapidly penetrating tongue.



I cried, because I didn’t imagine I could possibly feel
 more
 pleasure from a girl going down on me, but being turned heightened the sexual stimulation as Jade began to work her magic between my legs.



She took her time, dedicated to my sex. She methodically coaxed every possible pleasure from my body, and she savored every time she made me spasm or twitch from her over-stimulation.



My body exploded in a massive release, and I couldn’t contain the cries of joy.



We collapsed in a tangled mess of nakedness.



“Are we under attack?!” Jamie popped into the basement, and then he shrieked like a woman, then ran out, slamming the door behind him.



“Just give me a few minutes to recover from twin trauma, and we can continue.” Jade murmured to me, and I kissed her lips and leaned my head on her large creamy breasts. If this was death, which had stalked me fervently, then I welcomed death. Because I felt like I hadn’t lived until I died – strange as that sounds and possibly as cheesy as well.



Dying transitioned to living, which lead me to Jade.  







 









        













    Thank You for Reading!



More Night Kind Series is coming soon!



@Ariastorm3 on Twitter for more information.
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