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 Alessandro’s
Legacy

 


The living
have many misconceptions about our kind. To them we are monsters, a
story used to scare children. Obviously, there are those amongst us
who delight at living up to this image. Ever since Dracula was
published a thousand copycats have taken to sleeping in coffins and
preying on virgins. I don’t associate with that sort of vampire. I
live my life in the sun, right alongside the living. When I need to
feed I find a willing partner. You would be surprised how many
people are willing to let a vampire feed upon them. I’ve been told
they find us alluring and exciting. I would be lying if I said this
kind of idolatry doesn’t hold a certain appeal. Who wouldn’t want
to be sought out and begged to administer a very satisfying
service? For the most part though, I work and socialise with my own
kind. In the end, the only person who can share joy and pain with a
vampire, is another vampire.

My name is
Alessandro and I am exactly three hundred years young. My tale is
not a sad lament about the loss of innocence or a mourning of my
humanity. On the contrary, I delight in being a vampire. I have
traversed the globe and lived many lifetimes over. I am strong and
beautiful and I take joy in the friends I have chosen to keep close
to me.

For the past
ten years I have lived and worked in Southern Spain. I adore the
ruggedness of the landscape, the pure raw beauty of it. Tourists
throng the beaches and seaside towns all year long and they bring
their holiday excitement with them. It infects everything and makes
the air hum with golden possibilities. I also enjoy the Spanish
people. They are beautiful and vital and their blood tastes of
rich, full-bodied wine.

It is not as
strange as you might imagine for a vampire to take refuge in a
sun-scorched country such as this. Vampires can tolerate the sun,
contrary to superstition, although we are sensitive and have to
take certain precautions. This is particularly important for a
vampire in my line of work. The tourists who flock to see my kind
call us living statues or street performers, although I prefer to
simply refer to myself as an artist. In the small town where I live
a group of us work the streets together, looking out for each other
and sharing what we earn. Thick stage makeup shields our faces and
hands from the sun. Some days I paint myself in metallic gold and
don the wings of an angel. Or if a different whim takes me I am a
deep forest green, dressed as Oberon, the king of the fairies. I
stand, day after day, in the street on a wooden box covered with
the finest red velvet, and I create magic. A vampire has no pulse,
no circulation that would make an outstretched arm become tired and
begin to droop. We have very little sense of boredom and we love to
be beautiful and to bask in the attention of others. In short, we
are the perfect street performers and can amaze crowds for hours on
end, often in the most inhospitable of climes. I don’t mean to
sound arrogant but I consider myself to be the best of my little
group. I have an impeccable sense of timing and can spring from one
long held pose to the next at just the moment a group of tourists
are passing, ready to make them jump. The inevitable laughter and
delight that follows will generate a good amount of coins in the
large copper bowl I keep beside my box.

It was Lucetta
who introduced me to this strange life. I was merely a traveler
when I met her, passing through the coastal resorts of Spain after
tiring of dusty Morocco. At first I was simply delighted to run
into a fellow vampire for the first time in six months. After
spending many pleasant evenings in her company however, I was
captivated. Lucetta was witty and well-read. She shared my passions
for the ballet and Chinese food. On the fourth night of our
acquaintance she told me how she dressed in silver gossamer and
posed as a dainty ballerina for the people who crowded the streets
of the town. I sat spellbound while she described the feeling of
performing, how empowering it was to strike awe into peoples’
hearts, how romantic. I developed a strong desire to join her
laid-back band of vampires. I had already met Jacy and Carlin and
loved them immediately. When Lucetta told me what parts they
played, the thought of them standing in the naked sun in
beautifully wrought harlequin costumes just added to their bright
allure. Lucetta was delighted that I wished to be a part of the
group and insisted I create a permanent home in her airy villa.
Looking back, I think I knew from the start how deeply attracted
she was to me. There was no reason why I should not have felt the
same. After all, she was brilliant and beautiful. I simply didn’t
share the burning lust that fuels such love.

But I digress,
far too easily these days. I began this tale in order to recount my
dark dealings with Sarah, and that is what I intend to do.

The morning I
met her had been normal enough. The season was nearing its peak and
I had been surrounded by goggle-eyed tourists since I’d first set
up. I was wearing the angel outfit and was resplendent beneath the
bulky spray painted wings. My startling eyes gleamed from their
mask of golden paint. I knew that as the sun reached its height,
the gold of my costume would reflect brilliantly against it. I
pivoted on my box and turned my face to the sky, letting myself
radiate gold amongst the gaping crowds.

I closed my
eyes and willed myself to relax into the new posture. I breathed
evenly through my nose as I listened to the chink of fresh coins
striking my bowl. I stood like that for a half hour, my chin jutted
defiantly towards the sun that strove to scorch me, my elbows stuck
out at angles and my legs as straight and firm as two young trees.
When I felt the sun shift in its long descent towards dusk I
finally moved, making two old Spanish ladies jump and laugh, and
stepped down from my box. It took a few moments for my previously
shaded eyes to readjust themselves to the late morning light. The
daze cleared in a diminishing spot of brightness and when it did,
Sarah was standing before me.

She smiled
sweetly, her hands held behind her back. “Do you speak English?”
she asked.

At first I was
taken aback by her beauty. She had enormous brown eyes that gave
her the expression of a coy deer, a striking contrast to the rest
of her features which were so petite I could have wept.

“I speak many
languages,” I eventually said.

Sarah smiled
wider. “I’ve seen you here before,” she said. “I think what you do
is amazing. How do you manage to stay so still?”

I didn’t have a
chance to answer because I saw Lucetta walking towards me and
immediately felt ashamed. For a vampire, bald faced attraction is
usually only reserved for other vampires. Lust for the living is
viewed as unseemly and those that are turned either beg for the
privilege or pay handsomely.

As Lucetta
approached she called to me through the crowd. “Alessandro, it's
siesta time.”

I turned back
to Sarah but she had already guessed my intent to say goodbye.

“Perhaps I’ll
see you here again,” she said, her voice as soft as the caress of a
velvet glove. “Goodbye Alessandro.”

I watched her
walk away and inwardly chastised myself for encouraging such
awkward feelings. Lucetta placed a hand on my arm.

“Who was that?”
she asked, the merest tinge of jealously coating her voice.

“Just a
tourist,” I replied.

 


***

 


That evening,
my companions and I sat at a table outside our usual bar. It was
tucked discreetly into a sloping curve at the far end of the beach,
too far from the town centre to be discovered by many tourists.
This was well because the bar was known to our kind and ours was
not the only group of vampires to frequent it. Sights that an
innocent human would find hard to reconcile with their safe
daylight world could be seen here on a regular basis.

From our
position we could see the entire sweep of the bay, overhung with
stars and shot through with sultry Spanish guitar music. Opposite
me sat Jacy and Carlin, twin-like in their comfortable partnership.
Their eyes sparkled with the same ethereal beauty, framed by the
same long, thick hair. Beside me was Lucetta, my own would-be
paramour, if only she could melt my ancient heart as Sarah had
managed to do in just a few scant minutes. We were all drinking
white rum, neat over ice. It doesn’t have the same kick as good
healthy blood, but it warms the throat and lightens the head.

Jacy suddenly
straightened, disturbing the sleepy atmosphere. “What do we have
here?” he said.

I followed his
gaze and my eyes widened involuntarily when I saw Sarah standing on
the beach. She looked back at me and smiled shyly.

“Tell me,” Jacy
said as he leaned back in his chair, “are we being spied upon or
does that girl know you, Alessandro?”

I struggled to
regain my composure and beckoned coolly to Sarah. “I briefly made
her acquaintance today,” I replied, my tone clipped and icy.
“Perhaps she will provide some amusement for us.” I could feel
Lucetta’s fierce, hot eyes upon me and pretended not to notice.

Sarah walked
towards us and paused before the table. “Hello again,” she said to
me. “I hardly recognised you without the wings. I had to stop and
make sure it was you.”

I heard
Carlin’s delightful laugh tinkle from the corner of the table. “I
hope he’s not too much of a disappointment without his makeup on,”
she said.



Sarah didn’t
answer, she simply continued to smile as she seated herself on a
vacant chair.

Lucetta sniffed
and shook her mane of ebony hair back from her shoulders. “Why not
take a seat?” she asked sarcastically.

Sandwiched
between Lucetta and Sarah, I felt thoroughly ill at ease but I
didn’t let my façade slip for a moment. “I’m afraid I don’t know
your name,” I said to Sarah.

“My name’s
Sarah.” As she spoke, Sarah leaned forward and lightly touched my
hand, sending shockwaves of desire through my entire body. The
first stirrings of hunger awoke in my belly and I found myself
wondering if her blood would be as sweet as the lilt in her
voice.

“Are you on
holiday, dear Sarah?” asked Jacy. He had an arm draped across
Carlin’s shoulders and was lazily playing with tendrils of her
hair, but I could tell from the tone in his voice that a longing to
taste the fragile Sarah’s blood was dancing through his veins
also.

“I suppose so,”
Sarah replied. “My aunt owns a villa in town; I’m staying with her
for the summer.”

Jacy leant
forward and picked up one of Sarah’s smooth, slim hands. He held it
before his lips as he spoke, his luminescent eyes locked with hers.
“And yet, we’ve never seen you before,” he breathed, briefly
kissing her knuckles. When Jacy saw that Sarah’s intent stare
failed to waver, he risked a brief look at his companions before
turning Sarah’s hand over so that the underside of her wrist was
facing him. Keeping his eyes on Sarah’s face and watching for any
signs of distress, he gently raised her wrist to his mouth and bit
into a soft, blue vein.

I had to watch
this spectacle through a forced mask of placidity while a burning
anger rose within me. Sarah’s eyes rolled back in a head that
lolled uselessly against her chair. With disgust, I noticed her
legs had fallen open beneath the table and one of her hands was
unwittingly straying towards the hem of her short skirt. I glanced
at Lucetta but she merely raised an eyebrow at me and looked
away.

Jacy had been
quick to guess that none of this would alarm Sarah, she was
obviously a feeder. He removed his mouth from her wrist and wiped
his lips with the back of his hand before offering Sarah’s bruising
vein to Carlin. She launched herself at it and suckled there
greedily, her eyes moist with excitement. Jacy bent towards the
fleshier part of Sarah’s arm, above her wrist. He bit the skin to
create a new wound and drank from it just as desperately as Carlin.
Whenever I see multiple vampires drinking from a single feeder, I
can’t help but picture the groups of crazed hyenas I have often
seen in wildlife documentaries, fighting amongst each other to pick
at a corpse. I may be a vampire of many long years, but when I see
an act like this I feel slightly sickened.

The second bite
sent Sarah into a fresh frenzy of arousal. A low moan escaped her
throat and she began to slowly thrust her hips against the side of
the table.

This was almost
too much for me to bear. I stared down at the tabletop and balled
my hands into fists. Anger and lust collided in my chest with the
force of a volcanic eruption and I began to shake. I was
concentrating so hard on controlling my paper-thin emotions, I
didn’t notice that Jacy and Carlin’s show had come to an end. When
Sarah spoke to me she almost made me jump, a foreign feeling for a
vampire.

“I didn’t have
time this morning to tell you I knew what you were,” she said. I
looked up at her, my eyes full of hungry need. Her face was flushed
and misted with perspiration.

“Were you
looking for me?” I asked. “For one of my kind?”

“If she was,
she got what she wanted,” Jacy said, laughing. He was entangled in
Carlin’s arms, his voice breathy and stilted. “You should try her
Alessandro, she’s as sweet as honey.”

“Come and take
a walk with me,” Sarah said, ignoring him. “Let me regain some
strength before you feed.”

I hardly
recognised myself as I nodded dumbly and let Sarah lead me from the
table towards the beach. Feverous hunger was swamping every sense
in my body. At that moment I would have followed her to the ends of
the earth if it meant I could quench my thirst from her soft white
throat at the end of the journey. I momentarily glanced back and
only barely registered that Lucetta had left the table and
disappeared.

 


***

 


We walked in
silence until we had rounded a cliff and reached a secluded part of
the beach. We were the only people on a stretch of sand that ran on
for three miles into the distance, blocked off from the rest of the
cove by the overhanging rocks. Sarah stopped and turned towards
me.

“Let’s stay
here for a while,” she said. “Nobody can see us.”

I reached for
her greedily and she stepped into my embrace. I was so desperate to
feel her blood on my tongue that I had to hold myself back from
ravaging her neck like a wild animal. Instead, I painstakingly bit
the skin against her artery and lapped at the blood that started to
flow there. She tasted like warm milk chocolate, tinged with exotic
spices. I felt her stiffen against me, her own desire warm against
my leg. I could have drunk from Sarah for hours or only minutes for
all I knew. Hers was the most tantalising blood I had ever fed upon
and I felt as if I was in a blissful daze in which time had no
meaning. From somewhere deep amid this euphoria, I felt a hand
reach out and undo the zip of my trousers. The cool night air on my
bare skin broke me slightly from the stupor I had fallen into. I
stopped feeding and looked down at Sarah.

“What are you
doing?” I asked.

“What do you
think I’m doing?” she replied. “Don’t you want all of me?” Her
enormous eyes widened even further, the light of mischievous
suggestion playing within them.

I didn’t know
how this fragile mortal had bewitched me so, but I did want all of
her. I kissed Sarah hard on the mouth as I lowered her body onto
the sand. She wriggled easily out of her thin cotton dress and lay
before me, a glorious landscape of smooth, tanned skin. I moistened
my lips and lowered myself once more upon her pulsing artery,
delighting in her moans of pleasure.

 


***

 


When I
returned to the villa later that night, Lucetta was nowhere to be
seen and I spent the next five nights in solitude. Sarah had
insisted that she had to spend time with her aunt, while Lucetta
remained stubbornly absent. The solitude didn’t bother me, it is
something that all vampires have to endure from time to time. Only
the lucky few such as Jacy and Carlin find someone they can truly
spend every hour of their looming eternity with.

On the fifth
night, Lucetta returned to me. She was hesitant at first, until I
held her and forced her to look at me.

“Where have you
been?” I asked.

She lowered her
long lashes and sighed. “You will be angry with me, Alessandro. You
will be angry and I cannot bear it.”

I released her.
“How can I be angry if I don’t know what you’ve done? You have been
gone for five nights without a word and now you creep in like an
injured animal.” I paused and sniffed the air. “You smell like
her,” I said, my voice suddenly laced with dark danger. I pulled
Lucetta to me once more, keeping her at arm’s breadth and shaking
her slightly. “Tell me what you have done.”

Lucetta tried
to twist from my grasp but my grip was resolute. Finally, she
slackened and lifted her trembling eyes to mine. “You have no idea
what that girl wanted, do you?” she whispered.

“She wanted
what they all do,” I interrupted. “The company of an immortal.”

“No,” Lucetta
shook her head fiercely. “She asked far more of you, though she
didn’t ask with words. She asked with her body.” Lucetta spat these
last words out, her face hardening.

I thrust her
away from me and turned to pace the room. “Yes, she asked more of
me,” I said, my voice steadily rising. “So I suppose you tore after
her in a jealous rage. We are immortal, Lucetta. We have amassed
decades of wisdom and experience yet you cannot fathom why I view
you only as a companion.” I turned, my hands twisted behind my back
lest I lash out at her. “Is Sarah dead?”

Lucetta’s eyes
had narrowed to angry slits. “Yes, she’s dead. I killed her. I
ripped at her white throat with my nails until all life gushed from
her.”

I lost my
reason when I heard these words, all I could see was Sarah’s sweet
face. I lunged at Lucetta with a roar but she was too quick for me
and I found myself swiping at air. “You merciless bitch,” I cried.
“Perhaps I’ll end your wicked life right now. Perhaps I’ll watch
your black blood flow onto the floor.”

Lucetta backed
into a wall and stood there, trembling. “Stop,” she implored. “You
don’t know what you’re doing, Alessandro.”

I finally laid
my hands on her and pinned her by the neck against the plaster. Her
pale face began to turn shades of purple. “I know exactly what I’m
doing, Lucetta. I cared for Sarah. I cared for her and you couldn’t
stand it, could you? You couldn’t bear it.”

Lucetta cut me
off in mid-flow, her hands desperately pulling on the tightening
fingers around her throat. “She was carrying your child,” she
gasped.

I paused and
released Lucetta who slid down the wall, rubbing at her neck. The
silence seemed to expand and engulf the entire room, the entire
world.

Finally, I
backed away and looked at her. She was limp and exhausted. “That’s
not possible,” I said. “We both know that vampires are unable to
bear children, or to father them. You’re telling me lies.”

Lucetta hoisted
herself to her feet. “I thought so too,” she said, “until I met a
group of female feeders three years ago.” She looked at me and I
urged her to go on. “They weren’t content to simply be fed upon.
They beguiled the male vampires and led them by the nose into their
beds. I was curious, so I asked one of them why they were intent on
doing this. She was fairly drunk otherwise I’m sure she wouldn’t
have dared to enlighten me. To my horror, I discovered that they
all desired vampiric offspring. It was–” Lucetta paused, searching
for the right word. “Fashionable.”

I gasped,
despite myself.

“I had my
reservations,” she continued. “But then I witnessed one of their
group give birth. It was indeed an immortal baby. He had tiny fangs
and translucent skin, and when the mother lifted him to her breast
he bit into the flesh and suckled blood instead of milk. I believe
that they take certain mixtures of herbs, potent enough to swell
their ovaries with blood and make them receptive to a vampire.”

Without even
realising it, I had placed a hand over my open mouth in an attempt
to mask my shock and revulsion. “Why would any vampire let
themselves be used that way?” I whispered. “It’s against all
tradition, against all protocol.”

“Perhaps that’s
something you should ask yourself,” Lucetta replied.

I shook my head
and began to pace the room again. “My sleeping with Sarah doesn’t
give any cause for suspicion of this nature,” I said. I stopped,
turning to face Lucetta. “You must have watched us on the beach,
why else would you know what we had done?”

Lucetta crossed
her arms. “I followed you, yes. I watched long enough to get the
gist of your little moonlit stroll. Then I followed her. I followed
her all the way to the next town where she met a gaggling group of
vampire whores like herself and related every detail of her sordid
encounter.”

I visibly
flinched and Lucetta reached to touch my arm, her features
softening. “I took care of it for you,” she said. “I ripped the
pulsing jelly right out of her stomach. I didn’t have much choice
really, vampiric babies begin to grow in a few hours. She would
have given birth within a fortnight.”

My insides felt
as if they were evaporating. I couldn’t tell if I was anguished at
the loss of Sarah or at the loss of my dignity. I finally realised
why the spicy scent of Sarah’s blood was emanating so strongly from
Lucetta.

“I want to see
it,” I said, my voice placid and drained of emotion.

Slowly, Lucetta
reached into the deep pocket of her coat and pulled out a small,
bloody object, bundled in a soaking handkerchief. I took it from
her wordlessly. It was so tiny, it barely covered my palm.

“The sun is
rising,” Lucetta said. She touched my arm again. “Let’s take it
over to the window.”

I let her lead
me across the room and stood dumbly as she reached on tiptoe to
thrust open the window. Thin light streamed in and pooled on the
ledge where I placed my son, wrapped in his swaddling handkerchief.
I carefully peeled back the thin cotton and stared down at his
minute body. He was perfectly formed. I could make out two arms,
two legs and a head set with bulbous frog’s eyes, all shot through
with a web of delicate veins. He twitched suddenly, a tiny red leg
shot up into the air, and I bent to see more closely. He looked
back at me and blinked, making me straighten in surprise.

“He lives,” I
breathed.

“Not for long,”
Lucetta replied, motioning towards the sky. The sun was gathering
strength and breaking through the early morning mist. “We cannot
allow it to see another night,” she said. “It is an unnatural,
monstrous thing. It cannot be endured, and you know it.”

I nodded, my
eyes moistening with unfamiliar grief. Lucetta wrapped an arm
around my waist and leant her head against my shoulder as we
watched the full morning sun wash into the room. When it flooded
the window ledge and covered my young son, steam broke from his
body and he began to writhe, his mouth opening in a silent scream.
The sight was terrible to behold but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.
Finally, the sun that I adored and basked in day after day
penetrated the fragile body. Flames leapt up, engulfing him and
creating thin, reeking smoke. He died before me, a blackened parcel
of meat.

 


***

 


I’ve tended to
stay away from female feeders since that night. Men do not taste so
sweet, but anything else makes me feel nauseous. My companions tell
me I have become soft, that these days I am a sorry excuse for an
immortal. Only Lucetta knows the full extent of my tryst with
Sarah, and I have ways of keeping her content and quiet.

I continue,
working in the sun and feeding by the moon. As I have said, I enjoy
my unlife. But I shall move on before long. A sedentary life makes
a vampire weary, and I can’t help but see Sarah in the face of
every tourist looking up at me as I perform.


 The Lycanthrope
Technician

 


Lily lowered
her head onto the desk and gazed at Larry, her eyes half closed. It
was late and the warm room always made her feel sleepy.

The job paid
well, although it was a little strange. Being the youngest member
of the team she was often stuck with the highly undesirable
graveyard shift. It was lonely, spending most nights in an empty
facility with only an overgrown wolf for company. Of course, things
were different on the three nights of the full moon. During these
times, the spider’s web of corridors surrounding the observation
room thrummed with technicians and scientists. Even though they had
seen it many times before, they were always excited anew at the
prospect of watching the moon’s power course through Larry. It made
him stronger, and angrier. Sometimes they had to post armed guards
along the perimeter of his cell lest he batter his way out. But for
the rest of the month, the night time watch was reserved for Lily
alone.
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