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ABOUT THE BOOK:

Ravena & The
Resurrected (R&R) offers a
fresh view on what it’s like to live among ancient beings. Main
character Ravena
Doomlah, who is just two years
out of college, believes in vampires when nobody else does. Working
at Seattle's Downtown Central Library, she must suddenly get used
to being turned vampire herself and quickly learns it's not easy
being the youngest soul living with ancient vampires who prove so
beautiful they could easily pass for fertility gods and goddesses
(and the really old codgers talk about history
incessantly).



Top 5 Reasons R&R is the
Best Vampire novel leaping from the shadows:



	
LOTS of 
Seattle is in
this book! (Real facts: modern and historic.)



	
Part of Ravena Doomlah's vampire
experience is spent underground in the city's historic ruins;
including the condemned portions.



	
Fresh view on what it's like to
suddenly have life flip completely over, become vampire, and forge
a new un-life path.



	
Experience the raw forces of
werewolves safely by facing danger vicariously, through the main
character.



	
Beautifully written, well-researched
and imaginative. (Even hilarious in some places.)



	
Encourages obsession with vampires!
(Guilty pleasures realized.)



	
There's a very good reason why
vampires of old pursued only one true love - learn why!



	
All of the villains in R&R are
highly motivated but some are smarter than the
others.






Okay so that's more than
five reason. Just like the plot in this book, R&R gives you
much more than you bargained for!

 


Main character, Ravena
Doomlah, (known on-line as “Vamchoir”) launched her
very own blog at Vamchoir.blogspot.com.
There you’ll find her personal vampire musings, drawings of her and
much more. For more vampire literature and movie reviews, check
out Vampire
Review.blogspot.com.





LAYOUT COMMENTS:

1. NUMBERING: Each paragraph
in R&R is numbered. Fans of R&R report they get very used
to the numbering by second chapter and learn to really appreciate
that function. If they must set the book down quickly, or if their
eReader advances without warning, finding the last place you left
off is quite easy.



2. HYPERLINKS: This book provides hyperlinks to singer-songwriters,
locations, and to what might potentially be a new word; more. Those
links may either appear as underlined text or in blue ink,
depending on what eReader you are using.
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CHAPTER ONE: SETTING MYSELF ON VAMPIRE

 


1:1 - Tucking my cold nubby
fingers into my wool jacket’s pockets, I followed an imaginary
magical) yellow brick road to this glistening and brilliant Emerald
City also known as Seattle. It's where I hoped to meet and finally
become a vampire

 


1:2 - I had decided that
when a girl is bitten, she exchanges the attentions of many men for
the adoration of her one and only true love.

 


1:3 - I desperately yearned
for that life-changing moment but Seattle’s also where rock
legend 
Jimi Hendrix was born in 1942. I adored Hendrix as a singer and songwriter
and basked in his recorded guitar music, regularly. Secretively, I
hoped that by moving to Seattle, Hendrix’s bewitching talents would
rub off on me. I also wanted to absorb his ability to mesmerize
large crowds and manipulate them; just like vampires can reportedly
do.

 


1:4 - I wanted to conjure
some sort of magic that would make judgmental people, especially
bullies, either treat me with kindness or leave me way the hell
alone. (That was another reason why I wanted to become a vampire --
nobody messes with them!)

 


1:5 - Just as Hendrix left
his birth town for Europe, to get recognition and become famous, I
left my dreary birth town, 
Wilkes Barre,
Pennsylvania, to breath in all of Seattle’s salty-air and wonder. I
was more than eager to explore famously haunted places, like Pike
Place Market, and visit musician graves belonging to Hendrix and
Kurt Cobain.

 


1:6 - Not only did

Seattle maintain an incredible music scene but, soon as I arrived, it
felt as though innumerable ghosts sang “welcome, welcome, welcome”
while they floated through the external walls of high rise
buildings. (I could not actually see them but definitely felt their
otherworldly presence.)

 


1:7 - In fact, anytime I
walked down the city streets I knew phantoms were possessing the
air. They swirled the winds around as though playing a curling game
and everyone could feel 
Puget Sound’s breezes wafting in spirals before surging up toward Seattle’s
seven large hills.

 


1:8 - A full year after
moving, I finished my education at the University of Washington.
Then I took a job as a computer geek (working in technical support)
for the downtown 
Central Library.

 


1:9 - Computer technology
might sound like an odd career for a vampire wannabe but the
library provided ready access to unusual reading material about
metaphysical studies. It’s also where I kept waiting for some lucky
day when I’d again have the blessed opportunity to meet that blonde
vampire I’d encountered on the street; after graduating.

 


1:10 - There I stood,
scraping the sole of my shoe on the edge of curb, getting rid of
some sticky gum, when I heard a deep throated groan that
reverberated inside my body. I turned toward that magnetic sound
and glanced directly into multicolored and knowing eyes that seemed
to peer clean through me and into my core.

 


1:11 - His baby blues had
dark green streaks in them and were so intelligent-looking. I don’t
need to explain how my body reacted; chemically. I froze in my
tracks for just a second as I couldn’t believe how hard my heart
suddenly pounded, how blood pulsed rapidly through my arteries, or
how deeply my reproductive organs suddenly ached.

 


1:12 - All I wanted was to
be held in that vampire’s incredibly masculine arms. I wanted him
more than I had ever wanted anything or anyone. Now, any time I
hear a Harley Davidson’s twin engines rumbling, I am reminded of
that chance meeting (of his unfathomable vibrating
groan).

 


1:13 - By the time I came to
my senses and opened my mouth to address him, verbally, the vampire
had completely disappeared. I felt mortified to think I had let him
escape without offering a “hello.” And now all that I had left to
savor of our moment together was my memory: of an impossible
opportunity.

 


1:14 - So I spent the night
on that curb, waiting and waiting for his return. Sadly, no vampire
ever appeared to take me.

 


1:15 - Day and night, ever
since, I have dreamed of that elusive vampire. I have sighed to
think he might possibly knock on my high-rise apartment door
in 
Belltown,
someday. Hopefully he’d become my lover and would be filthy rich
(so I’d never feel bored -- or have to work). He could dust my life
with wonder and magic while I doted over him.

 


1:16 - Sadly, while I
haven’t seen him in over a year now, I haven’t spoken to many
common people either. On a typical basis, my coworkers often leave
work hurriedly. They rush home to their families or attend one of
Seattle’s many sports events (doing things I have no interest in).
In fact, my coworkers and I have so little in common, we seldom
socialize, if at all.

 


1:17 - Fortunately, and
thanks to the Internet, I have acquired a thousand friends online
and, while they don’t know me from ‘Jane Doe,’ they adore me for my
screen name, “Vamchoir.” It’s a name I made-up by combining two of
my most favorite things: vampires and choir.

 


1:18 - Although I don’t tend
to stick around to mingle much after song practice, I do sing in
the 
Seattle Symphony
Chorale; the official chorus of
the 
Seattle Symphony. I love the sound of so many voices singing in harmony
together. In the back of my mind, I also know that participating in
this popular musical program looks great on my resume.

 


1:19 - Fortunately, my
relationships as “Vamchoir” (online) are nothing like my negative
associations at work or choir. None of my Internet-friends care
that I am a tad pudgy and a type 2 diabetic. They adore me for
regularly solving their technical problems; I offer computer advice
for free on-line, as in ‘wee, a sharing spree!’

 


1:20 - Instead of a personal
profile photo, which would expose my freckles, I uploaded a vintage
photo of vampire 
Count Orlok (from the 1922 movie: Nosferatu). Doing that small gesture
elicited a barrage of comments from other geeks who also nurtured
an obsessive-interests in vampires. In fact, here’s an abbreviated
excerpt, from my wall:

 


1.21- Fangpire: Awesome new
profile pic Vamchoir! I pray 2B made into a vampire every
day!

 


Vamchoir:
I actually met the vamp whose gonna change me!
He’s blonde with bue & green eyes! Christos: I have lots of
v-friendz. None of ‘em blonde.

 


Vamchoir:
Me too, Christos. I’ve got tons of v-friends. All
of ‘em hate my guts but love my blood. Vlah-hah!

 


Smutcase:
If we could only be so lucky to be bitten. I hope
the vamp who changes me is female and dressed in
lingerie.

 


Christos:
What difference doez it make what a vampire wearz
or which one changez you? Once bitten you’re, like, totally
powerful. I mean – you’re a VAMPIRE!

 


1:22 - Beyond social media,
my personal blog, Vamchoir on Blogger, Vamchoir.blogspot.com, also
attracted countless fans. Through that media, my online friends and
I regularly embellished upon each other’s fantasies and glided
toward whatever book or movie we recommended for each
other.

 


1:23 - In contrast,
admitting to any of the boring people at work that I truly adored
pallid metaphysical beings, or even saying the word “goblin” around
the library water cooler? Well, it just threw acid on whatever sour
conversation had been transpiring.

 


1:24 - Instead of swimming
in the immeasurable fun that such dark topics provide, my
colleagues typically rolled their eyes and soon as they could find
an opportune moment would slithered away; sideways. Then they’d
avoid talking to me again, unless I happened to overhear them,
gossiping about me behind my back.

 


1:25 - For that reason I
have quickly learned to keep my thoughts and ideas to what I might
post on the Internet. That’s the only place where I feel kinship;
love and adoration. It is also the only place to play Vampire Wars;
which is how I met many of my Internet friends in the first
place.

 


1:26 - What I practiced as a
youngster (whenever I needed to feel more empowered) and continued
to execute now is to become “Ravena the Inhaler.” That’s where I
breathed in imaginary faerie dust and flew above and away from
undesirable situations, emotionally.

 


1:27 - Back when was a kid,
in order to cope with the aftermath of abuse, I’d just turn on my
little CD player and would sing along to the likes of

“Oh ho ho its Magic,” as recorded by 
Pilot. Singing
always helped me forget whatever bothered me.

 


1:28 - My last name is
Doomlah, after all. That means “doom” (as in “calamity”) and “lah”
(suggesting I am supposed to sing about it). Now that I also sing
background for Seattle’s symphony choir , I continue to also sing a
great deal when I’m alone and in the shower.

 


1:29 - While I don’t sing
for a living, my job at the library has afforded me the luxury to
live alone and remain charmingly isolated from the general public,
most of the time. That’s, when I am not being bothered by a
coworker in the information technology department.

 


1:30 - “File these,” said
Dizdah, as I was just musing to myself. She plopped a large pile of
library Intranet forms on my desk, as she regularly tries to bully
me into doing her job.

 


1:31 - “You file them.” I
snorted in reply. “After all, Dizdah, you are the filing clerk!
Filing is what the King County Library System hired you to
do.”

 


1:32 - “But I don’t want to
file them! You do it.”

 


1:33 - “Look, Dizdah,” I
said, pretending to scratch my neck like a dog after fleas. “I’m
only doing two things today: writing computer codes and spreading
skin rashes. I’m all finished with computer codes. Do you really
want my itchy rash?”

 


1:34 - In reply, Dizdah
collected her papers and shoved her nose in the air. “What are
these disgusting crumbs all over your desk?” She asked, challenging
me to another verbal duel. (Arguing is how our exchanges usually
go.)

 


1:35 - “These crumbs?” I
picked one up and placed it in my mouth. “They’re from the variety
of delicious pastries that I ate for breakfast.” I leaned back in
my rolling chair and put my feet up on my desk. “Seattle’s blessed
with bakeries galore. You should visit one sometime instead of
eating Mother’s Circus Animal Cookies all the time.”

 


1:36 - “What’s wrong with
my 
animal cookies?
I like them!” Dizdah asked obstinately before glaring at me with
feigned boredom. After we ogled each other for another three
minutes, keeping steady eye contact until our eyeballs burned, she
finally lost interest, threw up her hands, and sauntered away; but
the heavy cloud of too much perfume lingered behind her. So I
pulled down my University of Washington Computer Science &
Engineering diploma, which I kept in a plastic frame, and fanned
around my desk with it.

 


1:37 - Since I have never
bothered to ask Dizdah if she migrated to Seattle from Kansas,
Pakistan or the corn-fields of Indiana, I don’t know exactly where
she is from. I just assumed she migrated here from some remote
plateau where they grow no trees or mountains.

 


1:38 - I say that because
only people from the flatlands can maintain such a far-away and
glossed-over stare like her typically bored expression. Here in
Seattle, with so many trees and hillsides for predators to hide
behind, we keep a constant lookout for trouble. Nobody from Seattle
stares blankly at anything.

 


1:39 - “Ravena?” Dizdah
returned to my desk and spoke my name musically as though she loved
the way it squeezed from between her plump lips.

 


1:40 - “Yeah? I asked, then,
catching myself in the old “try to please the bully” mode (like a
butterfly tangled in a net) I changed my mind about being so
accommodating. I needed to turn the table with Dizdah and take
charge of our relationship. I decided if I suddenly acted like I
was the one giving orders she might stop being so bossy towards
me.

 


1:41 - So I said: “COFFEE.
Zombie-girl needs … COFF” (I even coughed, gently, to feign my
terrible thirst.)

 


1:42 - “Don’t talk to me in
abbreviated language like you’re messaging me on Twitter!” Dizdah
leaned over my desk as though her towering posture could intimidate
me more than her voice.

 


1:43 - “L.O.L!” I said,
holding my ground.

 


1:44 - “I honestly and
seriously forgot what I came in here for!” Dizdah snorted,
suddenly, and (being visibly flustered) stomped off
again.

 


1:45 - Later that day, I
would experience the life-changing event that I had always yearned
for; sort-of. I was about to be rescued from any need to
communicate with living-breathing coworkers. Obviously I’d be
ridiculously happy to never need to speak to another person whom I
didn’t like; ever again (since that was my fantasy).

 


1:46 - While it was going to
be a rescue that I had always yearned for, I would feel horribly
disappointed when I did not recognize my vampire-attacker. He
certainly would not be the alluring blonde I had met by the curb,
downtown.

 


1:47 - The vampire who would
bite me was not someone I would even have surmised to be magical.
In truth, he would smell very badly and look dreadfully
ugly.
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CHAPTER TWO: MY CAR "THE THIRST"

 


2:1 - It was November 1st. I
had just clocked out from the library break room and planned to
pick up my dry cleaning and shop for groceries. That meant I had
driven instead of walked to work; a dramatic change from my usual
routine.

 


2:2 - While I ambled up
Seneca Street from the library, toward Fifth Avenue, I day-dreamed
about gathering numerous éclairs, scones and sweet rolls from the
bakery. There would be no meat or vegetables in my shopping basket
because I was a self-proclaimed Pastarian (meaning I only ate
pastries).

 


2:3 - I fostered a sobering
need to avoid death by ecoli, mad cow disease and suicidal guilt
over killing innocent vegetables. Diabetes be damned – my love of
pastries was what insulin shots were created for! While my breath
smelled sweet, from all the bakery goods I ate, sugar donuts
virtually formed in the air whenever I breathed.

 


2:4 - It was cold this
evening so I walked fast outside, past the library’s basement where
the parking stalls had been full when I arrived at work in the
morning. Since I had parked next door, in the 
Olympic Parking
Garage, I now entered that annex
on foot.

 


2:5 - Living in

Seattle and
driving a big and very old car (on days when I needed to run
errands) meant people screamed insults whenever I drove by. I can’t
say I really blamed them. I mean, climate change was happening and
everybody else in Seattle drove newer vehicles, rode bicycles or
commuted via mass transit to work.

 


2:6 - What’s more, I hadn’t
made it to the car wash in eons and my vehicle actually had moss
growing under the door handles and chrome runners. My old jalopy
looked like it was ready for the local pull-a-part lot.

 


2.7 On this particular fall
afternoon, the sun was actually shining but I knew the weather
could change its mind. It might suddenly start to downpour. Fully
equipped, I kept an umbrella in my trunk to keep drizzle or
torrential rain from desecrating my unaccompanied
parade.

 


2.8 Thanks to Seattle’s news
media, I was very much aware of the many potential disasters
surrounding this city. I was prepared for a huge earthquake,
violent tsunami and Mt. Rainier blowing up.

 


2:9 - That’s why I kept a
full bag of Almond Joy candy bars in my trunk. If the city should
ever fall into some abstruse black hole, I was prepared to eat and
relax during the ride.

 


2:10 - Climbing the parking
garage stairs to the third floor, I hummed loudly through my nose
in an attempt to mimic pedestrians wandering in the woods. I
figured if hikers could frighten away bears by rattling bells and
making verbal noises, then maybe my purring like a happy walrus
would scare away any miscreant who might want to leap from the
shadows at me.

 


2:11 - Even further
equipped, I had carefully woven all of my keys between my fingers
and made a fist so the sharp metal ends stuck out like claws
between my knuckles. It was my full intent to survive whatever
threat bounded my way. There would be no fumbling in my purse when
I needed to unlock my 4-door 
Lesabre.

 


2:12 - I had nicknamed my
car ‘The Thirst’ for two very good reasons. First? Because the
scariest vampire book I ever read, by 
Robert R. McCammon, was called 
“They Thirst." (“The Thirst” sounds sort of like that.)

 


2:13 - Secondly? The Lesabre
was a gas-guzzler. In a time when the third generation of the
Toyota Prius Hybrid was considered ‘old technology,’ my car’s
unquenchable desire for volatile and flammable fuel meant ‘The
Thirst’ had completely earned her name.

 


2:14 - Feeling as though
someone was staring at me, but not seeing anyone around, I changed
my hum to sing outright. I bellowed a song that 
Bob Stone wrote
called “Gypsies,
Tramps & Thieves,” and tried
to sound just like 
Cher while singing
it.

 


2:15 - I hoped whoever was
watching me would think I sang too nicely and looked too adorable
in my red-woolen coat to assault me, mug me, or remove any of my
clothes. If that ever happened I’d feel terribly embarrassed
because I secretly wore red and black latex lingerie underneath
(for the blessed day when my dream-vampire might finally show up to
ravish me).

 


2:16 - Looking back on it
all, I realize my thoughts were pretty silly. I had never heard of
anyone getting attacked inside any parking garage in Seattle. The
only sort of violence I ever heard about came from the Internet and
those stories usually involved a convenience store robbery or some
drug overdose scenario.

 


2:17 - Among my Seattle
acquaintances, only one coworker had ever suffered a domestic
attack and hers came from a pet parrot who clawed her headset when
she was listening to 
Meg White sing
“In
The Cold, Cold Night” (Meg sings
uniquely; off-key).

 


2:18 - Just then, as I
neared The Thirst, I heard a loud thump with crushing metal coming
from the hood of my car and my heart gave a start. I stared up into
the eyes of a pearly-haired wrinkle-faced hepire (male
vampire).

 


2:19 - I could not count the
number of times I had tried to imagine this moment and how I would
react if someone actually tried to hurt me. In my mind, I always
decided to punch my attacker and I’d do it so hard with my fist and
keys that I’d leave permanent facial scars – wounds that would help
me identify the creep later when s/he stood in a line-up at the
local police station.

 


2:20 - But this was November
1st and it was not an imaginary attacker who leapt upon me so
suddenly and silently that I fell to the pavement gasping in
surprise. Even as I scraped my knees, and after the vampire rolled
me over onto my back, I could not believe this moment was actually
happening.

 


2:21 - I had not even
procured the chance to grope my murderer’s eyes with my nubby
unpainted fingernails, let one scratch him with the car keys (that
I’d dropped before they scooted across the pavement, out of reach).
Collecting my thoughts, somewhat slowly, I began to struggle; and
somewhere in that tussle, I remember staring at my attacker’s very
lo-o-ong and thin 
dali mustache.

 


2:22 - I marveled to think
that I had longed for this day when a vampire would go for my neck.
Unfortunately, this fiend looked nothing like any debonair creature
I’d imagined all vampires to be.

 


2:23 - He was very
haunted-looking with dark tired-looking bags under his eyes and his
face was too narrow to be attractive. Shortly after feeling
terrible disappointment, I hit my head on the asphalt and
completely blacked out. Perhaps that’s why I cannot remember
copious and vivid details from the attack.

 


2:24 - All I know is, when I
began living as a walking, powerful, eccentric resurrected, I did
not actually realize I’d been killed. I simply regained
consciousness, picked myself up from the pavement and drove myself
home. That’s where I plopped myself down, on my old brown vinyl
sofa, to sleep off a terrible headache.

 


2:25 - That’s also where I
stayed until morning when sunlight shown through the living room’s
picture-window and bright light burned my eyes. The solar energy
seemed to suck moisture out of my skin until it felt rough like
bark. I also suffered from irregular goose-bumps and felt very
chilled so I took a hot shower, which rehydrated me.

 


2:26 - After toweling off, I
called in sick for work. Then I lathered myself with extra lotion
to sooth what now felt like very itchy skin.

 


2:27 - Before going outside,
I pulled on sunglasses with a floppy winter hat. Then, I drove to
Doctor Yetel’s where I told the receiving nurse everything that had
happened to me, including the story about Dizdah and the crumbs on
my desk.

 


2:28 - I’d never felt quite
so talkative before but speaking to the nurse now, as she took my
blood pressure, felt like therapy, not drudgery. “Dr. Yetel.” I
exclaimed soon as the doctor entered the room and leapt to my feet
with the pressure-cuff and nurse still gripping my arm.

 


2:29 - Sitting back down
upon nurse’s orders, I double-checked the back of my hospital gown
to make sure the material laid in the most attractive, draping,
fashion and exposed only the smallest amount of flesh to compliment
my appearance.

 


2:30 - “You’ve got to help
me Dr. Yetel. Ever since my attack yesterday, I have been feeling
really weird.”

 


2:31 - “Is that something
unusual?” Dr. Yetel asked, looking at me with a stern
expression.

 


2:32 - “What? Oh. Well,
yeah. Of course. Suddenly I have this majorly stoked-up ability to
smell.” I leaned in to whisper the next part. “I hate to admit it
but the bouquet from this office proves exceedingly foul. You
should really do something about it.”

 


2:33 - “The last patient we
treated in here suffered from chronic digestive problems.” Dr.
Yetel explained in a matter-of-fact tone while she continued eyeing
me suspiciously. (It took me a minute to realize she meant that the
previous patient had suffered a bad case of gas.)

 


2:34 - “But it smells like
someone may have . . . actually died.” I argued, feeling my doctor
was missing the point.

 


2:35 - “Chronic digestive
problems often result in odors that can smell like a rotting
corpse,” the doctor said, dismissively.

 


2:36 - I marveled to realize
Dr. Yetel’s voice never cracked or hinted that she had a sense of
humor but that’s when I watched the corners of my doctor’s mouth
sag into a considerably more sorrowful look. “Ravena? I’m amazed
that you can smell that sort of thing in here. We completely aired
out this room and it’s been at least three hours since the last
patient was even seen on this table. Do you think there’s any way
you might be pregnant?”

 


2:37 - “No way.” I
sputtered. Being somewhat old as a virgin, I didn’t even believe in
Christianity, let alone the idea of immaculate conception
.

 


2:38 - “Well, pregnancy
often stimulates a stronger reaction to odors than normal. If
you’re absolutely sure there’s no way . . . well, what else can I
help you with today?”

 


2:39 - “You do not seem to
understand, Doctor Yetel. It’s three-thirty in the afternoon. I
haven’t eaten since lunchtime yesterday and I’m still not hungry. I
seriously have no appetite; not at all.”

 


2:40 - “Any other changes
that you’ve noticed?”

 


2:41 - “Yes. My skin itches.
I have a headache and I’m very disappointed that twice baked and
fresh almond croissants suddenly smell terrible to me. I could not
eat one for breakfast, not even when that’s precisely what I have
eaten every day for the past three years.”

 


2:42 - “Any stomach upset or
pain?” The doctor asked, while looking over the top of her reading
glasses at me. “I see you look a little pale. I wonder if you might
be anemic. When’s the last time you had your menstrual
cycle?”

 


2:43 - “Why does every
medical issue always get blamed on a woman’s reproductive cycle?
Being a woman is not a disease.” After speaking, I realized how
defensive I sounded and apologized.

 


2:44 - Strangely? I also
realized that other than the headache -- I suddenly felt no pain.
In fact, I already felt so much better than I had when I first came
here.

 


2:45 - “Well, the absence of
stomach discomfort means you do not suffer from viral
gastroenteritis,” the doctor said smoothly. “Perhaps your symptoms
are all stress related. After all, it hasn’t even been a full day
since your assault. I’d say your problems are all related to

hyperosmia .”

 


2:46 - “What’s that? Is it
really bad? Hyper-ohs-mee-uh?” I asked, sounding out every syllable
of my diagnosis slowly.

 


2:47 - “Hyperosmia
is simply a heightened sense of smell.” (Later, I
would look that word up and realize hyperosmia was legitimately a
medical condition – Dr. Yetel had not made it up.)

 


2:48 - “But that’s exactly
what I came in here complaining about.” I grumbled, suddenly
wishing I hadn’t doled out my $20 co-pay for such an obvious
medical diagnosis.

 


2:49 - “You came here
looking for a my conclusion,” Dr. Yetel explained, “I just gave it
to you. Beyond getting mugged, which was a terrible stressful thing
to endure, your blood sugar is completely normal but your eyes look
a little bloodshot. Did you hit your head in the fall?”

 


2:50 - “Yeah, I think I
did,” I admitted, not feeling as though I could remembered anything
accurately.

 


2:51 - “Well your pupils are
not dilated and the irises look even. Perhaps you should just go
home and get some rest. I suspect you’ll be feeling much better
tomorrow.”

 


2:52 - “So what do I do for
hyper-oh-see-mee-uh?” I asked, wincing when I smelled the doctor’s
breath because she had obviously eaten onions with her lunch and
likely drank her coffee black.

 


2:53 - “Let’s just see what
happens in the next few days. If your appetite does not improve
within, say, three days, then call me and we’ll investigate
further.”

 


2:54 - While the doctor had
virtually given me a clean bill of health, I had not asked her to
listen for my heartbeat. Neither she nor I had contemplated the
need for it and my brain simply remained too foggy to realize what
changes, exactly, might begin overpowering me in the days
ahead.

 


2:55 - Soon as I returned to
The Thirst, I tweeted: “Bones kept popping when I woke this
morning. Sounded so crunchy, I’m surprised a troll hasn’t eaten me
w/butter.” Yet when more substantial changes racked my body, the
day wore on without me posting any further updates. Even the tips
of my typing fingers had begun to feel too dry.

 


2:56 - The very next
morning, I returned to work under the protective shade of an
umbrella. It was not raining but most floors of the library were
awash with natural lighting. So I carried it upright like a parasol
and kept it open while walking indoors toward my desk.

 


2:57 - “It’s bad luck to
open an umbrella inside,” Dizdah declared, soon as I sat
down.

 


2:58 - “That’s why I opened
mine outside and carried it in this way,” I replied,
testily.

 


2:59 - After glancing into
the mirror, earlier, I had noticed my skin looking even more pale
so I added extra foundation and a bit of rouge to feign a healthier
glow. Yet no makeup could make me feel tolerant of Dizdah on this
day.

 


2:60 - “What are you
concentrating on?” She asked, seeing the furrow in my
brow.

 


2:61 -
“Superstitions.”

 


2:62 - ”Superstitions? You
mean like the way opening an umbrella indoors blocks the Sun God’s
rays and draws bad luck to everyone around?”

 


2:63 - “No. I mean like the
way bad faeries can shape-shift to look like a real person,” I said
thrusting the pointed end of my umbrella toward Dizdah so she leapt
back before walking away while tisking with disgust.

 


2:64 - That’s when I
realized that no sunlight filtered in by my desk to burn my newly
sensitive skin. I could close the umbrella and focus on other
concerns, like the burning ache in my stomach.

 


2:65 - I still had not eaten
anything these past two days but knew I would not be phoning the
doctor’s office just to learn I now had anorexia. While I felt
strong, physically, I quickly learned, when I stood in the middle
of a sidewalk and along the edge of a busy street, I could imagine
inhaling the life energy from all the individuals passing by. It
soothed my nerves and made me feel even stronger. My hunger also
diminished somewhat.

 


2:66 - When I found a couple
of stale double-fudge cookies still inside their bakery wrapper
hiding inside a bottom drawer of my desk, I recoiled. The cookies
looked and smelled terribly unappetizing. That’s the moment Dizdah
happened to pass by my desk, again, so I handed the cookies to
her.

 


2:67 - “What are you giving
me your stale cookies for?” She rolled her eyes when she
asked.

 


2:68 - “Saying ‘thank you’
is prayer enough,” I retorted and suppressed my glee when she
accepted the ‘gift,’ but then threw the cookies into the trash next
to my desk.

 


2:69 - “Dizdah, would you
mind taking those to a trash can elsewhere? The aroma gives me a
headache.” (To my utter amusement, Dizdah actually
complied.)

 


2:70 - Later that same
afternoon, when my body desperately needed meaningful nourishment,
I struggled with my thoughts. I wasn’t emotionally ready to satisfy
my thirst by killing someone and had no idea how I would possibly
rectify my conscience after drinking that thick red liquid known as
blood. (Yet that is what I craved.)

 


2:71 - Additionally, I knew
if I got caught committing crimes against society (by killing
people) there would be no way to keep my library job. When I
finally decided to post a notice about my hunger on Facebook, I
felt shocked by the responses because nobody believed I had finally
been bitten. I was suddenly, completely and entirely, fully on my
own with no moral support to be found anywhere.

 


2:72 - @Vamchoir: It finally happened. I’ve
been bitten.

 


@Casketphobe: Is that a typo? Did you
mean “Smitten?” Who’s the lucky one? Male? Female?

 


@Vamchoir: I’m the lucky one. I’ve been Bitten (capital “B” as in ‘Boy
I’m hungry’). My teeth are suddenly strong enough to bite through
bone. I think I could saw through a casket. Really am …
hungry.

 


@Christos: He he. Awezome joke. I’m bitten too. Was your vampire
dressed like a dominatrix?

 


@Vamchoir: No. Really. Listen. Vampires are REAL. I was attacked in the
parking garage. Haven’t eaten for days.

 


@Smutcase: If we could all be so lucky. I could lose a few pounds
myself (but I love 2 eat too much).

 


@Glutton: Well if you’re bitten, then you’re not a vampire-wannabe
anymore. That means you’re no longer one of us.•

 


@Christos: Upload a photo of yourself. Show us your fangs Vamchoir.
Then maybe we’ll believe you.

 


2:73 - A photo of my fangs?
I really hadn’t thought about it but I certainly didn’t have any.
No wonder my e-friends all thought I was nuts. I probably was. I
considered the possibility that this whole attack scenario had just
been some figment of my imagination. Was that even
possible?

 


2:74 - Later I would look at
the dented hood of my car and realize it made no sense to deny what
had truly transpired. My body was still rapidly changing. I had
already shrunk down to a size twelve and desperately enjoyed my
new, thinner, look.

 


2:75 - Naturally, because I
had rapidly lost weight, I immediately went shopping for new
clothes. I shopped every chance I could; on my lunch-breaks and
after work. That’s how I found myself inside a dressing room
at 
Nordstrom; 500
Pine Street.

 


2:76 - I had tried on an
inspiring velvet dress and matched it with a pair of open-toed
violet pumps with 3 1/2-inch heels. After pulling on the last shoe
and twirling before the mirror, I heard a certain rustling and
heavy breathing from the stall next door.

 


2:77 - There a woman’s heart
thrummed harder the longer she struggled to pull on a pair of
obviously too tight jeans. She sucked in her breath and yanked on
the zipper to no avail. I’d hear her grunt as the zipper clicked
higher up just one more tooth then she’d release her grip and
exhale before sucking in another deep breath to pull
again.

 


2:78 - Instantly, from
listening to her ever heavier breathing and increasing pulse, I was
overcome with a terrible chemical buzz that made me feel
boundlessly energized and jittery. It was much worse than when I
had been human and drank a full pot of black coffee on an empty
stomach. All the little gasping and whimpering sounds dominated my
thoughts. Against my will, my own body began to heave.

 


2:79 - Soon, all I could
hear was the pulsing in her neck and her swearing when she finally
gave up on the zipper. That’s when I knew if I did not immediately
leave, I’d end up consuming all the nectar pulsing through her
carotid artery.

 


2:80 - Dashing from my
dressing room, with my work clothes under my right arm and dress
tags still dangling from my back, my fangs protracted. I raced past
the long line at the cash register, hoping not to be
noticed.

 


2:81 - After throwing four
one-hundred dollar bills at the busy cashier, I tripped over my new
velvet shoes. Fortunately, I managed to catch the escalator’s
hand-rail at just the right moment to ride downstairs; mostly
unscathed. Soon as I reached the bottom floor, I tore through the
double glass doors to get outside.
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CHAPTER THREE: TO KILL THE MOCKING ABSURD

 


3:1 - A lazily dressed man
in wrinkled trousers hollered, “Hey baby,” one morning from across
the parking lot. I was pumping fuel into the Thirst. It was very
cold, November 9th, and he walked toward me.

 


3:2 - “Don’t come closer!” I
warned. He reminded me of a guy named Bill whom I had dated in
junior high who had approached for our first kiss with mouth wide
open like I was his dentist - not his girlfriend. After I got a
clear view of Bill’s strange-looking uvula I never saw him
again.

 


3:3 - Unfortunately, the
stranger at the station mistook my warning to “back off” as an
invitation to “come hither.” Right about then, Seattle's cold winds
blew hard from the west and my silk-skirt wrapped tightly around my
thighs. The stranger stared hungrily at my legs the same way I used
to lust for Danish pastries. He licked his chapped lips.

 


3:4 - “Whatchya doing?” He
called, still a few car lengths away but continuing his
approach.

 


3:5 - Even while I turned my
back to discourage him, I could smell his body odor, a mixture of
cigarettes and sweat, over the gas fumes. When he stepped over my
gas hose, I spun around to confront him but he stood so close his
large belly brushed against mine and he leaned in.

 


3:6 - I stepped back;
appalled. “Dude! Unless you’re spurting blood you’re not coming
anywhere near my lips!”

 


3:7 - “Spurting? Baby! Don’t
be like that. I won’t hurtchya!”

 


3:8 - “I’m not your baby” I
snapped and noticed a long red scratch on his chin; perhaps he’d
gotten it by shaving or he’d forced himself on another unwilling
female who left her mark.

 


3:9 - He grabbed my arm and
I pulled free but that initial reaction did nothing to dissuade
him. He simply grabbed my elbow again; this time more
tightly.

 


3:10 - At his touch, all my
human recollections of men who had launched demeaning taunts, those
horrid memories of verbal abuse, raced to the forefront of my mind.
Moisture from his clammy hands soaked through the sleeve of my
clean silk blouse and I knew he needed to be taken down.

 


3:11 - “Hey,” he said,
staring into my eyes just like a sockeye salmon stares blankly at
aquarium glass. “You’re very pretty and you look sort of
familiar.”

 


3:12 - That’s when I
realized I’d seen him drive alongside my fatter self in a blue
Chevy convertible before. I took a regular Sunday stroll around
Green Lake Park. He and his male passenger had cornered me in the
parking lot and stupidly screamed “hippo” at me. Since I could not
see his blue car now, I wondered: did he walk to this gas
station?

 


3:13 - He squeezed my elbow
tighter and my knees shook. As a natural fear reaction, my central
nervous system kicked in and salubrious chemicals spilled into my
limbs, energizing me. My canine-teeth spontaneously
elongated.

 


3:14 - I gasped in shock
over what was happening to my body but, with my mouth hanging open,
he saw my teeth and recognized them as the deadly threat they truly
were. Falling back with eyes bulging, he started to run
away.

 


3:15 - Until the other night
back in the Nordstrom dressing room, I had continued harboring
doubts that I might not be a vampire. Sure my fingernails had grown
rapidly and now proved so sharp I had cut myself while pulling on
my underwear.

 


3:16 - My breasts had also
changed. They suddenly behaved perkily and I had no need to wear a
bra. All the same, I was able to dismiss these clues for proving
vampirism since I’d recently started taking natural vitamins. I
fooled myself into thinking the supplements had really
worked!

 


3:17 - Now that there was no
denying that I was forever changed, I felt terrifyingly hungry and
ridiculously alert.

 


3:18 - I wanted to chase
after my prey. What felt like amphetamine drugs now tickled my
extremities and there was nothing left to do but surrender to
instinct.

 


3:19 - So I ran as I had
never experienced running before. I glided so effortlessly in high
heels and grabbed hold of the escaping rogue. I flipped him in the
air like a cat does a mouse.

 


3:20 - When I stopped
throwing him around long enough for him to fall to the ground, it
was only so he could get up and run again. He proved much too easy
to capture. The beast in me wanted to prolong the fun.

 


3:21 - I slowed my pace to
watch him run farther ahead, and paced back and forth, enjoying my
enhanced agility. I also kept watch to make certain no onlookers or
security cameras were recording my activity.

 


3:22 - The desire for
feasting and quenching my uncontrollable pestilent thirst was
consuming. I felt invincible and godly!

 


3:23 - Yet as the man
disappeared between a set of buildings and around the corner, the
thrill of the chase began to subside just enough for me to feel
more human; full of reason and mental anguish. I could go to jail
for assault! What was I thinking?

 


3:24 - Suddenly horror. I
felt my body had betrayed me and I, Ravena Doomlah, was no longer
in control of myself.

 


3:25 - The shock for having
lost contact with my inner voice and conscience was similar to
admiring someone with really healthy and beautiful long flowing
blond hair from the rear only to have them turn around and reveal
the imagination had been horribly wrong; the person looked
unfathomably hideous; much worse than imagination could have
envisioned. I felt in shock.

 


3:26 - Just as I realized
how easily I could have killed that obnoxious creep , and changed
my mind about pursuing him, I heard the deep growling rumble of his
Corvette engine. It roared to life; angrily.

 


3:27 - When four tires
exploded into a long wailing squeal, the hisses and roars of rubber
grated against pavement. It sounded feral, like angry wildcats in
the throes of mating.

 


3:28 - A dark grey smoke
filled the air. Soon enough I saw his car. While the black vinyl
roof was up, the driver’s window was down. He was still alone when
his car came speeding my direction.

 


3:29 - “Freak!” He yelled.
“I’m gonna kill you!” He jerked the steering wheel hard to his
right until his car skirted sideways and barely stopped beside
me.

 


3:30 - The billowing smoke
from his tires smelled like a bon fire of rubber bands. After he
jumped out, with a base wooden bat in his hands, the threat of
danger kicked the beast back into my central nervous
system.

 


3:31 - Air whistled around
the swing of his bat and I leapt back. He missed me but dented his
car with a loud crack. “Holy Jesus, fuck!” He yelled before lunging
at me like a sumo wrestler.

 


3:32 - With sweat rolling
down his red cheeks, he made an unsuccessful kick boxing move while
swinging his bat, awkwardly. I dodged him easily and ran back
toward the alley but did not make it to safety before the bat he
hurled struck me between the shoulder blades.

 


3:33 - Amazingly painful,
rage squelched any desire to curl into a fetal position. I growled
a vibrating primal tone that would have made my human throat
hurt.

 


3:34 - What happened next
validated my new vampire instincts. I leapt on my attacker in one
smooth bound and he fell too easily beneath me. In the resultant
flurry of fists and fangs, I saw the gleam of his
switchblade.

 


3:35 - When my jaw came
unhinged, and elongated, it was not merely functional, but
powerful. Embracing my supernatural strength, I bit into the back
of his neck with teeth that were sharper and stronger than
diamonds.

 


3:36 - Human teeth would
have broken when I crushed bone in his cervical spine but I was no
longer human! I was resurrected and majestic!

 


3:37 - Thus, as he lay
dying, after I gorged on my very first and satisfying meal. True to
my destiny, I fed on him until his lips were cold and dark and I
was more than satiated.

 


3:38 - I had read enough
vampire novels to know, if I did not decapitate this man, he would
rise again to make horrific chaos later. So I did what I had
to!

 


3:39 - Plucking the
switchblade from his consenting dead fingers, I cut off whatever
neck tissue still connected to his head to his shoulders. It was
messy and disgusting work; sawing through muscle and
tendons.

 


3:40 - Like a grotesque
goblin full of wicked mischief I was soon covered in my victim’s
hemoglobin! Later, when the salubrious chemicals would wear off, I
would felt guilty, vilified and vile, but for now, I had no
connection to remorse.

 


3:41 - I giggled with the
animated power that continued to course through me. I had found the
fountain of youth and it was energizing as a red, wet,
elixir!
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CHAPTER FOUR: LOST THE
BIG BUTT & JIGGLE SHOW




4:1 - When I snuck back to
The Thirst, being careful not to be seen, and finally drove home, I
parked in a shaded spot on the street. That’s where I quickly
grabbed a survival blanket from the back seat so I could enter my
apartment building, fully wrapped in a gray Italian wool blanket
with its single tan stripe.

 


4:2 - “It’s cold outside!” I
lied to the woman at the front desk when she stared at me
suspiciously. After showering and changing for work, I realized my
mind was clearer and my body felt even stronger. I felt invincible
and 
Helen Reddy’s vintage music “I
am Woman” kept playing over and
over inside my head (as though roaring like a lion was my new theme
song).

 


4:3 - “You’re late,” Dizdah
snapped an hour later, as soon as I had found my desk, but then she
changed her tone as though she was suddenly interested in me:
“Actually, you look great! Where have you been? At the
spa?”

 


4:4 - I lifted the corners
of my mouth to smile at her but it felt difficult as lifting heavy
weights. The result was a sorry-looking grimace. I just couldn’t
get the image of my dead and bloody victim out of my
mind.

 


4:5 - “Sorry,” Dizdah
replied when I still had said nothing, “with exception to that
sinister smile of yours, Ravena, you really do LOOK pretty
incredible!”

 


4:6 - “Must be my new velvet
dress.” I said finally, since she was trying very hard to get
along. When Dizdah left, I pulled my pocket mirror out of my purple
handbag and, to my amazement, noticed that my skin actually glowed.
In my hurry to leave my apartment I had forgotten to apply rouge
and lipstick but my skin tone was completely ruddy and
flattering!

 


4:7 - Later in the day,
during lunch break, I would take a walk and follow the sidewalks
downhill toward the waterfront. My new aptitude for leaping and
running had made sitting at a computer feel altogether intolerable
and moving my body felt utterly divine. The smell of greasy breaded
fish and hamburgers filled the salty Puget Sound air. The city’s
sounds and aromas suddenly seemed ridiculously pleasing to me.
While crossing streets in a crowd, I tried not to return anyone’s
gaze. I knew I could just as easily kill them as point them toward
the Space Needle, and that made me feel guilty.

 


4:8 - When I returned to the
library from my walk, a curly-haired blond librarian, who typically
raised her nose in the air whenever she saw me, stopped me at the
employee entrance. I was surprised when she stepped off her
pedestal long enough to actually speak to me.

 


4:9 - “Your rapid
weight-loss has been admirable” Tila said before lifting her chin
back to where it usually stayed, pointed toward the
ceiling.

 


4:10 - Usually when I passed
Tila, she’d be at her desk and I’d be heading for the fifth floor
where I’d address a computer crash or other problem. I always knew
she noticed me because she would usually make tisking noises; while
she had never spoken to me before.

 


4:11 - “Thanks for the
compliment,” I said, briefly.

 


4:12 - Tila dropped her chin
again, but only to stare over the top of her leopard-print reading
glasses. “Perhaps I should reiterate so you efficiently understand
what I legitimately intended for you to comprehend.” She ended her
sentence with a nasal-sounding lilt that was not nearly as charming
as her blue topaz and diamond Lorenzo earrings.

 


4:13 - “I read the
interoffice memo already Tila. I know about your new master’s
degree. Congratulations on your academic success. Meanwhile (I
leaned in to whisper) you don’t need to impress me by your many big
words.”

 


4:14 - Tila snorted and that
put me on the alert. My great grandmother had always said that big
words seldom accomplish good deeds. Tila went on to prove my
grandmother right with the very next thing she said.

 


4:15 - “While I have
admitted that your weight loss is admirable, I also wonder how you
disburdened yourself of so much weight so
expeditiously!”

 


4:16 - “Special diet,” I
admitted while patting my newly flattened stomach. “Haven’t eaten
pastries in more than a week.”

 


4:17 - “Oh well I’m certain
there’s much more to it than just that,” she said with a sneer.
“What’s your ambiguity?”

 


4:18 - “My ambiguity?” I had
no idea what she meant. Did Tila suspect I was a
vampire?

 


4:19 - “Yes! You know: your
big secret! Divulge!”

 


4:20 - That’s when I called
upon the wisdom I’d gained from handling so many childhood bullies
and deflected her question: “Not you too! How many times do I have
to dispel such gossip! I honestly never dated 
Jared Fogle, Subway’s weight-loss guru!
I have often practiced kissing the invisible man, also known as my
pillow, but that was back when I was just a child.”

 


4:21 - While Tila looked at
me with a confused expression, I imagined the pillow might kiss in
rich detail. The white linen always sucking in its breath while my
lips entwined with its cotton exterior. That would be quite unlike
Mark, from Wilkes Barre, Pennsylvania, who had exhaled into my
mouth when we dated in high school. It felt like Mark was trying to
give me CPR at the time and I decided the only thing I needed to be
rescued from was him! (Naturally, we broke up after that dating
disaster.)

 


4:22 - “Ravena!” Tila
snapped and then began tapping her long fingernails on a notebook
she was holding. “You’re evading my question. That means you’re
definitely reprehensible!”

 


4:23 - “Reprehensible?” I
retorted, hoping I knew what that word meant.

 


4:24 - Tila just threw her
hands in the air and made a leaky sound, like a hot air balloon
releasing its gas. That’s when I decided she needed to spend a few
years inside an insane asylum because if she actually knew I was a
vampire, she was dangerously suicidal to be confronting me in such
a provocative way!

 


4:25 - “Tell me,
Raven-uh-h-h. What other personality profile, besides yours, might
choose weight loss by parasite?”

 


4:26 - “Excuse
me?”

 


4:27 - “Where’d you get the
tapeworm? From the Internet?”

 


4:28 - “Tape worm?” I nearly
gagged when I considered it but I also felt relieved to understand
that she really did not know anything about the killer I had
become. My secret remained safe.

 


4:29 - “Well?” She asked,
tapping her multi-colored fingernails on her notebook
again.

 


4:30 - “You’re jealous!” I
blurted; reality finally dawning upon me. “You’re suddenly worried
that I might actually be cuter than you. Finally.”

 


4:31 - “No-o-o-o! I’m NOT
jealous!” She said before spinning around to walk away. That’s when
I knew I had pinned the right tale on the pale-haired girl’s
malarkey.

 


4:32 - Pleased for having
won our argument, and for sending Tila away in a huff, I started
for the hall with an extra giddyap in my step. My next stop would
be the break-room. Yet as I approached that employee kitchen, just
to see who might be in there, I felt very unnerved to overhear two
other employees gossiping . . . about me.
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CHAPTER FIVE: VAMPIRE -
GOT LIPOSUCTION?




5:1 -I didn't recognize the
voice but hearing my name, I froze just outside the break-room
door. A young male blubbered like his tongue had swelled from
eating too much ice cream. “Maybe Ravenath on drugs. She muth
be!”

 


5:2 - “Drugs don’t make
people lose weight that fast,” said a female who sounded too much
like Dizdah for my liking. I could almost taste the black coffee
she was drinking, her tone sounded so bitter.

 


5:3 - “ Lipothuction then!”
The male blurted, as though the idea had just dawned upon him. “You
think Ravena underwent the full-body vacuum thing?”

 


5:4 - “Pulllease,” Dizdah
let out a deep moan as though her coleslaw had been made with too
much vinegar. “The doctors would need to suction out her cheeks as
well as all the rest of her.”

 


5:5 - “Oh, tha’s funny!” The
male said before giggling like a junior high girl on a date with a
high school quarterback. I merely stood outside the door,
seething.

 


5:6 - It had only been one
day since I fed on my first victim and I felt grateful not to feel
hungry. Yet their antagonistic conversation had triggered that
loathsome chemical reaction in me that elongated my fangs. With
rage beginning to brew, I headed for the exit. I ducked my head
while I mentally ordered the predator within to stand
down.

 


5:7 - Unfortunately, other
employees stood talking to the security guard near our exit, so I
changed my mind about leaving the building and veered right to head
for the privacy at my own desk!

 


5:8 - On my way there, I
passed Tila who hunched over her headset like a hyena protecting
fresh road kill. She whispered secretively into her mouthpiece but
I had no problem listening in while I passed by.

 


5:9 - "I'm more than just
insinuating," she whispered. “This library could save a full salary
from the Information Technology department if we just fired Ravena.
Everyone knows she is never at her desk anymore! she is
useless!"

 


5:10 - Obviously Tila had
not noticed that I came in and she did not see me clenching my
fists now. Amazed by my own reaction, I had a nearly uncontrollable
urge to just choke the living daylights out of her – to squeeze her
neck until her eyeballs permanently bulged.

 


5:11 - Fortunately, I
remembered I could not afford to lose my job so I did not need or
want to create a scene. I needed out of the library and turned back
toward the employee exit; barely remembering to run slowly and
awkwardly to appear human as possible as I made my
escape.

 


5:12 - Stepping outside onto
the slanted sidewalk, the onslaught of sunlight hit me hard. I
tucked in my chin and pulled off the neck scarf I had been wearing
to tie it loosely around my head as a partial shield. It shaded my
eyes if I stared at the ground.

 


5:13 - As I walked, I
yearned to find privacy to calm myself down. Turning right, I
walked northbound.

 


5:14 - That’s where I found
the shadowy entrance into an old stone bank. I stood there,
somewhat secluded and closed my eyes while I leaned against the
wall. I seriously don’t want to slay any coworkers. I could not
allow myself to harm them! Perhaps more importantly, I would not
attack anyone who sat in plain sight of surveillance
cameras!

 


5:15 - In the days ahead, I
gave a wide berth to coworkers like Tila and Dizdah and attempted
to avoid suspicious looking library patrons as well. That’s because
obese customers who had never given me an attentive look before now
seemed intrigued by my much thinner size.

 


5:16 - Regularly they’d stop
me on my way to the elevators (where I headed to solve computer
problems on the fifth floor). “The pounds just seem to fall off
you. How are you doing it?” One patron with three necks asked while
he and four others, equally as large as him blocked my
path.

 


5:17 - “I don’t have any
dieting secrets,” I said tiredly before spinning around to head the
opposite way.

 


5:18 - “You had lap-band
surgery then! I knew it!” He called after me, just like so many
others would do over the following weeks.

 


5:19 - Unfortunately, my
heightened senses alerted me to how much I hated the smell of
people who had not bathed and I also detested the aroma of certain
aftershaves and perfumes. My loathing never stopped such odors from
making a bold approach; however.

 


5:20 - In contrast, my
slender and heel-wearing supervisor, Lisa, smelled aromatically
pleasant but she stuck to bathing with scent free soaps and wore
only essential oils that accentuated her skins natural and pleasant
aroma.

 


5:21 - When Lisa eventually
handed me my first warning notice, it was for seldom working at my
desk. Seems more than just Tila had alerted her to how often I
snuck away to stretch my legs. When I received that final pink
slip, the one that cost me my job, it was for launching an intranet
virus that I had nothing to do with.

 


5:22 - Lisa represented
herself as being very concerned for my well-being when she fired
me: “I’m really very sorry for letting you go, Ravena,” she said in
a most pleasant tone, while she searched my eyes as though she
might find some lost treasure hidden inside of them.

 


5:23 - “You know? I never
liked the way you sign your name with a dollar sign instead of an
‘s.’” I lied through my teeth, barely able to return her gaze
because I actually liked the way she expressed herself. I just did
not want to keep staring at the healthy arteries visibly pulsating
in her neck.

 


5:24 - “You used to be such
a model employee. I never expected you to be capable of being so
snide. I certainly never expected you of destroy our communications
systems!”

 


5:25 - “You know that I
never planted that intra-library virus!”

 


5:26 - “But the destructive
code came from your work station, Ravena. Perhaps if you had not
been away from your desk so often you could have prevented whoever
did access our Intranet system through your computer. As it is,
we’ve suffered a system meltdown. Someone’s head must roll. I have
to let you go.”

 


5:27 - Of course, Lisa was
right. I had not guarded my station. I should have known that
coworkers might sabotage my work when I had left myself open for
abuse. Since my attack, I felt like some frightening nightmare was
chasing me, like a bear in my sleep. I kept running very hard to
get away but the beast made rapid progress until he would land with
outstretched claws directly upon me. Just thinking about him meant
I could not breathe while I dreamed. I had no need to breathe
now.

 


5:28 - Yet that’s always
when I woke up (at the end of a nightmare). I was fully awake now
but still in the middle of the horror. Instead of finding my
blankets on the floor, I watched helplessly while my career was
falling to the ground!

 


5:29 - Sadly, I had no
friends or family near to offer comfort. The feeling reminded me of
childhood, when my only side-kick was the school ground menace:
Margo. Actually, she wasn’t much of a friend, but since I had
nobody else to hang out with, I compromised.

 


5:30 - “Ravena. Ever hear of
shaving your armpits?” She asked one day; seeming to pull the
question from the ether. At that moment, I realized Margo looked
more like a greasy-alcoholic sprawled out over the couch than a
girl of just 13.

 


5:31 - “I shaved! Just this
morning!” I replied defensively, then groped my smooth underarms to
double-check.

 


5:32 - “Well, go shave
again. You’re humiliating to have in public and you’re blocking the
TV.”

 


5:33 - “We’re not in public.
This is my parent’s living room!” I argued (because I had not yet
realized that bullies need to be addressed firmly; not reasoned
with). I should have verbally punched Margo -- right through her
double-chin into her lower jaw. Instead I groveled for her
acceptance.

 


5:34 - “You are just
validating how stupid you are. Go shave again!” It was my mother
(not Margo) who said it before she also plopped down on the couch
right next to my friend.

 


5:35 - “And while you’re up,
go change the channel. The remote’s batteries are dead,” Margo
ordered before I ignored her and headed for the
bathroom.

 


5:36 - As I walked away, I
overheard my mother whisper to my classmate: “Sometimes I wish I
could change our reality channel to a different station whenever
Ravena enters the room.” Then they laughed together.

 


5:37 - Margo actually
snorted in agreement while I escaped, crying. After washing my face
repeatedly at the bathroom sink, I shuffled to my bedroom where I
fired up the laptop and took a “what sort of friend are you” test
(online) just to prove to myself that I wasn’t a big loser-friend
like Margo.

 


5:38 - Suddenly, with that
library pink slip in my hand, I wondered how much I had in savings
and how long I would be able to pay my rent. Depressed, I decided
to begin sleeping as much as possible. Yet as the days passed -- I
grew thirstier for blood. I began walking the streets, after dark,
hoping I’d get lucky and run into some horrible person; maybe an
alleged terrorist like Osama Bin Laden and have a reason to torment
and feast upon him.

 


5:39 - I had long since
realized it was useless to wait for someone to deliver food to my
doorstep. In the vampire world, there’s no such thing as “order to
go.” At the opposite extreme, I couldn't even get my fangs to
extend -- had to wait until I felt personal danger, or be provoked
by violence, for my feeding instincts to kick in. I had not taken
care of myself and large, very black, circles formed under my
eyes.

 


5:40 - Two weeks after my
encounter with that first meal at the gas station, when I decided I
would surely die from starvation, I took yet another walk. That’s
when I saw another deserving male, wearing a striped stocking cap.
He was accosting a woman in a heavy brown woolen coat and held her,
pinned, against a chain link fence.

 


5:41 - Feeling ravenous, I
fiddled with the switchblade that I had tucked inside my padded
bra. I decided to wear one, on this night, because the dress I just
bought last week was already looking baggy in places; since I
continued losing weight. The bra added bulk to my frame. So, with
the blade clutched tightly in my right hand, I made my
approach.

 


5:42 - A cold chill whipped
up from the bay and any human would have shivered wearing only my
bow tie dress and green high heels but I felt comfortable in the
crisp evening air. Soon as the attacker saw my switchblade, he
released his grip from around his victim’s throat.

 


5:43 - She fled and stumbled
but steadied herself again to yell: “I hate you Chad!” That was
before she ran away.

 


5:44 - Chad watched her go
then turned on me like I was a dime. “Who do you thin’ you are?” He
asked, exhaling enough intoxicating fumes to ignite my
eyebrows.

 


5:45 - He looked sort of
like a guy I had dated in college named Jake. We separated after
our first kiss because, while Jake started his approach alright,
with his lips gently relaxed and mouth mostly closed, his tongue
suddenly took on a life all its own.

 


5:46 - After forcing it
between my teeth, Jake pulled back just long enough to thrust his
tongue up one of my nostrils (as though he was looking for boogers
instead of romance. That memory alone was horrible enough to
motivate me into killing his look-alike!

 


5:47 - “Woman! Answer me! Ah
said, who do you thin’ you are?”

 


5:48 - “Who do I think I
am?” I replied. “Question is . . . who do you think YOU are? You
like eating boogers?”

 


5:49 - “Wha-a-a-a?” The
drunk asked while leaning forward with his jaw hanging
open.

 


5:50 - “Never mind.” I shook
my head to erase Jake’s memory but knew killing his obnoxious
look-alike was going to be easy as pulling a rotten
tooth.

 


5:51 - Almost expectantly,
the stranger shoved me at the collar bones with both of his hands.
“Yer messin’ in ‘fairs where yer nose don’t belong. Tha’ was mah
wife you just let get away.”

 


5:52 - “Speaking of noses
that don’t belong.” I said and was just about to tell a hilarious
joke but he interrupted by shoving me again. Immediately my central
nervous system flooded my body with dangerous chemicals more potent
than adrenalin. I pressed him against the fence with no trouble at
all.

 


5:53 - The drunk seemed a
total waste of human energy, in my opinion. The bouquet of stale
alcohol that leaked through his pores convinced me he was going to
drink himself to death if I left him alone. I would not feel too
guilty about ending his life (when he was practically suicidal
anyway).

 


5:54 - The harmonic rhythm
of his heart pounded subliminal messages through my ears. It felt
like a high pressure steam. While I wondering what to do next, his
fist connected with my face.

 


5:55 - My next reaction was
quick and I fed to the point of bloating. Satiated, I withdrew the
switchblade and made a finishing cut through the musculature of his
neck before twisting his head to sever the exposed
spine.

 


5:56 - After throwing the
drunk’s body over a cement barrier and watching it bounce down the
hill to splash into Puget Sound, I then flung his head after it.
The head bounced and rolled much like a bowling ball, but it made
strange thud-noises whenever it hit something hard.

 


5:57 - Within moments,
before I could feel remorse for what I had just done, I could feel
the alcohol levels from my victim’s body begin to course through
mine. I had never considered that a vampire could become inebriated
merely by feeding off a drunk but it made sense now.

 


5:58 - Perhaps I would write
my own book some day and share that idea with vampire wannabes.
Maybe I’d sell it through Amazon.com (since that company’s
headquarters was located in Seattle). Perhaps writing is how I
would make a living in the future: sell my stories as mere fantasy;
since I doubted folks would believe my work if I sold it as
nonfiction.

 


5:59 - “Make a living,” I
said out loud, realizing that I had very little money left for my
Bell Town loft. As the fool who had parted too soon with her
victim’s money, I leapt over the cement barrier and started jumping
downhill after the wallet I had discarded.

 


5:60 - Losing a high heel
between a couple half-buried boulders, I continued downward with
one bare foot. After reaching the water’s edge, I stepped into the
frigid water and, catching up to the body, I snatched Chad’s
single-fold before pushing him back into the waves.
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CHAPTER SIX: BUZZED NERD
- PHANTSMAGORICAL




6:1 -Halfway up the hill and
heading back toward the chain link fence, I found my lost high-heel
and continued my climb. As I reached the sidewalk, I stooped to
pull on my shoes. That’s when I began to feel lighter and happier
with every new step; and now, when I nearly fell over and was
struck with the giggles, I realized I’d been accidentally
drugged.

 


6:2 - My victim’s
blood-alcohol was muddling my ability to reason. I began counting
the money I gleaned from his wallet and it took just as long count
his one-hundred dollar bills as it had to count my doll’s
individual hairs back when I was a child. I counted and recounted
only to count again.

 


6:3 - I felt so full of
glee, I waived the 5 bills in the air and began singing. The chorus
was from music that Welsh Singer 
Duffy performs
called “Stepping
Stone.”

 


6:4 - Feeling practically
invincible, I tucked the money into my bra next to the switchblade.
Then, I tripped and nearly turned my ankle.

 


6:5 - That’s when I decided
to remove heels and walked more steadily, barefooted, on what must
have been freezing pavement (I barely noticed). Then, after I
belted out Duffy’s lyrics, I added a line of my own

 


6:6 - But I will never be
your stepping stone. Take it all or leave me alone. I will never be
your stepping stone. I'm standing upright on my own. I AM A
VAMPIRE!

 


6:7 - I was still staggering
more than socially acceptable and waived my shoes in the air when
sudden movement startled me from the shadows. A very tall and
muscular male approached.

 


6:8 - He wore a brown
leather trench coat with shoulder dusters. I could barely make out
his frame in the dark and wondered if he was a cop or just a
phantom or figment of my imagination.

 


6:9 - Regardless, he looked
phantasmagorical (like a dream). I had smelled his outerwear from a
distance but the closer he came the more I detected the magnetic
and delicious man underneath.

 


6:10 - Every cell in my body
reacted to his aroma and I felt acutely aware of him, as though he
had something that I desperately needed; emotionally. I wanted to
see his face.

 


6:11 - “Hello-o-o!” I cooed,
sounding much more alluring than I would have; had I been sober.
“Who might you-u-u be?”

 


6:12 - While I struggled to
not say anything embarrassing, like refer to him as ‘handsome,’ the
way I almost just did, my boozy thoughts sent me into a second
array of giggles.

 


6:13 - I could scarcely
believe the rush of fantastic thoughts I had about the unfamiliar
newcomer. He certainly was not a vampire. I could hear his pulse
and felt him eyeing me as he continued what looked like a cautious
approach.

 


6:14 - Maybe it was his
height or his magnetic smile. Maybe it wasn’t a situation of “love
at first sight” but, definitely near it. I felt I could fall off a
cliff just feeling his drift and catching his whiff! I felt dizzy
with animal attraction. Yet he wasn’t the blond vampire I’d dreamed
about and that reality also made him seem peculiar.

 


6:15 - What I could see of
him under the street lights included thick and wavy dark hair,
broad shoulders and a very trimmed chin beard with a tightly
groomed mustache. He reminded me a bit of Orlando Bloom but was
much larger and smelled sexually delicious. He seemed so magical
and beastly; like Taurus the Bull suddenly appeared to me in the
flesh.

 


6:16 - Judging by his
clothes, and by the proud way he carried himself, the stranger
might be ridiculously rich. Dating him would definitely pump out my
chest better than a five-thousand dollar set of breast
implants.

 


6:17 - “Seattle streets are
not safe at night. How ‘bout I walk you home?” His words flowed
like the gentlest deep tenor I ever heard but made no sense. Why
would he be making such an offer to a complete stranger like
me?

 


6:18 - “Iz not safe
anywhere,” I slurred before running my tongue over my teeth. I
sighed; gratefully to realize my fangs had adequately retracted to
hide my true physical composition.

 


6:19 - “I will remain
completely harmless while I walk with you.” He volunteered and then
smiled a most delicious sort of smile.

 


6:20 - While I judged him to
be rather naïve, his voice sounded sumptuous. Then he stepped
closer to the street light and I could see the glowing resplendence
of his eyes.

 


6:21 - The pigments in both
irises were multicolored, like mine after the change. He looked
more than human but his strong continuous breathing confused
me.

 


6:22 - “Oh I’m quite
s-s-safe walking around S-s-seattle alone.” I said, making my
proposition a bit too loud, thanks to the alcohol. I did not care
if I seemed too eager for him to draw closer while I leaned his
way. “I mean. I us-s-sually walk alone but you can walk with me; if
you’re brave enough.”

 


6:23 - As he looked me over,
I remembered that I was not dressed for winter. Yet it wasn’t until
his expression seemed so quizzical that I realized I had blood
splattered all over the front of me!

 


6:24 - “Dang it!” I said,
nearly tripping over my own bare toes.

 


6:25 - “Here. Cover up with
my jacket.” He suggested while removing his trench coat faster than
I could prepare myself for the dangerously alluring physique
underneath.

 


6:26 - His tight blue
sweater unzipped at the neckline to expose healthy bare skin that
stretched alluringly over ridiculously large muscles. Like many
Seattleites, his boot-cut designer jeans were heavily stressed in
rather provocative places.

 


6:27 - I marveled to realize
that such a conscientious man had not seemed to judge me when he
examined my outfit. Perhaps in the darkness the blood had resembled
something else. Maybe it looked like mere mud.

 


6:28 - “Aren’t you going to
ask how I became such a mess-ss-ss?” I weaved while I pondered how
magical it would feel to become physically tangled with his body.
Then I gasped to realize he had managed to capture my emotional
attention so easily. No human had ever done that before.

 


6:29 - “I know what happened
and how your dress got splattered,” he said. Then, he helped me get
my hands into his jacket sleeves and pulled his coat up and around
my shoulders where I felt it had always belonged.

 


6:30 - “You already know how
I got so . . ? How could you know-w-w? You just met me five minutes
ago.”

 


6:31 - He stared back at me
through utterly beautiful eyes, which hinted of savagery and other
lurid secrets, but his gentle manner seemed altruistic. I felt he
empathized with me on the deepest of levels but could not
comprehend how that could be possible.

 


6:32 - That’s when he
reached into the jacket I was wearing, his own coat pocket, and
pulled out a kerchief. “May I?” He asked and he began to wipe the
blood off from around my mouth.

 


6:33 - He touched me so
gently I wished I had been more reckless while feasting. Maybe then
his fussing, and his touching, would have taken longer!

 


6:34 - “You’re a very nice
man. You’re not the kind who really wants to be hanging out with
the likes of me. I really can be dangerous and you definitely need
to stay safe.”

 


6:35 - “You? Dangerous?” He
laughed. “I’ve got the spine if you’ve got the time. Besides, I
only seem like a man sometimes.”

 


6:36 - While I did not catch
his meaning I felt certain that he was merely human; even after he
bellowed a feral-sounding laugh that sent chills down my spine.
“What’s s-sso funny?”

 


6:37 - When he collected
himself again, he said: “You’re just lucky that I found you before
someone else did. Let’s get your shoes on. I’ll help you walk home.
You live around here?”

 


6:38 - “Yes-s-s,” I
volunteered, realizing that while his long coat hid my dress,
nobody would suspect what sort of things I had been up to back at
the chain link fence.

 


6:39 - "Which direction do
you live? This way?" When he asked, he put both of his hands on my
shoulders and turned my body to face southbound. I simply nodded.
“Alright. Let’s start walking that way. You can tell me when it’s
time to turn.”

 


6:40 - I agreed but while my
feet were already keeping time with his, I was beginning to feel
ill. He was just so cute and his scent stirred something in me that
made my stomach churn. The alcohol was not agreeing with my body’s
system at all. I feared I might hurl.

 


6:41 - When we stopped at a
crosswalk, he touched my forehead with his very hot hands. “Are you
an angel?” I had to ask, even while feeling so dizzy.

 


6:42 - “I’ve never been
mistaken for a divine being before,” he said, dismissively. “How
are we doing? Still traveling in the right direction?”

 


6:43 - “Yes. That way.” I
pointed. Then I watched him glance up and down the side-streets
anxiously like a black Labrador Retriever that’s escaped its fenced
yard. Clearly my escort felt that either or both of us could be in
danger.

 


6:44 - I wondered why he
cared so much about me getting home. Was he a vampire wannabe? Or
perhaps he had done something terribly wrong himself and figured he
was satisfying some penance by escorting a woman to
safety.

 


6:45 - “What’s your name?” I
asked, wanting to draw his attention back to my face where I might
mesmerize him with my most alluring vampire stare.

 


6:46 - “Perihelion Vuković,”
he said, sounding too business-like and foreign for my taste. Then
he softened his tone. “You can call me Peri for short.”

 


6:47 - “I like Peri better,”
I admitted since it was easier to pronounce and sounded more
American but I saw how his face dropped with my admission and so
resolved to say his full name in the future.

 


6:48 - "We turn here,
Peri-hell-yawn.” I said, sounding very sleepy before I leaned my
head against his strong shoulder while we continued
walking.

 


6:49 - “This way down Union
street?” He asked and now guided me with his hand around my
waist.

 


6:50 - It was a welcomed
caress, the sort of touch I had always longed to feel in whole
harmony with while human. It was a feeling I never had much
opportunity to explore; thanks to my career ambitions and a heavy
course-load in both high school and college.

 


6:51 - “Yup. Union.” I could
barely speak without sucking on my thick tongue. Even still, I
remained aware of how gently Perihelion guided me and how magnetic
his hand felt through the jacket’s leather and insulating liner.
Our chance-meeting seemed much too confluent to have transpired by
accident. “Union,” I said again.

 


6:52 - We continued to walk
in silence after that and I could tell his mind was elsewhere. “Are
you married?” I had to ask, since he was practically carrying me
now that even more alcohol had been absorbed into my
system.

 


6:53 - “Which building did
you say you lived in?”

 


6:54 - “That one.” I
pointed, not realizing he never answered my question.

 


6:55 - “Looks like we’re
here then,” he said, stopping in front of a tall brick building
that had been built in 2008 and he turned to face me.

 


6:56 - “I jus-s-st need to
buzz-zz the front desk,” I said, pushing a few buttons on the wall,
near the entrance. Then I started laughing. “I just said ‘buzz-zz.’
Get it? I’m buzz-zz-zz-ed and …”

 


6:57 - The buzzer sang just
before the click sounded to suggest the door was now unlocked. The
sounds interrupted my thoughts.

 


6:58 - “Now that you’re
home, stay out of sight,” Perihelion suggested, leaning in toward
me. “It will take just over an hour before you’re feeling sober
again. Can you keep quiet and get some rest until you feel
better?”

 


6:59 - “S-s-sure,” I
slurred, still marveling at how head-over-heels I felt toward this
delicious-smelling stranger. For a moment, I began to sway and felt
I might fall, like someone slipping on a treadmill, but he caught
me by my elbows and proved how heroic he truly was when he set me
back on my feet.
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CHAPTER SEVEN: HEY BARBER
- WHAT SORT OF CUT CAN I GET?



7:1 -I walked steadily and quietly as possible across the
entryway’s marble floor without looking at who might be staffing
the front desk. I stumbled into the elevator and pushed the button
for the top. It was very late and nobody was in the halls to see me
come in. The night clerks were so used to me coming and going,
unescorted, they seldom paid much attention.

 


7:2 - As I stepped into the
elevator, I could not stop thinking about Perihelion. I scolded
myself for not paying enough attention to memorize his last name.
It had rhymed with “Mr. Slick.” That’s all I remembered for certain
but the name had sounded like his family might have originated from
Slovenia, Croatia or Hungary somewhere.

 


7:3 - All I had to remember
him by was his coat and while it smelled deliciously like him, I
realized to my disappointment that its pockets were empty. I had no
form of identification that might help me to find him
again.

 


7:4 - Soon as I entered my
rented loft, I shut the door behind me and nearly collapsed onto my
vinyl couch. Even while it was still very dark outside I felt very
thankful that I’d asked housing to replace the curtains with much
heavier drapes. Now not even the most direct City lights could
penetrate my studio. That made falling fast asleep come easier,
even while I only needed to sleep two hours to be fully
rested.

 


~ THE VERY NEXT EVENING
~

 


7:5 - Taking an evening
stroll, just hoping I’d run into Perihelion, I growled as I stepped
around yet another pair of distracted parents who swooned under the
full moon together. They had parked their baby stroller sideways to
block the sidewalk; and inside that collapsible carriage was a
screaming 2-year-old who conjured the darkness from inside of me
(her rowdy cries were just that piercing).

 


7:6 - “What was that?” The
woman behind the stroller suddenly asked her partner as I stepped
around them, but she wasn’t referring to the rumblings in my
throat. I had heard it, too. The most agonizing, bone-chilling
sound: a wolf’s sorrowful yodel. It sent my heart vaulting into my
head as though slung high by a jumper’s pole. The lump stayed there
as I heard the terrible painful howl once more. Obviously someone
or something terrible had just happened.

 


7:7 - “Unbelievable! It
sounds like a wolf!” The man said. “That or a lovesick Sasquatch
!”



7:8 - “There are no wolves in Seattle,” the woman replied. “I’ve
lived here all my life and never heard one. Maybe it’s just a
coyote.” She pulled the collar on her wool jacket up around her
neck and shuddered, visibly.

 


7:9 - “Nah. It was too low
pitched to sound like a coyote.” The man argued. “Perhaps it was an
echo from Woodland Park Zoo!”



7:10 - “The zoo is seven miles north of here! Not even howler
monkeys, with their record-breaking volume, can be heard from that
far away. That howl sounded like it was no more than a block or two
from here!”

 


7:11 - The farther away I
walked, the more their argument faded into the distance like
daylight rapidly giving way to darkness. I hadn’t carried a
flashlight, since I could see rather well at night but I made a
mental note to carry one from now on. It might become useful if I
ever needed to scare away some wild canine or other
miscreant.

 


7:12 - Changing my
direction, I turned to walk northbound, toward the wolf’s howl.
Finding myself on 5th and Pike Streets, the atmosphere felt
unusually still. Something about that eerie wolf’s lament had made
the entire city seem, uneasy. Similarly, thoughts of Perihelion,
and how he had never called me again, also chafed my soul. I felt
irritable and jittery.

 


7:13 - Then I argued within
myself. Who was Perihelion, really? If I had not been drunk when he
had found me I would never have allowed him, a complete stranger,
to walk me home! Now I wondered if I was in danger. Would he report
me to the Seattle Police for the blood around my face and clothes?
With such foreboding thoughts, I worried I could earn a criminal
verdict in the court of law and then I’d have to bite and claw my
way out of prison. Where would I go then?

 


7:14 - So many concerns
sifted through my mind, I barely noticed the row of mom-and-pop
stores I walked along side. A heavy downpour had made the city seem
extra sullen and dingy. The rain dampened my already cynical mood
like sour wine vinegar.

 


7:15 - While human, I would
have stayed inside to play video games or drank lots of coffee to
overcome such begrudging melancholy. Now, I simply walked the hills
and observed that most humans had no idea how fiendish their lives
truly were.

 


7:16 - The only bright color
that was visible on Seattle’s darkest cloudy days came from the
oxygen-generating moss that grew inside sidewalk cracks. I tried
not to step on the soft plants and wondered if moss was the reason
for the superstitions behind nursery rhymes that instructed
children about not stepping on cracks.

 


7:17 - Walking directly on
moss would not only kill the plant but if someone were barefooted,
or wore white Mary Jane shoes, kicking at moss would turn their
toes ogre-green. Slowing my pace, and deciding I needed to adopt a
better attitude (if I was to enjoy anything about this walk) I
decided that even while it rained a full season each year in
Seattle, everyone knows that water washes a place clean. Following
any torrential downpour, the blacktop would glisten with tiny
rainbows soon as the Sun made its welcomed return!

 


7:18 - Rapidly feeling
better, I looked through a store window and watched the activities
beyond. Every shopper inside this luxury department store had
dressed like some purposeful actor. Too bad most did not notice the
orchestrated complexity that I now observed; as a
vampire.

 


7:19 - While human, I had
too often swallowed time and willed it to vanish rapidly, like a
pill, hoping to get every sour experience behind me. I now realize
that those wasted hours, the most tedious moments that I had
readily willed away, had all been opportunities for just stepping
back and observing magic.

 


7:20 - Moving ahead a few
windows to looking into a barber shop, I noticed a medium-sized
werewolf cutting a customer’s hair. I recognized the barber as a
lycanthrope because he had a dark mark, a shadow in the shape of a
lightning bolt, floating above his head.

 


7:21 - My great grandmother
had been from the old country, Scandinavia, and taught me about
such adumbrations but I had never personally seen one before now.
Mother had refused to believe grandma’s stories and argued that
such creatures could not exist but I had always counted on such
tales being true.

 


7:22 - Believing provided me
with mental vacations from my disappointing childhood. I felt
grateful that great-grandmother spent so much time instructing me
in the ways of her people, and of their beliefs. The stories had
been passed down to her by a strong oral tradition just as she
spoke the tales to me.

 


7:23 - With so many distant
memories on my mind, I watched the barber cut hair so quickly it
flew in the air like puffs of smoke. The customer’s hair was the
same brown as the barber’s so it also looked like the stylist could
be shaking and shedding his own fur. The man-wolf had a middle-aged
spread and not the “spread love” sort of handsomeness that often
comes with mystical transformation. He looked angry, and
threatening.

 


7:24 - Realizing I had
peered too long at him when the barber stopped working long enough
to stare back, I decided to move on. There was no telling how
dangerous he might become, or how soon he might
shape-shift.

 


7:25 - As I walked, I
thought more about great-grandmother’s stories. “There’s a big
difference between wolves that are cursed and those bitten,” she
would say.

 


7:26 - When great
grandmother spoke, her voice shook and quivered like a train
passing over railroad tracks. Yet whenever she read the mysterious
books, or told a story from memory, it rattled all the more. “Those
bitten can shape-shift and turn into a wolf any time that they
want. Other werewolves, such as those cursed by a soothsayer,
shape-shift only when there’s a full moon. That’s why cursed wolves
harbor a most ferocious resentment for the moon phases; as Luna
(the moon) controls them!”

 


7:27 - Stepping around a
group of women who were talking and crowding the sidewalk, I
deflected their stares by looking away toward the store windows.
Seeing my own reflection in the glass, I marveled to realize how I
− a new member of the resurrected − was walking down the sidewalk
like an ordinary person.

 


7:28 - The cursed barber had
also moved about as an everyday citizen. Even this late in the
afternoon when the moon had risen early, he continued to work in
his seemingly benign profession. I supposed he had to be feeling
the wolf tug at him from within even when he didn’t show
it.

 


7:29 - Still thinking about
him, I descended the cement stairs just south of Pike Place and
wondered if he had plucked between his eyebrows. Great-grandmother
had described man-wolves as always having a single brow that formed
a V at the bridge of their noses.

 


7:30 - This barber had two
distinct brows. Obviously, since he worked in the beauty industry,
he would know how to pluck hairs from the middle of his own
forehead. I also considered that perhaps he had arranged to have
his brows braided or weaved.
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CHAPTER EIGHT: EVA'S NO
MADAME




8:1 - Many nights later, I
took an even longer walk and passed that same barber-wolf on the
street. He stared suspiciously at me and in reply I sized him up
quietly but I sighed with relief when we passed
peacefully.

 


8:2 - That’s when I realized
how I might benefit from having a companion to walk with. I missed
interacting with people. My position at the library had given me a
schedule, a place to be and a certain belief that I contributed
healthy sarcasm to the working community.

 


8:3 - I had always dreamed
of having a technical career. I just never expected so many snotty
coworkers would come with the position (and turn my dream-job into
an unemployed nightmare).

 


8:4 - With my mind so
distracted on all that I’d lost recently, I stopped walking just
long enough to look through a spa window. It was a business that I
had never noticed before. Yet there, in the darkish lobby with an
orange glow, I saw a receptionist working behind the curved front
desk with its marble counter top.

 


8:5 - I marveled to think
how smart a career choice that providing massage might be for
vampires, since we all preferred dim lighting (as it’s easier on
our eyes). Then I wondered how long it would take to retrain and
become a licensed massage therapist; but it was only a fleeting
fantasy. I knew I’d feel too squeamish to touch naked people with
my bare hands -- especially overly hairy naked people.

 


8:6 - “Hello.”

 


8:7 - I jumped at the
unexpected voice that whirled from the sidewalk behind me. Spinning
around, I faced a female, dressed in Gothic clothing and wearing
tinted black hair. She was very thin and her hauntingly large eyes
were in multiple shades of brown and gold. I knew she was a vampire
by her gaunt sex appeal. Not knowing what to say in reply, I merely
returned a smile and wondered: what does one vampire say to
another, exactly?

 


8:8 - “Out for a walk?” She
called after me, when I had excused myself to amble away rather
ordinarily but she hurried to catch up. “May I join
you?”

 


8:9 - “I’m not sure you’d
relish my company,” I warned truthfully. “I’m walking off a rather
foul mood.”

 


8:10 - “We’d make great pals
then. After all, it’s an appropriately drizzly day.” As she spoke,
she grabbed my elbow so firmly I felt offended until her words
soothed me again. “There’s no reason why either of us should feel
desolate. Perhaps we can feign a more positive affectation by
walking together?”

 


8:11 - A more positive
affectation? Obviously she wasn’t from around here. People from
Seattle didn’t typically talk with 4 syllable words. While
maintaining my silence, I felt curious: Who was this
vampire?

 


8:12 - “You’re Ravena. I’m
Eva,” she said as though she had just read my mind.

 


8:13 - “How did you know my
name?” I asked, jerking my elbow free.

 


8:14 - “Let’s keep walking
together. Shall we?” She gestured westward with a short black
fingernail and thereby pointed directly toward 
Pier 52,

Coleman Dock and the ferry terminal. Truth was, I had nothing better to do
so I walked with her for a while.

 


8:15 - As we traveled
downhill, Eva kept glancing about and I assumed she was looking for
a more private place to talk. While a mixture of city odors,
ranging from car exhaust to coffee brewing, filled the air, I
followed Eva to a very small grassy patch next to the Sound. To my
surprise she bypassed it for a grouping of empty benches that were
secured to a cemented dock in a circular public viewing
arena.

 


8:16 - “Ravena, I’m here
because you have been scrutinized by other members of the risen,’”
she said as she sat down while I purposefully remained standing.
“You’re walking on very thin ice with the Elders, Ravena, and
they’ve asked me to advise you that you can be annihilated rather
easily.”

 


8:17 - “Wait.
Elders?”

 


8:18 - “Yeah! And don’t
treat this like it’s a joke because it isn’t.”

 


8:19 - “You mean, now that I
can finally quit worrying about death by heart attack, diabetes and
parasite, you’re threatening me with something new? Someone you
call the Elders are threatening me? Who are they, the mafia?” My
brows knit together while I tried not to fully unravel the
conversation by speaking all the swear words that suddenly came to
my mind.

 


8:20 - “Someone should have
told you how things work when he first changed you.”

 


8:21 - “Wait. You said ‘he.’
Do you know the vampire who bit me?” As terrible and mysterious as
Eva’s news seemed, at least she wasn’t acting as hateful as my
parents did on my 8th birthday. For a gift, they bought me a pogo
stick and told me to play on the porch when I grew up in a tree
house!

 


8:22 - “You’re taking what I
say too lightly,” Eva said into a compact mirror while she
freshened her dark lipstick. “That’s a mistake because the Elders
keep watch over all new vampires and werewolves just to see how
they handle their new manner of existence. They’ve been
particularly interested in you, lately.”

 


8:23 - Fortunately it was
still light enough outside for the seagulls to play along the iron
bulwark and they offered a welcomed distraction from such an
undesirable conversation between vampires. Some of the birds
perched there on the barrier while others scavenged for crumbs on
the ground around the garbage cans.

 


8:24 - One seagull came so
close to my feet, it captured my full attention until crows showed
up and began stealing crumbs from the other birds. A great
squawking and fluttering ensued until they all flew away suddenly;
as though some ghostly cat chased after them.

 


8:25 - “You’re saying that .
. . WHOSE been watching me, exactly?” I asked Eva, soon as my
thoughts returned to the moment.

 


8:26 - “The Elders, ancient
vampires and wolf pack leaders who have joined efforts to fight our
common enemy, the Assassins.” Eva’s tone sounded lively enough but
too unfamiliar for me to trust her. “Don’t get your hackles up
Ravena. The elders watching over you has nothing to do with
prurient interests. It’s only done for quality assurance
purposes.”

 


8:27 - “The Elders. That
unknown ‘they’ have been spying on me-e-e?” As if it wasn’t bad
enough that I had to be murdered by a bite-and-run vampire, she was
telling me this! “And who are the Assassins? I’ve never met them so
they’re obviously not after me!”

 


8:28 - “Relax. Will you? Let
me explain. There’s so much you need to know and I’m here to help
you now!” As Eva spoke, she moved her purse from her lap to the
other side of the bench and scooted closer toward me.

 


8:29 - “The Elders have only
kept watch over you for their own survival and safety, but long ago
they enacted a strict moral code for behavior among all vampires.
These rules benefit all of our kind and the guidelines for behavior
ensure all of our survival.”

 


8:30 - “See that’s what I
don’t like: the idea of Elders, spying, and some new codes of
behavior that I’m supposedly obligated to follow!” I spit on the
ground for the first time since my resurrection and marveled to
realize my saliva looked normal, not black like a dead person’s
might.

 


8:31 - I stood abruptly and
began stomping away from the benches. The streetlights had all just
turned on but it wasn’t dark enough for them to brighten either the
streets or my mood. I continued to tromp down Alaska Avenue when
Eva quickly caught up to me but that’s when I saw a little
faerie-like creature riding upon a chicken.

 


8:32 - “Oh my gawd. Did you
just see that?” I blinked more than once, barely able to believe my
own eyes.

 


8:33 - “See what?

 


8:34 - “That little faerie
riding on a chicken’s back! I swear I’m not making that up. I just
saw one. The faerie looked sorta like a skinny leprechaun but he
was naked and had strange feet that looked like hooves. The red hen
he rode upon was huge. They were right over there in front of that
souvenir shop! Then it was like he put on some wrinkle-vanishing
cream because he and the chicken both suddenly disappeared
together; completely out of sight!”

 


8:35 - “I’m surprised it’s
taken you this long to see one. I call them Callicans but their
official name is 
Callicantzaroi
.”

 


8:36 - “Well, what are they
doing here Eva?” I had noticed the little guy’s feet and they
looked like they might be crippled. “Maybe we should go help
him?”

 


8:37 - “Oh hell no.
Callicans are definitely not our friends. Don’t let his little size
and ability to ride a chicken fool ya. He’s more deadly to humans
than we are and Callicans can leave permanent scars on a vampire
too.”

 


8:38 - “No kidding? That
little guy’s dangerous?”

 


8:39 - “Trust me Ravena.
Looks can be very deceiving. Besides, you’ll be seeing a lot more
marvelous things than a mere Callican; now that you’re
resurrected.”

 


8:40 - “Wow.” I said,
realizing that evolving into a vampire had really opened my eyes.
Now I felt the way I supposed artists who are deeply inspired feel.
I could see metaphysical phenomena that I had only wished I could
see while human.

 


8:41 - I almost felt
compelled to learn how to paint, merely so I could recreate
fascinating images of the creatures I saw. Then I could communicate
the fact that they truly existed; but I had so many more obligatory
things to accomplish first.
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CHAPTER NINE: HE'S IN
YOUR BLOOD




9:1 - Eva called: “wait!”
while she hurried to catch up to me. I was hiking rather swiftly up
the sidewalk, trying to get away her and from the Piers quickly.
“Where are you going so fast?”

 


9:2 - “I need some time
alone to consider what you said about other vampires wanting to
control, spy, and even destroy me.”

 


9:3 - “Nobody WANTS to spy
on you Ravena. We don’t even want to enslave you. Realize your
obedience is not necessary but neither is your survival. And you
won’t endure long if you don’t behave more maturely as a vampire .
. . ”

 


9:4 - “Your words are so
offensive. They just whack and smack and attack some more! Stay
away from me. I mean it!”

 


9:5 - “Ravena! Please! Stop
walking away and listen for a second! If humans assume we vampires
don’t exist then, should Seattle’s Police ever discover the remains
from one of our newborn’s meals − well, there will be no real
consequence for us as a species. The police will simply rule their
findings as being caused by a crazed serial killer, rogue animal,
or invisible meteor that nobody saw because they think we don’t
exist.”

 


9:6 - “Yet soon as the
general population begins finding proof that we vampires are really
here then none of our murders will go unsolved!” I said, fully
getting her message. “Instead of being the hunters, we become the
undesirable − the hunted!”

 


9:7 - “That’s exactly right.
It’s also why the Elders exercise the very quality control measures
that I’m here to inform you about. We all must behave very
discretely – or prepare to be ripped apart. Nobody wants to monitor
you or your behavior; except as it impacts everybody else’s
survival.”

 


9:8 - “How did you know my
name again?” I still was not sure I wanted to keep talking with
this sallow-looking stranger. She reminded me of a bush baby with
her incredibly large eyes; and because she seemed so innocent I was
not really convinced she was any more streetwise than me. In that
case, I had nothing to learn from her.

 


9:9 - Eva sighed deeply and
spread out her open palms to reveal she carried no weapon beyond
her words. “As I was saying, Ravena, I’m here to help. You have
been watched since the very first day you were changed, on November
first. You are still being watched and it’s not by me.”

 


9:10 - “See?” I stamped my
foot. “You even know what day I was bitten!”

 


9:11 - “I know because of
the Elders . . .”

 


9:12 - “Elders smelders,” I
said dismissively and continued my stomp; up the road.

 


9:13 - “Well, unfortunately,
you were not discrete the other night with that drunk at the chain
link fence, Ravena,” Eva

 


9:14 - "You even know about
Chad?"

 


9:15 - "It's a good thing
Peri Vuković found you or . . .”

 


9:16 - "You know
Perihelion?" I blurted his name so enthusiastically it embarrassed
me. I did not want this dressed-in-black Gothpire to suspect I’d
recently day-dreamed about him. (I had even fantasized of giving
Perihelion my most seductive vampire kiss!)

 


9:17 - “I know him.
Intimately. Why?” She asked through squinting eyes and I detected a
covetous air in her voice.

 


9:18 - “I just wanted to
return his coat. That’s all,” I lied, rather badly.

 


9:19 - “Never mind about
him,” Eva said with calculated ambiguity. “We have more important
things to discuss.” She turned to face the water and I could see
the outline of her too slender back, thanks to the street lights
and her fitted jacket with so many metal studs in it she could have
stocked a small armory with casting for bullets.

 


9:20 - As a strong wind
whisked up the hill, I shivered but not because of the cold. The
air felt suddenly thin and I felt unusually vulnerable. Even while
it was growing very dark, all I wanted to do was go home to take a
Facebook quiz called “What Greek Goddess Are You” just to cheer
myself up.

 


9:21 - “As I was saying,”
Eva turned to face me again while her large brown and golden eyes
now glowed yellow under the street light, “The Elders wanted you
exterminated for nearly exposing our kind when you got terribly
drunk. You behaved so recklessly as to scream vampire lyrics.
Fortunately for you, some of the others intervened.”

 


9:22 - “That’s what you call
these threats of tearing me apart? Intervention?”

 


9:23 - “As I was trying to
explain: many risked their own expulsion from prestigious positions
on the board of advisors by arguing that you should be spared; at
least for the time being.”

 


9:24 - “You still haven’t
told me. Who are these Elders? And there’s a board of advisors? Why
aren’t you answering any of my questions?”

 


9:25 - While I had read many
vampire novels and understood that once a vampire transformed
someone, that new vampire was obligated to honor whatever fancy his
or her deliverer (or vampire-maker) insisted upon, I had never met
the pearly haired creep who changed me; I didn’t want
to!

 


9:26 - From my memory, he
looked terribly haggard. I felt no obligation toward him, not
whatsoever, not since he had completely abandoned me. Yet I was
curious to learn why he chose not to stick around. I felt rejected
and wanted to know what I had done wrong to deserve it.

 


9:27 - Eva ignored my
question by making an announcement that would change my world. “The
Elders say I am to live with you – to teach you the proper vampire
ways so you can proceed much more wisely than you have behaved in
the past.”

 


9:28 - “Live with me?
Absolutely not!” I said feeling as though I might begin to wheeze.
How was I to know if anything she said was even the truth? “I don’t
need a roommate. I think it’s weird that you’re even
asking!”

 


9:29 - The idea of sharing
my loft with another vampire made me feel claustrophobic; as though
one of Japan’s top ranked sumo wrestlers had suddenly sat upon my
head. Yet I realized I’d rather have such a fate, even have that
wrestler pass gas while I was pinned. At least then the misery soon
be over with. (What Eva proposed was a penalty that had long
lasting consequences.)

 


9:30 - “My loft is very
confined and much too small to share with another soul,” I
admitted, unable to think of anything more discouraging to say to
dissuade her.

 


9:31 - “This is not a
request, Ravena. You are being told. You must allow me to move
in.”

 


9:32 - “Eva! Whatever your
name and mission really is, I have lived alone ever since I turned
seventeen. I have never met anyone who is supposed to be an Elder.
I have no reason to believe that anything you are telling me could
possibly be true. I don’t know where you came from, how you know my
name or even if you floss between your fangs at night. There’s no
way you’re moving in!”

 


9:33 - “Do as she says
Ravena!” It was a commanding and very masculine voice that I heard.
I spun around to see who spoke but saw nobody.

 


9:34 - “He’s in your
blood.”

 


9:35 - “Who’s in my blood?
How’d you know or do that? You’re talking inside my head aren’t you
Eva! Are you some kind of ventriloquist? A magician
perhaps?”

 


9:36 - “Luzio Argento. The
pearly-haired vampire who made you. He’s an Elder in the highest
order of vampires; very high up in our vigorous chain of
command.”

 


9:37 - “She is correct,” the
voice said and with the echo that voice made, it sounded as though
it came from some sort of deity.

 


9:38 - “Stop that!” I
demanded.

 


9:39 - Eva gave me a look
that made me want to trust everything she had been telling me but
it made no sense. “How would Luzio, my murderer, get into my
thoughts? And why did he wait until now to finally talk to
me?”

 


9:40 - "OK. Jokes over” I
said, pacing back and forth but looking Eva in the eye so she could
see how serious I was. “I get it. You really ARE a ventriloquist.
I’m not really hearing things. You are simply throwing your voice
around and saying it’s all in my head.”

 


9:41 - “I wish I were so
talented!” Eva said with a look of impatience. “Luzio is connected
to you through your blood. He knows where you go, how you’re
feeling and who you talk to! The two of you are intertwined,
magically.”

 


9:42 - “Well he needs to get
out of my mind and body cuz he’s NOT welcomed!” I said waving both
hands around myself to draw an imaginary boundary line. “This is my
space. He’s not allowed inside of this area and neither are
you.”

 


9:43 - “Luzio gave you his
blood which is now what animates you. Quantum physics baby! His
cells are your cells. The two of you are intimately connected for
eternity. You are part of him and he is part of you.”

 


9:44 - “Oh, hell no! That’s
just not right! I’m not participating in this.” I did not like this
conversation at all. I wanted a second opinion but not from the
vampire I’d just met. I needed a psychologist. I was going utterly
mad and needed a hypnotherapist-guru or someone else besides my
Facebook friends who would be clueless about how to address the
panicky feelings that now overwhelmed me. Suddenly I felt like all
my childhood ambitions for being resurrected had been a terrible
mistake.

 


9:45 - Problem was, it
really did feel like someone was listening in on my thoughts and it
really had felt like Luzio or someone had been talking inside my
head. I was utterly nuts! Verifiably insane! I needed help -- so I
threw another rock.

 


9:46 - “You’re being
obstinate and rather ungrateful. The sooner you accept the fact
that you are now Luzio’s familiar, the happier you will
be.”

 


9:47 - “His familiar? Isn’t
that like being someone’s pet black cat? I’m NOT an animal!” Deeply
offended, I stomped away but stopped momentarily to shout back.
“How can I be his familiar when he’s not even familiar with
ME!”

 


9:48 - I needed another
minute to let the steam escape from my head. I kicked a pebble and
watched it hop along the blacktop.

 


9:49 - I paced back and
forth. I had heard that masculine vampire’s voice, clearly, and it
came rushing in again like a wind between my ears. Yet I refused to
believe I could possibly be possessed by him.

 


9:50 - There had to be some
way out of this invasion. This sort of experience felt bad as
falling into an open sewer and drowning in the filth; except this
was worse than that because I could perceive of no end to hearing
Luzio’s voice. My suffering, and the madness I currently faced,
would endure forever. I had to find a way out of this predicament.
I could not allow it to go on!

 


9:51 - I picked up a bigger
rock and threw it as far as I could and it just barely missed
hitting a BMW that was parked on the street, along the curb.
“Shit!” I said, feeling relieved. I could not be held accountable
for damaging a vehicle that I did not actually vandalize but only
threatened with the potential for harm.

 


9:52 - “Don’t take your
anger out on the rocks. Take it out on Luzio who made
you!”

 


9:53 - “Tell me where he is
and I definitely will.”

 


9:54 - “Well, instead of
being angry, maybe you should actually be thankful.”

 


9:55 - “Thankful?” The mere
thought felt like a punch to my stomach. “I lost my life and my job
because of him! He wasn’t even good-looking and because he
abandoned me I know his personality is also weak! I was never
religious before and now I sudden have to prey any time I want to
eat!”

 


9:56 - “Yeah, and you also
lost the obsession for chewing on your fingernails! He could have
left you to rot in some human grave like every other person. You
were a diabetic living on pastries after all! You were gonna die
sooner rather than later, Ravena. Instead of allowing that to
happen, Luzio resurrected you from the mindlessness. He gave you
strength and power to do whatever you wanted for the rest of your
existence. He is your deliverer!”

 


9:57 - “I now loathe
chocolate, must kill for my food and for that I’m to be thankful?”
I made a sputtering sound to emphasize my disgust. “Don’t forget,
you also said I was his personal black cat!”

 


9:58 - “Not black. You’re
actually rather pale-looking,” Eva said and then smirked. “Ravena!
Just listen to yourself! Luzio liked the song you were humming and
thought you looked darling, all pudgy and warm in that little red
woolen coat that you were wearing. He felt amused by soft brown
curls that bounced as you walked. He saw value in you, so instead
of merely satiating his thirst, he sacrificed his own blood,
actually redeemed you from the frailties of mortality.”

 


9:59 - “He told you all of
that? The way I looked in the parking garage and the way I hummed
before he killed me?” Even if the pearly haired vampire was smart
enough to consider me cute, it did not give him the right to make a
snow angel out of me. I wasn’t going to lie on the ground, like
some shadowy depression, just waiting for him kick and throwing his
weight around like he could determine what I might
become.

 


9:60 - “Yeah. Seems he was
rather enamored with you. You were quite a little song-bird for a
human.”

 


9:61 - What Eva was saying
felt so ridiculous and utterly humiliating. Why couldn’t the
vampire that I surrendered my body to have mesmerized me and kept
me as his highly desired mate? Why couldn’t he have been attentive
and devoted? This guy? Luzio? I hated him for taking me so
violently without asking. Far as I was concerned, he was a blood
rapist.

 


9:62 - “So?” Eva said,
completely oblivious to how far away my thoughts were. “The Elders
are giving you a choice! You can either allow me to move in with
you, or . . .”

 


9:63 - I knew the answer so
I finished her sentence: “Or The Elders will have me ripped
apart.”

 


9:64 - “You catch on
quickly!”
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CHAPTER TEN: WHATEVER I
DO, VIEW, OR ACCRUE, EVA IS THERE




10:1 - While I did want to
give Luzio a piece of my mind, I only wanted to do it figuratively,
not literally. It might take me a while to figure out all the
external workings of my new vampire life but, fortunately, I was a
pretty quick learner.

 


10:2 - Truth was, I liked my
new body and needed to make sure no damage came to it. Perhaps Eva
would teach me where it’s best to capture meals and how I might
satiate myself more discretely.

 


10:3 - “When can I meet with
the Elders?” I asked because I definitely expected to let them know
that I did not appreciate being lorded-over, especially not by this
absent master whom I’d never met.

 


10:4 - “You will meet them
in due time, after you have earned the right and proved yourself
worthy but not now. Not yet.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/27776
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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