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THE VAMPIRE FROM HELL: THE BEGINNING

(Part 1)

 


Prologue

It's
almost sun set and I have decided to stop in a coffee shop and try
to get an internet connection on my laptop. No, I don't drink
coffee. I just like the smell of it. I'm more concerned with
getting my thoughts written down before I go hunting tonight. I
think it's time the world knows.

To start with, I should tell you that I'm a
daughter of Satan, and I'm a vampire. But I'm not your average,
run-of-the-mill vampire. It's kind of complicated. Please don't let
any of that alarm you. I'm on your side.

Currently, Father and I aren't speaking. Why?
He'd soon kill me as to look at me. No, I'm not his favorite child.
I'm the one who likes humans, the rebel, the loner, the deserter.
And I suspect after I start publishing my story on this blog - what
I'm about to tell you now - he's going to be pissed. And that's
okay. I'm not going to run anymore. I'm tired of being afraid of
Lucifer, my father who thinks torture is an acceptable form of
motivation. Those days are over. So sit back, relax, and let me
tell you about how I became the first, and to my knowledge, the
only vampire from Hell.

 



Chapter
1

As I unlocked my office door, I felt a
presence behind me. I turned around slowly. A tall figure emerged
from the shadows and I flinched. I cursed myself for the frightened
reaction I made.

Gazing down at me with shining gold eyes, my
seven-foot hellhound touched my shoulder with his long paw.

Because I couldn’t understand Blick’s low
canine mutter, I had grown accustomed to his speaking
telepathically to me. On occasion, it allowed us to communicate
without others overhearing us. His thoughts leaping into my mind
were an extension of my own, and I rarely objected to having them
flow through my head.

“Did I scare you?”

“No,” I lied. “I couldn’t sleep, so I wanted
to get an early start on those reports.” I entered the office,
waiting for him to duck his head in through the opening. To a
passerby, it looked as though I was talking to myself in front of
my animal companion, but I didn’t care. Blick knew I typically
answered him by speaking aloud.

“Thanks again for your help at the
processing center last night. Can you get the reports done
today?”

“I think so.” I deposited my satchel on the
desk and rubbed my shoulder.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No, I reinjured it the other day. It’ll be
okay.”

Irritated with my response, Blick grabbed my
arm and pulled up the sleeve of my black leather jacket, pointing
at fresh bruises.

I winced in pain and stared at the floor.

Gently, he gathered me up in his arms and
held me.

I wept, recalling the earlier session with my
father. His way of discipline often involved torture. In the
organization, Father enjoyed a “hands-on” approach. When anyone did
something he disapproved of or he felt he could improve their
skills, he’d perform the customary routine. For his daughters, he
called it “loving his children.” As demons, he wanted us to be
strong and fearless. I was very familiar with the process because,
unlike my sister, Stephanie, I rarely did anything right, and to
make matters worse I wasn’t a strong demon.

Blick reminded me with his embrace how he
wished to protect me. I knew the beatings were becoming more
frequent, but I felt powerless to stop them.

I regained my composure while Blick wiped
away my tears and patted me on the head like I was his little pet,
instead of his being mine. Having a seven-foot hellhound fussing
over me - literally - was wonderful. I was lucky to have him on my
side.

When Blick had been a young pup, he had
followed me home from the river one day. I kept him hidden from
everyone until he started walking upright and grew too big for me
to hide. When Father found out I had him, reluctantly he had agreed
that I could keep the “mutt” as long as I kept him out of his
way.

“Will you be careful, Rayea?” Blick
touched his cold, wet nose to mine.

I nodded, giving him a little return
bump.

“Promise me if anything happens, you’ll
text me, okay? I may not be a demon, but I’m pretty scrappy for a
hellhound. I’ll take on your father any day of the week!”
Looking down at me, he growled. His shiny white canine teeth
sparkled. He retrieved the iPhone from my satchel and shoved it in
my jeans pocket.

 



Chapter
2

"What are you wearing?"

Startled for the second time today, I whirled
around in my ergonomic chair to see Stephanie, standing in the door
frame of my office glaring at me. “What do you mean?” I
replied.

“Father will kill you if he sees that,” she
said.

“Oh?” I asked, opening several more bogus
reports on my computer. I continued typing at a feverish pace. The
paperwork for the new arrivals had to be all there, even if the new
arrivals were not. With Blick’s help, I had been secretly returning
humans, suitable for a second chance, to the upper levels of
Earth.

“Does your T-shirt say what I think it
says?”

I grinned at the computer screen in response
to my sister’s comment. I read the slogan aloud, “I'm a fan of
mankind.” The shirt did not compliment my black hair or pale skin,
nor was it very appropriate for work, but I had chosen it to
celebrate my upcoming vacation and the recent rescue mission.

Stephanie was more right than she realized. I
was taking a risk, wearing a pro-human shirt and secretly setting
humans free from a horrific eternity. I looked away from my work,
focusing my attention on Stephanie and returned her glare. “Even in
Hell, we need to keep our sense of humor, sis.” I added a hissing
‘S’ sound to the word to mock her speech patterns.

Even though it was relatively warm in our
climate, I had brought my black leather jacket to wear over the new
T-shirt if I had to leave my office. I wore long sleeves as often
as I could to hide the scars and bruises. I hated being reminded of
them. I owned many items that irritated my sister, and this one
just made her list. It didn’t surprise me that she commented on my
shirt, just as it didn’t surprise me that she never asked me about
my injuries. Being a passive aggressive sort, I enjoyed offending
her.

“I still don’t know why he’s letting you go
on vacation. To the upper levels of Earth of all places? I deserve
time away from here, not you. I wouldn’t go up there though. I’d
pick somewhere more fun like Mars or Neptune. I hear Saturn is
beautiful this time of year. Hey, did you get those reports done?
They have to be processed today, you know.”

“Yes, I’m almost finished actually.” I hit
the Enter key on my computer to submit the last fake report.
“There, I’m done,” I said and held up my hands in a victory
symbol.

“You’re such an idiot.” She said as she
wandered around my office, grimacing at the movie posters lining
the walls. “You know, maybe I should tell Father where you got your
new shirt, shopping on the internet all the time? These movie
posters are ridiculous.”

I kept my cool. I knew Stephanie was looking
for a fight. But she wasn’t going to push my buttons today. I was
feeling elated with setting another group of humans free and
visions of my upcoming vacation. “If you want anything from there,
you know I can get it. Everything to do with shipping and
distribution comes through me.”

“What would I want from Earth? Come on!” She
stormed around my office, waving her hands, her voice shrilled.
“Yes, I think I’ll bring Father in here while you’re on vacation
and show him your laptop, and iPhone, and your posters, and your
books, all of this stupid ‘fan of mankind’ crap. What do you think
about that?” She hit each item with emphasis as she pranced around.
Then she picked up a vase I had recently bought on eBay. It had the
symbol of the sun on it, representing the Egyptian god Ra with a
blue background that I imagined was the same color as the oceans on
Earth.

“Stephanie,” I warned.

The vase shattered in her hands.

I thought of a four letter word starting with
“C.” It stayed lodged in my brain, radiating like a red neon sign
in front of my eyes. I bit my lip, so I wouldn’t say it as I
watched her continue her rant. I swallowed down the insult. “You’re
reaching supersonic levels with that shrieking, sis. You promised
you wouldn’t say anything to Father.”

Pointing an accusing finger at me, she said,
“As long as you keep processing my paperwork, I won’t. But face it,
‘sis,’” she hissed the word sarcastically. “You’re a daughter of
Lucifer, same as me. Learning everything you can about humans,
buying their trinkets, it won’t change the fact that you aren’t
human. I bet you even pretend to be human on the internet. What is
it you play on again? MindLook? Twizzler? It’s pathetic. Father’s
not going to put you in charge of his next project if you can’t get
on board and play the game. No wonder you have all those cuts and
bruises from your training sessions. He wants you to be strong,
like me.” Annoyed with the dust clinging to her hands from the
broken pottery, she slapped at her pants leg.

“It’s Facebook and Twitter, thank you very
much. They’re social networking sites. And no, I don’t pretend to
be the Queen of England on any of them. You can’t do that. But you
wouldn’t know that, would you?” Realizing I was yelling as well, I
paused to steady my anger and continued the debate more calmly.
“Father’s ‘projects’ as he calls them, his plans for world
domination, are his own. Not mine. You can be in charge of the next
one, when and if, he ever comes up with anything, okay? Why he has
this fixation on making me ‘stronger,’ I have no idea. I’m not
interested in fighting any battles for him!” I raked three thousand
dollars worth of smashed pottery into a trash can. Suddenly, my hip
vibrated. I retrieved my iPhone from the pocket of my jeans and
read the incoming text message, Meet me at the winery R.
~dad.

“Oh no.”

“What, what is it? You look like you’ve seen
a ghost,” Stephanie replied.

“Father wants me to meet him,” I mumbled.

“Oh really?!”

My office filled with Stephanie’s laughter. I
grabbed my black leather jacket.

“I love your range of emotions, sis. From
satanic screaming to laughing hyena. Very nice.”

“Don’t get pissy with me just because you
have another training session. And don’t call me, ‘sis’ either.
Father says we’re sisters, but I don’t think it’s true. Think about
it, you big baby. How can we be sisters if we look nothing
alike?”

I watched as she stormed off down the hall.
Maybe Stephanie was right. We didn’t look anything alike. And we
hated each other, pure and simple. Real sisters showed genuine love
for one another, compassion, trust, respect. Right? Stephanie
didn’t love me. She loved only Father. And sisters didn’t argue,
did they? We argued all the time about him, about my purchases,
about how well I treated my “mutt” as she too called Blick. We
argued about everything.

I decided to not let it bother me. We both
were getting what we wanted. Stephanie had grown tired of being in
charge of the processing center. The tedious routine of placing the
new arrivals and submitting the paperwork was exhausting for her.
She wanted a challenge and wished Father would give her one. And I
didn’t mind helping her with her job. I had found a way to save
some humans, even if it was only a few lost souls who had thought
suicide was a better fate than living on Earth. Once they arrived
in Hell, they realized they had made a grave miscalculation.

One of these days, I knew Father would
approach me when he figured out the perfect scheme for corrupting
mankind. That’s why I stayed in my office, giving the impression I
was very busy with my job of shipping and distribution, instead of
shopping on the internet, chatting with my friends on Facebook, and
releasing humans. Because Father and Stephanie didn’t understand
technology, they didn’t realize that shipping and distribution
wasn’t a full-time job. Once I programmed the paths for what went
where, the job pretty much took care of itself.

I had learned a lot about mankind while
surfing. I couldn’t help myself. I was drawn to Earth - the people,
the landscape, the mystery of it all. I felt a connection. Perhaps
I did have human blood in me. I had never known my mother and
Father always ignored my questions when I asked about her. So far,
my attempts to research online for any information on her had
failed.

Before I made my way down the hall, I
composed myself for my next “training session” with Father.
Stephanie had a great sense of humor, even if she didn’t know it. I
listened to my heartbeat and breathed deeply. I thought of my
breathing exercises Blick had taught me in an effort to stay calm
during the torture. I looked at my blurry reflection in one of the
filing cabinets. We had no mirrors anywhere in Hell. Silently I
thanked Blick for the martial art techniques he had taught me. I
could tell my arms and shoulders were more muscular. For that
matter, my whole body was more defined. I hadn’t tested my strength
yet, but I knew I was getting stronger. When I sparred with Blick,
I imagined I was Sarah Connor in the movie The Terminator,
looking toned and ready for action. I sighed. Even though Blick was
trying to condition my body more, I knew mentally I still
struggled. Standing up to my father wasn’t something I could face
yet.

I considered texting Blick. Maybe he was
right. Would Father beat me unconscious this time? Would I be worth
saving if Blick got to me in time? Was there a way we could escape
and leave this place forever? I let out another sigh and placed my
iPhone on the desk. It was too late. I’d just have to explain that
to Blick later.

As I made my way through the winding maze of
halls towards the exit, I thought about how Father acts during
these sessions. He's very positive and optimistic. He talks on and
on about his schemes for revenge. He must think the motivational
speeches keep me focused. But the pain is what keeps me focused, as
long as I can stay in front of it and not let it overwhelm me.

Father hasn’t thought of anything big in the
last few thousand years. Usually his schemes are obvious things
like accelerating global warming or releasing our colony of
fire-breathing dragons onto Earth. Something G would not allow to
happen. I don’t know how, but the House of G always knows what’s
going on down here. That doesn’t deter Father however. He keeps
scheming and plotting his next move. It’s just sad.

I have told Blick many times that the chip
Father carries around on his shoulder is really unhealthy. “I
realize it sucks to be a fallen angel and not welcomed anymore in
the House of G, but get over it. Life goes on.” He’s the only one
with whom I can share my opinions about my family. I can’t tell my
online friends the whole story. Anyways, we spend most of the time
chatting about an actor who plays a vampire in a TV show. It’s a
fun distraction to reality. I quickly deflect any personal
questions if they come up. My online friends on Earth don’t want to
know about my problems.
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As I approached the main entrance to the
winery, I heard a growl to my right side and saw a flash of fur
appeared before me. The smell of dead skunk hit my nostrils.

“Hello, my lady.”

Pulling the flap of my collar over my nose, I
stepped back to adjust my balance and save what oxygen I had left
before I fainted from the smell. Father’s hellhounds reeked to high
heaven, an odor I realized Blick did not share. “Don’t jump out at
me like that, Cedric. Why aren’t you guarding the main gates?”

“We’re on heightened alert today. Do you have
your badge?”

I hesitated, remembering I had left it in on
the desk with my iPhone. “Can you just call Father? He’s expecting
me.”

“You realize in this organization we have
security measures in place for a reason, my lady. The House of G
would love nothing more than to know our secrets. Besides that, if
His Highness sees another error on my attendance reports…” His
voice trailed off and I recognized the fear in his eyes. He also
knew of Father’s disciplinary techniques. Father starved his
‘mutts’ regularly to keep them ‘engaged,’ as he called it.
Actually, it kept them obnoxiously polite, extremely moody, and
ready to do Father’s bidding.

“Yes, Cedric. I understand. Shall I go back
for it? But I don’t want to be late for my meeting. Hey, why are
you green today?”

Annoyed with my questions as I tried to stall
entering the winery, the hellhound’s fur bristled. “We were helping
His Highness with some pigment placement for the new line.”

I frowned when I heard the title the
hellhounds used for Father, at his request of course. His Highness,
like he was some sort of royalty. What a joke! “Is he hoping to
find a new hair dye for Leprechauns? I mean with that color and
your natural black roots, I can see…”

“What? No, my lady. For the new line of
products, the wines, he’s searching for the perfect color so he
dyed us.”

I stared at him, puzzled, trying to ignore
the ‘My Lady’ term. “We?” I asked.

“Wally and me. He dyed us earlier this
morning and Wally got a snoot full of it. He’ll be out for hours.
His Highness is working on resolving the colors this morning before
the guests arrive.”

Another one of Father’s lame-brain ideas,
going into the wine business. With a wine that was green? What was
Father thinking? I searched the gravel path running alongside the
front entrance of the winery and spotted Wally passed out under a
holly bush. I hadn’t noticed him at first because he blended quite
well with the emerald green leaves on the shrub. “Father doesn’t
know how lucky he is to have such loyal workers, Cedric.”

“Thank you, my lady.”

“Stop calling me ‘my lady.’ Look, why don’t I
go get my badge while you catch a quick bath?” I fanned myself with
the right lapel of my jacket.

“That won’t be necessary.” Cedric bared his
rotten teeth at me and blocked my path.

Finally, I thought. I’ll get to practice some
of what Blick had shown me. “Bring it on,” I taunted. At the same
moment, I felt a blast of pain centered on my neck.

“Took you long enough, Wally,” Cedric
growled. “His Highness wants her unharmed, remember? I hope you
didn’t put too many volts in her with that stun gun. Oh, watch it,
she’s gonna fall.”
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“She seems to be waking up, your
Highness.”

As I gained consciousness, I heard Cedric’s
voice and felt my arms tied to the chair I sat in. I opened my
eyes, but a gauzelike hood obscured my vision. I could only make
out a few shadowy figures. Father? Stephanie? Instantly, I
regretted leaving my iPhone behind.

“You can bet your vacation is cancelled now,”
I heard my sister hiss in my ear.

Father asked in a reasonable tone, “Why can’t
you learn to respect me? Did you think I wouldn’t find out?”

“Kill her. We don’t need her.” Stephanie’s
voice came from behind me. She was pacing around the chair. I could
barely see her figure out of the corner of my eye. She hit my
injured shoulder and pain blazed down my arm.

“In good time,” Father replied.

“What did you tell him? Father, whatever she
says, it’s not true.” I spoke to shadows through the hood.

“Ah yes, your sister told me everything. I
should have known. Cedric, remove the hood,” Father said.

The hellhound’s paws thumped across the floor
as he approached me. His movements beat in time with the pain
radiating in my shoulder. The stench of skunk hit me again.

I felt a tug at my neck, and the hood slid
free. Father and Stephanie stood laughing before me. Their ‘snake
faces’ were already showing. When demons get excited, our true
nature comes forth. And today, Father and Stephanie looked like two
giant green reptiles dressed in their Sunday best. I found it
ironic that they wanted to appear human when they both hated the
human race vehemently.

As I realized we were in the tasting room
that led to a courtyard on the bottom floor of the winery, it
dawned on me that I had yet to see my own ‘snake face.’ Maybe I
wasn't a demon like them? I let the thought drift away and prepared
for the session.

Full length glass windows surrounded the
tasting room. I could see across to the courtyard. The guests
mingled under vibrant fire red blossoms of the Japanese maple trees
as they examined Father’s new wines.

“Shall I bring them in, your Highness?”
Cedric asked.

“Yes, that will be fine,” Father replied.
“Line them up here. Stephanie, will you grab that gun on the table
there, and the bottle of wine?”

She held a gun that was the size Dirty Harry
would carry as she handed Father an opened bottle of wine. Cedric
returned with two figures who I thought were Father’s guests.
Instead, they were humans. He shoved them to the floor in front of
my chair and made them kneel before me.

“Father, what are you doing?” I asked,
struggling against my restraints. He ignored me.

He glanced over at Stephanie. She responded
by digging her fingers into my shoulder, separating my arm from the
socket.

I drew strength from the renewed pain ripping
through my shoulder and arm. I directed my anger at Father. “Stop
this game, Father! Stop it!”

Instantly he appeared in my face. He slapped
me so hard my teeth rattled. “Shut up, you little wench. You
started this, do you hear me?” His forked tongue hit me in the
face. “A fan of mankind indeed?! I’ll show you.” He paused for a
moment as his hot breath repeatedly stung my face. Then he stood
and regained his composure. “Do you not recognize your friends?
They are some of the new arrivals, who mysteriously found their way
up river again, instead of staying with us? Any idea how that
happened?”

“I’m not in charge of new arrivals, remember?
Ask her.”

Father smiled at me. His long fangs fell over
his lips. The green snake pattern on his skin covered all the
visible parts of his body. He motioned to Stephanie and said, “Go
ahead.”

She responded by walking behind one of the
humans, raising the gun to the back of his head, and squeezing the
trigger. The gun exploded and the man slumped to the floor.

“Nooo,” I gritted my teeth.

“Who helped you?”

“No one,” I spat.

A second gun shot rang out. I watched the
female fall to the floor. Blood spurted from the wound in her head.
Nausea surged in the pit of my stomach and I fought against my
restraints. The wooden chair bounced from one side to the other,
holding me secure.

“You don’t have to tell me who helped you. I
know,” Father replied.

I froze.
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“Stephanie,” Father called.

Again, my sister yanked my arm. More pain
surged through me. I screamed in agony. “No, no!” I shrieked. Then
I heard the doors to the courtyard open and saw Blick enter. His
massive height and stature filled the room. Silver highlights like
sparks off a firecracker twinkled amid his black fur. He seemed to
be glowing a bright green. As he walked into the room, he
transformed from the hellhound I knew and loved into a demon.

The pain from my shoulder was affecting my
level of concentration. I struggled to stay conscious. I pulled a
portion of my lower lip into my mouth and bit down hard. The blood
washed over my tongue and I swallowed down the liquid. The new
injury reinvigorated me. I blinked my eyes a few time to grasp what
I was seeing.

Father reached out and took Blick’s newly
formed hand, shaking it. “I’m so glad you’re on the right side,
son. Your demon look suits you well and I can understand you now.”
Father laughed. “I never gave you a chance. Had I known you were
one of us… You will help us show her, yes? Stephanie, give him a
glass and pour the wine.”

Blick smiled at Stephanie as she scoffed at
him and handed him the filled glass. He drank the liquid. “A fine
batch, your Highness.”

“Yes, I do think so myself. Let’s pour her a
drink as well. I’ll add just a little something to it.” I watched
dumbfounded as Father bit into his hand. He raised his arm.
Droplets of blood splashed into the glass. “As I told you earlier,
wait for me to make a toast. Then give it to her. Her death will be
quick and painless. I have to attend to my guests. Do you
mind?”

“Of course not, your Highness.” Blick took
the wine from Father.

“Stephanie, Cedric, shall we?” With Stephanie
on his left arm, Father opened the doors leading to the courtyard
with much pomp and circumstance. Cedric followed.

“No, no, no. Don’t, don’t do this.” I yelled
at Blick and wrestled with the wooden chair, hoping to break
free.

I heard cheering and applause in the tasting
room. Father’s voice rang out as he began his speech. “My guests, I
apologize for the delay. Thank you for coming. Today, I would like
to present a new wine. The color may seem startling for a wine, but
the taste is quite delicious. If my plans come to fruition, I will
create many blends from this one. I have selected all of you to be
a part of this special project my youngest daughter, Stephanie,
will lead. Let us toast to my favorite child.”

In response to his order, Blick pinched my
nose shut and forced the liquid in my mouth. The mixture burned as
it coursed down my throat. Blick whispered in my ear, “You’ll be
okay. I’m going to get you out of here,” and vanished into thin
air. I stared blankly at the space he had occupied. Son of a
bitch, he’s gone. What am I going to do? I wanted to steady my
thoughts, but I couldn’t. The pain had control of me. I couldn’t
focus enough to reach out to Blick telepathically. It was
useless.

After a few moments, my breath started coming
in shallow gulps. I couldn’t inhale. I tried to calm my heart as it
raced, slamming against my chest. I felt the blood sizzling through
my body. My whole being was convulsing, surging, and rocking back
and forth. Then it stopped and I screamed.

I felt the wall against my back. My scream
had propelled me backwards across the floor, shattering the wooden
chair. I sat dazed. When Father entered the tasting room, I caught
his gaze. His green reptilian eyes were wide with delight. Quietly,
Stephanie and Cedric entered the room, followed by the guests. He
motioned for them to keep their distance as he approached me. He
knelt down, carefully examining my body. “Let’s have a look at
you.” Amazed, I watched as he lifted my arm. The injured shoulder
had no pain coursing through it. It was healed and felt better than
ever. “You still have your white skin unfortunately. But you have
my eyes. And what have we here?” he asked fascinated. He touched my
lips, running his finger over newly formed fangs.

I snapped at him and grabbed his hands in
mine, holding them still in my clutches. “Don’t touch me,” I
snarled. My fangs ached to rip into his neck. What was this
bloodlust I was experiencing?

Father tried to pull his hands from my grip.
"What are you doing? How dare you?"

My rage was turning into something I’d never
felt before, a strength building inside me. I could feel my mind
entering his, making its way to his soul. What have you done to
me, Father? My thoughts surged into his mind before I could
stop them. I heard one of the guests scream from the other side of
the room. Flames shot up the side of Father's neck, leaving a trail
of black soot on his green skin.

"Stop this. Get him away from her now!"
Stephanie shouted.

She and Cedric raced towards us and broke our
embrace. From out of the crowd, Blick appeared and assisted Cedric.
They pinned me against the wall while Stephanie blocked my path to
Father. “What is wrong with you?” she yelled at me.

Calmly, Father extinguished the fire. He
touched his burned flesh. “I wasn’t expecting that.” Dismissing the
injury, he began, “I’ve always wondered what demon blood would do
if mixed with that of a human’s.” He stood and paraded in front of
the guests, directing their attention to me like I was a lab rat.
“With my blood, that green wine, and a blessing from the ancient
snake goddess, Mehen, I have created a vampire like no other.” The
guests roared and cheered. Father raised his head and basked in the
glory.

Adding some sarcasm to my tone, I challenged
his declaration. “I’m just a demon, Father, like you and Stephanie.
Hello?”

He whirled around and hissed at me. “A demon.
You? Hardly! You were born a human, a weak excuse for a being in
any dimension. That’s why you’re drawn to those new arrivals and
can’t excel at our training sessions. Didn’t you ever stop to think
that you look nothing like me or your sister? Hello?!”

Stephanie raised an eyebrow at me. “I told
you so, stupid.”

I sneered at her.

Father placed a reassuring hand on her
shoulder and persuaded Stephanie to step aside as he moved closer
to me.

“You know how you have hounded me about who
your mother was? Well, she was a sun worshipper of your favorite
Egyptian God, Ra, when I met her. I raped her one night and later
she conceived a child. I took you from her and ripped her to shreds
with these.” He pointed at his snake fangs and smiled. “She was no
match for me. And neither are you.”

“Is that why you named me Rayea?” Suddenly, I
was ready to forgive Father everything if I could find out just one
more fact about my mother.

Father roared with laughter. “How arrogant we
are, aren’t we?”

“I deserve to know the truth!” Baring my
fangs, I lunged at him. Cedric and Blick slammed me against the
wall.

“You are a killing machine now, daughter.
Think of what this means. As a vampire, you are useful to us.
You’ll create an army of warriors for me, straight out of Hell. And
my favorite child here will lead that army and bring down the House
of G. I will take back what is rightfully mine, and you will
help me.” Father glared at me for a moment. Then he dismissed me
and returned to gloat in front of everyone. Several guests slowly
approached him and shook his hand, offering their congratulations
on his triumph.

Visions of all the Earth vampires I had seen
in movies ran through my mind. Nosferatu. Dracula. Lestat. The
hottie from the TV show that my online friends and I drooled over.
They were monsters, but not real, only fiction. Was that what I was
now? A flame throwing vampire forged from Lucifer’s demented mind?
I shuddered at the idea of it. It couldn’t be true.

“Rayea, hear me. When I let your arm go,
set Cedric on fire. Do you hear me?”

I glanced sideways at Blick. Out of the
corner of my eye, I could tell that his mouth had not moved, but I
had heard his command. “Do what? No, I can’t. I won’t,” I
thought.

Firmly, he squeezed my arm. “You have to
do this. It’s time we left this place. Make contact with him. Force
your way into his thoughts like you did a few moments ago with your
father. Trust me.” He gave me a moment to collect myself. Then
with a jolt, he released me, and I stumbled in front of Father,
Stephanie, and the guests.

Father yelled, “What is this?”

Holding my breath, I ducked behind Cedric.
“Been nice knowing ya, skunk pup,” I said to him as I wrapped my
arms around him and focused on hearing his heartbeat. He struggled
against me and I held him tightly. I heard a snapping sound and
realized I had broken his arm. He whimpered and remained still in
my grip.

Once I heard his heartbeat, the sound calmed
me. Slowly, I exhaled. My thoughts entered his mind and I released
the energy I now possessed. Flames erupted from my hands and
engulfed his body. The hellhound’s legs wobbled and he fell to the
ground, burnt to a crisp. Suddenly, I felt alive. Exhilarated.
Setting my sights on Father, I stepped over the dearly departed
Cedric towards him. Stephanie cowered behind Father when she saw
me. I smiled back at her.

Blick grabbed my arm again. “Not today,
Rayea. We’ve got to go!”

Before I could get away, he embraced me in a
hug and said, “G, open a passage.”

My eyes widened in disbelief. I went stone
cold. “The House of G,” I asked. A flash of white light blinded me.
I felt Blick’s body transform again into his furry self. He lowered
his head and touched his cold, wet nose to mine.

“That’s right.” Blick whispered the
thoughts into my head.

I felt warmth from the white light as it
encircled us. Digging my fingers into his fur, I closed my eyes and
returned Blick’s embrace.
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“You are a
killing machine now, daughter. Think of what this means. As a
vampire, you are useful to us. You’ll create an army of warriors
for me, straight out of Hell. And my favorite child here will lead
that army and bring down the House of G. I will take back what is
rightfully mine, and you
will help me.” Father glared at me for a moment.
Then he dismissed me and returned to gloat in front of everyone.
Several guests slowly approached him and shook his hand, offering
their congratulations on his triumph.

Visions of all the Earth vampires I had seen
in movies ran through my mind. Nosferatu. Dracula. Lestat. The
hottie from the TV show that my online friends and I drooled over.
They were monsters, not real monsters, only fictional. Was that
what I was now? A monster? A flame throwing vampire forged from
Lucifer’s demented mind? I shuddered at the idea of it. It couldn’t
be true.

“Rayea, hear me.
When I let you go, set Cedric on fire. Do you hear
me?”

I glanced
sideways at Blick. Out of the corner of my eye, I could tell that
his mouth had not moved, but I had heard his command.
“Do what? No, I can’t. I
won’t,” I thought.

Firmly, he
squeezed my arm. “You have to do this. We
must leave immediately. Your father’s blood is poison. It’ll kill
you if we don’t heal you and fast! Make contact with Cedric’s mind.
Force your way into his thoughts like you did with your father.
Trust me. You can do it. Open your mind.”

He gave me a moment to collect myself. Then
with a jolt, he released me. I stumbled in front of Father,
Stephanie, and the guests.

Father yelled, “What is this?”

Immediately Blick transformed again, into his
hellhound form. The green demon look, similar to Father’s, quickly
became a memory when he shifted a second time. He stood larger than
life on his hind legs. Thick black fur covered his entire body, and
his muscles underneath expanded amid his physique. They bulged out
along his arms and legs, flexing and pulsating. His face was that
of a large wolf, broader and fuller than Cedric’s thin jackal head.
Blick towered over Cedric’s size by several feet. He seemed to be
taller than his stature of seven feet, maybe eight or nine, or
more.

As Blick blocked the others from me, he
glanced around the room. Many guests had fled. Only Father,
Stephanie, and a few stragglers frozen in fear remained. I caught a
glimpse of Blick’s eyes glowing an intense gold. His demeanor
turned savage, like a crazed animal, as he stood before us. He
stomped his enormous paws over and over as if he were gathering
strength from the repetitive movement. Finally he let out a howl
that brought a chilling silence to the entire room. He had
everyone’s attention.

I totally forgot
myself as I observed this beastly side of my best friend. Father
and Stephanie stood motionless watching Blick. It was awe-inspiring
and frightening at the same time. “Mutt,
my ass,” I thought.

“Now, Rayea,” Blick roared at
me.

Jumping into action, I ducked behind Cedric.
“Been nice knowing ya, skunk pup.” I jerked my jaws open, letting
my fangs extend and wrapped my arms around him. I focused on
hearing his heartbeat. He struggled against me, but I held him
tightly. I heard a snapping sound and realized I had broken his
arm. He whimpered and remained still in my grip.

Once I heard his heartbeat, the sound calmed
me. Feeling his pulse against my body, I reacted instinctually. I
didn’t think about my next movements. I exhaled and slowly sank my
fangs into the side of his neck.

“Come to
me,” a voice inside my head said. It was a
voice I’d never heard before.

Cedric moaned, moving only
slightly.

Fearing he was trying to get away, I increased
the pressure of my grasp around his neck. As if summoned, his blood
rushed freely down my throat.

With little effort, my thoughts entered his
mind and I released the energy I now possessed. Flames suddenly
erupted from my hands and engulfed the hellhound.

His legs wobbled and he fell to the ground,
burning uncontrollably.

It was like
watching a horror movie being played out in slow motion before me.
I observed Cedric’s body fall in front of me. Glowing embers and
sparks floated through the air. Suddenly an overwhelming vapor of
skunk odor escaped from his remains. It too rose above me, finally
fading from view. The stench of charred flesh lingered in the air
and brought stinging tears to my eyes. Poor Cedric. He didn’t deserve to die like
that.

Guilt seized me.
I couldn’t move my legs. Realizing I was in shock, I looked down at
my body. Killing machine.
A path of soot covered my shirt and jeans. Drops
of blood stung my chest as they fell from my chin. I wiped the
drops away, smearing them on my jeans with disgust.
“No, I’m not,” I
said to myself. “I’m
not!”

Then the rush hit me. I felt the new blood
flowing through every fiber of my being. My body tingled and
radiated. I felt alive. Exhilarated. Invincible. I was born
anew.

Ah yes.

A single
question entered my mind as I stood there. Could I stand up to my Father now? What about my sister?
Could I be a good vampire? A vampire who fought against
evil?

“Why
not,” the new voice inside my head
replied.

Inwardly I agreed. Waves of confidence and
euphoria washed over me, seemingly responding to my decision.
Breathing slowly, I let it come. I didn’t fight it. If this is what
it meant to be a vampire, a true vampire, and not some snaky demon
like my father or sister, then I was in. I could fight them now
like this and I could crush them.

My mission was set.

As I scanned the
room through a dissipating cloud of smoke, I licked my tongue
across my fangs, feeling the heat quietly retreating within my
teeth. Interesting. I savored the taste of blood on my lips. No turning back.

Spotting my
father and sister only a few feet beyond where Blick stood, I
stepped towards them. Ashes from Cedric’s remains clung to my
shoes. He was nothing more than a pile of smoldering bones that I
had now trampled through. Crossover.

Noticing Stephanie cowering behind Father as
they silently watched me., and I smiled back at her, fangs and
all.

“Shall we?” I asked
her.

Blick grabbed my arm. Before I could resist,
he embraced me in a hug and said, ““Not today. We’ve got to go! G,
open a passage.”

My eyes widened
in disbelief. I went rigid. “The
House of G,” I asked. A flash of white light
blinded me for a moment.

He lowered his head and touched his cold, wet
nose to mine as he held me. “That’s right.” Blick
replied.

I felt a warmth
from the white light as it encircled us. Digging my fingers into
his dark fur, I closed my eyes and returned Blick’s embrace.
Finally peace.

 


***

 


The voices continued to invade my mind. It was
utter chaos. Was I sleeping? Was I dreaming? Was I dying? The
voices were all around me. Some male. Some female.

Now and then, it felt like I was being dragged
under, deep into a pit. No pain. No fear. Only ongoing confusion.
Chaos. Endless.

Other moments I thought it was over and I
tried to open my eyes to see. Nothing. I saw total darkness. But I
felt no fear, only contentment.

At times, I knew Blick was near, somewhere
close. I could hear his voice. He sounded so distraught. I wanted
to reach out to him, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t see him. I
could only hear the conversations. Ongoing. Relentless.

The topic?

Me.

 


***

 


“You must save her.”

“How much blood of his did she
have?”

“I don’t know. Enough. A cup or
so? It was in her wine. You must save her. If the fever doesn’t
break, she’ll die.”

There’s more blood here than a cup
or so.

She drained Cedric I think before
she set him on fire.

“It’s too late then. She’s made
her first kill. I can’t change her back.”

“But the poison. She’ll die! Or J
will destroy her!”

“Blick, you know what this means.
I can’t go against J’s wishes. It’s part of my agreement. I’m on
the council. I can’t get involved. We’ll have to see if she pulls
through. I have herbs to keep her comfortable, but otherwise I
can’t get involved.”

“To hell with your agreement! You
must do something! You must save her! She’s your
daughter!”

“Don’t yell at me! I know that!
But it’s not up to me now. Her fate is in the hands of the gods. I
can’t get involved.”

####

 


Excerpt from “The Vampire from Hell (Part 2)
– A Vampire Among Angels”




Earth – Present Day

A drunk guy bumps into my table because he’s
not paying attention to where he’s supposed to be walking. I stop
typing and grab the sides of my laptop, so it won’t fall. “Come on,
buddy. I’m busy here,” I say to him and bite my lip to keep my
fangs from jutting forth as he passes by. The hunger is making me
irritable.

In the Golden Skull bar at the corner of
Clayton and Haight in San Francisco, a few people are clicking away
on their laptops. A few others are talking or watching the TVs
hanging from the ceiling while they nurse their drinks. Typical
evening in a bar. The customers aren’t interested in me, but a
waiter shows up wanting to chat. I consider hissing at him, maybe
even baring my fangs, to let him know I don’t want to shoot the
shit. Instead I order a cup of hot water and a package of green
tea, so he’ll go away. I know that’s not an ordinary drink order in
a bar, but this is California and anything goes, from what I can
tell.

As he shuffles away, I slide my hand into my
backpack, counting the vials of blood remaining. I retrieve one and
place it on the table. Why didn’t I realize I was low on blood?
I’ll have to get a new shipment soon. I add a calendar reminder on
my iPhone and notice the time: 8:10 pm.

The waiter appears with my order. He shifts
his weight from one leg to the next, looks at me, compulsively
picks up my iPhone, and starts playing with it. “Dude?! Is this the
new one? The one with Face Time?” he asks.

I nod back at him without speaking. My eyes
flash.

Quickly, he acknowledges his mistake and
returns my phone to the table. “Sorry,” he stammers. “Can I get you
something else?”

I contemplate
the potential meal standing in front of me. He’s not very old for a
human, 28, maybe 30. Wearing torn jeans and a faded orange Jimi
Hendrix T-shirt that must belong to his dad, the waiter seems
disheveled, yet hip in his appearance. Anything goes here with the
people’s sense of style as well, I’ve noticed. His light brown hair
is strategically tossed about in the Justin Bieber fashion I find
rather amusing, and he reminds me of the surfer guy in
Fast Times at Ridgemont High.

Compulsively, I open up my browser on the
laptop and search for the actor’s name. Then I realize the waiter
hasn’t left. I make eye contact with him, yet restrict my mind from
invading his. The jugular vein pulses in his neck, tempting me,
mocking me.

“Fresh and warm
blood,” the voice inside my head
says.

The boy’s eyes
widen. Fear has frozen him to within inches of my grasp. Even
without touching him, my telepathy powers are strong enough now to
reach out and grab him. It’s the hunger. I could hypnotize him,
escort him to the restroom, and my waiter friend would be no more.
Remembering the warm taste of blood running down the back of my
throat makes me lightheaded. Instantly, I stifle the savage
instinct rising in me. I hear my father’s words in my head -
‘You are a killing machine now, daughter.’
“No,” I answer a little too loudly. Then I
mumble, “I’m fine. Thank you.” The trance is
broken.

Suddenly able to move again, the waiter dashes
over to a few more customers who are staggering into the bar. He’s
happy to be away from me.

A sting of guilt
tightens in my chest. The eternal dance between predator and prey.
Sigh. ‘Even if I’m a killer, I still have
this under control,’ I say to the voice
inside my head.

It replies,
‘Right, tell that to the
angel.’

I raise an eyebrow in
acknowledgement.

Dipping the tea bag into my cup, I observe the
new group’s activity. They settle in at the tables near the exit,
and the waiter hastily starts taking their orders. It’s been an
evening of boozing for them. I can smell the wine they’ve been
consuming from where I sit. Raising my nose, I pause, close my
eyes, and take in their scent.

The voice inside
my head asks, “Do you detect anything
odd?”

“False alarm,” I reply. “If you
smell the odor of dead skunks, tell me.”

“What exactly
are we looking for again?”

“We’ll know when we see it, I
bet.”

“Great.”

I make a mental note to not have a staring
contest with humans in the future, especially when I’m hungry. My
eyes had caught the waiter’s attention, literally. But the
telepathy wanted more.

Before I became a vampire, I had hazel eyes
that were primarily dark green with brown flecks around the iris.
I’d like to think they are similar to my human mother’s eyes. When
my father, Satan, turned me, I adopted his mossy green reptilian
eyes. How nice for me.

I add the blood to the cup of tea and watch it
dissolve. Retrieving my sunglasses from my backpack, I put them on.
In one gulp, I swallow the mixture and lower my head, hoping no one
sees my reaction or the fact my eyes have started to
glow.

I breathe slowly
and let the orgasmic rush of satisfaction flow through my veins. I
wait for the tingling aftershock sensations to subside. The sour,
bitter taste of the tea remains in my mouth while the sweetness of
the blood calms me. It’s an acquired taste, one I’m still getting
used to, and one I find to be a better solution for sustaining my
hunger than asking my waiter friend into the restroom for a nibble
on his neck. Okay, more than a nibble. ‘Bring no harm to humans.’ Michael’s
words run through my head. I drum my long fingernails on the table
a few times and pout. Oh yes, waiting for my blood supply to be
delivered is going to be a challenge. Hopefully, if I maintain my
focus on anything except blood or sex, that one cup of nourishment
can last me several weeks. And yes, I did say
hopefully.

Controlling the bloodlust is a lot like
controlling my desire for sex. Having sex and drinking blood go
hand in hand for me. However, if I keep myself from thinking about
either activity, I can ignore the fact I’m hungry or ready to
pounce on a guy until my body demands I act on it. It’s a tricky
approach, and so far I’ve been successful at it. Well, I should say
I’ve been mostly successful. I don’t have a hundred percent track
record with those endeavors. I’d hate to admit that fact to Michael
or Blick, but it’s true.

That’s one reason why I started my blog,
www.thevampirefromhell.com, to keep myself distracted with writing.
The other reason is I thought I should explain my side of the story
before my father, Satan, attempts to spin his version. When I
recall the torture he lavished on me during those ‘training
sessions’ in Hell, the fact that he killed my mother, and a ton of
other stuff I could list here, I know I am doing the right
thing.

Wait! I don’t think I’ve introduced myself.
Sorry about that. My name is Rayea. I began as a half-breed, part
demon and part human. When Satan forced me to drink his blood, it
turned me into a flame-throwing vampire. Don’t laugh. I’m not
making that up. I have fangs longer than what most vampires sport.
Well maybe I shouldn’t say that because I haven’t actually met any
vampires yet. I’m thinking about vampires in movies. Okay, my fangs
are actually longer than Father’s. He has those pointy shark teeth
you notice with the old school demons. It’s sickening to see him
smile.

Anyways, I have an attractive enough face,
high cheekbones, full lips, a little button nose, long shiny black
hair, and a toned physique held in a slender frame for my 5’ 9”
height. (I’m guessing I get my looks from my mom’s side.) And now,
thanks to a mind meld from a new friend, I have a slightly tanned
olive complexion. When I first arrived on Earth, I religiously
covered my skin with sunscreen. One day I forgot to wear it, and I
didn’t turn into a crispy critter. So I finally realized I didn’t
need it. Go figure.

Yes, you may be
thinking that vampires have pale skin and can’t walk in the
sunlight. I know. I’ve seen the movies, too. But I don’t have a
maker to guide me through all of this, so it’s trial and error as I
learn what I can and can’t do. Ask my father? Get real. That’s why
I’m on my own. Besides, if I used movies as my guide, I’d be
thinking I could sparkle in the sunlight. And you and I both
know real vampires don’t sparkle. Enough said.

For the most part, I blend in rather easily
among you. I look like any other woman on Earth pretending she’s
not concerned with her appearance. Typically, I wear a light gray
long sleeve leather jacket, a white T-shirt, faded blue jeans, one
item of jewelry that was my mother’s, and a very worn-out pair of
dark brown Doc Martens. I keep a sawed-off shotgun attached to my
right thigh and a machete strapped to my left one in case of
emergency. I ditched the black leather jacket because I developed a
sudden hatred for black leather clothing and I discovered it
absorbs a lot of heat from the sun. I have noticed though that the
black leather covers up spots like splashes of blood better than
the light gray, so I am considering revamping my wardrobe. No pun
intended.

As I was saying,
I’m glad I acquired only a few of my father’s demonic features when
he turned me. Demons – those descended from Satan – look like
mutated snakes walking around on two legs. Think of the
Creature from the Black Lagoon. Thankfully, I don’t have a dome-shaped head, pointy shark
teeth, or skin that’s scaly and rough to the touch. My father wears
expensive human clothing attempting to hide the fact that he is
covered from head to toe in snake-skin patterns, the color of
chartreuse. Visualize a bowl of guacamole or the inside part of a
ripe avocado, something green and yellow mixed together, and you
get the idea. It’s a god-awful color. My sister looks a lot like my
father, but I don’t want to bring her up right now. Honestly, don’t
ask me why it took me so long to realize I wasn’t a full-blooded
demon like them. While I was in Hell, I guess I just wanted to
belong. So much for that.

Getting back to my story... In the last part
(The Beginning: Part 1), you may recall that Blick transported us
out of Hell after Father turned me into a vampire. Check it out at
my blog if you want to read all the grizzly details. Actually we
did end up at the House of G. And I have to say, after the
existence I had experienced at the hands of my father, I was living
it up in my new surroundings. Chilling at the House of G was just
what I needed, or so I thought.

 



Chapter 1 – Handsome for
a Hellhound

“Have you been up all
night…again?”

Blick found me on the terrace, gazing at the
ocean. It was the break of dawn, and he was headed out for another
day of training. I wanted to ask him if he was okay with my missing
a lot of our martial arts practice sessions, but I forgot the
question when I saw him. I feared my sleep deprivation was causing
me to hallucinate, and then I remembered Blick’s change.

Since arriving at the House of G, Blick had
transformed from his Lycan-Underworld-movie look to that of a tall,
unassuming man with chiseled facial features and those gleaming
gold eyes.

“I can’t get used to your shift
into human form. Your goatee is very nice. You are handsome for a
hellhound, you know?”

“Is that a sense of humor I detect
today?” he replied, ignoring my observation. He was confident and
determined standing there in his workout clothes which consisted of
a bright white T-shirt clinging to his tanned lean frame, a pair of
royal blue gym shorts, and white sneakers. The wind from the sea
pushed a few wisps of his jet black hair into his eyes and he
brushed them aside.

Hearing the love in his soft baritone voice
was music to my ears. Since we didn’t need to be secretive anymore,
we had fallen out of the habit of talking to each other
telepathically.

“What about the nightmares?” he
asked.

Tears rose in my eyes. I gritted my teeth and
fought to compose myself, so I didn’t burst out crying like a
little girl in front of him.

“Every night,” I muttered.
“Anytime I try to sleep, I see Father and Stephanie turn into
monstrous snakes and chase after me.”

Because I hadn’t been able to sleep for weeks,
my life consisted of three activities: wandering around Blick’s
home, surfing on my computer, or hanging out on the terrace
(usually at night).

He nodded and placed his hand on my forehead,
checking my body temperature. “You’re burning up,” he
insisted.

“I think that’s just how I am
now.” I smiled up at him weakly. The seven-foot hellhound I had
raised from a pup in Hell was actually a seven-foot shapeshifting
angel who was trying his best to take care of me. I called him
‘Papa’ especially when he was fussing over why my health was
steadily declining. Blick wasn’t the only one worried about me. I
was too.

“A friend is coming by later with
some supplements. Will you answer the door this time, please?” he
asked.

“Sure.”

We stood on the
terrace of his home in silence for a few moments, watching the
waves. About eight two-story properties of high ranking angels
including Blick’s home lined a sandy white beach nestled in a cove.
His home was in the center of the arch-shaped cove, and I could
look out from the terrace on the second floor and see the ocean.
Towards the east, the ocean stretched out to what seemed like
infinity. It was more beautiful than I’d imagined oceans could be.
Now in the morning sunlight, the water glistened and danced,
merging into hues of light blue and green. Were the oceans on Earth
this blue? One day, I thought to myself, one day I’ll
find out.

I had been standing on the terrace for hours,
long before the sun came up, listening and watching for sea
dragons. Sometimes a few gathered in the cove closest to the edge
where the rocks began. The jagged rocks rose high above the cove
and leveled out into meadows. The bluffs went on for miles and
miles as far as the ocean. For my protection, Blick refused to let
me leave his home, so I had no idea where I was other than what I
had seen. That had consisted of the ocean, the cove, the rocks, and
the dragons.

“Why don’t you work on your blog
today?” His question brought me back to reality.

“I could do that,” I
agreed.

“Instead of chatting with your
friends online.”

“Well,” I began. Then I stopped as
a large wave slammed against the rocks, catching my
attention.

Blick turned away from the sea, leaned on the
railing, and peered down at me.

I avoided his gaze and focused instead on a
large bluish green sea dragon that had stuck his head up briefly
near the rocks, and disappeared under the tide. I waited to see if
Blick had noticed it too.

Realizing he hadn’t, I replied, “It seems to
distract me.”

“What? The ocean or talking to
your friends?”

“Both actually,” I
concluded.

I knew he’d think I was crazy if I mentioned
the dragons. I had been watching them for weeks. What was their
story and why did they swim in and out of the cove near the shores
close to the angels’ homes? They looked like versions of the ones
we had in Hell, opting for the security of the ocean instead of
land. Surely they weren’t fire-breathing dragons. I giggled at the
possibility. I doubted I’d get the chance to meet any of them or
find out what powers they possessed. From what I observed already,
these dragons were very skittish.

“Your meeting with G is this week.
You have to be ready,” he said. He pulled his iPhone from his back
pocket and stared at it.

I watched the waves below as they seemed to
call to me. Searching for dragons took my mind off of everything
else, especially my illness and these morning pep talks of
Blick’s.

He answered the text message and resumed
lecturing me. “Every medicine we try doesn’t seem to work. We’re
running out of options here. Do you know how long we’ve been
organizing this?” He crossed his arms over his chest in frustration
and glared down at me. “Will you put your sunscreen on if you’re
going to be out here?” he snapped.

“I won’t be out here much longer.
They don’t come out during the day,” I said.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Thinking of a way to
modify my statement, I added, “The morning sun isn’t that bad when
I don’t have any on. It’s the afternoon rays that make my skin
itch.”

“Are you sure?”

I groaned inwardly and attempted a cheerful
response for his sake, “Yes, Papa.”

“Rayea, this is serious! We could
all be in big trouble!” He grabbed me by the shoulders, spinning me
around to face him. “You’re part of J’s plan. You have to make a
good impression on G, if this is to move forward.” He shoved me
backwards, and I fell against the railing.

I heard a loud
crack where the steel separated from the cedarwood. The broken
piece gave way, and I tumbled after it. Will I die if I fall on the rocks below? The thought shot through my mind. Instantly, as if my body
were responding to the question, I leapt for the foundation beam
and dug my long fingernails into it. The railing slammed into the
rocks below. I flipped up onto the terrace, recovering my balance,
and stood there in amazement.

Blick and I exchanged looks.

“What was that?” he asked, his
eyes wide with bewilderment.

“Vampire agility?”

A small smile of relief touched his lips.
“Maybe you’re more ready than I thought.”

I stared at him,
still in shock. Indeed, I thought. That was a new power to
add to my skill set.

Squinting his eyes, he contemplated me. Then
he pulled me into his arms and gave me a big bear hug. “I’m sorry
about that. Sometimes I forget my strength. I don’t want to hurt
you, but that’s what I end up doing. This is all my fault! I did
this to you. And now you’re sick. It just keeps going on and on and
on. We can’t break the cycle. You get better. You get sick. You get
better. You get sick again. You’re roaming around the house like a
ghost. When was the last time you slept? When was the last time you
ate? I don’t see you eat anything. I don’t understand. I can’t
figure out what’s going on. I don’t know what I’m doing
wrong.”

“Blick, I can’t breathe.” My voice
was muffled as he held me close.

“What?” He released me.
“Sorry.”

I reached out and clutched his hand. “I’ve
never said it, but I don’t blame you.” I wasn’t referring to my
almost fall, but to our past together in Hell. “You freed me from a
horrible future with my father. I’m grateful to you for
everything.”

Torn with conflicting emotions, he gave a
forced smile and tense nod of consent.

“It’s okay. I know you had your
reasons for what you did, even if I don’t understand them,” I
said.

He bent down and kissed me roughly on the
head. “I’ve gotta go. I’ll send someone out to fix that. Don’t
worry. I promise I’ll tell you what’s going on tonight. Just rest
today, please?”

I waved to Blick from the terrace as he left.
I loved him with all of my heart, even his unpredictable temper. It
reminded me a little of Father, which I didn’t like, but Blick was
the one constant in my life, and I trusted him. The mother-hen
fussing was his way of showing he cared. He was more of a father to
me than dear ole Daddy Satan had ever been, despite his involvement
with turning me into a vampire. One day he’d tell me why. Even now
I could see he was consumed with guilt over his actions.

Without having Blick’s thoughts racing around
in my head, I had no idea what was going on. Honestly, I was glad I
didn’t. Recently I had noticed how seriously he took his job at the
House of G. He trained his recruits relentlessly, and he thought
about Father’s possible plans for world domination more than I did.
I didn’t mind listening to his strategies while we were in Hell,
but currently I didn’t have the strength.

Since I had been
ill for many months, I had been left out of the loop. Some big
plans were brewing and I played a part in them? Great. I shuttered
to think what G would say once he found out a vampire, from Hell no
less, was in his realm. He’d probably want to send me back. I had
news for him. That was not going to happen.

I noticed a couple of small red blisters
popping up on my arms. Yep, time to get inside.

 



Chapter 2 – Vampire
Hottie

Deciding to forget about my problems for the
time being, I returned to the spacious living room and sat at my
desk in the corner, far away from the bay windows and French doors
leading to the terrace. I wobbled into the kitchen and filled my
glass water bottle with the chilled liquid Blick kept in the
refrigerator. The water bottle had seashells and fish neatly lining
its outside base. Without the decoration, the bottle reminded me of
the clear wine bottles my father used in his wine business. I
selected a blue plastic straw and dismissed the image of Father’s
face wanting to creep into my mind. The lack of sleep made me very
weak. Hopefully the water’s faint citrus flavor would make me feel
better. Blick had told me a hundred times that staying hydrated was
important. Sigh.

I examined my desk. Everything I wanted was
right in front of me. A new computer hooked up to a couple of
seriously large dual monitors, the fastest internet connection I
could hope for, and all the files I needed to access on my cloud
drive, which consisted mostly of photos of an actor I adored and
notes for my blog articles. Blick knew how to keep me entertained.
I had hoped he’d include a new iPhone in the set of gadget goodies,
but he hadn’t. With my being in his home and safe, there was no
reason for me to have one. I couldn’t exactly tell him I wanted a
smartphone to text pictures to my friends. He wouldn’t go for
that.

Having large monitors in the middle of a big
room meant anyone could see what I was doing. Thankfully I was home
alone, which meant I could do as I pleased, at least for the next
few hours. Knowing that made me feel better. I logged onto Facebook
and started checking the fan pages of Ashton Taylor. The blog could
wait.

A message popped
up in my chat messenger. “Where have you
been? My god, we thought you were dead! Have you seen the promo
pics of Ash?! They straightened his hair!”

Oh, it was good to hear from my chosen family
– that’s how I referred to my group of online friends. Lynn was
ready for some ‘tayloring’ which what we called our activity of
surfing the internet, talking about our sexy vampire hottie,
posting pictures of him, etc. You get the idea.

Ash, as we liked
to call the actor we gushed over, was taking a hiatus from his TV
show, Blood Realm, where he played the ruling vampire. He would be starring in
a movie coming out later this year, and I definitely wanted to see
it. Before I left Hell, I had told a few of my friends including
Lynn that we should meet up and see it together. That was a crazy
idea, but I could keep the promise if I could get to Earth. Even
though I wasn’t going to share the notion with Blick, taking a
vacation was still on my to-do list.

“Sorry, I’ve
been busy.” I dismissed her inquiry quickly because I didn’t share
any personal details with them. Maybe that
would change in the future, I thought.
“What do you mean his hair is straight?” I asked.

“Here. I’ll find
you a few.”

While I waited for Lynn to send me the photos,
I opened up one of my playlists and started adding motivation songs
to it. Anything that helped me get into the mindset of defeating my
father once and for all would also make me feel better. Besides
when you want to dream, dream big, I say. And kicking Father’s ass
was at the top of my to-do list too. Turning up the volume, I let
“The Pretender,” a song by my favorite band, the Foo Fighters, fill
the room.

I loved thinking of my father as a pretender
who thinks he’s something he’s not. The High Prince of Darkness,
the Ruler of the Underworld, your Highness as he insists on being
called, was really the idiot with the ideas that never came to
fruition, the freak show no one took seriously. Okay, maybe that
was just my personal opinion. However, it did make me wonder. Why
did Blick think my father should be a concern? What did he
know?

I forgot my question when links to the photos
began popping up in my chat window with Lynn. As I opened a few of
them, I couldn’t stand to see anymore. She was right. They had
changed Ashton’s hair for the movie role. His unruly dark brown
curls had been combed out and pulled back into a tight ponytail.
The change in his hair style didn’t distract from his intense,
brooding stare, his warm, liquid brown eyes, or his big, thick
eyebrows. His handsome face was kindled with a sort of passionate
beauty that could change at a whim. All he had to do was lower his
forehead slightly, glare at you with those eyes, and you’d think he
was about to kill you. It was a great look for a vampire. I had to
admit. But many of us considered his curly shoulder-length hair to
be his trademark, and altering it was enough to dishearten our
ideal image of him. I knew without asking Lynn that many of my
friends were very upset about this development. I’m sure it had
been the main topic of discussion for months.

“I can’t believe it. What were
they thinking?” I asked. I occupied myself with opening several of
my favorite photos of Ash on both monitors, some with his baring
his fangs, and some without while I waited for her response. Lynn
was a slow typist.

“I have no idea.
They’ll be in a world of hurt if they do that to Maxwell when he
returns to BR.”

“You think he’s returning to the
show?” I asked, realizing afterwards that I should have kept that
question to myself.

“Of course!
Where else can they find a vampire as sexy as he is? Why do you say
shit you don’t mean?”

I typed, “You’re
right” in the chat window and snickered at Lynn’s steadfast
opinions. She and I loved Ashton playing the character, Ron Maxwell
on Blood Realm,
but we did argue on some of the fine points. His name, for example.
He was called Maxwell on the show, instead of Ron. Lynn hated that.
“His name is Ron,” she would say. However, I thought Maxwell was a
good name for a vampire. It sounded serious and elegant, yet
deadly. Calling him Vampire Ron or Ron the vampire was lame. It
would be like calling him Vampire Jerry or Vampire Bill. You get my
meaning.

I didn’t bring
up our difference of opinion on that subject very often. Just like
I didn’t bring up the fact that Ashton was playing a vampire, and
he really wasn’t a vampire. Lynn didn’t make a distinction. She
couldn’t imagine his being in any other acting roles except the one
as the vampire on Blood
Realm. I knew she secretly wanted to meet
a vampire like Maxwell. I’d been tempted many times to tell her I
was a vampire, but usually I lost my nerve.

With Ashton’s career, I, on the other hand,
hoped he would find new parts with the success of the upcoming
movie, so he wouldn’t be typecast as a vampire. He didn’t smile
that often in his role as Maxwell, which bothered me. His lips were
firm and sensual, and witnessing his dazzling wide grin always made
my heart skip a beat. Oh, I had a crush all right. I guess both of
us really wanted to meet this guy, vampire or otherwise.

When my stomach lurched, I took another drink
from my water bottle. It seemed to calm it. I turned down the music
on my computer, leaving the chat window open, and headed to the
kitchen to search for a snack. Although I knew Blick only had fresh
vegetables and fruit on hand, I hoped to magically discover
something non-healthy hiding in the fridge. I opened the
refrigerator door. I wasn’t hungry anymore. Actually it occurred to
me I hadn’t been hungry for quite awhile. I refilled my water
bottle and returned to my desk.

Restlessly, I browsed YouTube looking for new
video clips of Ashton’s movie. Lynn had said the director liked to
post behind-the-scenes footage while they filmed, so I hoped I’d
get lucky and see Ash in a few clips.

Chime. Pause.

Chime. Longer
pause.

Chime.

“What is that,” I said out loud,
glancing around my desk. I searched the top of the desk, and then
the drawers. “OMG,” I shrieked when I found the source of the
noise. A huge grin covered my face as I pulled the shiny new iPhone
out of the bottom right drawer. A sticky note was attached to it.
It said, “Yep, @ ur desk. I luv u anyways. Ur pup.” I smiled with
tears in my eyes and sighed. Blick was wonderful to me! I loved how
he had been spoiling me with the electronics and gadgets. Receiving
gifts was a very new concept for me.

The voice inside
my head said, “It’s just
guilt.”

I dismissed the thought
immediately.

Chime.

“U find it?”

“I did!
Thx!!! ”
I returned a text message to
Blick.

“Chk email 4
network instrs.”

“k.”

What email
account did he send those instructions to? I wondered as I set to the task of checking my many accounts.
Oh, I was so excited! I felt whole again. Now I had a project for
the afternoon, setting up everything on my iPhone and syncing it to
my computer. The blog could definitely wait. Finally I found
Blick’s email with the instructions and wrote down the settings I
needed to hook up to the network. I noted his email address,
blick@cloud.com. Seriously, cloud.com? That was just too cute! I
added it to the contact record already existing in my phone. Blick
being Blick meant he had already created an entry in my list of
contacts with his cell phone number. I found it immediately. I
should have known.

 


Rayea’s story continues in “The
Vampire from Hell (Part 2) – A Vampire Among Angels.” Visit
www.allythomas.com and click “My Books” for more
information.

 


 


Excerpt from “The Vampire from Hell (Part 3)
– A Vampire On Vacation”




A Foreword by a Voice from the
Blood Realm

Many of you know me without my going into
elaborate introductions. But it is rude for me not to introduce
myself, isn’t it?

I’m the sassy sidekick. Sometimes my comments
I share through my host come off as frustration, aggravation, or
silly one-liners. They spill forth despite my good intentions. I
want to be my host’s voice of reason. It doesn’t always play out
that way, I know. Being at the forefront of this female’s mind who
has awesome powers in addition to sensational bloodlust wasn’t
exactly what I thought I’d get when I volunteered for the exchange.
I constantly struggle to make sense of her day-to-day life. You’ve
heard me say any of the following:

“Grab your popcorn! This is gonna
be good!”

“You just sit there, honey. We’ve
got this.”

‘”Brilliant idea interrogating
this man.”

Who is my host? Well a vampire, of course.
She’s a daughter of Satan actually. I’ve been with her since she
was turned by her father. Oh yes, and as she would say, it’s
complicated. Seriously. I don’t joke about my hosts.

Before we continue, let’s do an exercise.
Don’t worry. You won’t get messy. Take the thumb on your right hand
and place it on the bottom of your chin, in the middle of your clef
right there on the bone. Then straighten your index and middle
fingers and place them on the left or right side of your throat,
beneath your ear all the way until your fingers are resting BELOW
or BEHIND your jaw bone. You may have to stretch your neck upwards
some. Think of it as if you’re almost grabbing someone around the
throat with one hand. Just do that (to yourself of course) if it’s
the easiest for you.

Pause for a moment. Close your eyes if you
have to concentrate and wait. Do you feel that pulse, that rhythm,
that beat of life? If you found the correct spot, you’ll instantly
know it. It makes your heart pound in your chest, rising up, then
down, up, then down, and so on. Maybe your eyes ache a little or
your head starts to swim? Your tummy does a somersault? No need to
be alarmed. You’re safe, unless you faint of course, which would be
absurd since I’ve never heard of a human fainting from feeling his
own pulse. I could be wrong though. I learn something new every
day. Trust me.

So any ideas?

What do you think I am?

Still no clue?

Okay, let’s abandon the exercise. If you
haven’t guessed yet, I’ll phrase it this way. I’m inside you all
the time. I never leave…

Unless you encounter some accident (unforeseen
or on purpose).

A nasty car wreck.

Spontaneous combustion. My #1
favorite.

A chance encounter with a vampire. My #2
favorite.

An attack by an animal like a tiger, a
Teumessian fox, werewolf, or any other furry.

You get the idea.

Okay, I’ll come clean.

I’m the essence of life. If I’m getting
carried away some, maybe I should just keep it simple. I like
simple. I’m the red stuff flowing in your veins.

I am Blood.

I’ll pause for a moment and say something
witty to my host while you digest that notion. Be right
back.

***

Where was I? Oh yes, I remember. Obviously you
may be wondering at this point what side I favor. Good or Evil? I’d
like to say that I have a political stance, an agenda, or maybe
even a religion. But I don’t. I don’t get into the whole good or
evil muck. Life is life. I need to be coursing through the veins of
some organism’s body. It doesn’t matter who it is.

I will have to say though I love vampires. I
hit the jackpot when I found this host. Talk about motivation.
Drive. Determination. Focus. The next meal. That’s what my vampire
always has on her mind.

Maybe I do keep the thirst in her turned up a
notch. That’s to be expected, right? I won’t confess to anything,
however. It could be me or it could be her. Once she finds her next
meal and feeds, I calm down and give her the night off. I curl up
in my favorite spot, tucked behind her ear, warm and satisfied,
purring like a kitten. I’m utterly harmless at that
point.

Vampires are the rock stars of the Blood world
really. Admittedly, the Blood Realm thrives on them. I have friends
who try to deny it, but it’s true. They simply won’t acknowledge
one basic fact about vampires. We need them and they need us. Our
existence goes hand in hand, similar to our fate with humans. We
need you and you need us. That’s not just my opinion either. It’s a
fact. Watch your blood run out of you and see where you are? Dead.
You get the picture, right? Thought so.

I suppose if I did have to pick a side,
between good and evil, I’d select good. My host certainly has, so
her battles are my battles. And to make matters worse – I am a
selfish sort as you may have guessed – if I don’t transfer to
another being before my main host dies, then I die too. Isn’t that
a kick in the gonads for ya?

Here’s why I bring it up: my host, my vampire
is facing criticism for doing what is in her nature to do. Actually
she’s facing Judgment Day. She was sent to Earth with essentially
her good looks, laptop, iPhone, and a tummy full of angel blood.
She was told to stay out of trouble. Okay maybe my memory of the
situation is hazy. I could be wrong. All I know is that a vampire
with a limited supply of blood is going to have a tough time
‘staying out of trouble.’ Don’t you think?

I should have known it was going to end at
some point. How could I get so lucky having such a wonderful host
who actually listens to me, and not expect it to end some day?
Right? Surely you know what I’m saying? I can’t be jumping back and
forth from host to host. That takes talent. Talent I don’t have, by
the way. We can get into that later. There’s plenty of time. Right
now, I’m more worried about her. Even for a vampire, a complicated
one like she is, that is not an easy task.

I do want to put this forth, and then I’ll
shut up (at least for now). I’ve had many hosts before. I didn’t
show up yesterday. I’ve been around since the beginning of time, if
you know how long that is. And I can tell you, this vampire isn’t
someone to mess with. She’s different. She’s complicated. She’s –
let’s face it – one in a million. I don’t care who you are. Human,
Demon, Angel, God or the like. You realize that when you meet her.
I think someone should recognize that fact. They broke the mold
when they made her.

Trust me. I know blood. I know skill. I know
intelligence. And this vampire has it all. She’s steadfast in her
loyalty to her friends and immovable in her fight for justice. She
will not be beaten or tortured anymore by anyone. You may not know
it now, and she may not know it now, but she will have her day of
reckoning.

If they so much as dare tell my host my host,
my vampire that she is about to die, then they should watch out.
That’s all I’m saying. Rayea is a survivor, and more importantly,
so am I. I’m the fire burning in that child’s soul, and as long as
I’m around, no one will stop her. Not her sister, not her father,
and not some stupid council of gods who are out of touch with
reality and don’t understand who she really is. That’s all I’m
going to say for now. And yes, if you guessed, I’m the voice inside
the Vampire from Hell’s head. And no, you haven’t heard the last
from me. Now back to entertaining my host…

 



Chapter 1 –Bye, Bye
Vampire

Sometimes even vampires have to pay from their
sins. My case is no different than anyone else’s. Wait! What am I
talking about? My case is like no other case. My name is Rayea and
I’m probably the only vampire created in Hell. As far as I know,
I’m the only vampire in existence anywhere. I mean do witches or
werewolves or zombies for that matter have to face Judgment Day?
Seriously? I’d like to find one and ask him. Yeah, my case is
different, and then some.

Being summoned to the Golden Skull Bar in San
Francisco by J only adds to my worries. I’m currently drowning my
sorrows with a bottle of tequila.

Why is J sending Death? Am I really about to
die? Death shows up when people die, or are about to die. Is it my
turn? Can a vampire forged out of Hell be killed? Is this part of
the ‘greater plan’ as J calls it? What am I missing?

Immediately the painful memory of the mind
meld J gave me during our conversation at Blick’s home surfaces at
the back of my skull. Will dying feel like that? I visualize my
brain turning to a globby mess of orange jello and oozing out of my
ears. “It probably will be a lot like that,” I mutter to
myself.

I click my tongue against my fangs, letting
the tip outline the length of the left, then the right. They are
waiting patiently for some action as they hid in their holding
cavities in the roof of my mouth. How many months has it been
without having blood, more precisely, without having Michael’s
blood? What did they expected me to do? Just not feed?!

“You’ve been a
bad girl, Rayea. There’s no doubt about that,” the voice inside my head admits.

“Shut up,” I say aloud again. “How
was I supposed to know?! What do you want from me?!” A few other
customers at the main bar glance over at where I sit near the exit
door in the bar. The wooden table nested in the very back has
become my writing desk, my gathering spot with friends, and now my
trial bench. “Or is that bench trial,” I question the thin
air.

Realizing I’m talking aloud again, I lower my
head slightly, gritting my teeth. I want to have a full-on
conversation with the voice inside my head, debating ever side of
the story including my own while I sit waiting in the bar for Death
to arrive. However, I know from seeing the looks the aimlessly
wandering homeless folks get as they pass by the bar on their way
to Golden Gate park that talking to myself in public is strictly
frowned upon on Earth. It’ll have to wait.

Wouldn’t Stephanie laugh at me now if she
could see me? I pray she is still lost in Purgatory. If she finds a
way out, and discovers that I killed her father, our father, I’ll
be in serious trouble. That goes without saying, I know. She’ll
seek revenge. I don’t want to think about it really.

“There’s a lot
you don’t want to think about, my dear,”
the voice inside my heads chides in.

I hiss at him to quiet him down.

I am currently more concern with
why J feels Death is the qualified individual to hear my side of
the story. Why not Michael or J himself? I understand why he
wouldn’t send Blick because Blick would try to defend me, I think.
I hope. But Death, my ex-boyfriend? Don’t worry. I’ll share that at
some point, if I survive this. What puzzles me about my current
situation is why am I being judged when I haven’t officially
started working for J yet? What is that about? I am on vacation!
Hellooo.

At least J is still communicating with me
while Michael and Blick are not. According to their latest status
report they both copied me on, they are ‘thoroughly disappointed in
my performance’ and are concerned about my ‘lack of focus in
pressing matters.’ I didn’t know I had to be available to work
while on vacation. That’s ridiculous. I assumed I could relax and
do a whole lot of nothing. I guess they had other ideas such as
Face Timing me at 5am in the morning, asking me to scan the
internet for any online activity my adorable sister may make while
being lost in Purgatory. (That’s a joke. You guys know Stephanie is
anything but adorable.)

It did make me
wonder though if they had suddenly lost a tracking on her. She may
be free, wandering around Earth, maybe San Francisco, for all I
know. It is only a matter of time before she finds me. I don’t have
all the time in the world to enjoy myself, so I like to think of my
vacation as my making up for lost time. As I type that sentence
into this blog entry, that’s a good way of looking at it
actually. It is only a matter of
time. Now I guess that really is true. J
will dispose of me for the Ancient Council and I will cease to
exist.

“Bye, bye, vampire.”

“Over my dead
body,” the voice inside my head
retorts.

“At least I have you on my side,
dear friend,” I admit aloud.

“Always.”

“I shouldn't
have hissed at you. I'm sorry.”

“No offense
taken. You know I've got your back.”

Nervously I
laugh to myself, wondering what the heck that meant.
Okay.

Once I told Michael and Blick to
forget it, I didn’t hear from either one of them very much. Oh
wait, that’s not true. I did hear from Blick in a way. Once I used
up my supply of angel blood in the first few months, I received a
forwarded email from Blick that Michael had sent to him. My refill
request for nourishment had been denied and Blick wanted to inform
me of the decision.

I stopped checking my email
messages after that and let the inbox load up with unread messages
until last night when I got J’s text for me to be at the Golden
Skull bar for a ‘D debriefing’ at 9 pm. Yes, ‘D’ as in Death
debriefing. J knew I’d get the reference without his typing it
out.

When I took the time last night to surf
through my inbox immensely filled with copies of various
correspondences about the House of G activities including Blick’s
instructions for logging into the new secure network, I discovered
an email from Blick that was written on a more personal note. It
wasn’t like him to send such an email. I was stunned by its content
on many levels. I had been considering blowing off the meeting
until I read his email. The message made me realize that facing
Death was a reality, not some meeting I could skate my way around.
It also made me realized that even for a vampire, I had many things
to live for, such as meeting my mother! I’ll let you read his
email, so you can see for yourself why it jolted me.

 


This is what it said:

I never should have left you alone
on Earth, but I didn’t want you to think that I didn’t trust you. I
know how stubborn you can be. I had hoped, for everyone’s sake,
that you could handle yourself, resist temptation, and survive
without anyone’s blood for a few more months. I know now I should
have been shipping you smoothies in the mail all this time, despite
J’s orders. No, not soggy pink envelopes filled with smashed
strawberries. But I should have figured out something then. I hope
it’s not too late.

Ultimately as your vacation
dragged on, we searched endlessly for your sister and I was tasked
with getting the new network in order. You’ve probably guessed by
now that we lost our trail of her in Purgatory and currently we
don’t know where Stephanie is. J has several of his primary teams
working around the clock and is considering bringing in special ops
if necessary. We’ll find her. Don’t worry. I shouldn’t tell you
about the SO thing, but you’ll learn plenty about that type of
stuff in orientation once your vacation is over.

I’m not making excuses for my not
contacting you. Okay maybe I am. But I realize now that you needed
me, and I was too wrapped up with work. We didn’t leave you with
any options, so when temptation presented itself, you jumped on it.
Michael and I both know that now. We knew it could happen,
especially if you met that human actor you go on about. We tried to
warn J, but he insisted that we not get involved.

Again I have failed you. I know we
had that argument about the actor, and honestly it got me to
thinking. I have so much I need to tell you. Over the years, I’ve
ignored countless opportunities to tell you more, about myself and
about some things you have a right to know. And now it may be too
late. That’s why I’m going to tell you a few things you should
know.

When we heard rumors that your
father wanted to create an army of vampires, we knew we had to act.
He boasted about it many times. Lucifer needed a person who could
handle the poison raging in his blood. He’s tried this before and
each test subject has either died at the time of transformation or
has been destroyed by J’s team later. J was certain that you’d die
from drinking your father’s blood. He said the only way you could
survive would be if you weren’t human. I thought the wine was
diluted enough that it wouldn’t make you too sick. When your father
added his blood to the glass, I knew we had to get you out of there
no matter what. You were violently ill for several weeks. You
probably don’t remember. Thankfully, Michael figured out a way to
save you.

I’m risking everything by sharing
this information with you. You know that. But it’s very important
you understand. J wants to know more about your fire power. He
doesn’t understand why it is linked to your powers. It’s not a
typical trait for a vampire to have. Not that I’m saying I know
that much. J knows more about the subject than I do. What I’m
saying is that I realize now, after talking with Ra, where the
source could come from. Your mother.

I’m taking only Ra into my
confidence. The others - J, G, Michael, and Death I haven’t told
them anything. At some point, we’ll have to. I owe J a lot and our
alliance goes back a long ways. But for now, please don’t share any
of this with anyone. We’ll explain it all when the time is
right.

That’s why I’m sending Ra to meet
with you. He will tell you a few things that you need to know about
your past. I’ve also asked him to give you something you need. You
won’t have to guess what it is. You’ll meet a man caring a silver
briefcase. That’s how you can recognize him. Obviously he won’t be
in his dragon form. As I said, J doesn’t know about this. It’s a
decision Ra and I made with your mother’s approval. Yes, she is
alive, but I can’t tell you anything more in this email.

I guess you aren’t checking your
messages, so when you do read this, I hope you are well, not
sitting around feeling sorry for yourself. You’re better than that,
Rayea. I’m sure you still have your phone and you’ll be able to
read this, even if you don’t respond. I hope you do. I’d love to
hear from you. I hope you can read this before the meeting, and try
to understand some of what I’ve said. I’ve asked Ra to find you
before Death does. It’s vital you see Ra first.

Listen to me please, Rayea. I know
I haven’t been there for you on a lot of occasions, but that will
change from this day forward. I refuse to let you down again. If I
have to kill every god on the Ancient Council, I will not let any
harm come to you. You may not believe it, but you are the reason my
heart beats. You mean more to me than anyone else I know. You are
my best friend. You saved me from your sister and father’s
clutches. I don’t want to know a world where you don’t exist. Not
having you in my life is not an option for me. I promise you. I
will not fail you ever again.

I know now that I can’t stand by
and watch your fate be decided by others. There was a reason you
were turned into a vampire, even if we don’t fully understand it
yet. Someone out there does. We’ll find the answers
together.

I know this is too much for you to
get your head around. I regret I have to tell you like this, typing
it out on a computer. Take the gift Ra brings you and use it
wisely. Delete this email after you read it.

All my love, Blick.

 



Chapter 2 – Awaiting
Judgment Day

“The usual, Rayea?”

Max Edwards, the bar owner often wore faded
concert t-shirts with cut off jeans and gray hiking sandals.
Tonight he was in khaki shorts, funny looking shoes, and a long
button-up short sleeve shirt that had his name embroidered on the
left pocket. His long white hair fell over his
shoulders.

“Yeah, Max. Thank you and keep ‘em
coming please. I’ve had a bad day.” After re-reading Blick’s email
again and finally deleting it, I decided to get drunk. It was too
much to comprehend. I couldn’t deal with it. Writing and drinking.
That was my plan. What harm could it do? I’d probably sober up
before Death arrived anyway. It looked like he was late
already.

“How could you have a bad day? Max
gathered his long strands into a tight ponytail at the base of his
neck.

“Thanks for letting me sit back
here, away from the windows. It's very quiet. I can get some
writing done if my friend doesn’t show up. You have a new look
going on there?”

Frowning slightly at me because I ignored his
inquiry, he changed the subject. “You can write while you
drink?”

“Oh yeah, it takes the edge off
actually. I don't get a buzz or anything. It calms me.”

Max laughed at me half-heartedly. “What do you
have to be on edge about?”

“Family drama,” I lied. It
wouldn’t do for me to tell the bar owner my troubles.

Max patted me on the shoulder. “I know how
that is. Bowling helps me with my stress.” He glanced in the
direction of where his son Jeremy should have been near the front
door, keeping an eye on things. “Will your friend be able to find
you back here? What does he look like?”

I caught myself before I said Death. ‘Warmed
over death’ was an Earth saying I loved. Death didn't look like
warmed over death though which I was fairly sure meant awful
looking. It was quite the opposite. “Like Brad Pitt's twin, but
taller. Oh and he should be wearing an expensive business
suit.”

“He’ll stick out like a turd in a
swimming pool.”

“Don’t you mean ‘as welcomed as a
turd in a swimming pool’?” I asked Max, trying not to burst out
laughing again.

“See? You’re catching on?” Max
replied.

I laughed out
loud, spitting some tequila onto the table. Max had the best way of
phrasing things. That was what I liked about him, he always made me
smile. His bar was a place where many locals frequented. It wasn’t
part of the tourist scene even if it was on the main drag of
Haight-Ashbury. The Golden Skull reminded me of a biker bar,
something out of a Hell’s Angels
movie or Pee wee’s Big
Adventure.

The Death I knew and dated in Hell would have
fit in with his black leather jacket and jeans. Those were the days
long ago when I knew him simply as Demetri. The Death I knew now,
who worked for the House of G (as the Angel of Death) sporting his
Italian suits and canvas dress shoes, would certainly be out of his
element in Max’s bar. Part of me actually hoped he’d go against J’s
wishes and wear his leather jacket or drive up on his motorcycle.
That would be a way to go out in style, clinging to an attractive
man on his bike, riding for a destination unknown. I could still
recognize the sound Death’s bike made above all other bikes just by
the low growl of the exhaust pipes.

Jeremy, Max’s son stepped out of the back
supply room. “Do you mean Legends-of-the-Fall Brad or Fight-Club
Brad?” Obviously he had been listening to our
conversation.

“Snack
time,” the voice inside my head
mused.

“Fight-Club Brad,” I replied as I
carefully eyed him, making a mental note to not let my eyes glow at
him because of my insatiable appetite of late. No one in the House
of G told me that my bloodlust would reach new levels while being
around humans on Earth. I suppose, however, they wouldn’t have
known that.

It would have been super easy to feast on
Jeremy – he was young, soft, and doe-eyed, but I couldn't do that
to Max. Besides Jeremy was no longer scared of me. That was a
bonus. If you recall from a previous blog entry, our first meeting
when he snagged my iPhone out of my hands had left him with a
dismal opinion of me. Dismal isn’t the right word. Horrified is
probably a better choice. ITunes gift cards had finally won him
over. Jeremy was a harmless enough guy, despite his lack of
intelligence. I paused for a moment while listening to him explain
to his father what items they needed to order.

What had my
friend, Lynn said about him Jeremy? The
tequila clouded my brain. Finally it dawned on me. She had said his
elevator didn't reach the top floor. Silently I laughed. Lynn loved
to ‘people watch’ as she called. With our spending a lot of time
together in the recent months, I had learned that her judge of
character was actually really good. If she didn’t like someone
immediately on a hunch, it was usually for a good reason. Jeremy
was one of those cases. Even with his letting his hair grow out of
his Justin Bieber hairdo, she didn’t like him. I told her Jeremy
was harmless enough and didn’t see any reason to worry further
about it.

Max glanced over at Jeremy with irritation
etched on his face because he had been interrupted. “Why do we need
more cases of tequila? I placed an order week before
last.”

I noticed Jeremy’s hesitation. He twisted his
lips in a comical frown. I had no problems reading his facial
expressions. The song by Lady Gaga popped into my head. He did not
have a ‘p-p-p-poker face, p-p-p-poker face.’ This time I grunted a
little to hide another giggle.

“Max,” I spoke up. “I think I’m
the reason you’re low on tequila.” I raised my tall shot glass, and
clinked it against the skull-shaped liquor bottle that was Max’s
house brand.

“I thought you were in here a lot
with your friends, but cases worth? Come on?”

In the recent months I had been partying with
my friends. A lot actually. I was on vacation, so yes, it was true.
I had been in his neighborhood bar so much that Max considered me a
regular, not a tourist. After Lynn and the others wandered home,
I’d spend some evenings talking with Max in the bar until dawn or
going for long walks in Golden Gate park to watch the sun
rise.

Max was as smart as an online encyclopedia. He
knew everything, but he didn’t come off pompous or arrogant, just
knowledgeable. I had increased my overall education on Earth a
great deal by getting to know him. I had been tempted many times to
ask Max if he had a brother because he reminded me a lot of G, even
though I knew it was a silly idea.

“I'm celebrating National
Margarita Day every day...well, minus the margarita mix and salt,”
I said to both of them, filling my glass for another
shot.

“Sounds like you’ve already had
too much. You think your friend will mind if you're smashed when he
gets here? Thank god, your place is within walking distance from
here.”

I nodded, hating to admit that Max had
insisted on walking me home more than once after our evening talks.
I also refused to admit to him, or anybody else, that the drinking
kept my mind numb. I didn’t thirst for blood when I had a drink in
my hand. Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t perfect and I had slipped up
a time or two. Maybe that’s what I had to answer for. My sins. With
not having Michael’s blood, I had figured out alternative methods.
Drinking was the best I could come up with so far, with the
exception of drinking human blood here and there. Nobody’s perfect,
not even this vampire.

“When I'm smashed, I'm silly, Max.
That’s a better alternative to my being upset,” I mused. That was a
fairly true statement.

“I’d hate to see you angry,
Rayea,” Jeremy interjected.

“Yeah, that's one reason I let you
do your drinking here. I can keep an eye on you.” Max said as he
momentarily pulled his round blue tinted sunglasses downward along
the bridge of his nose. A glint of humor quickly passed in his
eyes. He shifted his heavy weight and resumed going over Jeremy’s
order list.

Max wore those round blue tinted sunglasses
all the time, even when wearing his bowling shirt and khaki shorts.
I assumed tonight was bowling night. He was certainly dressed to
‘roll the 300’ as he put it. I had googled what 300 meant in
bowling and found out it referred to bowling a perfect game, a task
Max had yet to full accomplish. It didn’t keep him from trying,
however. Max was very religious about his bowling.

Had I been paying attention just now, I might
have been able to get a closer look at Max’s eyes to see if they
were similar to G’s. He did have G's stocky build and similar white
hair, but that could be coincidence. I wondered often if they were
related, if that was possible. What had he said earlier about
family drama?

The voice inside
my head piped up, “I think Death is gonna
be a no show. We may be home free!”

I stared at the tequila bottle, attempting to
recall how many shots I had had. “Could I get drunk on something
other than blood? Surely not?” I mumbled. Glancing around the bar,
I realized I didn't see as many familiar faces. A few regulars sat
at the front of the bar where Max typically kept himself perched by
the cigarette machine. “Where is everyone, Max? Seems slow
tonight.”

“It's normal for Thursday. Most
people pour in around midnight. You usually don't show up this
early, hon. Jeremy said you’ve been here since 8 pm.”

“Oh, that's true,” I
said.

“I don’t think I’m druuunckk yet.”
I corrected myself, realizing I had slurred the last
word.

“Right,” he agreed. “Just a buzz.
That reminds me. When are you going to pay your tab? My tequila
isn't cheap.” He pointed to the glass skull bottle on my table. His
‘Day of the Dead’ brand tequila ran about $200 a bottle.

“When I sell my book, Maaahxx. I
told you thhaht.” Suddenly realizing that I was waiting for a
meeting with Death while drinking out of a ‘Day of the Dead’ skull
shaped bottle, I fell into a fit of laughter for what was probably
more than a few minutes.

“Oh my god, you
are hilarious,” the voice inside my head
stated flatly. “Get a
grip.”

I inhaled and
exhaled a few times, wiping the tears of laughter from my eyes.
“Man, I’ve had fun on this
vacation,” I thought to
myself.

“That's her last bottle for the
night, even if her friend shows up. I'm gonna roll. It’s half price
til midnight. Can you handle things for a few hours?” Max
asked.

“Sure thing, Dad. No worries,”
Jeremy beamed. “Rayea, I'll bring you some green tea.
Okay?”

Jeremy didn't wait for me to answer. I smiled
at Max as he returned a grimace at me and sauntered
away.

Realizing my speech was failing me, I decided
to not argue with Max. I knew Jeremy would give me any liquor I
wanted after his dad left. He knew better than to mess with me,
even if we were on friendly terms.

I glanced at my phone to see if Death had
texted me. It wasn't like him to be late.

Jeremy shoved the cup on my table and watched
me for a few moments.

I took my time
giving him my undivided attention. “Snack
time. Come
on,” the voice inside my head said
again.

“Yes?”

“I’ll take the bottle if you don’t
mind. I don’t want to get in trouble with my dad. No more drinks
okay?”

I had moved the glass skull closer to my side
of the table, on the other side of my laptop away from Jeremy, so
he couldn’t retrieve it. Casually I glanced at the bottle and then
him. “Take it, if you dare.”

“Come on, Rayea. Don’t be like
that. I don’t want to make a fuss. Give it up.”

Instead of unleashing my fangs on him, I
wrinkled my nose and bit my lip. I decided to cut my losses and
concede.

“Sure, Jeremy,” I replied. “I
should be getting home anyways. It’s late. If you see my Fight-Club
Brad friend, will you tell him I left?”

Jeremy cleaned
off the table as I packed up my belongings. The green tea had
cleared my head somewhat. Blick’s words in the email surfaced
again. I’ve asked Ra to find you before
Death…

Now would be the
perfect time to disappear. Would they even be able to find
me? Sighing loudly, I swung my backpack
over my shoulder as thoughts of escape walked through my
mind.

As I was turning to leave out the back door,
Jeremy’s voice startled me. “How many buttons do you have on your
backpack there?”

Facing him, I asked, “You wanna count em?” My
fangs popped out for all to see.

Jeremy turned several shades of white and
gray.

I left him standing there frozen in horror,
knowing full well I had set our friendship back several notches.
Knowing I may not survive my meeting with Death, I decided it
didn’t really matter.

***

The full moon
illuminated my path as I aimlessly walked home. I knew I could get
there without really paying attention, so I let my mind
wander. What would Ra have to tell me? Was
my mother really alive? I so wanted to
believe it could be true. But if I let myself imagine a reunion
with her only to find out later it was not possible… No, I wouldn’t
do that to myself.

I had racked up a list of ‘sins’ while
vacationing on Earth if the truth be told. I had been pushing my
luck, even for a vampire. That’s why the text message from J didn’t
surprise me, not nearly as shocking as Blick’s email. My mother was
alive? I had been an experiment? What did all of it
mean?

I had assumed I would get a scolding from J or
have my weapons taken from me at some point. I had ‘misplaced’ the
sawed-off shotgun and machete soon after Michael and Blick moved me
into a lovely renovated Victorian Home near the bar in the
Haight-Ashbury district.

You’re better
than that, Rayea. Words from Blick’s email
filtered through my head again. You mean
more to me than anyone else I know. He had
signed it with ‘All my
love.’ Maybe I was dense, but I had never
thought of Blick with any romantic intentions. He probably just
meant he loved me in a platonic sort of way, like good friends.
Wasn’t that what he meant?

“Only time will
tell,” the voice inside my head chimed in.
“Don’t you want some furry
love?”

“Shut up,” I breathed. “That’s
enough from you for tonight.” I paused, waiting for the light to
change. Anytime after 9 pm the Haight-Ashbury district came to
life. It was a busy tourist spot, so I turned down a quieter street
to be alone with my thoughts.

“Don’t get
defensive with me. If you love wolfie, cool. I won’t tell anyone.
Can we not worry about your overactive love life for once? I’m
hungry!”

“Tell me about it. Sorry friend.
We’re S.O.L. No blood tonight.”

It did make me wonder as I went over the email
in my head again. Did relationships start out like what I had with
Blick, or the way I pounced on the couch for a quickie with
Michael, or how it had begun with Ashton only a few months ago?
Star-struck puppy love? Good grief. My actions were all over the
place, and my love life was a total mess. Two of the three guys in
my life weren’t speaking to me currently. Talk about the
odds.

And the guy I was meeting, when he found time
to show up, was my ex-boyfriend. Imagine that.
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