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Diaemus stood in the room and sensed the others. They didn’t come out of hiding only watched as he walked across the room. Bloody Mary was dead and so was the master. It was almost too easy. He killed them both and hoped he didn’t have to kill again. He wasn’t sure what was coming next and hoped it wasn’t bad. 

“I know you’re out there and I won’t hurt you.” 

He said and after a few moments of silence wondered if anyone was really hiding or it was merely his imagination.

Then they began coming out, the two women from before, who served and crawled over the master were now standing here. He could tell they were twins, deep dark eyes, soft features. They could have come from the same family. 

“Who are you?” one asked. Diaemus stepped back, he had expected them to be a little friendly, but he felt hate coming from both of them.

“I am Diaemus.” He said as he glanced down at the axe nearby, he felt a little sad thinking he might need to kill them too.

Something hit him quickly as a shriek filled the air, the twins were attacking. They spun at him with speed he hadn’t known, he wondered if they might be faster than he was. 

He ducked as a claw swiped at his face and he could feel blood trickle down his cheek. 

One had him on the floor, pinning him with her legs. Her thin arms were deceptively strong as she held him down while the other went for the axe. 

“We will teach you to kill our people.” The voices coming from them were demonic. 

These things weren’t vampires they were something else entirely. 

He stopped struggling for a moment as he watched the other one pick up the axe and raise it above her head.

“So, tell me, where did you find all these weapons?” the one standing paused for a minute, she wasn’t expecting the question and stared at him for a moment.  As she stood there he watched as her arms came down for just a moment.

Her sister began relaxing her grip and he bucked her off sending her into her sister and they both fell to the floor. He stood up and watched them. He tried reading them and found something else looking back at him.

His mind linked to theirs and could see something dark, a traveling carnival going down a dark road. 

They weren’t vampires, they were something else.

“Who are you?” Diaemus asked as he caught his breath. They stood there for a moment.

“We are the daughters of Set, from a kingdom beyond.”

“Why are you here?” he asked, they seemed as curious of him as he was of them. 

“We don’t know, we were hunting a human who had entered our realm and ended up here.”

“We liked it here and decided to continue or empire here, the humans here are...” she stopped to find the right words and licked her lip. “Very nice.” She continued. 

Diaemus nodded and wiped the blood from his face, he had never heard of them, and thought he was the only one of his kind. 

“Am I to assume you turned humans into something else?”

The women glanced at each other and smiled. “Yes, we are.” 

“I am to also assume you would fight me if I wanted you to go back where you came from?”

“Why would you want to do that?”

“You are a formidable fighter, and we have no leader now so we will follow you. But don’t think we will ever go back to that hell.”

Diaemus watched them, this would be difficult. He was intrigued as to where they had come from, he didn’t know there were other places beyond this life. 

“Where are you from?” he asked. 

One of the sisters shook her head and sent a telepathic message, “We would rather die than go back. you will not speak of it again.” 

Another message. Kinder and more of a whisper than a shout. “We are harpies. We don’t belong here.”

“I don’t know if I belong here either.”

They walked through the tunnels in silence. He could sense the others hiding and whispering. Was he a hunter? 

Was he there to kill them all?
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Diaemus wasn’t sure how far he should trust these sisters, they weren’t like him. He could feel the blood lust from them, it felt like a hot, sick wave which seeped through his skin and into his bones. He knew that if he were still human, he would feel something else he hadn’t felt in a few centuries. Fear. They didn’t attack him again and he thought they would attack again if they were given the chance. 

The other vampires in the room were coming out and looked at him like a fascinating animal. He wasn’t human, and not one of them either. 

They walked out to him and nodded, there were six, four woman and two males. All young, all beautiful by human standards. He smiled politely at each of them, none of them got very close. He assumed they might be afraid of him. He did just kill two of their kind right in front of them so he couldn’t blame them for fear.     

“So, what do we do now?” Diaemus said as he watched the others surround him. He wasn’t sure what to do. He was used to being by himself, living in his jungle and then the men with ships and weapons came. Then the treasure hunters. Now that he was here, so far from home he wanted to go back. This wasn’t home. 

“Whatever we want.” Said one of the sisters, he hadn’t asked their names and being twins he wasn’t sure he’d know which one was which. 

They approached him and smiled. It was a quiet, threatening smile. He saw one like it years ago on a snake. 

“Do you wish to live here with us?” one of the sisters asked as they approached and touched his shoulder, her touch was cold, and her blood red nails looked like talons of some strange bird. Diaemus pulled away slowly, he felt in danger. The other vampires watched as he backed away. They kept their distance as they watched the scene.

As he stepped away, he thought he saw a familiar face in the back of the room. his eyes scanned the back quickly, but she was gone. 

“No offense but I really don’t know you very well, and when it is time for me to rest, I’ll pick a place on my own.”

The other vampires began to retreat back into the shadows, and he could see why. A sliver of sunlight was coming through a gap between the door and door jam. It danced across the wall making the others duck away and hide. Diaemus didn’t. the sun had no power over him.

He stood in front of the light and could feel the warmth, he knew his exposed skin was turning grey, almost ashen. But he would live.

At least he hoped he would. The sisters were in a corner near a narrow door and watched as he stood in the light in horror and fascination. 

He stood with outstretched arms and let the morning sun caress his narrow cheeks. 

He felt the looks he was getting and before he moved from the light, he heard one of the sisters say the words he had always hated.

“He is a god.” 

A loud screeching roar made the floor shake a little and the wall with the door shook making the wood move a little more exposing the room to the sun. 

Diaemus didn’t know what was going on and so he stood in the empty room.

He heard someone trying to tear open the door and after finally forcing it Diaemus saw who they were. A man wearing a hard hat and a young woman stood in the doorway she gasped as she saw him. Short, thin, and the darkest hair and eyes she had ever seen. 

He saw her and smiled; she looked like one of the members of his tribe so long ago.

Olive colored skin, short, dark hair, and the most beautiful eyes he had ever seen. 

The man in the hard had stepped inside and looked at him with puzzlement. 

“You’re going to have to leave, we’re going to be remodeling this whole place for the next few months.” 
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As Diaemus stood with the humans in the light the rest of the vampires snuck into the shadows and went down into the hidden stairways which led to tunnels far underneath the city. The two sisters led a few of them into a chamber in the middle of the chamber sat old concrete slabs lay side by side with small gaps between them.

The sisters lay between the slabs and lay in the dim light far below the city. 

Someone entered their realm, disrupted their lives, freed them from the darkness.

He opened a dark mirror and entered it, he wanted magic. They wanted freedom. 

As he stood in the desolate road and watched the sky roll over head, he didn’t see them run past him and as the portal was still open, they escaped into the human world. 

They found food, shelter and could hide from anyone, they weren’t sure of anyone from the other realm knew they were here. 

They had been awakened years ago when a group of runaways had found the tunnels and decided to use this place as a home.

The sisters woke to the sounds of music and killed all but six, those six became their consorts. 

Then the creature arrived. It wanted to make them all his. The fight was one-sided. 

They wanted to destroy it, it was causing too much attention to them and then Diaemus showed up. so far it was going to be an interesting week.

“Do you
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