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I’ve seen all the movies. Just like you have. 

Only I know they’re all utter crap.

And I’m not talking quality here. Even after three centuries, I’m no movie expert. I know what I like, and what I don’t. It’s just that on the subject of vampires, I happen to have firsthand experience.

It’s been a little over three hundred years now, and I know (from said movies above) that it seems like it should be a pretty cool thing. Cheating death, and all. But, in reality—and I’ve had a whole lot of reality—it sucks.

So here’s the thing, and this you already know, vampires can’t die. Well, there is one way, but I’ll get to that in a minute.

No stakes to the heart. No silver bullets or whatever. Nothing. 

Shoot me, and my body will spit out the bullet—wherever it is—and immediately repair and regenerate itself on the spot. Stab me, same thing.

I get run over by a car, or jump off a tall building or cliff or something, same thing happens. My body will immediately (and very quickly, I might add) repair and heal whatever needs to be repaired and healed.

Try to cut off my head, and succeed? I pick my head back up, place it back on my neck, and muscle and arteries and all that get patched back together. I’m as good as new. Now, this hasn’t actually happened to me. But I’ve heard plenty of stories.

I have to admit, the idea of being able to see out of your eyes, which are no longer on a head attached to your body, strikes me as really, really strange. And in some of the stories I’ve heard, the vampire in question had to carry their head a ways, in order to find another vampire who would help them get it back on right. 

Apparently, when you get your head cut off and have to put it back on again, it’s a little easier to have someone help you with setting it back up just right. Go figure.

Uh, let me think of some other ways to die that wouldn’t work for me because, believe me, I’ve had plenty of time to sit around and think about these things.

Oh, I’ve got it! (And this I’ve actually seen happen. Swear to God.) Let’s say I was out in the woods and ran upon some horrible, vicious wild animal. A wolf, maybe. And the wolf catches me and starts to eat me.

Well, no matter how much of my body is now digesting inside the wolf’s stomach, whatever part of me is still on the outside will regenerate. 

I’ve always wondered what might happen if the animal managed to eat all of me, bones and all, and I kind of figured that maybe I would just burst their body open as I became whole again. 

That I’ve never seen, but what I have seen is me (this is maybe a hundred years ago. I’ve kind of lost track) and my friend, Ben, were out in the woods. Not hunting or doing anything, just passing through. (And by the way, if there is one thing that makes me steaming mad, it’s all these depictions of vampires drinking animal blood instead of human blood, but I’ll talk more about that later too.) We came upon a bear, and I mean, right up on that bear. Usually animals aren’t much of a problem because we’re so fast, but in this case, the bear had cubs with her. We were so engrossed in what we were talking about or something, and anyway, Ben couldn’t get away fast enough.

Next thing I know, he’s missing parts of his torso and a bit of an arm, I think, but finally I do something that scares the bear away. I look over at Ben, and he’s fine. A little sore, and a little scared, honestly. But all of him is there. I swear to God.

And again, I couldn’t figure out how a part of Ben is in the bear, and then the same part regenerates itself on his body. Whatever.

So anyway, anything else that you could probably think of that would kill a human—poison, being drowned, being buried alive, on an on—those things won’t kill a vampire. Only light will.

This is usually the one thing the movies get right. And, I have to say, fairly accurately in terms of what actually happens to your body. Sort of drying up and decaying at the same time. The only thing is, it’s not quick. Not at all.

You’ve got almost ten minutes before you can really feel the effects of the light. This is how we get around during the day. Very quickly. Because, by the way, there are no potions, no rings, no spells, nothing that will save you from the light.

All in all, it would take about thirty to forty minutes to kill you. And, apparently, death by light is too excruciating for words.

Let me tell you about vampire suicide. There have been precisely three in all of recorded vampire history. Three. And that’s in five thousand years.

I’ve thought about it. I’m not going to lie, but the honest truth is I’m too much of a coward. 

Anyway, that’s enough background for now. I’m starting to get hungry.
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Humans have this idea that vampires can’t eat real food, some of them anyway, because we feed on blood to keep us alive and healthy. Not true. We can eat anything we want. We just have to make sure we’re drinking blood too.

Usually, I like to sit down to a good meal of human food (as in, food that humans eat, not human flesh or blood) before I go out hunting. It kind of just fits with a good night out on the town. And that’s exactly what I did this one particular Thursday night.

I’m kind of a loner. You would think that after three centuries I’d have a ton of other immortal friends, but no. I don’t connect with other people that well, not even other vampires, but I do have a hunting buddy. Her name is Lola.

So anyway, around eight thirty or so last Thursday night, Lola and I left my apartment to go to this new restaurant in town. One that everyone is dying (excuse the pun) to go to, and it’s practically impossible to get reservations. Only thing is, I had gotten one.

In fact, this was actually the second one I had gotten, so the restaurant wasn’t new to us. It’s sort of like this fusion, comfort food kind of thing. The chef is pretty famous, you know, like a brand name, and goddammit, it’s delicious.

I had been able to get a reservation because...well, let me say it like this. Vampires are irresistible to humans.

I honestly can’t figure it out. Creatures (and I won’t say people, even though that’s what we look like) who feed on blood are dead, but not really, and can’t live in the light. I just don’t understand.

Back when I was human, there were no stories about vampires, not specifically anyways. This whole thing where vampires pop up constantly in movies, and books and TV, just didn’t happen (for obvious reasons, but also because vampires just weren’t a thing you heard about).

So when vampires really started to become popular, I couldn’t believe it, and I still haven’t figured out what the appeal is. Maybe if I had been human at some point in the last hundred years or so, I’d get it. But as it stands right now, I just don’t.

Ok, but back to the reservations. As I was saying, vampires are irresistible to humans. Now sometimes you’ll see where the vampire can actually control a human being through their eyes or whatever. That’s not how this works exactly.

I’m not controlling anyone. Not really. People just want to do what I say.

I think I’m considered beautiful too, like if I were just a normal woman, so maybe that has something to do with it also. But in general, vampires will get their way because they are so attractive to humans. And, of course, this is happening on a subconscious level, so a vampire’s pull is really powerful.

So that’s how I got the reservations. Even over the phone, without any face to face interaction, vampires will get what they want.

I’ve used this power mercilessly when I want to get into certain restaurants. I’ve been to pretty much every place in town that’s of note.

Right, so Lola and I went out to this restaurant, and we were going to eat dinner before we go hunting.

I ordered fried chicken, but it was like this chicken that has all these South American flavors fused into it. Because the restaurant belongs to a famous chef, you know they pull out all the stops with the breading and the marinating and all that. So you end up with this amazing fried chicken that you’ve never really tasted before. Like I said, amazing.

Lola was eating shrimp, and they also looked amazing. Our waiter, this young guy who was about the age that we look, and who would be considered very attractive by human women (we thought he was attractive too, but it’s a little bit different for us) flirted with us the whole time. And all I was doing was sizing him up to see how good of a meal he would make. 

I wondered what he would think, if he knew what I was thinking. Here he was, trying his darnedest to do something to get one of us into bed later (or maybe both of us), and I was sitting here thinking about the best circumstance to get him in so I could drain his body of all of his blood.

At one point during dinner, I turned my head and found myself staring directly at a table of vampires. Four of them. All males.

It only took about five seconds for the six of us to make an unspoken agreement not to hunt in each other’s territory. Lola was now looking at them also.

Vampires have, well, I guess I’ll call it telepathy, with each other. We can communicate by focusing in on the being of one another. It’s not really mind reading and it’s not like we can hear each other’s thoughts. It’s just that I can know and the other vampire can know exactly what we want to communicate to each other. So anyway, we all decided we would go one way and they would go another, and we wouldn’t step on each other’s toes.

Lola and I finished dinner and our waiter tried to set up a time to meet later, at one of the bars nearby. I had already decided I didn’t want this one. I don’t know, sometimes I just do that. So unless Lola wanted him, I didn’t care one bit about meeting up later.

I could tell by the way she told him we would be there that she wasn’t interested. Lucky him.

When we left, he had a huge smile on his face, and I mused to myself that he should be happy he wouldn’t die tonight. But of course that wasn’t what he was happy about. I walked out of that restaurant, into the cool air, and forgot about him almost instantly.

Lola and I walked several blocks until we got to the intersection where the night life scene was. Lots of people in their twenties and thirties, drinking way too much, possibly ingesting other substances and looking to hook up. It was dark, but the lights that were on were way too bright and all around. This ordinary street during the day became a fantasy play land at night. It was the perfect place to hunt.
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Lola and I sat in this lounge style bar, which was usually the first place we frequented on our nights out. If we were lucky we would find our meal here, and if not we would move on after an hour or so.

“Hey, Vic. What about that one? He’s your type, right.”

I looked over at the guy Lola was pointing out. Early twenties. Maybe not even out of school yet. Nice build, tall (that was good because he would have plenty of blood), and an air about him that told you he thought extremely well of himself. Yes, he was just my type.

“Good eye,” I said, taking a sip of my drink—an Old Fashioned—and eyeing my target. 

He was standing with three women, all of whom seemed very interested. He would have his pick tonight, but first—if I knew his type well—he would string all three of them along to at least a few other spots, leaving his final choice until the early morning hours. I would, of course, jump in at some point and steal him. I would follow him wherever he went until I was ready to strike.

It was easier, and more fun, if Lola and I stayed together until we caught up to our victims, but sometimes we had to split up if our marks went different ways. Often, we would try to target friends. This worked well. 

“See anyone you like?” I asked.

I watched her as she looked over toward the bar where my target was, trying to see who his friends were. It was a little hard to tell as my target was only talking to women at the moment. 

Then, the guy directly to his right, who a second before had his back to my target, turned a little toward him and slung an arm around my target’s neck, laughing and showing off for the girls he was talking to.

The friend was attractive with dark hair, not as athletically built as my target, a little shorter, but better dressed. Behind his eyes was a dark curiosity that I knew, after decades as buddies, Lola would like.

She looked over at me and then, without speaking, communicated to me what I already knew.

“The next place?” she asked, strategizing about when we would approach them.

“Let’s follow and see,” I said.

I liked to wait for the perfect moment before approaching my targets. The bulls eye of approaches. Truthfully, it’s not like I need it. It’s just more fun for me. 

Their eyes light up in a certain way, and their desire is palpable. It heightens my anticipation of feeding. Not that feeding needs any buildup. The process is just more fun for me that way.

So, Lola and I sat back and sipped our drinks, making idle conversation with each other and people watching.

What always amazed me through the centuries wasn’t how much things had changed. It was how much things stayed the same.

Human interaction was essentially the same now as it had been when I was human. The rules changed and the details changed, but how people related to each other was the same.

Same jealousies, same desires, same anger, same power moves, same—I don’t know how to say this exactly—but the way people act when they want something out of another person is exactly the same. 

Sure, women can now go out at night, scantily dressed and interact with men, barely disguising what they really want (if they even know what they want), and that wasn’t always the case.

But the thing is, the new rules have only revealed what was already there under the surface. They didn’t change anything about the behavior, only revealed the behavior. It’s the same as it’s always been.

Every once in a while, a man would walk up to us and try to talk us up, which we obliged. We needed something to do to pass the time. Finally, we saw our marks paying their tabs and taking the girls they had met out the door and to the next place.

We paid our own tab, and left a generous tip, before heading out the door after them. They walked into the bar two doors down. A dive bar. Well, not really a dive, just a place made up to look like one. I always liked this place. Wooden. Dark. Odd decor. But mostly because it was dark.

They weren’t making Old Fashioneds here, not ones that I would trust anyway, so I just ordered a bourbon. It was sweet and spicy, and left my mouth feeling a little like it was on fire. Right up my alley.

Lola drank wine no matter where we went. Always red. Even if we were in a place where it just looked odd to be drinking wine—like this place—that’s what she drank. Said it reminded her of the blood she would drink later.

We can’t get drunk. We can get to the point where we feel warm and fuzzy, but nothing beyond that. So essentially we can drink all night and be perfectly fine. And no hangovers either.

This is perfect when we need to follow a mark for a long time. We just sip away and don’t have to worry about any of the effects. 

I’ve even used this to impress a mark, even though I don’t need to. It’s just for fun.

Our targets still had their girls with them. But it was early. They would want to go someplace else before they went home. Maybe two or three places. I didn’t think I would be approaching here, and I communicated that to Lola, who made eye contact to say that she understood. 

I went to take another sip of my drink when I felt a large hand on my bare shoulder. I was surprised at the warmth and I hoped it didn’t feel how cold I was. Vampires tended to run a little under 98.6, except when we were feeding.

“You’re cold. You need to find a way to warm up,” a familiar voice said, flirtatiously.

It was the waiter from the restaurant. 

Lola looked at me, and I knew she was saying, “Oh, shit.” I didn’t need vampire communication for that.

He bent down toward Lola and kissed her cheek, which she accepted graciously but with a cool air about her. I couldn’t remember what his name was, although I’m sure he had told us.

I sent that over to Lola with a look, to see if she remembered his name and I found out that she was trying to do the same thing. 

Finally, I just gave up trying to look like I actually cared.

“What was your name again?” I asked.

He looked over at me, at first pleased that I was speaking to him (I could tell), and then a little offended that I didn’t remember his name from a few hours before. He hid it pretty well, but not well enough.

“Uh, Matt. From the restaurant?”

“Oh, right,” I said and sort of waved my hand in the air, “I know you’re from the restaurant. I just couldn’t remember your name.”

He looked at me and was actually hurt. I was amused by how plainly he showed his feelings. This wasn’t just me picking things up intuitively from decades upon decades of observing people. Anyone could have seen this. I flinched a little and wasn’t sure why.

Matt quickly recovered his composure and smiled, showing very straight, very white teeth.

“You must have already had quite a night,” he said and motioned toward my drink. He saw that I was down to just the ice cubes and offered to buy me another one. Lola too. 

Matt got up and made his way to the bar. I could see several women in the crowd taking long looks at him. Hopefully he would get caught up with one of them and forget about our drinks. And us.

Lola looked over at me and put her hands around her face.

“Sorry,” she said, drawing out the word. “I forgot this was the place. I was barely paying attention when he said it. I had totally forgotten about him.”

“We’ll get rid of him. Or he’ll get distracted by someone else,” I said, trying to sound upbeat, but I was irritated. Irritated at Matt for actually showing up, and irritated at Lola for making this mistake.

I didn’t like being disturbed while hunting, and now I had to watch my mark and deal with Matt hanging around. I wouldn’t be able to stalk as well if I had to divide my attention, but I also didn’t have enough brain power available to figure out what to do with Matt.

I didn’t like drawing any attention to myself that was out of the ordinary. Or being seen too much with my mark. I needed to remember that at the end of the night I would produce a dead body, and I still wanted to be able to hunt here in the future. I wasn’t ready to leave this city yet.

It had been maybe ten minutes since Matt had gone to the bar, and I still had my eye on my mark, who still had the three girls with him. I started to think that maybe Matt really had gotten distracted and wouldn’t come back. Or better yet, had actually left the bar.

My mark and his friends looked pretty comfortable in this place, the drinks in their hands half-full, so I didn’t think they’d be leaving anytime soon. I sat back with Lola and chatted.

I scanned the crowd, between keeping my eye on my target, and was pleased to find I could not see Matt anywhere. I began to relax as I figured he had probably just moved on.

“Here you go.”

A large hand appeared in my vision, coming from over my shoulder, and pushed a glass of bourbon into my hand. I sighed when Matt walked around from behind me and handed Lola her glass of wine.

He sat down between us with a beer and settled in. This was going to be a long night.

He chatted up Lola for a while, and I was completely silent, watching the crowd, and keeping my target in sight.

One of his new female friends was beginning to get awfully touchy, and I could see that she was in first place among her friends in the competition for his attention. She would be the one he picked at the end of the night. I was now sure of that. And I would steal him right out from under her nose. This was shaping up to be a good game.

“Hello? You with us?”

I looked over at Matt, who apparently had started speaking to me without my knowledge, and watched as he waved his hand in front of my face.

“I said, what’s your name? I don’t think you ever said what it was.”

“Oh,” I said, bringing my attention away from the crowd and back to our little group. “Victoria.”

“That’s a lot of syllables,” Matt said and smiled his toothy smile. “Are you a Vicki?”

“No,” I said, without a smile. “Lola calls me Vic. You can call me that if you want.”

“Vic, huh? Vic is the name of my car guy. Might take me a little while to get used to calling you that. Vic is nowhere near as pretty.”

I pitied Matt in that moment. Trying to be slick, not knowing how close he was to a monster.

“I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” I said and smiled in the meanest way I could.

“I’m sure I will,” Matt said, and his voice got just the slightest bit huskier as he said it. This poor fool.

Here I was in a bar, stalking a man-container full of blood, and the one in front of me just couldn’t leave well enough alone. I felt like a lioness who went out to hunt gazelle, only to find one hopping straight into her mouth. Made me downright angry.

I turned my head just as my target went back to the bar for a round of drinks, and saw that his friend, the one Lola had her eye on, was walking toward us. Well, not toward us exactly, but in our direction.

I realized the bathroom must be behind us somewhere, and I turned my head around to confirm. I was correct.

Lola had picked him up in her vision, and as soon as she looked at him directly, he made eye contact with her and smiled. 

He slowed down and looked like he was going to walk up to her, but instead he just sort of smiled and kept walking past us, all the while looking at her.

“Looks like you just made a friend,” Matt said. He’d been paying more attention than I realized.

Lola and I looked at each other, and I knew that now was the time. For her at least.

Usually, I went first and she followed, but sometimes it just worked out the other way around. I’m not used to being a follower, so I’m always a little uncomfortable when this happens. But when the perfect moment strikes, you can’t ignore it, and this was downright perfect.

I watched as a few minutes later the guy walked back toward us on his way to the bar, his eyes on Lola the whole time. Once again he looked like he might actually stop and talk to her, but then his gait picked up again. Lola reached out her arm to stop him as he passed. He looked like he had died and gone to heaven. The irony.

I couldn’t hear what she said to him, her hand still on his arm, but his body language indicated extreme interest. I knew Lola would have no problems from here.

They talked for a few minutes and then he motioned over toward the bar where my mark and his girls were. Lola got up to go with him. She looked over at me and didn’t communicate anything directly, but, then again, she didn’t have to.

I kept my eyes on the two of them as they walked toward the bar, and then watched as Lola was introduced to my mark, who appraised her in a way that made his number one jealous. She didn’t protest or anything, but it was clear from the expression on her face that she wasn’t pleased with Lola’s intrusion.

“You like that guy over there?” Matt asked, and I suddenly remembered that he was still sitting there.

“Who?” I said, wondering if he was really that perceptive as to know who I was watching.

“The guy by the bar. The friend of the guy who just picked your friend up.”

He was perceptive. I was more impressed than I wanted to be. I decided to play along.

“Yeah, I do like him. I’ve been watching him all night. In fact,” I stopped here and leaned in toward Matt, “if you want to know a secret, I actually followed him here from another bar.”

“Really? Why don’t you just go up and talk to him? He’d drop those other girls in a second if you went up to him.”

Apparently, Matt was going to play along too.

“Well, I’ll tell you another secret,” I said, feeling really bold now. I leaned in toward Matt again, but this time I put my mouth right up near his ear so he could feel my breath on him. I whispered my next sentence. “I’m going to kill him.”

A little shudder went through Matt’s body and I wasn’t sure whether it was due to my words or to how close I was to him. He hesitated for a couple of seconds and then began playing along again.

“How’re you going to do it? Death by orgasm?” He was purposefully being suggestive, teasing me, but at the same time genuinely fearful.

“I’m going to drain all the blood from his body,” I said, this time saying it loudly between us, where anyone could have heard. I smiled. I was starting to have fun with Matt.

“You watch too many movies,” he said and smiled, the fear still visible on his face.

“I know,” I said and turned my vision back to my mark, not caring that I was sitting there with Matt.

“Seriously, though, I’m surprised. That guy looks like a douche.”

“He probably is,” I said, not taking my eyes off my target.

“So you’re saying you like assholes?”

I turned to him and looked him right in the eyes.

“Yeah.”

We sat there for a few minutes, and at one point I really thought he was going to get up and leave, but then he started talking again.

“Do you think I’m an asshole?”

I looked over at him and made a show of looking him up and down.

“No. Do you think you’re an asshole?”

“No,” he said and shook his head so that his hair moved with it. He was being genuine.

“Do you want to help me?” I asked.

“Help you?”

“Yeah. Help me get my target.”

I was just being mean now. Trying anything to get him to go away. I figured if he wanted to keep hanging out, he should make himself useful. And if he left, so what.

“You want me to help you get with that guy? The douche?”

“Yeah. I told you. I need to feed on his blood.”

“Oh, so you’re a vampire,” Matt said and smiled like I had just been teasing him all this time.

“Yes, obviously,” I said. “Wasn’t that clear when I said I wanted to drain his body of all of his blood?”

“Wait,” he said, “let me see your teeth.”

I showed him, and it was obvious he was looking for fangs. Fangs were only visible right as you were about to feed and during, of course.

“You don’t have fangs.”

“No, they only come out when I’m about to bite someone.”

“Hmmm,” he said and then leaned back in his seat. I knew he was thinking about all the things he knew about vampires.

“Well, it was still a little bit light out when you came into the restaurant earlier. I thought vampires couldn’t go in the light.”

At least he was getting closer, I thought.

“We’ve got some leeway. About ten minutes before we really feel the effects.”

Matt crossed his arms and squinted his eyes as he tried to think of more vampire facts.

“Wait,” he said and actually leaned forward and snapped his fingers as if a thousand light bulbs had just gone off in his head. “Your dinner. The chicken. I know it had garlic in it.”

I almost laughed out loud. Where on earth the idea that vampires couldn’t stand garlic had come from was beyond me. Believe me, we were perfectly fine with it. I personally loved it. That was one of the strangest ideas that humans had about vampires.

“That’s bullshit,” I said, “vampires are perfectly fine with garlic despite what you may have heard.”

“Changing the rules for yourself, huh?”

“I’m not changing any rules. That garlic thing is all made up. I don’t know where it ever came from.”

He sat back again, his eyes not as squinty as they were, and, finally, instead of saying something reached out and touched my arm. His hand was deliciously warm.

“You are a little cold,” he said, and his grip lingered longer than I would have expected it to.

“Do you believe me now?”

“Yeah, all right. I believe you.”

Matt must have really liked games because he was certainly enjoying himself playing this one. Of course, he probably thought this was some kind of elaborate foreplay. I’d continue letting him think that.

“Wait—one more thing. How old are you?” he asked.

“Three hundred and fourteen.”

“Funny. You don’t look a day over twenty-two.”

“It’s the moisturizer I use.”

Matt threw his head back and laughed, and I found myself surprised that I had just made a joke. It was funny, though.

“Okay,” said Matt, “what do we do?”

“We wait.”

The next twenty minutes or so, Matt and I chatted. I was getting more and more used to his presence, and less and less irritated. 

Since I had revealed myself to him, I oddly felt more comfortable, even if he thought it was just a joke. I had never done that before.

Lola had whatever-his-name-was practically wrapped around her at this point. Over the years, while watching Lola work, there was always this point when I noticed the target’s brain seemed to go hazy and he was practically begging to die. Not that he knew that’s what he was begging for, but it was this look that came from behind his eyes. Like they were empty and wanted to be filled. What they never understood was that they were filled now, yet would soon be empty.

Lola looked over at me for just the briefest second, and I realized that she would need to leave with her target now. It was the right time. Usually this didn’t happen so fast, and for a moment I felt a little disoriented. 

She was out the door with him before I knew it, and I felt the pang of envy I always felt when she got to feed first.

I looked at my target who was taking the last sip of his drink and rounding up the girls who had been following him around all night. I wondered if he would go to a new bar or was getting ready to go home. I started to worry that I had missed my chance.

Dammit. Matt was distracting me. 

My target began walking toward the exit, and I started to panic. Nothing felt right to me about this. Something was off.

“I’ve got to go.” I stood up abruptly, my jovial tone long gone. “Are you coming with me?”

Why did I ask that? 

I wasn’t sure. Matt’s presence was incensing me, and yet I had gotten used to him.

Matt was taken aback at my tone, yet he didn’t look at me angrily as he answered that, sure, he would come with me.

I knew he wanted to come with me. No matter how mean or abrupt I was. Even if I put a collar and leash on him and made him come, he wouldn’t have protested. Maybe that’s what made me angry. But maybe that’s why I asked him to come with me too.

Matt got to his feet a little unsteadily. Whether that was due to the alcohol or in reaction to me, I wasn’t sure. But I did know he was in a hurry to follow me.

I didn’t say another word, just walked out the door and kept a close eye on my mark, who was also a little unsteady on his feet now as he walked down the street.

That disappointed me, and the feeling like none of this was going the way it should came back to me in full force.

You see, when a person has had too much to drink, their blood takes on a rancid quality. It’ll do the job, but it’s not pleasant. I’ll avoid feeding on someone who’s wasted. That’s why hunting under these conditions takes so much finesse. You want him to have had a few drinks, but not so many his blood has been ruined. I was beginning to worry that my target had already had too much.

Matt followed behind me, strangely at a distance. When I turned my head and saw him walking, I realized his unsteadiness of a few minutes ago must have been due to his reaction to me because he looked totally fine out here. 

I was curious as to why he wouldn’t walk beside me, not that I wanted him to. It was like we were all stalking each other. Except that the stalking was known and consensual between Matt and me. This night was getting weirder and weirder. 

My mark turned into another bar, and I knew right then that this would be the last one of the night. 

I went in and Matt followed a couple of seconds behind me. This place was much quieter than the last, but also much, much darker.

My memory of this last bar is for some reason exceptionally hazy, except for the dark and the thickness of the air inside. It was as if breathing took that much more effort in here.

I watched as my mark drank. And then drank some more.

Matt got up to get us both drinks, and soon enough I sent him back up to the bar to get me another one. He came back with my drink and a water.

“Why do I get the feeling you could drink me under the table?” he asked.

“Because I can,” I answered, not taking my eyes off my target. “Vampires don’t get drunk.”

“This is an odd night,” Matt said, sipping his water, but not seeming to direct his comment at anyone. Not even himself.

I agreed with him but didn’t respond.

The truth was starting to hit me, though I didn’t want to believe it. My mark was too drunk.

He was too drunk for me, and frankly, he was even too drunk for the girls in front of him, who I sensed were beginning to get bored with him.

My thoughts were confirmed when the three of them left the bar, leaving my target sitting on a barstool, his head drooping over his drink.

Fuck.

I sat there for a couple of minutes, wondering how I could have been so wrong. Usually, I know the ones that will be wasted at the end of the night. I had overestimated how interested my mark was in those girls. I thought for sure that he’d be fine.

Finally, even he left the bar, swaying on his feet. He exited into the night and I never saw him again.

I wasn’t desperate to feed, but I was pretty hungry. I started to think of a contingency plan, surveying the crowd, but it was no use. Nothing felt right to me. It was too late now.

Matt was watching me. 

I picked up on this as I gave up looking for another target and realized that he had been gazing at me for some time.

“Looks like he got away. Lucky him.”

I went to respond with something witty, but instead, and before I knew it, I leaned in and kissed Matt.

His body melted into mine, filling in the crevices that the outline of my body created. His mouth was warm and wet in all the right ways, and his hands went straight to my ass and thighs. 

I didn’t care if anyone in this place saw us.

I put my hand into his hair and felt his scalp. I grasped some of his hair firmly, even painfully, and the thought occurred to me that I could break his neck in a second.

The kissing stopped and I looked in his eyes as I was just inches from his face. There was the look.

I hadn’t wanted to do this. From the moment I saw him earlier, I hadn’t wanted him. But now he was my only choice. I would give him one last chance.

I opened my mouth and bared my teeth, revealing to him the fangs that were beginning to descend. Whether or not he saw them, and I’m not sure, but he kissed me again, pushing his tongue into my mouth desperately.

I had given him the chance, and he had denied it.

I got up suddenly, and he looked horrified at the space that was now between us. Without a word, I walked out of the bar and onto the street. I couldn’t see, but I knew that Matt was following behind me, just as he had done from the last bar.

I was looking for the best place to take him, and finally I diverted off the street and into an alley with a dead end.

In a nook to the left side were some garbage cans and discarded cardboard boxes. I turned myself around just in time to grab Matt and pull him into the nook with the refuse. There I kissed him.

I kissed him like I wanted to pull the breath out of his body, and he did the same. My body temperature started to rise and I felt my fangs fully form in my mouth.

Standing, I couldn’t quite reach his neck.

“Kneel down,” I said and was surprised at how gently it came out. 

Matt obeyed and I got down too, kissing him on the lips first and then kissing and licking his neck. 

Just as they always were, he was putty in my hands.

I bit down hard through his skin and felt the rich liquid enter my mouth and go down my throat, filling my stomach.

Relief washed over me as his blood pumped out of his body and into mine. I was halfway through when I felt his arms go around my waist, in the most tender way I’d ever been touched. That had never happened before.

I continued drinking, but I was distracted by his arms. Finally, I couldn’t help it. I pulled away from his neck and looked at him.

“What are you doing?” he asked in a breathy voice that indicated how weak he was getting.

“I told you. I’m a vampire.”

Matt smiled up at me in a tired way, trying to find enough voice to speak.

“I didn’t believe you,” he said, and smiled like he had just gotten the joke.

“I know,” I said, watching the blood trickle out of the little holes in his neck. If I didn’t finish the job and kill him, if he had any blood left, he would become a vampire too.

“Am I going to die?” he asked, beginning to slump over.

“Yes,” I said in a gentle hiss.

Matt sort of nodded at me then, and his eyes rolled back in his head as he exposed his neck to me once more and accepted the inevitable.

I stared at those two little holes for what seemed like years and thought of the decades, the centuries that had passed since I became this way.

I knew I needed to kill him. Not just for my sake, but for his too. I had brought him to the brink of death and I could bring him back from that brink, but at a terrible price.

He was practically limp in my arms, though he shouldn’t have been there quite yet considering how much I had already drunk.

If I didn’t bite him again soon, the holes would close up and I would lose my nerve.

Matt’s eyes were closed, and I could tell that he had given himself to death.

I let go of him and sat back against the cardboard box that was behind me.

I watched him for some time. Watched his neck wound as it healed, leaving behind just smeared blood, which dried rapidly. Watched him as he opened his eyes a little and then closed them again, as if the darkness of the alley was too bright.

I knew that right then, inside of his body, the enzyme that my fangs carried, the one that healed the bite marks on any vampire’s victim, was circulating through his veins, carried by his own blood, and was transforming him this very moment.

It wouldn’t cause him any pain. He was so sleepy and calm right now anyway. He probably felt fuzzy headed and warm, just like I had on that night three centuries ago. 

When he finally regained full awareness, the transformation would be complete, and he would feel nothing more than what a mild hangover would have given him. I remember.

Death by vampire is a pleasurable death, if that even makes sense. Victims fade away, our enzyme slowly working in their body. Death envelopes them like a warm bed full of thick blankets and soft pillows. Only they never wake up.

I have sometimes thought of this as I killed, placating my guilt with the thoughts that this person’s last moments on Earth were some of his best, some of the most serene. But even without that thought, I would have killed, as feeding, for a vampire, is an unbearable ecstasy.

So why had I not killed Matt?

I didn’t know, and it disturbed me. But what disturbed me more was the problem I now had on my hands.

I waited a while. A half an hour, maybe, until Matt could stand, although his eyelids still drooped.

He had to lean on me a little to walk, and to others on the street, it looked like he had simply had too much to drink.

People watched us go by and some yelled out to us as we passed, mostly comments about Matt having to lean on me. Matt was fairly tall, and I’m average height, so I guess we did look kind of funny.

“Your girlfriend’s a saint, man,” one guy yelled out. And then, “Dude, do you know you’re bleeding?”

Matt didn’t respond, but probably wouldn’t have been able to if he had wanted. I looked over at the guy with a knowing look and he left us alone.

It wasn’t too far to my apartment, but it was far enough that I was starting to struggle having to pull Matt along. His eyes were open a little more now, but he still wasn’t able to talk.

We made it to the front door of my building, and I dreaded going up the flight of stairs ahead of us, but at least we just had to go up one. It could have been worse. It could have been four.

In front of my door, I rested Matt against the wall as I got my keys out and put one into the lock. It clicked open and we were in. 

Matt walked through the door on his own and I guided him to the couch that was straight ahead in the living room. 

He lay down without a word, stretched out so that his shoes hung over the arm rest on one side. I thought about taking them off, but ultimately I didn’t worry about it. He had much bigger problems now than sleeping in his clothes on a strange girl’s couch. He hadn’t realized it, but today had been his last day in the light.

I sat down in the chair to Matt’s left and looked out the window from which I could see the lights of the city. It was dark now, but dawn would arrive in just a few hours.

I wasn’t entirely sure when Matt would awaken, but when he did, I knew he would be ravenous. It would be a long day. 
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