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__________________ | ABOUT THE AUTHOR

For those in search of “the one”.

Detroit, Present Day

Doesn’t anyone go into resting state anymore? It was 1 a.m. and Dr. Caroline was sleeping beside me when my cell danced on the nightstand. Somehow the sweet-smelling doctor and I had made it to the three-month dating mark. It was late spring and love had blossomed between us. Or rather exploded. But my undead life was going to be interrupted. I was receiving a call I’d never expected. Anna was giving me the worst news ever.

“Will, it’s Anna. Where are you?” She sounded desperate which instantly rattled my nerves. Anna was always collected.

“In bed, but getting out.” I peeked at my love and covered her a tad more as if I could protect her from the impending doom that was rising inside me. I resisted the urge to touch her shoulder. I was grateful that Caroline was sleeping like a rock. I closed the bedroom door behind me as I hustled into the kitchen.

“You’re on the hit list.” Anna’s voice was hollow but the words were deafening to me.

“Fuck. What? Are you sure?” I whispered.

“Yes.” She whimpered as a call from Cyrus was coming in. 

“Hold on, got Cyrus on the other line.” I switched it. “I know what you’re going to tell me.”

“That you’re on the hit list?” Cyrus’ voice boomed over the club music in the background. My body felt weak as if the ground were going to crumble beneath me. This was not good. 

“Yes. I have Anna on the other line.”

“Good, she’d be the best one to talk to.” Cyrus confirmed.

“Yep.” While still naked, I ran my fingers through my hair and started pacing in the kitchen of my cozy apartment.

“And Will?” His voice echoed with concern.

“What?” 

“Don’t wait, start running now.” Cyrus hung up.


__________


Detroit, February, a few months earlier

After the auto show debacle, things had returned to the chaotic normal in the hospital. I had my usual time to feed, work, and occasionally go to the Vixen when I needed a fix. I did my best to avoid Dr. Caroline but being new on staff put her exclusively on the night shift. Which meant I’d run into her at least two nights a week with my rotational schedule. 

This was one of those evenings. I walked quickly through the emptied hall. It was an hour into my shift and I had a consult with Dr. Caroline in oncology. She was filling in for the pediatrician on call. I’d already diagnosed my first patient of the evening, a seven-year-old girl with what appeared to be a mass the size of a pea causing her severe headaches. Unfortunately, her scans revealed more than that tumor. Behind that, deeper in the brain, was a tumor the size of a golf ball. I was excited to spend time with Dr. Caroline, but wished it was over a glass of wine, not a seriously ill child.

I knocked on her door like an awkward fourteen-year-old. Dr. Caroline’s pleasant, “Come in!” was a sweet invitation from the other side. 

“Hi, I’ve got a bad one I’m afraid.” I handed her the file and tripped on the oriental throw rug in her office. Stupid big feet and distraction. Damn she looked good, too good. I stopped and couldn’t help but stare. She was wearing an emerald-green V-neck shirt with fabric that crisscrossed her breasts. Her lab coat lightly shadowed her lovely figure.

“Have a nice trip, see you next fall?” Caroline quipped at my stumble, taking the file. “Oh no, this is not what I’d hoped.” She said softly.

“Yeah, second brain tumor this week and it’s only Tuesday.” I stepped up beside her to look at the reports, then realized I was standing too close. She smelled delicious. Caroline was speaking but I wasn’t hearing the words, they suddenly became muffled like I was underwater. Instead, I felt her thoughts, sympathy for the girl, her sadness in wondering if she could treat the child.

Her hair was tucked neatly in a French twist revealing the soft flesh of her neck. I could nearly see through it, the pulsing of her carotid, the blood rushing under the skin. 

“Is it hot in here?” she said briskly, rolled her chair back and whisked off her lab coat. God, it’s sleeveless. Christ, could she bare any more skin?

“Yeah it’s a tad warm...” I tried to sound professional but it came out like a shy whimper. I watched her looking at the paperwork and images. Her cheeks were pink, her skin flushed. I could hear her heartbeat increasing. Is this really happening? She wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead. I wanted to lick it off, run my tongue all along her body. The pounding in my head grew louder and the sweet familiar ache coiled tightly in my groin.

“Hey, are you okay?” Caroline glanced at me, a concerned tenderness in her voice. It was genuine, I could feel her kindness. Shit. I need to get out now, before I kill her. I was panicking. I should’ve fed sooner.

“Yeah, I need air, some water. I’ll be back.” I bolted out the door, heading outside. I needed to feed, now. The room had begun to spin.

“Do you...” Caroline peeked out from her office.

“No...no.” I waved a hand back at her and dashed to the alley behind the hospital cafeteria. I was lucky to find relief there. Within seconds I had homed in on my prey, a group of at least ten rats that were gleefully picking through the hospital’s food dumpsters. In one quick movement I’d leapt twenty feet, scooped a plump rodent and cleaned it of its life blood. I ate six more before I felt sated. Shame on me for not eating before coming in, dumb ass, I chastised myself. I dumped the newly departed into the bins, examined my shirt for splatter and headed for the men’s room. Thank God it was late, I mused as I hopped into a stall, with my crotch on fire, other needs to be satisfied. I closed my eyes and could see Caroline’s face, smell her body and with a low growl, my lower body released. 

“You alright in there buddy?” A janitor inquired from the doorway. Oh shit, how loud was I? I fumbled with my zipper. I hadn’t heard anyone behind me.

“Yeah.” I stepped out bashfully and nodded at Earl, the befuddled maintenance worker. 

“Hey Doc, you’re a young man, but maybe you gotta add a touch of fiber to your diet?” The kind older black man laughed and tapped my shoulder as I washed my hands. “I used to have those days I felt like I was trying to pass a bus through my backside.”

“Thanks Earl, I appreciate it.” I replied. “Take care, don’t work too hard.”

“You do the same.” Earl winked as I walked out of the bathroom.

How odd not to be human, yet still have all the energy and emotions, I pondered as I headed back. I needed to be more careful with Caroline; I didn’t think I could control myself around her anymore.

As I popped back in, Caroline crossed her office and threw open the window to let the cool air in. She drew her chair to the window and peered outside while the breeze teased the loose tendrils of her hair. A tiny frown crossed her brow. I paused at the door watching her puzzled face. Too cute for words, hopefully she was thinking about me. I wanted to enjoy the view, but if I was going to find the one, there would be no more voyeurism, no stalking, no obvious hunting. It would have to be real and as human as I could be. 

“Hey, sorry about that.” I surprised Caroline as she jumped up. 

“Are you alright? You bolted.”

“Yeah, I needed fresh air.”

“Me too.” She tilted her head at the window.

“I hurried here tonight without eating anything. Cupcake?” I smiled and offered her a vending machine snack.

“That would be great, thanks.” She opened the treat and took a bite.

“Water?” I withdrew a bottle from my lab coat.

“Ummm, thanks.” She finished chewing and snatched the bottle. Her lips looked wonderful gripping the rim.

“You’re welcome.” I sensed her gratitude and could almost read her mind. I should wait. Ease into it. “Let’s take another look at that file.”


__________


But by Valentine’s Day I hit an emotional bottom. I was alone again. Anna had gone back to New York and then on to London. She had a big job to do. An undead fucked up in the absolute worst way. He’d changed a pedophile that went on to molest and kill around twenty boys before he’d been put on “the list” and was exterminated. His sire was now on the run for doing something so foolish. You just don’t change evil people into vampires nowadays.

As an undead you never want to be on the hit list. It only takes wiser and older vamps to witness or determine that you’ve risked exposing us all to be offered to mercenaries like Anna. Gone were the days of an actual paper list that was sent via carrier pigeon, then steamboat or train through the mail, then later telegraph, faxes and beepers. Now the list came via text and monies were paid via everything from offshore accounts to mobile apps. The list was never very long.

Assassins didn’t play either. They were efficient and deadly. If they screwed up, they’d be on the list the minute their indiscretions were discovered. Of course, mercenaries could be hired to do private hits as well. The elders in our society basically turned a blind eye to these agreements as long as our kind were continually protected.

I worried about Anna sometimes. I had changed her from a waif into a killing machine. I’d wished she hadn’t gone that route, but Stephen had driven her there. Stephen wasn’t on the hit list. With Anna, it was personal. It should be personal for me too, but I had backed off. I had run like the
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