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  Prologue


Raven
Iwoke up cold and in a dark alley somewhere. I couldn’t tell where I was. I couldn’t remember what happened. I felt so disoriented. 
Then all of a sudden I began to focus like never before. I heard the sounds of voices coming from the train station two blocks away. Wait, I know where I am, but what happened? I have a burning hunger like fire running through my veins.
I jump up and that’s when I saw him. He looked like a god with hazel green eyes, dark skin, black hair and if his arms were any indication, he was ripped!
“Who are you and what happened to me?” I asked.
“My name is Reggie. I saved your life,” he replied. “Block out the noise and clear your mind. You will remember.”
I did as he said and a wave of emotions; pain, fear and anger all came rushing at me at the same time. It was Friday night and I had gone to the movies down the street. I had been walking to the cafe’ down the block before going home and three men, drunk, came out the bar and started to follow me yelling provocative things to me. Then one grabbed me from behind and pushed me into the alley. I tried to fight them off, but couldn’t. The other two men held each of my arms as I went down to the ground kicking and screaming for help. I feel the tears flow down my face as each of them took turns raping me. I can feel their hands all over me as they touch my breasts, penetrate my pussy with so much force and beat me, bit me and cut me with a knife all over my chest. After some time, I was so weak and somehow they all three took me at once. They had positioned me one top of one with him moving my hips up and down with his hands inside my pussy. I was leaning over him with another one inside my ass, and then the other one in front of my penetrating my mouth. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t scream as they had their way with me.
I remember their faces and their smell. They left me for dead. I must have passed out. But now I feel the anger, the murderous anger and a power like I have never felt before.
“I am going to find all three of them and I am going to kill them” I said out loud.
“Before you do, we need to talk about how I saved you and that thirst you are having,” Reggie said.
I heard every word he said. I was in shock at first. I never thought vampires really existed. I mean who does. They are an intriguing fictional character in a book or a movie, right. But I know better now. Now I am one and at this moment, I didn’t care. I just wanted revenge.






  
  The Attack


Raven
Inever thought it could happen to me. I always walked with my head held high, thinking that nothing bad could ever happen to me. But that night, everything changed. 
I had just left a work event at a downtown hotel and was walking to my car when I felt a sudden chill run down my spine. I paused for a moment, looking around to see if there was anyone nearby. But the street was deserted. I shrugged it off and continued walking, but my heart rate began to increase as I quickened my pace.
Suddenly, I heard footsteps behind me. I turned to see three men walking towards me. One was tall and muscular, the other two were average build and height. All of them had a hood pulled up over their heads, obscuring their faces. I felt a sense of unease wash over me as they approached me. I tried to walk faster, but they caught up to me and the muscular one grabbed me by the arm.
I tried to pull away, but he was too strong. He twisted my arm painfully behind my back and pressed a sharp object against my neck. “Don’t make a sound,” he hissed.
I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. I didn’t know what to do. I had never been in a situation like this before. I felt completely helpless.
The man dragged me into a nearby alleyway, pushing me roughly against the wall. I tried to fight back, but he was too powerful. He slammed my head against the brick wall.
They were rough, and I could feel their hands all over my body. I tried to fight back, but they were too strong. They ripped off my clothes, and I felt my world shatter around me.
It seemed to go on forever, and I thought I was going to die. When they were finished with me, they left me there, naked and bleeding. I couldn’t move, and the pain was unbearable. I thought I was going to die there, alone and helpless.
When I came to, I was lying on the ground, my body battered and bruised. I struggled to sit up, but I felt weak and disoriented. I tried to call for help, but my voice was hoarse and barely audible.
That’s when I saw him. A man was standing over me, watching me with dark eyes. I couldn’t make out his face, but I could see that he was tall and lean, with a muscular build.
“Who are you?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
The man didn’t answer. Instead, he crouched down beside me and placed a cool hand on my forehead. I shuddered at the touch, but I couldn’t deny the comfort it brought. He was tall and muscular, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes.
“You’re hurt,” the man said softly. “I’m going to help you.”
I wanted to protest, but I was too weak. I felt a strange sense of calm wash over me as the man lifted me into his arms and carried me away from the alley.
I didn’t remember much after that. I drifted in and out of consciousness, feeling a strange sensation coursing through my veins.
I was confused and disoriented. I felt like everything that had happened to me was a dream. I didn’t feel any pain. Maybe I was dreaming now. I should go back to sleep and try again to wake up. Or maybe I am dead and this is heaven.
When I woke up again, I was lying on a soft bed in a dark room. I tried to sit up, but I felt a sharp pain in my neck. I touched the spot and felt two small puncture wounds. That’s when it hit me and I started to vaguely remember that the man who had saved me had bitten me. Oh God, please, no.
Then I remembered when it all happened. I felt the weight of my eyelids and my body starting to give up as the world around me slowly faded to black. But before everything went dark, I felt something sharp and piercing on my neck, and I heard the sound of someone drinking.
I felt a sense of panic rising within me. I had heard stories of their bloodthirsty ways and their ability to control the minds of their victims. But who really believed in those stories and even if they really existed, I didn’t want to be like them. Then I passed back out.
When I opened my eyes again, everything was different. It felt like I was floating in a void for an endless amount of time. The darkness was not a barrier anymore. I could see clearly, even in the dim light of the alley. My hearing had sharpened too. I could hear the beating of a rat’s heart from across the street.
Please don’t let this man be a vampire. Don’t let him have turned me.
As my senses became more acute, my hunger became insatiable. I knew I needed blood, but the thought of it made me sick. I couldn’t bring myself to hurt anyone, even if I could control it.
Reggie had told me that being a vampire was not easy, that it came with a price. He had warned me about the thirst, about the constant struggle to control it. But I had never imagined it would be this hard.
The thought of being a monster, of taking innocent lives to feed my hunger, haunts me every day. I felt like a prisoner in my own body, trapped by this insatiable need. I can’t even imagine what it is like to take someone’s life by drinking all of their blood. Reggie told me that you don’t have to kill them, that you can stop before it gets to that part. He said that there are humans in other countries that love to serve vampires by letting them drink from them. When I asked why they would do that, his reply shocked me. He said that they wanted to be turned so to show their dedication to the vampire world, they allow vampires to drink from them.
I also couldn’t imagine turning someone and having them go through what I did. When I asked him why he decided to turn me. He told me because I begged him to help me and to not let me die. He said after a minute or two he decided to grant me my wish. When I told him that I was pretty sure that I meant to take me to a hospital, he said that I was too far gone. I told him that I didn’t understand. I mean, I knew I was gang raped, but how was I on the brink of death. He said, they had stabbed me twenty-five times when they had finished and that I had several broken ribs, one that had punctured one of my lungs. I gasped.
He hadn’t told me about those wounds before.
“What else?” I asked, not sure if I really wanted to know the answer.
“Your face was badly swollen and bruised. Your right arm was broken and I am pretty sure that even if you would have lived, you would have needed a full hysterectomy. Trust me, I knew you weren’t going to make it and it took only a minute for me to decide to turn you,” he told me.
“I don’t know if I am supposed to say thank you or not. But I am glad to be semi-alive. I am just having a hard time with everything that comes with being immortal,” I told him.
“I understand what you are feeling, Raven, really I do, even though it has been a hundred and fifty-two years since I was turned,” he replied.
I shook my head yes to him and then the realization hit me. He said he’s been a vampire for a hundred and fifty-two years and he only looks like he is twenty-five years old.
“How old were you when you got turned?” I asked.
“Twenty-seven,” he replied. “How old are you?”
“Twenty-five,” I replied. I guess that is a good thing. I will look this good for eternity.
“And you will be seen as a twenty-five year old forever!” he said smiling. “Never growing old does have it’s perks.”
I just giggled thinking to myself a dirty thought about what he may have meant with that last comment.
“What are you giggling about?” Reggie asked.
“You do realize that the last sentence you said about not growing old having its perks, you had a very flirty or seductive look on your face, so of course the first thing I thought about was how at our age our sex drive is!” I told him.
He burst out laughing then, grabbing his stomach and bending over at the waist.
His laughter brought it out in me and I joined him. When we finally stopped he looked at me and said, “That was hilarious! Where your mind went, but that was not at all what I was thinking about, however, it is very true!”
Still laughing, I asked, “What were you meaning?”
“I was just meaning that in our twenties we get to still go to the hottest parties, wear the hottest clothes and have the most fun!” Reggie replied.
We continued laughing for a few minutes then I got serious again.
“I still can’t believe all of this is happening to me,” I said.
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