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Mystique: A Bitten Past

“Being a vampire who kills other vampires doesn’t go down well in that specific society. With a bounty on my head, trying to keep a low profile and keeping the existence of vampires a secret, I’m bound to run into a lot of complications.”

Mystique is a vampire with skill; able to use witchcraft and her survival instinct to avoid the death sentence. On a personal hunt to find the one who murdered her parents, Mystique begins to discover that the past is never forgotten and danger is always lurking in the shadow of her decisions.

And when her sister suddenly disappears, the search becomes more deadly than ever.
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May this book serve as a humble reminder to myself, that no matter how many books I write, if they become a big success, no matter how far I go... This book was my first... and I made all the mistakes you could make as an indie author, and more!

To the aspiring authors, the fanfiction fanatics, wondering writers, silent storytellers, however you identify, I hope you read this and feel happier, knowing that you don’t need to be perfect! It’s ok to write, for the sake of it, because you love to, and nothing more.

I may not be an amazing author, or a great writer, but when I am asked the reason I write, my answer is always,

“Because I have so many stories in my mind, it’s getting a little cramped in there.”

A special thank you to everyone who has encouraged me, supported me, and helped me along the way. There are too many names to write, as I wouldn’t want to miss anyone out! But you know who you all are!

Every member of our little writer’s group, friends and family, thank you all for your continued love and patience!

“For you, I’d give anything. My money, my possessions, even my very last breath if that’s what was needed to make sure that you stay alive, safe and remain with the life that I have taught you. The life where you can escape the monster, not a death where the monster consumes you.”

“A vampire’s life is already decided and the path we go down has no left or right.

Fear, bloodshed and death is inevitable.”
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Chapter 1

Promising Start
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The icy air stings my skin, my breath turning to fog and evaporating into the night as I calculate the next step, standing over the bloodstained snow on the ground, watching the injured monster struggle to catch his breath, slumped against the cold alley wall. The winter night is anything but quiet within the city of London. The drunken party celebrations nearby from the popular hotel on Bow Street, evade the dimly lit night as people shout and sing in their drunken haze, trying to keep their balance as the snow crunches beneath their feet. Instead of joining them, the vampire and I are deep in an alleyway, shielded from anyone’s curious gaze. My attention firmly on interrogating the vampire for information. His blood red eyes cast themselves up to meet my own, as I crouch over him; blood he doesn’t own stains the corners of his mouth. My coat elopes my hourglass frame as my golden blonde hair is pulled back, so he can clearly identify who has interrupted his dinner. A streetlight close by clicks its tongue as it flickers, the timid yellow glow aids in us being undisturbed. Scrutinizing over his appearance; broad stature, skin head, blood red eyes, misshapen nose, my eyes cast themselves to the raven beauty he pulled from the hotel just over the way; her body discarded in the disturbed snow.

“Well, if she liked danger, she certainly found it with you... along with the definition of ugly but I cannot judge.”

“You little bitch... You were... you were waiting for me... weren’t you?” The vampire stutters his words, trying to recover from the broken ribs he acquired from me. Reaching out, my fingertips press against his chest as I allow the power of paralysis to channel to my hand; the bright green energy crackles like electricity as my blue eyes are replaced with jade green, matching the power’s colour. The paralysis quickly consumes his nervous system, stunning him into submission. The blood of his victim trickles from his chin as I glare in disgust.

“Yes. However, I had hoped you would be alone... yet you had to drag her into it.” Caging his face with my other hand, I thrust his head to the left to convey the scene, I snarl my words. “Look at her! Look at what you did!”  The victim’s body lies twisted in an unnatural pose just a few feet away, her horror-stricken face frozen coupled with her dead glass gaze. To me, she was innocent, not yet ready to die. Too young. To the monster, just another meal.

“I fed from a human.” He states matter of fact; spiting the young woman’s blood that continues to drip from his lips. “What the hell do you want from me?” Whipping his face back, my eyes slowly return to the original colour by cancelling out my power, that has now done its job; a deep ocean blue washes over the jade green. Travelling my hand to rest on his shoulder, I focus on the task at hand.

“I want information. I know you work for them.” Flicking the metal bracelet sitting on his wrist, it pings against my fingernails, as a smug smile slides across my face. “You guys are still wearing these. That’s perfect, makes you easily to identify. So, give me what I want, and I may let you live. Unless you want to end up like her,-” nudging my head in the victim’s direction, “-Do you believe in an afterlife? Every part of the world and religion has some form of it.” The vampire’s body twitches as he tries to gain control again. My lips maintain a smug smile. “The more you try to move the more the paralysis hurts. I could not risk you recovering from your injuries and attacking me.”

The vampire tries to move his arms again but to no use. He swears under his rapid breath as the pain surges through his chest. 

“It is funny how easy it is to kill vampires. For me anyway.” Gesturing my hand up and down his body to prove an obvious point, the vampire tries to spit but it just trickles down his chin. His stone poker face is trying to mask his pain as the vampire speaks; his voice cracks but his brisk sarcasm still rings clear.

“Yes, because you are the... the great vampire Mystique. Blessed with... with many abilities... for a blonde bimbo.”

A half hearty laugh jumps from my throat in amusement. “You are a risk taker, aren’t you?”

“So are you.” He spits out as I observe his bear like body convulses in pain. “You see yourself as, as a God. But you are no diff-different then I am. You are a monster. Like me, like them... Like your sister.”

A snarl rips from my throat as my hand springs like a trap from shoulder to neck; his pulse throbbing beneath my fingers.

“I would be very careful with your next words-“ growling deeply “-especially since you know who I am. You must be aware of my reputation. I don’t leave vampires who cross my path alive.” My available hand comes down onto his leg and the snap of his bone like a brittle twig causes him to choke out a scream.

“You... You... You broke my leg... You fucking bitch!”

“Pain helps to gain information. Little fact, it has been used for decades. Now... tell me... Does Edward still have a bounty on my head?” Cocking my head to one side, I arch my eyebrow waiting for an answer.

“For leaving... Yes. For hunting us down... He raised the price. Told everyone that if we could kill... kill you and bring back your head, he would pay us for our... our service.”

“No change there. Bloodshed, butchery and bleak is how I have always described them... and money? Can’t he do better than use greed to motivate you?” Sighing dramatically as the cold winter air whips up a strong breeze, the sound of more groups moving in and out of the hotel are still being heard.

His voice trembles with pain but his eyes widen with panic. “You got it all wrong! He- he didn’t send me. I’m not looking for ... for you.”

“No but you found me anyway... Actually, I was looking for you so that statement isn’t really valid. But thanks for telling me he didn’t send you... because that means he has sent someone.” The sound of a young man and woman stumbling down the road approaches my ears as I slam my hand over his mouth, staying still as stone as they scutter by; their laugh echoes down the darken ally way with the stinging alcohol aroma wafting in the winter breeze. Once out of sight, I remove my hand, giving him an exaggerated expression of impatience.

“No...No.” He stutters as I push the weight of my body through my arm slowly on the fractured leg, causing him to grit his teeth to stifle a scream of agony, his eyes squeezing shut as if in attempt to block out the pain. “No vampire... will go... go near you.”

“Is that a lie?” Arching my eyebrow in suspicion as a few strays of blonde hair fall to the side of my face, free from the ponytail.

“The Royal Order hasn’t ordered anyone... to come after you. Not specifically! It’s j-just a-a-a reward for anyone!” My patience is drifting away, much like this vampire’s survival rate. Knowing I need this information with time running away, I swallow the developing lump in my throat, trying to ignore the swirling sickness in my stomach as I give my best poker face.

“I find that hard to believe. Edward is the head of the Royal Order, and it is common knowledge that he doesn’t like me. You realise the longer this takes-“  opening up my powers again, the colour melts away like ice within my iris as a ruby fire takes its place, channelling my aura to my hand on his leg. Flames manifest from my skin burning the denim jeans, melting the material into his flesh “-the more impatient I become.” I keep my eyes trained on the vampire’s face, preventing my eyes from looking down. He screws up in agony, his screams muffled as he clamps his teeth shut to contain the cries within his chest, but the effort is very much in vain. 

“Ok, ok please stop! Edward ... Edward has someone after you b-but I don’t know who he-he is! I swear. Please let me go! Let me go! Let me go!” The smell of burning flesh lingers and swirls in the air as his voice rises with the pain. Retreating my hand, distinguishing the flames as I do so; the blackened skin sizzles and parts of flesh begin to melt away. Staying crouched in front of the wounded vampire, I watch the tears stream from his eyes as he gasps for air that is not filled with the gut-wrenching smell of the burning wound, I try again. 

“I need a name.” I state, leaning closer. The smell of the girl’s blood just a few feet from us is sweet and potent as the breeze brushes by my nose, whereas the blood from his wound smells sour. 

“You can’t do this...You can’t... You can’t play God.” Each word is a struggle; his body trembling with the fresh sizzling burn on his leg as well as being exposed to the cold temperature.

“Why has he sent someone after me?”

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t make me ask again.” I snarl, articulating every word. His lip trembles as his wide terror filled eyes stare at me. 

“I don’t know much. I wasn’t told. All I know is that someone is after you. He sent him about a week ago.” His voice quivers, unable to mask his fear. The cries of drunken laughter from the street caught my attention once again and I know time is quickly slipping away. My craving for blood is elevating with passing minutes.

Shit, I haven’t had blood since this morning! Maybe I can drink his if he becomes useless to me.

“Thank you. Now answer me this and I will let you live.” My words give him hope as his eyes light up like a candle in a church, praying for a miracle, praying for a way out of this darkness.

“Who was my creator?”

That candle lit hope in his eyes whisks away like a gust of wind; his hope melting like wax from my question that is already clear he cannot reveal the answer I desire.

His lip trembles with fear, his head shakes weakly from side to side. “I-I don’t know. I swear. Please.” His voice cracking like ice as his eyes dart to his left, seeing his victim, remembering the promise I made to him at the beginning of our encounter. “Please, I beg you. I don’t know!”

“Who killed my parents?”

“I don’t know... Don’t kill me! Please don’t kill me! Don’t tear me to pieces! I beg you!”

With his life in my hands, he now reminds me of a child, begging for a toy back I am now playing with. Shushing him, my hand strokes his face, my thumb removing some of the blood from his chin. My lips move close to his ear. “You said it yourself. I can’t play God.”

Before another word escapes, my teeth find his neck. The scent of his blood is too tempting, even with the sour notes. I have the willpower to walk away but tonight I am choosing not to. Besides I have no regret in taking this vampire’s life. He killed an innocent woman. The blood pours into my mouth, some of it spilling onto the white canvas around us, tarnishing its purity. His body convulses as the warmth of the liquid radiates like the sun’s glow from my stomach through every vein and muscle. I close my eyes as the ecstasy consumes my senses. For a moment, all I can focus on is the sensation of blood filling me. The world around me slowly fades, the cold winter air unnoticed, sounds becoming white noise. Like a flame diming out into nothing, his life is taken away by my hands. As his blood drains, I am slowly brought back to reality, the vampire’s convulsing body becomes like a ragged doll, draining his body of blood so there is nothing left but his empty corpse. Wiping the blood from my mouth, slipping the bracelet from the wrist of my victim, examining it closely. The deep red metal catches the dimly lit streetlight, highlighting the small black crown seated in the centre. Shoving the bracelet into my coat pocket, I drop the vacant vessel, standing back to view the mess. The vampire’s body is in an awkward position; his leg unnaturally lying in a twisted pose, mouth hanging open, eyes vacant of life. The blood stains his neck and the snow surrounding, much like his victim. Knowing from experience leaving an empty body would raise suspicion, I go to pick the bodies up when the sound of three sets of footsteps trampling in the snow, finds my ears. Having no time to cover up the blood or hide the bodies, reluctantly I allow my fire power to again manifest from my hand, shooting two balls of fire at both the corpses, quickly setting them ablaze.

This is the best I can do for now, I hope the fire will destroy the bodies before anyone sees there was no blood left.I think to myself, feeling a small sense of concern. Turning to the alley walls, I propel myself, leaping from wall to wall to get positioned on the roof. Landing with a muted thud, I find myself needing to look one last time at the scene. Looking down once more, I see the mess I have created. The burning bodies of vampire and victim lies on the white snow; their still warm blood is beginning to melt the crystallised water, their corpses turning black from the flames and the burning smoke rising into the air. Some teenagers approach the alley way and upon seeing the flames, pull out their phones and ring for the police. I can hear them saying stupid remarks about the fire and “how cool” it is, but I ignore their idiocy, knowing they have no comprehension that I have just removed a dangerous vampire from crossing their paths. I turn my back on the scene and fade away into the silver lit night.

Jumping from building to building, I get to another alleyway and jump down, landing silently and make my way out into the public street. It is still quiet and checking my watch, it is now midnight. After just feeding I can feel a lot of energy coursing through me, begging me to put it to good use. Catching my reflection in the window of a parked car, I admire what stares back; my blonde hair that hangs from the ponytail to the middle of my back is now shining with health, my white skin glows with colour and health. The blue sweater and black coat do well in hiding the acquired blood stains. Blue sparkling eyes reflecting like diamonds and a wide smile beaming in the moonlight. The teeth are no longer pearl white; the blood gives them a monstrous stain. I drop my smile, looking away from my reflection.

Turning to the road, I know no one will see me running if I go full speed, everyone in this part of London is asleep; I can smell the aroma coming from the buildings; soft sweet lavender. Needing no time to count myself in, I dash down the road with full speed; the wind and buildings speeding past my vision. My heart rate only increases slightly. This isn’t a workout for me, it is just like walking. My vampire lungs and muscles are designed for speeds like this. Racing home to my own solitude, I can’t help but know I will never be praised for ridding vampires in this city, making innocent people safe for another night. If people knew, they wouldn’t even have the decency to call me a hypocrite.
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Chapter 2

Solitude
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My home sits outside the busy city of London in the north; a place called Hertfordshire. It’s quiet, countryside nature allows us to have our own privacy, away from others. By car getting the main city would take just over an hour. I only take the car if I drive to work or to the city. If I am hunting, I go by foot, in case someone notices the registration plate, allowing to search for information on me, that I certainly wouldn’t care for. The place I call home sits along an excluded road, which is rarely used. It had a lot of land for sale, so I bought a bit of it and built my own house. Keeping to the Tudor design with the typical white outer walls with black beams, elongated windows and elegant doors suits me well as it’s still ‘in fashion,’ so changing the building design hasn’t been an option yet. Anyone who sees the house most likely thinks a wealthy family lives here; our money comes from our inheritance as well as my everyday job. I’ve made my money last well, and investing in some businesses helps to top up the pot too.

Opening the door with my security pin, the reception area greets me as I slip my coat off, taking the newly acquired bracelet out the pocket, before throwing it in the designated washing basket, next to the old rustic coat rack. The bruises and scratched paint on the legs shows its true age. The 100-year-old paintings of sceneries, lovers and dancers hang with pride on the mauve purple and cream walls, the small floral sofa in the corner next to a wooden desk is collecting a bit of dust due to lack of use. The grandfather clock stands tall and proud, showing its cuts and bruises off with pride as its ticking voice scatters through the room. The wooden stairwell leading upstairs has recently been polished; the smell of pinecones dance in the air. Every part of this house is traditional and contemporary in design.

“Ah Miss Field! You are home.” Laurence’s voice trails from the top of the stairs as he exits one of the rooms, carrying a basket of clothes and blankets in his hands. “How was your night? Any luck?” His voice is deep but warm. 

“When it comes to being me, luck has a tendency to turn a blind eye, when it sees me walking down the street.” I reply, moving the bracelet round in my hand. I catch Laurence eyeing the coat in the basket; a sign I got my hands dirty, as well as the bracelet in my hand.

“I’m assuming you did retrieve some answers though?” He questions, as he slowly descends the stairs, the basket bouncing with every step.

“Only one. The Royal Order has sent someone after me. Couldn’t get a name though.” Sighing with frustration as I walk across the room, halting in the centre for Laurence to greet me. As he continues to descend the stairs, his swollen belly jiggles beneath the black jumper with each step, until his feet touch the bottom. He probably would not look so round, if he was taller, but Laurence’s short stature reminds me of a blow-up beach ball, with a pebble grey balbo beard attached; one prick and he would pop! 

“Maybe the answers you seek are not meant to be yours.” His old words of wisdom are never too far from his lips as he greets me. Laurence certainly looks like a wise old man, physically looking about 70 years old but of course, looks are very much deceiving in terms of being immortal. My body is that of a twenty-six-year-old woman, but of course, it is an illusion.

“Neither is this answer, but you need it... Black is sliming but not on you... also you look like an old man trying to recapture his youth, wearing all black and sporting a man bun. Your youth went flying by centuries ago.”

Laurence laughs heartily, rubbing his free hand on his stomach as he greets me in the middle of the reception. “I agree that maybe it does not give me the trimmed down look I need... but everyone is wearing them!” His smile flows across his whole face; deepening the laugh lines and wrinkles evenly imprinted on his face.

“Also, for once, I would love to come home from work and not have an irritating speech from you.” My annoyance sprouting in my chest as I watch the bracelet go round in my hand. Laurence’s untamed bushy eyebrows bow together, watching me spin the metal in my hand.

“I have barely given you one. However, I would like to remind you that going out hunting our own kind for information, is not what most would consider work... or honest work at that.” His red eyes lovingly look at me with sadness, and I detest it.

“Vampires” I harshly correct him. 

“We are vampires... or have you forgotten?” His words in a desolate tone fuel my rage. Turning my back on him knowing a nagging pep talk is inevitable, I focus on my breathing as he continues talking, shoving the bracelet into my pocket. “Miss Field you cannot ignore that fact. What is done is done. You cannot unburden yourself with the card you have been dealt with, but you can unburden your own anger and grief.” Silence consumes the room with a heavy weight of contemplation; however, I am sure I am the only one to feel this weight. My anger, like a dragon, uncurls itself from my stomach as Laurence continues.

“If what you say is true and the Royal Order has sent someone after you... You need to tread more carefully.” The words are fuel for the dragon going up my spine; my body growing hot from its flames.

“I can handle it. I’ve handled everything before, and I can handle everything to come.” The dragon takes place in my head; its heat burning up my ears. My eyes squint from the pulsing pain in my head. 

“Amanda-“ Laurence begins to speak in a tone expressing concern and worry. I quickly inhale to try and douse the dragon before interrupting his lecture. 

“How has Hilary been today? Any progress?” Sharply changing the subject as I look over my shoulder. He stares back at me for a moment, his face showing concern but acceptance that I don’t wish to talk about this subject. He nods his head, indicating the change of topic. The dragon slowly begins to ease off, gliding back down my spine.

“She did very well. Her training is going steadily. She is exceeding in mastering her strength and power however-“

“Is she ready to leave?” I cut him off, impatiently waiting for the only answer I want for hear, turning my body back to face him. Laurence shakes his head disheartened.

“I do not believe she is safe yet. Give her time. She will get there... On a more positive note, she helped me with some of the housework. I asked her to clean the desk in the reception, but she conveniently forgot about it. She also kicked my butt at chess. But I promise you I have a trick up my sleeve for next time.” He chuckles as he winks at me with a wide smile streaming across his face, knowing that Hilary can hear him. I smile at the thought of Laurence and Hilary playing together. It reminds me how lucky I am to have Laurence around. He can give Hilary personal time when I cannot. Taking in a deep breath, I smile gratefully as I speak calmly.

“Forgive me, I have had a stressful day. I just want to rest.”

“You are forgiven.” Nodding his head as he smiles sympathetically. “I don’t mean to make you angry. I just want the best... for both of you.”

“I know.”

The sound of the television drifts through the house and Hilary’s laughter chimes like music following the comedy show she is watching. That laugh causes my eyes to break from Laurence and look in the direction, bringing a joyous smile to my lips as I bow my head to him.

“Thank you. I will spend some time with her now.” From the corner of my eye, he bows his head back, smiling warmly.

“Of course, Miss Field.” 

Turning towards the living room to the left side of the reception, Hilary’s laughter is infectious as I enter, smiling to see her curled up in her pjs, holding her Victorian doll Milly. Its purple and white dress is a little torn and seen better days, but we have done a good job keeping it intact; its black bouncy curls still firm and full of colour. Milly has needed to go to a repair toy shop a few times but she’s holding in there. Hilary’s golden blonde hair is like a curtain around her face, hiding her smile away. The big open fire crackles away as if it was laughing at the T.V’s jokes as its joy spreads warmth through the traditional styled room. Everything has been cleaned thoroughly, with evidence from the smell of lemon scented chemical cleaning products. From the dark mahogany bookshelf on the right of the white marble fireplace, to the picture frames of traditional artwork, that place themselves evenly on the dark emerald walls above the wooden panels that meet halfway. Not a speck of dust can be seen anywhere. The TV sits on a unit to the left of the fireplace where Hilary is curled up on the far-left side of the sofa. Each move I make is slow and precise as I creep my way forward into the room, my eyes set on Hilary with my arms stretching out, fingers reaching out desperate to touch her. Just as I make it to the back of the sofa, she catches me.

“I know you’re there.” She giggles, twirling Milly in her hands.

My hands lunge for her regardless, my fingers tickling her weak spots. Her laughter and high pitch squeals of delight contagiously make me laugh too.

“And yet I still got you!” I laugh back, as I slide myself beside her on the sofa, pulling her close as she fights to get away.

“S-stop tick-tickling me-e-e!! I’ll g-get you back- back for this!”

“Oh no! Whatever shall I do?” Easing off my tickling attack but dramatically raise my hands to my face in a scared look. Hilary sees this and, still bouncing in fits of giggles, starts snorting like a little piglet which makes me burst out laughing as her face turns red.

“Oh no the piglet has been let loose! Quick, catch her! Catch her.” My arms wrap themselves round Hilary’s waist and this time she doesn’t struggle, allowing her little body to be cradled by mine. Once we both calm down from our fit of giggles, the sound of the TV finally being heard again, I smile softly as I kiss her cheek, allowing myself to sink back into the brown leather sofa. Hilary lies beside me, her fingers tracing the buttoned texture of the sofa.

“So, you finally decided to help Laurence with the housework Cherry? I think you missed a spot though.” 

Cherry was my nickname for her as she loves the flavours. When she was ill it is all she would want to eat. If you give her a choice of any food in the world and cherries, there was no competition.

The pointed out fact catches her attention but only slightly, as she uses her normal excuse.

“It has felt no touch upon its face with every summer day and winter fall. Why take that dust away when it shall fall forever more to feel no touch?”

The old poetic English roles off her tongue and for a moment I feel transported back in time. But it is not a lifetime I wish to remember, so I change the subject. 

“Watching some comedy, I see. What happened to your action films?” I ask as the open fire continues to crackle in delight, the portrait of our once happy family hangs above it. Hilary gazes at me; her own eyes beaming wide with humour. If it wasn’t for those bright blood red eyes, she would look like your normal every day 12-year-old child and not her true self... a vampire child. She is more dangerous than me. Children are cute, sweet and innocent, capable of doing no wrong. Everyone is drawn to children like moths to flames. A vampire child is worse. Our bright eyes, strong features, swift and graceful movements will make everyone fall at their knees to Hilary and coo over her. One minute they are admiring her, the next she’s feasting on them. She has powers too although unusual; if she touches an item, she can see the occupant who owned it and for a moment, can see what was happening in that moment. It was amazing to see this when we once went into town. She found a lost toy on the floor in the centre and when she picked it up, saw the baby who had held it and which shop the mother had gone into. Within half an hour we managed to return it as well as a lost watch dropped by a bustling businessman. Of course, this was a time when Hilary could leave the safety of our home. With our abilities between us I cannot help but see the connection. Hilary is the past, I am the future. It’s almost quite fitting for us. She speaks about the past often, almost being stuck in it, whereas I am always looking ahead, searching for our next move.

“I’m really enjoying thou laughter one brings from such amusement. The action films were becoming somewhat a bore to me”, Hilary mentions, dramatically yawning as she does so.

“Your modern English is getting better-“rolling my eyes as I speak “-soon you’ll be talking like a proper 12 year old.”

She giggles and nudges my arm forcefully. “You know I can talk modern, stupid. I just sometimes like to speak normally. The way we use to.”

My heart sinks once again at the thought of our old life. Our time. I kiss her forehead, her hair smelling of roses and tulips. “I know, I miss speaking that way too sometimes.”

We both drop to silence as we watch the comedians stand up and tell their jokes. Laurence makes us a pot of tea, as usual I take a cup, but Hilary does not. He joins us in watching TV, making his own jokes while we laugh at the good ones or ‘boo’ him for a terrible one.

As the night progresses, Laurence declares himself done for the night. He kisses Hilary on the forehead, wishes me a pleasant night as always and leaves the room. The memories of another life try and flood back into my mind, but I shut the door and bolt it up. The light patter of rain on the window drifts through the room harmoniously with the dancing fire.

“Out hunting were we tonight?” Her voice pipes up from beneath my arm. “You wear the same outfit every time you go out.”

“They are comfortable and easy to move around in”. Nudging her shoulder, she giggles and runs her hand over my black denim trousers. Her fingers then caress my midnight blue sleeveless jumper, feeling the softness of the fabric. Hilary has always preferred to wear skirts or dresses, sticking to the colours of green, yellow or pink in different shades. Her pale green with pink flowery PJs is no exception.

“You look nice in it too... and I love your black boots.”

“I’ll get you a pair when I next go shopping.”

“Can I come with you? Laurence said I was doing much better.” My eye catches hers and her expression is one of hope.”

“He said you needed a bit more-”

She scoffs and rolls her eyes, cutting me off. “You know I can’t remember the last time I went out... I think it was like the 1900s.” Shifting her body away from me, her arms cross over her chest in a stubborn manner; an argument is about to break out and I can already feel the headache approaching.

“We’ve talked about this.” I state as her body tenses. Another argument hangs over us and it feels like the air has gotten heavier.

Her voice comes out in a whisper. “I’ve gotten better with my strength.”

“I know you have. But your strength and speed can pose as a danger if you accidentally slip up in public. Do we really need to go through this again?” Sighing in frustration, two times a week now we have this conversation. Jumping up and turning to face me, Milly doll is cast aside on the sofa, her red eyes trying to stare me down but as usual it doesn’t work.

“I can control my hunger too! Today a cat got in through the open window and I didn’t kill it even though I’ve wanted blood all day!”

A sense of pride swells up within me, but deep down knowing she would not last five minutes out in public, the pride is pushed back. In a soft voice, I speak calmly.

“You know I want more than anything to take you out of this house. But in a crowd of people, you wouldn’t stand a chance. A cat’s blood is nothing compared to a person’s... You know that.” Her eyes cast down, anger and shame filling her face. I try and speak more softly. “You are much too wise and strong... far beyond your physical years. When out in public you need to act your age and speak your age as well as controlling your hunger and powers. It’s difficult to do and-“

Hilary’s voice shrieks higher and louder than before, the air almost shakes with the vibrations. The rain becomes more intense; striking the windows like bullets being fired; loud and heavy.

“I’ve been out before! I need a life!! Being trapped in this house all the time isn’t helping me! It won’t happen again! I swear! I’m better now!” A flash of lightening crosses the sky and the sound echoes through the night; as if agreeing with Hilary’s anger. The memory flashes across my mind of when she was first turned and the people she killed. My mind automatically shreds it up like paper. 

You’re being overprotective!” She screams at me, her hands curling into fists, baring her teeth like an animal ready to pounce. Standing up in anger, I raise my voice to match hers; matching her animal instinct, snarling my words.

“There is no such thing as overprotective when it comes to us Hilary! We must protect ourselves from our own nature. Don’t you get it?! How many more times do I have to say this before you will listen?” The dragon inside me returns, quickly going up my spine and nestling in my head. Hilary turns on her heels and storms off, but I follow, quickly matching her stride.

“I’ve heard it a million times, but that doesn’t mean I can carry on like this! I’m not an animal!” Her words screech through my body, and I clench my jaw in response. Making her way up the stairs in thunderous steps, I stand my ground at the bottom, letting my hot words breathe out.

“No, you are not but you have the power and deadly nature of one. That is what I am trying to help you with! Why can’t you understand?”

“Oh, look at me! I’m the world’s most stupid vampire who needs to be locked up because my stupid tiny brain can’t understand anything!” Animating her arms to be dramatic and having the sarcasm spit from her words joined with a childish tone of voice is like nails on a chalkboard to me. I snap at her again, screaming at the top of my lungs, breathing the raging fire I can no longer control.

“You have sneaked out plenty of times before and look how that turned out! You came running back within minutes, because you couldn’t handle the public like you use to! You keep trying, yet you know you are not ready! But fine, go! Just walk into the middle of the city like it is no problem. You’ll take the phrase ‘paint the town red’ to a whole new meaning and when that happens do not come crying to me!”

Hilary turns on her heels to bite back, her face flooding with red emotions.

“I’ll start with your blood then! Seems fitting for the monster to turn on its own master. You didn’t have to let me change into this! You could have let me die! I’d rather be dead!” With those worlds I feel the pain of both a knife and fire; scorching sharp slashes across my heart. My anger fizzles into ashes as I gaze at Hilary’s shaking body still grounded at the top of the stairwell.

“You know it wasn’t my fault. I did not have the knowledge I do now. They never told me-“ my burnt words catching in my throat but Hilary cut me off, her voice cracking like glass.

“I never wanted this to happen, Amanda! What did we do wrong? Why are we meant to be like this?” Hot tears roll down her cheeks before burying her face in her hands, sobbing quietly and muffled, her animal persona vanishing as she sits herself on the top step. My heart feels like it has been rescued from the fire but is now drowning as I watch her little body shake. The sound of the rain becoming the only noise to be heard. Walking up towards her and wrapping my arms round, pulling her close to me I let her tears fall; stroking her head four times before breaking and doing it again. I hold back my own tears, stinging my eyes.

“You remind me of mother when you do that.” Hilary’s voice comes through, calmer than before.

“You were too young to remember her.” I whisper.

“I know... but I like to imagine that’s how she would have stroked my hair... I’m sorry for acting like a child.”

“I’m sorry too, you are frustrated like I am. That is why I am trying to get answers... who turned me into... this. They destroyed our lives and so I will take theirs.” A moment of silence fell on us as the rain continued to pour down. I continue to stroke her hair; the rose and tulip scent strongly noticeable and I am sent back to our magical garden that was full of apple trees and flowers of every kind. Roses and tulips are Hilary’s favourite flowers; as a baby, mother would cradle her by these flowers, pointing the colourful ones for Hilary to see. Again, my mind shuts the memory away.

“Do I still have training tomorrow with Laurence?” Her voice squeaks from my stomach and I can feel her smile slowly growing. The rain continues to hammer down so I suspect this will last all night.

“Of course, you do soldier. No slacking!” I bend down and wipe the tears from her eyes, smiling softly. She smiles back, knowing there was no point in being upset for long.

“But I’ve got a bad stomach ache.” She backs away holding her stomach while groaning in pain dramatically. She pulls it off well. I laugh at her fake act of illness.

“You’re a vampire, we don’t get sick.” I point out, standing and indicating towards the kitchen as I begin to step down, Hilary following me; her feet on the stairs mimicking the patter of the rain.

“Well, I’m a special vampire that gets sick.” She jokes as we enter the kitchen. I flick on the lights for the room to welcome us. The cream cupboards against the stone-grey walls stands out with touches of raspberry in the characteristics of the décor such as pictures, cups and decorative items placed around the kitchen. It was Hilary’s idea to add the raspberry colour and I grew to like it. The room opens by the breakfast bar into a cream dining room which follows the colour scheme. Jumping onto the marble counter next to the fridge, she kicks her legs out, scuffing the cupboard doors as always. I’ve surrendered in repainting as Hilary states the marks add character. Reaching into the fridge, I grab a bag of blood and pass it over.

“This ought to settle your stomach.” I wink.

Holding the bag up, she sneers at it with a look of disgust. “Yay... old man blood. How I can’t wait to sink my teeth into that!”

“Just have it will you! Or would you prefer the cat blood?”

Putting up her hand, she signals me to shut up. “No, no. It’s fine.” Quickly, and literally, sinking her teeth into the bag. She drains all the blood in a matter of seconds.

“Dessert?” I ask, throwing her another bag knowing she won’t refuse. She takes her time with this one, having a few sips here and there. “There are a few bags left in here. It should last you until I go back to work.” 

“It’s naughty to steal blood from the hospital, nurse.” Hilary jokes, smirking at me while sipping on the red iron liquid.

Flashing a smile and a wink, I lean in and catch some of her hair between my fingers and twiddle it around. “What they don’t know won’t hurt them.”

She smiles but only half-heartedly, her eyes cast themselves to the dark wooden floor, her swinging legs falling silent. “Are you pleased with me that I didn’t kill the cat? Isn’t that proof that I can control my hunger?”

Pushing the boat a little again, as she always does.

“You know the difference between the two is like a puddle to the sea... But it is a very good start.” Leaning against the adjacent counter, I find myself admiring her. She looks so much like mother. Behind those crimson red eyes, I can still see the meadow green that matched mother’s. Hilary eyes the bag of half full blood... seeming lost in her thoughts.

“I don’t mean to rush things. I just want a normal life.”

“I know Hilary. I do too... but this is the best life I can give you... For now. I know it’s not much... but it’s all I can give.” Finding my arms wrapping around her body in a close embrace, smelling the soft flowers once again, my words softly and lovingly come from deep within my heart.

Hilary brings out such a motherly side of me. I think to myself.

“For you, I’d give anything. My money, my possessions, even my very last breath if that’s what was needed to make sure that you stay alive, safe and remain with the life that I have taught you. The life where you can escape the monster. Not a death where the monster consumes you.” Stroking her hair again, I whisper softly. “You know I love you.”

“Even after I go to the sky.” She replies, nestled in my chest.

“Or across the seas without a goodbye.” 

“You only have to close your eyes.”

“And I will be by your side.”  Our own personal phrase finishes from my lips and sealing it with a kiss to her head. Hilary looks up at me from my chest; worry and sadness filling her eyes.

“Amanda... do you really think things will get better?”

I gaze back, whispering softly as my forehead meets hers. “What is my favourite Latin phrase?”

Hilary smiles as a tear falls down her cheek. “Dum spiro spero.”

“While I breathe, I hope.” I translate, wiping the fallen tear from her cheek. “As long as I breathe, there will always be hope for us.”

We settle back down on the sofa and continue to watch the program for a while. Soon enough I feel the heavy weight of sleep forcing my eyes to begin to fall. Looking to Hilary, she has already fallen asleep, the blood bag empty on her lap. Switching off the T.V and throwing the empty bag away, cradling Hilary in my arms as I take her up to her bedroom with Milly doll in her place on her lap. The green and white walls welcome her back and the bed wraps itself around her with a ‘missed-you’ hug. A meadow of different flowers artistically painted flow across the wall beside her bed; saturated in all the colours imaginable. Her blush pink desk sits in the corner, next to her mountain of cuddly toys. As I sit and study her features, it’s almost as if I am looking at a painting of mother. Same shape eyes and cheekbone. Her lips thin, perfectly shaped and her freckles she inherited from our father. People often stated I looked like a feminine version of my father. Hilary is most certainly the double of our mother. I kiss her goodnight and slip out, heading back downstairs to finish up my business.

The library stands tall and proud, as always, offering space and comfort as well as knowledge. The bookcases stand stern as every shelf is crammed with books, giving no room to breathe. Every topic of every history, treasure and discovery lies within this room, courtesy of myself and Laurence’s collection over the stretched-out time we have walked this Earth. The large desk sits comfortably in the centre, as I open the third draw, retrieving a black box, placing it gently on the surface. My fingers glide over the lisp of the lid, feeling the texture of the old material, before opening it. Papers and old inked printings sit neatly in place, as my hand digs into my pocket, removing the bracelet once again, the red stained metal shimmering in the light. Examining it once more, the little black crown tries to flood my mind with painful memories, but I push back, shutting the gates on it. Tossing the bracelet into the box, placing the lib back and slamming the box back into its hideaway, I leave the room in darkness as I exit, retreating to my bedroom.

A sense of calmness washes over me as I close my bedroom door, with the deep teal walls promising to keep me safe. The large bookshelf stands stern taking up an entire wall; its mass overwhelmed with books, CDs and DVDs. A large oak wooden desk sits strategically in the corner. As I walk in, removing the clothes from my body, I scan the shelves, trying to find something to read for the night. Sitting on one of the shelves stands the theatre mask, a mermaid tail with green and purple scales and a witch sitting on a pumpkin with a black cat; gifts from Hilary when we were able to have our family day outings. The memories flow through my mind; the theatre, the beach and Halloween trick or treating. Each time she brings me a gift, with a little note that always read ‘Thank you.’

Exchanging clothes for pjs, I sink into bed and flick through the T.V channels instead, finally settling on CSI. But my mind swirls with memories that are trying to break free from their chains. I urge them back as remotely as possible. The programme quickly loses my interest. Slipping further down under the covers, I switch off the weary T.V and shut my eyes, allowing myself to drift into slumber; a surprising but happy discovery when I was first beginning my vampire years. Evidently the memories of my past life break out of their chains and attack, with the vampire’s words echoing in my mind.

“You see yourself as a God. But you are no more different than I am. You are a monster like the rest of us. Like me, like them... Like your sister.”
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Chapter 3

Responsibilities
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My small fingers glide across a piano, the melody drifting through the luxurious living room as I look up to see a woman gently dancing. A champagne Tudor dress with red silk embroidery woven through frames her body, hair like a waterfall of gold, smiling sweetly. Her eyes as green as the emeralds that she wore round her neck. My young innocent voice drifts out to her.

“How was that Mother?” My voice is that of a child.

Her hand cups my face gently and lovingly. “It was perfect dear.”

A hand that feels too big for my shoulder sits itself there as I look to see father, kneeling down to my level holding an open book, his finger guiding my eyes across the page, his lips moving in time with the words written. His mud brown hair combed back neatly as his warm blue eyes shine with pride. His lips find my cheek, kissing it softly as he hoists me up, cradled by his arms. My young arms wrap around his neck in security as I hear him speak. “You are my perfect little girl.”

My whole world shifts into darkness as I suddenly find myself now older, standing alone in our family study. As quick as turning on a switch, the room catches fire. The flames lick the walls like serpent tongues, and I cry out for my parents. My eyes dart around the room for an escape.

Concealed within the flames is a man with no face; darkness hiding his features. Through the flames I spot a bassinet just behind him and I fear for Hilary. As I try to step forward to reach her the flames prevent me; lashing out at my feet like whips. The man slowly turns to the bassinet and my heart jumps into my throat. 

“No!” I cry out, but the fire is too great. It draws closer to me, threatening to consume me.

My eyes tear open, quickly adjusting to the dark room, my heart pounding like a drum is the first thing I hear. Propping myself up on my elbow, a bead of sweat drips down my forehead, my mind feeling like it has been inside an open fire. Turning my head to see the clock quietly ticking away, showing the time of day to be 3am. I decide it’s pointless trying to get some more sleep. My body twitching with being on high alert from the nightmare, I inhale a large breath to try and stop my jumping nerves.

Where did that come from? I wonder. Jumping out of bed, my mind is still trying to reinforce the nightmare as I dress into a red wool jumper, jeans and black boots. My hair looks more like a haystack from the tossing and turning, my fringe flicking up in different direction. Scratching a hairbrush through it, tidying up the blonde mess as best I can, leaving it to fall down my back, I head downstairs to the kitchen, trying to leave the nightmare behind me. Switching the light on, the room awakes from its darkened sleep. A stifling yawn breaks free as I rub the sleep from my eyes. The sight of French doors in the dining room adjacent to the kitchen welcomes me to a show of snow in the garden; big balls of powder and snowflakes re-surfacing the ground.

“Beautiful morning, isn’t it?” Laurence states as he suddenly stands silently beside me.

“When we have fresh snow like this, it’s inevitable.” I smile, not looking away from the white scenery.

“Shall I do the honour of a pot of tea so we can talk about why you are up at this time?” Laurence heads to the kettle not needing my reply; it was a rhetorical question. In a blur of motion, a flash of green shoots across the room with an excited voice bouncing off the walls.

“IT’S SNOWING! GUYS! LOOK! IT’S SNOWING!” Hilary squeals in giddy excitement, pressing her face against the glass doors, looking out into the garden. She didn’t even change out of her PJs.

“No second guesses as to why she’s up.” I laugh lightly.

“They say three is company anyway.” Laurence chuckles as I head to the refrigerator and pour myself a small glass of orange juice. Taking a seat at the breakfast bar, I sip the sharp sweet juice, watching Hilary gaze in innocent awe at the falling white snow.

Laurence prepares the tea; his burgundy dressing gown swaying as his body jiggles around the kitchen, deeply humming a little tune as he does so. His silver hair pointing in all directions looks worse than my own does and I can’t help but try and hide my amusement. Hilary hears me quietly laughing and skips over. She notices too and starts giggling. 

“Did you look at yourself in the mirror this morning?” I ask him humorously.

“I awoke as usual and heard you moving around, so I admit I did not. Why do you ask?”

“Cause you look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge.” I chuckle as Laurence temporarily abandons the tea, blindly investigating his misshapen hair.

“You look like that mad scientist who made Frankenstein.” Hilary giggles. “Oh I know!” Racing out of the room and returning in seconds, with a comb; wooden carved with lilac daisies delicately painted on. She holds the item out with a Cheshire cat smile.

“Would you like us to groom you this morning like a doll?” I mockingly ask as Hilary mischievously giggles. Laurence smiles as he finishes making the tea and placing the tray down on the breakfast bar. He sits in the chair between myself and Hilary.

“I will allow you to do so on one condition.” He announces with a loud voice.

“What’s that?” I question suspiciously.

“That you make me look as pretty as Hilary.” He reveals, trying to batt his eyelashes like a woman. Before I can respond with a quick remark, Hilary beats me to the punch.

“Laurence we are vampires not magicians!” Rolling her eyes dramatically as I snigger at his slightly offended reaction. Laurence happily sits still as myself and Hilary make a start on fixing his hair, taking a drink of his tea as I brush the comb rhythmically, while Hilary places ribbons or hair clips in his hair she secretly stashed in her PJ pockets.

“I feel like a cat being groomed.” He announces with a little too much content in his voice and we laugh at his comment.

“You are too wise to be a cat Laurence... You are more like a silver fox.” 

“I like that better! It makes me sound more charming and mysterious.”

“Whatever you say Mr Fox.” Hilary lightly mocks as I work the comb through his long silver (and surprisingly thick) hair. Laurence takes a slow sip of tea, deeply sighing in content.

“You know Amanda... you and I must be the only vampires who still enjoy the taste of food and drink.” Chuckling to himself as I note he is using his favourite teapot; burnt orange with elephants carved delicately into the side. Collecting tea pots was always a little hobby of his.

“I miss cherries. But that’s it. I don’t really miss anything else.” Hilary pipes up as she clips a black glittery hair clip into place. “Why do you guys still eat human food?” She questions with a wonder fuelled voice.

“It gives me a sense of normality.” Smiling a half smile as I pause to take a sip of the hot liquid.

“I just enjoy the taste.” Laurence lifts his cup up to toast, smiling a huge smile. “To appreciating the little things in life.”

I touch my cup with his. “To being awake at 3am.” Adding on sluggishly as we both take a deep sip of the delicate liquid while Hilary continues her work. Placing my cup back down, I work on the last section of his hair silently, brushing it into place.

“Ta-da! What do you think?” Hilary giggles, holding a mirror up to Laurence as she beams with hope of positive news. Laurence tries not to laugh at the reflection before him. His hair still pointing in different directions except sleeker with more sparkles and ribbons.

“I look so pretty!” He chokes up jokingly as Hilary smiles with joy. “I look wonderful! Thank you so much my little hair stylist!” Picking Hilary up and swinging her about, she laughs loudly as they almost dance about the kitchen, twirling into the dining room. Hilary catches sight of the snow again and calls out to me.

“Can we go into the garden and have a snowball fight? Please! Pretty please!” She begs as Laurence puts her down.

“I have work soon but I promise when I come back, we will.”

“Can I go out into the garden now and build a snowman?”

“As long as you don’t sing the song
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