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LONDON – 2012

LACED tightly in a modern day, black
corset not nearly as flattering as the ones women wore in the
1700’s when I was still just a baby vamp, I made my way out the
flat I’d been sharing for the past three weeks with a plump young
woman named Alice that provided me with more than just a place for
me to set down for the days.


Even though I could have easily made a
meal out of her and like all the other humans I had encountered
over the years, Alice had provided some much needed amusement. I
was on my way to one of those costume parties that she had been
harping on about taking me to ever since I compelled her to let me
into her flat. I had fed her mind fake memories that I conjured
which made her believe that she had known me all her
life.


I found Alice shortly after learning
of Victor’s betrayal. I was felt so lost after leaving the room
that I shared such an intimate part of myself with a creature that
was sent to distract me. I tried calling Storm. I needed him more
than ever. I wanted to tell him of Victor’s deception. I needed him
like a little girl needed her father. If anyone could help me
destroy Victor and kill my hunter, it was him.


Storm had killed a few hunters himself
but it was pointless since another would be born to replace the
dead one immediately. Still I wanted to end mines, at least to have
the thrill of crushing the life out of her. But Storm was very
silent. I could not hear or feel him which made me think that he
had gone away to attend to some business of his own. I knew he had
a life beyond looking after his prodigy but at that moment I felt a
little hurt that he wasn’t there.


After a brief killing
spree to clear my mind a little, I was in search of a new dwelling
and came upon Alice. I had rescued her from a man that had been
stalking her as she made her way out one of a ‘clothing optional’
club and headed towards her car. I smelled his lusting and read the
filthy contents of his mind. If it were any other night I would
have left her to meet her fate but I wasn’t in the mood to watch
another female suffer as I just did.


It took me all but two seconds to
drain the old fart. His blood tasted as wretched as his corrupted
soul. Alice saw me just as I was cleaning my fangs and I was faced
with the choice between making another meal out of her that would
have probably wiped clean the bitter after taste still lingering on
my tongue or sparing her life. Since I was in the saving mood, I
gave her a chance.


“Cool fangs” she offered catching me
off guard.


Alice wasn’t afraid of my true form
and I felt this overwhelming sense of relief that she wasn’t
running off screaming into the night.


“Did you just come from the Den?” she
asked.


I was as confused.


“What is this Den you speak of?” I
pressed.


I had just as much patience as a
badger. She shot me a puzzled look. I caught her brown orbs and
searched her memories. The Den turned out to be a club where people
dressed like vampires, witches, werewolves and an assortment of
creatures. Vampires and other creatures of the night were ‘in’ now,
well as long as they were powdered pale with removable plastic
fangs or just dressed menacing.


It was all laughable the more I
thought about it – women and men wearing fake fangs and drinking
cherry flavored blood out of bags. I waved her free and she
returned to her former composure as though nothing had
happened.


“How did you know?” I fed her the lie
that I had formulated out of her memory.


“The costume is a bit much, but cool
blood” she offered.


Her foxy brown orbs were scanning my
attire which seemed ancient compared to the laced tights, short
leather skirt and bedazzled bra she was wearing. I was amazed that
she felt comfortable in the five degree weather that even I felt a
little cold in. The more I listened to her, the more her coolness
intrigued me. I remembered some of the things I saw when I searched
her memories. Alice had been exposed to more adventures than I had
ever seen in just one human. I was fond of her which was a very
rare emotion I ever had towards a human.


I had long resigned that connection to
life that I had when my heart was a warm as hers. I knew with my
hunter not too far behind me, it couldn’t hurt to seek temporary
shelter under the protection of a human. Storm had taught me years
ago that if I could befriend a living human, it would disrupt the
connection my hunter had with me. When we killed it was as if we
had painted clear tracks for our hunter to follow. As long as I
shadowed a human, Blair, my hunter would be unable to find me as
easily as she did before.


“Hey do you need a ride somewhere?”
she offered.


I thought it quite amusing that she
thought I needed one but I took her up on the offer since it would
have been quite awkward if I didn’t. She motioned to her pink mini
cooper parked just a few steps away and I took my first ride in the
human contraption that took them from place to place.


“Oh forgive my manners love, but my
name is Alice. What’s yours?”


“Amelia” I offered.


She chuckled a little.


“Nice to meet you
A-mee-lia.”


She stretched the middle which
irritated me. I always hated how humans changed the sound of your
name every time they repeated it.


“So where to?’ she asked.


And it was there that I decided her
home would be mine.


***


THE CORSET was synching my waist just
perfectly. I had been gracious in my care of Alice, giving her a
taste of my blood ever so often so her strength would improve and
she had broken one of my ribs when she helped me into the corset. I
quickly healed and she barely noticed the cracking sound it made
when it snapped. It would be impossible for a human to wear a
corset this tight but for a vampire it was just ideal.


“Oh come on Amy, we’ll be late” she
said in a whiny tone.


The passenger door to her pink mini
cooper was wide open, waiting for me to fill the vacant seat. Alice
was already at the wheel and rightfully so because I never quite
got the hang of maneuvering those pesky pedals and weaving through
traffic. I would have much rather flown to the party but I was
adjusting to the acceptable mode of transport. It was the last day
of the year and the theme of the party we were going to ring in
2013 was ‘Sexy Victorian’ so naturally Alice stuffed her juicy
frame into a bright pink corset with a short see through
skirt.


Pink was Alice’s favorite
color so I wasn’t really that keen to expect that she would
surprise me by giving another color a chance. I was tempted many
times to compel her to choose another but I thought it would take
away from her charm. I had picked up an all black dominatrix
inspired costume that gave me more exposure that I would have liked
but as Alice said one too many times , I needed to step out of my
shell and embrace the 21st century.


If black stilettos, laced stockings,
exposed underwear that revealed everything except my flower, thick
mascara and crimson lips wasn’t enough to blend then I was surely
doomed to be boring. We got to the apartment building around
10:00pm which was early according to Alice. I could hear the
abundance of beating hearts, pumping fresh blood through veins from
miles away. If I hadn’t helped myself to a few ounces of Alice
before we arrived, I would not have made through the night without
killing a few souls.


A short rosy gentle man who I
immediately thought would make an excellent Napoleon Bonaparte
answered the door and after giving us a quick scan from head to
toe, invited us in. The room was buzzing with an assortment of warm
flesh pressing against each other, mimicking acts that seemed only
natural in the throes of passion. This was what the world called
‘dancing’ in 2012. I shuddered to think of what it would become a
few centuries from now.


It was clear from the moment Alice and
I stepped in that we were the only ones who took the ‘Victorian’
part of the theme seriously. I did not want to believe that the
humans of the day were so out of touched with their history that
they would mistake feathered boas and ballet costumes for Victorian
garb. Alice abandoned me to help herself to a slice of cheese cake
and glass of red wine. It always threw me how the English drank
wine with almost anything. They were by far milder than the French,
but from wherever food was served you could bet your life that
there would be a choice between red or white waiting for
you.


“I have been waiting for you” a dulcet
American accented voice rose from behind me.


I was always impressed with anything
that could catch me of guard. I turned to catch a view of the soul
that managed to surprise me. His face was aristocratic and did not
match the sweetness of his voice. His features were clean and
sharp. Radiant skin that seemed to catch the light perfectly also
complimented the softness of his baby blue orbs.


“Your hand…my lady” he
offered.


Although his impression
was not near as perfect as I would have liked, I was able to
overlook this flaw to take his hand. He took me back to a time that
I felt more at home among beating hands, a time when women
were Ladies and
men were Gentlemen. It was a
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