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George returns from collecting wood in the forest with his
son to discover his village sacked, his wife and children dead. The
few survivors flee to the woods where they eat with a group of
bandits. Three days later George awakes from fever dreams, to
discover they had been
"turned" into a vrykolakas (vampire). Can George save his soul,
regain his humanity, and avoid dancing to the Devil's
tune?
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Part 1 - Fever Dreams

 Awakening

Fever Dreams, and
reality. Which was which? A puzzle. Ghosts and phantoms, flames,
screams, bodies, hacked and dismembered, dead or dying. Who am I?
Vision of a young woman speaking to him, vision of the same woman
naked, bloodied and dead. Ana, that was her
name.

"George." His name was
George.

George was surfacing
slowly, trying to sort horrifying fantasy from equally horrifying
fact. The burned village was real. His dead wife and daughter, also
real. George felt his eyes sting.

The bandits had offered the survivors shelter. They hadn't sacked the village, that
had been the Ottoman invaders, the current overlords of the
Greeks.

The bandit camp included a central camp fire, and the
survivors had been drinking with the bandits around the fire. The
screaming flames, filled with
writhing ghosts, was fantasy, wasn't it? The dark trees? They were
in a forest at night, the trees were real. But the gnarled faces,
the knobbly limbs with grasping hands, those were fantasy,
surely.

In the fever, the bandits
had glowing eyes, and had attacked him, holding him down,
scratching, biting. Had they raped him? He didn't think so, the
entire sequence must be fantasy.

Then there was a woman who nursed him, held him. He'd
dreamed she'd given him her
breast to suckle, but the milk was blood. Fantasy.

A vision of his wife
floated before him, like a broken doll, clothes torn, abused,
battered. A knife through his guts. "ANA! NO! GOD NO! GOD, PLEASE
LET ME DIE!"

A woman held him, rocked him, made soothing noises. His wracking sobs subsided,
everything faded.

 


Later. George emerged from a fog, alert, still. How much
time had passed he could not say. But he did know it was close to
sunset, though he could not have said how he knew. There was
something he needed to
remember, but what?

His attention turned to the receding fog.
You must do something before I allow
you to die. Echoed dimly
through his consciousness.

What?

Patience. I will ask you
when the time is right.

What do I do?

Be the best you can at what you do best.

It was gone, drowned in echoes from his surroundings. There
were many distant voices, but he could isolate any conversation,
and it became clear. Weird. The qualities of the voices suggested a
large stone chamber connected by corridors to others.

The scents in the air
included wood smoke, cooking, dankness and earth. It all suggested
to George that he was underground, perhaps in a cave system. Hadn't
the bandits mentioned having a cave hideaway nearby?

Closer at hand, there was a fire in this room. He could also hear someone breathing, and
two heartbeats. How could he hear that? One was his. The other,
well she smelled like his nurse from the fever dreams. He drew more
air through his nose, surreptitiously he hoped.

"You're awake. We thought we'd lost you. How are you feeling?" A female voice,
indeterminate age; was that concern?

George's eyes sprang open. He was in a rocky chamber lit by
flickering firelight. Despite the low light, he could see
everything clearly. There were curtains covering much of the walls, and a tapestry of a pastoral
scene hanging over the bed, near the bed a red-haired woman sat in
a white chair.

Her hair was caught in a loose braid, and she wore a cream
skirt and embroidered bodice that was unlaced, as if she was
preparing to suckle a baby. That
thought flickered and he forced it away. She was pretty, in her
mid-twenties, her bloom of youth just starting to fade. Her eyes
looked old and careworn, and there were scars at her neck, wrists
and crooks of her elbows. Her smile warmed him.

"Hello. I'm fine, I think.
I wasn't aware I was sick. What happened? I'm George by the
way."

"I'm Soula. The fever kills more than half of those he
attacks." She laughed bitterly. That didn't quite make sense. "You
fought hard, but I brought
you back. You may not thank me when you know what happened. Do you
know what vrykolakas
means?"

"A monster? A blood
sucking corpse? Why?"

"That's what you have become. Like all the menfolk here. Do
you not remember the men holding you down and
biting you? Then Philippos
gave you some of his blood to drink? That set off what he calls the
conversion, and with it your fever."

"No, it can't be
possible."

"Look within. Feel the difference. The cooking smells make
your stomach roil. You can hear conversations at a distance. You can hear me breathing, and my
heart beating. You can recognize me by my smell. You crave
blood."

"I do not crave
blood!"

"No?" Soula picked up a small knife and cut her wrist. It
was a small cut but after a moment blood began to
drip. George found himself
staring at the welling blood hungrily. He could smell it; there was
a rich promise in that scent.

"Kiss my wrist, lick my
blood."

George hesitated, fighting
the urge. "Do it!" Soula ordered.

Once George tasted Soula's blood he clung to her wrist, drinking the flow. She cuddled
him to her chest and made soothing noises. "My blood and my power
will make you strong. Drink. I will stop you when you've had what
you need."

George felt like a helpless baby. Soula stood with a look
of rapture on her face. She
kept repeating softly "You are mine and I am yours. I will protect
you and you will protect me."

Eventually Soula called
"Stop." And George was compelled to obey. The mindless hunger
faded, and he returned to his normal self.

"Soula, what have you done
to me?" He asked gently, but with a hint of concern. His mind was
in turmoil, disbelief warring with revulsion. But somehow, he could
not speak harshly to her.

Soula put her face close to his, so close he could have
kissed her. "George, I saved
your life. Philippos and his band bit you, drank your blood, and
then they forced you to drink Philippos' blood. That caused your
illness."

"If I am a vrykolakas, I
am damned." Shame, chagrin, a sense of hopelessness.

"I am not so sure.
You did not choose to be one, it was forced upon you. I believe God
in his infinite mercy will find a way to save you."

"Maybe. If I am a
vrykolakas, what are you?"

"I am one of Philippos' human servants. All the men are
vrykolakes, all the women are someone's servant. We do things they can't, like walk in
the daytime, wash their clothes, run errands, and provide blood to
feed them once or twice a week. We can't give blood every day, we
would fade and die."

Soula seemed comfortable enough with her
situation. George asked "Why
do you do it?"

"You lost your wife and children to the Ottoman soldiers. I
lost my husband and children to them. You are here, safe, free;
they took me captive." Soula's voice became flat. "Many of them
raped me every day for weeks,
until Philippos and his band attacked them and slew them. All the
captives went with Philippos, and we owe them our lives. I gave
birth to a son, half Turk, but Philippos brought him up as a Greek,
and when he was seventeen they turned him into a vrykolakas. He
died in an Ottoman raid twelve years ago."

"I am sorry. How old are
you? You look in your mid-twenties."

"We don't know how long vrykolakes can live, hundreds of
years at least. Human servants can live as long as the vrykolakas
they serve. I am seventy-four. Do you think I am pretty?"

I've had too many shocks.
Nothing makes sense. "Yes, yes you are pretty. So, what happens to
me now? And where is my son? Costa, he's thirteen."

"He is probably with one of the women; we can look for him
soon, after Philippos comes
to talk with you. I am to look after you while you learn how to
live. I have asked Philippos to give me to you as your servant. I
like you, you're a much nicer person than Philippos."

"Do I need someone to look after me? I like you, you're
a nice person, but I should
be mourning my wife and children."

"Mourn your wife and
family all you want. You still need a woman to look after you, to
feed you, to teach you what you need to know. You don't have to
have sex with me."

What do I say to that? "Not while I am in mourning. I like you, let's see how
things work out."

Soula was leaning forward,
her bodice undone. Her full breasts were peeking out, and George
could have fondled them easily.

Soula smiled as if she knew what he was thinking. "We will
get on well. You will wonder
how you managed to live without me. Now, as a fledgling vrykolakas
there is much you need to know." She proceeded to tell him things a
new vampire needed to know.

"What's to stop me from walking out into the sunlight?"
George asked at one
point.

"Firstly, you'd be asleep. Secondly, it would be suicide,
and that is a sin. The Devil would take your soul. Thirdly, you
won't choose death when you could help someone. I know you George,
just like you know me. I was in your mind,
sharing your fever dreams for
nearly two days. We know one another in ways you probably can't
imagine yet. We're family now."

George was conflicted. On the one hand there was Ana, dead
only a few days. On the other hand, he was developing feelings
towards Soula, feelings he
shouldn't be feeling. Soula's words offered a way through. "Ana is
family, you are family. It starts to make sense. I think I can work
with that."

"I know you can. And so
can I. There is no need for haste."

 


Philippos came by perhaps forty minutes later. Dark brown hair framing his round face, a
moustache and short goatee. He was dressed as a country squire,
wearing brown vraka - baggy, knee length trousers buttoned around
the knee, knee-high stockings that peeped over the top of his brown
riding boots. His white shirt was decorated with lace at the cuffs
and collar in an old-fashioned style. His maroon jacket featured
brass buttons, and the cuffs were wearing.

With him was Petros, a dark haired vrykolakas, Elektra, a
young blonde who radiated a sense of power, and Erianthe, a dark-haired woman in her
thirties.

"Well George, how are you?
It's good to see you up and around. How is he, Soula?"

"The fever broke this
evening. He still needs a few days."

George added "I feel good at present, but I'm
not happy about what you did to
me."

"George, you came to us asking for our help in your
vengeance against the Ottomans. You were weak, we made you strong,
powerful. You will become an invincible warrior. This is Erianthe,
I want to give her to you as your servant."

"Do I need one?" George
barely got out before Soula exploded.

"You can't do that! I
brought George back from death with my power. Erianthe doesn't have
enough. George needs me, not her."

"You witch!" Philippos was on Soula in an
instant, backhanding her hard enough
that she flew across the room, striking the wall and falling in a
heap. George surprised himself by being where she landed as she
landed, kneeling to see her injuries. Somehow, he had leaped clear
across the room with little effort.

"I'm fine. Just help me
up." Soula told him. George did as he was bid.

Meanwhile Philippos
screamed "You bound yourself to him! You live only because I wish
it! Cross me once more and I will kill you."

Soula growled, then yelled back "And you
live only because I do your dirty
work under the sun, while you sleep!" She continued in a lower vein
"I had to use my power to pull him back from the abyss. Of course
that bound us. What did you expect?"

Philippos growled, then said more reasonably
"George, I'm assigning you
this room. Soula comes with it. Use her as you will, tame her if
you can. This week you can spend recuperating, but I want you to
report to Petros here every midnight for combat training. You won't
go out on raids until he says you're ready."

Soula smiled secretly at
George.

"Thank you." George
replied. "Where is my son?"

"The boy. Oh. I am very
sorry George, he did not survive his fever. But his soul is
clean."

George froze. Soula reacted for him, yelling "What!
Philippos, are you out of
your mind? Did you do this?"

"No..." Philippos managed
to get out.

"Who was it? It was Yannis
and Constantine wasn't it? They have a fondness for boys! I will
kill them both myself!" She was advancing on Philippos
threateningly.

Philippos ignored her. "George, I am very sorry. You and I will talk later. I have
sealed Yannis and Constantine in coffins and buried them under
heavy stones. They can stay there until you say they can come
out."

"I need time to
grieve."

"Where is the boy buried?"
Soula asked.

"I can show you." Erianthe
volunteered.

"Good. Please stay. The rest of you get out of here. We
will look after George." Philippos, Petros and Elektra left. Soula
led George over to the bed, sat down, and pulled George into her
lap. "George, you should cry,
if you can."

George shed silent tears
while Soula rocked him on her lap. Erianthe sat quietly in the
nearby chair.

 


Elektra returned about
fifteen minutes later looking downcast. George's tears had ceased.
"I thought I brought him to safety, instead I brought him to
death." He was saying.

"I was the one with Costa during his fever." Elektra
declared. "I did everything I
could to save him, but it wasn't God's will."

"No one blames you,
Elektra." Soula said.

There was silence for a moment, then Elektra said "I was
with him when he died. His mother and sister collected his soul.
George, his mother and sister collected him."

"How could you know?"
George asked despondently.

"George, we three can see
spirits." Erianthe said.

"And talk with them."
Elektra added.

"And we can tell when
someone is lying." Soula added. "Elektra is telling the
truth."

"George, Ana gave me a message for you. Are you ready to hear it?"

"Of course. Tell
me."

"She said not to mourn her or the children, because they
are in a better place. She said you have to be the best you can at
what you do best. That you have to find and rescue your other
daughter. That you must always help others, and if you do, God in
his infinite mercy will save
your soul."

George was shivering. "She
really said that?"

"Yes. You should grieve
and then get on with what you have to do, knowing that she is in a
better place, and she will be happy. It's up to you
now."

"Well that matches what I heard in your fever dream." Soula commented.

"We should go and see the
grave soon," Erianthe added, "because we need to sleep."

George exhaled heavily,
shook himself. "Yes, lead me to the grave."

Then he turned to Soula. "Please forgive me for seeming
preoccupied. I meant to check
your injuries from Philippos."

"We are tough and heal
quickly. The bruises are nearly gone. Look at my wrist, where you
drank my blood two hours ago."

The wound was now a healed
pink scar.

 


Soula's living quarters were in a large cavern. Some of the rooms, like Soula's, were
actual grottoes or small caves off the cavern, smoothed by human
hands. The rest were shacks and sheds built from rough stone and
roofed with wood and cloth, or roofless sometimes. The cavern was
dim even for vrykolakas sight, and away from the dwellings they had
to walk with care.

"Down there," Soula indicated the center of the cavern
where a lantern burned, "is a pool fed by a spring. The water is
sweet and cool. And over to the right, towards the back, is
the midden." Another lantern glowed
wanly there. "It's a crevice that goes very deep. We empty the
chamber pots, and throw rubbish there."

"This used to be a monastery, before the Ottomans came.
Most of the dwellings were built by the monks." Elektra
explained. "Philippos has
maps of parts of the cave system. He says they are quite
extensive."

"At some stage I would
like to explore the caves, but there is no hurry."

"There are several entrances, though I am not sure of where
they come out." Elektra replied.

"I know some of them."
Soula replied. "Tonight we go through the main
entrance."

That passage wound upwards, but was wide enough for two to
walk abreast. George could smell the night air long before they
reached it. "There's little chance of daylight reaching the living area."

"Yes, a cave is ideal."
Erianthe said. "It's always dark, it's difficult to attack, and
there are secret exits."

They passed by a worn carving of a satyr, something George
recognized from his time in Athens studying medicine with
his father's cousin. "Is that Pan?
The ancient god?"

"Yes." Soula confirmed.
"He was defaced, possibly by the monks. Some of the menfolk patched
him up."

"We ignore him." Erianthe
added. "Most of us women are still Christian."

 


The passage opened into a tall, wide fissure in the hillside, partly hidden by a large
boulder. On the left side of the opening a small stone church had
been built, partially carved into the rock. "That gives me a
strange feeling, like I should flee. What is it?" George
asked.

"That's the Church of
St. Spyridon and St. Nicolas." Elektra explained. "There is still
an odor of sanctity about it. No vrykolakas can enter the
church."

The ground was stony, with
sparse vegetation and no real trees.

"The graveyard is in the valley behind this
hill." Erianthe led the
way.

"It's the same one the
monks used." Elektra added.

"But it is no longer
sanctified." Soula said. "You can walk there."

There was no moon, though it would rise around midnight.
The four picked their way rapidly under starlight. "You ladies can see as well as I can."
George remarked.

Elektra laughed. "We are
human servants; we have the same powers as our vrykolakes
masters."

"I don't think we can
fly." Erianthe said.

"I've never tried." Soula responded. "George,
when you learn to fly, will you
teach me?"

"I don't see why not." I
thought only birds could fly. I'll keep an open mind.

"You can teach us as
well." Elektra added.

"If I learn to fly, I'll
teach the three of you."

Erianthe led them into the valley where
there were patches of thicker
scrub. They stopped at one of the patches where there were fresh
graves on one side. "Each patch hides graves. These are the ones
from the last two days. And this smaller one is your son." Erianthe
said.

"Seven graves. Only five of us survived." George felt numb, disconnected from
reality. "It would be good if they could have headstones. I want to
say a prayer for all of them. Do you think God will still hear
me?"

"I am sure he will." Soula
replied. "We will pray as well."

They stood in
comparative silence, each one mouthing prayers. George began to
feel cold. Just then Elektra said "Hello Ana. We brought George.
This is Erianthe and this is Soula."

George looked around wildly. The three women were looking
in the same direction, but as
far as he could see there was nothing there. "I don't see
anything."

"Just here George."
Elektra said. "Don't stare, just gaze. Can you hear
her?"

"No, I can't. I can see a
patch of wispy white, like mist. Is that you Ana?"

"She says yes. She says to tell you she loves you very much. Her concerns now are
you and Helena. Your daughter, right? She says you must look after
yourself and your soul, because it is in danger."

"I love you very much, Ana. Costa was the only reason for
me to go on, and now he's
gone."

"She says there's Helena
and you. Once you rescue Helena you need to go on to rescue your
soul. And if you can't do it for your soul, then do it for
Ana."

"I will do everything in my power to rescue Helena. I don't
care about myself, but I will do what I can for you, Ana. I don't know how to save my
soul."

"Do good works." Soula
burst out. "Help others. Spend the rest of your life on
that."

"Ana says listen to us, we will guide you." Elektra said.
"And especially listen to Soula. You need a woman
to look after you, and she
will be good for you."

"I married you Ana. You
were my childhood sweetheart."

"Ana says now she is dead.
You will live a long time, and you need a female companion from the
living."

Soula spoke. "Ana, I promised George I would
look after him. I would like
your blessing for that, because George will be more
accepting."

"Ana says she gives Soula
her blessing to be your woman, your companion and wife, as long as
she takes good care of you."

George felt overwhelmed. There were things
he would have said if it were
just him and Ana. "Ana, I will always love you. I miss
you."

"Sophocles, I will always love you. Is your name
Sophocles?" Elektra said. "Oh, right. I miss you. But you are
living, I am dead, and we must part for a time. There
is a black cloud over you,
threatening to destroy your soul. If you do not save your soul, you
will be lost forever. And you will not be permitted to see me ever
again. Sophocles, does that make sense to you?"

"Yes, as a vrykolakas, my soul is damned. Ana,
both you and Soula have said I can
save my soul. After I save Helena, I will concentrate on saving my
soul. However long it takes."

"Ana says she is going
now; she wants to watch over Helena. Never forget what she has told
you."

George stumbled over his
goodbye. Soula put a hand on him, followed by Elektra. "She's gone
George. She says that's your middle name, for St. Georgios. Why did
she want to use your first name?"

George sighed. "That's so I would know it was her. Only Ana
and my parents know that
name. Everybody has called me George all my life. There really is
life after death. She is still there, or her soul is. We all need
to work at saving our souls."

"Help others." Soula said.
"I will help you."

"And I will help you." Erianthe added. "I will be your human servant if you and
Soula will have me."

"He's not ready for that."
Soula replied for George. "If you want to wait, I will be happy if
he is happy."

"That is something you two should decide between
yourselves." George replied.
"I hardly know you, but I will take Soula's advice."

"I will help too," Elektra
said, "but I can't be your human servant while I am
Philippos'."

"Thank you, all three of you. This is where Costa's body
lies, but he's not here anymore. He's moved on, he's with Ana. I feel a lot better. Still sad,
but they're fine. It's the living who have all the pain. I'm happy
to go back now."

George's mood continued to improve on the walk back. He was
surprised by that, especially since he hadn't seen or heard
Ana, but the three women had
convinced him it was Ana speaking. Souls were real, souls survived
death. Helena was still alive. He had hope, and he had a
purpose.

 


Erianthe and Elektra said goodbye at the cavern, George and
Soula continued to their room. "George, there is about an hour till you have to meet Petros.
You seem much happier now. Is there anything you want me to do for
you? Do you want to talk, to you want to cuddle, should I rub your
back?"

"I am happier. Don't you
need to sleep?

"I can sleep when you
sleep. I could sleep when you leave, you can wake me when you
return. I'd like that. Wake me when you return. I don't want to
sleep when you're with me."

"There's a lot of new things to get used to. I feel out of
my depth right now. I need to sit and think."

"You can't learn
everything in one day. This is your first day as a vrykolakas.
Learn things a bit at a time. Did you learn everything about herbs
in one day?"

"No, but I still need to
sit and think about things."

"Then sit with me. Let me put my arms about you and lend you my strength. I can sit
still and silent, like a vrykolakas. Come."

They sat quietly together
for nearly forty-five minutes, scarcely moving.

 


"Thank you Soula. I feel
more peaceful now."

"You have another fifteen minutes. I will
wash and prepare for bed." Soula
disappeared behind a curtain. "George, will you do me a favor? When
you come home, please strip off all your clothes and leave them for
me to wash. You have worn them for several days. And wash yourself
well, you do not smell fresh. I sleep naked, I want you too as
well. Will you do this for me?"

"Yes, I should have a sack
somewhere with clothes and belongings in it."

"I will look for it in the
morning."

"When I get into bed I
will wake you."

"Good. Now, take a good look at your human servant." Soula walked out from behind the
curtain stark naked. "Feast your eyes." She pirouetted for
him.

Part of George thought he should be shocked, but he put
that aside and looked appreciatively. Soula was curvaceous with
large firm breasts and hips,
narrow waist and the wiry muscles of a village girl. The red fur
between her legs had been trimmed very short, and there appeared to
be no hair in her armpits.

"Very nice, sexy lady. You
are a real woman."

"Thank you." She dimpled and sat on the bed. "This is what you come home to every
day."

"I am very happy about
that." George sat beside her. He was surprised to realize he felt
completely at ease with the situation. "What do you do to remove
the hair from your underarms?"

"Initially, we pluck the hair, or trim it with scissors.
Plucking is painful, but after a year or so as a human servant it
stops growing. I don't know how the practice started; the women
here pruned their bushes when I arrived. It's cleaner, there is
less smell."

"Ana never did that,
though there were rumors in the village that some of the women used
their husband's cutthroat razor. That seemed dangerous."

"I had never heard of removing underarm hair until I came
here. I plucked my lip and my nipples as well. Now it doesn't regrow, and I rarely think
about it." She laughed. "Now you know all my secrets."

"I had wondered about your
nipples. I think a human servant must be closer than a wife. We
should have no secrets between us."

"I agree completely. I feel completely at ease with you George. I trust you always to do
the right thing for me. And you know I will always do the right
thing by you. I trust you with my life."

George put his arm about Soula. "I trust you with my life.
Which is odd, because I only met you today. I'm not complaining, mind." I should be mourning Ana. But this feels
right.

"If I were an ordinary human, it would take years to build
up the trust, the power, the relationship. I was trained by
Philippos, I was one of his human servants for
nigh on forty years. He
replaced me with Elektra once he trained her. She suits him better.
You suit me better. And don't forget I shared your fever dreams for
two days, my own power linked with yours and bound us. I can't
explain how that works; just that my power saved your life, and
that bound us. We're stuck with each other." Soula smiled happily.
George's smile matched hers.

 


 


 Lessons

"Boys, how goes it?"
George greeted his fellow villagers where they waited for
Petros.

"Hmph. We would be better off if we were dead." Stephanos the carpenter replied. He was
about fifty, with the build of a wrestler. "Is this hell? I think
we're all damned."

"Where are the others?"
Markos, a farmer, asked. "I'm not happy about what they've done to
us."

"We five are all the survivors. They killed the rest, including Costa." George
replied.

"I'm sorry, George, you
were right, we should never have trusted bandits." Loukas the
cobbler said.

"We are here, we survived. We need to continue to survive.
We want vengeance on the Ottomans, and after that, we'll see about righting some wrongs
done to us." George replied. "Right now, we need to learn as much
as we can about how to live. We might even be able to enjoy what we
have left."

"Well, they've given me a young woman, and she's
friendly. I could be happy
about that." Iakovos was approaching fifty, and a widower. He was
another farmer.

"Well boys, that's
something to focus on." George advised. "Things could be
worse."

"Petros is on his way."
Markos commented.

"Right. I wonder what
he will teach us?"

Petros sauntered up to them and they all introduced
themselves. "Well, what a sorry lot of soldiers you are - two
farmers, a cobbler, a carpenter and a herbalist." Then he laughed.
"You'll fit right in. We were all village boys
once. Anyone know how to use
a sword? No, well we'll get to that later. Any of you know how to
fight with a knife?"

"Hey, we're Greek. Of
course we do." Iakovos replied.

"Good. Weapons like swords and spears take time to learn.
This week, I want to concentrate on our powers. You already know about seeing in the dark,
sensitive hearing, and that we're five to ten times stronger than
humans. We have the power to control the human mind, and that's
what I want to focus on this week. You can make a soldier turn
around, paralyze them, make yourself invisible and a lot
more."

 


George returned home about
an hour before sunrise. As requested, he stripped and washed
himself. When he walked out from behind the curtain, Soula was
awake and watching.

"Welcome home George. How are you feeling?" Soula sat up.

"Good, happy enough. Sad
for my family, happy you are with me. And I think I am hungry."
George sat on the bed, almost beside Soula, but positioned so he
had a good view of her body. She jiggled for him.

"Then you are healing. That takes time. I'm afraid you can't feed so close to
sleeping. Philippos says it is bad if you feed before sleeping; I
don't know the reason though."

"Maybe I will ask him next time I see him. We didn't cover
flying today. Petros said today was something of an introduction."

"What did Petros teach
you?"

"The first hour was
leaping, lifting and running, and how to do that without hurting
yourself."

"We all learn that; human servants develop much the same
powers as their masters. Did you do anything about using power?"

"How to control humans. Petros had two young girls brought
along. They were ordinary humans. We had to make them do things
like walk in a particular direction. The last one was turning
invisible, except we could still see each other,
but the girls couldn't."

"Yes, I can do that. Mind
power doesn't work properly on vrykolakes or their human
servants."

"There are a lot of rooms in this cavern, and there seem to
be many more women than men. Is there a reason? Do you know how
many men and women there are
here?"

"All the men are vrykolakes, most of the women are human
servants, or in training. We women are your breakfast. Do you
remember I told you I can only feed you every third or fourth day?
That means we need to have at least three times as many women as men, and it's better if there
are more. There were seventeen vrykolakes, but with your five
villagers that's twenty-two.

"I think there are about eighty women, perhaps as many as
one hundred, plus six children, all girls. With Yannis and
Constantine sealed in coffins, that
is twenty vrykolakes who need to be fed every day. And eighty women
gives four women each. I am not sure whether everyone has
that many. Philippos and Petros both have nine, including their
apprentices."

"It seems a tidy arrangement. I am thinking that the men don't have to go
hunting for victims. Who came up with this?"

"Philippos, I think. He told me that in the old days, a
band of vrykolakes would wake up hungry after sunset, and go out
hunting. That meant preying on fellow Greeks, and most of the victims died. I think
Philippos rescued some captives from the Ottomans and set about
training all of them to be human servants. It's not like farming
sheep, because no one dies. Milking goats? It takes a few days to
recover after each gift of blood, but we are all happy to give that
gift."

"Philippos is smart. But
why did he attack me and the others?"

"I truly do not know. Perhaps he wanted a bigger band of
vrykolakes. But if he hadn't, I would still be unassigned, like
Erianthe. Now I have you, and
I feel complete again."

"When I was in Athens I heard someone say that inside every
cloud is a silver lining. I have lost everything, but I found you.
On balance things are good, and with you they will continue to
improve." I really think
that, George thought with
mild surprise. I said goodbye
to Ana, and I am adjusting to her death. Her spirit has
survived.

George and Soula moved at exactly the same time; she
snuggled against him, he put his arm about her. "Soula, I don't
feel cold, but you feel quite
warm."

"I'm neither hot nor cold,
just comfortable. Your body will always be colder than mine, except
when you have just fed. I enjoy the feeling of your coolness
against my warmth."

 


A little later Soula lay back on the bed,
pulling George with her. She
adjusted their positions so he lay on her chest. "We will not make
love this time. But I want you to lie between my legs as if we have
just finished, and fall asleep in this position. It will be sunrise
soon."

George put one hand
on each of her breasts. "Can I fondle and kiss these?"

"Of course. You are my
lover. You can do anything with me."

 


Soula kissed George as they both felt the sun peek above
the horizon. She held him like that for several minutes before she
broke the kiss. "The sun is
just above the horizon and you are still awake. That is
odd."

"Mmm, I was expecting to
fall asleep by now."

"That is what the others
do. Stay here, I want to see how long you can stay
awake."

They lay, gazing into each other’s eyes for
another fifteen minutes
before George remarked "I am suddenly feeling very sleepy." His
eyes closed and his head fell forward.

Soula pillowed his head on
her breasts, and softly stroked his hair. Her expression was like
the cat that just licked the cream.

 


 



Waking With Erianthe

George woke before sunset,
as he had before - wide awake, surfacing from a dark, roiling
cloud, its images fading as he tried to glimpse them. Nearby Soula
and Erianthe were talking. They both noticed he was
awake.

"Good evening George,
welcome back." Soula greeted him. "You're about fifteen minutes
early."

"Good evening George.
Soula asked me if I would like to be your breakfast today. I would
like to be."

"Well, thank you. Soula explained to me that she can give
me blood about every fourth
day."

"Me too. Since I am
unassigned, I said I will be her number two."

"If it works out," Soula
added, "Erianthe will become your second human servant. Now, if you
will freshen up, we will start. We need to show you what to
do."

When George returned,
both Soula and Erianthe were naked. Erianthe was thinner, though
developing a small pot belly. Her dark pubic hair had been trimmed
like Soula's, and her armpits were plucked.

"We usually do this naked; it saves having to wash blood
off our clothes." Erianthe
explained.

"You will practice on me,"
Soula added, "and when you're ready you will feed on
Erianthe."

"Fine by me."

"Right. First, when you
take blood there are some places that are easier than others. Can
you guess which ones?" Soula asked.

"Wrist and inner
elbow are the obvious ones. But I notice that many of you have neck
scars."

Soula looked at Erianthe, who spoke. "There are two more
easy ones - back of the knee and groin. I prefer the groin, because
the scars aren't obvious, and it’s very intimate. You haven't bitten anyone before, have
you?"

"Er no. When Soula fed me
yesterday she used a knife on her wrist."

"That's the easiest place when you need to feed someone
else. Oh, yes. Always human blood, never animal blood, never
vrykolakas blood. Either will
kill you. We don't know why, just that you will sicken and die.
Soula has already told you that, I can see.

"Use your fangs to pierce a vein, but be careful of the big
ones like the neck. You have to be able to swallow, you need to
close the wound when you
finish. The big ones spurt everywhere and they are very difficult
to stop. Your meal can bleed to death very quickly."

"The big ones are called arteriae," he used the Latin word,
in the plural form, "they are usually deep except for the carotid
arteria in the neck. I've
studied medicine, I'm not just a herbalist. How do you stop the
bleeding?"

A glance passed between Soula and Erianthe before Erianthe
replied "Place your index and middle finger on the punctures and
will it to close. It should close in a few minutes. We can do it ourselves, but it's polite
to do it for your meal. Now, Soula is lying there like I will. You
have to bite her in the groin. Where will you bite?"

"Don't really bite me,
just show us." Soula added.

This is surreal, George thought. But I do know how to find the vein. There
were actually several small scars, more pinkish dots, on Soula's
groin where the vein would be. "If you press on a vein or artery
hard, it will puff up behind. Arteries take blood away from the
heart, veins towards the heart." He felt around near the pink dots,
then pressed hard. "See that? That's the vein. The artery would
puff up on the other side of my thumb."

"We didn't know that. We
should pass that little tip around." Soula said.

"Now George, you can't just bite, it will hurt. You need to use your power
to take away the pain, keep us still. Usually, you distract your
partner with pleasure. You use your powers, but first you need to
know how to physically pleasure a woman, you need to feel the
pleasure sensations you need to give her. Soula, shall I
demonstrate now?"

Erianthe demonstrated on
Soula, who began writhing in pleasure before she finally exploded
in a climax. George was surprised to find he could sense Soula's
sensations and pleasures.

"I've never done that
before."

"Then you copy exactly
what Erianthe did, but keep your mind on what I am feeling
"

George did so, and Soula
climaxed quicker than before. Again, he sensed what she was
feeling.

"Now George, use your mind to achieve the same
effect. You don't want to get
her too worked up, because if she is writhing around she will be
difficult to bite and difficult to feed from."

"Best to give me my climax
when you finish feeding. Do you want to start now?"

George placed one hand on Soula's mons veneris, and the other on her thigh. He
thought: pleasure, sexual arousal, climax, and was surprised when
Soula writhed in climax again. "Sorry, too much."

It took over twenty minutes before Soula declared herself
satisfied with his performance. Erianthe joked "Thirty minutes and seven climaxes. Or
was that eight? I'm sure you're satisfied. George, my turn. I want
you to do with
me the same as you did with
Soula."

"I'm becoming sexually aroused. When do we get to have
sex?" Oh, that doesn't sound
right.

"George, you can't have
sex with me, that's disrespectful to Soula. She's your human
servant, not me."

"And you haven't had sex with me yet, you shouldn't suggest
having sex with Erianthe until after you have sex with me. And you
won't feed today unless you
do as Erianthe tells you. Get started on her. Feel her sensations
as you can feel mine. When you can pleasure her with your mind, you
are ready to breakfast on her."

"Hasn't he had sex with
you yet? Just a little higher George."

"No, he's still
mourning Ana."

"That's the right spot,
just there. Don't stop. Then we have to do the right thing by
George and wait until he's ready."

Eventually Erianthe told George it was time to bite her.
Soula guided him, and he let the feeding rapture wash over
him. He thought about sharing
with Soula and Erianthe, and watched Erianthe's face turn to bliss.
I hope I'll remember to stop.

After about fifteen
minutes Soula tapped him on the shoulder. "That's enough George.
Seal the wound."

Erianthe came back to herself. "Wow, the rapture. I didn't know you could share that.
Philippos is the only one I thought could do that."

"We were all distracted."
Soula said. "I hope you didn't give too much."

"I will be fine, I just
need to rest a little. Let me sleep."

"George, you and I
will do a little healing on Erianthe to ensure her blood is
replenished quickly."

"Her heart beat is still
strong. But I feel I took more than last time. Show me what to
do."

"Essentially the same as healing the wound, except you will
that her blood replenishes. I
will give some of my power, you wield it."

Ten minutes later Erianthe
fell asleep, her cheeks rosy, her breathing steady. "She looks
quite healthy to me." George commented.

"Yes, she should be fine. With your permission I would like
to make her your second human
servant as soon as we can. You shared the rapture with both of us.
I think you can handle a second human servant and perhaps a few more."

"You are my guide and counsel Soula. If you say she's
right, she's the one. And if you say I'm ready, then I am." I should be grieving for Ana, but I feel numb. It's as if
this is a phase we have to go through. She's dead, we said our
goodbyes, and now I have to get on with living, however weird it
is. And she has to get on with being dead. Doubly weird.

"Good. I will arrange it with her. Next feed you need to
control the amount of rapture you share, perhaps set a time limit
of ten minutes? We can all
tell the time of day and how much has elapsed.”

“Do we need a third for
tomorrow? Both of you have fed me. What happens if we can’t find
another lady?“

“You might have to go hungry. My plan is for you
to have at least five so that won’t happen.
Now, are you still in mourning, or
will you have sex with me?"

"I'm ready. What if we
wake her?"

"We tell her she's number
two human servant and ask her to join in. We'll show you what you
can do with two women at once."

 


Erianthe woke half an hour later, and joined in enthusiastically. Then Soula, George and
Erianthe went through the binding ritual to make Erianthe George's
human servant, and bind her to both George and Soula. "Philippos
doesn't do this last part, but it's better for everyone. It binds
the human servants together, and prevents friction." Soula
explained.

 


Afterwards George felt a
pang of guilt, though it evaporated quickly.

"Ana told you to stop
mourning and get on with living." Erianthe remarked.

"Yes George," Soula added,
"she gave you permission to be with us as your wives. You need us
to help you save your soul. We feed you willingly, there is no evil
in what we do."

"Can you both tell
what I am thinking?" In his mind George had been running over what
Ana had said.

"We are your human
servants." Soula smiled, Erianthe nodded. "Sharing thoughts with
you is all part of the service. You will soon learn to pick up
ours."

 


Elektra dropped in,
bringing George's belongings, allowing George to don his clean
clothes. Elektra also announced that Philippos would visit within
the hour. She left soon after.

 


 


 Philippos Talks

An hour later, Philippos and Elektra dropped in. "Hello
George, how are you settling
in? I thought we should have our talk that I promised,
and answer your questions."

George invited them in, and offered seats about the table.
Soula set about making Greek coffee, Erianthe walked out with a
comment about bringing more cups, and Elektra settled in a chair beside
Philippos.

"George, you should be
able to handle Greek coffee." Soula commented.

"Now is a good time to find out." Philippos said. "Some of
us never get past water, most of us can handle wine, coffee, herbal
tea. I met with another
family of vrykolakes many years ago, and their patriarch could eat
roast meat, though in small amounts."

"That is interesting. I
will make careful experiments. Where was this other family? It
stands to reason there should be others."

"They were in Athens.
The hunting is easier in a city, but it works both ways. We sleep
during daylight and we are easily killed then. We need our human
servants to protect us while we sleep. The family told me there are
other families scattered throughout Europe."

"My father sent me to Athens for two years to study
medicine with a physician who was his cousin. I liked living there.
I even dreamed of setting up as a physician. But instead, I went
home to marry, help with the farm, and assist in my father's
apothecary."

Erianthe returned with a
tray and four small coffee cups. Soula began measuring sugar and
ground coffee into a pot of boiling water she took from the fire.
Erianthe added one of Soula's cups to her tray.

Philippos continued "One hundred and twenty-two years ago I was out hunting when I
came across three men sitting around a fire. It was night of
course, though with a bright moon, and they invited me to sit with
them. I could not resist, and they attacked me. Their plan was to
drink their fill and let me die. I struggled, and cut one with my
knife; slashed his face. It must have trickled into my mouth,
because three days later I awoke in this cave, near the entrance,
with the three men standing watching me.

"They explained that I was now vrykolakas like them. We fed only when we could waylay
someone, that wasn't very often, and I think the victim always
died. I suggested we should attack Ottoman soldiers by luring them
from their posts at night. After that we fed often, and Petros and
I felt better about killing people. The other two, older, didn't
care. They'd always preyed on Greek villagers. But they were happy
to feed regularly."

Soula brought a tray with the pot of coffee and five small
cups and set it on the table. Erianthe sat on George's
left while Soula spooned froth into
each cup, then poured black coffee for everyone. She handed the
cups around, Philippos first, then George, then the women. She sat
on George's right.

Philippos continued. "One day we encountered a small camp
of Ottoman soldiers, with two
wagons. Petros and I persuaded the others we should kill all the
Ottomans save one to feed on. The two older vrykolakes died in the
skirmish - the soldiers cut off their heads. Petros and I were
better at controlling the soldiers, we were unharmed, and fed well.
Then we discovered one of the wagons held twelve young Greek women
the Ottomans had taken as
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