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Chapter 1:

 


Post Apocalypse, Year 2221…

Zombie Hunter Thane Maverick was a lone wolf,
so how the hell had he ended up as part of the Scavenger Squad that
was currently on a supply run for food, medicine and oil? The word
‘teamwork’ wasn’t in his vocabulary. Especially, when he was
painfully aware of the fact that his teammates hated his guts.

What irritated Thane the most about this was
the fact that he didn’t know why everyone hated him so much.
For as long as Thane could remember the villagers had shunned him.
Thane remembered how when he’d just been a kid how the adults had
looked upon him with fear and scorn. Their kids had quickly
followed suit and these were the teenagers he was currently
traveling with.

Thane’s teammates kept shooting him wary and
suspicious glances when they thought he wasn’t looking. It was
beginning to make him nervous. Bunch of assholes. Thane
thought scathingly. Just to be a dick Thane turned around and
grinned widely at them, revealing his longer-than-normal canines.
His teammates visibly cringed and took a few steps back. The icing
on the cake was when Thane snarled and snapped his teeth
aggressively at them so that they literally jumped. Scaring the
shit out of them made Thane feel better and put him in a much
better mood.

After that, his teammates wisely decided to
avert their gazes and keep their heads down as they continued to
walk through the abandoned city. Thane chuckled lowly, but his
mirth didn’t last very long. He sighed and ran his hand back
through his short, spiky, black hair in an irritated gesture. They
were terrified of him, but he still didn’t know why.

Sometimes the judging stares that followed
him when he was back at the village would become overwhelming. For
probably the thousandth time, Thane wondered why the adults in the
village hated and feared him.

There was only one clue and that was his
mother’s suspicious death. Apparently, his mother had died during a
zombie attack on the village. But anytime Thane tried to ask for
more information about it the villagers would give him the cold
shoulder or just swiftly walk away.

Thane’s father, Dio, used to be a Zombie
Hunter, but apparently during the battle where Thane’s mother had
been killed he’d lost his left arm and right leg to the zombies. It
was a miracle Dio was even still alive, but without his arm and leg
he could no longer work as a hunter for the village.

Thane scowled as he thought about his father
who’d pretty much turned into ‘the village drunk’. Thane had no
choice but to take care of him, which was one of the reasons he was
on this mission. His father needed more booze.

As the Scavenger Squad passed through the
desolate city Thane tried to imagine what it must have looked two
hundred years ago in its prime. There were towering, glass and
steel skyscrapers that must have looked impressive at one point,
but now large chunks of concrete were missing from their exteriors,
several windows were broken and dirty, and the buildings were
covered in flowerless, leafy vines. Nature was slowly taking the
abandoned city back from humankind.

It had taken weeks for the Apocalypse Virus
to spread across the entire globe and it had affected people
differently. However, from the damage Thane could see that had been
done to the buildings, some of the pilots must have been infected
with the virus and the planes had crashed into the sides of the
buildings when they’d suddenly turned into zombies. Also, large
zombified creatures had gone berserk, and had stampeded across the
land leaving chaos and destruction in their wake.

In his mind’s eye Thane pictured the original
state of the human city. Skyscrapers glittering in the dead of
night, planes flying overhead taking people to other countries, and
cars zooming over smooth streets at lightning speeds while leaving
trails of red light behind them. Humanity had conquered the
darkness of the night with electricity and science. Once upon a
time, human beings had been at the top of the food chain, but
not anymore.

This world was controlled by the vampires.
Thane hated the vampires - their so-called ‘saviors’. The hidden
village where he lived was one of the last remaining villages on
Earth where humans lived without being enslaved by the vampires. In
Thane’s village the people may have been assholes, but they were
free assholes.

In just a few more years, there would be no
human villages left. The Human Resistance was dying out. The
unprotected humans were being picked off by the zombies and
zombified creatures until there wouldn’t be a single free human
being left on Earth. It was inevitable that the vampires would
eventually enslave all of humanity.

Someone abruptly slapped the back of his head
in such a way that Thane was roughly brought back to reality and
out of his dark thoughts. “Ow! Fuck!” Thane reached his hand over
his shoulder to wrap his fingers around the hilt of the massive,
medieval, great sword that was strapped to his back. He prepared to
cut the head off of whoever had just dared to hit him on the back
of his head like that. However, when he spun around to see who had
the gall to do that to him he saw that it was the Scavenger Squad’s
female captain - Ezra.

‘Female’ was a term Thane felt was
being used rather loosely when used to describe Ezra. Ezra was a
bit of a tomboy. She was currently dressed like a man in a simple,
black, t-shirt, camouflage vest, black jeans, and black, leather
combat boots. Her mousy, brown hair was cropped short. She had a
bow along with a quiver of flame arrows slung over her right
shoulder. The only feminine feature that Ezra possessed were her
unique, lavender-colored eyes with long, sultry lashes.

“What the fuck was that for, Ezra?” Thane
snarled angrily, but removed his hand from the hilt of his sword
all the same. It’s not like he could cut down a woman. That
would just be cowardly and pathetic in Thane’s book.

Besides, Thane respected Ezra even if he’d
never say such a thing out loud. She was the only female
squad captain in the history of their village, and had worked her
ass off to get that position. The humans tended to put men in
charge since the vampires had created a matriarchal society where
their females ruled over the males.

“Stop glaring and snarling at your
squad-mates like some kind of mindless beast,” Ezra chided with her
hands on her hips, giving Thane a stern look. “You need to learn
how to work together as a team.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Thane said, waving his hand
through the air dismissively.

“Ugh!” Ezra let out a loud sigh of
frustration. “You are incorrigible, Thane!”

Someone laughed and Thane turned to shoot a
fierce glare their way in order to scare the shit out of them, but
it didn’t work since his glare landed on Falcor. Everything about
Falcor’s appearance pissed Thane off. He had an obnoxious mohawk of
black hair and was wearing an outfit that hinted at his Native
American ancestry. Falcor had made a hair pipe breastplate out of
long, thin, cylindrical, white beads and was wearing it over his
bare, muscular, tanned chest. He was also wearing a pair of brown,
deerskin pants that were decorated with fringe and a pair of brown
boots.

Thane scowled when Falcor just laughed harder
at him. The tanned idiot was always smiling and his kind, black
eyes were always twinkling with mirth. It pissed Thane off because
what was there to smile about in this shitty world? Falcor must
be an idiot or bat-shit crazy. The Native American was also
always making jokes - none of which Thane found to be very
funny.

“You should try to be more like Adrien,” Ezra
was saying as she waved a hand in Adrien’s direction.

Thane spared Adrien a glance and wished he
hadn’t since there was this annoying, smug look on Adrien’s face.
Adrien was the most handsome young man in the village and
unfortunately he was aware of this. He had chin-length, wavy,
blonde hair, bright blue eyes, pale skin, and a lithe build. Adrien
was quite popular with the girls in the village, and even had his
own ‘fan club’. The hunters admired, respected, and wanted to
be Adrien. In other words, Adrien was Thane’s
antithesis.

Thane hated Adrien on principle. He
seemed so…fake. There he was talking, laughing, and smiling with
the other hunters that were all looking at Adrien with dopey,
starry-eyed looks on their faces. Thane gagged at the sickening
sight. “Yeah, right. No thanks. I don’t want to be like that pretty
boy. He smells like a fucking flower.”

When Adrien overheard Thane he stopped
walking, stiffened, and whirled around to face Thane. He looked him
over from head-to-toe, and his nose wrinkled in distaste. “Well,
some people believe in something called ‘personal hygiene’. As for
you…you smell like a pile of dog shit.” The other hunters all
laughed readily in response.

Thane bristled at their mocking, and had to
resist the urge to sniff his armpit. “What was that, Prissy Boy? I
dare you to say that again.” He stomped towards Adrien with
thunderous footsteps.

Ezra smoothly stood in Thane’s way and put a
hand on his chest in order to stop him. Or at least, she tried to
stop him. Her feet began to slide backwards across the ground as
Thane continued to walk forward as if Ezra’s presence was
nonexistent. “Thane! Stop! You guys are making way too much noise.
You’re both forgetting we’re in the middle of enemy territory. If
you keep this up you’re going to attract them!”

“Tch,” Thane let out disgruntled sound, and
folded his arms over his broad chest.

“Let’s keep moving, people!” Ezra said,
waving her hand forward. “Quickly! The supermarket should be just
up ahead.”

The squad dutifully continued their way
through the abandoned city until they spotted the supermarket. The
first part of the dilapidated supermarket’s name was missing on the
building, and all that was left was ‘Joe’s’.

“We made it,” Ezra let out a breath of relief
as soon as the supermarket came into view. “Come on. Let’s go
inside.”

Thane was still in a foul mood and was
lagging behind the squad, which is why he noticed a building he’d
never noticed before since its exterior was mostly covered with
ivy. Thane’s eyes narrowed at the sign next to the building, and he
concentrated on reading it. “Li…brary? A library!” Thane’s brainy
best friend, Sage, had told Thane to keep an eye out for a building
named thusly.

One of the first things the vampires had done
after they’d taken control of the Earth was detonate several EMP
weapons in order to put an end to humanity’s electronic
civilization. Since the vampires had lived for centuries many were
nostalgic for the Middle Ages, otherwise known as the Dark Ages.
Hundreds of years ago, vampires had been feared and respected by
the humans before they became simply myth and legend. In the
vampires’ eyes those years had been their ‘golden years’ and they
were desperate to return to those times.

In order to keep the humans under their
thumbs the vampires outlawed reading and writing. The vampires
feared humans gaining the scientific knowledge that would lead them
to create weapons they could use to fight the vampires with. The
best way to keep the humans under their control was to keep them
ignorant. That’s why the vampires had done their best to burn all
the human books they could and destroy the libraries they came
across.

Even though it was forbidden and punishable
by death for a human to learn how to read and write Sage was
teaching him anyways. Thane was probably a bad influence on Sage
when it came to following the rules.

Sage was a genius, but his genius went
unappreciated by the villagers because he was also a sickly
cripple. Sage’s own family had tried to have him executed so that
they wouldn’t have another mouth to feed. Thane growled when he
remembered that Sage’s father had said that it would be ‘putting
Sage out of his misery’.

Thane had felt differently about Sage’s
situation, and had stepped in to stop the other villagers from
harming Sage. Thane had then taken on the responsibility of caring
for Sage. He was already taking care of his father at this point,
so Thane didn’t see that big a difference in having another mouth
to feed.

Because of Sage’s clubfoot and weak
constitution he mostly stayed in bed reading during the day.
Occasionally, Thane managed to sneak him new books to read. Sage
had a photographic memory and because of this he’d memorized
hundreds of books already.

Sage was hell-bent on finding a cure, or
developing a vaccine or drug for the Apocalypse Virus using the
forbidden art of science. If a cure were found then humans would no
longer be dependant on vampires for their protection from the
zombies and zombified creatures that now roamed the Earth. There
would be no need for the walls that surrounded the cities and
villages, and no need for the constant lit fires. Humanity would be
able to rise up and face the vampires once more in a glorious
revolution for their freedom.

Thane stopped walking and watched as the
squad safely made it inside Joe’s before he stealthily snuck
towards the library instead. A couple minutes later, Thane was
kicking the door of the library open and strolling inside without
fear. He looked around and frowned at the charred walls and
blackened shelves. The library had obviously been set fire to
already. Thane walked over and pulled a book off a shelf. It
crumbled to ashes in his hand. “Shit.”

Thane began to explore the library until he
came across a steel door. “This looks promising.” He tried the door
and discovered it was locked. Thane picked up a desk and using it
like a battering ram started to ram it against the door until it
was finally forced open.

Thane cautiously made his way into the room
and had to pause for a couple minutes in order to let his eyes
adjust to the darkness. As soon as his eyes had adjusted he saw
that all the shelves inside of the room were empty and his hopes
were shattered. Thane ran his hand along the shelves and frowned.
The shelves were made out of wood but there were no signs that this
room had been set on fire. “Strange. Fucking vampires must have
taken the books with them and destroyed them somewhere else.” Thane
turned to leave and ended up tripping over something that was on
the floor.

Thane fell flat on his face with a hard thud
and was grateful no one had been around to see that. “Dammit. What
the fuck?” Thane pushed himself up of the floor and grabbed
whatever it was that he’d tripped over. His eyes flared when he saw
that it was a book. He opened it up excitedly. All of its pages
were intact. “Fuck yeah.” He slipped the book into the back of his
pants in order to conceal the fact he had a book. “Time to blow
this joint.”

An eerie moaning sound had Thane’s head
snapping towards the door. Two zombies had appeared in the doorway.
They were swaying on their feet and moaning pitifully. The zombies
were humanoid in appearance with gray-tinged skin and vacant, blue
eyes. Their clothes were in tatters and covered in blood.

Thane reached over his shoulder, wrapped his
fingers around the hilt of his sword, and brought it down in front
of him in a swinging motion. He quickly placed his other hand on
the hilt of the great sword and got into a fighting stance.

There were basically two ways to defeat a
zombie: by decapitating it or destroying it with fire. Thane
smirked. He was pretty damned good at the former. The hunter
silently charged forward and slashed his sword through the air
horizontally, quickly decapitating the zombie on his left. All
too easy.

Thane exited the room at a run. He entered
the lobby and saw that it was now filled with zombies. They must
have smelled him. Creepy fuckers. Thane boldly charged
towards the front door of the library while swinging his sword left
and right, chopping the heads off slow-moving zombies as he went,
and cutting some zombies completely in half with his massive sword.
The sight of guts pouring out of a corpse no longer affected Thane.
He’d become desensitized to such gruesome sights.

Just as Thane was exiting the library he
noticed a faded poster on the wall that featured a family sitting
on a park lawn while having a picnic and reading together. Thane’s
hands tightened around the hilt of his sword until his knuckles
turned white. If zombies hadn’t attacked his family maybe they
could have had a peaceful moment like that together. But would he
have had the freedom to even do that with his family with the way
things were in the world currently? Freedom…is worth fighting
for. Thane thought adamantly to himself.

Thane left the library behind him and headed
for Joe’s. By the time he arrived he noted that the squad
had already left the store, or rather had been forced to
leave. The squad was currently facing off against a group of
zombies that had them surrounded.

Ezra and Falcor were shooting flaming arrows
at the zombies to keep them at bay. Adrien and the other hunters,
who were also swordsmen, were decapitating the zombies one by
one.

“Not bad for a pretty boy,” Thane muttered as
he watched Adrien take care of one of the zombies that had been
getting too close to Ezra. “It doesn’t look like they need my
help.”

However, at that exact moment a howl ripped
through the air and from a nearby alleyway a pack of zombified
wolves emerged with crazy, ravenous looks in their red eyes. Their
coats had turned from gray and black to white. Thane knew that what
they were hungering for was human flesh and shuddered.

The wolves sniffed the air, and they started
to pant and salivate as they caught the scent of the nearby humans.
We must smell fucking delicious. Wonderful. Thane watched as
drool dripped down their gleaming, white fangs. Zombified wolves
were ten times stronger than normal wolves used to be and
incredibly fast. The wolves attacked.

“Zombified wolves spotted at four o’clock! Be
careful!” Ezra shouted at her squad-mates.

Ezra and Falcor began to aim their arrows at
the wolves. Some of the arrows hit their marks, but others did not.
The wolves nimbly dodged out of the way and attacked the hunters. A
few of the hunters managed to decapitate the wolves. However, some
of the other hunters simply weren’t fast enough.

Thane cringed as he watched a few wolves
ripping the throats out of some of the hunters they’d managed to
knock to the ground. It all happened in seconds and there was
nothing he could have done to save them.

“Dammit! Watch it, Rob!” Adrien swore as he
rushed to the aid of one of his comrades and decapitated a wolf
before it could rip out his throat.

“Thanks, man!” Rob called back.

“Don’t mention it.” Adrien was panting for
breath, and sweat was glistening on his brow. He was already
exhausted, and he knew he wouldn’t last much longer at this rate.
Shit. A wolf attacked Adrien, and he sidestepped away before
bringing his saber’s narrow, steel blade down on the wolf’s neck as
it passed him.

“Adrien! Behind you!” Ezra called out in a
frantic tone.

Adrien glanced over his shoulder and began to
turn around, but the wolf was already leaping through the air
towards him. Is this how I’m going to die? Adrien wondered
grimly and braced himself for the wolf’s impact.

But in the next moment, Thane suddenly
appeared in front of him, and slashed his sword down through the
air cutting the wolf in half. The wolf’s blood and steaming guts
spilled out onto the ground in a gruesome manner.

Adrien was about to thank Thane for the
assist, but he blinked and Thane was gone and already attacking one
of the other zombified wolves. The next second later, Thane was
decapitating that one too. Thane kept moving at an incredible
speed, and decapitated one wolf after the other as if it were
child’s play.

Adrien frowned as he watched Thane utterly
annihilate the wolves. He shook with rage at the inhuman display.
He hated Thane and was jealous of his natural talent as a hunter.
Most of the men in their village were lithely built or lean due to
malnutrition. The tallest man in the village was six-feet-tall. But
Thane was a savage beast. He was six-five and had hulking muscles.
He was a true monster.

Falcor and Ezra were now backing Thane up as
he made quick work of the wolves. Falcor was giving Thane a look of
obvious admiration, and his black eyes were sparkling.

A few minutes later, and the battle was over.
By this time, Thane was covered in blood and guts. He looked even
more like a monster than usual. Or a zombie. Adrien thought
with a shudder. That cold look in Thane’s eyes was frightening.

“Ha, ha! Wow. That was amazing, dude!” Falcor
ran up to Thane and patted him on the back. Thane shot Falcor a
look of disbelief. “Thanks for saving my life back there!” Falcor
continued, oblivious to Thane’s discomfort.

Thane shrugged his large shoulders awkwardly
and scrubbed a hand over his mouth. He felt like smiling, which was
weird. He wasn’t used to receiving praise or thanks. “No problem,”
he muttered.

Ezra, however, wasn’t as impressed as Falcor.
She stalked up to Thane until she was only a foot away and then
slapped him hard across the face. “No problem? There is a
problem, Thane!” Ezra’s eyes were shooting daggers at Thane, and
she jabbed her index finger into his muscular chest. “Where the
hell were you, you feeble-minded gorilla? You abandoned the squad!
We needed you!”

“What the hell is your problem, Bitch?” Thane
shot back angrily. “Is this the thanks I get for saving your sorry
asses?”

Thane expected Ezra to continue yelling at
him, but she surprised him when her lavender-colored eyes suddenly
filled with tears. “You asshole. Because of you…three of our squad
members died today! Three of our comrades are dead.”

Ezra’s tears took Thane aback since she
rarely cried. “How is them being shitty fighters my fault?”
he asked in a defensive tone.

“You don’t care about anyone or anything,
Thane! You’re just…a mad dog. You’re happy as long as you can swing
that giant sword of yours around and kill zombies, zombified
creatures, or vampires. You…you’re nothing but a bloodthirsty
monster!”

Monster. Monster. Monster.

That boy…is cursed.

Thane thought he could hear the muttered
whisperings of the villagers and he shook his head. He grinned
savagely at Ezra. “That’s right, Bitch. I’m a monster. So I hope
you’ve learned your lesson on trying to include me in your
Scavenger Squad missions. I work alone. I hunt alone. You guys are
just deadweight anyways.” He waved his hand at the squad in a
dismissive manner.

Wringing his hands together, Falcor was
looking worried as he glanced between Thane and Ezra. “Guys, we
shouldn’t be fighting.” His tone was placating.

“Deadweight?” Ezra exclaimed indignantly,
throwing her arms up into the air. “I am not-” She was
saying, when-

“Look out!” Thane shoved Ezra out of the way,
and brought his sword down upon the zombie that had been trying to
take a bite out of Ezra’s shoulder from behind.

Ezra stared at the zombie and her eyes filled
with horror when she recognized him, or rather recognized who the
man had been before he’d been turned into a zombie. “Max!” Ezra
suddenly froze out of the shock of seeing one of her ex-comrades
again in such a state. Two more newly zombified corpses pushed
themselves up off the ground. Ezra’s lower lip started to tremble.
“Frank. John.”

Thane didn’t hesitate, attacked the zombies,
and decapitated them. “Frank! John! No!” Ezra called out in despair
as she watched Thane decapitating the zombies without mercy. “How
could you? How could you cut down your comrades so easily? What the
hell is wrong with you?”

“They were never my comrades to begin
with,” Thane said with his back to Ezra so that she was unable to
see the sad, haunted look on his face. “They were your
friends. Not mine. That’s how.”

“You’re nothing but a monster, Thane
Maverick,” Ezra croaked out. “And I hate you.”

Thane let out a bitter laugh. “What else is
new? Everyone hates me. But you know what? I hate all of you too.”
Except for Sage. Thane added silently in his mind.

“Come on, guys. Let’s go home,” Ezra said to
the remaining squad members.

“What about Thane?” Falcor asked, his brow
pinched with concern.

“Leave him. He’ll come when he wants. After
all, it’s like he said - he doesn’t need us. Apparently, we’re all
just deadweight,” Ezra said loftily. Adrien and the other hunters
began to follow Ezra as she headed in the direction of the
village.

Falcor ran up to Thane, and amiably put his
arm around his shoulders. “Hey, it’s time to go-” He daringly
peeked under Thane’s bangs and was surprised to see that the other
man was crying. “Thane, you do care,” Falcor breathed, his
voice tinged with surprise. He made sure to keep his voice very low
so that the others wouldn’t overhear.

Thane quickly wiped his tears away with the
back of his hand. “I wasn’t crying, Asshole. I just had a piece of
dust in my eye.”

“Whatever you say, bro,” Falcor said, smiling
widely.

***

The village where Thane lived was made up of
a community of a few hundred humans that had taken residence in the
abandoned tunnels of an enormous coalmine. Large, empty caves
served as people’s homes. Several of the tunnels were still being
mined for coal though the vampires didn’t appear to realize this,
or else they would have probably made a better effort to wipe out
the entire village instead of just kidnapping people from time to
time.

Coal was essential in creating the fires that
kept the zombies at bay from the village. From about the time Thane
had learned how to walk he remembered working in the coalmine in
order to provide for himself and his crippled, drunken father. Due
to the harsh, daily physical labor Thane had been forced to endure
as he grew up he became incredibly strong.

With his tall, muscular physique Thane looked
more like a twenty-five-year-old than an eighteen-year-old. From
the age of thirteen Thane had begun to train in secret so that he
could switch his profession from ‘coalminer’ to ‘Zombie
Hunter’.

Zombie Hunters were charged with protecting
the village during zombie, zombified creature, and vampire attacks.
Hunters would also go out into the zombie-infested city with
Scavenger Squads to get any supplies the village needed. Thane
taught himself how to fight by observing the other Hunters of the
village fighting and also sparring with one another.

As part of his self-training regimen Thane
had gone out into the abandoned city alone, had battled against
zombies and zombified creatures, and had returned to the village
with medicine and supplies.

Thane had hoped that this would make the
villagers appreciate and value him more, but when he’d returned
with the supplies they’d only looked at him with suspicion and
horror while wondering how he’d managed to survive on his own. In
their eyes, what he’d managed to accomplish was
simply…impossible.

Ungrateful bastards. Thane thought
venomously as he remembered those hateful stares that had been
directed his way. Whatever he did never seemed to be good enough
for them to accept him.

Thane was the strongest fighter in the
village. The best Hunter. He didn’t need them.
They needed him. And they apparently hated him for
it.

As Thane and the Scavenger Squad approached
the village they could see the sentry guards that had been posted
at the cave entrance. With only two exits the mines were
strategically easy to defend from zombies, zombified creatures and
vampires. The guards were armed with swords and fire arrows. A
half-circle of tall, black, wrought-iron braziers and a few metal
buckets that were filled with blazing coals stood in front of the
cave opening.

The flames would keep zombies and zombified
creatures at bay. Although, vampires could still attack the mine
whenever they pleased as long as the sun had set. The only other
entrance to the community was a large, open-air cavern where the
humans had planted a wheat field and a vegetable garden. This
particular entrance was hard to defend and was the entrance the
vampires usually came through during their yearly raid.

As soon as the squad entered the cave they
were greeted with loud cheers and passionate applause. Their
mission had been a success after all. They’d returned with lots of
canned food, medicine and oil. Those happy greetings soon turned
tearful, however, once they learned of the loss of three of the
young Hunters.

Thane was completely ignored by the villagers
as usual. Ungrateful assholes. Thane thought venomously.
They wouldn’t even have any Hunters left if it weren’t for
me. Thane ignored all the drama and quickly made his way
through the communal cave area that was spacious enough for a
hundred people to be inside of it at one time, and into one of the
adjacent tunnels that led to Sage’s cave.

As Thane made his way through the narrow
tunnels he glanced at the lit torches sitting inside metal sconces
that were hanging on the walls. The torches were casting a
flickering, orange glow on the gray stone. Thane looked up at the
LED lights on the ceiling that had been used before the EMPs had
gone off. Thane wondered what it would have been like to live in a
world with electricity. Those people must have been so
spoiled.

When Thane entered Sage’s cave he noted that
his friend must have been feeling pretty good that day since he was
already out of bed and seated on the single wooden armchair that he
owned while reading a book by candlelight. Sage’s cave was sparsely
furnished with a twin-sized bed, a single bedside table, a desk
with a single drawer, and a candleholder with a single candle (that
happened to be Sage’s second-to-last candle).

Candles were hard to come by in their world,
and were considered to be a luxury item. But thanks to Thane being
able to go out and scavenge the city on his own he always made sure
his genius friend had at least one candle handy so that he could
continue reading the books he loved so much.

“Yo,” Thane greeted casually as he walked
further into the cave room.

Sage glanced up from his book and smiled
brightly at Thane. “Hey Thane, welcome back.” There were dark
shadows beneath Sage’s pale, green eyes. But Sage looking sickly
was nothing new, although it still made Thane feel a pang inside of
his chest every time he laid eyes on his friend. If Sage died…Thane
would feel totally alone in the world.

Sage had always had a lanky physique, but
lately he seemed to be getting even skinnier, and his short, light
brown hair appeared to be thinning. Sage’s skin was so white he
looked like a ghost.

“I brought you something.” Thane took out the
book and handed it to Sage. “Here.”

Sage took the book, looked down, and read the
title aloud: “The Immortal Life of Henrietta Lacks.” He
flipped the book over and began to read the summary. His eyes
widened dramatically. “Thane, do you know what this is?” he asked
in a hushed tone filled with awe.

“Nope,” Thane said honestly.

“This is a forbidden science book!”
Sage exclaimed in a delighted manner, and pushed his large, round
glasses up his nose.

“Really?” Thane arched an eyebrow because of
the strange title.

Sage nodded vigorously. “Yeah. In here there
might be valuable information on how to develop a vaccine for the
Apocalypse Virus. Where did you find this?”

“At a building called a ‘library’,” Thane
explained, making air quotes with his hands.

“At a library? And the building was
still standing? Were there any other books there?” Sage
asked excitedly, but before he could continue his barrage of
questions he began to cough violently.

“Hey, watch it. Calm down.” Thane walked over
and patted his friend’s back. “This was the only book in the entire
place. The others had been burned. I found this one inside of a
room that had been concealed by a giant, locked, steel door. Inside
of that room it appeared as though the books hadn’t been burned
though, but taken. Probably, by the vampires.”

“Taken?” Sage’s green eyes glittered with
interest, and he stroked his chin with his index finger and thumb.
“Interesting. I wonder why.”

Thane shrugged. “Probably to be destroyed
elsewhere, right?”

“Right,” Sage agreed, but he didn’t sound too
convinced.

That’s when Thane noticed the book that was
open on Sage’s lap and grew curious. “What’s that you were
reading?”

Sage held up the book. “Oh, this? This is
about what happened two hundred years ago and about what really
caused the Apocalypse. It says that the humans accidentally
released a virus that killed off 75% of the Earth’s population. For
some strange reason humans under the age of thirteen were not
affected by the virus. Very few human adults survived.
Unfortunately, the animals and insects were also affected by the
Apocalypse Virus and were all zombified and turned into
flesh-eating monsters.”

Thane’s brow furrowed. “So it was the
human’s fault and not the vampire’s?” Sage nodded. “Everyone
in the village claims it was the vampires that unleashed the
Apocalypse Virus that turned everyone into zombies.”

“The emergence of the zombified creatures put
the orphaned human children in grave danger and caused the vampires
who’d been living secretly in the shadows of human society to
reveal themselves in order to save what was left of humanity,” Sage
continued.

“Save humanity?” Thane scoffed. “Save their
‘food supply’ maybe.”

“Apparently, the vampires captured all of the
human children they could before taking them into ‘protective
custody’,” Sage explained in a grim tone. “The vampires made it
clear to the children that they were graciously offering
them their protection from the zombified creatures in exchange for
their blood. The children were too weak to defend themselves
against such powerful creatures and had no choice but to accept
this arrangement.”

“Let me guess,” Thane began in a drawling
tone. “The vampires called it ‘rescuing’ at the time and not
‘kidnapping’.”

“That’s right,” Sage agreed with a nod.
“According to this book, the vampires and humans started out on
almost equal footing since one group could not survive without the
other. But that was only in the very beginning. As time passed, the
vampires began to realize how much power they had over the humans,
and began to look down on them, viewing them as ‘livestock’. The
remaining human population on Earth was enslaved and it was around
this time that the vampires started to call the humans
‘blood-slaves’ or ‘pets’.”

“I would die before I ever let a vampire
enslave me,” Thane growled, clenching his right hand into a fist.
“I’ll never be anyone’s pet.”

Sage chuckled softly. “Yeah. I really don’t
see you letting that happen. Thane Maverick…wearing a slave
collar and bowing to some vampire’s will? No way. Pigs will fly
first!”

“Damn straight,” Thane said, folding his arms
over his chest and nodding.

“This book also contains information about
the mysterious vampire cities,” Sage began, his green eyes
sparkling. “Apparently, they’re completely surrounded by high walls
that protect the vampires and humans within from the flesh-eating
zombies and zombified creatures that roam the land. The only thing
that keeps zombies and zombified creatures at bay is fire, which is
why the vampire cities are completely surrounded by lit, black,
wrought-iron braziers filled with coal. That’s why coal and
flammable substances are so valuable in our world and why the
vampires like to put their human slaves to work in the coalmines.
As you know, the vampires are the only ones strong and fast enough
to fight against the zombified animals that have gained increased
speed and strength from the Apocalypse Virus.”

Thane snorted. “I’ve handled zombified
animals on occasion.”

Sage arched an eyebrow at Thane. “Yeah, well,
you’re a special case.” He looked back down at his open book.
“There’s something else that sort of concerns us. Have you ever
wondered why the vampires never tried to capture us during one of
their raids?”

Thane shrugged. “Not really. I thought I was
just lucky.”

“Apparently, vampires will attack villages in
order to capture young adults who make perfect ‘blood-slaves’ or
‘pets’. It says here that these human prisoners are used for their
blood, sexual gratification, or to work in the coalmines. That’s
why the elderly and the very young children are usually left
behind. Now that we’ve turned eighteen we’re prime targets…” Sage
trailed off and bit into his lower lip.

“I’d rather work in a coalmine than become
some vampire’s sex slave,” Thane muttered darkly to himself.

“Well, if you’re lucky your vampire Master or
Mistress could put you to work at one of the greenhouses where you
would hand pollinate various plants such as: squashes, tomatoes,
eggplants, and peppers. Did you know the insects that used to
pollinate these kinds of plants have been zombified and now crave
living flesh? They no longer have an interest in the sweet
nectar of flowers,” Sage explained, pushing his glasses up his
nose.

“So if I ever get captured by a vampire and I
don’t want to be a sex slave or work in the mine…I get to be a
gardener? Great, just great,” Thane said, his voice dripping with
sarcasm.

Thane’s sarcasm was lost on Sage, however,
who excitedly continued. “You’d also get to take care of the plants
that do not need pollination such as: leafy greens, broccoli,
cauliflower, cabbage, kohlrabi, and root vegetables like carrots,
parsnips, salsify, potatoes, sweet potatoes, horseradish, legumes,
corn, celery, onions and leeks. Presently, cucumbers, melons,
watermelons, berries and tree fruits no longer exist in our
world.”

“Well, a ‘watermelon’ sounds nasty anyways,
so I don’t feel too bad about having never gotten to taste it,”
Thane said and shook his head. “So, in the end, what you’re saying
is blood-slaves get to eat well at least. I’m pretty sick of stale
bread and flavorless vegetable soup.”

“Amen to that,” Sage agreed, nodding
vigorously. He shot the new book Thane had given him a longing
look. “Well, I’d better get started on reading this book before my
candle runs out. Thanks again, Thane.” He shot the hunter a toothy
grin.

“Don’t mention it. I hope you find what
you’re looking for,” Thane said sincerely.

“Ahem.” The sound of someone clearing their
throat drew Thane and Sage’s attention to the entrance of the cave
where Adrien was standing in a casual pose.

“Adrien?” Thane scowled. “What do you
want?”

“A science book? That’s really…incredible.
Why didn’t you tell Ezra that that’s why you left the squad?
A science book is easily worth the lives of the three we lost
today,” Adrien said in a thoughtful tone.

“Because it was none of that bitch’s
business,” Thane retorted.

“Oh? If Sage manages to find a cure for the
Apocalypse Virus then…I believe that becomes everyone’s
business,” Adrien countered with a calculating glint in his blue
eyes.

Thane folded his arms in front of his chest.
“And what makes you think we’ll share the cure with all of you? You
bastards tried to kill Sage just because he’s a cripple and you all
wanted one less mouth to feed. Let’s face it, everyone in this
village hates the two of us.”

Adrien let out a thoughtful hum. “Hmm. They
don’t hate you, Thane. They fear you. That’s
something else entirely. Anyways…” Adrien approached Thane and took
out a bottle of Scotch. “Here. I found this at Joe’s. I
don’t like to be indebted to people. Especially, not to you.”

Thane took the bottle and looked down at it.
“Consider us square.”

“Great.” Adrien smiled thinly before turning
around and leaving. “Toodle-oo.”

Thane’s eyebrows rose to his hairline. “Who
the hell uses ‘toodle-oo’ anymore?” He shook his head in
disbelief.

“Why did Adrien give you that?” Sage asked
curiously with a tilt of his head. “Are you finally making some
other friends?”

“Friends? Ha.” Thane chuckled darkly at the
absurd thought. “I saved his life earlier.”

A flash of surprise mixed with jealousy
crossed Sage’s face. “I thought you two hated each other?”

“Don’t remind me. I’m already regretting it.”
Thane let out a defeated sigh. “I’m gonna go bring this to my old
man. Maybe it will help to cheer the sourpuss up for more than an
hour.” He held up the bottle of Scotch.

Sage gave his friend a sympathetic look.
“Okay. Good luck.”

Thane left Sage’s cave and made his way to
his father’s cave. When he entered the cave he spotted his father
seated in front of a rickety, old desk while staring at a framed
portrait drawing. The portrait was of Thane’s deceased mother, and
had been drawn by one of the villagers using a piece of
charcoal.

Thane had always wondered what color his
mother’s hair had been since in the drawing it looked black.
Were her eyes dark brown like mine? He wondered
randomly.

Dio was drinking the last of a bottle of wine
while he stared at the drawing with haunted eyes. “I’m sorry,” he
muttered over and over again in a voice that was dripping with
guilt. Thane noticed that there were several empty and broken
liquor bottles on the floor and cringed.

“Uh, hey, Dad,” Thane called out while trying
not to stare at his father’s wooden leg or missing arm. No
response. “I got you something.” He set the bottle on the desk in
front of his father. “Here.”

Thane’s father hadn’t always been so…sullen,
nor a drunk. But he’d changed over the years and grown more
spiteful and ornery. Now, he was just a mean, old drunk, and
sometimes he was very hard to deal with. The untimely death of his
wife, Freya, seemed to be eating away at him as the years
passed.

If Thane tried to ask about his mother, Dio
would get angry, and start throwing bottles at his head, which is
why he’d finally stopped asking. Dio would also refuse to answer
Thane’s questions about why the villagers hated and feared him. It
just made Thane grow even more suspicious about the whole
thing.

Thane let out a frustrated huff. “You’re
welcome.” He scratched the back of his neck as he gathered his
thoughts. “Hey Dad, when are you going to finally tell me about
Mom?”

Dio flinched, and stiffened in his chair. “I
thought I told you, boy-”

“Yeah, I know - not to bring her up. But,
why? The zombies killed her, right? What happened? Tell me!” Thane
demanded, suddenly losing his patience. “I just turned eighteen.
I’m old enough to know the truth. Whatever it is. I can’t stand
staying in the dark any longer.”

A dark shadow fell over Dio’s face. He
unscrewed the bottle of Scotch and took a large swig before
speaking. “You know nothing. You understand nothing,
boy.”

“That’s why I’m asking you. I don’t even know
her name and-” Thane was saying when Dio cut him off.

“Sometimes, ignorance is bliss,” Dio slurred
before letting out a defeated sigh. “Her name was Freya.”

“Freya?” Thane echoed softly. “That’s…a
beautiful name.”

Dio reached out and gently touched the
drawing. “I loved her very much. She was a wise, beautiful and
brave woman. She was a Hunter…just like you. There’s another thing
you have in common with your mother. Don’t think I haven’t noticed
what you and your genius friend Sage have been up to…” Dio raised
his eyebrow at his son expectantly.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
Thane said evasively.

“Your mother was a scientist,” Dio revealed
with a crooked smile and wistful expression. “Freya was also
searching for a cure for the Apocalypse Virus. She wanted to learn
how to develop a vaccine that could protect against it.”

“But then…you’re saying Mom knew how to read
and write? Even though this village forbids that?” Thane asked.

Dio nodded solemnly. “She was a bit of a rule
breaker. I suppose you get that from your mother. Freya had a
certain…theory about the virus.”

“A theory?” Thane asked, leaning forward
slightly.

Dio shook his head. “I made her a
promise…that’s why I did what I did.” He took another swig from the
bottle. “Freya, I’m sorry…”

Thane’s brow furrowed in confusion. “I still
don’t understand why the villagers hate and fear me so much. Did
Mom experiment on me or something?” He held his breath as he waited
for his father’s response.

A guilty look passed over Dio’s lined face.
“Your mother would never do something like that.”

“Then, why?” Thane demanded. “You must
know.”

“I can’t tell you,” Dio said sadly. “Not
yet.”

“Dammit!” Thane said, punching the cave wall
out of anger. “Why won’t you tell me, you old drunk?” he
growled.

Dio’s eyes widened when he saw the size of
the crater that Thane’s punch had created on the stone wall. Thane
hadn’t even noticed. “Shut up, you foolish boy!” Dio threw the
bottle at Thane. Thane dodged, and the bottle hit the cave wall and
shattered. “Get out of here! This conversation is over!”

To hide his hurt and sense of betrayal Thane
flipped his father off. “You know what, Dad, fuck you! I hate you!”
He stomped out of the cave in a huff with tears burning in his
eyes. He knew he was acting like a four year old, but right then he
really didn’t give a damn.

To be continued in…Chapter 2:


Chapter 2:

 


The highly respected and feared Dominatrix,
vampire princess, Morana Kuronuma, had many dangerous secrets.
There are three of them. This time. Morana thought as she
lay perfectly still beneath the covers on her luxurious,
four-poster bed while pretending to be asleep.

With her keen vampire senses she was able to
easily notice the assassins’ presences and pinpoint their locations
in her room. One of the assassins was standing directly next to her
bed while the other two were standing in front of the windows.

“Do it now!” the man standing directly next
to her bed shouted the order.

The two human men that were standing by the
windows grabbed the thick, red, velvet drapes at the same time and
yanked them aside to flood Morana’s room with sunlight.

“Die, Bloodsucker!” the man standing next to
Morana’s bed yelled before bringing his sword arcing down through
the air in a two-handed grip.

Morana finally leapt into action. She rolled
out of bed, and gracefully landed on her feet in a catlike manner.
The human man ended up stabbing the mattress where she’d been lying
down only seconds before.

“How is she moving around like that in the
sunlight? Her skin should be catching on fire!” one of the
assassins cried, his voice tinged with fear and confusion.

Morana swiftly ran over to the table that her
katana was sitting on top of. She grabbed her samurai
sword, unsheathed it with one fluid motion, tossed the black,
lacquered sheathe aside, and placed both hands on the hilt of her
sword.

Morana took a moment to evaluate her human
enemies. There were three of them: men, dressed in black from
head-to-toe, and they were wearing dark sunglasses on their faces.
Sunglasses? She raised an eyebrow at this intriguing
discovery. Sunglasses were very hard to come by in this
post-apocalyptic world since the vampires had deemed ‘sunglasses’
to be on the list of ‘Forbidden Items’, which meant that they had
all been destroyed by the vampires when they’d taken control of the
world more than two hundred years ago.

Or at least, the vampires had tried to
destroy all of the sunglasses in existence, but obviously a few
pairs still remained intact. Sunglasses could be used to protect a
human from a vampire’s hypnosis ability.

They must be a part of The Human
Resistance, she realized. Only three though? Morana
smirked. They were underestimating her again. The vampire princess
narrowed her eyes at the human that was removing his sword from the
mattress.

“What are you?” he demanded as he turned to
face her.

“Your worst nightmare.” Morana grinned
devilishly, revealing her sharp canines before she attacked. In a
blink, Morana was in front of the soldier and their swords clashed
with a mighty clang. Morana pulled her sword back and swung
her sword at the man again, only this time she increased her speed
and strength. Her katana cut through the rusty sword the
soldier held and sliced deeply into his chest.

The soldier coughed up blood, and his sword
fell from his limp fingers and hit the floor with a clatter. The
assassin sank to his knees and toppled over. He was dead.

“Tobi, no!” one of the humans cried out in
anger before whipping out a six-shot revolver.

A flicker of surprise passed across Morana’s
gaze. A pistol? In the hands of the humans? How
very interesting. And worrying. Guns were also on the
list of ‘Forbidden Items’ that the vampires had tried to blot out
from the Earth in order to solidify their rule and maintain their
superiority over the humans.

“Die, Vampire Bitch!” The soldier opened fire
upon Morana.

Morana used her katana to block the
bullets and charged forward. The soldier’s eyes widened in shock at
her inhuman movements that he was barely able to follow. “No way.
Impossible.” Morana dodged the sixth and final bullet, swung her
sword at his head, and decapitated him.

That’s when she felt something hit her right
shoulder. Morana spun and attacked the remaining human soldier,
lunging her sword directly into his heart.

Blood dribbled down his chin as the soldier
spoke, “Hate you vampires so damned much…”

Morana removed her sword from his body, and
her expression turned sympathetic as she watched him die. “Me too.”
A startled look crossed the man’s face right before he died.

From limp fingers Morana’s sword fell and
clattered onto the marble floor of her room. Morana sank to her
knees and hunched over. She placed her hands on the floor as she
gasped for breath. Blood. So much blood…

The sight made her feel faint and nauseous.
Morana could feel the bile rising up in her throat and she couldn’t
prevent herself from throwing up all over the floor a second later.
She vomited until her body was wracked by dry heaves. Tears filled
her eyes from the pain. I’m so pathetic. What would Father think
of me if he could see me now?

The highly respected, feared, Dominatrix,
vampire princess Morana had a secret - she was actually a coward
who felt faint at the sight of blood.

After several minutes, Morana was able to
pull herself together and she stood up. She tried to look at the
bloody carnage in her bedroom with a detached state of mind. The
fact that The Human Resistance fighters had been in possession of
such rare items as the revolvers and sunglasses could only mean one
thing - a vampire noble had to be helping them. But who? Who
wants me dead?

A rueful expression settled over her face.
Well, that part was easy to figure out. Morana was first in line
for the throne of Red Moon City. Red Moon City was a walled city
situated in a place that used to be called ‘Washington D.C.’ more
than two hundred years ago. The vampire castle where the royal
family lived used to be called ‘The White House’ and was now called
‘The Red House’, which was fitting with its red, painted exterior.
Apparently, the humans’ President of the United States used to live
there.

Morana had three younger sisters: Jezebel,
Laverna and Gorria. They were always sending assassins to take
Morana’s life - right under their mother’s nose, but so far had
failed to succeed. If it hadn’t been for her father’s martial arts
and kendo sword training she’d probably already be dead.

Because it was still daylight out Morana
could not call for help or alert the house guards to the attack on
her life yet. They would discover her other secret - sunlight did
not affect her. She knew how important it was to keep this trump
card of hers secret.

Morana let out a frustrated sigh. There was
no way she could go back to sleep now. She couldn’t possibly fall
asleep in a room filled with dead bodies. Morana decided to spend
some time in her ‘secret room’ instead of just lying in bed and
staring up at the ceiling.

She approached a large oil painting that was
a portrait of her. Morana had Amer-Asian features: olive-hued skin,
and long, thick, straight, black hair decorated with red, chunky
highlights. Her left eye was red with a slit pupil and her right
eye was brown with a round pupil. It was unusual for vampires to
have any eye color besides red, and so she kept her right eye
covered with an eye patch. She was petite at five-three, but had
inherited some nice curves from her stunning, voluptuous
mother.

In the portrait Morana was wearing a black,
leather, lace-up corset, mini skirt, fishnet stockings and black
stilettos with red soles. Believe it or not, her outfit was
considered to be ‘regal formalwear’ by the current vampire
matriarchal society. Personally, Morana thought the current fashion
trends were utterly ridiculous.

More than two hundred years ago when the
foolish humans had unleashed a virus that ended up killing off 75%
of the Earth’s population, and had turned not only the humans but
also the animals and insects into flesh-eating monsters - the
vampire race had left the shadows in order to save humanity.

And it was the female vampires who
took control of the situation by using their hypnosis ability on
the humans. Only female vampires were able to hypnotize other
vampires, in most cases the males. Male vampires could hypnotize
humans, but were unable to hypnotize the females of their race.
This made the female vampires more powerful than the male vampires,
who had no choice but to bend to their whims.

The female vampires had been in charge of
saving the human children and created the walled cities surrounded
by fire. The female vampires became drunk on their power over all
others and many started to dress like Dominatrixes. The trend grew
popular and the female vampires took aspects from BDSM, Dominatrix,
Goth, Cyber Goth, Cyberpunk and Steampunk culture to create a new
culture - a matriarchal vampire society.

The female vampires became known as
‘Mistresses’ and the most powerful that ruled over the walled
cities were called ‘Queens’. The vampire queens currently ruled the
Earth. They greatly enjoyed the way they were able to strike fear
into the hearts of the humans by presenting themselves as evil,
sadistic, bloodthirsty Dominatrixes.

The male vampires became submissive, obedient
mates that simply obeyed orders, and very few of them became
knights. In most cases, they were lovers, not fighters. Very few
vampire males had the desire to be a fighter. The female
vampires were in control of ruling and the security of the walled
cities. Most of the knights that fought the zombies were female.
The humans became lowly, blood-slaves, who lived at the mercy of
the vampires’ every whim. This was how the current vampire society
worked.

The last remaining groups of humans, who
still had their freedom, were usually led by men, however. Men had
the strength to fight the zombies as Hunters and soldiers, and lead
The Human Resistance. It was very rare for there to be a woman who
had the bravery to fight and kill zombies. In this world those with
the power were in control and would lead the masses.

Morana pulled back on the painting, which
swung out like a door to reveal a second closed door, which led to
a secret hidden room. Using the key that always hung around her
neck, Morana unlocked the heavy, wood door and entered. She quickly
lit the candles on her antique, bronze candelabrum to illuminate
the room, and quickly shut the two doors behind her.

This place was her sanctuary. Bookshelves
lined with books covered three of the walls. If anyone found out
about these books Morana would be deemed a traitor to the vampire
race and would be executed on the spot.

Morana’s proud gaze went to her scientific
equipment - a chemistry set, test tubes, test tube holders, and
beakers. Her scientific equipment would probably get her burned at
the stake. All of the scientific items were on the list of
‘Forbidden Items’ in this world. Still, Morana was keeping her
hopes up that she would one day find a microscope.

Currently, Morana’s main subject of study was
butterflies. She’d been trying to find a way to turn a zombified
butterfly back into a normal butterfly without much success. But
then, one day, when she’d harvested eggs from a zombified butterfly
she’d had a strange kind of breakthrough when those eggs had
hatched into normal caterpillars. Morana had taken care of
the caterpillars until they’d made cocoons for themselves and when
they’d hatched they’d been normal butterflies.

These butterflies were apparently
immune to the zombie virus. But Morana wasn’t able to
understand what that meant or how that had been possible. That’s as
far as Morana’s research had progressed. If one could even call it
‘research’. She didn’t possess the scientific knowledge to try to
create a cure or a vaccine to protect people from the virus. Sadly,
she also didn’t possess the right books to learn more.

But Morana sensed she was a smidge closer to
her goal. The vampire princess picked up a framed photograph that
had been sitting on her desk. The photo was of her father, Kojiro
Kuronuma. Kojiro had been a handsome man with olive-hued skin,
raven-black hair, and kind, brown eyes.

In the picture he was wearing a red and black
haori wrap shirt, and there was a leather collar around his
neck. Morana’s father had been a human blood-slave. But
before he’d been a blood-slave he’d been a part of The Human
Resistance and a scientist. Though a slave, Kojiro had been a
brilliant man that could read and write. And he’d been trying to
figure out how to create a cure, drug, or vaccine for the
Apocalypse Virus.

It was forbidden for a vampire female to
allow herself to become pregnant by their human blood-slave, (in
fact it was considered to be medically impossible) but after having
ruled Red Moon City for almost two hundred years and after having
watched two of her vampire daughters kill each other fighting over
the throne during her first marriage, something had changed inside
of Queen Damiana.

Damiana allowed herself to fall in love with
Kojiro and secretly gave birth to his daughter - one with a
human heart. Because of Morana’s kind heart she was Queen
Damiana’s favorite daughter. Though, she wisely kept this to
herself.

Morana was certain she was the only
half-breed alive in the entire world. Morana not only possessed a
vampire’s extraordinary speed, strength and reflexes, but also
possessed the ability to stay out in the sun without being turned
to ashes instantly. Her only weakness was her human heart. She felt
emotions such as mercy, compassion, guilt, kindness, sadness, and
pity. Emotions that pureblood vampires rarely felt.

Yet another secret that Morana was forced to
guard closely was the fact that she didn’t possess the ability
hypnotize humans or male vampires like her female vampire
counterparts. This inability to hypnotize the males around her left
her incredibly vulnerable to attack compared to the other female
vampires that lived at The Red House.

This secret would have been uncovered long
ago if she hadn’t been able to find another way to control people.
Morana manipulated her human blood-slaves with kindness.
Kindness was something most vampires knew very little about. Morana
was in charge of overseeing the care of the plants and vegetables
that grew inside of the enormous greenhouse that sat behind The Red
House, and which provided food for all of the humans living inside
of Red Moon City.

The human blood-slaves at Morana’s command
were charged with hand pollinating the plants inside of the
greenhouse, and taking care of them. Morana graciously let the
humans eat whatever they wanted, and she didn’t take their blood.
She didn’t need their blood anyways. In fact, the act of drinking
blood disgusted and revolted her.

In secret, she’d order her human blood-slaves
to cook for her. At times, she’d even make it seem like some kind
of punishment. She was lucky the human blood-slaves didn’t seem to
realize how odd it was for a vampire to eat human food, or perhaps
they were just wisely keeping this observation to themselves.

Morana had made a deal of sorts with her
human blood-slaves. They would keep her kindness a secret, and make
up horrible, ghastly, bone-chilling rumors about her cruelty
towards them, and in return Morana would continue to let them eat
whatever they wanted and not take their blood. Even if they had
questions about her strange behavior not a single human had
betrayed her. Yet.

Morana’s secret ambition was to find a cure
or develop a vaccine for the Apocalypse Virus, which would rid the
need for the humans to be so dependant on the vampires. The power
balance would shift and hopefully humans and vampires could learn
to coexist. When Morana pictured a world where there was no longer
a need to live behind walls and where humans and vampires might be
able to treat each other as equals it made her smile.

The reason Morana was doing this was to
preserve her father’s memory and keep his legacy alive. This is
what he would have wanted. And in the end, everyone was a slave to
their parent’s dreams. Kojiro had raised her with morals and had
taught her martial arts and kendo, Japanese
swordsmanship.

He’d taught her to be strong because she had
been weak and cowardly as a child, and he’d feared what would
happen to her when he was no longer in this world. Morana may still
have been a coward, but she’d learned to hide her true self behind
a carefully constructed mask.

Other than being a half-breed vampire Morana
had yet another dilemma.

She was in love.

And the male she was in love with was a
vampire prince. Prince Soren of Blue Moon City was a rare male
warrior. The walled city where the prince lived was located in a
place that used to be known as ‘Calgary, Canada’.

Morana stared longingly at the framed drawing
that she had of Soren sitting on her desk. The prince was
incredibly handsome with his chiseled, aristocratic facial
features, pale skin, red eyes that glittered like clear rubies, and
chin-length, snow-white hair. In the photo he was wearing a leather
shirt with straps and buckles, a silvery fur pelt was draped around
his shoulders, and he also wore a black, leather collar around his
neck that had a single blue diamond hanging from it. All vampire
males were required to wear collars in order to show their
subordination to the females of their race.

The reason Morana was in love with Soren
wasn’t because of his handsomeness, however, but rather that she
sensed that Soren was also wearing a mask. He seemed like the
perfect vampire male - gentle and submissive. But Morana could tell
that he was pretending. She was able to see the defiance, courage,
and pride that sparkled in his eyes. This made them kindred
spirits. One could say that they were even ‘soul-mates’.

Unfortunately, anytime Morana tried to speak
to Soren she grew so nervous around him that she always ended up
leaving a bad impression. She’d end up teasing, insulting or
belittling him when all she really wanted to do was praise or just
be nice to him. Soren must think that she hated him when that was
far from the truth.

Morana’s current situation was dire since her
eighteenth birthday was quickly approaching and along with it a
stupid vampire tradition. This tradition stated that to prove her
womanhood Morana had to take a male lover on her eighteenth
birthday and make him submit to her as he took her virginity.

Because Morana possessed a human
heart, however, she couldn’t sleep with just anyone. Unlike
other vampire females she was scared and nervous about losing her
virginity. She knew that she’d only be able to have sex with a man
she loved, and who would treat her gently and preciously. What
am I going to do? I know I won’t be able to have sex with someone I
don’t love. The idea is simply terrifying.

Due to these fears Morana had managed to
muster up the courage to write Prince Soren a letter where she was
able to finally be truthful with him for once. She’d offered Soren
her virginity on the day she turned eighteen.

Morana’s hopes had been dashed, however, when
she’d received his response just yesterday. She recalled how she’d
picked up the letter and stared at his beautiful handwriting for a
moment before opening the letter. Then, she’d read his response and
her hands had started to tremble. He’d refused her. He’d been
polite, of course, but he’d still refused her. She was surprised by
how shocked she was by his refusal since she was a princess. She’d
just assumed he’d say ‘yes’. Soren continued to confound her.

Presently, Morana was in a real pickle. At
this rate, she’d have to pick a random vampire male to submit to
her and take her virginity for the ceremony. She shuddered at the
unsettling thought. Would I really be able to have sex with a
male vampire? A bloodsucker? No, no, no! Morana gripped the
sides of her head as she started to inwardly panic.

During such an intimate situation they were
bound to discover that she was different from other vampire
females. And if they removed her eye patch and saw her brown eye
they could deduce that she was a half-breed in hiding, and they
could act insubordinate on purpose to see if she was able to use
hypnosis on them or not.

If a vampire male found out that Morana could
not use hypnosis on them she would be at their mercy. She
shuddered at the unsettling thought. They’d also discover that she
wasn’t a true Dominatrix. They’d smell her fear at
losing her virginity. They’d think she was weak and would lose all
respect for her.

Morana let her head fall forward onto the
desk in front of her and began to hit her head repeatedly on the
desktop. And this was why she’d wanted to have Soren be the one to
take her virginity. There was something about him that made her
trust him. He wouldn’t have hurt her or abused any power he found
he had over her.

This only left her with one other option. She
could purchase a male blood-slave at the slave market and order him
to take her virginity. At least, a human wouldn’t be able to smell
her fear…

She’d just have to put on her ‘Dominatrix
Mask’ and pretend to enjoy impaling herself on his shaft. It was
the only way. If she allowed her weaknesses to be discovered by the
vampires she was as good as dead.

“Argh!” Morana angrily crumpled Soren’s
letter up into a ball and threw it across the room. She was on her
own with this one. Morana glanced at the windup clock sitting on
the desk. It read 8:00 PM. The sun had probably set already.

Morana left the secret room, and made sure to
close both doors behind her. She took a deep breath to steel her
nerves before she did what she had to do. Morana picked up her
bloody sword, ran to her bedroom door, and flung it open. “Guards!
Guards! Help! Come quickly!” Morana yelled out loudly.

The Red House Guards soon appeared at her
door. All of the guards were vampire females, and they were dressed
in black steel breastplates, armored skirts, armored boots with
pointed toes and sharp heels, and spiked gauntlets. Medieval
broadswords were strapped to their sides. The emblem engraved onto
their breastplates was of the current queen: a vampire’s skull with
long canines and with a pair of bat-like wings emerging from behind
it.

If Morana ever became queen the emblem would
be changed to hers - a vampire’s skull with a red rose blooming out
of its left eye socket. Her sister Laverna’s emblem was of a
skeletal snake eating its own tail. Gorria had chosen the image of
a heart being stabbed by a dagger for her emblem. And lastly,
Jezebel’s emblem was of a skull with eight spider legs.

The captain of the royal guard swiftly
approached Morana with a concerned expression on her













































































































































cover.jpg
KurbKoneko Korhen





