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I DUCKED, AVOIDING the panel that had already fallen out of the frame that held it up in the false ceiling. Lately, I’ve been picking long-abandoned buildings. Security guards aren’t an issue; normally I just send them on their way with the memory that we’re not there. They would always thank me for my time and walk off. 

I’m using these abandoned buildings for a training club. It works as an outlet where we can take out our frustrations while bettering ourselves. 

“Finally,” said a sour-faced woman named Verla. I remember her being added to the newbie rank with a mean gleam in her eyes. All vampires are pretty and beautiful, but I found her particularly attractive, with deep-set blue eyes and pitch-black hair. Her bangs were cut choppy, and the length of her hair touched her shoulders.

“Sorry, I’m late,” I sighed. “I had to meet my master.” We kept this club a secret; the elders looked down on these types of gatherings. Most newbie vampires don’t even stay with their masters beyond the third month. We all stay in a community home, where we’re watched over by an elder called a brood master. 

The brood master’s job is our education, how to master our power, and our grooming. They teach us our language and culture, and make sure that we know how to present ourselves. They also teach us about our powers and how to control the minds of people. How to shapeshift into any animal, if we wish to escape a situation. 

Months ago, my master retrieved me to have us attend a grand gala together. What was the event for? I couldn’t tell you, but they always had a good reason for one. Not that any of us got to participate in them. All the masters and elders would leave us newbies at some tables away from them. 

Essentially, it’s just another word to describe a daycare. Where our masters can point us out to brag how poised and cultured we look, but didn’t have to suffer hearing us speak. I remember exactly when the idea hatched in my mind. 

“I lost one of my brood mates yesterday to a hunter,” I heard someone say, his eyes red from crying and head on the table like his will to keep going had left him. Another placed a reassuring hand on his back and rubbed it gently, their own eyes red with grief. 

After our fifth year they send us out on our own hunting trip. That’s when the survival rate of vampires making it to their first 100 years drops to a critically low rate. Due to hunters, mainly, and it’s particularly awful to run into one when they’re gifted too. 

I’ve lost hundreds of brood mates in my 15 years of being a vampire. I have learned to repress the agony of losing them. Memories of their smiles, laughs and wit flashed through my mind. I pushed that to the side. I hadn’t cried over the loss of one in the past couple of years. Instead, it had started to fester into something more potent. 

“They spend all this time on our prestige and manners but won’t teach us anything on how to defend ourselves,” another vented. It was an old issue, an old complaint that we were careful not to say around any elder. 

“Maybe we should just...” I said as an idea sparked within me, passion and excitement burning. The idea that could change things for other newbies and for my future brood mates. “Beat the fucking shit out of each other, and maybe we’ll get better.”

The silence ebbed on. “You’ve watched too many movies,” one finally said with a scoff, disbelief in his voice. 

“But maybe she has a point,” another interrupted, and we all looked at her. It was Verla and the first time we spoke to each other. She looked stunning that night. She met my eyes, and we held it for a bit. “They won’t teach us how to fight or defend ourselves.” 

“Exactly,” I said. “We can make a plan to meet up once a week, if you want to show up then show up.”

“Just beat the shit out of each other like animals,” a voice added, incredulous. I tore my eyes away from Verla’s to meet with a redhead’s eyes. I think her name was Gwendolyn. She was the epitome of soft and delicate, any elder would be proud to call her theirs... She was destroyed a week later. 

“Yes,” I answered her, she blinked a few times. “Until we get better, until we know how to defend ourselves.” 

“You’re insane,” someone said. She looked as shocked as everyone around her. Her blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders in soft, beautiful curls. She wore a strapless black dress, and her eyes widened in concern. 

“Yeah, but being insane is better than just keep letting our fellow newbies get wiped out by hunters and werewolves,” I replied, and the table went quiet again. 

The first meet up, I found a place and Verla met me there. It was just us two, and, as time went on, more started to show up. Some nights, it turned into a rowdy boxing ring with chanting, jeering, dirty moves and hollering. Then on other nights, it was as quiet as the grave, just the sound of fists on flesh...

Appropriate as we’re all dead anyway, even more so when we lost a member of our group. First it was hard to keep going. But each time we heard that one of us gave the hunters hell, we became more motivated to keep getting better. To get to a point where we all returned to the next meetup still intact and with information. 

Back to present times, I clapped my hands and everyone started to their feet, eyes all on me. “Right, let’s get this started.” I looked at the room, and picked two out of the crowd. “You two, you’re up.”

I moved to the sideline as two large men entered the center of the building. One had short red hair, green eyes, and a strong build. The other blond hair, green eyes as well and just as well-built out. I believe the red head’s name is Edwin and the blond named Vincent. We all circled around them, Verla joined me at my side. 

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Any new fighting moves you’re going to try tonight?” she asked, leaning down, her voice hush, but if anyone wanted to listen and hear they could. Our senses are supernatural: smell (even though we didn't breathe), sight, touch, taste, and hearing. 

“Some,” I sighed. “I’ve been watching this martial art about how to do grabs and holds. But that’s if I can get a turn tonight.” 

One problem is that we fall into a deep sleep during the day. We need to find a safe place before we just simply collapse wherever we are. The second issue is that the sun is still dangerous to us.  

But, that’s the consequence of this club hitting off. Many of the newbies have taken a liking to it, and I just hope it helps. 

I saw Edwin stuck Vincent once in the chest and the second in his head, then Vincent fell flat on the ground. I stepped in with my hands up and Verla backing me up. A few others stepped in to ensure that no one got severely hurt. 

“You know the rules,” I looked up to this round’s winner. “Who goes next?”

He looked around, spinning on his heel. He pointed out two newbies, “you two.” 

They stepped forward, not making eye contact with me at all. I looked them over: they were both young, barely out of their teenage years, if they were at all. Emily and Sam. Emily was taller than myself, though, a lot of people were taller than me. Her black hair flowed down her back; it suited her tanned skin. Sam is a wiry youth of a boy with dark brown skin. His brown hair in short curls, and they both have brown eyes. 

“If you happen to be supernaturally strong, which I doubt, try not to kill your opponent. You either fight until one of you taps out or gets knocked out. Do you understand me?” 

Finally, Sam looked up and nodded his agreement, and when finally Emily acknowledged me, I stepped back and out of the ring. 

The two turned to face each other awkwardly. They hesitated in every execution of their movement. I don’t think they believed that they would be picked. 

“If you two are too afraid, you can bow out after someone at least throws a punch,” I said as I inspected my nails nonchalantly. A wave of chuckles emitted from the crowd. I didn’t say anything particularly funny, but it’s a part of the ploy. Pride is a deadly sin of vampires, something I wouldn’t test with an elder of our kind. But two newbies? Yeah, I’ll take the chance.

Sam stiffened, and then lunged. Striking out with his fist, making contact with the top of Emily's head. She yelped and staggered away, stunned at the fact that he finally went to hit her. The fight in truth commenced. 

I watched every swing of the fist and swipe of the hand. Their form was sloppy, but this is the only way you get better. The fight ended when Emily decided to give up on the defensive and to go on the offensive. Sam stumbled back; he threw up his forearms to take the blunts of her hits. “I give up,” he shouted. 

I stepped in and pinned Emily's arm behind her back. I swept my leg back, knocking her legs straight from under her. I rode her down to the ground and pinned her body against it. She struggled against my hold. 

“When your opponent gives up, you stop,” I reminded her again. 

“Yeah,” she gasped, “I get it.” I got off her back, and she didn’t even fully get to her feet when she swung at me. I dodged, or parried, her strikes. Grabbing her arm and whipping my hand back, striking her cheek hard. She staggered back, regaining her balance and wiping
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