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“Tannik Inc. helpdesk, this
is Tory, how may I help you?” I answered the phone after four
rings, it was an inside line. I’ve been a help desk tech for
fourteen years now at various places and let me tell you, it
fucking sucks! But, it’s a job, at least that’s what everyone tells
me. I’m so sick of these people and their idiotic problems that
don’t matter and often times don’t even exist. I answered the phone
anyway.

“Oh, yeah, hi this is Mr.
Nalshen; I can’t seem to get any sound from the podium I’m using
here.” Same podium everyday and still he can’t use it, amazing. Mr.
Nalshen wasn’t so bad, just an idiot, another child with a Masters’
degree as I have labeled the various levels of suits around
here.

“Hello Mr. Nalshen, have you
turned the projector on, as you know the sound only works when the
projector is on, it takes about sixty to ninety seconds to warm
up.”

“Yeah, the projector is on,
but it’s just projecting blue and there’s no sound.”

“Ok, I’ll be there in a
minute.”

“Thank you.”

I hung up; Mr. Nalshen has been here
longer than god himself and still can’t work the conference room
podium. Like I said though, since he wasn’t an asshole I’ll give
him my ten minute rule, then I’ll head up there. The ten minute
rule is as follows. User places a call to our helpdesk; I take said
call and then hang up. Then I go back to watching movies or
updating face book and I wait ten minutes. Most of the time they
call back within the ten minutes to say the problem has been
resolved. After ten minutes I call them to see if the problem is
resolved. After ten minutes had passed I called Mr.
Nalshen.

“That sound system ever work
for you Mr. Nalshen?”

“Oh, oh yeah it did, I had
it muted on the touch screen. Sorry about that, thanks for calling
me back.”

“You’re welcome sir, have a
good day.”

It’s as easy as that, we have a saying
around here in the IT department. Nine times out of ten, it is
going to be a P.E.B.U.K error. Problem exists between user and
keyboard. The tenth time the computer just needs restarted. My name
is Tory, I’m a helpdesk computer nerd and I work the nightshift.
Yeah, that’s right, here at Tannik Inc. even at three in the
morning you have people holding conferences and meetings. What does
this company do? I have no goddamn idea; they say in their mission
statement that they are here to “serve both military and civilian
clients, assisting with their technical needs and weapons
integration.”

They do more than that, something weird
is definitely going on here. Why is the building nearly full most
nights? I’ve been with this particular company for four years, long
enough to see all types of shady shit. If I wasn’t such a jaded,
lazy and cynical bastard, I might get curious and explore. But I’m
not going to do that, too much work. I’m going to watch some Anime
online….RRRIIIINNN NNGG!! “Damn phone,” this time it was an outside
line, ringing with its annoying two tone pulse, sounding something
like a drowning opera singer to me.

“Tannik Inc. helpdesk, how
may I help you?”

“Yes, there is a jam in the
copier on the fourth floor.”

“Ok, what room and who is
reporting the issue please?”

“Click.”

They hung up; well I guess they don’t
need any help then. “I am the helpless desk,” I said as I put my
feet up to settle into some new Anime…RRRRIIIINNNGG NNNGG!!! The
same outside line came calling again, I almost let it go to
voicemail, but I decided not to.

“Tannik Inc helpdesk, how
may I help you?”

“Get your sorry ass up to
the fourth floor now or you’re fired Tory!” Screamed a voice that
sounded very similar to my boss, so I said,

“Ok sir, on my
way.”

The other end of the phone slammed
down, I hung up and flipped the bird to the phone. “Fuck you too!”
I slowly got up, brushed off some pop tart crumbs and walked to the
elevator. There wasn’t much going on, on my floor tonight. Ding!
The elevator opened with its robotic cheerfulness. “Computer fourth
floor,” I said out loud because I’m a star trek nerd, just a nerd
in general. I pressed the fourth floor button and the door closed.
The whirring of the motor pulling the cables began. Floor two,
three, and then four. The elevator door opened and I stepped into
the hallway. No one had given me a room number, so I would have to
check the rooms with copiers. I noticed after a few steps how dark
the hallway was. It should be all lit up, especially if someone is
up here working. The lights work by motion sensors. My movement
should have activated them as I walked. The only thing I could
think was they were off for electrical maintenance. There was also
an off chance the fuse had blown for this floor, wouldn’t be the
first time. I looked into a room with computers; the computers were
on, not a blown fuse. “Must be maintenance,” I mumbled and kept
walking. “Why would my boss be up here?” I walked to the largest
conference room on this floor; there was a networked copier in
there. I opened the door and moved into the room, waving my arms
trying to get the lights to turn on, but nothing happened. “Beep,
beep.” Well the copier was definitely on, I walked over to it to
get a closer look, as I did so I saw a figure sitting in one of the
chairs in the darkness.

“Hello?” I called out to the
darkness startled, squinting my eyes.

“Goodbye,” was the only
reply from the darkness. Then he was on me, faster than a striking
cobra. My mind struggled with that fact for a second, how could he
be sitting nearly twelve feet away but instantly be on top of me,
pinning me to the ground. I didn’t even have time to get a look at
him. I only felt his hair on my face and caught a glimpse of its
blackness. I saw the border of a red collared shirt, he was biting
my neck. Screaming, I tried to flail but he had me pinned down, I
couldn’t move at all. After what seemed like an eternity of being
feasted on by this maniac, I passed out.

I woke up on the floor, lying on my
back. I instantly shot up straight from fright, using a chair to
help me, I got to my feet. I stumbled to the windowsill. Looking
down, there was a puddle of blood, I moved my hand to my neck, it
was bloody. Stumbling like a drunk, I headed to the bathroom;
determined to make it there without passing out again. Never once
did it cross my mind to call the company’s public safety
department. Why? They don’t even carry mace, or even a club. What
would he do? Ask the vampire cannibal guy to please stop sucking my
blood? Into the bathroom, now the lights came on. I wish they
hadn’t. My neck and shirt were covered in blood; I turned the sink
on and began trying to clean myself. I took off my shirt, I
wondered if my ample stomach, earned over many hard years of eating
and helpdesk duty had helped me survive. I washed and washed and
washed. The water was sickly rust, I felt…I felt, and two puncture
marks on the side of my neck. I looked up immediately to check in
the mirror, Yes, two puncture marks, like a damn snake. I must have
lost a lot of blood, I was pale. Too pale, even for me, I suddenly
had the urge to open my mouth. I did, fff..angs? Fangs? Really?
Fangs!! Now, I’m an extreme computer nerd, I have worked in the
industry all my adult life immersed in nerd culture and science
fiction. I was about as mentally groomed as one could be to know
about aliens, vampires, werewolves, zombies and all other fantasy
lore. But this was too much. I never actually crossed that mental
line like so many of my nerdy brethren had done. I never believed
in any of it, except maybe aliens. Now, I was being confronted with
it, by my very self. I would not believe it! I ran from the
building as fast as I could, flying down the stairs and out the
door faster than I have ever moved before. “Not a good sign if you
don’t want to be a vampire,” I said as I started running. Running
and picking up speed I headed for home. I left everything at work,
I didn’t care. I made it home in a time that seemed quicker to me
than when I drive in my car. Running in the front door I collapsed
on the floor. I couldn’t believe this, I wouldn’t believe this! I
passed out in a pool of sweat and tears where I
collapsed.

There was a burning sensation on my leg
that woke me, it was sunlight. I could physically now see the rays
of the sun. I moved quickly to the basement where it was dark and
began pacing the room. I decided it was time for a little heart to
heart talk with me about this situation.

“Ok Tory, vampires are real,
you were attacked by one, now you are one.”

“That is fucking insane!
Nothing like that exists, it can’t, and it’s a myth.”

“All myths began as the
truth in a distant time.” That last statement surprised me coming
out of my mouth. I’ve never been a philosophical guy. I stopped
pacing, realizing that I wasn’t breathing and had no pulse. That is
freaky. I heard a shuffling behind me and I turned. There he was
the same red shirt, same hair. I stumbled backwards, “y…y…you,” I
said pointing at him, scared shitless.

“Yes, me,” came the reply
smooth as silk, his very voice seemed to still the air.

“Who are you? Why did you
attack me last night?”

He crossed the room and seated himself
on my old gray recliner with tattered armrests.

“You should be thanking me
for rescuing you Tory, not accusing me of attacking
you.”

“Why did you say goodbye to
me last night?”

“Because the old you, the
weak human you was going to die, hence the goodbye.”

“Oh, I see,” my mind was
swimming, pulsing. I couldn’t think to ask the right questions. It
was as if his mind controlled the environment.

“You’re a new man Tory, no
longer a fat, aging, sarcastic helpdesk nerd.” He smiled at
me.


“Wait, what? How do
you…”

“Your mind Tory, I can see
your mind. You can do this now also, just not to me.” He stood up
and continued speaking. When he stood up I felt the need to sit
down.

“You were a waste Tory, a
useless pustule upon the ass of the world,” I winced.

“Well, I wouldn’t have
said..” He raised his hand and continued

“This is a gift you cannot
possibly yet imagine. My name is Norwis; you have been transfigured
for a reason Tory.” I couldn’t help myself, too many years as a
computer nerd I had to say it.

“To install windows seven?”
I chortled and snickered, Norwis did not. “Sorry, bad humor, please
continue.” I lowered my head.

“You are to be our agent
within this corporation.”

“Why me, why not the CFO or
the CEO, someone important?”

“You just said it, your work
functions are essential but your physical presence is not always
necessary. No human will notice the hapless computer technician and
think you are a living god, a true vampire.”

“What do you want me to do?
Install a vampire computer virus? Who do you think I
am?”

His hand reached out across the room
and grabbed my throat; I pissed him off…again.

“I know who you are! I know
who you were! I know who you are going to be! You are fungi on the
leg of an insect. You know nothing, so LEARN!!!” When he said that
he thrust his hand into my head, physically into my head, without
puncturing my flesh he put his hand into my brain. I began to see
images and hear words in my mind. People screaming, fields,
villages burning, I saw plague sweeping through a medieval castle
fort. I saw steam engines, trains, carriages, a woman smiling, a
man drowning; over head I heard a hawk scream. Too many images, too
much knowledge, I heard a sucking sound which made me feel I was
being pulled through a tunnel and then Norwis’ hand was out of my
brain. I was back, looking through my own eyes again. I fell to one
knee. Norwis turned from me and began pacing.

“Now you see, it will take
your mind time to absorb and learn what I have just given you, but
now you see.”

“I do
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