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APOCALYPSE IN THE MULTIVERSE

CHAPTER ONE

EPISODE 1
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Coven

I am elated that I have consummated my relationship with my roommate, but I am also scared. This is the first time I have totally given myself to a man and probably not the last time it will happen. Seriously I wish that it did not happen this way, but it did. I am here to just get information from the Skull and Bones and this will not be the only time that this will happen to me. My body seems to be the only thing that men understand. The sweetness of bedding me, sickens me but if it get's me what I want I guess that it will have to happen this way. Men are pigs or considered to be pigs, for this reason alone. I used to think that this one was different, but I have changed him by making him an Other. If only he was still human, but he is not and I regret bringing him this far into his depravity. Every night for the past several months I barely keep my average above ninety five percent. It is his doing and I am so tired that sometimes I make silly mistakes on my writing assignments or miss a note in my recitals, but the only thing that keeps my average up is my art turning dark. My teachers praise my art, but they do not know what the cost has been for my art to get the way it is now. They just do not know my struggles with my boyfriend, schoolwork and late night escapades with the Skull and Bones. 

In order to stay and get information from them I must one up our rivals. I feel bad about stealing from the Smithsonian, but those items were not on display anyway. Besides I only stole the obscure items like the skulls that are obviously not human or were ancient humans and did not fit with what scientists believed everything should be. I don’t know what they were I just took them. Recently I have found that I can turn into mist and materialize anywhere that I want to. My newfound abilities scare me and I am afraid to tell anyone. I keep secrets from my boyfriend because he does not keep secrets of our dealings with each other. All of the Skull and Bones know about our sexual exploits with each other. The cad even recorded some of our trysts. Youtube is so overworked with removing stuff for me that some slip by. On the internet there are many different places that we have been together intimately. The hall, elevator, washroom, bench in the Yale garden, our dorm room, cafeteria and many many more. I am really tired of being filmed in the shower and thought that this club was a proper place to be. They are very secretive, but everything about ourselves is public to them. In a few days I will meet the patriarch and I am scared to do so. Christmas is coming but I have no family so it does not mean anything to me. 

I know that it should but I lost interest ever since my father died so long ago. Right now it is November two thousand and nine, thus thanksgiving is coming for those in the U.S., which is where Yale is so I have to deal with that right now. Myself and my boyfriend have been invited to the patriarch’s mansion for thanksgiving. I really do not know what it entails although Black Friday is an interesting time here. Lot's of sales go on during this time and people do go nuts about it. Fighting and riots happen and people do die from being crushed. Even I got a broken arm when I went shopping and was in and out of the hospital and back to shopping before I knew it. Classmates thought that I was crazy trying to shop at this time, but I liked the exhilaration better than being with my boyfriend. I could steal things, but I don’t need to as we have special assignments that we have to carry out for the Skull and Bones. My boyfriend tended to like both genders since I turned him into an Other and forced me to play with girls. I did not like it, but for some reason if I outwardly refused to be with a girl I would not or could not get the information that I needed. Feigning that I liked both was easy, but doing the acts that it required, to me, tarnished my soul even more. There were lot's of christian groups on campus, but they did not give me the same feeling as that one church I was at before with the consecrated virgin. 

She was a forbidden doll that I could never dream of touching and in my current state we would end up killing each other with our respective touches. I have fallen far from where I started and it saddens me that this is the case. What have I done to myself just to find out the truth about my father’s contracts? I am sickened by what I have become, but another side of me likes it. That side scares me more than anything as it overpowers me and makes me do unquestionable things to all genders. My boyfriend is not the only guy anymore and sometimes I find myself at the centre of more than ten guys and a few girls. It is almost like I don’t care anymore, but something good inside me makes me cry myself to sleep every night. In the morning I am back to my new self and I get deeper into the blood drinking and sex that my body craves and my mind screams silently against it. I don’t like what I am doing to myself and am not sure if I can stop it. 

Many students on the path to collecting people for their respective churches invite me into their churches to see their services, but I find them lacking. What I mean is that I go in and feel nothing, like what I am is okay with them. I can touch their religious objects without any consequences to myself. Even their nuns I have done stuff to in the pews of their churches and nothing happens to me. The so called priests of these churches sleep with me too and are involved in said practices behind the scenes. What they do is witchcraft and the current state of my soul is okay with it. Their holy water does nothing to me. So many innocents that bring me to their churches are holy themselves and I cannot touch them, but if they stay at these churches I eventually can touch them. Souls are being lost at the Anglican, Orthodox, Presbyterian and United churches. They preach but do not follow the discipleship that Christ commands us to follow. My soul is already lost or is it. I am not sure what church is okay or not and would like to direct them to it if I found it. My father was Catholic even if I am nothing. True some think that because their father or mother was something that is what they are. This is not true as it takes more than this to be a member of an organization like a church.
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BEING AFFILIATED MEANS that you must practice what should be practiced and not practice what should not be practiced. When I go to enter St. Mary’s Catholic church on 5 Hillhouse Avenue I am repelled by a force that knocks me across the street. Blood drips from my nose and tears come to my eyes. Good friends I direct to this church that someone like me cannot even enter. Blisters form on my skin just sitting on the sidewalk in front of the church. I want to be a better person, but that will have to start after I get my information and I hope that I am not too late. A priest stands at the entrance and knows what I am, but at his approach I do not run away even though my nose bleeds in his presence. My heart pains me that I have fallen so far that I have corrupted the cross that I wear around my neck as it has stopped burning me so long ago. Life is hard for my soul to stay healthy, but it was the night tied to the post that broke it. 

After that I think that I lost myself that my father wanted me to be. Oh my father is somewhat the inadvertent cause of all of my issues with life. He died and left me alone to deal with all that is happening in my life. A father is suppose to warn their daughters of what men can do, but all of the new Bonemen want my body and I am hard pressed to deny them it. We have our very secret parties that we do not include anyone in. Including me and my boyfriend there are ten men and five women tapped into the Skull and Bones. We jest with each other and our secrets are not secret to each other and it is my fault entirely that all of us are Others. They all call me sire or mistress, but it seems so weird that their wickedness is my fault. I am not sure if the patriarch is one of the Others, but my coven is messed up in that they lead me more than I lead them. 

Rules are followed and I was not chosen to be the leader even though I am the cause of them becoming worse than I. The priest pities me and throws holy water at me and is shocked when I embrace its burning. The sun is bright and for some reason I am at least not so bad that I cannot be out in it. Although, my skin burns a little more than humans are affected by it. My fangs are bared as I shed my clothes as buckets of holy water are thrown on me from everyone in this church. He says words in Latin over me, “In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti. Lorem lava me ab hoc malum Deum redire ut lacus. Hi abominatio Domino. Sexus sui, pharmaca et petram et conspergere vitaeque erit exsules a vestris Divinitate. Hoc dedecus ingens accedit actus homosexuales sordide cecidit hinc desinam et in caelis. Ligatum in caelis et quae in terris obligatur. Quod si tuum te contra vas aliis, sic erit. Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.”

Something came over me and I immediately understood the words as, “In the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. God wash this evil thing out of my site that it may never return here. These Others are an abomination to God. Their sex, drugs and rock and roll lifestyles shall be banished from your Divinity. This abomination fallen to slovenly homosexual acts and massive intercourse shall desist from this world and in heaven. What is bound on earth is also bound in heaven. If it be your will that this be your instrument against the Others, then so shall it be. Father, son and the holy spirit. Amen.”

I pass out from the sun and the holy water, but more so because of what he said in Latin to me. Someone puts a wool blanket on my charred and blackened body, but I feel that I must go because I have not gotten the information that I should have gotten. At least I have found the church that has the presence of God within it. Directing innocent people to it will be easy even if I cannot enter it yet. There may be a time when I can enter, but killing Others just because they are Others is not the true reason to kill them. Actions of them should decide their fate and not some whim of those that might hire me to do so. A last vestige of energy is what it takes for me to put my clothes back on and vanish from the middle of the street. Shocked I am sure the priest and everyone around is. More so for the fact that I can withstand an onslaught of Holy Water and the sun. It is bright, but somehow that Holy Water pulls some of my soul out of its despair. A feeling better than drinking blood gives me, but I don’t think that I am done with blood yet and that scares me. I know that I am being pulled from both sides of the war, but I am not sure what is winning those that are Holy or those that are damned. It is good that I am not completely gone, but I was close to being the worst denizen upon the earth. I may not have a chance to redeem myself of this vampirism or werecat issues, but at least I can direct people to the right place. 

Maybe in directing people to the church of St. Mary’s I might have a chance to be there myself. Obviously it will take time and is not automatic. Soon I will be having thanksgiving at the patriarch’s mansion that happens to be close to the church for some odd reason. So many Others at Yale and in the midst of them all is a church or place that they can never hope to corrupt or come near it. I certainly hope that one day I will be allowed to enter as one that is no longer afflicted, but as I said earlier it will take time. A major problem with the vampirism and werecat that I am is that there is something deep in my system that has nothing to do with the Others being in my blood. Something from my family’s past, something that is possibly more sinister within me that mostly just lays dormant and no matter what I could do to rid myself of that it will not be happening. Yeah, I have to admit that I am something else entirely and it has been extinct for millions of years. It is in my blood and I do feel it course through my veins and it scares me to think that there is something worse than these Others roaming around on earth that is far older than any of them. I think the fact that I am a werecat and a vampire makes it dormant within me and also more prevalent within me than it would normally be. My ancestors especially the men were prone to violence and debauchery that I attribute to the Other blood within me, but could easily just be caused by the werecat and vampire that I am. Soon I will be amongst them all at a thanksgiving party of which I don’t know what they actually will be thanking. All of the current and past Bonesmen will be there, but for secrecy's sake our faces will be covered in the masquerade fashion. We will know whom everyone is but not exactly know who they are in real life. This way they remain anonymous when they do what they need to do in their somewhat political lives.
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PARTY

Only partially healed from the sun and Holy Water I disguise myself so well that even my boyfriend does not know who I am. They know I am present at the party, but even my skin is disguised so they think that I am Jo from the Burst Angel anime series. That is what I am dressed as and I am barely wearing anything and with shading done by my girl friend that does cosplay my boobs don’t even look as big as they are. My friend is truly an artist and can even disappear in a crowd. No she is not my lover, just my friend that is truly the only one that I have not corrupted yet and it would hurt me so much if she changed from the lovable girl that I know that she is. Some boy from a few years ago took interest in me while everyone was having cocktails. Taking him up stairs gave me the opportunity to lead him on through many rooms until I totally exhausted him on the patriarch’s desk. 

I was sick with myself, but after draining his blood and consuming his corpse I got to my task. In a filing cabinet that I had to break the lock on I found a folder with my dad’s name on it. Skimming through the folder I saw the contracts that my dad had completed and the places he had to go to complete them. Other hunters were listed too and I had to take them all. I know that these documents would be missed, but I had to do what I had to do. There would be a time when this patriarch hunted me and I needed to go after the other Other hunters myself. It would need to be done, but I would have to lay low while I worked hard to graduate. Moving out of my boyfriend’s room would be a start as I no longer needed the Skull and Bones as a cover. Their rules could not oust me as no one in the school but Bonesmen knew that I was one. 

It is strange how some things work out, but whatever happens happens, right. With the few folders that I have I fly out the window and put them in the pack on my Harley that I purchased to seem more like the Jo character in the anime Burst Angel. My two Glocks in the holsters are real, it is good having money. I bought this bike last week just to do this charade enough to make it passable. My friend loves when I do these things as I even pay for her cosplay hobby of dressing up for fantasy and scifi conventions as well as comicons, of which I attend too. I fly my good friend around in my private jet too and we can bypass customs that way. A dressing room on the plane makes it easier for us to fly and get ready with each of our cosplay outfits in flight for each convention too. My bike has a hidden compartment that nobody but myself knows and so my pilfered folders from the Patriarch’s office in his mansion go there.
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I FLY BACK UP THROUGH the window of his office and close it. How do I explain the young man's disappearance with another young man? Easy for me, but hard on my soul. Another one is wandering around looking for his friend and I make advances on him and force his mind to think that his friend wandered into the night drunk. I put in his head that his friend said he was going for a swim where all later will find his empty clothes by the river known to have victims of drowning. Everyone forgets that I was ever with the young man, because I alter their brains and memories. I feel bad twisting the minds of all here to think that I was never with the young man that I had to kill, but my job here was to find out about the contracts of my father as in what he was paid to do, the why of it and not to worry who gets in the way even if deep down inside myself I am crying as the one hurt most is me by doing the nasty things that I must do to get to the bottom of this.
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CHAPTER TWO: CHRISTMAS

EPISODE 2
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After the thanksgiving party I feel like everyone is watching me. I am not sure if they are, but I feel it. Moving out of my boyfriend’s room and into my own private place off campus is hard and scary at first, but I had to do it. It would not have felt right to stay with him and the Skull and Bones all acted weird around me because of the disappearance of one of their own at the patriarch’s mansion. Not because they think that I did it, but supposedly that boy had a lot of secrets. Secrets I did not bother to ask about when we were naked on the patriarch’s desk. I am not sure what is happening to me, but that is the worst behaviour lately that I can think of. I am too loose and need to stop before I am seriously in trouble and I am not talking about getting pregnant, although that could happen too. 

If the Other at the top starts inquiring about what happened to his son, I am up the creak because he could get information by the same means that I hid it. All of the pictures that I painted of my boyfriend I want to put in the garbage, but that just does not make any sense so they are up in a gallery for sale. If he wants to buy them he can, but I don’t think that he or any of the Skull and Bones have that kind of money as on average each of my paintings sell for a few thousand dollars. Lot's of paintings means lot's more money. The nudes of me go for as low as fifty thousand dollars and fights ensue when I am at the gallery and so they tend to go for more than the ticket price. Back in late November of 2009 I left my boyfriend. I spent Christmas alone in front of St. Mary’s until the main priest asked me if I wanted to go to the Christmas banquet for the church. They put on a Christmas dinner for the homeless at a banquet downtown. 

The hall was rebuilt after suffering damage in the early nineteen hundreds and since then they have had Christmas dinner there. I excepted his offer and sat next to him in his car as he drove me and two others that I did not know to the dinner. No matter what I wore in the winter I was always cold once my vampirism went into full force. The werecat in me could handle the cold even if I was naked, but the vampire could not. Heavy winter clothes made it so I could not move so all that I had on was a wool hoody, a thin t-shirt, jeans with rips in the knees and motorcycle boots. On my hands was fingerless wool gloves. I looked like the homeless even though I was not, but I was cold and my lips and cheeks were blue. If I wore too much though I would be too stiff and not be able to move as I would get too hot. 

I have worn too much clothes before and was stabbed and left on the streets, if I cannot move it is worse than being cold because it feels like you are dying when you are frostbitten. Not sure if this invitation requires me to help out, but I am willing to help. On the way we pass my gallery with nudes of me prominently in the windows and I hide my face. Someone in the back asks the priest to turn up the heat for me, but I tell him that it is okay. I know one of the passengers, a girl, is looking at my gallery with a sneer and I feel a conversation coming on.

“Father do you think our petitions will work to stop that gallery from releasing nudes from that one artist. You know the one that they won’t tell us because it is not a renter but the owner of the gallery also owns the building?” She is almost snarling in disgust and I have to speak up.

“Why do you not like these things? I spent so much time on them for them to be just thrown out.” I said before I realized what I said as she got me madder than I should have been. The girl had a shocked look on her face.

“You painted those? Wait why are you coming with us to the Christmas dinner?” My hand was on the door handle and before I could open the door, the priest hit the button to lock it.

“I know that you are upset, but I invited you to this Christmas dinner as I felt that you had nowhere else to go. Why did you paint those paintings and who would pose for those? Yes I did see them, the paintings almost look like the girl in the painting is lost and all of her bared for all to see in the painting. Wait now that your face is warm and colour is coming back the paintings almost look like you. Are those paintings of you?” The priest was appalled that I had painted myself in the photos.

“They are all me, except the ones of my ex-boyfriend. I dumped him back when thanksgiving was still going on and moved out of our dorm room. So I literally have no one and I don’t spend time with anyone while I am finishing up my music and art major. Those paintings in the gallery were from a time when I was more lost than I am now. At that time I could not even sit next to a real priest let a lone share a car with him. I have sinned greatly father, but have remained sober and sex free for a month now. I am still an Other though, but don’t know if any of you remember me being the one that you poured holy water on.” All three looked at me and were not aware that they had invited an Other to spend Christmas with them. 

The priest speaks up, “What do you mean by hiding your identity with us then? We are aware that holy water and crucifixes don’t work on Others, but you are able to also be in the sunlight. I remember that day, you ripped off your clothes in broad daylight and showed us that nothing can stop an Other. We are all lost and soon all of us will be in ruin.” The priest sounded in the grips of despair and that was not good, not good at all.

“On the contrary father, I am the only one that resists holy water and the crucifix.” I held the one that he had reblessed with his holy water and he saw the burn mark on my chest and the smoke come from my hand while I held it. “You see it still effects me, but I continue to wear it even so, that is just me. All other Others die from holy water and the crucifix. I am not with the other Others though and am preparing to hunt them, but to hunt them I needed to find out whom is leading them. I was almost completely lost in the process of getting information from them. On another note, only this church that all three of you come from has the ability to repel the Others as the other ones are working for the devil and not God. Keep your faith because if you and yours are lost than I will lose the fight myself.”

Tears were in my eyes, but I resisted drawing attention to them by not wiping them off. “I am not a Catholic or of any religion whatsoever, but feel that your church is the better one for the fact that if the vampire within me has pain upon seeing your face then I am at the right place.” I was crying, but I was not sure if they saw it. The tears continued to flow down my face as we drove towards the Christmas dinner, it was not what I had said but that I miss my dad. Oh I loved him so much, why did he have to go so soon? The car was quiet after what I had said as it was getting dark. We pulled into a semi-lit parking lot. As we got out of the car we were attacked and I changed into something on instinct. The priest and two girls in the back of the car went back into the car and watched me fight the twenty other Others from the safety of the car.
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THEY WERE TOUGH AND I had a hard time. I am not sure what form I was in, but I think that my change was not complete as I did not want to scare the priest and two girls in the car. If the priest did not pick me up they would have been already dead or dying. Snow blew and twirled around us as we prepared the fight. They were surprised that I was there and did not know me. I looked human except for my teeth, eyes, finger nails, toe nails, my lioness tail and dragon wings. When I changed the numerous things ripped off my clothes just as I threw my hoody on the ground. I was naked and cold and exposed for all to see. My finger nails and toe nails were silver talons each half a foot in length. An Other was bold and came at me first thinking that his massive seven foot tall werewolf body that made me want him badly in an animal way was tough enough to take me. 

His smell was awful to my feline nose and turned my insides, but the dragon in me wanted him. In my confusion he pounced on me and we wrestled in the light snow on the ground. Ripping out his throat I began to eat him, but did not have time as a vampire jumped on me and knocked me off of him. Rolling to my feet to take a fist to the right cheek and a dagger to the mid section I clawed his chest with my long silver talons on my right hand, while ramming my fist through his chest and pulling out his heart. I ate it right then and there. Blood was everywhere and the terrified looks on those in the car startled me. I was not sure if they were afraid of me or these creatures, but I suppose if I am killing them the terror might be for me and not these Others. Pulling the dagger out of me I tossed it to the ground. Fluids were leaking out of me, but I went to the next Other. A wererat was very fast and cut me many times as I tried to hit her unsuccessfully. 

The cat in me was furious and thus with that fury I finally caught the wererat and crushed her in a bear hug. She smelled divine and I wanted her too, but I am done with that type of thing. Opening my mouth wide I bite down hard on her neck draining her of all of her blood. As she drops to the ground from my hands another Other attacks me. All seventeen of them left come at me. I slash and I kick them and bite them. Many wounds I have by the end of the fight that I fall to the ground naked after consuming them all. There is blood all around me and all over the car. It begins to rain and washes away the blood. Blood runs down the street and enters the man hole covers and gets into the drain. Who knows what will happen to those that swim in this water or fish already there? Hopefully it does nothing but I seriously doubt that there will be no ill effects because of this. I am hurt very badly protecting these three, but I don’t think that I will get anyone’s sympathy. My hoody is all that is salvageable, but that leaves everything else exposed and I feel uncomfortable as the cold emphasizes that I have not eaten well. Every time I eat an Other it does something to me, but adding calories is a thing that it does not do.
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I HEAR THE CAR DOOR open behind me and I shiver and try to cover myself as much as I can while sitting on the pavement. Cold seeps into my bones as I try to cover my bum and hips with what is left of my pants, but there is not enough to cover anything at all. My nipples show through the front of my hoody and my lips and face and hands are blue. The cold makes everything else white as snow. I don’t get out in the sun much and even though I am a model at times I am uncomfortable at this time showing skin. A green garbage bag lands beside me and I hear the priest’s voice, “These are normally given to the poor, but you cannot have Christmas dinner naked. See if there is anything that will fit you and then give me the bag back.” I still did not see his face, but he sounded like he was genuinely concerned for me. 

The rain on my bare skin was cold and I knew that without clothing I could not withstand it much longer. I looked through the bag and put on a pair of pants that were a little tight even though I think I lost weight. They were an old pair of white wash jeans that had no rips as though someone donated a new pair of pants. A pair of moccasins fit my feet and matching gloves fit my hands. There was a man’s blue dress shirt that I put on after taking off my hoody. Tucking in the shirt I put my hoody back on over it. A leather jacket the same light beige of the moccasins I put on over the hoody. Lots of clothes were left in the bag so I handed it back to the priest. When I stood up and turned around they still seemed really frightened and although clothes were given to me they did not want to touch me. We walked in silence up the path to the building that housed the banquet. 

It was obvious that we were late and whispers went around when people saw me following the priest and two girls into the banquet hall. Relief was on the priest’s face that all of the guests had made it safely. I am not sure if he told them of the account in the parking lot, but all agreed to have the banquet guests stay until daylight arrived. The priest and two girls did not want me to touch them, but they made sure that my place at one of the tables was near them. No one understood why I was there, but someone did say that I smelt of death. I really don’t know what they mean, as far as I know I am alive. To me I just felt under the weather, you know when you are a little sick. Yeah I felt sick and I hoped I was not pregnant. Now that would be horrible considering on how many humans and Others I have slept with. Consuming them could be doing something to me though and I think my heart burn is from the big werewolf and the wererat that I ate. Thus far those are the only two that I have not had in my system. What will it do to me eating Others? Does eating werecreatures and vampires end up being similar to getting wounded by them? I certainly hope that that is not the case. I have not showered in a week, but I am not sure if that is what the people are saying here as most of those that they serve have never had a bath. Some celebrities are here, but I have absolutely no idea why they are here.
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I SAW THE ORGANIZER of my charity organization. He was talking to the celebrities at their table and as he saw me he jumped up and guided me away. “Where have you been? You are suppose to be looking after this event not me. Why do you smell like that and wearing those clothes? Duchess you look like a bum. I have associates here that can look after you in my suite which can be yours now, if it pleases you your highness.” He was fawning over me, but looking around I finally realized that we were in one of my buildings. 

I did not have the key to the top floor that housed some of my many things, “Do you have any of my spare keys with you for the building? Obviously you had to let yourself in right?” He looked puzzled and the consternation was on his face.

“What the hell are you talking about? What keys?” He was a mess and confusion did not look well on his face. 

The priest came over because he thought that I was abusing the man that he knew as the organizer, “This man went to the trouble of arranging this along with celebrity support. His boss is not here and kind of aloof, but I think that we can do it without him. So let him be and we can get on with this. We will be here all night and you of all people in here know why.” He had a hold of my wrist and steam was coming off of me before he realized that he was hurting me. 

Tears flowed from my eyes and my organizer was concerned as he said in a panicked tone, “This girl is my boss, father. I am trying to get her cleaned up, but she confuses me by asking if I have spare keys to the building. I don’t have keys to the building as the super let us in.” He was puzzled by my expression, I don’t have a building super.

“I don’t have a building super, who let you in?” My panic and shaking got their attention until I heard a girl’s voice behind me.

“He just assumed I was a super. Here is your keys. You want me to help you get ready? What? You said I could use your room remember to get away from the troubles of Yale if I needed to until you were out of Yale for good. I have been here for a month as I moved out of the dorm and only go back when I have class. As you instructed me to do, I don’t go out at night at all. My classes are all in the morning. I think your organizer’s people and I can get you looking good again and into your own clothes. Those smell a little and is this blood ...” My friend passed out and I caught her. She is my cosplay friend and only friend that I have not corrupted and now she has to see blood on me.

Everyone stares as I carry my friend out and up the stairs to my suite on the top floor that is usually off limits to guests. I bought the building a long time ago and had it fully renovated. Even if an Other banged on my door they could not break it. This place also sported a paved cellar where a door was on the bottom for when I wanted to exit incognito. We left the priest and my organizer shocked because my friend was cosplaying herself as though she was a combo of Megan Fox and Jessica Alba. It was strange carrying her and seeing that she had Megan Fox’s face on a body like Jessica Alba. She was not naked, but wore clothes that made her body look as though Jessica Alba was wearing them. By the time I finished showering and then getting into a hot tub of water to bathe, my friend was behind me washing my hair. It felt good to have someone take care of me, but I am glad that she was not one of those afraid of getting her clothes wet. 

Taking them off would not help me in my quest to not play with girls as though they were men. I wanted to don’t get me wrong, but I feel this time in my life I need to stop it despite how much I felt that I loved her. For her sake I needed to not do that to her. Her hands in my hair were enough for me right now. Lavender and rose petals were in my bath and a proper reddish hue was coming out of my skin. Rinsing off my hair I got out of the tub and let my friend and my organizers’ attendants dry me off and get me into appropriate clothes for my station whatever that was. Rouge on my face and pink lipstick on my luscious lips. A pink Victorian dress that showed half my boobs and all of my back to my bum. I felt like I would burst out of it and be naked for all to see. A dirty girl is one thing, but a perfectly clean girl naked is enough to make everyone’s faces red. I certainly wished they could have me wear something else. When I told them of what was outside they let me change from a gown to a black leather skirt that went down to mid thigh. A white frilly shirt got tucked into that with a red leather vest button on over that that had no sleeves. 

Only a little of my cleavage showed over the top of the low cut frilly shirt. Knee high black leather boots went on my feet. I wore my sword over my left hip and two Glocks were under my vest, for now I left my vest open even if my boobs and belly button could be seen through the light white material. Upon seeing this though my friend made me take it off and I put a red leather body suit on that I kind of jumped into and clasped between my thighs. Once on I put my skirt, shirt and vest back on along with my sword and Glocks. My bullets were silver with hollowed out points that were filled with holy water. I had about six magazines with thirty rounds each, besides the ones already in the guns. My friend changed as well to be more battle ready with thirty magazines for my guns about her body. 

I could not tell where she had them, but I suspected that once I used them all she might not be wearing clothes at all because I think that the clips are disguised upon her person. She was wearing pants and a t-shirt with a black leather jacket over that. Also black leather boots were on her feet and a silver rapier was on her left hip. A Scofield revolver was on her right hip in a holster with silver bullets in the gun belt and a Winchester was slung over her shoulder. We were not going hunting, but it certainly looked like it. I had my keys and put some extra stuff in a room that I had stuff in next to the hall. Everyone was looking at us and realized that I was the Duchess of Salisbury. I did not really want the awkward bowing thing, but it happened anyway. 

The word, “Duchess.” was on everyone in the hall’s lips and there was nothing I could do but let everyone come to me and kiss the ring on my right hand. Awkward was the best that this situation could be. The priest and the two girls that I had saved were the only ones that knew the truth of what I was. Even my bubbly cosplaying friend did not know other than the fact that she had helped clean blood out of my hair. Everyone could see that I had been in some brutal fights even before this night. That time in the jousting tournament seemed so long ago that I almost don’t remember it. I really don’t know where my sisters went, but I have my friend so I am good. Because of her I can make due in not having a guy around or another girl. She is a good friend that kind of makes up for the awkwardness of being around people that want to follow me everywhere and touch me. All that I want to do is just enjoy this event in the best way that I can without the awkwardness of being known for something. I came in here kind of repulsive to everyone and now that they know that I am a Duchess their tune changed. Kind of does not say much for humanity now does it. If someone does not fit what they believe that people should be, they do not like it. So I was looking terrible, but saved people in the process although some could say that in fighting I was really saving myself and a byproduct of that was to save three others that happened to be with me.
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BAPTISM

My organizer had gifts under the tree for everyone at this Christmas party. I happened to be sitting next to a few celebrities that I did not know. On my left side was Bruce Willis, but other than that I did not know any of the celebrities with me. I have been hard studying and doing exams, thus I have not been to many of the recent movies with movie actors or actresses that are my age. This event went well as far as I know as I have never hosted an event before today. It started off a little weird and my wounds and eating of Others could pose as a threat to my well being, but I needed to kill those things. This event was somewhat live and excepted donations for others that may not have anything for Christmas this year. I am glad to help out at an event like this, but hunting Others will be difficult for me if I am recognized. The door was barred, but that did not mean that hunters would not come to see if they could get me or not. We had turkey, stuffing, potato salad with beets that made the salad turn a shade of pink, creamed corn, baby carrots, string beans, plantain, yams, edos, stewed beef and fried chicken. There was a low gluten anti pasta and a vegetarian dish that only a few people touched.

I ate a bit of everything but most of the time people talked to me. The celebrities all owned paintings that I had done and were interested in me doing paintings of them and me, awkward. Seems that my body is a commodity in the art world and it makes me feel a little weird that someone would want a painting of themselves naked with me as the eye candy. Celebrities are a little forward, but they do have money and even though I have lot's the celebrities will donate twice the cost of the paintings for the charity tonight. So, seriously since we will be here all night I will be painting through the night. Partying with the big boys tonight and it scares me greatly. At a quarter to midnight we heard a knock. I did not want to answer the door, but the priest said that it could just be another poor soul trying to get out of the night and into somewhere relatively safe. My friend lay on the table in line to the door with her Winchester aimed where a person's head would be if the door was opened. The way she was she looked like she just had body paint on for clothes and that kind of freaked me out that she still was not taking this seriously. Her outfit she was not meant to be lying on a table in, but she was ready. Pulling out one of my Glocks, I opened the door and four men came in with guns. 

As I finished closing the door though, one of them had a gun in my back. He cuffed my hands behind my back and my gun went back in its holster. I was dragged to the stage that had the camera on us. Nailed to the stage I was with large spikes, two went through the palms of my hands and two went into my feet with my legs spread apart. The metal spikes were silver, but they did nothing to me. Their leader spoke to all of us. Looking around I saw that they had tied my friend to a post after removing all of my spare gun clips and putting them in the middle of the stage. Her bare skin was red where the magazines had been and she was now just wearing a little body paint on her boobs and a really short pair of shorts. I felt for her as she cried and did not want to do anything because I did not want my friend’s innocence gone. Bruce Willis got up looked at the men on the stage and then took my friend down from the post. Bringing her back to the table he wrapped her in the jacket of his twenty five thousand dollar tuxedo. The men on the stage shrugged their shoulders at each other and I smiled at Bruce Willis to thank him.

“I don’t think that anyone is aware that this thing right here is an Other. You call her Duchess or whatever you are told that she is, but the fact that she is an Other means that she has no rights whatsoever. Us four are a small part of what is left of us hunters that came upon this location to get this Other. About twenty Others jumped us and we lost a good ten of us. Sure we were suppose to talk with her, but since she sent Others after us Talking is done.” They were angry at me for nothing as I deal with things alone.

“I did no such thing, ow.” I said, but just got hit in the head with the butt of a rifle.

“You shut up, I will hear nothing from you. Padre, why are you allowing this thing to mesmerize you into thinking she is human. Her body is nice, but that does not mean that she is human. Look at her.” He ripped off all of my clothing for all to see, including the public. I am gorgeous, but I don’t need everything exposed to the public. Most of the men’s eyes in this place were glued to every curve of my body. I felt uncomfortable and started to cry and whine.

“See she even has fake crying. Look at her everyone. All naked and exposed to the world for them to see her body up close and personal. What?” One of the other hunters was whispering in his ear. “You are right, the silver is doing nothing to her, but she still bleeds. This is a nice sword that she has here stab her.” He threw my sword to another hunter that stuck me a few times and stabbed me until blood came out of my mouth from the multiple internal wounds. 

This hurt me a lot and the tears would not stop flowing. At first he enjoyed himself, but they were just making the people watching this on TV back in their homes like me more. The donations for the cause of Christmas were coming in and not stopping. “I find it weird that the people keep pouring money into your bogus charity for Christmas. You make me sick. Why are you crying?” The leader was asking the one striking me with my own sword, why he had stopped and was now crying.

“I don’t want to be doing this anymore. Why did we not have an inquiry about why we were sent to hunt this girl?” He was confused.

“We get paid to do a job, supposedly she has information about every job that hunters have done and who does the ordering. The boss sends us on a mission it is not in our best interests to question his orders. We are to just follow orders. You are not falling in love with her are you?” The leader asked the hunter, but he took a long time to think about it.

“I am not sure. She has not commanded us to do anything and I think that this one has the ability to even command everyone watching to do her bidding. I think she is broken inside. Did they not say that she was a part of the Skull and Bones?” The leader backhanded him across the face sending him flying off of the stage and my very sharp sword stuck itself in my chest right between my breasts. 

It was in the floor and I screamed as it went through my heart. My blood sprayed the leader and on impulse he licked his lips. Bruce Willis came up to me and pulled out the sword and my friend the cosplayer climbed onto me and tried to stop the blood from coming out. The leader of the hunters was beside me on the stage having a seizure as apparently he was a vampire and my blood laced with silver was killing him. With my blood covering my friend and Bruce Willis head to toe they pulled the leader over to me and removed the spikes from my hands and feet. Right in front of live TV I consumed the vampire. It was a gruesome sight but the death of a vampire on TV even from a strange Other was enough to double and triple the amount of donations for the charity, my charity. My wounds did not heal right away and that gave the people in this banquet hall cause for alarm, but they did heal and the hunters were at their own table. 

I had the priest and two consecrated virgin girls that were with him check to see if any of those left were Others. When we found out that the last two were not Others we let them partake of our Christmas feast. Myself and my friend went back to being armed and a trusty group of custodians cleaned up our stage. After my stage was pristine again I knighted Bruce Willis and my friend because of their efforts in restoring peace to this event. We decided that we would have some festivities that other people could join in, in the next week, and suggested that they could come during the day, as no one would be admitted at night again. News of me not being baptized hit the fan and it stalled donations for a while. I was being pressured through the week to be baptized and I was scared. The priest talked of an emergency baptism, but would have to make my building and the surrounding grounds holy ground. 
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IT MAY JUST STOP THE attacks upon the building, but it could literally kill me. Smoke rose from my hands as I read out loud the bible from the stage. Some sitting at home probably thought it was an effect normally done in movies, but everyone present here knew that the pain shown in my face was real. “Psalm nine to ten part A, parts I and II. Thanksgiving for Victory and Prayer for Justice. I will praise you, LORD, with all of my heart, I will declare all of your wondrous deeds. I will delight and rejoice in you; I will sing hims to your name, Most High. For my enemies turn back; they stumble and parish before you. You upheld my right and my cause, seated on your throne, judging justly. You rebuked the nations, you destroyed the wicked; their name you blotted out for all time. The enemies have been ruined forever; you destroyed their cities; their memory has perished.” I had to stop holding the bible and reading because blood was coming out of my mouth and nose. 

Holding a cloth to my face in a chair in obvious pain while someone else finished what I was trying to do. Them reading still hurt, but not as much as if I was reading and holding the bible. Baptism probably would kill me, but I think that it probably was the only cure for vampirism well that and attending mass and receiving communion. Or confession too as that would be really powerful. What would it do to me? I don’t know, but in order to be normal or fight these Others I would need to get it done. Either that or work on ridding the world of Others only to be damned for doing the work of God and get nothing back in return. What it was though that they would have me enrolled in RCIA and institute my baptism just after I finished my exams in April during Easter. Going back to school after the Christmas ordeal was hard. Guys were always looking at me despite the fact that I started wearing a long plain brown dress that buttoned right up to my chin. 

Even my arms were covered as I was trying not to stick out. I wore this outfit everywhere, but everyone recognized me as the Duchess on TV. Even if they did not realize that I was a real Duchess or not the fact that a twenty decade rosary was on my waist that smoked all the time they knew I was also the vampire Duchess. I was trying to be a better person, but the guys and girls at school were always hot to me and being celibate for the last few months did not help me much at all. Maybe being baptized would take that away but I doubted that as the temptations may just get worse. Being baptized may not get rid of vampirism, but hopefully they stopped the smoking. I cannot touch anything religious without smoking at all. The time flew by when I was going to class and finishing up my studies at Yale. My friends in Skull and Bones did not talk to me at all. I sired them, but that did not mean anything at all. 

They were not bound to me, but bound to something else. It was like something within me that should not be a part of me was controlling them. Sure it may seem like I was the sire, but I was not I was only the enabler of the vampire curse. In that sense I think the vampirism might go away for me, but make other things worse. In RCIA we talk about God and giving things up. I try by wearing this habit during lent and no sex. My classes are art and although I see nudes through most of the days I don’t pose during lent myself and only look long enough to do my art. Exams are brutal because I don’t reference any nudes while doing my tests and go acapella. My marks don’t suffer, but to me my art might have been better if I did reference stuff but I am even giving up wearing light clothes so I could use myself as a reference. 

A common rule here is not to look in anyone else’s direction or be accused of cheating. It is rough and stressful trying to do an exam while worrying about being accused of cheating. I do my last exam on the morning of my baptism. Now to get ready for that. My friend helps me because she is also being baptized then. She is more deserving of wearing white, but she suggested that I do it too. Our sponsors are the two consecrated virgin girls. I know having them as mothers and friend is a strange thing indeed. We had rehearsal this morning and it was kind of comical as the priests and deacons tried to lighten the mood with jokes. They certainly make this stressful occasion a little less stressful. I am a nervous wreck and getting helped to get dressed while helping my friend dress is almost making me break down. My body wants to touch her, but I resist and just get dressed. This thing is going to be hard for me and I am really scared about what will happen to me when I get baptized, confirmed and have first communion. My friend has less to worry about as she is not an Other. This baptism may just have me fried as though I am on a grill. All of this preparation will be for not if I die here. Sitting here waiting as the mass continues my skin blisters and I smoke. This is not going to go well for me, but it is better this than to live in the direction I have been living in or going towards because of being bitten by a vampire. We all are directed to stand up front, all thirty of us and I had asked to be placed last out of the thirty but who knows whom the priest will start with.
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MY FRIEND IS IN FRONT of me though and I will at least be in the middle or last of all to be baptized. After each baptism I smoke a little more until the priest is at me. Something inside me screams as my head is placed over the baptismal font. The father speaks as he brings holy water to my forehead three times. “I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.” A fog covers the entire church once the priest is done and when it is gone I am still there, but glowing. My skin is burned completely from my body, but it is seen healing at a massive rate. I feel no more urges for blood lust, except I know it will be there when I fight. All of that is gone, for now. This has changed me into something else entirely that I did not expect and my crucifix stops causing me to smoke. Good thing that my clothes are thick as I think that they are stained from the inside out. 

For now I am whole and there are no stray things floating around, but what have I become by combining all of the things within me to make myself. There is a metal taste in my mouth and somehow something happened to me. I am not sure what, but there is more silver in me and the metal taste is my blood. Vampirism I
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