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      She waited impatiently for the sun to sink below the mountains so the night could take her away once more. As she stared out her bedroom window, she watched the romantic twilight darken and stared at each star as they appeared one by one to greet her. Only a while longer, she told herself. Only a while.

      She lay in bed, slowly drifting away. He hadn’t come for her, and she wondered if he would ever come again. Would her companion of the night ever come tapping at her window to take her out into the world of darkness, the world that awaits when the sun falls asleep? She knew he was looking for a room with light-colored walls, where a pretty girl lay sleeping with her dark hair shadowing her face from the moonlight spilling in from her window, where a book lay on the nightstand with its place kept by a plastic bookmark. What he found was a room with dark-colored walls, where a tired girl lay sleeping, teddy bear nestled against her breast, where a book lay neglected at the foot of the bed. For some reason, that is the room he had chosen to visit, the girl he had chosen to love.

      She awoke tired in the dark. He had come back for her. She opened her eyes slowly and smiled before crawling from beneath the warm blankets of her bed and opening the window. A cool breeze rested upon her, making her gasp in delight. She stepped out upon the balcony. The boy didn’t speak yet, just led her down the ladder to the grass of her front yard.

      “Oh, Victor,” she started, but he silenced her.

      His hair was the color of the sunlight that he never saw and hung carelessly in front of his face; his eyes were of the deepest amber, where the secrets of centuries were locked away. He was so beautiful that there was no fear within her, only great love and insatiable desire. He held her hand, and they walked along the black, cold streets.

      “I have something I want you to see,” he whispered.

      “What is it?”

      “Trust me,” he said, resting his forehead against hers.

      She leaned in closer, thinking he wanted to kiss her, but he backed away.

      “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll like this—I promise!”

      He pulled a silk handkerchief from his pocket. “So you don’t cheat,” he said with a smile.

      She turned around, allowing him to wrap the scarf over her eyes. He lifted her in his arms and carried her down the streets. It was quiet, with nothing but the sounds of the night; crickets and nightingales sounded in the distance.

      Victor at last reached their destination and set her down. He removed the blindfold to reveal a darkened wood.

      “Victor—this is amazing.”

      Even in the middle of the forest, with little understanding of how she had even gotten there, there was no fear—no suspicion or distrust.

      “Wait,” Victor said softly. “Do you hear that?”

      “Thunder?”

      No later than she spoke the word, rain pounded the forest floors around them—torrents of rain.

      Victor smiled. “Dance with me?”

      “What?”

      “Dance with me.”

      “I…no…”

      “Why not?”

      “I…don’t know how to dance,” she whispered, bowing her head.

      “Neither do I. Dance with me.”

      He took her in his arms, and they danced to the music of the forest. The rain beat down cold against her skin, but she didn’t feel it. All she felt was the joy of spinning in Victor’s embrace. They danced until colors splashed the eastern skies, and he took her home.

      “Farewell, my dark princess. We’ll meet again soon.”

      He did kiss her this time, and she savored every taste and shudder it sent through her.

      “Goodnight, Victor,” she whispered, and he was gone.
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      She met him the next night at the street corner, and they were silent at first.

      “All I wanted was a companion,” he said. “Somebody as a link to the world I left behind. I don’t want you to fear me, but I don’t want you to love me either. Please, Emily, forget me—before you become me.”

      “I want it, Victor,” she said, moving her blond hair over her shoulder. “I want it.”

      “This is no gift, Emily. It’s a curse.”

      “You’re leaving, aren’t you?”

      He nodded. “I told you I was.”

      “I wasn’t sure I believed you.”

      “I’m moving to Paris—with Daniel—this week. I wanted to bid you farewell.”

      “Daniel?” She paused, shaking her head. “He did this to you! If you so hate the creature that you have become, then how can you love the one who made you that way?”

      “I just—do,” he answered. “He’s my father, Emily. Please try to understand that.”

      “You love him?”

      “I love him, but I will not do to you what he did to me.”

      “I want it,” she said again.

      “When the guilt weighs you down and wearies you to nothingness, will you want it then? When your kind look upon you in horror and hatred, will you want it then?”

      Soft tears glistened on her cheeks. “Please, Victor,” she whispered. “I need it. I need you.”

      “This is not something to envy, darling.”

      “But I do. I envy you.”

      “They all do until they know what it’s really like. Then they will envy you. How can you stand here this way, offering yourself to me? Do you have any idea what you are trying to make me do? Do you not understand that I can hurt you? That I can kill you?”

      Her voice rose. “Take me!”

      “I cannot bear the thought.” He paused, wiping a tear from her cheek.

      “I promise I will be good to you. I promise you that this is what I want.” She reached for him, but he didn’t back away. She held his face in her hands and leaned in for a kiss. She pressed herself against his body and felt his muscles tighten. Her mind flashed with the first time she laid eyes on him. It was a night that would be burned into her memory forever.

      

      She was on her way to the bakery one evening when she saw him, a young man sitting alone in the rain. He was dressed in formal clothing, lacking a jacket and not holding an umbrella. He seemed completely unfazed by the cold.

      “Sir?” she questioned, placing her umbrella over his head. “Are you all right?”

      “Of course.” He stood up, smiling. “Victor Miller.”

      “Emily Gardner,” she replied, grasping his hand. He kissed her hand, and she could tell that his lips were cold even through her gloves. “If you don’t mind me asking, why are you sitting in the rain?”

      He smiled. “The rain relaxes me. Rain is…exceptionally beautiful.” He smiled at her, and heat rushed to her cheeks.

      She turned away again, but he stopped her.

      “Miss?”

      She turned around.

      “Do you think you may come by here tomorrow night?”

      She smiled. “That depends.”

      “On?”

      “Whether you’ll be here or not.”

      “Yes,” he said, laughing, “I’ll be here.”

      “Maybe you’ll see me,” she answered, “and maybe you won’t.”

      But of course, he did see her the next night and every night thereafter.

      

      She came back to herself, pushing her memories aside. When she looked at him, he was staring through her eyes.

      “I remember too, love,” he said. “I remember too.”

      She recoiled, not realizing her thoughts could so easily be read, not realizing he knew what went on inside of her.

      “Please, Victor, I don’t understand why you cannot love me.”

      “I do love you, but, Emily, I have loved and lost,” he said, his voice quaking as though he fought back tears. “Do you really want to know why I am so in love with the rain? It’s something about the feel of it, the smell of it that reminds me of her, and every time the rain comes, I see her face, hear her voice. I can feel her telling me she loves me. Do you really want to become this way? Miserable? Alone?”

      She could tell there was more he wanted to say, so she remained silent, staring into his eyes, waiting.

      “You are beautiful to me because you are mortal, because you are innocent and do not understand the evil of the world. You are beautiful to me because you are doomed to die someday. If I take you, I take that beauty away.”

      “I don’t care. I want it.”

      “When your victims look upon you with hate and fear, will you want it then? When you can feel evil within yourself and you cannot stop it, will you want it then? When innocent people weep and scream, begging you for the mercy you cannot give to them, will you want it then?”

      “I do! Please, Victor. I love you. I want what you have!”

      “What I have?” he yelled. “Don’t you understand? There is nothing desirable that I have gained. There is something beautiful that I have lost—my humanity. I can no longer shed human tears or taste human food. I can never grow old with a woman. I can never die and experience the beauty of Heaven. I am a creature of flesh and blood—and only flesh and blood! I am not human, Emily. My only desire is to remain the Victor that I have always been and keep my beloved Anna as my own, but my attempts of bringing her back to me are failing.”

      She couldn’t listen any longer. She couldn’t let him keep denying her. Emily drew a small knife from her pocket and, with one more look into Victor’s eyes, slashed her wrist. Now he had to take her; now she would have to be his.

      “Take me, Victor!”

      The blood dripped from her flesh in heavy drops, staining the white concrete.

      Victor sighed loudly and turned away. “Do you have any idea what you ask of me? What you are trying to make me do?”

      “Take me, Victor!”

      His gaze sank into the wound on her wrist. The last tint of color drained from his face. His veins swelled up like ropes over the contours of his bones and pushed up his pale skin

      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/boatadamseries-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-1515259992.jpg
IQ’iSh

Potichiris






OEBPS/images/boatadamseries.jpg





