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​Chapter 1: Something in the Night
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It was nighttime – the only time she ever really felt at ease. At night, she was in control. There was no worrying about how to act or what others would think; it was just her doing what she did best.

Pale concrete paths snaked through the park, around trees and picnic tables. The main one passed right beside the bench she was sitting on. It was a cool night, and a breeze blew gently through her hair. The only light came from the windows of houses bordering the park. But even these were almost completely obscured by trees.

Anna looked up at the sky. It was velvety-black, the moon only a sliver in the darkness. She was waiting, but not for anyone in particular. Over the years, it’d been her experience that certain kinds of people liked to come to parks at night, and it was one of those people that she was hoping to find. And even though she was in the very center of the park, she was almost impossible to see.

It wouldn’t be much longer now, she knew. And as she finished the thought, she heard the faint sound of footsteps coming along the path. She turned expectantly, a slight smile on her lips.

A gangly boy in his late teens was coming towards her. He had on a dark trenchcoat, billowing out slightly behind him. With his dark clothes and the lack of light, he’d be hard for most people to see. But not Anna. She had very good night vision – perfect, in fact. She grinned to herself; he’d do nicely.

When he was close enough, she shifted slightly on the bench, making herself more visible. The kid started a little, surprised.

“What are you doing out so late?” he asked casually, almost as if he knew her.

“I might ask you the same thing,” she replied sweetly, tilting her head up to get a better look at him.

Despite her slight build, Anna was incredibly strong; several times stronger than any human. She could easily overpower this skinny kid. But she didn’t. There would be too much of a struggle, and she just hated struggles. Besides, she knew an easier way to get what she wanted.

“I just decided to take a walk,” the kid said, sitting down next to her. “I mean, it’s such a beautiful night. The stars are shining...”

Anna smiled into the darkness at this. There were almost no stars out tonight; while waiting here, she’d counted only six. But she let it pass.

“You just needed to get out of the house?” she asked gently – sympathetically. She’d had this conversation hundreds of times before and knew exactly where it was going.

“Yeah,” he said. “My parents are driving me nuts.”

“I know exactly how you feel,” Anna lied.

She hadn’t had parents for so long, it was difficult for her to remember what it was like at all. And she certainly didn’t remember if they drove her nuts. Still, she knew it was the thing to say. It worked – it always did. It never ceased to amaze her how far a little sympathy could go.

He turned to face her, opening up about what exactly was bothering him. But Anna didn’t pay any attention; she was already moving onto the next part of her plan. As she stared into his eyes, gold flecks started to appear in her own.

“I mean, they never listen to me,” the boy started.“Like today. I came home a little late, and when I...tried to...explain...that...” he trailed off.

He stared into her eyes, his mind becoming blank. She knew he didn’t remember what he was going to say, or what they’d been talking about in the first place. And if she did this right, he wouldn’t even remember her. As she continued to stare at him, the gold in her eyes became more and more prominent, until her irises were consumed by it.

The boy’s eyes slowly began to close, and Anna could see that he was completely in her grasp. She smiled sweetly at him, even though he was no longer looking at her. She took her time, knowing there was no rush.

She looked fondly at the boy; he seemed so nice. And human contact was so rare for her. But even as she thought about how nice he might be, her incisors became longer, thinner. She grinned at him one last time, revealing long white fangs. It turned what would have been a very nice smile into something so much more sinister.

Slowly she leaned into him, no longer looking quite so helpless. Her slender fingers slowly reached up to the boy’s head. She gently eased it back, exposing his perfect neck. She turned his head away – both to get a better angle and to avoid having to face him. Then, when everything was just the way she wanted it, she opened her mouth and lunged toward his neck, biting him. Hard.

She hit her target perfectly, feeling the warm blood gushing through her mouth. It was a wonderful sensation that she could never adequately describe – in the unlikely event she ever had to. And it filled her up in a way that food no longer could.

When she’d had her fill, she pulled slowly away. As she looked down at the boy’s neck, she could see two small, red puncture marks where she’d bitten him. A drop of blood trickled about an inch from one, but that was it. Already, the wounds were starting to heal. Within just a few short hours, they’d be completely gone, leaving no evidence of her nighttime excursion.

Anna stood up and turned to face the boy. Carefully, she eased him down so he was laying on the bench. She’d taken quite a bit of blood from him, but not nearly enough to kill him. Just enough to make him feel, well...drained. Killing this boy was the last thing she’d want. No, he’d wake up in an hour or two, and she didn’t want him to be too uncomfortable when he did.

She started to walk away, but turned for one last look. He was laying on the bench, looking almost peaceful. She might have thought he was asleep if she didn’t know better. But, enough of that. Now that she’d done what she came for, it was time to leave before anyone else showed up. As Anna walked casually away, the only noise was the sound of a tune being quietly whistled in the dark.

***
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When Anna woke up the next morning, she checked the paper. One of the first things she did wherever she went was to get a newspaper subscription. She read every paper that came out the morning after she went hunting. She liked to know what was going on where she lived. More importantly, she needed to know how concerned people were about the strange things that happened at night. Whenever she felt people were starting to pay too much attention, she knew it was time to move on.

Anna was only a little surprised to find that this one had actually made it into the paper; her last attack had also been reported. The story was on page 6, halfway down and said simply:

19-year-old James Flint was found on a park bench early this morning. When he awoke, he was confused and disoriented, with no memory of what he had been doing. Upon his arrival at the hospital, his blood-pressure was found to be low, which doctors speculate may have been the cause of Flint’s confused state. This is the ninth reported case.

Anna read this with a mixture of guilt and relief. The relief came from the fact that this may have been the ninth reported case, but not the ninth attack; she’d done it so much more often than that. After all, she’d been in this city for three months now. Obviously, people weren’t reporting this, probably since there never was much to report. How could they report what they didn’t remember? Not that this bothered Anna in the slightest; she’d like everybody to forget. It made things a lot easier for her.

Anna’s guilt, on the other hand, came from remembering what she’d actually done; she’d attacked someone. She tried to put it out of her mind – he was fine, wasn’t he? He was alive and, as usual, didn’t even know what had happened. He’d be perfectly alright, she told herself. She decided not to think about it anymore – just pretend that nothing had happened and go on like she always did.
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​Chapter 2: Rosemont High
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The hallway was empty, except for one girl. She walked quickly across the linoleum-tiled floor without making a sound. It was a gift; even in boots she was silent. And as she stalked silently through the halls, she had only one thought in her mind: Where is room 122A?

Her green eyes flashed in frustration, and she ran a hand through her long black hair. It was the first day of school, and she was lost. Well, not the first day of school – school had been in session for almost a month. But it was Anna’s first day.

Anna had decided to go to school when she’d first moved here. She’d signed up to be a freshman at Rosemont High School so she could get the whole four-year experience. She figured two months would be plenty of time to get everything in order, but apparently she’d been wrong. It seemed like every time she got one document in, they wanted three more. It had been a lot more trouble than she’d expected, and she hoped it’d be worth it.

Anna scanned the numbers over the doors as she scurried down the hall. She didn’t want to be any later than she already was – not that it was her fault. She'd been both nervous and excited about her first day of school and decided to come a little early. She’d ended up at the front doors twenty minutes before class even started.

But when she went into the office to get her schedule, she found that there were still some papers she had to fill out – something about an emergency contact. She spent over half an hour trying to explain to a very strict and unyielding office lady that she didn’t need one of those. When it became clear she wouldn’t be allowed to leave until she’d given them a name, she finally resorted to just making one up. By the time she was done, she was almost fifteen minutes late to English.

As she neared the end of the hallway, Anna stopped running. She was now standing outside of Room 122A. This was it – her first class. Anna smoothed down her hair and took a deep breath. Slowly, she opened the door.

It wasn’t the way she expected it to be. In her mind, she’d pictured a classroom full of students sitting quietly at their desks. The teacher would be standing up at the front of the room, tall and thin and probably wearing a severe black dress. She’d be giving a lecture to students who would be diligently taking notes. Everything would be nice and orderly and calm. That’s the way it’d always looked in those old movies she’d seen – wasn’t that how it was supposed to be?

Instead, what she saw were students talking loudly to each other – a few even shouting across the room to carry on conversations. Half of the students were still standing, and almost no one was looking at the teacher. The teacher, for her part, was standing at the front of the room, her fat, round face smiling warmly at a piece of paper in her hand. It wasn’t quite chaos, but it was close. The strangest thing was that the teacher didn’t even seem to care how her students were behaving. In fact, she seemed almost oblivious to the whole scene. 

Anna stared at the woman in disbelief. She had on a long flowing black skirt with bright pink, blue, and purple flowers plastered all over it. And she’d paired the monstrosity with a neon-pink shirt and gaudy blue necklace. As she squinted down at the roll sheet, Anna thought she looked friendly enough, but completely clueless. So this was her English teacher, Mrs. Boyd.

“Michael Thomlin?” Mrs. Boyd asked hopefully, the smile never leaving her fat face. A skinny red-headed boy slouching in the front glumly raised his hand, and Mrs. Boyd smiled even wider. “Oh good. And last – but certainly not least!...Jessica Williams?”

A hand was raised in the back, but Anna couldn’t see who it belonged to.

“Good. Well, I’m glad you’re all here today. Shall we begin?”

Even though the class finally started to settle down, Anna still stood next to the door, fighting the urge to just turn around and leave. Clearly, she hadn’t been noticed yet; it wasn’t too late.

She stood there awkwardly, trying to decide how badly she really wanted to be in school after all. Mrs. Boyd looked around the room one last time, finally spotting Anna. She was clearly startled by the sight of an unexpected face at the door. In an instant, however, the smile was back. 

“You must be our new student!” she said with what sounded like relief. “What was your name?”

“Anna Ellington,” came the flat response.

“Oh yes. Anna. What a pretty name. And how do you spell your last name?”

As Anna spelled her name, Mrs. Boyd wrote it down on the roll sheet.

“Well, it’s great to have you in our class! We’ve been reading The Odyssey. We’ve already read the first four chapters, so you’ll have to read those and catch up as soon as you can.” She stared at Anna expectantly for several seconds before a look of realization suddenly passed across her face. “Oh! I’m so sorry. You can sit in that desk there, next to Summer.”

Anna followed Mrs. Boyd’s chubby finger towards the back corner of the room. The desk Mrs. Boyd was pointing to was next to a delicate-looking blonde girl. Anna slowly made her way towards the empty seat. As she sat down, she heard Mrs. Boyd talking to herself.

“Sometimes I think I’d lose my head if it wasn’t attached!”As she laughed merrily at her own joke, Anna grimaced inside. She had the feeling Mrs. Boyd was right.

Anna heard a light laughter and looked over in Summer’s direction. She was smiling at Anna, seeing her look of concern.

“Yes, she really is this weird. But don’t worry, most of the other teachers are normal – not like this.” She smiled reassuringly as she reached down into her backpack and pulled out her book.

“And don’t worry about catching up – we’ve been reading the same six pages for almost a week now!”

Anna just stared blankly at Summer. “How can you take a week to read six pages?” she asked incredulously. Surely even the worst reader could do better than that!

“Well, she doesn’t really remember things and apparently never writes them down. Every day, we start at the same spot – we only move on if someone gets really bored and tells her we did this already.”

“But that’s stupid,” Anna said before she could stop herself.

“Yeah, I know. But there’s a lot less homework this way.”

Anna sat there a minute, a sense of bewilderment sweeping over her. This wasn’t what she’d signed up for at all. How could it be so different from the movies she’d seen?

Anna reached into her backpack to get out her own book but stopped; something Summer said had struck her.

“What do you mean most of the other teachers are normal?”

Summer looked back at Anna and laughed breezily.

“Well,” she explained, “some of them joke around, or sometimes forget things, but no one’s as bad as Mrs. Boyd. And none of the others repeat the same lesson three days in a row!”

Anna nodded uncertainly and went back to looking for her book. She was at least glad they were reading The Odyssey. Ever since it had been translated into English, it had been one of her favorite stories. She still read it from time to time, even though she had memorized almost the entire poem by now. She smiled to herself as she realized that this meant she wouldn’t have to work too hard in English at least – especially if they kept reading the same parts over and over again.

When the bell finally rang, everyone threw their books into their backpacks. Anna was surprised at how fast everyone managed to get their things together and leave the room. Even Summer was gone before Anna had the chance to leave her desk. She tried not to be disappointed; Summer was the first person to talk to Anna at school, and she’d been hoping they’d end up being friends. She shrugged – there was always tomorrow. Anna wondered idly why everyone packed up so fast. It must be because they were going to classes they thought were more interesting – or at least, more normal.

She had six minutes to get to her next class, but Anna got there in three. When she opened the door, she was surprised yet again. It seemed she was in for a lot of that today. This time however, it wasn’t the teacher who startled her but the room itself. It was different from any classroom she’d read about in books or seen in movies.

The room was about the size of two classrooms put together, and the door she’d come through was at the back. As she looked around, she saw the room was filled with what looked like raised tables, each with four chairs. The tabletops were thick black slabs and looked like they’d been set on top of wooden cabinets. In the middle of each table was a sink with a long, curving faucet.

Anna looked up as she heard the door open at the front of the classroom. A tall, thin woman walked in wearing a black blazer and skirt. She put the briefcase she’d been carrying on the desk and started taking manila folders out. This was more like the teacher Anna had been expecting. She looked down at her schedule and saw that the teacher’s name was Ms. Harle. Anna approached her.

Ms. Harle looked up from her briefcase and smiled brightly at Anna.

“Hello,” Ms. Harle said.

“Hello,” Anna replied, already feeling much more at ease with this teacher. “I just transferred to this school, and I’m in your biology class.”

“Oh, you must be Anna. Nice to meet you.”

Anna smiled appreciatively. “Nice to meet you too.”

As Ms. Harle started rifling through her briefcase, she explained to Anna, “I have a seating chart in here, and as soon as I find it, we can see where there’s a spot for you.” She shuffled through some papers until she found the one she was looking for.“Ah, here we go. Let’s see...why don’t you sit over there?” She pointed a pink-painted nail towards one of the cabinet-tables.

“Thank you,” Anna said and walked towards a table on the right side of the room.

As she approached, she saw that the seat faced away from the teacher. This is odd, she thought. Was it supposed to face the wrong way like this? How would she take notes? Impressed by her own cleverness, she decided that she’d just have to turn the seat around.

Anna was still marveling at the strangeness of the room when a girl walked over and pulled out the chair next to her. The girl was tall and thin, with sky-blue eyes. She dropped her backpack on the ground with a thud and turned to Anna.

“Hi!” she said cheerfully. Then, her face darkened and she asked, “You haven’t always sat there, have you?”

Anna tried to hide her smile as she replied, “No. I’ve just started going here. This is my first day.”

“Oh, good,” the girl said, obviously glad she hadn’t just failed to notice Anna for the past month. “So where’d you move from?”

“Oregon.”

“How is it there?” the girl asked politely.

“It was nice, but I needed a change. There’s too much rain for my liking.”

Anna noticed the girl seemed a little surprised by this, and she wondered why. But clearly, she’d made a mistake. She decided it was best to get off the topic as quickly as possible.

“My name’s Anna. What’s yours?”

The girl brushed a strand of crimson hair out of her eyes. “Carmine. Carmine Zwaanstra. My parents thought it was exotic – I hate it,” she informed Anna, rolling her eyes.

Anna wasn’t quite sure how to respond to this. After a minute of silence, she’d decided on “I’m sorry,” but was spared having to actually say it by Ms. Harle’s starting class.

“Ok. As I mentioned yesterday, we have a lot to do. I have six pages of notes that we’re going to try to get through. Then, if we have time, we’ll go ahead and start on the next section.”

Anna stretched down to her backpack and pulled out a notebook and a pen, feeling much more at ease. The class was quiet, the teacher much more businesslike and in control – this was more like it. She turned her seat around and set her notebook on her knees. She was surprised when she looked up to see so much was already written on the overhead, and she began writing as fast as she could to catch up. It wasn’t until the teacher slid the words up that Anna realized that they had been written on little plastic sheets ahead of time.
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​Chapter 3: Lunch
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Anna was almost looking forward to geography; biology had been a lot better than English, so maybe Summer was right. Besides, she had been educated before and thought she still remembered most of the geography she’d been taught. It had been a long time ago, but so what? How much could it really have changed since then?

She’d been told she could sit anywhere, but as Anna looked around, she saw most of the chairs were already taken. Finally, she found an empty seat towards the back. She sat down and was aware almost instantly that someone was staring at her. She looked up and saw Carmine sitting in the desk one up and to the left. As soon as Anna made eye contact, Carmine grinned.

“So you’re in two of my classes, then. Cool,” Carmine said warmly. When she heard this, the girl behind Carmine looked up from the book she was reading.

“You’re in two classes with her?” the girl asked Anna, jerking her thumb in Carmine’s direction. Then grinning wickedly, “Poor you!”

“Hey!” Carmine exclaimed, pretending to look hurt. The other girl just laughed. Carmine turned back to Anna.

“This is my friend Sharon.” And to Sharon she said, “This is Anna – she just moved here.”

“Anna, huh?” Sharon said, looking thoughtful. Then, reaching a hand toward Anna, she said, “Hey...let me see your schedule.”

Anna thought for a minute. She’d really hate to lose it, and handing something over to a stranger never seemed like a good idea. As Anna sat there contemplating, Sharon waggled her fingers. “Here – hurry, before class starts.”

Reluctantly Anna handed it over just as the teacher stood up from behind his desk.

“I haven’t finished grading the tests from Friday, but they look good so far,” he said. “So now we’re going to start the section on Europe...”

Anna looked over at Sharon and saw she wasn’t paying attention; she was still staring at Anna’s schedule. Anna wasn’t concentrating either. She kept wondering what Sharon was doing. What if she didn’t give her schedule back to her? Where would Anna go next? Twice now, she had been one of the last people to leave – what if she couldn’t catch Sharon in time? Still, she managed to tear her eyes away from Sharon and look back at Mr. Wilson; if she’d learned one thing in her life, it was to never show anxiety. But she kept an eye on Sharon anyway.

With two minutes left, Anna heard the soft sounds of zippers zipping and books closing. When the bell rang, it seemed like everybody stood up except for Anna. She zipped her backpack up as fast as she could, not even bothering to put her books away; she’d just carry them in her arm.

Anna had seen that Sharon and Carmine hadn’t left yet, so she still had a chance. She stood up quickly and turned to face them. As she looked over at the two girls, she saw the reason they were still there – they were waiting for her. Anna was glad. Now she could get her all-important schedule back, and maybe, just maybe, they wanted to talk with her too.

Sharon smiled at Anna and handed her schedule back to her.

“We have the same lunch,” she said. “Wanna join us?”

Anna was surprised and more than a little relieved. Lunch was next, and since she hadn’t really struck up any friendships yet, she’d figured she’d be eating alone. Even though she was starting to question the accuracy of schools in the movies, she still stuck by the portrayals she’d seen; it was the only knowledge of school she had. And one thing all the movies agreed on – you shouldn’t eat lunch alone. People who ate lunch alone in movies never made any friends – and she sure didn’t want to be like that! She smiled happily and said, “Alright.”

“Good,” Sharon nodded. “Do you guys need to go to the lockers before we head out?”

After making a quick stop at the lockers to swap their books, the three of them went down to the cafeteria. They stood outside the door for a few minutes and waited while hordes of students walked right past them.

Anna wasn’t sure what they were waiting for exactly, but she didn’t want to ask. She’d already made one mistake when talking to Carmine, and she didn’t want to make another. She’d hate to look stupid – or worse, weird in front of people she’d just met! And if she messed this up – who knew? She might end up eating lunch alone for the rest of the year! Maybe they just liked to stretch for a bit before lunch.

Nobody said anything for what seemed like forever. She was just about to break down and ask what was going on when two other girls approached them. One was an average-looking girl with mousy hair cropped to her chin. She had a book in her hands and glasses sticking out of a shirt pocket. The other had pitch-black hair tied up with deep, blood-red ribbons. She had gleaming honey-colored eyes and a small smile. As they came within earshot, Sharon shouted out over the noise of the other students, “You know, we really need to find another place to meet.”

“Definitely,” the black-haired girl said, nodding slightly and twirling the end of one of her ribbons.

Carmine leaned over to Anna and whispered to her that the brunette was Joanna and the other was Mia. “And Mia just moved here from Japan at the beginning of the year, so she’s new too.”

Anna smiled and said hello to both of them. When the greetings were over, Sharon asked, “So, who needs to buy lunch?”

As it turned out, everyone had brought their lunches with them. Anna had made a sandwich because she wasn’t sure if she’d be able to buy anything at school. The other four knew the line was so long, it took almost the entire period just to get to the font. Sharon sagely informed Anna that her older sister said the lines were only bad for the first two or three months; after that, they got better.

They found a place to eat at one of the tables inside the cafeteria. Once they were seated, Sharon flashed a knowing smile at Anna.

“So,” she said. “How do you like Mrs. Boyd so far?”

Anna wondered for a second how Sharon knew she was in Mrs. Boyd’s class. Then she remembered Sharon had been in possession of her schedule for all of geography. But what to say about Mrs. Boyd?

“She seems...well...very happy...” It was the best she could do, not wanting to commit herself either way just yet. Sharon laughed loudly.

“That’s one way to put it. Me, I think she’s just downright bizarre. She doesn’t remember anything! And she goes off on these weird tangents that don’t mean anything. How she ever got to be a teacher is beyond me.”

Anna laughed in spite of herself. She noticed Mia was smirking slightly. Then, Joanna spoke up. “Well, I think she’s nice. And she obviously enjoys teaching.”

Anna was surprised at how adamant Joanna was in sticking up for Mrs. Boyd. She studied Joanna for a minute, trying to figure out why she would care.

“I guess,” was Sharon’s reply. “But, she doesn’t know anything! I don’t see how she keeps her job.”

“Tenure,” Mia said with a gleam in her eye.

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing she doesn’t notice what goes on around her,” Carmine interjected. “If she did, she’d see that everybody thinks she’s weird!” 

“I feel bad for her,” Joanna told the group. “I mean, how would you feel if everyone thought that way about you?”

“Don’t worry,” Sharon replied. “Mrs. Boyd doesn’t notice. She just thinks she has about eight hundred friends that each come and visit her for an hour every day!”

“Really?” Anna asked. She had been perfectly happy just watching everyone else talk, but this last comment caught her off guard. Could any teacher – even someone as out of touch as Mrs. Boyd appeared to be – really think that way?

“Well, probably not,” Sharon conceded. “But she really doesn’t notice the strange looks she gets most of the time. Maybe she just thinks that’s how everyone naturally looks.”

“Oh...” Anna said, unsure if this made her feel better about Mrs. Boyd or not. She heard a quiet laugh, and looked up to see Mia grinning at her but not saying anything. Joanna, however, did say something.

“Well, I’m glad she doesn’t notice. I’d feel even worse if she did.”

“Maybe,” Sharon said, but she nodded in agreement.“But either way, you have to admit, she sure makes class interesting.”

Anna found herself smiling; she had to agree there.

The rest of the day passed quickly for Anna. She was a little disappointed to learn that none of her new friends were in any more of her classes, but at least her teachers were much better than Mrs. Boyd had been. Anna was surprised – and relieved – to realize that she was actually looking forward to coming back the next day.
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​Chapter 4: Life in the 1700s
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Anna had been born in 1706 and had become a vampire before she was even twenty. She still hated to think about those first few months. Once she’d been turned, she’d had no idea what to do; there had been no one there to guide her. What could she do? She couldn’t very well ask anyone for advice; they’d either run her out of town or kill her. So, she’d been forced to figure things out for herself as she went along.

It was rough going, but she’d managed to learn a few basic facts. First, she’d discovered she was a lot stronger than she used to be. It was hard to tell exactly how much stronger she was, especially since she’d never really tested her strength before becoming a vampire. But she estimated she was at least four or five times stronger than she used to be. One thing was for sure – she could now easily overpower the average man, despite the fact that she almost never did. She just didn’t like to use force. It made her feel like some kind of bully – or monster, even. Besides, it was so unladylike. And growing up in the early 1700s had taught Anna nothing if not to be ladylike.

She discovered she’d gained other abilities as well. Her sight had improved dramatically, for instance. Instead of being a little nearsighted, her vision was now perfect – more than perfect, actually. She could see in full darkness as well as the average human could see during the day. And during the day – well, she could read the hands on a pocket watch from over fifty yards away.

She was more agile and much quieter, too. She could move at almost three times her original speed and be absolutely silent while doing it. Not that all her new abilities were that great. Her amazing new sense of smell, for example. How was that useful? As far as she could tell, the only thing it ever did was let her know that her neighbor about six houses down burned dinner at least once a week.

Which brought her to the drawbacks. Some of them had jumped out at her right away – her reaction to sunlight being a perfect example. Oh, she could still walk around during the daytime, sure. She just burned quicker than she’d ever thought possible. If she stayed outside for more than an hour or two, any part of her skin that the sun touched would turn horrifyingly red. She’d managed to get around this by simply wearing lots of long clothes until the invention of sunscreen – a real life-saver for a vampire. Even still, she tried to avoid direct sunlight as much as possible – sunscreen could only do so much, after all.

The power of garlic had been another surprise for Anna. She'd always been fond of garlic, and since it was used to help cure certain diseases when she was young, she’d always had plenty on hand. But after she’d become a vampire, just touching the stuff burned her. She’d eaten it only once, and even though it had been just a tiny amount, she’d been violently ill. Needless to say, she didn’t make that mistake again.

Avoiding these pitfalls wasn’t nearly as painful as finding out about them had been. It seemed to Anna that in one fell swoop, all that she had truly loved had been taken away from her.

The circumstances surrounding her becoming a vampire had been most cruel, and Anna reacted accordingly. She hadn’t wanted this in the slightest, and she’d refused to believe something so horrible could happen. Why her? What had she done to deserve this?

She kept going over it time and time again. She’d been a good, if naïve, girl – she hadn’t done anything wrong. So, wallowing in depression, she’d done what she was sure anyone else in her situation would have; she hid herself in her room and steadfastly refused to come out.

And that was how it stayed for many years. Anna would only come out of her room when she absolutely needed to. Most of her time was spent in solitude, reading. Her parents would leave dinner by her bedroom door, and Anna would place the empty tray in the hall before morning. Her parents always assumed Anna had eaten what they’d left for her, but since becoming a vampire, she’d almost completely lost her appetite. She did eat what was brought to her on occasion, but more often than not she’d simply throw it out the window for the animals. While Anna could eat food, she no longer needed it and certainly no longer enjoyed it.

There was only one reason Anna ever really needed to leave her self-imposed exile. And in these cases, she’d wait until dark and then sneak out the window, across the roof, and down a tree on the back side of the house. It was an extreme measure, sure, but these were extreme circumstances.

She would go out every five or six days, when she could stand it no more; the thirst would drive her out. There, in the shadows, she’d wait for some unlucky passerby who might come along.

Anna had always felt bad for what amounted to basically mauling innocent victims. But she’d done it in order to survive. Even still, once the cravings had subsided, Anna would return to her room, overcome with feelings of guilt. She’d flee from the scene as hurriedly as if she herself had been the one attacked. These feelings of guilt would last for days. Until, that is, the cravings returned, driving her out into the cold, lonely night once again. This cycle continued on for many years, and it was only during a particularly cold winter in 1748 that her routine suffered a
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