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BLOOD OF THE GODS

(The Vampire from Hell - Part 5)

By Ally Thomas

Author’s Note:  Rayea, the Vampire from Hell is missing and presumed dead.  It’s been a year since any of her friends have heard from her.  In this installment, I explored adding new voices from characters in the series so you can just jump right in and learn about Rayea, the Vampire from Hell from her friends’ points of view.  But don’t be surprised if you hear from Rayea too.

If you aren’t sure who a character is, be sure to read the Character List (at the end of the book) for more information.
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“The price of inaction is far greater than the cost of making a mistake.” ~ Meister Eckhart
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Grace’s Diary
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“The price of inaction is far greater than the cost of making a mistake.” ~ Meister Eckhart
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September 2.  Early Morning.

As I poured myself a second cup of coffee and jotted down a few notes in my diary, I tried not to notice that Blick was staring at the calendar.  Since Rayea’s disappearance, he had been staying with us, Demetri and me.  Being a wolf god with the werewolf curse in his blood, Blick had an anger management problem and had a tendency to break stuff first and apologize later.  When he was angry, he seemed to be taller than his stature of seven feet.  Blick was an attractive man with a muscular body, amazing gold eyes, and a strong, confident air about him.

His fits of rage were commonplace now.  Some days, my vampire sense helped me read him.  On days like this when he was in a dark and brooding mood, it did not matter that I knew what he was about to do before he did it.

“You know what day it is?” he asked.  He ripped the calendar off the wall and shredded it into a million pieces.  “I’m not sure how much longer I can do this.”

I scribbled down a note to get a new calendar in my diary, ripped the page out, and stuffed it into my jeans pocket.  Had Blick not said it aloud, maybe I would not have thought about it.  I had been up since about 3 am after returning from hunting.

Silently in my head, I agreed with Blick.  Forgetting what had happened today (a year ago) wasn’t a possibility, for me, for any of us.  I said the lie to my fragmented brain anyways.  My heart was bleeding.  So was Blick’s.  Rayea had been missing one year to the day, to this date on the calendar and we had not stopped looking for her.  None of us had.  Blick.  Lynn.  Demetri.  We all wanted her back, at any cost.  We all believed she was not dead.  We all believed a Vampire from Hell could not die, could not truly die, not this vampire anyways.  I was holding out for the notion that I would get to see my maker again.  I desperately wanted to confess my sins to another vampire who would understand.  Rayea had committed her list of sins so she would have advice for me, something a maker could comfort her fledgling with.  I wanted a conversation like that with her, just once.

As Blick deposited the torn calendar into the recycle bin, I asked him, “Would she give up on you if you were presumed dead, Blick?  Would she?”  Having recently re-read her journal entries again, I wanted to tell Blick what I had read.  Instead, I hesitated.  I recalled the time Rayea (pronounced “RAY – ahh”) had talked about Blick almost going dark, almost being sucked into the world of evil by her father, Satan.  He tempted all mortals and immortals with the darkness, and she had saved Blick from it.  She had pulled him back from the edge.  Okay along with the help of a blood god, but still.  I knew how much Blick loved her.  It was written on his face, every anniversary of every month on this day we had all faced it together, every second of every day when the second of the month rolled around.

He smiled at me with a bit of kindness in his tawny gold eyes and shook his head.  His dark bangs fell in his eyes.  He brushed them away and turned around quickly.  I saw the tears surface in his eyes before he stomped out of the room.  A loud crash made me jerk a bit.  I wasn’t sure if it was fear of rooming with a wolf god or too much caffeine.  I opted it was the second reason and wondered what new item I would have to order online now.  I’d find out later.

Actually, I understand Blick’s rage.  The longer we waited and hoped for Rayea’s return, the angrier he became.  I felt every bit of it as well.  However, I did not show it.  Rayea was important to me too.  I had no idea I would lose my maker so soon and I was determined beyond any force in the universe against me to find her and bring her back.  I may be her first fledgling vampire she created and that may mean that I was obsessed with finding her.  I wasn’t the only one.  I kept that glow of hope burning in my heart for her.  When she had turned me, I had not wanted to live.  I had stabbed myself many times in an effort to end my life.  I could not go on with the abuse my ex-boyfriend, Nathan lavished upon me.  I had given up.  I had decided to end it all.  Then Demetri had walked into my life.

Now, because of Demetri, an Angel of Death who refused to take me over and because of Rayea, the vampire who turned me, I loved life.  I really did!  I enjoyed every day of my second chance.  I enjoyed being with a man who loved me.  And I wanted to be the vampire she would want me to be, a vampire who did the right thing, who saved the innocent from the evil out there, and who stood up for those who could not stand up for themselves.  Okay, maybe I stumbled now and then, but everything I had done in the past months had all been for Rayea.  Correction, over the past twelve months.  The date hit me square in the chest.  Had it really been a year since she had disappeared?  I wanted to jump on my bike and go speeding off into the night.  I could not believe it.  Had it truly been that long?  I wanted her back.  As the days had turned into months, I refused to believe she was certainly dead.  Even though we had not heard anything, I refused to admit it to anyone that our hope was fading.  I refused to give up on getting her back.  Lynn, Rayea’s best friend, and I constantly thought of plans to find her.  In the beginning, we would present them to the guys.  Later on, when Blick disagreed with every idea as he usually did and Demetri sided with him, we did not bring the subject up anymore.  Lynn searched the internet for any sign of chatter about ‘the Vampire from Hell’ and I went out each night and searched the streets.

Demetri, my boyfriend of eighteen months, had been Rayea’s boyfriend.  He was her ex now, but they had remained the best of friends after they broke up, a fact I did not approve of when Demetri and I first started dating, and I had been turned.  For a few months, I was mad with hunger, anger, excitement, delight, and fury.  Many of my emotions escalated to the highest intensity levels you can imagine.  I fought hard to control my thirst, and had it not been for Demetri, I probably would not have made it.

Once I realized Blick was Rayea’s ultimate love, her soul mate, even though she could not admit it, I let the jealously go.  It did not matter that neither of them had declared their love to one another yet.  I believed it and so did Demetri.  We both wanted Blick and Rayea to be happy together.  I think that realization in the end is what made me understand what I must do.  Demetri had told me once that he guessed Rayea needed Blick like he needed me.

Knowing that the guys wouldn’t approve of the idea, Lynn and I had gathered up Rayea’s blog entries and had published her online journal at www.thevampirefromhell.com as a book.  We did this four months after she vanished.  Eight months later, a book called The Vampire from Hell was now a bestseller.  It was taking on a life of its own.  It did not matter that the author was missing, presumed dead.  That only added to the mystery.  An author who thought she was a vampire turned by her father, Satan.  The people ate it up.  And too, they finally learned that vampires do exist.  At least, the people who read the book know this fact.  The others.  Well, they can learn that on their own.

Some vampires, like what Rayea is and what I am, are day walkers.  We can walk among humans undetected.  We also can shoot flames from our hands.  We are flame-throwing vampires.  It sounds comical really, but it’s a nice skill to have when shit goes down in an alley, as Rayea would say, and you're standing face to face with some demon from Hell or a creature who has snakes streaming out of their head.

The snake for hair person?  That would be Rayea’s sister, Stephanie, who also calls herself the New Medusa.  She died in the fight she had with Rayea that night at Max’s bar.  We hope that to be true.  No one has heard from her either.  I did not share with Demetri that I did want to meet Rayea’s sister, Stephanie again.  I had my own reasons, but I kept that to myself.  I had not told him everything.  However, I had told Rayea.  She wrote about it in her journal.  I suppose being the first person she made into a vampire would warrant a whole chapter to be written about him or her.  At the same time, Demetri will be angry with me when he reads it.  As time marches on, I did not realize how much I have appreciated her words.  That’s probably why I re-read her writings over and over.  They are a comfort to me when other things fall short.  I will flip to that passage she wrote about me and add it here now.

Author’s Note:  To meet Grace when she decided to leave Nathan, you can read Fanged Love: The Prequel which is included in this book.
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Dead Girl (Rayea’s Journal)
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“We fear violence less than our own feelings. Personal, private, solitary pain is more terrifying than what anyone else can inflict.” ~ Jim Morrison

***
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Told by Rayea and from her previous online journal (originally published in the chapter named ‘Dead Girl’ in A Vampire on Vacation (The Vampire from Hell Part 3).

***
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“SHE HAS TO WAKE UP.  Rayea.  Rayea.  RAYEA!”

I opened one eye and felt the soft surface of my down comforter beneath me.  My phone was vibrating in my back pocket.  I fumbled for it and pulled it from my jeans.  Holding it up, I saw a photo of Ashton as the vampire character, Ron Maxwell, sneering at me.  A call from Lynn.

Someone slapped my iPhone from my hand and it bounced across the bed.

“That thing has been ringing nonstop.  Who is Lynn for god’s sake?”

Death’s voice was frantic.  He was obviously frustrated with me for sleeping most of the day.  I assumed it was close to nightfall because the sunlight coming in from the white sheer curtains in my bedroom had been replaced by the warm golden glow of streetlamps.

“You may want to be nice to her if you want her help with this situation, Demetri.”

“Situation?” I mumbled, attempting to push myself into the pillows lining the headboard of my bed.

Michael stood on one side of the bed while Death, or Demetri, as was his formal name, glared at me from the other side.

“What situation?”

Both of them pointed to a curly red-haired woman who had collapsed in one of the Queen Anne wingback chairs I had moved from the living room.  Her long hair covered her face and her stomach was completely soaked in blood.  [This would be me, Grace.]

“She looks like she’s dead.  This isn’t my department, guys.  I think it’s yours,” I replied, pointing my iPhone at Death.  Twenty-two missed calls from Lynn.  Shit.  I had missed our lunch.  “I’ve got to get going,” I said, bouncing off the bed.  “Have either of you guys heard from Blick?”

As Michael and Death knelt down, examining the dead girl, they both paused and glanced at each other.  Death returned to holding the girl’s hand, whispering to her.  Michael slowly stood up and faced me.  “Why, what have you heard?”

“I haven’t heard anything.  I dreamed he was sick.  That’s all.  Is he okay?”

“Ohhhh, the Ra blood.  I told you it would be intense.  I’m sure Blick is fine.  I need to be getting back anyway.  I’ll tell him to text you.  Okay?”  Michael blew me a kiss accentuating his new smug vampire demeanor.  Excuse me, angelic vampire.  He then nudged Death’s shoulder.  “Can you walk me out, man?”

I probably should have been more nervous than I was when I saw both angels acting weird, especially with Michael asking Death to walk him out.  But it didn’t dawn on me at the time as to what it really meant.  I assumed having a girl dying in my bedroom was reason enough for their odd behavior.  Was she dead?

Carefully I approached the girl and smoothed her hair away from her face.  She had beautiful, long lashes, high cheek bones, lush lips, and very pale skin probably because she had lost a great deal of blood.  I felt her wrist for a pulse.  It was very weak.  Not a good sign.

I managed to unbutton her flannel shirt as far as her bra line and spread open her shirt.  When I sliced away the soaked bandages with my long nails, I discovered she had probably 10 or 15 knife wounds.  A few were very deep.

I sighed.  “Who did this to you?”

“I think she did it to get back at her boyfriend.”  Death pulled up the straight back chair that had been at my writing desk in front of the window.  Crossing his long legs and peering down at her wounds, he added, “Her thoughts are confusing, but that’s about all I can get.  ‘Nathan will pay for this.’  That’s what she keeps saying.”

“What do you propose we do?” I asked glancing at him.  He had removed his light gray leather jacket and tossed it on the bed.  One side of his dark T-shirt was drenched with blood.

“We have to save her.  It’s my ass if we don’t.”

A frown crossed my face, and I was sure Death noticed it.  “What are you talking about?  May I remind you?  You are the Angel of Death, not the Angel of Life.”

He sprang up from the chair and started pacing in front of us.  He seemed more agitated and frustrated than I had ever seen him.  “She has a mark.  She’s important to one of the houses.  J told me if I found a girl like this anywhere on Earth that I had to protect her.  She’s not a soul that is to go over.  And now I may be too late. I’m screwed.”

“Show me,” I said.

Slowly he pulled up the left flannel sleeve of her shirt.  Beneath the fabric, right below the bend of her arm, she had a tattoo.  A detailed symbol of a lion fighting a snake in black and red ink with blue and silver shadings.  It was exquisite.  It reminded me of paintings I’d seen in my art books.

“The mark of the dragon,” I whispered.

“What?” Death asked.  “What do you mean?  Have you seen this before, Rayea?”

“Something I dreamed about,” I mumbled, not wanting to divulge to Death the insanity of my blood-induced dream.  “What is her name?” I asked, trying to think coherently.

“Grace.”

Immediately, the girl sat upright, shouting at us.  Her eyes blazed and her lion tattoo began to glow.  Her entire body was scalding-hot to the touch.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of the tattoo actually moving along her arm as the lion whirled a few times around.  She wasn’t a normal human, I thought to myself.  It’s not possible.  If J wants her saved, she has to be saved, I decided.

“Go get me a knife from the kitchen,” I said to Death.

He looked at me, then at Grace.  “Rayea, do you know what you’re doing?  Why can’t you use your fangs?”

“Go get me a knife,” I repeated.  When Death left the bedroom, I spoke to Grace.  Actually I put her in a light trance, so that she would obey my commands and calm down.  She was in too much pain and I knew she needed a few moments of relief.  “You’re going to be okay.  I know we haven’t met, and I’m sorry for that, but you will be okay.  I won’t hurt you.”

She blinked her vivid green eyes at me a few times.  “The bar.  I saw you in the bar.”  Her voice was a hoarse whisper.

I ran to the bathroom and got her some water.

Her body temperature cooled somewhat as she drank the liquid and I dabbed her forehead with a damp towel.  “He wanted to sell me off.”

I placed my hand on her right temple, hoping to access her memory.  Maybe she could tell me what bar she meant, so I could get a location.  Who wanted to sell her off?  It sounded like she thought she had seen me before.  Then the memory surfaced.  She had watched me the night before drinking in Max’s bar, the Golden Skull.  She had harmed herself because she’d rather die than exist with a boyfriend she despised.  His name was Nathan and she loathed him.  He wanted to sell her off to a woman he had met on the internet.

“The new Medusa,” Grace breathed, lightly laughing afterwards before she grimaced in pain and coughed.

I wiped a few spurts of blood from her lips.  No one but Stephanie would use the new Medusa as her new super freak name.  Now I knew I had to do something.  If my plan didn’t work, I’d be in even more trouble, not really with the Council, but with J.  That thought seriously frightened me.  He could burn my brain into a clump of ashes with a snap of his fingers.  If this girl was important to him, I had to do something.  And if Stephanie was on the loose, I couldn’t begin to think what that meant.  Lynn.  Ashton.  I had to know they were okay.

“Grace, can you hear me?”

She nodded.

“How long have you had this tattoo?  Is it recent?”  I pressed my index finger into her left arm to show here where I meant.

“After that night.  The first time.  Nathan.  He sliced me up.”

I put my hand against her face again, reading her thoughts.  Her boyfriend wanted to be a vampire.  In a bloodletting ritual, he had harmed her and somehow she had survived the first set of injuries.  He wanted her to be a vampire too, but Grace’s change had gone wrong.

“Fire,” Grace whispered.  “Fire shoots from my hands now.”

Good god.  I had to think about this.  If she was something like me, able to send flames from her hands, she would be even more dangerous if I turned her into a vampire.  I didn’t know how to turn her however, so we did have a situation.  I gritted my teeth.  Then my mother’s words came to me.  “Protect your friends.  Keep them safe.”  Ra’s words overlapped my mother’s as they walked through my mind.  “You will not always be a fledgling vampire.  Knowing who is of a pure heart and soul will guide you.  You will defeat all evil.  It’s who you are.  The mark of the dragon will guide you.”  I could recall everything from the dream, meeting Ra, meeting my mother, their conversations, the blood tea, and the supposed blood god racing around in my veins.  Despite it all being a dream, I knew those events were real.  It had actually happened as far as I was concerned.

Then the voice inside my head said one simple phrase: “The angel drank your blood.  Why can’t this girl drink yours?”

Maybe that could work unless I still had some of the poison in my system.

“Can I show you something, Grace?  We aren’t so different after all.  Watch.”

Her body stiffened when she saw a small ball of fire I summoned to rise from my fingertips.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

I straightened one of my hands out and waved the other hand over the flames.  Quickly they extinguished.  A few streams of smoke floated upwards.

“Do you understand?  I’m like you, and we’re on the same side.  It’ll be okay.”

She chewed on her lips, nodding her head against her will.

“There is one other thing,” I said as I raised my left sleeve of my shirt.

Her eyes widened as she observed a tattoo of a dragon on my upper arm.  It hadn’t been there before Michael had laid me in my bed to sleep off the power of Ra’s blood.  But after my dream with meeting my mother and Ra, I had awakened up with a stinging sensation radiating from my arm like a burn.  It was a tattoo similar to Grace’s.  That couldn’t be by coincidence.  Mine was an illustration of a dragon fighting a snake in black and blue ink with red and gold shadings.  Anyone could tell it was created by the same artist, same shadings and similar colorings.  It looked like it had been lifted from the walls of a pyramid.  It had to be the mark of a house.  Maybe it was the House of the Dragon.  Ra’s story
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