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Detroit-Present Day

I heard the laughter echoing in the hall and smirked. A group of doctors were finished with their respective residencies. They were throwing a party in one of the smaller offices in my wing. With my supernatural hearing, I listened to a young Dr. Brad Kemper in his usual boisterous tone bragging about the last night’s exploits at a strip club with his Ivy League buddies. 

The young Dr. Kemper was quite the stud. Nurses and patients swooned over his good looks. He got around. Rumors of his conquests included another resident, an x-ray tech, two nurses (supposedly at the same time) and one celebrity patient. Word was he even bedded the uptight head of plastic surgery. None of this could be confirmed of course. It was never reported or became an issue because his father was incredibly wealthy and had donated millions to the very wing I occupied. Other young residents or doctors had been disciplined for similar actions. The difference was that Brad Kemper was brilliant. 

A genius. He was a child prodigy that graduated high school by age twelve. He had easily ripped through multiple degrees at Ivy League Universities before turning twenty and finally settling into the medical profession. He excelled at everything he touched. It was a man like him that would change the world, maybe find a cure for cancer. 

His extensive knowledge did not extend to tactfulness or his groin for that matter. He was a male celebutant. 

But who was I to judge. I’d been a hellion in my younger years, even before I had been turned. I had been with scores of women of all kinds. I reveled in their beauty, their wealth and passions. I hurt some of them badly; I was quite the cad. I seduced other men’s wives, girlfriends, daughters, and even someone’s mother. I had bedded some, devoured some, and sometimes did both without care.

Despite my wicked ways, I had redeemed myself through one human. A woman, who, despite being a mercenary assassin, would become one of the most valiant and honorable vampires known on this planet; I had sired Anna.


__________


1450-Europe

I had everything and everyone I’d wanted during the one hundred and fifty years I’d been a vampire. I had successfully roamed Europe doing what I pleased in the emerging Renaissance. I had returned to London town to trade goods with other undead and attend to a sick friend. I was hurrying to a butcher shop for an early morning errand when I felt a persistent pull at my coat. I thought it had been a twig of shrubbery or an errant goat in the street. But I peered down to discover a scrawny girl of about twelve. She was wrapped in a tattered cloak and gown. Her eyes were sunken. I smelled a touch of sickness, a whiff of undead, and certainly starvation about her. At one point she must’ve been a pretty child. But in approaching adolescence she was like one of the many miscreants that roamed London begging for food.

“Please sir, can you spare any food?” She was meek, her blue eyes peeking out from the hood of her cloak. She grabbed at me, obviously desperate like hundreds of others.

“Go now, I have nothing.” I tore the edge of my coat from her bony fingers. The resulting action of my tug was her plopping into a pool of sewage in the street. She ducked her head between her knees and cried like a lost lamb. Other people in the area glanced up briefly, then went back to their work, sweeping steps, putting out garbage and running to work or market.

As I cruelly trod away, I noticed a sinister old man bumbling up the street in a scarlet cloak. A ruddy red-brown beard hid part of a thick scar on his cheek. I had heard of this man before, Harold. He was a child molester; a monster that abused and sold children to the highest bidder. He existed only among the lowest of London’s people which allowed him freedom from the authorities. He didn’t feel the need to please anyone but himself.

He was closing in on me and the girl, a wicked grin plastered on his face. She was still directly behind me. I could hear her struggling to get up out of the stench and slop. She would be no match for this character, like a wounded hare to a wolf. I had no moral compass at the time. At least I thought I hadn’t. I surprised myself and assisted. 

“Alright now, girl. Get up.” I easily plucked her from the muck just as Harold stood before us.

“Ah see, this one. She’s a bad girl, running from her family.” Harold leered over her then lied through his rotten teeth. The smell of spoiled food and mead made my nose wrinkle in disgust. “Sir, I’ll take her home for you. No need to bother with this one.” He clumsily lunged for her, and she flinched backward. I blocked his hand in a snap.

“So, this child is yours then?” I haughtily stared at him. 

“Well, no. But she needs her family. I know where they live; I’d be willing to take her there,” he lied again.

“You’ll do nothing of the sort.” I stood in front of her now and she clutched at my belt. I could sense her fear. She was hanging on with the last of her energy. Harold, the pitiful molester, had the bollocks to squint back at me.

“Hmmph, and why not? She isn’t your child,” he dared to growl. He was an obscene, ruthless creature.

“Well, that may be true.” I hated this insidious bastard. He was wasting my time. I knew just how to deal with him. “Say we come to an agreement. I’ve got plenty of money here that should settle this.”

“How much?” His greed overtook his perversion. I had him hooked.

“Not in the open,” I whispered. “Here in the alley way.” I tilted my head toward the narrow span between buildings.

“You are right clever Sir.” He guffawed in an awful way while stepping into the darkened passage. 

I pulled the poor girl round. “Listen to me now child, sit right here. Do not move and hide your eyes for a moment. I do not want you to be afraid. I will be back and we will find you food to eat. Understand?” She nodded and her hood fell back revealing her saddened face and brown dirty locks. I patted her head and then stepped into the alley for my heinous victim. He sneered at me with an awful face full of deceit. 

“And sir, what did you—” I halted his words by viciously tearing out his throat. Blood sprayed on the wall, and I sealed the artery with my lips. He sunk to his knees after I had drunk him. I wiped my face clean on the inside of his shoddy cloak. I slapped the back of his head and with a mighty crack, forced his skull to split on the ground. 

Satisfied that no one had witnessed Harold’s violent end, I stepped out into the early morning and lifted the wilted urchin from the ground. “Come now child, what is your name?”

“Annabella.” She whispered.

“We’ll call you Anna, okay? Let us find you breakfast.” 

__________

Anna was so weak, I decided to carry her to the butcher’s shop. Upon entering, the swarthy woman behind the cutting block grunted with an unpleasant expression.

“We can’t have her in here. She’s a little thief; a beggar. A nuisance that’s what she is.” She uttered her words in such contempt I froze for a moment. 

I stepped out. I set Anna right outside the door with a comforting. “I’ll be back.”  She winced and leaned against the shop’s outer wall.

“I need to speak with the butcher.” 

The woman began to snarl back when I interrupted. “Tell him William from the shipyard is here.” A panic crossed her face. I had given her a code word; one that let her know that she should and would obey every request or she would die a horrible death. She hastily whisked back an old curtain and called to her husband. The butcher had slept in that day but rose to meet me. He stumbled out from the back kitchen with a bundle of cow stomach sacks. He said not a word but covered them with cloth bags. He had kept them heated at a fireplace as he’d been ordered to do. I felt their warmth as he handed them to me. They were filled with affected cows’ blood. 

“Any fresh food?” I inquired. They weren’t prepared for this request and the fear showed on their faces.

“I’ve got dried meat and bread?” the wife quivered.

“Excellent,” I concurred. She wrapped the goods in a flurry and handed it to me. I tossed him enough gold coins for my specific purchase including a few extra for the nourishment and exited. 

“Anna, please listen, we must hurry along. We will be in a safe place shortly.” Much to her surprise, I scooped her up and carried both her and the heavy sacks to the corner. I hailed a cart to take us to a quaint inn a few miles outside the city.

__________

We arrived at the inn just as the sun warmed a clear summer sky. I was too hot, yet Anna, still tucked in my cloak, remained chilly. She’d eaten every last morsel of the food from the butcher shop. Now she rested against me with a rasp upon each exhalation. 

I ran inside the simple stone building. I had a very important delivery. The mistress of the inn, Hazel, a wench vampire, grinned cheekily as I strode into the main hall with Anna under one arm and the sacks in the other.

“She’s too small to eat, isn’t she?” Hazel cackled. Her long russet curly hair snaked across her shoulders and her green eyes flickered with delight. Her ample bosom was barely contained by a thin linen blouse and leather waist cincher. “Although she might be a snack.” 

I could not be distracted.

“This is Anna. Don’t eat her,” I spoke tersely. “Clean her up. I don



















































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Vampire’s Little Black
Book Series, v.5





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





