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(Lady)

Part 1

I’M ANNANIA.  I WANT to tell you how I became a condemnation to myself as well as to my best friend, Sophia.  This is a story to you of my life as it was and as it is now or maybe let’s just begin with the story of when my new life began.  As I’m not sure the timing or the dates of all my experiences in this story; you must keep in mind I am immortal and I’ve lived the undead life for many centuries now, so timing is something I cannot relate to.  Too many centuries to remember the exact dates, but I will write what I can remember of my story.  I will tell what I know as I think of it along the way.  So, let’s begin...

We lived in Alabama in the early 1800s on my parents’ plantation.  The hills seemed to go on forever around it.  Each one covered in the greenest grass you’ve ever seen.  I remember so many childhood days spent wandering about pretending to be someone else, someone of importance.  The pastures were full of beautiful horses, brooks, and streams that flowed for miles.  The glorious, white plantation set on the highest hill.  It seemed to tower over the workers’ quarters, so they would always know who was in charge.  

Long white columns followed the two-story home all the way up to the arched roof.  The huge estate was sturdy yet flowing with it’s beautiful, tall beams running all the way up to what seemed like the sky.  Banisters along the balconies circled the entire front of this lovely masterpiece.  Each window seemed to be as stately as the trees where you could look out all around the residence to see the picturesque gardens and flowers along the entire grounds.  Many rooms were filled with the most extravagant furniture money could buy.  My family loved to show off their riches.

Sophia and I were both in our early twenties.  We adored living here, but desired something more adventurous, mysterious.  Oh wait!  That’s me!  Sophia was always the content, easygoing one, but that wouldn’t be for long.

It all started one stormy night with a knock at the front door.  I think back hearing my father talking with a distinguished gentleman, dark, mysterious.  A voice I’d never heard before, an exquisite French accent.  It struck my inner darkness, fantasy.  Sophia and I peered around the door of the sitting room to see a man seated at the desk with my father.  He appeared to be a businessman in his late thirties.  I couldn’t take my eyes off his tantalizing muscular body.  Almost seeing through his refined attire, my mind kept teasing me about what was inside his pants.  His hair was sinister black and reaching his broad shoulders, with eyes hollow, cold, and occult.  Exactly what I was yearning for!

My father spoke his name, calling him “Frederic”, probing him about his journey from Paris.  We giggled small laughs like schoolgirls.  My father, hearing this, bid us to come in, but we speedily scooted up the stairs to our room.

After calming our giddiness, we rested across my bed.

Sophia warned, “You’d better leave him alone.  He looks wickedly evil and out of your league.  Besides he’ll probably just break your heart like all the others.”

“I don’t care.  I want him.  Did you see those deep eyes?  I could easily get lost in them.”

She continued nagging, her voice fading.  While I began fantasizing, gazing, at my window thinking to myself, I really want him...

Interrupting my lustful thoughts, she said, “I wonder what he wants with your father?  I’m sure it’s business, of course, if only we knew what that business was.”

“I wish it was me this mysterious man wanted.  I wonder how long he’ll stay...?”  I questioned aloud.

Sophia replied, “You better get those thoughts from your mind.  You know nothing of him.”

Rolling my eyes at her, I faded back into my dream state, gazing out my window as the cruel rain fell steadily from the night sky.

It had been two weeks since I first saw Frederic, still not speaking a word to him.  He never came out of the guest room upstairs during the daylight hours and he always kept his door locked.  He would only appear vaguely in the evening, and he’d leave on what he called a business meeting.  I found myself occasionally daydreaming at his door on several occasions.  He was extremely secretive, private, staying to himself, but I somehow loved it.  Even though it ate at me to know his secret; he must have a secret.  Otherwise, what does he do all day in that room of dead silence?  Sophia seemed to care less, but I could see she, too, was just a little curious.

One early morning at sunrise, we were in the kitchen, finishing our breakfast at the petite kitchenette bar.

“So, do you want to see why he keeps his door shut all day?  Surely, he’s not in there, or he sleeps an awful lot and very sound,” I said to Sophia as she took her last swallow of milk.

“We could get into a heap of trouble, Annania.  What are you hoping to find?  What exactly is it about this man that has got you so stirred up lately?  Can’t you just leave well-enough alone?” Sophia pleaded.

“Well, I’m going to see what I might find.  Just can’t stand it anymore.  I must know something more about him.” 

Heading out the kitchen door and up the carpeted staircase, Sophia followed as she mumbled, “You’re crazy, but I’m right behind you as usual.”

Smiling back at her as we approached his door, peeking through the visible keyhole, I saw no movement whatsoever.  Tried to turn the knob, but of course it was locked.  Removing the skeleton key from my apron, I slipped it gently into the keyhole.  Turning it ever so quietly, opening the slightly creaking door, I slowly glanced my head around.  No one was there.  Sophia pushed at my back for me to go in as she cautiously peeked over my shoulder.  

Entering the room with her right at my heels still hanging over my shoulder with eyes widened, she whispered at me, “There’s no one in here.  I didn’t see him leave out with your father this morning.  Okay! So, you’ve seen his room, let’s go!  It’s spooky in here.”

“Ah!  Quite spooky yet intriguing,” I whispered back with a slight evil grin, saying, “Let’s look around and see what we might find, shall we?”

“Annania, you’re just asking for trouble.”

“Shut up, Sophia.  Obviously, he’s not in here so help me look through these desk drawers.  Just stay quiet though, no one needs to know we are in here.”

Shaking her head in disbelief but with no reply, she opened the first drawer.  It was empty.  She opened the rest only to find they were all empty as well.  Looking around the room, we noticed his bed hadn’t been touched.

“Does he sleep on the floor?” Sophia asked in bewilderment.

Not answering her, I noticed a strangely large, black trunk underneath the window.  Locked as well and without the right key, it frustrated me as we knelt beside it.

“I wonder what is in it... This is the same trunk I saw unloaded when he arrived.  I remember because it was awfully huge, like a grown man could fit inside it.  But why are his clothes stacked neatly in the corner?  Why lock an empty trunk?” I asked in confusion.

Sophia just shook her head again as if to say, “I don’t know.”  Standing, we tried lifting it, but it was too terribly heavy; we couldn’t even budge it.

“I’ve got to know what’s in there!”  I said, aggravated.

But we heard footsteps; someone was coming.  Making haste, we slipped out of his room, closing the door leaning against it guiltily.  We smiled innocently as the house maid passed by, nodding her head respectfully toward us.  Deciding to try and open the trunk at another time, we speedily went back to the kitchen, acting as if we never left, placing the skeleton key back in the countertop drawer.

Of course, as days passed Frederic never spoke directly to us, he’d just pass by nodding his head politely tipping the rim of his hat.  There was something in the way he looked at me when walking by.  It was like his eyes were seeing straight through me to my very soul. It gave me shivers up my spine.

Then one evening just after dusk, it happened.  My life changed, never to be the same.  It all started while Sophia and I were strolling arm in arm like two small girls at play through the rose garden behind our plantation, talking nonsense of Frederic’s trunk and such.  When he appeared suddenly right in our path, he spoke with a low seductive voice, yet it was charming, polite.  This was the first time he’d spoken to me.

Asking as he bowed, he spoke, “Would you mind walking with me on this lovely moonlit night, my lady?”

His French accent was so hypnotizing and intriguing, but I barely understood his English.

Thinking this was exactly what I wanted to do, with butterflies stirring in my stomach, I said, “Yes sir.  I’d love to accompany you.”

Taking his arm, it felt cold as ice.  I shivered slightly.

“Well, don’t mind me.  I’ll just leave,” Sophia snapped as she headed back toward the house, shaking her head but smiling.

While walking, he spoke faintly of his home in Paris, his castle in Ireland, and other foreign soil he’d visited.  His story amazed me whether it was true or not.  It seemed I listened for hours, lost in the mere sound of his voice, as if I were a small helpless child being told a fantasy bedtime story.

Finally turning to me, he asked, all the while holding my hands in his, “Do you desire all I’ve spoken of and more, my dear Annania?  Do you desire me?”

Saying “yes” very cursorily, I found myself lost in his mysterious eyes, which were so dark and spellbinding.  Feeling a little frightened, I could sense they held a lot of secrets.  Unable to move by his deep paralyzing stare, he took hold of me in his masculine arms kissing my lips so passionately.  A kiss I had never experienced.  Finally, I gave in to this kiss, this lust emotion stirring inside me, instantly forgetting who or where I was.  His lips were so cold, tasteless, lifeless, yet warm and pleasurable at the same time, very strange, this man was, and yet exciting.

Slowly, he caressed my face with his lips down my neck, still holding me tightly in his grip.  Freely I gave in to his firm embrace.  In one brief moment, my life changed as well as all that a vampire stood for.  He bit my neck, even though making vampires of the female gender was forbidden.  So naïve, yet he bit me, draining me almost to my death.  Feeling overwhelmed and oblivious, my thoughts and dreams filled his mind.  I began to feel cold yet aroused, seemingly painless, like my soul was leaving my body, like dying, yet being reborn.  

What is happening to me? I thought to myself.  Is this my death?  What are you doing to me?

Whispering softly to me, “You’re a mistake I had to have.  This is only the beginning, my love.”

Giving himself to me the only way he could, instinctively as my body froze, I drank from his neck.  As my teeth pierced his flesh, I could feel the warm blood on my tongue as I saw vaguely his thoughts, his dreams. 

What was happening to me?  My mind was racing as I fell limp in his arms.

He said seductively to me as he held me lifelessly in his embrace, “You’re the first of your kind.  You should know some rules about what you are becoming.  You are now a curse.  I’m in love with you already, Annania, and will keep you through eternity.  I will return to you soon, my love.”

In an instant I was alone, helpless, and afraid.  Dizzy and weak, I couldn’t run nor scream.  Falling to the ground, wanting to cry out for some kind of help, but I was seemingly paralyzed.  I wasn’t sure what to think or if I could even think.  Was this only a dream?  How could he leave me here alone?  I felt like I was going far away now with time slipping away, not mattering.  My memories flooded my mind, holding me to my past, flashes of my childhood, my family, my human nature.  How could I leave this life in such a way as this?  As my body began to grow colder, it seemed I was shaking uncontrollably without any rule over myself.

As fast as all this came, it stopped suddenly as I fell into a deep, mindless sleep.  All was well, or so it seemed.  Sweet bliss in this unknown.  Darkness surrounds me.  I could hear the crickets, yet it seemed so far from me.  Tomorrow would be a new day, or would it?  Was I dying?  Had I left this world already?  Was this what death felt like?  Time was all I had now, or was it?  Keep believing, that was all I could do.  Would I live?  Would I die?  Was the night almost over?  Would the sun be rising soon?  How much longer until I reached the end?  Where would I go from here?  Heaven or Hell?  I needed to decide now.  Live or die?  Just let go, life.  I could feel it now; my body was dying.

It was almost daylight when I awoke, my eyes opening sluggish.  Regaining my composure, I ran, as best as I could in this feeble, weakened condition, to the house, entering as quietly as I could, making my way up the exhausting staircase to my room.  Frightened, I wasn’t quite sure what exactly was becoming of me.  Was it all just a dream?  Exhausted and very weary, instinct persuading me to hide from the sunlight barely coming through my curtained window.  

“But why?  Could I be dead?  A ghost?”

Sophia was sound asleep in the bed across the room.  Cautiously, I slid under my bed in a tight little corner, still afraid, and slept, not awakening until the following evening at dusk to find Sophia staring at me in confusion.

Seeing plainly that she was wondering why I’d been under my bed all day, she asked, “Why did you scream at me when I tried to wake you earlier?  I could have sworn you growled a little like some kind of animal.”

Crawling out from under the shaded bed, I looked at her; the aroma of her blood pumping through her body was almost unbearable.  I could actually see the hint of dark, burgundy blood coursing through her veins.  It sent such a hunger pang throughout me, but I purposely fought it off, trying to ignore this mysterious sensation.  Looking extremely frightful to her, I’m sure, she reached out her hand as if to console me, but as her hand touched mine, she felt the rude coldness it exposed.  Jumping back with slight fear, she saw that my skin was a pale white, almost like a ghostly figure.  My eyes were dark and hollow: My teeth shown like a fiend with a touch of redness like bloodstains.  Blood appeared to be stained on my neck and shoulder from last night’s encounter.

When she turned to run, I promptly grabbed her by the forearm saying, “Don’t be afraid of me, I’m okay!  It’s Frederic.  He did this.  He spoke of me being a curse of some kind now.  Forbidden to be made into whatever I am now.  What that is, I’m not really sure, but I’m guessing it’s definitely not human.  I’m sure I cannot be a ghost because you can feel me, yet I felt my body dying last night while I was lying in the rose garden unable to move.  Frederic just disappeared after seducing me with his mouth.  He bit me on my neck, yet it wasn’t painful.”

“You look terrible,” Sophia stated as she swallowed hard, sitting down beside me.  “Obviously you aren’t dead, but you look undead it seems, like a devilish creature in a myth.”

Explaining further in detail to Sophia all that happened with Frederic and what all he spoke of to me, pausing in silence just slightly, I said, “I’m having this strange, unusual craving to taste blood.  It’s so strong like I’ve been starving for days.  It frightens me somewhat.”

“It sounds to me like you’ve become some kind of monster like in a horror story.  You better be glad I love you or I would bolt out of here.  And it’s a damn good thing your parents left early this morning.  Well, if what you say is true, I’m sure we can find some blood... Perhaps from the smokehouse out back?  Unbelievable, is what all this is.  I told you to leave that man alone.  I knew he was trouble.  I could feel the evilness all over him!  You’re lucky to alive, if you can consider yourself living!”

“No, Sophia, you don’t understand.  I want human blood.  I want your blood.  I can smell it and see it running through your veins.  But I don’t understand why.  No worries, I refuse to give in to temptation, this urge, and bite you on what I think should be your neck vein.”

“My blood! Human blood!  With your teeth?!  Are you crazy?!  That’s like murder!  Like I said: Unbelievable!”

Rolling my eyes at her as she went on repeating the same questions of how I could take someone’s life and how could I stand the thought of tasting blood, I glanced up at my nightstand between our beds and saw an envelope with my name written on it in French, with a fancy style script.  Who knew I could read foreign language now?  Picking it up, I translated the letter inside it aloud, which amazed me on how I could read it, it read as follows...

My Beloved Annania,

I’m so sorry to have made you what you are now.  It was not my complete intentions at first.  You are what is called a vampire.  Yes, you are the myth you’ve heard about in stories.  We do exist.  You’ll be hungering for human blood by the time you read this, I’m positive.  Please understand, I fell madly in love with you the very first time I saw you.  I had to taste you but something within me would not let me kill you, as I wanted to kill your parents.  You changed my plans.  You will be mine forever, my darling Annania.  You are to drink the blood of humans just as I did yours but drink until they’re dead, no more pulse.  If they live, they will become as we are, and I do not recommend doing that.  It is now your mere survival.  You’ll find your peace, your joy, your solace in the warmth of the blood of your victims.  I was fallacious for making you; it was forbidden.  Still, I had to have you.  The passion we shared between us was breathtaking!  I will return to you soon, but until I do, you must know, there is a curse.  I had completely forgotten it when I made you, maybe I didn’t want to remember it at that moment as we shared such lustful compassion.  I’m so sorry, my love, but now I must live with my own guilt.  Please heed my warning, do not bite anyone else; especially females as to make them what you are now due to this curse being passed on to them.  And most importantly, remember this always, stay out of the sunlight hours.  It will destroy you.  Only rise at dusk, rest in the day in a secure safe, dark place.  Your body will become jade as the sun rises.  You can no longer see the sunrise, only the night sky from here on out.  You’ll need to leave your beautiful home now, as you shall never die a mortal death.  I’ve enclosed two tickets bound for Paris.  If you choose not to drink your friend’s blood, take her with you, if you must, to be your keeper by day along your journey.  I will contact you soon, my love.  Always know, I love you, Annania.  I will forever be watching you.  Shall we live together through eternity.  We are now sealed together by my blood, I warn you, never try to change that, my love.  You belong to me now.  You are mine.  Until I return to you, stay safe and happy hunting.

Frederic

Dropping the letter to the floor, I sat down slowly, with a blank face, on my bed, speechless.  Sophia seated herself next to me, putting her arm across my icy shoulders.  I realized then I could read her thoughts.  She was actually fearful of me yet remained calm.  I could see she was truly worried about me.  

“Well, that explains what had possibly been in his trunk,” I mumbled to myself, slightly grinning, as I remembered back that early morning when Sophia and I had snuck into Frederic’s room.

Over the next few nights, we prepared for our trip, our journey to an unknown destination, to Paris.  A carriage was ready out front where we were to go to the vessel that would take us on our journey, across the sea.  Leaving a small letter to my parents upon their return home, Sophia and I said our farewells to our lovely abode.  We carried a large, oversized trunk with us in which I would sleep by day while Sophia watched over me.

On the ship, I generally lingered in my cabin most nights, except for the killing of insects and small rodents on the upper deck while no one was about in very late hours of the night.  I could see others were whispering among themselves about us, two women, all alone on such an immense voyage.  But they never attempted to hinder us.  I was hungering for blood so viciously inside myself but was terrified to actually kill someone, to take a human life.  I tried satisfying this thirst by killing rodents of various sizes as I mentioned earlier.  It worked for only a short while, never seeming to satisfy my deep inner desire, my inner famishment.  Sophia kept repeating to me how grouchy and moody I was becoming.  I must admit, I was miserable, weak, and unbearable at times.  She luckily stayed right with me the entire ocean trip, never giving up on me.  But I noticed she would get aggravated at me a few times, but that had to be done for her safety.  I had to anger her on a few occasions due to the fact I could smell her blood flowing throughout her body.  The scent would become so strong at times, I had to make her exit my presence or I would succumb to the temptation of tasting her blood.  She was oblivious to this at the moment, of course.  

Arriving in Paris, we arranged for a flat above a diminutive coffee shop.  The room was slender, but we had no complaints.  We relaxed our first night there, not going about any place.  Sophia was all snuggled in her wool blanket, reading her favorite book she read since she was in her teens.  Oh, how she always loved her poetry!  Feelings would arise as I would gaze at her, thinking I could someday be without her.  It was an atrocious feeling.

We were there for several days, or should I probably say, nights, when I finally succumbed to my thirst.  

“Sophia, I’ve got to have something other than this market blood.  I want real blood, warm and substantial.  I can’t stand it any longer, this pathetic torment.”

“You mean, you would actually take someone’s life?  Drain their body completely of their disposition?  You can’t be serious... But I believe you are.  I see it in your eyes, the determination.  Almost scary, those eyes of yours.”

As she spoke these words to me, her crimson blood was pulsing through her veins as if her skin was made of pure glass, porcelain.  It maddened me.  I was all but tasting it.

Noticing the evil glare on my face as I watched her like a predator would look upon its prey, she asked me in a shaky alarming voice, “Annania, are you okay?”

No answer.

“Are you okay?” she asked again, much bolder this time.

Finding my wits, I shook the thoughts from my mind as vastly as they came and said in a sickened state as I left the room, “I’m going out alone tonight for a while, Sophia.  I’ll be back soon.  Don’t wait up for me.  Believe me, this is for your own safety.”

I left her there, speechless.  She knew what I was about to accomplish, but at this point, there was no stopping.  No guilt.  I had to have some human blood before I go mad, or worse, harm Sophia.  I was like a raged, starving animal, I needed to be quenched.  

Walking the dirty, sinister streets of Paris as a seemingly crazed lunatic, I saw a peddler standing alone with his hand out as if to receive a free meal from the passersby.  Watching him like a lion would its prey, I finally walked straight up to him and gripped his throat, moving so swiftly even I was amazed.  I carried him into the darkened alley down the street, hurling so fast that the human eye couldn’t see.  He never knew what had him as I sank my fangs deep into his venous blood vessel.  The blood was so warm, so inviting, as it streamed down my throat like a fine red wine.  Seeing his fears, his sins, his lustful thoughts of the past until they vanished.  His heart ceased to beat.  The deed was done.  I took my first life.  I dropped his lifeless body to the cold dark gray street, drained to his death.  I had taken a life.

Afterwards, I walked for what seemed like hours, taking it all in.  Feeling indestructible yet ugly.  A life was taken by my sinful lust of wanting to satisfy my own selfish desires, my own selfish needs.  Guilt set in as I got closer to my flat.  I felt such guilt, not for murdering this wretched human, but mostly for killing to fill my own blood lust.  I’ve become a fiend and will be one for all existence.  Guilt for feeling so amazing and completely satisfied.  How would I ever be able to explain this feeling to Sophia?  So, this is who I am now.  This monstrous being that kills discretely to satisfy my inner hunger.  Slowly, I felt at peace within myself.

After this night, it all seemed to get easier.  Even the guiltiness was forgotten as long as I could taste the blood.  Ah!  The warm blood!  So fulfilling!  Giving me peace, joy, just as Frederic said it would.  Sophia had been right; I had become a monster.

Over the next few nights, Sophia and I shopped in the little boutiques and did practically everything together, except for the nights I would drink from some despicable person.  I just didn’t think Sophia could handle seeing the sight of such actions.  She, at this point, hasn’t mentioned it or brought it up.  Maybe she’s cautious to ask the details of my killings.

Although I started having intense sensitivity for her, wanting her to experience the awesomeness I felt when I would drain a human being of their blood.  The feeling of being fierce and audacious, like I could conquer the world.  On the face of it, I was on an astonishing selfish power trip.  Yes, she saw the difference in my character, my actions, my personality, yet she never spoke on it.  Loyalty was just inside her; I suppose.

One late evening, I returned early from drinking blood to find Sophia had been crying.

Standing at the window as I entered the doorway, she said to me, “It’s your parents.  They were found dead days ago.  Our home was burned completely.  They think it was someone who possibly robbed them and set the house aflame afterwards.  It’s all on this telegram from your Aunt Helen, who says not to bother in coming.  The funeral would be over by the time we arrived.  The journey would take us too long.  Apparently, the land and the assets left there belongs to you now.  The land deeds and inheritance are being sent to us.”

I was taken aback as I took the telegram from her hand, sitting on my bed she sat beside me as I started to cry for the first time since my change.

Tears of blood smudged my face as I stopped myself wiping my hand over my eyes and said potently, “Well, it’s over.  It’s done.  No need to weep forever.  Forever is all I got.  Looks like I better get used to moments of











































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
.. .-"' 5 L o ...‘:.....'.
o W/f))y: nna (//,;,,A,,/A .
Sw

8 B O
/Z et huted with: @ 7( Wnn heresen (,{g/wy)






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





