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    This is a dedication and also a trigger warning: This book contains themes of child molestation and abuse, and the brutality of animal abuse.  


To those heroes out there fighting child and animal cruelty every single day. 
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Truly man is the king of beasts, for his brutality exceeds theirs. We live by the death of others: We are burial places! ~Leonardo da Vinci

The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing. ~Edmund Burke
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HUMANS WERE STRANGE.

Joseph Edmund Daniels had always known this.  He had known it even before he’d become a vampire, more than a century and a half ago.  

As a boy growing up on the Daniels family plantation, he’d seen such strange things.  Human behaviors fascinated him.  Little dramas played out on a daily basis.  A girl outwardly spurning the attentions of a boy she clearly wanted to be with.  A husband refusing to apologize to his wife when the wife was obviously right.  Friends shunning each other’s company out of pride when they so clearly wanted to make up.  And so on like that.

There were other strange things, too.  Animals sickening for no apparent reason.  Lights in the night sky that could not be explained by usual means.  Grown, educated men crossing themselves whenever a black cat crossed their path.

But by far, humans enslaving other humans was the strangest of the strangest things he’d ever seen.  The family had had a modest number of enslaved persons back in the day, black laborers working the fields, and servants inside the manor.   White ones, too, but mostly black.

He’d always found it odd how one person could think they somehow owned another.  Did they think they’d made the person?  Was the person repaying them for some wrong they’d done?  What could they all have done?  

It made no sense to him.  And yet, everyone around him treated it like the most natural thing in the world, and they expected him to do the same.

With many kinds of animals, an alpha was naturally the leader.  No one was forced to obey, they simply did.  But even though he was white, and they were black (which in itself made no sense: their skin wasn’t truly black any more than his was truly white), he couldn’t figure out what made them think they were owned.  Sometimes they were kept in chains, yes... but not always.  They still acted as though they were, though, which puzzled Joseph to no end.  If a gate was left open, why would you not go through it?

The spirited ones were sometimes beaten... something he’d always hated seeing and had tried to stop as much as he could.  What was wrong with being spirited?  It was simply the person’s nature, just as it was the nature of a quiet person to be quiet.  Why were these people being punished for simply being themselves?  They never hurt anyone, and they always quieted down once they’d had their fun.

But the strangest of all the humans had been Ezra, the foreman.  

Ezra had always been there, as long as Joseph could remember.  For that matter, as long as anyone in the house could remember.  He’d simply always been there, behind the scenes, quietly keeping the plantation running, not causing a stir, not calling attention to himself, but always there in the backdrop, a fly on the wall, a broom standing silently in the corner.  He’d been there longer than anyone could remember.  He was almost a fixture of the house, part of the family.  Almost.

As a boy, Joseph had always found him to be intimidating.  He’d tried to steer clear of him as best he could, but it didn’t always work.  Ezra would find him getting into the butter, or peeking around corners, or sneaking out to the slave quarters when no one else was around and he was sure he wasn’t seen or heard.  Somehow, Ezra would find him anyway.  

He found Ezra too, sometimes.  He sometimes thought he could hear Ezra in the house late at night, creeping through the rooms.  One night Joseph had tried following him, and spotted him going into one of his sisters’ rooms.  He’d tried to follow, but then suddenly found himself waking up in his own bed with no idea of how he’d gotten there, his head fuzzy, and a feeling of dread in his stomach.  When he’d spoken to his sister later, she’d given him a puzzled look, called him silly and said that never happened.  It was as though she’d simply forgotten it.  Or Joseph had dreamed the whole thing.

Ezra had started giving him dark, frightening looks after that.  Joseph had made it a policy to never follow Ezra again.
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AS JOSEPH GREW, AND he learned his numbers and his letters, the family had given him responsibilities on the plantation, hoping it would help him conform.  He’d become a record-keeper, recording the crops they grew and sold, recording the sale and acquisition of the enslaved, and caring for their medical needs.  It was harder to avoid Ezra then, him being foreman, but Joseph managed most of the time.

And then he became aware of something else that puzzled him: the enslaved weren’t being allowed their church.

This made no sense to Joseph at all.  They were people too, presumably with immortal souls... why on earth would they not be allowed in church?  But it was true: they were not allowed in church with the white folk.  They weren’t even allowed their own church separate from the whites.  They could not even read the bible, not even to save their own souls.  

When he questioned one of them, he was told that it was forbidden for the enslaved to learn to read and write.

When he learned that it was forbidden, he was furious.  What was wrong with the masters, that they wouldn’t even allow the Negroes the simplest of education?  Wouldn’t that make them better workers, if they could read and write?  But more than that: how could they hope to reach heaven, if they couldn’t even read their bible?

So Joseph had rebelled in the only way he knew: he’d begun gathering them together at night after hours, and reading to them from his own bible, and eventually, teaching them to read it for themselves.  

With the older ones, it was harder and took longer, but the younger ones had taken to it like a duck to water.  Soon they were reading his own bible back to him.  And soon came the day they had him bring them other books to read.  Mathematics, history, classics.  And they started teaching the next generation for themselves.

They’d loved it... and they’d loved him for it.  They’d promised, each of them, never to reveal what he was doing for them.  For not only would he be punished, but so would they.  And none of them wanted that.

It was like their own little rebellion... a private bond, a secret society of the learned.  It was wonderful.

And life was wonderful, for a time.  

But gradually, Joseph had started noticing odd injuries on some of them.  Strange little cuts here and there, cuts that the person couldn’t explain... or wouldn’t.  He’d questioned them each time, only to meet the same blank stares.

A creeping feeling had begun crawling over him.  He’d seen a similar stare in his sister’s eyes after that strange night, the night that he couldn’t remember.  The night he’d woken up in bed with no recollection of going there.

And he couldn’t shake the feeling that Ezra was behind it.

So he’d plotted to shadow Ezra, late at night, when most of the manor was asleep.  

He’d planned it so cunningly.  He felt like a spy, sneaking off from the Great house, his heart pounding in his chest, and soon the truth would be known, and Ezra would get his just desserts. 

And what he’d found there, in the dark of night, was astonishing: Ezra, cutting a slave boy... and sucking at his blood.
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JOSEPH HAD HEARD STORIES among the enslaved... stories of vampires, of hungry beasts who took the form of men and went out seeking the blood of the innocent.  Some called them impundulu, others called them sasabonsam or adze.  Some said they hid in the trees and swept down upon anyone walking under them.  Some said they had bat-like wings or iron fangs and hooks for legs.  Some said they were witches’ familiars and were passed down from mother to daughter.  Some said they took the form of fireflies and ate the hearts and livers of children.

He’d never imagined that such wild stories could be true.  So much superstitious drivel.  Stories told to frighten children.  He’d thought he’d educated them better than that.  

But now, here it was... right in front of him.  A monster, in his own home.  No iron teeth






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
By Kim Smeltzer





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





