
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Vampire

&

The Spirit Within

By Serena Redgrave & Tatiana Allegra


Smashwords Edition


Copyright
2024 by Serena Redgrave and Tatiana Allegra


Smashwords Edition

All
characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly
in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real
persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cover
images and cover design by Tatiana Allegra

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This
eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may
not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to
share this book with another person, please purchase an additional
copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return it to your favourite eBook retailer and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of these
authors.


Other titles by Serena Redgrave &
Tatiana Allegra:


Dystopia


Evangeline

Titles by Serena Redgrave:

The Women
That Cupid Forgot Book 1: His Name was Joshua

The
Saviour Book 1: The Ghost Ship

Coming soon from Tatiana Allegra:

A Life of
Broken Dreams

Coming soon from Serena Redgrave:

The
Faerien Knights Book 1: The Knight of My Life


Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Epilogue


Prologue

 I was once the
greatest of vampyre lords.

For
centuries I, Demetrius Alucard, ruled the largest, the richest and
the most powerful vampyre coven that our species had ever
known.

But alas,
it was not to last.


Eventually I was betrayed by my second-in-command, Viktor,
who was of the deluded opinion that he could do a better job of
ruling our coven than I was. Unfortunately many of my subjects
shared these delusions, and together he and his followers finally
led a coup against me.

The
fighting went on for weeks, but ultimately it was Viktor and his
forces who emerged victorious.

Viktor’s
first act as the new ruler of our coven was to put to death all of
my devoted subjects who had remained loyal to me during his coup
and had fought for me so bravely, along with their spouses and all
of their children, to purge our coven of what he deemed to be
traitorous and untrustworthy bloodlines. As a result, innumerable
innocent men, women and children were all staked to the ground
around the outside of my castle so that they would be turned to ash
with first rays of the new dawn which marked the beginning of
Viktor’s reign.

As for
me: although Viktor would have liked nothing more than to have me
executed along with all of my faithful followers, he feared that
his putting me to death as well would anger those of his own
followers who had wanted me deposed but not necessarily
dead.

So
instead, he banished me.

In the
early days of my exile I dreamed of nothing but revenge and
reclaiming everything that had been stolen from me, but I despaired
at how impossible it would be for me to achieve those dreams. After
all, I no longer had any supporters or sympathisers in my coven,
and I couldn’t even turn to any of my allies for help because they
would never agree to aid a defeated and dethroned ruler who had
absolutely nothing to offer them in return. I had considered
creating myself a new, even bigger coven so that I could go to war
against Viktor’s and steal back everything that he had taken from
me, but that would have taken far too long to accomplish and in
that time, Viktor’s power would have only increased.

Besides,
I was tired.

Being the
lord and master of a coven hadn’t been easy, and I was tired of
having worked so hard and for so long for all of my subjects only
for half of them to ungratefully turn against me and overthrow me
as they had. So now that I was finally free of all of the rules and
responsibilities that came with being a ruler, all I longed for was
to relax and spend the rest of my immortal life enjoying a quiet,
peaceful existence.

But I was
not to have that either.

All alone
and far from my home, my kingdom and everything that I had ever
known, with no friends, no family and no coven, my bitterness and
weariness grew until at last I could take it no more. So one night
I finally took my coffin deep into the heart of a cave in the
Carpathian Mountains and went to sleep in the hope of awakening one
day in a better world.

Not long
ago I finally awoke in the twenty-first century, only to find that
my dreams of a better future had been shattered yet
again.

This new
world that I had awakened in differed so greatly from my old one in
every way that I found myself a stranger everywhere I went and
could find no sense of belonging anywhere. Every place I had ever
known was now in ruins, every person I had ever met was now long
dead, and my species were now living in secret amongst the humans.
I was unable to even take pleasure in the discovery that in the
many centuries that had passed, Viktor had been overthrown by his
own second-in-command and the civil war that had ensued had been so
brutal that it had completely decimated my old coven and the few
survivors had scattered to join other ones.

In this
new, ‘modern’ world, I was infinitely worse off than I had been
before I had gone to sleep! I knew nothing of their laws, their
politics, their science or their technology, and I had no hope of
ever being able to catch up with all that had happened in the world
while I had been asleep. I couldn’t even go back to sleep for fear
that whatever new world I awakened in would be even worse
still!

I hated
everything about this new world that I had found myself in, and in
my anger, loneliness and despair, I sought only to destroy
it.

Thus,
every night I emerge from my coffin and gorge myself on the blood
of as many humans as I can get my hands on until the sun comes up
and forces me back inside my mausoleum. I travel from town to town,
city to city and country to country, leaving a trail of bloodless
corpses in my wake.

I no
longer fear being found by vampyre slayers. Let them come and put
me out of my misery! In the meantime, I intend to rid this world of
as many humans as I possibly can…


Chapter 1

 A year
later.

Central London. Halloween, 31st October 2023.

It
happened, as it always did, on a night of the full moon…

With the
new dawn nearly upon him, Demetrius Alucard hurried through the
dark, silent and empty moonlit streets making his solitary way back
to the mausoleum in the cemetery that for the last two weeks he had
called home.

Having
finally grown tired of going on a bloody rampage across the new,
modern world that he had awakened in a year ago after his four
century slumber, he’d eventually decided to just settle where he’d
ended up in Central London. Fortunately, he couldn’t have found a
more perfect place for a vampyre to haunt: Grosvenor Cemetery was
located in the very heart of London and was the city’s largest land
of the dead. While its newer section was well-maintained and still
very much in use, its older section was desolate, disused,
overgrown to the point of looking like a wilderness, so treacherous
that the living hardly ever dared to venture there, and the final
resting place of innumerable men and women who in life had either
been rich or poor, famous or ordinary, but in death had all been
equally forgotten with the passing of time.

Although
he probably could have continued feasting for another half an hour
or so, Demetrius had decided to play it safe and call it a night a
little ahead of sunrise to avoid being caught out in the first rays
of deadly sunlight and bursting into flames for the sake of one
last meal for the night. Besides, he’d drunk more than enough
people to death tonight to keep him going until tomorrow night‒
enough to keep him going for almost an entire week!


Demetrius had just crossed the road and was about to leap
over the older section of the cemetery’s tall wrought iron fence
when he suddenly heard a rapidly hammering human heartbeat drawing
ever closer to his current location.

At the
prospect of maybe getting one more meal tonight after all, with a
fiendishly fanged grin Demetrius leapt excitedly over the fence in
a single bound to land neatly in the deep black shadows on the
other side of it and then hurried to hide behind a nearby tree
where he eagerly awaited his prey’s approach.

The
closer and louder the heartbeat grew, the more excited Demetrius
became with his new hunt.

When at
last it was time for him to make a running leap back over the fence
and pounce upon his poor unsuspecting victim on the other side of
it, just as he was getting ready to do so he finally caught a
glimpse of his prey through a gap in the wall of overgrown foliage
that grew before the fence‒


Demetrius started in pleasant surprise at seeing that his
prey was wearing a ballgown just like the ones that women had worn
in his day: an elaborate red medieval-style ballgown with a corset
bodice, a full-length flaring skirt whose overskirt parted at the
front to reveal dark pink fabric underneath, long flaring sleeves
and wide white lace trimmings.

He
briefly closed his unblinking dark brown eyes and then opened them
again, unable to believe what he was seeing and for a moment
feeling as if he was blessedly back in his own time.

He was
also stunned by just how beautiful his prey was, for his prey was a
tall, slender young woman in her mid-twenties with long mahogany
ringlet curls that she’d tied up in a ponytail and draped over one
of her bare shoulders, striking hazel eyes, rosy cheeks that were
full of life and vitality, full red lips whose shade matched the
colour of her dress, and the fairest snowy white skin that he’d
ever seen on someone who wasn’t a vampyre…

Once
that moment was over, his prey passed by him and left his sight,
the opportune moment for him to have pounced on her now
gone.


Intrigued as to who she was, where she was going and why she
was dressed like that, Demetrius waited until he’d heard that she
had passed a safe distance away from his hiding place before
quietly making his running leap back over the fence and then
creeping silently along the pavement after her so as not to alarm
her or alert her to his presence, the hunt now
forgotten.

Whoever
she was and wherever she was going, the young woman seemed to be
walking as fast as whatever elegant footwear she was wearing
underneath those skirts would allow her to and glancing nervously
around herself in every direction, the rapid hammering of her
heartbeat only increasing.

After
only five minutes of following her, Demetrius finally came to a
stop and watched curiously as she crossed the road ahead of him and
then hurried over to the front door of a three-storey apartment
building, which she subsequently disappeared inside.

A few
minutes later he saw a light come on in one of the rooms on the
second floor of the building, and through its net curtains he saw
his quarry changing out of her ballgown‒

Ever the
gentleman, Demetrius looked away…

When he
looked back again a couple of minutes later, he saw that she had
changed into a long white nightdress and was now standing before
the window brushing her hair.

A little
while later she’d finished brushing her hair and when she finally
moved away from the window and switched off the lights to go to
bed, Demetrius finally turned away to now make his own way
home.

Normally
he would have stayed there longer to see if she switched the lights
back on again, or even found a way to get her to invite him inside
for a midnight snack, but with the imminence of the new dawn he
knew that he had no choice but to leave.

As he
strolled back the way that they had come, he was smiling to himself
knowing that there was always tomorrow night.

And now
he knew where she lived.


Chapter 2

 The following
night.

Across The Road From The-Woman-In-The-Red-Dress’ Apartment
Building.

Just as
he had the night before, the next evening Demetrius was once again
standing on the pavement across the road from
the-woman-in-the-red-dress’ apartment building and gazing up at the
window where he’d last seen her hoping desperately to see her
again. He didn’t know what it was, but there was something about
her that fascinated him and had him longing desperately to learn
everything that he possibly could about her.

He
couldn’t help wondering why she’d been wearing the medieval-style
ballgown that he’d seen her in last night. And although he knew
fully well that it just wasn’t possible, he also couldn’t help
secretly wishing that she’d been wearing it because she was a
vampyre too and had somehow come here from his time so that he
wouldn’t be so alone here in this miserable modern world that he
hated so very much and would finally have a companion.


Demetrius’ yearning to see his mystery woman again had been
so great‒ greater, even, than his insatiable thirst‒ that he’d come
straight here immediately after awakening tonight. As a result he
was here much earlier than he’d been the night before, so as he
stood there on the darkened pavement many humans were passing him
by either by car or on foot as they made their way home from
work.

Luckily
for them, his preoccupation with the-woman-in-the-red-dress meant
they were all safe from him for the time being. And luckily for
him, the long black coat that he’d stolen from the bloodless corpse
of his very first kill here in London adequately covered all of the
medieval clothing that he was wearing underneath it‒ thus ensuring
that he wasn’t drawing any unnecessary attention to himself and
enabling him to blend in much better amongst his unsuspecting
prey…


Unfortunately after an hour of waiting, he was still yet to
see her. All of her apartment’s windows were dark and he couldn’t
see or hear any signs of life coming from inside it with his
enhanced vampyre senses, so he seemed to have either missed her
because she’d already gone out or she hadn’t yet returned home from
wherever she’d been during the day…

After
another hour of waiting but still not having seen her, Demetrius’
insatiable thirst was now so unbearably overwhelming that he
couldn’t deny it for even a moment longer by staying here, and he
had no choice but to finally leave and feed.

He could
only hope that he didn’t miss her while he was away
feasting.

* *
*

Later that same night.

Across The Road From The-Woman-In-The-Red-Dress’ Apartment
Building.

After
gorging himself like even more of a madman than usual‒ trying to
drink to death as many victims as possible, and as quickly as
possible, so that he could hurry back here as soon as possible‒
many hours later Demetrius was once again standing on the darkened
pavement across the road from his mystery woman’s apartment
building.

Unlike
earlier, by now it was so late at night/early in the morning that
all of the town’s human inhabitants were fast asleep in their beds
and his solitary dark figure was the only thing that was out and
about, the night seeming to belong to him and to him
alone.

He wiped
away the fresh blood that was coating the lower half of his pale
handsome face with the back of one of his large pale hands and then
looked hopefully up at her window again…

His
unbeating heart sank with disappointment when he saw that her
apartment was still just as dark, silent and empty as it had been
when he’d last been here.

Clearly
she wasn’t home yet, or she wasn’t going to be coming home at all
tonight. Maybe she didn’t live there after all and had only been
staying overnight at her friend’s apartment. Or maybe she had lived
there but had moved out during the daytime while he’d been
asleep.


Demetrius waited and waited for as long as he could, but
eventually the fast-approaching dawn meant that he could wait there
no longer.

After
casting one last longing look up at his mystery woman’s darkened
window, he finally turned away and walked sadly back home to his
lonely little mausoleum in Grosvenor Cemetery.


Unfortunately his knowing where she lived hadn’t helped him
at all tonight, and he despaired at the very real possibility that
he may never see her again.

* *
*

The following night.

Across The Road From The-Woman-In-The-Red-Dress’ Apartment
Building.

The next
night, Demetrius was once again settling himself to stand in that
same spot on the darkened pavement across the road from his mystery
woman’s apartment building.

Unlike
last night, when he’d awakened tonight the first thing that he’d
done was to feed enough to keep his insatiable thirst at bay so
that he could stay here longer. And also unlike last night, tonight
was so horribly rainy that there was only the odd human passing by
him on foot as they hurried home to get out of the
rainstorm.

Although
he was now soaked to the bone, the rain didn’t bother Demetrius at
all. In fact, it was actually helping him by washing off some of
the bloodstains from his face and his clothes from his feast, and
it also ensured that all of the humans who passed by him were far
too busy keeping their heads down to pay him any attention.
Besides, his mind was far too occupied with thoughts of his mystery
woman for him to really even notice it.

Hoping
desperately that he would see her again tonight, yet at the same
time knowing that with the luck that he’d been having so far, his
chances of doing so were very slim, Demetrius looked up at her
window…

His pale
wet face lit up when he saw that her bedroom light was on and she
was moving around inside it as if she was busy
unpacking.

She was
here!

He
hadn’t missed her!


Demetrius’ full bloodstained lips curved into a delighted
smile at the knowledge that she did live here after all and she
must have just gotten back after having been away last
night.


Demetrius stood there on the dark and rainy streets happily
watching his mystery woman through her bedroom window for as long
as his insatiable thirst would allow him to, and when at last his
insatiable thirst could be denied no longer, he finally left to go
and attempt to sate it.

He
walked away with a pleased smile, feeling safe and confident in the
knowledge that he knew exactly where to find his mystery woman
again tomorrow night.

* *
*

A week later.

A week
later, Demetrius had settled into a comfortable routine with
watching his mystery woman from afar.

Every
night, the first thing that he would do upon awakening after sunset
was to go and watch her for a while through the window of whatever
room of her apartment that she was in before leaving to feed and
then returning, feeding and returning, feeding and returning, until
she’d finally gone to bed and he was free to feast the rest of the
night away. In his observations, he’d noticed that she seemed to
follow a particular routine as well as she would come home from
wherever it was that she’d been not long before sunset and have her
dinner, watch TV for a while and then finally go to bed well before
midnight.

He still
didn’t know why she’d been wearing that medieval-style ballgown on
the night that he’d first seen her, but he suspected that she must
have been making her way home from a fancy dress ball of some
kind.

For the
first few days, he’d continued to watch her from his usual spot on
the darkened pavement across the road from her apartment building.
However, eventually he’d come to realise that his doing so multiple
times each night, every night, was bound to arouse the suspicion of
her neighbours, passersby or even his mystery woman herself if she
spotted him, so he’d found himself a nice little spot at the very
back of the old section of Grosvenor Cemetery‒ which she
conveniently lived only across the road from‒ where he could watch
her through a gap in the wall of foliage that grew before the
fence.

In the
week that had passed, watching his mystery woman had become the
highlight of his incredibly empty, lonely and miserable existence
and all that he really had to look forward to when he awakened each
night. He’d even begun to enjoy watching her more than he did
conducting his nightly rampages, which had previously been the
highlight of his nocturnal life! She was the last thing that he
thought about before he went to sleep at dawn, the first thing that
he thought about upon awakening at dusk, and all that he dreamt
about in-between.

* *
*

A week later.

A week
later Demetrius was still watching his mystery woman each night,
and in doing so he’d become increasingly more intrigued with her to
the point that he’d started to wonder about her and want to know
more about her.

What did
she do during the daytime when he was unable to see her? Where did
she return home from each evening before sunset? What did she like
to eat when he saw her eating her dinner? What did she watch on TV
when he saw her in her living room? What was her name? How old was
she? Did she have a boyfriend? What did she do for a
living?

He
wanted to know everything that there was to know about her, but he
despaired at the knowledge that he wouldn’t ever be able to learn
the answers to any of those questions.

* *
*

The following night.

Grosvenor Cemetery.

Late
that Friday night, Demetrius was hiding in his usual spot in the
deep black shadows amongst the overgrown bushes, shrubs, grasses
and other foliage that ran before the cemetery’s tall wrought iron
fence from which he had a perfect view of his mystery woman’s
apartment building across the road.

She’d
only recently returned home from wherever it was that she spent the
day, and he frowned when he saw that instead of cooking her dinner
like she usually did at this time every evening, she seemed to be
getting dressed up as if she was going out.

His
suspicions were confirmed when soon afterwards he saw her leave her
apartment building altogether and begin walking away along the
moonlit pavement.

Curious
as to where she was going and what she was doing, Demetrius leapt
over the fence and decided to follow her from a safe, discreet
distance…

After
only a couple of minutes of walking, Demetrius found himself
standing on the moonlit pavement outside the window of the local
pub that his mystery woman had just entered, and watching as inside
she greeted and was greeted by a small group of five men and women
who looked around her age.

He stood
there uncomfortably for a moment, considering his options and not
knowing what to do. All he knew was that he couldn’t stay out here
watching her inside the pub like this because there were far too
many humans coming and going and looking of the windows of the pub
all the time, and he would draw far too much suspicion doing so.
Also, since they had now left the cemetery behind, this busier area
of town was much better lit by streetlights, so there were no dark
areas surrounding the pub in whose shadows he could
hide.

Just as
he was turning sadly away to leave, he unconsciously put his large,
pale, ice cold hands into the side pockets of the long black coat
that he was wearing over his medieval clothing…

And
started in surprise when the long fingers of his left hand met a
thick roll of paper.


Frowning, Demetrius removed the roll of paper from his left
pocket and was pleasantly surprised to see that it wasn’t a roll of
just any paper, but the special green paper that these greedy
modern humans treasured as their currency and seemed to cherish
more than life itself.

His full
lips curved into a smile as he realised that he now had a golden
opportunity to watch his mystery woman from up close inside the pub
and possibly finally get some answers to all of the very many
questions that he had about her.

With
those thoughts in mind, Demetrius went and entered the pub
himself.

As he
pushed open the pub’s heavy wooden door, his mystery woman glanced
over in the direction of the sound from where she and her friends
were all sitting together at a table off to one side‒


Demetrius smiled at her, and to his delight she smiled shyly
back at him before turning her attention back to her friends’
conversation.

He
closed the pub’s door behind himself and as he made his way through
the pub to the bar at the back, passing by the table that she was
sitting at, his smile widened when he overheard one of her female
friends teasing her mercilessly about the smile that she had just
shared with a tall, dark and handsome stranger.


Demetrius sat himself down on one of the empty stools at the
end of the bar and had a quick look over at the drinks menu that
was pinned on the wall behind the bar for something that he could
buy. He knew that he wasn’t going to be able to drink whatever he
ordered, since his species weren’t capable of digesting anything
other than blood, but he needed to at least pretend to so that he
could blend in and not draw suspicion‒

His pale
handsome face lit up when he saw something called a ‘Bloody Mary’
listed on there, thinking that he might just be in luck after
all!

With a
huge fanged smile he ordered himself a Bloody Mary from the
bartender, and when shortly afterwards his drink was set on the
countertop before him he happily took a big sip of it, thinking
that there must be at least a little bit of blood in there for it
to have been given such a wonderful name…

The
moment the Bloody Mary touched his tongue Demetrius gagged at the
drink’s foul taste‒ both from its disgusting ingredients and the
fact that there didn’t actually seem to be any blood in it at all‒
and immediately discreetly returned what was in his mouth to his
glass before setting the glass back down onto the
countertop.

He cast
a quick look about himself to make sure that no one had seen what
he’d just done and witnessed his strange reaction to his drink, and
was relieved to see that everyone else in the pub was far too
preoccupied with their own food and drinks, their companions’
conversations or the football match that was on the huge
flat-screen TV which was mounted high on the wall behind the bar to
have even noticed‒

“We interrupt this programme to give you a quick news update on
the series of bloodless corpses that have been found all across
Central London…”

This
news bulletin was met with a loud chorus of groans from everyone
whose eyes had been glued to the football match which it had so
rudely and so suddenly disrupted, but the bartender simply shushed
them all and turned the volume up.

Demetrius watched with interest as the news reporter
proceeded to summarise the entire case so far, and his interest
turned to amusement when he realised that the ‘bloodless corpses’
were all of his victims and learned that the police believed that the
murderer was some sort of sadistic vampire wannabe!


Apparently the police were puzzled by how the murderer had
managed to drain all of their victims of every last drop of their
blood from the two puncture wounds that they had made on their
necks without leaving any bloodstains anywhere, and how they had
managed to do this out in the open on the streets of Central London
several times each night without drawing any attention. The police
had also discovered that the killer had taken a piece of clothing
or an accessory from each of their victims as some kind of trophy
to add to their sick collection.


Demetrius could have laughed when he heard that the police
regarded the killer to be extremely dangerous and deranged, so were
urging everyone to be extra cautious whenever they were out late at
night and to come forward if they had any information about the
killings.

As soon
as the news update had come to an end, the pub came alive with
cheers as the channel’s coverage of the football match finally
resumed.


Demetrius was shocked and disgusted by how everyone who’d
been watching the game had cared so little about all of the grisly
killings that had just been reported‒ instead they only seemed to
care about the football match that it had interrupted!

In his
time everyone had lived in incredibly close-knit communities and
had always looked out for each other, but in this new modern world
everyone was far too selfish and self-absorbed to give a damn about
anyone or anything other than themselves.

Feeling
safe in the knowledge that his mystery woman wasn’t going to be
leaving the pub anytime soon, Demetrius left the bar to go and wash
the foul taste of his single sip of Bloody
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