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A Foreword by a Voice From the Blood Realm

Many of you know me without my going into elaborate introductions.  But it is rude for me not to introduce myself, isn’t it?

I’m the sassy sidekick.  Sometimes my comments I share through my host come off as frustration, aggravation, or silly one-liners.  They spill forth despite my good intentions.  I want to be my host’s voice of reason.  It doesn’t always play out that way, I know.  Being at the forefront of this female’s mind, who has awesome powers in addition to sensational bloodlust, wasn’t exactly what I thought I’d get when I volunteered for the exchange.  I constantly struggle to make sense of her day-to-day life.  You’ve heard me say any of the following:

“Grab your popcorn! This is gonna be good!”

“You just sit there, honey. We’ve got this.”

‘”Brilliant idea interrogating this man.”

Who is my host?  Well a vampire, of course.  She’s a daughter of Satan actually.  I’ve been with her since she was turned by her father.  Oh yes, and as she would say, it’s complicated.  Seriously.  I don’t joke about my hosts.

Before we continue, let’s do an exercise.  Don’t worry.  You won’t get messy.  Take the thumb on your right hand and place it on the bottom of your chin, in the middle of your clef right there on the bone.  Then straighten your index and middle fingers and place them on the left or right side of your throat, beneath your ear all the way until your fingers are resting BELOW or BEHIND your jawbone.  You may have to stretch your neck upwards some.  Think of it as if you’re almost grabbing someone around the throat with one hand.  Just do that (to yourself of course) if it’s easier for you.

Pause for a moment.  Close your eyes if you have to concentrate and wait.  Do you feel that pulse, that rhythm, that beat of life?  If you found the correct spot, you’ll instantly know it.  It makes your heart pound in your chest, rising up, then down, up, then down, and so on.  Maybe your eyes ache a little or your head starts to swim?  Your tummy does a somersault?  No need to be alarmed.  You’re safe, unless you faint of course, which would be absurd since I’ve never heard of a human fainting from feeling his own pulse.  I could be wrong though.  I learn something new every day.  Trust me.

So any ideas?

What do you think I am?

Still no clue?

Okay, let’s abandon the exercise.  If you haven’t guessed yet, I’ll phrase it this way.  I’m inside you all the time.  I never leave...

Unless you encounter some accident (unforeseen or on purpose).

A nasty car wreck.

Spontaneous combustion.  My #1 favorite.

A chance encounter with a vampire.  My #2 favorite.

An attack by an animal like a tiger, a Teumessian fox, werewolf, or any other furry.

You get the idea?

Okay, I’ll come clean.

I’m the essence of life.  If I’m getting carried away some, maybe I should just keep it simple.  I like simple.  I’m the red stuff flowing in your veins.

I am Blood.  Your blood.

I’ll pause for a moment and say something witty to my host while you digest that notion.  Be right back.

***
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WHERE WAS I?  OH YES, I remember.  Obviously you may be wondering at this point what side I favor.  Good or Evil?  I’d like to say that I have a political stance, an agenda, or maybe even a religion.  But I don’t.  I don’t get into the whole good or evil muck.  Life is life.  I need to be coursing through the veins of some organism’s body.  It doesn’t matter who it is, what they’ve done, or where they’ve been.

I will have to say though I love vampires.  I hit the jackpot when I found this host.  Talk about motivation.  Drive.  Determination.  Focus.  The next meal.  That’s what my vampire always has on her mind.  Whether she knows it or not.

Maybe I do keep the thirst in her turned up a notch.  That’s to be expected, right?  I won’t confess to anything, however.  It could be me or it could be her.  Once she finds her next meal and feeds, I calm down and give her the night off.  I curl up in my favorite spot, tucked behind her ear, warm and satisfied, purring like a kitten.  I’m utterly harmless at that point.

Vampires are really the rock stars of the Blood world.  Admittedly, the Blood Realm thrives on them.  I have friends who try to deny it, but it’s true.  They simply won’t acknowledge one basic fact about vampires.  We need them and they need us.  Our existence goes hand in hand, similar to our fate with humans.  We need you and you need us.  That’s not just my opinion either.  It’s a fact.  Watch your blood run out of you and see where you are?  Dead.  You get the picture, right?  Thought so.

I suppose if I did have to pick a side, between good and evil, I’d select good.  My host certainly has, so her battles are my battles.  And to make matters worse – I am a selfish sort as you may have guessed – if I don’t transfer to another being before my main host dies, then I die too.  Isn’t that a kick in the gonads for ya?

Here’s why I bring it up: my host, who obviously is a vampire, is facing criticism for doing what is in her nature to do.  Actually she’s facing Judgment Day.  She was sent to Earth with essentially her good looks, laptop, iPhone, and a tummy full of angel blood.  She was told to stay out of trouble.  Okay, maybe my memory of the situation is hazy.  I could be wrong.  All I know is that a vampire with a limited supply of blood is going to have a tough time ‘staying out of trouble.’  Don’t you think?

I should have known it was going to end at some point.  How could I get so lucky having such a wonderful host who actually listens to me, and not expect it to end some day?  Right?  Surely you know what I’m saying?  I can’t be jumping back and forth from host to host.  That takes talent.  A talent I don’t have, by the way.  We can get into that later.  There’s plenty of time.  Right now, I’m more worried about her.  Even for a vampire, a complicated one like Rayea is, that is not an easy task.

I do want to put this forth, and then I’ll shut up (at least for now).  I’ve had many hosts before.  I didn’t show up yesterday.  I’ve been around since the beginning of time, if you know how long that is.  And I can tell you, this vampire isn’t someone to mess with.  She’s different.  She’s complicated.  She’s – let’s face it – one in a million.  I don’t care who you are.  Human, Demon, Angel, God or the like.  You realize that when you meet her.  I think someone should recognize that fact.  They broke the mold when they made her.

Trust me.  I know blood.  I know skill.  I know intelligence.  And this vampire has it all.  She’s steadfast in her loyalty to her friends and immovable in her fight for justice.  She will not be beaten or tortured anymore by anyone.  You may not know it now, and she may not know it now, but she will have her day of reckoning.

If they so much as dare tell my host that she is about to die, then they should watch out.  That’s all I’m saying.  Rayea is a survivor, and more importantly, so am I.  I’m the fire burning in that child’s soul, and as long as I’m around, no one will stop her.  Not her sister, not her father, and not some stupid council of gods who are out of touch with reality and don’t understand who she really is.  That’s all I’m going to say for now.  And yes, if you guessed, I’m the voice inside the Vampire from Hell’s head.  And no, you haven’t heard the last from me.  Now back to entertaining my host.  You have a story to read.
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Chapter 1
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Bye, Bye Vampire

Sometimes even vampires have to pay for their sins.  My case is no different than anyone else’s.  Wait!  What am I talking about?  My case is like no other case.  My name is Rayea and I’m probably the only vampire created in Hell.  As far as I know, I’m the only vampire in existence anywhere.  I mean do witches or werewolves or zombies for that matter have to face Judgment Day?  Seriously?  I’d like to find one and ask him.  Yeah, my case is different, and then some.

Being summoned to the Golden Skull Bar in San Francisco by J only adds to my worries.  I’m currently drowning my sorrows with a bottle of tequila.

Why is J sending Death?  Am I really about to die?  Death shows up when people die, or are about to die.  Is it my turn?  Can a vampire, forged out of Hell, be killed?  Is this part of the ‘greater plan’ as J calls it?  What am I missing?

Immediately the painful memory of the mind meld J gave me during our conversation at Blick’s home surfaces at the back of my skull.  Will dying feel like that?  I visualize my brain turning to a globby mess of orange jello and oozing out of my ears.  “It probably will be a lot like that,” I mutter to myself.

I click my tongue against my fangs, letting the tip outline the length of the left, then the right.  They are waiting patiently for some action as they hide in their holding cavities in the roof of my mouth.  How many months has it been without having blood, more precisely, without having Michael’s blood?  What did they expect me to do?  Just not feed?!

“You’ve been a bad girl, Rayea. There’s no doubt about that,” the voice inside my head admits.

“Shut up,” I say aloud again.  “How was I supposed to know?!  What do you want from me?!”  A few other customers at the main bar glance over at where I sit near the exit door in the bar.  The wooden table nested in the very back has become my writing desk, my gathering spot with friends, and now my trial bench.  “Or is that bench trial,” I question the thin air.

Realizing I’m talking aloud again, I lower my head slightly, gritting my teeth.  I want to have a full-on conversation with the voice inside my head, debating every side of the story including my own while I sit waiting in the bar for Death to arrive.  However, I know from seeing the looks the homeless folks get as they aimlessly wander by the bar on their way to Golden Gate Park that talking to myself in public is strictly frowned upon on Earth.  It’ll have to wait.

Wouldn’t Stephanie laugh at me now if she could see me?  I pray she is still lost in Purgatory.  If she finds a way out and discovers that I killed her father, our father, I’ll be in serious trouble.  She’ll seek revenge.  That goes without saying, I know.  I don’t want to think about it really.

“There’s a lot you don’t want to think about, my dear,” the voice inside my heads chimes in.

I hiss at him to quiet him down.

I am currently more concerned with why J feels Death is the qualified individual to hear my side of the story.  Why not Michael or J himself?  I understand why he wouldn’t send Blick because Blick would try to defend me, I think.  I hope.  But Death, my ex-boyfriend?  Don’t worry.  I’ll share that at some point, if I survive this.  What puzzles me about my current situation is why am I being judged when I haven’t officially started working for J yet?  What is that about?  I am on vacation!  Hellooo.

At least J is still communicating with me while Michael and Blick are not.  According to their latest status report they both copied me on, they are ‘thoroughly disappointed in my performance’ and concern about my ‘lack of focus in pressing matters.’  I didn’t know I had to be available to work while on vacation.  That’s ridiculous.  I assumed I could relax and do a whole lot of nothing.  I guess they had other ideas such as Face Timing me at 5am in the morning, asking me to scan the internet for any online activity my adorable sister may make while being lost in Purgatory.  (That’s a joke.  You guys know Stephanie is anything but adorable.)

It did make me wonder though if they had suddenly lost a tracking on her.  She may be free, wandering around Earth, maybe San Francisco, for all I know.  It is only a matter of time before she finds me.  I don’t have all the time in the world to enjoy myself, so I like to think of my vacation as my making up for lost time.  As I type that sentence in this blog entry, that’s a good way of looking at it actually.  It is only a matter of time.  Now I guess that really is true.  J will dispose of me for the Ancient Council and I will cease to exist.

“Bye, bye, vampire.”

“Over my dead body,” the voice inside my head retorts.

“At least I have you on my side, dear friend,” I admit aloud.

“Always.”

“I shouldn’t have hissed at you.  Sorry.”

“No offense taken.  You know I’ve got your back.”

Nervously I laugh to myself, wondering what the heck that meant.  Okay.  The voice inside my head and I are becoming friends.  Go figure.

Once I told Michael and Blick to forget about doing erroneous tasks for them while on vacation, I didn’t hear from either one of them very much.  Oh wait, that’s not true.  I did hear from Blick in a way.  After I had used up my supply of angel blood in the first few months, I received a forwarded email from Blick that Michael had sent to him.  My refill request for nourishment had been denied and Blick wanted to inform me of the decision.

I stopped checking my email messages after that and let the inbox fill up with unread messages until last night when I got J’s text for me to be at the Golden Skull bar for a ‘D debriefing’ at 9 p.m.  Yes, ‘D’ as in Death debriefing.  J knew I’d get the reference without his typing it out.

When I took the time to surf through my inbox immensely filled with copies of various correspondences about the House of G activities including Blick’s instructions for logging into the new secure network, I discovered an email from Blick that was written on a more personal note.  It wasn’t like him to send such an email.  I was stunned by its content on many levels.  I had been considering blowing off the meeting until I read his email.  The email made me realize that facing Death was a reality, not some meeting I could skate my way around.  It also made me realize that even for a vampire, I had many things to live for, such as meeting my mother!  I’ll let you read his email.  This is what it said:

“I never should have left you alone on Earth, but I didn’t want you to think that I didn’t trust you.  I know how stubborn you can be. I had hoped, for everyone’s sake, that you could handle yourself, resist temptation, and survive without anyone’s blood for a few more months.  I know now I should have been shipping you smoothies in the mail all this time, despite J’s orders.  No, not soggy pink envelopes filled with smashed strawberries.  But I should have figured out something then.  I hope it’s not too late.

Ultimately as your vacation dragged on, we searched endlessly for your sister and I was tasked with getting the new network in order.  You’ve probably guessed by now that we lost her trail in Purgatory and currently we don’t know where she is.  J has several of his primary teams working around the clock and is considering bringing in Special Ops if necessary.  We’ll find her.  Don’t worry.  I shouldn’t tell you about the SO thing, but you’ll learn plenty about that type of stuff in orientation once your vacation is over.

I’m not making excuses for my not contacting you.  Okay, maybe I am.  But I realize now that you needed me, and I was too wrapped up with work.  We didn’t leave you with any options, so when temptation presented itself, you jumped on it.  Michael and I both know that now.  We knew it could happen, especially if you met that human actor you go on about.  We tried to warn J, but he insisted that we not get involved.

Again I have failed you.  I know we had that argument about the actor, and honestly it got me to thinking.  I have so much I need to tell you.  Over the years, I’ve ignored countless opportunities to tell you more, about myself and about some things you have a right to know.  And now it may be too late.  That’s why I’m going to tell you a few things you should know.

When we heard rumors that your father wanted to create an army of vampires, we knew we had to act.  He boasted about it many times.  Lucifer needed a person who could handle the poison raging in his blood.  He’s tried this before and each test subject has either died at the time of transformation or has been destroyed by J’s team later.  J was certain that you’d die from drinking your father’s blood.  He said the only way you could survive would be if you weren’t human.  I thought the wine was diluted enough that it wouldn’t make you too sick.  When your father added his blood to the glass, I knew we had to get you out of there no matter what.  You were violently ill for several weeks.  You probably don’t remember.  Thankfully, Michael figured out a way to save you.  That I’m sure you do remember.

I’m risking everything by sharing this information with you.  You know that.  But it’s very important you understand.  J wants to know more about your fire power.  He doesn’t understand why it is linked to your powers.  It’s not a typical trait for a vampire to have.  Not that I’m saying I know that much.  J knows more about the subject than I do.  What I’m saying is that I realize now, after talking with Ra, where the source could come from.  Your mother.

I’m taking only Ra into my confidence. The others - J, G, Michael, and Death, I haven’t told them anything.  At some point, we’ll have to.  I owe J a lot and our alliance goes back a long ways.  But for now, please don’t share any of this with anyone.  We’ll explain it all when the time is right.

That’s why I’m sending Ra to meet with you.  He will tell you a few things that you need to know about your past.  I’ve also asked him to give you something you need.  You won’t have to guess what it is.  You’ll meet a man carrying a silver briefcase.  That’s how you can recognize him.  Obviously he won’t be in his dragon form.  As I said, J doesn’t know about this.  It’s a decision Ra and I made with your mother’s approval.  Yes, she is alive, but I can’t tell you anything more in this email.

I guess you aren’t checking your messages, so when you do read this, I hope you are well, not sitting around feeling sorry for yourself.  You’re better than that, Rayea.  I’m sure you still have your phone and you’ll be able to read this, even if you don’t respond.  I hope you do.  I’d love to hear from you.  I hope you can read this before the meeting, and try to understand some of what I’ve said.  I’ve asked Ra to find you before Death does.  It’s vital you see Ra first.

Listen to me please, Rayea.  I know I haven’t always been there for you, but that will change from this day forward.  I refuse to let you down again.  If I have to kill every god on the Ancient Council, I will not let any harm come to you.  You may not believe it, but you are the reason my heart beats.  You mean more to me than anyone else I know.  You are my best friend.  You saved me from your sister and father’s clutches.  I don’t want to know a world where you don’t exist.  Not having you in my life is not an option for me.  I promise you.  I will not fail you ever again.

I know now
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