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Chapter One 


[image: ]


The doctor breathed a sigh of relief when the baby finally decided, after twelve hours of labor, to exit its mother’s womb. His relief turned to horror when he felt two feet instead of a head. The baby was coming out feet first. A breech birth, yet the baby had fully turned inside the womb. He had never seen anything like this before.  

He almost panicked. Breech babies were usually delivered by c-section as there was a high risk of it getting stuck in the birth canal and suffering brain damage from oxygen deprivation if delivered vaginally. The couple was obviously wealthy. If this ended badly, he could get into a lot of trouble. His mind ran amok with the possibilities. Criminal charges for negligence. 

Losing his license. His life ruined.  

Oh my god! No, help me please! 

His hands trembled as the mother, with a triumphant scream, finished pushing out the baby. He quickly cut the umbilical cord, and one of the two nurses attended to the mother as she delivered the afterbirth. He anxiously evaluated the baby, doing a routine test that measured the baby’s responsiveness and vital signs. There was a peel of thunder and a flesh of lightning, so bright that its silhouette imprinted on the hick, closed drapes. One of the nurses gasped out loud. A strange ush came over the room.  

All eyes were on the baby. 

He was not crying. 

He appeared to be smiling.  

The doctor felt a chill. 

Luke took the baby. 

My handsome prince! 

The baby seemed to smile wider in agreement. 
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Dr. Hunt was unsettled. A quick glance at the two nurses confirmed that they too were ill at ease. He had been a doctor for sixteen years and this was the strangest experience that he had ever had. It had been a long and difficult labor, and the father had remained by the woman’s side the entire time, silently holding her hand, remaining calm throughout. Then there was the actual birth. The baby had turned around in its mother’s womb and came out feet first. Even though he had witnessed it, he could scarcely believe it. The baby’s body temperature was erratic though all of his vital signs were fine. In fact, he appeared to be in the best possible health. He also had a strange look in his disturbingly beautiful eyes. He seemed aware and focused. It was frightening. And he knew that it wasn’t his imagination.  

It occurred to him that he had just delivered the antiChrist. 

Ridiculous! 

Ridiculous or not, the thought took hold and would not go away.  

You will be a god among men, the father had said. Who says that to a newborn baby? The father had paid him and the nurses a tidy sum to deliver the baby at home instead of at the hospital. As far as he was concerned it was money well earned. Tonight was one for the history books.  

He watched as the baby, freshly scrubbed and wrapped in a Vuitton blanket, was handed to the mother. She was weak and exhausted, but her eyes were alive and luminous with joy.  

“Andrew, my baby. My son...you gave mama hell, but it was all worth it,” she said, as she cradled him in her arms. 

The more he observed the baby, the more he was convinced that something was amiss.  

This was not a normal child. 

He remembered the sudden and brief bout of thunder and lightning.  

Dr. Hunt uttered a prayer inwardly and made the sign of the cross. He had not been to church in a while, but he was definitely going to Mass this Sunday. He needed God’s blessings to remove the stain the night’s events had left on his consciousness.  

The woman had lost a lot of blood and needed medical attention, but his job was done. He was learning. He simply could not stay there a moment longer. 

Something was not right in this house.  

The father turned and looked at him contemptuously as though he had spoken out loud. Fear, the likes of which he had never felt before, held him a vice grip. His bowels threatened to embarrass him.  

“We will go now,” Dr. Hunt said nervously, looking away from the man’s hypnotic red eyes as he gestured to the nurses to gather their things.  

“Yes, you must be tired. I’m going to take you out,” Luke responded. 

“Thank you.” 

Luke kissed Andrew and Christine on their foreheads and led the doctor and his nurses out to the foyer.  

Luke stared at them intently as they waited for him to open the front door. The three of them experienced a sharp pain in their heads that was so brief it was as though they had imagined it. They walked out to the doctor’s van and got in, wondering why they had made a house call to this lovely home.  

They had no recollection of anything that had transpired.  
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Chapter Two  
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“You have lost a lot of blood,” Luke said, frowning as he recalled the doctor’s callous thoughts towards his bride to be and the mother of his child. He had been overwhelmed by the peculiarities of Andrew’s birth and couldn’t wait to get away from them, even though it was obvious that Christine needed medical attention.  

Fortunately for the doctor, there was an alternative or he would have had to whatever it took to ensure that Christine would be okay, and then he would have been exterminated, like the weak bug that he was.  

Christine nodded weakly. The pregnancy had been a great one. She had glowed throughout, rarely experiencing morning sickness or the extreme mood swings that often-accompanied pregnancy. But it had all taken a turn for the worse when it was time to give birth. Andrew had abused her body for twelve hours, as he painfully and slowly made his entry into the world.  

She smiled at him and ran her fingers through his curly mane. He had his father’s hair. It was too early to tell whom he would most resemble, but she could see that he also had Luke’s cheek bones. He was going to be a very handsome boy.  

“I will have to feed you my blood,” Luke told her. 

She felt excited and to her surprise, fearful. This was destined to happen, it had always been a part of the plan. Once she had the baby – she wouldn’t be able to get pregnant when she became a vampire – and they got married, he would change her. But circumstances had forced his hand. He would have to do it now to save her life. Her body had gone through the sort of trauma that would perhaps require a week’s stay in a hospital to ensure that she would fully recover without complications. That was out of the question. It could lead to problems. They would keep the baby too, and there was no doubt that Andrew would be the object of much medical scrutiny. She could feel his body temperature fluctuating between hot and cold as she held him against her.  

No. 

It could not be risked. 

“I’m ready,” she whispered, though her voice was cracked with fear. She wanted it, needed it, but her human instincts were fearful of being forever banished to the past. She was going to be reborn. Irrevocably changed forever.  

Luke kissed her forehead reassuringly. He knew that her mind was in turmoil despite the fact that she knew this moment had to come one day. The suddenness of it made her feel unsure, afraid and vulnerable. One could never truly be ready for something like this. But the moment was at hand and there was no turning back.  

He took the baby from her arms and placed it in the antique crib on the right side of the room. It had been his as a child. Now his own seed would sleep in it. The room used to be his parents’ bedroom. It was a large, airy and rather masculine room. Decked walls with a rustic finish, handwoven rugs, elaborately carved chest of drawers and nightstands, and a massive four-poster bed on which Christine was laying on blood-stained sheets, waiting to embrace her destiny. Luke had chosen it for this day. Somehow, it made him feel as though his parents were a part of Andrew’s birth, the grandson that they would never hold. The doctor had given him a list of everything that would be needed, and Luke had ordered them online and had them delivered.  

Luke removed his shirt and walked over to the bed. He sat next to Christine and held her hand.  

“I love you. Thank you for providing me with such a beautiful child.”  

Christine smiled. She wanted to reach up and kiss him but didn’t have the strength. Her body was weakening rapidly now, as though it had served its purpose and was no longer needed. 

Luke, knowing what she wanted, lowered his head and gently kissed her parched lips. 

“I will be right ere throughout it all. Don’t be afraid of the pain. Embrace it. After the pain, everything will be alright.” 

He bit his left wrist. 

The light in her eyes was fading fast, but he could still see the apprehension in them. 

The uncertainty. 

The fear. 

He placed his wrist at her mouth and held the back of her head with his free hand. Her hair was damp with perspiration.  

“Drink, my love.” 

Christine, her heart pounding with a ferocity that belied her weakened state, took a deep breath. 

It would be her last as a human being.  
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Chapter Three 
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Christine pursed her lips and sucked the blood from the two tiny holes. Her initial taste was tentative. She had always found blood to be repulsive, but surprised by its warmth and sweetness, she drank thirstily, sucking at Luke’s wrist like a newborn baby.   

Luke allowed her to drink for a full minute before gently holding her head up and pulling his wrist away. That was enough. The venom would now take its course. 

He wondered how long the transformation would take. He reflected on his own experience thirty months ago. It had been a remarkably fast transformation and the most agonizing pain that he had ever experienced. He doubted that Christine’s would be as fast, but he hoped that it would be less painful. 

At least she didn’t have to go through it alone. He would be there for her, every step of the way. She would be spared the mental anguish that he had endured. 

Luke turned and looked over at the crib. Andrew was lying on his back, but his head was turned towards his parents.  

His light brown, reddish tint eyes, were watching them intently.  

Luke rose and went over to the small refrigerator that he had purchased specifically for this purpose. It was parked with disposable bottles, filled with blood. 

He took out a bottle and went over to Andrew. 

It was feeding time.  
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Christine watched as Luke, sitting on an elegant chair by the dresser, held Andrew in his arms and
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