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It was eight o’clock on a Sunday night.  It was barely even dark outside, and she knew she should wait to do this.  But with school starting tomorrow morning, she knew she’d have to be home within the hour.

Mia sat, pretending to wait for the bus as she watched people trickling out of the building across the street.  Since it was still the weekend, most people weren’t working.  But she could see some lights on in the offices upstairs, so someone had to be there.  She just hoped she could grab whoever it was before they headed home for the night.  

A few people came out, but every one of them turned and made their way straight for the parking lot next door.  It took her almost forty minutes before she finally found someone: a young woman in a green dress was hurrying down the street, a slip of paper in her hand.  She was looking at the addresses on each of the buildings she passed, and Mia could clearly see the woman was getting more and more frustrated as she went.  The woman approached, and Mia got ready; this was her chance.  The woman started to walk by, but Mia stopped her.

“Are you lost?” Mia asked, pretending to be helpful.

“Yeah.” the woman responded.

Mia could see she was already feeling better just talking to someone. She probably wouldn’t feel that way in a few minutes.

“I’m looking for this building on 14th Street, but I think I wrote down the address wrong.  It’s supposed to be a bar, but this doesn’t look like the right neighborhood at all.”

“You said 14th Street?” Mia asked, her eyes never leaving the woman’s face.

“Yeah.”

“This is 14th Avenue.  14th Street is on the other side of town.  But it’s easy to get to...”

Mia continued talking, never breaking eye contact.  The woman started out alert, carefully listening to everything that Mia said.  But as Mia continued talking, the woman’s eyes started to glaze over.  Mia tried not to grin; she had the woman exactly where she wanted her.  Now, it would only be a few more minutes before the woman was completely in her grasp.

Suddenly, the woman gave her head a short, quick shake.  

“I’m sorry.” she said.  “I think I spaced out there for a minute.  Let me get a piece of paper – I want to make sure I get the directions right this time.”

She rifled through her bag, looking for a pen and something to write on.  Mia tried to contain her annoyance; she’d been so close, and now she’d have to start all over.

Unfortunately, the fact that Mia would have to do this from the beginning wasn’t even her biggest concern – if the woman started to write down what Mia said, she wouldn’t be looking into her eyes anymore.  Mia needed to keep eye contact if this was going to work.  Not to mention the fact that the longer she spent talking to this woman, the better her chances of someone seeing them together.

“It’s ok – you don’t need a pen.  It’s pretty easy.” Mia assured the woman hastily.

The woman looked up from her bag.

“Just pay close attention, ok?”

The woman nodded, and Mia waited just a minute, both to make sure the woman was paying attention and to get a head start on entrancing her.  When she was sure the woman wouldn’t be looking away any time soon, Mia continued.

“Do you know where the freeway is?” she asked, almost sweetly.

The woman merely nodded.

“Ok.  Once you get on the freeway, you’re going to go for about ten minutes.” Mia said a little slowly, trying to drag it out as long as she could.  She had a general idea of where most things in the city were from riding the bus, but she’d never been to 14th Street and didn’t know how to get there.  She was just hoping the woman wouldn’t actually notice this until Mia was ready to make her move.  

This time, it worked – the woman was paying much more attention to Mia.  But instead of finding out the directions to wherever it was she wanted to go, her mind started to glaze over.  

Mia watched the woman’s eyes start to shut. She knew that if the woman had been paying attention to her, she would have seen that Mia’s own eyes were starting to be flecked with gold.  By the time her eyes were completely gold, the woman’s were almost completely shut.  Finally, the woman closed her eyes and started to sway.  It wasn’t long before her knees buckled, and she started to slump towards the sidewalk.  Mia took a step forward and expertly caught her before she hit the ground.  She leaned the woman’s head back, exposing her neck to the sky.

Mia grinned to herself in the darkness, exposing long, white fangs.  She was glad this worked; the woman was much trickier than she’d expected – probably because she was already stressed.  But now that she’d passed out, it was time for Mia to do what she came here to do.

After a very quick glance around to make sure the two really were alone, Mia leaned down towards the woman.  When she was only a few inches away, Mia opened her mouth and bit down on the woman’s neck.  Blood gushed into her mouth and Mia happily drank it, feeling more refreshed than she had in days.  When she’d had her fill, she carefully set the woman down on the sidewalk.  She checked the woman’s neck, making sure there was no stray blood before quietly walking back towards the bus stop.
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As soon as Mia’s mom heard the front door close, she called out, “Miaka?  Is that you?”

“Yeah.  I just got back.”

Normally Mia would have called out as soon as she got home without her mom having to say anything, but she hadn’t really wanted her mom to know how long she was out.  She’d been planning on sneaking upstairs and lying that she’d been back for a while.  But since her mom already heard her walk in, that plan was ruined.

“It’s 9:30.  I thought you were going to be home almost an hour ago.” her mom yelled as she made her way from the living room to the front hall where Mia was still standing.

“I’m sorry.  I missed the bus.” Mia told her.

It wasn’t exactly true; she’d seen the bus drive up and had had plenty of time to get on if she’d wanted to.  But she hadn’t found anyone out alone yet, and she really needed some fresh blood before the school year started.  It wasn’t too hard to go out at night during the summer, but once school was in, Mia’s mom would make sure she was home at a reasonable hour.

Normally, Mia would have just snuck out the window once her parents had gone to bed, but the first week or two of the school year, Mia’s mom was too vigilant; she was always worried about making sure Mia went to bed on time.  So, in the three years since Mia had become a vampire, she’d learned to adjust.  At least her mom would stop worrying so much in a couple weeks.

“You should have called.” her mom said, folding her arms across her chest.

“Sorry.” Mia mumbled.

Her mom still wasn’t happy, but she didn’t say anything.  Instead, she just pursed her lips in a thin line and made a face that always made Mia feel more guilty than if she’d just been yelled at.  

Mia headed down the hall and into her bedroom.  She put on her pajamas and went to brush her teeth, getting ready for bed.  At ten she turned off the light, slipped under the covers, and opened up her book, ready to settle in for a long night of reading.  

Since she’d become a vampire, Mia had discovered she didn’t really need sleep.  She would sleep for an hour or two sometimes, but there were times when she’d stay awake for days.  Her mom would have never understood, of course; how could anyone – especially a teenager – go for so long without sleep?  So, to make things easier, Mia pretended to go to sleep every night; she’d turn off the light and do something quietly in the dark.  Usually she would read until she was sure her parents were asleep.  After that, she could go on the computer, when the light from the monitor wouldn’t seep out under the door.

One advantage Mia now had was that she had much better than average sight.  It came in handy a lot of times, but on nights like this it was especially useful.  In daylight, she was able to see several times better than she could before she’d become a vampire.  And in darkness, the change had been even greater.  She could now see as easily in total darkness as she used to during the middle of the day.  This meant she was able to read her book even without the light on.  And her excellent hearing was perfect for detecting when either of her parents was walking by her room; she had more than enough warning to put the book away and pretend to be asleep.
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Two years ago, Mia had been living in a small city in the north of Japan.  She’d been born there. And before she’d been bitten, she’d been a typical student, with a typical life.  Of course, she wasn’t technically a student at the time – it had been summer. But just because she didn’t go to school every day didn’t mean she didn’t see the kids from school.  Take today for example – she was going to be hanging out with around thirty kids from school.

Every year, during the middle of summer, the older kids would have a party in the woods.  And this year, Mia and her friends were finally old enough to go.  They were going to have to hike for about an hour, but Mia didn’t mind too much.  Besides, Hana, Keiko and Michi were going to be with her – she’d be perfectly fine.

Mia met up with her friends at the edge of the woods. Together, they followed the trail towards where Mia knew the older kids were already setting up.  The trail was dark, and Mia had to duck a couple of times to avoid running into the low-hanging branches that draped across the path.  As the branches became more and more frequent, Mia wondered how often this path was actually used.  The narrow dirt lane started to become more bumpy, and it was getting harder and harder to find a place to put her foot that didn’t have sharp rocks sticking out.  Finally, the path faded away completely.  The girls continued on, hiking through the woods on their own with nothing left to guide them but Keiko’s self-proclaimed amazing sense of direction.

The going was slow, and more than once someone tripped, nearly dragging the girl in front of them to the ground.  Going single file through the thick trees, Mia found herself at the back of the group.  As the woods closed in around her, Mia couldn’t help but think about all the animals they’d learned about in school over the past year; she really hoped she didn’t see any.

It seemed like they’d been walking forever, and the path hadn’t been smooth in a long time.  The trees were so thick, not even the moon was able to penetrate the darkness, and Mia couldn’t see where she was walking.  Mia knew she’d just have to trust her friends – as long as they were in front of her, she knew she wouldn’t get lost.  She put one foot in front of the other, feeling the rocks crunch softly under her feet.  Then suddenly, there were no rocks – there was no ground at all.  Flailing her arms wildly, she tried to regain her balance, but it was too late.  Mia tumbled headfirst off the narrow ridge and down a slope, landing even further into the woods.

Mia somersaulted noisily through the leaves, causing the group to stop.  Someone asked what happened.  And as Mia tried to right herself, she heard Hana speak up.

“Miaka fell.” she said.

“Sorry.” Mia mumbled.  She could feel her ears burning.

“We’re going to be late.”  Keiko sounded impatient, and Mia felt even worse.

“It’s ok – you go ahead.  I’ll get her, and we’ll catch up.” Hana offered, sounding almost cheerful about it.

Keiko and Michi agreed and headed off.  But before they did, Michi tossed Mia a small flashlight she’d had in her pocket.

“Why couldn’t she have given me this before I fell?” Mia mumbled to herself.

She managed to stand up and get her bearings, and she could see that the slope had been a little steeper than she’d realized.  She was still trying to figure out how to get back up when Hana called out to her.

“Are you ok?” she asked.

“Yeah.” Mia responded.

“It looks like it flattens out a little if you keep walking about ten more feet.  I’ll meet you over there, ok?”

“Ok.”

It seemed to take forever to go those ten feet.  Mia could tell she’d managed to rip her jeans, and her knee had been skinned pretty badly.  She tried not to let it bother her, but it did make it a little more difficult to walk over to where Hana was going to be.

“That looked painful.” Hana said when Mia finally met up with her.

“I’m ok.” Mia said, trying to look better than she felt.

Hana looked her up and down.  When she got to Mia’s knee, her eyes stayed there a little longer than Mia would have liked.

“You’re bleeding.” Hana said, sounding sort of funny.

“It’s not that bad." Mia assured her.

Hana was still staring kind of wide-eyed at Mia’s knee, making Mia feel even more guilty.  Now, not only was she caught in a lie, but her friend was probably worried about her too.

Finally, the two girls set out.  The going was a lot slower than it had been when they first started this trip.  Every time Mia’s knee brushed against the ripped edge of her jeans, she winced, and she actually starting to regret her decision to come.  She wondered how much longer they were going to be walking before she could sit down and take a break.

“Are we almost there?” Mia asked.  When Hana didn’t answer, Mia looked around.

There was no sign of her.  Mia realized with a wave of fear that she was now completely alone in middle of a pitch-black forest.

“Hana?” she asked, trying to keep her voice from shaking.  

Still no answer.

Mia listened carefully.  She tried squinting in the darkness, but it didn’t help.  She could see about two feet in front of her, and that was it.  Mia stood there for a minute, trying to decide what to do.  After tumbling down that hill, she was turned around enough that she wasn’t completely sure how to get to the party or back home.  She was starting to feel really sorry for herself when she heard a slight rustle behind her.

Mia whirled around to face the sound.  She hadn’t heard anything in the woods since they’d been out, but she’d had plenty of company before.  Now, she was all alone, maybe with some huge beast that had decided to make a meal out of her.  She heard the noise again.  Maybe it was just her imagination, but she would have sworn it was closer.  She remembered the flashlight Michi had given her – she barely even realized it was still in her hand.  She’d never been so glad to have a flashlight in her whole life.  She quickly began fumbling with it, trying to push the switch with shaking hands.

When she finally managed to turn the light on, Mia immediately wished she hadn’t.  The light caught something eye level, only a few inches away: a face.  Somebody was standing less than a foot away with such a terrible expression that Mia almost dropped her flashlight.

In the light, the face seemed so pale it was almost white, and deep black shadows cut across it.  Its eyes seemed to shine an unnatural gold, and its mouth had teeth that were way too sharp.  She thought vaguely that she knew whoever this was, but the shadows caused by her flashlight mixed with Mia’s panic, and she couldn’t place whoever it was.  And she didn’t get much opportunity to try.  Whoever it was lunged at Mia with all their might.  Mia screamed as she fell back on to the ground.  She felt a sharp, tearing pain in her neck before everything went black.
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The next morning, Mia woke up in bed, feeling fine.  In fact, she couldn’t believe how good she felt.  She normally wouldn’t be up for another two hours, but she’d slept so soundly the night before that she wasn’t even tired.  She stretched and laid back down to relax a few more minutes before she had to worry about getting up for the day.

Her mind quickly drifted back to what happened last night.  It was so surreal, she was having a hard time believing that any of it really happened.  She thought back over everything she could remember, but a lot of it just didn’t seem to make any sense.  Big chunks of the night seemed to be missing, and the whole thing was so strange, she couldn’t help but wonder if it was just a dream.  She kept coming back to that face she’d seen; that had to be a dream, right?  There was no way she could have really seen someone like that!

After successfully convincing herself that everything from the night before had been part of some strange nightmare, Mia decided to take a shower.  She had more than enough time, and it would be a nice way to relax.

She pulled the covers off, but that was as far as she got.  She couldn’t help but notice that was still wearing her jeans.  And across the left knee was a rip from one seam to the other.

Mia pulled on the rip, trying to see if she still had that cut from the night before.  Her knee was a little red, like maybe she’d run into something, but the ugly scrape that had stretched from one side to the other was nowhere to be found.  Mia stared at her knee for a full minute.  If she was still wearing her jeans, and they were ripped, then that had to mean that last night hadn’t been a dream after all.  But if it really did happen, why did her knee look perfectly fine?  She knew she’d scraped it – that was how her jeans got ripped, after all.  

Suddenly, Mia remembered the sweatshirt she’d been wearing the night before.  Last night might have been a blur, but she was pretty sure she remembered her friends taking it off of her before tucking her in.  She had to think back for a minute before she remembered they’d thrown it under the bed in case her parents checked on her.  Mia quickly got on her hands and knees, peering under the bed.  She had a lot of junk under there, but she could clearly see the gray sweatshirt wadded up and stuck in the back.  Mia grabbed it with her fingertips and sat back on the bed with it.  She spread the sweatshirt out in front of her and was horrified at what she saw.

It wasn’t the fact that her sweatshirt was covered in blood.  It was where the blood was that made Mia feel nauseous.  The bottom half was almost completely clean.  There were a few stray drops, sure, but they were practically unnoticeable next to the top half.  

The collar of her sweatshirt was stained a deep, dark red.  She actually couldn’t even see the original gray underneath all that blood.  It almost looked like someone had splashed it with reddish-brown paint or something.  But it was especially bad on the right side; the whole shoulder area and most of the upper arm looked like they’d gotten drenched.  She was pretty sure Hana had told everyone that she’d been attacked by a bear, and Mia could definitely see why they’d believed her.

But Mia knew that it wasn’t a bear.  That face Mia had seen last night flashed before her eyes.  She tried to calm herself down, but her hands shook as she folded the sweatshirt back up, careful to cover the bloody top before shoving it under the bed again.  She grabbed some clean clothes and hurried down the hall.  When she got to the bathroom, she shut the door and ran over to the mirror.  She pulled her collar down as low as she could, trying to see what kind of damage there was.  She couldn’t believe it when she looked in the mirror and saw that she was perfectly fine.

Even as she took a shower, Mia was surprised to find that despite all the blood from last night, she didn’t seem to have a mark on her.  And the fact that she was feeling completely fine only added to her confusion.  Part of her wondered for a minute if maybe all that blood she’d seen was really someone else’s, but she dismissed that thought almost as soon as it entered her mind.  There’d been no one else around when she’d been attacked, and she knew everyone else who’d been out that night was fine.  She might not remember everything that happened, but she knew she’d remember if anyone else had been attacked.  How would she ever forget something like that?

Mia got dressed, still trying to piece together what had happened the night before.  She kept coming back to that awful face she’d seen – how it lunged at her and how she’d fallen back.  That was the last thing she remembered clearly.  Obviously, that person had something to do with whatever happened.  She wasn’t a superstitious girl, but the way those eyes shone had Mia wondering vaguely if she’d been attacked by some sort of demon.

Mia ate a quick bowl of cereal before deciding to call Hana.  It was still a little early, but Hana never seemed to sleep much.  Besides, Mia really wanted to ask her friend about last night.  Hana had been there after all – she’d know what happened.  Hana answered the phone almost immediately and agreed to meet Mia.  In less than twenty minutes, she was at Mia’s front door, looking very concerned.

“I’m sorry about last night.” she told Mia, sitting down on the front stoop.

“It’s ok.  I’m fine really.” Mia said, sitting down next to her.

“I know you say that, but...” 

“It’s not your fault.” Mia tried to reassure her friend.  “Things just happen sometimes.”

“...Actually, it kind of is my fault.” Hana said, lowering her eyes.

“Why?” Mia asked.

She found herself trying to remember where exactly Hana had been when she was attacked.  She tried not to think it, but maybe none of this would have happened if Hana hadn’t run away.

“You don’t remember?” Hana asked, looking up at Mia in disbelief.  Hana’s eyes were wide and her mouth was hanging open just a little bit.  Mia stared at her for a full minute before she put it all together.

“It was you!” she almost shouted.  She jumped up and slowly started backing away.

“Shhh!” Hana said.  She stood up, gesturing Mia to keep it down.  “I know.  I’m really sorry.  I didn’t mean to – it just...happened.”

“It just happened?” Mia asked, trying to figure out how you could accidentally attack a friend in the middle of the night.

“Yeah.  I mean, I was fine.  But then there was all that blood...I didn’t plan on attacking you, I promise.  It just came over me.”

“I think you should leave.” Mia said quietly.

Mia turned to walk back inside, but Hana reached out and took her shoulder.

“Look, if you don’t want to be friends with me, that’s fine.  I understand.  But seeing how injured you were last night and how good you’re feeling today, I’d say you’re going to be doing the same thing as me pretty soon.”

“I’d never do that.” Mia said.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought too.  But you will.”  Hana said it quietly, and something in her tone made Mia stop and listen.  She could always choose to stop being friends with Hana later.  Right now, she knew she’d better get all the information she could.  When Hana saw she finally had Mia’s attention, she continued.

“I was attacked almost a year ago when I went with my family to Fukushima.”

“Attacked by what?” Mia asked, not quite following.

“A vampire.” Hana told her.

Mia opened her mouth to make some comment about how there was no such thing, but Hana hurried on before Mia had a chance to interrupt.

“Look, I know you probably don’t want to talk to me right now.  But we need to – soon.  And I promise I’ll teach you everything you need to know, ok?”

“How do you know I’ll need to know any of it?” Mia asked.

“I told you.  If you weren’t going to turn, you’d still be feeling as bad today as you did last night.”

“So how long do I have?” Mia asked, still trying to decide whether or not to believe her friend.  Hana thought for a minute before answering.

“Probably about a week.” Hana told her.  “I’m sorry.”

Mia nodded but didn’t say anything.  All she could think was why me?
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Just like Hana promised, she taught Mia everything she knew about being a vampire.  At first it had been really hard for Mia to transition.  But after a little more than a year, Mia was finally starting to get comfortable with who she was.  She’d discovered that she needed to go out about twice a week in order to be able to function.  The only problem was that the town she lived in wasn’t all that big.  As far as Mia knew, Hana had been the only vampire in town.  But now that there were two of them, that meant twice as many attacks.  Hana had been worried that this might be a problem.

“You’re going to have to be more careful.” she’d told Mia.  

“Why?” Mia had never been caught – she’d never even been close to having anyone suspect her.  So what was Hana’s problem?

“There’s not really enough people here for both of us.”

Mia narrowed her eyes.  “What does that mean?” she asked.

“Nothing.  Just that people are starting to get suspicious.  I mean, if we lived in a bigger city, it wouldn’t be a problem.  But here, where everybody knows each other...Just be careful, ok?  I don’t want to have any problems.”

Mia narrowed her eyes.  After a minute she nodded, deciding not to say anything.  She was annoyed at Hana for suggesting she wasn’t being careful.  After all, it was Hana’s not being careful that had gotten Mia into this situation in the first place.  But even though she thought it, Mia decided not to actually say anything.  As much as she hated to admit it, Mia needed Hana; she was the only other vampire Mia knew.

Still, over the next few weeks, Hana stayed on edge.  Mia had hoped Hana would calm down a bit, but she was convinced that there just weren’t enough people in their town to support the both of them.  Mia didn’t see what the big deal was.  Being so new to the whole thing, she wasn’t used to looking for the signs that the people around her were getting worried.  As she looked back on those conversations with Hana now, she couldn’t believe she’d missed it.

If she hadn’t been so reliant on Hana, Mia would have talked to her other friends more.  She was sure she would have seen how worried everyone actually was.  It wasn’t until things got too bad to ignore that Mia finally saw what was going on.

It had been getting harder for Mia to find people out alone, but she managed to write it off as a coincidence.  It was getting colder outside, so of course people wouldn’t be out as much.  But when people started actually avoiding her on the street, even Mia couldn’t ignore that.  Even in daylight – when she wasn’t out hunting – people would stare at her.  She even had a few people cross the street when she’d walk by.  It wasn’t long before everyone she knew was avoiding her like the plague.  She asked Hana about it, but she just shrugged.

“I told you, there’s not enough people here for both of us.  They were bound to get suspicious sooner or later.”

“Yeah, but why are they suspicious of me?” Mia could see people being worried in general, maybe even suspicious about her and Hana, but not worried about only her.  Mia only hunted with Hana; if they thought something was wrong with Mia, why didn’t they seem to have the same problems with Hana?

“People have been asking a lot of questions lately.  And a lot of the students remember how you got attacked by something last year but weren’t really hurt.  They think something’s wrong with you.”

“And you didn’t say anything?” Mia could almost understand how Hana hadn’t stood up for her, even though the whole thing was her fault in the first place.  But to not even tell Mia that people were saying these kinds of things?  Who would do that to a friend?

“What do you want me to say?  I’m sorry – I really do like you.  But you’re on your own with this one.”

Mia couldn’t believe that was the way Hana really felt.  It was true Hana hadn’t exactly been a great friend – after all, she’d attacked Mia in the middle of the night just because she was there.  She’d taught Mia everything she knew, sure, but she wouldn’t have had to do that if she hadn’t messed up so bad in the first place.

It was obvious that Hana wasn’t going to do anything to help her, but Mia thought she could handle it herself.  She was extra careful, and she knew that nobody had seen her yet.  So, people might be avoiding her, but no one was actually being hostile.  Things would be ok.

When that changed, Mia wasn’t sure what to do.  At first, it was just the students at her school.  She caught some of the older kids following her home once or twice.  Soon it was every day.  It didn’t take long before they started calling out to her, taunting her the whole way home.  The adults didn’t actually say anything to her, but they were just as bad.  Everywhere she went, they glared at her.  She wasn’t allowed to go over to anyone’s house anymore – their parents wouldn’t let her.  Not that anyone wanted her around, anyway.  Even Hana started to avoid her.  Not because she was afraid of Mia or anything.  She just knew how the town felt about Mia, and she’d decided to stick with them.  

Now that Mia had lost all of her friends and the whole town thought something was wrong with her, it was getting harder and harder for her to go out.  And not just at night – she was being followed almost everywhere.  And even on the rare occasions when people weren’t actively stalking her, she was still greeted with hostile stares.  Every time she walked into a room, all eyes immediately focused on her.  

So now, Mia had two problems.  It was getting hard to find anyone out alone, and even when she did, there was a good chance that she was being followed herself.  There had been more than a few times where she’d had to watch a perfect target walk by because a group of kids was following her home.  This meant that Mia couldn’t find people as often as she needed; instead of finding someone every three or four days, she was averaging five or six days.  

She wouldn’t have thought just a few days would make much of a difference, but it really did.  And those days started to add up; if she’d only waited six days once or twice, it would have been ok.  But since she was getting only about half the blood she needed, it was starting to affect her.  Her judgment was off, and she wasn’t as subtle as she normally would have been.  Of course, this made any attacks she did manage to pull off frenzied, which, in turn, made people even less likely to go out.  And it affected her in other ways, too.  She was tired all the time – she just didn’t have the energy she used to.

Mia wasn’t sure how her parents never figured out what was going on – maybe they just thought it was the stress of the situation that made her act that way.  But she was glad that they were always there for her, even when the rest of the town inexplicably turned on her.  Things got bad enough that she finally started ditching school, just so she wouldn’t have to face the students there.  When her parents found out, they were understandably upset.  They’d talked about what to do, and decided that they couldn’t stay in this town any more.

Her parents had discussed moving down south – to Tokyo or Osaka.  Her dad was a teacher at the local university, and he’d decided to see about transferring to one of the schools in a bigger city.  But there weren’t many openings at the time, and after a few weeks, Mia started to wonder if she’d ever get out of this town.  Finally, one of her dad’s coworkers told him about an opening in a decent-sized city in America.  Her parents had had a long discussion, and decided that their best chance to make a new start would be there.  They’d asked Mia what she thought about moving to another country, but she didn’t care where they moved to.  She was just glad that she wouldn’t be here anymore.

Mia would have thought it’d be hard to move, not just to another city but to another country.  Normally, it probably would have been.  But things really were so bad in her hometown that she would have gladly moved to another planet.  Still, the first day of school in this new city was harder than she’d expected.  She’d walked through the doors, her stomach in knots.  She’d gotten lost on her way to almost every class, and she’d jammed her locker shut and had to go to three classes without any of her books.  But at least no one was glaring at her.  It was such a relief to not have to worry about everyone picking on her that she didn’t even worry about how many things were going wrong.  She’d even managed to talk to a few people in her classes.  She would never have believed it would be so nice just to talk to another kid in class.

In less than two weeks, she’d met a couple of friends and was starting to actually look forward to going to school again.  Even hunting had gotten better.  Now that she was in a bigger city, there were a lot more people to choose from.  And even better was the fact that now she didn’t have to worry about knowing almost everybody who lived here; it was so much easier to hunt when she didn’t actually know the victims!

Her first couple months here had been interesting, to say the least.  She’d met another vampire – Anna – and became good friends with her.  Unlike Hana, Mia’s new friend was much more interested in working with her as a team.  Mia didn’t feel like she had to compete any more, and she knew she wasn’t going to be blindsided again.  After less than a year, Mia was surprised to realize that she was probably better friends with this new girl than she’d been with anyone in her life.  And with her second year of high school starting tomorrow, Mia could honestly say this was the first year she was looking forward to school since becoming a vampire.
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5: Sophomore Year
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“Miaka!”

At the sound of her mom calling her name, Mia tore her eyes away from the computer screen and glanced at the clock on her nightstand; she still had ten minutes before she was supposed to be downstairs.  Sighing, she turned off the monitor and headed, fully dressed, out towards the kitchen.  Even though Mia was obviously ready to go, her mom was not impressed.

“You need to hurry – today’s the first day of school.  You can’t afford to be late!” she said, scowling at Mia.  “You cut it too close.  I should never have let you sleep so much this summer.”

“Sorry.” Mia said, trying her best to sound like she meant it as she passed her mom on the way into the kitchen.  But as she opened the refrigerator door, Mia rolled her eyes.

Her mom had been making comments like this for as long as Mia could remember; she was used to it.  And it was no good explaining that she hadn’t slept in this summer – her mom wouldn’t listen.  She’d just get even more upset, and Mia would run the risk of getting grounded.

“Do you have your backpack ready?” her mom asked.

“Yeah – by the front door.”

Mia grabbed the sandwich she’d made the night before and set it in her backpack on top of her books.  She was still fuming silently at her mother as she headed out the door and towards the bus stop at the end of the street; she was tired of being told all the time that she was going to be late.  Mia knew she would never be late to school because she was never in a hurry in the morning.  Since she rarely slept, there wasn’t a chance she would sleep in too late.  And she always had more than enough time to get ready in the mornings; today wasn’t any different than any other day as far as being ready on time was concerned.  She tried to remind herself that her mom was always nervous on the first day of school, but it didn’t make her feel much better.  Sometimes she wished her mom would remember that Mia was the one going to school and try to relax!

The bus pulled up to the front of the school in what seemed like no time at all.  Mia walked casually off the bus, trying to remember where her first class was.  Her schedule had been mailed to her house almost two weeks ago, but Mia had only casually glanced at it.  She usually needed to go to each class once or twice before she could really remember it anyway.

She walked through the doors, checking her schedule as she went.  Her first class was math.  When she was younger, she used to like math, at least a little.  But as she got older, it just wasn’t as fun as it used to be; it didn’t hold her attention like it did in elementary school.  Maybe that was why she always seemed to make so many mistakes.  At least history was next.  She actually liked history.  Now all she had to do was get through math.

She’d gotten to school about ten minutes before class actually started, so she had more than enough time to find her locker and figure out the combination before heading to class.  It took her four tries before the lock finally popped open – she always did have trouble with those stupid things.  Mia threw her sandwich on the bottom shelf and double-checked that she had the right books before heading to class.  Even with the locker troubles, Mia was still the first one there.  She walked into the darkened room and hit the switch.  The florescent lights flickered a little as they warmed up.

Since she had her pick of every seat in the room, Mia settled on one three rows from the back, on the side closest to the door.  She’d thought about sitting in the very back row, but decided against it.  She wanted to at least look like she might pay attention to the teacher, and she knew she never would if she was sitting too far away.

As the other kids started to walk into class, Mia glanced up casually, wondering if she would know anyone.  She didn’t have to wait long.  The first couple of students Mia only recognized by sight, but after a few minutes a tall girl with deep copper hair walked in the door.

“Hi!” she said, grabbing the empty seat next to Mia.  “I’m glad there’s someone I know here.”

“Me too.”  Mia hadn’t realized how glad she actually was to know someone in class until Carmine showed up.

Mia had met Carmine last year.  They’d had a mutual friend and ended up having lunch together.  Even when the group split up, Mia kept hanging out with Carmine, and the two had become surprisingly close, considering.

When she’d first met Carmine, Mia wasn’t quite sure what to make of the girl.  She wasn’t loud or obnoxious, but she definitely wasn’t afraid to speak her mind.  Last year, there had been an unusual amount of people falling asleep in strange places, waking up tired or weak.  Carmine had announced to everyone she knew that vampires were responsible.  She ended up losing several friends because of it – including half of her lunch group – but she’d refused to back down.  It had been a tense couple of weeks, and Mia had to admit she was ready to drop Carmine as a friend herself.  But in the end, she’d had to admire Carmine’s conviction.  It was pretty rare to find someone so willing to stick to their beliefs.  And the fact that she’d been right had only further impressed Mia – though she would never admit that.

“Actually, I’m really glad you
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