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Detroit, present day

Did I really hear my phone? It was vibrating on the nightstand. I had been in a pretty decent resting state, when the barely there buzz tickled my ear in a none too pleasant fashion. I casually reached to see who’d dare to call me at 3:30 a.m. Surely it was work or a vamp. Upon checking in the blue glow of the cell I saw it was an immortal. The very man who’d sired me hundreds of years ago. This wasn’t a booty call, although I know he’d wanted it to be. It was Cyrus.

“Sorry to wake you Will, but I thought you might want to know.” His deep voice sounded like God through the phone. 

“How’d you know I was in bed?” I rose and ran my fingers through my hair and realized it might be time for a trim. Yes, my hair grows as do my nails.

“Wild guess. Five hundred years ago you’d have been with a woman, or two. And you wouldn’t be sleeping.” He laughed and then sighed. “But to business at hand. I think you’d remember this soldier, Harold Smith. Everyone called him Smitty.” 

I did remember, a true gentleman. I was urgently attentive. “Yeah, from World War II.”

“He died Will. Ninety-four years old. He’d come from the country life outside of Manchester to London for the D-Day Memorial. I went to see if I’d know anyone. I smelled him but he recognized me immediately, even through pop bottle bottom glasses. He couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw me.” I could imagine the shock Harold experienced upon seeing that Cyrus hadn’t changed in eighty years. “Well, he stayed in town several days and passed in his sleep the night before he was to go back home. It made the front page of all the rags.”

“Oh, wow.” My mind spun as memories filled my brain.

“And Will, he was in a wheelchair, could barely stand. But sharp as a tack. He asked about you. He wanted to thank you again for saving his life. Said he was glad you were still around, that you were a perfect gentleman. Good old Smitty remembered everything, yet he’d never told a soul. And I believed him.”

“Um, that was good of him.” I could barely speak. An honorable human had entered into eternity.

“You okay, Will?”

“Yeah. Thanks for calling. I’m speechless.”

“Well, I’ve been awake all night. I’m going to rest. Good night, Will. Let me know when you might be coming back across the pond.” Cyrus yawned. It was 8:30 a.m. in London. He was on vampire’s hours, even after close to a thousand years. 

“Good night.” I rolled back into bed for a while. But my mind wouldn’t stop. One of my neighbors backed into a parking space outside my apartment. The brilliant red of their car taillights filled the bedroom. My thoughts stayed in World War II and lingered around an extremely dangerous woman, Svetlana.


__________


London, 1940

I’d never liked conflict, especially the political variety. I’d seen societies, governments, and kingdoms rise and fall around me. Wars are great opportunities to feed; they draw the undead. Conflict spills a ton of blood, but my kind tends to profit off the losses, not the gains, of those overthrowing each other. But World War II was on a whole different level. No human or undead had ever experienced anything like it.

There were vamp groups that wanted mercenaries for all kinds of reasons during this time. Threats of war were bringing out the ferocities of the immortals. There was one rampant rumor that a lovely Russian vamp was doing her best to off Hitler himself for the highest bidder. 

Anna was in London. She’d asked me to join her, but I wasn’t sure. I settled in New York for a time. I was a general practitioner for a small hospital. I had enough access to everything I needed. However, I was prime enlistment material. I never got sick. I was young. I was a doctor. Even if I didn’t sign up, there would be pressure to do so. I had been a soldier in WWI. I swore I would never do it again. 

When Germany invaded France, I pretended to join the Red Cross and headed for Europe. I, like a bunch of my fellow Brits, didn’t think Hitler would dare come for us. But by the time I arrived at Fulham Hospital in 1940, London was in the throes of the blitz. 

We were receiving a continual feed of wounded from Dunkirk. It was a feed indeed. Anna and I had many mercy kills of those soldiers and civilians who weren’t going to make it through. I don’t remember being that sated since the First World War. Anna actually stopped mercenary hunting for a while. We were both making scant money and despite the terror around us, we blissfully shared her flat.

It was nice to let my old British accent flow freely. The more Anna and I talked, the more it came back. And the foreign nurses loved it. But I would keep myself in check. I had plenty of dying soldiers to tend to. Besides, Anna and I could slip away when necessary. She and I were like hand in glove, a perfect fit whenever put on.

Bombs not only rattled the windows, but the hospital was also hit multiple times. The laundry and boiler room were without hot water for a while. A few weeks later, we had the brunt of patients settled for the evening, when we were attacked again.

“Well, no deaths today. Been quiet, don’t you think?” Anna and I were in the supply closet gathering items for possible surgeries the next day. She was radiant even in the dowdy uniform. I could pretend I joined the war effort to assist, but I was here for her. She had asked me to come “to help” as well, but I could tell she was lonely.

“That’s certain to end.” I jested. As if on cue, a roar and horribly loud blast rocked the hospital. The supply shelves buckled. Anna and I were buried in a flurry of towels, bandages and boxes as we fell to the floor. I protected her with my body as another explosion rocked the building. “That’s not good.” I mumbled. My left arm had wrapped around her waist while my right hand cupped her breast. 

“But your hand is nice.” Anna giggled. 

“I want to...” I was getting hot with my groin parked against the fullness of her backside. 

“I know, but we need to go look.”

“Okay.” I grumbled and helped her up. Her sweet bun had unfurled along her shoulders. Her scent teased me. “But a kiss first.” Before she could protest, I thoroughly held Anna against me. Her lips were soft and plump. I wanted to enjoy this, but she finally shoved me back. 

“We can’t. People could need help.” Anna grinned sheepishly. The alarm bells sounded and we exited the closet. Aides and doctors rushed through the halls. Patients were checked and equipment righted. That evening we saved our lovemaking for the flat after an extended shift. It was our new normal.

The gas supply had been damaged, transfers were completed and repairmen filled the hospital for the better part of two weeks. Once everything was running, Fulham began to receive patients again. Many were in terrible mental shape from the continual bombings. They were carted off to the white coat wing. After a time, they would be sent to the comforting countryside if they could be stabilized.

One lieutenant stood out from this group. He was a bald paunchy older man that was waiting in a wheelchair. I didn’t recognize him, but he squinted at me and snatched my lab coat as I passed him in the hall. 

“Private Will?” His raspy voice called. “Is that you? It can’t be.” He was wide eyed and his hands trembled. 

“Well, I am Will junior.” I caught myself. By the man’s age and him calling me by my old rank, I was certain he remembered me from World War I. 

“Will, a junior? Are you certain?” The soldier was pale as if he’d seen a ghost.

“Yes, you’ve must have known my father. He served in the Great War.” I spun my tale carefully. Memories of him surfaced. He’d heard how I survived a multitude of impossible battles and approached me in the mess hall to commend me on my efforts. I saw him casually a couple of times after that and he continued to thank me.

“You can’t be more than twenty-five?” He muttered and waved his hands in the air in disbelief. 

“Well, my father didn’t know I existed until after the war. My mum gave him a proper send off before he enlisted.” What stories I could tell. 

I was lucky that the lieutenant was having serious issues. This became apparent when a nurse dropped a serving tray. It landed with a clatter and broken dishes flew across the floor. 

The older soldier cried out, “Take cover. Oh God, mercy.” He hid his face while bending forward at such an angle that he nearly fell out of his chair. I dove in to help. “No, stay here, it’s not safe.” He moaned. Tears wet my coat as his sobs echoed in the hall. Another nurse came running.

“Doctor, sorry.” She whispered. “Poor soul, he’s been committed. Shell shocked, I’m afraid.” She patted his back and consoled him as I let go. “It’s alright, we’re in the hospital now.” She wheeled him away. In those times we were told not to speak about “it,” our haunted memories, the violence and bloodshed that drove us to insanity.

I would find out later that his episodes only increased. He’d been at Dunkirk at the war’s onset and his whole unit under him was annihilated. It broke him. A lifetime of military service and war had ripped his mind inside out. I would hear whispers that he’d tried to jump out the window, pull other patients to “safety” and even hide under his bed. He shivered under mounds of blankets. His arms
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