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      DELIRIUM NOCTURNUM: A NEW SAPPHIC VAMPIRE SERIES

      From wlw author Rojana Krait comes a sapphic vampire tale bleeding with desire and obsession, ecstasy and agony, a dangerous thirst for vengeance, and a forbidden, slow-burn, femme x femme love story with a shocking conclusion.

      I slay the beasts that stalk this city of decay, but don't be fooled. None of them are as monstrous as me. One hundred years of blood stains my tongue and the only two things that keep me going are my vows to my sisters and my dark angel, my Aya. I'll do anything to protect her from her demons, but who is going to protect her from me?
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      DELIRIUM NOCTURNUM is a collection of 4 standalone volumes about a coven of contemporary lesbian vampires sworn to protect and avenge the innocent. Each volume contains 4 novellas that tell the tale of one sapphic vampire and the woman who makes her want to break her vows. These books contain adult content and graphic violence, please see the author’s website (www.rojanakrait.com) for the VERY MANY trigger warnings for each volume. 
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      TROPES:

      
        	Stalking

        	Enemies to lovers

        	Hurt comfort

        	Found family

        	Slow burn

        	Fated mates

        	Damsel in distress

        	Forced proximity

      

      TRIGGER WARNINGS

      
        	Explicit lesbian sex

        	Violence and gore

        	Bloodplay

        	Self-harm

        	Allusion to child SA

        	Physical, mental, emotional, and sexual abuse (by the villain, not the heroine)

        	Child death

        	Stalking 

        	Kidnapping

        	Imprisonment

      

      If you have a trigger not listed, feel free to contact me directly to ask about it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Be the first to find out about all of Rojana Krait’s new releases, book sales and freebies by joining her mailing list.  Click here to join!
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      Maybe it’s futile. Maybe it’s far too late, and then again, maybe the world in my dreams never existed in the first place. Maybe we were all born to suffer. Maybe we’re already in hell. Maybe there is no ‘we’ and maybe I’m a fool.

      I don’t belong to the light any longer, but that doesn’t mean that I won’t be drawn toward it like a moth toward a flame until the end of time. I slay the beasts that stalk this Earth in order to clear a path for the innocent. I free slaves and I destroy monsters, but if you think that I’m a heroine, you’ve got the wrong story.

      I know the darkness that dwells in the hearts of mankind because I share it. It simmers under the cold, white surface of my skin, pulsing through my veins, waiting to boil over into the world. I unleash it on those who evade punishment for their atrocities and on those whose power and privilege exclude them from the laws of man and immortal alike.

      This is my way to atone for the blood that never washes off my hands. I took a vow to myself and my sisters that I’d only ever harm the evil ones. The ones who would drag the entire world down with them into chaos and torment.

      And I’ve kept that vow. I’m a hunter, and the predators of the world are my prey. I hunt them, I stalk them, and I end them. Depending on their nature I might even devour them. And my secret?

      I love it.

      I live to kill and I’m afraid that I was born this way, not just made this way like my sisters.

      But I’ve got just enough humanity left in me to realize what a wretch I am, what a ghoul. If I wasn’t hunting these creatures, I’d probably be one of them.

      I know that there’s always been something wrong with me, but I stay in the dark where I belong with the other demons.

      Or at least I did.

      Until her.

      My Aya.

      The only light in my life, though she’s barely aware of my existence. I might not have a sun any longer but the sun I remember from my past life never burned with her luminosity. She never has much to say, but the way her eyes flicker and burn under her lashes testifies to her depths. Her skin smells like salt water and cinnamon and somehow reminds me of the ocean that I was never able to visit while I was still alive. I might be immortal, but she’s otherworldly.

      She’s everything I’m not, and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep her that way.

      I watch her and wait for the right moment, a moment that I know will never come because she’s too pure to ever be mine. I’m not a creature worthy of anyone’s love, and especially not hers. I know this all too well as I watch her sleep or follow her on the rare occasions that she leaves her home. She’s far too good for this world and she’s still innocent despite the horrors of her past. I’m going to be the one to make sure that she stays that way.

      That’s what I tell myself anyway, as I follow her. That I’m protecting her. Making sure that she never again falls into the hands of someone who would hurt her. Truth be told, though, I’m doing it as much for me as for her. Just being near my Aya soothes me and give me a peace that I haven’t known in… well, a peace that I’ve never known.

      I made a promise to myself that I’d only watch her from a distance and that I’d never interfere with her life. All that changes when circumstances force my hand and she sees what I do. What I am. After that, she has to come with me, so I can keep her quiet.

      And safe.

      From everyone except me.

      This is our story.
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      Every single week I wonder to myself why the humans can’t find a nicer location for these meetings.

      Don’t get me wrong; there’s nothing really terrible about the community center. It’s spacious and, while I wouldn’t describe it as clean, it’s not too run-down either. There is plenty of seating and the parking lot has a full time security guard, which is a luxury downtown, especially for the attendees of this particular group.

      Someone has even made a few little efforts here and there to make the place more inviting and homey. I can see a series of watercolors on the wall this week. They’re new and they seem to be some kind of exhibit on local efforts to preserve our environment, which is rich in this town considering the damage that has already been done by a century of unregulated manufacturing followed by decades of political corruption and widespread deterioration due to the poverty that set in after the factories shut down.

      I sometimes wonder if I’ll be walking a literal hellscape in five hundred years thanks to the damage that’s been done to the Earth. I already live in a state of what the humans would consider general decay; our house, which must have been majestic at one time, long before I was born even, had been abandoned for at least fifty years before we moved in. It’s still standing and not in imminent risk of collapse, unlike the newer abandoned buildings, it will probably still be standing in a hundred years bar unforeseen disaster, but the wallpaper discolored and peeled from the walls long ago and a variety of creatures from rats to ravens have taken up residence with us in the attic and the basement. They can’t smell us so they’re regularly surprised by our presence, though we’ve been there longer than they’ve been alive. My youngest sister has made something of a game to try to befriend the ravens in the attic but so far they seem to naturally distrust her even more than they distrust humans.

      I would have absolutely died of horror and shame if human me could have seen how immortal me lived. It’s not that I prefer the decay now; far from it, I’ve always been a fastidious woman. But time passes so quickly when you live forever and housekeeping just tends to get away from you.

      Still, the prospect of continuing to exist for eternity long after the Earth becomes uninhabitable for any lifeform is unappealing. I don’t want to live on forever in a two hundred degree cave with nothing to look at except rocks and dust.

      Thus I can appreciate the community center’s efforts at increasing environmental awareness without missing the fact that the community center is just kind of a sad place to be. There’s something institutional about it, with its yellowing linoleum floors, fluorescent lights, and rickety aluminum chairs. The walls are concrete block painted with a high-gloss mint colored paint that was probably meant to be easy to clean but really just looks antiseptic enough to constantly remind one of the need for disinfectant in such a public place.

      I feel bad for the humans, having to come into this hospital-like environment to share their deepest troubles. I imagine that it would do them good to hold these meetings somewhere beautiful, like a garden. That had always made me feel grounded when I was living, returning to a place of natural beauty. I want that for them, a place full of sunlight and flowers where they could feel safe while they tried to heal. But then, of course, I would’t be able to attend.

      I’ve arrived early this Thursday evening — I always do — just in case she shows up early too. She never has, of course, but that doesn’t stop me. Maybe one evening she’ll get here at 7:45 and then I’ll get the chance to…

      What?

      Talk to her?

      She’s never given me any indication that she wants to talk to me, or to anyone at all for that matter.

      Every week after the meetings she flies off like a bat into the night, never hanging around for pastries and coffee like some of the other group members. I fly out right after her, literally, and follow her home. I make sure that she arrives safe and sound, keeping my distance, both for her sake and my own.

      But it would be nice to be able to talk to her for once instead of just watching her. I have so many questions that I’d like to ask her.

      So here I am, helping the other early birds to arrange our metal chairs in a giant circle. Our group leader Felicia, a big strong woman in her sixties with an extensive collection of larger-than-life natural stone jewelry and hip-length dreadlocks, prefers that we all face one another when we speak. She doesn’t like the idea of people having to share the most intimate details of their lives with the back of other people’s heads and I agree with her.

      I knew better than to expect her to show up early but when the group starts to take their seats and she still isn’t there I panic a bit. I glance at the door and briefly consider leaving, going out to look for her, having convinced myself that she might be in some kind of trouble and need me, but then she rushes in late at the last second.

      My eyes scan the room and I hurry to a seat amidst several empty chairs, not because I’m trying to avoid the other group members but instead because I’ve strategized. I know that she likes to sit alone and so I’ve sat myself in the most sparsely-populated arch of the circle in the hopes that she’ll choose a seat near me.

      My plan works. She takes a seat only two chairs away from me.

      I breathe in deeply to inhale her scent. It’s the closest I can come to tasting her and I’m very practiced at doing this discretely. It’s the same scent I know, salt water and warm spice, and I can also smell the pumpkin soup she’s had for supper and the Meyer lemon soap that she uses to wash her hands.

      “Can everyone please take a seat?” Felicia waves at the group members lingering at the coffee machine, chatting quietly. “I’d like to get started.”

      We wait as the stragglers seat themselves, and I wince as one of them takes a chair in between Aya and me. Now this stranger’s cologne is poisoning the air, but at least I can take glances at Aya without her noticing.

      “Good evening, everyone,” Felicia begins as we all quiet down. “I see a lot of familiar faces tonight and a few new ones. Welcome to the PTSD Survivor’s Support Group. We’re here to grow and heal together in a safe, supportive environment. I’m Dr. Felicia Bosal and I’d like to lay out a few ground rules and expectations here for our new members.”

      Felicia continues with a rundown of the basics that we hear every week. Names are optional. Judgement is forbidden. No interrupting. Crying is okay, and so on.

      Felicia opens the floor and a few of the new attendees introduce themselves. Some want to explain why they are there and some prefer to wait until they feel more comfortable. Next some of the regular members share updates, progress they had made in their therapy or setbacks they had encountered over the past week.

      I wait quietly, hoping that she will share tonight. She rarely does and I’m not surprised when she remains silent, with her hands folded in her lap. I know it’s hard for her and I know that she’s trying to heal but it’s not going very well. The very few times she has spoken about what’s brought her to these meetings, she’s revealed a world of pain and suffering.

      I want to be the woman to relieve that suffering.

      The meeting is about to draw to a close when one of the new attendees asks if she can say a few words.

      “I’m sorry,” the woman apologizes, already starting to tear up. “I’m sorry to hold everyone up but I just don’t know what to do.”

      “You’re not holding anyone up,” Felicia assures her, my Platonic ideal of motherly nurturer.

      “It’s my babies,” the woman cries. “I’m living at a woman’s shelter with them and a judge has just granted my husband — sorry, my ex-husband — unsupervised visitation with them. He attended a one-hour anger management class and some kind of therapy session about inappropriate behavior with children and now he gets to take them out alone.”

      “Are you afraid that your ex-husband is going to hurt your children?” Felicia asks quietly.

      “He’s already hurt them,” the woman cries. “I’m afraid that he’s going to kill them.”

      My ears prick. This is the official reason I’m at this meeting. Several other members offer their sympathies and when the meeting is adjourned I can’t slip out right after Aya. I have work to do.

      “My sister is a lawyer,” I approach the grieving mother as she’s grabbing a bottle of water after the meeting. “I think she can help you.”

      “I have a lawyer from the women’s shelter,” the woman takes a sip without glancing my way. “But thank you for the offer. My lawyer says that there’s nothing we can do to prevent the visit.”

      “My sister,” I lean in close and make eye contact, “is very well-connected. I feel confident that she can help you to keep your children safe.”

      I can be very persuasive when I want to be.

      “But Caleb,” the woman says softly, not able to break the eye contact, “he’s got so much money. He has an entire team, and his father belongs to the same country club as the judge and—”

      “His money won’t protect him if he’s truly a bad man,” I interrupt quietly.

      “His money won’t protect him…” the woman repeats, now lost in a fog. I know that I can only hold her attention for another moment before she gets so disoriented that she’ll need help getting home.

      “His name is Caleb?” I ask.

      “Caleb MacLean,” the woman nods.

      “And what’s your name?”

      “Melissa. Melissa MacLean.”

      “Would it be alright with you, Melissa, if I referred your special case to my sister?”

      “Yes,” Melissa nods, already looking like she’s been drugged.

      “Then I’ll do that. And she’ll help you and your babies. So be brave, just for another day. Can you do that for me, Melissa?”

      “I’ll be brave,” she agrees as I break the enchantment I have over her and slip out into the night.

      Aya is long gone but I have a feeling I know where she’ll be. I slip through the city streets to the bodega around the corner from her apartment. She likes to get herself a pint of brownie ice cream after our meetings. It’s one of the few treats she indulges in and I can spot her examining her options in front of the freezer, though she makes the same choice every time.

      While I wait for her to pay and exit I text my sister Jayden and ask them to look into this Caleb MacLean.

      I know in my unbeating heart that Melissa was telling the truth but we always confirm before we act.

      Jayden texts back in agreement just as Aya steps out of the bodega with her brownie ice cream and I slip back into the shadows so that I can follow her home.
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      How can it be that the more empty the streets are, the less alone I feel?

      I fight the urge to stop walking and turn around yet again, to scan the sidewalks trying to find the eyes that I can feel on the back of my neck. Instead, I pull my hoodie tighter around me and pick up my pace, eyes locked on the lamppost glowing on the corner just ahead of me. Just another hundred yards or so and I’ll be home, locked safe in my apartment.

      Not that I ever actually feel safe there.

      I was at home when I lost everything and I had felt safe in that home, with my parents and my sister and my two brothers. And that house was definitely more secure than my shitty apartment. I don’t even have any kind of home security system, though I desperately want one. They’re just way out of my price range while I’m living on disability and can’t work.

      All the more reason to get better, I try to give myself another pathetic pep talk. I can’t help it though. I feel like I’m barely treading water with my recovery, but I still want all of the shiny new opportunities that are supposed to come with getting better. All of the experiences that normal, healthy people my age take for granted.

      Once I get over my PTSD I can go to school and make friends and get a job and do all those things that I had assumed I would do until everything including my own future got ripped right out of my hands by Olsen Leonard. I’ll stop panicking every time I go out in public and I’ll make enough money to pay my own bills so that I don’t have to prove to the social security office how fucked up I seriously am over and over and over so that they don’t discontinue my benefits and make me homeless.

      I’m not even to the lamppost yet before I’m stopped dead in my tracks, my train of thought derailed by pure instinct. The hair rises on the back of my neck and I can feel cold sweat prickle all over my skin. My breath turns shallow and my ears strain.

      I heard something. I know I did.

      I try to listen harder as my eyes dart around, looking for a safe place to run. This part of the city isn’t even the ‘bad’ part but there are still several abandoned row homes I can spot on this block alone. I could try to hide in one of those, or I guess I could scream and hope that the person who hears me is less dangerous than the person who is following me.

      I hear the noise again, but this time it’s accompanied by a quick movement I catch in the corner of my eye. I glance over and feel like an idiot. It’s a mangy-looking orange cat digging through a pile of trash on the street, probably trying to find a meal. He briefly glances over at me, confirms that I’m not a threat, then continues his seemingly futile raid.

      Great.

      Even this half-dead stray cat is less of a coward than I am.

      Dr. Brothers says that it’s just my lingering feelings of paranoia and it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Anyone would be on high alert, she assures me, after something like what I’ve been through. I can tell by the way she says it, though, that I’m supposed to be doing something to get over these feelings. To recover from them. As though I can just bootstraps myself out of PTSD. Declare myself cured and move on being a productive citizen.

      At least my meetings aren’t too far from my place. I unlock my front door and the light in the apartment building’s foyer automatically flicks on, illuminating the hallway with a flickering yellow glow. I grab my mail and bring it upstairs so I don’t have to be out in a public space any longer than necessary.

      “Honey, I’m home!” I call out to no one as soon as I’ve made my way inside, best joke ever. I lock the door behind me and kick off my sneakers.

      All of my bowls are in the sink. I only own one big one and one small one, so this happens to me a lot. I grab a spoon instead and flick on the light in my living room.

      After confirming that every object I own is exactly where I left it, I sink down into my old sofa and pry the top from my ice cream. I’ve been looking forward to it and sometimes I tell myself that my ice cream reward is the only thing that keeps me going to these meetings. God knows it isn’t for any kind of healing. Every week is the same, these poor people who already suffered unspeakable things just get more and more beaten down by life, including me. Often it seems like we’re not there to support each other as much as we are to marvel together at life’s cruelties.

      This one at least wasn’t particularly bad. That poor woman shared her fears about her ex and her children and that was hard to hear. I hate feeling helpless, and I can’t imagine what would make one feel more helpless than being ordered by the state to hand your children over to your torturer. I wish that there was something that I could do to help her and her kids but I can’t even take care of myself.

      Every week some new fresh hell is shared with the group, every week it’s a fresh dose of pain and suffering. There are always new people, and old people disappear, as far as I can tell no better off than when they first started attending. It’s a revolving door of victims, most of whom are victimized once by their attackers or abusers and then repeatedly by the legal system or the healthcare system or just plain bad luck.

      I don’t even really know why I go. Attending these meetings used to be a requirement that my therapist placed me under in order to continue receiving benefits, but now even Dr. Brothers doesn’t really think that the meetings are doing me any good. I rarely ever share with the group and I certainly don’t have any wisdom to offer any of the other attendees.

      Actually, there is one thing drawing me back week after week.

      Well, not one thing. More like one person.

      It’s her.

      I call her Angel.

      That’s not entirely true; I’ve never called her anything at all out loud. I just named her Angel in my imagination, which is where the vast majority of our interactions have taken place. I made that up because she did introduce herself to me once but I got so nervous speaking to her that I blanked and missed her name, then I was too embarrassed to ask her to repeat it. I’ve been trying to catch her name ever since because I want to see if I can find her on the internet, even if it’s just to gawk at pictures of her and daydream.

      She’s been coming to the meetings even longer than I have and she shares even less with the group than I do. I know that she attends because her mother was an alcoholic and addict who sold her to strangers as a child but other than that I don’t really know anything about her other than what I’ve observed. She rarely ever speaks about herself, though I’ve seen her approach other members of our group occasionally to offer her help. Her sister is some kind of lawyer or something.

      That’s part of the reason I call her Angel, but the real reason is that she’s so beautiful that she looks like she’s not human. I absentmindedly mine my ice cream for brownie chunks while thinking about her white-blond curls and her glassy blue eyes. Her skin is so pale that she looks like her slight frame is crafted from marble, but that’s not entirely unusual in such a rainy part of the world. I’m very pale myself. It just somehow looks strong on her but sickly on me.

      I wonder what she looks like naked. I’ve only ever actually seen one other adult naked in person and it’s not something I like to recall.

      I’d like to see my Angel though. I bet she lives in a fancy apartment. I can tell that she’s got money. Her manners are so elegant and I don’t think I’ve ever seen her wear the same outfit twice, and believe me, I’d notice.

      What if I had some reason that I had to go to her apartment?

      Like, what if she was missing from our group meeting one week and everyone was super worried about her so that Felicia sent me to her apartment to check to see if she was okay?

      I set my ice cream down on my end table.

      So I’d go over to her place and I’m not wearing my standard black leggings and hoodie. Instead I’m wearing a pink floral sundress that’s so lightweight that it’s almost transparent, because of course it’s summer and the weather is perfect when this scenario occurs. I show up at her place in my sundress with my hair washed and curled and she answers the door in her underwear. She looks me up and down and licks her lips. It’s a good thing that I’m at her doorstep because she really needs to talk to me…
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      If the police catch me like this, I’m definitely going on some kind of a list.

      Hell, who am I kidding. I belong on a list for this.

      I lean my back against the rear wall of Aya’s apartment building and work my right hand into the waistband of my pants while the other hand steadies my phone and tries not to touch the screen. If I touch the screen, the video feed will cycle through the other cameras that I installed in Aya’s apartment, and I definitely don’t want to lose this particular feed. I very rarely get to see her… relax like this.

      I know that I’m taking a risk, out here in public with my fingers on my launch button, even if I am concealed amongst the shadows in an alley that is used primarily to store the dumpsters that belong to the buildings that line this street. It doesn’t matter to me, not a bit. Not at the moment, though I’m sure I’d be filled with regrets if I had to kill anyone who saw me like this. I need to relieve the urgency coursing through my body. I can’t see Aya like this and walk away.

      I realize how this situation makes me look, but I’m not a total dirtbag. I initially installed the surveillance system because Aya looks up home security systems online all the time. She likes to read reviews and testimonials, but then when she gets to the pricing information she always closes the tab on her computer.

      I know that she’s dead broke and I feel terrible about it. I’ve spent hours trying to think up ways that I could help her without her knowing it. I’ve thought about just leaving her bags of cash, but I’m afraid that she’d get frightened or turn them in as lost property to the police who would undoubtedly then just help themselves. I’ve also considered trying to fake some kind of sweepstakes that she ‘wins’ so that I can just write her a check but I couldn’t figure out a way to do that without her finding out where the money came from. It’s actually one of the most difficult things about living inconspicuously as an immortal, dealing with bureaucracy. Obviously our finances don’t make sense to banks or governments, and the more regulated financial systems get, the more difficult it is to seem like an ordinary woman on paper.

      So for the time being, I sometimes just buy her things without her knowing. Like this state of the art security system, for example. She doesn’t know it, but her entire apartment building is under 24 hour surveillance. Her apartment has a lightweight yet heavily reinforced titanium door with a locking system that is powerful enough to keep out a small invading army, let alone a home intruder. She’s also got infrared thermal sensors that send an alert directly to my phone whenever anyone enters her place and the pantry in her kitchen can even be used as a panic room if she enters and hits a button I installed behind the baseboard near the door.

      It was easy for me to install all of this stuff after I bought her building. I just had to put her (and the rest of the residents, all of whom were hand-picked by me to make her feel as safe and comfortable as possible) up in a hotel for a week under the guise of tenting for termites.

      I like to tell myself that I installed that security system for Aya’s safety and comfort, but in reality that’s not how I’m using it. At least not at the moment.

      Sweet little Aya has peeled off her leggings and, as usual, she isn’t wearing any panties underneath. She’s cast her ice cream aside and her head is tossed back into the cushions of her sofa. She wets one of her slender fingers in her mouth and then slides it down her body, into her auburn curls and slowly up her mound until her soft flesh gives way and her finger disappears.

      I’m so glad that I went for color video instead of black and white because, my God, it’s worth it. The creamy skin of her thighs flushes with excitement and I’d love to bury my face in between her legs. She’s on the second floor above me but she’s got a window open and I can smell her pussy, ever so slightly, like a shark can smell a drop of blood in the ocean. She’s peaches and iron and a little something spicy and I’d do anything to taste her right now.

      My canines are already extended and I run my tongue over them, tasting my own blood and pretending that it’s hers. The images that flash through my mind make it abundantly clear to me that I can never, ever touch her in real life. I wouldn’t be able to restrain myself and she’d end up dead. It’s like I’m starving and she’s the only thing that can save me, I can’t stop myself and I need every drop of her.

      I don’t just want to drink her, I want to drain her, and I want to possess her in every way possible. I’ve got the overwhelming urge to get inside her, to feel her tight body contracting around me, even though I haven’t been with a woman that way in decades.

      She’s so lively tonight and I wish that I could read her mind. What’s she thinking about that’s got her so hot and bothered? She’s really going at it on her sofa; she’s got her head thrown back and her back arched. One hand is working her clit and the other is in her mouth. I want to turn on the volume to my feed but I don’t need to attract any unwanted attention to myself in this state.

      I’ve never wanted a woman like this. I’ve certainly never had such a desire to feed one. I know what my blood can do to a girl but I also know what kind of responsibilities come with sharing it and I’ve never had that particular craving before meeting Aya.

      I don’t have to think for a moment whether I’d want to keep her forever. I’d do anything to have her and only my vows to myself and my sisters are protecting her from me right now.

      I don’t want to be a beast but it’s my nature.

      I’m about to cum when my precious feed is interrupted by an incoming call.

      Fuck.

      It’s Jayden so I have to answer.

      I pull my hand back out of my pants, fingers still slick from the folds of my lips so I have to wipe my hand off on my trousers.

      “Hey,” I answer, still adjusting myself.

      “Everything okay?” Jayden asks, their boyish voice suspicious.

      “Yeah, why?” Suddenly I don’t want to be standing in an alley behind a dumpster coated in my own lifeless, sticky fluids, but I’m not feeling particularly terrible either. I’m not sure what Jayden is hearing in my voice.

      “You sound like you’re out of breath.”

      Ah-ha.

      “I was out jogging.”

      I wait for Jayden to laugh, but it doesn’t happen.

      “Dude, I was just kidding. So what did you find.”

      “Your man is a real piece of shit.”

      “How bad?”

      “I think he’s actually possibly quite worse than the mother knows. He must be worse; otherwise she’d do anything to keep the kids from him. He’s perfect for us; irredeemable and it looks like his family’s money has been allowing him to skate through the legal systems without consequence for years. He’s even been traveling overseas to pursue his… interests… in person.”

      “Fuck. Okay I’ll pay him a visit.”

      “I recommend that you go before this scheduled time with his two little girls.”

      “It’s that bad?”

      “It is.”

      “I’ll go now then.”

      “Be careful. He’s heavily armed, I see here in his internet history that he’s made a great deal of purchases recently, all top of the line weaponry. Nothing that can permanently injure you, but a lot of stuff here that could hurt bystanders and attract a lot of attention. He might be planning something big, actually.”

      “Got it. I’ll scope the scene out and slip in quietly.”

      “Perfect. I’ll text you this guy’s info right now.”

      “Thanks, babe.”

      “Hey, that’s what I’m here for. Good thing you caught this lead tonight. Good luck, dude.”

      Jayden disconnects the call and I wait for Caleb MacLean’s address to pop up in my text messages. It appears and I roll my eyes. Of course this guy lives all the way across town in one of those shitty gentrification-gone-wild million dollar high rise apartments.

      Oh well. I was a mess anyway. It’s not like I could walk across the city looking like this.

      I relinquish my materiality and shift into my non-corporeal form, a small wisp of smoke, and dissolve into the night air on my way to work.
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      According to folklore, a creature like me can’t enter your home without an invitation. Depending upon the tradition you follow, I might be able to enchant you or maybe I have to rely only on my natural charm. Maybe I just get lucky and meet a lot of people who have no sense of self-preservation or maybe I have to be clever and trick people into offering up that necessary invite before I can feed.

      The truth is that I can go wherever the hell I want.

      There’s no magic spell protecting you from me or my kind while you lie in your bed at night. As a matter of fact, I’m very, very good at getting into all sorts of buildings where I’m not welcome. I can pick locks and scale walls and, if I really want to, I can usually just knock down doors with brute strength if I’m in a hurry and I’m not concerned about whether or not anyone can hear me.

      But there’s no need to panic. I generally don’t enter people’s homes unless it’s absolutely necessary. People’s houses and apartments are full of their personal belongings, which tend to fill me with a visceral sense of disgust. All of the physical manifestations of the memories of a lifetime line the floors and walls and fill the closets. The smell can be overwhelming, especially if the home has been lived in for a very long time, and it’s usually not very appetizing.

      These days in particular, I only feed on the most vile of men (and the occasional woman) and I have absolutely no interest in getting to know these people intimately. I don’t want to see their family photos or smell their dirty laundry. These beasts stink, and their blood is oily and sour. Feeding on them is joyless; it’s something I do to quench my thirst and to protect people like my Aya, or, in this case, Melissa and her children.

      It’s part of my penance.

      I’ll never taste the sweet blood an innocent again.

      Even before my vows, though, I preferred not to enter human homes. I don’t like to play with my food. I never really enjoyed getting to know my victims, though I’m not really capable of empathizing with them deeply. I feel primarily desire and rage. Grief and regret are for the daylight hours, when I’ll be tucked back in safely underground, deep in my dreamless sleep.

      I much prefer to catch my prey outdoors, where the cool night breezes can carry away the scents and screams that are inevitable when I inflict my horrors.

      But that’s not always possible.

      Tonight, for example, I’m sitting on a fire escape, watching an overweight, balding man in his mid thirties snore away on his sofa. He’s illuminated by the glow of a laptop that’s still playing a video and I can tell by the half-empty bottle of Japanese scotch that he’s probably out cold.

      I pop the screen from his window and climb in, not even really bothering to keep quiet, and I’m surprised when a fluffy white cat immediately approaches me and butts his head against my leg.

      I lean down to give him a scratch behind the ears. Usually animals are wary of me. They can’t smell me and that unsettles them. This little guy seems to be desperate for a friend, though. He’s got bright blue eyes and long, snowy hair and such a precious animal strikes me as incongruous with the rest of Caleb MacLean’s aesthetics.

      I glance around the nondescript apartment and guess that MacLean probably rented the place already furnished. All of the tables and sofas and chairs are in forgettable neutral shades, and, most telling of all, the apartment smells like a public place rather than a private home. I can tell that many, many people have occupied this space, none for a very long time.

      I can hear a small child crying.

      The sound is coming from the laptop. I glance over and my eyes flash with rage. Buried memories over a hundred years old threaten to bubble to the surface of my consciousness and I have to cover my mouth with my palm to keep from roaring in anger.

      It’s a video of a small child, a toddler even, suffering unspeakable abuse at the hands of a faceless man. Only the man’s revolting gut is visible in the video, well at least that’s the only part of him that might be recognizable, and I slam the laptop shut before I have to see any more.

      Was that MacLean himself in the video? It might have been him. Same skin tone, same physique.

      I’m certainly not going to take another look at the video to try to figure that out, though. Plus, it doesn’t matter. Just watching something like that is a death sentence in my book, and my book’s the only one that matters right now.

      I had initially planned to slip in, drain MacLean, and then leave within minutes. Now I’ve decided that a quick death is too good for filth like him. Suddenly, I’ve got all the time in the world.

      My first order of business is to keep him quiet. He’s still sleeping, but I choke him out to make sure that he won’t wake up until I’m ready for him. His own pet cat watches me as I strip him completely naked and tie him to a chair in his kitchen, which turns out to be more difficult than I expected because of his size. Even with my inhuman strength. He really does look like a little pink pig with a goatee, and I end up having to tie the chair to a table so that it doesn’t topple over under his heft.

      It takes several slaps and a glass of ice water to wake him up, then once he’s conscious I’m glad that I had the foresight to tie the chair to a table because he’s struggling and throwing his weight around. I stand still with my arms across my chest, watching him grunt, waiting for him to settle down.

      “Comfortable?” I finally ask him when he stops fighting his binds.

      He grunts back, his eyes wild, darting around the room. He’s probably trying to figure out if I’m working alone.

      “Good,” I grin, allowing him to see my canines. This sends him into a tailspin and I wait patiently while he struggles again.

      “Are you surprised to see me, Caleb?”

      MacLean frantically looks me over and I can tell that he’s trying to figure out if he knows me from somewhere.

      “It’s me,” I offer him a hint. “The girl from your video.”

      It may as well have been me, though when it actually was me home videos hadn’t been invented yet.

      Now MacLean is in a moaning, sobbing panic. Good.

      “I bet you didn’t think that we’d meet like this. I’m so much bigger now. And stronger.”

      I flash my canines again and now MacLean is so hysterical that he’s choking on the rag I stuffed in his mouth.

      “You have a debt to pay. Do you want to die right now, Caleb?”

      He shakes his head ‘no’ so vigorously that I have to laugh. I’m going to make him wish that he said yes.

      “Okay,” I pretend to agree. “I’ll cut you a deal since I’m in a good mood. You seem to be struggling with your manhood. So I’m going to give you the opportunity to remove it.”

      Now MacLean is staring at me in a way that makes it clear that he has no idea what the fuck I’m talking about.

      “Let’s see,” I glance around the kitchen, then open some drawers. “I’ve got a pairing knife here or a pair of kitchen scissors. What do you think?”

      Now we’re back to the hysterics.

      “Oh, come on. Don’t be such a baby. What do you think, I’m going to feel sorry for you if you cry? Did you feel bad when I did? And I don’t know what you’re so wrought up over, you barely have anything to remove anyway.”

      It’s true, I can’t even see his little worm-dick under the overhang of his belly. He seems to think that he has a lot to remove though, because he’s thrashing about so much now that he’s almost pulled the table and the chair over.

      “Okay, if you don’t want to choose, I will. Here, let’s try these kitchen scissors. They’ll probably be faster. I’m going to untie you, and I’ll give you one chance to cut before the deal is off.”

      I kind of want to see if he’ll really do it, but I’m already growing tired of this game. The moment I untie his hands, he puts me in a bear hug and tries to go for the scissors.

      “I had a feeling that you’d change your mind,” I say quietly in his ear before I pierce him, draining him as he sobs and moans.

      It doesn’t take more than a few minutes and then I’m left with nothing but a sack of fat tied to an ugly chair. I wipe my mouth on my sleeve and toss the scissors to the tile floor.
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      I should clean this up.

      I don’t want to, but I don’t want Melissa MacLean to be somehow implicated in this mess. And she’s the first person that the police would investigate, being the ex-wife embroiled in the middle of a nasty custody battle. It’s ludicrous, really, to imagine that a woman like that could cause this amount of destruction, she’s literally not physically capable.

      But that doesn’t mean anything to the cops.

      I untie the late Mr. MacLean from the chair and let him drop to the kitchen floor, which was stupid because the little bit of blood he has left splashes on the cabinets and now I’ll have to clean those too.

      This always happens to me.

      It’s a kind of post-orgasm clarity, but instead of post-orgasm it’s post-kill.

      This man, who looked so demonic and evil to me a mere ten minutes ago, now just looks pathetic and weak. He’s been reduced to a sack of gelatinous fat and bone and now it’s hard to believe how much pain and terror he was able to cause when he lived.

      Oh, don’t get me wrong. I don’t have any regrets. If I do regret anything, it’s the fact that I got impatient and didn’t torture MacLean all night. He certainly deserved it; I believed that when I killed him and I believe it now.

      It just always puts me in a melancholy mood, the banality of evil.

      I strip down naked so that I don’t get my clothes any more dirty and drag whatever is left of MacLean into the bathtub to take him apart with his own high-end chef’s knives. It would be easier with a bone cutter or hacksaw, but I don’t want to waste time running home to get my supplies, so I just have to put in a little elbow grease.

      By the time I’ve got him stuffed into several heavy duty garbage bags and I’m sure all the blood is bleached clean, I’m feeling filthy. I pull on my pants, grab his keys, and run the bags down to the incinerator in the basement, tossing him in without a second thought like the spoiled meat he is.

      I ought to just leave but I don’t want to go home, so I let myself back into MacLean’s apartment and take a shower in the tub where I just dismembered the former resident. It doesn’t improve my mood, but at least now I can’t smell that fat sack of shit on my skin any longer.

      My sister will probably want to take a look at MacLean’s computer. I understand modern technology, but Jayden’s a genius and they can often dig up all kinds of dirt that these monsters think they have buried so deep that it will never see the light of day, or the light of the moon in our case. I pack it in a messenger bag leaned up against the sofa and I’m about to let myself back out onto the fire escape when I hear a plaintive meow.

      It’s the white cat, sitting at my feet and looking up at me expectantly.

      “You hungry? Okay.” I put down the messenger bag and return to the kitchen to find the cat food. God only knows how long it will be until someone misses MacLean and the cops come to look for him. I don’t want the cat to suffer or starve.

      “There you go,” I fill a small bowl with dry cat food.

      The cat looks up at me and meows again.

      “Go ahead.”

      The cat just continues to stare, ignoring the food.

      Against my better judgment, I pick up the cat and carry him out the window with me into the night. That seems to make him happy; he snuggles against me and doesn’t try to run off.

      I have an idea and I know it’s a bad one but that doesn’t stop me.

      Back across town we drift, back to my Aya. I check the video feed in her bedroom. She’s deep asleep in her bed now, tossing and turning so that her thin sheet has become wrapped around her pale legs. I let myself in the front door with my key and lock it behind me. She’s forgotten her ice cream in the living
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