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Vampire

Lapis Lazuli

Allows me to walk among the living.

No soul

Dead
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I awoke to icy finger tips tracing my neck.  I froze under my covers, fear consuming me.  No one slept in my bedchamber with me, so who could this be?  I kept my eyes shut, thinking it best if I continued to ‘sleep’, maybe the intruder would pass through and continue on their way, but another part of me knew faking was of no use, they already knew.

“I’ve been waiting for you to wake up,” whispered a male’s seductive voice.  He continued to traverse my neck, sometimes stopping in the hollow at the base of my neck.

“You have?” I whispered back, keeping my eyes closed.

“Yes.  Look up and see your fate.” He urged in a soothing tone.  I obeyed, what I saw before me was a stunning handsome male.  Luscious red lips drawn back into a smile to reveal pristine white teeth, a well defined jaw, cheekbone, and forehead, a prominent intelligent nose, and eyes that stood out in the dark, they were the lightest baby blue I ever saw, they nearly appeared white!  I took an intake of air amazed at such beauty before me.  He handed me a mirror and I saw before me the same striking features.  I looked at him with questioning eyes.

“Come, get up, there isn’t much time, we must alight,” he instructed forcefully.  I started to comply, but asked ‘Why?’.

“You’re my chosen lifelong companion.” He said it as a fact, no hint of embarrassment.  I looked down and noticed that I was already dressed; my corset tightened too tight, making breathing hard.  I stood and from behind he encircled me, his hands coming to rest on my stomach and chest.  He whispered some phrases and hummed an eerie melody into my ear.  I relaxed and rested my head on his shoulder exposing my neck.  His face immediately came down next to mine, bestowing kisses on my neck.  This brought a wave of terror through me, and a flashback of a man earlier biting me in the same place this man is now kissing.

“Who are you?” I asked, hoping I would recognize the name as one of my acquaintances.

“Eric Motnahp,” he purred in my ear, “I know who you are.”

“Oh, you do?”

“Yes, Victoria Motnahp.”  I’m Victoria Lacey, not Victoria Motnahp!  My senses seemed to have cleared with this fact.  Who is this man?  How did he get in my bed chamber?  Why am I dressed?  It is night time, I should be sleeping.  I am not a creature of the night!

I pushed my panic away and concentrated, trying to remember what happened before I woke up.  I looked at the door, judging its distance to use it as my escape route.  Flashing across my memory were hands slipping around a door knob, but never getting a good enough grip to twist the knob and open the door.  Then somehow I saw myself in the hallway, but standing at the top of the stairs waiting for me was a man.  He gave me a dazzling smile, his teeth looked whiter with two teeth being longer than the others.  I remember freezing with him quickly advancing towards me his white eyes gleaming.  Then I was in my room, again, on my couch with him hovering over me.  With a lisp, he jeered at me:

“You sought zat you could vrun avay from me!”  He chuckled at my pathetic get away.

“Victoria, my Love.” He had adamantly voiced, bending over me, exposing my slender neck.  My neck gave a twitch as I remembered the sharp shooting pain that had dulled my senses.  Screaming had proved useless, I was being drained of life; weakening.  My heavy eyelids had fallen down over my eyes, I could feel death coming.  The pain stopped and everything went blank.  In my dreams, I knew what I had become; a vampire.

Slowly turning around to face Eric, my husband of fate for eternity, I knew I could not love him he turned me into a living corpse.  How could I love cruelty like that?
