Dedication

Hopefully the first of many, I dedicate this chapter to my biggest fan, for being a constant source of inspiration and constructive criticism. Thank you.

“All it takes is one decision

A lot of guts

A little vision

To wave your worries and cares goodbye..”

-- Placebo, Slave To The Wage

T

he last thing he remembered before he finally died, before his senses had abandoned him all together, was his own bodily functions fail; muscles slackened, and released days worth of excrement onto the cold metal table in an obscene torrent. And there was nothing he could do to express his revulsion, not even move; he took small comfort in the fact that he wouldn’t have to suffer the embarrassment.

In the darkness, that seemed to last forever, one sense returned to him in a breath-taking flash; the rich, burning taste of the old man’s – no, he corrected himself, the vampire’s – blood. This time he knew no fear or disgust, only knew that this would be his salvation, the thing that would pull him back to life. He felt the blood suffuse his entire body, just as he’d felt it leave an eternity ago. In contrast, what was seeping through his veins seemed thick, powerful and unbelievably cold. He knew instinctually that this new life force was not read, but night black. He suckled at rent flesh that was offered him, eager to fill himself with the power. He felt the first icy fingers reach his brain, taking a tentative hold. Seconds later, they were driven deep down, and he lurched up off the table, galvanic response throwing him forward as far as his restraints would allow, pain once again wracking his body. He could see the world again, through the red haze of agony, and the contrasts of light and dark in the room vibrated with hallucinatory clarity. 

They were still there, the man and the woman, he cradling his wrist in his other hand, licking up stray drops of dark blood. He smelled their blood, could detect subtle nuances in it, the aroma filling the room. The old man spoke again, and Chris understood on a very basic level that the voice’s every desire should be carried out without hesitation.

“Know that you’ve become a vampire, Mr. Chamberlain, and inducted into the most noble and cunning families there are; the Lasombra.” He waved a hand at him.

“How, look what you’re leaving behind; mortal frailties, being a slave to nothing more than a biological machine.”

The woman left his field of view; he barely registered the scrape of metal in tile as an incredible hunger uncoiled itself in the put of his slowly atrophying guts.

“Even now, you can feel your new gifts taking over. You feel much stronger, yes?” He did not pause for an answer, knowing it was yes anyway. “One of our families inherent traits, you’ll find. More will be at your disposal, as you become experienced. But now, I think a crash course in what it really mans to be one of the undead.”

He turned away, already walking to the door.

“You’ll forgive me later, of course. But I’ve always had a weakness for the cliché.”

Chris only registered confusion at his words for a split second before the shovel connected with the back of his head with a comic-strip clang.

He awoke in his own bed, but kept his eyes closed. His senses reassured him that it was his own bed; the feel of the cotton sheets, the lingering smell of old sweat, cologne and Chinese take-out from other places in the apartment. And he could feel he was drenched in cold sweat; had that whole experience been a nightmare?

He nodded to himself, sure that it was. He exhaled deeply; at least, he tried to. Nothing came. It took a great deal of effort to resume what passed for breathing, and some modicum of concentration to maintain it.

But is slowly dawned on him that he didn’t need to breathe. He opened his eyes, more confident that the experiences were reality.

His sheets were red. Not to say they were normally that colour; they were meant to be a pristine white. He threw them back, and saw that he was coated in a thin film of blood. He was as read as his sheets, from the neck down, and even a clean pair of designer boxer shots – had he been redressed? – were now crimson.

The smell of blood reached his nostrils, but not that of his own. It was warm and sweet, not cold and viscous like the fluid that covered him now.

He stood, getting up with a new-found predator’s grace, as if all unnecessary movement had been sheared away from everything he did.

He began to walk; faster and faster, hunting for the blood he craved. He flung open the door to his apartment, and tracked the scent down the corridor; he assumed it must be getting late, as the floor’s inhabitants were silent, probably sleeping soundly. As the scent became stronger, he realised what had drawn him to it.

Number 23, where his neighbour lived. Their apartments shared an air conditioning duct, and he’d been woken by moans more than once. 

His neighbour, Marly, was some sort of doctor, working the night shift, so 3 a.m. in the morning was normally the only “quality time” she and her live-in lover could find together, and normally about when Chris got woken up by their screwing.

He beat once, twice, heavily, on the door. There was a wait of a few minutes, as he heard shuffling behind the door.

“Yes?” The voice was heavy with sleep – he’d obviously arrived after the main event.

“It’s Chris from next door. Can I have a word?”

He heard the beginnings of a chuckle, as if this was the first time the little bitch had awoken him, like it was nothing. He very much wanted to hear that laughter again, then, and a voice in his head very much like his own, spoke to him.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful, it said, to hear it again, just to choke it out of her with your own two hands, to crush her little throat under your thumbs?

“Oh, Chris, I’m so sorry,” she said, as she started to open the door. He saw the side of her face flushed an inviting red with embarrassment and her own previous exertions.

He lunged forward excitedly, trying to snatch at the pink flesh, but the small golden chain on the door pulled tight, preventing his entrance.

Marly, of course, on seeing the bloodied arm thrust at her, had let out a hysterical squeal.

He railed against the door, even as Marly tried to trap his arm. He barely registered the pain of it, as it was consumed by the hunger inside of him. Without consciously realising, working on an instinctual level, he realised that his physical strength was not immutable, and all it would take was a little more effort…

He shuddered as he felt strength pour into him, and the hunger in his belly thrashed, burned fire into his muscles, sending his lust for her blood to an unparalleled level.

The chain gave up the fight with a ‘ping’ as he burst in. By this time, her boyfriend, Dave, had appeared on the scene.

Dave was a fitness instructor, who Chris had the misfortune to meet several times. Marly had introduced them both the first night she and Dave had woken him. Dave was dark, muscle bound and, to Chris; mind, probably unsure of his own sexuality. In the space of a quarter hour, Dave had already remarked that Chris’ taste in music was “the kind of music those guys in the make-up play”. Secondly, about how Chris should maybe get down the gym sometime because “he looked like he was getting’ a little out of shape, ya know?”

The final time he’d seen him. Was when Dave had brought over his sword to show Chris.

The happy couple had taken a brief trip to Spain, and Dave had returned with a very ornate sword. He’d assumed, in his limited imagination, that Chris would be impressed by it. He’d laboured the fact that the sword was Toledo steel.

Dave stood with it in his hands now, in what he thought must have been a suitable fighting stance, and a PVC posing pouch, looking like a porn director’s vision of a barbarian.

Chris smiled at the man’s ludicrous appearance, revealing a gleaming set of fangs he didn’t even know he had. He did, however, see the effect on Dave. The sword quivered, and what little colour was in the man’s face drained away quickly.

He advanced on Marly, who had now summoned up the initiative to dial someone. She didn’t have time to make the connection before the telephone connected with her face, sending her sprawling as her nose erupted with blood. Chris didn’t even look. 

Seeing his lover’s plight, Dave hefted the sword again, as Chris stalked towards him.

“D…don’t come any closer, man, or I’ll use it…” The man’s words would have held slightly more weight if he hadn’t demonstrated it to Chris; both men knew that it blunted when it was required to cut so much as paper.

He lunged for him, and despite it not being up to it’s intended purpose, it was a long metal bar, and Dave was a fitness instructor. Chris’ shoulder blade broke with a dull crack as he clocked the swing. His other hand drove the bloodied telephone into Dave’s chest, and Chris was rewarded with a much more satisfying splintering noise.

Dave fell without ceremony, and coughed up bright spots of blood as he hit the floor.

Chris was on top of Marly before he hard Dave land, biting down hard on her neck. She gave a gulp of surprise as the fresh blood sprayed into Chris; mouth.

If the beast inside him had been growling before, it was now roaring, hurling itself against the bars of its cage. The pleasure he felt was unrivalled – no drug, no sexual experience never had, or could ever hope to live up to this sensation, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets. Chris did not even notice when his neighbour finally died, but self-control returned to him just as Marly’s blood ran out.

The large bolus of blood that now rested in him was warming, satiating. His thirst lay dormant as he surveyed his handiwork.

The door had half a bloody handprint on the rim, and it hung from only one hinge.

Chunks of plaster had come along with the phone socket when Chris had wrenched it from its moorings. The phone itself still resided in his hand, gory but utterly forgotten.

Marly now stared glassy eyed, dressed in a silken Japanese kimono, and with her dark hair and chalky white skin, someone might have mistaken her for a player in a Kabuki theatre. The overall effect was shattered by bright blood from a nose that had been crushed almost flat, and a torn throat, the hole looking very much like the ‘o’ of surprise on her glossy crimson lips, as she stared lifelessly at the ceiling. 

He realised then that someone might find him, and he’d be arrested again. Could vampires survive the electric chair, he wondered?

Quickly, still naked except for bloody underwear, he shut the door as best he could. The television was already switched on, playing some rowdy action piece, so it was a small matter to turn up the volume to hid what he was going to do next.

He picked up the telephone, the fifties construction standing up very well, all things considered, and crawled towards Dave.

The signs of internal injuries were spreading across Dave’s chest, like a purple inkblot. His mouth was flecked with wine-dark pulmonary blood, and he flopped like a fish, trying to escape the vampire.

Chris brought his eyes level with his victim’s. Even with all of his posturing, there was no anger at the attack, or grief over his murdered lover, or even confusion at what Chris had done.

All he found was pure fear and terror, and a pleading to save his own life. I’ll do anything, the look said. I won’t tell the cops, just get me to a hospital and I’ll leave you be.

Chris felt the bloodlust rising again, and tightened his grip on the telephone, his other hand moving towards the receiver.

Dave nodded, and his eyes implored him a final time. Please, just let me go.

He fucking hated fitness instructors.

The phone came down hard, once, twice, three times. The first blow cracked open the skull, and blood the colour of tar plashed across the floor. The second and third blows annihilated the man’s jaw and stopped the manic spasms that had come with the first strike.

The pain in his shoulder blade was returning with a vengeance as higher functions came back to him, but he could feel the blood even now reweaving undead flesh and bone, as unmarked as it bad been before.

With the task of killing any witnesses out of the way, he now had to devise a way of getting rid of the evidence. It came to him as he mused, detached. How had it happened in that film?

The pilot light might have gone out, letting out a little bit of gas… that gas could have slowly filled the condo… then the refrigerator’s compressor could have clicked on…

When the apartment exploded, Chris was sat on the bed of a Holiday Inn in Cayuca, New York, smoking a cigarette.

The grey wisps of smoke curled and danced, stirred by the air conditioning, as he searched the shapes for something.

Salvation?

Redemption?
Forgiveness?

As he was fond of saying, he’d know when he found it.

