(David)


Lestat was pacing.  Louis was watching Lestat pace.  I was alternatively watching Lestat pace, watching Louis watch Lestat pace, and considering jumping out of the window.


“Would you two stop that!” I finally exclaimed.  Lestat stopped pacing and the both of them looked at me.


“What?” they asked simultaneously.


“Thank you!”  I smiled, pleased, before picking up the book I had originally intended on reading before Lestat’s pacing distracted me.  Lestat shared a curious glance with Louis, before the latter shrugged, picked up his own book, and followed my example.


I had gotten to the second paragraph before Lestat decided to distract me—not to mention Louis—again.


“I am bored!” he exclaimed dramatically, still standing in the middle of the room and throwing his hands up in the air.  “Louis, David!” he shouted, demanding our attention.  I put my book down yet again in exasperation.


“If you are so bored, Lestat, why don’t *you* read?”


If looks could kill…


“So don’t!” I said hastily, before he could say something that would match the way he was looking at me.  “What ever you do, just stop pacing, and I’m going—” I still couldn’t quite get myself to say the word ‘hunt’ so I temporized.  “—out.”


I sat on his bed holding a sobbing Louis and gently rocking him a little while making soothing sounds.  I had come home from my hunt to find myself witnessing the end of yet another fight between my dear maker and my new “dark brother.”  Apparently, Lestat decided what to do other that read to keep his self occupied.  Theses fights usually ended in Lestat winning, making sure everyone knew it afterwards, and Louis either withdrawing into himself, sulking, or ending up actually breaking down and crying, depending on how hurtful Lestat’s words had been.  Tonight was no different and Lestat’s words had been pretty hurtful.  They had brought up the forbidden weapon of Claudia’s name, causing Louis to go into a full-blown break down.


After about a half-hour Louis quieted and agreed to come into the living room where Lestat would now doubt apologize, Louis would accept, Lestat would then proceed to smother him in endearments, Louis would fall for it, and they would spend the rest of the night in each other’s arms making up for time lost during the fight.  When we reached to the room, my predictions came true except that Lestat smothered him in endearments before Louis accepted.  A small mistake and surely excusable, no?  I stayed in the room a while before deciding it was safe enough to leave the two alone until after a couple of days when the cycle would repeat and retreat to read quietly in my room.


“You not own me, Lestat!” Louis’ voice raged with a slight pleading note in it.  “I have a life separate from you!”

“I *gave* you life, remember,” Lestat retorted, followed by a dull thud that sounded like something hitting the wall.  

“Let me GO!” 

“Don’t struggle, Louis,” Lestat’s voice came in a warning growl.  “You’re over-reacting.  You know you are.” 

“Dammit, Lestat! This is not a game to me!” A crash and a cry of alarm suggested that Louis had been successful in evading his tormenter.  They had made a new record with this one, only less than forty minuets between their disagreements and Louis was undoubtedly still raw from the last encounter.  I sighed and made my way into the living room slowly.  I really was not in the mood to play peacemaker.  All I wanted was to finish my book.  But that was too much to ask.
“Would you *please* stop breaking things!  David and I live here too!”

“Oh really?”  I heard another crash.  A loud one.  “I would have never guessed you lived here, you’re gone often enough.  More like an infrequent visitor.”

“Lestat, you paid a fortune for that lamp!  And did you ever stop to wonder why I leave so often? Did you?!

//The lamp?//  I thought.  //Oh, he means the one thousand-dollar lamp.  I never thought he’d get angry enough o break that.//

“A nomadic habit you never told me about?” Lestat asked sarcastically.

“To get away from you!” Louis not quite screamed.  “Damn you, Lestat!  You hate me, you have always hated me!  Why should I stay around here just so you can remind me just how much you hate me?!”


A low growl from Lestat showed that the blonde vampire’s temper had completely snapped.  Now would come the words I knew he didn’t really mean, but what counted was that Louis had no idea he didn’t mean them.

“Of course I hate you!  I’ve always hated you.  I made you to be able to have someone to hate for eternity!  Didn’t you know that or have you been delusional all these years?”


I rushed into the living room of the flat at Lestat’s hurtful words; thinking of ways to try and disperse the two’s latest fight. I entered the room and paused to assess the situation.


Louis was on one side of the room, behind the couch as if he was hoping that it would protect him from the other occupant.  His green eyes were blazing with anger and angst, and he was griping the back of the couch, his body shaking and blood tears flowed down and stained his cheeks.  Our maker Lestat was beside a small table on the opposite wall, fists clenched and looking as though he was about to murder a certain emerald-eyed vampire.  The shattered remains of a ceramic candleholder were on the ground at Lestat’s feet.


//Damn, and I liked that candle holder too.//

“I guess so,” Louis growled, head down and glaring through long lashes.


Lestat laughed cruelly, “Oh, Louis, what a pathetic creature you are.  All but cowering, the thing you need is a corner to hide in.”


“Lestat, please, stop--” I began in a soothing tone, hoping he’d listen to me.

“Shut up, David,” Lestat snapped.  “This is between me and Louis.  You tire me with your peaceful intentions.”

“Lestat--” I tried again.

“SHUT UP!”  I took an involuntary steep back and shut my mouth, nervous to turn that temper on me.  I thought for a moment that Louis had to be stronger than he seemed just to face down Lestat’s anger alone.
“Now you yell at him when he has done nothing.  I despise you,” Louis growled.  “You are a disgusting creature.  I hate you.  You think I am your prisoner, that you will always control me, but no, I will allow it no longer!”


“What will you do, Beautiful One?”  Lestat cocked his head to the side and smiled evilly.  “Leave?” his voice sounded so sweet it was obviously mocking.  “You will only come groveling back, needing my love, my very presence.  I do not think I control you, I know I control you and you will never escape!”


Louis began to cry harder and Lestat laughed at him.  “Stop it!” Louis screamed at him.  “You are right, you control me as long as I am here!  But you can not if I am gone!  GONE!  Do you here me Lestat, I am leaving for good and where I am going, you will never get me back!”


Louis moved toward the door purposely, keeping Lestat in the corner of his eye at all time.


“Were do you think you are going?” Lestat yelled.  “I am not done with you yet!”


“You never did love me did you?  Wait, that does not matter, Lestat, for I am done with you, I’m not your slave any longer, remember?” Louis said softly, his voice full of pain that I made to walk toward him to comfort but stopped in surprise when Lestat roared with rage.  He picked up a glass vase from the table beside him and through it, roses, water, and all, directly at Louis’ head with the grate force and precision of a vampire’s enhanced body and mind.  Louis obviously saw the vase flying toward him, but made no move to avoid it, only stared at it in shock.  My hand involuntarily stretched out as if in vain attempt to stop the vase, but it was obviously hopeless. 


The vase shattered at impact, shards of glass cutting deeply into Louis’ face, neck, and hands that he had instinctually begun to rise to cover his face.  Even the roses left scratches where their thorns had touched.  Blood started to streak heavily down Louis’ face and neck to stain his cloths and the blood from his hands dripped to the carpeted floor.  He dropped to his knees with a moan of pain, cutting them as he kneeled in the broken glass.


I instantly ran to the fallen vampire’s side.  “Dammit Lestat!  You idiot!  You complete ass hole!  You have gone too far this time!  You physically hurt him!  Louis!  Of all beings, you hurt Louis!”  I emphasized the name to try to get the implications through Lestat’s head.  Of all the vampire’s the one you absolutely did not hurt was Louis.  Most of his kind loved Louis the best while others down right adored him and would reek havoc on anything, or anyone who hurt him.  I then gently lifted Louis up in my arms and laid him on the couch, making soothing sounds when the dark-haired vampire struggled momentarily.  I then looked up to glare at his maker.

Lestat stood shock still, all anger gone from his body.  “I…I,” he stammered.  

I ignored him as I gently began to extract the larger pieces of glass from Louis’s face.  Louis whimpered and shut his eyes tighter than they had already been as I touched a very deep imbedded one to remove it.  “Shh,” I soothed.  “I know it hurts, but I will take care of you, don’t worry.”

Lestat came closer to the couch, actually hesitant.  “Louis, mon cher?  I am so very sorry.  I lost my temper.”  He reached out slowly to touch Louis’ hair.  I almost swatted the hand but Louis’ emerald eyes shot opened.  They were filled with hatred and pain, but it was obvious he couldn’t see through the blood in his eyes and the small cuts on them from the glass.

“Hate you!” he managed to gasp out between clenched teeth.  Lestat recoiled as if he had been stuck.

“Please leave, Lestat,” I told him softly, trying to control my own temper, Lestat was still my friend, no matter what he did to Louis.  “I will take care of him, but you need to leave, he cannot deal with you now.”

Lestat nodded reluctantly, knowing he had really messed up this time and praying that his lovely Louis would forgive him after a few apologies and maybe some gifts, besides he had always forgiven him in the past hadn’t he.  I watched as Lestat slowly left the room and knew he was aware of Louis’ hate filled eyes turning in the direction of the slight noise Lestat made while walking out the door.

“Gone?” Louis gasped.

“Yes,” I answered.  “I really don’t think he meant to hurt you, Louis.”  I continued to remove the glass from Louis’ face and then hands, creating a small pile.

“Doesn’t matter,” came the strained reply.

“I guess,” David sighed.  “Louis, I’m going to go get a pair of tweezers to get out the smaller pieces out and to get the one in your eyes.  I’ll be right back, all right?”

Louis nodded slightly and David left to get the two pairs of tweezers they had in the house.  

(Louis)

I had intended to walk out the door before my emotions, the ones he tried to keep inside, from Lestat anyway, exploded and I started crying hysterically right there.  It was bad enough that I couldn’t stop the tears running down my cheeks, but I refused to break down completely.  A painful desolate feeling had settled inside my, like always when we fought badly.  Oh, did Lestat hurt me so.  I didn’t want their live to stay like this, but there was too much pain in our past, promising pain in the future.  I decided I would leave, leave my love, because he had David now and it was obvious he did not want me as well.  He would not push me away if he loved me, wanted me.  Would he?  You don’t hurt the ones you love, do you?

No, the answer came to me instantly and I felt the common feel of despair settle over.  

I was almost there, to the door, my supposed freedom, when I added in the slave part and Lestat broke.  The roar made me face Lestat fully just time to see the glass vase of red roses heading right to my face.  I didn’t move and wasn’t quite sure why for I could have easily avoided them.  Shock maybe or maybe I wanted it to hit me, see what would happen.  My hands had started to rise to his face with his body’s reflex just as the vase hit my face and shattered.

Pain laced through my body and then I felt the blood make it’s way down my face, neck, hands, and I realized my eyes were open, throbbing with pain, but I could see nothing but darkness.  I swayed with the sudden blood loss and the pain and fell to my knees, knowing it was a mistake when I felt the glass shards cut through my pants and into my skin.  I heard stunned silence before David’s voice came, speaking harshly, though I couldn’t concentrate enough to understand what he was saying, or whom it was saying them to.

Cool arms surrounded me and lifted me and I started to struggle until I heard David’s reassuring voice, soothing me, letting me know it wasn’t Lestat who held me in his arms.  I whimpered in pain as I was laid down on something soft…material…the couch, I realized.  Then…then I heard Lestat’s voice, close, apologetic…and wanted to forgive him so badly.

//But why?  So he can hurt me again.  I love you, Lestat, but you are torture to me.//
Then the anger came, covering the pain.  Anger at myself, at Lestat, at the world in general and through the pain, I shaped my words, speaking as clear as I could.

“I hate you!”

When David returned to Louis, he found a visitor waiting with the injured vampire.

“Daniel,” David said in shock.  “Where did you come from?”

“David,” Daniel greeted.  “Well…I originally came from my mother’s womb, of course.  But the reason I am here is to visit.”  He flashed David a joking smile before turning back to study Louis.  David knew there was a reason he was here other than just a friendly call and was about to ask when Daniel told his mind of his own accord.  *Lestat called out with worry to me, he wanted someone here other that could inform him of what was going on and I was the only one remotely near.  Plus he knows that I can help out some, seeing as I knew first aid as a mortal.  Armand came also; he is with Lestat trying to figure out what happened.  All I know is that Louis was hurt and Lestat wouldn’t go into the flat.  He’s outside with Armand and very worried.  What did happened!?  He’s a mess!*

“I know you’re—communicating,” Louis suddenly said between pants from the couch.  “You know—can’t hear you.  Very rude.”

David and Daniel shared a guilty look before apologizing to Louis.  David handed Daniel a pair of tweezers, saying as he did so for Louis’ benefit, “Well, why you are here you can help.  Work on his hands and knees while I do something about his face and eyes.”  Daniel nodded and they both got to work removing the small pieces of glittering glass while David silently told Daniel what had happened.  It took the better part of two hours to get the glass out and the blood cleaned off of Louis.  The small wounds and scratches had already completely healed, while the larger ones had stopped bleeding and closed, but still left angry red lines all over Louis’ face.  He still couldn’t see, but his eyes would undoubtedly be fine the next night after healing completely while he was in the Death Sleep.

Daniel and David guided Louis up to his completely anti-sun room were the exhausted vampire promptly feel asleep.  David heaved a sigh of relief as he closed the door behind himself and Daniel.  Daniel stilled as he gave Lestat the download on Louis’ condition and gave the okay for him and Armand to enter the flat without causing Louis more distress.  The door to the balcony almost immediately opened to emit Lestat with Armand closely following. Scowling at Lestat’s back.  Armand was obviously not pleased with the blond vampire, which was not new; he usually never was pleased with Lestat.

“Are you certain he will be fine by tomorrow night?” Lestat asked David, looking around the room and frowning when he saw the blood on the floor and couch.

David hesitated, coming to stand in front of his maker.  “Yes, physically.  Emotionally… Lestat, this has to stop.”  He spread his hands in a pleading gesture.  “You two go around in a cycle, love, hate, make up, and then love again, and it won’t be broken until one of you drops your pride or—” David paused uncertainly.

“Yes, or—” Lestat said impatiently, his attention mostly on Louis’ closed door.

“Or Louis dies.”  Lestat’s head whipped around to look fully at David and David shrugged.  “It’s your choice, Lestat.  Your choice.”
The End (but don’t worry, there’s going to be a sequel, I just haven’t got it all down jet.)

Loved it, hated it, indifferent?  Well, tell me what you think! E-mail me at:

firesong6@aol.com.

