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For Jessica 

My wife and the woman that not only puts up with my incredibly weird sense of humor but 

states she loves my weird sense of humor.  

I am still glad God made her just for me. 
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Prologue - Confession 

 

You wouldn’t think that a guy like me would be spending a lot of time in a place like this. But you 

would be wrong. I spend a lot of my free time sitting or kneeling in one church or another. I know I’m not 

orthodox by any stretch of the imagination but I like to believe I am a good Christian. I’m not sure that 

God wants me since I’m part demon but I hope he hears my prayers. I can’t help that I was born damned 

but I do my best to live my life helping those that need help and hurting those that need hurt.  

Sometimes I spend my time in random non-denominational churches. Sometimes I sit in a 

Catholic Church like this one and spend hours staring at the ornate artwork or the immaculate 

craftsmanship of the larger-than-life crucifix. This Catholic Church was in the inner city and it certainly 

was not a cathedral. It was just a normal run-of-the-mill church but it still had some very nice artwork and 

fine detail in the woodworking. This church was built back in the late 1800s when a lot of pride and honor 

went into a man’s daily work. The ceiling was painted with big, fluffy, white clouds that had angels sitting 

on them playing their harps and other instruments while other angels danced around. Streaks of light 

rained down from above, showering the angels with God’s love. It really doesn’t matter much to me which 

church I spend time in. I sit and I talk to God about what I’m doing and why and that I hope he can love 

me even though I am not totally human. Yeah, I’m cursed; mainly due to the fact that my mother was a 

real live, larger-than-life demon who was let loose on this world. But that’s a long story and I’ll get to that 

later. For now, let’s just say I didn’t have the normal childhood that most kids have. 

The light above the confessional turned off as a middle-aged woman walked out, almost hiding 

her face from any would-be onlookers, and found a place in the pew to do her penance. I looked around 

the church but since it was a Friday evening, there were only a handful of people present and I was the last 

one there for confession. Personally, I would have rather done this on a Saturday night when there were 

more people present. I liked it with more people so I didn’t stand out as much but it was the only time 

Father Stephen heard confession without an appointment. He was a good man and I’d been giving him my 

confession for the last decade, give or take. So, with a deep breath I got up and walked to the confessional. 

After ensuring the door was closed behind me, I knelt down and heard the familiar priest utter his prayer. 

“May the Lord be in our hearts to help you make a good confession.” 

I could see Father Stephen sitting on his side of the confessional through the latticework. He was 

not a young man any more, the age was showing on his face and in his eyes. Some sixty-plus years I would 

guess. He sat as he always did, in his normal priest robes and the all-too-familiar, purple confessional 

stole that he wore while he listened to the sins of his congregation. The pure silk glistened even in the dim 

light.   

“Bless me Father, for I have sinned. It has been seven days since my last confession.” 

“Go ahead my child,” Father Stephen encouraged. I knew that he knew it was me on the other side 

of the screen but he never outright judged me. He was the only priest I felt comfortable talking to, or I 

should say confessing to, but I doubt he believed anything I told him. 

My palms were sweating. I’d been doing this for more years than most humans get to live and yet 



every time I knelt in one of these confessionals, I always felt nervous. The very first time I went to 

confession after the accident, I thought God would send down a lightning bolt and turn me to ash on the 

spot. At times I still believe that I’m just a sin away from my lightning-bolt end.  

“Father, I fornicated with two women this week that I do not know and will never see again. Oh, 

and I also had to take four lives but none of them were human and believe me, they were all very evil. I am 

sorry for being so offensive to God but I am doing God’s work with the abilities that I have. I pray that 

although my nature places demands on me that I cannot deny, God will forgive my sins, since he is the 

one who burdened me with these hideous demands. I pray my soul, if I even have one, is not damned for 

all eternity.” 

Father Stephen sat quietly for a moment and then when he was satisfied that I had finished he 

continued. “My child, God made you perfect. He is the only one that knows his plan. So do not concern 

yourself for what his designs may be, instead concentrate on how you can best serve his needs. Are you 

heartily sorry for the sins you have committed during this past week?” 

“Yes Father, I am. Well, except for the killing part. They really deserved it. But the sex part, yes, I 

am very sorry I have to do that. I don’t enjoy it, I hate it in fact, but I have to do it. It’s really hard to 

explain.” 

“For your sins, I want you to say two Hail Marys and four Our Fathers and do two Rosaries this 

week. Now, please give me a good Act of Contrition.” 

“O my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended you, and I detest all my sins because of your 

just punishments, but most of all because they offend you, my God, who are all good and deserving of all 

my love. I firmly resolve, with the help of your grace, to sin no more and to avoid the near occasions of sin. 

Amen.” 

“Deus, Pater misericordiarum,” Father Stephen began speaking softly in Latin, and I must add 

that I had no idea what he was actually saying. A number of the phrases that I used were in Latin too but I 

understood what those meant. Why the Vatican couldn’t figure out that Latin was a dead language was 

beyond me. As I stated before, I wasn’t really Catholic. I wasn’t really anything. Except I was a believer, or 

maybe a better term was a “Hope-er.” I had more questions than answers. Honestly though, wasn’t that 

the definition of pretty much everyone walking the Earth? “Your sins are forgiven; go in peace.” Father 

Stephen whispered while making the sign of the cross from his head, to his torso, and then on both 

shoulders. 

“Thank you Father and Thanks be to God.” 

I left the confessional and went back to my spot in the pews to do my penance. I knew Father 

Stephen didn’t really believe any of the sins I reported on a weekly basis. I’d been going to confession off 

and on with him for over ten years. I was sure he thought that I was just one of those people that have to 

make stuff up to feel like they’re actually living. It was probably for the best that he thought that I was a 

complete nut case. It was much better than the alternative of knowing that all of the horrific things that I 

had been confessing for the last decade were the honest to God truth. I think that would probably have 

given him a nervous breakdown. 



I recited my prayers and got up to leave. The rosaries, I would do later. It was getting late and I 

needed to get to work. The Council had already given me my orders for the night. Who knew, I might even 

have to do things that would go on my list to tell Father Stephen next week.  

  



Chapter 1 - Enforcement 

 

A breeze drifted off the Baltimore Harbor, bringing a slight chill along with a taste of salt air. A 

hint of various other spices coming from McCormick’s could be detected as well, but the sea salt from the 

bay was the main flavor. It was now quarter past one in the morning and the only vehicles moving along 

the streets of South Baltimore were the police cars patrolling the area. 

I glanced into my driver side mirror to make sure the streets were empty before opening my van 

door and quickly getting out. I shut the door quietly to not disturb the sleeping neighborhood or alert my 

target. I’m not sure what my official title would be, private investigator, enforcement officer, cop, thug. I 

guess it really depends on how you look at what I do. Mainly, I worked for the Council, enforcing the laws 

that had been in place before the human race was even born into the world. Some of the laws were 

relatively new but that meant they were only a couple hundred to thousands of years old instead of 

hundreds of thousands of years old.  

I like to consider myself a private investigator. I have to track down my subjects, sometimes with 

very little to go on, gather information about what they’re doing, and then enforce the laws of the Council 

as needed. It can be hard work but it is rewarding and more than that, it is necessary. I cannot even 

imagine a world that allows the Ables to do whatever they please. Of course those times had happened in 

the past. Sometimes, it was just for a year or two before the Council could get control back but other 

times, it lasted decades and even centuries.  

The old stories were told over campfires and under blankets, with flashlights. The stories about 

the days when the Ables ruled the world, doing anything they pleased. The problem was that the Ables did 

not get along well with other Ables. The battles were horrific, with lesser beings being slaughtered by their 

masters’ enemies as well as by their own masters. Fields and valleys were fertilized with the blood of the 

lesser Ables while the rivers and lakes ran red alongside. The flesh was cut from the carcasses of friends 

and fellow warriors and made into bandages and clothing for those that still lived. No one had the power 

to stop the greater Ables, and the lesser Ables could do nothing more than watch the slaughter around 

them, until they were finally slaughtered themselves.  

The fighting went on for centuries, or perhaps millennia, before enough lesser Ables had banded 

together to put an end to the madness. Working together, they were able to combine and weave their 

magic into a weapon that no single, greater Able had the ability to defend against. Some greater Ables 

tried to fight the group of lesser Ables but were utterly destroyed. Others surrendered and allowed the 

magic to bind their abilities to the will of the group, making the group even stronger. When peace was 

finally restored to the world, the group of lesser Ables created the Council of Free Ables, which over the 

years became the Council of the United Underworld Coalition; otherwise known as the Council or the 

CUUC.  

Today there are more than just greater and lesser Ables. Since the addition of humankind was 

introduced into the world, some of the Ables have enjoyed the company of humans; producing hybrids. I 

fall into that category. In essence I am a mutt. I’m not a full-blooded anything. I’m considered an SOS, 



which stands for a Son of a Succubus. Yeap, my mom was a MILF from Hell. She was one of those hot 

moms that not only does everyone want to get to know on a more personal level, but she usually allowed 

them to. Of course she would suck out their life-force while they were enjoying her body. Not enough to 

kill them, well at least not usually, but enough to sate her hunger, which was basically insatiable. To her, 

sex was food and from the looks of it, sex must have seemed like Chinese food. No matter how much she 

ate, she was hungry again in an hour. As I mentioned before, she thought of sex as a human would think 

of food. She did not have any problems with emotional commitments or internal, moral conflicts. Just like 

a human wouldn’t be thinking up long-term wedding plans with their hamburger or have feelings of 

jealousy about it. “Oh, I hope the French fries don’t get upset that I’m eating the hamburger first.”   

Of course I didn’t find out about any of this until I was in my teens. You see, she gave me up as an 

infant, which allowed me an interesting childhood of being raised in an orphanage. What else would you 

expect a full-blooded demon from Hell to do with a new baby?  

I didn’t discover what I was until I was sixteen. That’s when Mom showed back up and decided it 

was time for me to get to know the family tree. It was a devastating period of my life and I promise I’ll 

share more about that later. The point I am trying to make, is that I am not considered an Able; I’m an 

SOS, a hybrid that does not even deserve a real title. That’s the way the Ables treat Able human hybrids; 

they usually just give us initials to reflect who the Able parent was. Except on rare occasions, when the 

child of an Able was especially strong, they actually got a new species name. Since I do not qualify for a 

new species name, I have to live my life as either the international call letters for help, or the more 

commonly used breakfast food, known as Shit-on-a-Shingle. 

A cat screamed in the distance, the sound echoing throughout the night and bringing my attention 

back to the job at hand. Dealing with Denzen was hard enough on its own. Having other thoughts 

preoccupying your brain was a recipe for death. 

I tried the doorknob and to no surprise found it unlocked. Of course anyone trying to rob this 

house would be considered take-out. The door opened without so much as a squeak but I knew he was 

aware of my presence. The living room was your standard living room with a couch, loveseat, coffee table, 

and big screen TV above the fireplace. It was hard to imagine Denzen sitting back and watching TV 

though. The room was dark with the only light coming from the kitchen but it was bright enough for me to 

see. I didn’t need much light but it helped of course. 

“Good evening Virgo,” stated Denzen, who was sitting comfortably on the couch. I knew he hadn’t 

been there before. Wow, he was fast. 

“Hello Denzen, I wish I could say that I’m here on a social visit, but the Council sent me.”  

“I see.” Denzen motioned with his right hand and the fireplace came to life. He sat there with 

those green eyes focused intently on me. I wanted to crawl out of my skin. Instead I just stared back. 

Denzen sat there calmly; his short, greying black hair seemed to always lie correctly without even one hair 

out of place. He was sporting a grey beard and mustache and resembled a younger version of the Dos 

Equis man. Trying to guess his age by looking at him was impossible. Denzen looked like he was in his late 

thirties but he was much older than that. I had been told he was turned during the Black Death 



somewhere around 1350. He looked pretty good for pushing 700 years old. One thing the vampire stories 

got right was that vampires got faster and stronger the longer they were around. Denzen was certainly old 

and very dangerous. I knew I had to be on my toes or I’d end up being a mid-morning snack. There was 

only so much protection that carrying the badge of the Council would grant me.  

“So, what does the Council want with me?” Denzen asked in that smooth nonchalant tone only a 

vampire could get away with. I kept waiting for him to tell me he was the most interesting vampire in the 

world. 

I pulled out the envelope from the Council and handed to him. As he opened it and read it, I 

continued. “Denzen, the Council knows that you have been kidnapping humans again. Although they may 

have allowed it at specific times in the past, now is not a good time. They suspect that the Senator’s 

daughter who went missing from the club last weekend was also your work. I’m here to collect your 

humans and get them to a facility where they can be healed and released.”  

 After he read the letter from the Council, he folded it, placed it back into the envelope, and laid it 

on the table. “I see,” he stated. “A Senator’s daughter you say?” He placed the envelope on the table and 

the hair on the back of my neck stood up. Something was not right; I could feel it but I wasn’t sure what it 

was. “I can’t think of anyone in my collection matching the description of the Senator’s daughter. Surely, 

the Council has made a mistake in this case.” Denzen looked directly into my eyes and I could feel him 

trying to get control of my thoughts. “Go back and tell the Council that you did not find anything 

inappropriate here and they should look elsewhere.” 

The vampire blinked and the pressure inside my mind to gain control was gone and I could feel 

my lips curl upwards into a smile. “Nice try, Denzen. I’m just here for the humans and I’d rather not have 

any trouble if we can avoid it.”  

“Of course Virgo,” Denzen stated. “But I had to try. They are chained up in the basement but 

you’ll need the key.” 

Quaero. I thought the word before I even realized I was doing it. The magic flooded me and 

almost instantaneously I felt the humans, six of them, in the basement. They were alive, I could sense 

that. None were on the verge of being turned, I could sense that too. However, they were weak and some 

were only holding on to the last twinges of life. I needed to get them out of there now. 

So far Denzen’s story was true but you did not make it to nearly 700 years old without preparing 

for the unexpected. My hair was still standing on end and I knew he was going to try something else; I just 

had no idea what.  

“Please forgive my manners, Virgo. I know you must be hungry. Allow me to make a call and I can 

have someone here for you in just a few minutes, whatever your preference or desires. Are you in the 

mood for some Mexican or Chinese tonight?” Denzen  intoned, in that cool hypnotic voice. 

My stomach rumbled. Why did he have to mention food? I was hungry; starving really. It had 

been nearly a week since I’d really eaten. I knew he could do it too. Just one phone call and just like 

Domino’s, I’d be gorging myself in thirty minutes or less. It sounded so good too. Mexican or Chinese, hell 

I’d take both! I could feel myself starting to slip and give in to the demands of the monster inside me. I 



could not allow that to happen. If I gave in, by the time I was sated and thinking clearly again, the humans 

would certainly be dead. I suppressed the other side of me and dealt with the hunger pains. I had to get 

those humans out. With a shaky voice I continued. “Denzen, I would love to get together with you for 

dinner one night real soon, but I’ve got to get the humans back to the Council.” 

Before the last syllable left my lips and reached my ears, Denzen had moved from the couch to 

behind me, and was bending my neck. Man, was he fast. I certainly did not suspect he wanted to give me a 

hickey. I knew I was going to be dinner if I did not act fast. He had already tried to mind-control me and 

seduce me with dinner; the last option was to kill me. Once I was out of the way, he could eat the humans 

and dispose of their bodies, making it look like he had nothing to do with any disappearances. Actually, it 

was a rather good plan, or it would have been if it did not include the killing-me-and- disposing-of-my-

body part. 

Vicis Subsisto I thought, and time stopped. It was just one of the gifts given to me over the years. I 

had a few of them but some were more useful than others. This one allowed me to move through the world 

while everyone else was frozen. It only lasted twenty seconds, give or take, but was usually a pretty good 

use of the magic, to get me out of immediate danger. 

I had to struggle a little against those vice-like fingers that were clenched to my shoulder and head 

but I managed. I moved around and stood behind him while unsheathing my Elven Blade. It was only 

seven inches long but it was how you used it that really mattered. The blade was made of Elf Silver, which 

was stronger than regular silver and pretty much impossible to break. It was supposed to have some 

magical properties of its own but what that magic was supposed to do was long-since lost, over the years. I 

had never discovered anything special about it, other than it cut things really well. 

I placed the blade against Denzen’s throat and the sizzle of vampire flesh meeting silver came 

slowly. I stood there and waited for the last few seconds before the spell allowed the rest of the world to 

start again. 

Denzen’s head went in for the bite and only realized that my neck was gone once he clamped his 

mouth shut. He then felt the silver on his neck and the force of his head moving forward caused a few 

drops of his blood to flow across my blade.  

“WOW, you’re fast,” was all he could say, as he gained his composure and stood straighter. I knew 

the silver from the Elven Blade was painful to Denzen but to his credit he did not even wince at the 

sizzling flesh on his neck.  

“Denzen, we have known each other for decades. I’m not here to kill you; if I were, you’d already 

be dead. I was only sent to gather the humans and get them back to the Council. That’s it. So, why are you 

trying to make this harder than it has to be? Just give me the humans and get on with your life, or unlife.” 

“Of course Virgo, I did not realize that you were so strong; please forgive my foolish attempt to 

prevent an agent of the Council from carrying out his duties. I will cause you no more delay.” Denzen 

sounded sincere but the hairs on my almost-pierced neck were still standing erect and I could feel 

something amiss, but I still did not know what it could be. I had to release him or kill him at this point; 

those were my two options. I had no intentions of killing a nearly 700-year-old vampire tonight, so I 



released Denzen and watched the small cut and silver-burn on his neck heal itself in moments. Denzen 

bowed to me and then I heard the front door close and he was gone. Wow, he was fast. 

 I motioned to wipe the blood off the Elven Blade before I sheathed it but the blood was already 

gone. I raised my shoulders in the universal sign of ‘huh’ as I sheathed the blade and made my way into 

the kitchen. It was more like a gourmet kitchen then a regular kitchen. Stainless steel appliances, a gas 

stove with a big stainless steel hood over it, and two large, oversized refrigerators with photos and recipes 

hung on them with magnets. Vampires did not show up in photos but they did like to take photos of places 

they had visited to remember vacations and events over the years.  

One thing the run-of-the-mill vampire stories had consistently wrong is that vampires cannot eat 

normal food. Actually, they can and do, with a number of them being really great chefs. They tended to 

pick up a few things over the course of a couple hundred years. Plus their superhuman senses made 

picking the right amount of a spice a nice little skill. Having a meal prepared by a vampire was exquisite – 

not ending up as dessert was priceless. 

I found the door to the basement and went through; so far so good. I knew the humans were down 

here, I could still sense their life-force but the spell was almost gone. Some spells lasted a while and others 

were there and gone in seconds. There was no logic to it really, it was magic. I turned on the basement 

light and heard muffled squeals of panic from below. “It’s OK,” I declared in my most reassuring voice as I 

slowly walked down the stairs. “I’m not a vampire and I’m here to rescue you.” 

When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I could see them chained to the wall with iron shackles, 

with just enough chain to sit on the floor. Puncture wounds were fresh on their necks, arms, and legs and 

pretty much covered their mostly naked bodies. Even with the reassurance that I tried to convey, they 

were petrified of me. Before moving any further, I attempted to calm their fears once more, only this time 

I used a little magic to help. “Confido.” I spoke the spell out loud and then began, “My name is Virgo Furs 

and I’m here to rescue you. I’m going to take you to a place where you will be treated and well cared for 

until you are healed and ready to be released back into society. You will not be hurt anymore.” At first they 

just sat there and then I saw the glint in a few of their eyes; the glint that was missing before; the glint of 

hope. Their look of sheer terror was replaced with somewhat hindered smiles, under their gags.  

I saw a young girl of approximately twenty-one years of age and went to her first. This had to be 

the Senator’s daughter and the reason the Council even took notice of what Denzen was doing. If he 

hadn’t taken her, he probably could have continued this practice for decades before being discovered, 

even if it was against the law of the Council. Denzen was smart. He usually didn’t take people that would 

be missed and he didn’t kill them right away. It usually took months for them to die, which gave him an 

ample supply of blood before they perished and before he had to restock his supply. It was unusual that 

Denzen would take such a high-profile, young lady. He was smarter than that. Something else was in play 

here, I just couldn’t put my finger on what it was. 

Scanning the room, I could see that the quarter sized windows that used to be high on the wall to 

allow in some sunlight, had been covered up, leaving the outline of new cinderblock and mortar. Two 

incandescent light bulbs hanging from the ceiling produced all the light the room was bathed in. With 



those turned out, the room would be pitch-black, even during the middle of the day. Denzen’s coffin sat 

against the far wall. I suppressed a chuckle when I saw that the coffin was one of the deluxe models, which 

had a phone line, cable, and Internet connection hooked up to it. I wondered if it had a fax machine in 

there.  

Slowly, I made my way over to the Senator’s daughter and I bent down and removed her gag. She 

looked into my eyes and I saw the remaining fear melt away. “It’s going to be OK.” I calmed her, as I 

unsheathed the Elven Blade and slid it across the iron shackle that held her left arm. The shackle gave way 

to the magical silver blade and opened, allowing her arm to drop to her body.  

“You didn’t think I was going to give up so easily did you?” A voice echoed throughout the 

basement from behind me. I quickly turned to find Denzen and three other vamps; one female and two 

males. I recognized the female vampire as Countess Ithula. She was another one that had been around for 

a very long time. How long, I was not sure. Her past was rather secretive although she was considered to 

be more of a greater Able then a lesser Able, just from being around so long. Compared to her, Denzen 

was an infant.  

The Countess lit a cigarette, using her finger, and took a hard draw on the filter. She blew out the 

smoke in a cloud that hung by the two by four rafters. “Virgo, correct?” she questioned. I nodded my head 

in agreement but she barely seemed to notice before continuing. “We seem to have an issue here. Denzen 

tells me that you are under the Council’s orders to take the humans and we simply cannot have him going 

hungry.” Her voice was beautiful. Speak again, please say something else. It was pure music to my ears. 

She took another drag off of her cigarette and walked closer, staring straight into my eyes. The smoke she 

exhaled parted in front of her as she moved closer. “Listen to me Virgo, you found the Senator’s daughter 

and she was already dead. You may take the others since those are the Council’s wishes but you did not 

find the Senator’s daughter alive.” That voice was so wonderful; whatever she wanted was what I wanted 

to do for her.  

“Yes Countess, the Senator’s daughter was already dead.” I agreed. I sounded like a broken record 

and I knew it but I just couldn’t manage to say anything else.  

The Countess was now standing just feet away from me. She was so intoxicatingly beautiful, with 

long dark hair that seemed to shimmer when she moved. Her outfit hugged her skin, producing an ample 

amount of cleavage. Oh, how I wanted to enjoy her breasts. I could feel my inner-self waking up. The 

suppressed part of me that enjoyed women on such dark levels began to stir. The more I took in her form, 

her smile, and her scent, the more stimulated I became. She bent down and kissed my lips. I closed my 

eyes and I could taste her flesh pressing against mine. The demon in me was now fully awake and wanted 

more.   

I opened my eyes and what I saw was a twisted, gnarled, wrinkled old woman, (at least I think it 

was a woman), kneeling in front of me. The skin had the texture of aged leather or dried wood found along 

a riverbank. Was this the Countess? It had to be her but she was repulsive. I fell back on my ass and 

almost landed on top of the young girl who was still attached to the wall. I spat, feeling disgusted that 

those lips had actually touched mine. I would like to report that I quipped something intelligent and witty 



at that moment but all I could muster was “Ugh,” while trying to prevent the immediate evacuation of my 

stomach contents. 

The Countess stood up and watched me from those depressed hollows where eyes should be 

found. She took a drag off of her cigarette and the smoke escaped through the missing flesh where cheeks 

use to be. She inhaled and again the smoke exited through her neck openings and missing areas of her 

chest where lungs should have been. It was hard to imagine that she had ever been human. 

“It appears that you are no longer under my spell. That’s unfortunate. I did not want to be the one 

responsible for your demise but you are on the list after all,” she shrieked.  

For the love of God, please make her stop talking. I was sure blood was going to pour out of my 

ears any moment. I heard another of those shrieking voices that mentioned something about my head on 

a platter, but I could not be certain. When I looked to where the sound was emanating from, I saw that 

Denzen had been replaced with a ragged half-human body almost as disgusting as the Countess. The other 

two vampires looked pretty bad but could still be identified as humans that had been dead for a while. 

“Goodbye Mr. Furs.” The disgusting mass of once-flesh that stood above me moved in for the kill 

faster than I would have thought possible. I thought Denzen was fast; she was much faster. Her teeth 

zeroed in on my neck and I felt the silent parting of flesh, only it wasn’t my flesh that had parted.  The 

Eleven Blade I had been holding in my hand and had pretty much forgotten about it, moved my hand in a 

defensive manner and the Countess impaled herself on the blade as she approached my neck. I didn’t even 

see any flesh where the knife was positioned but apparently she felt it. She instantly stood and looked at 

the hilt of the blade as it hung in mid-air, which happened to be where her lung would have been. I could 

smell the scent of burnt flesh but could not see any evidence that she even had flesh where the knife made 

contact. She attempted to pull the Elven Blade out of her chest but upon contact with the hilt, her fingers 

began to melt away until her hands were gone. “I always hated Elven Magic.” She hissed as spit and blood 

dripped from her petrified lips and then she simply turned into a pile of ash. The dagger fell and rested on 

top of the pile of once-pire and seemed to glow with a sense of accomplishment and purpose. 

Instantly I was hauled up to a standing position with a vampire clamped on to each arm. “Thank 

you Virgo,” Denzen whispered with a grin. “She was way too powerful for me to challenge but now that 

she is dead I am the eldest vampire in this region. I wish I could show you my appreciation but I’m afraid I 

have to kill you too. I had not planned this but two names from the list would fetch a pretty penny. I hope 

you understand that it is not personal, just business.” 

If he was going to kill me, I wished he would just do it and get it over with. All this shrieking was 

giving me a headache. That was when I felt the change starting. I’ve always had it happen in small degrees 

when I was feeding but this was different. The monster that lived in me had awakened and was not going 

to sit by and allow this mosquito to suck me dry. I didn’t fight it, instead I embraced the change. 

Outwardly, I doubt they even knew a change had occurred, but internally, I watched through my own eyes 

as the demon took command. 

I heard the laughter fill the room before the revelation dawned on me that I was the one laughing. 

Denzen looked shocked, almost frightened, then the laughter stopped. 



“Denzen, I hope you’ll understand that in a matter of moments you’re going to be dead along with 

these two... sidekicks. It’s not business, it’s personal.” 

Denzen was shaken but he masked it pretty well. “I’m not certain that you understand the full 

impact of your dilemma.” He snarled, and then snapped his fingers. At once, another group of vampires 

filled the cinderblock basement. “As you can see Virgo, you are greatly outnumbered.” 

Like Denzen, these vampires were not young and they also looked like rotten, disgusting blobs of 

almost-flesh, but for some reason I could make out who they were. A few of them I had seen around the 

council chambers from time to time. I had even talked to one or two on occasion. It appeared that the 

Countess had brought her entire upper management team to the party as well. I wondered what could 

have made all of them so hell-bent on protecting Denzen’s feeding policy when it went strictly against the 

Council’s law? 

“I’m sorry, Virgo is not available at the moment but please leave a message at the beep and he will 

get back to you after you are dead,” mocked the demon, with a smartass tone. 

One of the young vampires that had my arm, hissed close enough to my face that I could feel the 

hairs of my five o’clock shadow bend from the onslaught. “Wow, that is some really horrible breath,” the 

demon observed. “You really need to learn how to brush your teeth and perhaps floss a little.”  

The vampire hissed again. 

This time the demon did not take the stench of death as well as before and with a quick movement 

of his arm the vampire went flying through the air and made a nasty thump against the back wall. His 

body hung there for a moment before falling to the floor but it managed to leave an imprint with his 

bodily fluids and flesh that left the cinderblocks with something that resembled art. 

The demon turned to the other young vampire. “I don’t mind if you want to hold hands, but don’t 

breathe on me. I’m not that kind of girl,” he reported in a rather southern female voice. Then he batted his 

eyelashes. 

I was cheering inside my own body. It was like watching a movie where you were rooting for the 

underdog, only you were the underdog. I had no idea what I was going to do next so I just snuggled in and 

watched. 

“Enough!” shouted Denzen. “We have wasted too much time with you, Virgo – this ends now.” 

“That’s your mistake Denzen.” The monster paused. “Virgo is no longer here. Allow me to 

introduce myself. My name is... Tapsasuet. I fell from Heaven before this world was ever created. I have 

spent more years suffering in Hell for my misguided loyalties then you will ever be able to comprehend. 

This ragtag team of yours cannot possibly win against me, yet I understand that you must try. You have no 

idea what you are up against. So, I will give you one more chance to walk away. Leave now and allow me 

to collect these humans and go about my business, or you shall all die.” 

Denzen was dealing with a conundrum that was impossible to solve. I knew it and so did 

Tapsasuet. Denzen had no idea what the demon could do. Actually, I had no idea what the demon could 

do. Yet, Denzen was now the leader of the Vampires for this region and if he did nothing, his command 

would be forever in question. Yet if he acted, he would be killed. I did not know for sure how I knew that, I 



just knew it was true. 

Denzen stood motionless, attempting to reason out what he’d been told. “I know that you have a 

number of questions and no answers. What if I’m lying; what if I’m telling the truth?” Tapsasuet posited. 

“Allow me to demonstrate a glimmer of my abilities.” 

Suddenly, I felt a twinge of magic release and everything stopped. It was as if I had used my Time-

Stop spell but this one was so much more powerful. Tapsasuet detached himself from his vampire, bent 

down, and tied the bloodsucker’s shoelaces together. He then went to each vampire in the room and did 

the same. He tied some of their shoelaces to each other, some to themselves. It just depended if they were 

close enough together. The vampires that did not have shoelaces, he tied their ankles together with some 

rope that had been used on the humans before they were attached to the chains. He then went up the 

stairs to the kitchen and fixed himself a Coke with some ice and a straw. Finally, he went back to the 

basement and sat on the coffin before allowing time to start once again. 

Sucking on his Coke he looked up at Denzen. “Aaaaaahhh. There is nothing like the Real Thing.” 

Realizing that he was not where he had been a moment ago, the vampires used their super speed to catch 

him but only managed to fall flat on their faces in heaps of vamp haste. “Oh I love this. Trust me, if you 

were the one sitting here watching this show you’d be laughing too,” Tapsasuet giggled. 

The vampires managed to get to their feet and untie their laces. A few of them murmured to 

Denzen to give in to the demon’s wishes, but somehow I knew that was no longer possible. I knew the 

demon was only playing cat and mouse and was not going to tire of this game until the mice stopped 

moving. 

Two of the vampires used their speed to exit up the stairs but a flash of magic was released and 

they ran directly into a force field and were thrown back onto the basement floor. 

“Were you planning on leaving so soon?” Tapsasuet asked. “But we just started playing. You 

vampires are poor sports. Oh sure, you’re all big and bad when you’re winning but as soon as someone 

else has the upper hand you want to leave.”  

 Tapsasuet was going to kill the vampires. I knew it with every ounce of my being. I could feel the 

hatred swelling up inside of him. I had to regain control. I was uncertain where he came from within me 

but I had to get him back in there. I could not allow this demon to kill those vampires, even if that was 

what they were planning to do to me. 

“Now Denzen, you and the Countess mentioned a list a couple of times – a list of names that I 

believe Virgo is on? What list were you referring to?” 

Denzen appeared to be searching his pockets but a moment later, he had taken the dagger off the 

pile of ashes with the hilt wrapped in the fabric of his shirt and had it pressed against the throat of the 

Senator’s daughter. 

“I will kill her. This Elven Blade will slice through her skin without any resistance. She would be 

dead before you could stop me.” 

For the first time since I came into the basement, the Senator’s daughter was in real peril. Not 

from Denzen, the Elven Blade, or any of the other vampires; the real immediate danger came from me. 



This was the first time Tapsasuet had really taken notice of the young naked girl lying chained up against 

the wall. I could hear his thoughts and sense his desires. He was starving and she looked delicious. 

Tapsasuet took her in with my eyes, that long blonde hair, blue eyes, rosy cheeks and lips, full, gravity-

depriving breasts and a slim stomach that forced my eyes down to a pelvic region that was made for fun. 

Of course Tapsasuet didn’t stop there – he also had to check out her legs and feet, down to the chipped 

fragments of leftover nail polish that sprinkled her toes. I didn’t see what he was seeing in her. She looked 

bruised, weak, and rather pale to me but they do say beauty is in the eye of the beholder. 

Tapsasuet had inspected every inch of her until she was committed to memory, and now he was 

preparing to feed. The thoughts raced in about how he was going to kill the vampires and then take the 

girl as his own. He could smell how frail she was in this condition and realized that she would probably 

die too but that didn’t concern him. All that mattered to him at this moment was how she would taste. 

How much of her he could gorge himself on before she perished.   

“No!” I screamed somewhere deep within myself, yet I heard the voice echo in the room. I was 

gaining some control. I could feel it happening. I was suppressing the demon.  

Tapsasuet dropped his Coke on the floor and I heard the glass break into a thousand pieces as he 

grabbed his head, or my head, and fought for control. I had to regain control. The Senator’s daughter 

could not die. She was my primary mission and I had never failed a mission. 

Stop fighting me, I heard from within my own head. But I could not follow that order. Those 

vampires will kill you! I’m your only protection.  

I’ve survived this long without you, I’ll manage, I informed the demon who shared my head. 

You don’t understand. 

No, you don’t understand, I shouted internally. That girl is not strong enough to feed on and I 

will not allow you to kill her. Why go through all of this to save her, just to watch you kill her?   

I fumbled around in my mind, looking for the door I’d felt open when the demon had woken up. I 

had to get it closed again. This struggle within myself was insane yet also necessary. I had to contain the 

beast, the monster, me. I continued to resist until finally I won control and heard the door click shut and 

lock into place. I was alone once again, no demon to save me anymore.  

Breathing heavily, I fell to the floor and felt my head pounding. It felt as if it should have been 

next to the other heads on Mount Rushmore. It felt that big. 

“Denzen don’t kill her. It’s me, I’m back. I wouldn’t allow him to kill all of you, please don’t kill 

her,” I begged while struggling for breaths of air. 

“Virgo?” Denzen questioned. “So, you’re not just the son of a demon, you are a demon.”   

“Not me, Denzen. Tapsasuet is the demon. I’m just me.” 

“This is a trick – I put down the dagger and release her, then the demon returns and we all die.” 

“Not at all, I told you. Tapsasuet was going to kill all of you. He didn’t care about the Senator’s 

daughter any more than you do. He could have cared less what you did to her but I care. Just leave and let 

me take her. Please Denzen; I’m trying to save your life here.” 

Four of the other vampires grabbed me and heaved me up off the floor. At least the young 



vampires had been nice about it but these old vampires were not so gentle. 

I raised my head to find myself standing in front of a complete Denzen, not the mound of flesh 

that had been there before. He was back to looking like the Dos Equis man once again. The other vampires 

that held me, or were standing around me, looked as sexy as ever. The ability to see the vamps as they 

really were; the demon spawn of Hell with advanced leprosy, was gone once again. It had been placed 

back into the bottle that the genie had first come out of. 

Denzen let go of the girl on the floor and calmly walked over to me, dropping the Elven Blade 

between me and her, out of reach of either of us. Not that she was in any condition to use the blade. She 

was barely on this side of consciousness and I doubted that she could have lifted her arms. 

“So let me get this straight,” Denzen puzzled as he looked me in the eye. “You forced the demon 

away to keep him from killing us?” he asked, in a macabre, apathetic tone. 

I did not like the way this was going. I knew Denzen was pissed off, as I was sure the other 

vampires were too, but I nodded my head in agreement. 

“That has to be the noblest, kindest, most compassionate act anyone has ever done for me. I 

sincerely thank you, Virgo,” He uttered, as the sclera of his eyes filled with blood from the bottom until 

they were completely crimson. His upper lateral incisors, directly next to his front teeth, grew into thin, 

sharp, hollow needles. “Feed my friends.” 

I could feel the teeth puncture my skin. I could feel the suction all over my body. It wasn’t painful, 

quite the contrary actually. It was like I was getting multiple hickies all over my body at once. It was rather 

pleasant in some ways. I started to drift off to sleep. 

They’re Killing You! Something screamed in my head. That was interesting. What could scream 

inside my head except me? 

New areas of my body were being pierced and new hickies were being made. You are going to die!  

What kept screaming in my head? That’s when it hit me… I was screaming inside my head. I was going to 

die. Those vampires were going to kill me but I couldn’t move. I was being held fast and I didn’t have the 

energy to move a finger. Only seconds left now. Again, it was inside my head, but it was no longer a 

scream. Now it was just an observation. My panic grew. I had to get free. I had to stop them. I had to live! 

My lips parted as I softly whispered two words; “Sol Lumen.” 

At first nothing happened and it seemed like an eternity while hickies continued to cover my 

body. Then I could see the light building through my closed eyelids. I tried to open them to see but could 

only manage small slits at that moment. 

The room filled with light. Not just any light but a magical light. Emanating from my body, it 

filled the basement in an instant, like the sun never could have. It found all the shadows and filled every 

crack. The light engulfed the vampires and saturated their flesh. Their skin bubbled and twisted, then 

began to melt. Liquid skin dripped from their faces and raced to the floor but was turned to dust before it 

could reach the cool touch of the concrete below.  

Denzen looked on in horror as he realized his mistake. There was no reversing the spell once it 

had been called. The vampires would be incinerated completely and Denzen knew it. Now the light 



caressed his muscles, liquefying the connective tissues and exposing the bones underneath. His organs 

bent and folded and slightly danced, resembling Saran Wrap on a hot grill. The light worked so fast that 

the skeletons of the vampires were now all that was left and they were in the same position as when the 

light started. Yet even the undead bones were not excused from the onslaught. The light bored into the 

bones as a laser beam slices through the night air. In seconds, it was over. The vampires had turned to 

dust so fast that not even the stench of burnt vampire was allowed to remain behind. Then the light 

vanished as quickly as it had begun. All that I could think of as I watched Denzen melt away was; ‘Stay 

Thirsty My Friends.’ 

No longer supported by the vampires, I dropped to the floor and felt the hard cold concrete 

against my skin for close to an hour. At least I thought it was an hour. In and out of consciousness, I 

slipped. Each time I woke, I was amazed that I continued to breathe. Thinking each breath would be my 

last, I would slip away yet again.  

Finally, I woke with the understanding that I was still alive and the vampires would not be 

returning. I had to get up. I pushed myself to a sitting position and saw the humans against the walls. I 

was so weak and yet I knew that as a hybrid I healed faster than normal humans. If I felt like this, I could 

only imagine what they had to be feeling.  

I crawled over to the Elven Blade lying on the floor and then to each human against the wall. I 

sliced through their restraints, freeing them, but they were in no condition to make a run for it. Panting, I 

sat with my back against the wall next to a guy that I could imagine asking me for a couple dollars for a 

sandwich near the Inner Harbor one day. Of course, he wouldn’t have used that money for food and 

vampires didn’t care about blood alcohol levels either. In retrospect, that was probably what got him 

mixed up in this mess to begin with. He could disappear and no one would ever go looking for him. 

After resting a while, I got to my feet and carried the Senator’s daughter up to the main level of 

the house. Slowly, I managed to carry one human at a time up the stairs and into the front room of the 

house. Only one more remained but I was having to rest longer between each rescue. I started to get up 

but fell back on the couch and rested for a while longer before attempting to move again. I was quite 

content being a couch potato at that moment but the thought of that human sitting in that cinderblock 

dungeon chilled me to the bones. No one deserved to be treated that way or subjected to the things these 

people had endured.  

I pushed myself off the couch and walked into the kitchen. Maybe there would be some orange 

juice in the fridge that would help with my recent blood donation. I opened the first refrigerator door only 

to find some things that made me want to hurl. The packed blood bags from the blood bank I expected, 

but the heads and organs, not so much. I was afraid to open the second fridge door but I had to do it. It 

was kind of like looking at a fatal accident as you drive by, you know it’s going to be grisly but you just 

can’t help but look.  

Instead, it only had normal food items and sure enough there was a half a gallon of orange juice 

with my name on it… well not literally. I drank straight from the carton and it was delicious. I could feel 

my energy levels pick up almost immediately. It was probably more psychosomatic than real but I was 



certainly happy to take the placebo effect at that moment. 

The door to the fridge closed and I continued to drink while inspecting the photos of Egypt, Italy, 

and France – all taken at night. Some photos were the normally expected shots of the Eiffel Tower and the 

Pyramids but a few of them were unusual; photos of a garbage dump and some rundown ruins that had 

signs condemning the property. I couldn’t help but wonder what Denzen had been trying to remember 

with those photos.  

I took the last swig of OJ the carton had and placed the empty remains back in the fridge. When 

the door shut, I saw my name staring back at me; this time literally. Virgo Furs was just one name among 

at least a hundred more. The list! This was the list that they had been mentioning. But what did it mean? 

Who were these people? I quickly scanned the list and to my horror I discovered a number of other names 

that I knew all too well. Quickly, I snatched the list, folded it, and placed it in my pocket, then headed 

down to the basement to get the last human. I had to talk to someone at the Council about this, ASAP. 


