It was raining in the windy city. Crime had gone up dramatically in the last few weeks. A dozen people killed in less then 24 hours, each found in different area’s of the city, but all linked together do to the exact same way of death. CSI Chicago had just gotten in a call on another murder and the reseptionest looked up from her desk. “Hey Dale, there’s a dead guy down at michigen port, take lance and head down there”  Dale sighed “Another corpse in a port and you want me to take the newbies fine” he said taking his cigerrette out of his pack and lighting it up as supervisor sighed “why do you insist on lighting that up in here they will kill you” Dale shrugged “better this then some gun” yhe said putting his black hat on and going down to the parking garage paging Lance to meet him at the scene.

After a short drive Dale looked at the corner who examined the body on the scene “strange one here Dale hardly any blood bulletes seemed to have disentgrated and there appears to be elonegated fangs” Dale bent down checking the fangs out “probably some vampire wanna be who got to `friendly’ with a mafia type” he said looking over at Lance who was taking photos “any thing unusual” Lance shook his head as Dale tossed his cigarette into the water before taking out his latex gloves on and bending down and picking up a gun with a sample stick “weird design gun herehe said ejecting the clip “strange bulletes “so any thing else on the scene other then this one body?”

“Yeah well police claim that a woman in the apartment by the port heard lots of gunfire so she called them. When they arrived a young woman was found on the docks just two down from here, with a gun that matches the one you found here. Docters put the TOD about 2 hours ago. Police are questioning the woman over there now” he nodded towards all the police cars. Dale walked over to where they were questioning the young woman “Alright miss tell me where you get a gun made like the one you had with you” he asked her directly. 

She had her arms crossed over her chest, her black button down shirt opened greatly down the front, and a antique pendant around her neck. There appeared to be a bullet hole in the arm of her shirt but there appeared to be no wound, but there was blood on the shirt. She swept some hair off her shoulder, “It was a gift” She said shifting her weight from one leg to another. He inspected the jacket “miss I am going to have to take your coat in for evidence and the police will be taking you down to the station for questioning” 

It was then a black van pulled up as swat got out the back and two FBI angents from the front. Approching quickly they flashed their badges. “I’m FBI agent Stern and this is FBI agent Black this investigation is now being taken over by us.” He said as the young woman had her hands put behind her by Agent black and was being cuffed. “We’ll take her from here.” He said as she looked over her shoulder at him. “Take it easy Jim, that hurts you know” She grunted as Agent Stern gave a dry look, “Don’t Make things hard for us miss Sabrehaven.” He said has he turned her to go to the van. “Awww stern your always so polite” she said sarcasticly.  Dale grumbled “Stupid FBI Our labs in Chicago are ten times better then yours of course when we get a good case you have to come in and take all the credit when you can barely tell your ass from your hand”

Agent black smiled, “When it involves the government FBI always get the case” he said as the woman looked back at him, “Nanny’s have to do their job, do I get a cookie to pappa” She openly mocked Agent black as he pushed her towards the van. “Don’t push it Miss Sabrehaven, your already in plenty of trouble as it is.” She climbed into the van as Agent Stern slid the door closed. “have that body sent to CSI lab, our officals will pick it up before Autopsy”  he sighed “fine then Agent Stern but we will be sending the FBI a bill for our services” 

“Government will see to it” he said climbing into the van and Agent Black following. Dale took out another ciggerette and lit it up as he got the others to clean up the scene and pack every thing up. The boddy was went to lab set aside with a tag marked do not autopsy.  Dale took out a scale and cut the tage off throwing it in the garbage when he got back into the lab making a few fine incision and reaching in feeling around feeling a few vital organs missing and with no proof of them ever being there as well. One of the new members to the lab poked his head in. “Is that the dead guy the FBI wants?”  he looked up at him “huh I thaught this was the guy for the lebroski case some one must have mislabeled it” Dale said knowing full well what it was. He stepped in, “You look puzzled” He said looking over the body, curious about it just as much as Dale. “well the body is missing the liver, the galblatter and only has one kidney but there is no surgery incisions to suggest a body harvesting its like they were never there in the first place” 

“Well there is no way this guy could have lived without a liver.” He said looking it over, “Wow this guy had some serious body hair… look at those legs… sorta reminds me of my wife” he said shivering.  He nodded “I seen your wife that is scary, very course hair like a dog if I was even more insane then I already am I would say something like a were wolf, but since I am a man of science I think it’s a hair victim” He started laughing, “you read to many books Dale, there is no such thing as werewolves”  he nodded “I know that and you know that but our hairy friend doesn’t seem to know that and those FBI agents bother me that woman knew one by his first name and I only spotted it on his id when he quickly flashed it so something is up sew him up again I bet they are too stupid to notice” 

“Unless she’s been in trouble with the government before. Lance said he noticed that they acted like they deal with her all the time, like a babysitter watching a child.” He replied. He nodded “it is possible I am going to check out the scene some more” he said “you have my pager number if those FBI need me to wipe their asses” He laughed, “don’t get caught, we aren’t supposed to be on this case anymore, or all the others that are linked to this one. You know those 14 deaths the last past few days? Well apparently the FBI is taking all of them.” He nodded “wouldn’t doubt it I investigated 3 of them my self until galager pout me on that stupid college exploding toilet that killed 5 of the little bastards, but you know me I find ways around this shit” he said leaving the morgue and going to his truck. 

When he reached the scene everything had been sprayed down, the blood washed away, the crime scene comepletely cleaned up.  He still got up and walked around having his camera around his neck while he looked. The crime tape had been taken down, wooden crates had been taken from the scene. “tooo clean for comfort definatrly covering something up” he said lighting another ciggeret and taking a long puff off one.

The next evening about an hour before his shift, the TV at the bar and grill he dined at reported the murder. “The body discovered late last night by the east side pier of William James Goddard, has been rulled a Suiside by the FBI Crime Lab. The FBI reports that Mr. Goddard was a troubled man who took his own life in an area he hopped would be thought a murder. Goddard leaves no family behind, he died at the age of 42.”  Dale shook his head and put out his ciggerette “it was obviously a double shooting such a terrible cover up” he muttered to himself. The bell from the door rang behind him, and ironically the young woman who was taken by the FBI the night before was free on the streets as if it never happened. She looked around before heading towards the payphone in the back. Dale watched her from his seat at the bar wondering what she was up too. She went to the phone and dropped a few coins in. It was only about 10 feet from where he was sitting. “Pick up you damn fool” She muttered as she leaned on the wall. “Raven where the fuck did you run off to last night…. Your such a asshole, Jim and Carry where up my ass last night about William…. What do you take me for a moron? If I could kill you I would Raven, you owe me you big pussy… Oh you know you are… You ran off like a scared little chicken. She looked around notcing Agent black who had just entered the grill. “Damn…. Looks like Jims come to suprivise me. I’ll be on the west side of town, second terrace ave. under the EL, be there… or I’ll find you.” She said hanging up the phone. Dale took out a note pad writting down the names and address. She was approached by Jim Black and apprehended at the bar. “Michelle can I talk to you outside?” He said harshly. “Oh hello jim, my your looking younger today did you get a hair cut?” She asked. He took her arm, “Don’t play cute Michelle, outside now” he said as she grabbed her purse and followed him to the door. Dale got up and walked to the door putting his hat on his head. They stepped out rounding the corner into the alleyway, “Don’t think that you’ll get off this easy next time Michelle.” He said as she rolled her eyes and leaned against the brick building. Dale stood in the door way listening to them talk trying to find something more out.

“Stop that… the US government spends thousands of tax dollars a day to keep this little war of yours hidden.” He said as she turned towards him, “it isn’t my war, it’s their war, and your not striking the right tone with me” She said. “You forget that I save your life on a daily bases… you can’t just run around letting gunfire ring out at all hours of the night.” He said as she took him by the throat. “And you forget that my life does not need saving from you. Because in 60 years from now when your withered and old, laying on your death bed surrounded by your loved ones, your grandchildren and great grandchildren, I’ll still be here, still be there looking down at her while your grandsons take up your place to serve the government, and to hide me.”  Dale kept listening taking down notes.

“That maybe so, but the government can’t protect you or your kind forever.” He said as she smiled and let him go. “No they can’t, people are such panicy creatures, and when the worlds learned of the game the US has been playing there will be an uprising. Men women and children alike will scream appocolipse and there will be no absolution for man kind. I’ve been dealing with this bullshit for a long time, and your father and grandfather where not peaches in cream when they where my agents either.” She said fixing her purse over her shoulder. “Im meeting with Raven… I should be considered lucky he’ll even meet with me. His house already loath me as it is.” She said turning back towards the alley enterance. “Lighten up Black, you are on the safe list, you wont be someones meal” she said with a check her heals clicking on the pavement as she walked out of the alleyway throwing her hand up as a taxi skidded to a stop. “Second Terrice Ave.” She said climbing in. Dale soon got into his tuck and drove off after her making sure she never even noticed him espically taking another route knowing where she was going.

It was a dark area the cab stopped in. Water dripping from the tracks over the street, street graffiti all over the local buildings. She climbed out as the cab drove off and from the tracks above a man in black jumped down and landed a few feet from Michelle. “They used to say the Sabrehaven clan would meet it’s end with misfortune” He said as she turned looking back at him. “And it did, look at me now.” She said as he touched her hair. “Forgive me for running last night” He said as she pushed him, “You where worried about dying.”  Dale was behind them sitting hidden in an alley listening to them with his pen and paper ready. 

“Unlike you I was worried about his bite, and the coven is pleased with the work you’ve previded” He said as she ran her fingers through her hair. “If your about to invite me to join your house, thanks but no thanks. The elders have distaste for people like me.” She said as he paused, “Michelle, it was a crule thing what Draven did to you, to your mother. He knew very well what he was doing and still he made you what you are.” 

“She didn’t live long after I was born Raven. And though you’re the only son of the man who made this life a living hell, I have no entention of continuing to serve your coven. My own father barely wants me, why do you think I was raised others like me? We’ve been through prime and hell together Raven. 500 years later and not a day goes by that I wish I could put a bullet in my head and this time, just this time it will be over for good. You at least know you can die…” She stopped looking around. “I smell blood.” She said as Raven lifted his nose slightly. “and I can hear a heart beat.” Dale stayed silent his gun was with in reach but he didn’t move. She looked around as the fog rolled over the streets. “This area is abandoned by the city will. There shouldn’t be anyone out here…” She said as he stepped up beside her. “Male… 23 years old…” She turned in the direction Dale was hiding. “Young then…”  he still didn’t move his heart beat still steady not picking up in pace like some one who was afraid would have. 

Raven turned quickly, “I see you son… come out from there” He sid walking towards where dale was hidden. “Raven… no fresh blood we promised” She said catching up to him, “I can’t, I need it” Dale took out his gun and styepped out of the shadows he was hiding “you do know if you harm me you will have police around here 24/7 searching for you which would make your life a living hell” he said raising the gun up the hammer of the .45 pulled back showing it cocked and ready. Raven smiled, “according to the government I don’t even exist.” Michelle grabbed his shoulder, “You and the other swore to leave humans be in return for protection. It is not our time” he looked at them “I am just investigating a murder which seems to be like 14 others” 

“Ah yes… the deaths of 12 lichen and 2 demons” raven said lunging at Dale. Dale empties a full clipon Raven the impact sending raven backwards doing no damage as the empty shells ejected onto the side walk the unsilenced shots would be heard for a few blocks and soon sirens could be heard in the distance. Raven simplely smirked lunging at Dale again his hands grabbing tightly to Dale’s shoulders. Michelle ran after him, “Stop Raven” she yelled as a sharp pain shot through Dale’s neck and then through his whole body, feeling as if his very blood was on fire. His hands felt around feeling Ravens gun as he pulled it out of his holdster and fired it the special bulletes ripping right through raven sending pain riveting through his body as the bulletes were ment to kill his kind to deal with Michelle if the talk went bad. Raven screeched in a manner that shock the ground, holes forming on his body as light shot out of his insides as if there was a sun inside him. The very flesh melting off his bones, and his bones to dust. Michelle looked around before running towards Dale, “get up.. before they come hurry” She called out to him. He stood there in shock holding the gun his free hand reaching to his neck feeling blood trickle down his body slowly beging to pull him into shock. She put her arms around him, “hold on” She said and before he could utter a sound the gound was disappearing from under him, as she jumped up onto the tracks carrying him with her, and then again to the top of a old building. His body shook gently as he had no clue what was going on right now. She set him against the side of the old rail and moved his coat aside, “He bit you… but you killed him in justice… soon the coven will come for you”  he was still out of it his body in shock from the bleeding neck wound. She tore his shirt and used it to press on the wound. “I know if feels like you have fire rushing through your veins… Vampires are not supposed to drink from the humans. But you live now, we shall see if you make it through the night.” He stayed there leaning up against the wall she set him up against his eyes open but he wasn’t saying much or doing any thing just blinking occasionally.

 It felt as if his whole body was shutting down. It started to grow dark, he could see her face fading into blackness and her voice drowning out, until all was silent and dark. He woke in the morning to find himself in his own bed, his ripp off callander untouched from the day before. His balcony window was open letting in the warm breeze, and he was dressed in what he traditionally wore to bed.  He slowly got out of bed thinking it was all a dream going into the wash room he got undressed and took a shower then he looked into the mirror and stood there awe struck the bite in his neck still there “well it wasn’t just a bad dream” It had scabbed over, much like the vampiric bites he had heard in fairy tales and books, but they couldn’t possibly be true… could they?  He went to his computer and started looking up the names of the two people he over heard before he was attacked. Pages of sites came up with a large listing of Michelle Sabrehaven, recent news paper clippings that had slight mention of her, along with black and white photos. As he searched the papers grew older into the 1970’s then 60’s  then 50’s and forties. Each photo she barely appeared in she never looked any older then she did now. It started to get stranger when old early 1900’s photos came up, ones of her sitting dressed in old clothes beside a large number of small children, one taken 20 years earlier of her and the man he remembered from the night before. Their date marking back to 1874. And finally a painting by a famous English painter who’s painting of a beautiful young red head in a late 1700’s dress and umbrella. He saw the paintings eyes stairing at him, her name written in French bellow the photo of the painting that now hung in a French Art gallery. Was it really the same woman, or just a ironic coinsedence that maybe her ancestors all looked exactly like her. 

He turned off the computer and got his things fixed up making sure to wear a turtle neck over his bite mark knowing that his co-workers would make lude comments about it he soon went off to work. It was o his mind the whole time he was at work. Another case being tossed onto his desk about a mysterious death earlier that morning, the victim having been torn open and left in an alleyway, his name Agent Jim Black. He went to the scene investigating finding it strange that the agent would show up dead like that he took pictures checking out some of the evidence laying around. “I have a list of people that he had addresses to in his pockets…who ever did this is a sick fucker. But I did notice this…” he said pulling back the coat of black. 2 bloody puncture wounds to his neck. “Those are long canine pucture wounds, we think he was attacked by a dog. There is no trace of furs, or paw prints but only dogs leave a bite like that. Maybe rabbid” he nodded “probly although its very uncommon” he said taking a picture of the bite mark “I will take his contact list and check them out as I will have some one check out the body for any thing else” The night before brought the realization to him that there was indeed vampires, real blood thursty creatures but the bite mark seemed out of place. From what he knew vampires could not walk about in daylight, and the TOD was when the bright sun was already up. On the contact list was Michelle’s home address, and his partners.  He checked in the first few ones asking the standard questions as they had alibis he soon went to Michelles place to check on her ringing the door bell. She buzzed to let him into her place, it was a large place well kept but very dark and strange. Her yard full of rose bushes and stone gargoyles. It looked like a state apartment complex but once in the court yard it was obvious it was one home. He went to the main door of the house not bothered by the dark appearance of her place as he knocked on her door. It opened for him, and from the top of her stairs she called out to him. “can I help you?” she asked wearing a flannel pant set from sleeping and a black tank top. She had black carpets and dark colored walls. The images on the wall strangely had no glass protectors, only non reflective plastic.  

He nodded “yes by answering a few questions for Chicago Csi about the brutal murder of FBI agent Jim Black your name was on a contact list he had with him” he told her waiting for a reaction. She leaned on the banister, “Im sorry I don’t know what your talking about.” She said, but it was obvious she knew him. “Well you were at another shooting yesterday where Agent Black managed to take you out of there so you obviously knew him what was your relationship to the deceased” 

“I am not at liberty to say” she said as the door slammed shut behind him. “then can you answer me where you were last night” he asked her. She started down th stairs, “I believe you should recall that…” she said as she stopped 2 steps from the bottom of the stairs. He shook his head “no I can not recall that so where were you” She simply smiled, “Out”  he shook his eyes “were you with any one as an alibi?” She looked at him, “I tried saving a mans life, but he died… besides Jim was torn apart in daylight… that is why your hear is it not?” he looked to her “and how did you know he was torn apart in day light I never said any thing of the sort“ 

“Please Dale don’t try toying with me, and by the way your apartment is a mess you should really try cleaning some time.” She said stepping down from the stairs and entered the hall walking towards her kitchen. “unfortunately I don’t remember much of last night all I remember is waking up dressed in different clothes but you say you were with me” She motioned for him to follow. “I know you remember, how Raven attacked you… you killed the only son of an elder… and now he will hunt you for revenge” he walked behind her “well that was in self defense” he said rubbing his neck. She opened her fridge and got out a bottle pouring a dark thick red liquid into a glass. “I was curious at first why he had a gun loaded with altra violet ammunition, then it accoured to me that he was most likely going to empty that clip on me.” He nodded “well I know nothing of that I am only investigating the murder of Agent Jim Black until the FBI muscle their way in to investigate one of there own”

“Leave it alone Dale it will do nothing but get your lab in trouble with the government. Couldn’t have him telling the whole world, threatening me, which he did” she said sipping from her glass.  He nodded “So you had bad words with the victim before he died” She turned setting her glass down. “he bares the mark that you now have on your own flesh, but there isn’t much difference between you two, your both dead”  he looked to her “I feel pretty much alive right now” She leaned on the counter of her kitchen, reaching over to a metal pot and held it out to him. “Tell me what you see” she said, the light gleaming off the well polished pot. He looked at it “I see a stainless steal bottom of a pot why” She smiled, “But not your own reflection. No image in the mirror, no heart beat, but yet you breath like the living.”  He looked at her “if I Was dead I should have called in sick this morning” She couldn’t help but chuckle slightly, “if you don’t believe me, find your pulse, gace into clear water or…” she said her arm moving quickly as she threw a steak knife at him, as it stabbed into his right shoulder.   He looked at the knie in his right shoulder “ow that is attempted murder you know” he said not feeling really any pain as he pulled it out. She watched him, as the whole in his shoulder make a slushing sound as the skin regenerated till there was no wound at all, only a whole in his shirt and blood stained into it.  He looked at the rip in his shirt “okay maybe I am still dreaming but if I was why are you still clothed” 

She rolled her eyes, “in a few da he nodded “okay then guess that wont affect my job any how since I never see the sun any ways’ys you’ll feel the effects of the bite… in a few days you wont ever see the sun again. You weren’t ment to be placed in the middle of this war, but you no longer have a choice in that matter.” he nodded “okay then guess that wont affect my job any how since I never see the sun any ways” She slid her glass towards him, “go ahead… you must be thursty.” He lifted the glass and sniffed it “blood?” She nodded, “Blacks” he raised an eye brow “your drinking his blood and yet you say you did not kill him” She smiled “I didn’t say anything about not killing him.”  He nodded “so you did kill him” She went over to her sink, “Im not like the others, they kill to survive. In control of all that they do, but I. I am different, and not in control. He was already dead when I bit him. The lichens are displeased with human involvement in this war. There was hardly any blood left when I got to him”  he nodded “uh-huh” to be torn apart like that you’d need claws, my nails are barely long enough to scratch and itch much less rip open a man.” He nodded “well alright then I guess I have no sense not to believe you if I take it to court you would tie things up saying I was a vampire” 

“You are… at least not a full one yet… soon the covens will come looking for you, and when they do, they will fill your head will nonesence, and it will just be another immortal out there trying to find ways to kill me. Not that I would mind, Crusificts, holy water, and wooden steaks, have all been used on my, and still I live.” He looked at her “thaught you said they would look for revenge for ,me killing the one who bit me” She sighed, “Vampires look out for each other, it would be my fault a human was involved, but now you’re the walking dead just like them, just like me. I am 505 years old… born in 1605, spain, and dead since birth…”he nodded listening to her. “My mother was human, but I unlike the others am the child of satan himself. He had a habit of taking human females for himself, plenty of little demon heirs. But the war was already raging, the vampires didn’t want yet another kind to worry about, another thing to hunt, another thing to dominate. Vampires set out to find ever pregnant human woman who was baring the mark of satan. They believed a bite to a pregnant woman would kill the mother and the child, but it was untrue, and the bites affected both mother and child. Each born half demon half vampire. Creatures who could thrive both Day and night, but suffer blood lust, and life forever as monsters. She told herself she’d raise me, no matter how hideous I was when I was born, but it wasn’t until I was born when she saw what it was really like. Already weak from a long birthing, the vampire venom eating away at her, she wouldn’t even look at me. All she saw was a frighting monster, and begged death take me. She gave birth to a monster, and abandoned by her village. She died only months after giving birth to me. Another like me came, and took me away raised me with many others who shared my fate. One of them where half lichen, half vampire, half demons, half warlocks, half of many things of evil that was doomed to walk the earth. The vampies, lichens, demons and others have been at war with each other for thousands of years. Trying to kill each other off, and the fact that mixed species walk the earth enrages them, and seak to destroy us as well. But it is not as easy as they had thought. The sunlight does not affect me, or any of the things that kill a vampire. Nor the things that destroy a demon. I’ve been beheaded, had my heart ripped out stabbed with quick silver and still I live. Raven thought those altraviolet bullets would kll me, a perpetual sun inside the body, killing a vampire. But all it would have done is slow me down. I carry such weapons, along with silver nitrate to kill the lichens when they attack. Humans know lichens as.. werewolves… your William victim was as such.” 

He nodded “alright then that is an interesting story and would make sense considering a lot of the strange unsolved murders we have had in the past decade” She took back the glass and drank down all of the blood. “nothing but centuries old war fights. If it continues only the half breeds will remain. And fight against each other. A usless task, since not even we know how to die. And Satan will not answer us. Humans believe that god is he keeper of souls, that when you die you assend into a heavenly afterlife, but there is none. No god, no heaven, only hell and fire. Nothing but darkness awaits all the living, and purgatory for those like vampires and lichen.”  He nodded “Well alright then I might as well go back hand in my notice to work and wait for more blood suckers to show.” She looked at him, “you are no longer safe at night… it’s been almost 24 hours since your bite and soon they will sense you. You can stay here if you wish or I can send over a lichen to protect you… unless you want to be forced into a coven.”  He shrugged “your choice in what you want doesn’t bother me at all got to happen some time”

“It’s not as simple as you seem to think it is. If you think this is just some little thing because you have never known about it until now your wrong. Every countries government spends billions of dollars every year to cover it up, keep it quiet and let human kind live unaware of the war that is literally on their front door steps. There are millions of immortals in the United States, and Trillions in the world. Hords live among humans because the government pays us to leave humans out of our fight. The vampires believe we should lay low until the countries are weak enough to eventually take over power politically. The lichens want to be free of the lies they live and let loose among man, they are not afraid of what humans think. The demons want nothing more then to destroy man kind, its sorta the purpose of living. The half breeds don’t really care what the full bloods want, the only things we want is the answer to death. The way our kind dies. A long time ago angels where the only things that could bring death to the half breeds, but they haven’t been seen since god was destroyed. This is a very serious issue.”  He nodded “well Its not like this matters to me I was dragged into this war against my will you should have just let me die” 

She sighed, “The vampires swore to feast not on human blood, only if the human is already dead. He attacked you, and it would have been my ass in trouble with the government… again. Besides, you did die, and still are dead. I was hoping that you like many of the humans bitten wouldn’t live through the bite… because not many do. Especially since he is not an elder. Only elders have the power to successfully turn every human they bite… and he is hundreds of years short of being an elder. But you survived. I sat with you till the sun came up, and then I left through the window. Im sorry for rummaging through your things to find clothes to dress you down in.”  he nodded “well this isn’t the life I wanted to people already thaught I was a vampire already” 

“Well your job requires you to work shifts your boos assigns you. I fear that in a few short hours you will lust for blood. The first blood lust is like becoming completely psychotic. You can see it all happening, but no matter how much you try, you can’t stop yourself. More males pick off young beautiful women, who on occation become vampires from the bite, or die because you suck them dry. When it comes I will force you to feed on me, because I am half demon I can replenish my blood supply from nothing at all.”  He sighed “if that’s what you wish” he told her sitting down. She looked at him, “it’s a very chaotic experance. Not at all pleasant for both vampire and victim. The blood lust is the craving for fresh blood, the lust is from the sexual drive vampires get during it.” He nodded “alright then not something I can fight now is it” She shook her head opening her fridge. “Make yourself comfortable. In about 300 years you’ll want fire a ultraviolet round into yourself.”  He sat down on the couch “your probably right might want to do it before then when working in the line of death its something I felt like doing a lot of the time”

“You at least have a way out. I’ve spent my whole life searching for the key to death. But alas only my father has the answer and I’ve never even met him, or know how to find him.” She got some more blood for herself before sitting on a stool. “I’ve tried living a normal life I suppose, several husbands but each grew old and died. I was married to a lichen once… about 200 years ago, but the vampires drove a silver stake through his heart. The vampires find me repulsive as do the demons… just a hideous monster.” He nodded “Well your not that bad” he told her sitting back on the stool he was on. She looked up, “this is only half of me… not even what I really look like… hardly anyone has seen my true form, because I am ugly… even now.” He shrugged “Eh I wouldn’t know now would I” She shook her head, “No you wouldn’t” She said sipping her glass. “After a couple hundred years you’ll learn to suppress your vampiric urges. Or you learn to live with them, either or.” She said looking up at him as some long red strands of hair fell in her eyes. He nodded “If I live that long I suppose” he told her. “If you join a coven you would live for centuries”  he nodded “I am not much of a group person” She smiled, “they all live together in large mansions… each mansion a different coven. I provide you sanctuary here if you’d like… could use the company I suppose” he nodded “yah I might as well stay here it will give me something to do” 

“The FBI wont let you continue working for the Crime Lab, besides it pays well to sit around and do nothing all day…”  she said with a sigh glancing at the clock, noticing it was almost 4 am, his half mark approaching. He looked at her “I am the kind of person who enjoys working so sitting at home doing nothing isn’t too fun for me” She shrugged, “I hardly consider self defence boring but to each it’s own” she teased. He nodded “well I am mostly the self destructive type” Se smiled, “you spent so much time with the dead, being one of them is easy for you.” He shrugged “I Guess so but I will have to figure out what to do with all my spare time now” She opened a drawer and pulled out a large hand gun and slid it over to him. “Don’t die.”  He looked it over pulling out the clip and checking out the bullets. It had ultraviolet and Silver nitrate rounds in it. “I mix all the clips so no matter how many times you fire your bound to hit them with something that is going to kill them.”  He nodded “Well I better get some rest before my blood lust kicks in and I gotta suck you dry for a booty call” She couldn’t help but laugh, “Im curious to see what craving is more powerful, the feast or the lust.”  He looked at her cleavage “never know” She stood up, “come on, I’ll show you to the guest room.” She said throwing some hair over her shoulder. He got up and followed her letting her lead the way to the guest room. She led him to a dark room that had no windows. “My room is across the hall, I normally leave my door open at night and my bed is in sight from the door way. “Find me when you need me, your senses will hear my breathing, and you’ll smell my blood.” He laid down on the bed “alright I will do that so don’t worry” 

She nodded, “Im sorry if my home isn’t set up for traditional humans but I never have human vistors but im sure you’ll find your coffen comfortable” she said opening up the coffin.  He looked at it “Well I have seen a lot of people inside these things so they do look comfortable is there at least air holes?” She smiled, “I don’t suggest closing the lid anyway they lock from the outside. But ass you can see there is a blanket and pillow in there. Most of my vampiric visitors stay here. My other guestrooms are more fitting for lichen and demons.”  He nodded “Well since I am going to be a vampire might as well get used to coffins” he said removing his long red coat and black hat before climbing into the coffin folding his arms over his chest looking around “huh its always as I pictured laying down in here would be like. She smiled, “It’s something you learn to live with” she said turning the lights going out without her even touching the switch and head across he hall. He laid in the coffin looking up at the ceiling not able to sleep as thoughts rushed through his head. She slipped out of her clothes and climbed into her large coffen shabed bed. The spider web canopy over head casting disturbing shadows across the room. The moonlight shown in through the window as she curled up against her pillows and kept her eyes open.  He twiddled his thumbs feeling a growing hunger deep inside him while he continued to lay there. At first he waited to wake up from this dream, but the feeling of his tongue against his cainines shot a cold chill through him, they seemed so much bigger then he recalled. Michelle watched the moon over the trees outside, a lone howl rising from the night, far off in the distance. his thrist was starting to send chills down his spine as it was an unnatural one an animalistic urge deep inside him hungering and growing impatient. Michelle could sense it from across the hall. She could heart the sound of his lungs taking in air deeply, and the rushing of her own blood. She spent a hundred years feasting off herself to stay alive, and now she was going to give the water of her body to another. 

Not being able to take the hunger any more he lept out of bed and felt the beating of Michelles heart inside his head the steady beat of it sounded like music to him her breathing was deep slowly he moved into her room his fangs sticking out as they were ready to feed the hunger was intocating. She was laying on her back gazing out the window, her head turned in its direction. She didn’t shift her gaze to greet him though she knew he was there.  He walked over to her and stood over her his shadow looming darkly over her. “Don’t fight it… it will only hurt you” she said softly still not bothering to look at him. He bent down over her and plunged his fangs into her neck sharply sucking the blood right out of her viens his hands viciously groaping her body as he did it. She uttered a deep moan, his bite didn’t seem to hurt her in the slightest.  He moved down beside her his hands moving under her shirt rubbing her firm breasts while he continued to drink from her blood. She closed her eyes a bit of her own blood trickling out of her mouth, as she used her tongue to lick it back into her body. Her blood was as hot as fire but tasted sweeter then any kind of sugar or honey he had ever had. She was hot to the touch like as if he had his hands in the flame but it sent pleasuring vibrations through his body. Slipping one hand into her panties he rubbed her pussy while his other played with her breasts his fangs continued to stick in her neck while he sucked back her blood. She moaned louder, putting her hands on him, her nails ripping open his shirt as she pulled on it. His fingers groaping her ravagly fingering her hot wet pussy as he continued to suck her blood his body still feeling cold but hers was hot enough for the both of them. She tilted her head slightly and licked the side of his neck, “come” she whispered into his ear.  He ripped off her clothes as laid over her pulling his hard cock out of his pants and forcing it into her tight pussy his head movingto her neck as he bit into the other side draining her blood once more as he took her body as well. Blood rolled down the side of her neck where he had bit her the first time, the sheets drinking it in as her legs lifted as she cried out in pleasure. “More” she cried. He roughly took her force his long hard cock deep inside her as her whole coffin bed rocked from how hard he was giving it to her his body roughly grinding against hers while he drank her blood.

She wrapped her legs around him as she rose and fell against him. She moaned deeply sucking on his ear slightly while her hands gripped his shoulders tightly. His body grinding hard against her as she felt his cock hitting the back of her there tight insides were ripping apart just to accommodate him inside her his hands groaping her back while he breasts pressed firmly to his chest. She moaned deeper the lust going on for hours till he could not drink anymore.  He pulled his fangs out of her as he moaned cumming inside her. She had cummed so many times her body was quivering but she was smiling through it all. He laid there over top of her blood covered them both from how much he had spilt of her blood during his blood lust. She was still bleeding from her bite wounds but it didn’t seem to bother her. He stayed silent laying over her not saying any thing and barely breathing. She closed her eyes holding him against her, letting her blood settle inside him. His eyes were closed as he felt some remorse for his actions. She hummed softly as the wounds on her neck closed up and disappeared.  He slowly pulled out of her and sat up getting his clothes on once more. She rolled onto her side and licked the blood off her arm, “We both could use a shower Lord Pyrosage.” She said knowing his last name though he never mentioned it

 He nodded “probly could Miss Sabrehaven” he said silently nodding. She sat up slightly, “Your just like Marcus.. well the vampire version of him.”  He nodded “okay who ever that is” She climbed out of bed completely naked, blood spattered and smeared all over her.  He didn’t look at her “where is the shower that I can use” She turned to look at him, “are you feeling shame for what you have done? You wont get very far is you always feel bad about the blood lust… you will get them two or three times a month.” He nodded “I suppose but I did ravage you and I enjoyed it…. A lot” She smiled, “if it’s any constilation, from the 500 years I’ve been alive I must say that is the best I’ve ever hard” she said opening a door to  her washroom.  “well that does help since the last one I did wasn’t moving at all since my line of work is very lonely” She turned towards him again, “Marcus will come soon, we must clean and prepare for his arrival.” 

He nodded getting up “I guess you wish for us to share a shower then?” he said walking over to her. “Does that bother you M’lord? Or am I to old for you?” he shook his head “no your not to old for me your hood still matches the carpeting and that is all that matters” She blinked, “forgive me if modern terms don’t sit well in my house, it’s hard to take in how much has changed in such little time.”  He nodded “never mind lets go if your going to have company” he told her smacking her ass gently. She turned and went into her washroom turning on the shower. “I remember when all there was were wash tubs nd you had to heat your bath water over a fire. Those where the days…”  he nodded “I enjoy water heaters and running water my self” he told her taking off his blood stained clothes. She stepped into her shower getting beneath the water. He couldn’t even see where he had bit her, there was no scabs or anything.  He soon got in the shower behind her leaning up against the wall. She leaned back against him. “Marcus will be proud of how you turned out” he put an arm around her “who is marcus any how?” he asked her. She turned to face him. “Your great grandfather. When I first saw you I thought you where marcus because of how much you look alike… his name is Pyrosage.”  He nodded “I guess that’s what happened to my long lost great great great grandfather since all the information of him disappeared in the late 1800’s” She sighed, “He had no choice but to leave.. he feared he’d hurt his family. Most new lichens do, for the safety of those they love.” He nodded “well that’s alright I suppose what is done is done” She smiled slightly, “Lichens and vampires find it hard to get along with each other… because lichens used to be the daylight gardians of the vampires. They were more like slaves then friends. But the lichens revolted, and had strong enough wills to resist the power of the vampires… and they no longer could be controlled. Now Lichens have gotten so strong they can change their form at will, and do not require a full moon to change.” He nodded  “well good for them its not fun being controlled by others” She shook her head, “No… and the halflings are a disgrace to the full bloods. They think we are abomination that goes againsts the teachings.”  He looked at her “what your not that bad and teachings are like religion shit they force people to believe but never make sense as the ones who make the religion always break it” She smiled, “They fear the ones who are stronger then they. Halflings are stronger then all others, it is why mix breeds where never allowed. And it is how this whole war started.”  He nodded “Well there are always bound to be rule breakers” he told her.

She glanced at the clock in her shower, “oh my.. you’ll be late for work… I really shouldn’t keep you any longer.”  He nodded “oh alright” he told her getting out of the shower and cleaning up and getting dressed. Then heading off to work soon after. 

The whole night before seemed like a blur, and it almost seemed to unreal to even of happened. Days passed and not a word came from Michelle, it was like he never even went to see her. He was assigned to a case located in the slums of Chicago, 3 DB’s found near a apartment complex. His boss putting him on with a new agent who had joined transferred from New York.  They arrived on the scene checking out the bodies taking photographs as Dale turned looking to the newbies “so what do you think caused this?” He glanced at Dale, “im not sure… these to males seemed to have been shot.. but I can’t seem to figure how from what.. there doesn’t seem to be any bullets…” He said before turning the womans head, her eyes still open but when dale saw her he knew immedatly it was Michelle. His parent looked her over, “she appeared to have the back of her skull smashed in… and … her heart was ripped out of her chest… someone obviously is collecting organs.”  He  nodded slowly “alright then lets take them to the morgue and since we have no bullets or tools to determine what took her organs out we will search the premise for a while and see what turns up” He nodded, “couldn’t find any identification on the victs.” He nodded “well body chop artists who steal organs usually take the ID so it takes us longer to figure out where they went and how to track the organs dental should find out who they are or DNA I am figuring at least one or two of these guys have a record” 

“The woman was nice looking it’s shame what people do to their bodies no or days” he said moving the bodies onto gurnies.  He nodded “theey just don’t have respect for the human body now adays” he said loading another up. One back in the lab all here victims where laid out on tables. His new parent looked at him, “Im taking a coffee break want anything?” he asked.  He shook his head “no I am fine” he said taking out the tools and starting to examine Michelles body first. He nodded heading out the doors. Everything she had told him came rushing back “The don’t know how to kill halflings” he remembered her say to him nights before.  “well guess they learnt” he mumbled to himself searching around on her insides wearing his rubber gloves. From out of no where her hand reached up and grabbed his arms as she sat up into a sitting position.  He looked up at her slightly starteled “you could let me get my hand out first you know” She looked down as she pulled his hand out of her, her chest slowly sealing up on it’s own. “so your not dead just playing dead were you, this is going to be hard to explain you know” She groaned, “What are you talking about… I wasn’t playing anything.. they tore out my heart… it’s harder to regenerate the heart and part of the brain quickly… it takes hours…” She said looking herself over glancing across the room, “Damn it all marcus” she said grabbing a tool off the table and chucked it at him. It hit him in the side which startled him to sit up. “What the!” He yelled, having an uncanny resemblance to dale. “Wake up Palad”  Dale slapped his forehead muttering to himself “this is going to be a serious pain in the ass you know that” Michelle looked at him, “Excuse me, we where jumped 40 on 3 is very unfair” she said sliding her legs off the side of the table and kicked Palad. “Palad.. get up” she said but he didn’t move. “Palad…” She said slipping off the table and moved to his side, ripping the sheet that covered him off. Looking him over her tilted her head downwards. “30 rounds of silver nitrate…” She muttered as Marcus shook his head. “but I wans’t hit with silver nitrate… I dug most my bullets out…”  he looked at Palad going over “no this one is out for the count” Dale told them digging into one of the wounds pulling out alittle silver liquid. Michelle sighed, “1900 years and taken out by low class vampires…” she muttered as dales partner came through the doors and stopped. “what the…” he ooked to him “family of the fallen a twin brother and sister they came to identify the boodies and are taking them home not wanting an investigation” 

“Kurt you work here now?” Michelle asked as he gave an irritated look, “I think I liked it better when I thought you where dead”  Dale nodded “made our job easier” He set down his coffee as Michelle smiled, “I didn’t think you where in town it’s been what… 300 years?” She asked. He sighed, “Not nearly long enough… I better get a hold of the FBI” `Dale rolled his eyes “the FBI again…. God they get annoying can’t you just stay alive or not run into any murders for a week Michelle this is the 3 time this week…” She turned towards dale, “We are at war.. people die.. it’s unavoidable.” She said as Dale felt Marcus sniffing the back of his head. “So this was a hit then..” Kurt said. Michelle shook her head, “No.. we where actually on our way to meet with a new halfling and a load of vampires jumped us. Marcus things palad had some sort of tracting device under his skin.” Dale nodded digging into the skin and pulling one out “you mean this thing which he probably thought was a fly bite?” She nodded, “Most likely how they found us… and now he’s dead.”  Dale crushed it under a hammer he kept close by. “you two better get going home” Kurt when to find them fresh clothes to change into as Marcus looked at dale. “He smells of blood… he’s a vampire” he growled.  Dale looked at him “you wouldn’t hurt your great great great grandson now would you Marcus Pyrosage”  He growled slightly as Michelle glanced at him, “He’s still not full vampire.. and just recently had his first blood lust… but if you feel so threatened by his status then why not make him accurate” She said. Dale shook his head going to the desk and taking down some notes. A sharp pain shot up Dale’s spine as Marcuses teeth chomped down on his shoulder, his hands holding him in place and his jaws so powerfull dale couldn’t pull away. Dale reached over and grabbed a silver scrapple he had won at a convention and stabbed marcus in the nose hard with iwjaws so powerfull dale couldn’t pull away. Dale reached over and grabbed a silver scalpel he had won at a convention and stabbed marcus in the nose hard with it not something that could harm him greatly but leave a good scar “you mother fucker why the hell did you bite me” he said twisting the scalpel. He retracted his teeth and reared back holding his face, “Calm down Dale… he did you a favore… stabbing him wasn’t very nice” she said kissing the stab wound forcing it to heal closed.  He grumbled “I been bitten more then I wanted to this week and I didn’t like that very much if he was going to do it for my own good he should have warned me first so I think he got what he deserved” She glanced over at him with a smile, “now you will be half vampire half lichen… sure it hurts at fist but your un-custom to pain.” He grumbled more rubbing his shoulder “Well next time ask me first” She walked over to dale, “there wont be a next time.. now your fate is sealed…” She said kneeling down beside him. “He was just doing what was best for you.” 

“shouldn’t I have a say in whats best for me?” he asked looking down at her. “They where looking for you… palad died because we wouldn’t speak, let not palads life be in vain.” He looked at her “well he bit me so not like I would be any use to them now would I” She shook her head, “A good reason why he bit you… he just saved your ass… I swear people these days are so ungreatful” she said standing up as Kurt brought them some clothes. “thanks kurt…” She said as he looked away. “Your not still pissed at me are you Kurt? I mean.. it happened so long ago can’t you just let old dogs lie?” She asked as he shook his head. “Your words do not change my feelings about it.” She rolled her eyes, “I refuse to appologise for turning your marrage perposal down Kurt… family just shouldn’t mix… what am I supposed to say… oh yeah by the way my husband is also my cousin? Ew!” Dale laughed “its also illegal today unless you go to Arkansas or Texas” Michelle slipped on the clothes that where given to her. “His mother was my mothers sister. Only his mother was a full demon.” She said taking dales arm. He looked at her “Well I can see why you wouldn’t wanna do that” She smiled, “besides I have a thing for muts” she said looking up at him as Marcus let out a yip, “hey! You told me we couldn’t be a thing and im a mut!” he said as she grinned “your already married fido” Dale laughed “I just give her what she needs” he told Marcus. 

“We need to get out of here… is there a back door?” he asked dryly.  Dale nodded “yah there is down in deep freeze for where people collect bodies for funerals” He rolled his eyes, “Joy” He said as Michelle looked up at him, “come by later” she smiled before her and Marcus hurried to leave. Kurt came up beside him with his coffee “Well tonight officially sucks”  he looked at her “why is that the amount of paper work we will have to fill out or the fact you found out I am getting it on with a woman you preposed too.” She grumbled, “So how many times have you two done it? I mean seriously”  he shrugged “only once but it took like 3 hours and I had her tell me it was the best she ever had all her life why?” He walked away, “show off” he said taking a seat at his desk. After work Dale went over to Michelle’s hitting the buzzer. She opened the iron gate for him, being in her kitchen. He went into the house looking around for her finding her in the kitchen. She was in the process of making herself a drink, “want a bloody marry? It’s really bloody” he waved his hand “no thanks” he said taking off his coat as he revealed the huge pulsating bite mark “if you have something to relieve pain from a were wolf bite I would like that” She smiled, “It will go down with a hot pad” She said getting a washcloth and ran it under hot water and then laid it over the bite.  He nodded holding it on the wound “well guess I will be holding that there for a while” She smiled sipping her vodka mixed blood. “Im going to make you a drink you’ll have to get used to it since soon your organs will wither and decay away and only the organs needed to sustain your new halfling lifestyle will remain. He nodded “oh alright I just havn’t been hungry or thirstysince I had my way with you and your blood” She smiled, “It happens… my blood lust will be coming soon… I have been feeling it for the last few days.” She said mixing him a drink. “it packs a kick” he took a sip from the drink “is your blood lust why you wanted me here tonight?” 

She shook her head, “No… for almost a hundred years I’ve been feeding off myself.” He nodded “alright then was there a reason for you wanting me to be here then?” She looked at him, “the lichen venom is going to be a painful experience, I asked you to come so I can ristrain you” he nodded “so I get to use your lichen room tonight then” She nodded, “I wont give in to any of the things you’ll promise me or plead with me for. You’ll be angry… emotional, in pain and you will say anything… It will feel like your skull is caving in… it will feel like the ribs are rearranging… and they will be.” He nodded with a sigh “oh joy the bonuses of a new life” She sighed, “Nothing to be sarcastic about. You will continue to endure your body needing to rid it’s wastes… you’ll want raw meat and I have plenty to supply.” He nodded “Well alright strap me down then” She smiled ,”You don’t need it yet.. you will when you feel like your shoulder is ripping open”he looked at it “its almost there feels pretty painful” She nodded, “alright let’s get you upstairs” she said heading to the stairs. He got up following her up the stairs. She lead him to the lichen room, it was a pigsty. There was a mattress on the floor and plenty of scratches on the walls. Old blood spatter, blood smears on the floor, and one tone concrete blocks with chains on the floor. “Let’s get you hooked up shall we?”  he took off his coat hat and shirt and walked over waiting for her to hook him up She shackled his wrists, ankles, and one around his neck. “I used to call this room Phillips room… my dead lichen husbands room… he spent his full moons here… and his rage nights here… the blood is his… sometimes he did harm to himself…”  Dale nodded listening not saying any thing. He got a bucket of water for him to drink from. “I tell people.. the vampires killed him… I suppose it makes me feel better about his death…”

“alright then Michelle you don’t have to go into detail about it if you don’t want to” She smiled at him, “No.. it’s alright… you see… Phillip and I where together for a long time… he took care of me…but a hundred years after we were married he started to turn towards the lichens… their leader poisoned him against me… I woke when he stabbed me in the chest with a sword. All I could think of was why.. why he was attacking me. I pushed him off me and ran down the hall.. to the room that now remains locked… what I saw.. hurt more then a thousand deaths… so I cornered him, forced him down and bit him… my bite.. was fatal. It was a slow and painful death… and he died on that very mattress… I burned his body… and swore I would never again marry a full blood man… never love, or let into my heart.” He nodded “well I am sorry for your loss Michelle” She nodded, “Its fine.. I live on… but now your half lichen.. there will be an over powering curiosity side of you… just tell me no matter how curious you get…  you’ll never go into the room at the far end of the hall” he nodded “I promise I will never go into the room” She nodded backing away, “thank you… there is far to much horror locked away in that room.”  He nodded “then why keep it?” She looked down at him. “Memories I suppose. I’ll tell you as I told others… I am a mysterious person… and I keep my answers locked away… in a locked room.” He sighed “alright” She took a seat across the room out of his reach. He slowly sat down watching her. Hours into it the clouds parted and the full moons light shined into the room. The change hit him as his body was wracked with pain ribs realigning bones snapping and rearranging. She sat there watching, not blinking as if she had whitnessed it all a million times before.soon the change was complete pulling hard on the chains that held him down. She tossed him a raw steak to calm him.  He caught it and started ripping into it with his cainines while holding it with his sharp claws. She watched him, “to control the form and free yourself from ever falling into slavery to the vampires you must focus on my voice.”he still pulled on the chains watching her. “Dale… listen to only me… if you understand sit down… don’t pull on your bonds.” He paced back and forth slightly before sitting down. She stood up slowly, “your one mind… your mind you’re a beast and a man don’t let the beast control you…”he roared pulling on the chains once more.

She approached slowly, “control this form, and your mind, drowned out the voice telling you to attack.” He slowed his moving and just sat there. She reached out slowly, “speak to me”  he only said one word “ok” She smiled reaching out and touching his bite forcing it to close.he winced slightly as there was still pain. She then went to the window and shut the curtans the light cutting from outside. He soon returned to his normal form when the light from the moon disappeared. She went over to him and helped him knowing he’d be tired.  “well that was fun but some sleep would be nice” She nodded, “Rest…” she said unshackling him. He nodded laying on the mattress. “I’m going to shower… if you need me… you can find me”  he nodded “you know where to find me if you need me as well” She smiled and nodded leaving the room and the door open.  He laid on the mattress drifting to sleep. Michelle found her way to her room showering unsleepy. Visons flashing in dales mind. He twitched seeing visions of what happened in the room before him. In the visions Michelle entered the room to see Phillip trying to escape through the window. She had a large blood stane on her chest through the white nightgown she was wearng. She had hand print smears on the gound and it was torn around the hip. She was sobbing, and staggering to regain herself. The home was light with candles to signify there was no electricity at the time. “How could you do this… you bastard” She screamed at him as he turned looking back at her. She jumped across the wall pinning him there where he scratched at her, and at the walls to free himself. Her fingers digging deep into his flesh drawing blood. “How could you turn… only purgatory awaits you…” She screamed as her fangs retracted and sunk deep into his neck. He yelled as pain shot through his body. His struggling slowed to nothing till he didn’t move at all, and she pushed back from him letting him fall to the floor. She backed up quickly till her back was against the wall. Her hands cradling her head as she slid to the floor. Her sobbing sounded like it was echoing in some strange paradox. Her hands where covered in blood, her face and hair as she pressed her palms to the floor, her handprint left in blood to this day. He saw her burning the body on a grate blaze, a far off gaze and Marcus at her side consoling her. Dale tried pushing the visions aside not wishing to see them any more. He willed them away and they did go away.  He still laid on the mattress sleeping calmly. Michelle was having her own problems as she leaned against the wall in the shower. After she got out, dried and slipped into bed, sleep finding her at long last.  In the morning Dale woke up and got dressed once more stretching as he walked out and down stairs to the kitchen. Michelle was already up and drinking as usual. He looked at her “is all you do drink and sit around?” he asked her curiously. She looked at him, “I don’t have an intestinal tract or stomach acids I have no need to eat.”  He shook his head “well unfortunately I have to go to work” She leaned on the counter, “Not anymore, FBI replaced you” he sighed “Well what am I going to do during the day if I don’t go to work” She smiled “Well I suppose we have plenty of time to get to know each other better”  he nodded “I suppose so” She pushed him some bacon and a glass off blood. “Eat up” she said. “I went to a quick mart to get it for you” he started to eat the bacon she had made sitting there quietly. She sat back on the stool, “I had a feeling you would be a bacon sort of guy… things these days are far to easy.. microwaves.. stoves. Bleh”  he shook his head “modern technology is whats separates us from the religious facists from your time” She chuckled “Oh well, I’m going to go ut and get some rum and spritzers I’ll be back in about 30 minutes, there is a TV in the living room so help yourself and make yourself comfortable.”  He nodded getting up and walked into the living room and turning on the tv. She grabbed her purse and headed out. Once she was gone her hose seemed rather creepy. The house making strange noises but nothing was as strange as the footsteps coming from the upstairs hallway.  He got up to investigate looking around. The hall was empty, but creeking in the floorboards where a bit frightening. All the rooms doors where open, the one at the far end of the hall was shut, the key still stuck in the old iron knob. He walked over looking at the door his curiosity getting the better of him as he turned the key and knob opening the door. When he opened the door it was almost like stepping into the past. There was a small wooden rocking horse, and a rocking cradle from nearly 200 years ago. The blankets that where drapped out of it where blood stained, and bloody paw prints on the floor.  Being in the room made it all appear to him. Phillip coming through the door. Looming over the craddel where a small toddler slept. She had to be about 3 years old, her hair as red as michelles. Sleeping sounded with her teddy bear. He reached in retracting his claw like nails and periced the toddlers flesh. Her screams filled the second floor, and Michelle called out from another room. She came running and appeared in the doorway. “Phillip!” she cried as he turned, the small child a lifeless rag in his hands as he literally just dropped her small lifeless body to the floor. “Vivian…” She looked up at him “you monster!!” she screamed as he lunged at Michelle knocking her to the floor , his sword already drawn as he plunged it into her chest and she cried in pain struggling under him. The visions flashing before his eyes, and the dark bloody stain on the floor said the rest. Such tradgedy had taken place in this room, and he saw why Michelle had it locked away.

He quickly got out of the room and locked the door once more going down stairs once more sitting infront of the tv. She returned with a few bags of booze. “So whats you in the mood for hard liquor? The best way to drown your sarrows… “ She said getting a bottle of vodka, “and to think… I never used to drink… only started when Phillip died”  he nodded “Well hard liquor sounds good” She smiled tossing him a bottle and sat down on the couch beside him glancing up at the painting of the little girl from his visions “bottoms up” she said sucking back a large amount of vodka.   He nodded drinking back from the bottle she gave him. She leaned her head back on the couch.”so what should we do tonight?” She smiled “Drink till we get alcohol poisoning, and pass out?”  he nodded “I guess if that’s what you wanna do”

She turned and looked over at him then looked down at her bottle, “you know… don’t you?”  he shrugged “know what?” he asked curiously. “About Vivian… I can sense it from you… because lichens tend to have visions of the past.”  He nodded “yah I guess I do then” She sighed, “Im pretty sure you can guess who she was then”  he nodded “your daughter” She nodded, “Yes… I knew because of what I was… any children I had would be of mix breeds… I never thought he could kill her… but he did… he slaughtered his own child… because the Lichens told him to… I was so anger… I thought she’d regenerate. But she never woke up, the bleeding never stopped, and it was then I realized that she was born human… and I never knew. I remember wanting a child so bad… but nothing ever helped me get pregnant. But then I did… I thought it was just luck. But god gave Vivian to me.. and took her away. Just years before the king of hell himself destroyed god. I never knew she was mortal… I suppose I should have figured it out when she aged like normal children and not over a long period of time… but I was to happy just to have her to care. You spend your whole life putting yourself first… and then all of a sudden your second. I locked up her room that night… and gave her a proper burial. Marcus came that night when he heard what happened, helped me burn phillip and damn his soul. I suppose now… my reasons for killing phillip in the room you where in.. make a little more sense now.” 

He nodded “yah it does make sense now” he told her taking a drink.  She sighed, “Xamiel never approved of Phillip… or Vivian. Now he is against me… hates me even more each day.”  He nodded “well that’s never good now is it” he said. She shook her head. “No mother should be forced to burry her child… I’ve buried one… and soon my last will be gone as well.”  He nodded “So you have two kids?” he asked her. She nodded, “My first born is Xamiel… that union was not of my will. His father a very powerful vampire elder. Xamiel was born dead, but his father found a way to bring xamiel to life, and he is as much vampire as a boy can be.”  He nodded “well alright then” She turned slowly looking at him, “I suppose I haven’t been much of a good mother have I… Marcus has been planning it for some time now…” She lowered her head.  He nodded “its not your fault Michelle” She clenched ther bottle of vodka and took a long drink from it. “Yes I am… I couldn’t protect a baby much less a young boy. He’s barely 300 and we have to cut his life short.”  He sighed sitting back and drinking some more. She looked over at him, “is it so wrong that there be once decent man I can be with, have children with and not have to kill them.”  He shrugged “I have no clues you have to have candidates first” She sighs and leaned against him, “you know you’re the first man to ever not insult me”  he wrapped an arm around her “why would any man want to insult you, you’re a very nice girl and extremely beautiful” She smiled, “Normally all the guys I’ve dated has called me names throwns stuff. Phillip and I even slept in separate rooms.” He shook his head “that sucks” She shrugged “Not really, I got tired of waking up having his hairballs.”  He laughed “I thought you liked mutts” She smiled, “You’re a mutt, a mix breed, phillip was a full lichen.. he was a god damn dog” he laughed “well I am part dog part bat” She smiled at him, “And I think your perfect”  he smiled “well your perfect too” She leaned back against him and set her bottle aside. He kept an arm around her. 

Later she heard her buzzer and slammed her fist down on it. “What the fuck you want” she said as Marcus came over the speaker. “Oh shut up tits and let me in” Dale shook his head sitting back on the couch still. She let im in and with in minutes he was walking into the living room. “What have I told you about calling me tits? Huh Tiny three T” She said as he looked around, “Okay truce I don’t need the world knowing” Dale laughed “three testicles” He grumbled “look what you did” he said as Michelle laughed “yeah and they are like the size of marbles”  Dale laughed more “well that’s obviously not a family trait just him” She smiled as he nodded “yeah yeah laugh it up… I came to tell you Dean is on the move” Dale looked at them “Dean is?” She sat up, “xamiels father” she said getting up. “Marcus get the guns, there are full clips in the armory”  Dale got up “guess this means a fight” He nodded, “Yeah Michelle was never on good terms with Dean, she went through pure hell” he said seeing her rush up the stairs to change.  “Well lets see these weapons” He nodded “downstairs, I’ll hook you up he said” pulling a book and the bookcase opened to reveal the stairs to the basement. He lead dale downstairs where it was like chrome arsenal heaven. She had giant guns, little guns, swords, shields, glowing bullets, silver liquid bullets, stakes, knives, daggers. It was all lit up with bright lights.  He grabbed a katana strapping it on his back and grabbed two .45 automatics loading them with blue glowing bullets then grabbing an M16 and loading it with the same bullets “ah just like the academy. He smiled looking around, “Yeah it’s a mans dream down here” he said picking up a few guns for himself.  Dale went up stairs looking around. Michelle had put on the most attractive outfit which was a corset, and a miniskirt.  “So they coming from any certain direction?” She looked at him as Marcus tossed her, her weapons. She caught them and strapped them to her thighs. “They will come from everywhere… show no mercy. Don’t show restraint for those who look like children. Aim to kill and fire as many rounds as you can.” He nodded “not a problem” he said cocking the M16. She nodded, “good.. things are bound to get very ugly out there…” she said turning and headed to the door.  He walked behind her holding his gun ready. She opened the door looking out. Dean was standing at the gate. “Long time no see Michelle” he said Xamiel at his side. He had Michelle’s eyes, and dark red hair almost black. He didn’t look any older then 17 or so.  Dale raised the M16 still standing in the door way as he spotted some other vampires moving to the side as he let out 3 quick bursts as screams and exploding into dust could be heard from the vampires. Michelle staired him down, “are you happy dean, you brought the war to my door step, corrupted my son.” She said as he smiled “You mean our son.” He said as she raised her gun and aimed it at him. “You hide behind that pretty little face… your so hideous that you can’t stand anyone to look at you.”

“SHUT UP!” She yelled at him. “I am sick of you” she screeched fired 6 rounds into Xamiel who looked shocked she actually shot him as light shot from the inside of him.  Dale fired another spray into a crowd causing more to explode. Michelle lowered her arms as something hard hit dale knocking him off his feet.  He looked around wondering what hit him. For a moment there was nothing visable he could see that had hit him. “Is that it Michelle… It’s not I who will live with yur thought. You will have to live knowing you’re the reason your only two children are dead.” He said. She took a step forward as her back started to buldge in a many that was not normal.  Dale got up using what ammo he had left in the clip of his M16 to mow down some more vampires vefore throwing it aside and drawing his two ,45’s and firing 2 rounds at Dean. Others threw themselves infront of dean to protect him. Michelle growled as large long pitch black wings shot out of her back. Her bones rearranging and cracking with a disgusting sound. Her fangs extended as she there her head back crying out in a roar of pain as black horns twisted out of her scalp.  Dale stepped back while Michelle transformed not wanting to get in her way. Her wings stretched out as her nails extended and curved like eagle talons.  Dale just stood back and watched her. With a woosh of her wings she dove after dean, Marcus right behind her biting into a few vampires Dale ran behind Marcus firing his guns hammering the ultra violet bullets causing vampires to explode. Michelle was duking it out with dean you forced himself to disappear into thin air while several vampires tried to gang up on her at once.  Dale used his guns to cover her reloading several times the ground was littered of dust from exploding vampires. When they started to thin out, the retreated into the shadows as the remaining corpses turned to dust and was blown away on the bleeze. The nights air sweeping them away as the sound of thunder in the distance. Michelle was looming over Xamiel’s body as it started to turn to dust. Se just watched until there was nothing left, and instead of turning and walking away she arched her wing and used her hand to scoop the ashes of his body into her wing. “Michelle… you shouldn’t honor a son who was willing to fight his own mother.” He said as Michelle stood holding the ash. “I don’t blame him… I blame dean. I blame him for seducing him away. Promising him a fabulous life of elegant parties, and riches… all the women he could want. To a vampire… that is bliss… because every male has at least 3 or 4 brides in his bed at a time.” She said walking towards Dale and marcus. “At least get me a vase.” Dale went and got her a vase to get the ashes into. She swept them into the vase and then carried it inside her home as she staggered slightly.  Dale went and helped her “you okay Michelle?” She leaned on him looking down at her nearly severed leg, forcing herself to walk on it.  “you better sit down until that heals” he said picking her up and carrying her in and sitting her on the couch. 

She laid against him as Marcus followed them inside. “Michelle there will  be other children. Third time is a charm” He said picking a flea out of his hair, “I could help if you want” he teased as Michelle glared, “I’d make love to horse before you”  Dale winced “ouch that’s gotta hurt” He grunted as Michelle looked at her leg as it regenerated itself. “put this on the mantle for me Dale.. beside Vivians painting”  he took it and set it where she wanted it to be “there we go” She sat back looking at marcus, “you best… get to your family marcus… to make sure they are safe.”  Dale nodded “probly plenty of left overs still lurking too you might wanna be careful” He nodded, “I’ll be fine” he said getting michelle a blanket before heading to the door. Michelle sat forward and grunted as her wings where painfully forced into her back. Her bones cracking and snapping as it disappeared into her flesh, and retracted her horns into her skull. “well that looks painful” She leaned back after and felt as if she had run a marathon.  “you want me to get you to bed so you can get some rest Michelle?” She shook her head, “no… I need a drink…”  he looked around “blood or alcohol?” he asked. “Blood… I feel so drained”  he looked down at her “is mine safe for you to drink or do you have some laying around here?”

“You’re a full halfling now.. it is safe…” she said looking gratefull he even offered himself to her.  He sat down beside her and exposed his neck for her. She leaned towards him and sun her fangs into his neck. Suprisingly her bite didn’t hurt at all. He sat there letting her drink from him. She held onto him lightly her tongue pressed against his flesh. He had never been bit by half breed before. It shot pleasuring feelings through his body.  He shivered all over as it felt surprisingly good. She moaned softly sucking on him, er hands moving down over his back.  He moaned gently as well feeling aroused. She whimpered softly speaking to him telepathicly, “it feels good” he heard her.  He nodded gently in agreement. She retraced her fangs licking his wound once her teeth where out of his flesh.  He smiled rubbing his neck as he didn’t feel pain from where she was draining his blood. She smiled slipping his blood off her bottom lip. “you seem surprised.”  He nodded “Well the last two times I been bitten it hurt like hell” She smiled, “I’m gentle” she said softly.  He nodded “I noticed, but I am sure your rough when you want to be” She smiled, “yes I can be… but when I bite.. I want it to be a pleasuring experience.. except when it’s meant to kill.”  He nodded “well that’s good to know”

She smiled taking his hand. “it’s been a long time since I’ve felt this way about anyone”  he smiled taking her hand with his “well I am glad its me then because I feel very close to you Michelle” She sat up slightly, “I told myself a long time ago I wouldn’t… but… you’re a halfling… and you can’t die… but the thought of you hurting me … like phillip… I am afraid to open up…”  he nodded “its alright Michelle I guess you had many bad relationships and experiences its to be expected” he told her patting the back of her hand gently. She nodded, “But you feel different…” he nodded “well that’s a good feeling isn’t it” She smiled slightly and nodded, “Yes… and I don’t get them often… I suppose I should take full advantage?”  he nodded “I do sugest that its best to go on good feelings” She nodded, “alright… so what sort of good feelings do you have?”  he shrugged “pleasureable ones?” he said not really sure “I mostly thought we were going with one of yours” She laughed slightly, “well once thing you’ll have to get used to is having plenty of fights and then having to change your mood drastically right after.”  He nodded “well alright then any thing else I have to get used to?” 

She nodded, “having what you love taken from you… over and over…”  he nodded “Well that’s somewhat depressing” She sighed softly touching his cheek. “Unless they are immortal and have no way dying… then don’t get close.”  He nodded “Well I Am immortal with no way of dying” She nodded moving closer, “that’s why its okay to get close to me.”  He wrapped his arms around her leaning in and gently kissing her. She closed her eyes pressing her lips against his as she slipped her arms around his shoulder.  He pulled her up onto his lap while he continued to kiss her. She leaned back in his arms as she kissed him deep.  He kissed her back deep. She giggled softly, “This isn’t so bad is it?”  he shook his head “no it isn’t bad at all” She nodded, “good because you can’t ever see your old lab friends again.”  He nodded “I am sure I can deal with that” She nodded, “good because they all think your dead… your mother and father had plenty tears on the morning news” he nodded “ah well didn’t like my parents very much” She smiled “why not?” he shrugged “just never did that’s all” She looked into his eyes, “Then you don’t know what you have then”  he looked back into her eyes “Nope I guess not” 

She got up from his lap, “Usually we don’t allow families to know about the ring… in the past it caused uproars in villages.” She said tossing him a phone.  He shook his head “No I am not calling them they should think I am dead” She looked down at him, “don’t let them suffer like I’ve had to”  he shook his head “its my choice Michelle” She sighed, “I know it is… but it’s not very fair”  he nodded “no its not but its best for them you think they would enjoy finding out their son isn’t dead but some  blood sucking were wolf” She sat down beside him. “You’d be surprised at how often parents are understanding”  he shook his head “not my parents ones a judge and the other is a lawyer they are major demanding parents and I would be happy to never talk to them again.” She rubbed his shoulder, “are you sure?”  he nodded “very sure” She smiled slightly, “Satan is going to love you”  he nodded “yah the bastard son of a lawyer and a judge I wouldn’t doubt it” She chuckled, “it’s a myth that lawyers and judges are the spawn of satan”

“they are close enough to being the spawn of satan from how low some lawyers get” She smiled, “Nah hes not even affiliated with them” he nodded “I guess Satan wont even stoop that low” She smiled, “there are only 3 halflings who still are in contact with him.”he nodded “and you must be one of them then” She shook her head, “No.. I’ve never even meet my father. But… Damion is one who sees him often… or so he said.” He shrugged “oh well who knows then” She leaned back “It would be nice if he kept a close eye on all his children”  he shrugged “who knows maybe he does he is king of the underworld” She shrugged, “I’m only daughter number 657. One child out of two thousand”  he nodded “satan is a man whore” She smiled “I was actually surprised he didn’t have more… over the 2000 original halflings there are 5000 halflings in the world… the addition halflings are the duel bitten humans”  he nodded “Well alright then, that’s good to know isn’t it” 

She sighed, “Not exactly… there are three times as many vampires demons and lichens… and that’s not including the ghouls or the Undead zombies.” He nodded “that would suck being part ghoul or zombie” She smiled, “they are the only real neutral ones in the war. They don’t fight for power… just pick off a few people here and there to maintain themselves.” He nodded “but the smell must suck for being around zombies” She smiled “We don’t see them… they live in the sewers”  he nodded “well I am glad I never got those cases which required me to go down there.” She chuckled getting up and went into her kitchen getting herself down a wine glass.  He got up and went into the kitchen behind her. She went into her fridge and got some fresh blood, “this is the last of fresh blood… in a few days I’ll have to kill… I’ve been living off my own blood.. but without fresh human blood at least ever couple years you grow weak… unable to move…” he nodded “so whats your plan on getting human blood?” She shrugged, “sometimes I go for the homeless ones… or rich jerks. Without human blood stocked up your regeneration will be much slower… hours or even days of healing. Sometimes the wounded will be painful like real flesh wounds.” He nodded “alright then you need any help finding a victim for your feeding or will you be doing it on your own?” She smiled “you should come I’ll show you the ropes” he nodded “alright then I will” She smiled sipping from her glass. “Some go for the females blood.. but women have a lower cell count then men. It’s why most victims are men”  he shrugged “well women are some times easier to catch” She smirked, “vampires only go for attractive women because they are protential brides. They bite to keep not to live” he nodded “oh so the joy ride thing?” She laughed, “Actually vampires keep their brides until hunters or the other kinds destroy them. Then they are replaced”  he nodded “ah so they collect brides every males fantasy to have more then one woman” He nodded, “the Vampires are known for their hirems of women. At least 3 per male. And the brings are bitten, that turns their will only to him and they don’t know any better then to serve them.” He nodded “lucky them” he said. She raised an eyebrow, “you find turning women into mindless slaves good?” he shrugged “not mindless but having so many women” She stepped around the side of the counter. “That doesn’t make it right… no man desirves to have more then one woman at a time.”  He shrugged “every one has their own oppion” She did not look impressed. “Im not a believer of such things. Its disgusting” he sighed “most women don’t believe in it” She started down the hall. “Then women are smarter then I thought.”  He walked down the hall behind her “eh I suppose so” She stopped and turned looking at him. “If you want hords of woman… the closest coven is 18 miles from here in a big black mansion. And while your there you can tell dean to kiss my ass” she grumbled.  He looked at her “Well unfortunately I am not welcome since I was turned into a half breed” She sat down on her couch and sipped from her glass.  He got up “Well I am going for a nice walk” he told her grabbing his coat and hat. “Why don’t you pick up some prostitutes while your own” she said dryly. “It’s obvious I am clearly not enough” she said. He shook his head and went out the door. She leaned back on her couch and grumbles, “where have all the angels gone.” 

Dale walked the late night streets pulling hi coat cuffs up to cover most of his face. She had opened up all the windows in her house, and near where he was walking her heard a wolfs cry way off in the distance.  He looked off in the distance as he continued walking. Most the drunks where out trying to make their way home. The sounds of police cars blocks away, which was no surprise.  He continued to pass them all by. 

