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I opened my eyes – just in time to save myself it seemed, as I caught sight of the maniac 

standing over me, ready to strike but was not quite at it yet. This devious soul had intended to 

snuff me out in my sleep, but as I was now awake those tables would turn. And yet he was 

fast – inhumanly so. By some spontaneous reaction, caused by seeing my eyes flaring up at 

him, he quickly got out a wooden stake and put it up against my chest. Then, with a hammer 

in his other hand he drove the stake straight into my heart. Those clumsy, inane couple of 

seconds that I had stayed just staring up at him had been critical. Now, a new dimension of 

pain took over. I went from being nature’s most incomprehensible predator to being reduced 

to the equivalent of an animated puppet, all in the blink of an eye. It became a continuation of 

a moment from many years back, long forgotten but now revived: that other time that this had 

happened – the time when I was turned. Suddenly, it was as if everything that had gone by in 

between those two moment, years apart, had only been a dream – a spawn of rapid 

imagination exploding and laying itself out before me in a landscape of storylines, then 
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turning to smoke, in reality just a dull interval between two breaths of a fading life. Pain 

brought you back. Pain became the Organizer, deciding that you were still human; that 

everything that had occurred since the other time that you were wounded so badly had 

suddenly become irrelevant, and that you should focus instead on what had happened before 

that first instance.  

It was out at sea that it had happened. We, the crew of a freighter, had become aware 

of a wild animal among us onboard. None of us had seen this beast with our own eyes, but it 

had made its presence be known to us by working its way through the crew – disposing of it, 

person by person. The weather was merciless, a carnival of wind and rain, and still the deck 

had turned into the safest part of the ship. Everyone else had been killed inside the hold. I 

wandered around out on the deck with a man who had become my closest mate throughout 

the voyage. Now we were possibly the only two living souls left on the ship. 

“Things are becoming a bit too obvious, aren’t they?” my mate shouted at me over the 

rain. 

Those words would be among the last ones I would hear as an unturned human. 

“Nothing is obvious here, Carl,” I shouted back at him, sounding desperate even to 

myself. 

“Yes, it is,” he snapped back at me. “There’s a killer onboard, not an animal. This is 

the work of human intellect. And as there are just you and me left now, I don’t have too many 

to rule out, do I?” 

I noticed that he had a scimitar in his hand that he kept down by his side. He took 

steps towards me – slowly, as if he was imagining that I wouldn’t realize it. 

“Why did you do it?” he went on. “Ocean madness, is that it? You think you can 

navigate the ship by yourself out of the ocean?” He burst out laughing, a mad laughter. 
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“Did you think about that at all, huh? How you were going to navigate the ship by 

yourself?” 

It seemed as though I had been taken by ocean madness, as now I saw a woman with 

long dark hair flying about, standing on deck behind him. She looked perfectly calm, and in 

these harsh weather conditions that came off as threatening, in its absurdity. I could tell that 

she was dangerous, whoever she was. But I couldn’t tell which one of the two was more of a 

threat to me at that moment: my mate with his scimitar – who believed I had taken out the 

whole crew – or the mysterious woman, who carefully contemplated her entrance into the 

scene.  

I hesitated for a moment, but then I tried pointing her out to him. 

“Look behind you!” 

“Oh, I’m not looking behind me, pal. Do you think I’m that stupid? I don’t know how 

you did it, but right now-” he flashed the scimitar at me, “I’m advantaged. And nothing’s 

going to change that.” 

He was sadly wrong, about everything he believed in his final moments. I had stopped 

observing the woman with the long dark hair behind him, so I never saw how she got all the 

way up to him without him realizing it. I just saw the change in him: the expression that came 

over his face when he was attacked. Then he was down on the deck, with the woman 

kneeling over him. Her dress was already painted with blood from before – different layers of 

it, with one more being added in that moment. I witnessed her devouring him, yet without 

ever changing her position, without ever moving her mouth away from his neck. She 

appeared to be frozen in time like that. It was surreal. The next thing I knew, her face was up 

to mine; she was looking me in the eyes. But then she hesitated. She became distracted, as if 

her interests were shifting. There was still an ounce of hope left for me.  
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My only attempt at defending myself was to repeat what my mate had said to me 

before: “You… you can’t possibly navigate the ship to shore by yourself.”  

But that wouldn’t convince her. The next thing I knew, she had pushed me down. As I 

moved to get up she locked her teeth into my inner thigh. Those fangs ran shockingly deep 

into the muscle, and I stood paralyzed with pain – just like now. I passed away, but unlike the 

rest of the crew, later I would wake up again, as if it had all been a joke – a setup.  

My remaining memories from that voyage were all incomplete, but I am sure that I 

never saw the woman again – the vampire who had turned me. She had abandoned the ship, 

into the sea, and I was left to myself in a boat full of rotting corpses.  

Did I manage to navigate the ship to shore after all? I figure I must have.  

Your thoughts become cluttered and they run together, before they fade to nothing. 

Only that wasn’t the end of it; my thoughts gathered and became clear once more, as 

if by the order of some sadistic force that willed me to stay conscious through this entire 

ordeal.  

My prolonged existence had been abruptly stomped by this man, unknown to me, who 

had made his way up to my coffin and now stayed standing there, marveling at the sight of 

me in my weakest hour. There was no sign of fear in his face, even being so close, at a 

proximity that once would have been enough for me to reach him and tear him apart in a 

heartbeat. But by making his way up to me while I was asleep he had managed to overpower 

me.  

Now I couldn’t see him anymore. He had moved away – possibly out of repulsion 

from the sight of my sufferings. When I managed to turn silent I could hear him, chanting to 

himself somewhere in a corner. 

“The beast has been laid to rest. Your will has been served. In the name of the father, 

the son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen.” 
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Amen – end transmission: whatever is said from now on is not meant for the ears of 

the divine being.  

Were there more of them back there? A single individual could easily turn me into 

dust at this point. With the wooden cylinder protruding out of my chest, merely the lightest 

touch to it would have been enough to finalize the damage.  

But the man with the hammer didn’t seem to be coming back. I would have to get up 

myself to face him – make one final attempt at fighting him, feeble though it would be, rather 

than expiring in my coffin or wait for him to return to leisurely put me out of my misery. 

Some last bit of strength arose in me. I was able to make this one last effort. It would be far 

from a graceful ascension from my coffin, but at least I was not going away without a fight. 

Perhaps the lowly commoner would get mortified by the unexpected sight of me getting up. 

Perhaps he would run off. Perhaps he could only ever gather the courage to attack when his 

adversary was silently sleeping. 

All of these speculations were wasted though, I came to realize once I had hurled 

myself up and out of the coffin, nearly stumbling over fatally in the process; the stake that 

was still half-inside me threatened to shatter my heart if I let anything come within a touching 

distance of it.  

The man wasn’t in front of me. I feebly turned around, twisting my neck in hope of 

catching sight of him before he advanced on me. As it turned out, he was nowhere to be seen. 

He had left, not realizing that he had failed to terminate my existence. In his mind he had; he 

would go back and tell it around. But it would be a lie. 

With my mind now completely away from what had happened on that ship many 

years back, I remembered that someone else had been there with me in the funeral parlor the 

morning before. I noticed her now at my feet, the vampire Wade, barely recognizable as her 
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features had suffered badly. She had a stake in her heart as well, only hers had been run down 

deeper, and there was no fight left in her.  

Not minding the spike sticking out of my own chest anymore, I kneeled down at her 

side. In an attempt to aid her, though nearly out of blood myself, I managed to tear open my 

wrist with my sharp teeth. Not letting a single drop of blood go to waste, I quickly put my 

bleeding wound in contact with her mouth. This was guaranteed to be the end of me, but 

perhaps it would save her. She would maybe even go back to being her own curious self, 

forever interested in all the wonders of the world that she had rediscovered in her second life. 

She had kept her strong personality through the transition; no matter how long she stayed un-

dead, that part of her never changed. 

My own blood had formed a puddle on the tiles of the floor beneath her head. Some 

of it had gotten into her mouth and made its way down the throat, but it still produced no 

reaction at all in her. She had expired.  

I howled in agony and sorrow. In a final desperate attempt at saving myself, I put my 

own bleeding wrist up to my mouth – a futile act which at best would delay my inevitable 

destruction. Merely capturing my own blood as it escaped from my system through my wrist 

wouldn’t be enough – or so I had believed, up until that moment. There was a discovery in 

store for me: the rush of energy that I got from drinking my own blood filled me with hope. It 

had a reviving effect that was far more powerful than that of the blood-loss. It was appeasing. 

Then the flow of blood from my wrist ceased; the wound was closing. And now that I had 

gained sufficient strength, I grabbed onto the wood that I still had sticking out of my chest 

and I tore it out of my body. It felt like being staked all over again.  

With the piece of wood now out of me I was losing blood faster than before and it 

seemed as if I was heading the same way as Wade. But I still managed to get up, and 
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staggered to exit the funeral parlor. It was evening and I was safe from the sun. Instinctively I 

headed straight into a nearby forest. 

By some incredible luck I came upon prey in the woods – two of them. Only after I 

had sucked both of their bodies dry did I become aware of what I had done. I couldn’t 

remember what they had looked like – but that was hardly ever a factor anyway for choosing 

your prey. They were now only a couple of carcasses on the ground at my feet. I still felt 

weak, but no longer like I wouldn’t manage. It was obvious that I should move on, and yet I 

felt drawn to go back to the house of the undertaker, where I had left Wade behind. It would 

be at the risk of my attacker returning, along with others like him but perhaps more capable. 

 

I stayed in the undertaker’s house for a few more nights. Wade looked less like herself every 

time I looked at her. Vampires don’t need to feed more than two or three times in a month, 

but after the assault I still had an appetite for the juice to speed up my recovery.  

I eventually left the house for good, having placed the remainders of Wade in a closed 

coffin – a meaningless ritual as it was, I had just wanted to make one final gesture in her 

honor. I wandered on. Beyond the graveyard by the funeral parlor was a vast uninhabited 

landscape. I couldn’t figure out which direction would be the right one to take. I had used to 

be able to follow my gut-feelings wherever I went, always ending up in the right place.  

I entered a private land, with series of houses. It seemed to be a whole community of 

farmers. Most likely everyone inside was asleep, as it was still the middle of the night. 

There is this common belief among humans that we vampires aren’t able to enter their 

houses unless we’re invited by the owners. It’s a misapprehension, a false protection – 

something to make the people feel more secure in their own homes; it has no merit to it at all. 

A figure emerged out of the shadows, right in front of me. It wasn’t a human. I could 

sense so immediately. I even recognized the face; the vampire standing in front of me had the 
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name of Kendrick Goodman. I had known him a while back, in a commune of vampires I had 

been a part of.  

“Seth Ivory, is that you?”  

He had recognized me too. He stepped back in what seemed to be awe. “Well, well; 

what has become of one of the more refined vampires I met in my career? How did this come 

about? Staggering around in such a place, with the expression of an intimidated fox stuck on 

your face? If only you could see yourself in a mirror.” 

“Kendrick, I was attacked – nearly ravaged. The vampire called Wade – you may 

have known her back in the commune – she was not as fortunate… slain right next to me. A 

commoner found us where we rested. I was staked too.” 

“Staked through the heart? And still you are standing? That is remarkable. Can you 

be slain at all then?” 

“Of course. Wade was… brutally… It was terrible.” I sounded anxious like an 

unturned human; couldn’t even get myself to finish a sentence. 

“Forget about her. Vampire relationships are always temporary, as you know,” he 

said, carelessly. “Unless you are leaning towards monogamy. Are you?” 

It dawned on me that what he was saying made sense, and that my feelings were 

unusual. 

“What we had was special.” It pained me like any blood loss to talk about it so openly 

with this vampire who had no understanding of it. 

“Yeah, no doubt. Listen, I hope you haven’t come here to wreak havoc. I happen to 

live among the people of this area.” 

“They accept you as a vampire?” 

“No, they don’t know I’m a vampire, of course.”  
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He said it dismissively, as if having constantly to hide his nature was something that 

was simply expected of him.  

“Villagers have this unique ability to overlook the obvious. Even you could manage to 

fit in, I imagine.” 

“I am not the least bit interested in that.” 

“One has to train oneself in the art of deception. That is how one avoids waking up 

one day with a stake in one’s heart.” 

The stake was inside my jacket now. I had brought it along with me, upon some 

instinct. It would not be used to do further damage by anyone other than myself from now on. 

“Do you know how long it is until sunrise?” Kendrick asked, perhaps rhetorically. 

“No. It’s as if I’ve lost my awareness of that with what happened to me.” 

“It is a little more than an hour now,” he informed me. “I don’t know where you 

intend to be at that point.” 

Sunlight is hardship. It doesn’t quite terminate us, but it leaves us very vulnerable. We 

try to stay out of it as much as we can. Goodman was right; I needed to find a place to stay 

inside. I couldn’t bring myself to ask him where he would be staying himself. He had his own 

arrangement with the farmers, as had come out, that I didn’t care for. With a silent agreement, 

Goodman got out of my way and I moved on. 

As I walked past one of the farm houses I was taken by a sudden impulse. I turned 

back and entered it through the front door. As I had expected, everyone inside was asleep. I 

moved around quietly. In one of the rooms there was a couple lying in bed – a man and a 

woman, with a blanket over them. As I watched them, my hand reached into my jacket and 

felt for the wooden stake still in the pocket. This was what it had been like for that vampire 

hunter who had attacked Wade and me. I would be more successful than he had been, though. 

I could practically sense their hearts beating inside their chests. I knew exactly where to drive 
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the stake. And I wouldn’t need a hammer either; my arms were capable of summoning 

enough force to go straight through their bodies. But I would be careful not to destroy the 

stake, as I would want to go on using it. 

The man exhaled peacefully for one last time. Then down came the stake, into his 

chest, cutting his heart open. A stream of blood leaped out of him. I yanked the stake back 

and I turned to his wife, who showed early signs of waking up. I jammed the stake down 

above her breast. Neither of the two was even able to scream. They just gargled and 

squirmed, throwing their arms around, gaping into the air. 

I moved on through the corridor. There was another area with people sleeping – four 

of them, in bunks. I moved systematically through the first pair, top bunk; bottom bunk.  

They showed similar reaction as the other two, although one of them was able to make a loud 

roar before his throat became clogged with his own blood. I turned to the other side, a couple 

of bunks with people lying in them.  

I impaled the heart of the one sleeping on top, but then there was a movement from 

the lower one. That person was running off. I hurled myself after the man, landing on the 

floor and grabbing for his ankle. He tripped, and was now lying on his stomach, struggling to 

get up. The battered stake was firmly in my hand. I let it come down between the man’s 

shoulder blades, into his heart.  

The sound of communal suffering was like music to my ears that was being played all 

throughout the room. I didn’t wait for any of them to be completely dead; it was satisfaction 

enough to walk out with the sound of them dying echoing through the house. 

I was outside again. There was the other house. I went in there. There were four of 

them inside, and I used the stake on each and every one. 
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After these two visits I was ready to leave this private land. I needed to get to a safe 

place before the sun came up, and I couldn’t think of settling in neither of the two houses that 

I had just come out of. I put the stake back inside my jacket and walked away. 

There was someone behind me. I quickly took out the stake before I turned around. It 

was Kendrick again. He saw the stake in my hand and he recognized the threat, so he stepped 

back. He looked upon me in the purest astonishment. 

“Have you started staking vampires now?” he asked, with audible accusation in his 

voice. 

“I’m not sure,” I said, but still I lowered the pointy stick. Goodman couldn’t take his 

eyes off it. 

“Who did you take out with that then?” 

“All your friends,” I said. In hindsight I probably hadn’t. There were still more houses 

on that land, and maybe Goodman had become friends with everybody. 

“Are you serious? You staked them? And not even to feed on them? This is 

unprecedented. No one behaves like this.” 

“They do.” 

“And that’s what separates us from them, you see? You truly are a vampire gone mad. 

You thought staking all these people would bring back Wade?” 

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Can anything bring her back?” 

“Of course not. A dead vampire is a dead vampire. It’s not like being a dead human, 

who can come back un-dead. We can’t! We are the highest form of existence. I thought you 

were aware of this.” 

He seemed to have already forgotten about the people he had been living among, 

whom I had just killed. Vampire relationships were temporary, after all. 
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The sky was lighting up and now I knew my only choice was to get into a cave up in 

the mountains. Vampires are able to make their own caves.  It is part of our survival instincts. 

But at this point there wouldn’t be enough time for that. I headed towards the hills. In some 

distance I could see a village. Perhaps that would be a more obvious choice for me.  

As I pondered which direction to take I noticed a construction by the hillside – a stone 

temple. Such a location was bound to already serve as a hideout for many vampires, but I 

didn’t mind having an encounter. So I hurried up to the temple.  

I got inside before the sun was up, but only just barely. With agility that I didn’t know 

beforehand I still possessed I was able to move up to the ceiling and attach myself there. 

Vampires aren’t able to turn into bats, but there is some affinity that we share in common 

with them.  

I explored the temple from this view. The space was largely empty, with only a stone 

platform that was clearly meant to serve as an altar. I fell asleep up on the ceiling. This would 

be safer than sleeping in a coffin. I should have always rested this way. 

Again, I woke up to some presence above me. Only this time it wasn’t technically 

above; it was under where I was still clinging to the ceiling. A group of people had entered 

the temple. They walked in a slow pace, all of them wearing cloaks with hoods. One had 

taken a position on the altar and was facing the others, as they slowly drifted towards him. 

They aligned themselves around him in an agreed distance. Then, all as one, they went down 

on their knees and assumed a prayer position. Only the one on the altar remained standing. I 

counted twenty-five of them on the floor.  

The thunderous voice of the high priest filled the temple. It drowned the sound that I 

made as I descended from the ceiling, stake in hand. Once I had landed, I moved quickly. I 

was able to stake three of them still in their kneeling position; one more from behind while he 

was getting up. There were multiple screams and shouts. I staked a woman who was getting 
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up, another one who had started to run off. Some managed to get out of the temple. The ones 

I had staked were hunched on the floor, struggling in their final breaths. A few unwounded 

ones tripped over them in their attempts to escape. I was able to stake a few of those. The 

hood of the cloak came off one of them as he tried to get up, so I was able to grab him by the 

mane, yank his head back and stake him in the torso.  

I now had the high priest in front of me. He was waving a small token of his faith at 

me, and he recited something in Latin. I took a single step towards him and he backed away, 

without taking his petrified eyes off me. He ended up with his back up against the temple 

wall. I pushed the stake into him, straight to the heart. I watched his expression change, 

turning to regret. His gaze communicated with me, as if it was begging me to turn him. No 

such luck. I watched the life gradually run out of the high priest. He raised a shaking hand, 

covered in blood, up to his face. I resisted the urge to lick the blood from his fingers, 

although it would undoubtedly have increased my satisfaction. 

“Seth…” 

It came from behind me. It was a familiar voice – familiar, but impossible. I turned 

around spontaneously. 

It was Wade! She was standing there naked and covered in blood, but her body was 

intact, her eyes as sharp as if she had only just been turned a minute ago. 

“Wade…” I whispered in disbelief. 

I looked at the stake in my hand, her murder weapon, and then at her chest, which was 

untouched.  

I hurried up to her, and we embraced each other.  

As near as I can tell I had stumbled on a lost ritual. It turns out that by staking a 

number of people in the heart I was able to bring Wade back – which just shows how much 

Kendrick Goodman knew. The chances of such an accidental discovery seem to me 
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impossible. Perhaps the temple and the altar were a factor in the equation. Perhaps even using 

the same stake as Wade had been killed with. Did I simply figure the whole thing out by 

myself? I guess I have a knack for it. I was thrown into the deep end of the water in my first 

moment of being a vampire – quite literally. I had to stay on that freighter by myself, survive, 

find my way to civilization and then learn to lead my new un-dead life by myself. Restoring 

Wade was like one more feat that I was able to overcome naturally. I am tempted to believe 

that in my heart of hearts I had known that this was the way to bring her back. 

 


