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My mother had always warned me about one-night stands. Unfortunately, I never listened to her all that much, and that would come back to haunt me in ways that I could never imagine. 

But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I want to start this story from the beginning. 

Right now, I was 21 and loving my life. I was an adult, which meant I could do whatever – and whoever – I wanted.  And it was safe to say that I was exercising that right to its fullest extent. I’d turned into quite the “party girl”.

That is precisely how I ended up going home with that hunky guy from the bar. He was tall, dark, and handsome, built like a linebacker, but his hands were oh-so-soft and gentle. I knew before we even left the bar that I was going to have a fun night with him. 

What I didn’t know is that he was going to sink his teeth into me – literally – and leave me for dead. 

What he didn’t know, is that I carry the vampire gene. Hell, I didn’t know either until the regrettable morning after when I was doing the most painful walk of shame ever and suddenly had an intense desire to eat the rarest steak imaginable. 

Talk about hangover cravings!

Anyway, here I am, creeping back into my apartment just after 10am, still wearing my clubbing gear from the night before, minus the G-string panties I managed to lose somewhere along the way, and my roommate, Missy, comes out of the kitchen holding a fresh coffee in one hand and gives me The Look.

You know the one – the one that says, “I know what you did last night and I’m not going to judge, but I hope you used protection.”

She was famous for giving The Look, despite being far from a nun herself. My response was silence. She’s a smart girl. She can read between the lines. 

“Well, did you at least get his name?”

“No. Wait! Yeah, he said it was Michael Knight.”

She snorted right into her coffee. “Michael Knight? Smooth.”

“What? Do you know him?”

“The whole world knows him,” she snickered. “Knight Rider? You never heard of it?” she laughed, taking another sip of the steaming brew, as I just stared blankly at her. 

“David Hasselhoff?” She tried again. 

I still had no idea what she was talking about.

“Don’t hassle the Hoff? Seriously? You’ve never heard of him?” 

I nodded my head from left to right slowly, wondering what she was going on about and what this had to do with the creep who bit me last night. 

“Ahh, kids these days,” she sighed, placing her coffee cup on the table. “I think he gave you a fake name, baby.”

“Ohh,” I said, nodding. “Yeah, pretty sure I did the same thing.” 

Missy just laughed as I shrugged and removed my heels before walking across the living room to get to the hallway and my bedroom. “Anyone in the bathroom?”

“Nah, it’s all yours, girl. Go ahead and wash that Knight Rider off you.” She giggled as she went back into the kitchen, and I made a beeline for my bedroom so I could get some fresh clothes. 

On the way, I nearly ran right into my other roomie, Lexie. 

“Dayum, girl! Was he tryna suck your neck or suck your blood?” she squealed once she was about three feet away from me. She held her signature smoothie in her hand and pointed toward my neck with her pinky finger. 

Did I mention that my roomies were anything but subtle? 

My hand instantly went up to my neck protectively. I had felt a bit sore there, but I was in too big of a hurry to leave this morning to stop and look. He must have given me one hell of a hickey!

“Really, Lexie?” I gave her my most annoyed side-eye, but on the inside, I was laughing. That was Lexie for you.

“Girl, I’m not judging. I’m just observing.”

“Mhmm, I’m sure,” I said as I went into my room to grab things for my shower. Since we had just the one bathroom, we kept our personal items in the bedroom and brought them with us. Communal items could stay in the bathroom. My roommates and I had a lot of systems to keep the household flowing smoothly, but it worked. 

I stopped in the doorway and looked around the room. My bed was still made from yesterday morning since I never came home to sleep in it. My favorite teddy bear that I had since I was five sat in the middle of the pillows, a big smile on his face. “Hey Mr. Paws,” I whispered. 

Opening the top drawer of my white wooden dresser, I pulled out some fresh panties and a matching bra. Then I opened the second drawer to find my favorite skinny jeans. They were the dark denim ones with their extra stretchy fabric that made them more comfortable. They hugged the curves in all the right places but didn’t cut off circulation when I bent over. It was definitely feeling like a stretchy jeans kind of day…

Next, I went over to my closet to look for a blouse. I flipped through a few white ones before settling a tiny little blood red number that I wore so infrequently, I had almost forgotten I owned it. 

Just as I was gathering my towel and other shower supplies, I felt a pang in my stomach that nearly doubled me over. Then, a rumbling… I’d never felt so hungry in all my life. 

Sheesh! How much did I drink last night? 

I gripped onto the side of my bed for a moment, trying to ignore the hunger ache as he screamed through my entire body. As the stomach cramping subsided, I decided to get straight into the shower, then I’d find something to eat that my hungover stomach would tolerate, hopefully. 

Right now, I just wanted to wash the ick off myself. I hadn’t actually intended to spend the night with Michael Knight – or whoever he was. I just wanted to get a piece and then go home. This had been my weekend routine for a while now. As I said, I was living free.

The thing was… I could not actually remember all that had happened last night. 

While it is true that I had been partying pretty hard lately, I wasn’t prone to blackouts. Had I been drugged? 

If so, I don’t think my “sleepover buddy” was the one who did it. In fact, he’d been really big on consent and asked me several times if I was sure I wanted to continue. Way more considerate than a lot of the guys I had been with…Hell, he was a downright gentleman in comparison.

Why is it I could remember that, but I couldn’t remember what happened after? In fact, I remembered everything leading up to us actually having sex, and then… nothing. 

Just a big, black hole in my memory until I woke up this morning, naked in a strange bed with a massive headache and decided to bail before Mr. Knight Before woke and expected an encore. 

I really hated that feeling. I suppose no one likes to feel out of control of their own bodies, but this was an exposed, vulnerable feeling like nothing I’d ever felt before. And I did not care for it at all. Maybe I did need to cool it on the partying a bit. 

All of these thoughts raced through my head as I stood in the bathroom now, the cool tiles on my feet, and pulled my shirt off over my head, dropping it to the floor. The mirror in front of me showed a tired girl with yesterday’s mascara smudged below her eyes, looking like a racoon. 

I’m a hot mess. I groaned as I thought about it. Time to wash all the funk and the memories of last night down the drain.  I let out a long, drawn-out sigh.

My neck was really sore now…

As I thought about the pain in my neck, I moved my long auburn hair over and saw something that made my breath catch in my throat.

That wasn’t a hickey!
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I leaned in close to the mirror to get a better look at the spot on my neck.

It looked like… well, it looked like a wound, if I was being honest. There was a huge bruise about the size of a half dollar forming on my neck, that was already turning different shades of black and blue. But there was more than that… there was dried blood. 

I was about to get real fucking furious with this John from last night if he man-handled me and I couldn’t even remember it. Like, what the hell?

Reaching up with my hand, I rubbed at the dried blood that was crusting on my bruised skin, although it was very tender to touch, and some of it flaked away revealing two small holes in the skin, in the middle of the bruise. 

What the actual hell? 

Panicking a little, I leaned in closer toward the bathroom mirror to try to get a good look at it, but the angle and location of the wound made it very difficult. I picked up a hand mirror we used for doing our hair sometimes and tried to get a closer look with that. 

Yep, it definitely looked like two tiny holes in my neck and lots of bruising all around them. It was still fresh, but the tissue was damaged and puffed up. 

I glanced down at my shirt on the floor and noticed bloodstains on it as well. How had I missed that before? Honestly, it’s probably because the world was spinning, and my stomach was trying to eat itself. And because I left his place like a bat out of hell, eager to get home as soon as possible. 

Why am I such an idiot? I thought, vowing to never drink again but knowing I’d probably break my own promise to myself in less than 24 hours.  

If that jerk had hurt me, I needed to report it. But… what was there to report when I couldn’t remember anything? 

Turning on the shower to hot water only, I peeled off the rest of my clothes, looked one more time at my neck in the mirror, sighed deeply, then turned on some of the cold tap, too, before climbing into the shower. I just needed to wash it all away. I was sure I’d feel better after that. 

After the warm water ran over my face and body for a few minutes, I shampooed my long hair, massaging the roots, and taking in the nice berry scent. I was starting to feel better already. I just needed to calm down and get a handle on the racing thoughts in my mind. 

Everything was going to be okay. 

As I washed the rest of my body, I searched for evidence of more damage, but there was none. 

No bruises, no cuts, no sores, no blood… everything seemed fine. 

I guess that was a good thing, but I was still feeling really weird about what happened and my inability to remember it. My stomach ached with an emptiness I couldn’t describe and my brain felt so foggy. There was something I was feeling just under the surface that I struggled to put a name to… shame, perhaps?

There was having fun and then there was complete, reckless abandon of all good senses. The latter left me feeling really foolish the next day. 

Slowly I rinsed the shampoo from my hair and some soapy water ran over my neck and it burned like getting alcohol in a cut. 

“Ahhhh!” I cried out loud in the shower, which echoed and probably got the attention of at least one of my nosy roommates. They’d probably be cracking dirty jokes when I got out. It was times like these when living in close quarters was a pain in my ass. I just didn’t feel like dealing with their antics today. 

Rubbing my neck again with my hand, I tried hard to remember what had happened last night. It started with a club crawl with my girls, then I met him and after swearing to them I was fine and I would text, I decided to leave with him.

Retracing my steps in my mind, I tried to recall as many details as possible. He said he lived just a couple of miles away. We left the bar and went back to his apartment in an Uber. His hands were all over me as we made out in the backseat. His big, strong hands that felt so good on my skin, around my waist, on my breasts…

Then, the Uber driver stopped at his address. I could hardly wait to get inside and tear his clothes off. The make out session in the car had me so riled up. He was revved up, too, but he was so patient. He was going so slowly, and he asked me one more time, “Are you sure?”

“I’m positive,” I moaned in his ear before giving it a little nibble. “Enough teasing. I can’t take it anymore,” I purred. 

“Careful now, I might bite back,” he had said, and I laughed, a little too loudly. I blame it on the cocktails. I’d clearly had too many. But still, I was in control. I knew what I was doing, and I had wanted this. 

He lived alone, but in that moment, I don’t think it would have mattered to me either way. I kicked off my shoes as we kissed in the living room. Then, as his hands roamed my body and his tongue explored my mouth, I unbuttoned his shirt. 

My hands searched his hard chest, and moved down to his slim waist, and although I wasn’t directly touching it yet, I could feel his hardness. He was excited for me, too. 

He pulled my top up over my head and broke his mouth from my lips to kiss down my neck, my chest, and over my breasts that were firm and perky, still in my bra. 

“Let’s take this someplace more comfortable,” he had said, grabbing me by the hand and leading me to the bedroom. I would have done him right in the hallway, if needed. I had never been so hot for a guy in all my life. When I looked into his eyes, I seemed to melt right into him. It was intoxicating. 

Once in his bedroom, he slid my skirt down my waist and off over my legs, tossing it across the room. I was in my bra and panties now, on his silken bedspread, as dim light filled the room. It was just enough to see what we were doing, but not so much to be glaring or distracting. 

Had he turned on lights when we came in here, or were they already on? I didn’t know, didn’t care, didn’t want to do anything else except continue kissing him and feeling his hands on my body. 

“Are you sure you want this?” He asked again. 

“Yes! Yes, I’m sure!” I shouted this time, not caring who heard. I needed him like I had never needed anything in my life. 

With his strong firm body on top of mine, he held my hands up above my head with one hand, and he slid the other hand up and down my body as he leaned in to kiss me again, deep and hard this time, his tongue thrusting into my mouth and circling around mine. 

He smelled divine. I closed my eyes in the shower as the water ran over me, remembering his smell. It was intoxicating and just thinking of it took me back to that moment, staring into his eyes.

Then, his kisses ran down my face and my neck again. This is where things went fuzzy. It was as if something was interrupting the timeline. Try as I may, I couldn’t bring those memories back. 

He was kissing my neck and then…

Ouch! There was pain.

From what? I couldn’t remember. 

Think, Carmilla, think. What caused the pain?

There was a flash of a memory – my hands were being held tighter now. I was struggling against him, but he was far stronger than me. Maybe this was part of the sex? I did like it rough… 

Then everything went fuzzy again. Ugh! Why did I drink so much? It must have been catching up to me after the fact. I had a habit of getting in too deep before the buzz really hit me. 

I strained hard, focusing all my attention back to my memory of last night. Out of the fuzz, I saw his face above me. He was hovering over my body, still on the bed. 

That’s it… now I was remembering. 

His face was above me and… I looked up into his eyes, his dark, dreamy eyes and … they flashed red. Red like fire or demon eyes or something else that I couldn’t explain because I had never seen anything like it before. I had started to scream then, and he laughed, showing long, white, sparkling fangs dripping with red blood. 

My blood? 

I was suddenly jolted out of the memory and reminded that I was still in the shower. The water was starting to run cold over my back and my fingertips were starting to wrinkle. 

Getting out of the shower, the earth felt shaky around me, my feet wobbly, my body unsteady. 

I must have been drugged. He drugged me and that was why I couldn’t remember it all and that was just a vision; like a fever dream, but it was brought on by all the alcohol and whatever drug he gave me. 

That had to be it!

As I wrapped a large, fluffy towel around my naked, wet body, I steadied myself leaning against the counter. Why did it feel so real then? If that was a dream, it was the most realistic dream I’d ever had. Also, how did that explain the holes in my neck?

Wiping the steam from the mirror, I looked again at myself. My face free of last night’s makeup now… my eyes less racoon-like, but still tired… and then I looked again at my neck. With the dried blood washed away, there were two very distinctive little holes in my neck. 

Fang marks. 

I felt the room spinning and growing dark, and quickly sat down on the toilet before I passed out. The last thing I needed was to be carted off naked in an ambulance after a crazy night of too much drinking and mystery sex with a stranger. 
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It didn’t make any sense. There had to be another explanation, even if I couldn’t remember it right now. My hungover mind was just playing tricks on me. Sitting was already making me feel better. 

While still sitting on the toilet, I dried my body from the shower and began to slide into my new clothes. I didn’t want to make any sudden moves and black out again, but I didn’t want to spend the rest of my day hiding in the bathroom, either. 

Once I had dried, dressed, and put some conditioner in my hair, I left the bathroom feeling as pulled together as I was going to be able to manage, for now. I’d just try to avoid my roommates and well… anyone else… for a little while, until I started to feel better. 

You can do this, Carmilla. You just need some hydration and a decent meal.

I needed some fresh air, and my stomach was still churning, so I decided to go for a walk. Not usually the fitness or exercise type, this was new and random, but I just had to get out of that house. 

My senses were on fire today! Every scent was so strong. All the lights were glaring brighter than ever. My roommates seemed so loud. And that growling in my stomach would not go away. I needed food, but nothing sounded good. I had looked at some fruit in the kitchen on my way out, but the thought of it made my stomach turn.

Now here I was, walking up the sidewalk a few blocks from the house I shared with my roommates, trying simultaneously to forget last night and also to remember what had happened to me in those forgotten, fuzzy moments. I wanted to remember, but I was afraid to remember. 

What if I saw his face again, and those eyes, and those bloody fangs? 

I was so lost in my thoughts, that I didn’t even notice someone walking very close behind me until the voice said something just inches from my ear. 

“You’ve been bitten,” she stated matter-of-factly. 

“Excuse me?” I didn’t intend to have quite that level of snark in my voice when I said it, but I was having a day, and it was starting to show. I turned around and came face-to-face with a petite woman with a serious face.

“You were bitten, and you have the gene. The Turn has already started, I bet. You’re becoming a vampire, Carmilla. You can either come with me and learn how to do it correctly, or I have to put you down.”

“Put me… down?“

“I don’t make the rules. I just enforce them. You have 24 hours to decide. We can’t give you a minute longer than that. The Turn will be complete on the 3rd day after you were bitten.”

“Who are you?” I asked. She hardly looked older than me but something about her was different, more mature, as if she had lived a dozen lifetimes to my one. She didn’t look like she wanted to be trifled with, either. 

“If you come to the Academy, you will find out. If you choose not to, it’s best you not know.”

With that, she handed me a card and walked away, leaving me standing there on the sidewalk with my mouth hanging open. I looked down at the business card in my hand. It was creamy white, with a red border and the letters MRVA were printed on the one side. This felt like high-quality cardstock here. Nice stuff, not what one would typically use for a prank. 

The other side read, “When you decide, dial this number.” Below that, was a telephone number. 

Before I could even process what had just happened, I felt those cramps in my stomach again, coming even stronger this time. I was so hungry. Why was I so fucking hungry?

I could eat a horse! Or a dog… like that little yappy dog right across the street being walked by his owner right now. 

Mmmm…

Okay, what the hell, Carmilla? 

Starting to feel like I was losing it, I stopped in my tracks and turned around. I needed to get home before I passed out here on the street, or worse…

I hardly remembered getting back to the house, but I managed to get inside and to the kitchen in a flash. No one else was around and I needed something to eat. I needed to eat NOW!

Pulling open the door to the fridge, I saw a package of ground hamburger inside. Missy had picked it up for Taco Tuesday this week. It was one of her specials. We all took turns cooking for one another in the house. Suddenly, I couldn’t take my mind off the meat. 

I needed it. 

I wanted it. 

I had to have it. 

My hands flew into the fridge like they had a mind of their own, grabbing the package of meat and pulling the wrapper off. Then, I began shoving the raw, bloody meat into my mouth without thinking about what I was doing. 

Mmmm.

Before I knew it, the entire package was gone. The cramping in my stomach had stopped… for the moment. But I sat here in the middle of the kitchen floor, refrigerator door still open, fingers bloody from the meat, and was both horrified and confused by what I had done. 

I had to move fast before one of my roommates saw me like this. Quickly, I hid the evidence in the trash, washed my hands in the kitchen sink, took a drink of water, but I could still taste the blood in my mouth… it sounded disgusting, but it tasted so very, very good. 

What is happening to me?

Now, I ran back to my bedroom where I kicked off my shoes and threw my body down on the bed, closing my eyes and trying to envision this was all a big, stupid dream and I was going to wake up any moment now. 

Tears welled up in my eyes but didn’t spill over. I could feel them there, right on the edge, just as I felt right now, as if I were teetering on the edge of something very dangerous but very exciting. At any moment, I could fall right into the unknown. All it would take is a little push, a strong wind… 

Something was seriously wrong with me! My heart was thump-thudding in my chest so loud, it sounded like it would explode. I could hear the drip-drop from the kitchen faucet that wasn’t turned off completely. The light was killing me! I had already turned off the overhead light but the sunlight spilling through my curtains was making me feel nauseous. I just wanted it to stop!

I reached my hand up to my neck again. There on the wound, right where those two little holes sat in my flesh, I felt a thumping, heated sensation unlike anything I had ever felt before. 

Then I felt him. He was inside me, and not between my legs. His teeth were inside me… his fangs. The fuzzy memories started to come back to me. The mysterious Mr. Knight had bitten me in the neck. He had drunk from me as I writhed and moaned with pleasure beneath him.

I had loved every second of the pure ecstasy of it, and then I had forgotten it. 

Now, I couldn’t deny the truth. With the memories returning, even if a bit hazy, I knew what the mysterious stranger on the street was talking about. As much as I wanted to pretend it wasn’t true, my date last night had been a vampire, and now I was, too. 

The Turn happened quickly; this I knew to be fact. They’d made us learn about it in history class, although they glossed over the mass genocide part. They wanted us to fear the vampires so that we never tried to activate the gene hidden inside many of us.

Shit.

This was worse than any STD. Why couldn’t he have had chlamydia instead? 

I reached across my bed for that card the woman on the street had given me that I tossed on there when I came in. Struggling to hold my phone steady in my hand, I dialed the number. 

A male voice said, “Hello, Carmilla.”

Before I could think twice about what I was doing, I shouted into the phone, “I’m in! Please help me.”
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So here we are - cat’s outta the bag. I got bitten by a vampire, and that activated my recessive vamp gene, so now, I’m turning into a vampire, too. Suffice to say, it’s not pretty. It hurts like hell and I get mad cravings and want to rip out the throats of completely innocent people nearby. 

The mood swings are worse than anything I have ever experienced, even through puberty and PMS. All of my senses were so heightened, it was positively painful just sitting in my own house. Forget about going into public. 

When I wasn’t a big bundle of nerves from all the sights and sounds, I was fighting off the urge to attack someone and sink my teeth into their neck. The hunger for blood was insatiable, uncontrollable, and undeniable. I can see why they say only about 30% of people survive The Turn anyway. It’s enough to drive anyone mad. 

And that’s why they’re sending me to vampire school. 

Supposedly, this special school was going to teach me how to survive The Turn and be a good little vampire member of society. Killing humans was frowned upon, so they’d teach me how to get my fill to sate the hunger, without breaking any human laws. 

But my human life I had before? Well, I could pretty much kiss that goodbye, because nothing was ever going to be the same for me – not ever again. Hera made that very clear when she brought me here. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves…

Sure, I called the number on that card, because I was scared and desperate. But I didn’t know when I did it that they were going to make me go back to school. This was definitely not my thing. 

Yeah, I barely passed school the first time around. It was boring and repetitive, and the other kids were mostly all idiots or jerks. I spent four years of high school being the “weird girl”. I blossomed after graduation and since then, I had been living my best life. But school was not my best of times. I did not need a repeat. 

But it was either attend Vampire Academy and learn the “ways of the modern vampire” or get put down. Yeah, that’s for real. Hera had meant exactly what she said to me that day on the street. 

They were just going to put me down like some rabid racoon. As much as I didn’t want to go back to school at 21 years old, I also didn’t want to die, so I suppose it was a choice of the worst of two evils. 

Today, school won. 

One Friday night party, drunken one-night stand and I found myself sitting on the floor of my kitchen eating raw hamburger out of the package like a starving animal. 

And that’s how I found myself standing before the giant wrought-iron gates of Mystic River Vampire Academy, the greatest hidden gem of Mystic, Connecticut. I promise you; this sleepy little historic town had no idea what was really going on behind those gates. I had lived here all my life and I never had a clue. 

It’s crazy the things you can miss when you don’t know what to look for. Vampires had been here in my hometown for my entire life, and I never even knew. Not only that, but they had been training vampires here in my hometown and I was none the wiser. 

I had no idea how many secrets were about to be unveiled to me now that I was going through The Turn. It all began when I called the number on that card. The unknown male voice answered and told me to pack and small bag and be ready. 

Thirty minutes later, Hera came back for me. I’d babbled something about needing to tell my roommates how long I’d be gone, but Hera had shushed me. 

“Let’s see if you even survive The Turn first before you worry about all that,” she had said. 

I wanted to argue with her but for one, I didn’t have the energy, and for two, she didn’t look like the type of woman you argued with. She may have been small, but she was scary. 

That was when Hera brought me to Vampire Academy, and can you imagine my shock that we didn’t even have to travel very far? Right here in Mystic, just along the famous Mystic River, there was a mansion on a hill, overlooking the water that housed vampires in training. 

Boats came in and out all hours of the day and night, with no idea that right there in that old historic building behind the antique iron gates were blood-sucking, immortal beasts just itching for the opportunity to feed.

Well, the object of the school was to teach us not to feed on unsuspecting humans. This was just one of many things I would learn here that would surprise me. As I said, I never liked school before. 

But there were some important things to know about vampire school. First, it was not like any school you’ve ever heard of. We were not here to learn about history or arithmetic. In fact, this wasn’t really about school at all. 

Instead, this was a special, secret institution meant to teach us how to behave as vampires in the human world so that we could avoid being hunted down and killed, like what had happened in the past to our ancestors. I guess that made them my ancestors, which was a very wild concept for me. 

The thing about Vampire Academy was, if you didn’t pass, you didn’t survive. See, the vampire population had nearly been wiped out in the War of ‘25. The military had rounded up all the vampires in reinforced steel cages and taken them to some unknown site to be “eradicated”. If they even suspected you might be a vampire, you were taken in. 

It was like the days of the Salem Witch Trials, but you know, with vamps. 

It was a nasty time in human history with debates over human rights, social civics and law of the land. Once the truth got out that vampires walked the earth, there were those who would stop at nothing to ensure they were completely destroyed. 

There will always be people who fear what they don’t understand. The real problem is that all too often, those are the people who are in charge of the rules. And that is how it came to be that all of the known vampires (or anyone who was thought to be a vampire) was rounded up, taken to the equivalent of concentration camps, and eventually killed, but not before they studied them, tortured them, and treated them like lab rats to try to understand how they worked. 

Most importantly, they wanted to gain their secrets to immortality. Many vampires were abused in this way, and thousands more were murdered, all in the name of “safety” for humanity, but we know it was never really about that, was it? 

A few got away, of course, stayed hidden, pretended to be normal humans. Forced underground, they learned to lay low, not let on to anyone who and what they were, and because of this, they were able to survive. This is how the Vampire Academy was founded. 

They realized they needed a place to bring the vampires together and teach them how to avoid outing themselves or getting caught in a society that wanted to destroy them. 1v1, a vampire would always win against a human. We were stronger, smarter, faster, more resistant, and pretty much superior in every way. 

The problem is it would never be a 1v1 fight. With the government itself out to get vampires, there was an entire system built on speciesism, looking to remove vampires from the scene completely. The entire system was rigged against the vampire race. It was never going to be a fair fight. 

But what they did not know back then is the gene didn’t die out. It could lie dormant in the blood of some descendants, until something happened to reactivate it.  That “something” could be a bite from an active vampire. 

This was discovered some time later when newly turned vampires were showing up, or the corpses of those who didn’t survive The Turn were found in their homes, and even in the middle of the streets. At first, they thought they were just hidden vamps who had managed not to get caught in the first Purge, but the truth was soon discovered. 

An estimated 42% of the current world population was believed to have the recessive gene. These humans walked around every day with the vampiric gene inside the, but not activated. That was a scary high number, but the good news is, nothing would happen unless your vamp gene was triggered. 

You’d live a normal human life, no thirst for blood and no immortality, and you’d grow old and eventually die, just like everyone else. Carpe diem and from dust to dust, and all that jazz.

But if you were bitten by a vampire… well, that was all that was needed to activate your vamp gene and you’d begin The Turn. Turning was unpleasant, painful as hell, and kind of gross, but if you survived it, you officially became a vampire. 

And with it, you gained all the perks of being a vampire, the top of which was immortality. 

I guess that was one bright side of what had happened to me – I was Forever 21. 
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A vampire didn’t age past the age they were when they turned. So here I was, in the prime of my life, young and sexy at 21, and I was going to stay this way forever. BAM! That’s a win, baby. 

I mean, part of me was horrified that this had happened, but sometimes you have to make the best of what you’ve been given. No crying over spilled milk and all that. 

Apart from my roommates, I didn’t have much of a past human life to worry about leaving behind anyway. And the never-aging perk alone seemed like a benefit. 

But there was a lot more to it than that. All our senses were heightened. That meant supersonic hearing, which was sometimes cool, but most of the time just really annoying. I mean, I could hear a pin drop from a house three miles away… so, yeah. Make of that what you will. 

I could smell fresh blood from even more miles away. Maybe cool if you were a shark, but when you’re a vampire who is not supposed to feed on humans… less cool. Still, I was learning to control the urge. 

And that heightened sense of smell was not reserved just for blood. Nope, everything smelled stronger – skunks, dumpsters, dirty gym socks… Trust me, this was not always a good thing.

We could move incredibly fast. I suppose that was a perk, although I’d never been one to care much about my athletic prowess. Still, being quick had its benefits and I would learn more about this in the coming months. 

These were just a few of the changes that happen after The Turn. But there was so much more to it. There were physical changes and personality changes and lifestyle changes that had to occur if you wanted to transition to a vampire. 

Some of the movies and other vampire media I had seen in my life glamorized the whole thing. Like, you were bitten by a sexy vampire and then you turned into a sexy vampire and you lived forever enjoying vamp sex until the end of time. 

Nope. That’s not how it works. That’s not how any of this works. 

Maybe that worked for those vampires, but they didn’t have their own government commit total genocide against them. They didn’t have the stigma of the vampire gene being looked at as the plague of the generation. 

This was worse than pitchforks and torches of generations past; this was a full-on assault by the government. And they had the money, the power, and the resources to eradicate an entire sect of people. The only way to avoid it was to not get caught being a vampire. 

And that is why they wanted us to come here to the Vampire Academy. We had to learn to follow the rules or we could be a danger to ourselves, and to others. 

A vampire running around in the post-war world acting like a vampire was going to get killed, and possibly get everyone connected to them killed as well. We couldn’t let instinct guide us. We had to follow a higher calling – one that would keep us safe. 

So, Vampire Academy was the place to go to learn two things: 

1.  How to be a vampire

2.  How to avoid getting caught as a vampire

We would first learn how to survive The Turn. After we made it through that tough part, we would learn how we were supposed to feed, we’d learn about the different vampire “powers” or abilities we would develop, and we’d also learn how to blend into society in a natural way. 

And this brought us to the cardinal rules – the basic tenants of being a vampire. Never get caught being a vampire. Not getting caught meant following the rules. 

The most important rule: We don’t turn humans. 

And this brings us full circle back to how I got myself in this predicament in the first place. I was standing in the front halls with Hera on my first day of Vampire Academy, talking about the one who had bitten me and put me in this position. 

Hera had demanded to know who had bitten me and when I told her the story, as best as I could remember, she told me that whoever had done this would be severely punished. Although she didn’t say those words exactly, I had a feeling she might be the one doling out that punishment. 

“That’s rule number two, consent,” she said, her eyes wide and angry looking. “A vampire never, ever bites without consent. And we never turn humans. That’s rule number one.”

“Okay well, whoever Mr. Knight really is, I don’t think he gives a crap about your rules. Unless…”

“Unless what?”

“What if I gave consent?” My mind went back to my lost time. And I remembered how focused he had been on asking my consent from the beginning. He was adamant about it. 

“Even if you gave consent to being bitten, we’re not allowed to turn humans. Either way, he broke the cardinal rule.”

“What will happen to him if they find him?” I didn’t know why I felt concern for the being who had essentially destroyed my human life forever and turned me into a blood-sucking, immortal beast, but I was feeling it none-the-less. 

“Oh, they’ll kill him,” Hera said without flinching. “Now, let’s go get your schedule.”

She sure knew how to change tracks quickly. But I had learned that doing as you’re told here is a good way to keep out of trouble. If I wanted to get out of here as soon as possible, I needed to stay far away from trouble. 








  
  
  Chapter 6

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




Hera is the one who had met me that day on the sidewalk, near my home. The day The Turn had started for me, and I was given the choice. Since I chose to come to the Academy, she hadn’t had to destroy me, which was good because I kind of liked being alive.

So, here we were on my first day of school, and Hera was showing me around and getting me settled into what was going to be my new home for quite some time. I was told that some vampires spend years here before they graduate. I wasn’t so sure how I felt about that, but I wasn’t being given a choice so for now, I was just going to roll with it.

Despite her cold first impression, she was pretty cool. Her had been a bit of a mentor/tour guide for me since I had gotten here at Mystic River Vampire Academy, and she was helping me adjust.

Rumor had it, she’d been here a very long time. She was one of the first and helped build this school for others like me. She was tough, but knowledgeable, and hot as hell. I know it’s superficial to comment on looks, but with Hera, it’s kind of hard not to. If a goddess and an angel had a baby, it would look like Hera. 

“Why have a rule like that anyway?” I asked, curious about this rule banning us from turning others. 

“We are trying to control the vampire population.” She stated flatly, as if I was foolish for even asking such a thing.

“But why? How are we any better than those brutes who murdered all those vampires back in the war? If we’re trying to protect our kind, then how does population control fit in?”

“We are immortal, Carmilla. There are already enough of us and we could live literally forever. If the earth became overrun with vampires, we’d have no one left to feed on, and that could quickly turn to a problem.”

“Well, it still sounds like bullshit to me,” I huffed. 

“It might be ‘bullshit’ to you, but those are the rules. And if you don’t follow the rules here…”

“I know, I know,” I interrupted. “You get put down. Yeah, I think I’ve been threatened with that enough as it is. How could I forget?”

“It’s not a threat,” Hera’s low drawl was threatening, but also super sexy to me. “It’s a warning. Follow the rules and play nice, and you’ll have centuries of fun ahead of you.” She turned, looking me straight in the eyes as she said it, never blinking. 

“And if I don’t?”

“Well,” she said, licking her lips. “Then I get to put my pretty little stake right through your pretty little heart.” She thumped me in the chest as she said it, but I didn’t flinch. I wasn’t going to let her intimidate me. Also, I kind of liked her touching me, if we’re being honest.

My heart sped up a bit faster every time she touched me, and it wasn’t just out of fear. In fact, I didn’t think that was from fear at all…

“Enough questions,” she said, turning ahead of me again. “We need to get you sorted. Come on.”

And with that, I followed her down the hallway, off to get my schedule and learn about my classes, and what would be expected of me here. 

And that was how I started at Mystic River Vampire Academy. 

***

       Hera took me into the main office where I met the people (vampires) in charge of this school. I was given a schedule that told me when and where I was supposed to report to specific classes. Honestly, it all seemed pretty normal. If I didn’t know better, I would think I had just enrolled in some kind of college. 

I don’t know what I was expecting – weird blood-sucking parties? Vampire orgies? I guess you never know what to expect when you get dropped with a bomb like the one that had been laid on me over the past 48 hours. But now that I was here, it seemed like any old school, with a few exceptions. 

Age and grade level didn’t matter here. This wasn’t that kind of school. We were placed based on when we started The Turn, how much we already knew about vampires, and how much of a danger we posed for ourselves and others. 

Until I passed – or died trying – I’d be living here on campus. I wasn’t even allowed to leave until I “earned the right”, according to Hera. Of course, I didn’t much care for being put on lockdown like some grounded teenager, but sometimes you just gotta do what you gotta do. 

It would seem my life of freedom and partying was behind me. At least, if these vampires had anything to say about it, they were. But I’d find a workaround. As I said, rules weren’t really my thing. Too constricting… and I wasn’t looking to get tied down (unless it was in the bedroom). 

Part of my orientation also meant being shown to my room and around the common areas of the campus. Hera took me there after I had gotten my schedule. She may not have acted too pleased about it, but I was in no position to complain about having her as my sexy tour guide, even if she was a bit rough around the edges. I liked ‘em feisty. 

She showed me the community areas first, before walking me across a most beautiful courtyard fully of greenery and then into another set of buildings. This one would be the one that housed my room; the place I would now be calling home for however long it took to graduate this place.

She took me up to the second floor and then opened the door to a room about six doors down from the elevators. 

“This is my room?” I asked in awe, looking around the huge bedroom suite. 

“Well, it ain’t the Ritz,” she said. 

“No, but it’s pretty damn fancy,” I laughed. I was fairly sure I’d never even stayed in a place as cool as this, much less been able to call it home. 

“Okay, well, do whatever you need to get settled in,” she huffed. “Classes start for you tomorrow.”

“Yes, of course. I’m on it.” Before Hera left, she paused for a moment, giving me a look I couldn’t quite read. Was that amusement? Then she just grunted and left down the hallway, back the way we had come. 

I closed the door behind her and took a deep breath. The room smelled like flowers, although I couldn’t quite make out what type. Roses maybe? 

Before I could even move from my place at the front door, someone moved in the back of the room and startled me. 

“Who are you?” I said, dropping my bag to the floor. 

“Propanga. I’m your roommate.” The figure stepped out of the shadows and into my view. She was tall, slender, cute face, with a short black bob haircut. 

“Hera didn’t mention I had a roommate,” I said. 

“Hera leaves out a lot of details,” she said with a laugh. “Want me to show you around?”

“Um, sure,” I said, thinking that there couldn’t be that much to show in a bedroom, right? But I didn’t want to be rude to someone I was going to have to share a room with for well… I didn’t know how long.

“Follow me,” she said with a smile and a little wave of her hand. “It’s Carmilla, right?”

“Yes,” I wondered how she knew my name already, but I suppose they mut have told her she was getting a roomie. 

“So, this part is where you will sleep,” she said, pointing around the large bedroom suite we were standing in. “And over here is my side.” 

I followed her around the corner that she had seemed to pop out of before and realized there was another bedroom on the other side, just as big. A small half-wall separated the two sides, so that we were basically in one room, but it felt like two. And the entire suite was big enough that it didn’t even feel like sharing a room. 

I had to admit, this was bigger and nicer than the place I had been staying with my roomies. 

“And over here is the kitchen,” she said moving further back past her bedroom area into a section I couldn’t see well because the lights were out. My eyes adjusted in the dark (way better than they ever did before I started turning into a vampire) and I was able to make out the space she was pointing to.

“Wait? We have our own kitchen?” Disbelief must have been written all over my face. 

“Well, it’s a kitchenette, but yes.” She had such a big, sweet smile. She seemed so innocent and girl-next-door-ish, I almost forgot for a second that she was a vampire, too. I know that was prejudiced of me, but my mind had an idea of what vampires were and it wasn’t sweet little Propanga. 

After the mini tour of this amazing place, it was time to get some rest. I didn’t know how much sleep vampires needed – if any – but my human body was exhausted right now. The Turn takes a lot out of you.

“Thanks, Propanga, and nice to meet you.” I tried to keep my manners, even if I was living in a completely surreal situation. 

“Oh, of course! You’re welcome. After you get some rest, tomorrow I can show you around or catch you up on any things you need to know,” she offered with a smile. 

“Thank you, that’s very sweet. Let’s catch up tomorrow.”

With that, she went back to her side of the room and me to mine, and I tried to get comfortable in this place I had never slept before. It felt odd, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to call this new place “home”, but for now, it was a damn fine place to stay until I went through whatever education Hera’s bosses thought I needed to be back on my own again. 

I drifted off to sleep, exhausted from the day, unsure of what tomorrow would bring, and more than just a little overwhelmed. I didn’t even remember falling asleep. But sometime, not long after my tired head hit the pillow, I must have drifted off. 
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The next morning, I woke early, pulled out my schedule and tried to remember what Hera had said I was supposed to do. There was so much to remember and to take in, it could feel overwhelming for sure. 

“Hey, Carmilla! Happy first day. Wanna walk to class together?” Propanga asked from around the divider wall to her side. I felt a huge wave of relief wash over me. 

“Yes, actually,” I replied. “That sounds good.”

“Look, it’s normal to feel nervous,” she said, tucking a piece of her short blond hair behind her ear. “Everyone does when they first come here. I mean, hello? Vampires! It’s intimidating.”

“Who said I’m nervous?” I replied, but I was certain my face gave me away. I was hella nervous! I mean, a school for vampires? I didn’t even know what to expect. Not to mention the fact that I had not chosen this for myself. It was come here, or “be destroyed” so… it didn’t exactly feel like a choice. 

“Right, of course.” Propanga just smiled, flipped her short blond hair over her shoulder and picked up her backpack which seemed to be full of books. I had not been given any books yet; just a small, thin agenda. Hera hadn’t been very forthcoming about what would happen on my first day. 

I had not been a fan of school the first go round, so I wasn’t expecting to get exciting about going back to school, even if it was a vampire school. Propanga was the closest thing I had to a friend so far, and I had come here with little more than the clothes on my back. This was sure to be interesting… 

As soon as I was ready, Propanga and I left our room together. In the hallways, we passed some other females, of varying ages and backgrounds. Some of them walked in groups of two or more and they seemed to know each other already. Others walked alone, looking a bit lost and confused. 

“First day for everyone,” Propanga said as we left our room and walked down the hall to the main campus. “This should be fun!”

“Yeah, a real hoot,” I mumbled under my breath. 

We walked across the courtyard that Hera had brought me through last night, but everything looked different in the morning sun. I could smell the river close by, too, even though I couldn’t see it from where we were. Many rows of tall, old trees surrounded the property, enclosing us in the middle.

As we came upon the main part of the building, I noticed again how big the doors were. What I hadn’t seen last night in the dark was all the intricate details of the carvings around the main doors. They looked like a bunch of little cherubs with different expressions on their faces. Some of them almost seemed to be… screaming. It was incredibly unique, if not also a little bit creepy. 

“So, we’ve got different first periods but if you want to meet up later for lunch, we can eat together,” Propanga said as we stepped into the main foyer. 

“Um yeah, sure. Yeah, that sounds good. I’ll see you at lunch,” I nodded to my new roomie, secretly wondering what vampires actually ate for lunch. Did they set up a big blood buffet for us or something? 

I waved to my new friend and then found my way down the hall to my first class. With no idea what to expect, I tried to just keep an open mind about all of this. 
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First period was Introduction to Vampirism. If I’m being honest, I was not at all prepared for what this class was going to teach me, even on day one. I was sure I would know most of what was going to be said in this class, but I was in for a big surprise. One of the first things that caught my attention, however, was the diversity of the class. I stopped just inside the doorway and looked around the entire room before choosing my own seat. 

There were about fifteen of us in here and a couple looked around my age, one looked definitely younger than me, and most everyone else looked older than me. Some looked in their later 20s, and most in their 30s, but there were also a couple of people who had to be 40s or 50s. 

In the back was a man who might be even older than that. His hair was thinning and all grey and he had more wrinkles around his eyes than anyone else in the room. 

I knew that vampire academy was going to be different than any other school I had ever been to, but I don’t think I ever really took time to think about how different it would be or the fact that this would not be like a school full of minors. 

This was going to be a class of “baby vampires”, which actually meant former humans of all ages, ethnicities and backgrounds. As I entered the classroom, I took a seat toward the middle in the second-to-back row. I’d never been a teacher’s pet kind of student and I wasn’t going to walk into my first day and sit on the front row. Although, when the professor stood up to introduce himself, I would end up regretting that just a smidge. 

“Welcome class, and congratulations on becoming a vampire,” came the voice from the front of the classroom. This guy who I presumed was the professor was so hot. 

He was tall, slender built, but with defined muscles in his arms. I couldn’t see with the suit pants he had on, but I had a feeling his legs were just as toned. He had a chiseled jaw like those male models you see on the front of romance novels. 

But he also had a friendly face and soft eyes, and for reasons I could not explain, I wanted to both hold his hands and caress his scruffy face. As my mind started to drift into fantasies of what it would be like to kiss him, he began speaking to the class. 

His voice was just as sexy as the rest of him and I was so zoned out, I missed the part where he said his name. It didn’t matter. I’d call him anything he wanted me to.

“The first thing you need to know about being a vampire, is that everything you think you know about being a vampire is likely not true,” he spoke, his voice deep and just a little bit raspy in a way that I found very sexy. 

Some of the students moaned and groaned before he continued. “Unless you come from a family of vampires, or have a vampire bestie, there’s probably a lot that you don’t know about us and how we operate. And that’s what this class is all about. I’m going to give you a crash course in everything you need to know about living as a vampire in this world.”

Some people shifted in their seats, but as I glanced around at the class, most everyone seemed very intent on what he was saying. It was easy to tell there was a genuine interest in the topic, or at the very least, an interest in our sexy Professor. 

“There’s a lot to cover, so unless you have an amazing memory, I’d recommend taking notes,” as he said this, he turned his back to us and began writing something on a giant whiteboard at the front of the class. 

There were bustling sounds as some of my classmates pulled notebooks and binders out of their bags and backpacks. Shit! Was I supposed to bring school supplies? 

And then he began, with a tale as old as time… with a few twists, of course. 

“Fabled as demons of the night and regarded as creatures of myth and legend, there have been stories told of our kind for as long as humans have existed. Vampires. Bloodsuckers. Natural predators of man. Or are we?”

“Are we dead? Well, obviously not. Because here we are walking the earth and speaking to one another. Are we alive? Not exactly…”

There were a few snickers from other students in the class but some other gasps, likely from the newbies like me who still didn’t know anything about this vampire underworld. 

“Some have called us undead,” he continued, “and that is one way to describe it. The truth is, there aren’t really any human words that properly describe it. What is important to know is that after surviving The Turn, you are no longer human. You will look like a human and you may have many human characteristics, but you are not longer human. This is why human words can never truly grasp the complexity of what we are.”

He looked around the room, allowing his words to sink in before continuing, pacing slightly back and forth in front of the class. For a brief moment, his eyes locked on mine. His intense stare caused me to look down into my lap, which was odd, because I’d certainly never been shy before. There was just something about him… I couldn’t look directly into his eyes like that. 

“So, the best starting point is for me to teach you about what vampires are, how you become one, and how you need to survive from here on out, because I promise you,” he paused, looking around at each and every face in the room before continuing, “it will be unlike anything you have known up to this point in your lives.”

I looked around the room now and saw some of my fellow classmates with pens in hand, ready to take notes. Others stared right at the professor, waiting for him to continue, seemingly transfixed on what he had to say. 

“First, know that despite appearances, you are no longer human. Your bodies will be capable of doing things no human body can do. And your bodies will no longer need the things that human bodies need. This is going to challenge everything you’ve ever known about physiology and anatomy, and that’s why this school is so important.”

I noticed his lip was upturned slightly on the right side as he spoke. It almost made it look like he had a forever smirk upon his face. It was cute. 

“Once you have fully completed The Turn, your nervous system will be transmuted. Magic will be coursing through your veins. You will no longer be human, despite this outer shell. This body is a mere conduit, the magical energy coursing throughout it capable of doing amazing things – things you have likely never thought of before.”

Magic? I thought to myself. I’d never linked vampires and magic before, but I suppose there had to be some explanation for how we could do what we could do. Speaking of, what could we do? No one had really filled those blanks for me yet. I was hearing a lot about what I was not supposed to do. 

“This magic will power many autonomous abilities that you will now have – shapeshifting, conjuring, bewitching or enchanting others to name a few. As you move throughout your courses here at Vampire Academy, you will learn all of these, as well as how to master them. But first, I need to give you the basics. This is the foundation that will allow you to understand what is happening to you and the changes that your body is going through.”

He went on to explain some of what was happening to our bodies during The Turn. I still wasn’t sure I understood all of it and I’d probably need to ask somebody to explain it again later. All I really wanted to know right now was when the vomiting would stop. I hadn’t been able to keep any food down since I wolfed down that pack of raw hamburger the day I met Hera. Yuck! That was a memory I didn’t need to resurface. 

“Now,” the professor said, “Who would like to ask some questions?”

He looked around the class, but no one seemed to be jumping at the opportunity right away. I think most of them were either still in shock about the things he had just said, or they were trying to sort through the many questions they likely had rolling through their minds. At least, I know I did.

“Can we go out in the sun?” A young woman with red hair and tons of freckles on her pale skin asked. 

“Wonderful question!” The professor seemed overjoyed to be hosting this vampire Q&A. I couldn’t explain why but a part of me felt happy seeing him so happy, which made no sense, as I didn’t even know him before today. “Yes, we can go out in the daylight. Despite the myths and legends and Hollywood movies, we are not impacted by daylight. This lore harkens back to the days when vampires were considered Creatures of the Night, or beings of darkness. But yeah… feel free to sunbathe all you want.”

An older man in the back raised his hand to ask the next question, “What about garlic?”

“Garlic doesn’t do anything to a vampire except give you bad breath.” The professor grinned and the class erupted into laughed. Oh, he was quite the charmer, wasn’t he? “That’s another myth. It’s folklore. Garlic has no evil power over us. It’s not our kryptonite. Go for that extra Italian pizza. It’s all good.” 

“What about a stake to the heart?” Someone from the back off the room blurted out.

“Does a stake to the heart kill us?” He turned and grinned before he spoke again, as if he was just about to let us all in on a little secret. “Well, yes and no. You see, we can die to a stake through the heart, but it can’t be just any old stake.”

A deafening silence came over the entire room and many of the students were leaning forward, desperate to hear what he had to say. Garlic may not be our kryptonite, but he was about to tell us what was. 

“A person could put a knife through your heart, and you will not die,” he continued, “because you are immortal. They could stab you with a stick from a tree, and you will not die, because you are immortal. However, there is a very special stake made from a magical wood that is not found here on earth, and that stake, which is in the possession of our very own gatekeeper, Hera, can kill even the immortal, like you and me.”
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The room stayed silent and it seemed that they were processing this information but as I looked the professor up and down, I saw he was looking back at me. This time, I fought the urge to look away and I met his gaze head-on, staring right into his blue-green eyes, even from the back of the room. As we stared at each other in this moment, it felt like time froze, or at least slowed way, way down. 

It was almost like the room closed in around us and all I could feel was him and me, me and him, and then there was a tingling sensation in my chest. Almost as quickly as it happened, he looked away, breaking the connection. 

I coughed and looked down at my lap as some of the other students murmured amongst themselves and then the professor closed out the class for the day. 

“There is so much more I have to teach you all so I do very much hope to see you all here tomorrow,” as he said that last part, he looked at me again, and winked. 

I felt a fluttery feeling in my stomach, but I ignored it as I gathered my things and looked at my schedule for the next class. Smiling at the professor on my way out, I tried to push away the weird feeling. It had to be nerves, or my imagination, or maybe I was just horny. I mean, he was damn fine looking…

My next class was Vampire History where a short blond woman of about 28 in human years but nearly 1,000 as a vampire taught us about the history of our kind. As much as I did want to learn the truth about vampires and not that propaganda the government had been feeding us about the “dangerous vampire race”, I couldn’t help but find the class slow. History had never been my favorite thing. I shifted back and forth from listening to her and hearing the deafening sound of the clock ticking in the room.

Why is that thing so loud? I thought to myself and the tick-tock, tick-tock pounded in my ears. Then I reminded myself that this must be more of my vampire abilities kicking in. As The Turn was finishing in me, my body was changing. This was what the professor had been talking about. With every minute that passed, I was becoming less human and more vampire. 

It was like a slow rebirth, without the actual death. My mind fixated on this as I moved on to my next class, Vampire Health and Wellness. Yes, that was also a thing. 

When I had first looked at the schedule Hera had given me, I thought it was the most ridiculous thing I had ever seen… almost as ridiculous as having to come to this stupid school in the first place. But now, things were different. After attending my first two classes while also experiencing the obvious changes that were taking place in my body, vampire health and wellness did not sound like the craziest idea around. 

I walked into my next classroom, which was only around the corner from my locker, and I saw some familiar faces from my first period. One of them noticed me, too, and decided to introduce herself. 

“Hey, I’m Astrid,” she said, extending a thin hand with long fingers and perfectly manicured nails. 

“Carmilla,” I said as I took her hand in mine and shook. Did vampires shake hands? What the hell did we know, anyway? We were still in The Turn. We didn’t know a damn thing about being vampires. 

“Isn’t this all so freaky?” she asked as we took seats in two desks beside one another. “I mean, this whole vampire thing? It’s like whoa!”

I was guessing from this interaction that Astrid did not come from a long line of vampires. She must have been accidentally turned. 

“Y-yeah, definitely whoa,” I replied. She really had no idea. 

“So, how did you, you know?” her wide eyes were begging me to share more than I was sure I felt comfortable sharing.

“How did I what?” I knew damn well what she meant but I was going to stall this line of questioning until I was able to think of a decent answer.

“Become a vampire, silly! Who turned you?” 

“Well, would you believe it was just a nasty STD?” I said as our teacher was walking into the room and to the front of the class. 

“STD?” Astrid laughed loudly. “Oh, you’re a funny one, aren’t you?” 

Funny was absolutely something I had never been accused of before. But it didn’t matter because the teacher of this class was standing at the front, obviously seeking our attention. 

“Hello class!” The dark-skinned, dark-haired cutie from the front of the room said as she clapped her hands together to get our attention. “I am Professor Leah, but you can just call me Leah.”

As she said this, she tossed a piece of her long, curly black hair behind her shoulder and smiled a smile so big it could light up the entire room. Damn, why are all my teachers so hot? I had to shake the hot-for-teacher thoughts away in order to concentrate. 

I was here to learn and to avoid being “destroyed” by Hera. But still… dang! If I’d had teachers like this when I was back in regular human school, things might have gone very differently for me.
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Leah was here to teach us newbie vampires how the vamp body works. I can’t tell you how badly I wanted her to give me a physical presentation, but I calmed my horny nerves and settled in for another lesson. Most of our first day was turning into teachers just talking at us for the day. 

Really, that made sense. I mean, even back in human school the first day was almost always about getting to know one another and the teacher explaining rules and expectations and telling you what you would learn in their class. So, this was all par for the course, so far. 

“Taking care of your body,” Leah continued from the front of the class that only had about twelve students in it, including me, “is a very important task that should not be taken lightly. These are the only bodies we get. You might be immortal, but your body will feel the impact of all the vampire magic coursing through it. It’s essential you care for it properly.”

I tried to distract myself from her beauty and listen to what Leah really had to say. Knowing that I would be in this body for well, forever, meant that I needed to know how to care for it properly. 

“You do not need human food to survive,” she lectured from the front of the class as some of my peers were taking notes. “However, you can eat human food. It is a popular misconception that vampires cannot eat regular food or that your body will not be able to physically digest it. We are vampires, but we still reside in these human shells and that means a lot of the human rules still work for us.”

A girl in the front looked like she wanted to ask a question but was intimidated by Leah, and she continued teaching her first lesson. “You can eat normally, and your body will process it. This is a good thing because it makes it easier for us to blend in. Can you imagine if you had to explain to all of the humans surrounding you in life why they never saw you eat?”

Several of my classmates laughed at this part and I found myself grinning a little as well. 

“We also need sleep, the same as humans. What’s different is that we do not need as much.” 

She went into an explanation of how the vampire body can operate on very little sleep and can also go much longer in between sleeping than the human body. 

“You will also gain a great deal of speed and agility,” she explained. “I realize this may be strange for you, especially those of you who were not the athletic type before your Turn.” 

She looked directly at me as she said those words and I couldn’t help but feel like she knew more about me than someone who has just met me should know, but whatever… that was far from being the strangest thing to happen to me in the past 48 hours. 

“You must learn to understand your new speed and agility so that you can use it in healthy ways as needed, and also avoid suspicion by humans around you. Who’s seen the part in Smallville where Clark Kent wants to go out for the football team, but his dad explains he can’t because his special powers are too strong?”

Wow, she was throwing out a Smallville reference? 

“So, it’s kind of like that,” she explained. “You have immense power inside of you. And if you’re not feeling it yet, you will be soon. And trust me, it is an incredible feeling. However, it’s very important – vital even – that you do not ever let a human see that true potential. If you show them the whole of your power, they will not be able to comprehend it or to understand it, and that is why so many of our brothers and sisters have been killed.”

She paused then, looking down at the floor with a look that told me she had lost someone very important to her for precisely these same reasons. “We must be careful,” she added before telling us we would learn more tomorrow and then dismissing us for lunch. 

On my way out of class, I could have sworn I saw some mist in the corners of her eyes that looked like tears, but I didn’t dare ask. I didn’t even know this woman. I couldn’t help but feel a little sad for whatever she must be going through. Sometimes I could be a bit self-centered, but I wasn’t a monster. 

Still thinking about Leah and her sad eyes, I met Propanga at lunch and then attended a couple of afternoon classes, and then we were done and I went back to our room, exhausted. 

I had learned more than I could imagine and there was so much more to learn. Then there was that weird connection with my Professor in first period, and my odd little duck of a new friend, Astrid… there was no shortage of interesting and amazing things that had happened. 

And this was a just the first day of school! 
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If I thought the first day at Mystic River Vampire Academy was crazy and overwhelming, it was only going to get more so after that. The entire first week of school was jam-packed with so much information, I could barely keep track. 

So much so that I even ended up getting a notebook so I could take notes. Yeah, I know… crazy, right? 

The thing is, there was so much about vampires that I didn’t know! Of course, I never had a reason to know or to care before, but now that I was one… it was kind of need-to-know info. 

The biggest whopper to me was probably that we use magic. I suppose I’d never thought about what makes vampires work before, but now that I was one, it made sense that magic had to be involved. I mean, we did some very inhuman things with our bodies and minds. Shapeshifting, mind control, no longer needing to eat food… it was a lot to take in.

I still didn’t know how a lot of that worked because it was all considered advanced knowledge and I hadn’t been here long enough for that yet, but I was honestly excited about it. 

Funny enough, I didn’t miss my old life all that much. If anything, I missed the partying, but I’d found a workaround for that, too. While I had to stay away from all of my old haunts, I was making my rounds through the local scene and making some new connections. 

We were two whole weeks in at the Academy and although I was learning a lot about my insatiable hunger for blood and what to do about it, I had not learned much about what to do for this insatiable lust.

My sex drive seemed to be heightened ten times since The Turn and that was saying something, seeing as how I was a major horn dog before. 

That was precisely how I came upon Troy and Brian. They were so cute, and naive. I found them while out in town and walking the Mystic River for exercise and clearing my mind. And they didn’t mind that I was closed off and secretive. In fact, we spent quite a few nights together getting drunk and naked and my past had never come up, nor had my family. 

When I came back to campus that evening, Propanga had an unhappy look on her face.

“Are you fraternizing with the locals again?” She asked, giving me an accusing glare. 

“No,” I stated defiantly. She just gave me a look that said she already knew better and then I added, “They’re not locals. They’re tourists.”

“Carmilla, you can’t keep seeing those boys,” she said. 

“Why not?” I whined. I had been having so much fun with my little playthings. 

“Well for one,” she said, a stern look on her round, pouty face, “it’s against the rules. And for another, you might accidentally turn those boys and then you’ll really be in trouble.”

“Chill out, Propanga, no one’s getting bitten. I have it totally under control…”

She rolled her eyes at me as I laughed and walked past her to shower. I did need to wash the human scent off me so no one else here at the Academy smelled it. That would be a recipe for disaster, especially for those who were struggling with self-control. 

It was the main reason we were not allowed to hang out with humans until we had graduated. The hunger was so strong, many new vamps simply couldn’t control themselves. And if we bit or attacked an innocent, we’d get put down. 

Some of those newbies could pick up the scent of a fresh human from quite some distance and I’d have them all over me. Even worse, one of the teachers or Hera might smell it and then I’d be in deep shit. Nope, better to come right in and wash it all away. 

I stripped, climbed into the shower and let the water run over my naked body, just taking in all of the sensations. As I did so, I thought about my night with the boys. Everything was so amazing.

Admittedly, I had been with a lot of people, but none had felt as good as those I’d been with since The Turn. It was like all my senses were on high alert and every touch, every kiss, every stroke felt so much more intense. 

I mean, maybe these guys were just really, really good… but I think it had more to do with how I was feeling everything so much more intensely. My seductress abilities had always been top tier even before my Turn, but now, there was definitely something magical going on. I had convinced them to have a threesome with me and I got a feeling they would not have been up to that before. 

Troy and Brian each made it very clear they were heterosexual, but after a couple of nights of magic with me, they were doing things to me, and to each other, that I’m sure they never even dreamed about before. 

I turned my back to the water and let the warm droplets rush over me as I remembered my time with the boys. Troy had the softest hands and I loved how he ran them over every single inch of my body. My nipples were getting hard again just thinking about it. 

Brian was rough in all the right ways and an amazingly sexy kisser. I could taste him now just thinking about it. In fact, thinking about my guys was getting me all hot and bothered again and I couldn’t help but touch myself right there in the shower, thinking about the hours we had made love. If I had an eternity of this to look forward to, being a vampire was going to be really, really sweet. 

I slept like a baby that night! 
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Just a couple of days later, I was meeting Troy and Brian down by the River. It was their last day in town before their vacation ended. We intended to party it up as much as we could with the time we had left. Of course, I told them to look me up next time they were back in town. They were quickly becoming my favorite little humans, especially with how close they had gotten to one another while also worshipping me. 

Our little mé·nage à trois was the highlight of my days here in Mystic River lately. So, there I was, sitting with the both of them on a bench that overlooked a great view of the River. 

It was far enough away from the tourist hot spots that we were not bombarded with people, but it was at a big thruway for the many boats that came down the River. It was a tranquil spot, with a large cemetery just a few yards away on the right and a clump of trees on the left separating this little area from the shops and tourist zones further down. 

We loved to meet up here before our dates and it had fast become a favorite make out spot. As soon as the guys saw me, I could see the lust in their eyes. I greeted both with a kiss, we sat on our favorite bench and then I took turns giving long, seductive kisses to each guy. 

First, I kissed Brian, feeling his eager tongue exploring my mouth. He was hungry for it, as evidenced by his desperate, aggressive kisses and petting. His hands flew over my body, rubbing my back, my arms, my neck and then my breasts right here in public. After a couple of minutes, with Brian’s hands still exploring my body, I missed Troy. 

His lips were soft and tender, like his hands, but he explored my mouth expertly, like a seasoned sailor navigating a familiar sea. He knew exactly what I liked, and he was more than willing to give it to me. Troy was just as hot for me as Brian, but he had more self-control. 

He could delay, he could tease, and he would put his own desires on hold to allow for the build-up. It drove me wild.

So, here we were pushing the limits of what was decent in public when I pulled myself away from Troy’s sexy kisses and intended to make my way back to Brian, who was still fondling my body.

That was when I saw Astrid approaching from the walkway that led to the street and sidewalk. 

“Carmilla,” she purred, “Why haven’t you introduced me to your sexy friends here?”

Troy and Brian both jumped, startled by the sound of Astrid’s voice. We didn’t expect anyone to find us here, at least not anyone who would know any of us.

“Astrid,” I said, pulling away from Brian as his hands dropped from my chest. “What are you doing here?”

“Oh, I was just out for a stroll. Imagine my surprise when I see you here with these tasty treats?” She winked and I could have sworn she wiggled her hips. This girl…

“Yeah, um, these are my… my friends,” I said hesitantly. Was she going to tell everyone at the Academy what she had caught me doing? 

“I can see that!” she laughed and strutted over to the bench and sat down beside the three of us. Brian had his mouth gaping open staring at Astrid like he’d never seen a girl before and Troy just looked royally annoyed that we had been interrupted. 

These delicious boys were mine, and I didn’t like to share.

“Well,” I said, breaking the heavy silence. “We were just on our way so uh, I guess I’ll see you later.”

When I stood, my boys stood up with me, although Brian was still staring at Astrid like a lost puppy dog. 

“Oh sure,” she remarked, flipping her hair over her shoulder, “we can catch up later.”

“Yeah, great. Good to see you though,” I added as I ushered the guys away. 

“Bye boys!” she called behind us in a sing-songy voice. In my head, I hoped that little meeting didn’t come back to haunt me. I’d talk to Astrid when I got back to campus and make sure she didn’t tell anybody. But even if she did, could they even prove it? 

The guys were leaving town tonight and unless an administrator caught me with them, I was pretty sure they couldn’t just take the word of another student over mine. I hoped so anyway… 

Pushing the thoughts out of my mind, I went back to the hotel with them to enjoy a goodbye tryst with my favorite guys. 

We spent the next few hours together before my watch warned me it was time to go. The Academy had a curfew and if I didn’t make it back in time, after seeing Astrid out there today, I worried about what might happen to me. I said goodbye to Troy and Brian, promising them that if they didn’t make it back to Mystic, I’d have to come visit them soon. 

And then I began walking back to school, thinking about everything that had happened to me over the past couple of months and how much my life had changed. 

The Turn had completed for me, thankfully, without much event. It wasn’t fun, but it didn’t last forever, either. If you can imagine all the changes you went through during puberty, multiply that by 12 and then cram it all into 72 hours, that’s about what it felt like. 

Well, that and also smelling every human for miles around and wanting to tear out their throats… but that’s why they kept us locked up in the campus until we completed our Turn. A wild vampire on the loose in the middle of a Turn is how mass murders happened. 

If it wasn’t bad enough that the vampire leaders didn’t want us to hurt humans, we also couldn’t risk getting caught since our very own government would put us down like rabid dog that just bit somebody. They were not playing around. When it came to vampires, their goal was complete and total genocide. 

They’d done their best to round us all up after the war, but whenever they heard of one that had slipped through the cracks, well, they hunted them down and ended them. The last thing you wanted was to lose control as a vamp, slaughter a bunch of innocent people, and then have the federal special forces hunt you down like a dog in the dead of night. 

And the last thing the vampire leaders wanted was more new vamps getting caught. Every time they did, it exposed the rest of us, making us more vulnerable. “We are only as strong as our weakest member,” they had said on Day 1 of Vampire Academy. 

Being allowed to live as a vampire and being accepted into the Academy meant you were brought into an elite fold. Our kind continued to exist because we all agreed to follow the rules in order to protect one another. If one vampire went rogue and did something stupid, it could get many killed. 

This was one of the most important lessons they had taught us so far. They also provided vital life-saving aid during the actual Turn itself. It’s a big like drug withdrawal. You feel especially horrible and like you’re dying in the beginning, but if you manage to suffer through it, you feel so much better in the end.

Lots of change and confusing feelings and hormones and cravings and desires and body changes and then… it was all over, and you were a new person – different, but still the same. You could never go back to who you used to be, despite how a part of you might long for it from time to time. The best thing to do was embrace this new version, like a butterfly coming out of its cocoon, and that was precisely what I intended to do. 
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I was a vampire now, whether I wanted to be or not, so I may as well enjoy it, right?

These are the thoughts that went through my mind as I walked back to campus. I made it inside those wrought-iron gates just before curfew and stepped inside those big, creepy doors like I had done so many times before. This was home now. 

It felt weird to say it, but in my heart it felt right. There was no one outside these gates who could teach me about myself the way that those here could. There was no one outside who would understand me like my own kind. 

Yes, I had fun playing with my human toys, but right now, I needed more than fun. I needed to learn about who and what I was now. This was a foreign thought to my brain that had for so long only wanted fun and sex and parties and drinks. Now, I new that there was more to life, and it was time I started looking a little deeper into things. 

I made my way through the main doors in silence, down the long hallways, and then out into the beautiful courtyard with the walkway that led to the other building; the one that had my room in it. Who would have thought even just a couple of months ago that I would end up in a place like this? 

It was truly a significant turn of events. All of these thoughts were running through my head as I turned the corner, went into the main building, then down the hall and into my room. 

I was pulled out of my thoughts by the shock of Astrid sitting there inside the room, on my bed, in the dark room. I could barely make out her figure from the dark, but there was a single candle lit and my vampire vision was stronger than my human night vision had been.

“Astrid?” I said softly, confused and surprised.

“Show me what you do with your human boys,” she purred, beckoning me closer with her finger. It was hard to be sure from where I was standing but she seemed to be in only her underwear. 

Was she for real right now? 

I’d never thought about Astrid in that way, but I was not about to turn a beautiful woman down, especially when she was half-naked on my bed. I stepped a little closer and then remembered, I technically had a roommate. 

“Propanga…”

“Is downstairs with my roomie for the next few hours. Don’t worry. I handled it and no one will suspect a thing. We have this space all to ourselves.” Her low, sultry voice lured me in closer and I saw that she was indeed in just her lacy bra and panties. 

My breath caught in my throat and I licked my lips instinctively. She was sexy, no doubt about that, but I couldn’t help but feel like there was more to this. 

“Why are you doing this? Is this because you caught me with those guys earlier?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Now hush and come over here.” She stretched back against my pillows as she said those words and opened her legs wide in front of me. She was quite the seductress, wasn’t she?

“Is this… payment? Like, to keep my secret?” I asked, still unsure of her agenda in all of this. 

“Wait, what?” Astrid sat up as she said those words. “Oh my god, do you think I’m blackmailing you or something?”

“I mean…” I shrugged.

“Oh no, no, no.” She laughed nervously. “I-I like you, Carmilla. And when I saw you with those guys… the last thing I thought about was turning you in. I was just… jealous.”

“Jealous that I was sleeping with human guys from town?” I asked, still confused. “Because there are a lot of guys out there that would do you; you’re hot.”

“Jealous that those squirmy little human guys got to have you and I didn’t,” she corrected. 

“Oh,” was my only response. Oh, I was terrible at taking clues from women. 

       Astrid would not be the first woman I had been with. I had experimented in high school and also taken a few women home from the clubs in my time. But she would be the first vampire I had been with, and that somehow seemed to mean a lot more. 

“Carmilla, come here,” she cooed, patting the bed beside her. I did as I was told, kicking my shoes off at the door before I walked over. Then I climbed onto my own bed and sat just beside her. 

“What is this about, Astrid?” I asked tentatively, noting how sexy she looked in her bra and panties. 

“This is about how I like you. And it’s lonely here at this stupid school. Nothing more, nothing less. No strings attached, okay? Let’s just have some fun.”

“Okay, I’m down for some fun,” I laughed. I was usually one to take the lead, but this time, I let her call the shots. I mean, she was the one who had managed to get herself half-naked in my bed to surprise me. Let’s see what kind of game she had. 

She leaned in for a kiss and her mouth was hot and hungry as if she’d been waiting a long time for this. She tasted like peppermint, but not like a breath mint. More like toothpaste. Her lips were so soft and buttery. 

I retuned every kiss with fervor and before I knew it, she was on top of me on my bed, her hands all over me. As her tongue danced with mine, her right hand went up my shirt and cupped my breast through my bra. 

My body responded as intended and my breath quickened. I wanted to rip her bra and panties off and do her right then and there, but I allowed her to go slow. This was her plan. She got to decide how it went. 

And with it, I allowed myself to truly feel, to just lie back and receive. It was not often I was in this position. In fact, I couldn’t remember a time I’d ever really been in the position of just letting my play partner take care of me. 
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As her lips and tongue continued to explore my mouth, her fingers pulled my breast out of my bra cup and began exploring themselves. I let out a slight moan as I wiggled underneath her. 

“So good,” I whispered. 

“Mmmm,” she moaned back at me. 

She had one thigh between my legs, and I could feel myself getting wet as I grinded against her leg, unable to control the excitement I felt from her touching me and kissing me like this. 

I don’t know what kind of magic she was using on me, but she had me all hot and bothered in a matter of minutes. 

She pulled her lips from mine and whispered in my ear, “I want to taste you.”

Those words were magic to my ears and I wasn’t about to tell her no. “Mmmm, yes please!”

As soon as the words had escaped my mouth, her mouth was on my breast. She licked and sucked, and my nipple was rock hard like never before. My fingers tangled in her hair as I held her close to me while she worked her lips and tongue over my body.  

She had her fill of my right breast and then moved her mouth over to my left. I leaned back further on the bed, allowing her to overtake me completely and have her way with my willing body. 

There was something so gentle, yet so skilled about the way she explored my body. It was unlike the hard, rough, rushing boys I was usually with. She was precise, focused, and expertly skilled. No one knew how to pleasure a woman quite like a woman.  

It was like heaven and I titled my head back and moaned as she tasted all of me, suckling from my breast like a baby, then harder, then flicking my nipple with her tongue, then little nibbles. 

“Mmmm…”

She moved one hand down between my legs now. My pants were moist all the way through and I didn’t care. I wanted her to know how much I enjoyed it, and how badly I wanted her. 

“Somebody’s wet,” she teased and all I could do was grunt in response. So primal and animalistic… she made me crazy, in all the right ways. 

“I want to taste all of you,” she said in a low, sexy whisper as she moved from my breast to the sensitive area in between them and then lower, and lower still. 

“I’m all yours,” I whispered back, filled with anticipation. 

She kissed and licked my abs, she tongued my belly button, and she moved lower still. I took this opportunity to pull off my shirt and the bra that was only half hanging on now. I lifted my butt and Astrid helped pull my pants down out of her way. 

I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Commando had always been more my style, plus, less clothing to get in the way in times like these. 

She continued to move slowly and deliberately, and I opened my legs wide for her, inviting her to take in all of me. My head flung back onto the pillow as I moaned in ecstasy. She was good. She was damn good…

My back arched, pushing my pelvis up toward her face as I moaned and writhed underneath her. She had me practically begging her to finish now. I needed it!

She knew exactly what she was doing to me and she did it so well. For what felt like hours but was probably only 20 minutes or so, she finished me off, licking up the mess before crawling back up my body to plant a kiss on my hungry lips. 

She still tasted like me, and that turned me on even more. Quickly, I flipped her over to her back, on top of her now and kissed her hungrily, shoving my own tongue in her mouth. 

Parting her lips, searching, seeking, exploring… tasting myself on her mouth excited me like never before. Without moving my lips from hers, I undid her bra, freeing her perky breasts and allowing my hands to explore. 

I reached for her breasts as she continued to kiss me, deeply and passionately. From there, I kissed down her neck, and she begged me to keep going. 

As I kissed her from head to toe, my tongue tasting every inch of her beauty, I made my way back up to her spread legs and I could see her engorged excitement for me. Her swollen pink lips had turned red and she was glistening with moisture. 

I was going to bring her the same sweet pleasure she had brought me, and I wasn’t going to stop until I had licked every sweet drop of honey she was offering from between her legs.

It was pure heaven, working my way inside her sweet folds, finding that special spot and working it until she was practically screaming with delight. I wanted it to go on all night. I never wanted this to end.

Both of her hands were on my head now, fingers entwined in my hair as she pulled my face to her and moaned and wiggled beneath me as I started slowly at first, then faster and harder, building on her cues.

She needed this as bad as I had needed this. She needed me. That thought pushed me to bring her to the same level of ecstasy she had just done for me. 

I found her sweet pearl, hard as a rock and begging for attention and I licked and sucked until she was pressing hard back into my face. It didn’t take long of that before she was there. I stayed with it until she was all the way there, loving her in the best way that I could. 

I wanted to tell her how sexy she was and how beautiful she looked with her head thrown back, wild passion on her face, but I couldn’t speak with my mouth full. 

Then… the release. She cried out in that moment of eruption and it was so intense and raw and real, that I found myself nearly climaxing again as well. Then we both collapsed beside each other, spent, and happy.

She giggled and muttered, “So good. So, fucking good.”

I rolled over onto my back, arms splayed by my side, exhausted and content. She curled her naked body up close to mine and put her arm across my chest. 

“Yes. Yes, it was.”

Strands of hair around her face were wet and stuck to her skin, the bed beneath us was soaked, and her beautiful, full lips were glistening as she smiled at me. She was gorgeous and that afterglow just highlighted it even more. 

It was the best sex I’d had in a long time, honestly; possibly ever. That was probably the most unexpected tryst I’d ever had, as well. Sometimes unexpected things can be the very best things. 
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The next day was kind of weird, and we didn’t talk about what happened. When I saw Astrid around campus, she acted the same as she always had before, and not at all like we had just had wild, passionate sex with one another the night before. Honestly, I was grateful for it. I wasn’t sorry about the sex with her, but I didn’t want things getting all weird between us now when we still had to go to vampire school together. 

Just saying that in my head was weird. Turning into a vampire had completely changed my life, and I wasn’t even through with my education yet. The more I learned about the vampire world and magic, the more exciting but overwhelming it all seemed. There was this entire hidden world within my own world, and I had never known anything about it. 

Sometimes, I just needed to get away from it all. Some time away from the school and all the vampire talk, just to feel like I was “normal” again, was just what I needed to keep sane during it all.

I mean, if I had the option to just give it all up and go back to my ordinary life, I wouldn’t. There’s no way in hell I would give up the power and immortality and amazing sex life I had gained since The Turn. Being a vampire was sexy and exciting, and I’d only barely scratched the surface of all it could be – all that I could be. But that didn’t mean there wasn’t still an adjustment period.

And this was why I liked to go out into town and blow off some steam. Learning all this new stuff was tedious. Following the rules all day long was a bore. I couldn’t wait until I graduated and was free to come and go as I please. Then, I could really unleash my true potential as a vampire. Until then, I snuck out and visited the local bars and clubs to occupy my time. 

All I needed was a few drinks in me to start feeling like I ruled the world. Seriously, I don’t know what it was about alcohol that made me feel invincible but a few drinks down and I suddenly felt like the top of the world. With my two favorite human playthings gone, I needed some fresh meat for my loneliness and my libido. 

And this was precisely how I fell into the path of Damien. He was tall, dark, and broody and one particularly drunken night, I made it my mission to get him to open up. 

I had seen him in this same bar for three nights in a row. He sat alone. He drank alone. And although there were plenty of other girls with their eye on him, he didn’t seem interested in the slightest. 

I knew he had a story he didn’t want to share. Truth be told, I didn’t care about the story. I cared about what he was carrying inside those tight ass jeans. 

I watched him from afar for several drinks in, studying him like there would be a pop quiz after. He moved slowly, intentionally, and deliberately. He didn’t drink much. In fact, it seemed like he’d been nursing that same beer all night long.  

When I sensed the moment was right, I decided to make my move. After a quick trip to the bathroom to freshen up, I made my way across the bar to where he was sitting alone. Now I just needed to think of a good way to get his attention. He was a man who seemed very lost in his own troubles, and I suspected the last thing he wanted or needed was to add to them. Instead, I’d need to show him a fun, light time. 

Just a couple of feet away from him, I froze in my tracks. Replaying what I was going to say in my head again for the twelfth time, I took a deep breath before heading in. If only I could get better at mind control. I could make this guy do anything I wanted…

That was when I saw Propanga. By all logic, she shouldn’t be here at all. It was a far jump from her conservative personality, and she was risking getting in trouble herself. I concluded she must have followed me here to see what I was up to, because there was no way she’d be here of her own accord. In what seemed like the blink of an eye, she was right in front of me and before I had the chance to even say hello, she was on my case. 

“Carmilla,” she scolded. “What are you doing here?” She pointed to the beer I was still carrying in my hand.

“Hey, I’m 21. It’s totally legal,” I protested, rolling my eyes at her and trying to make light of it. 

But Propanga was quick to remind me, “Not that. Besides, alcohol doesn’t affect you the same way now, Carmilla, remember?”

“Yeah, cuz now that my body can heal itself, I can drink all night long,” I laughed. “In fact, I could drink any man in here under the table. I wonder if anyone here tonight is willing to take that bet.”

“Carmilla, no,” Propanga tried to warn me, but it was a lost cause. I was going to do what I wanted to do. I’d been that way since birth, if my mother was to be believed. Propanga had been my roommate long enough to have figured this out. 

“Hey all you bastards!” I shouted in the bar as loud as I could, waving my beer up in the air and grabbing the attention of at least half the men and a few of the women, too. “Who’s up for a little challenge?”

Propanga facepalmed, and I knew I’d be hearing it nonstop from her when this was over, but hey, a girl deserves a little fun now and then, right? 

At first, only a couple of people looked my way, but I said it again louder and then climbed up onto a nearby table. 

“I propose, a drinking game!” I shouted, raising my glass in the air. “If you can outdrink me, you can come home with me tonight!” 

Several men cheered, some women rolled their eyes but at least one or two looked interested, and Propanga had that little vein in her forehead popping out like happened every time she got upset.

Hey, if you’re gonna go for it, go all in, right? 

That was when I looked past the sea of faces to the hunky guy in the back. Mister Mysterious. Mr. One Beer All Night Long. 

Yeah, he wasn’t going to participate in this show, was he? I just needed to do something to distract Propanga anyway. But now that I had issued this challenge, well, I wasn’t going to back down. 

A crowd started to form around me of people who wanted to play my little drinking game. Most of them looked like scraggly middle-aged men, but I wasn’t too concerned since I knew there was no way any of them were going to win. 

But this little game was always great for scoring free drinks. 

I was able to get nearly every guy in the bar buying me drinks and shots with the hopes they’d outdrink me and get to spend the night with me. 

Of course, that never happened. See, something people don’t know about vampires – I didn’t know before the Academy myself – is that we can be hurt. We bleed like any normal human would. We get broken bones, cuts and abrasions, and other injuries. 

However, we heal super quickly, so quickly, in fact, that to an untrained eye, it could appear we are invincible. But big injuries will always take a little longer. If you cut off my hand, it’s not going to grow back in an instant, for example.

But along with the super-healing comes the ability to hardly ever get drunk. If I drink enough alcohol quickly enough, I can feel intoxicated, but it takes massive amounts. And one of the only ways I can do this is by playing little games like this, so the rounds of drinks keep coming (free of charge).

I had definitely proven myself right about being able to drink any man in the joint under the table. I hardly felt buzzed and I’d been at it for hours. Maybe it was time to just call it a night. This was getting boring.

From the corner of my eye, I saw my mark still sitting at his solo spot at the bar. He didn’t seem impressed with my antics. In fact, at one point I could have sworn we made eye contact and he rolled his eyes at me. 

Like, what is that even about? 

But I wouldn’t give up that easy. I liked a challenge. In fact, when they played a little hard to get, it was a lot more fun.

Oh well, I thought before finding myself a new target. At least for tonight, I’d get my fill of some other cute guy; one who wasn’t such a grumpy grouch. Giving up on the game I had clearly won, I decided to find my own date for the evening.








  
  
  Chapter 16

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  







I probably would have gotten myself in trouble that night if Astrid hadn’t come over to help Propanga wrangle me out of there and back to the dorms. It was already past curfew, so we had to sneak in. Thankfully, Propanga had been practicing her magic and lucky for us, she was pretty damn good at cloaking.  

“Be quiet, Carmilla, so we can get back in undiscovered,” Astrid whispered as Propanga put a cloaking spell on us. I giggle a little, then stuck my face in Astrid’s shoulder to muffle the sound. 

I was surprised at how friendly I had gotten with Astrid. Honestly, she seemed like a bit of a ditz on our first meeting and I had never been the snobbish type, but I didn’t see us hitting it off like we did. Experimental sex aside, I actually really liked her. Imagine that? 

Deep down, I hoped she liked me, too. I secretly hoped that we’d have another night like that really sexy night in my room. But I didn’t have the guts to tell her that. I’d spent far too long acting like I didn’t care about such things and old habits die hard, even when you become a vampire. 

So instead, she was my #2 Best Friend, and could always be counted on to lend a hand when I had done something stupid or needed rescuing like this. 

I went back to the same bar one more time after that and saw my hunky guy still there, in his same old spot. When I tried to approach him, he paid his tab and left. The bartender cleaned up his spot, but not before I caught a glimpse of the name on the credit card receipt. 

Damien. 

You ever notice how some people just seem to really fit their names? Like their mothers and fathers went to some fortune teller before the kid was born and said, “Eh, tell me what kind of personality this kid is going to have so we don’t royally screw up their name.” Because there just doesn’t seem to be any way naturally that someone could pick a more perfect and fitting name for someone who they had not even met yet. 

Yup, that was Damien. He was every bit a Damien, so much so that it made me smile. I’m going to find out what you’re about, Damien, I thought to myself. 

“What are you having?” the bartender asked me, startling me out of my thoughts. 

“Oh, um,” I looked up across the bar into the deep blue eyes of Cindy. She worked most nights here, except Wednesday. I wasn’t quite sure what she thought of me, but she definitely knew who I was. “You know what, Cindy? I think I’m done for tonight. Can you go ahead and cash out my tab, please?”

“Sure thing, sweets,” she said, giving me a wink. “But if you’re planning to catch that big hunk of a guy, I don’t think he’s in a flirting mood.”

“Hey, you just stick to making drinks and let me handle the romance, alright?” I teased. In actuality, I’d spent enough time in bars to know that the bartender was usually spot-in about the people who came in here. Never known anyone to be as good a reader of people as someone tending bar. 

After settling up my bill, I left on my own, alone. Typically, it’s not advisable for a young woman after dark, to be leaving a bar alone. But… I wasn’t just any young woman. 

I had superstrength, for one. While I was still working on my newfound vampire powers in the Academy, I was definitely stronger and more capable than I had been as a human. 

This thought floated in my head as I walked back to campus alone. It was a warm night, still hot and muggy, especially as I got closer to the River. As I rounded the corner to turn onto my street, I heard something behind me. 

It sounded like footsteps, but when I turned, there was no one there. I began walking and had the feeling that someone was watching me. Turning again, I didn’t see anyone else on the street or the sidewalk, but the feeling wouldn’t leave me.

And then, I was almost certain I saw him out of the corner of my eye. It was a very large and familiar man. Damien. 

Was he… following me? But why? 

I wanted to turn around and shout out to him, let him know I was on to him and ask him what he was doing, but then I thought better of it. I mean, I’d been trying to get his attention for a long time now, right?

One might even argue that I had been stalking him since I kept spying on him at the bar and also trying to get him to talk to me. Picking a fight didn’t seem like a good idea right now, but I did want to know why he was following me. 

I saw him again out of the corner of my eye. He was in the dark, but my night vision was incredibly strong these days and I could still make out his figure. 

“Hey, why are you –“ I called out as I turned around, expected to catch him following me. Instead, I saw him disappear. 

He was there, and then he just… wasn’t. I didn’t know how to explain it because it didn’t make any sense to me either. 

“Hello?” I called into the blackness, but no one and nothing answered back. The feeling I’d had of someone watching me was gone. I was truly alone now. 

Sufficiently creeped out now, I decided to head back to campus. It was getting late and I didn’t have Propanga to help me sneak back in past curfew this time. I picked up my pace the last couple of blocks until I made it to those familiar gates. 

Once I was safely back in my room, I looked out the window, wondering if he was still out there, outside those gates. All I could see from my room was the lush gardens in the back of the property. It was a beautiful space, but it didn’t allow me to see out into the street of the town. 

I was pretty sure they’d done that so the town of Mystic couldn’t see in at us. We were here to learn how to hide our secret, but not everyone was doing a good job of that. 

Every time of the new vamps lost control, their fangs would pop out, eyes would turn red and sometimes their skin would start to go really pale. And if they couldn’t get them to calm down on their own, that’s when Aurel, the keeper, would have to sedate them. I have no idea what was in those little vials they kept locked up in the Headmaster’s office, but it put even the wildest vampire down in a heartbeat. 

I had seen some new vamps getting would up and trying to fight everyone in sight. They looked pure animalistic; it was wild! And then they’d come in with one shot of that stuff and they’d be out cold. 

Aurel and Hera were the usual “cleanup crew”. If a new vampire could be rehabilitated, but just needed a cooling off period, they had a dungeon-like basement full of unbreakable cages they took them to. They’d dose ‘em with the stuff in the vial, drag them down to the basement to cool off, and bring ‘em back up when their urges had settled, or they had better learned to control themselves. 

But when they couldn’t be tamed… or when they had broken a core rule, Hera would put them down; sometimes right then and there, with her special stake. I still couldn’t get anyone to tell me the secrets of what made that one so special, only that it contained magic that would work against a vampire. 

No one would say what kind of magic, or where it came from, or why it was in Hera’s possession. I figured it was above my paygrade to know and at this point, the less time I spent around Hera’s stake, the better. 
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It was safe to say I was settling into vampire life as good as anyone. In fact, I was doing even slightly better than the average human who had been turned without their knowledge. For now, everything was fine, but I would be lying if I didn’t say I was a bit unsettled by it all. There were moments – especially late at night – when it hit me. The reality of it all sunk in and I realized this was not a dream that I was set to wake from any minute. 

Partying off campus with the locals could have gotten me expelled and getting expelled from Vampire Academy meant getting a stake in your heart so you didn’t wake up tomorrow. That wasn’t really my idea of a good time, if you know what I’m saying. 

Maybe I should tone it done for a bit, at least until the excitement wore off and I wasn’t being watched so closely. We had almost gotten caught last time we snuck in, plus Hera had made some vague threat the other day about how she was “watching me” and not to try “any funny business”. Whatever that means…

It was a bummer, but some things cannot be avoided. Besides, I had a thousand lifetimes to get as freaky as I wanted, as soon as I graduated from the Academy.

All those hot guys and girls were just going to have to wait…

Except, I had virtually no self-control before becoming a vampire and one thing they had not taught me at the Academy was how to fix that little problem. I was horny and impulsive, and that wasn’t a good mix for a girl who was supposed to be nice and follow the rules.  

That was how I decided to give it one last final HOORAH before I gave it up for good. My lust was insatiable. It wasn’t fair… giving me all this vampire horniness and not allowing me to release it. Who made up these damn rules anyway? 

Astrid said that was why vamps were allowed to hook up with other vamps, even at campus. As long as you made it to your classes and followed the rules, they didn’t much care if you had full-on orgies. In fact, I secretly suspected that was exactly what some of the older students were doing. And maybe that would be fun. But here I was stuck with a bunch of scared newbies who didn’t want to have any fun. 

Except for Astrid… that girl was always down for some fun. I giggled to myself thinking about it. Maybe it would be okay to have a hookup here at campus, but I wasn’t sure I wanted it to be Astrid. Not because I didn’t like her, trust me, I did. In fact, it was because I liked her. I didn’t want to ruin a good friendship when I could bone anyone. And I was not looking for anything serious right now, that’s for sure. 

Being that we were immortal, I suppose it made sense to only partner up with other vamps, but I wasn’t sure I had come around to the idea. They could preach the benefits to me all day long, but I still had reservations, even after my little romp with Astrid.

Imagine having to cross paths with your ex for all of, you know, eternity? Nah, getting involved with other vampires seemed like a recipe for disaster. 

And this is how I ended up going out for five more nights in a row and hooking up with townies. There was that girl Becky, in Connecticut on a business trip from New York. She was so sweet, cute, and smelled like strawberries. 

Next there was Benny and Sara, a nice conservative couple from further upstate who were looking to mix things up with a third for one-night of thrills. They really came out of their shells!

Finally, I had my fun with Kitty, a regular at the bar on 2nd street where I met most of these people as they were passing through Mystic on vacation. People really love to get wild and let loose on vacation. Not that I could blame them!

Too bad Propanga had to remind me of that stupid rule: No fraternizing with the humans. Now, all of that was in the past for me, at least until after graduation. At least, that’s what I had promised her…

Ugh, this was a lose-lose-lose situation any way you looked at it. I mean, those guys wanted to be with me, and I wanted them. It was consensual and we were all adults. And I was always very careful. The last thing I wanted was to put someone else through the same torture “Mr. Knight” had put me through. No, thank you. 

I had NO intentions of accidentally turning a human. I just wanted to have a bit of fun. I mean, what’s the point of eternal life if you couldn’t enjoy it? What was the point of immortality if you were in a constant state of fear? 

These rules were like shackles on my wrists and ankles, and I wanted to be free. And there were so many rules to memorize, sometimes I just felt like throwing the whole thing out the window. 

Which is how I ended up leaving the bar with two cuties who told me their names were Julian and Oliver, but I had a feeling those were just aliases they gave to strangers they met at bars and then went home with. You’d think I had learned my lesson about that last time, yet here I was. 

So here I was, walking down the sidewalk just a few feet in front of the gates to Mystic River Vampire Academy, one cute boy attached to each arm, and feeling pretty damn drunk. In fact, that should have been my first hint that something was up with these two guys I’d chosen from my tryst tonight. I couldn’t get drunk… at least, I shouldn’t be able to from just what I drank tonight. 

They had convinced me to bring them back to my place which was, well, insane… but it’s really not the craziest thing I’ve agreed to while under the influence when I really shouldn’t have. 

If I had been thinking with a clear head, I would have known that even considering bringing humans back to the campus was a horrible idea. The problem is, I wasn’t thinking with a clear head. I don’t know what they had done to me, but it had thrown me completely out of my element. 

We were nearly there when my mind started to come back to a bit and realize where I was and where we were going. My vision went a little fuzzy and I felt funny, but the guys to either side of me were holding me up, so we kept walking forward down the empty sidewalk. 

“Stop!” A loud male voice boomed from the brush behind us, startling me. I turned quickly and came face-to-face with Damien. 

“Damien? What are you…? Are you… following me?”

“No. I mean, yes,” he stuttered. “But for a good reason.”

“What kind of good reason is there for being a creepy stalker? Dude! People go to jail for that shit.”

“It’s not… Carmilla, just listen,” he began, his voice softer now. 

“You know my name?” The two guys with me had dropped just a pace behind me as I confronted Damien. 

“Girl, everyone knows your name. But that’s not the point right now. What I’m trying to tell you is that these two are not who you think they are. You cannot take them back to your room.”

“Oh, so now you’re the boss of who I can and cannot get freaky with? I’m sorry, but I don’t remember asking you, broody boy.” I turned my back to him, facing Julian and Oliver again. This Damien guy was really starting to rub me the wrong way. I mean, the audacity!

“Carmilla, no. That’s not what I mean.”

Then he somehow jumped in front of the three of us. Seriously, it was all such a flash, I could hardly tell you how it happened. This was the second time I’d seen him out here in the dark and he appeared to move in a flash. 

“I cannot let you go further,” he said, stretching his arms out in front of the three of us. 

“Outta the way man,” Julian said with a grimace. “Plenty of chicks back at the bar.”

“Yeah, get your own!” Oliver added. 

“Okay, well it’s not like I belong to you…” I started to protest when both of the guys stepped in front of me, taking a defensive stance, as if they were ready to fight Damien. 

What is happening here? I thought, but the brain fog was really getting to me. Everything seemed so hazy. I saw Damien stand strong in front of my two dates, as if he was challenging them to come at him. 

I’d never really had guys fight over me before. Then again, something told me this beef had nothing to do with me anyway. 

“Listen boys, there’s no reason to fight,” I said, steadying myself on the curb. Whatever was making me feel all dizzy and weird seemed to be fading now. I was starting to feel more like myself, even if a bit confused about what was going down on the sidewalk in front of me. 

“You couldn’t just leave it alone, could you?” Julian yelled to Damien as he brandished a knife and began walking toward him. Again, Damien moved like the wind and shifted himself behind Oliver. 

In one swift move, Oliver jumped to the side and pointed a long knife at Damien, its silver blade shining under the streetlamps. Where the hell were these two keeping their weapons? And why did they have them in the first place? 

The sky grew dark above us, like it does before a storm rolls in. Then a low rumble followed, but there wasn’t supposed to be bad weather tonight. 

“Look Damien,” I began to reason with him. “I am not sure what you think is going on here, but I invited them. It’s okay. I don’t need to be rescued or anything.”

“Carmilla, they’re vampire hunters!” He shouted as he dodged an incoming punch from Oliver. 

What? Did he just say… Wait, that also meant that he knew what I was. 

“But how do you…?”

“How do you think?” he asked. 

OMG! He was one too? Of course, he was. That explained so much. Damien was a vampire! As the realization of everything sunk in with me, I ran through the whole gamut of emotions. 

I felt so stupid!

I should have known that bringing those boys back to the campus was a bad idea. The real problem is that I didn’t know who they really were, so I never could have predicted just how bad an idea it was. 

As I stood there processing my emotions in the middle of the street, the three guys fought very briefly with Damien clearly having the upper hand. He slammed Julian into a light pole and then Oliver yelled, “Let’s go! He’s not worth it,” and the two of them ran away into the darkness, in the opposite direction of the Academy.

“You okay?” Damien asked me. 

Physically, I was fine, I think. No one had touched me, although I was now starting to wonder if they had spiked my drink. Emotionally, I was all over the place. My foggy brain seemed to be really struggling to make sense of what had just happened. And also the fact that I was going to sleep with a couple of vampire hunters. 

Vampire hunters! I didn’t even realize such a thing existed. I felt so stupid. I mean, I had watched all seven seasons of Buffy the Vampire Slayer so why was I so naïve to believe that there were not vampire hunters in real life? 

All of this was still so new to me. I mean, of course I didn’t have it all figured out. They had not taught us anything about vampire hunters in the Academy. And what would they want with me anyway? I was just some random Year One. I barely knew how to be a vampire myself yet. 

Had they just been using me to try to find an in? 

“Damien, you cannot tell them back at the Academy,” I pleased. 

“Yeah, they’ll have your head. Or rather, Hera will have your heart.”

“I’m serious, Damien, please! I didn’t know. Please don’t tell.”

“I won’t tell… on ONE condition?”

Jeez, was he going to try to blackmail me into sleeping with him or something? Little did he know, I had been willing to do that for free for weeks. 

“Promise me you will stay away from that bar.” He didn’t ask. He just stated it like a fact. No, more like a command. 

He was telling me what to do, and I really didn’t like being told what to do. I started to open my mouth to say as much, but then…

I thought better of it. If the leaders of the Academy found out I almost walked two vampire hunters right inside our gates, I wouldn’t have to worry about any of that anymore. Hera would put her magical stake through me in a heartbeat, no pun intended. 

Dammit. 

“Yes, I promise. I won’t go back there.”

“You swear on your life?” he said, staring me down from head to toe. 

“Yeah man, whatever. I swear on my life, okay?”

He nodded and then walked me back to the gates. Once we arrived at the Academy, he didn’t go inside. He just gave a slight wave as I did, and then he disappeared into the darkness. 
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Have you ever had a bad night of drinking where you swore off alcohol forever? I think it’s safe to say we all know I had my fair share of nights like that when I was human. 

But since The Turn, well, that was not supposed to happen. It hadn’t happened… in all my nights of wild parties, I’d never even felt drunk. Before last night, I didn’t think it was possible to get drunk anymore, which is what made it all so weird what had happened with those guys. 

My mind kept replaying it again and again when I was back in my room. I watched my drinks very closely when I was out in public. Your typical date-rape drugs wouldn’t do much to me now that I was a vampire, but the habit was still there. Plus, I was a bit OCD about someone touching my drinks or food. 

If they got a slip on me, they’d have to be real good. Never mind the fact that regular drugs shouldn’t impact me, so what the heck did they give me? 

I didn’t have the answers, but I knew it must have been something. I would not have responded that way if I was not impaired by something, and it wasn’t just the alcohol. We had already proven that didn’t do that to me anymore. If they did something to me, I would have their asses the next time I saw them, I swear!

Part of me was afraid to think of what might have happened if Damien had not been there. Another part of me was so horribly embarrassed, I wanted to forget the entire thing and pretend it never happened. 

Too bad that wasn’t an option. 

Damien had asked me to meet him today, out in town. And I had a feeling this wasn’t a typical social call. He’d said we needed to talk away from the prying eyes and ears on campus. 

We met at a little ice cream stand that was popular with the tourists. It was right on the river, had amazing ice cream, and several little picnic tables you could sit at while you enjoyed your sweet treat. 

When I arrived, Damien was already there. I had never seen him out in the daylight like this. It was always in a dark bar or creeping behind me in the shadows on the street. Out here in the open he was… well, a helluva lot more handsome than I had even realized. 

“So, what were you doing following me anyway?” I asked as I sat down across from him at a blue picnic table. Deep down, I felt horribly embarrassed by the whole thing, but I had to play it cool in front of him. I didn’t want him thinking he had affected me like that. 

“Hello to you, too, Carmilla.”

“Skip the pleasantries,” I retorted. “Tell me what’s up.”

I wasn’t,” he said, taking a big sip from his cup. “I was following them.”

“What? Oh, are you into dudes? That’s cool, man.” I suppose he found my confusion amusing because he laughed a big belly laugh just then. 

“Oh, wow, he laughs? I didn’t think you were capable,” I teased. 

“Eh well, you know, every now and then when something tickles my funny bone.” He took another sip from his cup and I couldn’t help but notice he had the deepest blue eyes. So sexy. I could get lost in them forever. 

“No, I was following them because that’s my job.” And with that comment, I was pulled out of my daydreams. 

“Your job is to stalk people?”

“My job,” he said, clearing his throat, “is to track vampire hunters.”

“Oh,” I looked down at my hands, fidgeting with my fingers. “So, there are more of them?”

“You have no idea!” Then, he put down his cup and started to explain to me how he had spent the past five years, since he graduated from the Vampire Academy, tracking these hunters. 

“We thought they worked for the government,” he explained, “but it’s worse than that.”

“What’s worse than working for the government?”

“It’s worse for us, Carmilla.” He didn’t seem to have patience for my jokes. “These guys are like hired hitman. Paid assassins. They get a target from the government and do the hit, take their cash, and then disappear into the sunset.”

“Oooh.”

“Yeah, the government will never claim any association with them, and they are never punished for the illegal acts they commit.”

“That’s awful. So, what were they doing with me?”

“That’s precisely what I intend to find out, Carmilla. See, there’s a good chance they were in town for a hit and saw you and just couldn’t help themselves. No one could fault them for that.”

Was I blushing? I actually think this guy was making me blush. Wow… 

“But,” he continued, “Vampire hunters never stray from their mark, which made me very suspicious. If they were here for a hit, they never should have been messing around with you that night.”

“Right, so you think I may have been the target?” I was truly confused now. “I’m a nobody. I’ve only been Turned for like a couple of months.”

“Yeah, I know,” he says, looking around and lowering his voice. “See, I think they knew that, too. I think they were looking for a Year One that they could manipulate to help them get inside.”

“Inside?”

“Inside the Academy, Carmilla.”

“Ooooh! So, you think they were using me to get to the real target inside?”

“Precisely.”

“But, why me? What makes them think I’d just waltz them right up to the…” I let my voice trail off here, since that was exactly what I was going to do before he followed that night and stopped us. 

Of course, Damien chooses now to laugh. I shot him a hateful look, even though I knew he was right. I deserved this. 

“As for the answer to ‘why you’, that is what I am looking into. As far as I can tell, it’s for no other reason than you were out all the time, drawing a lot of attention to yourself, and you seemed like an easy mark.”

Great. That’s wonderful. I thought, feeling dirty. 

“You don’t have any vampire family, to you?”

“What?” I asked surprised. “Hell no. I mean, I don’t think so. If I did, I should know, right?”

“Not necessarily. You know how secret we have to be about this sort of thing. Still, we find that most families talk.” 

“Yeah… no, I don’t think I have any vampire family. It’d be someone long distance I never knew, if there was.”

“Well,” he said, “I plan to get to the bottom of this. In the meantime, you need to lay low and don’t go back to that bar.”

“Wasn’t planning on it, but especially now.” I looked down at my hands, feeling a bit embarrassed and a lot frustrated. “What do you think they gave me that night to make me feel all woozy?”

“I don’t know yet, but I have a few leads I am following. It had to be some kind of potion. We don’t know of any naturally occurring chemical, or any manmade supplements or drugs that affect vampires. We’ve been essentially immune to any chemical and substance from the human world for as long as we’ve existed.”

“That’s what I thought… so, what do you mean by potions?”

“Some magical element to it, for sure. And if they’ve found a way to physically impact vampires, we need to know about it so we can protect ourselves. Everyone could be in danger. What made you dizzy that night could be tweaked to be fatal even. Or maybe it reduces our powers so much that we cannot fight back?”

“All bad scenarios.”

“Yep.”

“So, listen,” Damien said, getting up from the bench. “I’m going to head out to work on this. Gotta see if I can find out who sent those guys, what they wanted from you, and what they might have used to drug you that night. In the meantime, there’s someone back at campus I want you to connect with.”

“I don’t need a babysitter,” I began, but he cut me off. 

“Not a babysitter, Carmilla. A friend. He’s my brother, Amadeus.”

Damien had a brother? Oh damn! I wonder if he was just as hot. 

“Your brother Amadeus is a student?”

“No, actually, he’s staff. And he knows a lot about vampires and a lot about vampire hunters. He’s also very skilled in vampire magic. I’ve filled him in.”

I winced as he said that.

“I left out the most embarrassing parts,” he laughed. “Don’t worry. I just told him what he needed to know to help you.”

“Alright,” I relented. I guess having a more experienced friend at campus wouldn’t be bad for me, especially if he looked anything like his brother. 

“Great, so when you go back today, head downstairs to the basement classrooms and look for his. It’s Room 408 and he has a green dragon on his door. Dude’s gotta thing for dragons…”

“Hey, no judgement here,” I said, putting my hands up in front of me. “Seriously though, thanks for the help Damien. I know I suck at showing it, but I really do appreciate all you’ve done for me.”

“No worries,” he smiled, and I felt my stomach doing butterflies like I was 15 again and my crush had just called me cute. Why was I always such a hot mess around this guy? I stood beside him, and said my goodbyes, trying not to be weird or show what I was feeling on the inside. 

“Oh, Carmilla,” he stopped me just as we were parting ways. “There’s one more thing you need to know about my brother.”

“Yeah?”

“He reads minds.” 

“He what?”

“He reads minds. Mastered the art of telepathy. He’s basically a vampire genius. So, you’ll want to block your thoughts unless you want him all up in that pretty little head of yours.” He pointed to his temple, laughed, then did a little wave and turned the other way, walking toward downtown Mystic. 
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“Oh sure, of course he is.” I just nodded and walked in the opposite direction back to campus. It was time to find this mind-reading Amadeus. 

I found his door by the green dragon, just as Damien had said and when I knocked, a familiar sounding voice replied, “Come in, Carmilla.”

He sounded like his brother, but the resemblance was small. In the face and eyes, you could easily tell they were related, but Amadeus was smaller in build and stature, thinner, and darker in skin tone. 

He had the same great smile and chiseled face, and he wore a white lab coat and gold-rimmed glasses. Did vampires need glasses?

‘No, but they make me look smarter, don’t you think?”

Oh yeah, he reads minds…

“So, your brother sent me.”

“Yes,” he said, putting down something he was working on and turning to me. “I have already started my research, but I would like to sample your blood, with your permission, of course.”

“My blood?” Did he want to feed on me?

“Oh heavens, no!” He said after reading my thoughts again. “With this, for testing.” He held up a medical syringe and beamed a huge, handsome smile. 

“Oh yeah, of course.” I suppose I was going to make a fool of myself with both of the brothers now. 

Then he pointed to a chair and told me to sit. “I want to see if there are any trace elements in your blood, of whatever they drugged you with that night.”

The day was long, and I spent the next five hours or so in the lab with Amadeus. He did my testing, showed me around his lab and taught me some about what he was working on. 

Before long I realized I needed to head back to my room before curfew. But it’s safe to say it was the first time I’d been distracted by a guy since coming here and not had it be sexual. It was fun and he was a nice guy. I was grateful Damien had sent me to him. 

As I laid my head down on my pillow that night, I hoped that Damien had found those bastards and would make them pay for what they did to me and tried to do to me. 

***

The next morning, I was up early and off to classes again. Who would have thought I would actually grow to enjoy school, after being so frustrated with having to come here? 

I suppose I just didn’t know how much I didn’t know. 

What do we really need to learn at Vampire Academy anyway? Couldn’t I figure most of this stuff out on my own? Well, no, actually. As I continued with my classes, I learned a lot more than vampire history and lore. There were things that had never been revealed to the human world before, so this was all new. 

Then, there were all the vampire powers or abilities. A lot of the crap you hear about in popular culture is not real at all, but some of it was. And then there were other things I never would have imagined in a million years. 

Well for one, how to feed. Feeding was always at the top of a new vampire’s questions list. How do we feed? Do we have to drink blood every day? Do we have to kill or eat humans?

I was relieved when I first learned that we only have to feed on human blood once a month to sustain life. And we didn’t have to hunt. In fact, we were prohibited from hunting or feeding on humans. That was what had gotten us nearly completely eradicated back in the race wars. No, instead, the vampire network had a whole system of blood banks set up. 

You registered with an ID number kind of like a social security number in the human world. All a vampire had to do was visit a blood bank, log in with their number, and you’d be given a feeding. They were in blood bags, like from a human hospital, and no one ever told us where the blood came from. 

I was curious but didn’t dare ask when I was still new. The last thing I wanted to do was draw more attention to myself. 

They were teaching us magic – vampire magic, at least, and I was learning that there was a lot more to this than I had ever realized before. Propanga was so good at telepathic/mind magic. She could make you see anything she wanted you to see. She could cloak like nobody’s business, too. Hell, I bet she could hide an entire submarine under her cloaking magic, if she ever tried. 

She was great at hypnosis, another vampire ability that fell under the mind magic umbrella. I was still working on that one. So far, it had proven successfully in getting free drinks at the bar and seducing hot guys and girls. But if I wanted to live forever undetected as a vampire in the human world, I was going to need to learn to use it for more than that. 

Personally, I was better at the brawn. Strength and speed, as well as changing in size and dimensions to fit through tight spaces. I was also learning to scale walls – like, I was becoming a regular Spiderwoman. And, I was not fully skilled in transformation or shapeshifting yet, but I was very excited about learning how. Not all vampires could turn into every creature, and I hadn’t learned yet what determines that. 

But what I did know was that vampires could transform into a lot more than bats. Many of us could shift to cats, dogs, wolves, butterflies and other insects, mice, locusts, songbirds, birds of prey, and even spiders. 

I was also learning that some vampires could manipulate the weather or have power over the elements, and others could control animals and other creatures. 

We also had several “travel abilities”. In addition to changing shape to fly, some vampires could fly even in their human form. Of course, we were not allowed to go around doing this in front of humans, so it wasn’t something that was practiced all that much out in the open. We also had the power of misting, which allowed us to turn into a mist and move unseen, or into areas we couldn’t otherwise get into. 

Misting was an advanced power that new vampires were not able to do. It took many years of vampire magic and being comfortable in the body to learn to manipulate a once-human body for misting. 

And finally, psychic vampires could drain life force. We were not allowed to use this on humans, and not all vampires could do it. Those who were strong in mind magic, like Propanga, usually ended up being able to drain life. 

All this was exciting and fun to learn about. But it was becoming painfully clear that it was time to stop going it alone. This was an entirely new world, one that I knew very little about, and it was dangerous to think that I could do everything solo and that I didn’t need to learn. 

That was exactly the type of thinking that had led me to where I was the night those vampire hunters almost got me. 
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That day after classes, I was hanging out in the courtyard of the Academy, chatting with Valerie, a new vampire about my age, who I had most of my classes with. We’d gotten a lot closer since I stopped club-hopping and spent more time around the Academy with my peers. 

While many of the other new vampires were older, Valerie was 23 before her Turn and I think it was helpful to have someone my own age going through this with me. The vampire lust seemed to be hitting Valerie too because she was a massive flirt. Although, I suspected she had been like that before becoming a vampire, too. 

“You will never sate your appetite if you keep playing around with humans,” she purred. 

“What does that even mean?” I asked, frustrated. 

“It means, you need to lie with your own kind, girl. Look, I don’t care what kind of sex you’ve been having before; nothing, I mean nothing, compares to vampire sex.”

“Is that so?” I asked flirtatiously, not letting on that I had already kind of tried that once. 

“It’s very much so. Once you go vamp, every human is a tramp.”

“Yeah, no, I don’t think that’s how that saying goes,” I laughed. 

“It is now,” she said, staring deeply into my eyes. She was intense. And hot… was every freaking vampire a sexy supermodel? Damn!

Little did she know, I’d already been with a vampire, but that was beside the point right now. Maybe I should reconsider my options right here on campus. It seemed like there were more than enough ready and willing partners right here and I wouldn’t even be breaking any rules if I hooked up with them. 

“You know I’m right, girl,” she said with a laugh. “I see you thinking about it. You just hit me up when you’re ready for some of this action.” 

I laughed and promised her she would be the first to know. Maybe this is how I’d get an invite to my first vampire orgy. Even though I knew they really happened, thinking those words felt so weird. Was this going to be my new life now? 

Still, I guess she made a fair point. Besides, if I was going to be made to suffer here, I was at least going to find some good make out buddies while I was at it.

The last thing I was looking for was a real relationship. If there was anybody I considered that with, Astrid was top of my list. Never mind the fact that I had no reason to believe she’d want that with me. There was just something about her… but she was my friend. 

There were some things more intimate than sex, as I was learning. There were few things on that list, but one of them was true friendship. I don’t think I’d ever had that in my entire life. Who would have thought I would become undead before I ever experienced it? 

No, I didn’t want to do anything to screw that up, even if I did notice the way Astrid looked at me from time to time when she didn’t know I was looking.
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As my weeks at Vampire Academy turned to months, I was learning a lot. For example, now I could shapeshift. At least… sort of. One might say I was finding my way with it. I was definitely not a master yet. 

I could turn into bats and birds, but smaller things like insects were still a challenge. It was difficult learning to master the transformation of human form. It seemed like the hardest part was convincing your mind it could actually be done. Even when my instructors showed the class, and I saw it right before my eyes without any smoke and mirrors, it was just hard for my brain to grasp the fact that it was real, or that I could do the same.

So, shapeshifting wasn’t an easy thing for a vampire to do. Definitely not as easy as they made it look in a lot of the movies and shows on TV. It could take a lot out of you, especially when you were still learning. Only the strongest vampires could shapeshift successfully, and they were teaching us how to do it safely, but I still found myself struggling sometimes.

I had also been working hard on my telepathy, which wasn’t as strong as some of my friends, like Propanga or Amadeus, but had come a long way since I first got here. And the related skill of telekinesis, which face it, was just super fun. Who wouldn’t want to move things with their mind if they could? 

Along with all the supernatural powers, I was also learning more about what made us weak. This was key to staying safe in the world of the humans. And I was learning about the underground network that kept us fed, protected, and thriving. I was even learning to control my hunger cravings. As more and more time passed since my Turn, I was able to go longer stretches without feeding. Soon, I’d be on a once-a-month schedule like the rest of the vampires. 

I thought learning to control my hunger for blood would be the hardest part of vampire school, but that was well taking care of itself. We were told we still had to be careful in certain trigger zones – car accidents, hospitals, or other places where someone was bleeding, weakened, or injured. But in time, it got easier and easier to control the urge, even if a human as bleeding out in front of you.  

It turns out, learning to control my lust for sex was ten times harder. Why had this shift turned me into such a horndog? I felt like I had been asking myself this question for months and I was still no further along nor any less horny. It was almost embarrassing at this point. 

“It will taper off in time,” Amadeus said from behind me. Was he reading my mind again? Ugh, I hated it when he did that.

“If you don’t want me to read it, then you need to learn to block it.”

“I thought Rule #2 was consent. I don’t give you consent to read my thoughts, Amadeus.” 

“Noted,” he smirked, “But it’s not like I’m trying to. When you don’t block them, it’s all just hanging out there. 

“Yeah, sure, some excuse,” I muttered back, but secretly, I didn’t mind all that much. Amadeus was fun, and he was just as brilliant as his brother had said. He was fast becoming another of my best friends here. 

“Can I ask you something, Amadeus?”

“Sure,” he nodded. “You can ask me anything. Whether or not I answer, is another question.”

“Right… so, how old are you anyway?”

He scoffed, feigned insult, and replied, “I’m 25, thank you very much.”

“No, no, I mean in vampire years.”

“Don’t you know it’s considered impolite to ask a vampire his age?” he responded, pretending offense. 

“Nope, pretty sure that’s not a thing.”

“It absolutely is a thing.”

“No, not a thing.”

“What would you know about it anyway? You’ve been a vampire for like fifteen minutes.”

“Oh, ouch! You sure are a grouchy old man,” I teased. 

“I beg your pardon! I am not old.”

“Yeah, how not old are you then?”

“I’m 118.” He huffed. 

“Whoa! Dude, you’re ancient!”

“I most certainly am not…” he stomped his foot as he said the words and I couldn’t keep a straight face. Messing with Amadeus was quickly becoming one of my favorite pastimes. 

I began laughing hysterically at him. It was so much fun to mess with him. Sometimes he was far too serious. It must be that genius mind of his working overtime. 

“Oh, you think you’re a funny girl, huh?” he laughed back. 

“I know I’m funny.” 

We spent the next couple of hours working on some tests he was doing trying to recreate the drug I may have been given that night. He was also working on some big secret project for the Academy that he wasn’t allowed to talk about, but he did allow me to help with. 

It was mostly filing notes and papers, cleaning up about his lab, and replacing beakers and tools after they had been sanitized. But it was nice just to hang out, and to feel like I was doing something productive. 

I was just on my way out anyway when I got a text from Astrid to come back to the room. “Hey, meet me and Prop in the room.”

“Well, I gotta head back,” I said to Amadeus. 

“Sure thing, go see what the gal pals want. Thanks for helping out here today,” he said with a smile. 
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After helping with research in Amadeus’ lab, I went back to my room where Astrid was hanging with Propanga and also waiting for me to get back. She had said she had something she wanted to show me. I was pretty sure it wasn’t her tits this time, but hey, a little dreaming never hurt anybody, right? 

Actually, she wanted to show me a new breakthrough in shapeshifting. 

“Okay, close your eyes and I’ll tell you when to open,” she said to me with an excited voice. Her eyes were completely lit up and I knew whatever she was about to show me, it must be big. 

Doing as I was told, I closed my eyes and about five seconds later, she shouted, “Open!”

When I did, I saw the most beautiful butterfly right in front of me. It had markings like a monarch, but the colors were pink and purple with shades of blue instead. 

“Astrid?”

“Yesssss,” the butterfly spoke. “What do you think?”

“Wow! You’re beautiful.” I stepped forward to get a little closer and she fluttered around me, showing off. “This is amazing, Astrid. Well done.”

“Thanks,” she said before taking a quick flight around the room and then shifting back to human form in a cloud of pink-colored mist.

Astrid seemed born for this. She did it with no trouble at all. It came as easy for breathing as her, and it made me wonder if it was her carefree attitude and hippy-like spirit that made this all a bit easier to manage. Not that I was dismissing her hard work, but it all just flowed for her.

Maybe that was just Astrid for you. 

Astrid was special, in more ways than just her ability to shapeshift like a pro. She was kind and loving without being overbearing. She was sexy and seductive but not slutty or forceful about it. (Not that I am judging slutty behavior, I mean, hello? Look at me!) It was more that I wasn’t used to someone like her. 

She was smart, but humble about it, and she had such a sweet, tender way to her. I think I was falling for her, even if I didn’t want to admit that to myself yet. 

I had never wanted anyone so bad in all my life. Typically, I was a lover of opportunity. If they were there, adult, and consenting, I was down to bone. 

But I had never pined for someone like this before. I had never longed for someone in this way before, and quite honestly, it was all taking me a little off guard. In fact, I couldn’t remember a time I’d been with someone already and then wanted them again so badly. I wanted more from her… I couldn’t say exactly what, but more than a booty call, that’s for sure. 

Still, I was fully convinced that as soon as we did it and I got it out of my system, these feelings would go away. That’s always how it had worked in the human world, anyway. Why should it be any different now?

Yes, I was a vampire, but I was still me. 

For now, I needed to put whatever I was feeling for Astrid aside. I didn’t want to behave weirdly around her, and we had more pressing matters than my love life to attend to right now anyway. 

Although I had not told Propanga about what happened that night with the vampire hunters, it weighed heavily on my mind often. What if she had gotten hurt because of my mistake? Or Astrid? Or anyone else for that matter! I couldn’t be so careless ever again. My partying days needed to end – at least, the reckless partying and breaking the rules.

It seemed I was finally learning that some rules were made for a reason. Is this what it meant to be maturing? 

Knowing that there were vampire hunters out there and that they had targeted me made me very uncomfortable, at least now. I still felt like I was in a vulnerable state. I hadn’t learned all there was to learn about my vampy powers yet. So, this was just one more reason to stay where I belonged and quit messing around with the locals. 

“Hey Prop,” I asked from across the room. 

“Yeah?”

“What do you know about vampire hunters?”

“They’re assholes.”

I laughed. “Well yeah, but what else?”

“What else is there to know? They will us for money, sport, and just for fun. They’re evil bastards.”

“Sounds like it,” I agreed. “I suppose I am just wondering a few things like… well, how does one just become a vampire hunter? I mean, they would have to know we exist in the first place.”

“You know Carmilla, I don’t know. But if I ever get invited to a vampire hunter human resources meeting, I’ll ask them about their hiring and intake process.”

Man, that girl could really lay on the snark when she wanted to. 

“I get your point. I guess what I mean is that if no one is supposed to know vampires exist, how do these people learn about us and how to hunt us in the first place?”

“If vampires aren’t supposed to turn humans, how are you even here asking me that question?” She countered. 

“Fair point.” So, somebody had broken the rules? There seemed to be a lot of that going on lately.

This gave me something to ponder for the rest of the evening as I studied for a potions quiz tomorrow. Damien was also going to be dropping by again. He’d been traveling, trying to get to the bottom of what those two vampire hunters had been up to, but he made regular visits back to update Amadeus on his findings and to start teaching me self defense lessons. 

“You’re going to need it,” he had said with a completely straight face. 

“Yeah, how else am I going to fight off all my adoring fans,” I joked, but deep down, I knew this was a vital skill for me to learn right now. 

Ever since I first came here, I had been afraid of dying from the Turn, then of getting staked by Hera for breaking the rules, and later of being found out by the humans and getting executed. Never had it come to me that I would need to fear vampire hunters, but here we are. 

For being that were immortal, we sure had a lot of people wanting us dead…








  
  
  Chapter 23

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




Damien had been teaching me fight skills to defend myself. With my newfound natural vampire traits of speed, strength, and agility, I could move like never before, but that didn’t mean I actually knew how to land a punch or dodge a hit. 

The more I learned, the more confident I felt about going back into the real world. And while this was a good thing, it also made me reconsider signing up for a second term here. 

Maybe I would come here for a second year, after all. When I first decided to come here, I felt forced. There didn’t seem to be a lot of choice involved or me. It was “do it or die” from Hera and the rest of the staff, and I had a lot of life left to live. I didn’t want to die at 21. 

And sure, when I first got here, I was rebelling against all the rules, but that was kind of my M.O. Now that I was nearing graduation, I realized how helpful this place truly was. And on top of that, I realized how much it could help me in the future to finish out my education beyond the mandatory year. 

I had never cared about school before because it’s boring and it only lasts for a short period of your life. But I was going to be a vampire forever. This meant there were benefits to staying in school longer, learning all that these mature vamps could teach me, and also putting myself in a place where I could qualify for a higher position within the community. 

I was still learning what those positions were, but what I knew so far intrigued me. We lived in the human world, so we chose to follow human rules – at least, on the surface. 

But there was an entire other dimension to it all, like a secret underground world. We our own political system, laws and guidelines, an eco-system that supported our magic and our health, networks and frameworks of jobs and positions that helped govern our lives as vampires. 

Here’s a little example that I found fascinating: Since we never age, we have to move around to avoid being found out by humans. If I stay living right here in Mystic for the next 30 years and I still look 21 years old, it’s going to raise some suspicions, right? 

Well, it’s also not enough to just move. Because then what are you going to do, go away and live like a hermit under a rock someplace? No, you need IDs and a new social security number and all that other important stuff that an American citizen needs to thrive in this life. 

So, the vampire world has people whose only job is to help other vampires start over new. Once you’ve lived out your reasonable time in one place, you get to pick a new location and a totally new life. You can change as much or as little as you want about yourself. But they will help you get all the legal stuff sorted for when you start over. 

This was like secret spy, Witness Protection kind of shit and I loved it! It was fascinating. Maybe that is a field I’d want to work in. 

And of course, we had our legal system. There were vampire laws and the people who upheld them. There were judges and law enforcement officers and bounty hunters and more. All the typical things you see in the human world, but for our realm. Yet, we walked the same earth at the same time as the humans, simultaneously living in their world, too. 

One foot on one side, one foot on the other. Like I said, fascinating…

“If you want to truly defend yourself from all threats, you have to understand your weaknesses,” Damien explained in our most recent defense session. 

I just nodded, allowing him to continue. “So, of course, forget that shit about sunlight or garlic. It doesn’t hurt us. Nearly do crosses and Holy water, unless you’ve got a personal thing against religion or something. But there are a few things that can weaken us and that can put you in a vulnerable state.”

“Like silver?” I asked. This was something they had taught us in classes, and also that I learned from history. When they rounded up all the vampires during the Great Purge, they bound them with silver handcuffs and put them in cages with silver bars to weaken them.

“Yes, like silver. It doesn’t kill us. Not even a silver bullet or a silver stake will kill a vampire. However, it does weaken us. The stronger the vampire, the more silver you would need. And it has to be pure silver, not that metal alloy stuff.”

“Pure silver is harder to come by these days, isn’t it?”

“Yes, thankfully for us. The downside is that all the people who feared vampires during the Great Purge have hoarded up all the pure silver and most of them passed in down throughout generations and they are still holding onto it now.”

“Meaning the people most likely to use it against us are the same people sitting on hoards of it right now,” I finished. 

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Oh, that’s lovely.” 

“Also, decapitation. Yeah, that’s not a definite killer but it sure as hell ain’t fun.”

Grimacing just thinking about it, I asked the question I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer to. “We can survive decapitation?”

“Yes but it’s not pretty.”

“Ugh, I’m going to avoid that one.”

“We all try to,” he nodded. “So, the best technique vampire hunters have to use against us is to weaken us first. They’re no match against us at full strength. So, the best way to protect yourself is to learn all the ways you can be weakened and do everything in your power to avoid it.”

“Makes sense,” I nodded.

“It will help if you master your telekinesis abilities, too. If your body is weakened, you can use your mind to call other vampires for backup. We can get to you in a flash with travel forms.”

“And the next most important thing you will ever learn is your hand-to-hand combat skills, so let’s keep going on that.” 

We sparred for the next hour or so and then I went back to the room to shower and change. I was having dinner with Propanga and Astrid. It was a Girls Night In kind of night and we had a movie planned for afterwards, too. 

This was just the kind of relaxation therapy I needed after all this hardcore training with Damien. That man really knew how to break me out in a sweat, and we’d never even had sex before. 

After our Friday night Girls Night, I spent most of the weekend studying and resting. I’d been going at full speed 100 MPH lately. A weekend on the down low actually seemed perfect. 

We were only about six months out from graduation now, and it was hard to believe I’d been here that long. Even more surprising, was all the friends I’d made along the way and how happy I was here. This was like my new little family, and I cherished them all and the time we spent together. 

I knew that not even graduation was separate us, and that I had made friends for life here. Seeing that we were all immortal, that meant a very, very long time. 
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Two days later, I got an urgent message from Damien. He wasn’t due back to the Academy for three more days, so I assumed he had discovered something that wasn’t safe to say over the phone. He was calm, but a bit more animated than his usual even-keeled self.

He asked to meet me down in the courtyard; the one between the front doors and the main gates, with the big water fountain. I wasted no time getting there because I knew something was up. 

He greeted me with a cordial hug and then spoke in a very low voice, looking around as if to see if anyone else could hear us.

“You need to be prepared,” he said looking even more serious than usual. 

“Prepared for what, exactly?”

“They’re going to attack the school.”

“Who is? Vampire hunters?”

“Yup,” he confirmed. “Led by Julian and Oliver. They’re working with some hunter outfit based in NYC and they came out here as scouts.”

“A bunch of human vampire hunters are going to attack a school filled with vampires? Some of the most talented and capable vamps alive today?” I laughed. “Are they stupid?”

“Carmilla, they’re not human.”

“Wait, what?”

“They’re werewolves. Shifters.”

That definitely stopped me in my tracks. 

‘Why didn’t you tell me this before? OMG! I was gonna sleep with those monsters.”

Damien shushed me, again looking around like he feared someone would hear before adding, “I assure you, Carmilla, you never would have made it to the sex. They had every intention of destroying you long before that, had I not showed up when I did.”

“Okay fine, you’re my hero. But tell me, Hero, what are we going to do about this?”

“Well, that dear, is a very good question…” His voice trailed off and he looked up to the sky as he often did when he was trying to decide on something. “I’m not sure yet, but I aim to find out.”

Werewolves as vampire hunters. Well, that was a lot to take in, wasn’t it? 

I knew that Propanga didn’t know about this. In fact, I was pretty sure none of the Academy knew about it; perhaps Hera, but even that was iffy. So, did the Academy have this information, too? And were they keeping it from us intentionally? Why wouldn’t they tell us there were werewolves out there trying to kill us? 

“I’m sure you have a lot of questions,” he continued. 

“Damn straight I do!”

“But we have some very important matters to attend to first.”

“We do?” I asked, looking confused. 

“We do!” He laughed. “Follow me.”

He led me inside the building and downstairs, back to his brother’s lab. 

“You’re being super secretive and we’re just going to see Amadeus?”

“Keep your panties on, he has something for us,” Damien scolded. 

Once inside Amadeus’ lab, he closed and locked the doors behind us. Amadeus wasted no time explaining why we were there. 

“I’ve been working on a new invention,” he said, lifting up a pair of sunglasses from the table and handing them to me. 

“Uh, Amadeus… I hate to break it to you, but sunglasses have been around a long time.”

“Hardy, harr harr,” Damien teased. “They’re not sunglasses, Carmilla. They just look like sunglasses.”

“Then what are they really?” I said, trying them on and looking around the room. 

“A mix of magic and science!” Amadeus announced proudly. “These babies will allow you to see the unseen.”

“Does he always speak in riddles?” 

“Quit messing around, Carmilla. This is so cool. Just wait till you see what they do,” Damien beamed, looking as proud of his brother as he was of himself. 

I pulled the glasses off my face and stared at the two of them standing there with big stupid grins on their faces. “Okay, someone tell me what I’m holding here,” I said impatiently. 

“Werewolf goggles!” Amadeus sang out with pride. 

“Werewolf gogg…” I turned questioning to Damien. “Did he just say werewolf goggles?” 

“Yeah, he did.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“Come here and I will show you,” Amadeus said, walking toward a back area of his lab.

Damien just grinned from ear-to-ear like he was loving my confusion. Sometimes I think that man lived to get under my skin. 

Around the back down a little mini hallway was another room, with several cages inside. It looked like a very old-timey jail. And inside one of the cells was a man. 

“Holy, shit! Did you kidnap somebody?”

“Carmilla, chill.” Damien’s bemused look just made me more annoyed at him. “Put on the shades and look at him again.”

We had werewolves planning an attack on the school and these two were in the dungeon playing games. What was it with men sometimes? Taking a deep breath and letting out a long sigh, I did as Damien said and put on the glasses again. 

When I looked back at the man in the cell, I shouted and jumped backwards, nearly falling over, ripping the glasses off my face. 

“What the!”

“Oh good, they work,” Amadeus murmured, writing something down on his clipboard.

“If your goal was to scare the shit out of me, then yes, they work. What the hell?” I asked, looking at Damien who was laughing hysterically at this point. 

“Now you can see the enemy coming.”

I put the glasses back on and looked at the creature in the cell once more. He was tall, probably seven foot or so, but hunched down in the small cell. His body was covered in hair and he had a longer mane around his face, which was very wolf-life. 

His yellow eyes stared back at me, unamused to be caged up like an animal. That stare clearly said he would rip me into shreds if he managed to get out of there. 

The grayish brown fur covered his entire body, which was lean, with a muscly chest and very toned arms (front legs?). He had long, black claws on the end of each extremity. And the teeth… he had long canine fangs prominent from the rest of his very sharp teeth and a mouth that snarled into a grimace as I looked him up and down. 

“That’s a fucking werewolf?” I said, finally.

“Yup,” Damien laughed. “That’s a fucking werewolf.”
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Why was it so hard to accept that werewolves existed when I had accepted the fact that vampires were real, and I was one? Maybe it was because the government had told us vamps were real. We had all grown up on the history about it. I’d seen pictures and heard stories since I was a little girl. 

But werewolves? Well, I don’t know… that just seemed scarier. Turning into a vicious howling beast? And the hair? All that hair!

Ick. I suppose I could be grateful I wasn’t bitten by a werewolf, if that was even how you became one. Because I liked being a vampire a lot more than being a hairy beast that wigs out over the full moon. 

“You know, most of what you’ve heard about them isn’t true,” Damien explained. “Same as with us. There’s all kinds of stupid stories out there, but they’re just that – stories.”

“Okay, so how do you separate the fact from the fiction?”

“That’s a great question, Carm!” He looked way more excited about this than I would have expected, as if he’d been waiting for the chance to explain this to somebody. “Well, first, you listen to the experts who have spent centuries learning about them.”

He then launched into an hour-long explanation of werewolves and how they work, myths and legends versus reality, and the whole shebang. 

Fascinating as it was, I had to get back to prepare for classes tomorrow. 

“So, is there a reason you’re telling me all of this and showing me your magic glasses?” 

“Werewolf goggles,” Amadeus corrected from across the room. 

“Actually, yes,” Damien began, and I had a bad feeling about where the rest of that sentence was going. “We need you to go undercover.”

“Undercover? For what?”

“To flush out the wolves.” He looked so content with his plan, sitting there with a smirk on his face. 

“You mean you want me to be live bait.”

“We’re going hunting for some big angry fishies!” He laughed as he laid out their plan. 

I couldn’t believe that the two guys who had been talking me out of going out around town and to the bars were now encouraging me to fraternize with the humans in order to bait the werewolf vampire hunters who wanted to infiltrate our school and take us all out. 

Was everyone losing their minds these days? I guess it made sense. I was already in on it. He had invested all that time teaching me to fight, too. If Damien believed I was ready for some secret mission like this, then I’d do whatever they asked me to do. 

I just wish Amadeus had made these glasses a bit more stylish. Aviators were not really my style. 
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As we hatched our secret plan behind the scenes, the show had to go on for me in school. I was here for a reason, after all. That reason was to learn how to be a vampire and not get caught. So far, I was doing a damn fine job of it, too. 

I’d passed all of my classes with flying colors and each of my instructors proposed I passed, with honors, even!

Graduation was approaching and so far, I’d managed to make it through my first year, which is more than I could say for some of the idiots I had first landed in here with. 

Hera’s stake was getting a real workout with this fresh batch of vampires, that’s for sure. 

I was fairly certain more vampires had been put down than would be graduating with us this month. It was just as well. Most of them behaved like idiots and attacked one another or broke out of the gates and tried to attack the humans out in town. Sleepy little Mystic had no idea there were deadly vampires walking in their midst, capable of draining their full body of blood in mere minutes. 

No one I had gotten close to had gone all “ashes to ashes” on me, so maybe that was a sign that I pick good friends. Whatever. It hardly mattered now anyway. It would be over soon. 

As for the few who had made it through, well, some of my favorites were on the graduates list. Propanga was still around, of course. This was good news since my roomie had become my best friend here. Even if she did behave like my overprotective mom at times, I wanted her to succeed and I definitely wanted her to stick around. 

Astrid was still here, too. It’s safe to say I had feelings for her, so I was glad she was here, but I also wasn’t ready to explore those feelings, so I was going to continue to be detached when it came to her. I couldn’t be catching feelings when I was up in here to learn to vampire without getting caught, right? 

And now, if that wasn’t all enough for a girl’s to do list, I had a secret mission to catch werewolves who were plotting against us. Talk about a full datebook! 

I had a mission. I couldn’t allow a girl to derail me. Even if she was a very, very sexy girl… 

Damien had intel that said they were not going to make a move before graduation. I guess their sources had told them how dangerous new vampires could be, too. Damien also had a theory that it was a staff member and Hera’s stake that they were really after, so if they waited until after graduation, all the new vamps would leave and more than 60% of the regular staff went on vacation or back to their homes, too. 

A skeleton crew of staff would remain until the next training period, but that meant it would be easier for them to strike when our forces were low. 

He had sent me on a couple of scouting missions to the bars and clubs in the area but told me not to interact; just to observe.

“If you see wolves, don’t do anything!”

“Yeah, I got it,” I confirmed. 

“Just get as many details as you can about them and slip your glasses off, so you see what they look like in human form and what they’re wearing. No detail is too small. We need to gather all the intel we can, in order to be prepared for the incoming attack.”

My first three trips had been a bust and I was starting to wonder if there really were anymore wolves in town. Maybe that altercation with Damien that night had sent them packing for good? 

But then, one Friday night, on my third recon mission, I spotted two. They were sitting at the bar of a popular pizza joint, nursing a cold beer a piece, but eating nothing. 

They seemed to be searching the room, like they were looking for someone. About twenty minutes in, another guy showed up, also a werewolf. And right after that, a female. 

Wait? They had girl wolves? I never knew that!

All they did was sit at the bar and talk about something I couldn’t make out from a distance, even with my supersonic hearing, and then they left, all at separate times and in separate cars. 

I met with Damien and Amadeus after and told them everything I saw. Damien agreed that it was too risky to make any other moves until after graduation, but he felt confident they were not going to do anything until the school was emptier. 

Hoping he was right about that, I agreed to stay on guard, just in case. Damien also assured me that the “higher ups” in the vampire coven knew about this and that they would be sending backup to help in a potential battle, and also added security for the school campus itself. 

That was a relief. I mean, Damien was pretty badass, but I couldn’t see him, his geeky genius brother, and little ol’ me defending against a whole pack of angry wolves. 

“You think you can stick around after graduation and help us out some more?” He had asked me that evening. 

“Well, you know you two can’t do it without me,” I teased. “So, I suppose I’ll have to.”

“Thanks!” Damien looked so excited I’d be staying here in Mystic after graduation. I knew that was because he really wanted to catch these guys. That was his job, after all, but a little part of me couldn’t help but wonder if it was also because he enjoyed spending time with me and didn’t want me to run off where he couldn’t see me anymore. 

It was a fleeting thought that I shook away. Regardless of what I felt for Damien in the first place, this was all about business now. And besides, we were friends. I had no intention of making it weird. 
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Now it was time; graduation from Year One. This was the only mandatory portion of the Academy, although many students chose to stay on beyond that, as I had recently decided for myself. 

In this moment, waiting to be called up to a stage and recognized for our achievements, it felt like a normal school, out in the human world. One could easily forget everyone in here was a dangerous vampire who could rip your throat out.  

Everyone looked so… normal. Average, even. More attractive than average, perhaps, but still human-looking, all the same. There were no white faces, fangs dipping with blood, black capes and hoods, or other unusual things. There were no sacrifices or weird chants or naked virgins of anything of the sort that you often heard about in stories of vampires by the humans. 

More proof that humans really knew nothing… 

Astrid was beside me to my left and Propanga to my right, and in that moment, I felt more wanted and at home than any other time in my life. I couldn’t think of anyone I’d want by my side more than those two. They’d seen me through thick and thin here this year. 

That was when the professor came to the front of the stage. He was dressed in a black fitted suit with feint white pinstripes on it. They were very thin and from a distance, it might look like a plain black suit. He wore it well, and his cufflinks shined and sparkled in the lights, even from a distance. 

As he stood at the podium before us and began to speak, I felt something I had never felt before in my previous career as a student. I felt pride. Deep down, I was happy about all that I had accomplished here. Maybe I was not going to admit that out loud to anyone else, but it was a good feeling. Funny that I had to basically die and become a vampire to have this feeling, but hey, life is unpredictable. 

“We have come here today,” he said, taking the microphone in his hand, “to celebrate the accomplishments of our graduating Year One students this year.”

He continued with a speech that lasted only about twenty minutes and praised those of us who had made it for sticking it through and not getting, well… dead. 

Next, they had us stand and as our names were called, we walked across the stage and were given a small golden pin. 

There was no need for certificates or paper documents. It’s not like we could frame them or show them off in the human world anyway, right? But this little pin was a symbol of solidarity and safety. If you saw this pin out in the human world, you knew that you had an ally. 

Astrid stood beside me, holding my hand. It felt surprisingly warm, ya know, considering the whole vampire thing and all. It was comforting to have her there with me. 

After the ceremony, we went out to the yard for an open-air commencement party. There was live music and lots of booze and it was a very fun, fitting way to end the year. The smell of the river filled the air around us and there were all types of treats and luxuries to enjoy. We had done it! 

We had survived the year and we were full-fledged vampires. 

And that was the end of my first term at Mystic River Vampire Academy. Despite not even wanting to come here, I think I found a thing or two I could love about the place. 

The best part? This wasn’t the end of it. The school would go on a two-month hiatus for the staff to vacation and then they would be back. There’d likely be a new batch of fresh meat coming in the doors as green as I had been a few months ago myself, and my class could come back for a second year. 

I had already promised Damien I would stick around over that two-month break so we could continue investigating the whole werewolf dilemma, too, so Mystic was going to be my home for quite a while longer. I honestly didn’t mind that one bit.

Only the first year of Vampire Academy was required to not get killed after your Turn, but there were benefits to staying on after that. After learning that the vampire world had its own ecosystem of sorts, all underground, that the humans never knew about, I realized I wanted to be a bigger part of things. 

We had politics and our own medical systems, and even a witness protection program. And vampires who finished all three years of Vampire Academy could qualify for special positions within this system.

As we drank and sang and danced and partied in the yard, I looked out across the crowd and saw a familiar but unexpected face. It was him! The one who had turned me… he was here. 

Him! I thought to myself, both furious and excited to see his face again. It was Knight, or whatever his real name was… the vampire who had started me on this path. 

Because I chose to go home with him that night after the club, everything had changed. Part of me knew I should be mad at him – he had changed me, after all. He had turned me into something not alive, and not dead… undead. 

But I couldn’t help thinking about all the ways this had improved my life. So maybe, he had actually done me a favor. Besides, I had consented.

And then I remembered all the powers that vampires get, and something became clearer about that night. Something that got the wheels turning in my head, so that I looked at this from a fresh new perspective. 

He could have used his powers on me!

I consented because he mind-controlled me. That would also explain why everything was so fuzzy, and why I felt like I had been drugged. It wasn’t roofies; it was vampire magic. 

So furious I was seeing red, I vowed to confront him after this was over. For now, it was my turn to pose for some photos for the Academy.
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And that was that – I had officially graduated my first year at Vampire Academy. Mystic River had no idea what they were up against when they brought me into the fray. But I was not going down without a fight, and I wasn’t ready to be put down yet. 

In fact, I’d actually done quite well here. Never being one to conform worked out better than expected when you’re sent to a school that breaks all the “normal” rules of human society. We had our own rules, our own code; but we weren’t human anymore, so we didn’t have to live like them. 

I had only just turned 21 and the idea of being “Forever 21” was exciting to me. For many people, this was the best year of their lives. Now, I’d get to live it again and again. 

The beauty of this new life as the undead, was that I could be anyone I wanted, go anywhere I wanted, and do anything I wanted – as long as I didn’t get caught as a vampire. The world was my oyster, as they say, and that was very exciting. 

There had never been anything special about me. I wasn’t a cute kid, come in top of my class, become a sports star or Homecoming Queen, or do anything remarkable or significant with my life. I didn’t have any special talents or unique abilities, either. Up until this point in my life, I had been just getting by. 

No one noticed me much, and I’d also never been an offense to anyone and never been in any real trouble. Becoming an adult was the best thing that ever happened to me because it allowed me to pursue my own path, even if I hadn’t figured out what that was going to be yet.

And all the partying and sleeping around… deep down, I knew it was a farce. This was all part of me finding myself, figuring out who I was and what I wanted from life, and all that. Part of it was also about attention. Now, I could finally shine, be the loudest person in the room, and get noticed like I never had before. 

But getting Turned was something else altogether. It took all the good parts of me and highlighted them, magnified them even. It brought out good in me I didn’t even know was there. And it brightened the dark spots in me, gave me new skills and abilities, and a confidence I had never had before. 

The Academy had taught me how to use all these newfound skills and how to control my new powers, and now they were unleashing me onto the world, a more powerful, amazing version of myself than ever before. I didn’t even want to remember my old life anymore. There had been nothing worth remembering anyway. 

Now I was free to enjoy the world. And my thirst for life… it was insatiable!




~ The End ~
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Year Two at the Academy was going to get even wilder. These newly turned vamps were insatiable, but now they have bloodlust. Can they learn to tame the wild beast inside and function in a normal society, or will they have to be put down? 




After posing for the photos, my mind went back to that bastard who had turned me. He was just hanging out, laughing, and acting like he belonged here; like it was no big deal he had violated me and sent me here.

What was he doing here anyway? Did he have any idea how much trouble he would be in for what he did to me? He broke the cardinal rule. He could be killed!

He should be killed, I thought, but immediately thought better of it. Deep down, I knew I didn’t want that. All I really wanted was to have those missing hours of my memory returned to me. What really happened that night? 

There was only one other person who might know the answer to that and right now, he was making toasts and telling jokes and standing just a few feet away. Now might be my only shot at it. 

Right before I marched right up to him to give him a piece of my mind, Damien grabbed me by the arm. 

“Hey, that guy you’re eyeing? Stay away,” he warned. 

“Excuse me?” I shot back. He was not going to keep me away from demanding that fool tell me why he tricked me and bit me. “You can’t tell me what to do. We’ve been over this before.” I was seeing red and anyone who got in my path was going to experience my wrath. 

“No, you don’t understand,” Damien said, leaning in close to my ear and whispering, “I’m telling you, Carmilla, that guy is a vampire hunter!”

“No, he can’t be,” I argued with Damien. “He’s the one who turned me.”

“He turned you? Wait, are you saying he’s a vampire?” Damien looked shocked and confused as the pieces started to come together for the both of us at the same time. 

But why would a vampire kill his own kind?




Buy Bloodlust here. 
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This was the hardest breakup of my life. True, it was the only breakup of my life, and maybe that’s why it was hitting harder, but all I knew was… it sucked. I was supposed to be training for the most important competition of my life, but all I could do was think about him.

I wondered where he was, who he was with, what he was doing… if he was thinking of me like I was thinking of him, and if he was sorry that we had broken up.

Most of the time, it felt like an anvil was sitting on my chest and the rest of the time, it felt like I was floating outside my body, watching this broken husk of a person from above, wondering how that lifeless shell continued to move around when it had lost everything that mattered to it.

Ah, heartbreak… it’s fun, isn’t it?

I could get some of that aggression out with my combat training sessions, and I loved to go for a long run every other day, at least, to keep my stamina up, but none of that stopped the pain or the endless thoughtsof him.

It was like getting a song stuck in your head. You know how it just keeps replaying itself over and over, pieces of it even when you’re not trying, a bit here and there when you’re falling asleep, or in the back of your mind working its way to the front as you do daily chores. That’s what his memory was doing to me.

How long was this supposed to last anyway? People told me I needed to just date someone else to get over him. A) I didn’t want to date someone else. B) I already tried that, and it didn’t work.

In fact, I had dated someone else for more than six months, but I still didn’t feel any different. My best friend, Roxy, said that I didn’t give it my best effort, but I disagree. At first, I was super into the new guy, Dre. He was fun and exciting, and everything that Brent wasn’t in some ways.

In other ways, he was everything I missed about Brent. And if I’m being honest, it was great to have someone text me good morning and good night, and to say sweet things to me throughout the day. I had really missed that attention. Just knowing that someone else out there is thinking of you can really brighten your whole mood.

On our second date, we kissed for the first time. It wasn’t hot and passionate like it had been with Brent, but I blamed it partly on him being nervous. I expected things to get better on our next date and beyond.

Only… they didn’t.

I actually spent the night at his house – twice – but nothing happened between us. Weird for a 20-something man, right? I mean, it was a relief not to have someone trying to get into my pants two seconds after we met, but also kind of odd how reserved he was being.

Who invites you to sleep over after you’re dating for weeks and then doesn’t try to even kiss you?

We were like middle school girls on a sleepover. We watched movies, ate snacks, talked all night, and then passed out sometime in the wee hours of the morning. It was nice, but not what I would call romantic or erotic.

It was the most platonic adult date I’d ever had. In fact, I’d hung out with non-romantic girlfriends who were more affectionate. And if that wasn’t odd enough, the next morning he asked me to be exclusive, which seemed to come out of nowhere, but I figured what the hell did I have to lose at this point, so I said okay.

Of course, Roxy had said it was “totally weird” and that I should drop him because there was “obviously no spark”, but I was no quitter and that attitude carried over in my dating life, as well. So, being the stubborn girl that I was, I kept trying and hoping it would get better.

The more time I spent with Dre, the more it made me miss Brent, so I finally decided the nicest thing I could do was break it off. He didn’t seem too bent out of shape about it either, so I think the feelings were mutual. If he didn’t like me, why didn’t he say so? Or maybe he had felt a spark in the beginning and then lost it? Again, why not just say something? He carried on like everything was fine and when I broke up with him, he said, “Okay, well thanks.”

Thanks?

Um, okay.

It was the strangest dating experience I’d had in a long time. Then again, I had never really had any other dating experiences. Brent had been my first serious love.

I had experimented some, and I had middle school boyfriends or crushes, but Brent was my first serious partner in any capacity, and we had been together for five years. I didn’t even know how to be with someone else, but Roxy insisted it was the answer.

“You just need to date someone else,” Roxy had pushed. “You’re not going to find the perfect guy right off the bat. I had to date like dozens of losers and weirdoes before I met Tony.”

“Well, that’s reassuring,” I laughed, rolling my eyes. Pardon me for not being excited about dating dozens of losers to try to find “Mr. Right”.

Roxy and her boyfriend had been together for two years now. They were adorable in that way that someone makes you jealous you don’t have the same and other times makes you want to stab them both with a fork. I was happy for her, but my failing love life was a bit bitter about her success.

Over a year later and he was still the first thing on my mind when I woke up and the last thing on my mind when I went to sleep at night. Often, I would find myself caught up in some menial chore like mowing the lawn, or when I was working out or going for a run, and my mind would just wander.

I’d start doing my tasks on autopilot while my brain drifted off to memories of him, thoughts of what I would say if I saw him again, or fantasies of running into him again. Yeah, I had it bad.

He haunted me.

And this was one reason why when I got that invitation in the mail, I said “Yes!” without so much as a second thought.

Getting invited to the Magic Trials was a big deal. Some people could practice magic their whole lives and never get that invitation in the mail. It was an honor to even be considered. An honor that my family, especially, knew a great deal about and held in a very high esteem.

A smarter, more careful person would have thought about it more, weighed the pros and cons of going versus not going, and determined a strategy for plan of action before they confirmed the invite.

But let’s be real, I wasn’t that person.

I was a woman with a broken heart that nothing seemed to heal. That meant I was angry, reckless, bitter, and out for blood.

If beating the shit out of people in the Magic Trials released some of that pent up, unrequited love, well then, that’d be a good thing. There was no reason to second-guess this. No reason to drag out the inevitable.

My cousin, Rocco, said it was the greatest honor in magic to be invited to the Trials. You didn’t shoot down an offer like that. In fact, in my family, it was considered an insult to the entire family to say no to an invitation to the Magic Trials.

At the end of the day, I didn’t need time to think on it. An invite meant I was going, whether I wanted to or not. May as well make the most of it and kick some magical ass.

So, why was I sitting here pining over a lost love instead of preparing for such an honored tradition?

Ah, a magnificent question!

If I knew the answer to that, I guess I wouldn’t be in this position. Despite my broken heart, I’d been practicing for weeks now. Only the best of the best came to the Magic Trials and if I wanted a chance of staying in past the first round and not embarrassing my family name, I needed to be as prepared as possible.

Despite all my family’s experience with the Trials, I needed to prepare my mind and body. It was one thing to know in generalizations how the Trials work, but it was another thing altogether to actually have to participate.

There were unexpected circumstances that could happen when doing battle with other magic users. You could prepare for the Arena, the rules, the terrain and other factors, but you couldn’t fully prepare for how another participant would play.

Tomorrow, I take a train to The Scorched Wilderness. This is where we would sign in for the Magic Trials and spend an additional 48 hours preparing for the Games. There would be team leaders and trainers for each of the magical classes and types to help us.

From there, we’d get carted over to the Demon Dome Arena to fight to the death!

Okay, not really. We didn’t do that anymore – although rumor had it some of the elders wanted to bring it back. No, we actually fought to magic death; meaning we fought until we exhausted all of our magical ability and then we would be eliminated from the competition. There were two ways this happened: you either checked yourself out when your magic was low, or the referees pulled you out when you reached the Point of No Return.

Magic regenerates itself over time, so you get it back, but how long it takes depends on the person and how fast you regenerate. It’s easy to see why those with the most magical stamina do well in the Trials. The quicker you can regenerate, the longer you can stay in the game, especially if you are very intuitive with your own

I didn’t know much more about it than that. Most participants didn’t even know that much, but I came from a long line of Magic Trials veterans, so word had been passed around my family. We talked about Trials over dinner, family holidays, and any other time people could find a way to work it in. That didn’t mean I was a shoe-in for this thing, though.

The thing is, even being from a family who had participants in previous Games didn’t guarantee an advantage. They intentionally mixed it up every year, so you never knew exactly what you were going to get. And they were more secretive than Lucas on a Star Wars film.

No one involved in the planning was allowed to say anything, not even to their own family members, and most of the planning committee didn’t know any more than their small, specific role in it. They showed up, did their part, and left without a word.

“The only way two men can keep a secret is if one of them is dead,” my dad used to say. This was a very good example of that.

Since the small details of the Trials and the specifics of each year’s Games could vary, no one could predict exactly how it would go. This meant it was impossible to be 100% prepared for it. Or rather, it was impossible to cheat it. I suppose you could be prepared, but there would always be unpredictable variables.

The fewer people who knew about that year’s Games, the lesser the chance of someone leaking it. My dad used to tell a story about the time the Magic Trials secrets got released. The result was disastrous. It was back in the 1900s and someone on staff leaked the info before the Games.

The Trials were postponed for a month that year while they redesigned the entire event. Rumor has it, the person who leaked the info ended up dead in a horrible auto “accident” just a week later. No one dared to question it.

It sounds fishy if you ask me, but there were highly connected people involved in making the Trials go off without a hitch and let’s just say, you didn’t want to get on their bad side.

The Magic Trials were run by the strongest and most influential magic users in the world. They came from generations worth of the best in their magic classes. The title of Head of the Board had been passed down through the same family line for at least seven generations. It was currently being held by the Vullerys, friends of my dad’s, and a family who had been winning and then operating the Magic Trials for far longer than I had been alive.

I slammed my fist into the training bag hard, then again, and then again. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“Hey Harlow, why don’t you go easy on my bag there, girl?”

“Ah, shut it, Ryder! Your bag is fine. Just be happy I’m not punching on your face.” Teasing my best guy friend was a lot of fun. He could take as much as he gave.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! Such hostility. Save it for the Games, girl,” he teased.

Ryder had been my best friend like a brother to me for nearly as long as I could remember. We were still in diapers when we first met. Our moms had been best friends so it was pretty much destiny that we would be, too.

He had been by my side through every major life event; first day of Kindergarten, prom, when my dad died, high school graduation, and of course, when Brent and I broke up. No matter what was going on, he was there so I didn’t have to be alone, and I had been the same for him.

After the breakup, he had been my lifeline. He was there with the endless bottles of wine and tubs of Rocky Road ice cream that I needed to get through the first few days. I’m pretty sure I never would have survived it without him.

We cried it out, we ran it out, and we boxed it out in the garage where I had a mini gym that he had helped me set up back when we were in middle school. We started it with pieces we found in other people’s trash and hand-me-downs from family members but since then, it had grown into a nice home workout space.

No matter what life would fling at us, we could come in here and work it out, punch it out, and sweat it out. This was our therapy.

Lately, we’d been using it to prep for the Magic Trials. He had been helping me get ready ever since my invite came in. Most of the time, we acted like we wanted to kill each other, but the truth was, he was probably the only person in the world who I knew would always have my back, no matter what.

And I would do the same for him.

He was absolutely going to be at the Magic Trials cheering me on, and that meant everything to me. My cousin Rocco would be there, too. He took the games really seriously, and he totally freaked when he found out I had been invited. It was nice to have the support, honestly.

I just wished my dad could be there to see it. And I wished that I could have at least one person come back with me before the Games. I had heard the prep area could be intense. You spent 48 hours at the Wilderness and they made sure you weren’t trying to smuggle contraband or anything, and they gave you military-style physical training.

Admittedly, it was a bit intimidating knowing that I was leaving tomorrow completely by myself and no one could come along. I was not a soft girl. I had been on my own for a long time. I liked to be in control of my life, call the shots, and do my own thing. But this was a very big event, and it would have been nice to have someone in my corner.

At least I knew my dad would be watching from above, or wherever really good people go when they die. I liked to think that his spirit was looking down on me from time to time, and that he was happy with what he saw. Every day I strived to become the type of woman who would make him proud.

I launched a couple more punches into the training bag as I thought about this. Sometimes there was nothing else in the world that could help me release my emotions quite like hitting something very, very hard.

Ryder called out from across the room, “Hey, what do you say we dip out of here and go get you some last supper? We can go to that nice Italian place you like.”

He really did know exactly what I needed and when I needed it. What would I do without him?

“Sounds like a plan,” I said, dropping my hands to my side after wiping sweat from my brow with the back of my forearm. I’d done enough today. In fact, it would be more beneficial to rest now. I was catching the train tomorrow and I didn’t want to overwork myself before arriving for the big event.

“Let me shower first though, okay?” I asked as I dropped by boxing gloves to the floor.

“Please do. You reek!” He teased as I just shook my head. This is the way it always was with us. I don’t know what I’d do without him after all I’d been through the past couple of years.

I couldn’t think of anyone else I’d want to spend my last night here with. Well… except for Brent, but that wasn’t an option. So, Ryder is second best.

I showered and threw on some decent clothes and we went out for dinner at that Italian place I loved. It was nice having someone in your life who knew what you loved and exactly when you needed it.

While I was excited to be doing the Trials, it also brought up a lot of memories for me, memories about my dad, specifically. Ryder was probably the only person in my life who could understand that. He’d lost his dad, too. We were good friends before that, but after we both lost our fathers, we bonded in a way other friends couldn’t understand.

A night out was exactly what I needed before leaving for the Trials. We ate our fill and then some (isn’t that what every Italian food place does to you?), laughed about old times, strategized for the Magic Trials, and he dropped me off at my place around 10p.m. I had an early start tomorrow; I wasn’t trying to pull an all-nighter.

After I changed and put on my PJs, I was ready to crash almost as soon as my head hit the pillow. It’s a good thing, because I needed the rest. My train was coming very early tomorrow.




Get Full Moon Rising here on Amazon.
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Opening my eyes, I strain against the bright lights to see what is around me. I’m met with a flash of white light, some shadows in the background, and blurred colors. My eyes sting and opening them makes the burning worse, so I close my eyelids again.

Perhaps my other senses can help me find my way out of this predicament.

My nose takes in the scent of something sweet - wildflowers, like honeysuckle, or maybe it’s morning glory - I can’t be certain. There’s something else in the air, as well. An offensive smell that’s almost like a blend of raw sewage and skunk spray. Once my nose zeroes in on this smell, it won’t let it go. It lingers and overpowers the flowers.

Where am I? 

I turn to my ears for answers, but there aren’t many to be found. It’s eerily quiet, wherever I am. No voices, no vehicles, and no animal sounds, either. I strain harder, hoping to pick up something; anything, that might help me know where I am. There’s the sound of rushing water, perhaps from a stream or a fountain nearby. I will my body to move, but it doesn’t budge.

I don’t feel pain, but a pins and needles sensation starts to creep up on my toes and feet. Maybe that’s a good sign? Whatever was causing me to feel paralyzed may be fading away. Then I could finally get up out of the dirt and figure out where the hell I was.

That tingling sensation that was starting in my feet could now be felt at my fingertips. I squeezed my eyes together as I used all the energy I could muster to will my fingers to move.

Move. I thought inside my head.

Move!

Nothing.

I tried again, but still nothing happened. Just a little bit of tingling and a lot of disappointment. I’d never had anything like this happen before and I was trying to think of a way out of this logically, and practically.

Opening my mouth to call for help, no sound would come out. My brain was willing all of the muscles of my body to do it, but they were not responding. I felt utterly helpless.

How long would I be like this before someone found me? Surely help would come along soon if I couldn’t pick myself up off the ground.

Not wanting to leave it to fate, I resigned myself to getting up - one way or another.

Next, I tried to lift my head or to at least move it a bit to the side, so that I might see where I was and understand what was happening to me.

Still no luck.

I could feel my wings crumpled underneath me and they hurt. It was the first time awareness of pain started to set in. I wasn’t a complete stranger to pain, but it also wasn’t something our kind experienced very often.

My head was pounding like a thousand drummers were practicing on my skull. My back hurt, too. In fact, I couldn’t name a part of me that didn’t hurt right now. It was a head-to-toe full body ache, coupled with sharp stabbing pains in specific places that would come and go. But I wasn’t concerned with the pain.

I knew how to deal with pain. This was not my first rodeo with pain, and it likely wouldn’t be the last.

What worried me was the fact that I didn’t know where I was or how I got here. Try as I might, my memory could not conjure any answers.

This place smelled funny, and the sky above me looked strange and distant. Although I couldn’t put my finger on why, I knew I wasn’t at home anymore. I was in some strange place that I had never been before, and I had no idea how I got here.

The holes in my memory were the scariest part.

And that was when I heard the rustle of wings and a male voice call out, “I’ve got you!”

I did not recognize this voice, and I strained to raise my head enough to see him, but it failed. It wasn’t until he had gotten much closer to me that I was able to see him, leaning over me, a look of concern on his chiseled face.

My mysterious rescuer was handsome.

He reached two very strong arms underneath me and began to lift me from the ground. As he did, every inch of my body screamed out in pain, but my eyes stayed focused on his face.

His dark skin glistened in the sunlight, his defined muscles forcing themselves to be seen. His dark eyes glittered and shined behind a face that showed concern and intrigue at the same time.

He had high, defined cheekbones and a strong jaw. While in many ways, he was cut and strong, he also had soft, full lips and a gentle smile, and his eyes were so kind. I didn’t feel afraid, although I had no idea who this stranger was.

I’d never seen him in the Heavens before, and he had a face I was sure to remember.

As he scooped me up in his arms, I tried to say “thank you” but my mouth would not form the words. A slight moan that almost sounded like a whimper came out instead.

For a moment, I felt embarrassed. I was strong; one of the strongest of my type, even. It was shameful to be whimpering like a human girl while a sexy man scooped me up in his strong arms.

“Don’t try to speak,” he said. “Just relax. You’re going to be okay.”

I tried once in vain to protest, but his voice was so calming and soothing, and as he lifted me from the ground, an intense, unbearable pain shot through my wings and into my back and suddenly, everything turned black.

As my eyes rolled back in my head and I sucked in my breath from the pain, the last thing I remember is his face. And then everything goes black and I’m gone again.
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            In the Magic Trials, the best of the best from each Magic Class would come together to challenge one another for the top position.




We had witches and magicians, shifters and fae, vampires, angels, and more! People traveled from near and far to participate in and watch the Magic Trials.




We were invited for the fun and games, but what we didn’t know is something far more sinister was hiding below the surface.
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            No one knows what happens when a vampire has years of her life erased…




Mira was a normal 16-year-old girl before the accident that killed her parents and took away her memories.




Then the dreams began. Nightmares. Visions of a young woman who looked just like her but was… different, like a wiser, more mature version of herself. And were those… fangs?
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