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Roland was standing, as beautiful as a statue, a few streets ahead: she could follow the trail of 

his scent. She knew he had come looking for her: the night was going towards dawn, very gently. 

He smiled as soon as their eyes met. He was wearing a shirt and a pair of jeans probably stolen 

while she was dancing at the club.

Zara smiled, in recognition, and also with relief: it was good to come back to what she knew, 

no secrets or explanations. Maybe the sun and air had been good once, although that life seemed 

now a far dream, and was mostly forgotten: now, she fed from darkness and blood. It 

wasn’t really a matter of liking one or the other, or else.  It was really, what it was. That life, 

which she had once loved and revered, so full of promise,  was now an image she could not feel, 

integrate within herself, anymore: talking to Tom has somehow brought back, faintly, human 

feelings and thoughts, long forgotten, long buried somewhere.

That was, at the end of the day, not entirely relevant to the plot: it was an episode, a small 

insignificant episode in a long saga.  It was what it was. When human, there had been hunger for 

food, emotions, knowledge maybe: as a vampire, that hunger had become a need, a driving motor 

to her existence, the one and only aim, which was driving her very actions each and every 

moment. Life was now a habit, love an addiction and in a grip that was never going to be 

released.

She was, really, feeling something near to happiness as she saw Roland. The stark contrast 

with her present self, and long forgotten feelings stirred by Tom’s presence, had made her feel 

uncomfortable.



“My Love,” and Roland took her hand, gently. “You look, as usual, ravishing…did you feed 

well, my dear?”

“I haven’t fed, as a matter of fact.” Zara felt his cold hand in hers, equally cold. “I spent some 

time talking to Tom…my then fiancé when I was a mortal. To tell you the truth, I was planning to 

feed…but I then didn’t have the stomach to do it, on him.”

She looked annoyed with herself. “Have you been listening to my conversation?” she added, 

knowing he had.

“With the cop?” he said the word ‘cop’ as one would say worm, cockroach, crap. “Yes. I 

have.” He smirked “It was hilarious when you were trying to explain you are a vampire without 

telling him you are one…that was sweet.” He sounded amused. He was jealous.

She wasn’t scared of Roland in any way: she felt protected by him, and there wasn’t in his 

words any hint of hostility towards her. She did detect coldness though, and could only think of it 

as hostility towards the human who had once been her lover. 

He said no more. Every hint of coldness had gone and the expression of his face was now one 

of love. He held her hand up, kissed it, a long heartfelt kiss, and pulled her towards him, 

embracing her; they waltzed around, a couple of steps. As they stopped, he curtseyed, and smiled, 

charmingly. Zara, responded, and flashed a smile, and her pointed fangs were fully visible…but 

what was a smile without joy? Her expression was feral, predatory.

“You are, Roland, a true romantic.” She curtseyed in turn, when he released her from his grip. 

“And I would blush if I had any blood left in me.” 

He laughed. Oh what a winning choice this had been! He had definitely chosen the right 

companion to walk with him on this long trip of the soul.

He knew, instinctively, that meeting her then lover had stirred some old feelings: in order to 

erase the events of the evening, he had to create new ones. The human, in his grotesque charade 

of badly arranged emotions, had to be left in the past, where he belonged. She had never been his, 



at any rate, not in this encompassing, everlasting way in which Roland and she were entwined 

and joined, for eternity. The human had no chance of bringing Zara back to his life: yet Roland 

did feel the compulsion to erase the memory of this pathetic rival.

Zara and Roland started walking, fast, very fast, towards the outskirts of the city, travelling 

through roads that became less and less lit, until there was one road running through the desert, in 

the semidarkness of the night, which was blessed by the full moon.

They ran and ran, free: as light as air, thinking little of what was and wasn’t, which their 

condition allowed, because there was no past and no future, in the sense humans intend at least. 

Their beautiful bodies and faces, as cold as the night itself, could feel no cold and warmth, only 

their senses tuned into whatever needed to catch their prey…how delicious, how addictive, the 

smell of fresh blood, of fresh prey.

The road was deserted, but down far away, approaching, they could see the tiny lights of a car. 

They stopped, he at one side of the road, she at the other, facing each other, Zara a bit nearer to 

the side…ready to spring. 

It didn’t take long (although it was a slow progress in reference to the speed a vampire is used 

to) for the car to reach location. When the distance reached about 15-20 meters from where Zara 

was standing, she suddenly jumped in the middle of the road, effectively blocking the car’s 

progress. The driver, taken by surprise, jerked and broke speed, but the car was going too fast. It 

skidded on the sandy road, almost losing control, regained balance, and continued on its 

trajectory a further few meters before stopping, exactly a few centimeters from Zara’s shapely 

knees and legs, well wrapped in a pair of black tights and a tube miniskirt. 

“Hey! Are you mad, lady?” yelled the driver, who opened the door and jumped out, holding on 

to it. His mouth smelled of alcohol. “What the hell are you doing, you bitch? I almost hit you!”

On the passenger seat Zara could see a girl, visibly much younger than this precious specimen 

of a man. Pathetic! The man paused, and looking at Zara in more depth, noticed the sexy attire 



and the killer body: her wild hair gave the whole picture a somehow surreal touch, in the spectral 

light of the moon.

A very beautiful woman, wearing skimpy clothes, a pair of  black boots,  a top which left very 

little to the imagination, had just landed in front of his car, in the middle of the desert…hey, 

Vegas. Anything can happen in Vegas. Maybe she needed help…

His tone was now gentler. “Look lady…you took me by surprise. That’s all, I’m happy you are 

okay. What are you doing here? You want a lift? It’s not safe here for you.”  

The girl in the car sat motionless, uttering no sound and making no movement, passively. She 

looked… scared. There was some bruising on her body. Zara could feel it, sensing it all over: the 

girl’s body was bruised.

Zara smirked at the man, taking notice of his train of thought, if only to make the hunt a little 

bit easier…not that this one was going to be problematic in any way. Two frail humans, in the 

middle of the desert, a piece of cake.

She stood there, legs apart, a look of defiance, looking straight into the man’s eyes.

When she didn’t appear to answer or show any sign of wanting to move, and the immediate 

shock of the avoided collision subsided, the man began to wonder if this situation was in fact a bit 

more than it seemed…but far too slowly, as the alcohol had slowed down his senses and instincts. 

Before he could make a move, any move, something incredibly strong and fast grabbed him from 

behind (hands?); one on his neck and one on his arm, and the thing threw him on the road face 

down, with such violence that his ribcage shattered on impact.

The man, now in agony because of the broken bones, emitted a pitiful sound. Roland stood 

beside him, ready to finish him: the poor wreck wasn’t going anywhere soon. Roland grabbed his 

head and gently twisted it; almost effortlessly…the neck was broken. The man instantly lost any 

strength, will and life. Roland picked him up (a ragdoll) and let him down, to check if he was still 

alive, or for fun really. He was gone. This all happened in the space of a few seconds.



The girl, who was still sitting in the passenger seat, not able to see her companion standing by 

the car, craned her neck looking for him: she could see the woman was moving now…and there 

was also somebody else with her. At first, she had thought the man was Matt, but his clothes were 

different.

Zara, knowing that the human was now dead, stepped forward, throwing a grateful glance at 

Roland, who now pointed at the prey in a gentlemanly gesture, a prey lying ready for 

consumption; and it was a gesture which would have not been out of place in a very good 

restaurant. Roland: the sommelier of death.

“My lady,” he said, and smiled, wickedly.

She could smell the blood of the man, still warm; and kneeled over, tore his shirt off and bit 

the artery on the neck, then bit some of the skin off so that blood started pouring out copiously, 

staining the man’s clothes and the road. The big black pool looked like oil in the faint lunar light. 

Blood was staining Zara’s clothes too, and the area around her mouth and face was crimson, 

her hands likewise: blood was dribbling down her neck. The vampire could think of nothing else 

but blood and gore now, her senses uncontrollably focused on tasting it, no matter what. The tips 

of her long hair were drenched with blood too.

The girl, as she saw the woman kneel down in the very spot where her companion had been 

standing, came out of the car, cautiously, not sure of what was happening: only a few seconds had 

passed and there was nothing to indicate that things weren’t okay, a noise…except, she couldn’t 

see Matt. She hadn’t drunk half as much as he had, and her senses were somehow more alert, if a 

bit numbed by the repeated beatings.

“Matt?” she called. No response, only the silence of the night, the desert, and a soft noise. 

“Lady? Matt? Are you there?” she called again, and as she motioned forward, still uncertain, an 

acre odor hit her nostrils…it took a few seconds to identify what that was…it cannot be.

As she walked around the car, in the moon light, it very quickly dawned onto her that not all 



was well…a scene that would haunt her until her old age hit her senses.

The woman was kneeling over Matt, who lied lifeless on the sandy road, his legs grotesquely 

splayed open; one shoe had fell off and was deposited half a meter away. She could see the 

woman’s back. 

A man, very pale but of striking facial features, was standing over the pair, as if overseeing 

proceedings…he looked relaxed, calm, composed…there was, something horrible and surreal 

about the whole picture. She wondered, for a split second, if this was a dream, or a nightmare: 

she hoped so. There was no such respite: reality hit her fast enough as she smelled the blood, 

again. She pinched her left arm, to see if she was awake. She was.

She looked over, now terrified, realizing what had happened and… that she was next. What 

were her options? She could run, hope that she could run faster than these two: the woman was 

busy, anyhow, but the handsome man? Obviously a murderer, but she couldn’t help been struck 

by the surreal beauty of the assailant…his hair was dark, straight and mid length, his body the 

body of a god. He simply stood there, as if nothing had happened. 

Petrified, she mentally opted to try her luck and make a run for it. Disappear into the night; 

somehow hope for escape and salvation. She didn’t believe in her plan herself, but it was better 

than passively accepting death. Plan A was the only plan.

As if reading her thoughts (he was, unknown to her) the murderer directed his gaze towards 

her. Their eyes met: transfixed, the girl felt terror and attraction, as his eyes pried into her mind. 

She could feel he was analyzing her.

“Even if you run and you manage to hide, I can still find you …your scent is rather strong, you 

know” the stranger said matter of fact.

The girl just stood, unable to find a response and solution to her present problem: the end was 

near. Her senses were racing, so was her adrenaline, and her heart.

If she wasn’t going to die of a broken neck, she was going to die of a heart attack at this rate.



Then something even more horrible, deeply revolting happened. The woman, who had calmly 

worked on Matt, doing her disgusting deadly work, paused. She stood, facing her companion; 

then she turned, slowly, towards the girl, who could now see her face, as the moon light was 

hitting in her direction.

The woman’s pallor was maybe due to the light of the moon, but it was, like the complexion of 

the man, remarkable.  That is, the skin that wasn’t stained in blood. Her face was a mask of blood 

and ferocity, two bloody fangs fully visible, her eyes intent on tracing another target, the other  

target. In spite of this all, the woman could still be called beautiful, although with some poetic 

license. She was a mess, Matt’s blood was everywhere. The girl’s eyes wandered towards Matt’s 

body, and now that the woman was standing at the side, she could see the devastation that had 

been caused in all its macabre glory: his face was half eaten, so was part of his torso. He was 

lying in a pool of blood. His skull, obviously handled by inhuman strength, looked deformed and 

unshaped, the bone smashed in many parts.

What were these people? The girl shivered…it had all happened in the space of maybe a 

minute.  She was next….but then, as it had started, it all finished. The two strangers took leave, 

without a word or an explanation (as if criminals will ever give you one!) and she was left alone, 

in the middle of the desert, with a stolen car and a murdered boyfriend, near Vegas.

Who these people were, why they had done this, and where they had gone, that was a mystery 

to her, because, in actual fact now they were gone: and she hadn’t even seen them leave. Deeply 

shaken, fully knowing that she had a brush with death and had survived somehow, she resolved 

to call home.

She started shivering uncontrollably.

She would go back home, if she somehow managed to reach Vegas on foot, hiding behind 

bushes if she saw a car approaching: she wasn’t going to take any more risks tonight, for sure.

She was going back home, she was going to finish school and maybe go to college…home 



wasn’t maybe the best place in the world, but after tonight, she took this as a sign that maybe 

running away to Vegas wasn’t the best choice…maybe God’s ways are endless. She glanced at 

Matt’s body for the last time and didn’t turn back. It would take a good few hours to reach Vegas, 

so she had better get going. Still shaking, she started walking away.


