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Chapter 1: A Hunger within the Endless Night


Moisture gathered upon the great rocks of the castle walls, coalescing and bleeding down the surfaces in a bitter parody of tears. 


Jack had awoken, just as he had each night for the last two years, with the same name upon his lips, “Emily.” The word would whisper around the vault but echo within his mind, like the cracked knell of a broken bell.


The name would cause pain to surge within him, just as the hunger would surge within him. He had tried so hard to defy that hunger, using the defiance to deny Orlock. He tried to bury the hunger beneath the pain and yet, eventually the hunger would swell until it threatened to drown the pain. He could not allow that, he could not allow himself to forget.


Worse, when the hunger became so undeniably strong, it seemed that Orlock knew, he always seemed fully aware of Jack’s state of wellbeing. 


The hunger was too strong, Orlock would know, Jack feared that he would come to him again that very night.


He pulled himself from the coffin, Orlock refused to allow him a bed until he complied with the elder’s will, and staggered across the cracked stone floor towards the cell door. His limbs were like lead, the exhaustion of starvation weighed heavily upon him. He leaned against the door, trying to rest, but stumbled drunkenly as it swung open, falling to the floor with his head outside the cell. The small part of himself that was still rational realised that the unlocked door meant that Orlock was most certainly aware that the hunger consumed him, that Orlock played with him once again. 


He looked up, his long hair tousled and a small smear of blood trickling from the corner of his mouth. His tongue flicked out, involuntarily, licking the precious fluid. Each small injury piqued the hunger just a little more, pushing him towards a frenzy in which there could be no self.


For a second he thought he saw two pinpricks of fire burning in the dark depths of the corridor, then nothing. The servants of Orlock watched him, reporting his actions to their master.


He crawled along the corridor; away from where the blazing eyes had been, trying to escape within the labyrinth corridors of the fortress. If his mind had been able to think lucidly he would have remembered that he had played this game over and over again, that he was unable to hide, only able to become lost himself whilst always beneath Orlock’s omniscient gaze. Yet that knowledge escaped him, buried behind hunger and pain and a splintered sanity.


As he crawled he heard the scratching of tiny claws upon the stones, the watchers following him, taunting him with their inescapable presence. 


He didn’t want to kill, he didn’t want to feed, he only wanted to die.


His nails scraped on stone he pulled himself deeper into the darkness of the corridor.


“Jack… Oh Jack…” The voice floated out of nowhere, the tone light and mocking. Jack rammed his hands over his ears, refusing to listen.


“You cannot block my voice, little one.” Orlock seemed to speak inside his head. Jack started pounding his palms against his ears, against the sides of his head, as though it might dislodge the elder vampire, but to no avail. He only succeeded in hurting himself and that caused the hunger to burn brighter still.

“I have a gift for you.” The voice continued. “Would you like to see?”


Jack wanted to scream no, but didn’t dare acknowledge his tormentor. Something landed before him. He looked down. An eye… Emily’s eye? It couldn’t be, but perhaps it was? He remembered a mortal Jack and a vampire, he remembered his beautiful Emily butchered, her eye casually flicked towards him like a discarded plaything. He could feel long lost bile rising in his stomach, a memory of his last mortal sensation.


“Is this another vampire phantasm? Are you still mad, killing your family again and again?”


“No!” Jack screamed, unable to ignore the taunt.


“Perhaps that is it, a deep psychosis, the murderer of the lovely Emily, the devourer of his own baby?”


“No!”


“Then accept reality, my little one. Accept my tutelage; take me into your heart. That world is dead, that Jack is dead. I can teach you so much little one, I can take away the pain.”


“I… want… the… pain…” Each word was laboured.


“Yes, yes the pain keeps you alive and drowns the hunger,” the voice sounded bored, “I have heard you say that before, blood of my blood, but each time the hunger wins, does it not. Accept what you are and come willingly to me.”


“Never!”


“Oh,” Orlock’s voice laughed, “You will…”


Jack dragged himself forward, his hand coming down heavy onto the discarded eye, causing the thin membrane to pop and its thick jellied contents to smear below his palm. The young vampire ignored it and dragged himself forward, trying to find an escape from his Hell.


Along the corridor, like parallel rows of sentinels, the servants showed themselves, jet black skin seeming translucent where the occasional torch light fell upon them, their eyes burning crimson within misshapen heads. Some had wings, looking for the world like the demonic imps of legend, others not. They were small, the servants that had revealed themselves, a few inches in height. Jack tried to ignore them as he crawled.


He felt tiny claws running across his back and one of the servants gracefully tumbled into view, having leapt from his head. In its tiny, clawed hand it held the remnants of the eye. It faced the young vampire, tilted its head back and opened its mouth, the jaw unhinging like a serpents, revealing wickedly sharp teeth. It dropped the remains of the eyeball into its open mouth and swallowed. Jack couldn’t tear his gaze from the creature. It rubbed its hands over its belly and then, in a scratchy voice laughed, “Sweet Emily eye…”


Jack’s hand flew out and caught the creature across its small face, launching it into the air. It careened into a wall and then slid to the floor, leaving a smear of black, noisome blood behind it. It lay there unmoving, a broken thing. The other servants vanished into the shadows, their angry chittering hanging eerily in the air.


“You see,” Orlock’s voice laughed in his head, “You are a killer, little one. You are blood of my blood.”


Jack ignored the voice and crawled on, he didn’t see the creature pick itself up once he had passed it, shake itself off and vanish back into the shadows.


He wouldn’t accept the words, he couldn’t. He would not be like Orlock, like Emily’s murderer. Is he real, another part of Jack asked, or is he just the murderous part of me, the part that slaughtered my family? The answer came as he pushed a heavy door open and crawled into another room, as his eyes fell across the various pieces of equipment designed for one thing alone, torture.


He had been strapped to most of the equipment in the room, at one time or another. He had been subjected to Orlock’s torments and knew them to be real. Orlock was real, Orlock had killed his family. It was no phantasm.


Then Orlock was there, as though by realising his reality Jack had summoned the elder vampire into his presence.


Orlock stood above him, his body engulfed within a sable cloak that trailed to the floor, the dark hue juxtaposed against the whiteness of his skin and the paleness of his hair. The only vibrant colour was within his eyes, endlessly crimson, like pools of blood.


“Jack, Jack, beautiful Jack. Blood of my blood. I have a gift for you.”


Jack pulled himself to his knees, despite the lethargy in his limbs and the exhaustion that seeped into his very bones. “I want nothing from you.”


“Oh Jack, do not be so stubborn. Allow me to give you this gift.”


Jack slowly shook his head from side to side and then he looked upwards, capturing Orlock from under hooded eyes. “You can give me one gift. You can give me death.”


“No, blood of my blood, I cannot give you death, only life.”


He pulled a hand from beneath the cloak and held a small bundle towards Jack. The bundle seemed to squirm and move, and then Jack heard the noise, the muffled sound of the baby’s cry.


“Oh no…”


Orlock smiled and placed the infant into Jack’s hands. “An aperitif to help sate the hunger.”

“No… No…. Julia…” 


For a moment he was human again, looking down at his daughter. He remembered the warmth of his baby girl in his arms, he remembered the smell of her. He remembered how proud he was of her, how much he loved her. He remembered how she had her mother’s eyes, before the beast had plucked them out.

“I will not…” Jack tried to place the baby on the floor. He knew he couldn’t save the little girl, her fate was sealed, but he would not be the instrument of her death. His hands would not respond, he was unable to let her go. Orlock held his limbs in some form of spell.

“Now Jack, do not be ungrateful.” A white hand came down, moving at extraordinary speed. As it moved the nail transformed into a wicked claw, extending and reaching out to the pink flesh, cutting the infant’s arm. The baby girl shrieked.

Fresh blood bubbled to the surface of the wound. He could no longer smell the infant, he could only smell the coppery bouquet of blood, it stirred the hunger within him and he could feel his long canines ache with instinctive need. He wanted to throw the infant to the floor but his arms would still not respond. His head lowered involuntarily, his jaw opened wide. His tongue flicked out and caressed the wound. The taste overwhelmed him and he bit down hard.

He looked up as he drank, catching Orlock’s gaze, with scarlet eyes that burned with bitter hatred. Orlock saw the hate, and also the defeat that underpinned it combined with the terror that undermined it, and as he drank of those emotions, vicariously leeching Jack’s feelings, he felt a thrill pass through his ancient bones. His joy passed into indescribable ecstasy as he saw the single, ruby red tear escape Jack’s eye and trickle down his well defined cheekbone.

Chapter Two: A face within the Dark


The consumption of the baby, and Jack’s reaction, had pleased Orlock immensely. Whilst he wanted to tutor Jack in his ways, he also enjoyed all the negative emotions he invoked in the fledgling vampire. In some respects the elder wished for Jack’s pain to continue for some time. He was able to feed upon the emotions, through Jack he was able to experience feelings of terror and repulsion that he himself had been unable to feel for longer than he cared to remember.


Thus it was that Orlock had allowed Jack to move into one of the castle’s more comfortable rooms, allowed him the opportunity to sleep in a bed rather than in a cheap wooden coffin. The room is self was opulently decorated, rich rugs adorned the floors and the comfortable bed was piled with furs. A large tapestry depicting the moon above a silver landscape was draped across the window. It was only when it was moved that the room lost a little of its lustre, when the rough stone that had been used to brick up the window, and thick black tar smeared unevenly across the mortar, could be seen.


If Jack was grateful for his new room he did not show it. He stayed huddled in a corner for two days, knees clamped under his chin and his arms held tight around his legs, his eyes open and staring into nothing as he rocked backwards and forwards.


Orlock was becoming bored. He needed to chase his pupil from beneath the wings of depression, he began to devise new and interesting ways in which he might evoke a response out of Jack, ways that could produce long lost emotions and eventually drive Jack away from his mortal sentiments and into the elder’s arms. Then, without warning, Jack awoke from his stupor.


The sun had just fallen behind the horizon and Jack suddenly stood and walked from the room. He strode with purpose, with a grim determination. He headed down flight after flight of stairs, his feet kicking up the dust of ages, until he eventually entered the vast reception hall. He kept his eyes firmly locked forward, ignoring the giant portrait of Orlock which dominated the hall, and pressed forward to the castle’s massive oaken doors.


Carved high above the portal was the face of a devil, a gargoyle that served as silent sentinel. Its eyes seemed to come alive as Jack paced towards the door, Orlock watched through the stone face wondering what Jack would do. The young vampire reached for the metal handle, the cast iron ring slightly rusted, and pulled at the door.


It was the first time Jack had attempted to leave the massive fortress of his own volition and Orlock determined not to block his path. The door swung open, the massive hinges screaming as the door moved, and then Jack was outside, a cold breeze throwing his long locks backwards.


He walked without direction, though that was not entirely true. He walked towards nothing, uncaring of where he went, but he walked away from the castle. Wherever his feet took him seemed unimportant so long as they took him away from Orlock, away from the rambling gothic monstrosity that was the elder vampire’s castle.


Soon he found himself in thick woodland, branches whipped at his face and brambles caught at his trouser legs, but he did not care. Suddenly his senses came alive, he felt a life, a heartbeat beating fast and everything that was instinctive within him became alert. It was a deer. The creature’s heart told the tale of the hunted. Jack did not know whether the blood from a lesser creature would feed him, he had not listened to Orlock’s lessons, but his instincts craved the hot fountain of blood that would spurt terrified from the creature’s throat once his fangs had fastened hard through the flesh.


The deer’s head snapped up as Jack stalked into the clearing, the light from the pale moon turning its eyes into silvery discs. It turned to bolt but the vampire was too quick. Within a heartbeat he was on the terrified animal’s back, his fangs had locked onto its neck and fresh blood spurted into his eager mouth.


All he knew was that the taste was divine, though whether he derived any sustenance from the blood he did not know. Very quickly the deer was dead and Jack stood above it, his face awash with gore.


It was only instincts that saved him. Had he time to think he might have stayed still, allowed the end that he had prayed for to finally catch him. As it was, the blade sang through the dark and Jack dropped to the floor, spinning in a crouch to observe the attacker.


The man was old, or so it seemed, and vaguely familiar. The mortal wore black, which hid him within the night, so only his face and white hair were visible, even to Jack’s sharp senses, a face within the dark. Jack was unsure of what he would do next, attack or submit to death, when the old man spoke.


“It is you… I remember you from the old town… we thought you dead.”


Jack remained poised, his muscles instinctively tense, as he replied, “Perhaps it would be better if I were. Who are you?”


“It is not surprising you do not know me. We never truly met. My name is Vallov.”


A memory filtered back, he remembered the old man telling others of a vampire attack, the massacre of the bridge, a night before… He stopped the memory; he did not want to return to that time.


“They came for you, they butchered your wife and child, we thought you dead too, taken as food.” Vallov finished the memory that Jack had tried so hard to ignore.


“Orlock…” The words were mumbled, “It was only one, called Orlock.”


Vallov nodded, and now you are one of them. We are the only two from the town still alive, or I am at least… As for you, you are already dead, still walking but dead none the less.”


Jack said nothing, just studied the old man’s face. His eyes were creased with worry, if there had ever been laughter within them it was long vanished. “You are a hunter now,” he said pointing at the blade.


“For what little good it does, there are so fucking many of you.”


“One less tonight,” Jack replied, bowing his neck slightly.


“What…”


“Strike,” Jack hissed, “Strike before what I am comes forth to take you. Strike that I might be with my family once again.”


Vallov could not believe his ears “What happened to the one who took you? What happened to this Orlock?” He asked, shifting the weight of the sword, getting ready to strike.


“He lives, nearby. Forget him old one, he is powerful.”


Yet something had shifted within the older man’s eyes. “He is powerful?”


Jack nodded, “Too powerful for me, too powerful for you.”


Vallov shook his head, “Perhaps separately, but together…”


Jack laughed, the timbre manic, “What sort of hunter allies with the vampire? Kill me, give me peace and then escape this place whilst you can.”


Yet inside Vallov knew this was right. He realised that this Orlock must have been behind much of the destruction visited upon their town. “The sort of hunter,” he answered, “That can see the pain burnt into your eyes brighter than their unnatural redness. I will promise you this, take me to this Orlock and help me defeat him and I will grant your wish. I will take your head and send your spirit on to meet your family.”


Jack’s voice had dropped to almost a whisper, “I could attack you, force you to defend yourself, force you to kill me.”


Vallov sheathed the sword as he shook his head. “That will not find you your vengeance, only death for one of us.”


Jack shook his head, “This is folly…” Yet he turned towards the castle and motioned for the human to follow.


Neither saw the fire red eyes burning from the undergrowth.


It was all wrong, Jack realised, they had not seen a single servant. They had made their way through the castle, towards Orlock’s tower, without incident.


“We should turn back.”


“No,” the old man hissed, “we go on.”


“He knows we are here…”


“Probably. If we flee he will attack, if we go on, between the two of us, we stand a chance…”


Jack doubted the words. Still, an attack on Orlock, a real attack, might force the elder vampire to destroy him. If, by some grace of God, they were successful, then he trusted Vallov to kill him as he had promised. Either way he would be with his family.


He looked over at the old man, knowing he was leading him to his death and yet there was no guilt, no sorrow. Vallov has chosen his fate, he told himself, he has made the choice not I.


They steadily climbed the stairs of the tower, each step feeling heavier to Jack, as though the atmosphere of the building pressed down onto him. Then they emerged into Orlock’s sanctum.


The elder vampire stood with his back to them. He did not move, he did not react to their arrival. There seemed to be no noise, not even to Jack’s sensitive ears. The young vampire placed a hand on the mortal’s shoulder, trying to hold him back, knowing that nothing was right with the picture laid before them.


Vallov shrugged the hand away, and ran, sword unsheathed and ready to strike. The die had been cast and Jack followed.


The sword bit down into the neck of the sable cloak, slicing through long white locks of hair that seemed to dissolve into smoke and cutting into the cloak that crumpled to the floor. Vallov pushed the point of the sword into the fabric, it was empty, Orlock was…


Stood at the other end of the room, Orlock laughed. It had been such a pitifully simple illusion. He straightened the cuffs on the silk shirt of midnight black and strode towards his would-be assassins.


Jack and Vallov, as one, charged at their enemy.


Orlock flicked a hand and Jack froze, suspended in the air. He struggled against the invisible bonds that held him, tendons popping in his neck and his pallid skin flushing with exertion and deer blood, but to no avail.


Vallov had been trailing slightly behind Jack and saw him freeze. He focused all his attention on the elder vampire, ignoring Jack’s predicament, knowing that Orlock being distracted with Jack might be the one thing that granted them victory.

Orlock tilted his head and looked directly at the charging mortal.

Vallov stumbled and fell hard onto his knees, the sword falling from his weakened grip and clattering across the floor. He clasped his head in his hands, tears born of memory flowing down his cheeks. “His eyes… Oh God…”


Vallov recognised Orlock. He recognised the vampire that had led the massacre of the bridge. Dark memories gripped him, more powerful than any spell that Orlock might have cast. Jack tried to scream a warning, but his voice was as frozen as his limbs. The mortal did not even see the swarm of servants until they reached him, with sharp claws and teeth. Endless biting, scratching and ripping caused a pain so fierce that the scream was stolen from his lips. His sword lay useless on the ground, the handle slick with blood from his torn and mangled body.


The multitude of creatures drowned him beneath a tide of agony, slashing at flesh, muscle and viscera until there was little of the man recognisable, accept the face which they left intact, the open eyes pools that reflected terror and horror.

Chapter Three: Post Modern Prometheus


Jack had been held at Orlock’s pleasure for three days. He had hoped for death but received torture. He had prayed for vengeance and encountered failure.


Each needle beneath a nail, each poker heated until it glowed, each splinter into an eye, each pincer ripping flesh, each turn of the screw… None of it mattered, he was totally numb. He looked out of eyes, when they worked, that seemed to belong to another creature. Jack had retreated and, it seemed, Orlock wanted to pull him forward once more.


Three days of torture and then the feast. He hadn’t known why, perhaps to heal him for more torture, but they had brought the girl to him and, despite himself, he had fed. As they held her beneath his bound form he had consumed her life, ignorant to her screams and pleas. Then another that he tried, and failed, to refuse. Two mortals consumed in a night. He did not understand Orlock’s game, he did not want to.


Two man sized servants entered the room and removed him from the chains.  The glut of blood he had consumed had given him strength, he could have tried to pull away from them, but he hung his head, subjugated and broken, allowing the devilish creatures to lead him out of the torture chamber and towards whatever new macabre offering Orlock had devised for him.


Orlock stood in the tower, allowing the servant to drape the crimson ceremonial robe over his shoulders. Jack’s rebellion had been a source of amusement for him but the aftermath had left a bitter taste in the elder vampire’s mouth. Jack’s near narcolepsy was disconcerting. Orlock wanted to awaken the vampire lost beneath the memory of mortality, yet the divine creature that Jack could be seemed more lost than ever.


Orlock had seen the potential within him that first night. The mortal woman had been beautiful, but flawed. The baby was just that, an infant. But Jack, there was something beautiful there, something immensely strong within the frailty. He hadn’t been able to stop himself, blood of his blood, Jack was born into darkness and now Orlock would unlock every potential within him. The elder vampire was not one to be easily denied.


He had planned on doing the ritual anyway. Yes it was opportunistic, the raw materials had presented themselves in a way he would never have predicted, but it would have had to be done. Orlock had many enemies and Jack was a weak link. Until the fledgling embraced the darkness within, the elder’s enemies might try to attack him through the boy. A protector was needed. Now, however, the ritual had more significance.


The ritual would offer protection, yes, but also responsibility and perhaps even a little horror to erode at that mortal morality that the boy clung so desperately to.


Orlock had called others, allies, for the ritual was complicated and took much mana. Then he had left the castle, a rarity in itself, and hunted. In a secluded valley, not too far from the castle, there had been a village of mortals. Cowards to a man, they had posed no threat to his territory, they had produced no hunters, no paramilitaries. They simply existed, in perfect isolation. They had lived from what the land could provide and seemed to be blessedly safe from predators. Their safety was no miracle, Orlock had ensured it, storing them, as a mortal might store food in a larder, until the need arose.


The ritual had provided the need, he had swooped magnificently upon them and glutted himself, stealing their life, so that he might have the mana for the ritual. The village was no more. 


In truth it had taken a vast amount of self control to not attack the village before that night and when the slaughter came Orlock had enjoyed himself immensely. 


He strode purposefully from the tower, the memory of the attack still burning bright and causing a thin, but sincerely cruel, smile to spread across his lips. The boy was being taken to the ritual room, it was almost time.


They strapped his wrists and ankles to a metal lattice. 

Orlock emerged from the darkness and stood before him.


“Oh, blood of my blood…” He sighed.


Orlock’s slender fingers curled deep into Jack’s hair, moving sensuously through his thick velvet locks. He pulled the younger vampire’s head forward and, leaning in, kissed Jack’s lips, his tongue snaking through slack, unresponsive lips and slowly exploring Jack’s mouth.


The part of Jack which remained, buried deep and yet aware, was repulsed but offered no resistance. He would not be drawn from the warm cocoon of his deeper being.


Orlock’s tongue traced the length of an ivory fang and then ran slowly beneath the razor point, a thrill of pain coursed his spine and a drop of blood ran along the deep scratch and spilt into Jack’s mouth.


The vampire awoke, despite the glut of blood that Jack had already ingested, the powerful blood of the elder sent electric pulses up and down his bound limbs. Despite himself, Jack was drawn a little from his narcolepsy. Orlock saw the fire begin to smolder in Jack’s eyes and withdrew.  


A gesture from the elder vampire and the contraption that Jack was bound to moved, a cacophony of grinding metal screeched angrily into the darkness as Jack was lifted, maneuvered to a horizontal position and lowered into a pit.


Braziers burnt bright below and jack was lowered until he was just above, and to the side, of the laid out corpse that had once been Vallov. The flesh had already begun to rot and the wicked evisceration allowed the body to release an overpoweringly foul stench. Only Vallov’s face remained undamaged, the eyes now blank and the mouth open in a silent, never-ending scream. Other corpses had been placed around Jack’s erstwhile ally; some of the bodies were fresh kills whilst others were rotten and gangrenous.


High above Orlock leapt into the air. He fell gracefully into the pit, his robes billowing around him. He landed softly and then strode purposefully towards Jack.


As Orlock moved other vampires emerged from the darkest shadows. Each wore similar robes to Orlock but with their faces hidden deep within voluminous cowls. Each vampire was allied to Orlock, owed a duty to Orlock, each had been summoned. As they took their proscribed positions they chanted, their voices piercing the night and causing energy to move in the air, coalescing and swirling through the pit.


Suddenly Jack awoke, drawn completely from within himself, Orlock was performing some magic ritual, the power swam over his body caressing every part of him, and he realised he was to play an intrinsic role. He tried to break his bonds but was unable to do so. A movement in the corner of his eye caused him to snap his head to the side and witness Orlock pull an ornate dagger across the soft flesh of his wrist. Stolen blood welled at the wound, dripped and then poured down, splashing over Vallov’s face and into his open mouth.


Jack screamed, but it did no good.


Another gesture and the contraption that held Jack moved again, shifting him so that he looked down directly at Vallov’s face. Jack’s vampiric flesh was already knitting together, enough to staunch the flow of blood from his wrist.


Orlock began to chant, the sound at odds with the chant of the other vampires and yet strangely complimentary. The words were strange and barbarous, Orlock’s mouth twisted around syllables that the human tongue was never meant to speak. The energy that had been generated by the other vampires was gathered by those words and drawn to Orlock, further phrasing pushed that energy away causing it to penetrate Vallov’s corpse.


Flesh from other corpses started to slough from the bones and run, as though the flesh had melted to a liquid. The flesh crossed the floor leaving smears of scarlet and green, running over Vallov, rebuilding his torn body, until, eventually, he was whole again.


Orlock’s chant reached a crescendo and a burst of energy exploded from the words and into Vallov, causing the corpse to spasm. The energy reached up from Vallov, to Jack, and then flowed down again, connecting vampire to corpse. Red light dripped from Jack’s eyes like tears, tumbling down to Vallov. The dead man’s purple eyes gathered that light to them and his eyes bled into crimson.


Vallov sat upright, his dead eyes very much alive. He tilted his head back and looked directly at Jack.


Orlock felt drained, he had never poured so much into the drone ritual and, he knew, that he had created a most impressive specimen. His legs were weak and he felt as though his knees might give way at any moment. He could not show weakness, the other vampires might be allied to him but one moment of weakness would cause them to forget his dominance. By sheer force of will he turned on his heel and purposefully paced towards a far door, determined that he would not collapse until he had reached the solitude and sanctuary of his tower. As he walked away servants scuttled forward to take care of Vallov and Jack. 

Chapter Four: A Gathering of Shards


Jack awoke the next evening in his room. The fire of hunger was in his throat, its rhythm drumming incessantly through his very being. Within the flames of hunger, and on his lips, was a single name, Emily.


Instinct fired within him, warning him that a presence was close, his eyes snapped open to see Vallov sat on a stool by the bed.


“You need to feed Master.”


“Vallov!” Exclaimed Jack as splintered memories of the previous night rose and fell through the beat of hunger. “What has he done to you?”


“Please Master,” Vallov’s voice had an insistent edge, “You need to feed.” As he spoke he held out an earthenware flask, “He left this for you.”


Jack took the flask and turned it over in his hands, though the container appeared plain he could feel the unmistakable brand of power as though a layer of mana lurked just below the surface of the stone. He broke the seal and the power evaporated, replaced by the aroma of fresh blood that stimulated his sensitive nose. He lifted the container to his lips and, despite himself, drank greedily. Within moments the blood was consumed, though his tongue continued to flick into the flask, licking the thick plasma that had coated the sides. The draft quietened the pounding hunger and allowed Jack to think more clearly.


“Vallov…”


“There now Master, that feels better I am sure.”


Jack felt his shoulders shake slightly, as though a chill had penetrated the thick furs that covered his body. “Don’t call me Master.”


“As you wish.”


“What has happened? What has he done?”


“I am your servant.”


“Oh God… I’m so sorry…”


A look of confusion flickered across Vallov’s features, “Why?”


“You… this…” Jack stuttered, “This is all my fault, this should never have happened to you.”


“I’m happy it has, it is my purpose.”


“No!” The word was shouted, “Your purpose was to be a hunter. To destroy my kind. Because I led you to Orlock you have become all you hated.”


“But I am happy now, I am at peace.”


Jack dropped his head to his hands and held it for a moment. When he finally looked up again Vallov stared at him expectantly.


“Don’t you remember the man you were?” Jack asked, a note of desperation in his voice. When no reply came he added, “Try.”


Vallov’s brow creased. “I remember… I remember I fell before Orlock’s servants…”


“Yes... yes… that is how you died… anything else?”


Vallov remained silent.


“What about the massacre at the bridge?”


“A little,” The strain in Vallov’s voice matched that which creased his face, “There was much death, I was afraid. Orlock was there. He led the attack… It’s patchy… like reflections in shards of a mirror that are just out of reach.”


“Damn him!” Jack screamed and threw the earthenware flask, which smashed as it slammed into the wall. “I should just break open the damn window and let the sun take us in the morning.”


Vallov shook his head, “I would stop you.”


“What…” Jack was shocked.


“I cannot allow you to harm yourself; it is my purpose to protect you.”


“But you said you are my servant, I could command you…”


Vallov smiled, “In most things, but my overwhelming desire is to keep you from harm.”


Something on the floor caught Jack’s eye, “Your sword…”


“He has returned it to me.”


Jack swung his legs out of the bed, reached down with a fluid movement and snatched the sword up. The hilt had been cleaned since it was last used, Vallov’s blood washed from the handle. Jack unsheathed the sword and raised the weapon so the point rested on Vallov’s throat. The drone simply sat there, not reacting at all.


Jack’s arm became slack, he knew he couldn’t harm Vallov that way and Vallov would not allow harm to come to him, even self harm, they were trapped. Orlock had added another bar to his deathless cell. The blade had nicked Vallov’s throat and a small trickle of green blood oozed from the wound.


Jack shook his head, “What can I do?”


Vallov leant forward, a glimmer had appeared in his eyes, “Kill him.”


Jack paused for a moment and then asked, “What did you say?”


“Destroy Orlock, it is what you want is it not?”


Jack began to laugh, the timbre of hysteria in the sound, his frame shook uncontrollably and crimson stained tears washed down his cheeks.


Eventually he regained control. “Death has not agreed with you. We failed once, and the price was what has befallen you. What makes you think we can succeed now?”


“We cannot…”


“Then…”


“You are not powerful enough, you are untrained. There is one who can train you, however, and that, in time, can be his undoing.”


Jack folded his pale arms over his chest and contemplated what Vallov had said.

Chapter Five: The Path of Least Resistance


Orlock stood resplendent. His hair was so very pale against the black silk of his shirt, his leather jeans, tight against the hard muscles of his legs, were tucked into the fiercely polished boots. He looks, realised Jack, like the God he thinks himself to be.


The elder vampire watched Jack walk slowly into the room, the lightest play of a cruel smile flicking across his thin lips. 

Vallov remained at the doorway, his eyes narrowed and his hand resting lightly on the hilt of his sword. Orlock could barely contain his pride at Vallov, he was a fine drone, perfectly formed and possessed of a personality. From what he could gather he even retained some memory of his mortality, which might have proven to be problematic if it were not for the spell of creation instilling one overwhelming instinct, to protect the vampire he had been created for. For now Vallov seemed calm but Orlock could feel the invisible tension wound tight within his body from across the room, if anyone were to try and harm Jack now the drone would pounce.


Orlock returned his attention to Jack. “The last time you came into my sanctuary, blood of my blood, you intended to do me harm.”


Jack bowed his head, only a little but enough to cause amusement to dance in Orlock’s eyes, “I know… I am sorry.”


Orlock smiled inwardly, but he was not about to allow the moment to pass so easily, “You are sorry, and yet you would have taken my head.”


“I was angry.”


“You were stupid, to think that you could defeat one as powerful as me, in my very sanctuary no less. Stupid… or suicidal.”


Jack swallowed, the next words would not be easy, “I know I was stupid, I am untrained and…”


“And?”


“I would ask that you train me, teach me in our ways.”


Orlock’s eyes hardened, “Teach you, for what purpose? So that you might go on being ungrateful, stupid and suicidal?”


Jack bowed his head, “I will try to be none of those things, please I beg you, teach me as you once wanted to.”


Placing a delicate finger below his chin, Orlock lifted Jack’s head. “Oh, blood of my blood,” he smiled, “how could I stay angry with you?”


With the slightest amount of pressure he drew Jack towards him. Jack felt himself tense but he knew he had to comply. As Orlock kissed him, his mind returned to the conversation with Vallov. “Could I ever be powerful enough to destroy him?” he had asked. “I do not know.” Vallov had answered, “But with time will come trust and trust might open the door of opportunity.”


Orlock broke the gentle kiss. “Go now, blood of my blood, you will start your training tomorrow night.”


Jack backed out of the room.


Once he had gone Orlock let out a laugh. He had been right, creating the drone had focussed Jack. The fledgling might, one day, become the vampire Orlock had first envisioned.


The elder walked to the back of his sanctuary and dipped his fingers into the open wound of a mortal who lay trapped and terrified upon the floor. His fingers thick with blood he began to continue to paint upon the wall. The portrait was coming along fine, he didn’t even have to look upon the stolen locket, her eyes he could paint from memory, her beautiful dead eyes. 

