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		Description

On the outside, it's your everyday museum albeit one whose proprietor is a bit of an eccentric recluse, but when Octavia Melody enters through the doors of Golden Oak Manor her life or now un-life will never be the same.  For the Cellist discovers that the famous history museum is actually the residence of a small coven of Vampires, a coven that a series of unfortunate circumstances has led her to become a part of.
Now a newly sired fledgling of the near ancient vampire Twila Sparks, Octavia must struggle to come to grips with the fact that she is now something she only thought existed in trashy romance novels as well as the incredibly powerful blood lust that comes with it.  
Join vampires Twila and Vincenza "Vinyl" Scratch as they help Octavia through the trials and tribulations of everyday life as a member of the Undead  such as drinking blood, adjusting to a nocturnal sleep schedule, and of course the proper application of shade gel.
Kinder's Krieg Presents a new flavor of dark fantasy
The following story is rated Teen and contains:
The consumption of blood
Non descriptive instances of gore centered on blood
Attempted murder
Adult language
Crude and sexual humor
Non Sexual nudity
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		Dead is the New Alive



Octavia stared at the contents of the bowl before her with a growing sense of trepidation; the coppery scent of the rust colored liquid assaulting her nostrils.  It made her hungry.  Her stomach growled and then clenched sending pain radiating throughout her midsection.  Her body craved the nourishment contained within the dining ware on the table, but her mind screamed at her not to drink, that what she was about to do was wrong.
“You must drink it,” spoke the woman with sapphire blue hair seated across the oaken table.  Octavia looked up at her with apprehension in her mulberry eyes.
“I know,” she replied then pausing.  “I just feel like I’m breaking some sort of natural law.”
“Drinking blood is perfectly natural for us, but I understand your concern.  This is, of course, all new to you.”  The other woman reached up and pushed her shoulder length tresses behind her ears as she answered, regarding Octavia with violet eyes several shades darker than her own.
“Why can’t I just eat normal food?” she whined slightly. 
“Trust me, you don’t want to do that,” a slightly masculine, but undeniably female voice from behind her stated.  Surprised, Octavia jumped, her knees slamming into the edge of the heavy oak table and forcing it up several inches, the blood in the bowl sloshing out onto her light grey satin blouse in the process. She looked at the newcomer and then down at her knees in shock, despite the force of the impact she had felt no pain.
“You’re wondering why that didn’t hurt,” the second woman said, it was more of a statement than a question.  Octavia nodded slowly.
“Increased strength and endurance are just a few of the perks our kind enjoys, but if you don’t consume blood you will wither.  It is especially critical now in the early stages of your ascension.”  She paused.  
“Assuming you have just been turned off course,” she finished, turning to the sapphire haired woman still seated at the other end of the table who nodded in reply.
“So are you going to introduce me to our new coffin sleeper Twila?”
“My apologies, Octavia this is my other fledgling…”
“Vinyl Scratch,” Octavia interjected, cutting Twila off.
“You know who I am?”  Vinyl questioned, her cerise eyes widening in surprise, not that the others could see them through the dark purple tint of the sunglasses perched on her small nose.
“Um, yes actually,” Octavia replied rubbing the back of her head in nervous embarrassment.  “I’m a rather big fan of your work.”  Out of all the things she had expected to happen to her, not that any of what had happened to her already during the last twenty for hours had been, meeting one of her musical idols and finding out she was a vampire was definitely not one of them.
“Huh, wait a second I think I recognize you,” Vinyl stated, tapping a pale, slender finger against her chin in thought. “You come to the club I DJ at a lot don’t you?”
Octavia nodded, her gunmetal grey hair bouncing slightly with the movement.
“Small world and by the way, Vinyl is just my stage name, my real name is actually Vincenza, but you can just call me Vi if you want,” said the azure haired woman.
“Anyway like I was saying earlier,” Vincenza continued, picking up her earlier conversation with Octavia.  “Eating human food would only make you sick.  Our specialized digestive system can’t process it.”
“Oh,” Octavia spoke dejectedly, sitting back down and regarding the bowl once more.
“Believe me; it’s not as disgusting as you think… as soon as you build up your strength you can drink animal blood instead of human.  It’s much like drinking liquid meat- the flavor changes with the animal, personally I like lamb’s blood,” Vinyl explained as she took a seat at one of the empty chairs on the left side of the table facing the dining hall’s stained glass windows.
“I’m a vegetarian,” Octavia deadpanned.  “Wait this is human blood!?”  She exclaimed, a look of revulsion crossing her slightly European features.
“Donated human blood,” Twila explained.  “Freely given at a blood bank.”
Vincenza turned, meeting Twila’s violet eyes with her own cerise orbs.
“Eventually you’re going to have to tell me what happened; it’s not like you to bring home strays.” 
“For the sake of brevity let’s just say that I went to a concert last night and a situation arose,” Twila began.  “I offered Miss Melody here a choice and well the rest is history so to speak.  I’m sure Octavia will be more than willing to explain the finer details to you when she is ready.”
“I see,” Vincenza turned; the two elder vampires watching as Octavia finally worked up the courage to raise the bowl to her lips and took her first tentative sips.  Her eyebrows rose in surprise and she hungrily gulped down the remaining liquid.  Vincenza’s eyes focused on her mouth as she lowered the bowl; the blood had stained the pale flesh of her pouty lips an alluring shade of red.  She averted her gaze as Octavia licked the remaining blood from her mouth with a long, slightly pointed tongue. 
“You were right, is there anymore?”  She asked hopefully, all traces of her previous misgivings seemingly erased. 
“You must pace yourself or you will become ill,” Twila answered.  Octavia pouted, her shoulders slumped much like a child who had been denied candy.  Vincenza chuckled at the childish display.  Stretching in her seat, she looked out the stained glass window across the wooden dining hall and into the starry night sky.
“Luna’s moon is supposed to be full tonight…I think I’ll go down to the bay and enjoy it there,” Vincenza spoke suddenly, rising from her seat and heading towards the hallway.  Octavia watched as she made her way past her.  She paused in the coquina archway and turned to face Twila.
“The next time you introduce me to someone, please don’t call me a fledging, I drank your blood well over fifty years ago.”
“To me you will always be my fledgling,” Twila answered with a small smile and amusement in her voice.  Vincenza rolled her eyes in exasperation before shifting her gaze back to Octavia.
“It was nice meeting you Octavia.  I’m really sorry about whatever happened to you that lead to you becoming one of us, but being a vampire isn’t all that bad…if you don’t let Twila drive you crazy first anyway,” with that said the azure haired, vampiric DJ exited the dining hall and disappeared.  Octavia turned her attention back to the woman who barely twelve hours ago had dragged her back from the brink of death by turning her into a creature of the night.  She wrapped her arms around herself and began to shake as the reality of her current situation became apparent.
“I’m not dreaming, am I?”  She asked quietly.
“No, this is not a dream.”
“So then I’m really dead?”
“Sadly that is the case,” the elder vampire answered, sympathy laced in her voice as she stood and approached her.
“Oh Goddess!”  She grabbed onto Twila, tears streaming down her high cheeks.
“And now I’m an unholy blood sucking monster!”  She choked out as she sobbed into stomach of the elder vampire’s raspberry hued evening dress.  Twila wrapped her bare arms the color of virgin olives around the shoulders of the sobbing woman in a comforting manner.
“We are not unholy monsters,” she said soothingly.  “We are merely an ascended form of humanity.  I have never taken a human life, it has always been donated blood that I have fed on and none of the animals I drank from have ever been completely drained.”
“Really?”
“Indeed, I myself am a member of the Celestian Church and Vincenza is a Zen Harmonite.”
“A Harmonite Vampire?”  Octavia asked, pulling away from Twila, tears still streaming down her face.
“That is correct; she has a rock garden down by the bay which she is more than likely tending to at the moment and several Banzai trees in her chambers.”
Octavia laughed slightly as she pictured the blue haired DJ in monk’s robes moving sand around with a wooden rake.
“Now dry your tears young one, I have much to teach you, and do not worry, in time you will be able to control your hunger and feed only on animals.  Being a vampire is not a bad existence,” Twila said, wiping the tears from Octavia’s face with her thumbs.  She smiled up at her, starting to feel a little better about her predicament.  ‘At least it’s better than the alternative,’ Octavia thought to herself.
“So what am I supposed to do now?” She questioned, though having calmed slightly she was still visibly upset.
“First, we will get you set up in a room of your own, as I would prefer to avoid a repeat of the incident earlier this evening, besides it would be inappropriate for us to share quarters.”
Octavia blushed, remembering what had happened two hours prior when she had awoken to find herself in an unfamiliar room under the silken sheets of Twila’s bed with the older vampire staring at her.  She had then promptly freaked out, flung the pillows at her, and ran around her chambers in a fit of hysteria until she had managed to calm her down.  Convinced that this was all a dream, she had gone along with it until Vincenza’s parting words had caused the memories of the mugging and her discovery by Twila to come rushing back.  The last thing she recalled was Twila reaching out to her as she lay on the sidewalk a block away from the Concert Hall bleeding to death from the multiple stab wounds in her abdomen and asking if she wanted to live.  Being terrified of death, she had mustered the last of her fading strength and begged the vampire to save her before blacking out.
“I’m sorry about that.”
“That is quite alright your reaction was understandable given the circumstances,” the sapphire haired vampire soothed with a gentle smile.
“Why was I in your bed anyway and not in a quest room of some sort?”  She questioned curiously.
“You were just bitten-it was important for me to keep watch to insure your ascension was successful, the venom’s effects are not always beneficial and occasionally violent.  Yours went rather well I think and your injuries should have been reversed by now.”
Octavia lifted her grey blouse up to her chest and looked down at her stomach, and to her amazement; her wounds had disappeared without a trace leaving only smooth skin behind.  The only mark being the small chicken pox scar next to her navel that she had had since she was a child.
“Incredible,” she whispered in amazement as she lowered her blouse.
“Regeneration is another benefit of undead existence as well as increased speed, enhanced senses, and the abilities that Vincenza mentioned earlier.  Your abilities will grow in power as you get older.”
“So how old are you?  If you don’t mind me asking,” Octavia inquired curiously.
“Let’s just say that you may know me from the history books by another name and leave it at that.  After all a woman should never reveal her age,” Twila replied with a smile that reached her violet, almond shaped eyes.
Octavia stared at the other woman in disbelief as an inkling of an answer to the cryptic clue she was given entered her mind.
“There is no way, you cannot be serious!”
Twila’s smile grew at the exclamation.  “Have you figured it out?”
“But that’s insane!  What about Vinyl?”
“Vincenza is much younger than I am, being just under a century old.”
“But you both look like you’re barely out of your twenties.  I mean you look like your thirty at the most.”
“I was thirty two when I ascended.  Our appearance does not change; we do not age.”
“So I’ll be young forever…?”
“That is correct, however, that is not always a good thing.”
“How so?”
“For example, if an infant is bitten that child would never grow up, neither its mind nor its body developing.”
“That’s horrible,” Octavia gasped. 
“That is why the Queen has passed certain laws against turning children,” Twila replied flatly.
“There is a Queen Vampire?”
“Her official title is Princess, but seeing as she is the last of the royal blood line that technically makes her our Queen.”
“This is certainly a lot to take in,” she sighed, leaning back in the ornately carved wooden chair.
“You’re handling it surprisingly well all things considered.  Now come,” She motioned for Octavia to stand.  “I’ll show you the rest of the estate.”
Octavia stood and followed Twila through the archway and into the hall.  She turned and led her down the brightly lit hall, the heels of her raspberry colored stilettos, the same shade as her evening dress, clicking against the hardwood flooring.  After several minutes of walking, they reached a spacious room filled with luxurious looking furniture.  Two overstuffed leather couches sat facing each other across an oval shaped coffee table made of finished cherry wood.  On the far right wall of the room was a large glass display case filled with what appeared to be artifacts from the Great War.  Beyond the couches and tables was a small set of stairs leading up to a pair of massive doors made of ash and decorated with wrought iron designs.
“This is the foyer,” Twila swept her right arm out in an arch.  Octavia stepped out into the middle of the room and spun, taking in all the detail at once.  She looked up and saw that the room was lit by an ornate crystal chandelier hanging from a vaulted ceiling.
“It’s beautiful,” she breathed in awe.  Twila looked on in amusement at her fledgling’s admiration.
“This is not the most impressive of areas within the estate,” she informed her casually.  Octavia ceased her turning, starring at the elder vampire with wide eyes.
“This just keeps getting better and better,” she let out.
“I’ve had much time to amass my fortune and, as such, have put an extensive amount of effort into creating the perfect home for our kind, we do so enjoy our creature comforts,” Twila explained with pride.  “Now, if you would be so kind as to follow me to the library.”
“You have a library?”
“Why wouldn’t I?  After all ones such as our selves have nothing, but time on our hands and reading literature is an excellent way to enjoy that time.  I think you will find my collection to be of great interest.”
“What about those doors over there?”  Octavia questioned, pointing towards the doors of ash and iron.
“Beyond those are the main grounds, which I will show you later when I feel that you have recovered sufficiently enough to venture outside.”
“If you say so,” she said sounding rather put off.  Twila moved towards an old style arched door set in the left side of the foyer and opened it, revealing another hallway lit by the same candelabrum style lamps that had been mounted on the walls of the previous passage way.
“Now if you would be so kind as to follow me,” Twila said a little more cheerfully as she started off down the hall.  Octavia followed a few paces behind, taking note of the other vampire’s appearance from the rear.  Her dark, sapphire blue hair fell just past her slender shoulders and had a single stripe of violet the same shade as her eyes as well as a stripe of rose pink running through it. The silken strands swayed with every confident stride that she took.  The raspberry colored evening dress she wore came down to the tops of her well toned calves and clung to every curve that mattered showing off a lithe and modestly endowed figure.  Though Octavia was at least a head taller than the elder female vampire the way Twila carried herself left her feeling intimidated, it was as if she were the embodiment of true power in its most refined form.  She was not wrong in this assumption.
“Twila?”  She questioned timidly after a moment.
“Yes?”
“I was just wondering, if you are really who you implied yourself to be, how come you don’t have an accent like others from the old country?” 
“It’s faded over the course of the centuries that I have lived here.  Speaking the same language for as long as I have would most likely destroy even the thickest of accents,” she informed her, keeping her gaze forward as they continued down the hall.
“You know now that I think about it,” Octavia said, putting a finger to her bottom lip in thought, “you kind of sound like that one voice actress from the north.”
“You mean the one who plays Raven?” Twila laughed derisively.
“Yes, you’re familiar with her work?”
Twila snorted in response to her question.
“It sounds like you don’t enjoy any of it,” Octavia sounded slightly offended at the other woman’s reaction to what she thought was a compliment.
“I have nothing against the actress herself, but one tends to dislike something when they are constantly being compared to it for the sake of other’s amusement.”
“Oh,” was all she could muster in reply.  Several seconds later Octavia crashed into Twila having failed to notice that the elder vampire had stopped in front a set of double doors set in a coquina archway.  She turned around and smiled at her, chuckling slightly at her apparent lack of attention.  Octavia stared back at her and rubbed the back of her head sheepishly before noticing something amiss in Twila’s smile.
“I thought vampires had fangs,” she said like she had spoken a great truth.
“I was wondering when you would notice,” Twila replied, her smile growing wider, “Right here.”  Suddenly her bottom and top canines were replaced with a set of needle like fangs with an audible click.  Octavia jumped back, shocked by the sudden appearance of the deadly looking dentin. 
“That’s amazing!”  She exclaimed after the shock wore off, stepping forward to examine them.
“They work much like a serpent’s, extending and retracting with contractions from special muscles in our jaws,” Twila stated, said fangs being replaced with their more human counterparts once more.  “It will take some time for you to get a hold of it; I would recommend practicing in front of a mirror.”
Octavia nodded in understanding, oddly excited to see how her own fangs would appear.  Twila turned to face the double doors and pushed them open with ease.  The newly sired vampire followed closely behind as she entered the library and let out a gasp of amazement.  Before her was a collection of books enough to rival even the largest of bookstores.  The room was shaped like a pentagon with all five walls taken up by high book shelves that almost reached the vaulted ceiling two stories above them.  Ten glass cases stood before the shelves, each filled with an assorted collection of war memorabilia.  Between each case sat a marble pedestal on which rested even more books.  Octavia walked into the center of the library, her gaze everywhere at once.
“This is incredible,” she whispered completely awestruck.  The full moon shone through the rounded skylight directly above her, bathing her in its beautiful pale light.  She inhaled deeply and smiled in content as the scent of aged paper filled her nose.
“I love the smell of old books!” She exclaimed joyfully.
“As do I,” was Twila’s response.  Octavia looked up at the moon through the skylight and sighed happily as she basked in its light.
“The moon is very beautiful tonight.”
“As is all of the Night Goddess’ work,” Twila replied softly, becoming entranced with the ethereal illuminations of the celestial body herself.
“I would like to show you something special to me,” she said after some time.  She motioned for Octavia to follow her and led her to a rather unassuming looking door between two of the massive selves.  The door opened outwards and she stepped inside with Octavia not far behind.  As soon as she entered the room she was greeted with the comforting warmth of a burning fire, the smell of tobacco and pine tickling her nostrils.
“This is my study.  It’s where I come to think,” Twila said observing the younger vampire as she took note of her surroundings.  It was a rather small room, with a stone fire place taking up most of the wall before them.  Above the fire place hung a faded portrait of an older gentleman with a neatly trimmed beard who bore a remarkable resemblance to Twila.  To the left of them sat an old pine drawing desk, a sketch book had been left sitting open on its treated surface.
“You draw?”
“Among other things,” the sapphire haired woman answered taking a seat in the overstuffed leather easy chair at the right of the hearth.  Octavia strode over to the desk and picked up the sketch pad as the other vampire poured a clear red liquid into a glass from the bottle sitting on the small end table next to the chair.
“These are really good,” she commented, flipping through the various sketches, mostly of people she did not recognize.
“Thank you, I’ve had time to practice.  Would you care for some wine?”  Twila offered.
“I thought we couldn’t consume regular food or drink?”
“Sadly we cannot, but there are some things from my past that I cannot give up.  I’m more than willing to suffer the consequences for a fine merlot,” she answered, swirling the wine before taking a large drought from the glass.  “Ah, a fine year.”
“Twila?”  Octavia asked as she closed the sketch book and placed it back on the desk.
“Yes?”  She questioned, taking another sip from her glass.
“Who are those people in the sketches?” she inquired delicately.  Twila stared into the slowly dying fire for a moment before answering.
“People who have been gone a long time now,” she answered quietly, her eyes never leaving the flames.
“Did you know them?”
“Some,” Twila said, her eyes growing distant.  “Not all, but I will never forget their faces.”  
“I’m sorry. Did something happen?”  Octavia asked gently.
“You have nothing to apologize for,” the elder vampire said, her violet eyes meeting Octavia’s mulberry.  “But the reminiscing of an old woman can be saved for another time.  I still need to show you the rest of the estate.”
Twila stood, downing the rest of the merlot, she placed the dirtied glass back on the table and made her way back out into the library.  From there Octavia followed her through another set of double doors, opposite of the ones they had entered, into another hall, this one lined with low display cases along the right hand side.
“You have a lot of military artifacts,” she pointed out, observing that each case was home to different bladed weaponry from various eras.
“My home is a war museum during the day,” Twila said off handedly.  Octavia stopped in her tracks and starred at the elder vampire’s back in disbelieve.
“Wait a second…this is a war museum?”  She asked incredulously.  “You’re not serious are you?”
“I most certainly am.”
“But the only war museum in the entire city is,” she paused, her eyes lighting up in realization.  “Sweet Celestia, I’m in the Golden Oak Museum!?  I’ve always wanted to see the inside of this place!”
“Indeed you are,” Twila stated, laughing at her fledgling’s outburst.
“So you’re really The Twila Sparks?”
“That is correct.”
“Wow I cannot believe I was so dumb as to not have figured that out.  To think this entire time I never bothered to ask what your last name was,” Octavia said in exasperation of her own absentmindedness.
“Do not degrade yourself,” Twila admonished.  “The topic had simply not arisen yet.” 
“But why turn your home into a museum?  It seems like a spectacularly bad idea, what if someone finds yours or Vinyl’s rooms?”
“There are certain parts of the estate cordoned during the day so that does not happen, for as to why I have turned my home into a museum, it was sadly the only way for me to keep what I have worked so hard for in this dire economy.”
“Oh, but I suppose it is rather generous of you to open up your home like this so other people can learn about the past,” Octavia said understandingly.
“Those who fail to remember the past are forever doomed to repeat it,” Twila quoted sardonically.  She then began to walk down the hall once more with Octavia in tow.  They walked along in silence, the newly ascended fledgling wondering just what exactly Twila had meant when she stated that line the way she did.
‘She’s been alive for such a long time.  I wonder, does she think she is doomed to repeat the mistakes of her own past?’  She pondered this as they came to the end of the hall.  There were two doors, one to the left and one directly ahead, each made of ash.  Twila opened the door in front of them.
“This is the wine cellar,” she pointed out as she reached up and pulled the chain hanging from the ceiling just beyond the door, turning the light on with a barely audible click.  The soft light of the low watt CFL bulb revealed a small flight of stairs leading to rack after rack of dusty wine bottles.
“The museum offers wine tastings on the weekends,” Twila spoke.  “I keep the finest of them stashed away in my study however.”  She reached up and pulled the chain again, plunging the cellar into darkness once more.  Twila then turned to the door on the left and entered the room beyond it.  Octavia followed suit, shutting the door to the hall behind them.  The room itself was about the size of the foyer though not as brightly lit.  There were three charcoal grey painted doors, each set in the opposite walls.  In the center of the room sat a low octagonal table of stained mahogany on which rested a carved wooden bust of a horse which Octavia found to be odd and a little disturbing.  Two leather chairs flanked the table each with their own ottoman.  At the head of the table rested a leather couch much the same as the ones in the foyer.  An old brick fire place occupied the space just left of the door they had entered, though it was not lit.  Along the walls was tall display cases, a different military uniform rested in each.  Decorative busts, of people thankfully, sat upon pedestals in the corners.
“This is the common room, it is the last of the rooms open to the public,” said Twila.  “The door on your left leads to the kitchen, not that we really use it other than to store blood and dining ware.”  Octavia approached the kitchen door and opened it.  Poking her head through the door way she noticed how empty it was save for the large refrigerator and three ornate cabinets.
“Where does this door go?”  She asked as she saw the small door on the other side of the kitchen.
“That one leads to the back of the dining hall,” was Twila’s reply.  Octavia closed the kitchen door and looked around the common room once more.  Twila stood off to the right of the room, her hands clasped together in front of her stomach as she regarded what looked like an ancient travelers’ cloak made from burlap resting in the display case before her.
“That was yours was it not?”  Octavia asked noticing that faraway look returning to her sire’s eyes.
“Yes,” she answered sounding distant.  Concerned, Octavia stepped into her field of vision, standing between her and the display case and placed her hand on her left shoulder.
“Are you alright?”
“I’m fine, I was just remembering something,” Twila responded.  “I don’t normally come into this room.”
“Oh, well why don’t you show me a different one then?”
“Very well, this way,” she motioned for Octavia to follow and she did.
“These are Vincenza’s chambers,” she pointed out as she led her past the door on the right of the room.  Octavia nodded as they continued on to the last door.  She followed the elder vampire through into another hall, the right wall lined with paintings depicting epic battles past.
“I remember this hall from earlier,” said the newly ascended vampire.  Indeed this had been the first part of the estate she had seen when Twila had taken her to the dining hall earlier that night.  “That’s your room there right?” 
“That’s correct.”
“You said something about me getting my own room earlier; does that mean I’m going to be living here now?”
“Of course, where did you think you would be staying?”
“Oh I don’t know my apartment perhaps?”  Octavia quipped, sarcasm dripping off her words.
“You have just ascended; it’s pertinent that you stay here under my supervision, until you can control your hunger at the very least.  We can’t have you running around the city attacking people now can we?”
“I suppose you’re right, but…” she was interrupted by a beeping alarm.  Surprised, Twila looked down at the gold watch on her wrist.
“Hmm, it seems to be later then I thought it was.  I’m afraid I must leave you for now, my assistant Spike will be here shortly to open,” the vampire spoketh, leading Octavia to another door a few paces down the hall.
“This will be your room,” she told her, opening the door to reveal the space beyond.  “There should be sleeping garments and a change of clothes in the wardrobe and fresh towels in the linen closet if Spike did as I requested of him this morning.”
“If there is anything else that you need feel free to ask, our rooms are connected so avoid using the hall during the day,” she said as she turned to go.
“Twila?”  Octavia called, reaching out and taking her hand in her own.  She stopped and turned, their eyes meeting.
“Yes Octavia?”
“Thank you, for all that you’ve done for me I mean.  I literally owe you everything,” she said, her voice beginning to waiver.
“Believe me, it was my pleasure, we were in dire need of company,” Twila replied with a smile.  “Sleep well Octavia.”  She gave her hand a comforting squeeze and let go.  Octavia watched her as she disappeared down the hall and sighed before stepping into her new room.  It was rather spacious with a large canopy bed occupying most of the far left wall.  The curtains on it were drawn revealing crisp white sheets.  There was an old vanity next to the bed with a wardrobe of cherry wood to its right.  Octavia made her way over to the wardrobe, but paused in front of the vanity.  She looked over herself in its mirror, her mulberry eyes taking in every detail.  The skin on her face was pale and flawless now, her eyes and gunmetal grey hair seemingly more vibrant.  She studied the rest of her reflection, noticing that her curves had become much more pronounced.  As her eyes traveled down, she saw the stain on her blouse from when the blood had spilled on her.
‘I should try and get this out before it sets,’ she thought to herself taking off the blouse so she could try and wash the stain out.  She rubbed her thumb over the spot taking note that it was still wet.  Octavia brought it closer to her face to examine it better. 
‘I’m supposed to live off of this from now on?’  She wondered as the smell reached her nose.  No more thoughts came as the hunger took over.  She brought the garment to her mouth, her tongue darting out and lapping at the spot greedily.  The appendage worked franticly, trying its best to remove the life sustaining fluid from the soft fabric.  It was too late before she gained control again and realized what it was that she had been doing.  A look of revulsion crossed her features and she tossed the soiled blouse to the side, disgusted with it and her own actions.
“Dear Celestia!”  She moaned and collapsed onto the bed sobbing.  Octavia Melody cried for the life she had lost and for the creature she had become.  She fell asleep crying, never realizing that her tears had run red.

			Author's Notes: 
Some notes about the religions mentioned:
Twila is an Orthodox Celestian which is an odd choice for a vampire considering the fact that the deity of this particular church is the Sun Goddess Celestia.  Orthodox Celestians follow the teachings of love, peace, and tolerance and view all life as something sacred that needs to be cherished and protected.  Their main holidays are the summer solstice (Summer Sun Celebration) and Hearth's Warming Eve.  Minor holidays include the first day of spring (Winter Wrap Up) and The Day of Lovers.
It is mentioned that Vinyl is a Zen Harmonite.  This practice draws many parallels with Zen Buddhism, but far less strict and with a higher emphasis on inner balance or "Harmony" hence the name.  Harmonites follow the teachings of the Sister Goddesses seeking to find the perfect balance between the light and dark aspects contained within every person.  Meditation is a key part of a followers daily routine and is used as time to reflect on the five aspects of inner peace and harmony.  A large number of eastern vampire covens are Zen Harmonites as they find the required practices help them control the blood lust and self destructive impulses inherent in all vampires.  the main holidays they observe are the "Days of Balance" or the spring and fall Equinox.
On an unrelated note, Tara Strong also happens to voice Raven in Teen Titans Go!  this iteration of Raven also happens to be a fan of a show called Pretty Pretty Pegasus.  So I couldn't help but make that joke earlier.
Anyway tell me what you think constructive criticism is welcome.  Until next update, so long and good night.


	
		Bloody Good Conversation



“Why?”
“What do you mean?”  Twila questioned looking up at Vincenza from the crystal decanter she was using to pour out her breakfast of a nicely aged AB negative.
“You know exactly what I mean,” the azure haired vampiress replied coolly, “Don’t play stupid with me.”
Twila replaced the glass stopper of the decanter and set it down beside the champagne flute she had just filled.  She contemplated the contents of the glass for a moment before speaking.
“I merely did what she requested of me, would you have had me deny the last wish of a dying woman?”
“That isn’t what I meant and you know it,” Vincenza stated with a hint of frustration seeping into her voice.  “There were other options you could have taken; you didn’t have to turn her.  So why?”
“I do not seem to recall you ever questioning my motives when I saved you from the disease ravaging your body,” Twila said flatly before bringing the blood filled glass to her lips and taking a drink.
“I just find it a little strange that after all these years you up and turn someone out of the blue like this.  Like I said last night, it’s not like you to interfere with the affairs of mortals, dying or otherwise.”
“Despite how much longer lived than the humans we may be, we are still just as mortal as they are and it is not like the situation with Miss Melody was premeditated.  I was simply on my way home after enjoying a lovely concert put on by her ensemble when I happened upon her.  And while it is true that there were other options in saving her, ascension was the one guaranteed to be the most successful given the extent of her injuries,” Twila explained.
“As reasonable as that sounds I still find myself suspicious, are you sure saving her was your only reason?”  Vincenza inquired fixing Twila with a questioning stare, not that her sire could see it through her ever present purple tinted shades.
“What other reasons could I possibly have?”  The sapphire haired elder vampire replied with a raised eyebrow.
“Rebuilding the Coven for one thing,” the vampiric DJ supplied, “or any other number of your schemes that no one sane can decipher, you did not hold the title of “The Clever” without reason after all.”
“I assure you Vincenza that my motives were not as clandestine as you think them to be.  You give this old woman far too much credit.”
“If you say so,” Vincenza finally relented, “But even if the case was as simple as just saving her, the Noble Houses are not going to take kindly to the “Oath Breaker” siring another fledgling.  They may take action.”
“It will be a cold day in Tartaros before I could even bring myself care what those pompous, self important, sociopaths think and if they believe that they can intimidate me with all their blustering then they can kiss my Celestia blessed backside.  Our loyalty is with, and shall always remain, to the Royal Family.”
“They would claim the same.”
“I would hardly call the mass genocide of the Pure Blood Houses, the slaughtering of the King and Queen, and the holding of their bloodlines over the head of the Princess the acts of the loyal,” Twila said with a derisive snort.    
“Now if you would excuse me, I believe Wednesday Sunset Mass is about to begin and I would hate to miss it.”  With that said Twila downed the rest of the contents of the champagne flute clasped delicately in her slender hand and stood.  “Please see to it that Octavia feeds and anything else that she may require while I’m gone would you?”
“As you wish,” Vincenza agreed.
“Have a pleasant evening,” Twila bade as she disappeared out into the hall leaving Vincenza alone in the now silent room.
The azure haired vampiress sat in the quiet dining hall a few moments longer contemplating the conversation she had just had and despite Twila’s assurances to the contrary she just could not help, but to feel that there was something else going on that her sire was not telling her.
“Just what exactly are you planning?”

Octavia was awoken from a thankfully dreamless sleep by the sound of knocking at her new bedroom door.  Groggily she sat up on the bed and looked around the room in disoriented confusion.
“Where am I?” She pondered as she took in her unfamiliar surroundings.
“Are you awake in there Octavia?”  She heard Vinyl’s voice question through the door.  “It’s time for breakfast.”
“Oh that’s right, this is my home now…I guess it really wasn’t a dream after all,” Octavia said to herself with a melancholy sigh.
Another knock came at the door followed by a second inquiry about her status of consciousness.
“Just a moment please!”  Octavia called out as she slid out from under the covers of the bed.  Suddenly exposed to the cool air of the room she shivered becoming aware that she was only dressed in just her bra and shorts from the prior evening as she had fallen asleep before she had finished changing.
“Take your time I’ll be in the dining hall!”  Vinyl’s voice called through the door followed by the sound of retreating footsteps.
Octavia sat on the bed for a few moments allowing the fog of sleep to fade from her mind.  She had never been much of a morning person or well an evening person now that she was a card carrying member of the undead she supposed.  With another disheartened sigh she stood and padded her way across the room towards what she assumed was the door to her own personal bathroom, the familiar pressure in her bladder urging her forward.  The desire for relief provided her with a small sense of normalcy at the very least.
Upon opening the door to the bathroom Octavia was pleasantly surprised to discover that it very much resembled the master bathroom at her old apartment.  Black and white tiles covered the floor and walls in a checkerboard pattern with the toilet and sink taking up position to the left of the door.  An old, but well taken care for, clawed foot tub took up most of the wall directly in front of her.  Without preamble Octavia made her way over to the toilet and proceeded to do her business.  Upon completion of said business and making sure she was thoroughly dried with the provided toilet paper (a lovely three ply Egyptian cotton blend) she rose after flushing and regarded the tub.
“I suppose I should take a shower,” she thought to herself after noticing the shining chrome of the shower head hanging straight down from the ceiling directly above the center of the tub, “wait, can I even take a shower?  I thought vampires were not able to be around running water.”
“I should probably check with Twila or Vinyl first before I risk melting myself or something,” she decided before heading back out into her room proper and making her way over to the wardrobe.  Pulling open the door to the ornate piece of furniture she discovered a forest green blouse with a matching satin knee length skirt hanging off to one side with a note attached to the blouse.
“I’m sorry, but I was unable to get fresh undergarments for you as I did not know your sizes and thought it would be inappropriate for me to purchase women’s unmentionables.  –Museum Curator and #1 Assistant Spencer ‘Spike’ Sparks.

“Well that’s just wonderful,” she mentally groused, “I guess I’m stuck with the same pair until I can get the rest of my clothing from my apartment.”  Slipping out of her shorts she proceeded to throw them into the bottom of the wardrobe having not seen a hamper anywhere in the room.  Pulling on the provided blouse and skirt she proceeded to check over her appearance in the mirror above the vanity.  First turning to the left and then the right she nodded satisfied with how the outfit looked.  Picking up the silver handled hair brush that was resting on the vanity she ran it through her gunmetal grey tresses to work out the knots that had accumulated while she slept.  Once finished with her grooming Octavia replaced the brush and then proceeded to make the bed before exiting her room.
Turning to her right Octavia followed the same path Twila had led her on to the dining hall where she found Vincenza sitting in the same chair facing the stained glass windows that she had sat in yesterday.
“Good morning Vinyl,” Octavia greeted as she entered taking a seat in the chair adjacent to Vincenza.
“Octavia.” Vincenza nodded at her before raising the dark brown bottle held in right hand to her lips, “and technically its evening.”
“Ah, I suppose it is,” Octavia said looking out the window and seeing that the sun was just about to set.  The two women lapsed into an awkward silence for several moments until Vincenza spoke.
“Come on let’s get you something to eat before you starve.”  She stood and motioned for Octavia to do the same before leading her into the kitchen.  The sunglasses wearing vampiress walked over to the refrigerator which, Octavia realized upon closer inspection, was actually a specialized medical cooler. Octavia stood patiently behind the elder vampire as she opened the cooler door.  Within its confines she saw several IV bags filled with blood of various types as well as several cases of brown bottles of the same type that Vincenza held in her hand and a crystal wine decanter also filled with what she assumed was blood.
“Pick your poison,” Vinyl said gesturing to the contents.  Octavia looked over the various choices with a growing sense of dread.
“What are you drinking?”  She asked after a moment.
“Lambs blood,” the other woman replied nonchalantly.  Octavia cringed at her words finding the statement offensive to her vegetarian sensibilities.  
“You’re really drinking lambs blood?”
“I was in the mood for lamb chops, can’t eat regular food so this was the closest thing,” the vampiric DJ answered with a shrug before taking a sip from her bottle.  Octavia sighed, all this talk about blood was making her hungry, a fact that she found highly disturbing.
“Do I really have to drink blood?”
“You do if you don’t want to starve to death and as I recall you were asking Twila for seconds last night,” Vincenza answered with a small smirk.
“Well I’m sorry I’m having second thoughts about drinking another human’s bodily fluids to survive!” Octavia snapped in a tone that sounded much harsher than she had intended to.  She immediately felt ashamed for her outburst.  Vincenza was only trying to help after all.
“I’m sorry Vinyl I didn’t mean to snap at you like that.  It’s just that this is a huge change for me in more ways than one.  I mean if two days ago someone came up to me and told me that Vampires existed I would have thought them deranged.  Yet here I am contemplating if I should have a bag of A positive or O negative for breakfast like I’m trying to decide between eggs and toast!”  Octavia rambled, pushing closer and closer to the edge of hysteria with each word that spilled out of her mouth.
“Then add to the fact that I was nearly stabbed to death and brought back to life by a woman who claims to be a historical figure from almost two thousand years ago only to be whisked off to a museum that turns out to be home to a coven of creatures who I thought only existed in trashy romance novels with no chance of ever having a normal life ever again!”  Octavia was openly sobbing now, crimson tears streaming down her face leaving behind bloody streaks on her otherwise pale visage.  The distraught Cellist’s heart wrenching sobs were abruptly cut short when she felt two arms clad in a white dress shirt wrap around her shoulders and pull her into a tight hug.
“Shhh, it’s okay,” Vincenza said soothingly while she rubbed Octavia’s back in a comforting circular motion.  “Believe me I understand completely.”
“Really?” Octavia asked between her sniffling.
“Yep, I was nearly inconsolable for the first week after Twila turned me.  If anything I think you’re handling it better than I did,” was the other vampire’s response.  “Now dry those tears and get something to drink, trust me you’ll feel better afterwards.”
Octavia disengaged herself from Vincenza’s embrace and wiped her eyes with the backs of her hands.
“My tears are red, why are they red?” Asked the cellist when she noticed the bloody smears upon the flesh of her hands.
“You know how about sixty percent of the human body is made up of water?”
Octavia nodded, still staring at her hands in a mix of horror and confusion.
“Our kind’s body is the same percentage except instead of pure water it’s mostly plasma, which gives most of our body fluids a red tint.”
“That doesn’t make much sense,” said Octavia, her horror changing to disgust.
Vincenza shrugged, “I’m not a biologist if you want the details on how our bodies actually work you’d have to take that up with Twila.”
“Where is she anyway, if you don’t mind me asking?  No offense, but since she is the one who turned me should it not be her responsibility to “show me the ropes” so to speak?”
“Sunset Mass,” Vincenza answered grabbing a random IV bag out of the cooler and handing it to Octavia as she did.  “Now that’s enough questions for the moment, drink up before the hunger gets to you.”
Octavia took the offered nourishment hesitantly, the life giving fluid sloshing gently in her shaking hands.  Again she could feel the same sense of trepidation she had experienced the night prior grow battling with the gnawing hunger that had rooted itself in her stomach the moment she had laid eyes on the cooler’s contents.  Her inner turmoil swiftly came to an end as biology won out over psychology.  In the back ground she thought she could hear Vinyl saying something to her, but her words were muffled and indistinct over the pounding of her own heart and the blood rushing in her ears.  With the urge to feed now fully in control, Octavia brought the bag to her mouth and tore into it with her newly appeared fangs.  The cool, iron rich fluid poured into her mouth and she greedily gulped it down, letting out shuddering moans of pleasure at the taste all the while.  Only when the IV bag was completely drained of its contents and her hunger sated did her senses return to her.
“What?” Octavia asked defensively when she saw Vinyl starring at her with raised eyebrows and a light blush coloring her deathly pale cheeks a lovely shade of pink.
“Well I was going to offer to heat it up in a bowel for you, but that works to I guess.”
“Oh,” Octavia coughed, feeling embarrassed about her rather uncouth behavior.  “I suppose I was hungrier than I thought.”
Vinyl merely chuckled in response.
“And just what is so funny?”
“I just find it amusing to see that despite your misgivings when you actually get a taste of the stuff you go from acting like a high class snob to a starving hobo,” Vinyl answered with a smirk.
“I’m not even going to dignify that with a response,” Octavia huffed, crossing her arms and fixing the smirking vampire with a glare.  The effect of it, however, was undermined by her pout and the left over blood still clinging to the corners of her mouth.
“Relax Octavia; I’m just messing with you.”
“Yes well I’m having a hard enough time as it is, I don’t need to poking fun at me as well,” the irate vampiress growled.
“Well sorry for trying to get your mind off of your problems sheesh,” Vinyl grumbled.
“I’m sorry Vinyl,” Octavia sighed shame filling her once again for snapping at the blue haired woman who was only trying to help her adjust.  “But it’s like I said earlier this is all so new to me and then there’s the fact that I’m stuck wearing the same pair of dirty undergarments for the third day in a row topped with the inability to shower I’d imagine that anyone would be grumpy given my situation.”
“I’m not mad, I get it, really I do, and that’s why I was trying to get you to lighten up in the first place.  The less you think about it the easier it gets you know?  And why can’t you take a shower, is the plumbing in your room broken or something?”
“No, but vampires are not able to be around running water right?”
“Where in Tartaros did you hear that?” Vinyl asked with a snort of amusement.
“Bram Stoker.”
Vinyl stared blankly at her managing to keep a straight face for all of five seconds before breaking out into uncontrollable laughter.  Vinyl was beginning to find the fledgling’s ignorance of her own species all too hilarious.
“What pray tell is so funny now?”
“I’m sorry,” she gasped out between fits of laughter, “it’s just that your naivety is adorable.”
“I am not naïve!” Octavia snapped.  “You can’t honestly expect me to know what is fact and what is fiction in regards to something I thought a B movie trope.” 
Vinyl simply continued to laugh, clutching at her sides as she doubled over.
“Vincenza Scratch if you do not stop laughing at me this instant I will not hesitate to kick your lily white posterior!”
Vincenza’s laughing fit abruptly came to an end and she stood up fixing Octavia with an unreadable gaze from behind her purple tinted sunglasses.
“You called me Vincenza,” she stated evenly after several moments of uncomfortable silence.
“That is your name is it not?  Unless of course you don’t want me to call you that,” Octavia replied sounding slightly unnerved by the DJ’s sudden change in demeanor.
“No it’s fine,” Vincenza answered with a shake of her head, “just weird is all, hearing you say my real name instead of calling me Vinyl like you have been.”
“Would you like me to keep calling you Vinyl?”
“I rather you didn’t actually, since it’s my stage name and all.  I like to keep my personnel life and work life separate if at all possible.  Besides we’re sisters now so it’s only right you get to call me by my real name,” the azure haired vampire said with a genuine smile instead of her usual smirk.
“Sisters?”  Octavia asked with a look of wide eyed confusion.
“Yeah, you know same sire and all that, but if you want to get really technical we’re actually fellow brides according to old vampiric law.”
“Brides!?” Octavia sputtered while doing a rather accurate impression of a fish.  “Please tell me this is another one of your jokes!”
The older vampiress waved her left hand in a so-so gesture before taking another draught from the bottle of lamb’s blood in her right hand that she had been neglecting. 
“So you’re telling me I’m married now!?”  Octavia shouted in a slurry of emotions she could not quite place a name on.
“Calm down, no one actually follows that law any more, besides I’m pretty sure you’re not Twila’s type.”
“Well that’s good to know I suppose, but who in the world came up with a silly law like that in the first place?”
“Let’s just say that Sombra Ţepeş was a bit of a womanizing pervert and leave it at that.”
Octavia stared at Vincenza in incredulous disbelief, her mouth working up and down in an attempt to form words.
“King Sombra was real?”  She finally managed to force out.
“Yes, at least Stoker got that bit right, though he wasn’t the monster he was made out to be, pervert yes, but from what I heard he was a pretty decent guy all things considered.  Of course he’d been long dead when the book came out so I’d imagine he was turning over in his grave when it did.  Tartaros, given the current state of Vampire society he’s probably in a state of perpetual motion at this point.”
“This is really an awful lot to take in.  I feel like there should be some sort of introductory book for fledglings,” Octavia exposed, trying to absorb all the information that she had been given over the course of the past fifteen minutes or so.
“There is,” Vincenza commented off handedly before finishing off the rest of the contents of her bottle which had grown warm at this point.  A fact that she was none too happy with.
“It would have been helpful to have been given a copy when this all started, it certainly would have saved me the headache.  What’s it called anyway?”
“The Big Book of Nosferatu: Everything You Ever Needed to Know about Being a Vampire but were too afraid to Ask.”
Octavia stared blankly at the blue haired woman who had taken to leaning against the medical storage cooler as their conversation wore on.
“Is that what it’s really called?”  She finally asked after deliberating over whether or not Vincenza was joking again.  All she got was a languid nod in reply.
“It seems rather silly don’t you think?”
Vincenza gave a noncommittal shrug, “Twila is the one who wrote it so it’s not really my place to judge.”
“I know I don’t know her all that well, but she seems so serious all the time.  I cannot really imagine her coming up with a title like that.”
“For the most part she is, but she does have her dorky moments.  If I remember right she has a slogan t-shirt somewhere in her closet that says “I Use Diction.” Anyway when she gets back from church I’ll remind her to give you a copy of the book.  Despite its name it’s pretty informative.  You should also talk to her about getting the stuff from your apartment sometime soon that ought to solve your panty and shower issues.”
“Yes, if I am going to be living here from now on I would like to have the rest of my possessions.”  
The two vampires lapse into a companionable silence for a few moments after that, neither really having anything more to add to the conversation which gave Octavia time to observe her fellow fledgling for what seemed like the first.  While she had seen the blue haired woman plenty of times behind the DJ booth at the club she frequented most Fridays and had spent the better part of a half an hour in her company she had never really taken the time see her.  Her azure hair which was usually styled into a cacophony of messy spike while behind her turntables was combed out into a neat page boy that framed her elfin face quite nicely.  Her clothing was as well a complete opposite of what her usual DJ attire consisted of which for the most part had been white midriff barring tank tops and low rise hip huggers while what she had on now was far more modest being made up of a pair of black dress slacks with white pinstripes, a white long sleeved collared shirt, and a black button up vest that had the back replaced with satin the same shade of violet as the sunglasses perched on her small nose.
“You know, you are a lot different than I expected,” Octavia spoke suddenly, her words breaking the silence.
“Well you know what they say about expectations and reality,” Vincenza replied with a sarcastic lit to her tone.
“I was not saying it was a bad thing, just different.  When you are at the club you seem so… not aloof really, but untouchable up on that stage of yours.  Like a goddess of music who descended from the pantheon to teach us mere mortals what it truly means to lose ourselves in the beat.  It was one of the things that drew me to your music in the first place, just how free and uninhibited it makes me feel.  But also at the same time you didn’t seem to care about anything else but the music and the party.  Yet here you are standing before me and you’re real.  I can reach out and touch you and you’ve been nothing, but nice to me, someone, who not too long ago, was just a nameless face in one of your crowds of fans.  It’s disillusioning, but in a good way, to see one of my idols is just as human as me.”
Vincenza remained silent for a while, simply digesting the praise that had been heaped upon her with such sincere innocence.
“No one has ever said anything like that about my music, well at least no one of your status,” she finally said after some time.  “Most people just call it a mishmash of electronic noise, but to hear you say that actually means a lot to me especially since its coming from a fellow musician so thank you.”
“My pleasure Vincenza,” was Octavia’s reply, a demure smile gracing her still blood stained lips.
“Would you like to see where the magic happens?”
“I would love to see your studio,” answered the Cellist overjoyed at the prospect of seeing the DJ create.
“Awesome, why don’t you go get that blood around your mouth cleaned up and meet me in my studio,” Vincenza suggested before pushing off the cooler and making her way to the door that lead to the common room.
“How do I find it?”
Vincenza stopped in the door way before turning and flashing Octavia a mischievous grin.  “Just follow the beat.”
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