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		Description

      The name's Dark Net, Hacker and General Internet Lurker.  Everything was going its usual level of awful in Manehattan until genius here out of boredom hacked into something really he shouldn't have.  Who would've thought breaking into a secret vampire hunters' organization's network would get them so angry.  Well buckle up, it gets worse, mainly because these idiots couldn't figure out how I did it.  So as a result they'd offered me this reeeaaally great deal, really great.  If I worked for them, they'd let me keep my ability to walk AND all my teeth.  I mean who would pass on those amazing perks?  Anyway I've been working for these idiots for five years until the vampires they were fighting had themselves a little blood feud.  One side was awful, but the other was much worse.  So the organization begrudgingly decided to work with the lesser of two evils.  Long story short I'm getting a new partner whether I like it or not and I really really don't.  I swear if they touch my fridge stocked full of energy drinks I'm going to be sooooooo pissed.
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		Chapter 1: Meeting The New Partner



And so it begins, ahh damn where in Tartarus do I start?  Don’t worry I’ll spare you the damn sob story that is my past and upbringing.  Yeah you know the one.  The one where your parents bring you into this world only to buck you over several years later? Anyway, the name’s "Dark Net", Hacker, Internet Lurker, and I've got a question to ask you.  You ever screw up so damn hard that you have a bunch of grim bastards in trench coats break down your apartment door? No? Well I have and it’s a Celestia damned riot I’ll tell ya that.  I don’t know what was more fun, the countless jabs in the ribs or maybe it was the part of getting dragged into a car with a black bag over my head?
I mean who would've thought that stupidly hacking into an unknown network would cause so much awful?  Well not king of the idiots here.  You see after they dragged my barely conscious dumbass self out of that car, I was dragged through some sort of building and plopped in a chair.  Then after getting blinded by some lights I was offered a really sweet deal.  I could either work for these fine upstanding folks on the grounds that they couldn't figure out what I did or lose my teeth and use of my legs.  Now being that I really like my teeth AND my legs, it wasn't that hard of a decision to make.
So here I am stuck working for a damn secret vampire hunters’ organization called “Heart Stake”.  I kid you not they call themselves that.  It sounds like some sort of awful dating game show. You know the ones they show on public broadcasting that get canceled in a month?  Anyway my clever input was clearly unwelcome by that great back hoof I got for my sarcasm.  Well screw ‘em if they can’t take a damned joke.  
Whatever the job really wasn't that horrible from the start until they started piling all the horrible on me.  Oooh Dark Net, fix the copier. Hey Dark Net, my computer won’t boot up.  Yo Dark Net, my keyboard’s not working because I’m too damn stupid TO PLUG THE DAMN THING IN THE CORRECT PORT!  How in Tartarus did I go from being a Hacker and Network/Database Admin to also being tech support for the mentally incapable?  Who cares, it doesn't matter.
What does matter is what happened next after five years of this living nightmare.  You see I was minding my own bus-HAHAHAHA yeah…I can’t say that with straight face.  In reality was actually digging though some files I probably didn't have access to out of sheer boredom.  And they showed that the vampires these morons were fighting seemed to split into two factions in this city for some unknown reason.  Now while one of them was all sorts of awful, but the other was downright heinous. 
So in their infinite wisdom the Heart Stake commander decided it was best to make a truce with the lesser of two evils.  Because I mean what could possibly go wrong with that, right?  And here comes the catch, we all had to work together and after reading a small snip bit I noticed I was going to be teamed up with a new partner.  Yeah…that ain’t gonna happen.  I’m not going to let some loser screw up my chances of getting out of here and swipe all my energy drinks. Nope, uh uh, no no nooo, noooot gonna happen. 
Well imagine my surprise when it fucking happened.  I was listening to some  remixes by DJ Pon-3 on my headphones when I heard a knock at my door.  Well more like I felt hard slamming as I somehow kept increasing the volume.  So after grumbling several times I walked over the door, slipped off my headphones, and said “Yeah?”
A voice on other side said “Dark Net, this is Commander Gray Heart.  Can you please come out here for a minute?”
Great, it was that trench coat wearing queen bitch herself.  You know, the one that ordered my original beat down before offering me that really sweet deal?  This crazy mare probably sleeps, showers, and works in that same coat day in day out.  Anyway I cleared my throat and said back, “Hey if this is about that large box of sugar packets that got swiped from the cafeteria, I’m telling you I was framed.”
“That was you?!”
“I told you I was framed!”
“Bullshit, but this isn't about that so get your flank out here right now!”
“Fine fine give me a second,” I replied unlocking the door.
The hall lights blinded me for a few seconds as I walk out. I then half narrowed my eyes and said “Yeah? What ya need?”
She frowned and said “As I know you've been digging through random files again-”
“What? No, I don’t do that anymore.  It’s bad for my health, you know the whole welcome wagon thing?”
Her frown got worse, “Again bullshit, but at least I don’t need to fill you in on the details.  You’re getting a new partner as per the truce.  Her name is ‘Bytes” and she’s a hacker like yourself.  She could be valuable asset to us even if she is a damned vampire.”
I scowled, “Oooh no.  Nope nope NOPE! All the NOPE! I’m not going to be paired up with some fanged loser who’s gonna look at me like I’m a walking juice box!”
Yeah I know it was a bit harsh, but a partner would really put a damper on things.  I've been trying day and night to find a way to get out of here.  A tag-a-long would probably slow that down or even stop my process.
After only a second I heard a cough and then somepony next to me say, “Oh wow this must be terribly embarrassing for you.  I’m right here…”
I looked to my left to find a medium sized, dark red furred, black maned, green slitted eyed vampire mare carrying a small cooler and giving me a death glare.  Damn this was not good.  I really didn't feel like hurting her feelings, but I really couldn't afford somepony watching me at all hours of the day.  So I stared right back, faked surprise before saying “Well would ya look at that? I don’t care,” and then narrowed my eyes again.
She glared for a second before grumbling “Great, I get to work with a black furred, purple eyed, asshole stallion.”
I ended up losing my temper for a second from the insult. “No, you don’t get to work with ‘A’ black furred, purple eyed, asshole stallion.  You get to work with ‘The’ black furred, purple eyed, asshole stallion!  The very same asshole named 'Dark Net' that runs a lot of the network systems around here!” I snapped back
Bytes was going to say something else, but a hoof was placed on her shoulder from the other vampire standing next to her.  She looked like she came right out of a cheap monster movie.  I mean she was fully decked out in a Vicponian style outfit.  Sweet Celestia how cliché can you get?  It was paaaainful to not laugh my flanks off.  But, that feeling ended mighty quick when she spoke.
Her voice had this horrible and polite malice to it as she said, “I do hope we can all get along my dear Dark Net.  I promise Bytes shall be on her ‘best’ behavior…or else,” and then flashed me a fanged smile that didn't mean anything remotely friendly.
Wow, I can’t say I've ever heard a voice that could chill a room like an industrial freezer.  I swear I thought I saw a penguin walk by after she spoke in that creepy cold voice of hers.  It didn't seem to have any effect on the Commander, but Bytes looked scared senseless.  And for some reason that really pissed me off.  I don’t like it when others get pushed around like that. Probably because it hits waaaay too close to home.
I rubbed my face as my damn conscience kicked in. “Fine fine ugh. Follow me Bytes and I’ll get you setup.” 
I was probably going to regret making that choice.  Even with Baroness Von Icebox’s threat of violence your ol’ pal Dark Net here could be a certain somepony’s next meal or worse.  I really should stock up on those silver stakes in case Bytes gets a tad heh heh ‘bitey’. Oh well one problem at a time, Dark Net.  One problem at a time.

			Author's Notes: 
This was a little story that was stuck in my mind for really only about a week.  It is a tad different than how I usually write, but I found it quite entertaining to say the least.  In turn, I hope you all do as well, enjoy.
~Shadowscythe


	
		Chapter 2: Secrets Spilled and Passions Filled



Bytes sped through my door the very second I opened it.  She didn't even give a backwards glace as she practically barreled through me to get inside. Wow, Baroness Von Ice cube really freaked her out for some reason.  I made a mental note to figure out what is going on with that later.  I then turned back to Mrs. Frosty and the Commander only to find them giving each other death glares.  
The amount of hatred in their eyes combined  probably could’ve  incinerated a small animal.   So doing the smart thing for once in my life I actually kept my damn mouth shut.  I’m not even sure if they knew I was still even there anymore.  Not that I was really complaining for not being the poor bastard for all that anger.  Luckily it did not take long before the two slowly separated and they more or less walked backwards still glaring at each other.  I wasted no time as I slipped back behind my door and frantically locked all three dead bolts.
“Who in Tartarus was that?”  I said talking mostly to myself.  To my surprise it was answered, but not the way I’d hoped.
“How should I know?  I’m just some fanged loser,” a sarcastic voice said behind me.  I bashed my head against my door a few times in response.
I then bashed my head against the door once more before saying back, “You see I’m trying to find an easier method for cooling the server racks.  And being Baroness Von Icicle back there could suck the remaining heat out of a glacier, I figured I’d offer her a job.”
Bytes snorted once and sounded like she was laughing to herself.
After a few seconds I rubbed my face before turning around and saying “Alright, I know we got off on the wrong hoof here-”
“Wow! You should really pick up your award,” Bytes replied glaring over her shoulder for a second while unpacking her things.
I raised an eyebrow, “My what?”
“You know. Your award.  You won first place for ‘understatement of the year’…”
I rubbed my face some more, “Alright I know I was being an asshole bordering on royalty, but-”
She let out a single “Ha” before stating “Wait!  No, I had it aaaallll wroooong. THAT’S the prize winner.”
It was pretty obvious that I pissed her off.  I’d unfortunately gotten really good at doing that down the years to others.  Maybe it was my bitterness at getting stuck here or even just I’d just gotten so worn down the years that there wasn't much kindness left in me.  Still, it wasn't Bytes fault that this happened to me and she really didn't deserve the abuse.  For all I knew she got roped into doing this sort of job just like I did.  She, just like me, probably didn't pick to work with somepony they didn't know, but was forced.  So in an attempt repair the damage I've caused I was going to say something I don’t say nearly enough.
“Bytes…I’m…s…s…sorry,” I said struggling to say the words.
She looked taken back for a moment, but raised an eyebrow and said “What was that?  I don’t think I’d heard you right.”
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and lowered my head.  “I said I’m sorry.  I’m sorry that I’m not the kindest pony sometimes and you don’t deserve it.  I've been stuck here for far too long with no way out, but that’s not an excuse to take it out on you.  Please, I’d really like to start over again.”
She sighed, “Alright, that apology will have to do for now.  But what do you mean you've been stuck here?  And what’s with that metal collar on your neck?”
A surge of fear flared through me as I flinched remembering that damn thing around my neck.  I opened my eyes and lifted the collar of my black t-shirt to somewhat to cover it.  I then said, “You ever do something so damn stupid that you get to pay for it probably for the rest of your life?”  Bytes didn't say anything, but put a hoof to the side of her neck.  I took another deep breath and continued, “I broke into this place’s network five years ago and they beat the daylights out of me.  Now I’m forced to work here.  The answer to your second question is this collar’s what keeps me here.  If I try to leave the complex I get fried like a hay burger.  You can probably guess how I figured that one out.”
Bytes continued to be silent so I was the first to speak again, “So how’d you get conned into working this gig?  And what was with Baroness Von Frostbite out there?  She’s seriously only one of the few ponies to really give me the creeps.”
After a moment Bytes chuckled a bit and looked up at me before saying “Truth be told I’m stuck with her like you’re here.  She calls herself “The Baroness” and I got tricked into being what she calls her ‘little hounds’.  She controls the underground blood supply in the city and without it…well let’s say that wouldn't end well for me.  She’s only working with you ponies because somepony is encroaching on her turf.”
Hmm that always figures.  At the end of the day it always boils down control and power.  It seems little miss Baroness got herself a bit of a problem with both and is leaning on Heart Stake to take care of it.  However, now that Bytes brought up her side of the story I figured I ask something that’s been eating away at me for a while.
I pursed my lips for a second and said, “Well that explains a few things, but there’s something I never ended up getting any information on and I've tried pretty damn hard.  Where’d this vampirism come from anyway?  Someponies say it’s a disease.  Others say it’s some kind of curse that can transmit.  I can’t imagine it’s only in this city either.”
“Your guesses are as good as mine.  The only time I asked The Baroness on any of that, I got back hoofed into a wall.  Then she rattled off all sort of insults and shut off my blood supply for three days,” Bytes said before shuttering and hugging herself. 
After looking at her for a minute I didn't have the heart to ask her any more questions.  She sounded like she really didn't have a good life in the least and pressing her further would just be outright cruel.  Maybe later I could get more answers.
“Well anyway now that it seems you’re going to be here for the long run I’ll help ya get settled in.  This little place is like a small hotel room with two small bedrooms, a tiny kitchen, and a tiny bathroom. You can have the other spare bedroom I don’t use.  Also you can connect your laptop I see you have there on my computer desk.  It should be big enough for the two of us…I hope,”  I said thinking for a moment.  I then looked at her small cooler she brought with her and added “I assume that thing contains some sort of blood container and needs to get refrigerated right?”
Byte gave me a fanged grin and said “Well if it’s not cold then it’s gonna spoil.  And then I need to find a substitute.”
“A substitute?” I questioned, but she only looked directly at me for a second before it sunk in.  “Oh right.  Walking juice box here. Got it.  Well then please feel free to move a few of my many cans of energy drinks out of the fridge.  I’d rather have a warm drink then a cold shriveled up body.”
“Excellent choice!  Besides with you sucking down all those energy drinks I’d probably get a heart attack feeding off you,” Byte said while moving her cooler to the kitchen.
I smirked, sat down in my computer chair and replied with, “Heh, don’t say that to the Commander.  Otherwise I may end up some sort of experimental weapon.”
After that I just sat at my desk for a little bit staring off into space before I heard Bytes say something from the kitchen. “Sweet fucking Luna you have a lot of energy drinks in here.  I mean there’s no food just drinks. Nothing but drinks from top to bottom.  Waaaait a minute ‘Flat Line’?  You actually drink Flat Line?  I thought this crap was outlawed for giving ponies chest pains.”
“Correction, they tried to outlaw it.  However the leaders of that little study got reported by a random somepony to the authorities,”  I said and smiled as I popped open another can of Flat Line.  “You see it appears they were blatantly accepting bribes from Flat Line’s competitors.  Also it seems somepony wiped out all the study data they had on their database.  Including the back-ups…imagine that…”  I heard Bytes laughing to herself in kitchen in response
Now I normally don’t go out of my way to bust ponies like that.   It takes way too much time and effort to break through firewalls and gain admin access.  In this case it took me about three months to do so.  However when some dumbass decides to try and cut off my favorite caffeine fix I get a little Tartarus bent about it.
As I listened to Byte’s laughter I took another sip of Flat Line and then hugged the can before whispering, “Don’t worry my little darlings.  Daddy will take goooood care of you heh heh heh.”
After Bytes unpacked her things she went to setting up her laptop.  It was probably going to take a while and I had some downtime anyway so I decided to play my favorite video game.  Ahh the wonderful “Hooves and Steel” the RTS edition.  Not many online players were able to beat me as I had played the game for longer than what would be considered remotely healthy.  Probably helps that my sleeping patterns are pretty shot so insomnia was always my faithful ally.  
Everything was going as usual.  Some poor idiot was trying to fight me and was losing units at an alarming rate.  Then just as I was about to smear them across the map I saw a new player enter the game.  The name read “The Crimson Mistress”…uh oh, not good. The Crimson Mistress was sort of an urban legend on here.  She would pop out of nowhere when somepony was losing and obliterate their opponent.  She never chatted. She never tied.  She always just ripped some poor bastard a new one before going off into the abyss somewhere.
However this was the probably the first time she met somepony like me.  I was an expert at this game and I would not go down without a fight.  I...wait a minute…where in Tartarus did all those damn units come from?!  No no noooo she’s capturing everything!  Keep your head Dark Net! KEEP…well…that...was something.  I just got beaten like an old rug.
I just sat leering at the monitor before I heard some laughter next to me, “You know Dark Net you really suck at this game.”
Confusion set in as right before I looked at her.  For some reason she was giving me a smug look before faking a yawn.  I then looked at her laptop’s screen and said “What do you mean ‘this game’? What are…you…nooo no no no.  You’re the ‘The Crimson Mistress’?!  You’re the one who makes ponies piss themselves on here?!”
She then took a bow before giving me the same smug look.  “I want a rematch!” I yelled.
Bytes then yawned for real and said, “No can do mister sore loser.  This day really wore me out.  I’m going to bed.”
It was then I did something I thought I would never do.  The only thing I've never done for anypony else on the entire planet.  I got up, stomped over the fridge, grabbed two cans of Flat Line, and stomped back to my computer chair.  I then slammed the second can in front of Bytes before growling “Sleep is for the weak!  I want a rematch. Pleeeeeaaase. You’re the only pony to beat me so damn bad.”
She half narrowed her eyes and then glanced at the can of Flat Line. “Is stuff even safe to drink?  I mean we vampires can sort of drink other liquids like tea and coffee, but this…”
“Awww the mighty Crimson Mistress beaten by a little can of Flat Line. Well in that case you forfeit and I win.  Yaaaay me!” I snarked.
Bytes’ face scrunched up at my comment.  Then without warning, she grabbed the can and tipped it sideways.  I then saw her tilt her head back before she sunk her fangs into it.  In two swift gulps she drained the entire thing and complained about it tasting like “lighter fluid” before crushing the can with her forehooves.
I didn't know what else to say except, “Are you ready?”
To which I got a simple “You’re going fucking down!” from Bytes.  And that was all I needed to hear as the games begun.
I had no idea what happened next.  The only thing I remember was waking up drooling on my keyboard with a "You Lose" message and a server disconnect notification on my monitor.  My mouth was dry and there were at least half a dozen empty cans of Flat Line next to me and Bytes each.  She however was still out like a light.  Her mane was a mess and the top half of her body was sprawled out over the desk in front of her.
I wasn't sure how to wake her.  We really needed to start the day otherwise the damn Commander was going to get on our case.   Or better yet Baroness Von Permafrost.  Not sure which one would be worse.  Either way after several trials and errors involving me almost getting bitten several times did she finally wake up.  
“Wha…what happened…Oooowww my heeeeeead,” she groaned.
Ahhhh the feeling of the Flat Line crash.  I had many a day like these and they all involved an amazing night of gaming previously as well.  Such is the cost of greatness I suppose. Or as some users of the drink say “With great power comes great withdrawal symptoms and nightmarish level migraines”.   I didn't care, it was always worth it in my opinion.  Though I’m not sure Bytes would agree at the moment.
Anyway, it was a real task to get Bytes moving that morning, but I discovered one useful piece of information.  Half awake and grumpy vampires make the greatest stupid question filters known to pony kind.  You see we had a loooong day of tech support and Bytes wanted nothing more than to go to bed.   So when some poor bastard would delay us, she would glare at them and make the most bone chilling hiss imaginable.   Then you know what happened next?  The source of the problem just up and disappeared.  Usually in reverse.  At speed.  And knocking everything over along the way.
So this continued for a few months.  Me and Bytes would game till we dropped, and then our daytime jobs got a whole lot easier.  It was probably one of the best times of my life.  I finally had somepony I could talk to and not be alone all the time.  I even started to notice I was smiling as I passed by other ponies in the hallway instead of my usual scowl.  Everything was going perfectly until one day.
I was lying down in my bed from a headache when I heard Bytes talking in the next room.  I turned my head to see if I could make out anything, but only heard, “I’m not going to fucking do it.   I can’t.  I can’t do it.”
It was strange as there was nopony else was in here as far as I was aware.  I got out of bed and peeked out of my bedroom doorway.  Bytes was sitting next to her laptop with a flash drive in her hooves.  She then put the flash drive partially in her mouth and snapped it in half.  I walked up behind her and cleared my throat.
She spun around and made a face of terror.   I had obviously caught her red hoofed doing something she wasn't supposed to be doing.  Now given it was a flash drive, what she was attempting to do could only fall into three categories.   It was either download something, upload something, or a combination of the two.   All three of which could be pretty bad.
I sat down in my computer chair, rubbed my face, and said, “Care to explain what you were doing, Bytes?”
She fumbled and stuttered, “I-I-I can’t.  I couldn't do it.”
I raised an eyebrow, “Couldn't do what?”  Then when she wouldn't talk I firmly said “Spill it!”
“P-please don’t be mad.  The Baroness wanted me to upload something.  But, I…you…please please don’t be mad.  I didn't do it. I broke the damn thing instead,” she said with red tears pouring down her face.
So upload it was.  Now given that she didn't know what she was uploading from what she said, we will assume it was a virus of some sort.  Though of what nature was anypony’s guess.  However, for some reason I just wasn't mad at all.  I figured I would've been fuming or at least slightly pissed off, but I wasn't.  I just looked at those tear soaked slitted green eyes and I melted.
In turn I just said “It’s fine.  I’m not mad.  You destroyed it before it could damage anything,” before getting up and walking into the kitchen.
Bytes followed a minute later to find me against the far wall of the kitchen.  She then got closer to me and wiped a tear from her eye.  “You’re not mad at all?   How!?  I could've destroyed everything for all we know!  I mean come on!  I’m mad at me!  How are you not?!” she said in a cracking voice.
I just shook my head and said “As soon as I figure that out I’ll tell ya.  But I’m not mad at all for some reason.”
She moved even closer to me until our faces were pretty close together and just said “How?”
My heart started to beat faster and my face started to heat up.  It wasn't from anger, but something else.  Then I had finally discovered why I wasn't angry, I liked her.  She was the only pony to somehow put up with me for months.  I’m not sure if I could put up with me for months.
Then, without really thinking, I put a hoof to the side of her face, leaned closer, and closed my eyes before kissing her on the lips.  She shuttered for a moment before leaning into it herself.   One kiss turned into two and then it got a tad more heated.  However something happened that quickly became a problem.  One of her fangs had lightly pierced my lip.
I opened my eyes from the small amount of pain to see two pools of black staring back at me.  She let out a low growling that didn't sound friendly in the least.  It only lasted for a second before she pulled away from me frantically swearing and cursing over and over again.  She then ran to the fridge and scrambled through its contents before swearing even louder while she slammed the fridge door shut.  I then saw her lean back against the fridge and slide down it covering her eyes.
“Bytes? Are you-” I started to say as I took a step closer but she stuck out a hoof to tell me to stop.
“P-p-please d-don’t come near me!   I-I-It’s not sa-afe!  T-there are no blood bags left in the fridge.  Getting…hard to control…” She said half growling half pleading.
I got a bit nervous, but I managed to say “You’re out?  Maybe I can get you another one.”
To which she shook her head back and forth while still covering her eyes. “Th-they are g-g-one till ToMORRow.  I DIDn’t g-grab ONE when I SHOuld HAve.  S-sTAY awAY FRom Me! NoT SAfe For YOU!” she said her voice getting more strained.
She was violently shaking now.  I couldn't imagine how hard it was to restrain herself.  What was more worrying wasn't even for my own safety, but hers.  If the Commander found out Bytes was going unstable truce or no truce she’d be killed on the spot.  Gray Heart has a low tolerance for that…go figure right?  I just couldn't let that happen. It’s hard to admit but Bytes was probably the only friend I've really ever had.  She was a pretty good kisser at that.  So I decided to do something monumentally fucking stupid.
“Bytes, we might need that substitute idea,” I said rubbing my face.
“W-what are YOU TAlking abOUT?
“I’m a walking juice box remember?  If the commander sees you like this she’ll have you killed on the spot.   I can’t…won’t let that happen.  Now you vampires normally don’t kill your victims.  You just drain them and leave them a bit tired for a few days.  I could live with that.  Couldn't be any worse than a Flat Line crash,” I said with a grin.
She uncovered her eyes to reveal those two black pits again.  “Y-you’d do that for me?  Y-y-you bareLY KNow me and yoU’D DO THis?” she said struggling and I could tell her will was really breaking apart.
“Yeah…I guess I would.  Soooo how does this whole thing work?  I probably have to grab some bandages and some antiseptic.  But anyway how you want to do this before I regain my senses?”
“A b-bed wOUld be EAsieST,”  she replied looking at me with those black pits of hers.
So the bed it was.  I gathered up a few supplies from the bathroom before going back to my room.  Then for some reason she made me take off my black T-shirt.  It was probably for the best.  The shirt was black, but rip marks tend to stand out more than blood stains.  After that, I laid down on my back on the bed and tried reeeaaallly hard to relax.  I was being pretty unsuccessful, but at least I was trying.
My body started to shake more as she slowly crawled on the bed before looming over me.  Her eyes were really scary at the moment.  They were completely unblinking and all black.  After a few seconds she lowered herself on top of me.  I was thinking the worst so I squeezed my eyes shut to block everything out.  But to my surprise instead of biting me, she kissed me on the lips.  And it got pretty passionate in a hurry.  Not that I minded of course as it felt really good.
Then she broke the kiss and I thought this really was it.  It was time for a whole lot of pain and awful.  But again that didn't happen.  She just kissed my chin, then the side of my neck, then my chest before working her way further south.  My face soon scrunch up in response.
“It…it’s not like I’m disliking what you’re doing.  B-but my…n…neck is up heeEEEEEERRRree,” I started to say when she began kissing a rather sensitive area.
She just looked up for a second and said “P-please l-l-let me do this.  I really need this as much…as I know you do.”
I would have been absolutely stupid if I said “no”.  I don’t even remember the last time I had this done to me.  Was it six…no maybe seven years?  Also to make matters more interesting, for some reason the sheer danger I was in made it feel even better as she was kissing me down there.  It took me no time at all before I got uncomfortably hard.  But she wasted no time as she stuffed it right in her mouth.
I was having some pretty mixed feelings by this point.  On one hoof it was probably the best damn thing I ever felt in my entire life.  But on the other the feeling of the sides of her fangs on both sides of “me” was both enticing and scary.  I didn't really care though as my mind was pretty scrambled from the amazing sensations.
As I was started getting close to cumming, she stopped, making me groan in disappointment.  However, it seemed she had something else in mind.  She crawled up to where our faces were almost touching and then thrust me inside of her.  To which I have to make a correction on my previous statement.  This was the best damn thing I ever felt in my entire life.  
My mouth gaped wide open as my breathing sped right the Tartarus up.  Also my heart felt like it was beating right out of my chest as she kept thrusting me inside of herself.  Then with what little control I had left of my body I opened my eyes to see her staring down right at me.  Her black pools of eyes were unblinking as they stared and her lips partially curled back revealing her fangs.  This of course my made my eyes open to the size of dinner plates as the pure terror set in.
I was absolutely terrified beyond belief, but for some reason I was so unbelievably turned on.  But that wasn’t the best part.  As I got close to cumming again she leaned in and whispered in my ear “Our kind can’t get pregnant.  So don’t you dare pull out,” and felt her pointed tongue lick the side of my neck. 
That was the final thing that threw me right over the edge.  I gritted my teeth and squeezed her close as I came inside of her so much I thought it would never stop.  I then collapsed back to the bed from exhaustion.  My breathing was still heavy and I could feel hers was up there as well.  She then took a few more breaths and said “Alright try…and relax.  I’m…going to…feed now,” and I didn’t care in the damn least.  She could’ve said she was going to suck me completely dry and I would’ve just smiled as I died a happy stallion.
After a few seconds I felt her fangs glide right above my metal collar before they slowly sunk into my neck.  Which, to my surprise, didn’t really hurt that much at all.  I once bashed my leg into my computer desk that felt worse than this.  So there I laid, still deep inside of Bytes while I felt her swallow every few seconds. However after a minute or two of this my vision started to get pretty blurry and my body got colder.
In response I said in a ragged voice, “Careful…Bytes.  The juice box…is getting a little…low on juice.”
She just nodded and pulled her fangs out.  I wanted to look at her, but my vision was going dark and I couldn’t make anything out.  The only thing I heard was Bytes saying “Mmmm you tasted nice,” before I passed out with a smile on my face.

			Author's Notes: 
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		Chapter 3: Shattering the Underground



My mind was pretty blank until I decided to open my eyes.   However, for some reason I couldn't make anything out when I did.   Wherever I was, it was pitch black and the ground was completely flat.  I mean seriously there wasn't a bump to be had anywhere.  I didn't know what in Tartarus was going on.  So after a few seconds of this not being able to see anything crap I said “What the fuck is going on here?!” and my voice echoed around like crazy.  But surprise surprise nothing happened beyond that weirdness.
I shook my head a few times and made an effort to stand up.  However, the second I finished getting up a strange light started shining down not far from me. So well being the curious idiot I was I fought against the screaming alarms in my head and walked closer to it.  The nearer I got the more bright the area around me became until I was in the center of it.
At the center of the light there stood a tall mirror with a thick black border around it.  It looked like one of those fancy mirrors you find in designer clothing stores.  I swear Manehatten is lousy with the things.  However, this one was pretty different in that the mirror itself was completely black.  It was somehow blacker than the darkness around me which sort gave me the creeps.   But after a few seconds it then got even weirder.  The mirror’s surface rippled for a bit and then stopped, showing me a reflection of myself with the endless dark behind it.
At first I didn't really think much of my reflection until I leaned in and got a closer look.  And then it slowly dawned on me.  There was something really off about the eyes in that they were all black.  It was as if they were nothing but pupils.   Some thought nagged at my mind as if I've seen those eyes before, but brushed it off.  Then only second later my reflection’s eyes undilated and my heart proceeded to drop.   The eyes were the same dark purple color as mine, but the pupils were not round, they were slitted.
I jumped back in shock and my reflection did the same, but I didn't fail to noticed something else was really off too.   When I opened my mouth I discovered the reflection’s top canine teeth were longer than usual and ended in sharp points.  Upon noticing this creepy fact I walked back up the mirror to where my face was almost touching the surface.
I stared for a second and then started making random expressions with my face.  It started to become pretty funny actually as my creepy copy would make the same funny faces.  I tilted my head back and forth and stuck out my tongue only to be met with a pointed tongue from my reflection.  I was really having a grand old time and even started to laugh a bit until my copy just stopped matching my movements.  The expression on its face quickly faded to a neutral look.  Then it just sat there and stared at me motionless.
Now this bummed me out a bit as I was having a lot of fun screwing around.  However my feeling of disappointment was reaaalllly short lived.  My copy started to move again, but it wasn't matching my movements.  Its lips curled back and reveled its teeth before it slowly opened its mouth into a silent hiss.  Its eyes then dilated to the pitch black pits it had before.  Then right as the damn thing’s eyes turned into pools of black it reached right through the mirror's surface at me.
My eyes snapped open and I screamed at the top of my lungs.  I fumbled with my bed covers for a second only to have somepony say “Calm down Dark Net! It was only a dream!”
I whipped my head around and saw two green glowing slitted eyes looking at me.  Terror soon took over and I shrieked like a filly for a second before I realized it was just Bytes looking at me.  In relief I flopped back on my pillow.  “ I…oh…oh thank freaking Celestia that was just a dream.  I honestly thought that was real for a second there,” I said covering my eyes with my hooves.
“Easy there Dark Net.   It was just a fever dream.  You started burning up an hour or so after I fed off you.  I was really starting to get worried after you wouldn't wake up,” I heard Bytes say next to me.
“Fed off?  Oh right…that,” I said touching the bandage on my neck.  “Well anyway what do you mean I wouldn't wake up?” I added.
She pursed her lips and said “Well…you see you've been out cold probably for the better part of sixteen hours.  I tried shaking you a few times, but you didn't wake-”
“SIXTEEN HOURS?! Oh shit!  The commander’s going to have my head on a fucking pike!” I yelped and tried getting out of bed only to have Bytes push me back down with little effort.
“Lay back down you.  You’re in no condition to get up yet.  Besides, don’t worry, I took care of it.  But…but I gotta say…please please pleeeeaaasee don’t make me do that again,” Bytes said and looked at me as one of her eyes started to twitch.
“Hmm? What happened? What’d you do?” I said, looking completely confused.
She tapped her hooves together a few times and said “Well you were really out cold and I couldn't wake you up for work.  Now being I didn't want to leave you here alone half dead, I figured I'd skip work too.  Everything was juuuust peachy until a few hours ago when your commander came by to probably check why we weren't making our rounds on system support and…”
I raise an eyebrow and said “And what?”
Bytes swallowed once and then a second time.  “Alright alight I’m just going to lay this out here.  That mare scares the moonlight outta me.  I answered the door and her face…I mean her face! It went from ‘mild annoyance’ to ‘I’m going to destroy everything you ever loved’ in a second flat when she realized it was me.  Sweet fucking Luna she could give the Baroness lessons on death stares,”  Bytes shivered a bit before continuing,  “Well anyway I told her you weren't feeling good and we’d have to make up it tomorrow, but she didn't say anything back.  She just freaking leered at me the entire time before I just slowly closed the door again.  Gah I could feel her eyes still glaring at me through the door.  Yeeeeesh that was freaking scary.  Pleeeeease don’t make me do that again.”
I couldn't help but laugh at the expression on Bytes’ face.  She had this funny mixture of terror and bewilderment.  I really wish I could say that Bytes’ experience with Gray Heart was unique, but it wasn't.  I once saw her give that fear inducing glare at some poor cafeteria worker for the mistake of serving her decaf.  And here I thought I had a bad caffeine addiction.  It probably didn't help that the mare tried to pass it off as a joke.  How in Tartarus were they supposed to know Gray Heart doesn't have a sense of humor?  I really don’t think I ever saw somepony gallop so hard to replace a cup of coffee.
After a few moments I felt my stomach growl.  In response Bytes just smiled and said “Well looks like somepony's hungry.  Stay here, I’ll get you some breakfast.”
I half narrowed my eyes and glanced at my alarm clock before saying,  “You do realize it’s two in the afternoon right?”
“Coome ooon there were these amazing looking waffles in the cafeteria.  And being I can’t eat them I’m gonna make you eat them,” she replied as she started walking out of the room.
I sighed and said, “Can’t I just get a hayburger inste-”
“WAFFLES!” Bytes replied, interrupting me.
So waffles it was I guess and I apparently didn't have a say in the matter.  Not like I was going to put up much of a fight anyway as I kept getting really dizzy every time I tried to get out of bed.  I just ended up crossing my forelegs and waited for Bytes and these so called “amazing” waffles.  Which surprising it didn't take long for her to return.  She just skipped into my room with a steaming plate of waffles that were absolutely saturated in syrup.
I raised an eyebrow.  “Ya know if you were trying to drown those poor things I think you've succeeded,” I snarked.
“Oh shut up and eat the damn waffles,” she replied as she started cutting up the waffle.
I just rolled my eyes and said “Yes Mommph” right as Bytes stuffed a bite of waffle into my mouth.  
Admittedly the waffle was pretty good.  Even the massive amount of syrup bizarrely improved the flavor somehow.  However I had a bad feeling the sugar rush to follow would probably be on the levels of epic.  But I could barely move anyway so I just sat there as she kept stuffing waffle in my mouth like I was some sort of hospital patient.
This continued until I realized she kept making this disappointed face every time she fed me a piece of waffle.  I swallowed my current bite and said “Is something wrong Bytes?”
She pursed her lips and said “No…it's fine.”
“Hmm? What’s wrong?” I questioned.
“It's…it’s just that it’s been so long since I could eat solid food.  I don’t even remember what waffles taste like anymore,” she replied and frowned.
“Umm what happens when you eat solid food?” I said honestly curious.
“If I shallow solid food I usually proceed to violently throw up.  My body isn't designed for that anymore,” she said, frowning more. 
I thought for a second and said “You know you don’t have to shallow it.  You could always just chew it and spit it out afterwards.  There’s a garbage can next to my computer desk.”
She looked puzzled for a second and opened her mouth to say something, but immediately closed it.  She then just sat there thinking before saying “No, I don’t wanna waste your food.”
“Bytes…It’s a single bite of waffle.  I’m pretty sure I can manage,” I replied half narrowing my eyes.
This just caused her to go back to her puzzled look for bit before a large smile spread across her face.  She then plopped the plate of waffles next to me and walked out of the room.  Upon returning she came back with my garbage can and placed it next to herself.  She then picked up a small piece of waffle and stared at it for a second before putting it into her mouth.
Her eyes lit up like a hearts warming eve tree as she started chewing.  “Oh sweet Luna this is delicious!” she said before she spat it out into the garbage can.  To which of course she grabbed a second and third piece and did the same as with the first one.
I looked at her practically hugging herself after each piece.  I don’t think I ever saw somepony so happy to spit out half chewed up waffle pieces.  But I just kept looking at her until I remembered what she said about her and solid food.  “Umm Bytes you may want to slow down there,” I said concerned.
“Iph canph! thiph isph greaph!” she said with her mouth full of waffle.
Now I had no idea what in Tartarus she just said.  So I made the mistake of saying “Ya know you really shouldn't talk with your mouth full.”
Without thinking she swallowed and said “Oh sorry.  I said this is great!”  
I must have made a face because she just said “What?” before it slowly dawned on her.
She proceeded to say “Uh oh” as her eyes widened in shock.   She then stuffed a hoof in front of her mouth and galloped out of my bedroom.  In short order I was then serenaded to the lovely sounds of pure awful coming from the bathroom.  It stopped only long enough for Bytes to say “It was still fucking worth it!” before continuing to produce some really wonderful noises.
After she probably threw up everything she ever ate ever, she then stumbled back into my room still looking pretty sick.  Without a word she made me move over in my bed before getting under the covers herself.  The only movement she made in the next minute or so was to move my garbage can closer to the side of the bed.  
I just chuckled to myself as I wrapped a leg around the shivering Bytes.  I was really afraid to ask what condition our bathroom was in.  Knowing Bytes’ usual dietary habits it probably resembled a violent murder scene from a horror flick.  Well not much I could do about that now, at least she got that out of her system.  But one thing I do know for certain was that Bytes was now banned from waffles.
I don’t remember what happened really after that as I think I must have passed out.  I don’t remember falling asleep.  What I do remember was my head was freaking killing me and I laid down and closed eyes for a second.  Then before I knew it I woke to Bytes snoring right in my ear and drooling all over the pillow.  Wait no she was drooling all over me too.
I sat up, looked at my alarm clock, and tried to shake Bytes awake.  To which she let out a low growl until I shook her harder and said “Bytes wake up.”
“Alright alright I’m up I’m up,” she said after smacking her dry lips a few times.  Her stomach then grumbled probably due to being empty from the day before.  Within a few seconds she looked at me as her eyes started to dilate.
“Ooooh no.  Not that again.  You. Fridge. Now,” I said pointing in the direction of the kitchen.  She gave me a pouty face in response, but I just more firmly pointed again.
“But but yours tastes better,” she said trying to pout even more.
“No! One that pouty face doesn't work when you look like a cat eyeballing a mouse.  And two I still haven’t fully recovered from last time.  So as this mouse wants keep on squeaking.  You. Fridge. Now.”  I said firmly.
“Fiiiiine,” she huffed getting out of bed before adding “Also I'd advise hosing off the bathtub before you use it.  I umm…I didn't make it to the toilet,” as she walked out of the room.
It was going to be one of thoooose mornings.  Well it didn't take me long after getting out of bed to realize that horror flick scene I thought the bathtub was going to be in was pretty spot on.  It was somehow even all over the wall.  But anyway after I cleaned that nightmare out of the bathtub, I took a shower, tossed on one of my black t-shirts, and had a nice healthy breakfast that consisted of a can of Flat Line.  It was then I realized that I rarely actually eat breakfast.  Probably because I’m never up early enough to have it called that.  Oh well the rest of the late morning didn't go too bad as we started to make our tech support rounds.
Everything was going just perfect.  Bytes helped with some issues and kept the stupid at bay.  The problems were actually problems not PEBKAC errors.  They didn't even take that long to fix.   The day was actually shaping up to be pretty good.  Well until I had Bytes go get me another can of Flat Line out of our fridge as I went the next computer issue.
As I was walking down the hall it didn't take long before I had the feeling I was being followed.  At first I thought it was just my imagination until I thought I heard a hoof step that wasn't mine.  I looked around and there was nopony else in this hallway other than me.  So the next corner turn I took I quickly spun around and stomped my hooves a few times.  And just as I suspected a pony walked right around the corner.
I pointed and shouted “AH HA AAHHHHHH!” right as the barrel of a rather large silver revolver was stuffed up against my nose.  I went cross eyed for a moment before I realized there was a very irritated looking Commander Gray Heart holding said gun.  She soon glanced down at my neck and said “That’s a nice looking bandage you got there Dark Net.”
Now I find it reaalllly hard to say anything when I have a gun practically crammed up my nose.  Especially when the mare that’s carrying said gun is known to be trigger happy.  But, I somehow managed to blurt out, “Y-yeah t-thanks.  M-my collar had screwed up and shocked m-me a day ago.”
Her eyes narrowed before she said “Bullshit!” and slammed me up against the nearest wall.  She then quickly leaned in and ripped my bandage off with her teeth.  A second later I felt the barrel of her revolver pointed up under my chin.   I then heard her chuckle to herself before she said “Ya know.  I would've believed you, but shock collars don’t make puncture wounds.  So I’m willing to bet you and that little vampire bitch are getting all cozy huh?”
I looked down and glared at her before growling out, “You stay away from her!”
She just laughed and stuffed the barrel of her gun further into the underside of my chin.   “And what are you going to do about it? Oooh I bet that bite itches like all Tartarus.  I should know,” she said right before she uncovered her left shoulder reveling bite scars all the way up to the base of her neck.  I never really noticed those before probably because she always wore the collar up on her leather trench.
She then covered her shoulder again and said “Now I’m going to tell you a little story and you’re going to listen.  But first, do you know how the vampire infestation got started in this area?”  I just shook my head before she added, “Well it seems those bastards must have buried that fact further than I thought.”
She pushed the gun into my chin again and said “I guess we’ll start from the top to really drive it into your thick head.  The vampires are formed from a blood curse that each of them carry.  The act of them just feeding off you won’t turn you, but the idiot that drinks their blood turns into one of those monsters after a couple of hours.  Nopony at least that I know, knows where the curse originally started from, but we do know how it started here.”
She took a deep breath and continued, “Forget what you may have heard.  It wasn’t caused from greed or lust for power, but a sheer act of desperation from a simple familymare.  She was a doctor of a small village four hundred years ago when an unknown plague ravaged it.  Story goes while she tried to keep it contained, eventually even she started to show signs of the disease along with her husband and children.  That was when the deal with the demon was made.” 
Gray Heart paused only for a few second and continued, “The mare at wits end because nothing she was doing was even remotely helping got visited by a slitted eyed monster.  The monster offered her a cure and all she had to do was let it feed off her.  In a panic she accepted the offer with little hesitation.  So after the creature had its fill it turned her and then told her to feed her blood to her family.  And just like that her family had recovered that night like some sort of magic.  It wasn't until she had ‘cured’ the entire village that she realized the terrible price.”
Her eyes narrowed, but she didn't seem to looking me.  It was more like through me or just focusing on her thoughts.  “When the light of the sun came up the next day half the villagers were reduced to ashes from the sunlight, including her family.  The others that hid were driven mad from blood thirst.  Those very same villagers had then scattered in search of victims to prey upon and so the cycle started.  But that’s not the end of this little tale.  This is where mine starts you see.”
Then I saw something I never thought was possible, Gray Heart eyes’ starts to tear up.  She struggled to keep her steeled composure as she started talking again, “My husband was coming home from work one day when he was attacked.  One of those monsters bit him before they stuffed a bloody leg in his mouth.  At first we thought it was just some cruel prank until the change started to take over.  He really tried to fight it, but the thirst got to be unbearable over the next few days.  So in an effort to protect our son I let him feed off me.”
Tears started to flow down her face.  She then swallowed a few times before continuing her story, “Each day he grew more tormented because he saw how weak he was making me.  Then one day in an act of guilt he brought home a gun that had special silver bullets.  He told me to use it on him if he ever tried to harm anypony.  At first I refused until one day I came home from the market to find him feeding off our son.  I grabbed the gun and told him to stop, but it was too late.  Our…our son had stop breathing.  Whatever was left of my husband that day had begged me to shoot him before I pulled the trigger.  With nothing left to lose, I started this organization to stop this scourge once and for all. 
Gray Heart wiped the tears from her face before pulling out a second revolver.  It wasn't very big, just looked like a smaller version of the one she had pointed at my chin.  She then pulled her gun away from me and shoved the smaller revolver at me.  “This is the very same gun I shot my husband with all those years ago.  Truce or no truce, do us all a favor and shoot that little vampire of yours before she hurts anypony else,” she said before turning and walking away.
After she left I slid down the wall holding the revolver in my forehooves.    My mind went completely blank as I stared at the silver horror in front of me.  Then after sitting there for the better part of twenty minutes I got up and started walking down the hall, still holding the gun.  Tears began rolling down my face as I kept replaying what Gray Heart told me to do.  Bytes wasn't some monster.  She was a friend, no she was more than that.  I couldn't admit it to myself until now, but I loved her.  I didn't care what she was, I really loved her.  She was the only pony I ever got this close to and she made me feel happy even though I was stuck in this living nightmare.  But what I think hurt most of all was that her feeding off me was my idea.  I had tried to save her from Gray Heart only to have her end up in the cross-hairs anyway.
I kept stumbling around corners and I hadn't realized where I was walking to until I ended up at my room's door.  After wiping the tears from my eyes I undid the locks and walked in only to find Bytes in her computer chair staring at the floor.  In a panic I stuffed the revolver I was carrying behind me, but not before Bytes noticed it.
Her eyes looked like she had been crying as she said “What…what ya got there?”
I really tried my best at blocking out my thoughts as I faked a smile.  “Oh…just some…item Gray Heart wanted me to hold-” I started to say, but Bytes interrupted me.
“You don’t have to lie, Dark Net.  I…I heard the whole thing,” she said placing a can of Flat Line on the desk in front of her.  “Do…do you think I’m a monster?  I…I…I won't stop you if you do,”  she looked straight at me with those green slitted eyes before stuffing her face in her hooves.
“Bytes…please don’t cry.  Please…I…please don’t…” I said right before a red hot rage flared in me.   I howled at the top of my lungs before I grabbed my computer monitor and whipped it at my room door.   “IS THIS WHAT YOU FUCKING WANT HUH GRAY HEART?! ” I yelled.  “YOU'RE SO FUCKING MISERABLE YOU GOTTA MAKE EVERYPONY JUST AS MISERABLE AS YOU ARE?!”
I sat down and stared at the revolver in my forehooves as tears flowed down my face.  “Fine. FINE! You want somepony killed you heartless bitch?!  Then fucking fine, but it ain't gonna be Bytes!  It’s…it’s not gonna be her,” I said as I started to lift the gun to my head.
I heard Bytes yell “Dark Net! What are you doing?!”
“Good…good-bye, Bytes.  I…I love you,” I replied with the barrel of the revolver pointed at the side of my head.
I then closed my eyes, but right before I pulled the trigger Bytes screamed “NO!” and tackled me to the ground.  She then slapped the gun out of my hooves before easily pinning me.  “What in fucking Tartarus are you trying to do?!” she yelled in my face.
“You heard the Commander! She wants you dead for feeding off me!  I won’t…can’t fucking do it,” I yelled back as more tears flowed from my eyes.  “You’re the best damn thing that ever happened to me!  I’d rather shoot myself than shoot you!  I can’t…I can’t go back to feeling so…so hollow like I was before.  I…I love you…I just can’t fucking do it…”
She grabbed the sides of my face and yelled “Look at me!”  I closed my eyes and tried turning my head, but she yanked my  head to face her before yelling “LOOK AT ME DAMNIT!”
My eyes were cloudy, but did as she said.  Her green eyes were bloodshot probably from crying as more red tears fell out of them.  She then stared down at me as she said “Well I’m not going to let you do it either because…because…” a sad smile crept up her face, “…because I love you too.”
Bytes took a deep breath and said “You said you felt so hollow.  Well I did too.  I felt like that ever since The Baroness had her goons pin me against that sleazy bathroom wall outside a LAN party right before she sucked the life out of me.  You said before you made a mistake that probably cost you for the rest of your life?   Well this was mine.  I bragged and bragged about my computer skills and got turned into…into this…thing.”
She closed her eyes for a second before she opened them again and continued “At first I thought you were just some arrogant asshole.  Most ponies either hate or are freaked out by me, but not you.  You didn’t give a flying fuck.  You pretty much treated me like a regular pony with a strange eating disorder.  The last three months have been the best days of my life.  I'd wake up to find myself smiling again for no reason at all.”
Red tears started to flow out of her eyes again as she said, “You’re the only pony in ten long years that I ever ‘touched’ because I was afraid of hurting somepony.  You even let me feed off you when I couldn’t control myself.  You let me feed off you for fuck's sake.  I could’ve killed you but you more worried about my safety than your own.  You even had me taste real food just so I could remember what it was like.”
She rubbed her eyes and sniffed a few times.  “So fine.  If you’re going to shoot yourself then you’re taking me with you.  I can’t go back to being without you again.  Because I really love you too,” she said before picking up the revolver next to us.  She then laid down on top of me and put her head to the side of mine.  I then felt her put the gun in my hoof and pointed it at other side of her head.
It would’ve been so easy.  One trigger pull and the bullet would’ve gone right through Bytes before going through me.  Both of us wouldn’t have to worry about this Tartarus pit anymore.  No more worries. No more pain.  But then something happened.   In that horrible dark moment an intense feeling of clarity overtook me.  My eyes went wide open as I realized that I didn’t want all this to just end.  I’d just barely begun to start really living and here I was going to kill myself and the only pony I ever truly loved.  I didn’t know how we were going to make it out of here, but I didn’t care.  I just pushed the revolver away and hugged Bytes with every ounce of strength I had as we bawled our eyes out.
Now I’m not superstitious pony.  I know I’ve heard of weird stories of strange things happening.   It’s usually when there’s no hope to be had anywhere and it just seems that the situation had somehow  wronged existence itself.  So in response existence pushes back in an unpredictable way to fix it.  Now up until this point I’d of said it was a bunch of bullshit until it happened to me.  Something unexpected happened that filled me with both overwhelming joy and one of the most deep seated feelings of terror I’ve ever experienced.  The overhead speaker outside my room squealed three times before saying in a weird flat mare’s voice “Self-destruct protocol activated.  The complex will self-destruct in T minus ten minutes.”
Bytes fumbled off me and screeched “WHAT?! WHAT THE FUCK DOES THAT MEAN?!”
I scrambled to trying to get up and screeched back “IT MEANS WE’RE ABOUT TO BE BLOWN STRAIGHT TO TARTARUS. WE NEED TO GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!”  Then my heart sank into my hooves.  “OH FUCKING CELESTIA!  MY COLLAR!  I CAN’T FUCKING LEAVE THIS PLACE WITHOUT GETTING FRIED!”
Bytes then slammed me back to the ground and whimpered “I really hope this doesn't break all my teeth.”  She then slipped her fangs under my collar and bit down.  After only a second or so of struggling she bit right through the collar and yanked it off me.  As she did that I wondered why we didn't think of doing that sooner, but moral peril overrode those thoughts in a hurry. 
As Bytes was spitting pieces of broken shock collar out of her mouth I said “Alright alright there’s a door at the end of the hall that leads to an small elevator to the surface.  We need to hitch a ride on that thing.  I’ll grab the gun to fight off any awful we might experience.  You go grab a blood bag for the road.”
Without arguing Bytes sped to the kitchen for a blood bag.  But right as she opened the fridge door the kitchen ceiling started to collapse.  Me, powered purely on adrenaline, sped over to Bytes and shoved her out of there before the ceiling fell on me.   My ears rang and my vision started to go black.  I tried to get up, but a burning pain flared from my stomach.  The last thing I heard before passing out was Bytes screaming “DARK NET! NO!”
I don’t know how long I was out before I woke up.  After fighting off a headache I tried to sit up.  As I did I remembered that awful pain I had in my stomach from before, but nothing hurt anymore.  In fact for some reason I felt pretty great.  The only odd thing was my mouth had a weird metallic taste like I've been gnawing on a piece of steel.  Then my tongue started to feel really off for some reason.
I just shook it off thinking it was just shock until I looked up at the sky.  Now it was pretty obvious that it was nighttime, but for some reason the stars were really bright.  Also the moon looked like it was a silver sun hanging in the sky.  Now I know it was a pretty long time since I've seen the night sky, but I don’t remember it ever being like that before.  However, I managed to pry myself from sky when I panicked thinking about Bytes.  I looked around and there she was not far facing away from me.  She was hugging herself and staring straight forward while crying as she rocked back and forth.
She her lips were barely moving, but I heard her loud and clear, “He was dying so I made a choice. He was dying so I made a choice,” and she kept repeating it like it was some sort of chant.  
I was afraid to disrupt her, but I tapped her shoulder and said “Umm Bytes?  Are you okay?”
I noticed my voice came out a bit funny before she spun around.  At first her eyes brightened up but then quickly shifted to fear.  She fumbled on her words, but managed to spit out “Y-y-you w-were dying s-s-so I m-made a c-choice.”  She then pointed at decent sized flat piece of shiny metal half covered in blood.
Now I was still pretty confused by this point until I moved closer to the metal and ran what she said over in my head a few times.   I scratched my head before looking down at my shirt.  The front of it had a hole right in the middle where my stomach was, but I was fine under it.   Then it all clicked into place.  The metallic taste in my mouth, the bright night sky, the part where I wasn't still impaled, it all made sense.  Frantically I grabbed the shiny piece of metal with my hooves and looked my reflection.
My heart sank as I saw a pair of slitted purple eyes staring back at me.  The very same ones I had in my dream.  I then opened my mouth and there sat the same pointed tongue and pointed canine teeth from the dream as well.   Bytes’ statement made a lot more sense now.  I was dying so in an effort to save me she turned me into the very same thing she hated most about herself.  The piece of metal fell out of my hooves as my mind overloaded and went blank.
The only thing I thought of to do was just walk over to Bytes and sit down.  After a minute of silence Bytes spoke up, “I’m…I’m so so sorry.  I didn't know what else to do.  You had that piece of metal in you and you were bleeding out all over the place.  I…I didn't know what else to do.”
I sighed trying figure out how to talk properly with two new pointy teeth.  Then just as I was about to say something I saw a glint of something right in front of Bytes.  After looking closer, it was the small revolver Gray Heart gave me.  I sort of knew the answer to this question, but I asked anyway,  “Umm Bytes.  Why’d you bring the gun?”
She looked away from me and said “Sometimes a pony is too far gone to turn.  I…I just couldn't go on without you so I…I…” but couldn't finish what she was trying to say.  She didn't have to, I already knew.  I wrapped a leg around her back, but as I was about to move closer I heard some coughing behind me.
As I spun around I saw it was Commander Gray Heart.  Her mane was charred and the right side of her face was covered in blood.  Upon noticing us she yanked out the big sister version of the revolver I had in my possession and pointed it at us.  Her eyes twitched as she growled out, “I knew you couldn't do it!  IT WAS YOU! YOU DID IT! YOU…you…” but it trailed off for a second.  Then her face changed into pure rage as she looked at us or more likely me.  “YOU FUCKING IDIOT!  YOU HAD HER TURN YOU?!” she screamed as us.
I swallowed hard and said “Y-you don’t understand.  The ceiling collapsed on me.   She didn't have a choice.” 
“YOU WOULD'VE BEEN BETTER OFF DEAD!” she yelled back in response.  “WELL I GUESS I BETTER FIX THAT!”
But right as she was about to take aim her eyes went from rage filled to surprise.  As I looked closer I saw the point of a sword sticking out her chest.  Then I saw somepony behind her, but didn't recognize them until they spoke.  
“You've been a thorn in my side for far too long,” said Baroness Von Frosty herself.   I then saw her lean in closer to Gray Heart’s ear and say “Say hello to that husband of yours I turned all those years ago,” right before she twisted the sword's blade.
Gray Heart tried to fight but only for a second before collapsing lifeless on the ground.  And while I didn't like her in the least, watching her die like that reaaallly pissed me off.   “You’re the one that turned her into that…that monster?! Also what about the other vampire faction?! You needed her!” I yelled.
The Baroness didn't even look the slightest bit angry.  She just tipped her head back and laughed and laughed and laughed.  “HAHAHA you foolish little colt.  There IS no other faction. There never was.  It was purely a façade to get at her,” she said pointing at the body of Gray Heart.  “Years ago I had a bit of enjoyment turning her husband.  Oh watching those poor…little…dears suffer really warmed my heart.  I hear he even ate his own son HA!  But she had to go and become a problem.  Oh well problem solved.”
I was absolutely fuming as I screamed “WHY WOULD YOU DO THAT?!”
She tilted her head and laughed before saying “HA such a silly little colt.  I’ve been doing this for almost four hundred years! Boredom becomes an absolute bother when you can’t die.  So every so often I destroy happy little families like the one I had.  It’s an absolute delight watching them suffer like I did.”
The gears in my head spun for a bit until I remembered what Gray Heart told me.  I narrowed my eyes and said “Waaaait a moment.  Four hundred years?  You’re the familymare doctor that started this whole mess to begin with aren’t you?!”
To her credit she was taken back for a moment and looked honestly surprised.  “Well well well! It seems there are a few who do remember.  You’re a smart one you are.  At first when I met you I was just going to drain you dry for your insolence.  But seeing as Bytes turned you, you’ll make an excellent little hound of mine.  And your face, ooooh so fierce.  I’ll have to keep you on a short leash heh heh.  Do make sure he comes back with you Bytes…or else,”  she said before she turned around and started walking away.
At this point I was so angry I could barely see straight.  She was the one that started this whole mess to begin with.  Who knows how many lives she ruined or destroyed in her awful existence?  She really was the type of monster that Gray Heart had been gunning for.  This was not going to continue. This was for Gray Heart and the countless others like her.  I picked up the small revolver next to Bytes, took aim, and pulled the trigger.
The gun flared and The Baroness stumbled for a second before putting a hoof to her chest.  She then turned her head and looked at me with eyes full of fear.  She must have realized that she had made a terrible lapse in judgment.  She said she couldn’t die and was stupid enough to actually believe it.  So I wasted no time and emptied the other five chambers on her.
She did manage to dodge one but the other four hit their mark.  Not bad shooting for somepony who only fired a gun a few times.  I guess playing all those first pony shooters really do pay off from time to time.  Either way little miss ice block collapsed to the ground and tried crawling away.  Now I’m not a cold hearted pony and I don’t enjoy watching others suffer like this.  But in her case I just didn’t feel sorry for her in the least.  I just grabbed Gray Heart’s large silver gun before strolling up to her and pointing it at her face.
But just as I was about to empty the gun on little miss demon spawn, Bytes walked up next to me.  And you know what? It just didn’t feel right.  So I smirked, flipped the gun around, and passed it to Bytes.  She looked at me in confusion before I said “Make it memorable.”  And it was actually a bit interesting when Bytes’ face went from pure confusion to one of the most evil grins I ever witnessed.
Bytes then grabbed the gun, thought for a second, and said “This is for turning me against my will!” before unloading the first round.
She then said “This is for forcing me to turn Dark Net!” and unloaded the second round.
She then said “This is for everypony else you ever turned!” and unloaded the third round.
However at this point Bytes seemed to lose her train of thought before she said “And this…this…Ahh you know what?! Fuck it! This is for fucking everything else!  I hope you rot in Tartarus you frosty hearted bitch!” and unloaded the gun on The Baroness until it just clicked.
Bytes just sat there pulling the trigger until I took the gun away from her.  Shortly afterwards The Mighty Baroness just crumbled to dust and blew away in the wind.  And I have to say it again, I just didn't feel sorry her.  At least she couldn't hurt anypony anymore.
But as for Bytes and myself?  Well us having at least a bit of compassion for Gray Heart we discovered where her husband and son were buried and buried her next to them.  Then after that we decided this little underground war needed to stop.  So we grabbed whatever piece of tech we could get our hooves on in the old Heart Stake complex.  It seemed that when The Baroness set off the self-destruct it malfunctioned somehow and collapsed only half the place which was fortunate.  But anyway after we setup up a base of operations we hacked into the late Baroness’s computer network and downloaded everything.   Then combined with all the information we could get from the Heart Stake’s computers we uploaded everything to the net using random proxies.
In the matter of hours the net exploded until it eventually spilled over into the real world.  For five straight years Equestria was thrown into a state of chaos that would've brought a tear to Discord’s eye.  However the end result was worth it.  In all the madness and disorder the world actually had to acknowledge that vampires existed.  Support groups and shelters were setup to help with the issue and eventually it all just evened out.
The best part was that nopony figured it out that it was me and Bytes that did the initial drop of information.  Well almost nopony anyway, because you know when you dream the same dream for several years straight the Princess of The Night sooner or later visits you?  Yeah, she really wasn't happy for the methods we used, but she didn't seem to judge us as much as I was thinking she was going to.  Turns out she was the original progenitor of this vampire blood curse from her old Nightmare Moon days and she didn't know how to fix it.  And well being she felt pretty guilty for what happened to Bytes and myself, her and her sister promised not to bust us in exchange for a favor every so often.
But anyway I got a can of Flat Line with my name on it and a certain wife of mine named “Bytes” that needs a major humbling in “Hooves and Steel”.  Heh maybe I’ll finally beat her after all these years.  Either way, Dark Net signing off.
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			Author's Notes: 
In an effort to end this story on a good note this is the longest chapter I have ever written on this website so far.  It was completely worth it. I really hope everyone enjoyed Byte Nights.
P.S. For anyone that does not know what PEBKAC stands for it is "Problem Exists Between Keyboard And Chair".


	