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Part one

Night

Keitei Colton

A night that's filled with despair,

So deep that no hope is possible.

So far flung that it seems

An impossibility that it will be found

Total despair takes over,

Until we are fed of grief and rage,

Rage for the light to return.

But the hope never will.

The rage only creates sparks,

Until no emotion can be felt.

Finally, content with the world,

The light starts to return,

There's hope once again.
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Chapter One

The End

Fear filled the night; the night was supposed to be peaceful, until the mayhem ensued.  Some people would live on in the village of Potevka in the morning and others would not.  The life of one 16-year-old boy would change forever.

Pounding heart, quick breath, and adrenaline rushing through his body, Angelus pushed his legs faster and harder.  The fear of what was behind him seemed to be overwhelmingly terrifying.

The snow lightly fell on this Christmas night.  The streets were quiet and the streets were covered in a little bit of snow as Angelus burst out of his house.  He had no idea where the monster stalked; but he wished for his angel to help.

This angel of his looked different from the ones painted in the pictures.

She was tall with a slight tan and long black and brown hair that reached to the backs of her knees.  The angel always wore black leggings, a dark fur shirt and a woven corn stalk fiber cap.  There was something primitive about her that Angelus couldn't explain.   Nameless, she stood for him around the corner.

A blast of wind shot Angelus in the face.  Angelus squeezed his eyes shut and ran blindly forward.  When he was able to open his eyes again, she disappeared.  It was just an illusion.  He had to keep running, running, running...  He had to forget why his angel had vanished from him.  He needed to forget that he would die soon.  He must to forget everything but his name and the languages that he knew to keep himself alive.  The bitter cold of the winter months was harsh.  Especially now that the eternal ball of light seemed to have disappeared so long ago.

Angelus shivered as he ran in his nightgown made of wool.  He needed to wait, or run.  He couldn't wait until the sun rose above the horizon.  That would be a while; the sun had just set a couple hours ago.

Looking over his shoulder, Angelus checked to see if he was being followed.  His breath caught as he saw the silhouette of a figure behind him, coming up fast.
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Something made Angelus stumble and fall headlong onto the cobblestone street.  Blood filled his mouth.  Struggling not to scream and cry out in pain and fear for his life, he kept the horror at bay by millimeters.  He needed to keep quiet so that no one else would suffer his same fate.  He pushed himself onto his back.  The monster was on top of him, teeth bared, growling hungrily.  The wind blew in gusts, every time the wind picked up slightly, hair covered Angele’s eyes for an instant.  His heart picked up in speed as it leaned in.

This is going to be it, Angelus thought.  I'm going to die on this most holy of nights.  He locked his eyes closed so that he wouldn’t have to see how close the demon got to his throat.

A grunt brought Angelus' eyes opening with surprise, wanting to know.  He just saw the sky clearing overhead, the twinkling of the stars and the wall of the house where he had fallen.  He pushed himself up on his elbows.  The creature had left him.  He knew that his angel wouldn't no couldn't have been able to do that.  Was this a trick? Would it come back? Was any of this for real?

A low hiss behind him startled Angelus.  He turned swiftly and saw another one of them, standing perfectly still in a defensive crouch.  Could this city have been overrun as well as the countless others?

Their numbers were growing masses each day.  This place was Angele’s last hope of not being in danger.  But that frail shell of hope had shattered tonight.  The world had changed so completely, although nothing really physical had changed.

The terror was still there, same with the turning of the world.  The only thing that had changed was that Angelus survived.  He was grateful for the stranger who looked and acted like one of them.

When he looked back at the monstrous savage of a savior and he took a double take.  It looked like his angel!

"How did you find me? Did you save me from the monster?" Angelus demanded excitedly of his angel.


"I am one of those you fear; but I will never hurt you." She said in a soft sigh that 
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sounded off, like she wasn't a native speaker.  She walked past him, her movements flowing into one another.

"Wait!" he cried in desperation.  "Don't leave me!" Hysteria shook his body.

"Are you not afraid of a monster like me?" she asked with wariness, almost dead inflection, in her voice.

"No."

"You should be."

"Why?"

"Because I'm not the person you are looking for.  I am only a guide."

"You're much more than that to me.  I hope every day that I will see you again.  I am in much agony when you are not here."

"I am a wanderer, a nomad of sorts; I never stay in one place for very long."

"But you have been here for a generation, watching over us."


"That's because I have been waiting for you, little dreamer."

"Why?"

"You are different than everyone else."

"I'm not different, or a creamer."

"Don't do that to yourself.  It'll help you look at life."

"Just don't leave."

"I won't leave you, Angelus.  Let me help you up." She extended her hand out to offer the help.

Angelus grasped her glove covered hand and got up.

"I don't believe that you're a monstrous being." said Angelus plainly.

"You don't believe me?" the pretty woman asked.

"That's right.  I just can't see you being evil." He told her.

"You shouldn't have said that." She smiled without much energy to it.

"How?"

"There is one thing you should know first."

"What?"
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"I am a super breed of this `monster`"
"Huh? I don't understand what you're trying to say to me."

"You will not be able to go back to your family.  Can you accept that?"

"Huh?"

"Say goodbye to your old life, and prepare for a new one."

She leaned forward slowly.  The features on her face were slightly distorted from her lips pulling back over her teeth.

"What are you doing?" Angelus didn't want to hurt the woman, but he was confused why she was acting so strange.

The swiftness of her teeth sank into the vein in his neck.  The venom didn't hurt, but the blood pumping to keep up the circulation in his head went faster and dripped onto the snow.  His heart beat frantically, not wanting him to slip under the current.  The woman laid him gently on the ground, sitting by his head.  His conscious faltered and fell into the blackness that engulfed him so completely.  The deed was done, and there was no going back.
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Chapter Two

Gone

Nothing would have prepared Angelus for the next thing that he would have never wanted to see.  He didn’t want to become one of them, yet he was.  Unwillingly, he had changed into something that he hate with deep loathing.  But Keki was right.  Now he truly was unable to go back to his old life of peace and knowledge.  

Still he moved on, and every day, he found himself in a new place and mainly traveling by night.  Today the light was dim and the road was treacherous.  Rock extended high above Keki and Angelus.

There was no visible sun in the sky.  It was not easy for Angelus to travel with Keki.

She was strict and absolutely a fast traveler.  The way she ran was different from anyone else that he had seen in the last two months.

The clothes that he wore on his back and legs were thin, but very durable.  The clothes were made out of grass blades and okapi fur.  But Angelus loved Keki immensely.  Even though he had met thousands of people who knew Keki, yet he still found no one else that he wanted to love.  Of course there were many beautiful women.

In the process of traveling so much, he learned about the land he walked on, the water that he drank and the plants he ate.  Even though Keki and he defied who they really were, Angelus still felt strange being around the true Ishtar.
Keki had started calling him Kogoshima and he was accustoming to the name now.  But he had no idea why Keki had started to call him that.  He guessed that it would have just seemed like a compliment from her.

The moon rose up and the temperature started to drop drastically.  The colors were changing and everything was getting shifty.  The fear of another attack seemed imminent.  Angelus was hard of hearing, so he relied on Keki a lot to hear for him. Although, he still could hear some things for himself.

Yet, for some odd reason, Keki never needed help.  Most of the time, he got the strange sensations that Keki wanted to ask him.  Yet Keki was too stubborn to admit or ask anything.  For some reason, Angelus still loved Keki beyond compare.

The anxiety that Angelus was trying to hide got the best of him.

"Calm down, Angelus," Keki called back to him.
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"How did you--?”

"You're scent has changed," She explained.

"Oh."

"And I wanted to stop here tonight in this cave." Keki pointed

Angelus followed her into the cave and sat down.  Keki pulled out a mat of an animal skin.

At that moment Angelus realized what he had gotten himself into a couple months back.  The mat had always been the fur on Keki's shoulders.  Yet she had a short shirt that had no sleeves and fit to her body perfectly.

She was muscular and thin.

"What did you want to ask me?" Angelus asked, after his momentary distraction had passed.  He hoped it was the question that always seemed to be on the tip of Keki's tongue.

"What would you do if I were to leave for a few weeks?  I mean, we would go our separate ways for a little while." Keki proposed.

"No! I won't allow you to leave me." Angelus shouted.

"Why?" Keki demanded.  “I would do it anyway. I fear that you are becoming too attached to what you think is peace.”

"I've only started to get to one you.  I don't want you to leave me so soon." Angelus explained in a low voice that his ears couldn't hear.  “You were my only friend for the longest time.”

"I'll come back, I promise for all of eternity that I will come back."

"Not by me."

"You don't know how to fight me off.  I can get passed you much more quickly than you'd believe.  And if you want me to leave so badly, why didn‘t you say so?"

"No you couldn't.  That‘s not what I meant, I want to be with you forever, and nothing can change that."

"Yes I can do it need be."

“Please Keki.  I don't know what to do without you."

"Yes you do.  I have confidence in you."

"But I don't know anything to survive with.  This is insanity, why do you have to leave me now?"

"because it’s time for you to explore life on your own.  Yes, you do have the necessary 
skills to survive.."  
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"No, I don't."

"Can you believe that I taught you to live off the planet, to go a different way?  Our perspective on life is different than everyone else’s.  Remember that: Don't forget that I will always be there for you...  never let your passions die.  Let your imagination be your guide, and don't hold back in life."

"Don't go!"

But she was already gone.  The pain of it all was overwhelming and impossible to bear.  Angelus knew that he couldn't starve himself.  Or do anything alone.  Tears welled up in Angelus’ eyes as he watched the light breeze play with the grass.

The world he thought he knew burned in front of him, and he didn’t do anything to stop it.  Grief for what he had lost took over him.
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Chapter Three

Found

Angelus stayed in the cave for days, mourning the lose he had to bare.  The sorrow for his long lost love ached and ripped at his insides, but never completely consumed him.  The love he had for Keki didn’t seem important after the few days of grieving for her.

During those long hours, he had had a good deal of time to think of what he had done, what he would do, and where his path would take him.  The rippling of hope came back bit by bit.  At last, he was able to push himself up and start moving again.  Nothing would ever effect him like this.  This would be the only time that he would let to despair leave him to solidarity.

Shattered peace didn’t seem normal, but almost felt right.  Angelus didn’t care that he was different, all he knew was that he was.  But during one of his night’s stay at a little village’s inn, something unusual happened.

The dream that came to him during the night didn’t make sense.  It was as if he could see through someone else’s eyes.  They stalked up on a slight figure that had long dark hair.  From the looks of it, whoever they were seemed to know where to go to find the perfect ambush spot.

The person crouched down behind a bush, peering between bushes.  Once the woman passed, he rose slowly, creeping quickly over the rough terrain.  A club connected with the woman’s skull and she fell to her knees.  More came to join him in the senseless beating of her.  When most of it was done, all but one backed away a few paces.  The man in the center of the small circle bent down and took out a small switchblade.

He cut through the thin fabric of her shirt to reveal her chest.  The fabric fell away from the body easily.  Another removed the short fur overcoat and backed to his position in the circle.  The man with the drawn knife slashed across the woman’s throat and stabbed it into her chest, in between her showing breasts.  Pulling back, they laughed at the bleeding corpse at their feet. After this brutal act, they left her in the rising light of the sun, to be found, dead or alive.  The coat dropped to the ground a short distance for the mutilated woman.

Angelus woke, startled.  The panic he felt for the woman seemed to overcome home and that’s all he could think of.  He yearned to get to her in time so that she could live.  The fury would come later, indefinitely.  The clothes of his days travels lay on the floor next to the bed.  Angelus quickly got dressed and nearly ran into the wall as he tried to get to the fatally injured woman.

The mountain path was smooth, until he got to the top of the mountain and the stench of blood hit him like a slap to the face.

He was furious. How could anyone do that? Beat a defenseless woman for fun?  There was no question about it, he had do save her.  But would he get to her in time?  He didn’t know and he didn’t care. People who took pleasure in beating others senseless was maddening.

But he had no idea that it would be Keki that he would save…Angelus charged down the perch to save that woman that he had seen injured for no apparent reason except for man’s cruel way of beating things into submission.  That was wrong. So terribly wrong.

The trail down the rocky As he  face of the mountain was steep and loose.  Yet Angelus proceeded down it at a quicker pace than he normally would have taken it, but he had to get to her.  Whoever had done this was going to pay…

But when he got to the bottom of the mountain, the nasty sight of the brutal beating was hard to take.  As Angelus drew closer, he saw some familiar features about the person. This couldn’t be the person he was thinking of, right?  Each step his sheer horror at the person of whom he knew became more promenade. 

Would a few people be so belligerent to beat up an immortal? Especially one who couldn’t die without them dying as well.

Yet, not many people knew that little fact, but still…As he drew closer, a new scent his the air. It was like blood, but stronger, like it was pouring out of a body.  Angelus sank to his knees as he neared the head.  It was the person that he was thinking of.  They had left Keki out here to die.

But of course, she wouldn’t die.  She was too tough for that.

“Angelus… how did you know?” she croaked.

“Don’t speak,” Angelus told her.

“There’s one thing you should know…”

“What?”

Her eyes focused on him, like she could see and then rolled back into her head.

Chapter Four

Kidnapped

When Keki came to, she was already healed from the incident just a few hours previous.  Coughing and spluttering, she sat up and felt around her.  It looked as if she were trying to figure out where she was or like a child searching for a lost toy under the bed.  In a moment, the searching stopped.

“Well, hello there, Angelus: she said cheerfully.

“How did-/” Angelus began to ask.

“Your presence upon the earth is quite amazing to me.” she explained.

“Oh,”

“Did you ever hear my story?”

“Your story?”

“Of my life up until now?

“No, I don’t.”

“Would you like to find out?”

“Sure,” Angelus sighed.  At least it would keep his mind off things for the moment.

“it all started when I was born.  I wasn’t supposed to be born on the day that I did.  Yet I found a way to survive through my first five years of life with many hardships.    It always seemed like accidents to me, until I found out one night that some of the boys setting up things for me to trip on during the next day.

“”That’s when I became more aware of what was going on. They all wanted me to die, just because I was born on the wrong day.  It seemed cruel to me, but I had to get enough courage every day just to put up with the torture over every little thing.  This life wasn’t easy, and somehow I got through.  But when I turned five, my own mother tried to drown me in a near by river.

“Something happened to make me believe that I wasn’t normal.  I struggled to get my life back.  But I couldn’t, no matter how hard I tried.    The days got harder to bare through.  I was sighted throughout my human life, and I can remember some colors from that time, but most of the colors were tinted with the color of my own blood.  No one seemed to care for me at all.

“Living seemed to be so much harder than just giving up and dying every day of my life. I didn’t want to give up.  The cycle of my life continued up until I was 18 years old.

“At that age, I thought the entire world hated me for what I was  The gifts that I had never seemed to help me. I loathed everyone around me as they loathed me.  Yet, my 18th birthday, I was walking back from the river back to the tribe.  I never made it back to the rest of them.  Someone, or something came up behind me and attacked.

“After they were done with me, I was tossed as if I were a leave into the river.  I couldn’t move, nor see what was going on.  What paralyzed me was my own fear of what had just happened. But I knew my body well enough that I would get through this. I had done this in the past.  The air escaped from me and I knew that I wasn’t going to be saved, even my body couldn’t hold up to the numb sensation that ran through my body.

“I didn’t want to die, but I knew that I had to.  My people were the only thing that I knew, and I knew that they needed to pick on me to get out their aggravation and irritation with anyone else.  But I was unhappy being with them  The darkness took me and I hoped that I was did, only a small part of me held onto the hope that I would live on.

“The next thing I knew, I coughed up water and a surface was beneath me.  That wasn’t heaven, I was sure of that. I had heard of what heaven was, but I didn’t think I was there. I hadn’t done enough good things to deserve to go there.  Unless… I considered the possibilities that I might not have died or I was in hell.

“Either way, I was damned to one place for the rest of my existence, and nothing could change that.  When I opened my eyes, all I could see was the light above me and the darkness that surrounded me.

“I didn’t choose this life. It chose me.  Whether I chose to accept it or not, I couldn’t escape it.  I am in this for life.  When I tried suicide, nothing I did worked.  Everything from drowning myself to cliff diving, nothing went as planned.

“If I’m ever or was harsh to you, I was just trying to show you affection and give you and easier time than I got it.  But I won’t take back what I did.”

Keki was a person who did have feelings, but were not easily shown.  Angelus hadn't realized that Keki was such a caring person.  She would always come back, like she said she would, but in different forms.  Even if she got killed, she would try and come back to say goodbye.

The guilt that tripped up Angelus now was due to the things he was going to say to her before she told him the story.

The story was terrible enough on its own, but Keki had told him what had happened.  She had the most terrible beginning life.  It was worse than his.  Her human life was rocky.  Yet, she was still capable for love when she was nearly stripped of her identity.

During the following nights after Keki had told her story; Angelus just moved silently along with her to a new and safe locations.  The silence didn't bother Keki.  She was already too used to it as it was.

Yet, the one night that they didn't move, they regretted.

"Keki? What's wrong?" Angelus asked, worried.

Silence.

"Keki? Tell me what's going on!"

"Shah! They'll hear you.  Keep it down."

"Who are they?"
"Shah!"

Keki got slowly to her feet and came into a guarded, defensive pose.  Angelus’ breath pick-up and became staggered.

Keki gasped and disappeared into the darkness.

"Keki?" Angelo’s panicked whisper screeched.

"Ah, she's not alone.  You there, tie him up and bring him with us.  He could be valuable for us."

The small flickering flame blew out.  Angelus didn't know what was going on, he just wanted out.  Someone grabbed Angelus from behind.  He struggled, yet to no avail.  Something else hit him on the head and everything went darker than the darkest black.

Chapter Five

Escape: Unknown

What was happening? It was too dark.  Angelus couldn't hear where he was or if there was any light.  He didn't know where Keki was.

Is this the end of my new life, already?
The memories back to the days alone, and he did remember that he had developed the sensitivity in his feet.  Keki had tried to teach him the way she saw.  That was the way to figure out where he was, the light amount, heartbeats, and the little movements.

Angelus struggled, not letting on that he was trying to see with his feet.  There was something rough, yet very pliable.  The knots and twists were grooved into it.  Could it be wood?

"Stop moving, idiot," a raspy, hard voice snapped.  "Don't let what Keki's fate be yours."

Oh lord, she was dead, Keki was dead.  The panic was overwhelming and terrifying to think about.  But he couldn't get the images of what would have happened to make her like this? His breath kept on catching as he tried!-every to terms with the news.

"Let him go!" another voice growled.

"Anyone with you is considered to powerful."

"Why?"

"Because you destroyed his establishment on your own.  We think that you want to build up an army."

"Why would I want to make an army? Especially since I can defeat anyone who comes."

"We got you."

"I let you, so that I could protect him."
"Like it matters what you were doing, he's still here."

"Let him go!"

"I'll let him see, but its going to cost you."

Angelus gulped.  "Don't let me see.  I don't want to hurt Keki."

"Awe, how sweet.  He feels love for the mutant," the voice snickered.

"She isn't a freak."

"Do you even know what she has done while she was reborn?"
"No, and I don't care."

"Big mistake, buddy."

"Why?"

"Keki is stronger than any other vampire alive."

"I don't believe that."

"She can tell you.  I am the sole remaining person who survived the hunting party out looking for her.  Not to destroy her, but to recruit this little freak."

"I don't believe you."

"You are a liar, Carlyle."

"Oh, am I? “

"There were only 3!"

"Yes, yes there were.”

"I know one of them was not you.”

"How can you tell?"

"The way you walk and run."

"I don't get it."

"The beat and the rhythm, it is different for everybody."

"How can you tell? You can't see!"

"I use my extra ability to see for me."

"Immortals don't have extra abilities."

"Yes we do," Angelus interjected.  "Well, some of us, but not all of us."

"Liar." He hissed

"It's true.  I've seen a few abilities in my time, in the short time that I've been here." Angelus retorted.


Silence in Angelus’ ears for far too long.  All he could tabling that they were whispering in such low voice that he would have been able to hear it anyway.  If his heart would have been pounding, it should have, but it wasn't.  He also wished that he was able to hear better than he could now.

It was now that Angelus how much he was missing.  At that moment, Angelus was crushed by grief and mental torment.  He was such an idiot because he hadn't noticed before.  He was different and no matter how hard he tried, he would never be able to get what he lost a chance to get back.  He was blinded by his own love for Keki.  He felt like a complete loser at the game of life if he hadn't realized that almost six months after his new start at life.

"Angelus! Snap out of it," hissed Keki.

Angelus realized that he was hypervenalating loudly.  His breathing slowly decreased until he stopped breathing.

"Angelus, stop trying to scare me." rasped Keki.

"I'LL try," Angelus replied.  What was with Keki? Every time she spoke, he felt calm.

"Calm it down, Angelus," Keki rushed urgently.  It wasn't soothing at all.

"Keki."

"What's this? Did little Keki find true love after What? 700 years?" The second voice mocked.

"At least I found something worth living for." Keki responded.

"You took the longest to find at least lust, if not love."

"At least I found something."

"But can it be enough?"

"For what? Him, no! Don't hurt him!"

"Why shouldn't I? You'll be here to see."

"Please no! Not again! Anything but that again!"

"What? You never got over the first time? Please, you're pathetic and a waste of space.  The only thing worse than death is exactly what you are going through and you still haven't snapped.  Maybe you need more pain to fill that empty whole in what you call a heart."

"At least I try to prevent what is going on out there"

"But you aren't good tenuous.  You are worthless to the extreme.  You will never do any Plus, you are stupid for creating a new one.  Do you know what that means" There is another one like you out there somewhere in the world that makes it solo much harder to kill both of you."

Angelus wished beyond the feeble hope that he had, that Keki and himself would be released.  But his Wishes were denied a chance to spread.

"Although it is temping to let the both of you go; I can't do that.  My employer won't allow that.  I'm sorry about this, but I only have one option; to kill you," The mysterious voice of Carlyle continued.  "Open your eyes, Angelus, or let Keki suffer."

Keki can't suffer because of me.  I can't let her get hurt.  Angelus opened his eyes and immediately wished he hadn't.

The place was small, bare and fire lit.  Blind he could see was the firelight walls that curved around him, and a higher lettuce above him that was completely dark.  As he looked down, he saw fire, boiling water, and something else that disturbed him.  His clothes had been torn and frayed in awkward places.  There was also a rope around his torso and arms.

"Nice place isn't it?" asked Carlyle.  "Sorry about your clothes though.  we had some difficulty with the fire around this place."

"The boss just gave the orders to proceed to letting them go on the one condition." the raspy voice cooed.

"Stand down, Fredrick." snapped Carlyle.  Why did the name Fredrick sound familiar? "Keki...Angelus...  Here is the offer.  If you two can fight off our boss, then you will be able to go free."

"And if we refuse?" Keki said, coldly.

You both shall die."

Angelus felt the smallest feeling of relief.  If he were to die, Keki would be with him.

"What is your decision?"

"We die." Keki replied calmly.

"Fine, then."

Keki sprang up and clung to Angelo’s back.  The oddest sensation went through Angelus.  It felt like he was being pulled apart into a million different places.  This made it impossible.  Then, with sudden recline, he could breathe again.

"Angelus?" coughed Keki.

"What...what...what happened?" stammered Angelus.

"I used man own method of escape.  It is quite hard with someone else."

"What do you mean?"

"I travel through the elements that we have around us."

"How?"

"It is my abilities.  It took a solid two centuries to get a hang of these things that I have."

"Why do you have them?"

"Because of my tribe.  I lived on the world so much that I became one with this planet."

"What happened after yr...  tribe was no longer with you?"

"I wandered, lost.  I tried to ignore them, but I realized how much I needed them."

"What do you mean?"

"While I was with my tribe, I didn't even use my extra abilities because I didn't need them.  I could still see."

"How come you can't see anymore?"

"I think it was the fire that did it.  It burned my eyes to cinders."
Chapter Six

Fighting Again

Why did this have to happen to people? What did they do to deserve this kind of punishment? Why, how, how come? These questions bothered Angelus into silence.

"Come on, fool," Keki ordered.  "We need to keep moving so that they don't find us."

"Why do they hate you so much?" Angelus asked nervously.

"I killed the royalty.  I was younger than you are now when I did it.  I was too strong for my own good.  They had never seen a young one fight so well and fast like me."

"Why do not think you were stronger than normal?"

"I believe that it was my people who caused that.  My people were a fighting of sorts.  I could have been weaker if I wasn't born to these people."

"We need to get going."

"Did you see something?"

"No, just a bad feeling."

"Let's go."

Angelus and Keki got to their feet.  Moving slowly at, they walked, then running at half speed moving to full speed.  Their surroundings flew by.  Everything got whiter and rocky.  The mountains became shorter and disappeared altogether.  The polar ice cap looked craggy, yet majestic and powerful.  Suddenly, Keki stopped without warning.

Angelus skidded to a stop and walked back to Keki.  The wind lightly blew against their faces as they stood motionless.

"Why are we here?" Angelus asked.

"Held on," Keki told him.  The earth started to rumble, shake and get higher around them.  The light disappeared once their heads were below the surface of the ice.

Angelus didn't even realize that he was sliding down a tunnel.  The lights were changing colors were flashing was too quickly for him to even realize that light flickered by.  Before long, moving downward had stopped.

"Kogoshima? Are you okay?" Keki's voice whispered.

"Yeah, I think so." Angelus replied.

"You better know if you're okay or not."

"Well I would be sure if you weren't yelling at me all the time!" hissed Angelus.  This anger was unlike him.

"Well, its not my problem if you are overly compassionate for an inshore!"
"I don't care about your past!"

"I hate you."

"I hate your family, tribe, whatever."

"Well… well"

"Well what? You don't want to be with me anymore? I don't care! You've left me before, why wouldn't you do it again?"

"I thought you had the best chance of learning a new language.  You just seemed so good."

"How am I supposed to learn that language if I don't know someone who is constantly there!"  Keki took in a quick, short breath.  "I don't even know why I even came back to see if you were ok.  I would have saved myself a lot of grief."

"Grief! Grief! Do you regret your new life as well?"

"No, but I do regret ever loving you."

"I gave you life, I can just as easily take it away."

"I would like to see you try!"

Keki’s next movement confused Angelus. It looked like she was a snake in a human’s body, but then she disappeared.  The shifting of a boulder to open more light twitched and stood still.  He couldn’t get out, but he could fight and beat her.  That looked like his only option.  So this would be how it would end.

Chapter Seven

Loathing

Tempers rising, hatred consuming, death was on the horizon for one of them.

Keki was the experienced fighter who could strike in a fraction of a second.  While on the other hand, Angelus was brutishly strong and witted, if that would do him any good.  It was almost certain that Angelus was going to die.

The friendship they had was gone, further than the celestial moon in the sky that he might no longer see if he did.  not win.

Angelus knew he had heart, but also knew that Keki had fire power.  And both of them were not going to lose to the other.

Angelus placed his right fist on the ground and lifted the rest of his body by that one hand.  With one leg straight up, he came crashing down on his backside.  Squashed beneath Angele’s one leg, Keki had hit the ground on her belly, almost spread-eagled.  As much pleasure as it brought Angelus, Keki was trained to fight her way out of any situation, even if it meant death or killing someone that she loved.  Yet, her heart was not there in the fight.  It never appeared to be there when Angelus had seen Keki practice fights with him months ago.

Pain stabbed through his heart.  If he killed her, he would lose the one thing he couldn't live without.  This tortured him worse than the thoughts of the monsters that had chased him the night he had changed.  He needed to kill her, but didn't feel like he had it in himself to do it.  But he hated that she seemed like a compassionless shrew that was bent on merciless destruction of the world.

Her people were absolutely savage and cruel.  Angelus was glad that he wasn't a son of theirs.  From what he had heard from Keki, they seemed to have no sense of right or wrong.  It seemed like all they knew how to do was fight their enemies and survive of nothing.  How had they survived?

Angelus was working himself between two emotions; hate/anger and confusion.  But he knew he couldn't hesitate even for a second to let Keki strike at him.

Angelus got up carefully up and turned his voice on Keki.  He walked away from her.  The ultimate price that was on par with death.  Yet the only thing that had died was their friendship…

He would swear to himself that he would never follow Keki’s diet of plants ever again.  Besides, they tasted nasty and didn’t do him much good anyway.

Chapter Eight

Changed

This was what it was like to be one of the normal vampires.  Drink blood of innocent people and hide during the day.  Angelus liked this life style much better than the one he had with that dastardly person.

But, there was a small part of Angele’s mind that regretted for leaving her so suddenly.  Now that he had less time to think about it, he didn't regret it.  Yet, the sun overhead made it near impossible for him to go outside like he used too.

The new diet made it so that his skin would bleed if he stood in it for too long.  It never did that before.  He guessed that it was the change in the diet that he was used to.

Tonight, he was above a small village in the mountains.  Fear did not touch him now.  The human reactions were pleasant to Angelus.

A smile tugged at the corners of Angele’s lips.  Blood would be flowing in town tonight.  He was anticipating a good kill.  He had been watching them for the past few night, study, watching where they slept, who light sleepers were and who he would take.  He would take one and pardon them; if they wanted to live, they had to do his every command.  The men would try to find the fair maiden, but when they did, she was crazy.

Why was it so easy? Angelus walked into the village.  He knew it was pitch black for the humans, but it was merely vibrations of physical objects.  He walked over to the furthest house.  He could tell there was a couple in there.  Neither of them was young nor pretty.

Jumping up easily, the landing he made on the edge of the roof.  Twisting his back over backwards and moved so that he was facing the street.  He was hanging on the ledge of the house roof.  His feet swung up and caught the side of the house.  He landed quietly on the porch.  He rose slowly and placed his hand on the door.  Pushing it open and tiptoed inside.  The slow breathing of the family that lived here clued and drew him to them.  Death was coming for this family.

Turning around the corner, Angelus saw the family in the room, sleeping.  Even the mother was sleeping.

He crept closer.  Then, Angelus froze over the little girl.  What was it about this girl that propounded him so? It made no sense.  Why couldn't he hurt her? What was it about her that made him feel so strongly opposed to do this?

Could it be the familiar continence of this fair maiden that confounded him so?  Or could it be that the guilty of murder caught up to finally?

The panic of wanting to hurt them all, yet unwilling to do it.  But why?

Something about her made him want to go home.  Whets this feeling that was filling him up more than the blood that ran through their veins? It couldn't be hope.  He had never felt anything but senseless rage and despair since he left the woman of his life.  But why was she the most important person in his life? He had left her a few days bathe came here.

Why did he feel like an idiot for not going home?  But something inside him had told him to get away from that place.  But why hadn't he been able to go back? What was holding him back? Was it fear? Could it be the despair that he had picked up from Keki? He didn't want to be miserable like her.  Anything but that.  He wanted to get out from under her shadow and wings.  He thought he should be himself and his own man, but he thought wrong.  But how could he? He had loved her so much that now that he saw it clearly, foolish.  She couldn’t but right about him.  On those nights that he had been alone with her.

It was probably a good thing that he left her.  Angelus stood there like a statue, not moving while the sky got darker and then started to get lighter.  No more sadness, no more anger, now Angelus would help people.  He wouldn't kill them anymore that were too big of a job for him.  He would leave that to the true vampires.
Chapter Nine

Home

The night had just begun when Angelus became aware of the faint candle light in the distance.  No ordinary human would have been able to see it.  Yet, he would have to wait until daybreak.  Good thing he had been eating plenty of berries so that he could go out into the sunlight.  He believed that he would be able to convince everyone in Potevka.  He would fake his kidnap.  The night would be shorter than it was a few months.  He had kept track of the months and had lied to Keki about when it was.  At this time, Angelus guessed that he didn't love her as much as he thought.

* *

Finally, the morning came to break.  Angelus got up from his little sleeping place in the grass.  Today was the day that he would be reunited with the family that he missed so mud.  Today was going to be his heaven on earth.  What could possibly go wrong?

He walked into the city of family.  He was nervous about seeing them again.  His heart was hopefully in the right place.  Hopefully.  There was a faint trail of him when he was human.  He wasn't sure how he knew what his scent was when he was human.  There were so many different scents.  He wondered if he would recognize his own parent’s scents.  Everything looked vaguely familiar.  How did he remember these things? Wasn't he supposed to forget everything?  Keki didn't remember anything, but she had found out what had happened to her when she got back home.  But he remembered almost everything that happened to himself, it was just a little fuzzy.  Why was this so?

Angelus walked into town, unnoticed.  This could be a little harder than he might have originally thought.

"Angelus?"

"What?“  Angelus jumped.

"Angelus, dear? How did you survive?" Angelus turned to see who was talking.  
"Do you not remember who I am?"

"I must have.  I am truly sorry ma'am."

"Who are you and what having you done with my Angelus?"

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about the fact that I am your mother."

"Are you sure? You don't look like my mother."

"How can you tell?"

"So, you’re admitting that you are not my one?"

"No! Worm sorry love, but if I hadn't seen your face, I wouldn't have known it were you."

"I can't be! I just know that no one came to look for me after I disappeared."

"That's because we all thought you were dead...”

"What if I wasn't?"

"How were we supposed to know that you were alive?"

"By checking the surrounding areas.  You just can't assume.  It was that angel that I always told everyone about that saved me."

"HER! She passed through here a few day ago looking for you.  I guess you were right.  She is real.  But she looks like she should have belonged about 300 years ago."

"You know how I am with history and languages."

"Yes, you do seem to have a knack for those things.  I could see how you were drawn."

"She chooses me to be rescued from those monsters."

"They're here? Tat impossible."

"That's what I thought until I nearly died from one of them."

"We all heard stories, but we didn't know what to believe."

"All of you thought I was dead?"

"Yes.  Someone always dies on that night.  It is a sacrifice to our savior...."


"Ha! She doesn't eat what the rest of them do."

"Yes she does.  I've seen her."

"How could you have seen her? There are those of her kind that can shape shift."

"I don't believe you."

"Then how am I still here?"

"It's a miracle of God."

"Wrong! I was protected and then carried away to distant lands where I learned new things that I'd never thought existed!"

"Rubbish, there is nothing outside of our country."

"Well then, wouldn't you like to know where I've been then haven't you? Or are my stories too boring for you? How comic I know so many languages?"

"Lies.  There are no other languages besides ours..."

"You're not my mother.  That's a lie and I can see that.  You are nothing more than a low-life, wanting no more than the excuse that you know me."

There was a silence that could not be ignored by the birds chirping or the villagers who were just waking in their houses.  Tension built up and it seemed to become visible waves from both sides.  More and more passersby stopped to stare.  The crowd grew and swelled in mass until it seemed like everyone in that town was there.  How could they not?

Angelus sensed that the woman's anger was rising.  But he had little inkling of who would get hurt.  It was likely that it would be her.

The breeze blew the scents of the crowd so that one stood out.  It seemed like the scent that taunted him, yet, irresistible.  Could this be his mother? It smelled similar to him.  But he couldn't hear the heartbeats that would give them away.

What the hell? Angelus thought.  I thought vampires hearing was supposed to be better than the humans, and yet, here I am.  My hearing isn't better, it's fucking worse.  It seemed like fate was out to get him.  Why, oh, why did it have to happen to him?

A low murmuring rushed through the crowd.  They were wondering what was happening between these two people.  Who started it? How did Angelus get back? How was he still alive?

Angele’s eyes glazed over a bit when he knew that he was going to see something that either was happening or going to happen.

Sun beat down on the landscape.  The tops of the mountains were white with snow.  Yet it seemed to warm for that time of year.  Everything was on fire around him.  People ran around, burning, the plants and the rest seemed to be illuminated and bleeding with the fire.  Screams cried out from every living creature that was there.  Angelus fell to his knees.  He couldn't bear watching this, but it went on.

Control seemed to be slipping out of the peace.  Sanity had altogether disappeared into the distance.  There was nothing he could do about saving the people that were suffering.

Angelus came back to where he was on his knees.  Faces were around him, concerned.

"What- what happened?" Angelus asked. The predicament looked confusing to him.
Chapter Ten

Remembered

"Angelus?" a soft voice crooned over the roar of the crowd.

"Mom?" Angelus asked through the daze.

"I'm right here honey," the soft voice whispered.

"Help...,"

"Angelus? Angelus! Get up.  Please, don’t leave me again.  I can't do this again.  I can't lose you, not again."

Angelus could hear, but it seemed like he was floating down through the water.  He couldn't feel anything.  The pressure was crushing; the light was fading away.  Yet he could not let go of her, that voice.  Why was this life so hard to let go of? What reason did he have for staying? Could it be love? That was unlikely.  He hadn't loved anyone since his biological mother passed away.  The pain was hidden and still there.  The mother was special and magnificent.  The one he had called an angel looked similar but could never replace the emptiness.  But she died a few days before he got changed.  The memory of her still lingered with him.

It was like steel knives being shoved into his heart.  He had been broken ever since.  The love he felt for Keki was just lust, and nothing more.  The hatred he had for himself was actually supposed to be directed at the rest of the world.  Instead it turned inward.  Yet, he could not kill to save his life.

But why not commit suicide? Because he tried that on his way back and it had failed.

Water filled his lungs.  Death pressed on him from both inside and out.  The pain was insurmountable and ever increasing.  It felt like it was going to make him explode.  The further he sank, the more he wished that he would die.  He lost his grip of the last strip of humanity.

Two forces that never seemed to exist peacefully inside, warring for control.  The good and the bad hope and despair.  These two things seemed to stem from each other; yet never really existing without the other.  They warred even stronger than before.  It always seemed like the things that tethered him to life also tied him to death.  Yet as the time ticked by, the bands of death grew stronger and his life force seemed to drain away.

Of a sudden heat, his heart ripped to life and sprinted away.  It was painful and inescapable.  His body seemed like it was pinning and crushing him.  The inconsolable hurt intensified.  Why did this have to happen to him?

No matter how desperately he tried to break free of life, it pulled him back with amazing force.  The struggle grew fiercer and impossible to ignore.  His life bubble was close to popping.  The sides pushed with more force this before.  Why did it seem like he was being pushed and pulled further down through the ocean's deep, cold water.  And those same forces wanted to lift and embrace him as well.

Screaming filled Angele’s ears, but he couldn't make it to the surface.  The only sense left to him was hearing, the manic, horrid hearing.  Everything else seemed to have faded and went.  The world seemed to be moving faster and hurt more.

The beat of his heart felt like the bang of a huge bell tolling out the hour.  Yet, this heart seemed heavier and harder.

This most silent of organs became the loudest that anyone would have ever heard.  This was the story of the moment.  In this never ending and short moment.  It seemed indignantly stuck in one forever moment.

The life span of this moment didn't seemed real, and yet, he could still hear that screaming remembrance of the last few moments before his mother had died in his arms.  The memories overtook his mind.

"Angelus...doesn’t leave me.  My precious son, never...," His mother whispered.

"Mom? Mom, you can't leave me! I don't know what to do of out you! Please, don't go!" Angelus cried.  Tear streamed down his face; overwhelming grief for his mother's love was crushing.  The fear and terror that Angelus showed clearly on his face broke across his face.

The screams of pain became more traumatic.  The end of life couldn't be so close and yet incredible far off in the distance.  He fell to the ground, writhing in sheer torment.

Love didn't exist anymore.  Nothing was real, except for hate.  Anything seemed to stem for that hatred.  Everyone hated Angelus.  No one loved Angelus.  He was a monster to the truest form.  No one cared for a thing like him.  If only, if only they cared.  No one seemed to care for him.  His body twitched.  He had so many different options in front of him.  But none of them were what he wanted to do.

It seemed like whatever he tried to do, everyone telling him how to feel and act.  It felt like he had no life of his own to live.  Why did it have to be like that?

With a sudden burst of intuition, Angelus knew that he could tell the differences.  No one else could see that distinction that he had seen just now.  Maybe Keki could see it, but he wasn't sure.

Yet eke saw things different than the rest of the world.  Angelus thought it was because she had simple views of the places she lived in, but that wasn't true.  Keki respected others in the highest honor that she could give them.  But most of the time, the rest of the world had no idea what Keki was trying to do, and passed her off as a crazy lunatic.  Maybe Keki was a crazy lung.  But who ones for sure.

Angelus also thought that doctors must be even crazier than the craziest.  Besides the extreme measures they took were...  beyond words!

Not to manhunt the unspeakable horror of torture to people.

Sure, there was plenty of physical pain that they could inflict, but the worst is when they shun you from, what they would cabling "normal", society.  It hurts so much.

I had to fall to lose it all, but in the end, it doesn't even matter.  Thought Angelus.  That is so true.  I was on my high horse and I got knocked off of it.  I fell so hard.  I did lose it all.  I need to restart again.
He broke through the surface of the water.  He lived on.  New hope filled Angelus up like the most appetizing food.  Light as a feather, he flew up and back to reality.
Chapter Eleven

Unexpected Advice

In the power that is vested in me, I pronounce you husband and wife.  You may kiss the bride.
How many times had Angels heard those lines? It was quite a different experience.  In that time, Angelus thought he had found love in the women he knew.  Everything got blurry around the edges.  It seemed to unravel and disappear when he woke in the darkness.

Angelus noticed that he was laying on something hard.  His back ached and the kidneys seemed to burn where they were.  Something warm and wet over his chest and stomach area.  The pain finally washed over him.

It stung like hell.  But he would have to endure it.  The blood smelled unappetizing and somewhat revolting.  The iron didn't even register until the taste of a sterile stick appeared in his mouth.  Was it blood?

It was evidence to him that he did have a limited amount of heartbeats and life.  He could die; he hoped he would die.

The gag brought him back to his physical needs.  Angelus needed to wash off or he would pass out from the smell and taste.  The smell was overbearing.

A light, fluttering pressure brought Angele’s attention to his stomach.  It felt like fingers running up and down his core.  He suddenly became aware that he was like Adam waking to a new life.  The fingers were all he could feel of his external senses.  Trapped in such a way that he wasn't trapped at all.

The life he held so dear didn’t even matter.  The electric zing of the fingers moving across his chest made him want to shout out.  It felt good.  Was this a dream, or reality? Annulus couldn't tell.  All he wanted was for that current to intensify.

"Wake up...wake up please...y need to wake up or they'll kill you." a soft male voice called to him.

Angele’s eyelids squeezed together and then open.  The sun was settling down over an unfamiliar place.  "Where am I?" he asked.

"You are on the outskirts of Potevka.  Everyone there suspects that you are one of the demons come back to pledge them.  Also to torment them because of what happened to Angelus Sonya.  You look an awful lot like him."

"That's because I am him!"

"Unbelievable! I've heard stories about you in town.  Some of the things that y...  wait, how do I know you're tabling me the truth?" the man asked suspiciously.

"Do you want me to prove it!"

"Answer my questions, then I will make my judgments if you are him or not."

"Ok, I'm ready."

"Who is the mother of Angelus?"

"Keitei Aye."

"How...Ok, next, how many languages does Angelus speak a few months ago?"

"Seven."

"Which languages are they?"

"Spanish, Chinese, Russian, French, Italian, Portuguese, and English."

"What is his angel’s name?"

"Keki."

"How do you know him so well?"

"Because I am Angelus!"

"I don't know.  I met someone who looked an awful lot like Angelus, but I soon found out that his name was Angelic, and he was looking for Angelus.  Apparently, he was seeking revenge because Angelus saved Keki from death a few months ago in..."

"He's the person who tried to kill Keki! How could he! He is going to die."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, you know Keki?"

"Yes! She's the one who created me! It was on Christmas night when I nearly died."

"Wait, you did die, but not by Angelica’s hand.  How did you survive?"

"Keki saved me."

"Impossible.  No human has ever survived.  I know Keki nearly died again because of him when she became a vampire."

"What? Keki became a vampire because of him?"

"Yes, He's the oldest there is out there that has survived."

"How old is he?"

"He claims that he's been here since the first dynasty of Egypt.  That is about 6,000 years ago."

"He's really old..."

"Yes...  he is the oldest and fiercest fighters out there.  Yet, from my perspective it seems almost like Angelic loves Keki.  I think he would do just about anything to get you out his picture so that he can get Keki."

"He can have her.  I don't want to see her face or any other part of her."

"How could you say that? Keki is one of the only enforcers of the rules.  She is feared in every immortal, and hated by some.  Keki is the sole reason we have not taken over this plant and died so quickly.  Death by her hand is mercy."

"I don't care what she's done.  Keki is a cruel person who..."

"How could you say that about her?"

"Because she mislead me and then left me when I thought I loved her."

"Wait, Keki is always in the shadows and no one really knows where she came from and where she goes..."

"I have a pretty good idea where she could be."

"Really? Where?"

"Up north, in her family's old land."

"We are in the north..."

"I mean even further north."

"There isn't anything up there.  I know, I've checked.  There is no evidence of habitation."

"Well, they lived over 700 years ago.  They died out."

"Then how come there isn't any evidence of their existence?"

"Because they burned in a fire and the only things that they carried were the clothes on their back."

"That's impossible.  No ordinary human being could live that far north."

"They were a hardy people apparently."

"Apparently."

"What is your name? I don't think you mentioned it."

"I am \Carlyle."

"Are you the same one who either wanted me and Keki to join you or die? Just morbidly curious."

"Oh, you remember that? I thought you would have forgotten that.  Seeing how you don't go by the normal traditions of us night walkers."

"Of course I remember! How could I forget! No one listened to me."

"You were amazingly calm..."

"I was shaking the entire time! You scared the shit out of me."

"I'm sorry about that.  I'm usually more tense when I am around that gang.  The controlled that area and I didn't want to die."

"Sure, of course and leave a stranger to die."

"I didn't know it was the legendary Angelus de Potevka.  I don't think they realized it was you either."

"Why am I legendary?"

"You are a legend because you survived a night with us and lived to tell the tale.  But you didn't go back home like most of us did within the first few days.  You came back after a year.  "And when Keki got injured, you came and aided her.

"There is something usual about you that no one can explain, even to themselves.  It's like your heart still beats for the life you lost and you seek out and try to prevent it from happening ever again.  It seems like you hate taking away life."

"I allow learned that life was the most valuable and you only get one of them.  So why not protect it?"

"A lot of vampires seem to see that human life as unimportant, it is only critical for food.  Nothing more."

"Why not use plants instead of taking a life that could impact the future.  I believe in this world that everything has the same equal amount of power, yet some things think of themselves as of being higher stature than everyone else on the planet.  Still, all life is the same and there is a natural cycle."

"Don't pull this entire religious crap on me."

"It isn't religion.  Those are my perceptions on a few things."

"Really?"

"Yeah..."

"Okay...  What are you thinking about right now?"

Angelus was silent.  As the silence stretched on, Carlyle grew more anxious.  As the tension mounted, it was harder to stay quiet.

"Will you just tell me what's going on for God's sake, man?  I must implore," cried Carlyle.

Angelus jumped.  "Sorry, I was just looking towards the future to see where she could be next."

"You can't do that.  No one can!" Carlyle blurted out.

"As far as you know.  Some of the mystical creatures who have extra abilities to help make up for the ones that they lost."

"Incredible...  absolutely binominal.  I've never even heard of that." murmured Carlyle..

"Some have more than one."

"What!"

"I know, I know, it sounds crazy, but plausible."

"
You must be bluffing...I mean, I've never even met people that could do things like that."

"They like to remain in the shadows.  They've been used before, against their will, and are reluctant to come out."

"What! We need them to help us take over the world that we live in!"

"That's exactly why they don't show their faces.  Their more peaceful than the non-gifted society."

"That's stupid."

"No, it's not.  The regular people are greedy when they find one of the gifted.  When the gifted find each other, they use their gifts for each other’s benefit.  If you are one of the gifted, you will be able to find them."

"Because they send someone to get you.  They don't let the greater population know that they have a gift."

"Stupid people."

"They're not stupid.  They arem informed about things than you."

"I doubt it."

"If you doubt it so much, than how did you know I was bleeding out here?"

"I smelt it."

"Yeah, right."

"You think I'm lying?"

"Hmm, I wonder what the answer is..."

"Don't you dare take that tone with me young man?”

"You sound like my mother."


"Your foolish mother who thought I was a friend..."

"You killed her!" Angelus shouted astonished.

"Yes, I killed her.  Great woman, just too trusting of people."

"I hate you!" Angelus stalked off, without a backward glance.

"Hey, wait! I'm sorry that I killed your mother!"

Angelus just stopped for a brief second, stomped on the ground and raised his hand.  A wall of earth sprang between the two men.  Angelus looked around swiftly, and then let his body disappear into the sudden gust of air.  He had disappeared with the wind.

"Angelus! YOU GET BACK HERE! I‘m not done with you!"
Chapter Twelve

Nervous

"I told you, it's not going to work." Angelus snapped.

"I think it will." A female said determinately.

"Are you tried to get yourself killed?" Angelus panicked.

"How do you know?" The female's flowing voice retorted.

"Because I can see the future of people I shake hands or touch, Catherine." explained Angelus.

"That's how you got here, isn't it?" Catherine demanded.

"No, I can't see my own future."

"Then how did you get here?"

"One of my friends got me here.  She started the whole secret society."

"You mean... that you've met Lady Keki?"

"Yes.  She is my sire."

"What! She created you!"

"Shah! We don't want to be discovered here."

"Why not?"

"Because this is supposed to 1eyone off limits to those who doesn't want  to get kick out."

"I thought..."

"It doesn't matter what you think.  It's up to Lady Keki.  No one else knows about this place, except for the guard."

"How do you know so much?"

"Well, once I touch that person, I hear every thought they have and ever had."

"So you o what will happen depending on what has happened to them in the past?"

"Something like that."

"Please do it with me?"

"Do what"...'Oh, that, no Catherine."

"Why not?"

"Because you are too young for me."

"What do you mean?"

"I got changed at the age of 16 years old.  You got changed at age 15."

"But I've been here longer than you."

"Shouldn't you have controlled everything by now?"

"Not exactly.  The longer you put it off, the stronger; err it gets."

"How long have you been here?"

"Almost four centuries."

"Now I feel really young."

"Respect and do what they tell you to do."

"Why? I thought everyone was equal?"

"You listen well."

"Not really, my ears don't work well."

"Huh? I'm confused."

"I think the reason I have the ability that I do so that I can hear what they say.  Because most people only to what they say without thinking."

"I get it." You blend in better than most deaf people."

"What is your extra ability?"

"I can mess with people's normal senses."

"Do you mean that you could deafen a person or take away something and give it back temporarily?"

"Yes, temporarily."

"Do you think you could give me my hearing back for a second?"

"Maybe..."

"Is there a problem?"

"I've never done it to a gifted immortal before."

"Can you just try? Please? I can deal with the consequences after it is done.  I haven't heard anything in months and I would like to hear how it would sound to my ears."

"Fine, but it just my leave you more deaf than before."

"I don't care! I couldn't hear that much anyway."

"I don't want you to be completely dependent on your extra ability.  It'll wear out and you won't be able to use it for a while."

"I have other methods of communicating and hearing."

\
"Sure you do, sure you do...”

"Really, I picked up a couple techniques from Lady Keki herself."

"Ok, I'll try."

It was silent for a few seconds.  "Is it supposed to be burning?"

"No!" Catherine screamed and rammed into Angelus.

His breath got knocked out of him.  Eyes flying open, Angelus saw red balls flash in front of him.

"Angelus! Are you okay?" Catherine sobbed.

Angelus tried to find his breath to speak.  He had to find his lungs, yet everything seemed to be disconnected.  Nothing seemed to want to connect to one another to work.  He could feel all of the parts, but they didn't want to take the pieces of his body back together.

"Talk to me!" wailed Catherine.  "I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to do it that strong.  Please...  please...  God!"

A gurgling built in Angele’s throat.  But it never made it to his mouth.  Air couldn't flow.

A burst of light flashed in front of Angelus’ eyes.  The light didn't even hurt.  It just made it so that he couldn't see.  The light flashed again and again, blinding him again and again.

"What's going on here?" a sharp voice demanded.

"Huh? Who are you?" Catherine asked shyly.

"As if you don't all o that I am."

"I don't know, I don't know."

"Oh yes you do.  Now back away from the boy, or you will suffer a fate worse than death."

"Only Lady Keki can do that."

"I am Lady Keki."

Catherine backed away from Angelus, keeping her eyes on him the entire time.  She was terrified from what Lady Keki would do to him.

"Get out of here while you still can.  NOW!"

Catherine ran for her life out of the room.  She didn't look back until she got to her bedroom.

The tears came to her eyes, but wouldn't spill over.  Catherine promised herself that she'd never cry for anyone.  She couldn’t let her heart reach out again.

It had gotten hurt so many times before.  Yet, Catherine could tell that Angelus was different.

For some unexplained reason, Angelus seemed to care more for the people around him.  But that would only make it worse.  When he would turn on her, it would be much worse than the rest put together.  He seemed so good.

Catherine thought about all that they had been though.  The memories took over her mind.

**

The first day that Angelus had shown up, everybody was on guard.  No one knew who he was.  But he had said that he was one of us.  Angelus tried to prove it, but the fighters swarmed him.

No one saw how much of a fighter Angelus was.  He was able to move and use the elements to his advantage.  He fought with excellent skill and no conscience.

Angelus was able to defeat the greatest warriors these caves had to offer.  He immediately gained respect and fear from most of the people here.  Most people avoided him, but now he was just a common sight and no one avoided him anymore.  Angelus still had plenty of respect.

The memory got fuzzy as time elapsed and skipped forward to a later in the time sequence.  It stopped at the time when Catherine had accidentally caught Angelus in the washing room.  He hadn't spotted her yet.  He was completely undressed.  When Catherine saw him, he looked muscular and a fighter.  She backed out of the room.  That was before they shook hands.  Catherine didn't know that he couldn't hear at all.

Catherine came back to the present.  They had become fast friends.  She feared for what Lady Keki would do to him.  He was her best friend, maybe her soul mate, and she didn’t want to lose him to a tyrant like Lady Keki.  I would be a taboo to think of what might happen to Angelus.

Keki was the strongest this place had ever known.  No one contested with Keki.  Finally, Catharine got to her bedroom and she laid down.

There was a sudden jerk of the ground and Catherine jumped up from her bed.  Something was wrong.  This was a place that was supposed to be unshakable.

Catherine knew the standard procedure if something would happen to this place.  Everyone was supposed to meet in the great hall briefly...  They would know by then what was going on and 1from they should evacuate and disperse or stay put.  Running full speed, Catherine made it to the hall in mere seconds.  "Is!" Catherine yelled.  "What's going on?"

"I'm not sure." The one called Is responded.  "No one has attacked.  I'm guessing it came from inside."

"Maybe they were able to infiltrate our systems of defense."

"That's very unlikely.  I would have sensed it.  I think it's an argument from within.  Panic filled Catherine with this news.  "What's on your mind, Catherine?"

"I think I know who the argument is between." Catherine whispered.

"Who?"

"I'm pretty sure it's between Lady Keki and Angelus."

"Keki is going to demolish Angelus."

"I don't think so."

"Why not?"

"Because when Angelus first arrived here, he was able to take down all of our skilled warriors with easy.  Remember?  Lady Keki had a hard time doing that."

"You're right.  Unless Lady Keki was holding back."

"Angelus was holding back too.  He has this ability that is similar to Lady Keki's."

"How so?"

"He has influence over the elements."

"And Lady Keki?"

"She can see through the elements and she is partially the elements."

"That seems similar and yet so different.""

"I know.  I think they are pretty evenly matched."

"I think Lady Keki will win."

"I think Angelus will win.  He is younger, stronger and knows more."

"Want to bet on that?"

"You're on."

"How high do you want to bet?"

"One year supply of food."

"Oh, that's some pretty high steaks.  But I accept."

"Good, let's shake on it..."

Catherine and Is shook hands and turn his back on each other.  No one was obliviousffthe bet.  But they pretend not to.

**

Angelus stood in front of Keki.

"Back off, Angelus," Keki warned.

"I wouldn't, Keki.  I have just as much respect here as you do," Angelus snarled.

"At least I know how to fight." Keki retorted.

"Oh yeah? You think you can land a punch."

"I bet I can."

Keki turned away and then spun around, using her left arm created a hook.  But Angelus was faster than Keki.  Have had already moved out of the line of attack.

That only made Keki only got angrier.  Suddenly Keki slipped into a fighting stance.  Angelus copied the movement.  Nothing would stop Keki from getting   what she wanted.  Even in this situation, Angelus would never permit Keki to spread the brand of evil.

"I don't want to hurt you, Angelus," Keki warned.

"I don't think you will be able to Keki," Angelus told her.

Keki laughed.  "You couldn‘t ...hurt me! That's impossible."

"Don't under estimate me, Keki."
Chapter Thirteen

War and Agony

The following fight didn't go unnoticed by the inhabitance of the caves.  The entire place was shaking worse than a tree in an earthquake.  Some started! Panic while others contemplated what they should do if it came to an evacuation.  As suddenly as the rumble ling started, it had stopped.  Many people there fell into a black-death suspicion.

Lady Keki hadn't been this seriously contested since the former royalty had tried to slaughter her family.  The rumor was that the ancients that had come to challenge her were the strongest in known history.  But somehow, Keki was stronger than them.  Who was this new person? How did he get so much power? Was there a connection between the two of the in there? No one really knew.

But it had all occurred to them that the new kid was abnormally powerful.  Maybe he was her match.  It sure felt like it.

* *

"Angelus, stop!" screeched Keki.

"Why? You never let up on me! Why should I do it to you? You don't deserve it." Angels
 huffed.


"I didn't go easy on you because I saw potential in you that you wouldn't have gotten otherwise."

"You nearly killed me on several occasions because of your stupidity."

"To you I am an idiot, but how can you make judgments about me! I wasn't a wimpy book person!"

"At least I'm not a savage!"

Angelus saw the spasm of pain ripple across Keki's face before it turned into a hard mask of disappointment.  So Angelus straightened up from his defensive position and turned his back on her.  In his mind, this was a worthless fight.  They were too evenly matched.  It had to come to an end, sooner or later.  Angelus just didn't want his life to come to a finish and he didn't want to end someone else's life in the process.

"Come back here, Cahn infant! The fight isn't over!" Keki screamed at his back.  He said nothing as he took his leave of the room.  As soon as he was out of there, the tension disappeared.  The fight was over.

* *

Angelus walked into the big room where the gifted vampires had gathered.  Eyes flickered to him and then back down to the ground.  When Angelus looked into their eyes, he saw fear and wonder.

"I'm alright." he said to the questioning looks he got.  His but I am leaving and I'm not coming back." Angelus spoke loudly so that everyone could hear him for the next part that he had to say.  Catherine bit her bottom lip.

She knew this would have come sooner or later.  Always, there was something in Angele’s eyes that said I-really-shouldn't-be-here, I'm-not-invited.  But if Angelus was going, so would she.

"Those who want to join me, you may do so.  But under this one request; nobody tell that we have these gifts.  It is for our safety that I ask this.  We could get slaughtered out there if they find us.  It is all because of their jealousy that they hunt us down.  They also hunt us out of fear.  They have no clued what we are capable of doing.

"But I promise you this; if you are in any needing, call out for me and I will be there.  I will be your friend until the end.  If you want to join me, and then follow me to the exit and we will have it." Angelus announced.  He nodded his head and headed to the exit.

It was a long twisty path in total dark with.  But many knew it well.  The people who followed him were convinced that he had the power of a true leader.  Catherine was one of the many who followed Angelus, and she was convicted that she would see this place again.  But she was unsure when.

Everything was kept quiet.  They didn't want to give away their numbers to Angelus.  Yet nobody knew that he couldn't hear a sound.

He had never heard a sound since the venom changed him into a vampire.  Angelus didn't know how he found out, but he did.  Yet, his ability kept in line and he was able to hear what people were saying to him through their thoughts.  He could also hear what they were hearing around them as well.

The entrance loomed up much too quickly for a lot of people.  But they went up into the moonlit night.  The light was dim and the moon was almost gone.  Catherine walked to Angelus' side.

When she was next to him, she could feel the tension rolling off of him.  It wasn't the normal tension of being a friend and a leader to many, but hostile, suspicious.

"Angelus? Are you ok?" CATHERINE whispered only to him.

"GET DOWN EVERYONE!" Angelus yelled to the crowd behind him.  "THEY KNEW WE WERE COMING TONIGHT! THE NORMALS ARE COMING! THE NORMALS ARE COMING!"

The crowd that had followed Angelus didn't fall to the ground.  The ones with the greatest defensive and offensive gifts moved forward while the rest shrank back into the mouth of the cave.

"Why can't you guys follow orders? Oh well! I might need your help, so let's CHARGE!" Angelus cried.

Angelus was the attack leader as he led his army of gifted vampires through the dark.  Catherine stayed by his side the entire time.

The "Normal" vampires were on the other side of the blocking hill.  As ANGELUS had said, they had been waiting for them, but were surprised to the shear forces of the gifted group.  The gift over-powered the normal, but something was wrong with the picture, and only a few could tell that there was a problem.  Screams filled the night as friends got separated and partners lost one another.

There was a flame in Angelus to keep Catherine alive.  This had never happened before.  But the instinct was so strong that Angelus couldn't ignore it.  As Angelus picked up his stake from the last victim's ashes, he had killed; he heard Catherine's thoughts go into a panic that he had never seen in her before.  He stood up, and spun on the spot to find Catherine, dropping his stake in the process.  Why couldn't he hear where she was being dragged to? "Dam nix." he muttered under his breath.  Fury broke, thickly and blood red over his mind.  Stomping his foot in desperation and he saw where Catherine was.  The vibrations of the earth had told him that much.  Someone had captured her.

The rage that Angelus felt turned into bloodshed murder.  With every stride of his run, Angelus checked to see where and how much closer he got to Catherine.  He also pushed people out of the way, whether friend or foe, he didn't care.  All he cared about was getting Catherine back.  She was the only friend that he had that could understand what he was going through.  He couldn't lose that connection.  It was too vital and important.

When he got to the point where he had seen Catherine, she wasn't there.  He searched again for her vibration and it told him, she was right there in front of him.  That was when he looked down and saw someone's form laying on the ground, limp and unmoving.  Angelus started hypervenalating.  He dropped to his knees to get a better look at the face.  The shaking was rat inside him so his entire body was quivering in nervous anxiety.  Stroking the long hair back, Angelus leaned in closer to get a better chance of not messing up who it really was.  As he leaned in closer, he was desperately hoping that it wasn't her.

In the moonlight, the contours of the female's face came into play.  It was thin, bruised and pale white.  The eyelids were closed and the mouth was slightly open.  Her dark hair was scattered around her head and her head was slightly tilted away from Angelus.

Angelus gulp.  It was her.  All of his fears had been realized.  Now he didn't know how to trust anyone else in this world again.  The bottomless pit of despair swallowed Angelus into its depths.  Tears filled Angele’s eyes and soon began streaming over.  His silent sobs seemed to bring in all of the gifted vampires in.  The normal vampires had been eliminated, yet the gifted vampires did not rejoice.  They mourned for the dead and the friends and mates that they had lost.  The deaths were few and far between.  Rain fell lightly on all of them.  But when it stopped momentarily and the sun rose, there was a red haze in the morning air.  Sorrow was thick in the air as the clouds started to roll in again.  The grief was almost as visible as the red tint in the air.

Angelus collapsed upon Catherine's lifeless body.  He wouldn't ever let her go again.  He would follow her into death if that's what it meant.  A new plan was resolving as in Angelus head.

He would find a way to die so that he could be with her again.  He wouldn't be left alone again, not again.  He had spent too much of his life alone and he wouldn't tolerate it anymore.

In that instant, something snapped into place as he made this plan.  No more loss of life would be lost on his account.

Now the persecution would be over, the terrible agony of being different shall be vanquished.  The hatred of knowing that this life was just as easily over as a human life, immortality was not achievable.  No one could do that.  There would be some that would outlive others, but the ones
that lived longer would wish that they were dead earlier than when they actually died.

Someone tapped Angelus on the shoulder and he looked up through bloodshot eyes.  The outline of the figure was all he could see at first, but later he recognized the person as Callus.

Callus dropped to his knees next to Angelus.  "How is she?"

Angelus gave Callus a look that said many words.

"
Oh, she's passed on, but maybe there's hope that when we all die, that we may meet them again in heaven."

"I'm not going to be able to go to heaven."

"Why not, young man? Everybody has a shot at heaven, if they want to go there."

"I've hurt so many, I've saved so few, and I've killed more than I should.  I don't deserve to be let in there.  I've done too much wrong in this world."

"Don't say that, Angelus.  You lead us to victory in this blood-thirsty battle.  I think this is supposed to be your most testing time in your life.  Embody has at least one of those in their lives.  I had mine, and I can see this in yours.  Don't just go off killing yourself because the woman you love is gone.

"Don't let her death be in vain.  Save lives that might have been lost, lead people back to the right path.  I can see that in you.  You are the one who had leadership thrust upon you, and you did miraculously well for your first time.  Maybe you'll turn out to be something more than you'd ever imagined.

"The uncertainty that you feel now will pass and the light that shines on us will shine on you once more."

Angelus had never really got to know Callus before this, but he knew there were things that Callus had told him that were true and soon would be true.

"Thank you, Callus.  You've been a great help.  I think we should bury those who died and have a commemerance for them." Angelus said softly.

"That is a good idea there, Angelus.  We should do that." Callus agreed.  "Thank the right we have a good-hearted soul here."

"Tell everyone else about the plan.  It should be taken care of immediately.  We don't want anyone else to find us.  Hurry." said Angelus emotionlessly.

"Yes sir."

Callus hurried off, running towards the people who were crouched over the dead.  Angelus stayed still, he didn't want to say good-bye, but he knew that he should.  Why did it have to end so tragically? Angelus knew he should have said he loved her before she died, so at least she could have heard it just once.  Regret twanged in the pit of Angele’s stomach.

"Losing the one you love isn't easy," whispered Angelus.  "But it happens.  Even if you don't want it too, it changes on yak.  You don't know how long you have until all of the time is gone and you're dead.  In some ways, you were asking for it your entire life.  In other ways, you had no idea what to expect.

"Since I couldn't tell you this earlier, the last words I want to say are `I love you`.  Thank you for believing in me."

Angelus stood up with Catherine in his arms.  Kibbling her forehead, Angelus walked over to meet the rest of the group.  With a heavy heart, the dead were lined up.

"
God bless this most hallowed of nights," began Levin.  "For we have suffered a great loss.  We offer you these people as a penance for our stained souls, but we would rather see them as living humans, than as monsters like us.  This is for the people we lost, begonia demon in our hearts, so that we can mourn for the lives that were lost...."
Chapter Fourteen

Death’s Door Again

"Hey, Angelus! Wait up!"

"What is it now?" Angelus grumbled as he turned around.

"Angelus! Someone said that there was a mass of normal vampires around over that hill." Lemon panted as he pointed out the hill.

"Ready everybody for the hide and cover technique.  We're going underground."

"Yes, sir!"

"Go!"

Lemon ran off shouting in a muffled whisper "Get ready for an underground!"

Angelus watched the scrawny vampire run off warning the others.  Tilting his head, Angelus wondered, as he often wondered; how could a kid like that become a vampire? The shaggy, red-headed boy seemed no older than 13 years of age.  It seemed like whoever created him didn't anticipate him to survive the transformation.  But when had any of these people wanted or known what they were becoming when the chill of the venom hit the bloodstream.

A loud TWANG! Ripped through the air.  NO! The normal vampires had already found them.  Angelus looked around wildly.  That's when he realized that it was the signal for him to move the crowd beneath the surface.  Raising his arms above his head, Angelus prepared to send everthbody else below the ground for protection.  He pulled his hands down and behind himself like he was climbing up a rock wall that wasn't very steep.  Then he shoved his arms forward and the ground sank quickly and covered up.  The barren landscape had no trees and was surrounded by mountains.  Even in the morning light, it seemed eerie that nothing moved.  The strangest feeling came over Angelus.  It felt like someone was watching him, not one, but many.  A sharp pain hit Angelus in the shoulder.  He fell to his knees.  His left hand reached up and pulled.  A blinding pain ripped through him.  Lowering his hand and touched his shoulder.  There was blood dripping down his bare skin and onto the ground.  The flesh of his skin near the shoulder was raw, fleshy, and pulsating with blood.  Angelus looked down at his blood-soaked hand.  A crimson-red covered the end of his fingers.  The smell didn't touch Angelus through the pain.  Angelus reached over his shoulder, grabbed hold of the arrow and tugged.  His head hit the ground as he felt the overburdening pain that wanted to crush him.  A moan and grimace of pain clung to his lips.  He pulled harder, and the pain increased.  The heavy breathing was all childrengelus could hear while he yanked out the arrow.  Finally, the arrow was removed, but Angelus collapsed under the faltering consciousness that faltered and flickered.  Angelus could feel his wound starting to heal as he passed out.

* *

Angelus woke up and saw a cloudy visual field.  There were color for sure; but no distinct.  Shape or major color.  His head was spinning.

"Quiet mutt." someone's voice cracked.  Angelus spluttered and tried to get up.  A hard, cruel blow hit him in the side below his rib cage.  The breath got knocked out of him.  "I said `don't move! `"

Angelus started to feel so aches and pains of who knows how long he was out.  He winced in pain as he struggled to get up again.  And yet another hit sent him back to the ground wheezing.  Something cracked and Angelus thought it might have been a rib.  A huff escaped his lungs.  He coughed and tried to lie motionlessly on the ground.  Dust and dirt clogged Angelus' nose.

"Boss, you said that if I brought him here, I would get a reward." the female's voice spoke.

"I didn't mean him.  I meant the girl that always seems to be with him.  Can't you ever get anything right, you stupid girl?" A harsh, sneering man's voice said.

"I'm sorry, Richard" she said.

"Sorry isn't an excuse.  This is the last straw, Neely." The man named Richard scoffed.  "Ok, boys, go ahead and kill her."

"Wait!" Angelus pleaded.

"So the little boy can talk." Richard mocked.

"I've seen where Keki's hideout is.  I can lead you straight to her."

"I doubt it.  Because, you see, my friends and I have already found her little hiding spot.  Remember? The night you were attacked? The nights Catherine was killed? I was the lone survivor of that massacre.  And I was the one who killed Catherine.  And you couldn't help her." teased Richard.

"How could you? I loved her!"

"We all love things, and they all have to end."

"You didn't have to murder an innocent bystander."

"Oh but I did.  It was all neck...."

"No, it wasn't!"

"Yes, it was.  You just can't see that.  I am a person who thinks outside of the box.  You see, now that I have you, Keki will be coming to look for you."

"You're wrong about that.  Keki won't come looking for me."

"And why is that?"

"Because, we aren't friends anymore.  We grew apart.  You'd know how that work if you actually had any friends."

"Ouch, that hurt."

"You could say that we've become close to hostile now."

Angelus looked at the sallow face.  It was hard, worn out, and the cool! Of ash.  The lips began moving, but Angelus heard no sound.  What was going on? Why couldn't he hear? The man stretched his hand out, raising his eyebrows.  Angelus took his hand.  A blinding light flashed across Angelus' eyes.

"So are you agreeable?" he asked.

"To what?"

"To the plan?"

"What plan?"

"That I just explained to you."

"I'm sorry, I wasn't paying attention."

"Yes you were."

"It may have looked like it, but I wasn't."

"You know what, you are a worthless cause.

"I might be, but at least I'm more informed on some subjects of interests than a few people."

"I doubt that."

"Well, if you knew everything, then you would know where Keki hides out."

"Well, actually, now I do."

"She changes the entrance quite a lot."

"No she doesn't.; but I do know that you are her equal in strength and power."

"I'm much stronger than her."

"You're wrong.  She was bluffing you.  I think she actually cares more about you than you know.  You're tearing..."

"No, you don't know her like I do."

"You used to worship her when you were human."

"How do you know so much?"

"I saw it in your mind.  And to be honest, you're not that hard to read."

Angelus slipped into a crouch, and pulled the fire from out of his heart.  The fire consumed him in the core of his bones.  The flames moved outward towards the shell of skin.

"What then? Get back here! I know what you're doing! I'm not donning..."

But before the man could finish, the fire had consumed Angelus completely, a last resort to the end of his life.  And that was it.  The end of his short existence.  He had burnt from within, knowing that this would be consequence of learning too much, too quickly.  But nothing was to go wrong with the plan, until it did...

    Part Two
Hearts

Keitei Colton

An ancient, unseating heart,

That has found a reason to beat.

True love at not the first sight.

A love that burns,

A burning hatred of himself.

An eternal night of perpetual light,

That grows dim as the years go by.

Books are read,

But nothing is gained.

Extreme craziness driven by an intense passion.

Love that destroys it's victim,

Until there is nothing less than insanity.

Until love is found,

The eternal dark night turns to light.
Chapter One

Reborn

It was all horror and doom until it was time to leave my family, unwillingly of course, to set of on a new leg of my journey.  I was filled with fear at first, but I overcame by the time my first love had left me.  But now, as I am on Death's doorstep once again, I have been denied the access to go any further than the front door.  Yet, as I walk away, down the beaten path, I find myself thinking differently.  Little did I know, this time Death would be doing something odd.

The fire that consumed him was powerful, unstoppable.  He let it overpower him, control him.  Yet as Angelus tried to be completely enveloped by the lick of flames within, he felt an electrical pulse ripple right before his body turned to ash.  He didn't have time to panic.  It was too late.

* *

Drawing a sharp intake of breath, Angelus came to.  What had happened? He had planned his death so that no one could find out what he knew or could do.  But something went rung, terribly wrong.  Unless...

Unless he was already in heaven...  That had happened before.  Even the warmth he felt couldn't have been real.  He was alive and he knew it.  This wouldn't end well, another battle, yet another day to struggle through.  Pushing himself up on shear reluctance to see what was around him, childrengelus became aware that it was extraordinarily quiet.  It was like that time when he could hear what that man was saying when he tried to burn himself.

Could this be the reason why he had his ability? Was it because he was deaf and dumb? No, that couldn't be.  He had been hearing in his human life, but why wasn't he now?

As Angelus stood there, he realized that his eyes weren't open.  Maybe it was fear that held him back now from seeing the things that he didn't want to see.  But was he really a coward after what he had gone through? How could he still have fear?

The lids of his eyes open slowly.  He looked around.  It was darkly tinted with blue.  Everything was hard to see with barely any light coming through.  Angelus didn't know where the light started or ended.  There was basic shapes that the blue light bounced off of, some were closer than others.  What was this place? How did he get here?

His eyebrows pulled together in stress and confusion.

It happened so subtly that Angelus didn't o that it had been changing, that he finally opened up his mind to the possibility that he was alone and not an idiot.  The colors had returned, sharper, and tinged in red.  Surely he was dead.

This looks like hell, but feels to cool to be it.  So he must still be alive.  But something felt different, out of place.

"His fingertip went to his face, checking to see if there were any deformities on his once angelic face.  There was something unusual about his teeth.  They seemed to take up a little bit more room...  and they were like razor sharp knives.

Upon further exploration of his head, shear dread filled him.  Where were his ears? They weren't where they were supposed to be.  All he had found was the long blond hair that he had grown out.  His hands searched up to find something that felt like hair, but was too short on the outside of it, while the inside of it felt bare and somewhat soft.  There was two of them.  It twitched and moved like a wolf's ear, but was too short to be one of those.  Could it be a domestic dog's ears, or similar to?

He dropped his hands to in front of his face and opened his eyes a few degrees.

For the most part, his hands seemed normal, but once he turned them over, he saw his nails.  They looked like a cross over between human nails and a cat's pointy claws.  But they didn't hurt his skin, unless his skin was thicker and tougher as well....

Angelus didn't like the changes that had happened to him.  This couldn't have happened.  But something hit at that moment.  He had a heartbeat.

His heart had been quiet and motionless for a long while.  It didn't hurt, but he could feel it there, pulsing.  No matter what the changes, his heart was alive.  He had joined a new realm of living.  He could live on in some ways.

A shudder rippled through him.  He had a living body once more.  This was a relieving fact to Angelus.  This was real.
Chapter Two

Freedom Gone Wrong

And so the light broke through the surface, and a splatter of water set the world with color ablaze.  The songs of a foreign place crooned softly.  Angelus moved like he was floating in air, or on top of a cloud.  Around him, it was dark, cold, but it didn't seem lifeless.

Something shifted under Angelus' feet; and he was falling down, down, down...
Angelus woke with a start.  Jolted awake by a mere dream....

How could this have happened? The dream was so peaceful, what went wrong? He recounted what, thus far, had happened since he had woken up from a different era to a new one.  Yet, the second change was not quite as traumatic as the first.  Sure, a few things had changed, but sty...  he was still here and trying to make some good for himself and others.  Just then, something began to nag at Angelus' insides.  What was it?

But he pushed the feeling off to the side as he got up.  Being alone like he was didn't bother Angelus very much.  The air was cooler to him now, but he didn't care.

He was allowed to live, and live he did.

He didn't feel the need for clothes in such solidarity.  It was quiet and peaceful in this wide expanse of a saddle between two huge mountains.  Nevertheless, Angelus knew that other people existed.  They had come close to spying on him last night, but he had hidden under the surface of the water while they passed.

He couldn't have stayed down there as long as he'd hoped, but the people were gone by the time he had resurfaced.  But this body did take a while to get used to.  And even now, Angelus still didn't have a good sense of the limitations yet.  But he was getting there, slowly, and surely.  But the swim underneath felt extraordinary.  It was nothing but him and the water.  There were no barriers between them.  This part felt nice.
But some of the loneness was starting to take over.   But the panics of being lonely was fading as the time went by.   It felt like he was being pulled in two different ways, and then multiple ways after that.

One way, he could rejoin the humans and try to fit in with them, and wear a hat while he was with them.  But with that, he would have to hide what he was.   Hiding wasn’t what something Angelus wanted to do.

On the other hand, the loneness wasn’t so bad He could live out the rest of his life out there.  He might become savage, and that wasn’t a possibility.  That wasn’t going to happen either. What was he supposed to do?

How would he deal with all of this new crap? Everything was so confusing.  A bold heartbeat later, Angelus felt a thirst for death and he wanted to bring it.

His breathing was light and broken only by a faint laugh.  The motion of it was curiously dangerous for whoever he met on his math. But it didn’t bother Angelus.  He wanted to do it, and no one would stop him He would be an asset to those who didn’t have the chance to stand up for what they were. This was his opportunity to change the world, and conquer it if it were possible.

The mood had him up and walking through the forest, dangerously down the hill towards the village of people who didn’t even know that he was there. With every step and breath, Angelus got became even more eager to do what he thought he was destined to do.

He was walking behind a tree when he caught sight of a woman, and something brought him up short.  His breathed hitched, caught and disappeared.

Chapter Three

Understanding

How could someone have discovered him? No one had done that before, but Angelus didn't like it.

They stood, staring at each other for the longest moment.  One was part savage and the other was a human woman.  Angelus was partially hidden behind a tree trunk.  Neither of them moved.  But they stared, and stared, and start, both surprised at what they saw.

The woman had red hair that seemed such a deep color, it reminded Angelus of the red in the sunset that was input the brightest red and violet of the dark night.  Her face was pale and no freckles.  Her slender body seemed muscular, in a feminine way.  The long, pale-blue, ankle length dress seemed to flow out around her.  Angelus had the faintest inkling that she was the most beautiful saint that he'd ever seen.  Then he wondered what she was thinking.  He knew that he wouldn't be able to hear her.

She tilted her head one way and Angelus tilted his head the other way.  Angelus steeped out from behind the tree and took a step towards her.  The lady stood still, heave still tilted.  But her eyes were looking him up and down.  Angelus took another step closer to her.  Then her eyes focused on his face and she took a step closer.  Now they were in front of each other.  Angelus was just about as tall as she was.  But his body was much broader than she was.  But he was muscular, and that’s when it happened.  Her hands stretched up and came close to touching childrengelus' ears.

Angelus yanked back and started to jump backwards.  Something caught the back of his foot, he stumbled and fell.

The woman's head snapped straight up.  Her lips pursed together, and a fire was set alight in her eyes.  One of her hands came up next to her face.  It started moving in strange ways.  First was a fist with the thumb to the side.  Her thumb moved to input her middle and ring finger, it was almost completely obscured.  The next one confused angelus, it looked like she was pointing at her face with her thumb and pointer finger, while the rest of her fingers were curled up.  Her pointer finger then curled up and her thumb was tucked beneath her curled fingers.  With a sudden movement, the woman's pointer finger stood up and the thumb was directed at her face again.  Fingers moving again, the pointer fingers stayed up, but the middle finger also went up beside it and the thumb moved to cross the other two fingers that were still down.  She made a fist again, but this time, the thumb was across the other fingers instead of being at the side.

Angelus stared at her while she did this.  None of this made sense.  Was this great lady tried to tell him something? Nothing made sense anymore, but when did it?

The woman pointed to Angelus, did the motions with her hands that she did before, and then pointed at Angelus again.  Angelus' eyes narrowed and his eyebrows pulled down as he wondered what she was trying to say.

"Angelus," a voice said, but it sounded like it was being pulled from the chest and forced to come out on a breath of air.  Yet it also sounded like it was coming from a tunnel.  He looked around wildly.  What could that have been? It seemed familiar, and yet he had never heard it before.

"Angelus," the invisible person spoke again.  His eyes grew wide in fear.  What was going on? Angele’s mind kept going in circles.  His thought patterns couldn't break free.

The woman's hand extended down, offering to help him up.  He tilted his head and then looked at her face.  He took the help, if only to hear her thoughts.

She helped pull him up.  But when childrengelus' mind reached, he heard nothing.  Maybe his ability was gone.  A color of violet shaded his sight.  It tasted similar to fear and panic.  A forced gulp went down Angelus' throat.  She pointed to herself, then him, and finally down a little path that childrengelus had never seen before.  He must have been closer to the town than he had once thought.

But Angelus understood what she meant; she was asking him if they wanted to walk down the trail with them.  He nodded.  She led the way down the narrow trail.  He followed her willingly in an unwanted way.  The procession was slow, due to all the rocks and tree roots.  Then she turned around, bent down and picked up some clothes from under a bush.  She held them up for Angelus to see.  Angelus took the top article and unfolded it.  Could this be a shirt?

He stared at it for a long moment.  The lady looked at him expectantly.  Then childrengelus found the bottom of the shirt and slipped it on.  It was black and loosely fitting.  But it felt nice and open.

The sleeves were of medium length and had white elastics that clung to his arms.  The woman shook out the pants and handed them to him.  They were black as well.  Angelus took them and put them on.  They fit perfectly, but how did she know? Angelus would have seen her right? Or did he? He took the clothes without thinking of the aftermath.  The pants came to about his ankles.

She trued around and started walking down the marked path.  Angelus looked after her for a second and then followed after.  The trail got steeper and narrowed to no bigger than a foot width.  To one Sid, there a cliff face and on the other was a steeper hill than he was on.  It wasn't racy, probably because it wasn't very flat at all.  But in no time all, the pair of them had come to the base of the mountain where the village lay.  Angelus' eyes strayed from where the person leading him walked.  Something caught Angelus' eye and mad him turn back to look at the leader.

Instead of wearing a pale blue dress, it was black with a cloak and a staff.

Was this death leading him to his ultimate doom? The sky darkened, and fog of the unusual sort began creeping up from every side.    Angelus didn’t want to be here anymore    The sinking feeling wasn’t good.  Angelus’ heart gave a huge heave and a lump formed in his throat.

This was going to have to do this for real.  Death wasn’t an easy thing for him now.  Especially when he liked the way things already were.  Why did it have to end now? He didn’t want to end his life for a second time. It was hard enough trying to do it the first time.  A ringing clanged in Angelus’ ears and he fell to his knees and covered his ears.
He had no idea what was going on.  Everything got darker and gloomier.  A chilling hand rested on Angelus’ shoulder, which made Angelus jump and scream out.  He turned about and there was that lady in the black cloak and staff.  Her face wasn’t like what Angelus last remembered seeing it.  The eyes were gone from the sockets, and looked like bones and skin and rotting hair.  His heart pounded harder than ever as he realized that is was too late for him.   He was doomed from the very start, and that no one could save him. Not even Keki.  She was a distant and somewhat unpleasant memory that would never leave him for as long as he lived.

The hand that wasn’t his, but looked like it, reached for his face.  The hand was large, warm and had many cuts and bruises across the skin that were deep  Angelus’ chest rose and dropped in quick little sprits, that looked to fast for breathing, but was reflecting his only heart beat in is chest.  This was it, he truly was marked for death.

Most of his vision was obscured by his own hand, Angelus felt slam into his chest.  It was freezing, sharp and spreading.  Warmth was spreading over his skin and the cold was penetrating in where the warmth started, but did not end.  The chills got closer and closer to his heart, but before the horror could reach that place, it became warm again and his hand fell limply to his side.  He fell face forward as it began to rain.

He wouldn’t let go of what little life he had left inside himself.  Yet, this would be the end.  It never would be the end.  Finally, Angelus understood what Keki meant by being a super breed.  It meant that he could die, because if he had become a vampire at anyone else’s hand, he would have felt something more than the nothingness while did transform.

That must have it when he had willingly sacrificed himself to not reveal any of the secrets that he had learned by hanging out with any of the gifted semi-immortals.  But one of his conversations started to ripple back to the forefront of his memory as he considered the past, present and future.

**

“Have you ever heard of the thousand year walkers?” asked Catherine.

“No, I haven’t,” replied Angelus, curious and cautiously.

“Well, it’s rumored in my people that there were thousand year walkers that walked around and among them,” she told him.  “My people had become friends with one of the thousand year walkers…”

“How can you tell if someone is a thousand year walker?”

“”They show little evidence of evolution.  Can I continue with my story?”

“Oh, sorry, sure.”

“We made friends with one of them. She was particularly old, and we could all tell that she was old. We shared stories around a little tide pool, well, her and I did. No one knew that she was a thousand year walker.  Her face looked like it could have had a beard there, and was squared off.

“But one day, she came to me while I was hanging up clothes in the little village where I lived for most of my life.  She was terrified, and her hair was whiter than I’d ever seen it.  She told me that she was aging again, and she didn’t know how much longer she had left.  I dropped my wet clothes and ushered her inside my one room house. I knew I lived the  furthest from the civilized folk that lived in town. That’s why she came to visit me.

“By the minute, she changed and got older and older.  It looked like her life was racing in front of my eyes. I knew how she was, but just before she died, she told me that this happened every thousand years, but not at this much speed.  She had lived for about 15,000 years, and every thousand, she changed just a little bit, she got older. But every time she started to age, she changed, like she became more and more like what we look like today, but she couldn’t completely stop the process.

“She died that night, but not without telling me that there were many terrible things out there in the world.  But I didn’t believe her until I became a monster myself.  I hated myself a lot in the beginning. I always wondered if she knew that I would become one of them behind the cloak of the night.  I didn’t really know.

“But the true legends of the thousand year walkers are that they are intelligent, and can see the future.  They walk the earth for a thousand years, trying to prevent horror and destruction before it happens, but it doesn’t always work. Some things get through their visions and tragedy strikes.  But we’re all human, in a way, right?  We all make mistakes, even if we don’t want to.

“Change happens, and we may not like it.  I certainly don’t like some things, but I can’t change what happened. So, I’ll just make do with what I have.  And you are the very best part of my life right now.  I can’t lie.”

Then the memories shifted to the night he became a vampire himself.   His father and sister were arguing again, and he could stand it.  They were always fighting then, and he wondered if they still fought when he wasn’t there.  He doubted it.  But that night, it was over the line, and he had run out of his house from that. Only to get the monsters on his trail.

That night, he felt like an idiot for not staying in his house until the sun rose, or gave it some time to settle down.  He was foolish and gullible for going out in that time of year with only a night gown.  Back then, he thought the cold wouldn’t bother him, but it did, for some inexplicable reason.

How uneducated he was to think that Keki was an angel?  She was nothing more than someone who always quarreled with him. Then that got him thinking about Keki and why she was so cruel.

Was it because her family, or her lack of wanting to become something that she was shunned against and hunted in her group?  He’d probably never  know.

Chapter Four

Dream

Angelus woke with a start.  What was going on? Where was he?  His breath stuttered and stumbled as he regained awareness.  It seemed to be a dream.  Just a dream, nightmare that seemed to sum up his life until then.  Life back then was hell.

Now it seemed to be heaven to him, sweet, blissful.  He calmed himself down, but he struggled with why he felt this way.  This was totally irrational of him.  But maybe it had something to do with the resonating feeling of when he felt like he had something to give and his life got taken away.

Shaking his head, Angelus tried to forget what had just happened.  But at least this time, he wouldn’t be running for his life, running for nothing.  At that time, he had nothing to give, now he did.

Still there was a nagging feeling, pushing him to seek revenge for the things that he had lost. He wanted to get Angelic for his mother’s sake, so that her death wouldn’t have been in vain.   Also, Carlyle would be on that list for carrying out the deed of slaughtering his mother.  Not to mention whoever killed Catherine.  Maybe…

Just maybe, this was all connected.  Why wouldn’t it be interlinked.  For one reason, it seemed like he had reached the conclusion that no one was innocent when it came to ruthless tyranny and violence in the world.

Violence and oppression by the wealthy seemed to be a constant.  No matter what, those things always happened, for one thing or another.  Besides, if Angelus would have any luck defeating his evil twin of sorts, he would have to at least Practice fighting techniques on his own and perfect it well.

But he had to be focused and centered, which he wasn’t at the moment.  For another fact, he needed to find clothes, or make them, more likely.  This training would have to start immediately.  There was nol time to lose when coming to this conclusion.
