Blue Blood

Time — 1795
Place — The docks of Collinsport

He’'d already done this more times than he ever hadeddat But he couldn’t even get
someone to murder him. So here he was again. Animal lphsbdidn’t do it for Barnabas
Collins. There was something that compelled him to corok taathis place night after night,
something about taking the woman in his arms. “Josettg?”

He saw his prey in the mist, about 30 feet ahead of Ker. head was down, almost as if she
were praying over the water. She did not so much atestéhen he walked up to her. “Good
evening.”

She turned her head slowly to look up at him. She didvisdt to speak, but even in her state,
she knew some propriety must be observed. “Hello,” shebiaanonly barely intelligible to
either of them.

Barnabas tried to observe her eyes, but she avertgsberso quickly that he didn’t really get a
good look at her face at all. She resumed her poslieag down, eyes almost closed. “l don't
believe | have met you, | am...Barnabas Collins.”

She looked up at him again, weary of his presence alrddeyvas going to be persistent. “My
name is Esther.”

Barnabas tilted his head. This one was not going todye d4e didn’t understand why he was
as compelled toward her as she should have been thwardbut something was not right. “I
sense something is wrong. Very wrong, from the lookan yace.”

Esther regarded him ruefully. For the first time, Bédoas could see, even in the light that only
darted in and out, that her eyes were green. “Forga/eMr. Collins, for not wishing to speak
of my troubles.”

“You consider suicide.” Barnabas hoped making the statemeéright might shock the woman
into speaking. He dared not lay a hand on her.

She brought a gloved hand to her eyes, which teared upero§perself. “If you must know,
yes. | wish to die, this night,” she choked.

Barnabas felt compassion inside. At least that hadect giet! “Esther...forgive my
forwardness in using your given name...tell me how this calmo@it.” She took a step back
from the edge of the dock. “Maybe all she needs is snenolisten; he thought. “And that
might be long enough for someone else to come alonghomw might feed.”



“How much can one woman bear?” she said, almost musihgrself rather than speaking to
Barnabas directly. A little louder, she began to s@eghn. “l received word from Boston this
morning that my mother has died. She suffered frongthu for many years, and now
pneumonia has taken her. This after losing both of nigirelm to influenza and my husband to
another woman. | walked in on them, Mr. Collinghalze nothing left to live for.”

Barnabas felt so strange after hearing Esther’s stéeywanted her to live more than he even
wanted his old life back! He knew if he bit her, it woglde her what she wanted, death — but
how angry would she be when she rose a vampire like him?

Esther turned away from Barnabas’ steady gaze. She d@ep down that he had listened to
her; he’d hung on every word she’d said. On any othet,rsgle would have welcomed the
sight of someone as handsome as him. But now, shedvaathing more than to have the
ocean take her. She had to somehow get him to leadomey, but how? Maybe she should
just make a run and jump. She lifted her skirts...

“No, Esther.” He said it slowly, as a slender hagached for her.
She jerked away. Doing her best to sound haughty, shéagtiiow dare you touch me!”

“Esther.” He commanded her attention. He might @otha choice but to bite her, put her
under his power long enough to get her to listen to him. Heéeatkto tell her what death was.

She could not keep up her charade. Covering her facénahg let tears come, tears that had
waited months. She wasn'’t allowed by her strict fatalcry at her children’s death, despite
every instinct and cell in her needing the releases vi&is so angry at her husband that she
couldn’t cry. She’d nearly cried when she received thesrad her mother’s death. “Death is all
around me...” she sobbed. “Death of body and soul.”

Barnabas felt then he had to take his chances withuhigen. He put his hands on her shoulders,
softly drawing her to him, rocking her slightly. He remenalea few nights before, when Ruby
Tate had so willingly thrown herself into his embra&ut Esther was hesitant before her hands
slipped upward on his chest. He felt her shoulders rgdadinvith her cries, and he pulled her
as tightly as he could.

After a few minutes, Esther’s tears stopped. She pullekitodook up at Barnabas. “Thank
you,” she choked out brokenly.

Finally he got a good look at her, and he found her lovéfpur eyes are still so sad, so
empty,” he told her.

“It is how | feel inside,” she replied simply. Shigl shot try to look away. His eyes had
widened, and feelings of a different sort were beginning| toefr.

Barnabas recognized this look well. “You are hungry, Estieu are hungry for love, love you
have not had in some time.”



Esther rested her head on his chest, not saying a e hoped he would understand what she
wanted. “Love me, Barnabashe pleaded in her thoughts. “Love mik...

Barnabas’ need rose up inside him. He knew if he leftdter would jump into the churning
waters below. But if he stayed, he would give her d kihlife that would make her want death
even more. The conflict was so great...and the consegusaaespeakable, even to one such
as he. He’'d already lost Josette to that kind of deldthcould not lose another. He let his
hunger overtake him, and he pushed the high collar of hes awesy...but he would not be
rough with her as he punctured her neck with the terdalts of his undead existence.

“Ahhhh....” She sighed, and Barnabas realized she had noteccdie did not take enough
from her to begin to make her his, but enough that hddakamow her thoughts. If she thought
to come here again, he reasoned, he would be able thestoBut her blood did not taste the
same. Had all the pain she’d been through even affectddduel? He wondered as he let her
go. He’d help her find somewhere to sit and rest, to allovichiorget what had happened; he
hoped, to forget that she ever desired to die. She wasgito sleep, and he found a warm
place in the shack where he and Ben had carefully drpléas for Josette. He knew she would
be safe there.

He dared to press his still-bloody lips to her cheekeasadtched her drift to sleep. “Good night,
Esther,” he whispered. He walked out; he’d have Benkcbeder later. His walk back to the
mausoleum was filled with the strangest of thoughts, sbmehow, even taking her blood, he
had, in fact, saved her life. What an odd feeling tbatething so evil could have been used for
good.

~end~



