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BLOODSUCKER

By

K.K.

     She felt the pain begin as something akin to a mosquito bite. An annoyance, certainly nothing more, pricking at the flesh of her wrist just below her right hand.

     She opened her eyes. Daytona Beach was still there, in all its noisy, crowded glory of sweating bodies younger than her own. Looking down, she saw that there was indeed something like a mosquito on her right wrist.

     “Bloodsucker…!” She growled in irritation , and prepared to swat it, and realized she couldn’t move.

     She couldn’t move.

     Her eyes bulged, their lids freezing backwards in fear. Her arms and legs lay uselessly on her gold beach blanket like bags of warm meat. She could still see her fine thirty-year-old breasts rise and fall slightly with each breath she took, but that was all. The only other movement was the hot Florida wind through her auburn hair.

     She was a mute prisoner, trapped in the cage of her unresponsive body. As bad as that was, the bloodsucker was worse.

     For it was no mosquito, she could see that now. It had looked like one: a thin, ugly insectile thing. But now, as real pain surged up her arm, it was growing. Fattened with her draining blood, it was clinging to her wrist and spreading over it, the slender black legs thickening, the body expanding like a fat rubber ball. A moment ago it had looked like a cheap gag Halloween wristwatch, but it had passed that stage. The wristwatch was wearing her now.
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     It stared back at her, with two onyx eyes the size of thumbtacks. Dimes, now. Quarters. As she met the gaze, the eyes merged into one, a cyclopean circle, flat and black. If they were thoughts behind it, they were alien. But incredibly, its gaze seemed to say:

     NO HARD FEELINGS.

     It was true: Bloodsucker (not its real name, but it accepted whatever title its host gave it) had no hard feelings, for her or anything else. It simply did its job.

     Her eyes rolled in their sockets left and right, trying to look for or signal to someone—anyone—but she couldn’t see anybody. She sensed people around her; she could hear their voices and their movement. But she couldn’t see them—and back in her brain she got the idea that she wasn’t being ALLOWED to.

     Looking helplessly back to the bloodsucker, she realized that in another few moments, she wouldn’t be able to see it either; it was burrowing into her skin.

     A thick spurt of blood splashed onto her palm, and there was burning agony as it invaded her, forcing the walls of her vein apart to make room for its bulk. A scream was born in her throat, and died there. The bloodsucker was an icy demon in her arm.

     “God! Please…STOP it!” She shrieked inside her brain.

     Incredibly, it answered her.

     NO.

     It sounded like a child scolding an unruly pet. But since it seemed to hear her, she decided to at least try and communicate with it.

     “Why? WHY?”

     There was a pause, as if it was considering the question. Then:

     I have to.

     “Have to do WHAT? WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!” She raged.

     Siphoning. It’s what I do. What I was made for.

     It moved deeper, and she tried and failed to scream again. “It hurts! IT HURTS!” She wailed.

     THIS hurts? This is just the start…

     Its conversation was over, and an ice-cold something seeped into her veins from the bloodsucker. Not agonizing, but sickening, numbing, weakening.

     Agony came from other sources, though: she saw her arm burst open bloodlessly, as though there were no blood left in her to steal. A fat black tentacle whipped from the wound, with two spiked points on the end. It looked like a snake’s tongue as it flashed past her face, then stabbed deep into her nostrils. The pain ripped more screams from her brain, setting them loose to race helplessly down to her throat and back again. More cold poured into her, chilling her lungs and guts.
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     Then it stabbed between her breasts, at the soft spot just beneath the ribcage. The spiked tentacle drilled through her skin as if it were no defense at all. Now her torso was a frozen ocean of hurt, but she actually felt an ironic consolation prize of relief; surely this attack would rip her heart open and kill her, ending this undeserved torment.

     She closed her eyes…she could still do that…and waited for death.

     And waited.

     And waited. It didn’t come; she was trapped in a coma of paralyzed panic and freezing pain.

     “Please…get it over with.” She whispered weakly.

     Beg pardon?

     “Let me…die…” She pleaded.

     Can’t do that.

     “For God’s sake, why NOT?!”

     That’s NOT what I was made for.

     That was true. As it fed, it siphoned her thoughts as well as her blood, since these too were electro-chemical parts of her, but it had no use for her thoughts. That this body called itself Anna Lanzetti, that it was a ‘teacher’, whatever that was (a controller of other, younger bodies, it seemed), that it felt regret over having no such young bodies of its own, that it desired a ‘man’ (slightly different type of body), that it was wracked with the pain of its injuries…none of these were of any consequence to the bloodsucker. This body was, in essence, another six liters of fluid to siphon. So the bloodsucker disregarded her thoughts, and did its job.

     Anna Lanzetti wished she could disregard her thoughts, but she couldn’t. They were all she had, and they were a dark maelstrom of terror and regret. Fear fed upon itself, spreading and surging until her brain finally said enough! It fought to find a light in the dark, something constructive to concentrate on. It found something: a smell, something she had sensed just before the bloodsucker had invaded her nostrils. A smell utterly alien to Daytona Beach; the sickly-sweet antiseptic smell of…a hospital.

     She wasn’t on Daytona Beach at all. She’d left the beach, earlier, now she was in a hospital. Something had happened to her, and the bloodsucker was a grisly consequence of it. Now her brain fought to find something to do about it. It fought to move the body, and couldn’t. Then it fought to ignore the pain…and to dream.
     She dreamed she was back at the beach, discreetly judging the bodies of the men who walked by, while pretending to read a Dean Koontz novel. Then she saw herself walk by…a younger Anna, with slimmer hips and younger hair, but with the same bright smile, the same loud laugh.

     HELP ME, she called to the Anna in her dream.

     The dream-Anna stopped, and turned, and went to her.
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     She dreamed she was driving home from the beach, a little angry at herself for not making contact with any of the men she’d admired, with her too-subtle glances and grins. But the anger was wiped out—along with her Toyota—by a tractor-trailer who had changed lanes too abruptly. As she stared helplessly upside-down through the broken, bloody windshield, she saw the pale, shaken truck driver staring guiltily at her through the glass.

     HELP ME, she screamed, and the truck driver went to her.

     The bloodsucker felt something happening to the body in its grip; its fluids were flowing faster now. But that only made its job easier…

     No hard feelings…

     …and it continued to do its job. It was possible that this body was willing itself to die; this had happened once to another body in its embrace, and it had recorded the experience so that the error would not be repeated.

     Yet her dreams continued.

     Anna was in her classroom at Edgewater Middle School, and Kendra Greene, a cheerleader who was one of her best students, asked Anna if she was feeling all right. Anna thought it was kind of Kendra to think of her well-being, but as she turned to look at Kendra, Anna’s head flopped down onto her right shoulder. There was a tightness in the flesh of her throat and a horrible grinding in her spine. She felt a bone slide out of place in the back of her skull, like a door falling off its hinges. Kendra screamed.

     HELP ME, she called to Kendra, and Kendra recoiled at first, then went to her.

     Then Anna was on a stage, nearly blinded by bright lights. Again, her head sagged on her right shoulder…and then her entire body sagged in mid-air. She was being lifted out of a coffin in the middle of the stage, by strands of something strong and rubbery, lancing her wrists and nostrils and heart. She dangled in mid-air like a grotesque human marionette, and as her head rolled helplessly, she saw that the strands thickened into tentacles…the tentacles of some horrible octopoid thing perched in the shadows above her. It looked down at her with one great cyclopean eye. Stripes of sickly green light flashed across it. Here was the bloodsucker…but below her was its master.

     He was a ridiculous, balding little man, wearing a white labcoat over a sequined magician’s tuxedo. He pointed to her helpless body with a wand for an audience of other men in white labcoats.

     As you know, gentlemen, every death is ultimately caused by an interruption in the body’s oxygen cycle…  
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     Anna’s eyes found a younger man in the audience. He was dressed like the others, except for a tie with Bugs Bunny printed all over it. And unlike the others, who were watching with fascination, he was scowling with obvious disgust.

     HELP ME, her spirit called to him.

     …so it stands to reason that if diffused oxygen is introduced directly into the bloodstream in a flow matching the patient’s heart rate, while carbon dioxide is siphoned out…

     “That’s enough.” Said the doctor in the Bugs Bunny tie.

     …just as the Biox Life Support System™ does…

     The doctor was forcing his way through his cohorts towards the stage. The lecturer-magician glared at him, but finished his speech:

     …Death is no longer an option! He thrust the wand into Anna’s belly. IT pierced the skin easily, but no blood came, not with the bloodsucker doing its job. He withdrew the clean wand and bowed to his audience, who burst into frenzied aplause. All except for one man.

     “I said that’s enough!”

     “Doctor MacIntyre, what are you DOING?!”

     “What’s it look like I’m doing, you vulture? I’m letting her go!” He reached, grabbed and ripped the tubes from Anna Lanzetti’s nose.

     The others in the Comfort Measures Only ward…Kendra Greene, coming to see her teacher one last time; Lucas Baer, the guilt-ridden trucker who kept returning to pray for any change in Anna Lanzettis’ condition; Donald Freyermuth, inventor of the Biox Life Support System™; and a bored nurse named Candy…stared at Anna’s physician, Dr. Matthew MacIntrye, in shock. Up until a moment ago, they all felt that something might happen today, something might change, some miracle out of nowhere. But Dr. MacIntrye’s sudden leap from hospital policy wasn’t what they expected.

     “Security! Secur—“ Freyermuth’s loud bleats were cut off as Lucas’ huge fist crashed into his mouth. 

     “Shut up, shorty. Haven’t you played God long enough?”

     Candy opened the ward door. “Hey! Somebody get in here! Doctor MacIntyre’s gone crazy!” A moment later she was shoved bodily out into the hall by Kendra, and the door locked behind her. Kendra didn’t exactly know why she was doing it, but it somehow felt eerily, totally right.

     “Crazy?” Kendra asked the others. “Crazy is hookin’ up Miss Lanzetti to that…that thing.” She said. Kendra had been disgusted by the Biox Life Support System™ since she’d first laid eyes on it. The nerd, Frymouth or whoever he was, 
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claimed it was a “stepping stone to immortality” and a “way to keep organs healthy indefinitely”, but all Kendra could see was a freakish electronic spider webbing her teacher with obscene tubes. And now she could see more: Anna’s hand, blindly removing the catheter from her right wrist.

     The bloodsucker’s system rioted with chaotic data; fluids were missing. It was losing its grip on the body. What are you doing? It demanded.

     “My job.” Anna whispered.

     Lucas heard her speak, and thanked God, then helped Doctor MacIntyre remove the remaining catheters from Anna’s body. Like everyone else, he thought that removing the tubes would kill her, but it seemed like the exact opposite was happening. Freyermuth raved and swore at them to stop, that the woman was his, she was a mindless vegetable shell with a lot of expensive organs that had been bought and paid for, but everyone ignored him.

     Dr. Matthew MacIntyre’s eyes widened as Anna’s opened for the first time in a month, since the near-fatal crash that had left her in a hopeless coma. It was a miracle she was able to move, but move she did. She reached over and threw the control panel of the Biox Life Support System™ to the floor. It burst apart in a steel scream, spraying sparks and stolen blood as it lost its job for good.

     Lucas was the first to speak. “Miss Lanzetti…I just want to say I’m sorry for all the pain I must’ve caused you.”

     Anna too a deep breath, then smiled at him. Then at Kendra, at Dr. MacIntyre, then at Freyermuth, and finally at the destroyed bloodsucker.

     “No hard feelings.” She said.

