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              DID you ever meet a drunken vampire? I mean, really. Well, let me tell you. I didn't believe him, you understand; not for a minute. But let me tell you.
 
              It was a couple of weeks ago. A Thursday night. I was feeling, you know, kind of lonely, so I decided to go down to The Flame, which is a very nice bar here in San Francisco, if you like that kind of bar, which I do, and that Thursday night it wasn't too crowded, for which I was thankful. Crowds make me nervous.
 
              Anyway, I just sort of strolled in and looked around, just sort of checking the place out, you know—see who was there. I only saw two people I knew, George and Harry, and they were in a back booth glaring at each other, and I certainly didn't want to get into that hassle. 
 
              And then I spotted him. 
 
              He was an absolutely beautiful young man, with black, very wavy hair, cut long, and pale features that reminded me of a thin, young Lord Byron, if you see what I mean. He was wearing a black turtleneck, black jacket and black slacks. Not leather, you understand; those leather boys are just not my type.
 
              Anyway, he was all by himself, with a nearly empty glass in front of him, at one of the side booths. He didn't look surly or mean, like so many young men do; he had a nice dreamy smile on his rather too-red lips. (I wondered for a second if he wore lipstick. I hoped not; that would be too much). I watched that dreamy smile for a while, and hoped he wasn't high on something stronger than booze. Oh, I don't mind someone having a little pot now and then, but I am absolutely down on anybody who uses the hard stuff.
 
              I was wondering whether it would be worth my while to go over and investigate when his eyes caught mine and he smiled a little wider. He didn't take his eyes away, and that was an invitation if I ever saw one. I walked on over to where he was sitting.
 
              "Hello," I said, "my name's Dan. Can I buy you a drink?"
 
              "I'd love one, thanks." His voice was low and sort of husky. A nice voice, I thought. "My name's Boris." He had an accent I couldn't quite place. Russian? Too faint to tell.
 
              I signalled Mickey, who's one of the waiters, and he came over to pick up our orders. Boris ordered a double bourbon on the rocks.
 
              "And I'll have a double vodka, water on the side, Mickey," I said. Mickey knows I don't drink, so he always brings me water in both glasses, but since I pay for them as if they really were vodka, he doesn't mind. I like to be sociable, you see, and I found out years ago that going through that routine about being a reformed alcoholic can be an awful drag. Some sons-of-bitches actually try to wheedle you into taking a drink.
 
              I decided after looking closely that he wasn't wearing lipstick; that was just the natural colour of his lips. His eyes were fascinating, too: so dark they were almost black, and it was hard to tell where the pupil left off and the iris began. He had long dark lashes that a person might almost suspect were false, but at this distance I could tell they weren't.
 
              I don't remember what we talked about at first. Trivial stuff, just chatter. You know the sort of conversations people have when they're feeling each other out. After about an hour, I decided we knew each other well enough.
 
              "Boris," I said, "how would you like to come up to my place? I've got some very nice Jack Daniels and it's a lot better than sitting around this crummy place. You said you liked Vivaldi? I have some records you might like to hear."
 
              He looked at me. His eyes were still bright, but he was having just a tiny bit of trouble focusing them. "Danny, my boy, you jus' made yourself a deal."
 
              We managed to get a taxi, even at that time of night. By the time we reached my apartment, he had sobered up a little—but not too much. I unlocked the door, let him in, and turned on the lights. He looked all around, weaving a little on his feet.
 
              "We-e-lll! This place is all right!"
 
              I was really glad he appreciated it. I have put a great deal of hard work into my place in order to make it pleasant and beautiful. "Thank you," I said. "I find it comfortable. The booze is in the Chinese cabinet over there—help yourself."
 
              He did—plentifully. "Have you got any ice? I don't like warm whiskey."
 
              "Sure thing," I said. I went over to the fridge and began filling a bowl from the icemaker. My back was to him when he said: "Dan, how old are you?"
 
              "Twenty-eight," I lied, without turning around.
 
              He gave an odd chuckle as I put more ice cubes in the bowl. "How old would you say I was?"
 
              "Oh, nineteen, twenty," I said as I shut the fridge door.
 
              "What if I told you," he said in a strange voice, "that I was born in 1757?"
 
              I turned around to stare at him, the ice bowl in my hand. "You mean 1957."
 
              "Seventeen fifty-seven." 
 
              "Oh, come now, Boris, nobody's that old!"
 
              "I am," he said, with that same odd expression. The timbre of his voice had changed; it was firmer, somehow, even though the bourbon-induced slur was still there. "You see, I am a vampire."
 
              Well, I just stared at him. I wondered what kind of silly game he was playing. Was he thinking of ripping me off or beating me up? Was he trying to frighten me with his story? Or was he just having a little game? He didn't look dangerous or threatening. I decided I might as well play along to see how far he would go.
 
              "You mean you—you change into a bat? Things like that?"
 
              He laughed softly. "Tha's silly, Dan. Jus' plain silly. Violate all the laws of physics. To say nothing of biology. Can I have some of that ice?"
 
              He was sitting plopped in the middle of the big white beanbag chair—you know, one of those big polyethelene bags half-filled with little pieces of plastic foam. They're a little awkward to get out of, and I didn't figure he would try to jump me.
 
              "Sure thing," I said. I picked up the ice tongs and went over to where he was holding up his glass. As I dropped cubes in, he said: "You're not saying much."
 
              "Well—I mean, really—I mean, it isn't every day somebody tells you he's a vampire!"
 
              He laughed that soft laugh of his and took a hefty belt from the glass. "No, I suppose it isn't. You don't look very frightened, though. Don'cha believe me?"
 
              "Well, I don't know. What are you going to do, bite me in the neck, or something?"
 
              He looked up at me. "No. But I could." Then he laughed—a real laugh, this time. And I saw those two canine teeth. They were like nothing I had ever seen before on a human being. I backed away without taking my eyes off him. That only made him laugh more. I put the ice bowl down carefully on the Chinese cabinet.
 
              "Are you really trying to tell me you're one of the Undead?"
 
              "Oh, no." He shook his head solemnly. "Tha's all superstition. I'm as alive as you are. Maybe more so. I'm just different, tha's all."
 
              "Real vampires are supposed to be afraid of crucifixes. I have one in the other room. Shall I get it?"
 
              "Go ahead, Dan, if it'll make you any happier. Tha's superstition, too." He polished off his drink. "May I have some more?"
 
              "Help yourself." I moved well away from the Chinese cabinet. "Real vampires aren't supposed to be able to drink anything but blood," I said.
 
              Again that unearthly chuckle as he pushed himself up to refill his glass. He wobbled slightly, then walked over to the Chinese cabinet. "Another superstition," he said. "Jus' plain ol' superstition. Oh, we drink blood, all right—lots of it." He looked at me owlishly as he tilted the Jack Daniels bottle. "I know what you're thinking of: that line in the movie, 'No thank you, I never drink—wine.'" He put more ice in his glass. "Well, tha's all bullshit. A little booze never hurt anybody, even a vampire." He went back over and plopped himself into the beanbag again.
 
              "Real vampires," I said carefully, "are supposed to be able to change other people into vampires."
 
              "Ridiculous! You're either a vampire or you aren't. Do you know what a vampire is?"
 
              "I thought I did."
 
              "Well, you don't. I'll tell you what a vampire is." He drank more bourbon. "Do you know that there are other planetary systems than this puny little Solar System of yours? Well, there are. Yessir, there are." He waved his hand toward the window and the sky beyond. "Tha's where we come from. Ship got lost, cracked up here seven—close to eight hunnerd years ago. Not many of us left. Thirty-two survived. Twenny-four males, eight females. Not a good balance, not a good balance at all. We breed real slow, we vampires do."
 
              He was silent for what seemed an awfully long term, staring broodingly at his glass.
 
              I cleared my throat. "Even so, in eight hundred years—"
 
              "You think there's more of us now? Wrong!" He glared across the room at me. "Earth diseases got a lot. Childbirth killed the women." A genuine tear rolled down one cheek. "My mother died when I was born."
 
              "Real vampires are supposed to be immortal."
 
              "Bullshit. Long life span. Twelve, maybe fifteen hunnerd years. If we don't catch anything fatal."
 
              "Like not being in your coffin between sunrise and sunset? I asked warily.
 
              "Don' hafta stay in a coffin." There was scorn in his voice. "Stay anyplace where the sun's ultra-violet can't get atcha. Our original sun was much redder than this one. Not much UV. Five seconds can give a vampire deadly sunburn. But a coffin? Hah! I once spent a whole day riding the New York subways."
 
              "Real vampires," I persisted, "are supposed to be immune to knives and bullets. I suppose that's superstition, too?"
 
              He grinned wolfishly. "Ohh-ho-no, wrong again, Danny boy. Here, I'll show you. Got a knife? Gimme a knife. Or a gun."
 
              "I haven't got a gun," I said. "I'll get you a knife." I went back to the kitchenette and got a small paring knife. I didn't feel it would be too smart to hand him my Danish steel chef's knife. "Catch," I said, and tossed it to him.
 
              He tried to catch it, but it landed harmlessly in his lap.
 
              "I'll show you, my shkeptical frien'," he said. Picking up the knife with his right hand, he stabbed the blade into the palm of his left—clear in to the hilt, so that the blade stuck out the back. He held up his left arm like a schoolboy trying to get the attention of his teacher. There was no blood.
 
              He squinted one eye in an exaggerated wink. "Now, here'sa hard part. Watch. Watch." And he pulled the blade out slowly.
 
              He bled a little. Not much. Then he wiped the blood off, and there was only a thin line of pink, which vanished quickly.
 
              "Only way you can kill a vampire is drain all the blood from his body," he said. "Ol' stake-in-the-heart don' work, either."
 
              Now, I didn't believe he was a real vampire, not for a second, but that was a pretty impressive trick. Still, I've read that it can be done with hypnotism or something like that. And there's some kind of hysteria—I forget just what—that will cause that effect in a human being. It's rare, I guess, but ...
 
              But I knew he was lying. Those teeth could be false—a specially made plate, maybe. And that story about coming from the stars just didn't sound sensible to me. Maybe I'm old-fashioned, but I just don't believe in all that foolishness.
 
              I just stood there, looking at him, trying to think. What was he up to? Was it just a prank, or was he really trying to frighten me? "Real vampires—" My throat went dry. I swallowed and started again. "Real vampires are supposed to be immensely strong."
 
              He lurched to his feet. I didn't like the look on his face. "Oh, we're strong, all right. I'll show you." I didn't at all like the way he said it.
 
              He started towards me, and I just stood there, watching him. My back was already against the wall, so I couldn't get away from him that way.
 
              "We're immensely stronger than any human being. Immensely stronger," he said.
 
              Then, suddenly he leaped and grabbed my wrists.
 
              At that moment, I believed his story. He was far stronger than any human being could possibly be.
 
              I jerked my wrists out of his grip, flipped my hands, and grabbed his wrists.
 
              His eyes opened wide in surprise and terror. He tried to jerk away, but I held him firmly.
 
              Then I grinned, and he was really terrified.
 
              "Those teeth!" he shrieked. "What in God's name are you?"
 
              "Just another vampire," I said. "A real one."
 
 
 
The End
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