Okay, since I loved the way you did mine, I’m going to do the same for you. ( And even though I’m totally in love with the color blue, I decided that I would put it in red. ‘Cause I’m strange like that..
Chapter Four 

A fat droplet of water dripped onto my nose, waking me up from my sleep amongst the soggy, muddy leaves. Maybe it could say “soggy and muddy”? Sitting up, I looked into the thick canopy of leaves above me: Was that supposed to be a semi-colon? the big hand-sized leaves from the intertwining trees were seemingly protecting me from the worst of the rain, although my tattered, worn-out clothes were still slightly damp. 

As I stood looking at the surrounding forest, a shiver worked its way up my spine and I whipped around, narrowing my eyes to see through the dappled sunlight. Sunlight affected my vision immensely – it was like trying to see through broken glass – however, the thick trees and leaves were shading me from most of the sunlight, so my vision wasn’t as distorted as it should be during daytime. I took a step closer towards the unnatural rustle of a bush’s leaves I had heard earlier; I was sure someone or something was hidden there, watching me, which would account for the shiver I had felt. 

I pounced suddenly at the bush, and heard a yelp as I landed on a solid form. Looking down, I screamed and backed away from the figure I had leaped at: semi-colon? he was unmistakably human, but his features had been twisted out of shape and his mouth pulled into a fixed grotesque smile. I receded slowly away from him, taking in his pale skin, pointed teeth as he opened his mouth and grinned at me and, unmistakably, his lack of a beating heart. 

He was also a vampire. 

Freezing where I stood, I stared at him in shock. The last vampire I had ever seen was the one that had changed me, and I couldn’t even remember anything about him – this was the first proper glance that I had got of my own kind. And what a ghastly view it was. Are we going to learn about the vampire that changed her later?
“Hi, there.” His voice rang through the forest, deep and clear. 

“Hello,” I replied cautiously, taking a step back to match the step he took closer to me. 

“No need to be afraid,” he said, “I’m the same as you. I promise I don’t bite.” He grinned, his pointed teeth flashing as he met a sunlit gap in the cover of the trees. 

“What happened to your face?” I couldn’t hold in the thought any longer, when had she been thinking this before she said it? and this was the first living person I’d ever spoken properly to so I wasn’t exactly sure what the correct etiquette of talking to a vampire was. So I thought I’d better just go with the dead obvious. 

He chuckled, ostensibly tickled by my bluntness. “Do you not have any disfigurement from your change?” he asked, raising his eyebrows slightly. As he took another step forward, I remained where I stood. Strangely enough, I wanted to get a closer look at the angry red engraves twisting his features, to see if there were any redeeming qualities in his appearance. 

“Well, do you?” he repeated. I thought of my mangled waist and nodded slowly. I guess I was lucky that I could hide my mutilation. But who is there to hide it from? I thought, thinking of my lonely existence with no one to speak to except the humans I used for food and occasionally the birds chirping high in the trees. So why do the vampires have disfigurements and how do they usually get them?
“There you are then. You’re just the same as me, but I just can’t hide away what I am.” He shrugged, as though this was no big deal. I envied his flippancy. Haha. I like that word. Flippancy. I think I’m going to start using it. (
“Who are you?” Another blunt question slipped through my lips, amusing him further. 

“My name is Jack. And you?” 

“Nina.” 

“Pretty name.” He startled me by saying the exact same words as the human boy – I’d forgotten his name already, it doesn’t do to be sentimental and remember their names maybe you could do without that part. It takes away from what you were just saying and confuses the readers when you get to the part after this. – I killed last night had. 

I frowned at him and was immediately suspicious. “What are you doing here?” 

“You intrigue me,” Jack said, closing the final gap between us. I could now see that his eyes were a melting brown, the colour of milk chocolate. His hair, which was short and unkempt, was a lighter brown colour, contrasting nicely with his ashen face. “I saw you kill and feed on that human last night without a care in the world, and so openly as well. It’s as though you don’t care who could find you out.” I could almost picture him looking at her a certain way, but maybe you could describe how he might be looking at her so I could fully picture it?
“That would be because I couldn’t.” I shrugged; nothing could bother me less than have a few humans’ fear of monsters of the dark being intensified. It may even be good for them. “Who cares what humans think?” 

“Or feel,” he pointed out. I narrowed my eyes at him. Was he trying to be funny? 

“They don’t experience too much pain, and I never let them become what we are. That’s the best I can do for them.” I paused. “In the circumstances.” 

Jack looked at me, his chocolate eyes swimming with questions. “So you think you’re doing them a favour then?” he finally asked. 

“Sure. I mean, if you had another choice, would this be it?” I asked, gesturing at the both of us. 

“No,” he answered, without missing a beat. 

“Exactly, and what’s more—” 

“However, I accept it,” Jack continued, his voice firm, but his eyes kind. “This is what we are, no matter if we’d wish it differently.” 

“But we’re monsters.” I couldn’t understand how he could accept this, what we are, so confidently, and what’s more, so positively. 

“I am what I am,” he said simply. “And I wouldn’t class myself as a monster, either. You see, I don’t go around killing humans like it’s my day job.” 

I growled at that. “I don’t have any other choice. How else can I survive? You must have to drink human blood too, otherwise you wouldn’t be stood here having this conversation with me.” 

“Human blood isn’t the only blood out there.” Jack looked around the forest, as though bored on the topic of conversation, before settling his gaze back to me. 

“You mean you drink your own blood?” The idea was utterly repulsive to me. How does anyone even come up with that idea, even if it is to survive? 

“No!” Jack’s eyes widened in horror, and he too must have been disgusted at the thought of drinking his own blood. “I drink animal’s blood,” he said simply. Okay, I really love this, don’t get me wrong, but I’ve read so many books where there are vampires that drink animal blood. It fits nicely, trust me when I say that, but…can’t Jack be a little more…I don’t know…dangerous? That would be great. Unless your idea for Jack is something different? I guess I’ll wait and see what you have written for the second part. Didn’t you say you were writing a continual to this? –sigh- Look at me going on. I’m going to stop now. This was amazing. =)
