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	BLOOD DONORS WANTED

	 

	 

	“Oh, Igor, I am looking positively pasty.” Dr Acula pulled his whiter than white cheeks down to look into his bloodshot eyes. He turned this way and that, eyeing his pale features, and finally, spun around to his assistant. “Oh, I can’t see anything in that mirror, Igor, the lighting is horrible. Tell me, how do I look? Be honest, now.” He thrust his face towards him. “How do I look?”

	Igor, the ever faithful companion, said, “Just as you always do, Master. Pristine white.” He had no reason to lie. Dr Acula had saved his life and in turn he was a loyal servant.

	“Oh, Igor, you always know what to say to calm me down.” Dr Acula patted him on the shoulder, and silently swished over to his desk. Standing behind it, he stared out the expansive window and over the scene laid out before him. With rich green forests, mountain ranges capped with white snowy peaks, crystal clear lakes that reflected the blue from the sky, it was a peaceful scene. Calm and serene, it made him quite relaxed. He turned back to his desk and sat down. “Igor, I think we need to change how we do things.” Clasping his hands, he slowly steepled his fingers together until his forefingers rested against his blood-red lips. “I am a doctor. I should be able to come up with a solution.”

	“A solution to what, Master?” Igor sat his hunched four foot figure into the chair opposite and swung his legs. His toes never reached the floor, never would unless he grew a good few inches, but he didn’t mind. Being short got him into places.

	“A solution to the blood shortage, of course.” Dr Acula narrowed his eyes and thought. “We need fresh blood, new blood, out of town blood. Blood we haven’t seen before blood. I just don’t know what to do, Igor. We need fresh specimens, but there just doesn’t seem to be enough in the local neighbourhood. We need to come up with new ideas. We can’t keep going the way we have been, stocks are too low, and for some reason, they keep dying on me. Half the town has been buried now, so we need new people to bring new specimens to life. How do we do this, Igor? How, how? Tell me. Have you figured something out, yet?” Dr Acula leaned back in his seat and sighed. “What are we going to do, Igor? I don’t want to starve.”

	“We just have to think, Master,” Igor said, drumming his thick meaty fingers on the chair arm. “It’s almost the end of October, the weather is getting colder by the day, the days are getting shorter, people are staying in earlier and locking up their houses. You barely catch them on the street anymore.” He thought about the five towns in the local area within a five mile radius of each other. The good doctor had already been through them and stocks were indeed low, so unless new people moved into those towns, or they went farther afield, there was no way they would be able to replenish what they had in the fridge downstairs. He would have to use it sparingly.

	“If only there was a way to get what we needed without me taking it,” Dr Acula murmured. “Winter’s almost here and I hate being out in the cold. It freezes my teeth and puts them on edge.” His fingertip lightly brushed across his very sharp incisor and he felt a tiny jab. “Oh, bugger! I’ve pricked my finger again.” Looking to see how bad it was, he eagerly sucked the meagre drop of blood. Not that it was of any benefit. If he didn’t replenish the stock regularly, his own went down dramatically.

	Reminiscing about the varying types of blood he’d tried, he racked his brain to come up with ideas. The only way he’d done it for a millennia was the way it had always been. He’d stalk the streets at night, come across anyone on their way home, and decide to shout them to a drink. Free for him, paid in full by them. It didn’t matter if they were male, female, young or old, a drink was a drink. Nevertheless, he’d realised long ago that young, virginal women tasted far better than men, young or old. Less of a metallic taste and more of a sweet, untouched one, perfect and ripe for the picking. In more ways than one. But there were very few virginal women around these days, and he needed to think further afield. They either moved out of the neighbourhood so he had more towns to troll through, or they somehow brought people to the area. Most people in the local towns knew him and wanted nothing to do with him, and always made sure they were locked up tight before midnight…

	He frowned. Midnight…they were always locked up tight before midnight. But there were several nights when they stayed out late. Christmas and New Years were two, Halloween was another, and wasn’t it Halloween in a week or two…

	“I’ve got it!” Igor snapped his uncoordinated fingers. “If we can’t go to them, and they won’t come to us, we’ll go to each other.”

	Dr Acula frowned at his servant. “None of that made sense.”

	Igor had been thinking long and hard, using what limited brain power he had to figure out how they could restock their supply. “The local towns know what the monster does and what time it strikes, but they don’t know it’s you, or what you look like, or where you live. So…if we go to towns farther away, then we can make them come to us.”

	“And just how do we do that?” Dr Acula sighed his displeasure, not liking travelling too far from home, especially in colder months.

	“You’re a doctor,” Igor reminded him. “In the local towns, people do not know that. In towns farther away, people do not know that. So we can use that to our benefit.”

	Dr Acula steepled his fingers and tapped his forefingers against his lips. “Yesss,” he drawled. “But what does that have to do with the price of blood?”

	Igor shook his head and wondered why he was sometimes smarter than his boss. “You are a doctor,” he stressed. “What do doctors do with patients when they are sick?”

	“Well…” Dr Acula thought about it. “We take their temperature, listen to their heartbeat, check their pulse, look in their mouths, take their blood…” The blood drained from his face in shock. “We take their blood…” His insides quivered and he excitedly leaned forward. “What was your plan, Igor?”

	“What do doctors do with that blood?” Igor asked. “What happens to it? What’s it used for?” He tried to push his master along on the thought process.

	“Well, we test it for diseases and infections, and throw it out when we’re done. We don’t really use it for anything, although transfusions have been medically looked into in some countries and have become all the rage.” Dr Acula still didn’t quite see where Igor was going, but the light was beginning to dawn.

	“And how are the transfusions performed?” Igor pushed on. “How do you get the other donor blood to be transfused?”

	“Well, usually from families. So it’s the same DNA. We stick a needle in them with a tube and let it drain into a vial, or bottle, or some such. Where are you going with this, Igor?” he asked, perplexed by the whole line of questioning.

	“And what is it used for outside of that? How would you store it?”

	“Well, it’s not used for anything other than that. And it would be stored in the containers it’s put in. But I really don’t see where you’re going.”

	“What if people were asked to donate blood?” Igor went on, willing his master to get the point. “How would you store it for later?”

	“Later when?” Dr Acula frowned and the light finally dawned. “Oh…Igor…my friend…how fascinating is your brain, that you thought of that and not me, and I’m the doctor.” Dr Acula sat back. “Well, well, well. We could ask them to donate blood and store it ourselves.”

	“That way,” Igor went on, “stocks would never get low from people dying, and you could suggest they could donate once every three or six months. Use the excuse that it’s for their health, there are benefits to giving blood, it will make them healthier, it will help people in other counties who are in need of a transfusion…”

	“Like me!” Dr Acula’s blood-red lips curled into an arrogant smile. “I need it on a daily basis. Igor, your plan is brilliant, but how will we execute it?”

	Igor swung his legs and tapped his fingers together in glee. It wasn’t often he came up with an idea worthy of execution, and he was quite excited. “Well, one idea is to set up a shop, or doctor’s surgery specifically asking for blood donations. The other, was that we go to them. Get a horse and cart, deck it out like a doctor’s office with a small room at the back that you can hide in and store the blood, and you can either do the transfusions yourself, or hire someone to do it. A lure, perhaps. A young buxom lady would get the men in, and an attractive young man would get the women in. They can take their blood, or keep them calm while you do it. Imagine how many bags of blood we could get from one town. Hundreds—”

	“And if we go town to town, thousands…” Dr Acula finished off. He spun around in his chair to stare out the window. “Excellent suggestion, Igor. How long do you think it will take to complete?”

	“A week or so, to get the horse and cart and do it up. If you want to hire help, we can do it in the same amount of time, or it may take longer to find the right person.”

	“Yes, hire the help when you buy the horse and cart. Buy two carts, one for the office, one to sleep in. I cannot be seen in daylight, it’s too harsh on my skin.” His fingers trailed down his pale cheek onto his neck. “Hire a young man or woman, maybe a doctor or nurse. Impressionable young people who will do what they’re told for a small wage a week.”

	“How much?” Igor slid off the chair to his feet.

	“A silver coin a week. Put beds in the second cart. We’ll sleep in those to save money. Yes, Igor, this is a very good plan indeed.” He steepled his fingers and peered out into the encroaching night.

	 

	*****

	 

	The next day, Igor went to the farthest town in the area and bought two plain square gypsy-style wagons and four horses. He filled the wagons with lumber, nuts and bolts, an old dentist’s chair, and boxes of medical supplies. He managed to hire a young man in need of work, who drove the second wagon back to their stone house on the mountain.
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