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"Jordan.  I didn't expect to see you...here.  Is there a problem?"

 
"I want you to turn me into a vampire."

 
"You want to become a vampire?"

 
"Yeah."

 
"And you think that I can help?"

 
"Yeah."

 
"I am curious about how you came to this conclusion."

 
"My life sucks."

 
"No pun intended, I'm sure.  That's a rather dogmatic statement for such a young man to make."

 
"I'm seventeen, almost eighteen."

 
"What I meant was, what made you think that I was a vampire?"

 
"I've seen you doing it."

 
"Seen me?  Doing what?"

 
"Sucking blood from people."

 
"Perhaps we should talk about this."

 
"I didn't come here for a shrink session, Dr. Goode, if that's your real name."

 
"I'm glad you remembered it.  Now, might I suggest that standing in the street, in front of my house, at one-thirty in the morning is probably not the best place to discuss this.  Would you care to come in?  For something to drink?"

 
"Sure.  This is a nice house.  Figures, shrinks make good money.  I guess being a vampire doesn't hurt either."

 
"I'll be glad to show you around later.  So, you think you saw me sinking my fangs into someone's neck."

 
"More than once.  You want me to take off my sneakers?"

 
"Why should I?"

 
"So I won't get your carpet dirty."

 
"Since it hasn't rained lately, and I haven't noticed any dogs frequenting my lawn, I don't think there's a problem.  The living room is this way."

 
"How long have you lived here?"

 
"Have a seat."

 
"You've got a hell of a lot of books.  Must be several hundred."

 
"At least.  Do you drink coffee, or would you prefer something else?  Coke?"

 
"Coffee's fine, Dr. Goode."

 
"We're friends here.  You can call me Marcus or Marc, if it makes you more comfortable.  And you prefer that I call you Jordan.  Correct?"

 
"Jordy's a kid's name.  How tall is this ceiling?"

 
"Twelve feet, I believe."

 
"Where's your TV?"

 
"In the den, with the stereo."

 
"What kind of music you like?"

 
"Whatever suits my particular mood.  Please, feel free to browse the books while I make the coffee.  A man's books can reveal a lot about him."

 
# # #

 
"Cream or sugar?"

 
"Black's fine.  Your patients like this leather couch?"

 
"I see patients in my office downtown.  You said you weren't here for my psychiatric services.  What did you learn from my books?"

 
"What do you mean?"

 
"Did you find any about vampires?"

 
"No."

 
"Perhaps you didn't look hard enough."

 
"Have you read all of these?"

 
"A lot of them belong to my wife."

 
"You're married?"

 
"Aren't vampires allowed?"

 
"I just figured,...I mean...  What's your wife do?"

 
"She's a literary agent.  A lot of the books are hers."

 
"Where's she now?"

 
"Out with friends.  Last week she was in New York, on business.  She hates New York this time of year, the snow and the cold.  Myself, I like seeing the different seasons.  Have you ever been to New York?"

 
"I've never been out of California.  Except once to the Grand Canyon when I was twelve.  They were fighting a lot then.  I wondered if maybe they wanted to throw me in."

 
"Your parents."

 
"Yeah."

 
"Let's talk about these acts of vampirism you allegedly you saw me practicing."

 
"There's no alleged about it.  I saw you."

 
"And where did you witness these horrific scenes?"

 
"Twice in the park on Maple street, once under the I-5 bridge, and in your house three nights ago."

 
"Friday?  In this house?"

 
"Through the window.  Your curtains weren't closed all the way.  Because you came home so late tonight, I bet you just did it again."

 
"How did you find out where I lived?"

 
"Your home phone's unlisted.  I looked up your address in the city directory."

 
"How do you know about that?"

 
"A friend.  His father's a private investigator."

 
"Did you spy on your last psychiatrist?"

 
"He was just a counselor, and he wasn't a vampire."

 
"But this woman you saw me with--"

 
"It was more than one, and I saw you with a boy under the bridge."

 
"Yet you think that I'm a vampire rather than a pervert?"

 
"I know what I saw."

 
"All right, let's assume for the moment that I am a vampire.  Why do you want to become one?"

 
"My life is shit."

 
"You would prefer to spend it preying on humans?"

 
"Why not?"

 
"Do you consider that acceptable behavior?"

 
"It is for a vampire."

 
"You believe vampires are something like what you've seen in the movies, or perhaps acted out in your role-playing games?"

 
"I don't play that shit."

 
"How long have you been considering this alteration in your lifestyle?"

 
"Since I found out vampires were real, I decided to make it my career goal."

 
"Then your concept of vampires is based on your observations of me."

 
"Yeah."

 
"Did you see me turn into a bat and fly away?"

 
"No..."

 
"But you assumed that I could.  I think perhaps your views are colored with a few preconceptions.  What you've told me sounds more like the fantasy of a young man who either can't stand being a virgin any longer--"

 
"That's not--"

 
"or is confused about his sexuality.  Many young men have doubts about themselves at some point.  Being gay is neither a crime nor a disease."

 
"I'm not gay!"

 
"Now, I'm curious about how you uncovered my supposed secret identity."

 
"Three weeks ago, Saturday night, I'm walking home from my cousin's house--it was his twenty-first birthday party--around three in the morning.  I'm near the park when I see someone in a tuxedo walking along the street.  I think, who the hell wears a tux this time of night?  Jack The Ripper, maybe?  Then you walked under a light and I saw your face.  I wanted to catch up to say hi, but you disappeared into the park.  Sometimes I cut through."

 
"You didn't drive to the party?"

 
"It's only a few blocks."

 
"Most young men drive every chance they get."

 
"I like to walk!  Is that a crime?"

 
"Of course not.  I enjoy walking."

 
"Stalking, you mean.  So, I go in.  I'm coming around some bushes when I see you again, on a bench, with a woman, making out.  As I sneak closer, I see she's struggling, trying to push you away.  Then I hear her yelp."

 
"Yelp?"

 
"You know, that little cry women make when they're surprised."

 
"Like in the movies."

 
"Yeah.  Well, the moon's real bright.  You raise your head, and I get a good look at you sideways.  I see your fangs dripping with her blood."

 
"It was late, you were tired.  Perhaps you had some beer at the party?"

 
"No, I didn't!  And I wasn't tired!"

 
"Why didn't you run?"

 
"I thought you might see me and come after me."

 
"But you aren't afraid of me now."

 
"I've had time to think about it.  Go ahead, turn me into a vampire.  You wanna kill me?  That's fine, too."

 
"Did you think the woman was dead?"

 
"After you left she tried to sit up and almost fell off the bench."

 
"And you didn't go help her?"

 
"I thought you might still be lurking around."

 
"But you knew she needed help."

 
"Of course!  A vampire just bit her!  What was I supposed to do, rush over and give her a transfusion?  All right!  I was scared!  Is that what you want me to say?"

 
"Did you call the police or tell someone when you got home?  Your friend's father, the private investigator?"

 
"And say what?  That I just saw a vampire attack some woman in the park?"

 
"When did you see me again?"

 
"The next night, Sunday."

 
"Three weeks ago."

 
"That's what I said.  The pizza place where I work is open till midnight, but it was real slow all night, so my boss tells me I can leave early.  I made a sub and grabbed a Coke.  About eleven thirty I was at the park again.  I thought about going around, then I remembered the picnic area near where I saw you the night before.  The full moon was out again, and I had no reason to be home early.  Just after I finished eating I heard a woman giggling."

 
"Were you afraid this time?"

 
"A little.  I listen to figure out where it's coming from.  I sneak up behind the bushes.  I was behind you.  I couldn't see your face but you were wearing the same tux."

 
"You saw someone coming from a formal dinner.  The lady was his date, and they stopped in the park to consider their options for the rest of the evening.  I'm sure you know all about those things."

 
"Yeah, but that's not what I saw."

 
"How do you know the lady wasn't a hooker?"

 
"Hookers don't screw on park benches."

 
"You know that for a fact?"

 
"What difference does it make?  You bit her, in the neck.  Just like before.  When you turned, I saw your fangs wet with her blood."

 
"Was it the same lady?"

 
"No.  She was a blonde; the other one had dark hair."

 
"Moonlight can play strange tricks on the eyes, especially late at night."

 
"It wasn't that late.  When you left, I thought about following you."

 
"To discover where I lived."

 
"Yeah."

 
"But you remembered a safer way to find out."

 
"Yeah.  When I found you didn't live that far from me, I went after work to stake out your house."

 
"As in wooden stake?"

 
"Real funny.  Most nights you weren't home when I got there.  Then one night I saw you inside with a woman."

 
"This woman?"

 
"That your wife?"

 
"Yes."

 
"She wasn't the one I saw."

 
"Maybe that was the night my sister came over."

 
"Another night I got here early enough to see you go out.  That's when I followed you to the boy."

 
"How old was this boy?"

 
"Younger than me, fifteen or sixteen."

 
"Might he have been my son?"

 
"Under a bridge, at night?"

 
"Perhaps his mother and I are divorced and that was the only way I could see him."

 
"In a tux?"

 
"You seem to think I have a penchant for formal attire."

 
"Besides, you said you're married."

 
"This could be my second wife."

 
"Is it?"

 
"No."

 
"Well, maybe that's your first straight answer tonight."

 
"It must have scared you, following someone you thought was a vampire."

 
"I was careful, and you stayed on roads with lots of trees.  I had plenty of places to hide."

 
"How did you know I wasn't luring you to some deserted location, to make you my next victim?"

 
"...When you got near the bridge I saw the kid sitting on the gravel slope."

 
"It's usually dark under those bridges."

 
"There's a street light next to this one.  He had on a denim jacket, and he was smoking, taking long drags."

 
"Marijuana?"

 
"Yeah, but I didn't smell it until later.  You walked up the slope a little so you could get behind him.  He must've been real high because I could hear your feet crunching on the gravel, but he didn't even turn around."

 
"You must have thought that careless of me to make so much noise."

 
"You grabbed him by his jacket collar and pulled him toward you.  Then you yanked his head back and sank your teeth into his neck.  You sucked a long time.  I figured you'd killed him."

 
"Did you go find out?"

 
"When you left you walked the other way, away from me.  I couldn't see around the bridge supports, to see if you were still around.  Pretty soon I saw the kid move.  He rolled the rest of the way down the slope.  When you didn't come back after that, I figured it was safe."

 
"You went to help him because he was someone you could identify with, someone closer to your own age.  Or maybe you were hungry yourself?  Are you sure that you're not a vampire?"

 
"Play your head games all you want.  It won't change the truth.  I'm not stupid, Dr. Goode."

 
"I never thought you were.  What did you do next?"

 
"He was really wasted."

 
"The marijuana, perhaps."

 
"The blood donation sure didn't help.  I checked his wallet and found a school ID with his address.  He didn't live far, so I helped him home.  I saw a light on inside.  I rang the doorbell then left him on the porch."

 
"So you wouldn't have to answer any questions from his parents or the police.  Do you get along with your parents?"

 
"They got divorced five years ago.  My father's a lawyer.  He moved outside St. Louis, a place called Ladue where the rich snobs who keep him in business live.  Isn't all that in the folder you keep on me?"

 
"I'm sure it is.  But this is only our second meeting, and your previous counselor moved out of town.  I haven't gotten your records yet.  Did your father ever remarry?"

 
"I don't know.  I never visit and he never writes."

 
"Do you want to visit him?"

 
"We didn't get along when he was here."

 
"Perhaps he's changed.  Fathers sometimes have a problem trying to reconcile with an estranged son."

 
"Well, he must've felt guilty about something because after he left my mother told me he set up a college trust fund for me."

 
"What does your mother do?"

 
"She's a charity fund-raiser.  She's got a live-in boyfriend named Kurt."

 
"How do you feel about Kurt?"

 
"We get along okay."

 
"Do they sleep together?"

 
"Yeah."

 
"How does that make you feel?"

 
"Doesn't bother me."

 
"Do you have a girlfriend?"

 
"No."

 
"You're a good-looking young man."

 
"What you mean is, does thinking about them make me wanna get laid?  If I want to, it's not a problem."

 
"Do you have any brothers and sisters?"

 
"An older brother.  He joined the army after high school and started doing drugs in boot camp.  They got him in rehab somewhere."

 
"Did you ever try drugs?"

 
"No.  I don't smoke, either.  I used to, until Kurt told me that girls who don't smoke say kissing a guy who does is like sticking your tongue in an ashtray."

 
"An interesting description.  You said you had a job at a pizza parlor?"

 
"My boss says he'll maybe make me the assistant manager after I graduate."

 
"Impressive for a young man in high school, but not very promising as a career.  Do you plan to go to college?"

 
"Why waste my time and money?"

 
"It's your father's money."

 
"I wasn't planning on hanging around long enough to bother.  I was, you know, thinking about doing myself and everybody else a favor.  It's funny that offing yourself is against the law.  What can they do to you?"

 
"So, instead of committing suicide, you've decided that you would rather live the tortured existence of a vampire?"

 
"You don't look tortured to me."

 
"A vampire is little more than a hunter, with humans as his prey.  You don't strike me as the kind of person who wants to depend on others for his survival."

 
"How do you know what I'm like?"

 
"That's part of my job."

 
"Well, maybe it's time I changed.  Anyway, if I don't like it, I find myself a nice sharp stake or go catch some early morning rays on the beach.  One vampire, well done."

 
"That's a rather cynical outlook."

 
"Life's a bitch, then you die."

 
"But if you stayed a human, sleeping pills would offer you a less painful way out."

 
"Whose side are you on?  I thought shrinks were supposed to talk people out of suicide."

 
"I'm simply helping you to examine all aspects of your proposal.  Caveat emptor."

 
"Let the buyer beware?"

 
"You know Latin?"

 
"We learned some in senior English.  So, you're admitting you are a vampire?"

 
"More coffee?"

 
"Cut the crap."

 
"You have a number of misconceptions about vampires."

 
"Like what?"

 
"The stake is not necessary to kill them."

 
"What do you mean?"

 
"It makes sense that a vampire's brain requires oxygen just as yours does."

 
"So?"

 
"Slitting his throat would be less painful."

 
"Is this Be Kind to Vampires Week?"

 
"If I recall, you suggested using the stake on yourself.  I don't imagine it would be a pleasant experience if you missed your heart on the first try."

 
"Slitting someone's throat is sick."

 
"And blowing your brains out isn't?"

 
"I never said that's how I'd do it!"

 
"Unlike the classic myths, basking in the sun will not barbecue a vampire.  They are sensitive to light, but in a different way than you imagine.  The UV rays in sunlight cause their skin to darken rapidly, like those photosensitive sunglasses, a sort of a built-in sun blocker.  The effect is temporary."

 
"Are you making fun of me?"

 
"Not at all.  Excuse me a moment while I get a book that you might find interesting reading.  If you need to use the bathroom, it's down that hall."

 
"I'm fine.  This how you treat your patients, make them feel stupid?  Must be an easy hundred bucks an hour."

 
"A hundred and twenty-five.  Ah, here it is.  You may take it to read."

 
"The True Nature Of Vampires.  What's this shit?"

 
"You came here to find out about vampires--excuse me, to become a vampire.  You may find that vampires are not what you think."

 
"Neither are most humans once you get to know them."

 
"And how will becoming a vampire solve your problems?"

 
"Mind control, for one thing, make people do whatever I want."

 
"Make it easier to get laid, for example."

 
"Like make my mother quit drinking!"

 
"I see."

 
"No, you don't see!  'I've got a headache, I'm not feeling well, I'm busy right now.'  She's always got time for her fucking fund-raisers!  You want to know why I don't drive?  My junior year, one day she calls school to tell me she's picking me up there because she's got a big, important party that weekend and needs to go shopping for some new clothes.  Like she hasn't got two fucking closets full.

 
"When I get into the car, I smell the alcohol on her.  'We'll eat at the mall, Jordan.  I'll buy you anything you want.'  I tell her I don't want anything.  'We don't spend enough time together anymore.'  No shit.  Like the mall's a great place to spend quality time.

 
"I tell her, 'Let's just go.  I got homework.'  She hits the gas and tears out of the parking lot.  Almost hits a friend of mine.  I see Alex jump back and his books go flying.  She doesn't bother to stop.  Next day, I apologize to him.  He tells me I don't need to because he's been to my house and seen her drunk.  'I hope you never get that way, Jordy.'"

 
"I thought you didn't like being called that."

 
"Alex doesn't treat me like a kid.  At least Kurt talks to me--"

 
"Your mother's boyfriend."

 
"Yeah.  He asks me how I'm doing, how work is going.  'Want to take in a movie this weekend, Jordan?'"

 
"Do the two of you spend a lot of time together?"

 
"We used to.  Now, I work most weekends."

 
"How long has he lived with you?"

 
"Almost three years.  I think he only stays because he feels sorry for me, no father and her for a mother."

 
"Why do you think that?"

 
"They never go out together.  And he's some kind of engineer.  I know he doesn't need her money."

 
"Perhaps he loves her--and you."

 
"Not that I can tell."

 
"Does he attend the fund-raisers with her?"

 
"He told me he's not white collar enough."

 
"I thought you said they slept together."

 
"More like bed sharing.  She's passed out most of the time.  I know he gets it somewhere else."

 
"Do you follow him?"

 
"I asked him.  He's always straight with me."

 
"Your mother must be concerned about you if she's trying to get help for you."

 
"I don't need help.  She just doesn't want to deal with me.  The first two counselors didn't satisfy her.  The third left town.  You're my first legit shrink."

 
"How do you feel about being sent for counseling?"

 
"Gets me out of the house."

 
"Does Kurt agree with your Mom?"

 
"He thinks it's a waste of money.  He told me he was pretty much the same as me."

 
"In what way?"

 
"You know, lazy."

 
"But he went on to college."

 
"I didn't come here to talk about school."

 
"What did these other counselors tell you?"

 
"That school was important for my future, and that I shouldn't feel guilty about playing with myself."

 
"Do you plan on leaving home after you graduate?"

 
"I've thought about it."

 
"Your father offered you a way to leave home, with the trust fund.  You could go to college, like Kurt."

 
"Yeah, shit flows downhill."

 
"And becoming a vampire will change that?"

 
"Make it hit somebody else's fan."

 
"Have you considered that relationships between humans and vampires would be difficult?  Don't you think that someone will eventually find out what you are, maybe someone you care about?"

 
"The fewer people care about me the better."

 
"What about your friends?"

 
"They're a convenience, people to hang with."

 
"I've never heard friends described that way before."

 
"Well, when I get tired of where I am, I'll just change into a bat and fly away.  You know, free air fare."

 
"Perhaps.  If you had some place to visit."

 
"How about Transylvania?  To look up my new relatives."

 
"If you read that book, you'll find that not everyone believes vampires to be undead, damned, or supernatural creatures.  Their affliction is caused by a viral infection that alters their immune system and gives them enhanced regenerative powers and long lifespans.  Vampires do not possess those hypnotic powers you covet and can't change into bats.  According to the book, of course."

 
"A virus?"

 
"The part about needing to drink the vampire's blood in order to become one, usually more than once, is true.  The virus requires several exposures to establish itself."

 
"Where'd this virus come from?"

 
"No one knows for certain."

 
"Can vampires get AIDS from drinking infected blood?"

 
"An excellent question.  Once they become a vampire they seem to be immune to viruses, except the one that turned them into a vampire.  Iron is the vampire's real problem.  He can't absorb it in the form that normal humans can.  Hemoglobin becomes a basic food group.  It's all in the book."

 
"Vampires eat regular food as well?"

 
"They need protein, carbohydrates, fats, and vitamins and minerals, just as you do."

 
"Then why not eat raw meat instead of blood?"

 
"A vampire would probably get fat from the amount he'd have to consume.  With his altered immune system he requires several times more iron than do normal humans.  He can live off blood alone provided that his donors don't have any dietary deficiencies.  Of course, with all the junk food humans eat these days, he can't always be sure what he's getting."

 
"You know all this because you're a vampire, right?"

 
"I've read the book.  I also have a degree in biochemistry.  But if I'm really a vampire, as you seem to think, I would know the truth about them, wouldn't I?"

 
"Do vampires need to drink blood every day?"

 
"Not according to the book, but I would add that binge eating is not good dietary practice for humans or vampires."

 
"All right, why not steal the blood from a hospital?"

 
"Theft attracts unwanted attention.  Following your logic, why not simply advertise and pay your donors?  After all, you're just buying food."

 
"A want-ad?  'Vampire Will Pay Top Dollar For Quality Blood.'  Yeah, sure."

 
"That's why, you would think, the one-on-one approach is best."

 
"Does the blood have to be human?"

 
"The author claims that not all blood tastes the same.  It depends on whether you're a meat-and-potatoes person or you prefer something more exotic.  Some vampires consider humans to be gourmet dining.  There is a book you can order called Dining With Dracula.  Personally, I find the title a bit vulgar.  Now, that's the first time I've seen you smile tonight.  I had hoped I wasn't boring you."

 
"Quit changing the subject.  What about a vampire's fangs?"

 
"Apparently, they appear only when the vampire is ready to feed.  I've had my dinner."

 
"You making fun of me again?"

 
"I wasn't trying to.  I find your smile preferable to the gloom-and-doom expression you came here with."

 
"But vampires still bite their victims in the neck."

 
"For practical reasons, not by tradition.  The neck is convenient and accessible.  Actually, any vein will do.  The vampire can also use an IV needle and plastic tubing if he wants to be neat.  He can sip through the tube or collect it for later on, maybe freeze some for a special treat on a hot night."

 
"That's sick."

 
"If you're a vampire and drink blood, how is it different from any other frozen food?"

 
"None of the other counselors talked the way you do."

 
"When did your mother start sending you to them?"

 
"After the divorce, to help me adjust.  I kept telling her I wasn't the one who needed it."

 
"Your older brother, you mean."

 
"He was always her well-adjusted little darling."

 
"You impress me as being very intelligent.  How are your grades?"

 
"I said I didn't come here to talk about school!"

 
"Okay.  Consider this: You're a vampire and you're desperate.  Your donor is most unwilling to supply you with a meal; he certainly won't let you slide a needle into one of his veins.  Unless he's wearing a turtleneck--easy enough to push down--you simply grab his hair, pull his head back, and sink your teeth into his jugular, all one smooth set of well-practiced motions.  Your drinking reduces the blood flow to his brain; he lapses into unconsciousness, maybe partial amnesia, which may explain the legends of their hypnotic powers."

 
"Doesn't that cause brain damage?"

 
"Not if you're careful and make sure the bleeding stops when you're done.  Hemophiliacs are always a problem, but Medic Alert bracelets are helpful in that regard, as they are in avoiding diabetics if you don't have a sweet tooth."

 
"You're trying to get me disgusted enough to leave."

 
"Why would I want to do that?"

 
"You don't want me to know what you really are."

 
"You think I'm trying to convince you that I'm not a vampire because I don't want to turn you into one, and I'm hoping you'll give up so I won't have to kill you in order to protect my secret."

 
"Probably something like that."

 
"An interesting hypothesis."

 
"You think you're so smooth.  I think you're feeding me a line of bullshit, like this book."

 
"You haven't even opened it."

 
"Why should I bother?"

 
"Earlier, you were convinced that I was a vampire."

 
"You said your wife was involved with books.  Maybe you had this one printed special in case someone got too close to the truth."

 
"Speaking of books, here is something else for you to consider.  Have you ever read the first chapters of Genesis in the Bible, about men who lived for hundreds of years?"

 
"You mean, like Moses?"

 
"Moses came later, and his lifespan was fairly normal.  I'm talking about people like Noah and Methuselah, in Chapter 5.  Did you ever wonder if they were real?"

 
"Are you trying to tell me they were vampires?  They were supposed to be righteous men."

 
"You've read about them?"

 
"Yeah, so what?"

 
"I think you're far more intelligent than you let others believe, Jordan.  You purposely got low grades in school so you could have the kind of friends you wanted."

 
"I said I didn't come here to talk about school."

 
"Vampires aren't any more evil than anyone else.  They're simply genetic variants, like albinos.  Do you think they're evil?"

 
"It's not the same thing?"

 
"Why not?"

 
"Albinos don't suck blood."

 
"The book's author estimates the population of vampires at a few thousand.  Among billions of normal humans, that makes vampires almost literally one in a million.  Would you enjoy that kind of status?  And vampires can and do die, more often by accident or murder than from natural causes."

 
"Do vampires ever get tired of living?"

 
"I wouldn't know.  I have a successful career and a lovely wife.  But if you seek death, why become a vampire?"

 
"I wouldn't need human friends."

 
"The book will also tell you how vampires can, and need to, co-exist with humans."

 
"Who wrote this shit anyway?"

 
"Look inside the cover."

 
"There's nothing here."

 
"Perhaps the author chose to remain anonymous in case the book fell into the wrong hands."

 
"Well, it's in mine now."

 
"Yes.  So it appears."

 
"Are you gonna turn me into a vampire or not?  I know you're one.  Right here, on my neck.  Come on.  How many victims are this willing?"

 
"Maura and I agreed not to conduct business in our home, and she does not appreciate blood on the carpet."

 
"If you won't do it, there must be other vampires--"

 
"Who would gladly grant your death wish.  It's getting late, Jordan.  You should be going."

 
"You're kicking me out?  What if I don't go home?  How about 'Despondent Teen Jumps Off I-5 Bridge' as tomorrow's headline?"

 
"Professional ethics prevent me from preying on my patients outside office hours.  And I suggest you not walk through the park on your way home tonight."

 
"Why not?"

 
"As you discovered, a dark park is an excellent place to hunt.  My wife and her friends are still out."

