
THE COLLECTOR

   Standing in front of the her mother's grave, Anna sighed and apologised silently to her once more. 
The name on the gravestone read 'Tracy Cross', the dirt still slightly mounded from the recent 
burial.  Her mother had been Elizabeth DeLap, but there was no point in making a separate grave 
for her; Anna had simply uncovered the freshly buried coffin of Tracy Cross the night before, rolled 
Elizabeth’s body in on top, then replaced the earth.  Body disposed of, no expense wasted on a 
proper burial.  Besides, if anyone knew what they were, her mother would never have been allowed 
a burial on holy ground – she, along with the still very much alive Anna – would be more likely to 
be set on fire.

Anna tapped her foot on the dirt, pressing her footprint into it as if to stamp on Elizabeth herself. 
She still hadn't found it, and it had been years.  Unnaturally dark red hair whipped around her pale 
features violently, as though the wind itself personified how her mother would feel about that 
missing gemstone.  That piece of jewellery was important to her, and had been of greater value to 
her late mother, the remains of whom would be turning in the earth below right about now if she 
knew that her daughter still hadn't found the missing piece, the most important gem.  

But she isn't turning. She isn't moving at all any more. Because it's mine now.

Anna heaved out another breath as she turned her right hand up and inspected the ring on her 
middle finger.  The colours danced in front of her eyes, deflecting the sunlight that hit them; a 
beautiful pink, a blood-red orange, honey yellow, chalk green, and her favourite, that midnight blue. 
She admired it, rolling her fingers side to side, watching the waves crash inside that blue gem as if 
the ocean itself had been forced into the dimensions of the piece.  Now this gem had been a find, 
something special – a rare essence, and not easy to acquire.  But once her mother had set her mind 
on a stone it was hers.  Anna fancied that she heard screams from within the waves as she tilted her 
hand back and forth.  She smiled momentarily, then her face dropped.  Yes the gems were beautiful, 
each of them special in their own way.  But the core of the delicate ring, the centre of the flower 
shaped piece, was missing.  A pure, white stone was needed for completion, and those were more 
rare than those gorgeous blues.  Her mother had found two in total, but after a hundred years or so 
they would lose their shine and would have to be replaced, as with the other gems.   Anna had never 
even seen one.  Her eyes, as dark as her favourite stone, almost matching her pupils, dropped back 
down to the grave.  Her mother had spent the latter part of her life searching for another white 
stone, becoming less able to function as the decades went on.  She had fostered Anna as a last 
resort, someone else to help widen the search and to take care of her in those last days.  Turning 
Anna had been her fatal mistake; when her new daughter had learned the true value of that ring she 
waited until her mothers teeth softened and her bones became frail, and then she forced the ring 
from her hand.  She half-smiled, reminiscing about that fight; she had had to all but snap that old 
bitch's finger right off to get it, but now it was hers and she was determined not to end up under the 
ground and being fed on by worms.  Like hell would she be the one being fed on.

That won't be me.  I'll find the stone.

She turned on the heel of her converse trainer, a shoe she had no love for but wore nonetheless to 
convey an age much younger than her own, and danced across the cemetery towards her car.  The 
old bat may have shrivelled up, but she wouldn't.  She would find that damn gem if she had to turn 
over every house in her new, pitiful town.  First on her agenda was getting to school; teenagers 
always had the sweetest blood.

**



   School had gone without a hitch; her fellow female classmates were predictably jealous of her 
looks, and the boys were intimidated by her confidence.  But why should she be shy?  After all, it 
had been a long time since she'd been fifteen years old, psychologically any way, but back in her 
day she had often been mistaken for someone older.  Perhaps that was a sign of the second-lease of 
life she was eventually to be served with.  She had read the thoughts of her form tutor, Mr David 
Gibson, as she had walked into the classroom, and felt disgusted by them – the pervert.  A 
disappearance on the day a new girl starts school would undoubtedly set the rumour mill in motion, 
but that didn't concern her much.  She would know soon enough if this town had the stone and then 
she would be gone.  She pulled her hands out of Gibson's torso and sucked the blood from her 
thumbs.  She hoped the stone would be here though.  The blood tasted stale and that could only 
mean that her senses were dulling.  She hadn't been able to tear through the flesh of his neck with as 
much ease as usual either, her rows of sharp teeth were already beginning to turn.  She'd had to dig 
into the belly with her hands instead – no easy task but a girl had to eat – and Gibson had seemed to 
enjoy that less than she had.  He stared at her, the life slipping all too slowly from his eyes, in mute 
horror.  He gurgled a little, which annoyed Anna.  She hated it when they gurgled.
“It's your own fault,” Anna smirked and the movement of her cheeks sent blood rolling along her 
jawline before dripping slowly off her chin.  “What kind of teacher, a man in a position of trust and 
responsibility, agrees to come back to a fifteen year old girls empty house?”
He choked a little, and his eyes fluttered.  
“Why, you should be ashamed of yourself!” Anna mocked, her mouth twisting upwards into grid of 
razors, entirely different to that sweet closed-lipped smile she'd flashed him just an hour ago.  She 
continued to lick the blood off the back of her hands, then paused, cocking her head to the side. 
“What was that?”
He hadn't spoken aloud, but there was no need.  She had excellent hearing.  “I'm special is what I 
am.” She replied.  “You're not though, you taste..” She searched for a word, landing on it as her 
nose crinkled. “..bland.  I'd die now if I were you, Mr Gibson. I'm going to need dessert.”
With that she shoved her hands back into his torso and up into his ribcage.  It took her a moment to 
locate the heart, but when she found it she squeezed it to a stop before tugging it from his chest.

**
   As the weeks passed, Anna's frustration grew.  She hadn't found the stone, but every time she 
considered leaving the town and looking elsewhere the ring weighed heavy on her hand and burned 
into her flesh as though telling her to wait.  She had become so frustrated just a day ago that she had 
torn through three houses, ripping the people within them apart out of sheer rage and fear.  The 
authorities, although investigating, thought it to be a string of animal attacks.  Which, in a way 
Anna supposed, it was.  It was the lethargy that scared her – mother had become increasingly tired 
on her way out as well.  Anna ground her teeth together and shook her head as if to rid her of her 
tiredness.  She had fallen asleep for an hour or two last night.. asleep!  Sleep was for them, regular 
people.  But she wasn't one of them any more, hadn't been for a long time.  She was a Collector, and 
Collectors didn't need to sleep.  But what kind of Collector couldn't find their treasure?  Lethargy 
was the first sign of the rot of mortality setting it, and once in motion it would accelerate quickly. 
Soon her teeth, her second set, and her claws, the ones she hid from the regular people, would 
soften and become useless.  Worse than that, soon the physical transition from beautiful girl to flesh 
eater would become more difficult, less effective, and the human mask wouldn't hold. Then she'd be 
limited to hunting by night, and with the necessity of additional weapons to kill her prey.  Soon she 
would be too weak to hunt at all, and would die, shrivelling and drying up into nothingness.

Anna shook her head.  She couldn't have that.

**

   At the side of the pool, a new addition to the school, the head teacher had proudly boasted on her 



first day, she surveyed the room.  Only a few students remained for the after-school swimming club, 
but the ring had burned deepest here – this is where she would find the pure, white stone.  She 
rubbed her middle finger uncomfortably where the ring had been firmly placed since she had 
violently ripped it from Elizabeth's hand.  Stupid, school rules.  The ring, the most precious item on 
the planet to her kind, was locked away firmly in the changing room, but she didn't like being told 
to remove it one bit.  She glared at the PE teacher, Mr Davies, furiously, feeling hungry.  She 
wondered how easy it would be to poach him for her next meal, but when he turned towards her she 
saw the flicker of his eyes, examining her in her swimsuit. She flashed him a sweet but sultry smile.

Well well.  Looks like you have something in common with Gibson.

Anna smiled, good.  That would make it so much easier to lure him to a place she could rip him 
apart later.  Her concentration was broken by a dazzling white light entering the pool area, she 
almost held a hand up to shield her eyes from it.  Every one of her senses spiked instantly, 
compelling her towards the source of the magnificently warm and pure power.  As she drew closer, 
she realised it was emanating from a girl, around the age of twelve, perhaps thirteen at a push.  She 
smiled at the girl in awe, who looked a little uncomfortable by Anna's sudden attention. 

So this is what Elizabeth had been babbling about, this was the pure, white stone.  Quite a pretty girl 
actually, she'd make an excellent Collector.  Shame she'd have to be killed, but that was the only 
way to extract the power from within her.  Anna cocked her head to the side, her pupils dilating like 
a cat's when it's about to pounce on an unsuspecting animal.  “What's your name?”
The girl laughed a little, displaying her surprise and discomfort.  She offered a smile back.
“Lilly.”
Anna's grin widened, and she had to watch herself.  She suddenly felt hungrier than ever before and 
she had to consciously will her second set of teeth to stay behind her human set.  If she revealed her 
nature now the girl would undoubtedly run, and with this many witnesses the whole thing would 
have to become a bloodbath to get the task done.
“Lilly.” Anna repeated, the word coming out in a giggle.

Lilly, a funeral flower. How apt.

“Year seven diving first!” Mr Davies boomed, following it up with an unnecessary blow of his 
whistle.  “Lilly, you first.”
“I have to go.” Lilly all but whispered, shyly padding away towards the diving boards.  Anna 
watched her go, pitying the feeble humans who were all unable to enjoy that beautiful, white glow. 
Anna had hoped the stone would be a boy, she had found them incredibly easy to manipulate so far. 
All she needed was her looks and the implication that they might get something out of her.  But this 
would be fine, she told herself.  Young girls are impressionable, they look up to older girls.  And 
Anna was ever so much older.  She would simply form a friendship, wait for the opportune 
moment, then take the girl's life along with her essence.  She frowned down at her naked finger, 
forgetting for a moment why the ring wasn't there.  The other stones all offered something; beauty, 
strength, even her newly acquired telepathy was the result of a particularly potent victim, whose 
aura had burned brighter than most.  But none but the pure, white gem could offer the gift of 
extended life.  Movies presented her kind as much more fortunate – they were turned and granted 
immediate and unconditional immortality.  I wish, Anna grumbled silently.  You had to collect from 
the living if you wanted that part of the deal.  True, without the stone she would still live much 
longer than the average human, but ageing was a curse that connected all creatures unless you had 
the key to stop it.  A brilliant white glowing key.

  Anna proceeded back towards the changing rooms, deciding to give swimming a miss and get that 
ring back on her finger, she ached without it.  She had identified the stone, now she just had to 



befriend it.  

Lilly’s scream stopped her in her tracks, and she whirled around in time to see the defenceless girl 
flailing through the air from the top diving board.  At first Anna assumed the girl was merely a 
coward in regards to heights, but then she saw the shadow underneath the water – the shadow that 
Lilly was screaming it.  A weight dropped in Anna's stomach.

No.

Lilly entered the body of water, and didn't resurface.  Not in one piece any way.  Screams bounced 
from the walls inside the room as blood started to spread across the surface, bubbling up like a 
morbid fountain.

Impossible...

People were running past Anna towards the exits, screaming, crying, shoving her from side to side. 
She just stood there in disbelief as the white light dulled, then was drawn underneath the surface of 
the pool and extinguished.  Anna sub-consciously emitted a dull, almost inaudible noise as a 
youthful, female form broke the surface, grinning a row of razors at her.  

The ring.  Get the ring.

But she just stood there, along with Mr Davies, whose wide eyes were locked on the naked woman 
lifting herself with ease out of the pool right next to him.  He shuddered as she approached him, 
almost gliding.  She stopped in front of him, regarding him momentarily with a gleeful expression, 
then tore his head off with both hands.

Move. Get the ring. NOW.

Anna started to move her legs, her eyes locked on the monster whose claws gripped the decapitated 
man’s torso in place as she drank directly from his severed neck.  Anna shuffled towards the exit 
then stopped.  She could see the ring, right there on the creature's finger.  The finger she had almost 
snapped off once in order to get that ring for herself.  A brilliant, sparkling white stone sat in the 
centre.  Elizabeth let the body fall to the floor and turned to Anna, still grinning those razor teeth. 
Blood covered the bottom half of her face and most of her torso, running down over her hips and 
legs.  She proceeded towards Anna, each footstep leaving a bloody print behind her.

Impossible.

Elizabeth smiled, drawing in the razors and resuming her stunning, human form.  She still looked 
beautiful despite her soaking, black hair, matted with blood at the ends.  “Nothing's impossible, 
dear.” Her voice slid from between her lips like music from a harp.  “Annabell darling, you grew in 
so many ways since I fostered you.  All but one.  You were incredibly arrogant, even at fifteen when 
I found you.  Why do you think it was you I chose?”
The weight in Anna's stomach dropped to the soles of her feet, rooting her in place.  Elizabeth laid a 
blood-soaked hand on her daughter's pale cheek, enjoying the tremble beneath her fingers.  “I had 
never turned one so young, but I could see it in you.  The evil, the pure viciousness of your 
character.”

You knew I'd betray you.

“I relied on it, in fact, dear.” Elizabeth cooed, her nails ever so slightly digging into the flesh of 



Anna's cheek now.  “I've spent centuries identifying gems, I barely need the ring to guide me any 
more.  But you do, and I knew that once I began to grow weak your determination would lead me 
right to the last one.”

But I buried you.  You were dead.

“I was weak, too weak to hunt.  This is true.” Elizabeth's nails became claws in Anna's face.  “But 
I'm too old and too strong to die so quickly of the process of ageing.  And I've spent years among 
humans, pretending to be one of them.  I'm ever so good at pretending at anything now, my darling 
daughter.  I needed you to find the white stone.  And now I don't need you any more.”
Blood spurted from Anna's face as the claws pierced her cheek.  She felt something roll from her 
eyes, tears.  It had been over a century since she'd experienced her own tears.

But I'm your daughter, you made me.

Elizabeth smiled a mocking smile.  “I've had many daughters since I became a Collector, dear.  And 
all have served the same purpose.  Close your eyes.”

Goodbye Mother.

“Goodnight Annabell.”

END


