First Message
Beneath the buildings of UC Sunnydale, Professor Maggie Walsh, head of the governmental project called The Initiative, was not happy about the current listing of captures. There were fewer than there should have been, and the last addition had been more than usually difficult. It was almost as though the being’s body had fought the insertion. She pushed the thought away as foolish; as though a sub-human “demon” brain could fight being surgically altered. Maggie Walsh did not like foolish thoughts.

She might not have found it so foolish had she been monitoring the brightly lit, white walled cubicle that held the tall, slender female captive as the latter awoke.  What told the Initiative operatives that she was indeed demon and not human was her nearly white translucent skin coupled with blood colored lips and a smile that revealed too many sharp white teeth. The captive was waking up, but she was not reacting as most of the others did. 

She shoved blue black hair out of her face, running her hands over her skin curiously before she stretched. Odd. No give. Hard bed. Thinking about it, she felt like she'd been drugged. Finally, she opened her eyes to take in the bare white ceiling above her.  A very faint frown marred her very pale forehead as she inventoried her cell: three walls, dead white with black interstices; ditto ceiling; ditto floor, from what she could see of it and one transparent wall looking out on some sort of laboratory. The view was uninspiring.
She shifted from lying on the floor to standing up in one fluid movement.  Unlike most of the other captives, she cocked her head to one side and regarded the transparent wall for a long time before slowly walking over and reaching out one elegant finger to lightly touch the door/window. Electricity. She drew back, slowly. She stepped back and pirouetted to take in every detail of the room. Her dark lips curved up in a not quite smile. The skirts of her leather coat floated out around her, then collapsed back as she stopped. She checked her pockets.  Empty. The diamond solitaire she habitually wore was also gone. Worried about scored windows, were they?

A central tile in the ceiling shifted and something dropped through.  

Monitored. A touch of anger flitted across her face. The tile slid silently back into place. She picked up the delivery. A vinyl bag of blood. Laughter bubbled up and out. It was a peculiarly joyous sound in those confines.

"Hey. You OK?" a male voice asked from the left side of her cell. The vampire on that side had seen her brought in. He didn't know who she was, but it was a safe bet she wasn't human.  

"Fine." The voice that answered him was melodious, resonant, terrifying. The vampire backed across his cell until his back was against the far wall. "I am quite well, and shall be even better presently."

Four other vampires sought refuge in the far corners of their cells. The humans monitoring such things read very high stress levels from the vampires within the range of her answer. But what bothered them most, was that their readings on the cell containing the newest captive were dropping. They looked from the monitors to the readouts and back. They were distracted when she approached the Lexan <tm> wall again, drawing one long fingered hand out of her pocket. Something shone in the light, silvered light glinting off shining black. She reached out, ignoring the electricity, and stroked the window; once, twice, thrice and then a forth stroke across the other three.  

Before the watchers realized she had scored the plastic, one well placed flying kick had shattered a hole in the plate of Lexan <tm> large enough for her to slip out and into the larger room. Alarms went off. Guards came at a run. The room was empty. 

Prof. Walsh heard the alarms. The new one. Damn. Two in one week. This was not going to look good on their records. Plop. Slam. Black boots hit her work table as someone landed on the surface just behind the blood bag that had hit her report. She looked up to see long black clad legs disappearing under a flair skirted leather coat. The new one squatted down to bring her face closer to the Professor's. The too black eyes caught and held the woman's blue ones. 

The intruder smiled mirthlessly.

"*Not* to my taste," she said, nodding at the bag.  

"How did you get in here?"

Teeth. Small, even, shockingly white, teeth. Lots of them. "I walked."

"Get off my table."  

The woman was used to command. The intruder shifted to sit on one corner of the table, her long legs dangling over the edge, her eyes never wavering from the other. "Not that I'm not hungry, of course. But I prefer steak, medium rare, never know what's lurking in the beef supply these days, do you? And a salad, olive oil and red wine vinegar; and a baked potato with all the trimmings." Those disturbing eyes shifted to sweep the area before returning to roost on her again. "All of which are awaiting me at Alphonse's -- who will be exceptionally angry with me for being late."

"Who are you?" The older looking human put her faith in her work and demanded answers.

Blink. "I am Raven. Harbinger of the Gods. Deliverer of messages -- good or ill, they are all the same."

Professor Walsh blinked. It had not occurred to her that one of their captives might think of itself in such grandiose terms. She allowed herself a tight smile. "A considerable responsibility." 

"Yessssss. And one which I think you will not enjoy bearing receipt."

"What?"

"I find your experimentation repugnant, mortal. Your design may be to help, but I suspect darker designs behind. Destruction for those you hold captive and alter is the better end. To experiment on sentients, whatever their shortcomings as humans see such things, is evil. To extend this knowledge to others you seek to control -- where does it end? With all subservient to your wishes, or those who control you?" Raven held up a hand to forestall the Professor's response, her defense of her work.  "I will not hear the "following orders" defense any more than those at Nuremberg did. The ends *seldom* justify the means. Slavery, whether by collar and whip or implant," she gestured and dropped something small and computer chip looking on the table beside the blood bag, "is not acceptable."

She hopped off the table in one smooth move, turning her head away from the Professor. She could hear the sound of boots hitting steel and concrete. "Time to go," she said softly, the terrifying resonance of her soft words leaving her voice. 

Walsh scrambled for a weapon and -- gone. She whirled, searching the shadowed room for the *thing* that had just been here, throwing accusations that made her weathered cheeks burn -- though with rage or chagrin, she could not tell herself. Her people stormed into the room. For once, she had no answers.

A few miles away, Raven stepped out of the shadows inside one of the most exclusive, expensive restaurants in the area, attracted the owner's attention with a wave of one slender hand bedecked with a single solitaire square cut diamond and awaited the berating he would give her for arriving late.   Blue black hair caught back with a circlet of silver, her slender body barely concealed beneath a shaft of clinging synthetic black satin that covered her from neck to ankles, leaving her slender arms bare to show the ancient totemic tattoos of her kind, Raven took the berating meekly.  She smiled at her host, a beguiling, innocent smile and he relented.

"But it is not the first steak I have ruined on your behalf.  *Try* to be a little more aware?"

Raven's laughter was silver bells on a snowy night.

