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An Immortal World Novella (3.5) 

BY SHANNON A. HINER 

 

1962 

 

The world wasn’t as boring as most people thought. They just couldn’t see it 

like Millicent Gifford could. They couldn’t See. 

The ability to See was a family trait. Her father’s mother had it, and her 

father’s mother before that. Carried by blood for hundreds of generations, but 

never mentioned in the family history. Never spoken of openly. 

In a world so boring, so plain and plebeian, to be more was to invite envy. 

Envy turned to jealousy, anger...betrayal. 

Millie had Seen it all. The warning carried in her line’s collective memory 

told her everything she needed to know. 

Better to appear normal.  

It was a dangerous thing to be more. 

That’s why, when the vision hit her in the middle of the produce section, 

Millie stood firm and quiet as the blackness swept over her eyesight. Her 

fingernails squeezed through the soft skin of the fruit she had been testing for 

ripeness. Peach juice dribbled down her hand, tickling the underside of her 
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wrist before dripping on her sunflower yellow Mary Janes and creating a sticky 

mess on the floor, but she didn’t react. 

The supermarket disappeared. Its bright lights extinguished, replaced by the 

streetlights of an unfamiliar city. Millie didn’t release the punctured peach from 

her death grip as she turned in a small circle to take in the sights and sounds 

of her new surroundings. Buildings rose up two to five stories on either side of 

the street. The street itself was paved, though unmarked by the paint any 

normal city would use for traffic control. Warm night air infused with conifer 

and oak swirled about her, pressing her dress against her stockings and 

caressing her hair.  

Just starting to peek above one of the buildings, the moon was bright and 

near bursting in its fullness. Unnatural quiet pervaded every inch of the city. 

She must have stood there a full minute before the wolf’s howl pierced the 

silence. 

“Are you alright, dear?”  

Without warning, the night was eaten up by blinding fluorescent lights, the 

clean, forest smell replaced with industrial floor cleaner and onions as every bit 

of the vision faded away. Except for the howl. Long, lonely, and haunting, it 

continued on in her ears even as Millie stared at the grandmotherly sort who 

had just stopped by the peach bin and regarded Millie with undisguised 

concern. 

“Oh,” she said, finally loosening her grip on the fruit. “Yes, thank you, just 

lost in thought.” She laughed gaily and shrugged. 

The other woman frowned, but apparently took her at her word, moving on 

down the row of fruit. 

Millie looked down at the peach in her hand. Juice welled up from the five 

crescent shapes her nails had dug in its soft, fuzzed skin. She grimaced and 

placed the fruit in her basket.  

Normally the visions didn’t spring upon her just so, but waited, lingered at 

the back of her mind until she called them forward. Her grandmother told 

Millie her Sight was pretty strong. The strongest their line had seen in four 
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generations. As such, it was more a blessing than a curse. She could control it 

much easier, and use it more often.  

Of course, as her grandmother had stressed, the burden of her 

responsibility was all the heavier for those facts. The immorality of gambling, 

for starters, had been deeply stressed. Not that it would have been taken in a 

positive light anyway, what with her family being good Christians and all, but 

being a gambler and a cheat would be far and away worse.  

Still, even tasked with such a great power, Millie was glad she didn’t have to 

worry about random visions overwhelming her at any odd time.  

Normally. 

Where had this one come from? Often, when she felt the tickle at the back of 

her mind, the encroaching darkness, it was a direct response to something or 

someone she had seen. As she finished up her shopping, Millie searched the 

store for someone who could have triggered the vision. No one stood out as 

likely.  

After paying for her groceries, Millie stepped out into the bright June 

sunshine and placed her sunglasses firmly on the bridge of her nose. The last 

vestiges of spring had faded and the month was just starting to turn hot. The 

sun rode high in the sky, casting its rays down upon pavement that warped 

and wavered under its intensity.  

Millie crossed the parking lot and patted the hood of her yellow ‘57 

Ranchero. “Hey Ingrid, ready to go home?”  

The vehicle purred to life as she turned the key and rolled the windows 

farther down. Sure, she could have turned on the Frigidaire unit, but she 

wanted to feel the heat of the day soaking into her bones. Chilled and a little 

nervous after the vision, the searing heat of the day was one more reminder 

that it wasn’t real. She was safe. She was nowhere near that dark, quiet city. 

Millie was extra cautious driving home to her parents’ house. She hadn’t 

appreciated the convenience of her visions waiting for her to call them forward, 

before. Her respect for her lesser-powered ancestors grew considerably, to have 
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escaped notice for so long. If a vision overtook her while driving, it could be 

disastrous.  

Thankfully, she made it home without incident. By the time she unloaded 

Ingrid and made her way into the house, the vision had faded from memory. 

Just another in a long line that had little to do with her. She often foresaw the 

future, but rarely saw it play out in real time.  

♦ ♦ ♦ 

At first she didn’t notice the creeping darkness along the edges of her vision. 

She had changed out of her clothes, donned her pajamas, and was smoothing 

night cream under eyes. Having turned off the overhead light, Millie navigated 

the room by memory and the scant light that filtered through the curtains from 

the street outside.  

It wasn’t until she heard the growl that she realized her vanity, mirror, and 

entire bedroom had disappeared from around her.  

The growl rolled over her, across her shoulders, down her arms. It wrapped 

around her legs and shook them like her mother’s apple jelly. Hands shaking, 

she turned inch by inch to look behind her. Yellow eyes gleamed in the 

darkness.  

The creature turned away though, its eerie gaze disappearing into the black 

night. Her hands unclenched even as her stomach suddenly tightened, 

lurched, rolled. A heavy scent coated the air, sweet and metallic.  

Millie looked down. Something dark pooled at her feet, glinting wet in the 

starlight. She bent down and reached toward it. The scent grew stronger. She 

knew what it was the second before her fingers touched it, but it was too late to 

pull them back. Thick, cool, and already growing tacky.  

Blood. 

The scent was death.  

Wrenching her hand back, she stood and tried to move away from the 

creeping blood before it could wet her slippers. Her heel caught on something. 

Something big. Hard with just the slightest give. She caught her balance at the 

last second. It had to be the vanity stool, right? 
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Wrong. 

Horror clutched her throat as she looked down again. Rent flesh and 

muscle. Exposed bone. Claws marks dragged down a face. Blood everywhere.  

Her head was too light. The world tilted. She was going to fall. She stumbled 

away, desperate not to fall in the blood. Not to fall on the—the—she couldn’t 

think it.  

Millie hit the ground a few seconds later. The cold blood soaked into her 

pajamas. An empty gaze stared back at her. The lightest blue eyes she had ever 

seen. Filled with nothing but death.  

She fainted. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Two unbidden visions in one day. Neither seeming to have been brought on 

by anything specific. Millie searched her memory for answers. Had her 

grandmother ever mentioned such a thing? For a seer of Millie’s strength, it 

was alarming.  

As she buttered her morning toast, she relived the second vision in her 

mind. It hadn’t even felt like the Sight. It felt real. Those lifeless blue eyes had 

haunted her dreams, the wolf’s growl echoed throughout the night. 

Waking up on the floor of her bedroom had left an uncomfortable crick in 

her neck and bags the size of luggage under eyes. Millie stifled a yawn as she 

took a sip of her coffee. Too bad there was no one for her to quiz on the visions. 

Her grandmother had died a few years before and with that, Millie’s training 

ended. 

Not that the Sight required much training. Really, it had just been Grandma 

Esther drilling her over and over to keep it hidden.  

The secret was only revealed to the new seer when the Sight began to 

manifest. Her grandmother had kept an especially close eye on her from her 

fourteenth birthday on. The stronger the Sight, the earlier it manifested. Millie’s 

first vision came to her a few months after she turned fifteen. 

Even her parents didn’t know. 
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Luckily, they were out of town at the moment so she wouldn’t have to try to 

explain away any odd behavior. Still, if her Sight was weakening, spinning out 

of control, Millie was going to have her hands full going forward. She hadn’t 

heard any stories of the Sight doing such a thing; for her ancestors, it 

remained steady throughout their lives.  

Why was hers fritzing? 

Millie sighed and, standing, picked up her plate to take to the sink. It hit 

her halfway across the kitchen. No telltale darkening this time, just bright 

morning kitchen one second, pitch black night the next.  

Out of the darkness, a beast crept forward. On all fours, its head was as 

high as her waist. It looked to weigh at least as much as a grown man, maybe 

more. Its thick, dark brown fur was somewhat ragged. The fur around its 

mouth and claws was coated in something red and dripping.  

The plate left her hand, shattered. The pieces flew out in every direction.  

The yellow-eyed wolf crouched, canines gleaming in the moonlight. The hair 

on its back stood straight up. A tightening of his muscles was the only 

warning. He lunged. 

Millie scrambled back, slipped, and her butt hit the cool tile floor as the 

vision faded abruptly. Her mother’s Pekingese stared back from the living room. 

Muffintop tilted his head and barked a question.  

One shuddering breath after another, Millie leaned against the cabinets and 

tried to calm down. Just a vision. It wasn’t real. Yet.  

She could still see the wolf’s eyes when she closed her own. It took a 

moment to understand why they were so disturbing. When she did, an icy chill 

raced down her spine.  

Human eyes. Human understanding.  

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Millie didn’t go out that day. Missing her business class didn’t sit well with 

her, but the thought of drifting into a vision mid-lesson was definitely the 

greater of two evils. She also called her friends to cancel lunch.  
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The visions were coming more frequently, all unbidden. Another came as 

she watered the houseplants. She barely hung onto the watering can as she 

was transported back to the city from her first vision and watched as ten or 

more of those enormous wolves poured through the city’s streets.  

Each vision now seemed to build upon the last. The city was attacked, its 

inhabitants unprepared. But they fought back; oh, they fought back.  

Her first inkling of what she was dealing with came during the fifth Sight. 

The pale-eyed man was alive this time, his long blond hair swung unkempt 

around his face as he whirled a sword larger than Millie through the air. But 

when it was knocked away from his hands, he merely growled in frustration 

and flung himself at his attacker.  

His large hands seemed to dwarf even the enormous wolf. As they wrapped 

around the creature, crushing bones and causing the wolf to go limp, Millie got 

a good look at his face.  

At his...teeth.  

And then the dead wolf, body flung to the ground, turned into a human. A 

crushed, mangled corpse of a naked man.  

She knew, of course, that nonhuman, unnaturally long-living beings 

existed. Her ancestors had known and so passed down the knowledge to her. 

Some of them even interacted with the immortals, lived with them. Yes, Millie 

knew immortals existed...far away. She would likely never meet one.  

Except now she was having almost nonstop, uncontrollable visions of them.  

What were the visions leading up to? The one with the dead man returned 

twice more that afternoon.  

As the sun began to drop below the horizon, Millie sat on the back porch 

and wrestled with her emotions.  

She was spent. Exhausted. Frightened. Her gift was turning into a curse.  

Her parents’ house was in one of the nicer neighborhoods of the city, 

perched atop the rolling foothills that looked down on the river. From her the 

backyard she could see the dam a few miles off. It had just been completed a 

few years prior, and was one of the tallest earthen dams in the country. As the 
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sun slipped behind the mountains to the west, one by one the lights that lined 

the top of the dam began to wink on.  

This time it happened as it should. A slight quiver at the edge of her sight, 

the edging darkness caressed her temple. Millie felt hot tears of relief prick the 

back of her eyes; did this mean her Sight would return to normal? Please, let it 

be so. Closing her lids, she called the vision forward.  

Night again in this vision. Immortals liked the darkness, easier to hide what 

they were. But this time the vision wasn’t of the immortals battling, wasn’t 

even of that strange city.  

For the first time, she recognized the subject of her vision.  

Herself. 

Millie watched herself from thirty feet away, stepping out of Ingrid and 

surveying the surroundings. It was too cool out to be entirely comfortable, and 

the breeze whipped her hair about wildly. 

She crossed the small parking area, stepping past the bathrooms and picnic 

bench to stand at the edge of the dam. 

A wet, cold winter meant the lake crested high in early June. Millie looked 

down at the water for a moment, then glanced up and behind herself to 

see...herself. Millie met her own eyes and nodded shortly. 

She blinked and the vision was fading.  

She had been wearing the very same dress she even now sat in. Good thing 

too, because she couldn’t bear to wait another day to see these visions through. 

Tonight she would find out what was going on.  
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In the distance, Millie could hear the steady rumble of water down the 

spillway into the river below. She tasted manzanita and sunlight warmed 

pavement on the air. The smell of summer. 

Aside from Ingrid and one other car, the parking lot was empty—the owner 

of which had just walked up and was climbing in. During the day and well into 

the early hours of evening, the dam bustled with activity. Tourists, exercise 

enthusiasts, and pet owners all traveled its length regularly.  

Now that night was full upon the lake, everyone was packed up and off. All 

the sensible people, anyway. 

Everyone but Millie.  

Reflections of stars glittered back at her from the lake surface. Gentle waves 

lapped at the dam where the wind stirred the water. On the other side, the last 

vestiges of the sunset had completely faded, leaving only the bright lights of the 

city twinkling back at her. The great earthen side of the dam sloped down 

dramatically, making Millie’s palms sweat and twitch at the thought of 

standing too close. No railing stood on either side, just a small curb and a rope 

of chain swung between stone half pillars.  

The bugs of summer buzzed through the air, drawn by the lamp posts 

placed every fifty feet across the half mile dam. It was eerily quiet at the top of 

the dam. The city sounds didn’t reach it. No cars or people…no animals. Just 

the wind off the water, blowing her short blonde waves into her eyes and 

mouth.  

Millie rubbed her arms. It was cool out, but it was more the feeling of being 

utterly alone, completely at the mercy of the night that raised the gooseflesh on 
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her arms. She looked back at Ingrid. The keys felt heavy in her pocket, as 

though they strained toward the vehicle...toward safety.  

Squaring her shoulders, Millie stamped one foot decidedly and turned on it, 

facing the length of the dam and destiny. The Sight brought her, she was 

supposed to be there. She hadn’t seen her death. It wasn’t her time. If she 

didn’t handle this problem, her visions might never go back to normal.  

As soon as she had decided to go to the dam, the visions had ceased. Not 

even a tickle at the edge of her eyesight. 

She passed the first lamp post.  

Whatever she was supposed to find out here, her gift had brought her for a 

reason. Obviously, she was a firm believer in fate. As a Christian, she knew 

that such a gift could only have come from one place. Why her family? No idea. 

How were any of them to know? What mattered was how she used it.  

Here she was guided. Here she would be.  

She passed the fifth lamp post.  

She was an idiot. There was no one out there. What was she expecting? A 

portal or something? An immortal just leaning against one of the cement 

barrier blocks with a sign that said “Millicent Gifford”? 

She passed the eighth lamp post.  

Turn back. Go home where it’s safe. The stars looked down on her, grinning, 

twinkling in mockery. Just a nine o’clock stroll all alone on the dam. The 

familiar interior of Ingrid called out to her from a quarter mile back. All yellow 

and smelling of leather. The car was a breath of sunshine on the chilliest night.  

The tenth lamp post.  

Nearly halfway across. The breeze shifted, brought with it a new smell from 

somewhere in front of her. Like...bayberry soap. It reminded her of her 

grandfather. A darker shade of black shifted in night. Too quick to follow. 

She slowed and stopped at the next lamp post. Stepping close to its halo of 

warm light. Millie’s jaw was tense. She could have imagined it. But what were 

the odds? 
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Right, she wasn’t supposed to gamble. Because she knew. She knew the 

odds. 

The darkness edged in on her vision, beckoning. She shook her head. Not 

now. She didn’t need the Sight in order to know what was about to happen. 

The shadows shifted again and then he was there. Moving too fast to evade. 

Millie froze. 

He bore down on her, all flashing eyes and teeth. If she didn’t speak soon, 

she would forever hold her peace. In a grave.  

“Wait,” she gasped. 

He didn’t hesitate. 

“I have the Sight!” 

Her words had an immediate effect. He ground to a halt only a foot away 

from her. The breeze moved past him, sweeping his shoulder length blond hair 

forward and obscuring all but his eyes. Pale as moonlight eyes that moved from 

her neck to her eyes with lightning speed. 

He was enormous, well over six feet tall and built like a linebacker on a 

football team. 

“What did you say?” He ground out. His voice contained the remnants of 

some sort of Scandinavian accent. It was a growling roll that was both 

terrifying and alluring. Perfect for a predator such as he. 

“Sight,” Millie said, trying to control the shaking in her limbs. Destiny or 

not, she had almost died this night. “I’m a Seer.” 

Immortals were supposed to be superstitious about Seers. Vampires, in 

particular, were said to be unwilling to kill one. Apparently five hundred years 

prior, a vampire had killed a Seer and cursed his entire clan to die out. Millie 

didn’t know if it was the truth, but it did seem to have slowed this particular 

member of the undead down. 

“What kind of idiot are you to come up here at night all alone? I’d have done 

humanity a favor to remove your wits from the gene pool.” 

“Well!” Millie harrumphed, suddenly feeling much more herself. “Your 

manners will certainly teach me a lesson about trying to do good. I was coming 
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to try to warn you, seeing as I’ve been having visions about you for the last two 

days.” 

The vampire frowned, his thick eyebrows incredibly expressive. Right now 

they were definitely questioning her intelligence. Again. Still. “That’s 

impossible. I’ve never seen you before. That’s not how the Sight works.” 

“You’re the idiot if you think you understand the Sight.”  

Millie didn’t even understand it most days. And the last two were definitely 

redefining what she thought she knew.  

“Go head, gamble. But I’d be careful if I were you, Seer. I doubt your kind 

know what you’re up to right now. Piss me off; you’re all alone. No one will 

know what happened to you...” 

A quiver worked through her chest, but Millie rolled her eyes. “Please. You 

may be rude and uncouth, but I have trouble believing that you are so much a 

fool you’d kill me before I help you.” 

His teeth glinted in a silent snarl as he took a step toward her.  

Millie stood her ground, meeting those pale ghost eyes without flinching.  

The vampire didn’t stop until he stood only an inch away from her. He was 

an entire head taller, and his body gave off no heat as he glared down into her 

face. Broad shoulders blocked out all of the light from the lamp post, casting 

her in his shadow and emphasizing further how small and helpless she was. 

But Millie would not be cowed. 

She narrowed her eyes and leaned in another half inch. “Go ahead, but 

you’ll only be killing yourself in the end.” 

His nostrils flared, the irises of his eyes eaten up by the twin black holes of 

his pupils. Expanding, engorging themselves on all the light they could reach. 

Those enormous hands, cold and stone-like, whispered over the skin of her 

arms. They stood so close, the scent of bayberry soap and leather filled her 

senses and made her blink. But she stood her ground. 

The vampire grinned abruptly. “You’re a tiger, aren’t you, seer?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

Why was his smile so alarming? So...infectious.  
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He laughed.  

Grandma Esther used to say that immortals were unnatural things. The 

mind wasn’t meant to live so long. Most of them started go a little batty after 

the first few centuries, the majority could kindly be termed ‘eccentric’ if they 

made it to half a millennia. Those that lasted longer than that...well, many 

chose to walk into the dawn. 

This vampire was clearly feeling his age. 

He laughed again and finally stepped back. “Alright, tiger, what have you 

come to say then?” 

Millie took another step back from him, just to be safe.  

“I Saw a city being attacked. By wolves.” 

“What does that have to do with me?” 

“You were fighting them.” She didn’t think it wise to tell him she’d seen him 

dead. Her ancestors’ memories informed her no one reacted rationally to the 

news that they were going to die. Irrational vampires tended to bite first and 

ask questions a few years later. “I think it was an immortal city.” 

Immortal cities, something she had only heard of from her grandmother—

who, it should be noted, had never seen one either—were small settlements 

that the vampires had built in remote corners of the world.  

He raised one of those damned eyebrows at her, crossing massive arms over 

his chest. “Oh really? Girl, do you have any idea what you’re talking about? 

You’re what, sixteen? Seventeen?” 

Millie bristled. Looking younger than her age was normally a good thing. 

“Twenty-one, thank you very much.” 

“And have you ever seen an immortal city? Have you, for that matter, ever 

even spoken to an immortal?” 

She glared at him but didn’t respond. Instead, she mimicked his crossed 

arms and raised brow.  

He grinned. Leaning forward, he was able to cut the distance between them 

in half. “Am I your first?” 

Her jaw slackened. Was he flirting with her? 
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