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​ The
Fool’s Embrace

Get to the safehouse.

It was the only thing on Kevin's mind since
the events that turned his quiet evening out into a nightmare. All
he wanted was to hook up with the hot chick at the bar and forget
about his ex-girlfriend, so how did he end up on the run from
blood-thirsty vampires, undead dogs and who knows what else?

Oh, and that hot chick? Turned out to be an
ungrateful pain in the ass. He quickly realizes that no good deed
goes unpunished and that he now carries her Heart and mind in his
body. A cold and calculated mind that doesn’t spare him any snark.
She thinks she’s all that, just because she Sired him. But Kevin
needs all the help he can get. Orlean at night seemed a lot
friendlier when he was still human.

 


J.C. Harker

Come and say Hi — I don't bite! Promise.
:)

 


Website: http://jcharker.com

Facebook:
http://facebook.com/jcharker.author
Twitter: http://twitter.com/jc_harker
For email updates sign up here: http://eepurl.com/CgN-H
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​The Cold
Embrace

According to the ancient laws, there are
only two ways a person is introduced into the vampire society. The
first way requires that
you be so precious and irreplaceable, the vampires have no other
choice than to change you. Even then
you’ll become a minion
first, bound to your master for a few years as you settle into the
new life. The second way is through love and servitude—if and only
if the local council approves your Sire’s request. This route often
involves decades of minion existence, your youth sustained by a
fickle master’s blood. Forever is a very long time for lovers. And
a servant with no legal rights can be cast away at a whim. It’s a
bargain you make with the devil, based on hope and faith
alone.

Well, at least these are the official
rules. Then there are accidents, acts of passion or rebellion. The
odd person that slips through the system’s cracks. No matter what
the reason though, most of these fledgling vampires do not survive
long; they’re hunted
down as soon as they’re discovered and destroyed along with their
maker as an example to others. The ancient laws are strict and
exceptions are rare.

Of course, luck would have it that this was
exactly the way I was Embraced.



​Playing
the Hero

“Dude, she’s not going to reply. Stop
checking your phone.”

I looked up at Dan sitting across the booth,
his black t-shirt blending in with the surroundings, only the
illegible metal band name clearly visible.

“Just checking the time,” I lied, still
secretly hoping Tracy would reconsider.

“It’s been what? A month?
It’s time to move on.”

Dan was one of the few people from work I
classified as a friend and the only reason I sat in some shoddy bar
in an even shoddier neighborhood on a Thursday night. He had
dragged me along with him and six other guys for Peter’s going away
party. The group was dwindling by the minute, and Peter himself had
departed an hour ago. Dan checked his watch.

“Eleven. I’ll need to get going soon. One
more round?”

“Sure.” It was his turn after all. He walked
up to the bar and ordered three beers for the last of us.

Watching him was a great excuse to catch a
glimpse of the exotic beauty sitting at the bar. I tried, somewhat
unsuccessfully, not to stare. I may not have given up on Tracy, but
maybe Dan was right. Besides, looking never hurt anyone. Right?

I noticed her early on. She
looked out of place wearing an elegant green dress with an open
back and a plunging neckline. With her long legs crossed one over the other,
the cut on the side
of the dress exposed a shapely thigh. She played with a glass in her hand.
Dark eye make-up contrasted with the rosy blush on her cheeks. Her
black curls cascaded down her back below her shoulder blades. Every
now and then someone approached her, but she dismissed them one by
one.

“Now that’s more like it.” Dan laughed in my
face, placing a beer in front of me. I realized I had stared at the
woman too long.

“She’s way out of my league,” I replied.

“Quit selling yourself short. You’ll never
know if you don’t try.”

“Nah,” I shook my head. “She looks like
she’s waiting for someone.”

At least the conversation had moved away
from Tracy. James shot a glance at the woman at the bar.

“He’s right Dan. She’s a nine, and Kevin
here, on a good day, could barely pull a six.” James laughed,
flashing a grin.

His white teeth were as immaculate as his
designer suit, Italian shoes, and silk tie. He was Dan’s friend, so
I tolerated his presence, but the sales rep did get on my nerves a
little more than occasionally.

“Just nine?” Dan laughed.

“You know there’s only one ten.” Dan shot
back, referring to Felicia, his fiancé.

For a sleaze bag, he was oddly devoted to
that woman. The conversation meandered around the topic for a bit
longer before turning back to sports and work for a while. Finally
James set an empty bottle on the table.

“We need to do this again soon,” Dan said,
standing up.

“Sure, sure.” I wasn’t as convinced but
might as well keep up the pretense.

“Dan, we’ve got five minutes.
Are you taking the subway with me or are you grabbing a cab?” James
asked. The
two lived on the same street.

“Coming.” Dan grabbed his coat,
and they both checked to make sure they had everything.
I nursed my bottle
with some beer still left at the bottom.

“Sure you’ll be OK on your own Kev?” Dan
asked.

“Yeah, yeah, Dan.
The
station’s
just around the
corner, how much trouble can I get into in fifteen minutes? I’m
just going to finish this, and then I’m heading home, too.”

“Alright, you finish that beer. That’s some
liquid courage you might need,” James said, throwing me a sly wink
as he nodded toward the woman at the bar.

“Get out of here.” I gave him a friendly
shove and rolled my eyes at Dan.

 


Once they left I slumped back
in my seat. Maybe there was something to what James said. After all
the drinks, I was feeling uncharacteristically confident. Sure, I
was by no standards handsome, funny, or rich. How could I possibly dazzle the woman who shot down every
single guy that approached her that evening? I was, however, intoxicated and
running out of inhibitions, along with excuses, as I sipped the
warm dregs at the bottom of the bottle.

“Treat her like she’s already yours. Act
like you’re the best thing that will ever happen to her. It’s all
about the confidence, man.”

The drivel James spewed all the
time, asked or not, rattled in my head. I may have been a broke computer nerd rehashing tired
games for a minor developer, but I knew what the top guys in my
field were worth. For a chance at this girl, I could believe almost
anything.

While I was busy convincing myself, she
checked her watch again, got up from her seat, and walked to the
door in the back of the room. A large sign read “SMOKING AREA” with
an arrow pointing downwards underneath.

An idea hit me. Why the hell not? If it gets
me a smile from her, I could even be a smoker for one night. I
grabbed my jacket from the seat and put it on as I followed after
her.

 


I pushed the door and a gust of
fresh air hit me, a stark contrast to the warm and stuffy
atmosphere of the club. That first impression didn’t last long, as the
lingering smell of piss mixed with the fumes from the curry place next door
soon reached my nostrils. With no lights other than from the
hallway I just left, the narrow alley was plunged
in
darkness as soon as
the door shut behind me.

Once my eyes adjusted,
I looked up and
down the filthy alley filled with cigarette butts and discarded beer
cans,
but the
woman was
nowhere in sight. Before disappointment could fully set in, I heard
voices to my right. A giant dumpster obscured my view, so I took a
moment to compose myself.

 


I practiced a few lines in my head, trying
to pick something nonchalant and manly. First impressions count,
you know. I took a step forward about to reveal myself, when a
gurgling sound reached my ears, followed by a pain-filled howl.

Powered by a sudden rush of
adrenaline, my heart went into overdrive. For a moment the alcohol
daze disappeared, and my head cleared. I peered around the corner of
the
dumpster.

The woman laid spread on the ground, blood
seeping from several wounds, a large knife handle protruding from
the right side of her chest. A man straddled her motionless body.
His loud panting and dripping water were the only sounds filling
the alley.

He hadn’t noticed me yet. In that split
second, I had a choice to make. Run before he stabbed me too, or do
something to try and help her. Judging by his clean-shaved head and
leather bike jacket, I knew this was not the man’s first brawl.
Faint memories of martial arts classes I took years ago flashed
through my mind.

Frustration and disappointment boiled inside
me. I was so stuck on Tracy all evening that I hadn’t taken my
chance earlier. Maybe if I had talked to this woman, she’d still be
all right. Maybe if he hadn’t attacked her, we'd be talking right
now. All the courage I’d been gathering for the last few minutes,
the courage that got me here in the first place, burst out in one
heroic act of insanity.

I grabbed the nearest heavy object, a
discarded folding chair leaning against the dumpster, and charged
straight at the attacker. In the movies, at this point, people
shout some smartass remark, but there wasn’t any time or need for
that. A primal grunt was all I could muster. My anger wouldn’t be
wasted on words. It all went into the swing aimed at his head.

He turned to face me in one impossibly fast
motion, more like a startled animal than a human. It was then that
I noticed his eyes – no whites, completely black, as if coated with
oil or tar – staring straight at me. Had the distance been a step
more, I would have panicked just at that sight. But at this point,
there was no stopping my momentum.

The chair connected with his temple, and not
a moment too soon. Had I hesitated, he would have evaded the blow.
God knows how, but he almost did. As it was, I sent him flying
back, the strength of the blow surprising us both. His neck made a
discomforting crunching sound, and he fell to the ground.

I turned my attention back to the woman.
Maybe I could still save her. The adrenaline rush might have helped
with the vigor, but not with alcohol daze clouding my logic. If I
took out the knife, I could try doing CPR, I reasoned, overlooking
the likely massive internal bleeding it would cause. Well, at least
I had good intentions.

I knelt beside her, my jeans soaking in
rainwater mixed with blood. I pulled the blade out and dropped the
knife next to her body. But before I could proceed any further, a
series of loud splashes and footsteps forced me to look towards the
alley exit. A man was charging straight at me. Same eyes, same
jacket, but this one had more hair.

Panicked, staring at the man, I fumbled
around for the knife behind me. But all I felt under my fingers was
the cold pavement. The knife was gone. A noise came from behind me,
and with an explosion of pain at the base of my skull, I blacked
out.



​A Rude
Awakening

Darkness surrounded me, with just a sliver
of dim light seeping through a narrow gap to my right. I couldn’t
remember much from what had happened earlier, but I quickly
realized I wasn’t in a coffin. Oh, no—considering the foul smell of
garbage so powerful I was gagging, a coffin would have been a nice
place to be.

Great, I just woke up in a
dumpster. A dumpster. Really?

Ok great, you figured it out. Now get your
ass moving, Kevin. We need to find a safe place, and there is still
a lot I need to explain.

Meet Io, my “damsel in distress.” When I
woke up, I was stuck with her voice in my head, and she had been
talking for what felt like hours.

I’m starting to think I should have just
left you to die outside. You’d be a nice smelling corpse right
about now.

“I am a corpse, aren’t I?” I mumbled, but
received no reply.

She did have a point, though. She had saved
me from someone. Was it just one or more? I shook my head unable to
remember much.

I gradually pushed the lid, letting in more
light. I blinked a few times as my eyes adjusted. The faint light
that reached the dark recesses of the alley made me pause.
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