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“Rogue!” was originally a short story, and the beginning was published online for the Kindle Vella platform from Amazon. It was originally entitled “J.B.”, I loved the simplicity of that title, but of course, as things change, so do writers and their viewpoints. One day we like something, and the next day we want to change it. I want to go back and rewrite the first books I have written. But I don’t. I am afraid to even read them (but I know I have to) because I know I will change things.

Amazon closed that platform, and for me, it turned into a huge opportunity. I love the story. But for the Kindle Vella I was writing one chapter at a time, and the chapters were only about 800 words long. In layman's terms, they were pretty short chapters.

My huge opportunity was to make “J.B’ into a full length novel! So here he is, larger than life in “Rogue!”.

There are many characters from my other novels in this story as well. There is the lovely Lydia, who is the main character of most of my books. There are also many other characters, as well as the new characters I am introducing. As usual, all of my books take place in the same vampire universe which I have created. I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Rogue:

A rogue is defined as a dishonest or unprincipled person, often associated with mischievous behavior. It can also refer to someone who acts independently or outside of expected norms.
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Chapter One
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Peter’s Journal

January 1st, 2015

With a new year comes the same emotions I have been feeling for the last fifty years.

Peter explained this to me before he made me. He explained that some humans could not handle being a vampire simply because a brain is not made for more than one lifetime. Maybe that is why I feel this way. Maybe it is because it is a lifetime of secrets, and keeping that secret for more than a lifetime, is just impossible.

“Have you heard of him?” Whispered Flaco.

“Who?” Replied Raul, he found himself whispering back, but he was not sure why.

“J.B., that’s who!”

“J.B.? The gringo J.B.?”

“Yes, who else?” Flaco reached for his beer bottle on the bar and drank. He looked around the small dark room that called itself a bar. It was actually the only “bar” in the small pueblo. It was nothing really but four thin and rudely painted concrete walls. The thin white paint on the walls had long since been dirtied by beer, blood, dust, water, spit, and a host of other liquids including other bodily fluids. The smell of these fluids was covered up by the smell of beer and tequila which had been spilled over and over again on the filthy concrete floor. The floor was mopped daily with water and “Fabuloso” but the stains remained. The walls supported a tin roof above. When it rained the sound was deafening and no one in the bar could even hear another person talk

Flaco was looking around the bar as if someone might hear him. The truth was, he actually WAS afraid that someone might hear him. He was afraid that J.B. might hear him.

All of sudden, Raul found himself looking around the room as well. There were not too many people in the bar. In one corner he saw two seedy characters talking, apparently discussing work on a house in the local town. At another table was one of the local girls, Coco, who worked as prostitute in the bar when her husband was out of town. She was currently talking to a prospective customer. The cowboy or “vaquero” as he was called in Mexico, had agreed to the deed. Now she was trying to get him to pay for a room in the back of the bar as well, so she could sleep there that night and not have to alk home. Her own home had no indoor plumbing so she was trying to get some more modern amenities for the evening and perhaps a softer bed to have sex on. They had agreed that they would have sex, and he could have her for the night for 500 pesos, (about $25 in American Dollars, give or take, depending upon the value of the dollar at the time). Now it was simply down to those minor details. And she was trying to convince him that paying for the room was always part of the deal. Otherwise she would have charged him more for the sex, had she known she was going to have to pay for the room. The cowboy’s mind was made up. He was going to pay for the room, he was now just playfully teasing here and acting like he wouldn’t pay for the room. He wanted her and an extra 200 pesos for the room for a night was not going to be an issue. 

Raul shook his head. He sneered wondering why he was giving in to these crazy stories that everyone told in the mountains of Mexico.

“Yeah, I heard of him.” He gave a low evil laugh. “I don’t believe in him. But yeah, I heard of him.” He shrugged disbelievingly.

“No, amigo, he’s here. In Mexico.” Flaco’s eyes were wide as he spoke and looked around the dark bar. “You need to cool it.”

Raul placed his beer bottle on the table. There was an old jukebox playing mariachi music in the corner. He heard a man laugh and saw the two, Coco and her new client, stand up to leave the cantina. A sudden wind picked up outside, causing the aluminum roof of the bar to rattle. Now the couple were hugging, and they talked and laughed as they left the small cantina.

“I fucked her last week, not bad.” Raul cleared his throat. “But you, you believe in ghosts, my friend.”

“No, I mean it. My sister’s husband said he killed a man in Baja.”

“Baja is a long way from Chiapas,” again, Raul snickered, in disbelief.

And he was right, Baja California was a long way from Chiapas. It was on the other side of the country, and to Raul, that was the other side of the world.

“No, it’s true,” Flaco was still whispering but with a little more emphasis now. ”He killed a man who killed his wife. That’s what he does. He kills those people that deserve to be killed. My sister says he can fly!”

Flaco drained the beer and then put the bottle on the bar with a louder than normal thud. He acted as if this extra effort was done on purpose, as if he was trying to attract attention to receive another beer. One look at Flaco’s eyes would tell the truth though, He was drunk. His eyes were watery and bloodshot and sweat was on his forehead. When this first attempt didn’t work, he tapped the bottle on the bar, again signaling for another beer. The bartender didn’t answer. He was sitting on a stool in a corner behind the bar and had fallen asleep. It was too dark to see his face, so Flaco didn’t realize he was sleeping.

Flaco had worked all day in the hot sun that day. He was building a structure, very similar to the structure they were in right now. Only that building was for a family to live in on a small ranch outside of the pueblo. He had only eaten a tamale for lunch and drank only soda. He had been thinking about cold beers all day.

“Oye!” Flaco yelled.

It was then that the bartender snorted as he was startled awake by Flaco’s “Oye!”. Flaco now realized he had been sleeping and laughed a little, He again tapped the bottle on the bar signaling that he need another beer.

“Si.” The bartender nodded and got up to get a beer out of the old Coca-Cola cooler.He handed the beer to Flaco and Flaco put thirty pesos on the bar to pay for it.

Flaco didn’t like what his friend did in his spare time, but he still loved him. They had grown up together. As children, Raul and Flaco were inseparable and always getting into mischief in the dusty streets of the small pueblo. But their lives were now totally different. Now Flaco worked when he could as a handyman of sorts. He would help build homes or other buildings or repair and paint as the jobs paid. Most people knew him and relied upon him for work. It didn’t pay very much, but Flaco was happy with a simple life with his wife and two children. They too lived in a structure very similar to the bar they were in.

Raul, on the other hand, made his money doing things illegally and usually under brutal and sometimes deadly circumstances. 

Flaco was hoping that Raul would listen to him. Besides, things were different here in Mexico, people were more superstitious. So maybe the fear of J.B. would slow Raul’s pace a bit.

“Even if there was such a man, why would he be here? I am sure there are plenty of bad gringos to kill in the United States. Why would he waste his time here in Chiapas.”

“Look brother, I don’t know why, Maybe he has super powers and can be in many places at once. I just know he is here and you should be careful. And I don’t think he is a man.”

“Not a man?” Raul whispered lower and acted as if he actually believed what Flaco was saying. Inside he was trying not to laugh as he indulged Flaco’s fantasy.

“No.” whispered Flaco. “They say he is more than that, he is like a monster.”

“HAHAHAHA!” Raul burst into laughter. He couldn’t hold it in any longer. The two locals in the corner looked up at the outburst and two more locals that had just entered the bar couldn't help but look as well at the loud mocking laughing.

Raul stood up. If he lived in the United states Raul would be considered a big man. He was six foot one and a good 230 pounds. In Chiapas he was almost a giant among the smaller people of this area. The indigenous people of Chiapas were much much smaller. Raul owed his girth to his absentee father who had been traveling through the pueblo and just happened to hook up with his mother. Some say he was a gringo, others say he was a Mexican-American from Texas. Raul’s mother never really spoke of it. And the secret of his father’s true identity died with his mother. Either way those tall genes were passed down to Raul and this allowed him to bully his way through a lot of his life.

“If J.B. is here!” The bar fell silent as he shouted. “Let him come get me!” He laughed a louder insolent and ominous laugh.

Flaco didn’t look at his friend. He stared straight ahead at his beer bottle and didn’t say a word. The rest of the bar didn’t say anything, they looked at the ground as if they were all trying to go unnoticed inside the bar. The truth was that most had already heard of J.B.. No one met Raul’s stare as he looked around the room, only the jukebox playing the mariachi music continued to break the silence.

Raul laughed and walked out of the bar and out into the warm humid night air of Chiapas. It was quiet except for the wind and the sound of crickets and other night time insects. A cicada shrieked above him as he lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. “Cool it?” Raul thought of his friend’s words. He didn’t want to cool it. He liked his spare time activities. He liked being feared. And he liked being a big man among the indigenous people he had grown up with. The truth was he never wanted to leave this area. He had been in northern Mexico once in his life. There the men were much bigger and some were even the same size as him. This made him uncomfortable. Here he was more of a giant.

Besides he was told that the brothel had a new girl and she was a blonde girl, a “blondie” or a “rubia” in Spanish. It was true he didn’t like to be around the bigger men. But he did like the bigger girls, and it was better if they were foreigners. Raul had never been with a blonde girl before. And better than this, this new blonde girl was from the Netherlands. She was tall AND blonde. He had been with plenty of the short black haired whores from the area. Now he wanted to fuck this blondie.

He wasn’t going to let it go as far as it did last time. He only drank 6 beers in the bar, no tequila. It was the tequila that made him hurt the girl the last time he visited the brothel. It wasn’t his fault. And the girl had recovered. She had a scar across her forehead now, but she had recovered. But it was his belief that it was the tequila that was to blame.

He walked over to the Ford F150 in the parking lot. He tried starting the rusty old ford pick up, and he heard the familiar “click click click”. He knew the battery in the truck was going bad and now it might even be gone. That is why he had parked on a hill. He pushed in the clutch on the creaking truck and it started to slowly move down the hill. It picked up speed and when it was just fast enough he popped the clutch and the loud exhaust vroom-ed to life. He turned on the lights and drove out onto the dirt road as the suspension creaked and moaned on the tired old truck. He headed for the brothel.

The road was bumpier than normal. It was the rainy season here in Chiapas and this always caused more ruts and pot holes in the road. A big bump and “whack” and the glove box opened. Raul eyed the tequila. He had forgotten about that bottle of mezcal. It was in a plastic water bottle but inside it was one hundred percent locally made mezcal.

“Well, mezcal isn’t tequila right?” He said to himself. “One drink won’t hurt.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a little blue Viagra pill and popped it into his mouth. He chewed the pill feeling the powdered parts mix with his saliva. Then he grabbed the mezcal and washed the wet powder pasty remains of the blue pill down his throat.

The truth is that tequila is a mezcal. It is simply made from one plant and really only made in 5 states in the entire country of Mexico. Mezcal is made everywhere and can have many different flavors. Much of it is artisanal and made locally and drank locally as well.

“Yeah, a couple drinks won’t hurt.” he said. The warm tequila flowed down his throat. Soon the warm welcoming vapors came through his nose clearing his nasal passages and woke him like an old friend. Soon they would wake the same alcoholic demon as well.

By the time he reached the brothel the mezcal was gone, the plastic bottle was thrown out the window and lay in the grass alongside the dirt road. Raul was drunk and ready for some action. He smacked his lips in anticipation of seeing the tall blonde he had heard so much about. There were only a few cars in the dirt parking lot, but that could mean few people or a lot of people. It wasn’t uncommon for one car to carry many people on a trip to the brothel. This meant there could be three customers inside, or there could be twenty. He stepped out of the truck and listened. Things were quiet expect for some folk music, common for this area, playing from inside the brothel. Raul took this as a good sign.
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