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Guardian of Souls: Beginning

(Book 1)
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The world they once knew is no more, as darkness has covered the earth like a heavy blanket. Alise is a member of the Guardian of Souls, which did not come to her by accident, only after vampires took her sister about three years ago. Guardian of Souls runs without government influence to control and bring down the vampire communities living on uncontrolled land. There are many crumbling cities for those who survived to hide. The war was started to destroy the rising plague of predators.

Floods destroyed countries, and only the wealthy were granted access to the rebuilt cities. The new government created camps to seclude mortals they captured and prevent them from becoming vampires. Alise escaped her death two years ago and seeped deeper into an unwanted darkness that she may never escape. A sole hunter who will stop at nothing until she finds the kidnappers who took her sister and bring justice to her family. It doesn’t matter that she defied the policies of the Guardians organization by taking on the mission alone.

Alise stops her motorcycle in the heart of what used to be Chicago. She studies the rough stones blocking her path, knowing the one who attempted to kill her two years ago may hold the vital information to unlocking the story of her sister’s disappearance. Alise pulled the key from the ignition, keeping an eye on the surroundings as she grabbed her belongings to search for the underground hideout of Danes. She can smell the decay of the dead as she gets closer to the subway, diverting to the nearest hotel.

The glimmer from her flashlight reflected off the lobby mirrors. She quickly scanned the area on her left.

“Leave quickly before I cut your head off,” she warns.

The dust is disturbed as someone leaves.

“I demand to speak to Danes!”

Silence is still around her, and she pulls out her gun, waiting for someone to step out from the shadows.

“Alise, it’s nice to see you again.”

Danes glides from the shadows, his long black cloak dragging the ground. How handsome he must have been before he turned into a vampire? She lowers her gun as he gets closer, not fearing his deadly nature.

“You know I don’t have your sister. Why bother me?” he questioned.

“You said you would help me. Are you backing out of our deal?” Alise demands.

“You know I don’t care about our deal.”

“Fine.” Alise fights back her tears. “I asked you for help because part of me felt you cared something for me, but I guess the moment we shared meant nothing.”

“Trying to bring out my humanity for not killing you, I see. You will find your friends at Bloodvein.”

“Friends?”

“Your husband and Luke.”

Gripping her hands into a fist as she thought of how Stark abandoned her years ago. There is no doubt that Luke would be with Stark; their loyalty to the Guardians is relentless. Alise rode to the local sporting goods store to obtain supplies before riding to the border, knowing that the Guardians would be entirely on alert.

The army will hold the refugees at the Canadian border for several days before allowing them to cross. Sadly, the refugees will be detained and never cross to freedom. Her only hope is to reach the Red River to bypass the border check and cross for a few hundred dollars undisclosed.

* * *
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IT HAD BEEN HOURS SINCE she obtained supplies, and she needed to find shelter for the night, but there were no safe havens in the area, and her only hope was for a local family to take pity allowing her shelter. The overgrown path led to a small farmhouse, and smoke soared out of its chimney, an unknown or intentional signal to lore individuals in this direction.

She placed the bike out of view, grabbed her gun, and crossed the creaky porch. She could smell food cooking and turned on her night vision goggles to see people inside the home. Alise returned to the kitchen door and knocked loudly.

A click from a shotgun disturbed the silence as an elderly man warned, “I will shoot you for trespassing.”

“I am not a vampire. I can help you secure your home to protect your family if you let me rest here tonight.” She lowered her gun as the elderly man cracked the door. “I am heading to Canada and need a safe place to sleep tonight.”

“Leave us, please. We don’t want any trouble,” he pleads.

“You already have trouble a few yards out. Three vampires are waiting for you to fall asleep to penetrate your home. The smoke from your fire is providing a signal for anyone within ten miles.”

She watched the man trying to find the intruders that lurked in the darkness.

“Why should I trust you?” he questioned.

“I am a member of the Guardian of Souls. I can bring you and your family to safety out of this land.”

“We know the army will arrest us. You are no savior.”

“I didn’t say where we would be crossing. Can we please go inside?”

The elderly man stepped aside, revealing five small children running through the kitchen. A woman about eight months pregnant stands at the stove, making dinner. 

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

Alise nodded, placing her gear on the counter by the door.

“We only have potato and onion stew left from the cellar,” she said. “Our supplies are running low with the environmental changes preventing us from growing crops. It is worrisome to think of what may be coming to our family.”

The elderly man placed a board across the kitchen door.

“I can only imagine your fear of the uncertainty. Do you mind if I check the house for any safety concerns?”

“Go ahead,” the elderly man replied. “My family calls me Henry.”

She nodded.

Upstairs, a small child played with a toy train, and Alise noticed the windows were not secure. She checked the landscape to see the vampires had multiplied, and now there were ten. She entered another room to see a four-month-old baby sleeping soundly in her mother’s arms. The basement and attic seem secure without an outside entry. Alise sees sheets of plywood leaning against the basement wall.

Five men played cards in the dense light in the dining room.

“The windows on the second level need to be boarded up quickly,” Alise warned.

“Who the hell are you?” harped a young man in his early twenties.

“There are ten vampires approximately five miles from this house. Do you really want to continue to question me?”

The elderly man stood halfway in the room and argued with the young man as the others left.

Alise knows the young man has been bitten by a vampire. She doesn’t think he has killed yet, but she is unsure; she grabbed her gear in the kitchen. Alise felt someone watching her, and she turned quickly, flashing the barrel of the gun between the young man’s eyes. She underestimated his abilities; he was faster than expected and unpredictable. He has started to complete the transition, and she has to stop him from letting his friends inside. She refused to move away from the exterior door.

“Remove the children from the room,” Alise ordered.

“What is the meaning of this?” The elderly man entered with his shotgun aimed at Alise.

Alise watched the children race upstairs and saw the young man’s wife crying. The other men enter the room to check on the commotion.

“Your son-in-law has been turned into a vampire.”

“That is not true,” his wife cried out.

“His eyes are full of hatred, and his veins darken at the sight of fresh blood. You don’t have to believe me, but I strongly suggest we bind him for the night.”

The young man’s eyes turn red, saliva seeps out of the corners of his mouth, and his hands transform into tight fists. Alise knows her calculations were wrong. She pondered taking the young man out quickly but knew the elderly man would react, and she didn’t want to harm an innocent.

“You have heard of the Guardians and how we strive to protect you. I do not seek death for me or anyone else here today, but this man is a danger to everyone.”

She has little time to keep the man at bay because young vampires are inexperienced and highly unpredictable in the first few months.

“I came here tonight for refuge and not to destroy your family, but here we are.”

She watched his wife’s eyes turn to fear as her husband transformed: his nails grew rapidly, and his face turned quickly into that of a deadly creature. Alise closed her eyes, waiting for death as he leaped toward her, and she pulled the trigger.

The shotgun echoes as the bullet splintered the woodwork above Alise’s head.

She opened her eyes to see that the young man’s wife had pulled the gun from her father’s hands.

The young vampire fought the holy water churning in his veins.

“He will suffer for hours unless you allow me to take care of him,” Alise warned. “It’s your choice, not mine.”

“Do what you have to,” his wife ordered as she left the kitchen.

“I need backup to get his body into a grave. The children don’t need to see this.” Alise watched the men look around at each other.

Opening the door, she sees a familiar face in the crowd; Vick, the group’s leader, watched her angrily. Alise leaned against the banister, watching the elderly man and the others carrying the body for burial. Vick finally left with the other members of the party. She wiped the sweat from her forehead, ready to call it a night, but that would come after they finished outside.

* * *
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, Alise examines the two trucks, which are suited up as a killing machine in the garage. She smiled, knowing she saved another family and only wished she could save her sister. The family gets into the vehicles quickly with a few bags of personal items. The house is in flames as they drive away in silence. Alise hopes their scent will disappear before the vampires crawl out of their nest for food.

Hours passed, and Alise pulled off an exit into a gas station to gather supplies. Alise gets off her motorcycle and tells the family to fill up the gas tanks and the empty gas containers. She entered the door, seeing an old friend’s smiling face.

“I brought you some gold coins for payment and five thousand dollars for any information.” Alise placed a bag on the counter.

“Payment is too low for what you seek, Alise.” Mark exited the back. “You wish death upon my family?”

“I am only seeking information to cross into Canada and if refugees are still being transported to safety.”

“I see you have fresh blood with you.” The woman stood at the window.

“Are you not helping the Guardians anymore?” Alise pulled out her knife, scraping the mold off the counter. “We allowed you to live.”

“Give us the gold and keep the money for the gas; you will need it. The last I heard, the passage along the river is still going, but not much longer. The price has increased for each passenger and trip,” Mark warned.

Alise placed the gold on the counter and walked toward the door. She smiled at Mark’s wife. “Thank you,” said Alise. “You may want to abandon your stations and go into hiding. The battle will be here soon.”

* * *
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AS SHE DROVE DOWN THE empty highway, she imagined Stark’s blue eyes looking upon her as if nothing had ever happened between them and they were still together. Alise watched for anyone hiding in the abandoned vehicles stretching along the shoulders of the deserted road. 

Alise stops outside of a city, waiting for a sign to direct her to safety, and she sees a tiny flicker of light from a vacant building, bringing her hope.

“We are on foot from here.” Alise assembled her gear and heard the whispers from the others. “We must walk several miles, and you must keep your children quiet. Your new life depends on it.”

“I don’t know if I can make it,” the pregnant woman warned as she wrapped her arms around her large belly.

“You will make it. The walking will be good for you.”

Alise pats her shoulders, and they walk towards the grassy plains.

“Let’s go.”

If Alise’s calculations are correct, they should reach the building within the hour. The rushing wind brings coolness and rain, a fantastic cover.
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