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The cold drizzle seeped
through her coat. Beth Roman wandered down an alley and searched
for Nora who had disappeared two nights ago. When she didn’t show
up for their usual Friday night out, Beth knew something had
happened to her best friend. Beth even tried to contact Nora’s
boss, the Vampire King, but he was seeing no one.

He didn’t give a rat’s ass if his secretary vanished
or not. She remembered seeing him once when she was waiting for her
friend at her office. He’d come out of his office with two blond
bimbos on his arms. They clung to his six and half foot tall
frame.

He was built, but not like those muscular men you
saw in magazines. His dark blue eyes took in everything in the room
as he seemed to glide across the floor. Even his black hair didn’t
seem to have a strand out of place; he was so perfect. Right then
and there she wanted to run up to him and mess up his perfect
image.

Beth shook her head and anger radiated off her body.
In a million years, she would have never believed she would be here
on her birthday. Beth scanned the last place Nora had been seen,
afraid of the worst for her friend. “No, Mr. Perfect wouldn’t be
caught dead messing his shoes up helping to find his own secretary.
He’s most likely curled up with those fake double DD’s.”

She didn’t know why, but the thought of him with
someone else almost made her want to change the blond bitches into
donkeys. If he wanted some ass, she could make sure he would have
some ass, literally.

Even though the rain had destroyed much of the
evidence, Beth could still see and smell what humans and others
couldn’t. Some would call it a gift, but she called it her own
personal curse.

Blood splattered the wall of one building, a piece
of skin hung from a window frame, and black fur, which she knew
belonged to one of the many were’s in the area, was flecked all
over the alleyway.

Beth shivered. Children ran down the street with
their bags of trick-or-treat candy. Halloween was the one day of
the year she always hid in her house, afraid that the otherworld
creatures would know she could see them. Now here she was outside
searching for Nora.
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