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A VAMPIRE’S TALE
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PROLOGUE

Malik could still taste the blood of his victim even though he was miles from the body. The moon was at its peak, and soon his vision would allow in everything the night had to offer. The spoils which went with the evening, he treasured them as much as the blood he took.

He was doing about 120 at the time, down the freeway as he thought about it. He liked to plan and plot during moments like this. 

The blur of trees and their shadows, and the cold wind soothed him as he tore along the highway. There was a mixture of rain and ice, and the roads were wet and dangerous. He had his window down and enjoyed the icy rain as it pelted the side of his face. He had no fear of losing control of the car, for his heightened senses guided him.

The car was that of his victims, a sprawling, leather-interiorized Mercedes he had stolen along with his victim’s life. He had caught his latest meal in the act of burglarizing his current lair, a mansion on the east side of town. 

After he fed, he ultimately left his prey, now a sullen gray husk, no longer resembling a human but rather a bled-out mass of flesh, on the floor in the middle of his living room. After which, he confidently searched the body for anything of value and found the keys to what would provide his entertainment for the evening. 

While aloft on the expressway, the lone, barren roads and wet conditions were consoling. That’s when Malik liked to think about it. The reality of one such as himself and the penalty that was undoubtedly ahead of him. He thought about it every night. Not just the consequences or what he might have to do to evade any such penalty or the slight chance he had of righting his wrongs. During these moments, he thought mostly about the night he turned. The night he got what he wished for so many nights before. The night his former ordinary life said goodbye while it was completely ripped to shreds right before his eyes. 

Occasionally he would drift and think about when this ride would eventually come to a stop and what a wild and zany adventure it had been. 

In the beginning, he wasn’t so callous. He retained a shred of humanity, only a tiny bit, and with that, he toiled for nearly half a century with his new affliction. He spent many nights pouring over the lives he had claimed. Because it wasn’t meant to be, being a Vampire. It was beyond immoral and unnatural, but those were only its outer appearances. Its herald attributes. Inside, there was something much worse. Ungodly, sinister, satanic, an evil which was shrouded, an unsettling of the soul until the sun finally set the following evening.

And he knew about that as well. He knew it even before he was turned.

Currently, though, he was turning 300 years of age as a Vampire. He still felt a tinge of anxiety for what lay ahead. He still felt as pubescent as ever. 

He had finally reached a milestone that all Vampires reached if they were lucky enough to live as long as he did, which wasn’t an easy feat. Achieving this level wasn’t merely a circumstance of time despite his number of years in life. It was because he had finally reached an understanding of who he was now. He had finally reached a level of understanding about his affliction, that being a Vampire. He had finally understood what it meant to be someone such as himself and how he should move forward with its burden.

He would have considered it a blessing back when he was human, but not now. He knew more than any that he was no angel like those above. He was merely a guard, a groundskeeper, an ally to his squadron, and a servant to a Lord who was far eviler in nature than he could ever be.

Malik laughed as he thought about it while the wind whipped through his hair, tearing tears from his eyes. 

It won’t be much longer now, he knew.


PART I

FALL


CHAPTER 1

DET. DOUG DURANTE

There isn’t a whole lot to do on the streets other than to fight crime or partake in it. Crime had reached another peak but when has it not been such a way around here. Not for a very long time if you happened to be around long enough to remember.

Doug found it all a bit amusing whenever he took the time to dwell on it. From his perspective, he had been fighting crime his entire life. 

He wasn’t going to dwell on it for very long tonight. He had already decided that before he went into his favorite spot for a slice of pizza. He was determined to enjoy his lunch for once and he wasn’t going to be deterred by anything other than a ‘–shots fired’ or ‘–deceased found’ blurted over the scanner.

Some would imagine he held some sort of grudge against criminals and the streets altogether, which would usually be the case. However, for him it wasn’t’ so. Doug learned early on that if it weren’t for the presence of crime and adversarial pursuits, he’d rarely rise from bed or leave the sanctum of his home. Crime put food on his table and kept his blood flowing. For that alone, he was grateful.

Inside and behind the counter was Rahm. A friendly—like most vendors—he could care less if Doug was on duty or not. As long as Doug continued to pay him, and as long as the food continued to be good, that was all that would ever be required between the two of them. He would always be the most recent golden boy around here, and for that he liked to be grateful for as well, since his job required him to become another kind of sleuth while he was working. The kind that liked to lurk the streets as if there weren’t enough of us here already.

Despite it all, the pizza was hot, the pop was cold, and the sun was still doing the job of keeping the place pleasant. It was all anyone could ask for until the summer months faded into fall, and then the real struggle, the returning winter, and its cold penance, swallowed us completely whole.

As usual, some of this worked its way through his mind as he devoured his couple of slices of pizza. It was the beginning of autumn and all the usual’s where out as they usually would be. Just as he was about to plunge into his second slice, a homeless man wandered into the pizzeria.

“Spare some change so I can get something to eat?” he asked.

It was the standard request, and even though Doug as well as the rest of the customers could tell quite easily that the homeless had no love for him, he still obliged himself to fetch a bill or two from his purse, and hand it to the guy. 

“Want a slice?” Doug asked.

“I’d rather the change.”

Doug, albeit grudgingly, gave the guy the two bucks and watched as he went about ordering two pizza puffs with fries, mild sauce on the fries. Everyone knew the deal around here. They appreciated that he hadn’t been a dick which he sometimes was. Although helping someone out did give him a little peace during the night.

After the order was received, Doug returned to his lunch while staring out the venue windows, casually peering at the ongoings of the streets.

If you ever had a look at him, he wasn’t what one would call fat. From a distance he looked extremely fit, maybe even solid, or the impression of someone who’d spent some time in the labor trades might have come to mind. However, those who knew him, could almost immediately take note of the gut he carried, the kind most of those who liked to eat where mantled with. Sometimes, the realization got to him. 

To counter that he would occasionally, sometimes routinely starve himself for a day or two, hoping to get it back under control. For him, the presence of what looked like fat was merely gas still trapped in his intestines since he ate mostly spicy food overall. It either had to have hot sauce, or something which involved a slew of peppers if he was ever in the mood to eat it. The fact that he drank like a fish and smoked like a chimney, usually at the same time, didn’t help things at all.

And of course, most people didn’t like that. It was a sure sign, a habit of obesity, so he tried to keep his dietary needs on the low as best as he could. It eventually escalated into a real conundrum, one he’s spent decades trying to unravel, all to no avail. 

Regardless of the dietary blog looming over his head, he was still enjoying his slice of sausage, extra Parmesan cheese and garlic. He was now staring out the venue window, hoping his easy night wouldn’t be more eventful than this when it finally came about. A loud blurt on the radio, notifying everyone of a recently deceased found in an alley not more than three blocks away. It was the all mighty buzzer signaling his lunch had come to an speedy end. 

Since he was without a doubt the closest Detective in the area, he didn’t mind picking up the call. He didn’t mind that he had just ate his lunch and now had to survey a dead body, one which probably was not in so good a shape. Therefore, he washed the thought down with the rest of his Pepsi, belched as he sorted himself to his vehicle, and then sauntered off towards the crime-scene.


CHAPTER 2

CICELY

Cicely continued to stir the sauce while trying to catch up with the latest from daytime talk TV. The sauce was for a fettuccine which she was preparing and was a special recipe of her own creation. While she prepared dinner, which was serving as breakfast for the time, she listened to the TV as it spouted its usual chaos. The volume was on max, and the party was just starting. Unfortunately, there would be no festivities for Cicely. She needed to get some rest before she returned to work the following evening.

She only made her special sauce every now and then. Like most women of her vintage, cooking wasn’t her thing, but she was good at it. She mainly did it to keep the peace with Mark, her stand-in husband, whenever they both had the mind to be around each other. 

As soon as she thought about that, the show’s host brought another important celebrity to the stage. He was one of Cicely’s favorites, as well as the host and her fans. Mark had just appeared, drowsily plopping onto the couch, having been easily drawn out of the bedroom by the smell of food from the kitchen. Once he sat down, he almost forgot about breakfast as the screams and shouts from the TV of female fans assaulted him.

“I can’t believe you still watch this.” 

“Shhh.”

She didn’t mind the comment knowing Mark liked the show too but was too embarrassed to admit it. That was part of the reason she decided to ensnare him. Mark was easy pickings from her perspective.

Luckily, they had found each other shortly before her youngest left the nest. They were just what each other needed. Someone to be with when they needed someone and nothing more. It was a good arrangement for them both, from all appearances, they looked like a couple who lived happily together.

Once she had finished the sauce, she’ll let him help himself while she retired to the bedroom. She had been on the midnight shift for more than a month and no longer had the urge to stay up just because the sun was up. She’ll sleep just fine, she wanted to believe, well into the evening, before it was time to shower, drive to work, and work the COMs all night at her new job.

Being a dispatcher is what paid the bills for now, and since she got to stay indoors, she appreciated the break.

“When are you off again?” Mark asked.

“Thursday. Then work Friday, then off Saturday and Sunday.”

“A new Batman is coming out. Want to see it?”

As far as Mark knew, Cicely was a comics fan too. But that was only what she wanted him to believe.

“Sure.” she said. She then enjoyed a hefty spoonful of her and Mark's favorite recipe.

Keeping a guy’s mind where she wanted it was one of her talents. She was a natural at this and had used the skill most of the time to keep guys under her will. She was so good at it that she only had to use her telepathic ability from time to time.

Her reach was extensive, and she could extend her power whenever she wanted. She had used it many times whenever she was in a jam or a situation too sticky to get herself out of by ordinary means. She had never been so much as scathed while using her ability, which she’s had since childhood. 

“Sauce is ready,”

A lot of times, Cicely had to question herself as to why she didn’t cook for Mark more often. She also often wondered why she didn’t use her other ability to gain wealth and power. Very early in life, she realized that her gifts for cooking and just about everything else she did was truly just that. A gift. It was not something to be abused or taken advantage of. The realization worked, and it wasn’t until she came face to face with an oddity beyond her own circumstances that she began to question it. 

It wasn’t until the night she encountered him that she began to question life, her abilities, and everything under the sun. Until that night, she had never thought or even considered if there were any others out there like her, that could possibly do the things that she could do.

“We can go Sunday if you want. I have something to do this weekend,” she said.

“Cool.”

She then turned down the burner and started for the bedroom.

“It’s ready?” Mark asked.

“Give it a few minutes,” she replied.

She actually needed to be sidetracked by preparing dinner. If she hadn’t, she would’ve spent most of the morning thinking about what had happened two nights earlier, instead of relaxing and getting some rest.

Once in bed she pulled the covers over her head trying to block out the overwhelming sun which spilled through the cracks in her blinds. She tried to clear her mind of what happened but the longer she laid there in bed the more difficulty she began to have. After sighing a few times, trying to relax herself, she finally let go and thought about it.

Was it really him? she wondered.

Two nights ago, a strange call came into the dispatch center. 

A man reported a sighting of another male who was scaling the wall of an apartment building. It was around 3:00 AM in the morning when the call came in and on first hearing it she obviously thought of the man who called in as disorientated and probably intoxicated. She dispatched a unit to the scene which was standard procedure and that’s when things heated up.

The officer who arrived on scene found a man dead with lacerations covering most of his body. His clothes were torn and tattered, and the officer could only surmise he had been hit by a moving vehicle.  When he found the victims cell phone, he confirmed that he was the one who made the call. 

It had been so long since Cicely had crossed paths with him. That and a sense of dread rocked her body as soon as she put it together. Despite that, she somehow managed to keep her calm and reported to the calling officer.

“’He was scaling the wall like a roach,’ the guy had said,”

The officer on scene dismissed the comment as one from a loon. From the looks of the damage the victim took, he figured the guy was simply drunk and had somehow wondered into traffic. He was probably tossed to the side of the road while in the aftermath of being impacted, and thus his clothing being ripped, torn, and tattered. 

He went on to say that only forensics would be able to verify this, and so until a detective had been assigned, no one would know for certain, at least not for now, even though Cicely already had a clue as to who it was that did it.

She remembered it all as if it had happened right in front of her. Right before her very eyes as she was wrapped up in her covers, trying to get some sleep. 

If what she was thinking was true, then all she had accomplished in the last few years would surely go down the drain. For her and for everyone else. 

Her job at this time although was only to stop creatures such as him, whom she believed was Malik. If she didn’t do her job, then everyone she knew and loved, this life of love and good times and happiness, she could kiss it all goodbye. It was up to her for the most part, and the Foundation to set any manners such as these straight.

Before she drifted off to sleep, she decided she would pay her friend Jon a visit before work the following evening. Other than a few sparse others, he would be her best link to insight of what could be brewing within the depths of the Vampire world.


CHAPTER 3

THE NIGHT BEFORE

The scene looked like any other where a homicide had occurred, but Det. Durante being a 20-year vet could tell the difference. For one, there wasn’t a patrol man in sight. Only forensics and a couple of suits who go by the names of Kyle and Mitchell. Mitchell was having a cigarette while overlooking Kyle who was gloved and going over the body. By the time Durante got close, Kyle was finishing up and handing a sample to Mitchell. They both spotted Durante as he approached. He didn’t need to look at the body to know all that had happened.

“Another one?” Durante asked.

Mitchell nodded as he took the sample, placing it in his pocket.

“We’ll know which one by this evening. Or at least which strain.”

Vampires oddly enough were easy to keep track of. They policed themselves for the most part and it was understood that whoever had made the mess they were now cleaning up would surely pay. At least that’s what they were told. Once the sample, a saliva trace was entered into the database, the Vampire authority would take it from there.

That didn’t comfort Durante or anyone else who knew of their existence. They had the trust the creatures would follow through on their end, due to their seclusive nature. Therefore, there was always the possibility that things wouldn’t work out as expected. It was a delicate balancing act on a very thin line. A line which was being crossed more and more frequently as time went on.

“That’s three this season,” Durante said. “A little wild for them you think?”

“They always do during these times. You know that.” Mitchell replied.

Mitchell was a big guy who once worked for private contractors, securing celebrities, and covering high profile events. He left while still young in the trade, thinking he had had enough. While on his short hiatus he was ambushed by a couple of young Vampires who thought they had caught an easy meal. He survived, killing one of them and seriously injuring the other. He was the only human to accomplish that without training in many years and it was no wonder he was approached for the job.

“It’s their blood.” Kyle said, “They have to adjust to the time span of daylight every season. It takes a couple of nights and then they settle down. Until then, they can’t control their hunger.”

“Well that’s what the blood bank is for. They should know to stay indoors until they settle,” Durante said.

“Probably a young one, or newly turned,” Mitchell replied.

“Or couldn’t handle their turn.” Kyle added.

“Bullshit.”

Kyle on the other hand came into the profession via an entirely different route. He had known of their existence since childhood. He had lost his parents early and had lived not far from one of their lairs. Somewhat unsurprisingly, he stumbled across it while on the run from a neighborhood bully. The Vampire who dwelled there went by the name of Ryker. He was very old even for his kind.

Instead of dealing death to Kyle, he offered him a job. Kyle became his daytime caretaker, obtaining items Ryker needed but no longer had the means to attain. Means meaning monetary, since he’d been extricated from his clan a century ago.

“It’s definitely bullshit.” Kyle said, “I’ve never seen them like this either. We’ll figure it out.”

“Who was he? Durante asked, as he kneeled down to have a closer look at the victim.

“Lenny Dennis was his name,” Kyle said. “He lived close to here.”

The random killings were happening more than normal. For many years there were no foul ups’, no accidental feedings, not even a scuffle between Vampire and human. It wasn’t till lately, about the last few years did the killings begin to occur. First one or two a year, now it happened every change of season.

They were easier to spot as well. At first Durante thought he had just got used to identifying them, but he soon realized it was something else. They were more active now and they weren’t as careful as they once were. For the longest time the most you would catch is a shadow darting across. A mere hint of something near or passing. Enough to know you saw something, which would let you know it was one of them. Now, they barely attempted to hide it. Some would go as far as flaunting it, once they’ve realized you knew what they were. Baring their fangs, vanishing in a flash. They were becoming brazen. They were sending a very loud and clear message which read, they were not going away.

“Shit.” Durante said, as he pulled the cover over the corpse.


CHAPTER 4

PROFESSOR JON STEENBOCK

“The Vampire has always been a menace to whatever society they’ve dwelled within. A parasite at times and a patriarch during others...”

He always began his lessons this way. He was lecturing before a room of young adults, the same one’s he’s taught for the last 6 months. 

He’ll have another group of young adults to lecture to in another month, and another group, six months down the line from then. His career has continued pretty much the same for the last 20 years. For him it never got old, one of the reason’s which made him a good professor.

“Of course, if you can’t tell what state a Vampire is in, whether he’s recently fed, or has a regular means of sustaining himself, well then, you might find yourself on his dinner plate. That might be on the test as well, although I suspect at a much later date.”

A few in the class got the joke and laughed accordingly. Most didn’t and that wasn’t so unusual to Professor Steenbock. Neither was it to Cicely who happened to be in the classroom too, although cloaked from everyone in the room’s awareness.

The class was on Gothic Mythology and Cicely attended every session she could. She wasn’t enrolled in university, but she still sat in whenever she had the time off. Her and Professor Steenbock were old friends, especially since he’d become aware that what he was teaching was not myth, but fact, as real as the eyes of his students as they took in all that he said.

They would never know the real truth behind his words if they were lucky enough. The world that he and Cicely lived in was not one for the easy going. There were threats to not only their life but to everyone else, including everyone they knew. Part of the deal of having a registry of living Vampires was so they could offset the fact that they were by many opinions overwhelmed and completely outnumbered.

The real truth of the situation was that both sides, human and Vampire had to work at being civil with each other as hard as that was to fake. But both sides also knew that if the world at large knew of the Vampire’s existence it would lead us all into a chaos which would shatter life on Earth as we knew it, and for a very long time. Although he professed the class as one on of Mythology, the truth was anything but. It was as real as could be for him and Cicely.

Just as that thought began to settle, the professor’s watch alarm went off signaling the end of time for his lecture. 

“Read chapters 14-18 over the weekend and be prepared with an essay on the three states of Vampire awareness come next session.”

Most of the class was already out the door before he had finished. The class although a prerequisite was already understood to be a minor for just about all who attended. Most of the students’ majors had little to do with literature, and even less with myth and legends since the university’s specialty was criminal justice. And as such less than a tiny few would be recruited to serve in the world which Cicely and Jon knew all too well.

Cicely was approaching the desk as Jon was packing his bag. He was putting on his jacket when he finally noticed her. Although she had attended the entire class, it wasn’t until the room had emptied and cleared did she allowed herself into his, or anyone else in the vicinity’s consciousness.

“Cicely?” he said, a bit shocked by her presence although he shouldn’t have been. She had been running that trick on him since they’ve met. Even before he knew of Vampires.

“What brings you here this weekend? It’s a beautiful Friday outside. You and Mark should be out at the park, or down by the mall.”

He always tried to be light with Cicely although he usually failed every time. He knew as well as her, that she wouldn’t have made her presence known in such a way if she didn’t need to be sure their conversation was theirs alone and no prying ears were in range.

“There’s been another slaying. It happened two nights ago under the Bridgeport Hub. The victim was another homeless man. I spoke with Kyle, and he said it’s the third one this season.”

Jon only continued with his bag, slinging it over his shoulder. He knew of the Foundation, an organization who monitored the Vampires, but he could never tell if he should be terrified or courageous about the moment. He was no match for a Vampire and had all the look of someone as such.

“Cicely, there is no resource that I know of with factual information on the change these creatures endure. All we know is that they feed on blood. Human blood specifically although any would do temporarily. We know a little about their psychology but that’s all. Until we find one we can study we’ll always be disadvantaged.”

“Which is not prohibited under our current agreement.” she said.

“Exactly.”

“But you know their laws state that the unnecessary killing of Humans is not permitted? If the Foundation is taking action against those who are violating, then why haven’t the slayings stopped?”

They both left the room at that moment. Jon looked to be late for a meeting as they briskly traversed the hallway and left the building. He then slowed down once they had reached the street and hailed a Lyft with his phone.

Strangely enough it wasn’t until then that Cicely picked up the impression that he was weary of their conversation. And she didn’t need her abilities to do it.

Lucky for him a Lyft was right around the corner.

“I’m sorry Cicely, but we’ll have to pick this up later.”

“Later? Why? What’s going on?”

“I have news for you, but it’ll have to wait. I’m a little late. I’ll call you tonight.”

After he said it, Jon hopped into the Lyft. 

Cicely could have read his mind and found the information he meant to relay, but she respected the privacy of her friends. It was indeed respect she had but there was another reason for her discipline. She needed to set boundaries for herself. Because there was another side to Cicely, one which she never relented on keeping control of. The side which could easily find her, and if that happened, there was no telling what she would do even to those she respected, like her friends.

It was of no consequence for the moment. She knew the information she was seeking would flow forth unassailably once Jon was ready to reveal it. It was only a matter of time until he did.

While she thought about that she herself began the process of requesting a Lyft. While at that her phone began to ring. It was the one person she needed to hear from right now. The one and only human that could console her.

“Hi, it’s Mark.”

She had hoped she would at least make plans with Jon to meet later and discuss the current dilemma, but even if he had let it all out at that moment, it wasn’t worth missing her engagement with Mark.

“I’m sorry Mark. I had to meet a friend on business. It was unexpected.”

“No worries,” he said. “We can always catch it again later.”

“Could you grab a pizza?”

“Pepperoni and broccoli, I assume?”

“Yes.”

“Sure,” he replied, “I’ll be at your place in about an hour.”

“I’ll see you then.” Cicely said, then listened as Mark hung up, and the technology made its usual pattern of clicks before ending the call.

As she pulled off in the back of the Lyft, she thought about Jon and Mark both and how lucky she was to have them in her current life. She worried more about Mark than either of them. Jon although was always a trusted standby, one who she could count on when things weren’t looking so hot, like they were now. And then there was Malik and Durante to deal with. If their quarrel would ever end at least in Durante’s lifetime, she could spend more time with the one she truly loved.

While crossing the expressway onto the South-side, she decided to send a text and query Durante as to if they had found anything more from the latest slaying. He was her link to the territory the Foundation monitored. 

Kyle, Mitchell, and the rest who watched over and monitored the Vampires where her allies although only sometimes, since as a psychic her job was to keep watch over their doings too. Any information she could gather would help, although she already had a good sense about what was happening. She knew Malik's work like she knew the ins and outs of the human psyche. He was making his way trying to move on something. She just needed to find out what it was before the rest of the world did.



CHAPTER 5


PROFESSOR JON STEENBOCK

Professor Steenbock on the other hand had power over very little beyond whenever he presided over a classroom or what he chose to read or write. He had authored several books on the occult ages before Cicely made him aware. His findings were extreme, and many believed that if Vampires and demons did exist then he would be one of the first to find one. 

This was because for most of the world, the one he spent most of his time in, Vampires, demons, witches, and warlocks didn’t exist. It was ironic and a bit of a satire since within his small circle of acquaintances, he was the first person to find one.

The irony in that is what proved rattling. It shook him to his core, especially since he was invited to the party by none other than Cicely. She had warned him to keep his cool and that it would take some time for him to adjust to the idea that supernatural beings were among them. It didn’t stop him from telling everyone he could trust in Academia that everything they suspected was true. 

Unfortunately, his telling’s only solidified his stature as one who is perhaps unhinged. If it weren’t for the pity of a few souls, he would’ve washed out completely with not so much as a bird to lecture to.

Jon spent the ride in his Lyft clearing those thoughts from his mind. By the time he was out the ride and had closed his app, he was centered and focused on what he was about to do next.

The block he was dropped off at was comprised of a row of buildings with mixed architecture. It looked like everything from low rises, to townhouses, to store fronts were all piled on top of each other and then squeezed into one oddly long block. He was pleased to see the rain had stopped before he arrived, and the ground was still wet. The feeling of dampness and the softening of the surrounding sounds by the wet, did the job of setting the mood for what he was doing.

Jon traversed a gangway which began somewhere towards the middle of the block and led to Ryker’s home. It was narrow and looked to coil its way into the block’s innards. The further he went the more the sky above him seemed to vanish. By the time he reached the end, it very much appeared to be early evening where he was standing. 

Once exiting such a pathway, what one would most likely expect to find would be a courtyard. Perhaps some garden apartments with beds of flowers before their windows. But what he found instead was a hefty steel door, with a sturdy and prominent keypad, slightly pulsating with pink numerals.

While checking his watch he realized he should’ve been paying more attention to the sun. Looking around though he could tell that not much sunlight penetrated this space. He wondered if Ryker would be in the mood to speak being it was kind of early for him. He then remembered what he had learned. One less turns every 10 quarters.

Since he knew Ryker’s age, he quickly did the math and began to relax. At 800 years of life as a Vampire he should only have to turn once a year. Hopefully that had already happened for the year. Jon wished he knew for sure so as not to find himself turned early or worse on someone else’s dinner plate.

He checked his bag for a final time even though he knew he hadn’t lost it. He wanted to be ready and for no mistakes to be made. The soft pink glow of the keypad began to look inviting to him. Meeting Ryker was one of the few good things which occurred since he’d been made aware. The rest of that time, it had been spent trying to get a grip on a paranoia he found hard not to indulge.

The ghoul, the assistant, mad with lust, he thought. 

As he entered the key code and stepped into the premise his sense of worry soon began to lapse. He remembered he was safe. Since he now knew one of them, one who he thought had some power, he felt he had an edge. Jon needed an edge.

Inside was a somewhat long hallway leading to what he had already surmised was the center of the house. A moderately sized room with no windows of any kind also attached to the kitchen. Instead of windows, there were a multitude of monitors on each of the walls each with CCTV feeds from the outside. It looked as if his lair was deep within a mockup of buildings, a solitary structure of its own, inside what only appeared to be a block of half vacant dwellings.

“You know, I have to wonder how you got all this installed.” Jon said.

He was talking to no one for the moment. Ryker had not made his entrance yet, but Jon knew he wasn’t far. He had learned quite a bit about the Vampire since he’d been made aware. More than anything from his prior investigations. Like he knew their thirst for blood was never ending, and the scent of prey was as obvious to them, like the smell of cooking food is obvious to Humans. It makes them hungry.

“Do you have it?” 

The voice was coming from the back of the unit. Jon pulled around his bag and removed a book which appeared to be more dusty relic than an item of value.

“It’s real,” Jon said, as he placed the item on the table.

“I had it verified by our resident auditor Mr. Hamilton. He said it had been a while since he’s seen a manual this old in fair condition.”

At that moment Ryker finally appeared, draped in his usual robe and slippers. It was his usual mode of dress since he never left his home. All his needs were shipped to him, even the blood he consumed every evening. He had mostly Kyle to thank for his arrangements. He also had his beloved pendant hanging from his neck. The pendant was a sealed glass, vial of blood. No one but Ryker knew whose blood it was.

“If I had any use for that I would’ve left this abode decades ago.” Ryker said, “It’s what’s hidden within its pages that I desire most.”

“Interesting.” Jon said, “I don’t know this language so you’re lucky I got the right thing. This is what you were looking for.”

“Where is the other one?” Ryker interrupted, already beginning to peer into Jon’s mind.

“It’s gone. The cashier told me it was purchased a few days ago. She wouldn’t tell me who of course.”


OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
OMAR DANIELS

3 |1
i g
] Lf,
"
i

A \{AMi'?‘lRE'sl?\,LE' |

'~ THE HUNT FOR THE LYCAR





OEBPS/image0.jpg
BOOK MOTIVES





