
Prologue: 

“I’m curious,” the shopkeeper said, fidgeting with his glove, “What is your central gripe?” 

“More accurately,” he continued as Clayton surveyed the artifacts surrounding, “What is it that you think you’re missing?” 

“Progress,” Clayton argued simply, running a hand through his wavy dark brown hair. 

The 48-year-old tried not to show it, but the details were too many to ignore. The shopkeeper’s near obsessive compulsion at keeping his left hand concealed at all times. The hushed and hurried speech mannerisms he employed, seemingly dedicated to opening his mouth as little as possible and turning his head away from Clayton whenever direct eye contact was unavoidable. Those mannerisms were of course minuscule to the fine felt gray wolf pelt carpet that covered a good portion of the floor.  

The carpet looked less like a pelt and more like a skeletal carved-out husk, its fur still clinging to the bone. Even that detail barely touched on the bevy of silver and copper crucifixes adorning the walls of the shop. They were numerous enough that a few blended in with the decor and antiques of the shop overall. 

“And you think becoming a monster in your own right is the answer to that question?” The shopkeeper inquired. 

There was a heavy and palpable tension in the air, as if both men were aware of the other’s true nature, but refused to show their hands until assured of their safety. 

“Becoming a monster would be antithetical to my goals… I simply wish to see another day.” 

“Cancer?” 

“Not in a literal sense,” Clayton clarified with a weary sigh and an eye roll. 

“In my lifetime, humanity achieved its greatest feat—landing on the moon less than fifty years after inventing flight,” Clayton explained, as the shopkeeper leaned back in his chair to allow him to explain. 

“You speak as if you aided in these endeavors.” 

“Not myself, of course not; but my father was born of that generation… and my grandfather of the generation before him and so on and so forth…” 

“Yet,” Clayton’s eyes narrowed, “in spite of their own tremendous work and accomplishments, neither of them lived long enough to see the marvels of our modern age.” 

“So what is it that you wish to avoid?” The shopkeeper asked, turning his back to Clayton as he walked over to a glass case adorned with trinkets and reached inside. “What is it that you fear? Permanence? Mortality? Obscurity?” 

Clayton opted not to answer until the shopkeeper turned back around to face him. The shop owner grinned with an odd tinge of pride and affection  directed at the middle aged man before returning to where he’d been seated. 

“Neither.” 

“I don’t fear death,” Clayton explained, “I’m pissed off at time for erasing everything that comes before it.” 

“It counters all that comes after it as well,” 

“Something that I’ll never get to see… if I don’t succeed in my endeavor.” 

“The medical advances that could be made. The strides that could be put forward. For all I know, we as a species could leave the solar system within the next century or so.” 

“You could also fall victim to the same trappings you always have,” the shopkeeper bitterly looked away, his mask slipping briefly as it allowed Clayton to catch a glimpse of a mouth full of razor sharp canines. “War, famine and greed. And how will you pick up the pieces left behind?” 

The shopkeeper’s hand opened up to reveal a bronze arrowhead with intrinsic patterns carved into it. The shopkeeper stared at the arrowhead with disdain before monologuing. 

“Years ago, my great grandfather landed on this continent, blinded by ambition, avarice and cowardice. A cruel and foolish man who sought nothing more than to escape Death’s clutches by whatever means made themselves available to him.” 

The shop seemed to creek, croak and groan, prompting Clayton to sharply turn his head and look around as his grip tightened. 

“Easy there…” the shopkeeper said before continuing. “When legend spread that the natives had cracked the code as it were and found a way to become eternal, my great grandfather became obsessed.” 

“He cut deals, kidnapped, tortured—did everything in his power to seize immortality.” 

The shopkeeper laughed a hearty and unsettling guffaw as he held the arrowhead up into the light. 

“And boy did he find it. My grandfather forced one of the locals to trade the arrowhead in exchange for sparing his son’s life! My grandfather wasted no time plunging the arrow into his chest ready to taste immortality! And I can assure you that the bastard got exactly what he wanted and what he deserved. 

The man’s laughter settled down as Clayton shifted uncomfortably in his chair, unsettled by the sudden unhinged display put on by the shopkeeper. The shopkeeper seemed to pick up on his sudden shift as he coughed in order to recompose himself before continuing. 

“Eternal life, but not eternal youth,” he carried on, “nor eternal sustenance.” 

The shopkeeper finally removed his left glove, revealing an incredibly hairy hand that seemed almost paw-like with the abundance of fur covering it. Clayton already had suspicions of the man’s true nature, but this alongside the man’s heavy facial hair, wild unkempt mane and jowls full of teeth served as official confirmation of what he was. 

“He was forced to hunt every moon cycle to sustain himself.” The shopkeeper’s voice lowered. “Lest he wither away year after year.” 

“Funny thing about the indigenous however… they’re quite skilled at hunting wolves, let alone keeping them at bay.” 

“They killed him?” Clayton asked. 

“He wishes,” the shopkeeper snarked, “what remains of him is the very carpet lining the floor.” 

“That’s a little morbid, don’t you think?” 

“In that case, I suppose you can go without knowing that my great-grandfather still retains consciousness,” the shopkeeper quipped. “He hears every word, feels every step we make.” 

“You don’t seem too concerned about him?” 

“Why would I be?” The shopkeeper retorted, “his cruelty was a dealbreaker enough as it was, but the fact his ignorance ensured that my bloodline would never be safe to walk amongst the populace without fear of becoming primal again…” 

“One reckless use of this arrowhead centuries ago,” the shopkeeper snarled, “cursed my bloodline for generations.” 

“These crosses are the only thing that keep me from going rabid or otherwise losing control,” he growled, “confined to this little general store in the middle of the countryside, unable to even take in the beauty of that dear moon that you humans were fortunate enough to-” 

The shopkeeper calmed down again. 

“I apologize, but do you understand… truly understand what you are seeking?” 

“I know that you have knowledge of true immortality,” Clayton crossed his arms, “and while I don’t need eternal physical youth, I’d like to keep my mental clarity as time passes.” 

“Everyone does,” the shopkeeper muttered under his breath, opening the drawer in between them and pulling out a thick and heavy book,  

"This is my mother's life's work," Chaney said, tapping the cover. "A recipe to undo the curse. She thought she could reverse the magic of the arrowhead.” 

“And in spite of how greatly she sought to cure my great-grandfather’s ailment, her discovery came too all too late.” 

A heavy sigh escaped his lips. 

“She passed the recipe to me—not as salvation, but as a reminder of what our bloodline lost to ambition.” 

The shopkeeper pulled a simple slip of paper from between the pages. 

“I suppose it’ll become a pastime kept in the family, like how others keep heirlooms—each generation rewriting it with the hope that one day it might undo the curse.” 

“As for now however, I have all but one of the ingredients needed for the remedy here… but I refuse to co-sign the existence of another monster within this world.” The shopkeeper laid it all bare, “if you want the last vital ingredient needed in your quest…” 

The man placed a single document on the table. 

“Then you have to assure me that you will not act as monsters do… that you will not give in to the worst of your humanity?” 

“Not that I am arguing for malice,” Clayton kicked his feet up, “but what is stopping me from killing you and taking whatever last ingredient I need?” 

“Who is to say that the ingredient is even in my possession,” the shopkeeper replied, tossing one of the crucifixes to Clayton. “If you truly in your heart of hearts feel that that is necessary to obtain your desires, then plunge that cross into my heart and end my suffering!” 

Clayton tightly clenched the cross in his palm, gritting his teeth and groaning in frustration before nevertheless tossing the crucifix aside. Chaney seemed content as his stance softened with all of his body’s tension melting away. 

“I guess that’s your first successful test,” Chaney said, tossing Clayton a pen, “some additional stipulations you should know.” 

“If you succeed, never use your gift for evil. Not for gain. Not for pleasure” 

“And most crucial of all…” 

Chaney’s eyes narrowed with contempt. 

“You must never harm a child. If you can abide by these stipulations… then put forth your word in written binding.” 

“What kind of sick animal do you take me for?” Clayton asked as he immediately gave his signature. “Umm, no offense.” 

“Believe me, none taken.” 

“Now,” Chaney said, handing over the page and arrowhead, “to avoid the curse of this damned artifact,you need one last crucial ingredient to mix with this cocktail.” 

“And what is that?” 

“The blood… of a vampire.” 

Clayton smirked before then chuckling, restraining himself from breaking into full blown laughter.  

“Say no more. I’ll have this task completed before tomorrow’s nightfall.” 

Chaney’s eyes widened, startled by the man’s sudden confidence. “Do not take this lightly. They are not easy prey.” 

“Believe me,” Clayton cracked his knuckles and pulled at his own glove “I know.” 

“Remember the rules of your word.” 

“I fully intend to…” 

Once the door closed behind him and he was left alone in his shop, Chaney commented… 

“I truly hope you aren’t like the others…” Chaney murmured, his gaze drifting to the carpet. The fur rippled once—almost a breath. “And I pray you aren’t a man like him.” 

Clayton found it amusing how centuries of fear and millennia of trepidation could be supplanted by mere decades of false security and reassurance. Decades of belief in the falsehood that monsters only existed within the minds and fairy tales of children. Clayton supposed that the terrifying truth was far more difficult to swallow than a comfortable lie. 

The terrifying truth that monsters did indeed walk amongst men in all shapes and sizes. Their uncanny ability to blend in alongside common man with those around them having nary a clue as to who was beside them. Ghosts, wraiths, werewolves and vampires were more real than the average person could fathom.  

Of course, any attempt to disclose this to the public would inevitably earn you ridicule, scorn and mockery. Clayton knew better however than to dismiss the gut worry of walking alone in the dark. Furthermore, he especially knew better than to trust that the child with canines a bit too sharp and skin cold as ice to the touch to truly be a child. 

They all made a mockery of human life through their mere existence. Their privilege of prolonged and even potentially everlasting life spat in the face of every man to ascend the mountaintop or snatch a victory from the jaws of defeat only to be buried by the sands of time. That the best man would never outlive the monsters that their contemporaries mocked as myths. 

Perhaps it was that righteous indignation that made it so easy for Clayton to carry out his hunts, no matter what age his prey appeared. 

A mere sister and brother pairing were of little concern to Clayton. Having observed them for days at a time, Clayton had little suspicion that the pair were among the very kin he so despised. Their mere presence brought a clinical cold chill wherever they ventured and was accompanied by their own shadows seeming to mask their faces whenever they stood in direct sunlight. And for a pair of teens, their movements seemed far too fluid for them to be of human origin. 

Battling them had been quite the easy task. Even when engaging during the dead of night, the element of surprise greatly aided Clayton as he plunged a stake into the back of the younger creature, the brother before stabbing his sister through the eyes with his crucifix. 

The sister’s eyes’ slow regeneration provided all the proof Clayton needed to carry on as he took advantage of her blindness to retrieve the stake from the boy’s back and instead plunge it into his heart before redirecting his attention to the sister and pinning her down with brute strength. 

“Any last words, monsters?” Clayton taunted his prey, “before I both end your existence and claim your eternal life?” 

Clayton was surprised when he was met not with pleading or belligerent rage, but a cold and dismissive scoff. 

“Oh brother…” Annabelle sighed, “you’re one of those.” 

“Speaking of damnation while crowing for immortality?” She laughed. “The irony is quite palpable.” 

“How can you be so brave, child?” Clayton demanded.  

“Because I’ve seen the likes of you before,” Annabelle rolled her eyes, “and as such, I won’t be bothered to remember your name after the next hour.” 

“Are you-” 

“Human ignorance truly can be eternal,” Annabelle murmured. 

“You would know a thing or two about that, wouldn’t you?” Clayton snarled, bringing his face mere inches away from Annabelle’s, gritting his teeth as the latter maintained a steely gaze, the moonlight bouncing off of her bright green eyes as even in the chilled autumn night air, each breath she took notably failed to produce any vapors. “Look at you…” 

Clayton cast his gaze over her body from head to toe, garbed in a modern if somewhat outdated fashion, a mix of white, yellow and blacks styled into a 1990s aesthetic. Her light auburn brown hair was tied tightly in a ponytail and she possessed an athletic, youthful physique with a face that appeared no older than 18 at most, something complemented by her height of 177 centimeters. 

“Eternally young, disgusting vampire,” Clayton spat, “how many souls have you lulled to their demise, monster?” 

“None,” Annabelle answered as behind Clayton, her brother sat up from off the ground. 

“Wherever there are humans, bloodshed follows,” Annabelle elaborated, “and we follow behind that.” 

“Your country’s messy 19th century divorce for instance, fed us daily for years,” The girl chuckled, joking, “We’re more buzzard than beast and with the blind eye turned to your “undesirables”, we never truly go without for long.” 

“Undesirables left behind by a cruel world that prioritizes the barbaric cruelty of monsters over human innovation!” Clayton ranted. “A world that ensures a gardener never lives to see each seed they plant grow into bountiful fruit, only to be devoured by rabid dogs lurking outside its walls!” 

Anna laughed him off.  

“You say that as if we can’t enjoy human cuisine,” Annabelle drooled slightly, “Your frosted cinnamon treats and fried mozzarella delights could be considered the pinnacle of human advancements.” 

“Am I to truly believe that ghouls the likes of you can possibly possess a heart?” Clayton growled as he held a dagger to Annabelle’s throat to cull her laughter, “Must be nice, knowing you’ll always have a future.” 

“Surely you’re happy knowing that you will never wither away and be forgotten to age,” Clayton spat, prompting Annabelle’s eyes to momentarily narrow to a contemptuous gaze. 

“You claim not to be monsters?” Clayton challenged, “Then give me your blood so I can live-” 

“The closest thing humans have to immortality is their eternal ignorance,” the younger brother dismissively scoffed as he interrupted Clayton by casually driving his hand through his back and out through Clayton’s chest. 

The young blonde man ran a free hand through his hair as he yanked his hand from Clayton’s chest cavity. He looked younger than his sister, being 10 centimeters shorter and looking 15 at oldest with a rounder, more boyish face complemented by bubbly blue eyes, a contrast to the weariness that was evident in his voice. 

A vintage 1994 Hitman shirt adorned his torso, alongside black jeans and pink & black sneakers. His T-Shirt was torn just above his heart with a steadily closing wound peeking out from beneath the fabric. 

“Some things truly never change,” the younger brother grunted as he flicked Clayton’s blood off of his hand in disgust before reaching down to help his sister to her feet. “Are you alright?” 

“You act as if this is our first rodeo,” Annabelle smirked, teasing, “I’m surprised little Johnny didn’t start crying when he saw his big sister was in danger…” 

“I haven’t cried like that in 200 years,” Jonathan pouted with folded arms, “Let it go.” 

“I still remember the first time you thought I was going to die,” Annabelle pinched his cheeks, “you didn’t leave my side for 3 years straight after that to the point where we could’ve been mistaken for Siamese twins.” 

“You were hardly any better,” Jonathan recounted, “I seem to recall you sobbing and massacring an entire mob after they “killed your baby bwother”.” 

“Try not to live in the past,” Anna shot back. 

Both were nonplussed about the dying man lying at their feet, futilely gasping for breath as he coughed up blood, his eyes wide from a mixture of paralyzing fear and agony. 

“Perhaps if these aspiring Helsings learned proper techniques,” Jonathan flippantly ran a hand through his hair, “we’d have proper reason to fear for our lives.” 

“Normally I don’t mind losing shirts or jackets to stake happy idiots, but this was a vintage 1994 Bret Hart shirt! Do I look like I have $500 for another one?!” 

“You’ll find one and you’ll live.” 

“I wouldn’t have to if these fools did their proper research! I’m sick of having to pick splinters out of my chest whenever these morons think they’re smart. I love garlic bread but if even one more of these rapscallions tries tainting us with it…” 

“Rapscallion?” Anna raised an eyebrow, “you’re showing your age there, Johnny. Maybe your antiquated vocabulary is what gives us away.” 

“Better an antiquated vocabulary than antiquated methods,” Jonathan exasperatedly sighed, “It’s decapitation with silver and then impaling our hearts with a silver blade that does us in.” 

“I’m still more curious as to where the “drink a vampire’s blood to become immortal” myth originated,” Anna inquisitively placed a hand to her cheek. 

“Your guess is as good as mine,” Jonathan cast his eyes over to the fallen vampire hunter. “Oh yeah, what are we gonna do with him?” 

“Best not to take any chances,” Anna answered, “Let’s drink his blood and behead him.” 

“What?! This guy is disgustingly cruel, who knows what malice resides within his blood.” 

“Jonathan, you were impaled through the chest. You can heal a lot faster if you eat,” Anna folded her arms whilst tapping her foot, “In fact, it could do both of us good.” 

Jonathan huffed and crossed his arms. 

“Fine.” 

The siblings knelt beside a helpless Clayton before they used their fingers and their nails to hook into and beneath his flesh. Anna’s hand pierced his forearm before Jonathan, with a sigh of resignation, did the same. There was no finesse, only a grim, physical siphoning that utilized tendrils beneath their nails. 

In less than a minute, the pair had drained the hunter of every remaining drop of blood, regaining some colour in their skin in the process. Once the deed was done, Anna grabbed Clayton by his hair and tore his head from his shoulders in one swift motion, leaving behind a drained decapitated husk. 

“I really don’t understand why humans wanna live forever,” Jonathan scratched his chin as he stood up, “‘Yeah, let’s never get off this ride and just go on it over and over again until we’ve lost our minds!’” 

“Losing your mind is merciful,” Anna rolled her eyes, flippantly flicking her hair, “The true damnation is outliving everyone we may ever come to know and love and… losing memory of their names and voices over time… “ 

“Damn, sis, you speaking from experience?” Johnny snarked, apologizing when his joke failed to raise his sister’s spirits. “Sorry…” 

“You’re fine,” Anna assured him as she teared up, “I just wonder… Do you think they remember us once they’ve moved on beyond this world? Do you think there is a chance of seeing any of them again?” 

“You mean like Mom and Dad?” Jonathan asked before growing silent. 

Anna simply nodded. In response, Jonathan began to chant in a hushed whisper, with Annabelle picking up and continuing right away, the two of them reciting a nursery rhyme in stereo to comfort themselves, their arms around one another. The final remnant of their original home and customs. 

The sun slowly began to creep over the skyline as morning approached. The sun’s rays illuminated the siblings’ faces as they calmly marched on towards it, ready to begin their day anew. 

As had been their routine for so long now. 

“Mara-ken, dura-gena, ka-tharilu zanath 

Luth-ken, heni-gena, ka-sarilu zanath 

Thūrik tha-thur, thūrik tha-thin, 

su-tharilu senath dura-rath” 

My son, born of the Sun, I have loved you forever. 

My girl, born of the world, I have cherished you always. 

Through thick and through thin, from beginning to end, 

I will always love you under the gaze of the Sun.” 

“I’m tired,” Johnny murmured, doing his best to stay in step with his sister. 

“No you’re not,” Anna told him, “we just ate, you should have more than enough energy, on top of the infinite stamina thing.” 

“Haven’t you heard?” Johnny teased, “you should always take a chance to rest after a meal?” 

Anna rolled her eyes as Johnny elaborated, “And besides, that’s not what I meant.” 

“How many times have we walked this country — up and down, across oceans, through every corner of the world?” 

Annabelle paused to look back at her brother as he leaned up against a tree. 

“You ever notice how Georgia looks just like California if it didn’t have San Francisco? Same countryside, same cities, even the same beaches in some parts?” 

Johnny pouted as he blew a strand of hair out of his face. A cool evening breeze rustled the leaves of the oak tree he leaned against, though it brought no refreshment. 

“Why do we even keep going?” 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Anna sarcastically apologized, “do you have somewhere else you have to be?” 

Johnny sighed and let out a breath. 

“Annie, it’s over and done,” he said, “anyone who could’ve helped us has been dead and gone for a long time.” 

“You don’t think I’ve considered that possibility?” Anna snapped— her voice sharp enough to make Johnny flinch. She drew a breath, steadying herself. 

“I know that this appears to be a fool’s errand,” she admitted, sitting at the base of the same tree Johnny was leant against, “but we literally have all the time in the world and nothing better to actually do.” 

“Nothing else to do,” Jonathan gently and sadly corrected her. 

“We could try taking over the world,” Annabelle made an attempt at levity, “but this world is a huge one and these humans are more trouble than it’s worth when it comes to managing them.” 

Johnny chuckled, “Yeah.” 

“I just… I wanna go home.” 

Anna glanced toward the horizon, though neither of them remembered what direction home had once been. 

“Me too… me too.” 

“But we have to keep going as we are now,” Anna told her brother, “if there is even a sliver of hope left out there, we have to pursue it.” 

“And as long as life is still breathing,” she said, “there’s still hope.” 

Annabelle reached her hand down for her brother, helping him to his feet. 

“And I hope that one day,” Johnny said, “we get to go home properly.” 

Amos didn’t pay much attention when news spread around the farm that the plantation would be receiving company today. The elder man had seen many faces come and go over the years to the point where now, he was as numb the news of an impending arrival as he was to the harsh sting of a whip across his back. If they were new workers, just don’t get attached. If they were a buyer or someone looking for new property, keep his head low and plow through. He was at the crossroads of his life to the point where he knew he wasn’t of much worth to any new slave owner. 

Nevertheless, be it by coincidence or divine timing, Amos found himself present when a horse drawn buggy entered the courtyard of the plantation. Though his rough and calloused focused on picking the crop, his eyes couldn’t help but gravitate towards the insignia on the side window of the buggy. 

“Saint Andrew’s Shipping” 

Visitors from Louisiana made it all too apparent the transaction taking place could be nothing but business. Whoever had arrived had done so strictly to make a purchase. 

Amos’ eyes deviated for a bit too long as two moderately dressed but cloaked figures emerged from the buggy. The older man recognized the style of clothing as having indigenous influence which already gave him a feeling and sense of dread. More than likely, they’d been stolen and styled from a people already massacred. 

However, that was the least of Amos’ concerns however as he noticed the figures cast their heads in his direction, a pair of dark brown eyes looking at him. He couldn’t make out any other distinguishing facial features otherwise as they held their gaze. 

Amos shifted uncomfortably before returning to his work before he could try and get a better look at the two occupants, mentally berating himself for the distraction. Even if he was numb to most punishments, that would do him no good if he lost his life. The two passengers were greeted at the door and entered the estate as Amos prayed they didn’t inform the master of his gawking. Lord knows he’d had peers who’d been skinned and strung up for less. 

Amos toiled away in the field for hours before suddenly being approached by one of the handlers. 

“Mr. Augustine wants to see you,” the man said, roughly grabbing Amos by his shoulder, “now.” 

“Yes sir,” Amos nodded, being dragged along by the taller and rougher man. 

This was the first time Amos had stepped foot inside the chambers of the main mansion and were it not for the lanky gentleman shoving him along, it would’ve been nigh impossible for him to resist the urge to stop and soak in the extravagance. The warmth, the radiance and overall security exceeeded anything that Amos had ever experienced in his many years. 

Nevertheless, Amos followed the directions he was given until he was led into a chamber occupied by his master. His heart sank into his stomach when he saw that day across from him were the two people from earlier and was accompanied by a harsh chill running up his spine as the room seemed to grow colder. 

The saving grace came in the fact that being in closer proximity to them, allowed Amos a better glance at their faces. On the surface, their skin was fair, but closer inspection revealed the prevalence of a tan that could only belong to people born of the sun. 

Their hair was a mystery. Coloured a very light and vibrant shade of brown and an ethereal almost ghost like shade of blonde, the pair’s hairs’ possessed the straight, loose and somewhat stringy style of most white folk. However, any observation that went beyond the surface level found that it had been straightened and arranged to resemble that typical style.  

The older of the pair appeared to be the brunette girl, although as to be expected, she deferred to the man of the duo, the young blonde. 

“Sit down boy, sit down!” Amos’ master commanded harshly. 

Amos did so without objection as his master admonished him. 

“Look at ya, shaking like a dead leaf in the wind, boy!” He barked. 

Amos noticed the two guests eying his master with a look of subdued disgust 

It was a gesture subtle enough to go unnoticed by the master. 

“If I wanted to hit ya boy, I woulda done it by now!” The man continued. “Now listen here! I don’t know whatchu done did, but these two done taking a liking to ya.” 

