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BLACKULA

The Vampire ! 


Chapter

One
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GEORGIA, U.S.A.  

OCTOBER,  2017

It was the woman he wanted!  And he wanted her at all cost!

***
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HE WAS  tall;  over six feet.  He was groomed to the last detail,  and sported a thick black mustache.  He had a powerful physique.  He had a deep,  rich baritone voice. He always bowed courteously.  He bowed to many of those he would meet.  He bowed a lot.  

But wait: he was not at all as he seemed to be,  for he was Blackula a product of the night!;  And it was the woman  he wanted;  the one beautiful woman;  a woman from his past.  But she was NOT the same woman;  she only looked like her in face and features.  But still,  he wanted her at ALL cost!!!

***
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HE WAS obviously from a foreign country by the way he was dressed;  a traditional Dashiki robe,  native to his land.  He looked to be about forty or so years,  his dark hair,  widows peak and mustache making him seem all the more distinquished but  disquised the horror he held within.

It had been a long journey from Monrovia,  East Africa where he was born to the U.S.  He flew commercial just like anyone else.  

He spoke to no one on the plane.

***    
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IT WAS not at all easy for him  getting into the States where he would start his prowl;  his odd search for the woman he once knew,  the woman he once knew in the States;  the beautiful woman he  wanted to make like him;  foul,  evil;  a thing of the night.  

Soon,  his night flight was in Atlanta,  Georgia and Hartsfield International Airport.  He purposefully arrived at 7:00 p.m. in the darkness,  daring not to come out into the daylight. 

Blackula was then ready to launch his diabolical plan;  to make the woman his!

***
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HE NOTICED that not much had changed in the ten decades he had visited the country,  the U.S.  The Cabbie took him on a half hour ride to a rural twenty five acre farm outside of the city called Grant Plantation.  It was a rather quaint looking typical farm with a barn,  chickens,  and of course,  a large two story brick house.  It was a cozy setting;  remote;  isolated and far away from people;  a perfect hideaway to execute his plans! 

***
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UPON ARRIVAL,  the two men got out of the car.  The tall Liberian opened his wallet and handed the cabbie funny money;  money the cabbie did not recognize.  

"I can't take that,"  the cabbie  said,  his eyes wide.

"Oh,  forgive me,"  the Liberian said,  in his thick African accent.

It was African money.  

The annoyed cab driver went no further into it and recognized that it was an honest mistake.  The man checked into another compartment of his wallet and found American currency and provided it to the driver;  almost two hundred dollars.

The driver looked at the tall Liberian man with new respect.  

"Thanks!"  the cab driver said,  taking the money.

He offered the Liberian man his change.

"Keep it,"  the mysterious man said,  lowly.

The mysterious man opened the back door of the cab and took out his luggage,  a lone suitcase.

He closed the door.  The cabbie climbed into his cab,  waved his hand and drove away, leaving the man standing alone several feet from the front door.  

A man ran out of the house extending his hand to the man.

"Mister Okimbi!  Professor Okimbi!  How good it is to meet you,  Sir!  How good it is to see you!"  the man said.

The two men shook hands friendlily.

"I am Professor Okambe Okimbi of Liberia,"  the man said,  bowing deeply.  

"And I'm Horace Grant,  owner and proprieter of this farm,  at your service," he said,  clicking his heels together.  

"It is a pleasure to finally meet you,  Mister Grant,"  the man said,  bowing.  "I appreciate your thought and consideration."

"Don't mention it.  I'm tickled you're here!  I hope this place is suitable?"  Mr.  Grant asked,  still with much enthusiasm.

The tall man looked around the farm.

"This place is charming, Sir,"  he said.

He looked back at the man.  "I believe our written agreement was for a week?  Of course,  you will be amply compensated."

"Oh,  don't worry about that now,  Professor.  Just having you here is almost payment enough,"  Mr.  Grant said.

Mr. Grant looked at the tall man's luggage.  "You travel light."

"I bring only the things I need for my weeks stay and my purpose:  that is to say,  my research,"  he said,  in his deep voice.

"Yes.  I suppose you're research is constantly on your mind.  Your letters,  credentials and documents stated that you were a university professor and writer and the papers you sent to me would be part of a book: an anthology about different parts of the world.  I'm glad to be a part of that.  You said you requested lounging while you completed this book on human culture.  Needless to say,  I found this very fascinating and I was thrilled you even considered me.  Of course,  I immediately researched you.  Your credentials turned out to be exquisite and you are a well respected man that many in your country vouch for,"  Mr. Grant said.

"My university and colleagues are all too kind,"  the Liberian man said.

"I read the thesis paper you sent to me on African culture,  Professor.  I see you have visited many nations on that continent.  Obviously you have learned a lot from the people there.  Your research is in depth,  involving,   and you understand human nature and how basically we all pretty much the same.  I thought it was brilliant!  You have to be one of the foremost experts in human culture!"  Mr.  Grant said.

"Enough,  Sir.  You are embarrasing me,  but I thank you,"  the man said,  bowing again.

"Well,  we've arranged things so you may avail yourself to your private library and it's many books.  The library is in the exact room where you will be staying.  I think you will find it most convenient.  Please come in,"  Mr.  Grant said.

Mr. Grant extended his hands backwards towards the front door.  The man picked up his luggage and the two men entered the house.

Mr.  Grant turned towards him.  "I want you to meet my housekeeper,  Flora.  I've told her all about you.  And she's very eager to meet you."

The man sat his luggage onto the floor.  Mr. Grant led him past the living room and into the kitchen.

***
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THEY SAW a slender Black woman of about fifty years old cooking on the stove.

Mr.  Grant looked at her.  "Flora,  stop what you are doing!"

She stopped fussing over her pots and pans.

Mr.  Grant extended his arms backwards to the man.  "I'd like for you to meet Mister,  or rather,  Professor Okambe Okimbi of Monrovia,  Liberia.  He's here,  finally.  As I said:  he's a professor of the university there.  So ask him good questions.  And as we discussed,  he'll be staying here for a week to study our Western culture to include it in his upcoming book.  He wants to see how we eat;  how we dance;  how we act and so forth.  So be on your best behavior,"  Mr. Grant said.

Flora smiled at the man.

"Pleased to meet you,  Mr.  Okimbi,"  she said,  extending her hand to him.

They shook hands friendlily.

"Pleased to meet you,  Miss Flora,"  he said,  bowing,  in his deep voice.  "I've heard so much about you."

"And I've heard a lot about you,"  she said.

". . . All good,  I hope?"  he asked.

"All good,"  she answered.

Mr. Grant leaned over the pots on the stove.

"Ummmmm,  uh!"

He looked at Flora.  "I've bragged on your cooking to him.  I hope you will serve up a few good dishes so we will get a good report."

"Mr.  Grant,  I haven't failed you yet,"  she said.

"I can safely say,  you haven't,"  Mr.  Grant said.  

He looked at the two of them. "I'm only kidding Flora.  She has been with me for fifteen years.  She moved in here fifteen years ago when I was a lonely man and she hasn't left.  I can't get rid of her.  I guess at the time,  we both needed each other.  I'm glad the two of you are hitting it off."

Flora looked at the tall man.

"I hope you enjoy your stay,  Mr.  Okimbi,"  she said.

"I am enjoying it already,  Mam,"  he said.

"Thank you.  Dinner is at seven,  Sir.  And I hope it is as Mr.  Grant would prefer:  to your liking,"  she said.

"Thank you.  I am certain it will be,  Miss Flora,"  he said,  but in an unsmiling way.

Mr. Grant looked at the wall clock across the way in the living room.

"Well,"  he continued.  "I see that it's five o'clock.  Now that the introductions are out of the way,  I'm sure you'd like to know where your sleeping quarters are located?  Just take the stairs and it will be the first door to the right.  I'm  sure you'd like to freshen up before dinner?"

***
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THERE WAS a staircase after the kitchen area and between the living room that led up to the second floor.

Mr.  Okimbi bowed. 

He went to where he had dropped his luggage near the front door,  picked it up and headed for the stairs.  Before he reached the top step Mr.  Grant yelled up to him.  "And don't forget to avail yourself to the many,  many books and tapes we've placed in the makeshift library in your room.  It has a desk and chair,  a place for you to sleep;  everything you will need for your research.  You'll figure it out.  Help yourself.  My room is the connecting room to yours."

The Liberian man bowed.  

"Many thanks,"  he said,  looking back to them but again without a smile on this face.

He came to his room almost immediately to the right at the top of the staircase.  He recognized Mr.  Grants connecting room just to the right of his own.

Inside the room,  the man saw hundreds upon hundreds of volumes of books;  those of reference;  dictionaries;  books on foreign languages and cultures that had been provided for him.  

And away from the books he noticed an open closet with many hangers,  and a place for him to sleep.

He sat his suitcase on the floor.

His vampiric teeth began to show.

With brute strength,  he ripped an entire section of books from it's shelves and they dropped to the floor.  

"Thesis papers:  BAH!  Keep your hospitality!  What do I need this for?"  he asked himself.  

His eyes were red.  From where he stood he looked in the assumed direction where the woman lived:  His voice became more gentle:  "I am here,  Marina.  At long last I have found you again.  You were mine once,  Marina.  Then we came apart.  I was here once,  in these America's:  it's where we met,  many decades ago.  You are still beautiful.  I saw a photo of you:  a picture.  And you will be mine again!  And this time,  no one is going to stand in my way!"

After a few seconds his teeth became normal again.  Much calmer,  he returned to his luggage and began to unpack.
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Chapter

Two
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It was soon seven o'clock,  dinner time.

Flora served chicken and mashed potatoes in the dining room which was located between the kitchen and the living room.  

Wine was also in their glasses.  

Mr. Okimbi looked normal:  as normal as could be for a man being what he was.  The two men feasted on dinner and sipped their wine.

Flora approached the man at the table.

"More potatoes,  Sir?"  she asked him.

She had a bowl of hot mashed potatoes in her hand.

"You're feeding me too much,"  the man said,  courteously.  "But I will try some more."

She scooped a couple of spoonfuls into his plate.  With a fork,  she placed more chicken there.

The man looked at Mr.  Grant.  "You are right,  she is an excellent cook."

"And a great housekeeper to,"  Mr. Grant said,  while eating.

She went back into the kitchen and began to wash dishes.  She looked back into the dining room at the man.

"So you're writing a book,  Mr.  Okimbi?  What exactly is going to be in it?"  she asked,  curiously.

"Oh,  nothing much.  It concerns people:  I've already traveled to Asia;  Japan and the Philippines to collect data and live among them.  Mr. Grant knows of my journey to different parts of Africa.  I thought I'd come to America to write about the west,  and compare my notes,"  he answered.

"Sounds interesting,"  she said,  still doing her chores.

"Yes,"  the man said.  "Ultimately,  I am going to take my results back to my students in my classes.  You will be surprised how interested they are in how other people live."

"Probably,  there is not much difference,"  she said.

"Probably not,"  he agreed,  taking a bite from off of his plate.  "But the curiosity of one culture to another is there."

"Are you going to grade us,  professor?"  she asked,  stopping for a moment.

"Oh, no.  The book is strictly for informational purposes;  not to put people into any kind of a category,"  he said.

"Excellent.  Am I going to be in this book,  Sir?"  she asked.

The vampire chuckled.

"I would not be surprised,  Miss Flora.  I would not be surprised,"  he answered,  staring directly at her.

He sipped graciously on his glass of wine.

She paused.

She looked dazed.

"That would be pretty good. . ."  she laughed.  ". . . Simple country girl finds her way into famous thesis paper and anthology book!"

"After a meal like this,  it is well deserved,"  he said,  finishing his meal.

He took a sip of his wine.

Mr.  Grant was finishing his meal also.  He had remained mostly silent.  

He wiped his mouth with his napkin and looked at the two of them. 
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