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Prologue

You read these words passively and
as such, you feel as if you will be transported into a world unlike
that which you have ever seen or heard. You think that you will be
privy to a story that will take you from your troubles, but you
couldn’t be more wrong. This story is an active one. Once yoStu
have opened this book you have become an active participant. As you
shall see, knowledge is a dangerous thing and it demands
action.

Know thyself. The Oracle of
Delphi warned Oedipus of this and he did not heed this warning.
This is a warning/word of advice, depending on which side of the
book you feel that you are on. This bit of advice was not taken by
a man named Gabriel Brimstone, a man who struggles with an inner
demon that we all have to struggle with at some point in our
lives…addiction.

What is an addiction? What
is your addiction? To the afflicted, is it a monster? Is it an imp
that sits on your shoulder, constantly tempting you to succumb to
your deepest desires? Who among us does not have that imp, that
voice, that Id whispering to us to commit acts of
immorality?

Be it alcohol, drugs, sex,
or something…else…we have that guilty pleasure. Some of them are
less harmful: a reality show, shopping, etc. Others are, if left
unchecked, horrifying and can create monsters. The alcoholic, the
pedophile, or even…the killer.

Do these addictions make us
who we are?

Or do we make
them?

Gabriel Brimstone was
tracking a different kind of monster in Culver’s Bay. A kind of
monster that is an addiction. A kind that you know, but deny its
existence.

A vampire.

By the time you put this
book down, after reading its blood-soaked passages, you will come
to realize that vampires, demons, and haunted souls are all too
real. They are as tangible as the text that you are holding in
front of you. Just as real as I am.

I grin as I pen these words
in blood, cutting open the flesh along Gabriel Brimstone’s body and
dipping my pen into his life fluids and scrawling my words across
the canvas of skin that is this journal, his journal. You will read
this and convince yourself that this is the work of a lunatic. Just
like vampires, you will think Gabriel as fictional or mad. However,
I can tell you that the ruminations of the mad, demented, or
whatever term you choose to label them, have more of a connection
with reality than what you may think.

By reading these words and
learning what you are about to learn, you will realize that your
reality is just a lens. That lens has edges; there are boundaries
to your reality – to your sanity. This tome will stretch those
boundaries. I invite you to turn the page and plunge into the
reality of the man that you will come to know as Gabriel
Brimstone…

Learn of his
addictions…his passions…his life…and his ruin.

Step One

“We admitted we were powerless over
alcohol – that our lives had become unmanageable.”

The smell of cigarette smoke mingled
with desperation, creating an aura of shame that was overwhelming
and inspirational. Each story of the fellow members moved me,
making me realize just how similar to others I was. It made me feel
human.

I’ve never felt this way.

A tall, slender man with sunken cheeks,
hollow eyes, and yellowish skin finished his story of how the
bottle claimed him. The liquid hypnotized him before he took a
drink.

His name was Mike L.

He was an alcoholic.

Now, he’s dead.

Mike spoke about his wife, Leanne, and
their two children. Leanne packed up the kids and left for her
mother’s house after his last drunken stupor. He’d been sober for
three weeks.

“Every day is a battle.” Mike stared
through tear-filled eyes.

Amen, I thought.

You are pathetic!
the Voices taunted.

Not now,
I thought. Not
here!

You think you are a
pathetic human drunk? What a laugh. You are more than these pitiful
creatures. You could slaughter these beasts within moments. Slake
your thirst! Give in to the primal passions. Imagine a chorus of
whispers in your ear. For seven years,
I’ve had to endure this. I wage a war inside my head every
day.

Much like the war I wage outside in the
“real” world.

My name is Gabriel
Brimstone.

I am a living vampire.

“My name is Rachel, and I’m an
alcoholic.”

The young woman wore a tight t-shirt,
black jeans that covered even her shoes, a long black trench coat,
and enough chains to weigh her down about ten pounds, not to
mention the metal that stabbed through her face.

Her emerald eyes glowed. They were
spaced apart, yet large enough to give her a doe-like innocence.
Her small nose and rounded cheeks made her look young, but the
slight lines on her hands put her at about thirty. She was five
feet seven inches with a curvy figure.

Succulent,
the Voices reminded me.

Rachel began her story of a high school
student lured into the wrong crowd, the wrong parties, and the
wrong guys. She began to experiment with drugs and alcohol. Before
she knew it, she dropped out of college, was kicked out of her
mother’s house, and forced to survive by running drugs.

No one will miss
her. Their seductive voices tempted me
with visions of her grappling limbs fighting for life mixed with
whimpering cries as I drained her of life. Saliva filled my mouth
as I locked onto her. I had forgotten to listen to what she was
saying. I barely noticed Mike leave the room that was rented in the
basement of the YMCA. The room was spartanly decorated. A lectern
for the speakers and the MC, an ex-football player named Hayes
Sanders, sat between a chalkboard and the audience. To our right
stood a flimsy folding table with a coffee maker, Styrofoam cups,
and a box once filled with sandwiches. I could only focus on her
plump, red lips, hair that fell in waves to the tip of her
shoulders, and voluptuous figure. When the group stopped clapping
and she smiled after her mouth finished moving, I realized her
speech was over. I clapped self-consciously, acutely aware that she
sat in front of me.

I didn’t notice Mike leave.

I tapped Rachel on the shoulder, put on
a smile that I hoped was disarming, but felt sheepish. “Th-thank
you for sharing.”

She blushed. “Thanks.” She turned in
her chair and crossed her denim clad legs. Her exposed skin was
pale. The Goth look enhanced her beauty. “I’m Rachel,” she said,
extending her hand.

“Gabe.” Our hands met. Feel the blood
coursing through her. “It’s n-nice to meet you.”

“You too.”

The piercing scream caused me to spring
up a flight of stairs to the exit door of the building. I almost
grabbed the Beretta from the waistband of my jeans, but the other
members of the AA group with me stopped me. When we reached the
back door that led to an alley, Mike’s body cooled on the
concrete.

“Jesus!” an alcoholic named Ted yelled
as we gathered around the body. Hayes was on his cell phone,
placing a 911 call.

A wave of energy crashed around us that
only I could feel. Rachel rubbed her hands over her arms. Hayes
took his sports jacket off and draped it across her shoulders. When
he finished the call, we gathered up the nerve to move closer. When
a member turned Mike’s head to the side to display two puncture
wounds in his neck, my fears were confirmed.

“A vampire?” Ted wondered.

“Not a real vampire.” This came from
Jack, a balding man with a pear-shaped body and a thick mustache.
He stared at Ted. “There’s no such thing. It’s a psychopath. He’s
obviously delusional and uses the vampire mythos to act out his
fantasies.”

Did I mention Jack was a
therapist?

We know the truth, don’t
we, Gabriel? We do exist, and they fear us. My heart thudded in my chest. The demons that prey upon
humankind lived in The Nightside, a world that existed only when
the sun went down. They hide in the shadows, using the light of the
moon and stars to stalk.

I tracked a demon couple to Culver’s
Bay with the intentions of finishing what was started over a year
ago. Being powerless to save Mike’s life made my resolve to finish
this much grimmer.

The distant sirens of prowlers made me
want to vanish. I had no social security number and my phony
driver’s license wouldn’t pass a close scrutiny. I waited until
every pair of eyes in the group was focused on Mike’s body, and
then disappeared. My mission in Culver’s Bay was unfolding. I felt
as if I was being led like the proverbial horse to water. Was I
going to drink?

Things were adding up too conveniently
for me. I know I was supposed to be here. I know Mike’s body was a
message for me.

It was a message sent by the
Baltimores.

Nathaniel and Miranda Baltimore were
newlyweds who happened to be stranded by the side of a road in a
sleepy, little town called Tallmadge. They barely survived an
attack by Valimus, a vampire I’d been hunting. Miranda was bitten
and losing blood. I tracked the attack to a local library. When we
returned to their motel room, Valimus trapped me and allow Miranda,
who was seduced by the Virus, to turn her husband.

It was that night when I found out what
I was.

I thought of this as I stood on the
rooftop of the Falcon Building, a seven story steel, glass, and
iron office building. I watched the coroner’s van pull into the
Culver’s Bay Police Department’s parking lot. The van carried
Mike’s corpse. The virus had an incubation period of forty-eight
hours. Since Mike was a frail man, it would take longer to
reanimate him.

Mike would be in the ground when he
woke up.

I have seen corpses claw their way out
of a grave. It’s not as easy as the movies suggest. The casket,
especially if the family cares about the dead, is difficult to
escape. Some demons have broken their fingers trying to get out.
Let’s say you don’t go mad with claustrophobia. Let’s suppose you
break through the casket. You’ve got six feet of caked earth ahead
of you. Just the thought of so much malleable earth spilling
through the nostrils, mouth, and ears is enough to send chills down
my spine.

“Just one more.”

“I can stop whenever I feel
like it.”

The confessors said the same thing
again and again at the meetings. Addiction: it’s an all consuming
disease. It is a cancer.

Every day is a battle.

The motel I stayed at wasn’t a
flophouse, but it was close. Mike’s obituary was printed in papers
two days after his body went to the morgue. The funeral was earlier
that afternoon. The scream jolted me from my sleep. I hadn’t
realized I dozed off, but the echoes of her scream pulled me back
into a reality that wasn’t my own. Was it sleep, or another of my
blackouts? I’d been having them a lot more lately than usual and it
started to alarm me. Was it the Council? Was it another of their
tricks? Was it Valimus? Did he have powers that had yet to be
revealed? A power pulsed within this city, a supernatural power. It
called me here.

My cleaned Beretta 9mm lay on the
rickety bed, atop an oily rag, alongside seven magazines filled
with 9mm hollow pointed silver bullets. Silver throwing daggers
beside them. All of them were made in the shape of crosses. They
were gifts from a gunsmith I knew in Los Angeles. I told him that
crosses and other holy paraphernalia could not harm the
fiends.

“You can never be too careful,” he
replied.

Only a few things can kill a vampire.
Sunlight works like a charm. The ultraviolet radiation reacts to
the Virus within their system, causing it to become unstable and
burn from the inside out. I’ve killed many bloodsuckers this way
and let me tell you, it’s a gruesome way to die. Much like the
movies, they become kindling.

As the weapons suggest, the fiends of
the Nightside (i.e. werewolves, vampires, demons, etc.) are
allergic to silver. The lore says that silver is the metal of God
and that is why it can kill all things impure. For some reason the
Nosferatu Virus is killed by silver (or silver nitrate). Coating
the bullets in silver does a world of good when dealing with
them.

However, the stronger the vampire is,
the more silver I need to kill them. I’ve only killed a handful of
Masters (vampires that have been around for more than a hundred
years). The longer they exist, the more blood they consume;
therefore, the more power they have.

They are evolving.

Will they evolve to the point where
silver will do nothing to them?

The final way to kill a vampire is
decapitation. The old adage is true: cut off the head and the body
dies. At the Facility, I have seen “experiments” beg for mercy as
the doctors removed their hearts. None of them survived having
their heads removed. Their tests gave me the insight to effectively
destroy them.

Well, that and the strain of the
Nosferatu Virus that has blended in with my genetic code. It
altered my DNA, making me neither human nor undead.

Wesley Snipes makes it look so easy in
those crappy movies.

I watched, from my motel room window,
as the sun sank from sight and darkness swallowed daylight. As the
darkness draped the cityscape, my bone weary fatigue left me. An
unnatural energy filled me like water in a glass. One of the
problems of The Nosferatu Virus was that I was very tired when the
sun was out. I gained superhuman strength and vitality after
sunset.

I would need all the strength I could
get.

Walking over to the bed, I looked at
the newspaper that lay next to the Beretta. “Tooth Fairy Strikes
Again!!!” Another monster was on the prowl, but this one was a lot
closer than I’d like to admit. The press was almost as formidable a
foe as the vamps. I stared at the sack of teeth that laid in the
duffel bag that became my closet, armory, and home.

At 9:45pm, I reached Meadowrest
Cemetery. I stopped the Cavalier I was driving at the gates and
walked across the threshold. Once I entered the resting place, a
current of energy raised the hairs on my arms. I had the odd
feeling that a compass feels when its arrow is drawn to magnetic
north. I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and followed the
power.

The energy slammed shut. I opened my
eyes and was standing seven feet away from Mike’s recently filled
grave. Rachel’s appearance was more staggering than the sudden
energy recession. She stood before the grave wearing a long, black,
leather trench coat. The collar was turned up against the chill.
She spun around to face me. Her shocked face spilled with relief
and recognition.

“Gabe, I-I wasn’t expecting you.” She
glanced at Mike’s tombstone. “But I’m glad you came.”

“I have to be here.”

Rachel nodded. “It was a beautiful
ceremony, you know. Leanne, Richie, and Sam were there. Leanne even
apologized to us for leaving him.”

“Why?”

“She was having an affair. They’re
not…weren’t…officially divorced.”

“She brought her lover with her to the
funeral?”

“No.” She was a statue. Her raven hair
was living tendrils, whipping across her lovely
features.

“Then…how?” My voice was
gentle.

“I could tell by her eyes. They looked
so guilty. She knew she did Mike wrong.” I did not know what else
to say, so I kept my mouth shut.

“Fair enough,” was all I said. I did
not know his wife, nor did I care how she felt about her husband.
All I wanted to do was focus on the mission.

“What brought you here?”

“I wanted to pay my
respects.”

I felt Michael waking up.

“Th-there was just…nothing.” She hugged
herself. I waited for the Voices to taunt me, to tell me to drink
her dry. My mind was at peace.

Rachel shook her head and laughed.
“I’ve been reading too many vampire novels.”

“Listen, Rachel, if you think there’s
such a thing as vampires and…faeries—” I tried to sound convincing,
but she cut me off before I could continue.

“I don’t even want to get
into that. I mean…just looking
at a dead body…” She trembled. “They
make…death…sound so…romantic.”

“Death and sleep are two different
things, no matter what Shakespearean tragedies tell you. Mike paid
a price to find his peace.” A chill blew through the cemetery
followed by a wave of power wafting from the dirt before Mike’s
tombstone. “It’s chilly. You need to go.”

“I-I guess so.” She pulled her coat
closer. I mentally screamed at her to hurry up. When I stopped at
the threshold, she asked, “Aren’t you leaving too?”

I shook my head, putting on a smile.
“I’ve got to say goodbye.”

She nodded again. After an awkward
silence she said, “I would like to see you again, Gabe.”

“I’m at the Roadside Motel. Give me a
call. Room 6.” I walked away.

“Gabe?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you believe in Heaven?”

“Not for me.” I headed for Mike’s
grave, with my cold hand underneath the jacket, gripping
Death.

Fingers wriggled through the packed
earth like thick worms. I kept the Beretta in my right hand and
grabbed the wrist that appeared. I pulled Mike out of his grave. He
shivered and retched into the soil. The demon moaned and screamed
as he felt rigor mortis crack his joints.

“Dear God!” His voice box was
ruptured.

“God has nothing to do with
this.”

The alcoholic shivered. “Gabe? Is that
you? What are you doing here? What am I doing here? What’s going
on?” It made sense that the newly undead would be
inquisitive.

I did not want to play Twenty Questions
with it. All I wanted to do was kill the damned thing.

Mike’s eyes darted. Except for being
covered in dirt and wearing a cheap suit with a long slit up the
back, he looked relatively normal.

“You were attacked. What do you
remember?”

“Wha…?” Mike tried to focus, but his
senses were overloaded. What was once background noise was now an
explosion. The fabric of his suit was scraping against his
sensitive skin. The night was lighter and less intimidating,
almost…comforting.

“Mike!”

“Not so loud, Gabe. I feel like shit.
Did I…have a relapse?” He looked around on the ground, trying to
find a liquor bottle. “I let everybody down. Oh, Lord, how did I
let it beat me? I mean, I’m still depressed about Leanne and
all—”

I did not have the patience to continue
to listen to his prattle, but I could not just shoot him without
giving a reason.

“You did not drink, Mike. This is about
another one.”

“Another…addiction?”

“Yes.” None of this was his fault.
“What do you remember?”

“Th-there were two of them. A man and a
woman. Both well dressed. Nobody dressed like that should be down
here in The Ways.” The YMCA was located in an area called “The
Ways.” All of the streets ended with “way,” like Broadway,
Causeway, etc.

I asked him to describe the couple. His
description matched the Baltimores.

They must’ve known I was attending the
AA meetings and wanted to send me a message.

It was my decision to follow The
Baltimores to Culver’s Bay. It was my decision to attend the
meetings. It was my decision to interact with the people. It was my
fault that Mike was a target.

Now, he’s dead. The problem was his
body did not know it.

“Do you know them?”

“I’ve been tracking them for awhile.” I
might as well give him the truth. What harm would it do? He’s
already dead.

The Beretta weighed heavy in my
waistband, reminding me of my job.

“Tracking? What’re you, a bounty hunter
or somethin’?”

“Or something,” I answered.

Mike’s eyes locked onto his tombstone.
He stared at it incredulously. His slack jaw moved, but nothing
came out. “Wh-what’s going on?”

“Those two people you ran into? Do you
remember them attacking you?”

Mike thought for a moment. “N-no.
Nothin’.”

That wasn’t uncommon in a vamp attack.
The confused look on his face told me he was getting too much
information for his mind to process so quickly. “What’s going on?
Why is that…tombstone there?”

“Those two people killed you, Mike. You
are…dead.”

“What?” He shook his head. “I can’t be
dead. I’m walking around. Talking.” He got to his feet. His legs
buckled and he fell to his knees. He looked at his tombstone and
the hole from where he climbed. “But…how?”

“You are infected.”

“How?” He paused as the realization
dawned on him. “That couple,” he whispered. “The woman…”

“What did she do?” I knew the answer,
but he needed to discover it himself.

“She…she…” His hand rose to the right
side of his neck. “Am I a…a…vampire?” The last word was a
whisper.

“Yes,” I said sadly.

“What…happens to me?”

Mike stared at my weapon. He looked up
at me in fear, and raised his hands, like in the movies. He did not
know me or my reputation since he thought he had a chance on
living.

“L-look, Gabe. I haven’t killed
anybody.”

“Yet.”

“I won’t…I won’t drink anybody’s
blood.”

“How do you know? You were an
alcoholic. The booze will not work on you anymore. You won’t get a
buzz. You will never feel warm. You will not forget who you are.
None of the things you sought by drinking will be gained by the
bottle.”

“Why?”

“Your body is different
now.”

“But—”

“You will learn to crave it. Blood will
be your addiction.” My voice held so much weight. I could feel my
own pain in the words I spoke. Mike stared at me through yellowing
eyes. His pale skin, sharp cheekbones, and tight thin lips made him
look like the walking corpse that he was.

“No, I won’t. I promise.”

I stepped closer to him, and we locked
eyes. The sudden brightening of the night told me my eyes had
changed color. Mike reeked of fear. “You will submit to the
Addiction. We all do.”

“Y-you’re one of them.”

“Not quite.”

“Please don’t kill me.” Tears formed in
the corners of his eyes.

“You are a slave to the
Addiction. You will need
the blood. It will become your reason for being.”
Almost a year ago, I fell into a trap devised by Valimus and The
Baltimores. I was trapped with a wounded woman and I drained her. I
do not remember killing her.

However, I recall killing her again
that morning.

The coppery taste of blood stayed in my
mouth long afterwards. It rolled around my tongue and filled my
mouth. Mike was sincere about his vow, but he would not follow
through with it. Addicts are vulnerable. Whether it is alcohol,
drugs, sex, or blood; we will get it when we’re
desperate.

He wasn’t desperate yet.

“Y-y-you can’t do this. I’ve got a
family.”

“You would kill them all.”

Fear mingled with rage. “I would never
do that!” He rushed me, but because of his weakened state, I was
able to sidestep him.

“You know about addiction and cravings,
but you do not know about this! This is tied into your…life! You
must kill to live.”

“I can go to a blood bank.”

“That won’t last,” I told him. “You’ll
see a rat or a cat and kill it. Pretty soon you’ll want that. Do
you know why?”

“Why?”

“You’ll feel its heartbeat
slowing. You will realize that you are, in fact, stealing its soul.
You’ll crave it.”
I did not realize I was walking towards him and pointing the gun at
his chest. “You will get off on the hunt. It won’t be about the
kill anymore. It’ll about the hunt. That’s when you will realize
you are a predator.” Mike began to protest, but I continued.
“Months will go by, but one night you will wake up and want more.
You will go for bigger prey. No one will miss a bum here or a crack
addict there. No one will think twice about a rapist or a molester.
One day, you will look at yourself in the mirror as you’re washing
your hands and it will hit you that no matter how many times you
wash them, the blood will never come off.”

“That’s not me. You don’t know that.
That is your addiction, but I would never take an innocent life.
Gabe, my…my lips are so parched. May I have something to
drink?”

I shot him in the forehead with a 9mm
silver bullet. The back of his head splattered against his
tombstone as he fell towards his grave.

I approached his cold body and pocketed
the weapon. From my other pocket, I withdrew a pair of rusty
pliers. I took his fangs in silence, placing them in a leather
satchel that I kept on me at all times.

To the darkness, and my newest victim,
I admitted the first thing I learned from the meetings. It is our
first step: “We admitted we are powerless over alcohol – that our
lives had become unmanageable.”

Well, alcohol...and other
fluids.

Once my grizzly work was done, I
allowed the shadows and fog to envelope me. I was left alone with
the dead. Moving through the utter stillness, I heard her screams
yet again. Try as I might, I could not push them away.

Step Two

“Came to believe that a Power
greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity.”

“I’ve been out of town for awhile and I
was working with a therapist before I left. When I got back, I
found out he was gone. Since...we…run in the same pack, I was
hoping you could help me find him.” Dr. Jack Worth’s office was
decorated in masculine colors, dark oaks, black, and a marble desk.
He wrapped his degrees and knowledge around him like a protective
blanket. It was so easy to see through his façade, to the insecure
little man with something so dangerous to hide.

“Oh.” He looked relieved, but he
shouldn’t have been. His condescending smile reappeared. “Sure,
Gabe. Did he work here?”

“Yeah. His name is Dr. David
Winthrop.”

“Really?” He grew nervous. The doctor
knew him. “Dr. David Winthrop” was a pseudonym for a bloodthirsty
vamp that I had taken care of months ago.

I still hear his screams.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I’ll get on it. I know we
have some files in archives that the staff keeps. I’ll go through
them. Is there a number I can reach you at?” He stared at the large
spike shaped as a cross that hung round my neck. It matched several
of them that I hid upon my person. It wasn’t just for style. They
were highly effective for killing vampires.

“No. I’ll look for it at the next
meeting.” I stood up and shook his hand.

“Are you sure? I mean if you give me
your address-“

I shook my head again. “I don’t want to
impose. I
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