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Chapter One

“Welcome to Vampireville.”

Two teenage girls sit in front of a basic digital camcorder. It’s red in color, with black bat stickers covering it, as well as the names “Myra and Vicki” scrawled in black sharpie. Everything about the girls is black, from their raven-black hair, to their pasted on nails, to the lipstick that crudely covers their thin lips, stretched into wide smiles over professionally veneered fangs. 

They sit on a bed (with a black and blood red bedspread) in period clothing and capes draped over their shoulders, their hands folded in their laps. Fake blood has been painted dripping down their chins. Their heads are titled towards one another.

“Today on Vampireville,” one of the girls says, quite suddenly, “we will be talking about the vampire murders of Harkfurt.”

“What’s Harkfurt, Myra?” asks the other girl, throwing up her hands in a poor attempt at confusion. The first girl either doesn’t notice or doesn’t care.

“Well,” she says. “I’ll tell you, Vicki. Harkfurt is an old abandoned village just two towns over, which was once thriving with wealthy and elite tenants. It had a nightlife that completely contrasted its daylight hours; lively and bustling. Some say that this was the first of many signs that danger was afoot in the small hamlet.”

“What were some of the other signs?” Vicki asks, looking confused as a small child might, one manicured finger pressed to her bottom lip.

“Well, there was also the fact that, in the whole of the village, not one single mirror can be found in any of the houses, nor are there any windows on any of the buildings, as if they were trying to keep out the light.”

“Keep out the light?” Vicki asks with a wry grin. “Now why on earth would anybody want to do that?” This is said with sarcasm dripping from every syllable.

The two girls look pointedly at the camera as if sharing a joke.

“Anyway,” Myra continues, “Harkfurt was once a land full of mystery and intrigue. Noblemen from all over the country used to flock to it for parties and fun.”

“Used to?” Vicki asks, again in obviously faked confusion. 

Myra nods. “In 1926, in the midst of the flapper era and just a few years before the Great Depression, the entirety of Harkfurt went silent. For weeks not a peep was heard from any of the inhabitants, nor the many wealthy guests that had visited the village for its very last party, at Harkfurt Mansion.”

“Spooky,” Vicki comments in a whisper.

Myra’s eyebrows knot together for a second, as if annoyed, then her face smooths and she gives the camera an award-winning smile. “Yes!” she agrees in a sickly sweet tone. “Exactly. Very spooky, indeed! Especially since, after weeks of radio silence from the village, the authorities finally sent men out there to find out where everybody was hiding. But what they found instead was far more terrifying than any of them could ever have imagined.”

Vicki, who seems on the edge of her seat, eyes wide with fascination, stares at Myra, waiting for her to continue, but she doesn’t. “Well?” she prompts. “What did they find?”

Myra’s lips spread wide in a sinister grin. “A bloodbath,” she says, her tone far too excited for the subject at hand. She turns back to the camera. “On the night of November 25th, 1926, the police force of a neighboring village, named Harrison, entered Harkfurt Mansion to find all of its three hundred guests lying on the floor, dead, with blood still dripping from the puncture wounds in their necks.” 

Vicki’s already pale face turns a shade whiter and she swallows thickly. “Gross,” she whispers.

Myra frowns at her. “Remind me to cut that,” she says, then turns back to the camera with that same sinister smile. “The owners of the mansion, as well as their many tenants and servants, were not among the dead and were, at first, suspected of killing their guests in such a gruesome fashion. But they were never heard, nor seen from, again.” She clears her throat and takes a deep breath, before continuing. “But every ten years, on that date, at least a dozen people go missing in Harkfurt, with no explanation. The town is practically quarantined, with barriers placed all around the borders, yet somehow, people always come up missing, as there’s still a highway that runs through it. No matter how many precautions are taken, however, nobody is safe from the mystery of Harkfurt.” She pauses, letting that sink in, before she grins again. “Not even us.”

“What?” Vicki asks. “What do you mean by that?”

Myra’s grin grows as she ignores Vicki and continues to stare down the camera. 

“Next Friday night is the 100th anniversary of the Harkfurt Mansion vampire murders,” she says. “And Vicki and I are going to sneak past the barriers and prove, once and for all, that vampires do exist.”

“What?!” Vicki exclaims, looking stricken.

“See you next time, Villagers,” Myra says, sweetly, blowing a kiss to the camera, before switching it off.

The screen goes black.

Chapter Two

“Myra, are you serious?!” Vicki exclaims as her friend goes about putting their camcorder away, looking cool as a cucumber.

“Am I ever not?” Myra scoffs, zipping up the camera case and placing it on a high shelf on the wall for their next video. “Besides, what’s the big deal? It’s just an urban myth.”

“The dead people aren’t a myth! My brother’s best friend is one of them; remember?”

“That’s never been proven,” Myra points out, rolling her eyes. “They never found his body like they have the others. He’s probably still alive.”

“Doubtful,” Vicki murmurs. “Nobody’s seen or heard from him in ten years. Not since that night.”

“Probably just a coincidence,” Myra brushes off. “He probably just ran away.”

“He was twelve.”

“And twelve-year-olds do stupid shit,” she says. “But we’re not twelve.”

“We’re 16,” Vicki points out. 

“Yeah; way more mature than 12-year-olds. We’ll be fine. Besides, unlike all those other idiots, we’ll be taking precautions.”

“Like what? Garlic and holy water?”

“Wow, that’s prejudiced,” Myra comments wryly, “but yes. Exactly that. And those crosses that your mom bought for us when she thought we were being ‘possessed by Lucifer himself’. And our camera, of course.”

“Vampires don’t have reflections,” Vicki points out. 

“But they have shadows, don’t they?” Myra replies with a grin. “All we gotta do is turn on the flash and people will see the shadow right there. It’s perfect.”

“I don’t know...” Vicki sighs. “What if we end up like everybody else? That sounds like such a horrible way to die.”

“We’re not going to die, Vicki,” Myra sighs. “We’ve been studying vampires for years. We’re, like, vampire experts, okay? We know how to fight them, know how to kill them. We’ll be fine.”

“I wish I could believe that,” Vicki groans as she reaches for her backpack, pulling out her more modern clothes. “Could you undo my corset for me?” she asks. Myra nods and steps up behind her friend, pulling off her cape as she starts to unlace the complicated outfit for her. “What if something does happen to us?” Vicki asks in a soft voice, her fists clenched around the shirt in her hands. “What if we end up like all those people before us?”

“We won’t,” Myra insists.

“But what if we do? What’s the plan then? We can’t just leave our audience hanging. We’ve been doing Vampireville for two years now.”

“We’ll make another video,” Myra offers. “And we’ll put it on a queue before we leave, so that if we don’t come back...well, they’ll know that vampires definitely do exist. So it’s kind of a win.”

“Not if we’re too dead to celebrate,” Vicki grouses. 

“Maybe we can ask the vampires to make us one of them,” Myra suggests. “That’s always been the plan, hasn’t it?”

“I never thought we were actually serious about that, though.”

“Why wouldn’t we be?” Myra’s hands pause on Vicki’s corset and the other girl shrugs.

“I just...you’re serious about that? About becoming vampires?”

“Of course I am. It’s what we’ve been working towards, isn’t it? I mean, we’ve learned all we need to know and even got the fangs and the clothes and the capes and...well, why wouldn’t we become vampires at this point?” She resumes her work on Vicki’s corset.

Vicki is silent until she feels it loosen around her waist and then she turns to look Myra in the eyes, checking—hoping—to see if her friend is joking or pulling her chain. But the look on Myra’s face is dead serious. Vicki swallows thickly before she speaks.

“Wouldn’t you get tired, though?” she asks. “Of living your life in darkness? Never seeing the sun, always hungry, always craving blood? The only way you could even get any sustenance is to kill another living thing. Wouldn’t that be horrible?”

“What’s horrible about immortality?” Myra scoffs. “And living your life the way you want to? No parents around to tell you what to do and where to go. No kids to make your life a living hell at school. We’re already outcasts, Vicki. Why not be outcasts with a true purpose?”

“Being vampires is our true purpose?” Vicki asks. “What about college? What about marriage and kids and our careers? I thought you wanted to be a journalist.”

“Journalism is nothing compared to immortality!” Myra growls, her eyes alight with fire. “Not when I can be with people who are just like me.”

“I’m just like you,” Vicki argues, weakly.

“Not if you’re questioning my choices,” Myra retorts, and Vicki can see the clench in her jaw. 

They stare at each other for a long moment, silent though the room is filled with the electric crackle of tension in the air. Finally, Vicki sighs, her shoulders slumping slightly.

“Fine,” she says. “I’ll go with you.”

Myra just grins in response.

Chapter Three

Over the next week, they plan.

They go to the grocery store to pick up cloves of garlic and Vicki hides them in her room. They buy a couple of vials of Holy Water from a “modern” church with a gift shop, as well as a couple more crosses, just in case. They buy stakes for protection, though Myra is reticent to use them. 

On Wednesday, they set up to film another video, huddled together on the bed, their period clothes switched out in favor of their usual Goth garb. They both smile seductively at the camera as Myra switches it on, remotely.

“Good evening, Villagers!” she greets. “Welcome to Vampireville. As you might remember from our last video, Vicki and I are planning on visiting Harkfurt Mansion on the 100th anniversary of the “Vampire Murders”, which is happening on this Friday night.”

“You might also remember,” Vicki adds, forcing a grin, “that every ten years people tend to go missing around that area, meaning that there’s a very big chance that this could be our last video.”

Her hand, which rests on the bed next to her (outside of camera view) clenches around the comforter and Myra’s immediately covers it, squeezing it comfortingly. Vicki glances at her, but Myra doesn’t glance back.

“We’ll make it back,” she insists, staring straight into the lens, “but if we don’t, then that almost definitely means that we’ve been sired by the Lord of Harkfurt himself and you should definitely be happy for us.” She grins. “And if we do make it, then we’ll be the first people in the history of the Harkfurt curse to do so. So it’s a win-win! Right, Vicki?” She looks pointedly at her friend and Vicki nods, her cheeks beginning to ache.

“Of course!” she agrees. “Either way, it’ll be great.”

“So stay tuned for the second part of this video,” Myra says with a wink. Then she clicks the camera off and takes a deep breath. “You ready to say goodbye?” she asks Vicki, but her friend is paler than usual, looking straight ahead as if she’s going to be—

Vicki lurches and jumps off of her bed, running straight for the bathroom attached to her room. Myra stays on the bed, but listens as her friend loses the contents of her stomach in the toilet. She shakes her head and sighs, looking back at the camera as she waits for Vicki to finish.

When she comes padding back into the bedroom, she’s even paler than before and she drops down to the bed with a sigh, turning her face into a pillow. Myra watches her breathe for a few moments, before she leans towards her, concerned.

“Are you okay?” she asks on a whisper.

Vicki breathes loudly for another long moment before she answers. “I’ll be fine,” she says. “Just say your goodbyes and give me a moment to rest.” It’s sharp and it takes Myra by surprise, but she just nods.

“Okay,” she says. “Okay.”

She turns back to the camera and takes a deep breath before pressing record and forcing the concern out of her expression. “Hey, guys. You’re watching this video because we didn’t make it back to delete the queue, so hopefully you haven’t heard about us on the news. Or you probably have, I guess. I just hope it’s nothing gory. I hope nobody’s showing our pictures all over the news, looking for us. You won’t find us. 

“Mom, this doesn’t mean we ran away, okay? We didn’t. We just...went to find vampires. At the Harkfurt Mansion.” She pauses. “We’re fine, okay? Don’t worry. I love you.” She shifts her gaze slightly. “Dad, I’m sorry if I disappoint you by doing this and I know you’ll never be able to understand my decision, but I do hope that you come to accept it. I love you. To all my Villagers, thank you so much for watching and following along with this vlog about vampires. I’m so blessed to have people like you watching and supporting me. You guys rock.” She blows a kiss at the camera and then switches the camera off, turning to Vicki. “Your turn,” she says, softly.

Vicki groans and sits up. Some of her color has returned to her cheeks, but not much. She takes a few deep breaths, trying to regain her equilibrium, before she stares at the camera and nods. Myra moves out of view and presses “Record”.

“Hi guys. Sorry we can’t make any more videos. It’s probably a stupid idea to do what we’re about to do, but hopefully we’ll be okay. Of course, if you’re watching this then we’re probably not. Just know that none of this is your fault. That goes for my parents and brother, too. Hammie, I know you already lost your best friend to Harkfurt, but I can’t not find out what happened to him; what happened to all of those people. I’m sorry for leaving you like this and I wish you all the best. I love you, guys. I hope you never see this.”

Myra switches the camera off.

Chapter Four

On Friday afternoon, they leave school with book bags that are stuffed with everything they’ve been collecting over the last week. Somehow, nobody sees this as suspicious. But, then again, nobody really ever pays the girls that much attention in the first place. 

They try to act casual as they walk past the awaiting yellow buses, all lined up in a row, ready to take them home. They’re not the only ones to do this, obviously, but Vicki’s heart still hammers in her chest as she follows Myra down the road, towards the outskirts of their tiny town. 

The sign for Harkfurt is not too far away from their high school, but the town itself is about a mile away, across a mutual neighboring town. It’s a pretty short walk to Harkfurt mansion from there, but they still have to watch out for police cars, which will be no doubt patrolling the area. Since nobody lives in Harkfurt any longer, anybody seen in the deserted village will be arrested. Especially on this day. 

It’s common knowledge that nobody is allowed to step over the border on any anniversary, but the hundredth is likely to be the biggest problem for the cops, which means there will be more precautions taken to reduce the risk of any more murders. Even as they walk up the road, Vicki and Myra can see the flashing lights coming from the center of the down, surrounding Harkfurt Mansion.

Suddenly, Myra stops and grabs Vicki’s hand, tugging her into the adjacent forest. Which is probably worse than being out in the open, in Vicki’s opinion. Because now they’re surrounded by trees and the leaves overhead make a sort of canopy that causes the world around them to darken considerably. 

Vicki keeps a hold on Myra’s hands as the other girl leads her through the dark woods, eyes focused forward. Every now and then they can see the red and blue lights flashing through the trees, but for the most part, the brush is thick and they’re blind to the outside world. Myra seems to know exactly where she’s going, though, her steps confident as she expertly dodges stray roots and fallen branches in their path. Meanwhile, Vicki trips perpetually and hastens to catch up, her hand clenching around Myra’s every time she starts to fall too far behind.

“Would you hurry up!?” Myra finally growls, tugging her hand out of Vicki’s. “It’s starting to get dark!”

“It’s been dark!” Vicki argues. “Do you even know where you’re going?”

“Of course I do,” Myra insists. “I’ve been through here a million times!”

“What?!” Vicki asks, jogging ahead (and miraculously not tripping) so that she’s standing in Myra’s path, barely able to see her face in the waning sunlight seeping through the tree top canopy. “When?” she asks her.

“I run through here on the weekends,” Myra informs her. “You would know that if you came with me.” She walks around her and Vicki watches her, turning.

“You never invited me,” she murmurs, following after, watching her feet this time.

“I’ve tried,” Myra insists. “But you never answer your phone.” Vicki can practically see her eye roll as she follows Myra through the forest. They don’t speak after that, the time passing by more slowly, the crunch of leaves under their feet seeming to echo in the air around them.

Finally, Myra stops at what seems to be a wall of trees, nearly impenetrable. Vicki pauses a few feet behind her and watches as her friend takes in the sight before her, then gasps as Myra steps forward and squeezes her thin body between two tree trunks, disappearing between them. Vicki’s jaw drops at the sight, practically hitting the floor in her shock.

Then Myra’s head pokes through, her lips downturned. “Are you coming?” she hisses. 

Vicki snaps out of her trance and nods, hurrying to catch up. She strips off her backpack and pushes it through the trees, before sliding her own slim body through, grunting at the tight squeeze.

When she emerges on the other side, she inhales sharply at the sight of a large Victorian style mansion in front of her. They’re in the backyard, it seems, and she takes in the windowless building. The paint is peeling off the outside, the steps are splintered and weathered, and the stone of the back patio is cracked with age. There’s yellow ‘Caution’ tape all around like ribbon around a package. 

And the way Myra is looking at the Harkfurt Mansion, it may as well be the best gift she ever received. Vicki watches the smile grow on her lips as the sun begins to set behind the house, casting them into the kind of darkness that can only happen on a moonless night. 

After a while, she turns to Vicki and pulls out a couple of flashlights from her book bag, tossing one to Vicki.

“Let’s do this,” she says.

Chapter Five

Before long, the sun dips below the horizon, leaving them in complete and utter darkness as they enter the mansion, their flashlights pointed forward. It’s not hard to get through the boarded up back door. The wood is rotted away and splinters under Myra’s sure fingers when she rips it away, the rusted nails breaking apart easily enough. Still, Vicki is impressed as she follows her friend through the once-glamorous wooden plank. 

The inside of the mansion is nearly pitch black from the lack of windows and without their flashlights, it would be almost as if the two were blind. Just as she thinks that, Vicki gets handed Myra’s flashlight without any preamble and she must juggle both it and her own so as not to drop—and break—them. 

When she has a handle on the flashlights, Vicki looks back up at Myra to see her pulling their camcorder out of the backpack and turning it on.

“Quick,” she says to Vicki. “Flash the light on me.” Vicki does as she’s told and Myra presses record, turning the camera on herself and giving a big, toothy grin. “Good evening, Villagers,” she purrs. “It’s Myra here, in the darkness that is Harkfurt Mansion. As you may all remember, tonight is the one hundredth anniversary of the Harkfurt Vampire Murders. And tonight, Vicki,” she turns the camera to the other girl, who quickly flashes the light at her own face, smiles, and the camera goes back to Myra, “and I,” she continues, “are on a mission to prove, once and for all, that vampires exist.”

“And not try to get ourselves killed in the process,” Vicki adds from behind the camera. Myra rolls her eyes.

“We’re not going to die, Vick,” she says. “Don’t worry. We’ll be fi—“

Before she can finish her sentence, both flashlights and the camera suddenly go dead and they are sent into utter darkness. 

“What the fuck? Vicki, didn’t you change the batteries on these things?” The sound of a flashlight being shaken, the battery knocking around inside of it.

“Of course I did!” Vicki exclaims. “There should be some more in the backpack. Didn’t you charge the camera?”

“Yeah,” Myra murmurs. “Of course. It’s never off the charger. That’s weird...”

“Don’t worry about it right now,” Vicki says, already starting to look around, though she was unable to see even her own hand in this pitch blackness. “Just find the batteries and turn on the lights. I hate the dark.”

“Aww, don’t be such a baby,” Myra teases as she reaches into the backpack and starts feeling around for the batteries. “Are you sure you packed them?” she asks Vicki, after a moment, “because I’m not getting much more than—“

She’s cut off by a shrill scream and then Vicki is knocking into her, knocking her to the ground.

“Vick, what the hell?!” Myra exclaims.

“Something brushed up against me,” Vicki replies in a panicked whisper. “There’s something in here!”

Myra brightens at that, shoving Vicki off of her to sit up. “Vampires?” she asks, excitedly.

“I hope not!”

“What? Isn’t that why we came here?! This is great!”

“NOT IF WE DIE!!!”

“Don’t worry,” a soft voice, barely above a whisper, says in the darkness. “You won’t be dead for very long.”

With that, Vicki lets out an ear-splitting scream, which echoes all around the county.

A woman with short, curly blonde hair sits in front of a camera crew, her hands folded on the desk in front of her, a solemn look on her face. There is a handkerchief clutched in her hand.

“Good evening, ladies and gentleman. My name is Georgia Hansel, reporting live from Greenburg County’s very own News 15. As many of you may know, last night was the one hundredth anniversary of the most gruesome murders this county has ever known. As urban legend tells, every ten years more people go missing around Harkfurt, where the ‘Vampire Murders’ first took place a century ago. Precautions have been taken to prevent this, but it seems to be in vain. 

“This morning, about ten AM, the Greenburg County Police Department received several calls about missing teens that had not been seen since yesterday evening. Fearing the worst, the department sent several officers to Harkfurt Mansion, the sight of all those gruesome murders all those years ago, and they were proven right when they saw that the mansion, which has been long boarded up, appeared to be broken into in the back. What they witnessed upon entrance, I’m told, is a sight more horrible than you can ever imagine.” She dabs at her eyes and takes a deep breath.

“Several young men and women, some as young as 13, and others no older than 21, were found littering the floor of the ballroom, blood dripping from puncture wounds found all over their bodies. This is said to be the same work found on all the Harkfurt Mansion “Vampire” murders over the years, though it is likely that the original murders are long since deceased. There are no suspects as of yet, but there is hope. One missing young woman, Elmyra Vazquez, was not found among the deceased, though every other child declared missing was found. This includes Miss Vazquez’s late best friend, Victoria Hamilton, who was found with a camera in her hands. 

“The police had hoped it would give them some insight into who might have harmed all these children, but no video was found on the camera, as if it had been wiped clean. Still, Mr. and Mrs. Vazquez, of Farmingdale, hope that their daughter will return home, safe and sound. 

“At this moment, we have no leads, but we would like to take a moment of silence to remember those who lost their lives last night. Thirteen little angels have gone to heaven.”

The woman bows her head and the screen behind her begins to flash with young faces, all smiling sweetly.

The last face is that of Victoria “Vicki” Hamilton.
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STEVE WEIS

Chapter One

Allison adjusted her spankies over the cup of her ass, under her red and white cheerleading skirt, where they had ridden up on the long bus ride here.  Maybe if she didn’t have such long legs they wouldn’t keep riding up so tight against her, um, crotch.  When the bus had bumped and rocked over the road leading here to East Snoozeville it had been really hard not to take Mindy up on her offer to go to the back of the bus and make out a little.  They’d rocked it at the cheerleading finals, and she was all worked up to begin with, and the way her underpants were pulling on her she really, really needed someone to take care of her.

She was just into men, not women.

It was a myth that all cheerleaders swung both ways.  She had always been straight.  Her boyfriend, Stephen, was proof of that.  He used to go out with every pair of c-cups that walked his way.  Now, he was faithful to her.  A girl had her ways.

“This has got to be a mistake,” Mindy said, standing next to her.

The three of them looked around, up and down the street, where all the buildings were dark and there was nobody to see.  The bus had dropped the three of them off here because the hotel over in Hexwell was full, and the hotel here had vacancies.  The coach hated splitting the team up like this, she said, but hey they were big girls, seniors at their high school, and they could take care of themselves.  Besides, they had Archie with them.

Only, there was a really good chance that they were in the wrong place.

Mindy shivered and hugged her arms over her chest, leaning her shoulder up against Claire’s.  Mindy was a dark beauty, blacker than black with long curly hair and high cheekbones and the body of a Victoria Secret model.  Claire was shorter and Mindy’s opposite in every way.  Her skin was milky white and her hair was straight and ginger red and she even had freckles across her nose still.  Her chest hadn’t developed past a middle-schooler’s, and it was a bit of a sore spot for her.

Allison pushed her own blonde hair back over her shoulder and checked up and down the street again.  The name of the town was actually East Somerville, but Mindy had immediately named it Snoozeville.  She might not be far wrong if everything closed up before nine at night.

“Should we call the bus to come back?” Claire asked.  “I’ve got my cell in my bag.”

Mindy took hers out from her bra under her sleeveless cheer uniform.  She swiped the screen open and dialed a number.

“Please tell me,” Allison said, “you didn’t have that in your bra during the whole competition.”

“Of course not,” she giggled.  “I kept it in my panties and
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