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After a thousand years alone, Marcus didn’t care when the hunter found him. Rather than kill the vampire, the hunter took Marcus prisoner and from him to aid in the hunts. Neither expected what that beginning would lead to.

A short enemy-to-friends (and maybe more) story. Pre-relationship.

CN: violence, discussion of homophobia. No AI

Cover description:

Everything in shades of brick red. A hooded face with piercing eye and a beard looks out at the viewer from the left side of the image. Text in white "I Vant to Suck Your..." and "Jess Mahler"
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Marcus woke unexpectedly, groggy and disoriented. Before he opened his eyes, he knew he had woken early. Even buried in the basement, the sun's weight sapped his strength. Blinking, he strained to bring the world into focus. A huge man with ebony skin stood over him, holding a stake to his chest. So, the ancient vampire mused, there were still things in the world he hadn’t seen.

The man met Marcus’ eyes and froze. Marcus would have laughed if he could. “Go on, hunter.” Speaking against the weight of the mid-day sun was like rolling boulders uphill, but then, nothing came easy. “I couldn’t stop you if I wanted to. And I am not sure I do.”

For a long moment, the hunter stared at him. The sun won, sending Marcus back into darkness.

~ ~ ~
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Halogen lights broke the darkness outside the trail-cum-headquarters. Marcus paced the central room muttering under his breath and listening for approaching footsteps. A precise half step from the wall he turned a crisp about-face and returned the way he had come. Five years earlier, rather than killing him, the vampire hunter he knew only as Chuck had taken him prisoner. He never knew why — maybe the hunter thought killing was too good for a vampire who wanted to die. Either way, Marcus woke up that evening in a tiny room, wearing a home-made electric collar that could take down an elephant. Chuck used the collar to compel Marcus to obey and assist him.

Unknown to Chuck, Marcus could shrug off a lightning bolt—and had. Being an ancient vampire had its advantages.

He’d played along for the amusement factor. At first. Unexpectedly, the ancient soldier had found a commander who earned his loyalty. If only that commander would realize it.

And now Chuck had gone missing.

That morning, before the sun had forced Marcus into sleep, Chuck had gone over plans to take down a new target. This time, a five-hundred-year-old vampire that was terrorizing co-eds. Cliched, but effective. Marcus had worried about Chuck going after the target alone. By day there shouldn’t have been any danger, Chuck had hunted vampires for a decade in the military before going private. He knew what he was doing. But Marcus read the file over Chuck’s shoulder and recognized the signs of a lamia. A sorcerer.

Marcus tried to warn the human, but Chuck went out regardless.

When Marcus woke, Chuck hadn’t yet returned. Attempts to reach him by phone went straight to voice mail. Something had gone wrong. If the lamia was one of those able to resist the sun, chances were Chuck was already dead.

After 2000 years of ‘chances were’, Marcus knew the unlikely happened. And he refused to believe the hunter would have gone down easy. Now he had a decision to make. He ran a finger along the collar. How fragile it was. How easy it would be to crush between his fingers.

No, his decision had already been made.

The collar shattered. In an instant, all its stored power dumped into his carotid. If he’d still been alive it would have turned his brain to ashes. If he’d been even a century or two younger, it might have seriously injured him. As it was, the jolt knocked him to the floor, locking his muscles and driving a scream of agony from his lips.

As he lay on the floor, shivering, he smiled at his own arrogance. Humans, it seemed, built better lightning bolts than Jupiter these days.

It took a few minutes to dig up Chuck’s plans for the prior day. Then ten minutes cursing the Internet connection when the Google map-thing refused to load. Finally, he opened the door and stepped out into the wider world.

~ ~ ~
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The world was alive. Filled with scents and sounds he hadn’t heard in far too long. Most of the past five years he had spent in the trailer. The scent of fresh blood, the sound of strange heartbeats, on the wind tried to seduce him. But he had not forgotten discipline. Old habits let him file the sensations away, to enjoy later, and focus on the task at hand. Stretching his legs for the first time in years, he took off towards Chuck’s target.

Under the circumstances, he wasn’t surprised to find the old Victorian house (another cliché?) surrounded by people and flashing vehicles. Flames flickered through the windows, but most of the walls were still intact. Obviously, neither the target nor the hunter had gone down easily.

Strong and near indestructible he might be, one thing Marcus couldn’t do was turn invisible. Luckily, the chaos and darkness provided an invisibility of its own, and he was walking up the front steps before anyone took notice of him.

Inside the building was an inferno. No unprotected human could have survived more than a few minutes. The floor plan Chuck had been sent included an old cellar. If the hunter still survived, he’d be down there, away from the smoke.

Thankfully, Marcus didn’t need to breathe.

He stayed low and tried to avoid the worst of the fire. Seeing through the smoke and flames was nearly impossible, and the roar of the fire deafened him. For a moment, the memory of another fire rose up.

He shoved it away. Ignored it as he ignored the pain of the flames and heat.

Following memory as much as his senses, Marcus found the basement stairs. The door handle was cool to the touch and he rushed through. While the fire was starting to spread below, it wasn’t as all-consuming as the flames above ground. And out of the roar of the inferno, he heard a familiar, pounding heart-beat.

Following the sound led him through ancient furniture and stacks of antiques, around a corner to a tiny hallway that hadn’t been in the plans. As he crept towards the hallway, a magnum roared.

“Your gun is almost empty, my friend, and this game grows old.” The voice whispered in Marcus’ mind. Smooth, unctuous, seductive. Marcus nearly groaned. Someone had watched too many Dracula movies.

Close enough now to see the speaker. The vampire was a near-twin to Count Orlock. He was flitting back and forth across a doorway and laughed as another gunshot emerged from the room he guarded. He didn’t seem to notice Marcus at all.

Marcus rolled his eyes. Pitching his voice to carry, he said, “Could you be any more of a stereotype?”

The other vampire whirled to face the unexpected threat. Chuck shot him in the back, taking advantage of the distraction. The target staggered, off-balance and in pain. Marcus slammed him into the wall and speared a hand into the ribcage.

The other’s eyes widened in shock and horror. His mouth gaped silently. Marcus’ hand found the heart and he ripped it out.

The target collapsed at his feet. He froze as the hot muzzle of a gun press against his temple. “Move and I will blow your brains out.”

“Finally ready to be rid of me, Chuck?” The pressure wavered for an instant and Marcus turned, knocking the gun from the hunter’s hand.

Even in the flickering light of the growing flames, Chuck was a mess. Marcus had trouble believing he could still stand.

Chuck blinked at him, then shook his head. “Marcus? What... what the hell are you doing here?”

“Survival first. We need
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The End
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