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“Quick pacing, this novel goes for the stake, the sword, and the torch to deliver escapism and a new direction of vampire lore. If you want magic, open the yellow pages. You want a badass hunter with a quick joke, call Tobias Halson: Vampire Hunter.”

-Wes Cambron, author of Unbalanced & Unprepared

“A significant new voice in the genre.”

-Entertainment Monthly

“Immersive and masterful.”

-Bestselling Author Boris Bacic

“In this bloody, horrific novel, the action comes swiftly and with unrelenting intensity. It'll keep you on the edge as events unfold and these dreadful secrets are revealed. Nobody is safe and nobody can escape. Once these creatures have their sights on you, there's no place to run that can protect you. I always love a good werewolf book and this one takes that legend and gives it a unique bend, which I always appreciate. I highly recommend it.”

-Horror Reads on “Midnight Falls”

“Tobias Halson, the story’s protagonist, is funny and relatable in a way that I have not seen since Percy Jackson, his inner monologue and quippy one liners making me laugh out loud at times. The supporting cast of characters is just as engaging, each feeling unique and real while leaving me invested in their lives and praying they’d all make it out okay—and when one didn’t, gasping aloud and expressing my affront to an empty room. Vampire Hunter is truly a remarkable read that got me out of a months-long reading slump and has made me so excited for more, impatiently counting down the days until the sequel is released.”

-Ella Dupuie, author of Fractures of the Fallen
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“That dog is neither man nor monster. Only a man can truly hope to kill a monster.”

~Alucard, Hellsing
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Chapter 1
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Don’t get me wrong, I don’t hate kids, and I think when it comes to educating our youth, first-hand experience is the best teacher. I’m a firm believer in Tolkien’s old adage “the burned hand teaches best,” and kids these days are too damn coddled. We would have so much fewer spoiled brats if more kids had to graduate from the school of hard knocks. Sadly, the Order had a different idea of “first-hand experience” when it came to teaching newbie hunters about the trade.

My first time had been more than a lesson in hard knocks. I had nearly died and was terrified the whole time. My first hunt had ended with a broken arm, jaw, and nose, plus countless bruises and cuts that hurt for weeks. I had wildly overestimated my abilities and underestimated my prey. That’s what kids do. They believe they are invincible until the world bites them on the ass and sobers them up. I’d been fourteen at the time, and accidentally stumbled into a vampire nest.

Oh yeah, did I mention I’m a vampire hunter? Because that’s kind of important. I’m not making it up. I really am a totally badass vampire hunter. I have a license and everything. Okay, my license is actually for pest extermination and animal control, but I do have an official title and decree from the Order and all that. I even have a crossbow. I’ve never used it, but I have one.

The Order is exactly what it sounds like, a group of doddery old men, most of them Oxford-educated with British accents, sitting around with mountains of old leather-bound books, all of whom have been hunting the creatures of the night since before I was an itch in my father’s underwear. Though I doubt any of them had so much as seen a vampire in the last twenty or thirty years. Getting a top spot in the Order was a cushiony job for the geezers to sit around telling old war stories and ordering the younger generations around. 

It had been a hell of a learning experience, my first hunt. I’d peed my pants and fled in terror, lucky to have survived. I’d been much more careful from then on until I learned to be cleverer than the undead monsters I hunted. 

Flurries of snow drifted from the coal-black night sky. Only a couple of days ‘til Christmas, and the temperature had been steadily dropping. The weather people were calling for lower temperatures and storm fronts bringing more snow. It was starting to look like the city of Philadelphia was going to have a white Christmas. The cold made my old injuries throb, especially the scar along my back where a vampire had nearly torn my spine out when I was nine.

So, why was I, the greatest vampire hunter who ever lived, wasting my time teaching kids on a cold, dark night in the middle of winter? Well, turns out, those big paychecks and extravagant perks come with a price. There are no paychecks, and the only perks are people thinking you’re crazy, so you can see why I was less than enthusiastic about bringing some snot-nosed brats up to speed. The Order had charged me with helping these brats get their first kill and show them how it was to be done.

These two kids could not have been greener. I mean it. They were literally turning green out of fear and horror. Jake, the boy, looked like he was about to toss his cookies and run home crying to Mommy. He was nineteen and a little over six feet tall. He was well built, not muscular, but not gangly. More along the lines of a swimmer or runner. His face still had traces of acne on his cheeks and forehead, just below his sandy blond hair. I could see that, given a few years and some experience, he would be the poster boy for the Order’s vampire hunters. 

Cassie was a stark contrast. While she was only a few inches shorter than Jake, she seemed a little more held together, though she still managed to look pale with her Black complexion. She had big brown eyes that made her resemble one of those American Girls dolls, innocent and so out of place in such a violent calling. The Order didn’t discriminate when it came to gender, but deep down, I had an urge to protect her from what she was seeing. Call me a misogynist, but a girl her age should’ve been out hanging with friends and goofing off at the mall. She should be more concerned with homework and worrying about getting into a good college.  Not standing in the middle of an empty industrial complex parking lot, freezing her butt off, about to watch something so horrifying, it would give her nightmares for the rest of her life.

Both kids were staring at an improvised dais made of concrete blocks, rebar, and what looked like an entire hardware store’s worth of chains. All of this was necessary to keep the screaming and thrashing vampire restrained. She’d been one of those little goth kids. You know, the ones who wore black torn clothing and dog collars, who dyed their hair black, plastering on lipstick and eyeliner. The black only made her pale skin appear to glow like ghost light. I guess she would’ve been pretty, if you’re into emo chicks, except for the dagger-like fangs she snapped at me as I walked in a circle around the makeshift platform.

Both of the teenagers stood well back, away from the tied-up vampire. Their fear made them appear years younger than they were. Each of them held a large wooden stake and a mallet, in addition to wearing large, bulky wooden crosses around their necks. They looked ridiculous. The way they were standing and holding their tools in front of them were like actors in a play getting ready to go on stage. While there was still some danger from the vampire, this was as safe as it was going to get for them, and they were frozen in place.

“Okay, kids, listen up.” I addressed them in a loud voice as I passed behind them. “This is your final test before the Order green lights you for your first hunt. It doesn’t get easier than this because the next time you see a vampire, it will probably be trying to kill you.” 

Jake’s Adam’s apple jumped up and down in his throat, and Cassie broke out in nervous flop sweat. 

I paused behind them so all they could see was themselves and the monster in front of them.

“So,” I continued. “Who can tell me what we have here?”

“A-a v-vampire,” Cassie stammered as the vampire gave a particularly hard lurch, and the chains rattled and strained. 

They both flinched at the sudden movement.

“Yes. What kind of vampire?” I asked.

“Just a regular vampire, I think,” Jake answered. 

I smacked him in the back of the head.

“Look at her!” I barked. “What can you tell me about her?” It came out harsher than I’d meant it to, but I was cold. They needed to unlearn some of the crap the Order teaches as doctrine and see beyond the simple and limited views of textbook knowledge. 

They jumped at my voice, as they had in reaction to the vampire trying to break free. Fear is a powerful motivator. While it can cause you to freeze up, once you master it, you can use it to your advantage. The sooner they embraced fear, the better, because they’d be experiencing a lot of it.

“She’s a young girl, late teens,” Jake stated, trying to recover from his earlier error.

“Like most young impressionable youths, she’s part of an alternative culture that commonly worships darkness and has a perceived view of creatures of the night like vampires, mostly in part to modern re-imagining and glorification of these beings. Thus, they are easy prey for vampires and can be dangerous zealous followers, even when not under a vampire’s influence, as they refuse to believe in the true nature of the monsters.” Cassie rattled off a near-textbook and fairly apt description of the typical kid our vampire had been. 

I wondered where she’d picked that up. I doubted the scholars of the Order had managed to update their doctrine.

For the longest time, even up until I’d first begun training to hunt vampires, their modus operandi had been very paleolithic. Ugh, find vampire. Ugh, stake vampire. Ugh, brag. Ugh, ugh. It was nice to see that the times might be changing for the better. Younger hunters like myself had been campaigning for the Order to better educate the new candidates more about the people who were potential vampire prey, so they better understand the psychology behind modern vampires. Sort of a “know thy enemy” Tsun Su vibe, but getting the older Order members to change something decades old was nearly impossible.

“Right.” I’d admit, she impressed me. “These days, modern sub and alternative cultures, especially the gothic and dark stuff, are extremely susceptible to vampires. Thanks to over fifty years of bad movies and television, people have forgotten what vampires are. And what are vampires?” 

“Monsters.” They both chorused as if they were school kids answering in unison. 

“Right, kids.” I walked around them and ran my hand through my long, dark hair. “I’ve been instructed to teach you guys how to kill a vampire properly. Now, since I have only one, you are gonna have to share, and I’m only going to teach you how to manually ensure that a vampire is dead and stays dead. So, we will have to skip the sunlight demonstration.” 

The vampire turned her face towards me and snapped her jaws so viciously, she actually made an audible clack when her teeth clicked together. 

“Now, first, let’s go through the basic tools.” I pulled out a black duffle bag that was heavy with gear. “Other than sunlight, what else hurts a vampire?”

“Crosses,” Jake answered, glancing quickly down at his own cross.

“Yes and no,” I addressed him directly. “Crosses only work if you’re a believer in the Christian faith. Holy items, also known as items of faith, work on your own unwavering belief in that symbol. So, if you don’t believe in the symbol, then it can’t protect you. Or, if you don’t believe strongly enough, it might not be strong enough to shield you from a vampire. So, any symbol of any faith will work, be it the Bible, the Quran, heck even Ronald Reagan will channel your faith into a warding shield against a vampire.”

“Don’t you believe in God?” Cassie asked. She had obviously noticed my lack of a holy item. 

“I don’t believe in cruel gods,” I replied in a rather matter-of-fact manner. 

She recoiled as if I’d insulted her faith. 

Give her a few years. She would either become a blind follower of religion in order to deal with the terror of the darkness or she would learn the truth like I had—that there is no God, only endless darkness full of evil. 

“What else?” I asked, trying to move things along. Dawn was only a few hours away.

“Holy water?” This time from Jake, who seemed unsure of his answer and scared of another admonishment from me.

“Correct,” I said to Jake’s apparent surprise. “And what makes holy water different from other holy items?” Both looked at me nonplussed, and I sighed. “Holy items work on your faith.” I put emphasis on the “your” part. “Holy water is an exception, as it works on another person’s faith.” I stressed the word as I had previously. “Generally, the priest or whoever blessed it.”

As I talked, I pulled out a plastic sports bottle with a squeeze top. I held it up so they could see it. I popped the top and then pointed it at the vampire's face. Giving it a squeeze, a jet of water shot out and hit the creature in the face like a squirt gun. 

The vampire roared and screamed. She tossed her head. Her punk-styled hair flipped from side to side, but you could clearly see the effect the blessed water had on her flesh. Her skin roiled and broke out into sores and blisters as if the bottle had been full of acid instead of just water. The boils then burst open and oozed yellowish-green puss. The smell was strong and horrible, causing all three of us to cover our noses and mouths.

I will give them credit. Neither of them threw up as I had my first time. 

The vamp's skin began to heal and clear up, the flesh knitting itself back together as we watched, and her pain subsided. Within minutes, she looked as if nothing had ever happened. Both of my students were staring in slack-jawed awe at the healing power. It’s actually quite impressive when you see it for the first time. It’s a lot like a magic trick. You know what you saw, but it can’t be real. Once you accept that it is and have witnessed it a few times, it becomes boring and, in the wrong situations, annoying. Vampires can heal nearly any wound given enough time, even being beheaded.

“Moving on,” I called to them, trying to speed things along. “What else?” 

They stood there, staring at me. I could tell their minds were racing to try and figure out what was next and to recover from what they’d just seen.

“Garlic?” volunteered Jake, seemingly excited by the prospect of another demonstration.

“No. Garlic doesn’t work.” 

His face fell a little. 

“Now, the garlic myth is actually based on the vampire’s hyper-acute senses. They have noses better than most bloodhounds. However, this can be exploited by overloading these senses. Smelly foods like garlic can overwhelm younger vampires who don’t have control of their new powers. I once heard of a hunter who knocked out a vampire with a bad bean burrito he had for lunch.”

This set both of them giggling. I wasn’t sure how much truth there was to the story, but it even brought a smile to my face.

“I can smell you haven’t bathed in years,” said a voice from just below me. 

Oh, great. The first time the vampire speaks, and she insults me. Young people these days, I tell you.

“Oi! Shut it.” I smacked the vampire on her forehead. 

She snarled and returned to wailing and thrashing.

“What about guns?” 

I looked up at Jake, who’d asked the question. When I’d moved to hit the vamp, my long duster coat had swung open, and they had no doubt seen the old Colt 1911 I carried in a shoulder holster under the coat. I gave them both a sly smile as I reached into the dark folds of my coat and drew out the big .45. I held it up so they could both see it clearly as I pulled the slide back and chambered a round.

They stared at the gun as if hypnotized as I pointed it directly at a spot between the vamp’s eyes. I pulled the trigger with the barrel less than an inch from her forehead. There was an explosion of sound and light as the gun discharged. The large slug punched into the flesh and caused her head to snap back. 

“Nope. Guns don’t really do much damage, but they do pack a nice punch.” I punctuated this statement by firing off a few more rounds into the vampire girl’s head. “It won’t kill them, but firearms are a great tool to have when hunting. They’ll be a lot more useful than most of the basic stuff you’re taught about. This gun has saved my life several times.” 

I neglected to mention that, a few months prior, it had been little to no help as I lost two friends in connection to a case I’d been working that had nearly cost me my life as well. The boy’s reaction was what I came to expect from most guys. A gleeful look of a child discovering a new toy and can’t wait to play with it. Like most men, he was probably going to get the biggest, baddest gun he could find when he got a chance. Something manly. That was, until he had his first scare and was forced to acknowledge it was a dangerous weapon, not a toy. I just hoped no one got hurt in the process. 

Cassie looked even more frightened, which was good. Meaning, when she got around to her first firearm, she would be careful, if the fear of it didn’t scare her off them altogether. Of the two, she had more potential to survive the longest. Very few vampire hunters live a long time. If they’re lucky or unlucky, depending on how you see it, they’ll survive just long enough to have families to mourn their deaths. Morbid, but that’s the cold, hard truth. They would eventually have to learn that truth for themselves, just as I did at age nine.

I ejected the spent clip and popped a fresh one in before I put the gun back beneath my coat. Both of them were still affixed with my every moment as I bent down and rummaged through my bag. I came back up holding my woodsman’s ax. It was a heavy, standard wood chopping ax you can buy at any hardware store. This one had a five-pound head on it. Nice and heavy with good leverage for chopping. I had lost my last ax when a vampire had bitten clear through the steelhead.

“Okay, kids, time to get off the bench and get your hands dirty.” I looked at them and held up the ax. “Tell me what you know about the Stake, the Sword, and the Fire.”

“The Stake, the Sword, and the Fire is the original method for dispatching vampires created by the head of our Order, Doctor Abraham Van Helsing, in 1897 during the pursuit of a vampire claiming to be Count Vlad Dracul as recorded in the collected journals of Stoker.” Cassie rattled off again, sounding as though she’d committed her lessons to memory. “Dr. Helsing was your great-great-grandfather, wasn’t he?”

“Yes, when the Helsings immigrated to the U.S. after World War I, their name was changed to Halson by an overworked immigration clerk on Ellis Island.” I don’t really like to talk about my family history. Belonging to the Helsing family was the Order’s version of being a Kennedy. We were legends, even among the legendary vampire hunters. 

“Count Dracula wasn’t the real Vlad Dracul, just a pretender wannabe with a handful of really freaky vampire powers. You still get vampires claiming to be Dracul every now and then. I’ve killed a few myself, and you will probably kill a couple.” 

Cassie straightened. “The events held in the Stoker journals caused the vampire awakening of the twentieth century after science had fooled the West into believing the monsters were just fairy tales. The Order of Helsing was the first such organized order of vampire hunters in Europe. After a disagreement with the emerging German military, who wanted to weaponize vampirism to create the ÜberSoldat, super-soldier vampires, the Helsing family left Europe for the States, finding it to be an unpoliced feeding ground for vampires. However, the Helsings, now the Halsons, fought for the Allies to prevent Hitler from unleashing an army of vampires.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I interrupted her. “I didn’t ask for a family history lesson. I asked about the practice of the Stake, the Sword, and the Fire.”

“The practice of the Stake, the Sword, and the Fire is the method of hunting and killing vampires, particularly during the day, as this is the ideal time to assault a vampire while it’s asleep,” answered Jake.

“Good. Now, have either of you ever actually seen this performed?” 

They both shook their heads. 

“Well, you’re going to get to do it yourselves then.” 

They stared at me as though I’d just grown an extra nose. Seriously, why did they think they were holding stakes and mallets? I sighed and motioned them forward.

“Now, in an ideal situation,” I started, “the vampire is asleep. They don’t have to sleep in coffins, though that is traditional and more secure than most other ways.” I led them around to each side of the platform. “The function of the Stake is to hold the vampire down. That’s all it does. It doesn’t kill them, though it does hurt. They don’t go poof like on TV. This is to hold them down for when you behead and burn them. Jake, go ahead and do it.”

I guided him in placing the large wooden stake just to the left of the sternum. It was difficult, given all the chains I’d used to pin the vampire down. Better safe than sorry. Once the stake was in place, Jake raised his mallet and slammed it down onto the head of the stake. 

The vampire shrieked as the wood bit into her chest. Jake and Cassie curled back, but I grabbed Jake’s arm and forced him to steady the stake.

“You have to be quick and focused. If you don’t, then in the field, the vampire could awaken and try to sit up as you’re staking it. Never lose focus.” I held his gaze with mine. 

He nodded and continued pounding in the stake. It took him longer to put in than was good enough for an Order examiner, but I wasn’t one. Besides, I found it pointless. As he got a little older and stronger and had some practice, he would be able to stake a vampire in no time flat.

“What you’ve just done is completely pointless,” I told them. 

They stared at me in shock.

“Then why did I have to do it?” Jake asked.

“It's tradition, and the Order is big on tradition. But you have to remember this was thought up in 1897 by scared men who were fighting a monster that had been hunting and killing their wives and daughters. Since then, we’ve made progress and learned more about killing vamps.” 

The vampire in question had gone still and was fizzing and spitting like a person having a seizure.

“So, next is the Sword?” he said as though it was more of a question.

“Yes, though back in 1897, they actually used large hunting knives that most people carried when traveling in the country. But I guess Sword sounded better than big ass knife. For the sake of argument, we are going to use this.” I held up the ax and offered it to Cassie. 

She shook her head and stepped away from me. 

“This is something you have to do. This is why you came here,” I said to the frightened girl. 

She finally stepped forward and took the ax. I helped her scramble up on the makeshift dais so she could be in a good position to behead the vampire.

“The Sword refers to beheading the vampire. It severs the vampire’s control of its body and powers, neutering it. It doesn’t kill a vampire. They can recover if given enough time. This part, like the Stake, won’t kill it, nor is it necessary, but it’s still very important and something you should do every chance you get, and you won’t get many.” 

I watched Cassie take a deep breath and heft the ax to her shoulder. Then, she raised the ax high above her head, and the vampire let out one last cry as the sharp blade came down on her throat. 

It was a single, perfect blow. The head bounced off and went rolling across the ground as gouts of blood spurted from the severed neck. 

That was enough for Jake. The young man turned and threw up all over the ground. I will give him points for not puking on the vampire’s body. 

Cassie let the ax fall from her hands as all the color bled from of her face. She was shaking as she stepped down from the platform. It was hard on a kid for her first time, but they’d been luckier than mine. Their vampire victim hadn’t been able to try to eat them.

“Finally, the Fire,” I declared, lifting a gas can and dousing the body, glad they no longer had to do anything. “The point of the Stake, the Sword, and the Fire is to subdue the vampire, then burn it, as fire is the only sure way to kill a vampire. The Order wants you to learn the traditional way, but when it comes down to it, it doesn’t matter how you get the job done as long as you burn the sucker.” 

I popped a wooden match alight with my thumbnail and tossed it into the gas fumes. The body exploded in a fireball, shooting flames nearly thirty feet into the sky. 

We stood there and watched the body burn for a few moments before I told them they could pack up and beat it. The sun was going to be coming up soon, so I wanted them, and more importantly, me, to be in bed before it was fully daytime. It had been a long night and previous day for me. I had to hunt down and capture the vampire for tonight’s little BBQ. I was bushed and just wanted to go to sleep. 

Jake and Cassie packed up their tools, not looking at me, and making an effort not to look at each other. There was definitely chemistry between them. They made a cute couple. I knew their lives were only going to get harder from here on out. 

As they started off across the abandoned parking lot behind the factory warehouse I called home, I picked up the severed vampire head. Its mouth was still moving in silent screams, even though there were no lungs to give it breath. Small miracles. I tossed the head into the bonfire with the body and watched it all burn.

An apt metaphor for life. Eventually, we all burn.
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The sun was just starting to peek above the horizon as I finally tossed all my tools into the trunk of my beat-up old Plymouth Road Runner. I was tired. All I could think about was dragging my nearly dead body inside the huge warehouse and to bed. I wanted my soft mattress and fluffy pillow so I could sleep the sleep of the dead. 

Creepy, I know, but when you’re that tired, your brain can get a little morbid.

Then, something happened that pissed me off. My goddamn cell phone rang. This was why I hated cell phones. Too damn convenient, always on, always at hand. It’s a complete pain in the ass. I miss the days of missed calls and answering machines. Days when you could just pull out the plug on the phone and say screw it. 

The little window popped up showing Alex’s office number at the Philadelphia Police Department. 

Damn. When she called from her office number, that meant it was official police business. Which, in turn, meant I couldn’t blow off her call, even though my finger hovered over the Ignore button. 

I sighed and hit Accept to hear the haggard voice of Detective Alex Benson, head of the Philadelphia Special Investigation Case Department, aka the PSIC unit. Lucky me.

“Halson, I need you in my office twenty minutes ago.” Her voice sounded grumpy and urgent, yet at the same time, reluctant.

“Well, gee there, detective, let me just jump in my time-traveling Delorean, and I’ll be right there.” I was prodding the beast, and yes, it was stupid, especially when I was tired. And she was clearly pissed off.

“Don’t give me any of your shit, Halson. Just get your scrawny ass over here on the double. I have a problem that needs your expertise.” She swore as something crashed in the background. 

Alex had been having a hard time over the past few months. She’d watched her partner get brutally killed by a Nosferatu months ago while we were on a case. Then she’d the whole Special Investigations department hoisted onto her shoulders, and the pressure of running an entire underfunded, understaffed, and underappreciated unit was really getting to her. To top it off, we’d been trying to make a go of the couple thing. Granted, we both worked irregular hours, and the foundation of the relationship was built on post-traumatic stress and adrenaline-induced lust.

She was also now pretty much my boss when I consulted for the police in cases that involved vampires, monsters, and other supernatural creatures. The new position had mellowed her out some, and I think she looked sexy with the extra authority. 

“Look, I’ve got a lot on my plate right now. The brass is breathing down my neck to solve this serial killer case, and I need all the help I can get.” She sounded even more exhausted than me, and it was only seven in
























































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JOHN EVANS

HUNW&

TOBIAS HALSON BOOK TWO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





