

    
        
          The Vampire Three

        

        
        
          Primal Skies: An Urban Romp in the Vampire Midwest, Volume 17

        

        
        
          Kim Smeltzer

        

        
          Published by Kim Smeltzer, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE VAMPIRE THREE

    

    
      First edition. September 25, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Kim Smeltzer.

    

    
    
      Written by Kim Smeltzer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

THE VAMPIRE THREE | “Don’t grieve. Anything you lose comes round in another form.” ~Rumi | “As a man, casting off worn out garments taketh new ones, so the dweller in the body, entereth into ones that are new.” ~Epictetus

Sign up for Kim Smeltzer's Mailing List

Also By Kim Smeltzer

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To lovers and loved ones past, present, and future.  May we all meet again happily.

      

    

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

THE VAMPIRE THREE

[image: image]


[image: image]

“Don’t grieve. Anything you lose comes round in another form.” ~Rumi

“As a man, casting off worn out garments taketh new ones, so the dweller in the body, entereth into ones that are new.” ~Epictetus
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“WHAT TIME IS IT?”

The words seemed to float in the air, almost physical things fluttering up and thinning out to nothingness as Storm watched with wide blue eyes.  

She turned this way and that to find out who had spoken them.  The room was dark, unusually dark for this time of day, she thought, tinged blue-gray almost.  The air swam with it, thick like soup as she turned around and around and around again.  But no speaker was in sight.

And then it struck her: what time was it?  She usually knew.  All vampires instinctively knew the approximate time of day, if not the exact hour or minute.  It came with the territory.

But as she turned around and around, she came to the unsettling realization that she could not sense the time of day.

“What time is it?”

Again came the words, and again Storm could not tell.  Her instincts were failing her.  Her eyes pierced the cloying blue-gray gloom that surrounded her, trying desperately to see something, anything, that would tell her what was happening.  Her teeth gnashed, her fingers ran through her auburn hair in frustration.  Where am I? she thought madly.  What is happening to me?  What time is it?  What time is it?

“What time is it?”

This time it sounded closer, and much clearer.  Storm froze in place and focused on the source.  In the distance, she could see it now: a pair of fiercely burning red eyes, and like the voice, they were coming closer.

Against all reason, upon seeing the eyes, Storm abruptly settled into shushing peace.  The chaos and fear and desperation shed themselves away like a discarded layer of clothing crumpling to the ground.  Storm smiled as the eyes shone through the gloom and gradually formed a human shape standing out from the dark.  The shape drew closer, and it was one she knew.  It reached out a slender hand, and almost without realizing, Storm reached out to it and folded it into hers.

“What time is it?”

Storm sighed.  “Confusion Time,” she answered, and knew without a doubt that it was the truth.

In the dark, the shape smiled.

Storm awoke with a gasp, thrashing the sheets off of her and looking frantically around, half expecting the horrible blue-gray gloom.

But the gloom that met her was the usual gray gloom of her bedroom.  The window, heavily curtained as it was, nonetheless had let in a pencil or two of dim light to splash upon the wall across from her. The faint sound of birdsong washed through.  The slight whiff of a faraway rainstorm wafted in.

Even without all that, Storm realized with a slow sigh of relief that it was an hour or two before dawn.

She got up and made her way to the bathroom, looking herself in the mirror.  The dream was already fading away into the shadows, but the phrase Confusion Time refused to fade.

She scowled at herself in the mirror.  Just a dream, she thought.  Dreams do happen, after all.  Not everything means something.

Still, as she mechanically moved through the morning ritual of washing, brushing hair and teeth, et al, Storm found herself bothered by it.  There had been something...familiar in those eyes.  Usually red eyes would be frightening to anyone, even to a creature of the night such as herself.  But they hadn’t frightened her.  Just the opposite, rather.

Storm stopped and gazed for a moment into her own mirror eyes.  Ocean blue, beautiful orbs gazed back at her.  Eyes that had turned various colors over the years, depending on her mood, or mode.  Even, occasionally, red.

Outside, the rainstorm that had been approaching began gently pelting the windows.

Storm briefly thought about willing the rain away, but decided to let it be.  It had come a long way to get here, and it was only doing what it did naturally.  

The garden could use watering anyway.  Late summer in northern Indiana was tenuous at best, and the general weather had been going back and forth between searing hot and near frost.  It had been an unusually hot and dry summer, and the earth was thirsty.  

So let the storm play itself out.  Then let it go on its merry way.

Besides, the people had been expecting it.  Weather apps and TV meteorologists made her particular talents rather noticeable when they disrupted nature’s weather patterns.  And if there was one thing her four centuries of life on this Earth had taught her, it was that it was better to fly under the weather radar.

She was toweling her face dry when she suddenly paused.

Through the gently pelting rain, she caught the sound of footsteps.

Storm slowly laid the towel down, turning toward the door, and the bedroom window it looked out on.

The footsteps were a way off yet, but they were treading wetly on the sidewalk leading to the apartment building.

A visitor? she thought, a strange little twinge in her belly.  No one else lived in the building, in fact she owned it all, and she liked it that way.  No one should be approaching.

The mailman?  No, it’s not even dawn yet.  He doesn’t come until noon.

Will and company?  No, her progeny Will didn’t need to bother with things like sidewalks and doors.  He could slip into any shadow and slide out of any other shadow almost instantly.  Hell, he could appear in her bedroom if he wanted (though he was usually too polite to do so).

And there was the tiny little fact that, as his maker, she always knew where he was.  This was definitely not him.

One of the others?  She glanced over at her phone, charging silently on the bedside table.  No one had called or texted to say they were coming over, or that there was anything going on right now.  

The gang’s lives were fairly peaceful at the moment, last she’d heard.  Iain and Laura were talking about going into partnership with his blood brother Alexarchos on expanding his Greek restaurant, newly rebuilt after the fire. Their little human girl Constance was growing like a weed.  Helen was also expanding her dance studio and hiring more instructors, and Will was planning a travel podcast on top of his DJ job at the classical radio station. 

All relatively normal lives, albeit with a little red secret on the side.

Who else knows I’m here?

Partly irritated, partly intrigued, Storm hustled into some clothes as the footsteps padded closer to the building door.  She picked up her phone and pulled up the security cameras.

A figure in a hoodie stood at the lobby door in the pouring rain, unmoving, a backpack slung over its shoulder. 

She couldn’t tell the gender, but it was a slender figure at a fair to medium height.  No muscle to speak of, at least none that stood out.  But she knew that could be deceiving.

As she watched, the figure reached up and pressed a button.  Her intercom buzzed, making her jump.  

Storm stared.  This person knew which apartment she lived in.

She watched a minute longer to see whether it was someone pushing random buttons just to see who responded, but the hand had returned to the figure’s side.  It waited patiently, unmoving.

A nervous feeling (nervous? or thrilled? she wasn’t sure) began to unfurl in her belly.  She wished irrationally that she’d had Laura’s intuition right now, or Helen’s gift for telepathy.

She could, of course, contact Helen, or any one of them, and she knew they’d all be there instantly.

But in the end, her curiosity won out.  She cautiously pushed the call button.  “Who is it?”

A youngish male voice came through: “My name is Ayumu.  Ayumu Ito.  I know you go by Storm.  I need your help.  Please, let me in.”

No voice or name that she recognized.  It sounded Asian...Japanese maybe?  She only knew one Japanese person that she could think of, and he was living in Hawai’i.  And he certainly wasn’t young.

But this wasn’t her first rodeo.  “I’m afraid you’ve got the wrong apartment.  I don’t know anybody by that name.  Goodbye.”

“Wait.  I have to tell you,” the voice came back.  “I have to tell you what time it is.” 

A deep, deep chill shivered down her spine.  Her dream came back to her in horrifying detail.  Am I dreaming again?  Am I dreaming still? she wondered crazily, and looked all around her.  Everything was where it should be.  No details were fuzzed over or distorted.  

Then again, dreams could make anything make sense.  She looked over at the wall calendar and read it in detail.

Not a dream.  You can’t read details in a dream.

She stood frozen at the intercom, her finger hovering over the button, spinning through her lexicon for responses.

Walk away.  Just walk away.

I can tell the time just fine, thanks.

Get a life, kid.

Shouldn’t you be home right now doing your homework?

Don’t make me call the cops!

But what came out, stupidly, madly, was: “What time is it?”

She bit her lip, clenching her eyes closed.  The words had escaped, and were out in the world.

The figure stared in through the little door window, unmoving.  The voice came through.

“Confusion Time.”

Storm’s legs threatened to give way under her, and she gripped the edge of the desk.  

She didn’t see the figure reach a hand suddenly to the door as though in response, response to something he couldn’t possibly have seen.

He leaned in closer.  “Please, Storm, I need your help.  Let me in.  I’m coming to you sincerely.  I’m not armed.  I’m cold.  And I’m scared.  Please.”  This last with more than a hint of desperation.  For the first time he stood back from the door and raised his head toward her window, the hood falling back from his face.  A slender Asian face with spiky hair half dyed blonde and a goatee stared up as though to look for her through the camera.  A single gold earring dangled from one ear.

She held a hand to her head.  I must be crazy, she thought as she pressed the unlock button.

The young man smiled and mouthed Thank you, then pushed his way into the lobby.

What are you doing, she asked herself as his footsteps plodded up the stairs.  Taking in strays, are we? We had a dream and now we’re taking in strays off the street?

Will was a stray, she reminded herself.  A stray who got bitten because of your carelessness.  And look how that turned out.

She smoothed out her clothes and hair as Ayumu approached her apartment door.  She glanced around to make sure things weren’t too much of a mess.  Her crochet project was sprawled over the rocker.  Books, notebooks and magazines were piled on the dining table.  She took a sniff.  At least the cat boxes weren’t bad right now.

The cats themselves, she saw, were in their various hiding places, poking their little noses out to sniff in curiosity at the new person who now stood at the door.  No ears flattened in alarm, no fluffed-out tails sticking straight up.  The tails she could see were curled up into question marks.

Just like this whole morning, she thought.  One big question mark.

Three polite knocks came.

Storm opened the door, and there he stood, dripping wet and shivering, his spiky hair drooping.

A little twinge again, but this time different.  Not cold, damp, wary.  This time it was more...pleasant.

Ayumu smiled, and there was something secret in that smile.  “Can I come in?”

Storm stood back from the door, opening it wider for him, but did not say anything.

His boyish smile lessened a fraction.  He did not move to cross the threshold.  “Are...you inviting me in?” he asked uncertainly.  “Or not?”

Storm shrugged.  “What’s stopping you?” she asked vaguely.

His smile disappeared.  With it disappeared something else, a mask of pretense that he’d been holding up.  His eyes lowered.  “You have wards,” he said softly.  “I...I need you to let me into them.”  His eyes raised up again and met hers.  “Please, Storm.”

I knew it.

Storm crossed her arms.  “Why should I?  I let you into the building.  Now you want me to let you into my home.  Why?”  She stood and waited.

A hurt, disbelieving look came across his face as he searched hers.  When he saw she meant it, he pursed his lips.  He sighed.  “I need your help.  I’m in danger,” he said.

“From whom?”

“My brothers.”  He hesitated, eyes on the ground.  He raked a hand through the blonde half of his spiky wet hair.  He sighed again.  “They’re vampires.”  His other hand curled up into a fist at his side.

Storm noted this.  Their eyes met.  He held out his hand to her.  “Please,” he said again, almost a whisper.  “I’ll explain everything if you just let me in.”

The dream came back to her once again.  The hand reaching out to her.

As in the dream, she found herself reaching for it.  She paused for just a moment, caught herself.  And then she folded his hand into hers.

His smile returned with interest as she pulled him gently into the room.  His entire body seemed to relax a bit as he stepped in, and his eyes closed to slits.  He sighed a blissful sigh.  “Thank you.”

She noted the rain dripping from his clothes, his slight shiver.  “Come on, let’s get you warmed up.” 

He nodded gratefully, then proceeded to pull off his hoodie and reveal a black tee shirt underneath with pink Japanese kanji and a cartoon kitten holding a flower.  She watched him appreciatively as he shuffled out of his shoes, leaving them by the door.  She pulled herself away and took his hoodie back toward the laundry nook to dry.  She then went to the kitchen to get some water boiling for tea.

When she came back Ayumu was huddled on the couch under her crochet throw, reading one of the books from her shelf.  She put the tea tray down on the table.

He smiled up at her delightedly.  “You wrote these, didn’t you?” 

She nodded. “It’s part of how I make my living.”

“I can tell,” he said, nodding.  “This is good.”  He turned a page.  “You obviously put a lot of work into these.  The detail, it’s incredible.”  He laughed.  “I can totally make a game out of this!”

At her odd look, he gestured.  “I’m a game dev,” he explained.  She gave him a blank look next.  He blinked at her and gestured again.  “Game developer,” he expounded.  “I write and develop video games.”  He pointed at the page.  “There’s everything in here you’d need.  There’s plot, there are good characters, good dialogue,” he slapped the page, “there are even potion ingredients you describe!  I can just see a side quest to gather ingredients for different potions in here.  And it’s all so authentic!”  He closed the book.  “We love authenticity in the gaming business.  It’s like you lived in that era.”

Storm carefully crossed her arms.  “What if I did?”

He fell silent.  He slowly put the book down.  He pulled the throw closer around himself and sat up on the couch, pulling in his legs just slightly.  “You lived in the colonial era?” he asked carefully.  “You’ve...been alive that long?”

“Does that bother you?”  She pulled out the chair before the tea tray.  “Come sit down.  Have some tea to warm you up.”

Ayumu hesitated a moment, then slowly unfurled from the couch and came forward.  Storm moved back from the table, giving him plenty of space, and sat down on the opposite end.  He watched her carefully as he sat down.  He regarded the tea setup before him, then leaned forward and sniffed, his eyes closing.  “Mmm,” he said appreciatively.  “Orange blossom.  Very nice.” 

He picked up the cup and took a tiny sip, rolling the tea around in his mouth.  He then added a smidgeon of sugar as she watched, fascinated.  His movements were elegant, practiced, almost reverent as he stirred, tasted, stirred in a bit more.  It was almost a ritual, and she couldn’t help but feel included in it somehow, even from across the table.  It felt incredibly intimate, as though the world had gone down to just the two of them, here, in this moment, a delicate moment of tea.

She watched in silence as he sipped, his eyes closed, steam rising from the cup as he sighed into it.  His shivering had stopped, and he seemed to settle into himself, snuggled into the crochet throw around his shoulders.  Rosy color came back into his cheeks as he drank and warmed.

Storm folded her hands upon the table and waited patiently, not wanting to disturb the moment.  It was sort of sweet, this moment, she thought, then caught herself.  What am I doing? He’s just a kid.  And I’m more than four hundred years old and feeling like a schoolgirl.  What’s wrong with me?  She drew back slightly, and the moment was gone.

Ayumu seemed to sense her withdrawal; his eyes flicked up to her from behind the cup.  He put the cup down.

“How did you know I had wards up?” she asked him simply.

A sad look flashed across his face, as though mourning the lost moment.  He swallowed and lowered his eyes to the table space between them.  “I could sense it,” he replied.  “We are sensitive to certain energies.”

“We?”

He sighed in unhappy resignation.  “My brothers and sisters and I.”  He held up three fingers.  “We’re three and three.  Three of us, and three of them.”  He lowered his hand.  “We reincarnate together.”

Storm pursed her lips.  “I’ve never been sold on reincarnation.”  It just seemed too fantastic.

“Yet you believe in kyuketsuki.  Vampires,” he pointed out.  “You are one.”

She nodded in acknowledgement.  “Fair enough.”  She didn’t ask how he’d known that.

He leaned forward a bit.  “You’ve been alive since colonial days.  Right?”

She nodded again.  “Pre-Mayflower, actually.”

“So in all that time, haven’t you ever met someone who you swear you’ve known before?”

This made her pause.  She looked at him warily, thinking back.

“Someone who just struck you the wrong way,” he went on.  “Or someone you just liked instantly,” he snapped his fingers, “for no apparent reason.”

She shifted in her seat uneasily.  That fit a number of people she’d known over the centuries.

He leaned in further.  “Have you ever had a memory of another time?  A time before the colonial days?  Objects, places, tech that looked familiar?  Something you picked up and instantly knew how to use, even though you never saw one before?”

She felt her face flush.  “I don’t know,” she said brusquely, turning away.

He kept his eyes intently on her, his shoulders rising and falling with increasing heaviness.  “And...me?”

Storm got up from her seat and walked away. He stood up abruptly but didn’t move from the table.  “Storm,” he said softly, and she closed her eyes.  “Do you know who I am?”

Irrationally, a tear escaped her eye.  She clenched them firmly closed, refusing.

“You do, don’t you?”  He slowly moved away from the table and toward her.  “There’s a little tiny part of you that recognizes me,” he went on, approaching slowly, carefully.  “The human brain isn’t built for storing the memories of all our lifetimes.  So most people don’t remember anything but tiny little pieces of it.  Because it’s buried deep down.”  He stood behind her now.

“But some of us adapt.”

She turned around and met him, face to face, a hair’s breadth between them.  She didn’t pull away this time, but gazed into his soft brown eyes.  She took in his heady scent, and he seemed to take in hers.  He smiled a deep, secret, knowing smile.

“Hello again.”
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STORM LIFTED THE SHOT glass with a shaking hand and drained it, feeling the cow’s blood sliding down her throat, and her nerves settling down inch by inch.  She contemplated pouring another, but instead stuck a finger into the glass and slicked up the remaining dregs, licking her finger deliciously.  She took a deep, slow breath and rinsed the glass out in the sink.

When she came back to the living room, Ayumu was back at the table, sipping tea and reading through another of her books.  “This is good stuff.  Really good.”  He suddenly sat up straight.  “Oh my god,” he cried with delight.  “I’m in this one!”

Storm rolled her eyes as he excitedly leafed through the book until settling on a certain page.  He read a certain passage.  “Oh, yeah,” he purred, nodding, an eyebrow raised.  “I remember this.”  He read on.  “You even got my birth mark right!” he said with a laugh.  Then his brow furrowed.  “Except...you put it on the left side of my neck.  It was on my right side.”  He pointed at the page.  “And, we weren’t in this era.  It was the Middle Ages. I was a Templar knight, and you were a potterwoman on pilgrimage—”

“Okay now,” Storm said firmly, reaching over and slamming the book shut, making him jerk back and almost spilling his tea.

“Hey,” he complained.  “I was just getting to the best part!”

She took the book, put it pointedly back on the shelf and came back to him.  She crossed her arms.  “Suppose I believe you.”

“I sure hope so,” he remarked, draining his teacup and putting it down.  “It kind of relates to why I’m here.”

Storm sat down next to him.  “You said you had three brothers and three sisters.”

“Two brothers,” he corrected her, “and three sisters.  Three and three.  Three of us, three of them.”

“Right.”  She took a shaky breath.  “And the six of you...reincarnate together.  As a group.”

He hedged.  “Sort of.”  He sighed, running a hand over his goatee.  “We brothers reincarnate together, and our sisters do the same, but...somewhere else.  Different cultures, different countries.  Different races, languages.  Sometimes different sexes.  To, you know, mix it up.”

“Right.”  She wasn’t sure she understood all of this, but surely it would start to make sense at some point.

“I just mean...sometimes one of us brothers will incarnate as a girl.  And one of our sisters will incarnate as a boy.  Just to see what it’s like on the other side.  Know what I mean?”  He waved.  “Everybody swaps genders now and then.  Not just us.”  He toyed with the napkin.  “But we know who we are.  Deep down, everybody knows who they are.”  He looked up at her.  “Just for some of us, it’s closer to the surface.”

“So.”  Storm poked a finger at a pattern on the table runner.  “You and your brothers incarnate, say, in Zimbabwe.  And your sisters...”  She poked at an adjoining pattern.  “...might turn up in, say, Brazil.  Or Alaska.  Or whatever.”

Ayumu nodded.  “Right.  We three always find each other sometime in childhood, and we’re inseparable after that.”  He waved again.  “We live our lives.  We grow up.  Maybe get married, get jobs, have kids, travel, get arrested, invent something, whatever.  But always...”  He held up three fingers as a single unit.  “...we’re together.  And our sisters do the same.”  He held up three fingers on his other hand now too.  He held both hands before him at equal measure.

“And there comes a time, in every lifetime...”  He brought his hands together.  “...when the three of us, meet up with the three of them.”  He dropped his hands down onto the table.  “Usually sometime in our forties or fifties or so, when we’ve had a chance to live for a while and gain new experiences.  We have a destination agreed upon ahead of time.  And when it’s time, we go there.”  He smiled warmly.  “It’s like the ultimate family reunion.  And we talk, and we catch up on how our lives have been since the last meetup.  We talk about our experiences, what we’ve done with our lifetimes, reminisce about the old days, talk about our life plans.”  

He separated his hands.  “And then we go home, go back to our lives, and then we live out our lives, until...”  He spread his fingers in a poof motion.  “...we die.  And then we are reborn and it all starts again.”  He smiled afresh.  “A whole new life, a new body, new face, new name.  A whole new world of experiences and perspectives, over and over again, throughout eternity.  Until we’ve done it all, seen it all.  Learned all there is to learn.”

Storm’s head was spinning.  “Sounds like a vicious circle.”  Sounds like my idea of hell, actually.  “How...”  She held her head.  “How do you keep track of all this
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