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Thank you to Gabi Cervenka and Leonie
Duncan!

This time around, we’re celebrating Keep Off
the Grass Day, which is observed annually on April 21st.
I, personally, think we should get rid of all lawns and have
flowerbeds instead, but the first thing that came to mind when I
saw the day was a grouchy man telling everyone to get off his lawn,
so I wrote a story with a grumpy vampire doing the same.
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A Vampire Named Otto

By Holly Day


Chapter 1

Zephan Amon ran. He ran between trees, jumped
over creeks, and hid behind boulders. He didn’t know how he’d ended
up in the situation he had. He’d been in Ulledo—less than half an
hour’s drive from Bridget’s quaint house in Foolshope.

He’d stopped for some Dutch courage. Begging
the sister you hadn’t seen or spoken to for seven years to take you
in wasn’t something Zephan had ever imagined himself doing. Better
his sister than his parents though, which was why he was there.

His parents lived in Silvermoor, a psychic
community where they were, if possible, more stuck up than they
were in Foolshope. Or, he believed his parents still lived in
Silvermoor. He hadn’t spoken to them for over fifteen years.

He was an invisible in a family of fire gods.
They weren’t gods, but you wouldn’t be able to tell from the way
they acted.

Anyway, Zephan had lost his job, had been
unable to get a new one, and was therefore unable to pay his rent.
The only way out of homelessness he could come up with was if
Bridget agreed to let him stay with her for a bit.

He’d packed everything he could fit into his
car, got rid of the rest of his belongings, and steered toward
Foolshope.

The closer he got, the more nervous he’d
grown.

When he’d been shaking and close to throwing
up, he’d stopped in Ulledo to have a drink. Worst case scenario, he
could sleep in his old Toyota and go to Bridget the day after.
April was chilly, but he was sure he would survive a night in the
wild.

It was not what had happened.

He had no idea where his car was or if any of
his things remained in it. He had the key, which had to count for
something, right? Or not. If there was no car, he had no use for
the key.

A howl cut through the dusk, and Zephan
pushed himself to run faster. He didn’t stand a chance against
shifters. They were faster, stronger, and way more deadly than he
was.

Another howl split the air, but this came
from another direction, and while Zephan was no expert on shifter
sounds, he believed it sounded differently.

Everything stilled. For a second, Zephan did
too. Were they watching him? He looked around, but he saw nothing.
He erected his shield, the bubble that made him invisible to anyone
who looked in his direction.

It was a pretty useless skill since it didn’t
hide scent, and should someone touch him, they were able to feel
him.

As a child, he’d wondered if he’d been
adopted since everyone else in his family were fire gods, but nope.
He looked like a younger version of his father, so there would be
no long-lost parents coming to save him from being the dynasty’s
embarrassment.

He ran with his shield up. It wouldn’t help
when chased by monsters who had an excellent sense of smell, but it
was the best he could do.

He was so close now. Foolshope had to be
around here somewhere. He only had to find some houses, and he was
sure he’d be able to find Bridget’s house. Maybe. Hopefully. He’d
only been there once right after she’d moved in close to ten years
ago. It was when he’d still been in contact with her before she
tried to get him to move back to Silvermoor, so he wouldn’t soil
the family name.

In Silvermoor, they could keep him unseen. No
one needed to know he existed there. They could hide him away. Deny
he’d ever been born.

These thoughts made his hopelessness well up.
She wouldn’t take him in. And if she did, it would come at a price
he wasn’t sure he was willing to pay.

All he wanted was to be free and live a
normal, human life. His skill was useless. It didn’t earn him any
respect or money. Most people didn’t know he wasn’t human, and it
was how he liked it.

He didn’t give a damn about psychics and
their leading families, he didn’t care about names, or who should
continue the lineage with whom. He would never have children, not
children he fathered at least. He wasn’t opposed to having kids if
he met the right man to raise them with, but there would be no
wife, no arranged marriage, and no planned breeding.

No one wanted him anyway.

He was a disgrace to the Amon family, which
was the main reason he’d refused to change his last name when
they’d suggested it. It had been his and Bridge’s last argument,
the one where he’d cut all contact. If he refused to go back to
Silvermoor and hide from the world, she—and he was sure their
parents were whispering in her ear—demanded he change his name, so
there was no visible connection to them.

Fat chance! He hoped he’d meet a guy one day
who wanted to marry him and take his name.

He would make sure the news reached
Silvermoor.

The air was knocked out of him as he tripped
over a branch and landed on the damp ground with a thud. Damn.

Looking around, he could see no wolves. It
didn’t mean they weren’t there. The beasts, giant as they were,
were experts at melting into the shadows.

He wasn’t sure how he’d ended up in their
care. He’d gone into a seedy bar, ordered a beer and a shot, and it
was the last thing he remembered before waking up in a dank
basement. Maybe they knew who he was. Maybe they believed his
parents would pay a ransom. The Amon family was known for their
wealth, but they’d picked the wrong Amon. No one would pay for
him.

Eaten by wolves was a neat way to make
someone disappear, but he couldn’t see his mother hiring a wolf to
take him out. Maybe. He’d underestimated her before.

He wasn’t sure werewolves ate psychics,
though. There were stories, of course, but he found them hard to
believe.

Getting to his feet, he took off running
again.

A snarl sounded a little too close to
comfort, and it was followed by a loud whine. Were they fighting?
Zephan ran in the opposite direction.

He ran and ran and ran. His lungs burned, and
he tasted blood at the back of his throat.

The trees grew sparser and hope woke in his
chest. He’d seen a sign hours ago pointing toward Foolshope. He
hadn’t dared stay on the road where he was easily visible, so he’d
dipped into the forest, but he had to be in Foolshope now.

He tumbled out between the tall beech trees
and almost crashed into a white picket fence. He dropped his shield
in surprise.

In front of him was the cutest little square
whitewashed brick house he’d seen outside a fairy tale.

Another snarl came from in the forest, and he
rushed toward the gate.

“Keep off my lawn!”

Zephan ground to a halt. On the doorstep was
a huge man, tall and broad, and fangs dented his lower lip. Holy
shit, was he a vampire? Zephan had never met one. They were rare,
myths almost.

“I need help.”

The door was open behind the man, but it
didn’t look as if he would step aside to invite Zephan inside.

“Get off the grass!”

Zephan looked at his feet. He was on the
gravel walkway, not on any grass, and this time of year, there
wasn’t much grass to speak of anyway. It was coming, the spring
green was about to take over.

“Please. I was kidnapped, and then I—”

“Get off my property!”

A branch snapped behind him, and Zephan
cursed. He erected his invisibility shield and waited. When the man
on the doorstep didn’t say anything and didn’t move, he carefully
stepped to the side, and swung his leg over the picket fence,
praying he wouldn’t impale himself as he tried to find traction on
the bottom rail. He was too short to reach the lawn without
castrating himself, and it wasn’t something he wanted to try when
he had to be quiet—or any time, if he was being honest.

His damp sneaker slipped a few times, and he
winced at the dirty smear he left on the white fence, but finally
he managed to get over it. Walking a few steps, he grimaced as his
feet left indents on the muddy grass.

He stopped and did his best not to breathe as
he waited.

It didn’t take many seconds before three
massive men scrambled out of the woods. Claws adorned their
fingers, and there was a wild look in their amber eyes. Zephan
shuddered.

“Get off my lawn!”

He looked back at the vampire. Was he talking
to him?

“We’re looking for a guy—” One of the wolves
held out a hand indicating a small person, and Zephan almost
snorted. He might not be related to giants as the shifters appeared
to be, but he wasn’t small. He was average. Average all over.
“—lean, dark hair, flamethrower.”

The last bit had Zephan widen his eyes. He
had no fire skills, none.

“Leave my property!” The vampire was glaring
at them.

“Have you seen him?”

The vampire didn’t answer.

“Have you? We won’t bother you if you tell us
where he went.”

Shit. Zephan took a step closer to the house.
He didn’t think the vampire would protect him, but he believed he
was safer near him. Or not. What did vampires eat? Did they eat
psychics?

Most likely.

A low growl making the hairs stand on end
sounded from behind Zephan, and he whirled around. Another huge man
neared the picket fence from a different direction. It wasn’t
someone Zephan had seen before, but he had no idea how many
individuals there were in a pack, so maybe he was part of the gang
that chased him.

There was an air of dominance around him, and
he dipped his head in a short greeting to the vampire on the
doorstep. “Sorry for the disturbance, Otto.”

Otto? A vampire named Otto.

“They’re trespassing.” Otto’s fangs were on
full display, and Zephan shivered. They looked sharp.

“They sure are.” The new wolf flashed teeth
at the three lingering by the gate. “What are you doing here?”

The one who’d spoken to Otto sneered. “None
of your business.”

“You’re on my land, so it’s my business.”

“It’s my land.” Otto walked down the two
steps and stood on the walkway. Zephan’s gaze jumped between him
and the open door. Could he? Would Otto kill him if he tried?

“True, but surrounding your land is our land,
and they’ve entered it without permission.”

Zephan ignored what they were saying—though a
part of him realized he’d run across shifter country without
permission too—and crept closer to the house. He took one slow step
after the other, making sure his invisibility shield stayed in
place. When he neared Otto, he held his breath.

Could he do this?

“Have them removed.” Otto’s voice made him
jump. Fuck. Zephan chanced a glance over his shoulder. The man was
grinning.

“Don’t worry about it. We’ll take care of
them.”

“It doesn’t make us even, Averett.”

The man, presumably Averett, sighed loudly.
“It was years ago!”

“You wrecked my zinnias.”

Averett threw his hands in the air. “Fine.
I’ll get you new zinnias.”

“I have zinnias.”
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