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  Chapter 1

“Forbidden Vinyl open til midnight, what do you want?” 
“Yeah how late are ya’ll open?”
“What the hell did I just say? Midnight!”
Slamming the phone back onto its cradle, the Keeper looked around the shop where humans flipped through dusty bins of old albums unaware that souls were traded and sold right outside the walls. The shop sat directly in the center of a crossroads between the living, the dead, the macabre remnants of shredded souls, and the who the fuck knows what lurked in the murky swamps of Louisiana. 
The music rumbled through the old speakers, an ode to the deceased Brandon Lee and his last film The Crow. The sounds of Stone Temple Pilots in an homage to the character who returned from the dead for vengeance never rang truer in the store. The Keeper felt the loss deeply, he never sold his soul, he was simply the victim of an ancient curse that befell the men in his family. A tragic accident that took a bright light from the world too soon. Most of the humans that actively looked for the shop at the crossroads had ill intentions and nothing pure within them.
Looking up, The Keeper watched the lights flicker in the ceiling hanging precariously from chandeliers older than Revolutionary War.
Flickering lights were always chalked up to bad wiring, but she knew the truth. Flicker once for the human who sought out a deal, twice for the bargain struck and three times when the deal was sealed with blood. 
Right on cue, one, two, three. Looking out the window and in the darkened lot, The Keeper observed a red glow emanated from the ground and just as quickly as it appeared, it vanished. The being at the center made its way to the door, pulling it open with hard woosh and sauntered in with a contract in hand.
“File this, Keeper. It won’t be for long.” His macabre smile spread across his face, rows of sharp teeth peeking through at her.
“You really are disgusting, you should go. I actually do need to make money tonight.” She replied and he chuckled.
“You know I can help you out with that.” He retorted and The Keeper glared at him.
“Trying to bribe The Keeper will get all of your bargains null and voided and I will personally assure one of the gators out back rips you to shreds. You know the fucking rules now get the fuck out. Its nearly midnight and I need these humans out of here before the Collectors arrive. Now go.” She growled and he shook his head, walking out the door once more and vanishing into the darkness.
Tricks abound and if you aren’t careful, you become the treat for the creature your soul belongs to.
It wasn’t just Infernals bargaining for the souls of the those hungry for fame and fortune either. Vampires, Lycans and other creatures came for souls of those wanting to leave their lives. Succubus loved the men, Incubus loved the women. Sirens enticing men into their watery murky depths of the swamps to feed their unnatural hunger and the remains to the gators and catfish. 
Tricky thing about bargains with Supernatural’s of old, being specific is highly recommended and always, always read the fine print. Or you may just end up at the wrong end of a bad deal and end up becoming a footnote in musical history or a blue rooster on a farm in Nebraska. True story.
The Keeper took her seat back behind the counter, propped her legs up and waited for the next bargain maker to walk in. There wasn’t much to the old record shop, it had been in the same place since the early 1700s. Its first incarnation was a tavern, and it stayed that way up until prohibition then it was turned into a speakeasy where music filled its walls until the witching hour rang at 3am. The Keeper was from an extensive line of humans who knew what lurked in the darkness but never told a soul. It was a bargain struck by one of the first of their bloodlines upon seeing a creature in the ancient forests of the old world trading a bag of gold for a small, inscribed bowl soaked in blood. 
Midnight to three was for the creatures themselves. They could have their bargains struck in the dark lot but never inside. But once the clock struck midnight, they could enter the shop in their true forms. It became a gathering place for them, and The Keeper was the only human to be there. 
“Hey is this bin actually cursed?” One of the patrons asked as The Keeper looked up and rolled her eyes.
“Yeah it is. Songs are simply spells cast over the humans who listen to them and many songs are cursed, if you want to test that, feel free to buy the entire bin and listen to them seven times in a row. If you’re ears aren’t bleeding or you haven’t gone on a murder spree, consider yourself lucky.” 
Waiting for the guy to respond, The Keeper stared him down until the uncomfortable feeling of dread came over him and he put down the bin.
“Nah, I’m good. I will just take this old AC/DC album. They aren’t cursed, are they?” He whispered pensively.
The Keeper hopped off her chair, leaned over the counter and looked him dead in the eye.
“No, they are just immortal, and sacrifice guys like you to the pagan gods of old.” Snatching the money from his hand, The Keeper made change and handed it back to him along with the album.
“Remember, if your ears start bleeding, it’s not a curse, it’s just too fucking loud.” Laughing she watched the kid scurry from the store and took her seat.
“Fuck these people are weird.” Muttering to herself and pulled out a first edition of A Streetcar Named Desire by Tennessee Williams when the door swung open, and a disheveled man rushed through to the counter. He babbled incoherently, throwing his hands around and had the wild look of a broken ventriloquist doll on his face.
“What the fuck?” She exclaimed and the few patrons left turned around to see the commotion but turned back to their records just as quickly.
The one thing about Forbidden Vinyl wasn’t that it sat at a crossroads, it also had a way of shielding the humans that frequented it, from all supernatural activity with a glamour set by an Infernal when it was built. They wouldn’t hear, see, or have physical encounters with the paranormal creatures unless the Supernatural’s and Infernals wanted them to. 
“You didn’t read the fucking contract, did you?” The Keeper shook her head and pulled out a silver dagger from under the counter. Grabbing his hand, she pierced his fingertip and squeezed a drop of blood onto the counter. It quickly oxidized and turned into a murky black goo. 
“Dude, you are totally fucked. I don’t deal with the consequences of your actions. That is your problem. Did you at least ask for something worthwhile? Probably not. It was all selfish gain, as always.” She snapped and he finally was able to speak coherent words.
“I need to change my bargain, this isn’t what I wanted!” He frantically exclaimed and the keeper pointed to the sign on the counter.
“You deal with the consequences. Not me.”
He opened his mouth, but no words came out but something else did.
“Buckaw!” His hands slammed over his mouth as a blue sheen washed over them.
“Not another one. Sorry dude, you are going on the wall.” The Keeper reached under the counter, pulled out a polaroid camera and snapped a photo. The print ejected out and she waited for it to develop as the man tried to get other people to help him, but they were under the illusion veil and didn’t see him.
He ran out the door and the Keeper followed behind seeing a trail of blue feathers going to the center of the lot. She followed for a few feet until the feathers turned into a pile of clothes, and she lifted up the shirt and there was a blue rooster. Pecking at the pants and looked up at her with nothing but curiosity.
“Azrahel! Come get this blue bastard out of my lot!” The Keeper shouted and a laugh rang out from the murky darkness of the bayou.
“What is with you and the blue rooster thing? Is this one going to a farm upstate? Or to Nebraska?” The Keeper looked to the Infernal who smiled and shook his head.
“Oh come on Keeper, it’s funny. They are desperate for fame, to be the most talented, the biggest thing to ever live, why would I not humble them at the end of their contract? Its fucking funny. No one ever reads the last lines of the bargain. Blue Rooster. Sounds like a redneck rockabilly band.” He laughed and picked up the blue bird and walked back into the darkness, vanishing with a clap of the thunder.
“Great, you could have at least taken his clothes with you!” She shouted after him.
Gathering up the pile of discarded garments, the keeper balled them up and tossed them into the trash bin at the side of the building. The night was filled with sounds of the bayou, crickets, frogs, and gators creeping alongside the murky water. The air hung thickly like a noose around her neck and all she wanted was to go home and go to bed. 
However the clock would soon strike midnight, and the humans needed to get out before the really scary things came.
Normally the Collectors would come and take the souls of the contracted, but Azrahel was more hands on and had a sick humor of wanting to make sure his were humiliated beyond saving. He also had a penchant for Oreos dunked in root beer. Peanuts in RC Cola she could understand, but the Oreos in root beer? Fucking weirdo Infernals.
There was no saving of anyone. You made the bargain, signed in blood, and were given a finite amount of time to get whatever it was you bargained your soul for. Once the time was up, The Collectors brought you back and took your soul. Some tried to bargain again or run, but it never worked. Once in a great while they would attempt to make a deal for protection from another creature of darkness, but it was futile. 
As the old saying goes, the devil always gets his due.
Attempting to pit one Infernal against another or a vampire was an easy way to be shredded and lashed to a tree in the bayou and be eaten over and over like Prometheus. Every day being regenerated just to be torn apart by the gators and catfish until the Collectors returned to take the soul into the darkness. They had their duties, and The Keeper had hers. Sell the records and collectibles and keep track of all the contracts. Finding the rare albums and highly sought after memorabilia was of more interest to her than the soul wheeling’s and dealings. 
Sometimes she felt sorry for them, but most were just in it for the wrong reasons and paid for it dearly. Many of them never returned to the shop to honor the end of their deal but the Collectors always found a way to get them. Tragic accidents, overdoses, heart stops beating while onstage, always at the height of their fame. The papers and magazines always had the same story to tell. They couldn’t handle the fame, everything overwhelmed them and how they usually left behind family and children to pick up the pieces. After a few weeks, the stories faded into the obscure history of entertainment but once in a while, either a few months or even years after their demise, whispers of what really transpired would make the rounds. 
It was always chalked up to rumors of course, but some people would get closer to the truth and find out about Forbidden Vinyl.
They would come in, loaded with questions, conspiracies and ask her everything they could, and the answer was always the same.
“I have no clue what you are talking about, so buy something or get out.” 
They would leave and The Keeper would return to the counter. 
Same thing every night.
Until that night.
Walking back to the front of the shop, The Keeper felt a chill up her spine and turned to see eyes staring at her from the darkness by the edge of the murky bayou. The light from the shop cast only a few feet out but the eyes glowed unnaturally of their own accord. 
"Hey, what are you doing over there?” The Keeper called out, but the figure made no attempt to move.
“Alright fine, if you don’t want to be seen, then you stay there until the humans are gone. No attacking them for any reason. Got it?”
The figure released a long sigh, taking a few steps forward into the dim light and The Keeper froze where she stood.
“Fuck.” She muttered and the creature chuckled.
“You are the Keeper of Forbidden Vinyl. Never thought Keepers were actually real. You seem shorter in person. Disappointing.”
“You are a fucking Djinn. Aren’t you supposed to be granting wishes or trapped in a bottle or something? I don’t know how you escaped your prison, but Djinn are not allowed at the crossroads, due to your tendency of grabbing souls before the Collectors do. I have no fucking problem having you trapped in a jar and tossing you into the bayou. Fucking leave. Now.”
The Keeper knew she was outmatched, and the Djinn could kill her, but it would leave the crossroads empty of a Keeper which would cause chaos within the Infernal ranks and hierarchy.
“Oh come on Keeper, I was kidding! I am just here for some Hendrix. Jesus, you act like I am gonna start sucking the life outta these human saps. Do you learn anything from previous Keepers, or do you just go in blind? I have plenty of wishes to grant and souls to take but that’s not why I am here. You actually have some records I want so, yeah. If you wanna make this extra awkward that guy at the diner you have been eyeing? Totally gay. He is banging the line cook.”
The Keeper’s jaw dropped and threw her hands up in exasperation.
“Oh fuck you, wait how do you know about that?” 
He chuckled and replied, “Well, when two people really like each other, they make plans to make the beast with two backs and in this case, two rhinos poking each other. A lot. I don’t recommend ever ordering soft serve from there again. Unless you like it a little swirly with nuts.”
“Oh my god. Gross. Yeah no more talking you perv. You have to come back after midnight til 3am. The humans will be gone, and I swear to god if you ever mention soft serve again, I will murder you. Understand?” Shaking her head, The Keeper walked back inside with the laughter of the Djinn following behind her.
She took her seat back behind the counter and waited until the last of the people made their purchases as the clock on the wall ticked by closer and closer to midnight.
As if on cue, all of the final human patrons checked out and made their way out the of the shop as the clock slowed to a snail crawling tick, tick, tick. 
The clock stopped right at midnight and a low rumble shook the floor. Outside in the lot, only one Collector was present as he waited for the human to arrive and reap their soul.
The Djinn skipped passed him gleefully almost daring the Collector to do or say something.
“Careful Djinn, my patience with your bullshit is on thin ice this evening.” He growled at the Djinn who blew a kiss while yanking the door open.
“Alright KEEPER!!!!!! Find me some music!” The Djinn roared as the lights dimmed to almost total darkness and left nothing but the chandeliers to see by. That was one quality all Supernatural beings shared. The ability to see in the dark. For most who thrived in the darkness, bright artificial lights would send them into whiteout blindness and that made them vulnerable to potential attacks from their enemies, which were many in the nether veil world.
“Please tell me there is an old bottle of moonshine under that counter doll face!” A booming voice shook the walls as a massive creature ducked under the doorframe and pulled off his coat. He was hairy, head to toe, massive claws and the sharpest canine teeth that could shred flesh like butter.
“Landry you know this ain’t a speakeasy anymore, right? I know you are 300 years or some shit but if you wanted moonshine, you could have stopped by old Reds on the way through the bayou. It’s not like that old bastard doesn’t know what you are. He is about the same fucking age. Plus last time you spilled it all over my rare Joan Jett B Side from Japan and it damn near stripped it naked.” She retorted and Landry grinned at her.
“Fine Keeper of Cursed Vinyl and all things musically macabre. You always gotta take the fun outta life, don’t you?” He took a seat at one of the listening stations and started jamming to Metallica.
“Yeah, that’s me, the fun taker out of life. There is beer in the cooler in the back.” She muttered and walked to the door. The Keeper saw a Collector nodded at her as a figure, pale and gaunt made its way to the red glowing pavement beneath them. 
She watched as the figure held out its hands and the Collector took them and whispered a few ancient incantations before the figure crumbled into dust. The wind gust quickly whisked all of the remains away and the only thing left was a small glowing orb, faintly throbbing in the air. The Collector pulled out a small ring box, opened it and placed the orb inside. She turned to The Keeper, took a bow, and was gone in the blink of an eye.
That part of the reaping The Keeper could never get used to. But like the sign said, they had to deal with the consequences, not her. 
“Hey Keeper! Where is that unreleased Hendrix? I know you found a copy somewhere. Pony it up already.” The Djinn shouted to her as she walked to the back and opened up the vault door. It was left over from the tavern days to keep the food cool in the summer, hide the moonshine during prohibition and now it housed the rarest of all the collectibles along with the contracts from all the bartered souls. 
She rooted around for a moment until the album the Djinn was looking for appeared.
“Found it. Recorded at Electric Lady Studios at 3:33am on August 31st, 1970. Eighteen days before his demise. There is a fucking reason people shouldn’t cover this goddamn song.”
Handing the Djinn the 45, she looked at the handwritten title on the sleeve and shook her head.
Crossroad Blues, covered by Jimi Hendrix.
It was never released and no one apart from his closest two confidants ever knew he had recorded it. The rumors surrounded what happened that night were rampant but all she ever was privy to was he wanted to record his version of the song, was told in a dream by the spirit of Robert Johnson not to, he ignored it, recorded it at 3:33am on August 31st and by September 18th, he was dead. Choked on his own vomit after overdosing on barbiturates. 
The infamous 27 club had claimed its newest member. 
The Djinn was older than most of the creatures she had encountered so the certainty of the curse not befalling him was cemented.
“Thanks Keeper don’t worry about that guy at the diner, you could do better. Maybe haul your ass down to New Orleans for a few days and rustle up some street artist or musician and desecrate a cemetery, I’m sure the ghosts won’t mind a show.” He leered and she glared back at him.
“Are you always this gross? Just pay me already and go away. I have another three hours dealing with this.”
“Nah, I think I will stick around for a bit, its spooky out there.” He grinned and went to one of the listening stations and took a seat down from the werewolf Landry.
She took her seat behind the counter and watched the door for any other creatures coming through. The wait wasn’t long.
“Well good evening Keeper, you look like you could use some relief.” A tall and unnaturally handsome man walked in and made a beeline directly for her.
“Xaviar. What a shock to find you here when there are no ladies around. Looking for more mood music to seduce innocent women into giving you their bodies and bits of their souls? You have the entire Barry White catalog already.” The Keeper replied and his seductive laugh sent shivers up her spine.
Leaning on the counter he stared deep into her eyes and her heart fluttered faster as his eyes changed color, and his fingers crept across the counter onto hers. The tiny electric shocks from his touch reverberated through her entire body causing her to gasp lightly and the walls to glow with a strange iridescent light.
The longer the gaze lasted, the more she wanted him to ravage her on the counter. 
“Now that is interesting.” He whispered.
“I can taste the air around your flesh, the droplets of perspiration down your neck and that scent of yours. Delicious. I have muscles, skills, and pure magic throbbing all through this body, let me show you what you are missing and desperately needing Keeper.”
He leaned in and his lips hovered above hers for a moment but before they could make contact, Xavier was snatched backwards by Landry who growled deeply at him.
“You know better than to seduce a Keeper. The Collectors would destroy you in a heartbeat. You and that Succubus Ilara.” 
“Oh come off it Landry, like you never wanted to have the one thing that is supposedly forbidden to us. A Keeper. She is so delectable.” He leered at The Keeper, and she shook her head, clearing her thoughts and glared at Xavier.
“You smarmy bastard. Don’t you ever pull that shit again. What the fuck. I swear if you do that again, I will deck you. Fucking gross.” 
Xavier laughed and smiled at her.
“You know you need that back of yours blown out, I was simply offering up my services to help you relieve that stress. Think of me like a chiropractor. But with a happy ending.” He chuckled.
“Great an incubus gigolo. Yep, that is what every woman craves. Go away and find some monks chanting tomes or something to dampen that libido. Seriously, and you better pay cash this time, not favors or jewels from whatever woman you seduced and reduced to nothing. Got it?” She said and he laughed again and nodded.
“Yes ma’am. One day Keeper, I will know that body in every way possible. And your name. I can be patient.” Winking at her, Xavier sauntered to the back of the shop still laughing to himself.
“Thanks for the save Landry. Hopefully, that’s the only weird ass thing to happen tonight.” 
He nodded and went back to listening to the wall digging through the bins for more vinyl. 
Her name, which was one thing the Supernatural creatures were never to be privileged to in regard to the Keepers. It would give whatever Infernal or Supernatural power over them which included access to all of the contracts and souls attached. The scales would be tipped, and it would get ugly.
Three hours passed and the clock began to tick closer to three am, a welcome sound to the Keeper. 
 “Alright boys, pay up and get going. I need food, sleep and possibly sunlight later.”
Standing up, she stretched out her arms and walked to the front to turn off the open sign. The sounds of the swamp had died down and it was eerily silent as she stared out into the darkness.
Only one deal made and one redeemed. Pretty slow night in her eyes.
“Be safe getting home Keeper, you don’t know what kind of weirdos are lurking out there. I mean we are totally on the up and up, but you know humans, they are the fucking scum of the earth.” Landry gave her a nudge and a wink as a he walked out into the darkness and began whistling a slow tune. 
“Hey, don’t whistle in the woods at night! That’ll call all the dark spirits!” She shouted after him, but he was already gone.
“You mean like me?” A small voice popped up and the Keeper whipped around to see a tiny wisp of a girl in a white nightgown standing in the lot. She had an ethereal glow around her, but it was blood red and something unsettling oozed off of her.
“Who the fuck, or more importantly, what the fuck are you?” The Keeper asked and the little girl cocked her head and smiled, showing an empty mouth, no teeth and black goo dripping from it.
“I just want to play Keeper, the werewolf whistled, and I came. Being the witching hour and all, I just wanted to make a friend, what’s your name? I am Victoria.”
The Keeper took a step back as Xaviar and the Djinn walked out and jumped back at the sight of the little ghost girl.
“Oh fucking gross, no wonder you have no teeth, you shoulda brushed more ya creepy little slug.” Xavier exclaimed and the Djinn burst out into laughter.
“Yeah, it’s the 90s, creepy child ghosts from the 1800’s aren’t in style any longer, hate to break it to ya kid. Maybe try more an Alex Mack or Clarissa explains it all.” The Djinn chimed in as Xavier and the Keeper turned and looked at him with confusion.
“What? I happen to enjoy the irreverent television shows of teenagers. They are just odd. How about it, little creeper, want me to grant you a wish and maybe make you into a real girl, once less inclined to vomit black gunk all over the place, with teeth?” He grinned and the girl vanished with a pop, leaving a puddle of black sticky goo on the ground.
“I am not cleaning that up.” The Keeper said and went inside to close down.
Once all the lights were off and cash was counted, The Keeper locked up the shop and walked out into the lot. The darkness enveloped her as she walked down the road towards the lone diner in town unaware that eyes watched her from the swamp.
A figure emerged and stayed far enough behind where the Keeper wouldn’t notice him and followed her down the road until lights appeared in the distance and the neon sign of an old diner illuminated the road and trees surrounding it. 
He stopped, waited until she walked in and took a seat at a booth closest to the back.
“Hey man, whatcha doing?” A voice popped up behind him and the man jumped back, falling on the ground with fear in his eyes.
“Wh-what are you?” His voice trembled as the Djinn smiled and looked back up to see what the guy was looking at. 
The Keeper. Sitting in her favorite booth at the run-down diner.
“You want her? I can make that happen you know, just come to Forbidden Vinyl tomorrow night and I can make all of your dreams come true, including getting her. If that is what you truly desire. I mean you could do better but to each their own. How about it?” 
The Djinn held out his hand, but the man didn’t take and pushed himself off the ground.
“Look buddy, I dunno what kind of weird stuff you are into, but I am just lost, my motorcycle broke down by the swamp and I was trying to find a phone. Man people around here are weird.”
The Djinn gave a quick nod and walked back behind the diner and vanished from sight.
The man waited until he was certain the Djinn was gone and made his way into the diner. He knew who she was and what she did. 
There was a deal struck, and he needed out of it. Now.






  
  Chapter 2

“Hey Keeper, you want your usual? Bacon, scrambled eggs, biscuit, and hash browns?” The cook yelled out from the diner. The one who was banging the guy she was crushing on who now seemed to be gay, how she missed it, was a fucking mystery. 
“Yeah, sounds good.” She shouted back, leaned back into the booth, and closed her eyes for a moment.
The door opened with a chime and the man who followed her from the shop came in and sat in the booth by the door and faced her direction.
“Hey, look over the menu and shout out what you want, no servers tonight.” The cook called to the guy who picked up the menu and perused it while watching the Keeper for a moment.
“Just bacon, eggs sunny side up and coffee.” He yelled back and the moment he spoke, the Keeper opened her eyes and glanced over to him. It was a gaze that seemed longer than it truly was. His eyes caught hers and she froze for a moment. Her breath caught in her throat as he looked at her and there was something about him that she couldn’t break her gaze from. He was handsome for certain but there was something else about him that drew her in.
“Hey Keeper of cursed vinyl, order up!” The cook shouted and she jumped out of the booth and grabbed her food from the window.
Sitting back down, her eyes moved back to the man and there was something uncomfortable about the way he looked at her. He wasn’t a creature of any kind, just a human. Staring at her.
He got up, walked slowly over, and took a seat across from her.
“Can I help you?” She asked and he nodded.
“I hear you can find rare music, the so-called Keeper of Forbidden Vinyl. I am looking for something that I think you may have. I have traveled a long way for it.”
“Well as you can see, I am not at the shop, and we have a ton of vinyl and memorabilia, but it’s not inventoried in my head. Come back when we open tomorrow, six til midnight.” She replied.
“Can I at least eat with you? Since I am already here, and my food is up.”
No sooner had the words come out of his mouth, than the cook yelled out order up.
“Fine, just don’t talk, I am eating and like the quiet.” She responded and he nodded.
For the next thirty minutes, they sat in silence, ate their food, and didn’t talk.
During those long moments, The Keeper glanced up at him a few times and she was struck by his handsome face. His dark auburn hair tousled around his face, curling around his ears. The Keeper noticed a small scar running down the side of his sharp jawline and his eyes were the deepest emerald she had ever seen. The longer she stared, the more she felt a flutter in the pit of her stomach. It had been years since she last felt that way, but this was different. 
It wasn’t a feeling like when Djinn or Xaviar tried to seduce her, it was more. Looking up at her, he felt something course through his hands. Reaching for the salt, his hand brushed hers and she gasped lightly and pulled away.
“Sorry.” He muttered and The Keeper shook her head and continued eating.
When they were finished, she threw a $20 on the table and got up to leave.
“Tomorrow night, six pm. It sits at a crossroads doesn’t it?” He asked and she nodded. 
“Sounds spooky, hope making a deal with the devil doesn’t take too long.” He grinned and she stopped and turned to him.
“You are here for a deal. Typical. Better read all the fine print and be specific cause the Infernals don’t play around. You do it in the lot outside, not in the shop. Understand me?” Her eyes darkened and he held his hands up laughing nervously.
“Hey, I was kidding! Seriously, none of that shit is real and I don’t believe in any of it. I just want some rare vinyl’s for my collection, which is all. I swear if I didn’t know any better, I would think you were serious and believed in all this hokum. Promise, I don’t wanna make a deal with anything unless we are gonna haggle over the vinyl’s if you actually have them, which I am having serious doubts that you have them or can acquire them for me. We will see.” He retorted and she rolled her eyes at him.
“If its old Beatles music, I don’t carry it. I fucking hate them. And you look douchy enough to want Beatles music in your so-called collection. Laters gators.”
She walked to the door as he called out after her.
“Hey, what’s your name?” 
She walked out without answering and left him with nothing. Not even a phone number.
Leaving another $20 on the table, he walked out and back to the crossroads where his bike was hidden between the trees. He wasn’t leaving until she gave him what he was after. 
She was a looker, which was certain. Hearing about the infamous Keeper of Forbidden Vinyl, he didn’t know what to expect but it certainly wasn’t the woman who sat across from him in the diner. Up close and personal. He had watched her for weeks, but it was always at a distance. 
Her eyes were a hazel green with a few lines around them, her hair pulled back into a ponytail and her heart-shaped face filled with suspicion of him. Which was rightly so on her part. But he had little time to ponder on her and what could be or could have been. There was a pressing matter at hand, and he needed to get into Forbidden Vinyl as soon as possible. Time was running short, and The Keeper held the very thing that he needed.
A little while later, The Keeper made her way into the old house that had been in her family as long they were keepers of the crossroads and the shop long before it was Forbidden Vinyl.
The porch creaked and groaned as she walked across it, and a dim light popped on once she put her key in the lock. Walking inside, she was greeted by the resident cat, Bread. He came from an extensive line of cats that had been attached to the property since the 1700s. 
“Hey Bread, thanks for turning on the light. Let’s get ready for bed, it’s been long ass night.” Bread meowed back at her and followed into the kitchen ready for his meal and waited patiently for her to fix it up for him and placed it on the dining table. He may have been a cat but he sure as hell was bougie and had to eat on the dining table like a fancy lord of the manor. 
After a quick shower, The Keeper waited until she heard the thump of the daily paper hit the porch and went outside to grab it. The early morning was beginning to rouse with the birds and bugs singing and as much as watching the sunrise appealed to her, the big ass comfy bed was all she wanted. 
Closing the curtains and locking the doors, she picked up Bread and flopped down on the bed. It was as old as the house itself, carved from an ancient oak and in the same room for centuries. 
“Alright Bread, we gotta sleep. It’s gonna be a long ass day today.”
He meowed at her again and walked in a circle three times before finding the right spot and curled up into a little swirl, passed out purring and The Keeper fell into a deep sleep right after. 
“Keeper, wake up. You are dreaming again. Wake the fuck up.” A voice cut through her dreams as The Keeper groaned and she heard the voice again.
“Keeper, you have to beware. Bread is going to eat your face off cause he thinks you are dead. Cats always eat their deceased owners so wake up!” The voice jolted her awake and she turned to see a figure falling on the floor laughing of her bedroom.
“I locked the fucking doors just so you wouldn’t pull this shit again and here you are, doing it again! What the fuck is wrong with you Gage? I was fucking sleeping good for once and you had to ruin it. Fine I am fucking awake, you ass.” The Keeper grumbled and rolled over in her bed as Gage picked up Bread and went to the kitchen.
“Hey, how come there aren’t any deviled eggs in the fridge? I wanted some!” Gage shouted as The Keeper got up and shuffled to the fridge.
“I haven’t been home to cook at all you mooch, here is a dozen eggs, make em yourself.” Shoving the carton in his hands, she went into the living room, plopped down on the sofa, and started reading the paper.
“Fine I will have cereal. Jeez you are grumpy today. I wanted to come down to the store later and pick out some new music. I think I can finally get Sophie Reacheux to go on a date with me. She has said no for months but I think I can convince her as long as I have some of that magic music you carry.”
“I am not helping you con that poor girl into a date. You are repulsive and if she said no a bunch of fucking times, pretty sure that means she doesn’t like you.” He laughed and shrugged.
“Hey, I could always serenade her. Understand me. I’m not like an ordinary world I have my madness, I live in another dimension, and I do not have time for things that have no soul.”
“Nice try but that’s not song lyrics and I doubt she would know what that is from. Surprised you do.” 
“Um I saw it on some sticker at the gas station. Sounded pretty righteous.” 
The Keeper shook her head sighing loud enough to startle Bread.
“It’s Charles Bukowski you half-wit. To serenade someone, you have to sing, that is the entire point. Now am I telling you to stand outside her window holding a boombox playing In Your Eyes? No, but for the love of fucking hell, be a Lloyd and not a Duckie. That is all I ask.”
Gage laughed and put the eggs back in the fridge.
“Fine, I will try a different approach. Sneak her into the drive in and pantomime an entire movie for her on the screen, complete with sound effects?” He grinned an
“You will be single forever. Come by the shop around nine. Let me see if I can dig something up for you. No promises on if it will work but for the love all that is infernal, don’t show your weirdness til at least the third date. If you even make it past this one…” 
Gage nodded and left the same way he apparently came in, through the front window.
“I need to lock the windows when I go to bed, right Bread?” 
He responded with loud yawn and meow as he flopped on the sofa and fell asleep.
The rest of the afternoon flew by and six pm rang around back at the shop. Thankfully, no one was waiting to get in but the weird feeling she got from the guy at the diner came over her again.
The sun was still halfway in the sky, peeking through the trees in swamp and reflecting off the water and The Keeper felt eyes on her. Not a person in sight but she was being watched and felt it to her bones.
The wind kicked up and she heard something coming from the opposite side of the swamp. It was faint at first, but the sounds grew louder as the wind whooshed around her legs and the twang of a guitar through the reeds poking out of the water.
The tune grew louder, and a man’s voice began to sing.
“Standin’ at the crossroads, risin’ sun goin down, Standin’ at the crossroads baby, the risin’ sun goin’ down, I believe to my soul now, po’ Bob is sinkin down.”
Fuck.
A shadow of a man emerged from the trees, and it wasn’t Robert Johnson. It was another soul cursed by the Crossroad Blues song. 
He sang for another minute as the wind raged around them and then, in the blink of an eye, all was quiet. 
The Keeper released a breath she had held in from the moment she heard the song play, it was one of the most famous and cursed songs ever recorded. When one of the unfortunate souls who covered the song died, they were cursed to wander the bayou, singing bits of the song, and foretelling yet another person to be taken by the curse.
“Great, glad this happened before anyone showed up tonight.” She muttered.
“What happened?” A man’s voice came out of nowhere and The Keeper jumped and screamed like a banshee.
“AAAAHHHHH what the fuck? Where the hell did you come from? You shouldn’t sneak up on people like that! Are you mental or just a creepy stalker?” Clutching her chest, The Keeper tried to catch her breath as her eyes focused and it was him, the handsome guy from the diner.
“Sorry, I uh thought you saw me pulling up. I wanted to get here before you got busy. You know, to find those records I asked you about? Didn’t mean to give you a fright.”
He sheepishly grinned at her and followed her to the door. 
“Here I can get that for you.” Holding out his hand, The Keeper saw the faint outlines of a tattoo on his hand that wound up his shirt. It looked oddly familiar but most bikers she had encounter had the same or similar tattoos, but this one felt like déjà vu. 
She shook her head, unlocked the door, and stepped inside. Flipping the lights she walked around the counter and dropped her bag.
“Take a look around but don’t move anything Diner, the chaos is organized, got it?” She narrowed her eyes at him, and he nodded.
“Diner? That’s what you are gonna call me? Fair enough, Keeper.”
Grinning at her, he turned his attentions to the rows of albums and occasionally looked up to see what she was doing behind the counter but the minute her eyes locked with his, he quickly turned his attentions back to the rows of vinyl’s. 
The Keeper couldn’t help but look at him and noticed his sharp jawline with a five-o clock shadow and a scar that cut through his eyebrow. She tried to get a better look at the tattoo on his hand, but he had pulled his jacket down over it. He was handsome, that was for certain, but it wasn’t the dazzling or supernatural type of attraction she was usually around at the shop. She wanted to stare at him a little longer, but he was searching for albums and that was her calling. Hopping off her chair, The Keeper walked over to him.
“What albums were you looking for anyways?” She asked and he jumped back.
“Wait how the hell did you get over here? You were just sitting at the counter. What are you? A witch or something?” His voice trembled and she laughed at the absurdity.
“No, no I am not a witch. You asked me if I had or could locate some rare albums, well, what are they?” 
“The Velvet Underground, Andy Warhol cover, original pressing of Robert Johnson Hellhound on my Trail and the second print pressing of Seraphim Hayes’s Blues of the Infernal. The blue version.”
The Keeper turned and walked back through the stacks of albums, disappeared in the vault for a few moments and when she emerged, three albums were in her hand.
“Yeah, I got em. Problem is, I don’t think you can afford them. They are some of the rarest albums in the world. The Velvet Underground is worth $60k in perfect condition and I doubt you have that in cash on you. The Robert Johnson 45 single is $45k and Seraphim Hayes? That’ll set you back at least $100k. There were only three printed of the second pressing, this one is the only one that has never been played or taken out of its sleeve.” Walking to the counter, The Keeper took her seat and propped her feet up, not taking her hands off the albums as he walked over to her.
“Question for you, how would you even know who Seraphim Hayes was? No one knows about her. She was a small-time blues singer in the French Quarter in the 30s.” The Keeper asked pointedly, and his demeanor changed instantly.
“I just wanted to assure you had them, I will be back tomorrow, with cash, for all three. I’m surprised you don’t have the black version of Blues of the Infernal. That one I hear is a killer.” Grinning at her, he turned and walked out the door but not before calling back to her.
“See you tomorrow Keeper of the Forbidden Vinyl.” 
“Yeah, I doubt you will be back Diner.” She shouted back as he got on his motorcycle and left with a roar.
“Yeah, he ain’t coming back.” She muttered to herself and returned the albums to the vault. Before putting back Seraphim Hayes, The Keeper turned it over and gazed at the cover art and song titles.
Seraphim was only known in the French Quarter for a couple of years and then she vanished. No one knew if she simply faded into obscurity or something more sinister happened. 
The Black version of the album had only one original copy left in existence and The Keeper knew who had it. Which was strange that he knew that even existed. No one still alive knew about it. The factory where the albums were pressed had burned down then flooded during a hurricane and all the records and everything else was destroyed. Except for one. 
Blues Of The Infernal. Black Version. 
When the waters receded after the hurricane, the cleaning crews were sifting through the burned and waterlogged remains and found a body. Charred with its mouth wide open in terror, its eye sockets wide open in an endless void. In its arms was the album. Seemingly untouched by the fire or water. 
The black version had the haunting cries of dead souls woven through the entire record. The first person to hear it was driven to insanity and threw themselves off a bridge because the pain of the souls cries destroyed their comprehension of reality. It happened again and again until all of the copies were found and burned. All except the one found in charred arms of the unfortunate worker of the factory.
It was taken by one of the workmen and hidden away in an old barn for decades after until one gloomy evening, in the dead of winter, a strange man came to Forbidden Vinyl looking for it. He was dressed like he walked out of an old MGM film from the 1940’s. He handed her an old, crumpled piece of paper with the title on it and said he would return when she found it. He walked out without leaving any sort of contact information and vanished into the chilly night. It took months before she could locate it, but the moment she had it in hand, he mysteriously appeared, paid cash, and left. Never returned. 
The album was sought after because it had the only live recording of Robert Johnson playing guitar and singing with Seraphim. She always sang alone and there were legends of her peculiar way of drawing men into the blues club where she sang. Men of all creeds came to worship at the altar of Seraphim Hayes and forked over quite a bit of money to do it.
The Keeper knew she wasn’t a succubus or a siren, but there was something about the way she sang, the pain in her voice, which made the listener think she had been to the depths of Hades itself and returned with gifts no other woman at the time had. 
She had to have made a deal at the crossroads. The contracts were locked away in the vault and The Keeper was never allowed to dig through them, but now her curiosity was piqued.
There were copies made of the original album that weren’t rare or highly sought after, but there was one song with Seraphim and Robert that wasn’t on them. The song only appeared on the three original pressings. No matter how many times people tried to copy them, the song would never record. There was always feedback issues or just silence. The Keeper had heard the song three times in her life. Because unbeknownst to anyone, she held all three copies of the record. 
One was burned on almost the entire disc except for the one song. The other which Diner wanted to buy had never been removed from its sleeve and the third, had been played more times than she knew. 
The track list only had six songs, and the final one had an eerie quality to it. It was recorded at the River Rue Blues Club with Robert Johnson October 31st, 1936. One year to the day before she vanished from the French Quarter. 
It was rare to have a live performance recorded but Robert Johnson had been spotted in the Quarter and was invited by Seraphim herself to perform at the club. 
Seraphim requested six songs to perform with Robert to be recorded. 
Soul of Infernal Dream was the one song on the album that stuck with anyone who heard it. No matter if it was one time or a hundred, the first strums of Robert Johnsons guitar and Seraphim’s words flowed through the mind and stay there, never to be forgotten.
It was haunting, there was no audience reaction on the recording, just the two of them on the stage. Surrounded by mesmerized patrons, each strum of the guitar reverberated through the record, her vocals sent chills down the spines of everyone there and anyone who heard it after the record was released. 
Pulling out the well-worn copy, The Keeper placed it on the old player behind the counter, placed the needle in the grooves of the album and turned it on.
The first strums of the guitar filled the speakers through the store as she leaned back in her chair, closing her eyes waiting for Seraphim to sing the first haunting lyrics.
“Walking along the banks of the bayou.
the souls of the infernal call to you. 
I see them turning
Writhing in pain
Burning in the eternal flames
One more we need
One more they beg
The souls of the infernal 
Call to you
Call to you
I dream of a night like this
One where you are there
But I know that illusion
I only hear the scream of the
Soul of Infernal Dream”
The door opened and a few people walked in, and The Keeper quickly took the album off and replaced it before they heard any of the lyrics. No need for them to become entranced and wanting a copy of it, which would be bad all around.
The night went by quickly, a few souls reaped and three bargained as The Collectors got their souls and the Infernals made their deals. Each time the lights flickered, another deal went through. Once the last of the humans had departed, The Keeper waited for the Supernatural’s like Landry or Djinn to arrive but not one appeared. 
Three hours later she closed up the shop and stepped outside to make her nightly walk to the diner.
The creatures of the bayou were silent and something in the air felt off and uneasy. A faint whisper in the breeze started off quietly and grew with every brush of the wind. 
“Hhhhheee.” 
“Hhheeeelll.”
“Hhheelllppp.”
Whipping around, The Keeper looked to the bayou to see a hand reaching up from the water. 
She knew better than to get closer, there were shreds of souls wanting to be made whole again and this was one of them. A fucking wraith.
Her heart racing faster, The Keeper stepped back as slowly as possible so it wouldn’t see her. The arm bent unnaturally as the creature grasped at the reeds and a face appeared, gaunt, skeletal, and rotting flesh hanging from its blackened bones. 
The Keeper had only two choices, run back to the shop and get the door unlocked fast before the creature could catch her, or take her chances and run to the diner.
Either way, it was going to see her and even being shredded souls, they moved fast and would catch anyone who was unfortunate enough to cross paths with them.
Her only option was the shop. 
Her hand shaking, The Keeper pulled out the keys as quietly as she could and stepped slowly sideways back to the shop. It was forty feet away and the longest steps she had ever taken.
It was fully out of the swamp, crawling across the ground, the sound of its bones scraping across the asphalt and wheezing help with every inch it crawled. 
The Keeper was almost to the door, just a few more feet, and she would make it inside.
The Keeper kept her eye on it and out of nowhere, it pushed itself up from the ground and its hollow eye sockets turned to her. With no eyes it could still sense she was there.
Fuck.
The Keeper took off in a dead run to the shop as did the rotting corpse. 
“Shit, shit, shit!” She exclaimed as the keys dropped from her hand to the ground and she quickly tried to grab them but by the time she did, the creature had reached her.
The Keeper wasn’t magickal, she had no powers or strength to fight it off. She was well and truly fucked.
The creature exhaled the foulest stench into the air and The Keeper gagged at the smell. It was worse than death and garbage combined.
“Heellpp.” The creature whispered and the empty sockets of its eyes stared at her, how it could see was a mystery to her.
“I-I can’t. I am not responsible for your bargains and contracts. I am just The Keeper.” She stuttered as the creature threw its head back and roared in rageful agony.
Her hands shaking, The Keeper felt through the keys until she found the one for the door and tried to unlock it from behind her back. 
Her hands trembled violently but finally, by some miracle, the key found its way into the lock. Quietly turning it, The Keeper reached for the handle, but the creature heard it and grabbed her by the shoulders, throwing her across the lot and into the bayou.
Gasping for air, The Keeper tried to get out of the water, but the creature was entirely too fast and ran to her with preternatural speed, jumped into the bayou and held her under the water as she tried to get away, but it was useless. Struggling to get back up above the water, The Keeper clawed at the wraith, but she felt her body sink further into the mud and the air in her lungs be drowned with water. Using the last of her strength, The Keeper grabbed at the wraiths bony legs and yanked hard, knocked it back into the bayou. She finally got her head above water and managed two gulps of air before it grabbed her again, this time pushing her down deep into the mud and covering her face with both of its bony hands and there was no escape. She was going to die just so the wraith could reclaim its life.
Suddenly, the creature was ripped away from her, and she felt strong
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