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The Outsiders, Part Six
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Sara Moon stepped off the bus in San
Antonio, Texas, her first thought—melting in the heat—was
How could anybody live here? Her
second was of a name—David Moon,
her father.

Why had Lord Vlad mentioned it? What interest
did that pasty vampire have in her father?

Before she could think any more, she
darted out of the burning sun, into the shade of the terminal.
Across the street, past the iron-grilled fence, a San Antonian sat
inside a fancy air-conditioned restaurant, clutching an ice-cold
drink with a mini-umbrella. Lucky
bastard. Sara Moon’s bank account was all but
drained—everything depended on finding this Ivan Markov
fellow.

Chad hid behind her somewhere, in the shadows
of the bus. Sunlight was poison to Outsiders. He’d join her at
night. He always managed to find her.

The sky overhead was clear and blue. She
wondered if it ever rained, here, or if it was a burning desert
like Nevada. She would probably find out.


~


She left the bus stop, gutting through the
heat, ignoring the no-walk sign. A car screeched to a halt in front
of her and blared its horn.

Two men with military crew-cuts came walking
by her. “Hey!” she said, but they kept walking. “Where is the
library?”

Or anywhere with computers, Sara Moon
thought, but they passed her by. She thought Texans were known for
their hospitality—so much for that.


~


Sara Moon wandered the streets for hours in
the hot Texas sun. Dusk had set in when she finally reached the
door of the San Antonio Public Library.

The door was locked.

There were minutes ‘til sunset. A shaking
overtook her. Even with all she’d been through, Sara Moon wanted to
live. She wanted to go back to Bubba’s Chik’n Hut, live the good
life in her home, Grayson, Indiana. She wanted her apartment, her
own bed, her friends and her silly dreams.

A cold hand touched her and she screamed.

She whipped around to see Chad. The
half-Outsider smiled at her. In the fading twilight, his eyes had
gone a shade of red.

“The library,” Chad said. “I’m surprised. Do
you like to read books, Sara Moon?”

“No, I—well, yes, but it’s something
else.”

“Do you really want to see this Ivan guy?”
Chad asked. “You might not like what you see.”

Sara Moon smiled. “Tell me you’re not
jealous.”

Chad laughed. “Not jealous a bit. I just
don’t want you to make a mistake. I don’t think the Red Church has
your best interests in mind.”

She tried the door, just to make sure she
couldn’t break in. At Chad’s words she furrowed her eyebrows. Yes,
perhaps Ivan Markov didn’t have Sara’s best interests in mind. But
they were the enemies of the Outsiders, so how could they be
enemies of Sara Moon?

“I was trying to find his address… or his
phone number.”

“Do you have a cell phone?”

“Not anymore.”

Chad had a derisive smile that sent her blood
boiling. She punched him lightly. “We have to get out of here
before dark sets in.”


~


She was lifetimes away from Grayson, Indiana,
where she wanted to be. Darkness had all but set in; the last bits
of sunlight winked out of the sky as she walked. And when she
turned around down street onto another, she caught—out of the
corner of her eye—someone following her.

His clothes were torn and dirty and he had a
beard. Homeless, no doubt. Sara Moon had spent everything in her
bank account trying to get here and she had no cash—not a single
dollar bill to her name. If he wanted charity, she couldn’t give
it. If he wanted something else… she shivered at the thought.

“Do you see that guy?” Sara Moon asked.

“No,” Chad said, then turned his head and
gasped. “Oh, man. He looks like he lives in a garbage can.”

“Be nice,” Sara Moon. “He’s probably just
down on his luck.” God knew, she was down on her luck too. She was
practically homeless, too. Give her a few months and she’d look
just like him.

She kept her eyes open for any place that was
open, but this area seemed residential and every door she tugged at
down the street wouldn’t budge.

A dozen military men with crew-cuts walked by
them, but paid no attention to the huffing, grunting homeless man
following Sara Moon.

Yes, he was huffing and grunting now, like an
animal stalking its prey. She looked back for a moment, caught
sight of the filthy beard covered in strips of old food, and the
flies buzzing around his garbage-stained clothing. One of his eyes
was bigger than the other, but completely white and blind.

Still, Sara Moon wouldn’t jump to any
conclusions. Maybe he didn’t have any social skills. Maybe his
mother never taught him that grunting and following strangers isn’t
right.


A few more street corners, and the homeless
man was still tailing them. “I’ll take care of him,” Chad whispered
ominously.

“Don’t even think about it.”

“What if he’s an Outsider?” Chad asked. It
had already gone dark. If an Outsider didn’t kill them, maybe a
gang would.

Sara Moon looked back. He was getting closer.
Even from a distance she could smell him—a strong stench like
rotten cheese. “How could he be an Outsider?”

He was not deathly-pale like the other
Outsiders. He almost looked tan.

“We need to find a place to stay,” Chad said,
changing the subject just like that. “Maybe there’s a homeless
shelter, a soup kitchen.”

“So I’ve finally come to this,” Sara Moon
said. “Homeless… just like our friend over there. I guess it can
happen to the best of us.”

The scent of rotten cheese was getting
stronger. A voice called out, “Come here… come here, my pretty.
Come give your kind uncle a kiss.”

Sara Moon wanted to retch. Chad looked angry.
Still, Sara tugged his sleeve. “Come on. Let’s outrun him.”


But the faster they ran, the faster the man
followed them. Around them, the sides of the buildings grew
colorful. And they were not alone—hoodlums were wandering the
sidewalks, and even now the streets were alive with
cars—increasingly shabby ones, with their paint peeling and their
exhausts giving out smoke.

However, it was the side of a ramshackle
tenement house, spray-painted with the words “LATIN KINGS,” that
finally caused Sara Moon to stop her run. Whatever the homeless man
wanted to do with her, it couldn’t be worse than a bullet to the
head.

“I can handle gangsters,” Chad boasted.
“Outsiders, not as much.”

“Stop,” Sara Moon ordered, then turned around
and faced the crazed man head-on.


Most of his front teeth were missing,
and the ones that still clung to his pale gums had a banana-yellow
color. The stench grew thick—overwhelming in its cheesy odor—so
thick that Sara Moon started breathing out of her mouth. But even
then, she could still smell it. I want to
be anywhere but here. But he couldn’t be an Outsider
if he smelled like that—Outsiders were sterile as a morgue,
scentless as a frozen cadaver.

“Sara Moon!” he wailed. “I know all about
you!”

Maybe he is an Outsider.

“You think you can stop the invasion!” His
hands
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