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Synopsis: Shakespearean Vampire - FBI agent
Lili Foxworthy and her brilliant actor husband Peter Wolff, head
off to England where Peter is to teach a six week long master class
at the Royal Shakespeare Company. There’s evil, afoot, though, and
they run into a long-established Ancient Roman vampire and are on
the receiving end of all that can entail. Both welcome a very
surprise visitor to their home at the end of this, the fifth story
about Lili Foxworthy.

 


 





Chapter 1


I am a man more sinned against, than
sinning.

 


King Lear

 


 


 


 


1947, close to Stratford Upon Avon,
England

 


 


John Lamberth had a favorite pastime. He
loved to treasure hunt for old coins, lost jewelry and the
unexploded WWII shells that seemed to unearth themselves from time
to time. For hours on end, John would explore the vast piece of
land he owned and deep into the forest that joined his land at the
end of his well-kept gardens.

With him always was Toby, a Jack Russell
terrier that was both overweight and old, somewhat like his master.
Both dog and man needed the treasure hunts for reasons of exercise
and the curiosity of exploration.

It was Sunday, and John had just finished an
enormous dinner of roast lamb, minted peas and his favorite;
Yorkshire Pudding. Not only did he love this particular meal, but
also it most likely was the main culprit that contributed to John’s
girth.

The day was perfect, a typical greyish spring
day in England that hinted of sunshine yet to come. However, John
knew that in England, just because there was a hint at a weather
change didn’t mean it would happen. Moreover, it rarely came off as
promised.

John decided he would challenge that promise
today and not take his umbrella with him. He hated the thing with
its twelve-inch spike of mahogany at the very tip. He used it often
as a spike to pick up yard trash so he wouldn’t have to bend over.
He had actually stabbed himself in the foot a couple of times while
using it in this manner, but he was also reluctant to get rid of
it.

The umbrella was a family heirloom, after
all, having been passed down through generations of his family. It
was a real antique, but it was also cheaper to keep it than to
replace it. Poor Toby was as scared of it as much as John hated
it.

The front and back gardens of John’s home
were beautiful and a source of pride and joy for him. There was a
small vegetable garden in the corner of the huge back yard, the
rest of which was carpeted with Lilies of the Valley and daffodils
in the spring. Gardening to John was both relaxing and productive.
After the war had ended, food had been scarce, which is how he
became a vegetable garden producer, selling his extra harvest of
fruits and vegetables at the local market in order to make a few
extra pounds.

He continued to work at his stall with Toby
at his side, even after it wasn’t so necessary for the extra money.
To the village, he was the ever-present farmer on whom several of
the locals relied for good produce.

John grabbed a scarf from the hat rack and
twisted it around his neck. The wind was blowing stiff and cold
outside his home with drafts of it pouring into the house through
unrepaired cracks around the windowsills. He also grabbed his small
flashlight and metal detector along with Toby’s leash, just in case
they ran into some bigger dogs, which Toby could not stand.

He whistled for Toby to join him.

“Good boy,” he said when Toby dragged himself
from the fireplace hearth. He stood obediently at the door until
John opened it.

“We need to get more walks into our schedule,
don’t we old boy?” John asked his silent friend, whose tail wagged
energetically in understanding. “Come on, then. Let’s go check out
that part of the forest we haven’t searched yet. Who knows what
we’re going to find, but I’m feeling good about our prospects
today.”

“Maybe we’ll find some old Roman coins like
our neighbor found. They brought him so much money on the market
that he’ll never have to worry about pints at the pub ever again.
Think we can be that lucky, Toby?”

The tail wagged even harder.

John pulled the cottage door shut behind them
and headed through the garden and into the forest.

 


 


It took some persuasion, but John finally
managed to coax Toby into the area of the forest where he wanted to
explore. Toby was being stubborn, poking his nose into a different
area than where his master wanted to look for metal objects. They
had only walked a few feet when Toby barked and started digging
frantically into the earth.

Just as John turned to see what his dog was
after, there was a huge whooshing sound and the earth opened up
into a large sinkhole, the imploding dirt taking Toby with it into
the abyss.

“Oh shit, Toby,” John yelled as he dropped
the metal detector and stepped to the hole’s edge. At first, it was
very dark below him, but his eyes adjusted quickly. At the bottom
of a rather deep hole stood Toby, unharmed and tail wagging. There
were steps leading into the hole, old stone steps that were crooked
and grey, covered with slimly looking coatings, which led to where
Toby stood.

Very carefully steadying himself by holding
onto the packed dirt on either side of the steps, John made his way
down them. At the bottom of the steps beside Toby, he stopped to
pull out the flashlight and turn it on. The darkness gave way to
the small amount of light the little flashlight provided, but at
least John could see.

He waved the light beam over the small room.
Particles of dust floated through the air like fairy dust as if
they had been released from many years of stillness.

The room had a vaulted ceiling made from the
same rough stones as the steps, a pattern which also formed the
walls of the cavern. His light traveled to the far corner of the
darkest part. John jumped back in shock at what the light had
revealed.

“What the bloody hell is that,” he said
aloud. “It looks like some kind of treasure chest!”

He clamored over to the ancient, wooden box,
shaped like a casket. On its top were some dull, metal fragments.
John leaned over to take a closer look.

“Toby, buddy, you sure ain’t gonna believe
this, but these things look just like those Roman coins Jack found
last year. I’ve gotta get a closer gander at them. Maybe they will
make us rich enough to buy you a mutton chop instead of just
scraps.”

He picked up the coins from the top of the
chest and put them into his pocket. On closer inspection, he found
the chest was closed with an old rusty lock. He looked around the
small room and spotted a metal grating hanging from the stone
ceiling. Part of it was hanging down, so he twisted it until the
bar split from its counterparts. Moving back to the chest, John
leveraged the bar between the lock and the chest, and put all of
his strength into popping it.

After a couple of tries, the lock burst off.
His heart was pounding wildly at the potential load it bore.

The lid was extremely heavy, but with all his
body weight and with the help of the metal bar, John finally opened
the chest. What he found inside made him step back a few feet.

“Toby,” he exclaimed. “Look at this, what do
you make of it?” Toby sat in the corner, only giving a little woof
to his master to show that he had heard, but that he had no
interest in exploring the findings of the chest.

Inside the chest lay a figure resembling a
human form. Around it lay various objects. John picked up a couple
of amulets along with strangely designed iron and wooden pieces,
all of which he stuffed into his pockets. There were dried herb
bundles crammed into the nooks and crevices of the body’s arms and
legs.

“I wonder how this lad got down here,” John
asked no one. “It looks like he’s only been here for a few days.
He’s wearing a toga of some sort. Strange.”

He laughed nervously. “I know, this must be
one of those college students who drank too much and died after a
party. That must be it! Handsome boy. I’ve got to call the
constables. They will figure out who he is and why he’s buried this
way.”

At that moment, Toby leaped toward his master
and latched onto John’s pants with his teeth, as if he was trying
to drag John away from the body. Even though he was a small dog, he
was strong and his tugging made John fall forward in reaction. When
he hit his head on the coffin he started to bleed profusely.

Large drops of blood fell into the coffin and
onto the body of the man inside. John backed away with his hand to
his head.

Toby barked even louder and backed away. The
dog ran back up the stairs and off towards his home; yelping and
howling. John listened until the sound trailed off.

He stepped towards the body in the coffin,
leaning over to get a better look, when suddenly, an arm shot out
and grabbed him by the throat, using John’s tightly wound scarf to
pull the farmer closer.

“Fermo dove sei, Tieni ferme le mani, vecchio
porco!” the body said in a hissing tone. There was a pause of
silence. John stood frozen in his tracks, full of fear and
horror.

The phrase was repeated, but this time it was
in English. “Keep your hands off me, you dirty old pig!” John
shivered at the threat in the cold, dead voice, then his body went
limp on the floor, the scarf tightening just a little bit more
around his neck.

 


 


The hand, and John’s own fear, kept him
riveted to the floor of the dirt chamber. He couldn’t move.

“Where am I,” the man in the box asked in
English. “What time period is this?” Using John’s scarf to pull
himself up, the man in the chest climbed out of it, jerking the
scarf off John’s neck in the process. He stepped directly in front
of John, his hands on his hips and his legs slightly spread apart.
To John, he looked like a Roman soldier, but that did nothing to
calm the old man’s heart.

“Who are you,” John managed to utter in a
quivering voice.

“I am Gaius.” The Ancient Roman looked John
up and down then asked him, “Are we in Britannia? Does Caligula
still rule?”

John croaked weakly, “Who?”

“The emperor, you idiot! Does he still
rule?”

Trying to make light of the bizarre
situation, John told him, “Not unless he managed to live two
thousand years, he’s not.”

Gaius pulled John closer, a tight vice-like
grip around his throat. The old farmer suddenly screamed, the sound
of which ricocheted around the underground chamber.

Then, Gaius squeezed him harder, crushing
bones and bursting blood vessels, cutting off the scream abruptly.
John’s throat was so wounded that blood spurted from a main artery
like a cherub peeing into a concrete fountain.

The Ancient Roman vampire placed his lips on
John’s neck and drank every drop of blood and sought more, holding
up a now very dead human and ravaging the flesh until there a was a
large gaping wound in it and the head was half off of the body. He
threw John’s remains onto the stone floor where they shriveled up,
and turned the color of Italian marble.

Gaius casually wiped the blood from around
his mouth. In mere moments, his flesh turned the color of the
living. He straightened up his toga and strode out of the
underground prison into the dim and grey sky of the English
countryside.

The resurrected man took in the sights around
him. He hadn’t been above ground since a jealous senator of long
ago had drugged him so that he wouldn’t rise again; it was how he
came to be put into this ghastly chamber. The old senator had
sought revenge against the favors that Caligula had granted Gaius
by making him a vampire.

The other senator had been wrong in his
assumption that Gaius would never walk the earth again, but the
third millennium came and changed that possibility long after he
had been declared dead.

 


2012, Santa Barbara, California

 


Lying on their huge bed with brochures and
books spread around them, Lili and Peter were studying travel
guides for Britain. Peter was propped up on one side while Lili lay
on her stomach, her legs in the air behind her, feet swaying in an
unheard rhythm of song.

With one hand, Peter punched things into his
iPad; with the other, he rubbed the surface of Lili’s
perfectly-toned ass. She turned her pages slowly, carefully
covering all the information each one provided. He preferred
electronic surfing to reading anytime.

“You’ve got the nicest ass. Have I told you
that in the past five minutes, liebling,” Peter asked her. He put
his iPad onto her butt, using it like a cushion.

“Yes. Yes you have, Captain Q.”

He laughed because Lili kept calling him that
ever since their play, End Game: The Mayan Prophecy, had finished
its extraordinarily successful run at Peter’s theatre.

“Did the antique restorer pack away your
genuine Q cloak and headdress correctly in that
temperature-controlled vault we got for it?”

“Almost. Going to bring it over tomorrow,” he
said. “I had the vault installed and bolted to the floor. Someone
would have to get a forklift up our stairs to pry it from the
floor.” He leaned his head towards their vast walk-in closet. “It’s
in there, tucked around a corner.”

He slapped her gently on the ass with the
iPad. “Hey, look at this one. Says it comes furnished and with some
original antiques as well. Renters must look after the old stuff
‘properly’ it says here. They want a huge damage deposit.”

“How large?” Lily asked, lifting her eyes
from the brochure to look at him.

“$25,000 for the five weeks.”

“My God! What do they have in the place? The
Crown Jewels?”

“Apparently it is furnished with family
heirlooms and such, like an ancient umbrella and some stuff that
belonged to the WWII era owner. Hmm...there’s also a coin
collection and a painting of his dog; now that really sounds
valuable! Let’s see, there is some furniture—they say here an old
hallstand and a wardrobe in the master bedroom. I have no idea why
an old umbrella would be even listed in here.”

“Wow,” Lily laughed, “do you think we could
look after it all properly for the five weeks you’re teaching your
master class over at the Royal Shakespeare Company?”

He showed her a photo of the large cottage on
his
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