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A Midnight Romance

Gypsy Renegade

“D

ouble, double!  Boil and trouble!”  I roll my eyes and cross my arms impatience starting to take over.  Herbert put his hand on my leg to stop my foot from tapping.  The haggard old woman peers into the glass ball and looks deeply.  My eyebrows now rise as I try to figure out what the hell she sees that I’m missing.  She keeps passing her hands over the ball and moaning like she’s making love to it, I hear her take a breath preparatory to saying something so I cut in, “when shall we meet again?  In thunder, lighting, or in rain?”  I stand up and I hear Herbert giggling.  “Shakespeare?  Really, how dumb do you think I am?”  I put my coat over my shoulder and begin to walk out as Herbert takes my arm and stands shaking his head.

“I take it, the good lady does not believe in my powers?”  The old woman says as she leans back a smart-aleck grin plays across her lips. 

“What was your first clue?”  I say and start for the door.  Suddenly the lamps all go out at once.  “Boy did you pick the wrong people to scare in the dark honey,” I growl and I extend my claws and fangs.  I turn to see her rise and start to stretch out her wings, they must be ten feet across.  She’s got a pair of bat wings along with her arms!  That’s the first time I’ve seen that in a vamp.  But I get no sense of decay or age from this, I’d say girl but I doubt she is or ever has been human.  A perquisite for vampires.  So whatever she is she leaves no trace I can pick up.  Herbert grabs my arm and pulls me back as he feels me tense and get ready to fight.  Two torches leap into life with a hellish red glare which silhouettes the seeming demon that stands up knocking the small table and crystal ball to the ground.  She’s nude from head to foot her magnificent body glistening in the red glare black wings beating the air, “you didn’t look like that a minute ago.” I comment as poor Herbert starts dragging me out of the tent faster than before.  

We exit the flap just as the whole tent is consumed in flames.  I turn to check on Herbert who’s laughing his head off.  “Well, My Love you certainly know how to show a boy a good time!”  I sometimes forget how crazy my lover can be when he cuts loose.  The fire département rushes to the field their wagon drawn by five horses that decide putting out fires isn’t as important as getting away from Herbert and I.  We turn and walk away allowing the horse to do their job.  As we walk we are both quiet I think we’re waiting for the other to speak.  I love Herbert’s voice a deep basso that resonates with dark nights and worn leather.  So I wait but he says nothing so finally I break the silence.  I always lose this game between us and speak first.  “I didn’t feel a thing not one GAWDS damned thing, no magic, no evil, nothing.”

Herbert giggles at that, “interesting way to put it, love.  It’s odd but I felt nothing as well.  And I was seeking something.  And I could’ve sworn I heard a steady regular heartbeat.  And that in of itself is strange for an old woman.  That heart was young and controlled.”

I stop and listening carefully I hear bells in the clear air start to ring around the parameter of the park and I grip Herbert’s arm, police coaches race to surround the place.  “I think we better get gone while we can.”  Herbert nods and we turn to mist together and drift quietly over the small mill pond and out to the main street.  
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After the inevitable your place or mine debate we decide mine is closer and head to the Rue Mazarine.  With no help, Herbert leaps to my veranda and touches lightly on the flooring.  My heart stops every time he does that.  I follow and open the doors only to see a small light flare then go out in the main office.  I put my head on his shoulder and Herbert pats my hand.  “Go see what it is, I’ll be right here.”  

I kiss him gently promising more.  Then I whisper, “have you eaten?”

“Isn’t that who have you eaten?”  He rocks a little with the joke.  “I am fine I loaded before you came to pick me up for tonight.  Now go or we’ll never be alone tonight.”

I square my shoulders and walk in.  I’m not too worried, what with two vamps I think we can handle anything that wanders by.  I crack the door to the office and find a large man sitting quietly in the chair across from my desk lighting a pipe.  “Ah!  Excellent Madame, you have returned home.  I was afraid I might have to wait all night.”

The accent is soft and rolling, he’s Spanish or Portuguese.  “Who the hell are you?”

“Oh, where are my manners...”  I cut him off.  

I’m getting cranky fast.  “Yes, where?  This is my office.  And I am closed.  That’s what the small sign on the door says.”

“Simply could not wait to see you.  And I won’t take up much of your time I assure you.”

His eyes are pleading.  I still snap, “you already have.”  Again with the eyes I surrender to them and I utter, “well, you’re here.  What is it you need?”

“A fixer.  But one with a woman’s touch.  You see I fear my sister is becoming a vampire.”

“Ummm generally we don’t fix almost vampires,” I say now confused.

“Yes, I realize you don’t prey on your own.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that.  Just that most people don’t come to us to stop the transformation.  You see we have a little sympathy for the one transforming.  Where is your sister in Paris?”  

“No, she is in Madrid.  I wanted outside help if you understand my meaning.  Save scandal.”

Finally, it occurs to me to sense this Spaniard and I realize his sister isn’t the only one transforming.  “Ah, how long has this transformation been going on?”

“I’m not sure, she won’t tell me.”

“I mean yours,” I reply and his eyes grow huge.

“I believe I’ve come as you said to the wrong place.  Good night.”  And with that and putting his hat on backward he leaves.  Herbert stands in the doorway and listens to the footsteps go down the stairs and out to the front door.

“They’re connected.”  Is all he’ll say no matter how my entireties try and pry something further from him.  With a mystic smile which he is really good at he heads back to my inner sanctum pulling off his shirt to show me that magnificent muscled torso.   I drift in and let just the right amount of mist cover me and let the smell of fresh midnight touch my skin.  And there we lie together until it’s time to die and let the world of light and living, take over.
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I awaken to find no Herbert, which does not surprise me.  I stumble around and find Edgar-Allen’s bowl and start to carve some meat for him and think about what Herbert quipped last night.  What if demon girl and my Spanish visitor are connected?  It is possible.  Well, to find out I’ll have to find one or the other.  As I can sense vampires but apparently not nude demoness I’ll start with the Spaniard.  He’s far enough along to need the night by now.  I dress with an eye to fighting.  

I’m not sure why but I point in a given direction which seems reasonable given the circumstances and find myself at Le Crâne.  I’m just about to walk in when I see a large man come flying out of the front window he rolls on the pavement and then the door bursts open and there stands Antoine his eyes pale and ablaze going full vampire, his voice in full echo booms across the quiet street “and stay out pervert!”  Antoine then turns to me with a tea social smile and says meekly, “Vanessa so good to see my darling.  Please come right in.  Just putting out the trash.”

I step in behind Antoine wondering what in his book would qualify as a pervert.  We slide up to what’s left of the bar and sit down.  “It’s lucky you own this place, considering how you treat it,” I comment dryly looking at the splatters of blood and broken furniture.  

“Isn’t it though?  Ah, having a vampire’s gifts does have its advantages in the hospitality business.  And before you ask, don’t ask.”

“I had no intention.  Whatever he did he got what he deserved.  I came for information.”  Antoine’s eyes start to glow with interest.  

“And what pray tell do you have to barter for my all-encompassing wisdom?  And make it better than last time.  I never did get my meal.”  He says gnashing his teeth.

“Neither did I if you’ll remember.  I have nothing to barter.  No info, no fresh meat, and no meal tickets.  However, I do have a mystery.”

“How about you just spank me and we call it even?”

“Antoine,” I say and wait.  He won’t try anything and I know it.  So does he.  I’m much older than him.  And a dirtier fighter.

“Okay, you’ll just have to owe me.  What do you want to know?”

“Last night I went to the Great Madame Gypsy!”  I throw out my arms for dramatic effect as I allow my vamp echo scary voice announce her name.  Antoine looks at me in surprise, “you have to say it like that.”  I explain then go on.  “After a little Shakespearian mumbo-jumbo, she went from being a dumpy little old lady to a nude sex goddess with bat wings.  All in the blink of the eye.”

“And you managed to get away from her?”
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For Vanessa Pairs is a nightmare come true. But she tries her best to keep the
creepy and downright terrifying down by being a fixer. So when she gets a job
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