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YOU CAN’T HIDE FROM A VAMPIRE

VAMPIRE ROCKERS

Kristin came out of the office building and found herself greeting by her two partners in crime, Jade and Heather. 

It would be another routine Friday night for the trio. A night out clubbing and dancing. 

But lately they each had their own money woes, none worst that Kristin as she looked inside the wallet inside her purse. 

Two dollars and a coupon for some McNuggets. 

“I can’t believe I spent all my money,” Heather said. 

“I believe it, with what little you make,” Jade said. 

“Excuse me?” Heather asked with incredulity. “Where do you work again? I believe it’s called a pet shop.

“Both of those are better than being an office clerk,” Kristin said. 

“I’ll trade you,” Heather said. 

“Let me ask my boss tomorrow.”

The three young women walked through the parking lot toward Kristin's vehicle, the last remaining car in the lot. 

“I had such a bright future until my stupid parents cut me off,” Heather said. 

“Maybe you shouldn’t have banged that married man in their bed, Kristin said, laughing as she and Jade did a fist bump. 

Heather did not look amused. “He was so hot.”

“And so married,” Jade said. 

“His wife didn’t get him.”

“And neither did you. “

“ Oh, I had him,” Heather said, “And it was wonderful.”

Kristin amusingly shook her head as she fished her keys out of her purse. 

Jade hugged herself and shivered. “Hurry up. It’s cold.”

“Maybe you wouldn’t be cold if you had worn more clothes,” Heather said, pointing at Jade's get up of a halter top and mini-skirt. 

“I wouldn’t talk,” Jade said. 

Heather popped the door locks. 

“I’ll have the heater going in no time,” Kristin said, getting in behind the wheel. 

Heather opened the front passenger door for herself. Jade squeezed past and scooted over to the middle. 

“What the hell?”

“I need body heat,” Jade said. 

“Who are you shitting? You just want your stash in the glove compartment.”

“That, too.”

Heather rolled her eyes and got in, the women now squished together in the front seat. 

“What stash?” Kristin asked. 

“Are you really that naive?”

Kristin gave Heather a smirk, then started the car and blasted the heater. 

Jade reached over Heather to open the glove compartment and searched the contents, finding her baggie with a joint inside.      

“Stop it!” Heather said, not enjoying Jade crowding her as she slammed the compartment closed. 

Jade held up the baggie and smiled. “Come to momma.”  

The sight of the baggie alarmed Kristin. “You hid that in MY car?”

“I knew what you would say if I asked,” Jade said, opening the baggie and taking out the joint. 

“Oh, no you don’t. Not in my car.”

“Since when are you so uptight?”

“Since I got pulled over last week for speeding,” Kristen took the baggie and sealed it back up.   “You can wait until we get back to Kristin’s place,” Heather said.  

“I don’t want her smoking there, either.”

“Deal with it,” Heather said. 

Kristin opened her mouth to argue but thought better of it. Jade reluctantly stuffed the baggie into her purse. Then she sniffed the air. 

“What’s that smell?” Jade asked. 

Her friends also took a whiff and didn’t care for the odor. 

“Smells like old lady perfume,” Heather said. “Hey Kristin, did you-”

A woman suddenly popped up in the backseat, looking to be in pain. Her shirt is partially torn. 

“Evening, ladies,” the woman said. “I'm Vivian.”

Startled, the women looked back for only a moment. Kristin and Heather opened their doors and tried to get out. 

Vivian lifted a gun that she now has pointing at Jade’s head. Kristin and Heather froze in place.   “Please don’t kill me,” Jade said. “I’ve barely started on my bucket list.”

“Back in the car,” Vivian said. 

Eying the woman, Kristin and Heather got back into the car and closed their doors. 

“Take me,” Vivian coughed, struggling through her pain. “Take me to your home.”

“Whose home?' Heather asked. 

“I don’t care,” Vivian waved her gun and pointed it at Kristin. “Yours.”

“You said you didn’t care,” Jade said. 

“Now!”

Kristin put the car in reverse. Vivian sat back in her seat and rode the wave of pain. The car pulled out of the lot and took off up the street. 

Kristin unlocked her front door, turned on the light, and entered. Jade and Heather were right behind her, followed by Vivian. 

Vivian carried the strap of a duffel over her shoulder and looked to be having a hard time just standing. She shoved the door closed behind her and secured all the locks. Vivian waved the women over to the couch using her gun. 

“Sit down.”

“You’re not well,” Kirstin reached into her purse. “Here, let us get you help.”

Just as she pulled out her cell phone: Vivian pointed her gun at her. Her hand trembling. 

“Put it down!”

Kristin dropped the phone to the floor. 

“Now sit!”

The women clung to each other as they sat together on the couch, Heather next to a vase near the end of the table.   

Vivian dropped the bag next to a chair across from the window. She closed the curtains and peered around them to the outside. 

The women gave each other puzzled looks. Jade looked to the vase and jerked her head at it as a sign for Heather. 

Thinking she understood, Heather jerked her head at it. 

Jade nodded. 

Heather quietly got up, grabbed the vase, and slinked up on Vivian while her back was turned.   She was almost there, vase raised and ready to come crashing down on their kidnapper's head. 

Vivian spun around and tensed with the gun. “Put it down!”

Heather returned the vase to the end table in a hurry and sat down. “They made me do it.”

Kristin and Jade looked at her in shock. 

“What?”

“Jade told me to grab the vase.”

“You didn’t have to do what I said,” Jade said. 

“Ladies!” Vivian said, snapping the women to attention “I'm starting to wish I was in Victor’s company. 

“Is that your boyfriend?” Kristin asked. 

“No, he’s not my boyfriend. Do I look like a vampire?” Vivian plopped down in the chair.   “Vampire?” Kristin asked. “I love vampires. You should see my collection of books.”

“She really does have just about every book on vampires.”

Vivian looked at the women in disbelief. “Out of all the cars I could’ve broken into, I get the ditz triplets.”

“Hey!” Heather said, offended. “I happen to have an IQ of 143.”

“It doesn’t show, sweet cakes.”

Heather’s jaw dropped

“Are you saying your boyfriend’s a vampire?” Kristin asked. 

“He’s not my boyfriend! Would I try to kill him if he was?”

“Happens all the time,” Jade said. 

Vivian grabbed her head as she battled just to stay conscious. “Look, I just need a place to crash until dawn. Then I’ll be out of here with the loot.”

“Loot?” Heather asked, perking up. “As in cash?”

“How much?” Kristin asked, looking over at the bag then back at Heather. 

Vivian picked up her bag and held it to herself in a protective manner. “You three keep your grubby little hands off my money. 

“The least you could do is share with us since we’re letting you stay here tonight,” Heather said. 

“You’re letting me?” Vivian held up her gun.  “Remember my friend here? HE’S letting me stay here.”

“Yeah, but we’re—”

“Shut up!”

Heather went silent as a dog barked outside in the distance. Vivian looked worried at the noise, getting up with her bag and gun, peering out the window. 

“Dogs... they sense things.”

“What kind of things?” Heather asked. 

“I had a dog once,” Jade said. “Gypsy. Kind of a strange name for a boy.”

“Not coming from you.” Kristin said. 

Vivian glanced back, shaking her head in disbelief. The dog barked again and her attention returned to the window. 

“Do you like weed?” Jade asked. 

“Are you for real?” Vivian asked, puzzled by the question. 

“You look like you could use some relaxing,” Jade slowly opened her purse.  “See? I’m just getting my bag.” She pulled out a joint. “I’ll share.”

Vivian began to cough then choke. The money bag dropped to the floor and all the women eyed it with interest. 

Vivian struggled to make it back to her chair, hacking away. 

“It doesn’t sound like she should be smoking,” Heather said. 

“I just need my lighter,” Jade removed her Zippo from her purse, firing up the joint and then taking a big puff. 

She smiled big. “That's what I'm talking about.”

“How do you make it at work all day without smoking that shit?”

“I don’t. I sneak out to my car every chance I get.”

“Maybe we can help you with this Victor,” Kristin said, shifting the focus back to Vivian who laughed at her suggestion. 

“What makes you think you can take him on when he kicked my ass?”

“There are three of us and only one of you,” Heather said. 

Vivian laughed so hard that she coughed more. “Have you ever met a vampire?”

The women exchanged looks of puzzlement. 

“Of course. I’ve got a neighbor that goes out looking for blood every night,” Heather said, nudging Jade. “Right?”

“Right,” Jade said, high as a kite. Then she nudged Kristin. 

“Yeah,” Kristin added. “He doesn’t have a bed and won’t let us go down to the basement.”

“Do you think I’m stupid?”

“Maybe a little crazy,” Heather said under her breath. 

“This isn’t a laughing matter. They’re out there, all over the city. Extorting money from businesses.”

“Cool,” Jade said. 

“Why would vampires need money?” Heather asked. 

“That’s easy. They live among us and are limited on what kind of night jobs they can get. That’s also when they feed so working full-time is rough. 

“Thank you for that information, Vampira,” Heather said. 

Kristin frowned

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Vivian said, putting both hands to her face. 

“So you’re saying that bag’s full of money,” Heather said. 

Growing paranoid, Vivian scooted the bag over to herself. She breathed with difficulty, waving her gun at the women. 

“You dames stay away from my loot.”

“Dames?” Heather asked. “Really?”

“I didn’t risk my life going into their lair just to turn my loot over to you three.”

“Look, you really need medical attention,” Kristin said. “Let me call 9-1-1.”

Vivian attempted to respond but lost her breath and began gasping for air.  As she struggled more and more, she fell onto the floor. Even in her dire physical condition, she grabbed the bag to protect it. 

The gun slipped out of her hand. 

Jade took another toke from her joint. While Kristin and Heather watched Vivian intently, unsure of what to do. 

Vivian grew still after taking in her last breath.

The women watched her a little longer. 

“Is she dead?” Heather asked. 

Kristin got up and cautiously approached the body. She kicked the gun away from her. “I think she is.”

Heather went over to Vivian and gazed down at her. “Can’t say I feel sorry for the bitch. She got what she deserves.”

“Come on, Heather,” Kristin said. “She didn’t deserve this.”

“She kidnapped us at gunpoint!”

“She’s right,” Jade said, giggling. 

Kristin grabbed her cell phone from the floor and prepared to dial. “I’m calling the police.”

“Wait,” Heather eyed the duffel still in Vivian’s hands. “Maybe we should see what’s in the bag first.”

“That’s tampering with evidence.”

“Then we’ll be real careful,” she went to the closet, rummaged through it until she found a pair of Kristin’s gloves. She returned to Vivian as she put on the gloves.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you want me to leave fingerprints behind?” Heather asked as she took the bag from Vivian’s hands, having to struggle a little. 

“Come on, Heather. It doesn’t matter what’s in the bag. A woman is dead on my floor.”

Heather laid the bag on the couch and opened it. “We’re just taking a look. Chill out.”

The first thing she saw inside the bag was cash, a lot of it. Her face illuminated in awe. “The bitch was telling the truth.”

Kristin moved to her side for a look, reaching in the bag and taking out a wad of cash. 

“Where do you think she got this?”

“From the vampires,” Jade giggled. “Weren’t you listening?”

“The crazy bitch probably robbed a bank,” Heather said. “The cops were after her so she hid in your car.”

Heather rummaged through the bag, beyond the cash. 

“We have to report this, Heather. It’s not ours.”

“She didn’t strike me much as a religious woman,” Heather pulled a large cross out of the bag. She laid the cross aside and pulled out a vial with religious designs on it.  “Looks like we have holy water.”

She laid that down then her nose scrunched in dislike as she pulled out a necklace made of garlic. 

“What the hell?” Heather said, pulling out a
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