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Chapter 1: Stag

 


The year was 1610. Druid Vampire, Derek Dearg
was currently on a ship carrying English and Scottish settlers from
the Virginia Company that was headed to the New World from
London.

Derek wasn’t exactly in ‘first class’. With
the help of his London allies Derek had been snuck onboard the ship
inside of a long, rectangular wooden box, and stored in the ship’s
cargo hold.

Stuffed inside of a cramped wooden box that
resembled a coffin was the only way a vampire could travel overseas
safely. Still, it was an incredibly dangerous undertaking. But
Derek didn’t really give a shit. He needed to get to the New World
where there’d been reported sightings of his elusive Archenemy -
Slaine.

Slaine was an evil vampire who’d killed his
beloved wife Cinnia, and had turned him into a vampire against his
will.

For centuries, he’d been hunting Slaine
around the world, and when he finally found him he’d kill him and
avenge Cinnia. After that, it didn’t really matter what happened to
him. He’d probably step out into the sunshine and let it burn him
to ashes for all he cared. Then he’d be reunited with his beloved
Cinnia.

Luckily, for the English and Scottish
colonists onboard Derek abhorred his vampire nature, and refused to
give in to his beastly instincts. Instead of feeding on humans,
Derek would feed off of animals. In this case…rats.

Each night at sea, Derek would awaken when
all the other colonists were asleep, and carefully sneak out of his
wooden box in order to feed off of the large population of rats
that was living inside of the cargo hold.

Yummy. Derek thought
sarcastically.

Derek could still enjoy a nice bloody steak,
and lamented that he couldn’t travel on the ship as a ‘normal’
passenger. As soon as Derek was exposed to sunlight - his true
nature would be revealed. And no, he wouldn’t sparkle. He’d burst
into flames and become a pile of ashes in just a few minutes.

It would take 32 days to reach the New World,
or depending on wind speed a little more than a month. Derek just
had to lie low until then. Or so he’d thought.

On the night of the full moon something
horrible happened.

Derek was awakened from his slumber by the
sound of wolves howling. How had a bunch of wolves gotten onboard
the ship? He wondered in disbelief.

Derek wanted to just ignore the howling as a
figment of his paranoid imaginings. But then the scent of blood -
human blood - reached his acute senses.

His fangs elongated in response and his
pupils dilated until the blue of his eyes was almost completely
covered. Then the bloodcurdling screams began. Shit! Derek
inwardly swore. What the hell’s going on? The vampire exited
his wooden box, and ran up the stairs to the main deck.

The sight that met him was - phantasmagoric.
Half of the crew had turned into…wolves.

Wolves that were attacking the other
crewmembers ruthlessly and ripping their throats out with their
maws full of sharp, gleaming, white teeth.

The ‘normal’ crew, which was composed mostly
of the English settlers, wasn’t going down without a fight though.
They swiftly loaded their muskets, aimed, and fired at the wolves
in quick succession.

“Get ready, men! Load your muskets! Aim!
Fire!” The English Captain directed his crew with a tinge of
desperation in his voice as he tried to remain calm.

Multiple shots cut through the night, and the
wolves yelped in pain as bullets imbedded themselves into their
fur-covered flesh. As the wolves toppled over to the deck and
remained unmoving, the colonists began to breathe easier.

But not Derek.

With his keen vampire senses, Derek could see
steam rising up from the wolves’ bodies, and he could hear a low
hissing sound. The bullets began to push themselves up and out of
the wolves’ flesh.

It was in that moment Derek realized that the
wolves possessed incredible regeneration abilities. Which could
only mean one thing. Those were no ordinary wolves.

Shifters! Derek realized with no small
amount of trepidation. Wolf shifters. In other words
‘werewolves’ - a vampire’s greatest enemy. This was because the
vampires thought of themselves as being superior to werewolves, and
tended to enslave them.

Shit, shit, shit. Derek had landed
himself into a mess of trouble. He was surrounded by enemies on all
sides - vicious werewolves and trigger-happy humans. And he was
weak from only surviving on rat blood for the past three weeks.

Caught in the middle of a conflict that
really had nothing to do with him, Derek began to sneak away slowly
while trying to get back below deck.

Unfortunately, two wolves spotted him trying
to get away, and attacked.

Damnation! Derek swore inwardly as he
watched the two wolves charging towards him with their maws wide
open, showing off their gleaming, white teeth. Slobber was
dribbling down their furry chins lending to their berserk
appearance.

He had no choice but to fight, and use his
magic. Derek flipped his left arm over to reveal an intricate blue
tattoo of a katana, or samurai sword that was
embellished with swirling, Celtic runes and enchanted glyphs.

Derek summoned his magical power, and reached
his hand towards the katana’s hilt. He grasped the hilt and
began to pull the sword off his tanned skin. The sword began to
increase in size as it materialized. And in seconds, Derek was now
holding a blue, shimmery, translucent katana before him in a
two-handed grip.

The wolves leapt at Derek - maws snapping -
and the Druid swung his katana first right and then left. He
severed the wolves’ heads from their bodies in a gruesome display
of incredible, superhuman power and strength that only immortal
vampires were known to possess.

He couldn’t afford to show these werewolves
mercy, however. The only way to kill an immortal shifter was
by cutting their head off. The bodies and heads of the two dead
wolves hit the deck with wet thuds.

The other wolves stared at Derek, whimpered
in fear, tails between their legs, and began to back away.

One wolf, however, didn’t appear to be afraid
of Derek.

This wolf was enormous, much bigger than the
others, and at least two hundred pounds. It was covered with coarse
black fur. Horrible jagged scars marred its face. The wolf’s left
eye was blind and a milky blue color. Adding to its hideous
appearance was its missing left ear.

The wolf growled threateningly at Derek, its
lip curling back to reveal its sharp teeth. The wolf approached the
vampire with menacing steps, and then began to transform.

In a flash, the wolf had turned from wolf
into man - a naked man. The man was just as ugly in human form as
in wolf form. His scars were more prevalent on his ravaged face. He
had a rather fierce appearance with his long, shaggy black hair
with scattered braids, and a muscular body gained through countless
battles. But what captured Derek’s attention most were the blue
Celtic battle tattoos on his arms.

Derek’s eyes widened at the sight of those
familiar tattoos. It can’t be…a fellow Druid? “You…you’re a
Druid?”

A vicious grin spread across the werewolf’s
face. “I used to be a Druid Vampire Hunter…same as you, I’d wager,
until I was bitten by a Scottish werewolf.” Just like Derek the man
had an unusual Celtic accent. “Then I became a shifter. I was more
powerful than the current shifter clan’s leader, and so took his
place as clan chief. Permit me a moment to change?”

Derek nodded. “Go right ahead.”

The werewolf stalked over and grabbed a kilt
that had been lying haphazardly across a wooden barrel. He quickly
belted the green and black plaid around his waist with a thick,
black leather belt. The werewolf turned to regard Derek once more.
“Thank you. What’s your name, Stranger?”

“It’s Derek Dearg.”

“Captain Fenrir Sharpe.” Fenrir narrowed his
dark eyes at Derek suddenly. “You’re not human anymore either, are
you?”

Shit, shit, shit. An uncomfortable
look formed on Derek’s face. “What makes you say that?”

Fenrir sniffed the air. “You don’t smell
human. In fact, you smell an awful lot like a vampire. I wonder why
that is.” There was a dangerous tone to the werewolf’s voice
now.

Derek gulped nervously. “And if I were
a vampire?”

Fenrir shrugged his massive shoulders.
“Then…I’d have to kill you. It’s nothing personal, but I
hate vampires with a passion. It was the English vampires
that did this to my face during an attack on our clan.” The
werewolf waved his hand over his grotesque visage. “It’s why we’re
heading to the New World actually. We’re fleeing the persecution of
the English vampires.”

“I can understand your hatred,” Derek began
in what he hoped was an accepting tone, “but I swear I’m not like
other vampires. I don’t feed from humans, for one thing.”

“Then what do you feed on?” Fenrir
narrowed his eyes at Derek until they were thin slits.

“Rats,” replied Derek.

A dark chuckle slipped past Fenrir’s twisted
lips. “Rats? That must be ghastly.”

“It is actually.” Derek nodded readily in
agreement.

“But I really have no reason to believe you.
If a Druid Vampire Hunter is turned against his will…he’s supposed
to take his own life according to the Hunter Code. So why do
you still live?” Fenrir gave Derek a pointed look.

“I’m hunting a vampire,” Derek revealed in a
grim tone. “One that killed my wife centuries ago.”

“Vengeance?” Fenrir’s bushy black eyebrows
rose. “A noble cause.”

“Until I have Slaine’s head on a platter I
cannot allow myself to die,” Derek said adamantly. “Only once
Slaine is dead can I step into the sun.”

“It’s a good story,” Fenrir allowed, before
summoning his power. He reached his hand out towards his arm and
began to pull off a double-edged, medieval broadsword. “But I don’t
believe a word of it! Vampires are liars and tricksters. All
vampires need to die.” The sword materialized in the werewolf’s
grasp - blue, translucent, shimmery. He pointed his sword at Derek.
“So, sorry, but I must kill you.”

Derek raised his ink katana before
him. “And I cannot allow myself to be killed just yet.”

The two Druids charged towards each other
across the blood-splattered deck, and engaged in battle, their ink
swords clashing and throwing up blue sparks into the air.

For the most part they were pretty evenly
matched in sword skill, but Derek was tiring quickly. It had taken
a toll on his body living off of nothing but rat blood.
Shit. Derek inwardly swore and glanced down at the fallen
bodies of the English colonists that were bleeding onto the deck.
His fangs lengthened and he hissed softly. Blood…he needed blood.
Blood would save him now. But…

Fenrir noticed, and his lip curled back in a
disgusted sneer. “You really are nothing but a monster,
vampire.”

No. Derek thought firmly. He couldn’t
allow himself to give in to the thirst. To become like Slaine.
Become a monster.

Distracted by his inner torment, Fenrir was
able to slip his sword past Derek’s defenses and stab him right
through the heart.

Derek dropped his ink sword, and it
splattered to the deck in a puddle of glowing blue ink. He sank to
his knees. The magical ink slid across the deck and leapt back up
onto Derek’s forearm where the tattoo of a samurai sword
appeared once more.

Fenrir pulled his sword back out of the
vampire’s chest, and swung it at Derek’s head - but he stopped his
sword an inch away from Derek’s throat. “On second thought, too
easy. I have something special in mind for you, vampire. You’re
lucky a wound like that won’t kill you. You’ll just be in
excruciating pain for a week or so as your heart mends itself. Men,
take this one down to the brig.”

“Aye, aye, Chief!” the werewolves called
back.

Two shifter males now in human form and with
plaids wrapped around their waists hoisted Derek up off the deck
floor. They took him below deck, tossed him into a cell, and locked
the cell door.

Bleeding profusely from the wound on his
chest, Derek lay on the slimy wooden floor, and pessimistically
wondered what his fate would be. Several days passed by
uneventfully like this, and the vampire was dying of thirst.

Until one day, Derek heard someone coming
down the stairs and entering the brig. The figure was holding a
single, flickering candle in a pewter holder aloft, and as he
stepped closer Derek was able to see who it was.

It was a young man, probably almost out of
his adolescence with short, blonde hair and bright blue eyes. He
was wearing a green and black plaid around his waist, and a simple
cotton shirt. In his left hand, the youth held a canteen.

Derek began to salivate at the sight of that
canteen of water, and gulped.

The young man approached the cell
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