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The Vampire Hunted

Whoever fights monsters should see to it that in the process he does not become a monster. And if you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you. ~Friedrich Nietzsche

Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win. ~Stephen King

“From what do you run, child?

The devil has his cut.

From sickness, from evil,

From such I know not what.

But run I must, and hitherto

And soon you'll surely see

The dawn is far, the night is long

Won't you come run with me?”

~A forgotten nursery rhyme
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~PROLOGUE~

The monsters on Maple Street were out in force.

They swarmed together out of shadows, from around corners, trailing smidgeons of laughter behind them.  Behind the shadows of masks, from within the darkness of disguise, the monsters cried out the joys of the night.

Birds took panicked flight out of trees where they passed, dogs barked at the phantoms as they slipped from porch light to porch light.  Following the lights, always the lights, the monsters on Maple Street danced and reveled in the moonlight with flash of fur and fang.  Every light brought a new joy, a new chance for treasure, a new moment of laughter.  Every door that opened brought a smile, a gasp of terror, a squeal of delight, or sometimes all three.  Every monster, every mask was a mystery, a puzzle, an enigma to tantalize and affront.  

And as they worked their way through Maple Street, the monsters, some small, some large, most young but some old, sang the timeless mystery up to the heavens, flung their enigmas out into the night, and cried out to the forces of darkness, See me, for I am here!  Fear me, for I do not fear you!  Run, for I am coming!

Angels, devils, living dolls and vicious beasts, all sang out their merriment into the street.  Ghouls and hobgoblins, witches and skeletons, ghosts and scarecrows, all joined in the dance of the macabre on that darkest of nights, that greatest pageant of legend and story, that ultimate spectacle of defiance against the dark, the clutches of Mr. Death.  

See me, for I am here.  Fear me, for I do not fear you.  Run... for I am coming.

And the denizens of the night fled from them, yes indeed, they fled.  They dashed into their shadows, slid deftly behind corners, and peered trembling as the monsters made their way through Maple Street.  They all watched from their places of safety, and they all prayed to whatever god they claimed as their own, and they all waited for the parade of monsters to pass them safely by.

All, that is, except for one.

The man named Cold was not noticed in the night as the monsters swarmed and flocked and pranced and sang.

He was a rather thin man, very tall, but not unnaturally so.  He looked to be a very young man, not far out of his teens, but just far enough.  His long black hair was slicked back on his head.  He wore a long grey duster, which, if anyone had noticed him, would have seemed rather flimsy in the chill of the October night.  But while this was strange, it was not as strange as the fact that he wore no shoes, but instead stood on the ground in bare feet, as though completely unaware of the freezing concrete beneath him, or at the very least unaffected by the freeze.

He stood leaning casually back against the brick wall of Browning’s Drugstore on the corner of Main and Maple.  He closed his shining cobalt blue eyes to slits, and leaned his head back against the cold brick, listening to the monsters’ laughter and squeals and cries into the dark.  He knew he wouldn’t find what he wanted by looking for it with his eyes.  That wasn’t how things played out, not now.  He could never trust what his eyes saw.  

But the sound, ahh...  the sound was unmistakable.  The sound never changed.

The man named Cold stood there for who knew how long, unmoving, listening to the monstrous parade swirl and cavort in the streets before him.  The night was winding down; the monsters were thinning out, starting to return to their homes with their proud bounties and stories to tell about the night’s adventures.  Porch lights were starting to extinguish; shop owners were putting up their signs for the night.  The little town was gradually lulling itself to sleep.

Mr. Cold sighed to himself, watching the puff of his breath steam lazily out before him into the frigid night air.  The night was starting to look like a disappointment.  Perhaps he’d been wrong.  Perhaps it wasn’t here after all.  He’d been so sure, though.

He stuffed his hands dejectedly into his pockets, turned, and looked down along Main Street.  

A few cars still sat parked along the street, but otherwise it was empty.  The monsters had deserted the town’s avenues.  Street lights were the only illumination along there now.  The few jack-o-lanterns that had been lit in store windows were dim now, having done their chore for the night.  Merry scarecrows and friendly mummies and goofish Frankenstein monsters waved hello to no one from their storefront displays.  Soon they would be replaced by turkeys and pilgrims, and then eventually, by elves and snowmen and reindeer.

Mr. Cold turned now and looked down along Maple.  Most of the homes were dark now, their monsters safely gathered in for the night.  Sometimes a monster or two still cavorted along the avenue, but their stops were fewer and further between, and they waited longer to receive their bounty.  Sometimes they walked away, disappointed.  Mr. Cold watched these few straggling monsters, his cobalt blue eyes shining in the night, his ears perking up, his interest reviving.

Finally, he found it: a little blonde girl dressed as an angel skipping along, her treasure sack full to bursting, happy with her night’s take and on her way home.  His cobalt blue eyes went as wide as marbles about to be pitched onto the sidewalk, and he locked onto her.  He watched her curly hair bounce as she skipped along the night street, watched her white angel gown flap on the ground behind her.  His heart felt a brief twinge of sorrow.  Such an innocent...  so unsuspecting...  so perfect.  

But not for long.

Mr. Cold abandoned his station at Browning’s Drugstore and began to slip after her, unnoticed, a shadow in the night.  The corner of Main and Maple fell silent, still, the empty night desolation now complete, the year’s darkest night now surrendered to the final swallowing darkness.

Minutes later, the still, silent night was shattered by screams.
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“COME ON, COME ON!” Helen called to Will, peering excitedly out the crack in the living room curtain.  “Hurry up, there are more coming!”

“Okay, okay, here it is!” Will said, dashing up to join his wife with a fresh new bag of candy, just torn open, its miniature treasures ready for eager young hands.  He poured tiny colorful packages of sugary goodness into Helen’s waiting plastic cauldron, pausing once again to appreciate her sexy witch costume.  She smiled at hearing his luscious thoughts, but thrust the plastic cauldron toward him impatiently.  He took the hint and upended the bag into her cauldron, filing the sexy thoughts away for later.

And he wasn’t a moment too soon with his delivery.  The shuffle of small feet finally reached their door, and a hand reached up and knocked.

Will backed up rapidly and vanished deftly into the shadows, smiling wickedly as Helen opened the door to the trick-or-treaters.  Ravenwood Court was teeming with them tonight, as children of all ages made the rounds for their annual treasure hunt.  Even a few teenagers were taking part in the fun, although their costumes tended more toward the sardonically clever than the typical store-bought fare.  

Helen had particularly appreciated the Hawkins girl dressed as a Rubik’s Cube; then there were the Scorsby twins down the street dressed as interlocked Tetris shapes.  And who could forget Billy Hagins’ “pothead” costume, which was literally just a helmet made out of a plastic pot with a fake rhododendron planted on top.  A far cry from the typical store-bought Pinhead masks or the myriad George W. Bushes and Barack Obamas and Hillary Clintons and Michael Myerses and Liz Taylors and Pennywises that were the gold standard of Halloween.

This particular batch of treasure seekers contained two Disney princesses (one costume clearly store-bought, one clearly handmade), a cowgirl, an Indiana Jones, a Power Ranger, and a clown.  These were somewhat older children, between twelve and sixteen.  On the street behind them, a parent car followed slowly along, marking their progress.

Helen the sexy witch oohed and aahed over the costumes, and let each one pick out a piece of candy to add to their treasure troves, her mind searching the house behind her for signs of her husband.

Suddenly a hand reached out from the shadow behind the door and clutched at the nearest child.  Helen gasped and fell back as Will leapt out of the shadows with a roar, his upper and lower canines snicking out, his classic Bela Lugosi Dracula costume swirling around him dramatically as the treasure seekers shrieked and bounded away.  Their shrieks turned to delighted laughter as they escaped with their sugary treasures and scurried along to the next house.

Will and Helen cackled and embraced each other warmly.  “God, I love Halloween,” Will said, sliding his hands around Helen’s slender waist and drawing her in for a kiss.  She grinned and slid a finger down his cheek, her own canines sliding out as his lips slid along her jaw and behind her ear.  

Suddenly her head turned.  “More are coming,” she said to him softly, and her finger poked at his chest and pushed him gently away.  “Back off, Bela.”  Will slid reluctantly back into the shadows as Helen turned toward the door.

This batch of treasure seekers was considerably younger, four and five and six year olds, accompanied by their parents, who were in similar costume.  They were the Trelands and the Reynoldses, some of their favorite neighbors, the former dressed as Coneheads, the latter dressed in medieval costume.  

Helen hand signaled her husband not to jump out this time, and instead squealed with delight at the stunningly authentic Reynolds garb, which had no doubt been handmade.  Mrs. Reynolds, she knew, was a seamstress, and the whole family was involved in the medieval reenactment group, the Society for Creative Anachronism, or SCA.  They attended reenactment events all year round in garb like this: tabards and chemises and cloaks, boots and belts and laced leggings.  Little Timmy was even dressed in an adorable little monk’s robe and hood.  Franciscan, if Helen remembered her historical garb.

The Reynoldses had tried many times to get Will and Helen to accompany them to SCA events, but they just couldn’t get into it.  They had enough in their lives without adding medieval reenactment to the mix.

Besides, it always reminded them of their friend Storm, who’d actually lived during the latter part of those times... albeit in America, as a colonial-era girl, before becoming a vampire.  She’d probably find it laughable if she saw some of the things these people did, thinking it was all authentic and true to history.  

Although, ironically, the SCA people would probably collectively sell a kidney to get some of the insights Storm could no doubt bring them about the times and lives of the people.  She already had a decent career as an author and historical consultant, and had consulted for a number of movies and documentaries in the past.  

It was dangerous, though, to be too well-known.  For a vampire, anonymity was a closely-kept friend... something Will and Helen, and their friends Laura and Iain, dared not forget.  They’d all been in the young-to-middle-age group when they’d become vampires, so they weren’t very far away from most age groups and could reasonably pretend to grow older along with their friends for a while yet.  But they knew the day would come, someday, when their lack of aging would be noticed.

They dreaded that day.  All of them.  

For now, though, it was a pleasure to keep their friendships and their loves, and spend as much time with them as they could, before time slipped away.

Helen spent a few minutes exchanging gossip and pleasantries with the Reynoldses and commenting on their wonderfully done garb before assuring that everyone, Treland and Reynolds alike, had some candy, then waving goodbye to them as they moved on to the next house.  She stood watching them go, a sentimental smile on her face, and wondered for a brief, irrational moment what life would have been like if she and Will had had kids.

It was silly for her to think about.  Their inflamed, infected vampire bodies would never produce children, not the natural human way.  But she knew that Will had always wanted a daughter of his own.  A miniature Helen.  A mini me, she thought, smiling at the darling little Minnie Ann Reynolds as she walked along with the front of her beautifully brocaded skirts delicately lifted, her six-year-old

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image000.png
R





