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Dreams I'll Never See
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I am growing very skilled in weapons. Much more than I had been when I was four. Almost twenty years have passed since McCall took me on as his student. Twenty years of nonstop training. But not one year of hunting.

I started this at the age of four. This training. This practice of the Danse Macabre, as Truva calls it. He has taught me well. He was the one calling the moves as McCall sparred with me. Parry. Thrust. Stab. Slash. Backhand. Forehand. Block.

He has also been my teacher in other things. Math. Languages. Writing. Mythology. Religion. Hunter lore. Science. Technology. Medical and First aid. 

I think of him as my little leprechaun. Or elf. Or whatever those helpful little creatures of myth were. He has encouraged my insatiable appetite for reading and knowledge. Philosophy. Geology. Tracking. Nothing is off limits.

“Cris Juarez.” Truva’s stern voice cuts through the silence. “Focus. Tonight you go on your first hunt. Your age of innocence is over. There will be no room for error. No room for mistakes.”

I slash and parry with my swords. “I want to learn martial arts, Truva. It would go well with these swords. And add to my defense.” I continue to practice form with McCall.

“McCall? What do you think? Is she ready to face Tanaka?” My teacher nods his head in agreement. I feel glee surge through me. “Then I will send for him. As well as Fujinaki and Mordecai.

I can only imagine what each of these men look like. I have never heard their names before. Are they as Voodoo and McCall? My attention has strayed for but a minute. But a minute is all it takes. McCall has bested me.

“Again, Ms. Juarez. This time, do not let your mind stray. One lapse of attention is all they will need to kill you.”

“What of you? You do not fight, and yet you are still alive.” I am being impetuous.

One minute he is up on the catwalk, the next, right in front of me wielding a sword twice his size with such finesse that I can barely parry each of his attacks. With ease, he makes me yield. 

“Ms. Juarez, never think of someone smaller than you as being defenseless. I was fighting and killing vampires before you were even a twinkle in your mama’s eye. Do not ever think of someone like me as defenseless. Your opponents will come in all sizes and shapes. And both genders. Even as people you think you know.” He is cold. Calculated.

Suddenly, I realize the error of my ways. I realize the error of my words. I capitulate. “Mea Culpa.”

“Just see that you do not make that error again. It is the difference between life and death. I know that I look small and defenseless. But I am not. Small I may be, but I am also a seasoned fighter. I have given up the active hunt to become your smithy. I will be providing your weapons. Silver bullets. Silver-laced arrow tips and bolt tips. Throwing daggers. Whatever you need.”

“I truly am sorry for my assumption.”

“You only voiced what others think. Make sure you do not voice it again.”

***
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AS DARK FALLS, WE ARE heading out for the hunt. Like the hunt for a rabbit, there is a thrill. Only thing different is that there is no real chase. No drinking to end my nightly thirst.

I am excited. Probably more than I should. I have worked for this moment for twenty years. Tonight is my first test. I guess to see how well I do. If I am any good at it.

Around us, the war still rages between man and vampire. It will likely rage for quite a while, since there are few of us actually fighting with the right weapons. Man is so stupid. He thinks the movies hold all the answers.

He believes the myths. Crucifixes. The Holy Sacrament. Holy Water. Garlic. Wooden stakes. The vampire’s supposed aversion to God and the church.

All lies. Only truths are that silver kills a vampire and that they will not enter consecrated buildings or stand upon consecrated land. But that is true about anything without a soul. 

Ashen or oaken stakes are meaningless. They only serve to anger the target. Garlic, well, even though it causes the eater bad breath, it has no effect upon the enemy. Since they reek like the rotting sacks of bones they are, they could never really smell the garlic. Crucifixes or crosses are just jewelry. Meaningless. 

Holy water, well just water. The sacrament? I take that on a nearly daily basis and I am one of them. I even go to confession and mass. I don’t know what’ll happen when this all ends. Once this time with McCall and Truva ends. But right now, I do it because even I need to hold onto hope.

As we head out into the night, I realize that I will never sleep again. My days will be filled with training. Even more training than before. Training at the hands of three strangers.

With this realization comes another. The realization that I will never again dream. Perhaps it is for the best. I have been having horrible dreams. 

Dreams of death. Destruction. Chaos. Dreams of loss and sadness. 

I can only hope that we will hunt every night from now on. I want to prevent my dreams from coming true. I want things to stay the same. Well, not completely. 

My war has started. My revenge. My justice. Perhaps there is no honor in hate. But what if we hate the evil? Is that honorable? Is that right?

I ponder this as we disappear into the night. Our target is not a Clan head. He is merely an underling. Someone who carries out the orders of someone else who holds more power. Still, I look forward to the confrontation. I relish the idea of the battle.
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Bounty Hunter
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We are after Le Guarde, The enforcer for Vassare. Vassare isn’t a big fish in the vampire nation either. He is a mid-lord. He does what he is told. Le Guarde was not with his master when Vassare destroyed my family. From what I am told, he wasn’t even a vampire then. He was added after I destroyed Vassare’s last group. So was the one hundred others who now make up Vassare’s “Legion Of Fallen Saints” who roam the countryside raping, pillaging and making more vampires without any discrimination. Many of his “Fallen” are convicts. Convicts who traded their lives for freedom. 

I do not feel sorry for the idiots. Le Guarde was not a criminal. Not in the traditional sense. He was a youth gone wild. Much like Lilith. The allure of immortality was too great. He didn’t realize that it really wasn’t immortality, but a form of a disease that suspended death. One can still die. Just not as easily.

The disease steals your soul, not your life. A sort of spiritual HIV virus. It sends you into the change. Rips your soul out of you. Then reanimates you into a bloodthirsty creature bent on feeding on innocent people.

But, even Le Guarde has to follow orders. As does the rest of the “Saints”. They are given a target. They go in search of that target. They feed on any who get in their way. Spreading their disease.

I am one of a shrinking number who hunt these morons. I call them morons because they have an over-inflated sense of self. They do not believe they can die. Nor do they think they can be defeated.

This is my first hunt. But I believe that I will succeed. I have two excellent teachers. I only hope that I do not let McCall down. I have been training for this night for twenty years.

I must remember that I am not facing Vassare. I will be facing a French henchman. At least I think he is French. With a name like Le Guarde, he should be.

***
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WE ARE BEING WATCHED. I cannot tell where the watcher is. Just that they watch. But who is it?
I cannot ponder the question long. We are set upon by ghouls. I know this from the description Truva has given me numerous times. More sentient than zombies, ghouls tend to wander in packs. They are, for all intents and purposes, dead. But they can still think and act.

They are sort of a cross, as Truva would say, between zombies and vampires. But with an appetite much larger than either. But I am not sure Truva is quite accurate with his descriptions. Mummies, these aren’t. I remember mummies from a trip to the museum papa took me on. 

These are more like a cross between a decaying body with the ability to think and something out of my worst nightmares. And they stink. Worse than I had ever imagined. At moments, I wish I was elsewhere fighting something less rank.

But this is a hazard of the job. You may go out to do one mission. That may not be the mission you end with. You may not even get to the mission you were on. Then, there are-supposedly-times that you never run into them. But tonight, I am seriously doubting this observation made by Truva.

We have run into a pack right at the start. And I wanted an easy night. Light on the surprises. Heavy on the action. 

They have sensed a possible meal. The smell of a living person is enough to draw them. But throw in an undead, and they go nuts. Or that is how it looks to me.

McCall looks at me to see if I am apprehensive. I am not. Just disgusted. Mad. I draw my swords from their scabbards strapped to my back. I have to be careful of my wings. The edges of my swords are so sharp I could easily cut myself. 

My wings. I almost forgot they were there. I have grown so used to them, I never pay them any mind. Now, I must be careful. Careful not to cut myself. Careful not to do anything in haste. 

A cut right now would not be good. Though my heart no longer beats, I do bleed. Quite a bit. And healing is always a long drawn out affair. 

What takes a living human mere days to heal from takes me...weeks. This is nothing like Hollywood’s version of Vampirism. I mean the kind where they heal almost instantly. Without scars. 

But I have accepted that everything I was taught as a child before the change was wrong. I have accepted that I have to relearn. Everything. Even the simplest of things.

***
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WE CLOSE IN BATTLE. My swords slice through writhing bodies like they are butter. Rancid butter. Very rancid. Almost putrid.
I am not paying close enough attention to what is behind me. Then I hear it. Thwack! I look back and see an arrow sticking out of a ghoul’s head. I look in the direction of the fletching and see her. Our follower.

I am trying hard not to laugh. The arrow almost sounded as if it was hitting a ripe melon. Or a gourd. I silently send thanks to our shadow. She shows no sign of acknowledgement. 

I cannot see her face. But I notice that she is no longer alone. There are six others with her. Seven. She can only be one of the Sisterhood. Only they travel in packs of seven. A lucky number. 

I watch as her attention is drawn from us to something on the other side of her. A ghoul appears near her and her sword lashes out. I turn my attention back to our own problem. We still have quite a sizable pack of ghouls to hack through. 

Minutes seem to turn to hours. What
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