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“DO YOU KNOW WHAT I miss the most?”

Sebastian didn’t even turn to look at William but continued watching the writhing bodies out on the dance floor.  “No.  What?” 

William yawned without covering his mouth.  His long fangs stood out even in the dimness of the darkened club. “Back in the old days there was so much more running and screaming.” He added a hiss that stretched out so long the vampire on the adjourning barstool looked over. William noticed and directed the tail end of his demonic hiss that way.  The other vampire almost fell getting off his barstool as he scooted back out of harm’s way.

For the first time in decades Sebastian chuckled. Obviously, William’s lethal crankiness was well known among the regulars in the club, but William just turned his attention back to the dancers. He waved his long claws in their direction.

“Look at them.  They’re not the least bit frightened, just having the time of their short, little lives.” William closed his eyes and sucked in a deep breath, as if savoring the smell of the crowd’s sweat and the ever ready blood supply dancing before him.

Between them, Sebastian and William had been part of the undead for more than twelve hundred years. Sebastian loved the smell that leaked from humans. He had never fully appreciated it until his own body had ceased to function properly, one of the many drawbacks of being dead. Of course, the perks of not being among the breathing any longer certainly outweighed the downsides. There was really nothing quite like that first taste of blood from a new victim, but the best part was the power gained by draining the very life-force out of someone.

William reopened his eyes and look over at Sebastian. “It’s their last few hours alive and they’re not worried in the least about us killing them. Every one of them came here knowing full well what we are and they’re thrilled to be our guests.”

Sebastian shrugged.  What did he care about these people and their silly reasons for putting their lives at risk? At least they’d been warned.  Before he had been turned, no one had warned him that vampires existed, and having now survived in his undead state for over eight hundred years, he couldn’t even remember how painful it had been that fateful night. Besides, death had been the best thing that ever happened to him, so how could he feel for these humans?  They meant nothing to him but a nice meal.

William slammed his palm down on the bar counter. “I blame it on the motion pictures.” 

The bartender came over in case William had been trying to get his attention, but a cold-eyed stare was all it took for Sebastian’s hired human to move quickly away.

“The movies?” It took patience to be William’s friend and Sebastian wasn’t known for having much. But then, he’d nothing else to do until the prey became too drunk to notice him drinking at their neck.  He was just too damn old to run after anyone these days.  Besides, he liked it when his food came to him. Unlike William, Sebastian hated the running and screaming part, and he really hated when they struggled. It upset his digestion.

“They make us out to be these beautiful creatures,” William said, “who sparkle when we’re out in the sunlight. What a bunch of garbage.” He waved his hand toward the dance floor again.  “Makes them foolish as hell.”

“I like the ease. When they come in and drink, it takes all of the work out of getting a nice meal.” Sebastian’s expression was almost loving as he gazed over the crowd that William took to be fools.  Who cared whether they were or not? This club was a fast-food restaurant for vampires. All they had to do was sit at the bar and wait for the partygoers to dance the night away before picking the entree they wanted. The club served the drinks for free on purpose.  Let the little humans dance until they were too tired to run and too drunk to think rationally. And what if these people came to see if vampires sparkled or not? They would die long before they ever got their answer.

“You’ve gotten lazy.”

If it had been anyone but William, Sebastian would have ended his undead life, but for some reason he made allowances for the younger vampire’s outspoken tirades. Maybe it was because William hadn’t been dead long enough to have gained as much wisdom as he himself had, or it could have been that William was right.  Maybe he had gotten a trifle lazy these days, and getting up off the bar stool for such an offhand insult seemed just too much work. And who knew, maybe the young buck wouldn’t be so lucky the next time they got together to feed, unlucky enough for Sebastian to work up enough energy to separate the bastard’s head from his body. But not tonight.

Sebastian did grace William with the sternest stare he could muster, though, as a warning that maybe his young friend should curb his tongue a little if he wished to keep it for future use.  It was satisfying to see William’s expression turn sober, and to see him tug at his collar as if he’d suddenly regained the ability to sweat.

“Have you been sampling the wine, my dear friend, because insulting me is a folly?  But since I consider us friends, I’ll answer your ill-phrased question. There’s a big difference between being lazy and working smarter. A smart man lets others do the work while he collects the benefits.  If you learn nothing from our acquaintance, learn to reserve your strength for times of tribulation.”

Sebastian took note of William’s smirk. “So you think it will always be this easy? I wonder who’s the bigger fool then, you or them?”  He looked back at the dancers but didn’t really see them.  His thoughts had taken him back to when people had hated them, when they’d done everything within their power to wipe his kind off the face of the Earth.  That had been when he hadn’t been able to rest even in his best hiding places, for fear of someone finding him and driving a stake through his heart.

Her shook his head to clear away such morose thoughts. “There are worse things than living forever.” 

William propped an elbow on the bar.  “Please, enlighten me.”

“Dying forever. Where do you think we’ll go after leaving this earth?” For some reason Sebastian had started to think more and more about Hell and what it might be like. It was a morbid way to while away the hours, but for each person he killed, he knew there was a price to be paid one day. One just could not escape the Grim Reaper’s scythe, not forever.

“Surely, you’re not going to give me a lecture on Hell now.”

Before Sebastian could answer, a burly vampire bouncer interrupted. “Boss, they’re leaving their empties out in the back alley again.”  He nodded toward the back exit.

Sebastian shrugged and yawned.  “How many are we talking about, Nigel?”

“I counted two men and three women.”

“Go back to the office and get my car keys out of my desk drawer.  You can throw the bodies in the trunk.  I’ll dispose of them in the woods on the way home.” He dismissed Nigel with a flick of his fingers, and the vampire scurried away.  All Sebastian’s employees knew full well that he didn’t suffer fools gladly, and that he expected his instructions to be taken care of without delay.  Not doing so could mean the end of their employment, and with it losing somewhat more than just their job.  Sebastian would have no trouble disposing of them as easily as he would the soon-to-be-dead bodies behind his club.

“Someone’s going to get us busted if they keep that up,” William said. “The authorities are just waiting for a good reason to come in here and shut us down,” and he sat up straighter and quirked an eyebrow.

Sebastian let out a long sigh as he reluctantly slid off the bar stool. “I’ll take care of it.”

William chuckled.  “We haven’t had any real entertainment in quite some time.  I can’t wait.”

“This is the worst part of owning this bar.” Sebastian gave one long and longing look at the human dancers. The hardest part was the waiting.  He would go out back and see which vampire was being careless with the empty humans. Once he had that little problem taken care of, he would return and take his pick, drink his fill. Then he could rest in his coffin, well-fed and dreamless. 

He turned back to William. “Keep an eye out here and warn me if the police show up. The last thing I need is to get caught with five bodies in my car. You would think, as old as most of the vampires are, that they’d at least know by now how to clean up after themselves. I’m not their mommy but I’ll teach them a thing or two about the basic rules of keeping a clean house.”

He looked back at the crowd and growled.  “There’s a steep price for my cleaning services. Someone won’t be coming back here tomorrow night, or ever for that matter.” Sebastian let his words hang in the air for a moment before heading toward the back alley.

The first thing he saw there was Nigel, loading a corpse into the trunk of his car.  The five bodies must have severely pushed the limits of its capacity because he had to slam its lid shut several times before it finally latched.

Had Sebastian any nerves left, he’d have jumped three feet in the air when a voice spoke over his shoulder. “You stealing supplies from the bar?”

Fortunately, the old vampire had learned a few things over the years, one being how to remain calm in the face of a catastrophe in the making. “Detective Freeman, how good of you to grace my humble club tonight.”

Sebastian levelled a
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