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Written by Aaron Abilene

It was a cold dark summer night in hell...or, I mean Sweetwater Texas. The year was 1997, and I was out walking the streets, looking for some pussy, but unfortunately the only pussy in Sweetwater was attached to a bunch of morbidly obese trailer trash.

So, I made my way down the street. The only street light flickered like the bulb was about to commit suicide, but who could blame it? The moon barely provided any light, like a fat person standing in front of a lamp.

A group of overweight teenagers were walking towards me, but the street was too dark for them to see me because the only street light only lit up where they were walking. It wasn’t long before I was standing in front of them.

The teenagers stumbled backwards and fell to the street screaming.

“Vampire!” They screamed.

I laughed and looked around half expecting to see one of the malnourished drug addicts that slept nearby, but there was no one else around. When I turned back around the teenagers were running down the street still screaming.

I was a tall pale skinned man, 18 years old, close to 7 feet tall, and about 300 lbs with long dark hair. I was wearing an oversized white ruffled button up shirt and black pants. Now that I think about it, maybe I did look like a vampire.

I think I am getting ahead of myself. I almost forgot to introduce myself. My name is James.

The teenagers continued waddling junk food addled asses away while still screaming, but by now they were screaming for help. I think they were screaming for help because they are fat and out of shape, and they were completely out of gas after the first block that they ran, but they were blaming it on me, the supposed big scary vampire, not their addiction to sitting on their fat lazy asses while guzzling gallons of soda and wolfing down more junk food in a day than most people eat in a month.

I continued walking down the pitch black street to the payphone 5 blocks away in the gas station parking lot. A payphone was something that we had to use back then because they didn’t want things to be easy for anyone back then. You had to put quarters in the payphone for a short conversation. I put a handful of quarters in the payphone, so I could call the girl who I had been seeing long distance.

She was a fat blonde girl several years older than I was, but I didn’t know that because she had been lying to me about her age as well as what she looked like.

As I sat there listening to the girl spew her nonsense a police car pulled up next to the payphone, and an overweight cop waddled over, and started yelling at me, telling me to hang up the phone, but before I could react, he drew his sidearm, and aimed it at my head.

I hung up the phone, and held my hand out in front of me like the fat pig demanded, and he put my hands in cuffs in front of me. 

The doughnut-addled officer called a van to transport me to jail because I wouldn’t fit in his car.

While I sat there waiting for the van to arrive the portly officer glared at me while I watched the locals cruise up and down the street, over and over again with loud music playing because they had nothing better to do.

Finally after sitting there for what seemed like an eternity the van pulled into the parking lot.

When the van arrived the bloated oaf helped me to my feet, and led me to the back of the van.

A pudgy little black woman was driving the van. She climbed down out of the driver's seat, and walked around to the back of the van to open the back door.

The obese officer helped me into the back of the van. There was already a drunk man passed out in the back of the van. His pants were soaked, and the van smelled like piss.

The van drove for several minutes before violently crashing when 2 cars that were street racing ran a redlight and slammed into the van.

Both street racers were killed in the crash because neither of them was wearing a seatbelt. 

The 2 officers stumble out of the van, and the drunk man crashes through the back door of the van landing in the street.

The 2 officers stand at the back of the van looking at the drunk man who was lying in a pool of blood. 

The officers looked up at me as I lay motionless in the back of the van.

“The drunk one is dead.” The fat male officer said.

“Yeah, he ain’t getting back up.” The female officer said.

I sat up and I spit blood in the faces of the officers.

“What the hell?” The male officer yelled.

“Nasty motherfucker.” The female officer said.

The male officer shined his flashlight in my face. I don’t know what he saw when he looked at me, but he dropped his flashlight, and stumbled backwards.

I stood up and when I did the handcuff bracelet snapped. Both of the officers saw this happen, and waddled away down the street like there was a sale on doughnuts.

I climbed out of the back of the van and walked away into the darkness.

“I ain’t working here no more.” The male officer said as he disappeared into the night.

“He is a fucking vampire.” The female officer said as she ran away.

I started walking down the street away from the van, but I was quickly surrounded by locals who by this point were all convinced that I was the spawn of satan.

One of the crowd members, a fat sunburned man in denim overalls, waddled up to me.

He threw a steak at me. I caught the steak and took a bite of it before throwing it back in the fat redneck’s face. 

He looked at me with a look of sheer stupidity upon his bloated face.

“You were done supposed to be dead. What the hell is going on here?” He said.

“You thought a steak would kill me?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, you’re a vampire, ain’t you?” He replied.

I looked at him trying to figure out how he got so goddamn stupid, but I have no fucking idea.

“I think you got steak mixed up with stake.” I said.

A morbidly obese woman in a floral housecoat waddled up to me. I couldn’t say for sure if she was really a woman because she had hair growing on her chin, but she was definitely ugly.

She was mumbling a bunch of nonsense about how God was going to send me back to hell where I belong. 

“That’s pretty stupid of you to think that because you also think I’m a vampire, but if I’m a vampire, and I’m here with you idiots then I’m pretty sure that means either God doesn’t give a shit what I do to you, or your God is just a make believe character from a book, and you’re too stupid to understand that, but either way you’re a dumbass.” I said.

An overweight man with a mouthful of chewing tobacco came charging through the crowd, and stopped right in front of me.

“Who the hell do you think you are talking to my old lady like that?” He asked.

“I’m the guy all of you morons think is a vampire, but yet you’re willing to get in my face. Either you’re a dumb fuck, or you don’t actually think I’m a vampire. Which is it?” I replied.

“What the hell does any of that have to do with anything?” He asked.

I walked away before they could bring my IQ down to their level. I continued walking back to my place. I lived in a house on a hill. There were several abandoned homes on the block. 

The peaceful town of Sweetwater, Texas is the kind of place where you instantly feel at home. The quaint streets are lined with charming houses, their front porches adorned with rocking chairs and colorful flower-filled pots. Neighbors wave hello as they walk by, their cheerful smiles and friendly chatter fostering a feeling of warmth and unity.

It was on one such sunny afternoon that I, Caleb Thompson, found myself strolling down Main Street. My jet black hair and dark eyes seemed to attract attention wherever I went, casting an air of mystery around me. Despite my introverted nature, I couldn't help but feel drawn to the sense of community in this small town.

"Hey there, Caleb," called out a neighbor from across the street, giving me a friendly wave. "Beautiful day, isn't it?"

I smiled and waved back. "Sure is!"

As I continued walking, I couldn't shake off the feeling that something about me piqued the curiosity of the townspeople. Perhaps it was my mysterious aura or maybe they just weren't used to newcomers. Either way, I hoped to find my place among them soon enough.

"Excuse me, Caleb?" A woman approached me, her face lighting up with recognition. "You're the new guy in town, right? I'm Sarah. We haven't had a chance to meet yet, but I wanted to say welcome."

"Thanks, Sarah," I replied, trying my best to appear approachable despite my tendency to keep to myself. "Nice to meet you."

"Likewise!" she grinned. "If you ever need anything or have any questions about Sweetwater, feel free to ask. We're all here to help each other out."

"Appreciate that," I nodded, grateful for the warm reception.

As I walked away from our brief encounter, I couldn't help but wonder what it would take for me to truly feel like a part of this close-knit community. Would my love for sketching or playing the guitar be enough to bridge the gap? Or would my introverted nature continue to keep me at arm's length?

"Hey, Caleb!" a young boy shouted, running up to me with a wide grin. "My mom said you draw really cool stuff! Can I see some of your sketches sometime?"

"Sure thing, kiddo," I replied, touched by his genuine interest. "Maybe I'll show you a few tricks too."

"Awesome!" he exclaimed before scampering off, leaving me to ponder the possibilities that awaited me in Sweetwater.

The sun dipped below the horizon as I walked towards my small rented house, nestled at the end of a quiet street in Sweetwater. It was a modest place, with peeling white paint and an overgrown garden, but it suited me just fine. As I unlocked the door, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief wash over me. Within these walls, I could escape from the world and lose myself in my art.

Upon entering my home, I immediately headed towards my favorite corner of the living room - my makeshift studio. Sketches and drawings littered the floor, while charcoal pencils and erasers were strewn across a rickety wooden table. My trusty guitar leaned against the wall, its once glossy wood now dulled by time and countless hours of practice. This was my sanctuary, where I could retreat from the chaos outside and let my creativity flow.

"Evening, Caleb!" I heard Mrs. Jenkins call out from her porch next door. She was the nosiest neighbor I'd ever met, but she had a heart of gold.

"Evening, Mrs. Jenkins," I replied, waving to her before retreating back inside.

As I began to sketch, I could still feel the weight of curious eyes on me from earlier that day. It seemed like every time I ventured out into the town, whispers and glances followed me like a shadow. It didn't take long for the rumors to start spreading - the mysterious newcomer with dark hair and even darker eyes, who spent all his time holed up in his little house. Was he a tortured artist? A musician looking for his big break? The curiosity was palpable, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of amusement at their wild speculations.

"Hey, Caleb!" shouted Timmy, the young boy who lived down the street. He had a knack for showing up whenever I stepped outside to take a break. "What're you working on today?"

"Timmy, my man!" I grinned. "Just working on a new sketch. Got any ideas for me?"

"Draw a dragon! With wings and fire and everything!" he excitedly suggested.

"Sounds like a plan," I agreed, ruffling his hair before heading back in to bring the creature to life.

As I worked on the intricate details of the dragon's scales, I couldn't help but ponder the townspeople's fascination with me. Were they simply intrigued by the unknown, or was there something about me that drew them in? Perhaps it was a bit of both. My introverted nature often made it difficult for me to connect with others, but I couldn't deny that I secretly longed for the same sense of community that seemed to come so naturally to the people of Sweetwater.

"Maybe one day," I thought as I put the finishing touches on the dragon's fiery breath. "But for now, this is where I belong."

My guitar strings vibrated under my fingertips as I strummed the last chords of a melancholic tune. A soft knock on the door interrupted the fading echoes of my music. With a sigh, I propped my guitar against the wall and went to answer.

"Hey there, Caleb! How's it goin'?" said Mrs. Thompson, a plump, jovial woman from across the street, her cheeks still flushed from baking all morning. She held a steaming pie in her hands, the scent of sweet apples wafting through the air.

"Hi, Mrs. Thompson. I'm doing well, thank you," I replied, smiling politely.

"Great! I was just wondering if you'd like to come to our church's potluck this Sunday? It's a great way to meet everyone, and we'd love to have you!" Her eyes sparkled with anticipation, hoping I would accept.

"Um, thanks for the invitation." I hesitated, feeling the familiar knot of anxiety twisting in my stomach. "I'll think about it."

"Alright, then. Just let me know," she said, not letting her disappointment show. "In the meantime, enjoy this pie. It's my famous apple crumble!"

"Thanks, Mrs. Thompson," I said, carefully taking the warm dish from her. "I appreciate it."

As I closed the door and set the pie down, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was letting people down by not being more outgoing. But every time I tried to put myself out there, a nagging voice in my head reminded me of how much easier it was to stay home and lose myself in my art or music.

"Maybe they'll eventually understand," I thought, picking up my guitar once more and diving into another tune, trying to drown out the doubts. "This is how I cope. This is who I am."

As the days went by, more invitations came my way. A Friday night barbecue at Timmy's house, a Saturday morning gardening club organized by Mr. Johnson, even a book club led by old Mrs. Jenkins from down the lane. Each time, I found myself torn between my desire for solitude and the nagging feeling that I was missing out on something special.

"Hey, Caleb!" called out Sarah, my next-door neighbor, as I stepped out to collect my mail one afternoon. "We're having a game night tonight. Wanna join us?"

"Um," I hesitated, shuffling through the letters in my hands, desperately searching for an excuse. "I'd love to, but I've got this project I'm working on, and..."

"Ah, no worries," she replied with a knowing smile. "Some other time, then."

"Definitely," I said, forcing a grin. "Thanks for the invite, Sarah."

"Anytime, Caleb," she said, walking away with a friendly wave.

As I retreated back into my house, I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. The people of Sweetwater were nothing but kind to me, yet I continued to keep them at arm's length. I wanted to feel like I belonged, but I just couldn't shake my introverted nature.

"Maybe one day," I whispered to myself, picking up my sketchpad and pencil, seeking solace in the familiar comfort of my art. "But for now, I'll stay safely behind these walls."

A few days later, I found myself standing at the entrance of Sweetwater's annual town fair, surrounded by laughter and chatter. I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, inhaling the scents of popcorn, cotton candy, and freshly grilled burgers. It was impossible not to be affected by the contagious energy around me.

"Alright, Caleb," I murmured to myself, "you can do this. Just one conversation. One connection."

I cautiously stepped into the fray, immediately spotting a cluster of familiar faces from my street. They waved at me in unison, their smiles warm and welcoming. As much as I wanted to join them, I hesitated, feeling like an intruder to their tight-knit group.

"Hey, Caleb!" shouted Mr. Johnson, the hardware store owner, beckoning me over to the dart game he was manning. "Care to give it a shot?"

"Uh, sure," I replied, trying to sound confident despite the nervous tremble in my voice. I picked up a dart and threw it with all my might, watching as it sailed through the air and landed in the outer edge of the target.

"Nice throw!" Mr. Johnson encouraged, clapping me on the back. "Keep practicing, and you'll be a pro in no time."

"Thanks," I said, managing a weak smile. The words 'keep practicing' echoed in my head, reminding me that I needed to work on more than just my dart-throwing skills. I turned away from the game, scanning the crowd for another opportunity to engage with someone - anyone.

"Hey there, Caleb," came a gentle voice from behind me. I turned to see Mrs. Jenkins, the sweet old lady who led the book club. She stood next to a table laden with homemade pies, her eyes twinkling with kindness.

"Hi, Mrs. Jenkins," I greeted her, trying to muster as much enthusiasm as I could. "These pies look delicious."

"Thank you, dear," she said, beaming. "Would you like to try a slice?"

"Sure," I replied, accepting the plate she handed me. As I took my first bite, the flavors of ripe apples and cinnamon danced on my tongue, momentarily distracting me from my discomfort.

"Your pie is amazing, Mrs. Jenkins," I complimented her between bites. "I'll have to get the recipe from you sometime."

"Of course, dear," she chuckled. "Just let me know when you're ready to bake one yourself."

As our conversation continued, a small part of me began to feel at ease. Maybe this was it - the connection I'd been longing for. But as I glanced around at the sea of faces, all immersed in their own conversations and laughter, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was still very much an outsider in Sweetwater. And despite my best efforts, I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever truly belong.

The sun had begun to dip below the horizon, casting an orange glow on Sweetwater's streets. I sat on my front porch, sketchbook in hand, attempting to capture the beauty of the fading light. My focus was interrupted by a cheerful voice cutting through the tranquil silence.

"Hi, Caleb!" called out Sarah, the young girl who lived across the street, as she skipped towards me. Her golden curls bounced with each step, and her eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Hey there, Sarah," I replied, trying to match her enthusiasm.

"Whatcha drawin'?" she asked, peering over my shoulder at the half-finished sketch of the sunset.

"Just the sunset. It's really pretty today," I explained, momentarily losing myself in the warm hues that colored the sky.

"Wow, you're really good!" Sarah exclaimed, her eyes wide with admiration. "Can I watch you draw?"

"Uh, sure," I hesitated. The introvert in me cringed at the idea of having an audience, but I didn't want to disappoint the eager child.

As I continued to sketch, Sarah watched intently, occasionally peppering me with questions about my technique or choice of colors. I did my best to keep up with her inquiries while maintaining my focus on the drawing. As much as I enjoyed our interaction, I couldn't help but feel a familiar tension in my chest - the same one I felt every time someone from the town tried to engage with me. What if they discovered my inability to truly connect?

"Are you going to the potluck next week?" Sarah suddenly asked, pulling me back to reality.

"Um, I'm not sure yet," I admitted, feeling the uncertainty gnaw at my insides. Part of me wanted to attend, to be a part of this close-knit community, but another part feared the social anxiety it would undoubtedly bring.

"Please come," she pleaded, her eyes shining with sincerity. "It's going to be so much fun, and I know everyone would love to have you there."

"Alright," I relented, unable to resist her infectious enthusiasm. "I'll do my best to make it."

"Yay!" she cheered, clapping her hands together in excitement. "I can't wait!"

As Sarah skipped back across the street, I found myself both dreading and yearning for the upcoming potluck. My heart ached for the connection that Sarah and the rest of the town had offered me, but my introverted nature struggled against the prospect of being thrust into another social situation.

"Maybe this time will be different," I whispered to myself, trying to quell the doubts that swirled within me. With a sigh, I refocused on my sketch, seeking solace in the familiar comfort of my art.

The following morning, I awoke to the sound of birds chirping outside my window. The sun peeked through the curtains, casting a warm glow across my bedroom. I rubbed my eyes and stretched, preparing for another day in Sweetwater.

"Alright," I muttered to myself as I swung my legs over the side of the bed, "let's get this show on the road."

My daily routine was simple but comforting. I began by grabbing a piece of toast and a cup of coffee from the kitchen before settling down at my small wooden desk. Sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating the various sketches that adorned its surface.

"Time to make some magic," I whispered, picking up my pencil and letting it glide smoothly across the paper. As I lost myself in my sketch, the world around me seemed to fade away, leaving only the intricate lines and shapes that formed under my steady hand.

"Looking good," I murmured, admiring the progress I had made on my latest piece. It depicted a serene landscape of rolling hills, dotted with the occasional tree or wildflower. It was a scene I had stumbled upon during one of my solitary walks through the outskirts of town, and it had captivated me ever since.

After a few hours of sketching, I decided it was time for a break. I rose from my chair and stretched, feeling the satisfying pop of my joints as they loosened. With a yawn, I glanced at the guitar propped against the wall, beckoning me with its familiar curves.

"Alright, old friend," I said, picking up the instrument and strumming a few chords. "Let's see what you've got today."

As my fingers danced across the strings, I felt a wave of calm wash over me. Music had always been my escape, allowing me to express emotions that I couldn't quite put into words. I played song after song, each melody a testament to the joy and sorrow that filled my soul.

"Wow, Caleb," I sighed, setting the guitar back against the wall. "You really know how to get lost in your own world, don't you?"

As the day wore on, I found myself plagued by thoughts of Sweetwater's residents and their attempts to draw me into their community. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing out on something important, a connection that could make me feel truly at home in this quaint little town.

"Maybe I should try harder," I thought, as I stared out the window at the bustling street below. "Maybe if I put myself out there more, I can finally find my place here."

But even as I entertained these thoughts, doubt gnawed at the edges of my mind. What if I tried and failed? What if I put myself out there only to discover that I didn't belong after all?

"Ugh," I groaned, burying my face in my hands. "Why does everything have to be so complicated?"

I glanced around my small rented house, taking in the sketches and musical instruments that filled the space. They were a testament to my solitary nature, a reminder of the creative outlets I had always turned to in times of need. But for the first time, they seemed insufficient, unable to fill the void that had opened inside me.

"Maybe it's time to take a chance," I whispered, feeling a strange mix of determination and fear. "Maybe it's time to see if I can truly become a part of this community."

With that thought echoing in my mind, I picked up my pencil once more, seeking solace in the familiar rhythm of my art. But as I sketched, my heart remained heavy, weighed down by the uncertainty of my future and the longing for a place to call home.

Sweetwater, Texas is the kind of town where everyone knows their neighbors and folks greet each other with a friendly wave from their front porch. The sun casts a warm golden hue over the quiet streets lined with charming houses, each with its own patch of green lawn and a white picket fence. It's a place where time seems to slow down, and you can hear the laughter of children playing in the park after school.

I, Caleb Thompson, am new to this town, but I'm quickly learning that Sweetwater has a way of making you feel at home. The locals have welcomed me with open arms and a slice of homemade apple pie. At least, that's how it was until the rumors started.

It began as a whisper among a few of the older women who gathered for their weekly quilting circle. They would sit and stitch together, gossiping about the lives of their neighbors like they were characters in some tawdry soap opera. And despite my preference for solitude, I became one of those characters when I moved into the old Van Helsing house on the edge of town.

"Have you seen that strange young man who moved into the Van Helsing house?" one of them would ask, her voice lowered to a conspiratorial hush.

"Black hair, dark eyes, and always so pale," another would say, nodding sagely. "He must be one of those...vampires."

"Vampire" was a word that carried weight in Sweetwater. A word that could turn friends into enemies and a quiet young artist into something far more sinister. The rumor spread through the community like wildfire, leaving not even the smallest child untouched by its tendrils of fear and suspicion.

"Momma says he only comes out at night," a little girl whispered to her friend as they walked past my house, daring each other to peek through the rickety fence and catch a glimpse of the supposed vampire within.

"Bet he's got fangs and everything," her friend whispered back, eyes wide with terror and fascination.

It wasn't long before their whispers became a chorus, and the once-peaceful town of Sweetwater was consumed by both fear and curiosity. My name was on every tongue, my face in every nightmare. And all because of a silly rumor that had no basis in reality.

But sometimes, reality is no match for the power of a good story.

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows on Sweetwater's Main Street as I ventured out of my house. The once-familiar faces of my neighbors now carried a new emotion – fear. They hurried past me, clutching their children and whispering to one another. I caught snippets of their conversations; words like "monster" and "danger" floated through the air, drowning the town in a sea of trepidation.

"Hey, Mr. Thompson," I called out to my next-door neighbor, attempting to engage him in conversation. He hesitated, then stopped just a few feet away from me, his eyes darting nervously between my face and the ground.

"Evenin', Caleb," he replied, voice wavering. "What can I do for you?"

"Look, about these rumors..." I began, trying to keep my voice calm and steady. "I'm not a vampire, okay? I don't know who started this nonsense, but it's completely untrue."

"Is that so?" he asked, skepticism etched across his face.

"Of course! I mean, I'm standing here talking to you right now, in the open, with the sun setting behind me. I think that should be enough proof, right?" I said, forcing a chuckle, though my heart wasn't in it.

Mr. Thompson shifted uncomfortably before finally nodding. "Yeah... I guess you're right. Sorry, Caleb. It's just, you know how people get around here. One wild story and everyone's up in arms."

"Tell me about it," I sighed, watching him walk away, still unsure whether he truly believed me or not.

Determined to dispel the rumors, I approached others in the town, trying to explain myself and prove my innocence. At the grocery store, I struck up a conversation with Mrs. Jenkins, the checkout lady who had always greeted me with a warm smile.

"Good evening, Mrs. Jenkins," I said
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