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The sky was still overcast and the forest seemed to go on forever. Brian absently brushed back the errant black hair that dropped down over his right eye as he knelt down to examine the fading tracks. Birds squawked and screeched all around him, making it hard to hear anything in the distance. The prints were old, but still fresh enough for him to follow. They had to, otherwise this entire trip would be for nothing. He wasn't too sure how far ahead she was, or for that matter, how long ago it had been since she passed by this place. Tracking was something new for him, something he hadn't thought he would ever be able to learn. This place was full of surprises however, least of all the fact that he could track.
 
 
Twigs showed the path she had taken. The sheer number of them that were snapped and hanging indicated how quickly she'd been moving as she passed by this place. He was going to have to move faster if he hoped to catch up to her. That shouldn't be a problem. This place lent itself to his unnatural strength and speed. With just a little exertion he would be able to catch up to his prey before she got too much further ahead. He had to admit, however, part of the fun of doing it was never knowing what could happen or what was around the next bend in the trail. The adventure was always new, and he had to admit, it would always bring him back for more.
 
 
The forest around him passed quickly by him as he picked up the pace and ran as fast as he dared to. He barely felt the broken twigs and branches as they tried to grab and hold onto him or his clothes. His outfit of choice for tonight seemed to be a green leather woodsman's outfit. It was something he was sure he once saw on some old classic movie somewhere. If he had a bow and some arrows on his back he was sure someone would take him for Robin Hood, if they could actually see him blurring by. The sound of dogs, no, wolves yapping made him pause for a moment to get his bearings.
 
 
“Figures,” he said under his breath. “It's never easy is it?”
 
 
The fact that they were heading in the same direction he was, albeit a bit further off to the north, made it a good bet they were hunting the same quarry he was. Very little in this forest seemed to happen by coincidence. Most of it was under the control of one consciousness; he was the sole exception to that. He was free to make his own decisions, and to play whatever part he chose. Whatever forces that were at work here, he was not a part of it, and yet he did shape and mold the events by his own actions as well.
 
 
“I suppose I need to try and head them off first.”
 
 
The thought was an irritant. All he really wanted to do was catch up to his quarry. He hadn't seen her at all tonight. Everything seemed to be working against him catching her, and yet there were obvious signs like the trial he was following that said she wanted to be found. Perhaps she was toying with him. It was always possible that she knew he was out here, stalking her, and she was baiting him, maybe even daring him to continue. Maybe he should just leave the wolves. They couldn’t be faster than him, and after all, wasn't she already so far ahead of him that the wolves didn't stand a chance of catching up to her?
 
 
He wasn't entirely sure if that was true. Things changed without warning in here. He had to be on his toes at all times, otherwise he could be taken unawares, and that wouldn't do. After a quick decision, Brian decided to move on and trust his own speed. He was sure he could easily outdistance the hunting pack. If he couldn't, then he would just have to deal with it when the time arrived. Miles passed beneath his feet over the next few minutes, yet strangely the forest seemed to continue without pause. The wolves had definitely been left behind. He could still hear them, but now only as a faint annoyance.
 
 
 
 
“Where does she think she is going?” he mumbled as he brushed the hair from his face again. A nearby sound caught his attention as he studied the ground again. This time the prints were much fresher, the imprints from the soles of her shoes were still noticeable in these ones. They were a good sign that he was gaining on her. The sound of something moving in the nearby bushes caused him to pause and stare in their direction.
 
 
“What now?” There was no way the wolves could have already caught up to him, they weren't even on his path. They seemed to be making their own trail to hunt by. Whatever it was, Brian could make out a small shadowy figure moving about in trees to his right. It wasn't large enough to be a man, so it had to be an animal of some sort. Then again, anything was possible in this place: one had to be careful at all times. The last thing he needed was to be taken by surprise. That just wouldn't do, not to mention the delay that could cause. Day time had to be approaching soon, so that meant his time was severely limited.
 
 
“Fine, I can't take the chance.”
 
 
Launching himself as fast as he could into the nearby bush, Brian pulled out a large knife from his belt. He wasn't sure when he had put it there, but right now wasn't the time to be asking these types of questions. Right now he needed all of his senses alert and ready. A dark owl like shadow leaped into the sky just as he broke through the foliage. It's large wings flapping in the air above him as it paused and looked down at him with it's large unblinking red eyes. The entire scene was surreal and caused Brian to give pause. Had it not been so other worldly, he might have thought to leap up and try to grab the thing. As it was, he found himself staring into the things unblinking eyes as it rose up higher into the air. The last thing he noticed as it finally turned and flapped off out of view was the fact that its rather large wingspan never seemed to affect the nearby tree branches, almost as if it wasn’t really here.
 
 
The sound of wolves howling jerked him out of his trance like state.
 
 
“What the hell was that?” He wondered aloud. The sound of the wolves now came from in front of him rather than behind him. Somehow in the short time he had spent investigating the dark shape, the damned wolves had caught up and already passed him.
 
 
“I really hate that when it happens.” He shook his head as he dashed off in the direction of the sound of the pack. From the commotion that they were making, it sounded as if they had found their quarry. He couldn't help but wonder what the appearance of the dark owl like thing could mean. Its absence from his life was a happy thing. That had meant that he could live his life as if he were actually normal, well at least somewhat normal. Now however, its presence here complicated things. It was a bad omen. 
 
 
A small clearing opened up as he came upon the pack. Several gray and black wolves circled two people in the center of the clearing. A blond young woman dressed in flowing almost transparent white dress that reached to the ground and would have made it almost impossible to run let alone walk in stood cringing behind a young strapping man who held a ridiculously long sword out before him. The two of them spun about in place in an attempt to keep the entire pack at bay. The young man’s shiny armor somehow looking more like metal jeans and a red letterman's coat.
 
 
“Chuck? What the hell is he doing here?”
 
 
Sure enough, Heathers old boyfriend was here guarding Heather who cringed behind him in the flowing dress. A strong breeze seemed to be blowing only on her, so that her hair and dress blew wildly about her as she hid behind her champion. Brian paused and leaned up against a nearby tree and watched as the first wolf leaped at the armored Chuck. A part of him wanted to help the two of them, yet the truth was, he hadn't come here to share time with her old boyfriend. He had come here in her dream to be alone with her, which he hadn't been able to do since their adventure six months ago. Since that time the only chance he had of ever being with her or even getting to talk to her was here.
 
 
The stupidly large blade cut the first wolf clean in half, and made it disappear as if it had never existed before. In a sense it never really did. This was just a dream after all. Heather was never in any real danger, but she didn’t know that, and he really did need to be where Chuck currently was. The problem was, he had been replaced once again; First in real life and now even in her dreams. This was the one real place that had always been his, and now a phantom from her past was killing the last real hope he had of being with her. Another wolf died to Chuck's blade.
 
 
“What's wrong with these stupid wolves? If they all attacked at once they could take him down. Instead, they keep coming one at a time, and stupidly from the front. If real wolves hunted like this, it'd be no wonder they were almost extinct.” Brian grumbled to himself. No this was getting him nowhere, he thought. He needed to do something now rather than let that fake Chuck take his place and his girl. Brian began to look around for something he could use to steal the scene. Anything that would work. His eyes locked upon a large stone behind a nearby tree.
 
 
“Well,” he thought to himself, “That’s going to have work.”
 
 
A second later he had retrieved the dull gray thing. It was quite heavy, and larger than his fist. He suspected that if it wasn't for his enhanced strength, the task he was about to use it for would have been impossible.
 
 
“Listen to me,” he thought. “Here I am in a dream world, and I'm talking about what is impossible.” he chuckled to himself.
 
 
A second later he was standing in the clearing again, watching the scene playing out. Two more wolves were gone, obviously killed by the dream Chuck. The stupid wolves were still coming at him one at a time, and a sense of jealousy rose up in Brian as he noticed how desperately Heather clung to her champion. He wanted to be there, it was his place and this faker was taking it from him. Chuck had no business taking Heather away from him again, and he was done putting up with it. Brian pulled his arm back then threw the large stone with all his might sending it careening at the phantom Chuck. The rock exploded Heathers champions head just as he killed another wolf.
 
 
The rest of Chuck's body exploded into a sparkling mist as Heather fell forward onto the ground no longer having Chuck's body there to support her. The next wolf leaped at the now undefended Heather, its teeth baring as saliva ran from its open maw. Heather had no chance to raise even an arm to defend herself as she was still looking at the ground in shock at her missing champion. Brian slammed into the air-born beast just as it was about to tear into the defenseless woman, sending the wolf spiraling head over heels away from the two, before shattering into sparkles of light as it impacted into a nearby tree.
 
 
“I'm here, Heather!” Brian said as he reached down and grabbed the girl by the shoulders and started to lift her to her feet.
 
 
“Brian?” Heather looked up at him. Her face clearly showed she was startled to see him. Her deep blue eyes caused Brian to lose himself in them as she did so. “What are you doing here? Where's Chuck?” She asked as she looked side to side as if expecting to see her former champion standing nearby.
 
 
Brian smiled at her hoping to assure her everything was alright. “It's okay Heather, I've got everything under control here.”
 
 
“No...Brian, where's Chuck?” She shook Brian’s hands off of her, as she looked more frantically around for her fallen champion.
 
 
A large weight knocked Brian off his feet as he tried to calm her. A sharp pain followed in his side as he fell to the ground. Twisting around, he saw the large wolf now standing over him, his blood dripping from its mouth.
 
 
“I don't have time for this!” Brian thought as he grabbed the wolves’ ears and twisted the things head till it snapped and then fell on top of him. It wasn't too hard to throw the dead beast off of him and jump to his feet. Heather was gone as he looked around for her. A quick glimpse of her flowing white dress disappearing in the nearby forest told him all he needed to know. The growls from the rest of the pack filled his ears as they all started to move in on him as one.
 
 
“Oh now you're going to attack as a group?” Brian shouted at the closing wolves. Figures he thought. Even in her dreams I'm losing her now.
 
 
The pack attacked as one, each of the wolves attacking a different part of Brian’s body. Pain ripped through his mind as their teeth sunk into his flesh. He couldn’t help but wonder if this is how it would feel in real life. A stupid thought, he knew. After all, he was quite possibly in some real danger. He had never died in a dream before, and he didn’t intend to let this be the first time. Yet, there had always been persistent rumors that said if you died in your dreams that you would die in real life as well. He wasn't about to find out.
 
 
Moving with blinding speed, only available to those in their dreams, Brian flung the offending wolves from his bleeding form. Without waiting for them to recover, he dashed to the forest where he had seen her dress disappear into. He could hear the wolves regrouping behind him as he disappeared into the wooded cover. Panic rose up in his chest as he searched the ground for Heathers track's and found none. A sound in the nearby bushes caught his attention, sending him to them in a desperate attempt to find any clue to where she had gone. The world around him began to flash and disappear, a clear sign that Heather was starting to wake up. The night's adventure was coming to an end, and still Brian hadn't gotten the chance to spend any real time with her.
 
 
A sense of depression started to overcome him. The sound of the pack was closing fast. Why did she have to reject me? Didn't she understand that I did it all for her? Was it so hard to love a vampire?
 
 
The pain that he was feeling began to turn to rage, and he turned in anticipation of the oncoming wolves. He needed them to come so that he could do something with the pain and anger he felt After all, it was partly their fault that he had lost her tonight. They deserved to feel some of his pain.
 
 
The brush parted in front of him as he tensed ready to engage his pursuers. A large humanoid wolf walked through the parting brush. It's height towering above him as it's glowing red orbs that made up its eye's pulsed as they looked down its large snout, examining him. A hunger seemed to wash over Brian from the gray black werewolf that stood before him.
 
 
Then it was gone, as well as the rest of the world that made up Heather's dream.
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Sunlight dimly filtered through the little bedroom's curtains, a clear sign that the new day was just beginning. Brian's back felt slightly sore as he sat up in the bed he had been resting in. Sleep almost never came to him these days. What did he need it for anyway? After all, he was a vampire...sort of. At least, the only real vampire he knew of.
 
 
Not that he ever met or saw a real one.
 
 
The stiff bed groaned as Brian swung his feet off of it and slowly lifted himself off the bed. His back protesting with a sharp stab as he did so.
 
 
I really need to find another place to live. The little motel had been ideal when he first moved in a few months before. It had everything he needed close by. What with a small local hospital just down the street, and a local casino that allowed him to pick up a few extra bucks when he needed it. Yeah, life was looking pretty good. It didn't take much to suggest the evening orderlies to provide him with free blood from the local hospital's supplies. So he was never hungry or in need.
 
 
“Yep, life is good.” Or so he kept telling himself. The little kitchenette which was part of only three rooms that the little apartment possessed, was a short walk from his bedroom. The small refrigerator was filled almost to capacity with I.V.s containing blood of differing blood types. Brian liked to think that having different types around would give him more variety in taste. The truth was it all tasted the same. There was something almost sterile about them, even. He wondered if they would taste different if he removed them from the I.V.s.
 
 
“That would be a pain to do.” He mumbled to himself.
 
 
It really shouldn't have bothered him. If he needed a change in his diet, he could always eat normal food. It wasn't like he couldn’t eat it anymore; he just found that he never desired it these days. The blood he consumed took care of everything for him. With it, he was stronger than normal, faster, and he was never hungry, not to mention he didn't need to sleep, unless of course he wanted to visit with Heather. That was a part of his life he could never get enough of. At least it used to be.
 
 
These days it was getting harder and harder to get himself into her dreams. It was almost as if she was aware of his intrusions and was in some way resisting him.
 
 
“Oh, come on. There’s no way she knows what’s going on.” He said as he ripped the top of an IV open and began to drink from it.
 
 
I mean, how could she know? It's no possible. He shook his head then threw himself into an old lazyboy he picked up from a local garage sale in the town he found himself in. Verdi Mogul, it was. The recliner was a dirty green looking thing, but it was surprisingly comfortable after spending most of the night in the stiff excuse for a bed the hotel provided.
 
 
I really need to move to a nicer place. Brian thought. Of course, he knew that wasn't ever going to happen. Not that he couldn't afford it, because money was never a problem for him. At least not as long as he could just suggest that someone donate to his cause. It didn't have to be in money donated of course. Like this motel room he had been staying at, things didn't always have to be money. The owner of the place was now a close personal friend of his. Brian was allowed to stay here for as long as he wanted...for free.
 
 
It worked out well for both sides. A few weeks ago, a couple of meth addicts tried to rob the place and it looked as if they were about to kill the owner. If Brian hadn't been staying for free, they most likely would have.
 
 
After disabling both criminals and then rushing the wounded owner to the local hospital, Brian didn't even have to suggest that he stay for free anymore. The owner happily asked him to stay, calling Brian his lucky rabbit's foot or some such thing. Yep...life was good.
 
 
Yet if it was so good, why did he have an overwhelming feeling of depression each day? It haunted his every waking hour. Sometimes it wasn't very strong at first, like today, but as the day moved forward, it would gain strength until Brian found himself searching the night for Heather's dreams.
 
 
Her dreams had always been a place of sanctuary, until the last few months. Ever since she had left him, Heather seemed to go out of her way trying to avoid him in her dreams.
 
 
It wasn't always like that. There were nights he found her waiting for him, happy to see him and sometimes very passionately happy to see him. He had to admit, those were some of the best times. The times he remembers most. Oh sure, the adventures they went on were usually good, but the things she could do in those special intimate times...those were to die for. He couldn't help but think that those made all the rejection ones worth it.
 
 
How could they not? He knew that when they had those times together, he was seeing the real Heather. The deep and passionate side of her that she could never show in the daylight.
 
 
He smiled to himself at that. Yeah, she can be a wild one, he thought. The last drop of blood came to an end as he peeled the I.V. open to lick the insides of it clean. Idly, he got up and threw away the empty container, before retrieving the TV's remote control. A local news show popped up on the screen as it came to life. Brian made himself comfortable in his chair as he listened to the report.
 
 
A young woman dressed in a brown business suit reported on another animal mauling the night before. The third one this week, apparently a cougar was loose in the surrounding hills. Brian turned the channel bored with the report. VH1 appeared, playing classic 80's music.
 
 
“Okay, that's more like it...not!” He turned the channel again. After several minutes of channel flipping he tossed the remote to the floor at his feet in disgust. The TV obligingly turned itself off.
 
 
“Nothing on, of course. Well, I guess I need to get to work.”
 
 
Brian sat at the small makeshift table that he used for his desk. Several notebooks laid haphazard on it, while the glow of a small laptop sat open and on from the day before. The words last written still filled the screen.
 
 
“Well, my Muse, shall we see if we can get through this chapter today?” Brian spoke to himself as he began to type out letters and then words, slowly at first and then faster as time began to pass. 
 
 
He found that he enjoyed this time while he wrote. It was one of the few times that the depression drifted away. In fact, it was the only time that it left independently without Heather being involved. The surprising part was that he always seemed to forget that part each day. If he were asked later in the day long after he finished writing he'd say Heather was the only answer to his depression, but at that moment he felt alive as if there were hope in his life.
 
 
A loud knock brought Brian out of his writing. It was sharp and quite surprising as he couldn't remember the last time anyone had knocked on his door. He waited for a second knock before he rose and made his way to the door, just to be sure it hadn't been someone's mistake. A third knock began just as he arrived at the door. If it was a mistake, whoever it was still hadn't figured it out yet.
 
 
Brian opened the door not sure what to expect. The sun, now clearly up, shone into his eyes as it opened. He was somewhat thankful that he did not burn like a TV vampire. Otherwise, he would be feeling a bit more discomfort than he was, as he squinted his eyes to see who was standing before him.
 
 
“Hello, Brian. Are you going to invite me in?” An older woman’s voice said, as he made out her slight figure. That voice was quite recognizable. He'd heard it for most of his life, and had called it family since he could first speak. The last time he had heard it was less than happy circumstances. She'd been in his basement, and revealed that she was in truth a government agent put with him to watch and take care of him when he was young.
 
 
“Aunt Jenn. To what do I owe this surprise?”
 
 
“Don't be rude, boy. Are you going to let your Auntie in, or are you going to let me stand here all day?”
 
 
Brian seriously considered shutting his door and being done with the whole affair. He owed nothing to this woman who claimed to be his aunt. The last time he had seen her, she left him to his fate and asked him to kill a being known as an Anunauki.
 
 
Something that almost got him killed.
 
 
“Do I have a choice?”
 
 
“Of course you have a choice. But only one good choice.”
 
 
Brian stood blocking her way, as emotions ran a gauntlet inside him. What happened to that soothing sense of peace he'd felt as he wrote his soon-to-be book? He missed it, as even now that sense of peace seemed to fade from his mind.
 
 
“Very well,” he said as he backed out of the door way and watched as his 'Aunt' walked in. She began to tour the small room, pausing to look at his computer screen as he closed the door, glancing only to make sure no one else stood outside.
 
 
“I see your book is coming along nicely. I'm surprised at how long it's taking you.” She said as she walked over to his dirty lazyboy, pausing only a second before hesitantly sitting in it, and leaving nowhere for him to sit except at his computer. Rather than doing that, he decided to stand next her so she had to turn and look up at him. A small sense of satisfaction was his reward for winning that minor victory with her, before he realized what she said.
 
 
“Wait, how did you know that I was writing a book?”
 
 
“My dear boy, what don't we know about what you do?” She said matter-of-factly. The idea of anyone spying on him wasn't a pleasant thought. It made him wonder what else she knew about. “I can see what I said to you is working its way through that Brian of yours.”
 
 
“Why are you spying on me?”
 
 
“We're not spying on you Brian. We're simply keeping track of our investment.”
 
 
“I'm not your investment!” He shouted at her. Forgetting the small victory he'd managed, he stormed over to his other chair and slammed himself down into it. “You don't own me!”
 
 
“Brian, no one said that they owned you. I only meant that we had to keep our eyes on our investment.”
 
 
“That sounds a lot like ownership to me.” Brian huffed.
 
 
“Call it what you like, but we're only looking out for you.”
 
 
Something about that statement made Brian laugh. They were watching out for him? Oh, that was ridiculous.
 
 
“Is something funny?” His aunt asked.
 
 
“How exactly have you been watching out for me? I didn't see you help me get my place here, or give me money for my expenses. What, tell me, have you been doing for me?”
 
 
“We have been keeping you safe,” she said calmly.
 
 
It really was unnerving to sit and watch her. Nothing he said or did unnerved her. Raising his voice, stomping around the apartment...
 
 
Nothing. She had to know he was strong enough to just walk over and snap her neck if he wanted to. Yet, he wouldn't, and he was sure that she knew that. Otherwise, how could she sit so calmly alone in a room with a vampire that was clearly angry with her?
 
 
“Brian, who do you think secured this little place for you?”
 
 
“Oh, don't go there! I earned my place here. You had nothing to do with it.”
 
 
“You earned it? She said with a smile. “And how exactly did you earn it?”
 
 
“I saved the owner's life, and foiled a robbery here.” He said feeling triumphant. “I don’t even have to suggest the man to let me stay here.
 
 
“And who do you think sent the addicts here, Brian?”
 
 
Brian's heart lurched as she said it. Could they really have set the whole thing up? Would they really stoop to such a low thing? “The man was bleeding. He was shot. Are you telling me he took a bullet for money?”
 
 
“No, Brian. He didn't take the bullet for money. The two men who shot him did.”
 
 
He was stunned. He didn't know what to say. He had wondered why there was never anything on the news when he looked, but to be honest, he really hadn't bothered to look deeply. He just figured he missed an offhand mention.
 
 
The whole idea of them manipulating his life, and then spying on him...
 
 
“What if I hadn't got involved? What if the owner died?”
 
 
“You did get involved Brian, and he didn't die. You're a hero.”
 
 
“I'm not going to do it.” Brian said. He didn't care what it was. He wasn't getting involved. He had too much on his plate, and besides, he really didn't like his used-to-be aunt. The more he learned about her the more he didn't like her.
 
 
“Do what, Brian? I'm not here to ask you anything. I'm only here to warn you.”
 
 
“Warn me?”
 
 
Brian watched as she reached into her large black purse and pulled out a vanilla folder stuffed with papers. Then she stood up and walked across the room to put it before him.
 
 
“That is a file of some of the info we've gathered on Garn.”
 
 
“Who?” He asked, bewildered, as he picked the folder up and began looking through it. An older man with a large prominent chin, dark striking eyes, and long, flowing salt and pepper hair looked up at him from a picture clipped to the folder.
 
 
“Garn, Brian. He is the uncle of the werewolf you killed.”
 
 
“And?” Brian asked, afraid to hear the answer.
 
 
“Garn is a lycanthrope too, Brian, and he's none-too-happy about his favorite nephew's death. Especially since he turned him.”
 
 
“So you're saying he's looking for who killed him?”
 
 
Brian watched as she started to head for the door. “Jenn?”
 
 
She paused as she put her hand on the door knob, her ebony hand reflecting off its shiny brass surface.
 
 
“No Brian. I'm saying he's here already. Somewhere nearby, and you need to watch yourself.”
 
 
“Wait a minute...what happened to all that crap about watching out for your investment?” He asked, as he stood up. He couldn't believe that she could just walk into his place and drop this onto him. Wasn’t she going to do anything about it?
 
 
“I just did. You've been warned. With that, I think I'll take my leave. It's not too safe around here, what with a pissed off Lycan assassin wandering about.” The door opened as she pulled on it.
 
 
“Wait? I'm not getting any help? No intel on where he is? Nothing?”
 
 
She turned around and stared at him for a second, a play of indecipherable emotions running across her face. Brian almost thought she turned to leave just as finally spoke up. “Info and help cost, Brian. I was of the understanding that you don't want to pay. I gave you what I could for free. The company's not going to spend resources for nothing.”
 
 
She had him, and she knew it. Right where she wanted him. It was really done quite well. This whole thing. It was a set up to get him to do something, he knew it, but what was he going to do?
 
 
He could run, or he could even go looking for this Garn. Then again, the whole thing could be a hoax. Yet, that gray werewolf in Heather's dream kept coming to mind. He couldn't shake the feeling that it had more meaning than just a dream.
 
 
“Alright.” He took a breath and let it out in a sigh. “What do you need me to do for you, and no, I won't kill that Anunaki. I can't, he's too powerful.”
 
 
A smile crept across Jenn's face, as she shut the door. Brian watched as she came back to his old green chair and sat back down on it, this time not hesitating.
 
 
“We don't need you to kill him Brian. Just Jason.”
 
 
“Who?” Brian asked in confusion.
 
 
Brian watched as she pulled out another file and handed it to him. A dashing looking playboy was plastered on the outside of it. He wore a black suit and leaned against a red Maserati, his blonde hair cut business-neat.
 

“You want me to kill a normal human?” He asked, confused, doubt quickly rising up inside him.
 
 
“No, Brian. We want you to stop a dangerous vampire.” She nodded down to the folder in his hands. “And I would suggest doing it quickly, as it's been rumored that he has ears inside the company.”
 
 
3
 
 
It was very difficult to relax enough to dream walk. The information that Jenn gave him continued to bounce around in his head long after she left.
 
 
He wasn't sure if the problem was the fact that she wanted him to kill someone like he was some sort of assassin, or if it was the information that there was another vampire nearby, and he now had it's location sitting in a folder not far away from where he now rested in a state of trance.
 
 
Well, I'm not going to kill anyone for them, no matter what the incentive. He thought, as a new world began to take shape around him. This other vampire, though, is very interesting. I have a lot of questions I need to ask him. Will he answer them, though? That was the question. If he did have ears in Jenn's organization, then it was possible that the vampire might know about them contacting Brian. He had no idea how another vampire would react to that kind of information. He knew how he would react, and it wasn't good. Of course, there was nothing saying that he had been contracted to kill the vampire
 
 
At least not as far as he knew.
 
 
The world around him became a park that he recognized from when he lived back home. He couldn't remember the name of it, as he only passed by it a few times in the past. Life had always been a bit different for him growing up, even when he hadn't shown any of his vampire heritage yet. He supposed now that he knew who his aunt really worked for, it kind of made a weird sort of sense. She likely kept him under scrutiny for most of that time, watching for any glimpse of change that would set him apart from a normal kid. He couldn't help but wonder at the disappointment she and her superiors must have felt at the fact that so many years passed and he showed no such traits. He chuckled to himself over that last little bit.
 
 
A cement path materialized ahead of him. He found himself standing just off it as it passed by the trees he stood under.
 
 
The nearby lake adjacent to the park had just came into view on the other side of the road. Ducks, gray and white swam across its surface quacking and making all types of noises. He was always surprised at the vividness of Heather's dreams. The detail at times could be astonishing. It had been some time since he had regular dreams himself, but as far as he could remember, they never held so much detail or information in them. He idly wondered if it was because of his interference that her dreams took more of a semi-permanent state. After all, they could never run wild or chaotically change all the time if something stable such as he invaded them.
 
 
Sure, they would change somewhat when he was there. There were times that rooms turned to woods, or a plane trip turned to a boat trip. Still, the theme always stayed on track, even if the venue would change. Pausing, he searched the terrain for any sign of his love. 
 
 
He was hoping tonight would be different than the last few. He was tiring of having to find Heather hidden somewhere. He missed the simple roleplaying dreams he would participate in. Usually, he could just take the place of whoever was her lover or friend. Lately, however, Heather had been dreaming of Chuck.
 
 
As if that wasn't bad enough, the dream role seemed to be impervious to being replaced. If that wasn't frustrating enough, he also found that he couldn’t create a new persona to go along with whatever storyline she was creating.
 
 
It was as if she or it was personally finding ways to exclude him, which was something he really couldn’t bear to think about. He had enough on his plate, and right then all he wanted to do was have some quality time with Heather, and hopefully avoid having to share it with Chuck's phantom, or worse be completely replaced by him.
 
 
“I wonder where she could be in here?” He said to himself.
 
 
Almost in response, two figures appeared in the distance walking arm in arm. The two of them seemed to be in no rush, pausing at times to throw what Brian guessed were pieces of bread to the waiting ducks, and now swans as well. His only hope was that whoever walked at her side was not the infamous Chuck. If it were, he wondered if he should even bother trying to insert himself into her dream any further. Another failure like the last two nights would just be a horrible end to yet another miserable day.
 
 
His only hope would be that it wasn't his nemesis.
 
 
That hope shattered almost immediately.
 
 
“Damn it.” He swore under his breath. “Why does he have to haunt my dreams?”
 
 
Isn't it bad enough I had to give her up to him for all those years before, and even now he steals her from my waking days, as nothing more than a memory? What do I have to live for? The hope that one day soon I'll find her dreams back to normal? I'm beginning to think that's never going to happen. What am I doing this for?
 
 
He paused in his mental tirade as he watched her pass. The setting sun shined off her perfectly shaped legs, and the bronze of them were highlighted like some ancient Greek goddess. Her profile was just as unworldly. Her breasts stood up full and proud under her almost transparent halter top, the sunlight clearly outlining her more than perfect figure.
 
 
The entire scene was almost to much for him to handle. At least he had thought it was, until the two of them had stopped right in front of his hiding place and turned towards each other. Brian watched as the two of them paused, and he imagined their eyes locking onto each other as he could clearly see them staring into each other’s faces.
 
 
“Don’t do it.” He started to mumble to himself.
 
 
In response, their faces began to move slowly towards each other, Brian could hear what sounded like a low moan coming from the distance. It's pitch and volume began to increase as the couples faces closed upon each other. The sound was really annoying to listen to, and a part of him hoped that the two would pause to investigate the strange sound. Instead, almost as if on cue or in urgency their face's closed at an even faster pace until they met in what he imagined was a powerful and passionate kiss. The sound itself had become a roar that to his shock and surprise erupted somewhere inside himself.
 
 
The couple seemed oblivious to his shout or pain as Brian felt himself run across the space that separated him from the couple. He had no idea what he was doing, he only knew that he couldn't go on this way, and this shade from her past had to be dealt with now. He had lived far too long in Chuck's shadow, and it was about to end. The two of them were still locked in an embrace as Brian pulled Chuck from her arms. The stunned couple looked at him in surprise and confusion as Brian began to poke his finger into the phantoms chest and scream his anger at him.
 
 
“It was your dumb fault that Heather's family was taken in the night! Your fault that men in black were hunting her like a wanted fugitive! You did this! You and your moronic friends!” He screamed at the still stunned Chuck.
 
 
“Brian?” he could hear Heather saying behind him. But he wasn't through yet, he had to release the anger and disappointment that had been bottled up inside him for years at this man.
 
 
“What have you ever done for her? Huh?” He poked Chuck again in the chest as the boy man took a step back and lifted his hands up in front of himself trying to stay the wild attack of Brian’s poking finger.
 
 
“Nothing! You parade her around like she's some kind of prize or possession that you won,” he continued.
 
 
“Brian? What are you doing?” He could hear her voice squeak.
 
 
“Well she's not! She's much more than that. You ruined her life, and you most likely got yourself killed, along with all your stupid friends!”
 
 
“Brian!” He heard her shout, but he couldn’t stop. Not yet.
 
 
It felt good to let out what he had been thinking for all this time. He knew it was most likely rude, speaking of the possible dead as he did, but he couldn't help himself. It was liberating, and after all the crap he had to go through the last couple of days he deserved the chance to finally let off some steam.
 
 
For Chuck's part, the phantom had stopped trying to fend off Brian’s finger and now stood there, face down and arms hanging at his side. The perfect picture of dejection.
 
 
“You're an imbecile and you never deserved her!” He got out, just as Heather somehow managed to wiggle herself between the two men, her hands held up wide in an attempt to shield her old boyfriend. Anger and shock seemed to frame her face.
 
 
The look on her face sent chills through him and quickly dissipated the anger and resentment he had just been feeling for the imaginary jock.
 
 
“Brian, what do you think you're doing?” She said, as soon as Brian stopped his tirade. He could see her stance change as soon as she understood she had control of the situation. Her hands went to her hips as she took a more aggressive posture before him, and her pink halter top changing into dark leather with shiny silver spikes protruding from assorted places in it. Yet, somehow the thick leather seemed to hug every curve of her body revealing even more of it than the thin material it replaced.
 
 
A quick check revealed that whatever colored shorts she'd been wearing had been replaced by skin tight spiked leather pants as well, ending in impossibly high flaming red high heels. She was definably someone to die for.
 
 
“Who I am with is none of your business.” She started as she now began to wave her finger under his chin. He wasn't sure how she could do that, as the heels she wore surely should have made her tower above him, and yet she was still her normal height. The absurdity of dreams were always a wonder, he couldn't help but think
 
 
“If you cared at all before, why didn't you stop me from leaving? Huh? Answer me that?” She now resorted to poking him in the chest, which Brian was surprised could be so painful.
 
 
“Wait a minute.” He interrupted her as what she said started to sink in. “You said that you had to go.” A flash of anger rose up in him, he couldn't believe that she could even say that.
 
 
She paused, and looked a bit startled that he had answered her. It was almost as if she didn't know he was real. Of course, why should she? It was her dream, and as far as he knew, she was never aware of his presence here. Was she acting out her real feelings here, he wondered? Or was this just another dream-induced fantasy of hers?
 
 
Even so, this was the first chance he had gotten in quite a while to actually talk to her, and he wasn't about to let it pass by without speaking his mind as well.
 
 
“Heather.” He grabbed her hands as she started to look as if she might flee. “The last thing I ever wanted was to let you go,” he said pleadingly, as he tried to catch her eyes. He was sure now as she tugged at his hands that she would leave if he let go of them.
 
 
“I only wanted to give you what you wanted me to. Please, Heather. I need you back in my life.” He said, still trying to catch her eyes.
 
 
When he said those words, she paused in her struggles and finally turned her eyes up to him. They were clear blue and filled like a deep ocean with tears she struggled to contain.
 
 
“I wish that was true, Brian.” She said as a lone tear escaped from her control and quickly ran down her face.
 
 
“It is true.” He pleaded. A part of him died, seeing the torment he caused in her struggling to be set free.
 
 
“No...you're not real!” She shouted and tore her hands from his. “You're just a stupid dream.”
 
 
Brian watched as tears began to burst from her eyes her face disappeared from view behind her gloved hands. It was then that Brian noticed that her cloths had changed again. They were no longer the dark black leather with spikes. Instead they were a white baby’s jumper, that was covered in sad teddy bears. Her hands to her feet were completely covered in it
 
 
Now the ball was in his court. Did he tell her the truth and hope that she believed him? Would she believe him? He wasn't sure any sane person would. Then again, even if she did believe him now, would she after she woke? The whole dilemma was insane. He was damned if he told her, and quite possibly damned if he didn't.
 
 
What choice did he have? The woman, quite literally of his dreams, had just confessed in a sense that she had feelings for him. At least that’s what he thought she meant, and if there was any chance that it was true, he had to act now.
 
 
“Heather, listen to me.” He said in as soothing a voice as he could, reaching as tenderly as possible for her.
 
 
“No! You're not real!” She shouted again without looking at him.
 
 
“Yes, Heather, I am.” He tried to sound confident yet reassuring to her. The last thing he needed was to have her flee the dream now. He needed her to listen.
 
 
“Heather. Remember that I'm sort of a vampire?” he asked, then continued on when he saw no response. “Well...ahem. I'm really here, Heather. You see, um, Vampires can enter people’s dreams if they want.”
 
 
That caused her to pause. At least she wasn't crying any longer. He could see her blue eyes peeking over her hands as he continued to talk.
 
 
“Dreams are really easy to enter for us.” He smiled to her. “Well, at least if we have strong feelings for the person.” he amended.
 
 
It wasn't really a lie, but not entirely the truth he thought. He never did enter anyone else's dreams these days, and then when he did, they were only people he knew really well. So, in a sense he was being entirely honest. He had never tried to enter someone’s dream that he didn’t know. Not really.
 
 
“You're saying your real?” She said, as her hands slid down to her sides. Her clothes turned into a deep red flowing dress that trailed out behind her on the floor.
 
 
He found himself smiling at her innocent and completely surprised looking face. How could he ever not love her? She was perfect in every conceivable way. He was surprised he could ever have lived so long and so far away without her.
 
 
“Yes Heather. I'm real.” He said, as he moved to embrace her.
 
 
A sense of hope began to fill him as he reached for her, only to be dashed as the woman of his dreams disappeared into a cloud of mist. Before he could do anything but gawk at where she had been, the world around him flashed and began to disappear.
 
 
The dream was over and it was time to return to his dull little world. 
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Brian sat at the edge of his bed, staring toward the shaded windows.
 
 
His foot idly tapped on the floor as he mulled over the night's events. The dream seemed especially fast he thought. Usually, they felt much longer then that, but then again time was almost impossible to measure while locked in Heather's dreams. Events seemed to play out inside them at their own pace. The fact that the sun was now rising just outside his window indicated that it had been all night, and yet it had seemed so short. Almost nothing was accomplished.
 
 
“I wonder what she's doing right now. Does she remember the dream?” He wondered, “will she believe it was real?” He knew from experience that she would most likely shrug the whole thing off. Then again, after their last adventures, maybe she would realize that something was different about the dreams. “At least one can hope.”
 
 
The small apartment felt closed in and lonely as he got up to begin his day. Everything felt a bit pointless. Lethargy swarmed around in his mind and played havoc with his feelings. The remote control beckoned to him as he prepared to go about his usual routine. He picked it up and rolled it around in his hand, uncertain that he wanted to watch anything on TV. For some reason, the morning news had lost it's luster. Even his writing didn't seem to interest him. The only thing that seemed to demand his attention was Heather. Was she okay? Did she need him?
 
 
He shook his head to clear it, and tried to function normally. Having no interest in watching TV, he decided to just jump to breakfast. He hoped that would jump start his routine and he could get on with his day.
 
 
When he finished feeding, he found he didn't feel any different than before. So it wasn't about food. That would have been the easy answer. The reality was, he had a problem he couldn’t deal with. It had a name, and she was the only answer that was going to make him feel better. The problem was, he wasn't sure she wanted him.
 
 
For that matter, he wasn't even sure where she was. He knew she was somewhere in the vicinity, because he could feel her somewhere in the distance, in fact it was the main reason he moved to the area.
 
 
Brian sighed as he sat down in his dirty green lazyboy. “Damn it, what happened?” He said aloud to no one in particular. “Everything was going fine, and then everything just fell apart.”
 
 
The truth was, he knew what had gone wrong. After leaving Raffian's lair, the three of them headed off in Bobby’s truck. They really had no destination in mind. Vegas had been joked about, so they had begun to head South with that in mind.
 
 
The problems began to hit that first night. Guilt had been building up in Brian ever since he started to feel friendship toward Bobby. Brian could see the conflict that first night as the old trucker sat in the motel room they were all sharing, averting his eyes as Brian fed on a packet of human blood. He realized that the suggestion on Bobby was wearing off again, this time even faster than the first. It left him with a dilemma: he and Heather needed a ride, but the truth was, Brian could get that anywhere. It wasn't necessary to mess around with the old guy's head anymore. He liked the trucker and he would have liked to have him as a real friend.
 
 
But that was never going to be. He knew that. People would never accept a vampire in their midst, let alone one that messed with their mind and endangered them for his own needs.
 
 
So the next morning Brian said his goodbyes to the old trucker. Of course, even with the suggestion wearing off, Bobby would have none of it, and it took some effort to get him to move on. It was for the best, though, so with a heavy heart, he and Heather waved goodbye as the truck sped off in the distance as they stood alone in the motel parking lot.
 
 
Almost immediately, Brian felt better about himself as he and the girl of his dreams headed out to make a life for themselves. The trouble was, the guilt he felt involved more than Bobby. He found himself wondering if Heather really loved him, or for that matter if she had any real feelings for him at all. He could see that she too was beginning to question herself about why she was going with him to Vegas. It wasn't anything major, just little things like questions about their future, or wondering if her parents were alive.
 
 
Normal, simple questions really. Nothing intense, just things that any normal couple would just overlook. To Brian however, those questions began to fester in his heart, creating doubts that his love was actually with him by her own choice. Doubts that made him stay his hand and allow her to make her own decisions. After all, did she love him, or was she charmed by his vampiric ability?
 
 
That was the question he mulled over as he watched her drift away. Little by little she seemed to question their motives, until one day the big decision came. Should he give her a push and suggest that she stay, or encourage her to leave?
 
 
In the end there really was only one decision he could make. If he wanted a slave to follow his every whim, there were plenty of woman he could get for that. But if he wanted the woman he loved more than life itself to love him, then he had to be willing to let her go. Two nights later, she did just that.
 
 
While Brian feigned sleep as he did every night, Heather packed up her meager belongings and left a short goodbye letter for him. He watched from the shadows as she climbed into a yellow pickup she waved down just in front of the motel they were staying at, then he stood there as she drove away from his life. It was one of the hardest things he had ever done.
 
 
For a whole month, he stayed in that motel and waited for her to return, waiting for a little miracle to happen, the one thing that he needed to give his life hope and meaning. To say he wasn't a monster, but someone that could be loved and trusted, but it never came. She never came.
 
 
For a while he thought he would go mad with sorrow, as he sat by his window, night and day waiting for her to return. He had been so sure that if he let her go, just like in the movies she would realize her mistake and come back to him.
 
 
Hunger began to eat at his mind, and there was a time that he thought he would lose himself to his nature, but he was stronger than that. A part of him wanted to let that part of himself die, to let it end, as he blamed it for his loss.
 
 
In the end, he too had to make a decision. He realized that if it wasn't for the vampire that he was, Heather never would have had anything to do with him. The fact was, it was all he had to offer. He wasn't truly human, and to deny his nature was the true crime. So he got up that night, and he found what he needed. With his new-found strength, he began the search, knowing that he could never again deny what he was. He was human and he was vampire. The one without the other couldn’t exist, but together, they were strong.
 
 
Finding Heather's dreams that night brought peace to him, a chance to be with her again, and to share his feelings with her. Night after night his bond grew with her, until he knew where she was. He could feel her presence in the far off distance. She was a light to him, a flame in the darkness that drew him straight to her. He knew now that he could never survive without her, and yet as a human he needed to win her love, as a vampire, he would do it his own way.
 
 
So it was, until recently when Chuck began showing up in her dreams. That phantom of her past began to work like a barrier around her mind, making it almost impossible to enter her dreams, and far too often he would find him as his adversary or nemesis, always there running interference or just straight out replacing him.
 
 
So here I sit. So close and yet so far from all that matters in this world to me. He stood back up shaking his head in disgust. He was so tempted to just go claim his prize. It was his heritage to take what he wanted. It would be so easy, he thought. But the only problem is, why did I go through this hell for the last several months if I was just going to throw it all away and suggest her?
 
 
No, he had to end this battle inside of himself. He would just have to win her over to him without using his abilities. The problem was, he had intended on doing it long range to start. Win her in her dreams, and then try to woo her in real life. It seemed like the best possible plan. Now, however, he wasn't so sure it was going to work.
 
 
“Damn,” He mumbled as he walked over and grabbed his jean jacket. “I need a break from this.”
 
 
An hour later Brian sat at a poker table across from six other people with a pile of chips stacked to his left and two cards on the table in front of him. So far, things weren’t going so well. He'd already lost over a hundred dollars in the short time he had been sitting at the table. A young guy dressed in a white sport jacket across from him, with short blond hair and a goofy-looking earring to match his perpetual smile, kept taking everything from everyone at the table. It didn't seem to matter what he had, the guy always knew what two cards Brian held.
 
 
“I'll raise it $50,” the guy said as he put a couple more chips out onto the table.
 
 
Brian looked at the table. A Jack of Spades, Queen of Hearts, and a Nine of Clubs sat on the table. Two people to the blonde's left folded. It was Brian's turn to act. He knew what he had as his hold cards, and they almost couldn't be any better. He had the Queen of Spades and the Queen of Diamonds. He had trips, and it was about time to put this joker in his place.
 
 
Brian stared across the table at his opponent contemplating how much he should bet. He only came to the low limits to just blow off some steam and get his mind away from Heather. Instead, he found himself in a competition of wits with a hustler.
 
 
“So, Friend, what exactly are you doing down at these blinds, may I ask?” Brian queried the young guy, hoping to throw him off his game and maybe get a tell at the same time.
 
 
The blonde just shrugged his shoulders and gave him a big grin. “It's the only full table on the floor this time of morning.”
 
 
A reasonable answer. Still, it irritated him that a shark was preying on the little fish here. That’s was fine, he would make him pay for his arrogance. Brian just called him and smiled.
 
 
A Two of Diamonds hit the turn. The blond bet a hundred and fifty, and then just smiled and asked the waitress for a drink. Brian looked at the card and thought. He couldn't see how that card could help him in anyway. He had to be bluffing, or playing for a straight.
 
 
It was hard to tell with this guy. All he did was smile and make jokes with the people around him.
 
 
“I'll call.” Brian put his chips in.
 
 
The river brought a 3 of Clubs. The blonde guy didn't even think about it. He bet four hundred without pausing. If it hadn't been for the fact that Brian was sure he had to be bluffing, that quick bet would have worried him. Brian had three Queens, so he wasn't going to fold it. Obviously, the guy thought he didn't have anything.
 
 
“Let me help you.” The young guy began. “I'm guessing you got...let’s see, either Jacks, or maybe Queens. Am I right?” The guy's eyes twinkled in mirth.
 
 
Brian didn't answer him and just put on the best poker face he could muster. When the young guy saw he wasn't responding he continued. “I got you beat. You may want to throw those away.” He smiled and sat back.
 
 
Why would he tell me that if he wasn't bluffing? Brian thought. No one would take away a sure win if what he was saying was true, No he was going to nail him this time he was sure.
 
 
“I'm all in.” Brain said as he pushed what was left of his stack into the pot. The blonde guy just smiled and shook his head.
 
 
“How much more?” he asked. The dealer counted Brian’s chips up, there was only another hundred and twenty five the young guy had to match, so he did without much hesitation.
 
 
“By the way, what’s your name? My name's Daniel.” He said, as he reached his hand across the table to shake Brian’s, ending it with a quick good luck after matching Brian’s chips.
 
 
After all the chips were in, Brian flipped his cards over to show his two Queens. Daniel stood up and shouted “I knew it!” He flipped his two cards over showing the eight and a ten of hearts, and Brian watched as the dealer pushed all his chips across the table to the man named Daniel.
 
 
“Better luck next time.” He smiled, “I told you I had you beat.” He said as he stacked up Brian's chips.
 
 
“Would you like to buy in for more chips?” the dealer asked as Brian sat there, still stunned. He couldn't believe what just happened. Who played with an Eight and Ten of hearts? The guy obviously didn't know what he was doing, so that meant he had to be cheating somehow. Brian had heard before when he first started playing that some of the hustlers paid off a few of the dealers to fix the cards, and he wouldn't have been surprised if that was what was happening now.
 
 
Well, two could play at that game.
 
 
“Sir?” The dealer asked him again. “Are you going to buy in?”
 
 
“Yeah. Give me a couple of hundred,” Brian said as he pulled out the last two bills he was carrying. He wouldn't have risked the last of his money normally, but he had a plan this time. The first hand he was dealt a Seven of Clubs and a Two of Hearts. Most of the people folded, then chuckles bet fifty like he always did. Everyone else folded until it reached Brian. The young guy looked right at Brian smiling his big stupid grin. Well, he was about to learn that cheating didn't pay against a vampire.
 
 
“I'm all in.” Brian shoved his last two hundred in the center of the table.
 
 
“Whoa! A little tilt there?” Daniel asked as he searched Brian’s face for some kind of tell. Brian locked eyes with him, and said.
 
 
“Why don't you call me and find out?”
 
 
The young man stared at him for a second, obvious confusion showing for the first time on his face that morning. “Alright...I'll call.” Brian watched as he counted out his chips.
 
 
When the dealer said to flip their cards over Brain quickly flipped his card over, still looking into Daniel's eyes and said
 
 
“You should fold, you're beat.”
 
 
The dealer reached for the young man's cards to flip them over, but Daniel kept his hands on them so that he couldn’t.
 
 
“Sir, I need to see those.” The dealer said while he still tried to retrieve the two cards.
 
 
“No.” Daniel responded. “He's right, he's got me beat.” Without showing the two cards, he tossed them to the dead zone. Brain had to stop the dealer from looking at them with another suggestion; otherwise the man was still going to show them. 
 
 
Apparently.
 
 
Brian wasn't sure they were allowed to do that, yet it looked like that was his intent. This made Brian sure the two of them were in cahoots. Why else would he try to violate house rules to see what Daniel threw away?
 
 
A woman's sudden high pitched scream put an end to the next round. “It's a werewolf!”
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The crowd was dispersing when Brian was finally able to make his way to where all the commotion had been coming from. The way had been blocked by more than one curious passerby. The scene itself was less than spectacular. Three security guards stood around one lone woman. Her dark curly hair hung around her shoulders in a mess. Brian supposed it was because of her constant need to fling it back over her head each time she wanted to emphasize a point in what she was saying.
 
 
A quick glance around the entrance where they now stood showed no sign of the supposed missing werewolf. From what he could overhear as the three men questioned the young woman, Mary, at least that's what she said her name was, had been walking towards the casino through the front parking lot. Where, apparently she ran into a large figure hulking around by some service vans near the entrance. She said it was larger than any man she had ever seen. Its entire body was covered in thick black and gray fur, and its head was like a giant wolf, filled with fangs from the way she told it. The only reason Brian was able to hear any of it was because the poor woman was forced to repeat it over and over again as each guard kept asking her the same questions she already answered for the last one. He could see the fear and desperation in her eyes quickly becoming replaced with anger and frustration. Who can blame her? Brian thought.
 
 
All too soon, one of the guards noticed Brian's eavesdropping and broke away from the other two, in an attempt to drive him away. Brian didn't resist, what would be the point? He already had all the
information he needed, and he doubted the poor woman would have much more to share with the three stooges questioning her.
 
 
Now the question that remained to be answered was what he was going to do about the werewolf. From what he could remember, werewolves were used as assassins by whatever group they were a part of. Brian would have loved to know more about that group, but there didn't seem to be a repository of information about them that he was aware of. That was if he didn't count his aunt. The less he saw of her the better, or at least that was what Brian preferred. If he had to, however, he would do whatever he needed to do, even if that was to ask his aunt. Until then he needed to get his hands on some silver, the sooner the better.
 
 
Without the silver, he decided that checking the outside with the assassin still about was probably not the best idea right now. A quick walk to the nearest help desk gave him the answer he needed. A gift shop was in the building, but the clerk had no idea if they sold any silver there. She pointed the way and then made an off handed comment as he turned to go, something about “what does he needed it for, the werewolf?” He almost turned around to comment, but at the last second decided he didn't have time for it.
 
 
It was a stupid that he felt a bit embarrassed as well as irritated as he heard the clerk giggle as he walked away. He wanted to turn around and tell her, “Yes, actually,” but he knew that would just be a mistake.
 
 
Anyway, it really didn't matter what she thought. Brian was sure she would scoff if he told her he was a vampire, so what was the point? Now all he needed to do was go collect his money from the table, cash out and go buy some silver.
 
 
The blonde guy named Daniel was already gone when he got back to the table. He could tell that the dealer had been taking out his blinds while he was gone, as his stack wasn't as full as he remembered. That shouldn't be too much of a problem he thought. It shouldn't be too hard to make back whatever he lost later. That was, as long as he didn't run into anymore cheaters.
 
 
The casino gift shop was small and crowded with all types of knick-knacks. Just getting inside the door without knocking anything over turned out to be a challenge. Brian supposed that it would have been easier to do if it hadn't been for the couple that had insisted on getting out just as he went in. Oh well, he guessed the people must have been in a hurry.
 
 
The shop clerk informed him that the only actual silver they had were the silver plated spoons that they sold to the tourists. The things were so tiny that Brian doubted they could be used for much of anything, let alone stabbing a giant werewolf in the heart. Nevertheless, he decided he would feel better carrying something made of silver, rather than go outside holding nothing. Maybe at the very least it would burn the wolf at its touch, like some of those TV shows he'd been watching lately. He didn't remember that happening in his last encounter with one, but...that had been much smaller.
 
 
Before heading back to his apartment at the motel, Brian made a stop at a local pawn shop in Reno. The cabby knew of a place he was sure would have at least some silver rings. He even said that he knew of a few recent people desperate for cash after losing badly at the casino that he took there to hock their jewelery. To the cabby’s credit, he was right, the shop was full of silver rings and bracelets that Brian could use if he knew how to melt them down and recast them into some sort of weapon.
 
 
The shows always make it look so simple to melt down silver and recast it into silver bullets. Brian shook his head at the thought. Hell, I don't even know how to make a knife, let alone bullets.
 
 
In desperation he waved down the clerk, who seemed to be pretty absorbed into some sports magazine he was reading. The man smelled of old coffee and cigarettes as he walked up to Brian. He leaned across the counter towards Brian, making him feel a bit uncomfortable.
 
 
“Yes sir, can I help you?” He said, as he put on that used car salesman look. Brian wasn't sure exactly what that look was, but it was the first thing that came to mind as the clerk opened his mouth and began to speak.
 
 
“Ahm, yes, I'm loo--” Brian began before being cut off by the smelly old clerk.
 
 
“After all, it's not like I was doing anything important, like maybe trying to pick my horses before the next race or anything.” The man said in what now Brian recognized as a Brooklyn accent. He was pretty sure the man had not started with it, but actually evolved into it as he slowly built up momentum.
 
 
“Alright--” Brian tried to respond.
 
 
“So please, go right on and tell me what you need! I'm sure whatever trinket or bauble you want to sell me is more than worth my time and my money.” The man just stopped, folded his hands in front of himself and leaned on his elbows, so that he was literally stretched out across the counter and looking up at Brian’s face. It was the weirdest sensation Brian ever had, looking down in the now blank face of this clerk. He wondered if the owner knew how this guy acted or talked to the customers.
 
 
He was about to say that, when it occurred to him that this man was most likely the owner. After all, who else would hire such a rude and smelly old man? He decided in the end to just ignore the man's outlandishness and instead just get to his questions. However, he was a bit tempted to ask the man if there was anything unusual going on up in his nasal cavity right then. After all, he was sure the clerk had a perfect view of it.
 
 
“I'm looking for silver.” He began, before being cut off by the gruff man. Again. That was getting irritating.
 
 
“Well, it's all right there,” he waved his hand to encompass a glass case full of rings, necklaces and bracelets. “I'm not sure why you had to bother me just for that.” The man said almost to himself as he began to turn and walk back to his magazine.
 
 
“No, um, Sir...” Brian spoke up trying to stop his departure. “I'm looking for something bigger.”
 
 
The man paused, then then turned around and eyed him up and down. “Bigger? How so?”
 
 
The temptation to just suggest the man was slowly becoming more and more appealing, as Brian was starting to tire of the whole conversation. “Well, I was going to tip that cabby when he took me home, on second thought he doesn't deserve it.” Brian mumbled to himself.
 
 
“What's that?” The clerk asked as he moved closer to hear what Brian was saying.
 
 
“I need a sword.” Brian spoke up.
 
 
“A sword?” The man whistled at that. “What do you need with a sword?”
 
 
“Just for display at my home.” Brian answered quickly.
 
 
“Well if I had it, I'd sell it to you. A silver sword would be worth a nice bundle.” The old man smiled to himself, evidently thinking on what he could do with that much money.
 
 
“Well, anything else that you have that’s pointy?”
 
 
The man stopped and stared at him again. It felt like the man was scrutinizing Brian. As if he were trying to see into his soul for a second. It was looking as if he was going to have to push the old man and be forced to suggest him. What was he thinking, shopping for a sword? It was the stupidest idea ever.
 
 
“I do have a silver set in the back.” The old man said. “Been sitting back there for years. Haven't had anyone that ever wanted the damn thing. Worst purchase I ever made.”
 
 
“A silver set?” Brian perked up. Could it actually be real, or was it one of those fake plated ones? It really didn't matter, probably.
 
 
“Well, I suppose there are pointed things in that, if you're looking for forks.” The man laughed like he'd just made the most hilarious joke.
 
 
“Sure, bring it out and let me have a look.” Brian said eagerly.
 
 
Forks weren’t much of a weapon, but it was better than the miniature little spoon of plated silver he was now carrying in his pocket. The old man told him to stay put and not to touch anything while he was gone, and then disappeared into the back. Several minutes passed before the man returned carrying what looked like an old dirty sheet wrapped into a bundle. The sound of kitchen utensils rang through the room as he dropped it on the counter and then begun to unwrap it.
 
 
“What the hell?” The clerk snapped as he looked at the sheets contents. “Damn it. I told that boy to leave this alone!” He started yelling at himself. “I'm going to--”
 
 
“Is this it?” Brian asked as he picked up a knife from amongst the various spoons and forks. His quick count as it rolled open was twenty seven. That should make some interesting weapons, and if he were right, as he usually was when it came to counting, there were five knives in the mix.
 
 
“No, there was a lot more here before. A whole lot more...” The man's voice drifted off as he sadly shook his head, surveying the pile of silver.
 
 
“What do you want for it?” Brian asked as he tried to test the balance of the knife.
 
 
“Huh, what?” The man seemed startled that Brian was still here.
 
 
“I said, what do you want for it? Brian asked again.
 
 
“A lot more than I'm going to get for it now. Only thing this set's worth now is melting down and selling the silver in bulk.” The man snorted.
 
 
“I'll give you a hundred dollars for it right now.” Brian said.
 
 
The old man's head snapped up at Brian’s words, a small smile creeping across his face. “Sold, but I’m not taking it back when the Missus finds out you bought an incomplete set.” The old man warned.
 
 
“No problem at all. I'm sure she won't even notice.” Brian said as he dug out a hundred dollar bill and passed it to the old man.
 
 
“Well it's all wrapped and ready to go.” The clerk cackled as he snatched the bill from Brian’s fingers then stashed it into his pants pockets as he walked away back to his magazine. Brian looked down at the 'wrapping', if a dirty sheet could be called that.
 
 
Well, it really didn't matter what it was wrapped in. No one was ever going to use the utensils for anything but killing anyway, and if the dirty thing made the wolf sick, who was going to complain?
 
 
The cabby was still waiting for him when he came out carrying his sheet wrapped bundle, the sound of the silverware plainly evident as he climbed into the back seat of the car.
 
 
“I see you found what you were looking for.” The cabby said as the door slammed shut. Brian noticed that the meter was over fifty dollars already. At this rate he was going to be completely broke by the time he got to play cards again.
 
 
“More or less.” Brian responded.
 
 
Several minutes later Brian was back at his apartment door, that now stood slightly ajar, rather than shut and locked as he had left it. The cabby’s engine faded into the distance as Brian removed the first silver knife he found in the bundle. Pausing for just a second, Brian imagined a large rat he had seen on TV not so many nights ago, a really ugly one, but then again looks really didn't matter. The main goal here was to set up an illusion around himself. He wasn't entirely sure how it worked, all he knew was that if anyone were to look at him, all they would see was a large rat scurrying along the floor.
 
 
The truth was, nothing would have changed about himself. He would still be standing there holding a large knife, and couldn't squeeze through things like he were a rat. But it worked for remaining unnoticed.
 
 
When he was sure the illusion was in place, he pushed open the door and stepped in, fully expecting to see the gray werewolf waiting for him in the room. He had no idea if a vampire's shape changing illusion would work on a werewolf, but it was the best thing he could come up with to try on such short notice.
 
 
“I see you’ve been working on your illusion power.” His aunt's voice met him as he walked into the room. “I'd suggest next time not pushing the door all the way open if you expect someone to believe you're just a rat.”
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The apartment looked exactly how he left it, with the exception of his green lazy boy turned around to face the door, which his aunt now sat in watching him as he dumbly stood there looking at her.
 
 
“You really should learn more self-control.” she smiled at him.
 
 
“How so?” He inquired as he looked behind his front door, before entering the rest of the way in and closing it. 
 
 
“How do you learn more self-control?” She asked, her eyebrows raising in confusion.
 
 
“No, I mean, why do I need more self-control?” Brian paused then looked around his room. “Why are you here?”
 
 
“I would think it was obvious.” She smiled again as she changed legs.
 
 
“I'm sorry?”
 
 
“You're forgiven.” She said
 
 
“No...I'm not 'sorry' per say. That was a figure of speech.”
 
 
“I realize that.” She chuckled.
 
 
“Alright, maybe we should start again.” Brian put his palm to his forehead and slowly began to rub it. “No, skip that. Just tell me why you are here.”
 
 
“My agents intercepted your assassin.” Her voice went cold and serious.
 
 
“Well, that's good then.”
 
 
“Before we lost him again.”
 
 
Brian sighed. “Then I guess that’s bad then. Um, I’m sorry, but why did you say you were here again?”
 
 
“I thought you might like an update on our progress.”
 
 
Brian nodded then walked over to his desk table, dropping the bundle of silverware onto it. Several forks escaped its confines and bounced around on the carpet with a loud clatter.
 
 
“Gone shopping, have we?” His aunt smiled as he turned around to look at her. “I told you we will take care of him.”
 
 
“Did you? I don't quite remember you ever saying that, and besides I like to be prepared.” He was surprised when she didn't have any response to that. He had expected her to continue arguing with him. Oh well, he thought, I really wasn't in the mood to banter with her at the moment, anyway.
 
 
“What's your plan?” She finally asked, as he slouched against the table where the silver was.
 
 
“I didn't have one. I just thought I'd feel a little better if I had some silver around.”
 
 
“Brian we will capture this rogue operative. You can count on that.” She stood up and looked as if she were about to leave.
 
 
“That's it?” Brian asked as he started to follow her to the front door.
 
 
“That's what?” She paused dramatically.
 
 
“You let yourself into my room just to tell me everything’s going to be alright, out of the kindness of your heart?”
 
 
“I suppose so.” She smiled at him. “Why...is there something else you require of me?”
 
 
Brian stared into her eyes as she turned to look at him “Yeah, I have a question.”
 
 
“That’s not going to work you know.” She smiled at him.
 
 
“What's not going to work?” Brian asked as he backed up, realizing that he couldn’t seem to make a connection with her.
 
 
“You can't 'glimmer' me, or dominate me, or whatever you call it. We take precautions against your kind.”
 
 
“My kind?”
 
 
“You said you had a question?”
 
 
“Why did my mom call you Margret all the time, and yet you always had me call you Jenn?” He knew that wasn't much of a question, and he figured he already knew the answer, but it was the only thing off the top of his head. He really wasn't going to ask anything after all. He just wanted to teach her a lesson, one that he hoped she would never forget.
 
 
She never gave him the chance.
 
 
“That’s it? That’s your question. Not 'what do you mean by my kind'? Or 'where is the werewolf now'? Or maybe 'how can I turn all my forks into bullets'?” She laughed. “I'll see you sometime soon.”
 
 
Brain stood there as the door closed behind her without another word, fuming at it, as he looked for some comeback that would give him the upper hand. It never came.
 
 
“Well, that didn't go so well.” Brian recovered the escaped forks, then unwrapped the rest. After inventorying them and pleasantly finding out that they were real silver, Brian began to strategically place them around the house. It wasn't much of a plan, but he really didn't have anything else he could do with them. He kept on his person a knife and a fork. He wasn't too sure how effective they would be, but still...better safe than sorry.
 
 
Later that evening, Brian contemplated going out and hunting on his own. Being the bait for the werewolf seemed like a perfectly good idea. After all, he'd seen it done several times on TV. The only trouble was the bait didn't always survive. Still, it was a plan.
 
 
That, or he could see if Heather was asleep yet. He had to admit, if given a choice, Heather was always going to win. Even if she didn't seem to want to see him much anymore. After all, if the werewolf wanted to find him, how hard could it be to track him down to this little no name motel? Brian was sure he could do it if he had been looking for himself, so it should be child’s play for something like a werewolf.
 
 
After all, didn't they have, like, super sniffers or something?
 
 
With that decided, there really wasn't anything stopping him from checking out Heather's current dream. Who knew, maybe Chuck wouldn't even be there this time. Seconds later, Brian found himself relaxing on top of his bed. Every stray thought that tried to bounce around inside of it he took control of, until there was a perfect silence that was almost deafening. With that done, he centered his mind on one thing, Heather. Her perfect slender form came to mind, as well as her clear blue eyes. Brian could smell her scent, as a soft breeze began to blow over him.
 
 
Opening his eyes, he found himself standing in a dark skeletal forest. The ground littered with the leaves that presumably once adorned the now naked branches. A soft wind kicked them up here and there, scattering them over the entire floor of the all but silent place.
 
 
This is an odd dream. I hope we're not in a nightmare tonight. Of course if she was having a nightmare, then she would have very little control over the environment. Which meant it would make it a lot easier for him to acclimate himself to it. Not to mention he would get the chance to be the hero this time.
 
 
The down side, of course was that things could go bad for him just as easily as it could for her. The last time things got out of control, Brian found himself being attacked by a stake wielding mob. That was a bit disconcerting. In the end, a mob built up and began to chase him up what seemed like a never ending hill. When he did finally reach the top, he was surprised to see the entire hill surrounded by the mob, holding torches and stakes and easily numbering in the thousands.
 
 
And somehow Heather had gone from being the heroine in need of rescue, to being the princess, and leader of the mob. She was the one who gave the commands to light the hill's brush on fire. Brian had to leave that dream and then return later. At least then the dream had reset to a much better and easier dream to take part in.
 
 
This however looked like it might be a difficult dream again. “Well, first things first, I need to find Heather.”
 
 
It didn't take long to find her. Her blond hair was colored an odd shade of black, as well as the rest of her clothes. The breeze that seemed to fill the place appeared to have found it's origin in the deep crevice that her legs now dangled over.
 
 
“Heather?” Brian said as he slowly made his way to her. He knew this was just a dream, yet he found himself tense and worried about how close she was to the edge. “Heather what are you doing?”
 
 
Brian watched her turn her head towards him. The black make up running down her face, obvious signs that she had been recently crying.
 
 
“Heather, what's wrong?” He asked again as he finally got within reach of her. He was tempted to grab her and drag her away from the cliff. In fact the only reason he didn't was because he wasn’t sure his inhuman strength would actually be available for him here and now, not to mention that even if it was, she could change that in a heartbeat. The last thing he needed was to send both of them off the edge.
 
 
“Oh, it's you.” She said then turned away from him and began to swing her legs again.
 
 
“Heather, what are you doing here? Why are you dressed that way?”
 
 
“Hm?” She looked down at her clothes as if seeing the way she looked for the first time. “I'm not sure.”
 
 
“Heather just come away from there and let's talk.” Brian held out his hand to her.
 
 
“Why? You don't care.”
 
 
“What do you mean?”
 
 
“You don't care, so why are you bothering?”
 
 
“Heather, I care a lot. In fact, I've always cared, even when we were kids.”
 
 
She made a giggling sound that was not as pleasant sounding as it should have been. “If you cared, why did you let me go, and why do you continue to harass me every night?”
 
 
Why did I let her go? Isn't it obvious? He thought. I let her go because I love her. Doesn't she know that?
 
 
“Heather, listen. Let's just go and get some coffee somewhere and just talk.”
 
 
“Go away!” She shouted at him. “You're not even real! Just go away.” She suddenly started to sob.
 
 
Brian stood there confused as he watched her cry. Her shoulder's shook as her dark hair flew about her thanks to the mystic wind of the gorge. What was he supposed to do? How was he to know that he shouldn't have let her go? If she didn't want to go, why did she leave?
 
 
“Heather...listen. I only let you go because I thought you wanted to go. I didn't want you to leave.”
 
 
She paused in her sobs as he talked. He hoped that he was getting through to her. Still, she didn't turn back to him. “Listen, I'm sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking when I let you go. I was stupid and insensitive. I want you back Heather.”
 
 
“You know,” she began slowly. “I really have been trying to forget you. I've even managed to somehow find Chuck here.” She paused for a second. “But each time I think I'm starting to get closure, you show up and reopen the wounds. Brian I can't take this.”
 
 
“Heather...I didn't know. I just...I'm sorry.”
 
 
She laughed. “You're just a dream. Look at me talking to my dream Brian.” She looked over the precipice peering into the darkness. “I wonder what would happen.”
 
 
“Heather, no!” Brian shouted at her. “No, this isn’t the way. I need you Heather. I didn't know how much I needed you until after I lost you.”
 
 
 Heather leaned back and looked up at his face. “Don't be silly, this is just a dream. Nothing bad’s going to happen.”
 
 
“Then why do it?” he countered. Why risk something over nothing?”
 
 
Her face softened as he said that, and he could see that her hair began to lighten. Even the color of her clothes began to lighten.
 
 
“I don't know.”
 
 
“Then come with me. Let me show you that I care, that I'm not just a dream Brian.” He took a step closer, reaching for her. Her eyes suddenly opened wider as she looked at him.
 
 
“Brian?” She gasped as if she had seen him for the first time. A sense of relief began to fill him as the gaping wound in the earth began to close and Heathers appearance quickly changed back to her pink shirt and white slacks. “Brian, is it really you?”
 
 
A hand made of pure shadow erupted from the almost closed wound in the ground. Its black fingers engulfed the small frame of Heather before Brian could answer her. He watched helplessly as she was jerked from him and down into the disappearing pit. Her scream of his name echoed in his ears as the ground closed around where she had disappeared.
 
 
“Heather!” He screamed and jumped to the now solid spot of ground, digging furiously. “What the hell is this? I hate nightmares. Damn it, I hate nightmares. They never make any sense!” He shouted to himself. She had to be somewhere. He paused and ran dirt-caked hands over his sweaty face. “Think, damn it. Alright. I need to calm myself. This is just a dream. She's here somewhere, and that was most likely the monster I need to beat to save her. I can't believe it chose that moment to interfere.”
 
 
Brian backed up and began to survey his surroundings. “There has to be a clue to where I can find her.”
 
 
The stripped trees sat silent as he spun around looking for any hint of what he needed to do next. Then the dream was gone. No blinking, no fading away. Just gone. He sat up in his bed, sweat covering his forehead; he could feel his heart pounding. “That wasn't right. It doesn't end like that normally.”
 
 
He wasn't sure, but he began to wonder if something was really wrong. He needed to go back and see if he could find her. Not her dream self, but to actually find her. He avoided doing that since she left, as he felt that would be going too far, breaching her privacy. Going into her dreams was one thing. Spying on her real life was something different. He had to draw the line somewhere.
 
 
The problem was would she understand if she found out? He hesitated, arguing with himself. Maybe she just woke up. I mean, after all, I can still feel her out there. How bad can it be? The need to dream-walk to her was overwhelming. His pulse was racing, and he was still sweating. However the dream came to an end, it didn't feel quite natural. Would it really hurt to just see if she was alright? She wouldn't know, after all...
 
 
He thought about it a bit longer, until he noticed what time it was. The fact that it was only 3:24 in the morning created a sense of urgency in him, there was no way she should have woken up yet.
 
 
He was going to have to calm down, otherwise he was never going to make the jump.
 
 
It took several minutes, but in the end he finally got his fear under control. What am I doing? He thought, I'm seriously over-reacting. You wake up early from nightmares all the time. I guess that dream just got to me as much as her. After all she's still there, I can feel her.
 
 
He smiled and shook his head as he sat back on his bed, now feeling much calmer. “That was one weird dream” He said to no one in particular still chucking.
 
 
Then it died, so quickly and suddenly that he almost thought he still felt it there. The bond that always connected him to Heather, snapped.
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There was less than an hour left before the sun would be rising. Brian had been out walking any dark back street he could for a little over an hour now. The current one was dirty and covered in what looked like old newspapers. The smell of urine seemed to permeate the entire area. It hadn't been a very productive walk so far. His hopes of drawing out Garn seemed to be fading fast as the night quickly slipped away. If it didn't work, he wasn't sure what to do next. His aunt still had not responded to his emergency call, at least as far as he knew. He would think that she should be able to find him,; after all she was supposed to be some kind of spy.
 
 
He had dialed the three digits she had given him expecting the phone to ring. Instead it had just remained silent, like it was still waiting for him to input the final four digits. Just to be safe, he left a message. That Heather was missing, and that he thought the werewolf had taken her. At least that was his hope. He had no other explanation as to what had happened to her. There were not too many possibilities that he could think of.
 
 
Either she was behind some sort of weird barrier that didn't allow him to feel her, or...it was almost impossible for him to think it, but he had to. He had to be willing to come to grips with the fact that the werewolf might have done more than just take her away. As far as he knew, only death and that weird barrier he had encountered where the Anunaki had been in the old Warren's place could break the connection he had with her.
 
 
“Come on, come on.” He mumbled to himself as he came to a 'Y' in the road. “Where can that monster be?”
 
 
He chose to turn down the road to the right. After all, it seemed like the best way to go.
 
 
Well, at least he had a hunch it was.
 
 
“Damn you, where are you?” If it wanted to kill him, why wasn’t it here yet? Was it really so far off the trail that it couldn't find him? Yet somehow it could find Heather? It just didn't make sense. Somewhere inside of him he could hear a little voice questioning whether the werewolf was really responsible.
 
 
He tried to shut that out. It didn't serve any real purpose. After all, who else would have taken her and been able to hide her away? But the little voice would not be silent. It suggested the Anunaki, or even maybe his aunt could have taken her. The damn thing just wouldn't be silent. After all, wouldn't Heather make a good bargaining chip to force him to go after Jason?
 
 
Why else hadn't she answered his emergency call?
 
 
Around and around he would go with that small voice in his head, to the point that he wondered if he would even hear the werewolf coming over his own mumblings and arguments. He was sure if anyone overheard him, they would think him completely crazy, and maybe he was, after what just happened.
 
 
The idea of him ever losing Heather permanently was a maddening thought. An idea he tried desperately to purge from his mind. It refused to go, and nested itself somewhere between madness and sanity, trying to woo him over closer to the darkness that would ensue if he lost his mind. The back road that was not much more than an alleyway ended into a proper road. An empty one, but still a normal one. It looked like he was going to need to head back and try the other turn.
 
 
Sighing, he turned to go, just as he thought he saw movement off to his right. He paused and listened for anything out of the ordinary. Nothing unusual came to his ears, so he hazarded a glance in the direction that he thought he heard the sound. Nothing. No animals, no people, nothing. Great, he thought. Now I'm starting to imagine sounds outside my head. Was he really so desperate to find this beast that he was willing to create phantoms to chase, just to feel like he was doing something to get her back?
 
 
Perhaps he needed to go back to his apartment, and wait on his aunt to contact him. The sun was going to be up soon, and even if the werewolf did shape change in the day as well, he doubted he would show himself again. After all, from all accounts he had almost been tagged by the company the last time he showed his face in the daylight. The turn in the road was coming back up. He was going to have to make a decision. Head home and hope to God his aunt wasn't the one who took Heather, or head down to the other side of the 'Y' and hope just maybe, what he was looking for was down there.
 
 
He shook his head and almost chuckled to himself.
 
 
“Listen to me... I'm just getting desperate now. Hoping deserted streets will somehow lead me to Heather...how sad of me.”
 
 
Debris hit the top of a large greenish-blue garbage dumpster, causing Brian to snap out of himself, and send all of his senses on alert. Something was happening. He looked quickly up and down the street, as well as up towards the roof that the debris most likely fell from. Nothing moved to alert him, no sound carried on the wind.
 
 
He sniffed the air hoping against hope he might smell something besides the urine that filled the small roadway. Nothing. Not that he ever was much at smelling things out. Still, there was always the chance. The thing in essence was a canine. A giant humanoid one, but a dog nonetheless, and as far as he could always tell in the past, dogs smelled like dogs.
 
 
A scratch sound alerted him to movement behind him. It sounded almost like claws on pavement, as he spun around, half crouching, his right hand preparing to reach behind and under his shirt to grasp the knife he had hidden there just in case. The towering figure of a man-shape covered in fur stood in the shadows across from him.
 
 
“I could have killed you already.” The wolf spoke with a low growl in his throat. “But then how would you have known why you were dead?”
 
 
“I already know why you're hunting me, Dog.” Brian responded. He watched as the werewolf's considerable ears flattened on top of its head.
 
 
“You show me far too much disrespect Little One.”
 
 
“Why should I show you any respect?” Brian shouted at him “Not after you kidnapped Heather! She did nothing to you.”
 
 
“Who?” Garn asked as he stepped further into the alleyway, giving Brian a better look at him. He easily stood seven feet tall, much closer to eight. The gray black fur was well combed, like he had been recently groomed. His humanoid hands ended in sharp claws that were seven or eight inches long. A glance at his feet revealed the same and the reason he had heard his approach.
 
 
“Don't lie to me, Garn!”
 
 
“You know my name? It seems there has been quite some mischief going on here.”
 
 
Mischief? What the hell was he talking about? Did he think he could confuse him? Well it wasn't going to work. He was going to kill the wolf, just like the last one, and before he let it die, he was going to force him to tell him where his girl was.
 
 
“Just tell me where you hid her, Assassin, and maybe things won't go so badly for you.”
 
 
“You are sadly mistaken, Whelp. The only thing I'm here for is revenge for what you did to my nephew. This is a matter of honor, no one else is involved.”
 
 
No, that couldn’t be true. He had to be the one. Otherwise that only left one other choice...Jenn.
 
 
“You better not be lying to me, Mongrel.” Brian pulled out his knife. It didn't seem to be very impressive at the moment, but he knew it was made out of one of the few substances that were deadly to the werewolf. Garn bared his fangs as he got sight of the weapon.
 
 
“What do you expect that pin prick to do for you, Vampire?” Garn crouched down onto all fours, snarling as he began to try and circle Brian.
 
 
“I used something much smaller to kill your nephew with, and he yelped like a pup when I did.” Brian grinned at the werewolf and popped his own fangs out as he began to circle as well.
 
 
Garn snapped at him but didn't lunge as he spoke the words. Even on all fours, the wolf was huge. Larger than the other one had been. He began to wonder what his chances really were against this monster. No, he had to get rid of that defeatist attitude. Heather depended on him winning. No matter what, he had to win. The real problem was in disabling this beast, rather than killing it. He had to find out what he had done with her.
 
 
“Garn, tell me what you did with her.”
 
 
“Did with who? “
 
 
“Heather. You took her to flush me out. Where is she?”
 
 
“I told you, Boy. I did nothing to anyone.” Garn lunged at an impossibly fast speed toward Brian; his jaws held wide open as he aimed for Brian’s throat. Brian was sure the move had killed plenty of humans before in the past, but he wasn't quite human, which was a thing the wolf seemed to be forgetting.
 
 
Brian twisted almost too late out of the thing's path, and drew blood from its left shoulder as it passed by. The fetid smell of its breath filled his nose as it roared from the sting of Brian’s knife.
 
 
“Hurts, doesn't it?” Brian taunted. “You're about to feel more for taking my Heather from me.”
 
 
The wolf's eyes bulged red in their sockets as saliva poured from the corners of its mouth. “I told you before, I don't know what you’re talking about. I'm here for you, and no one else. I have defied the rules of my pack to do this. For the honor of my line I do this.”
 
 
A sickening feeling was starting to creep into Brian’s gut. What if he was telling the truth? What if he didn't take Heather? If that was true, then this was all a waste of time. In fact, he was risking his life and Heather's needlessly. If he died here, then who would find Heather?
 
 
Brian could see the great beasts muscles tighten; it was obvious the old wolf was about to spring again. If he continued to telegraph his moves like that, this wasn't going to be that tough of a battle. Unless he somehow got a hold of Brian. Still, none of it was necessary. He needed to end this now, and figure out what had happened to Heather.
 
 
“This isn't necessary, Garn. If you didn't take Heather, then I need to find out who did.” The two of them began to circle each other again “Garn, listen to me. A girl's life depends on me finding her.”
 
 
“What does that matter to me, to my pack? My debt is with you, no one else.”
 
 
“What about honor, Garn? Isn't that important? I'm honor-bound to find and protect this girl. If you kill me then what of my debt? Will it fall to you? A debt of honor must always be filled by someone even if it is not the one who accepted it.”
 
 
“It is not my debt!” the wolf roared, yet the lunge didn't come. In all honesty, Brian had no idea what he was talking about, but he had heard all types of honor-speeches in television and the movies. It was these that he drew his speech from. Not one in general but all of them. He just needed to put something together to stop this crazy battle and get back to finding his girl.
 
 
“No, but it will be if you interfere with me completing it.” God, he hoped he was making sense to the old wolf. He really couldn't believe it was working at all, but then again, honor was the reason the old dog was trying to kill him.
 
 
“Perhaps?” The wolf said then paused and began sniffing the air. Brian relaxed for a second considering what he should do now. He could use his speed and try to end this, after all, the old guy wasn't likely to stop hunting him especially once he had found Heather, or he could just let him go, and hope that Jenn would catch him before that time ever came.
 
 
“Humans.” Garn rumbled and then tensed as he crouched down and started looking about frantically. Brian wasn't sure what he meant until a small breeze kicked up and he too could smell them. “Very well. Until later.” Garn began, just as a large silver net fell from the sky right where the wolf stood.
 
 
The smell of searing flesh and the sizzling sound of meat being fried filled the alley as the net made contact, and then started to wrap itself around the werewolf, almost as if it had a life of its own. Garn roared in pain, and then shrunk quickly into the shape of a small mouse. Brian watched in shock as the once wolf slipped out of the net the disappeared into a nearby crack in a building wall. Men in black began to run in from all sides, as well as dropping down from the nearby roof on ropes.
 
 
Brian stood in amazement, his silver knife held out in front of him as he watched his aunt emerge from amongst the virtual army that had just appeared out of nowhere.
 
 
“Brian, are you alright?” His aunt asked as she walked up to him. Her clothes were completely black, and she had a small assault rifle hanging from her shoulders, dangling in front of her.
 
 
“What's going on here?” Brian asked still a bit stunned at the turn of events.
 
 
“We were hoping you were about to help us capture our query.” She gave a half-smile.
 
 
“Did you see that? Brian pointed at where the lycanthrope had disappeared into the nearby wall. “He turned into a rat and escaped.”
 
 
His aunt nodded her head in understanding. “Yes, Brain. I was there. It's unfortunate we didn't have that intel. It explains how he was so successful in his career. We've always wondered how he got in and out of places without being seen.”
 
 
She turned back to Brain after looking at where he was pointing. “Come on, I have news you're going to want to hear.”
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The limousine's black leather seats matched the color of its exterior. It was kind of surprising that his aunt rode in this kind of limousine. After all, the spy shows he watched on TV as he sat around his motel room bored, implied she'd have a Hummer or at least a black SUV. Still, as rides go, this one was really nice.
 
 
“Drink?” She asked as she pulled out a crystal decanter of some sort, filled with what looked like red wine. Its multifaceted surface reflecting the limo's ceiling lights as she lifted it up for him to see.
 
 
“No thanks.” he answered, waving it off dismissively. “I'm only drinking blood these days.”
 
 
She smiled. “I know. That’s why I brought this along, just in case you needed to keep your strength up.”
 
 
Brian was surprised that she had thought to bring it. It seemed a bit strange that she was driving around with what amounted to a bottle of blood. He wondered what the police would think if they were pulled over suddenly and the police searched the car. Of course being who his aunt was, he doubted she ever got pulled over by anyone.
 
 
“Okay fine, I'll have some.” Brian waited impatient for her to pour him a glassful. Not because he really wanted it, but mostly because he wanted to hear what was so important. A deep part of him hoped it was news about Heather. Otherwise it was pretty much a waste of time and he needed to get back out there and try to find her.
 
 
How he was going to do that, he had no idea. His one lead seemed to be a dead end if he were to believe the werewolf. At this point he couldn't see any reason to not believe him. What possible reason did he have to lie to Brian? After all, the werewolf thought he was about to kill him.
 
 
Why not torment me by telling me all about what he was going to do to her afterward? He thought. No, he was pretty sure the wolf wasn’t behind the kidnapping. Brian took a sip of the cold blood; it was thick and coppery, yet at the same time surprisingly sweet.
 
 
“I see you noticed its taste?” She asked.
 
 
He nodded, “Yeah, what's in it?”
 
 
“It's one of our special blends.” She put the decanter back into the little mini fridge.
 
 
“Special blends?” Brian asked. “You mean you have private blends? Like private wine reserves?” The idea seemed absurd. Why would the government have their own blood reserves, especially flavored?
 
 
“Well, of course, Brian.” She sighed in exasperation. “You're not the only vampire in this country. Now, let's get down to business. I assume you want to know where Heather is?” She paused and just stared at him, her hands resting on her crossed knee while she looked over her glasses at him waiting.
 
 
“No...you didn't take her, did you?” Brian blurted out, and spit a little blood out in her direction as he did so.
 
 
Could she have done such a thing? Why would she? Ideas ran through his head lighting fast, putting a complete scenario to the deed. If they were desperate enough for him to kill this other vampire, he supposed they could have done it to force him to cooperate. He quickly calculated his course of actions, including just killing the woman who had posed as his aunt, and who now quietly waited on him.
 
 
No, killing her wouldn't solve anything, at least not yet.
 
 
“Don't be absurd, Brian.” She spoke up as he tried desperately to come up with a course of action. “I don't work like that. If you had acted when I had told you to, none of this would have happened. In affect her disappearance is your fault.”
 
 
“Mine? How do you figure?”
 
 
She shook her head in disapproval as she leaned back in her seat, obviously annoyed with him. “Very well, we can play this out this way if you insist.” She began, still shaking her head. Brian was about to interrupt her when she sighed loudly and went on over his protestations. “The problem started when you didn't deal with Jason as we asked.”
 
 
“I'm not your slave.” Brian snapped.
 
 
“Nevertheless,” she continued. “He doesn't know that. His information is good, just not always correct.”
 
 
“You're saying this guy..”
 
 
“Jason.”
 
 
“Jason took Heather? Why would he do that?”
 
 
“Because he knows we approached you.”
 
 
Brian chewed on that for a few moments. This guy that he didn't want to kill or have anything to do with took Heather. Why? He supposed for leverage. Bad guys did that all the time on TV. Why should real life be all that different?
 
 
“Where is he? He asked.
 
 
“That’s in your brief.” She said as she reached over and poured herself what looked like orange juice.
 
 
“Just tell me now, Jenn.”
 
 
She shook her head and took a drink of what she poured. Brian opened his mouth to say more, but before he could, she lifted a finger gesturing for him to wait as she continued to down the entire glass. By the time she was done, Brian was nearly bursting. He didn't have time to read some stupid brief that he wasn't sure he even kept. He supposed it was lying around somewhere in the apartment, but it would just be faster if she told him.
 
 
“Now,” she began. “There is information vital to your survival as well as mine in it.”
 
 
“Jenn--”
 
 
“No, Brian.” She shook her head at him. “If you take short cuts at this, you endanger everyone, including that girl. Is that what you want?”
 
 
Brian shook his head.
 
 
“Then get out and go read. When you're ready, you'll have your mission.”
 
 
Brian hadn't realized that the limo had stopped, but when he looked outside and saw the motel he was staying at. Its large neon sign's 'L' was still burnt out. He'd pointed that out to the owner the first week he had moved in, yet still they haven’t fixed it.
 
 
He could see the man at the front desk peering out at the limo, curious about who or what was going to get out. He couldn't blame the man, he guessed no one here ever got dropped off by a government limo before.
 
 
“Just answer me this one thing first.” He asked his aunt as he put one foot on the ground but still remained mostly in the limo. “Why me? I mean, I'm not trained for this, and I certainly don't work for you. Why not one of your real agents?”
 
 
“You're under the radar Brian, and my company wants part of their investment back.”
 
 
“What if I fail?”
 
 
“I wouldn't.” She answered, “There’s no telling what he will do to your girlfriend. Now, if you don't mind, I have business to attend to.”
 
 
Brian stepped out of the car and was about to shut the door when a thought occurred to him “Wait, what about the werewolf?”
 
 
“Let us worry about that, you just worry about Jason.”
 
 
Brian watched as the limo drove away, his thoughts lost in how he was going to deal with this turn of events. If he hadn't been, he doubted the desk-man would have sneaked up on him.
 
 
“Big date?” The scrawny, dark haired man said. Brian guessed the nerdy man was easily in his early thirties, yet his face was still covered in acne, and the thick glasses he wore looked more like the bottom of a coke bottle. He wondered how the guy could ever see out of them.
 
 
“Yeah,” Brian answered absently. “Yeah, I guess it was.”
 
 
“You know, I always wanted to ride in one of those.” The desk-man said, smiling.
 
 
“What? Oh, yeah, it's really no big deal.” Brian said as he scratched the back of his head, trying to figure out a way to get out of the discussion.
 
 
“You must ride in a lot of them then,” the guy went on, as Brian started to walk towards his room.
 

“Yeah, I guess so. No, I mean.” Brian paused and turned on the guy. He was sorely tempted to suggest the guy to go jump off a cliff, but he quickly changed his mind. 
 
 
All the things that he just went through was not this guy’s fault. He couldn’t be held responsible for Brian's irritation.
 
 
“Listen, I’m a bit preoccupied at the moment, you think we could have this conversation some other time?
 
 
“Sure,” the guy said, obviously happy to have a reason to talk to Brian again sometime. “My name's Scot,” he said and stuck his hand out to shake Brian’s.
 
 
“I'm Brian.” He answered
 
 
“I know.” Scot smiled and nodded his head furiously. “I read the check in sheets all the time when I'm bored, which is like, always.”
 
 
Brian listened for a second more, then waved goodbye, “alright, well I'll talk to you later.” Then he turned and walked towards his room, pausing only for a second to point at the motel sign. “Scot.”
 
 
“Yeah” the desk-man stopped and started smiling again.
 
 
“Fix the sign.”
 
 
He moved on to his door without waiting for a reply. Once inside, he sat down in his favorite chair and just stared at the wall, trying to figure everything out. Jason, the mystery vampire and only other one of his kind that he knew of, had kidnapped Heather in an attempt to keep Brian away from him. Except he had no intention of ever going near Jason, until then. It left him with no choice but to hunt Jason down and do exactly what the company wanted in order to get Heather back.
 
 
Unless somehow he could reason with him
 
 
He wondered if that would be possible. After all, he didn't want to hurt him, that was, until he took Heather. Which was a stupid mistake on his part.
 
 
Brian shook his head at the guy's sheer stupidity. Well, no matter what happened he was going to set Heather free, whatever the cost. Of course, there was a wild card involved: a big pissed off werewolf. That couldn’t be good, and if tonight were any indication, he doubted his aunt was going to be able to do anything about it.
 
 
Well, he couldn't worry about that. He would just have to remain armed and keep his ears open.
 
 
The manila envelope sat invitingly on his nearby desk, almost beckoning to him to come look at it. Brian reached out with his will, searching for Heather one last time. If he could just find her, maybe he wouldn't have to do his aunt's wishes. The idea that he had been groomed or watched over by this company like a piece of meat irked him to no end. He was a human being. Slavery was illegal.
 
 
He began to wonder if maybe the people he needed to go after were actually this company. They seemed like the real underlying evil in the world.
 
 
Brian closed his eyes and concentrated harder. If she was out there, he had to be able to find her. No one else had he known so intimately in his entire life, not even his mother.
 
 
Heather had always seemed like a part of him, a part that he desperately needed to find. A chill ran through his body as he pushed as hard as he could. It was almost like he had touched something with his mind for just a second, but so brief he couldn't be sure what it was.
 
 
“It's her, it's got to be.” he said to himself.
 
 
There was no logic in his conclusion, just something deep within him, something he wasn't quite sure what it was. He closed his eyes and pushed again, concentrating on the thing he felt out there. After a few moments, he could feel it again, still there, frighteningly far away. Harder he pushed with all his will, he imagined he was flying towards it with two giant's wings sprouting from his back.
 
 
Slowly it got bigger as he closed in on it, a light? No, maybe a box? Maybe it was...
 
 
“Brian!”
 
 
It was like a lighting strike, loud and clear and it startled him so badly that he snapped out of the trance he'd been sitting in. The sun was clearly up as his eyes snapped open. Sweat drenched his cloths and his face. His body ached and screamed at him as he stood up and headed for the refrigerator. A deep gnawing hunger was upon him. He grabbed two IVs and tore the first one open, draining it in seconds. The second fared a bit better. By the time it was done the hunger was all but gone.
 
 
He must have used an insane amount of energy to have been that hungry already. Especially since he'd just had that glass of blood just before leaving the limo. Not to mention that he wasn't denying himself anything lately. He should have been full enough to go days without eating again. Instead, he felt like he was on the verge of starvation when he came out that trance.
 
 
It didn't matter however, nothing mattered now. He had heard her voice. Heather was out there, and he could reach her, at least if he tried hard enough. He needed to try again, while he still had the feeling fresh in him. Whatever was hiding her from him wasn't invincible, and with enough effort, he could break through it. He was sure of it.
 
 
He just needed more strength.
 
 
The problem was, where would he get it?
 
 
The memory of his near-death months ago came flashing to his mind. He would have died after that werewolf’s mauling if it hadn't been for the fact that there were two agents nearby holding him up. In pain and desperation Brian had slain and drank the blood of those agents, and in so doing healed almost on the spot, not to mention gained a burst of strength and power he had never felt before. He had spent a long time trying to forget that sensation, that thrill of power.
 
 
He had spent his entire life avoiding actually taking any blood directly from humans. His aunt had always supplied fresh IVs full of blood for as long as he needed it, until recently. Even then he had his ways of getting more. So the need to feed on people...well it just wasn’t a need.
 
 
It was also something he didn't want to have to do. After all, he wasn't a monster, this wasn't the dark ages. There were blood drives now and blood banks. Still, that sense of power had been dogging his wake now for some time. Not really consciously, but in the corners of his mind. The fact that if he ever needed that power, it was there for the taking. All he needed was a donor and it was his.
 
 
No...there has to be another way, he thought as he reached into his supplies and grabbed two more IVs.
 
 
“I'll just pump myself up with more blood. That should do the trick.” He tore open the last two containers and began to drain them of their life-giving fluid. He had no idea why fresh blood would give him more strength then stored blood. It was still good after all. People used it all the time to restore life in injured people, so why should it matter if he drank packages of it rather than fresh from the veins?
 
 
After drain the last of the two, he sat down and concentrated, reaching out to that feeling that now had a voice. Reaching out to Heather.
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The light drew closer as Brian concentrated, and he could see now that it was the interior of what looked like a small room floating in space. A single sized bed seemed to be the only furnishing in the room. A figure sat on it, her knees pulled tight to her chest, and her face buried behind them.
 
 
“Heather?” Brian called to the figure.
 
 
Her blonde hair fell from her face as she looked up over her knees.
 
 
“Brian?” she said in almost a whisper. He could barely hear her. “Brian, where are you?” Her voice rose to an almost panicked tone, and then he was there. 
 
 
It was like he broke through a thin layer of skin that blocked his way to the room. The distance just snapped away along with the film around him that stretched and tore till it was gone.
 
 
Heather jumped from her bed as the sudden light from the room blinded him and made it difficult to see anything.
 
 
“Brian, you're here!” She said, as she wrapped her arms around him.
 
 
The room was even smaller than it looked from a distance. It was a small rectangle at best. The one piece of furniture was a single wide bed with nothing but a sheet over it. The floor looked like pocked cement with peeling green paint. The room felt cramped and small, but as Brian looked around at their surroundings, he could see that there were no walls, only darkness all around them.
 
 
He bent down to smell Heather's hair. It was fresh and clean smelling, a sense of relief filled him as he began to hug her back as tightly as she hugged him. A slight pulling sensation jerked at his midriff as he inhaled her scent. The hug seemed to last forever, and Brian savored it every last second that he could.
 
 
Eventually Heather pulled back from him to look at his face, and a few tears were streaming down hers as he reluctantly let her go.
 
 
“You came...” she said, her voice choking as she sought to control her emotions. Watching her this way made it almost impossible for him to not reach out to her and pull her back into his arms, but he knew he hadn't much time left. He already could feel the tugging. Whatever this place was, it was still taking all of his power to stay here, and his tiring body was already trying to pull him back. Perhaps if he went to sleep here, he would be able to transport himself here. He realized, glancing at the missing walls, that it might not be a good idea. After all, this place certainly couldn't be real. It had to be some kind of dream state.
 
 
“Heather, what's going on?” He asked, needing to cut straight to the problem. If she could give him some kind of information about where she was, then maybe he would be able to find her.
 
 
“What do you mean?” She asked as she tried to wipe her tears away.
 
 
“Where are you, what is this place?”
 
 
She looked around at her soundings; it was then that he finally took notice of what she was wearing. A dirty white tee shirt that barely covered her chest and a pair of green bikini briefs with a small amount of lace at its edges. Not her normal clothes or sleep wear.
 
 
“I'm not sure, Brian.” She said again. He could see that her eyes were watering up, but he could also see that she was trying her best to not let them come.
 
 
Brian didn't have time for this. He didn't know if he would be able to come back or even find her again. He needed clues and that required answers. He took hold of her arms, just above her elbows.
 
 
“Heather, think. I need to know everything that’s happened to you and what you've seen.”
 
 
She looked up at his eyes and nodded dumbly.
 
 
“Alright,” she said “I'll try.”
 
 
“How did you get here, Heather, think.”
 
 
“Well,” she began, “I was asleep in my place. I woke up to someone dragging me off my bed, and before I could do more than inhale to scream, they stuck a rag of some sort into my face. It smelled medicinally, like a dentist's place for some reason.”
 
 
So they snagged her right out of her bed, that explained the weird ending to the dream they were both in. “Then what happened?”
 
 
“I woke up in this room, except it had walls, and a big metal door that they open a slit in and shove plates of food through.” She said. Brian could see that she was starting to lose it as she now looked around the room again. He decided to shake her to get her to focus on him. It worked a bit too well as he could see sparks of anger flaring up behind her eyes when he did it. He supposed he had done it too hard in his need to get her attention, but he needed to know more.
 
 
“Did you see anyone? Did they talk to you? Heather, concentrate or I'm not going to be able to help you.”
 
 
She looked at him strangely, almost as if she were looking at him for the first time. “This is a dream again, isn’t it?” She jerked her arms away from him, and spun around and yelled at the walls. “Why am I trapped even in my dreams in here?” There was almost something feral in the way she shouted.
 
 
“Yes Heather, but I'm here, and I need to know everything if I'm going to find you.” He pleaded with her.
 
 
She paused in her anger to look at him. Her profile was maddening. The perfect shape of her legs as her thighs came up to meet her round hips, and curved up to a perfectly shaped back. Brian thought he caught the glimpse of fangs in her mouth. He knew that couldn't be right, the weird light or maybe just the dream state was playing tricks on his mind. He had to admit however, he never thought she looked more attractive than she did now, dressed the way she was.
 
 
“What are you staring at?” Her voice broke him out of her spell.
 
 
“Nothing,” he said, a little too quickly. He realized he felt like he was blushing and exposed. It was then that he noticed his clothing had changed, and he now stood there in only his blue briefs which grew progressively more uncomfortable.
 
 
Great, he thought, Just what I don't need to have happen now. I need her lucid and thinking, not locked into some dream fantasy.
 
 
“What's that you've got there for me, Sailor?” Heather turned and smiled at him as she looked him over. Brian could see that his arms changed, and were now covered in tattoos of anchors and ships. He felt something like a small hat now on his head, which he quickly grabbed and pulled off.
 
 
Just as he thought, it was a sailor's hat, all white and meaningless. Heather's dreams were taking over, and the tug in his stomach was now approaching something more like pain. He doubted he had much more time left at all, let alone for this nonsense.
 
 
“Heather, listen, you're dreaming, we don't have any more time, and I still don't have any clue how to find you.” He insisted, lowering his hat to preserve a measure more of his dignity.
 
 
“Oh, we can make time, Sailor boy.” She said, as her underwear turned into a short fiery red dress, which dipped all the way down to her navel. 
 
 
Great, he thought, any other time this would have been heaven, but not now, this just isn’t the time.
 
 
“Heather, please. This is just a dream.” At least, that was what he tried to say. Instead what came out was. ”My, my, this is like a dream you sweet thing.” He couldn't believe it. He'd never lost control of his projection before. Since when could she control him in her dreams?
 
 
A rectangular slit appeared at the far end of the room. It floated in the wall of darkness as two red eyes peered into the room, followed by a stranger's voice. “Oh no you don't. This is my dream party. Whoever you are, you need to go. Now.”
 
 
The silhouette of a door appeared in the wall, and a man dressed in a sailor's outfit walked in. His hair was cut short in the navy style and pure blonde. His eyes practically glowed red and two sharp fangs protruded from his mouth. Heather paused when the door opened and looked at the intruder, before a squeal of delight erupted from her and she dashed to the other man.
 
 
“Julius, where have you been!” The man smiled as she leaped into his arms.
 
 
As Brian watched, the two kissed like the reunited lovers they seemed to be playacting. Fury quickly rose inside of him at the sight. Whoever this man was, Brian was going to kill him. That much he was sure. When the two stopped, the man produced roses out of thin air and handed them to Heather.
 
 
“For me?” She squeaked again, “they're beautiful!”
 
 
Brian watched as she took them from the man and buried her face in them giggling the whole while. “Whoever you are!” Brian shouted with all the fury he could muster, “You're dead!”
 
 
The man looked up at him, expression as if he had just remembered he was still there. “She is mine, Little one.” Julius responded, “For now, at least.” he chuckled, then bent down and swung her legs up into his arms. Brian watched as he turned and walked through the door carrying Heather, the man winking at him as they left.
 
 
Brian screamed in rage as he tried to leap in the direction of the door, only to find himself jerking backwards and found himself laying in his bed, covered in sweat. His body shook and his arms and legs felt like they weighed a ton. He tried to pull himself up to head for the refrigerator to drink more blood, but all he succeeded in doing was falling to the floor. Darkness engulfed his eyes as he tried to force himself back up, then he found himself at a road that ran off to the east and west.
 
 
The sun was high in the sky. Two signs sat across the street from him. One pointed west and said Human, the other pointed east and said vampire. Behind him stood a small wooden bus stop, with a sign over it that said Nephilim. A smaller sign was hanging over the ticket window; Brian walked up to it and peered inside.
 
 
The place appeared abandoned, as if no one had been in there for some time. He spotted spiderwebs and even a rat as he looked in. The small sign that hung from the window had been flipped over, most likely by the wind, that he now noticed was blowing. Tumble weeds rolled past as he reached for the sign and flipped it over. Coming back soon was all it said. It looked to be as old as the rest of the building
 
 
He turned and walked back to the road and examined the two signs, taking time to look down each road. Nothing but crossing tumble weeds seemed to cross the roads and each disappeared into the distance. A voice seemed to say inside him, “Choose.” He looked at the two signs again, looking for some sort of meaning out of either of them. The voice said “Choose” again, this time louder.
 
 
Brian looked around to see where the voice came from. The last one sounded more as if it had come from somewhere else rather than inside himself.
 
 
“Who's there?” Brian shouted back.
 
 
The voice came back, only this time it reverberated off the walls of the building, “Choose.”
 
 
“Choose what?” Brian shouted. “I don't understand!”
 
 
Pain like fire erupted on both of his arms, and Brian grabbed at the two spots, only to find a pin-prick on each of his arms, a ball of blood forming there.
 
 
“Choose!” The voice boomed, and Brian wondered if the pin pricks could be what the voice was saying. He was about to ask when his eyes opened, and he found himself on his bed. Pain and fire seemed to be pumping into his arms, as a quick glance told him that an IV was connected to each of his arms. Two men wearing lab coats stood nearby looking at clipboards, while his aunt sat in his favorite chair, watching him.
 
 
“You like making me earn my keep, don't you, Brian?” She said without a smile.
 
 
“What do you mean?” He asked, and then somehow thought it felt like he was back in his dream.
 
 
“Are you fasting until you find her or what? She responded. “Because you're not going to be any help to her in the condition I found you in.”
 
 
“No, of course not,” He began, “I drank like three IVs right after you dropped me off.”
 
 
“So the last time you ate was a week ago?” She said disapprovingly.
 
 
“A week?” That was impossible. “No, you dropped me off last night, Jenn.”
 
 
“No, Brian, that was a week ago. You're lucky I showed up. According to my lab boys, you wouldn't have lasted much longer.”
 
 
That can't be, he thought. It was only last night. Where had the time gone? The last thing he remembered was that stupid dream he had. The road and those signs, and that voice...Heather, he had found Heather. She was alive but being held by a vampire who was using her. He had to go back, he had to find out where she was, but would he even find her? What all could have happened in that week?
 
 
“Brian, from now on you will eat. If you don't I will assign someone to make sure that you do.”
 
 
“What’s with all the caring all of a sudden Aunty?” He answered, sarcasm thick in his voice. He was already tired of her being here. He needed to come up with a plan to get back to Heather, and she was no help.
 
 
Four IV's were not enough to do what he needed, but he wasn't sure he could eat any more than that at one time. There was another choice; he could drain a live human. It would give him the strength he needed; at least he hoped it would. The problem with that idea was who? He looked over at his aunt and smiled at her. She did not respond in kind.
 
 
“I suggest you look elsewhere Brian, and hurry with your search. The company is not happy with these delays.”
 
 
He wondered if the company would mind her sacrifice to the cause, if it meant the job was done right.
 
 
“Well, you look like you're going to live.” She said, as she stood up and started giving orders to the men in white coats. Brian watched as the two of them removed the needles from his arms and then started putting away their equipment. They were fast, and it was only a few moments before they were gone, and his aunt stood at the doorway saying her last words.
 
 
Brian couldn't help thinking how he wouldn't mind making that literal.
 
 
“I suggest,” she said, “if you need more inspiration, to go check out that nice guy at the front desk. I hear he's there all alone at night, and I would guess he would like the company.”
 
 
With that, she smiled and shut the door.
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The suggestion to feed on Scot, however subtle his aunt made it, was actually seriously bouncing around in Brian’s head. After all, his blood would go to a good cause, and apparently the company was alright with that. The trouble was, how did Brian feel about that? He knew how Heather would feel about him killing someone just to save her. If she ever found out, especially if it wasn't a bad guy, well...better to not let that happen.
 
 
Brian sat down in his green chair. He had been pacing around the room idly trying to figure out how he was going to get a little extra power so he could get back to Heather without killing himself.
 
 
It wasn't looking good at the moment. He could try to down four more IVs but if he couldn't get out of there faster than the last time, then at the very least, he was going to be out of it for another week. The idea of Heather being under that man's control for another week was unacceptable. Hell, he could barely live with himself now knowing this Jason had full control and access to her for that long already. 
 
 
What does he want with her? He thought, it couldn't just be for protection against me, after all, he was doing quite a lot more than just using her as a hostage in her dreams. No, this guy was scum, and the more he thought about it, the more he knew the man had to go. Brian picked up the manilla folder and emptied the contents on his lap. The face of the man in his dreams looked back up at him. His hair style and length were different, but that could have been because it was a dream, or because this photo was older than the last time they met.
 
 
Brian tossed the photo across the room like it was a Frisbee. He didn't want to stare into the face of the one person he hated more than his aunt. To be fair to her, she may have deceived him his entire life about who she was and that she cared for him, which in itself was her job. This guy was violating the woman he loved, as well as holding her captive. No matter how he looked at it, he knew in the end he was going to have to kill the guy.
 
 
He wondered if one could be charged for murder for staking a vampire? That would suck, especially if they somehow caught him and gave him life in prison. Assuming he was immortal, he could be stuck there quite a long time. The thought made him chuckle to himself.
 
 
That was, until he found the information about Jason’s place of residence. He couldn't believe it, the guy owned a cafe in the local area. The report said that he almost never left the building, and had employees get most of what he needed while he remained at the building. The guess was that he had a lair in the basement, as he did have the habit of taking women downstairs, many of them never returning. The police reports filed against him could never find a thing, and he never once was arrested.
 
 
The report suggested that Jason most likely glimmered the police into leaving him alone. 
 
 
“I could see that working.” Brian nodded to no one in particular. “After all, I suggested an entire police force once to help me...”
 
 
He had the address now, and he was just itching to go. The problem was common sense was telling him to wait. He was only likely to get one chance at rescuing Heather, and he did not want to blow it. So he forced himself to finish reading the rest of the reports that his aunt gave him. He wanted to kick himself for not reading the junk to begin with. It was full of info he would have liked to have known before he had met the guy. Not to mention a few things that were a bit cryptic, that he would of liked to know more about.
 
 
From what he could make out, this guy was born Jason William Randal, in some place called Riverside, CA. In 1972. That only made him, like what? 38? He wasn't very old as vampires go. At least not according to the movies. Brian couldn't help but wonder if there were vampires that were as old as a hundred and fifty, or maybe even older. The part that he found puzzling, and in fact quite cryptic was the following entry: Annunaki 27, transformation age 26. Result: 3, all carriers dispatched, all subjects reported as normal, maybe slightly above bell curve I.Q.

 
 
As far as he knew, the Annunaki were Immortals. Not human in any way except in appearance. So how could it be 27 years old? Unless it wasn't talking about its age? Carriers? Subjects? What was all this crap, and why was it important? Hopefully it didn't mean anything that he needed to know, after all, the report was just a general information file on Jason. It reviewed his strength, his estimated eating habits, likelihood of rejecting transformation, whatever that meant. Page twelve said that he had been recruited in '93 and that he moved up the ladder very quickly. Strong aptitude for magic and high level of psionic testing.
 
 
“What? Give me a break! Magic? What the hell.” Brian laughed. Do these guys seriously believe in magic? Brian couldn't believe that would even be put into a government report. It was starting to feel like someone was trying to pull the wool over his eyes. In fact, if it wasn't for Heather's disappearance, he would have stopped reading right then and there.
 
 
Magic...
 
 
As he finished reading the last page he sat back and thought about what he should do now. One thing he was not going to do was wait to take action. Sitting there reading those reports was all he could handle for now. No, he needed to get Heather back tonight. If there was anything he could do, he was going to do it now.
 
 
Two hours later, Brian climbed out of a taxi in front of the Black Cat cafe. The windows were completely darkened out with what looked like black window paint. On top of it, were all types of black cats in varying Goth garb drinking what appeared to be coffee. He noticed then that the cafe was actually a coffee shop of some sort. People sat outside the place at tables with black umbrella like coverings over each of the tables.
 
 
A waiter came out of the place, dressed completely in black with a spiked hairdo as Brian watched. He carried two coffees on a tray as he made his way to a couple that looked normal enough. The waiter himself smiled at the two as they took their two coffees and Brian noticed that the waiter had fangs that Brian was sure were fake.
 
 
“Great. That wasn't in the notes. A Goth coffee house.” Brian headed for the front door, stopping only to nod at the waiter who was heading for the door as well. The man smiled back and Brain could easily tell now the man's fangs were plastic, and that he had black contacts in his eyes. He was polite enough however, to let Brian go ahead, waiting patiently as Brian opened the door and stepped in. That is, he tried to step in. What he did do was bounce off what felt like a solid wall in front of the open doorway. Brian had been in such a hurry to beat the waiter into the building, that he had been walking pretty fast, and when his foot had collided with the barrier, his momentum was such that his body continued forward, smacking his face and chest into the invisible barrier, and causing him to bounce backwards into the now following waiter.
 
 
The man dropped his tray trying to catch Brian, as he bounced into him, but unfortunately he too had been surprised by the event. He did help Brian up from off the ground as he tried to get back up.
 
 
“Are you alright? The waiter asked, a smile on his face. The man’s fake fangs were poking out of the side of his mouth. Brian wanted to yell at him to take the stupid things out of his mouth, but his nose actually hurt too much to really be bothered to do it. Besides, he felt embarrassed by the fact that everyone sitting outside was looking at him like he was an imbecile. After all, who crashed into an open door and then fells down, almost taking someone else with them?
 
 
“I'm fine,” he quickly answered the guy, while he rubbed his nose in an attempt to make the pain and stars go away.
 
 
“You guys...” the waiter started chuckling at him. “Don't you ever learn?”
 
 
Brian stared at him in confusion. What 'guys' was he talking about? Then it occurred to him that the guy made it sound as if this happened on a regular basis. Before Brian could say anything, the guy said, “Wait here, I’ll let him know you're here.” Then he was gone.
 
 
This was not turning out in any way, shape, or form how Brian had been expecting. He walked up to the door and opened it, then reached out with a hand to find the barrier. It was still there. Solid in every way, except that apparently humans could pass through it unimpeded. How was he going to get in this place? If the barrier covered the entire building, then there was no way he was ever going to stealthily enter the place. This was not looking good at all. It caused all types of problems he hadn't anticipated.
 
 
The waiter reappeared at the doorway. He smiled as he looked at Brian’s hand that was up in the air pushing against the barrier. “Well, at least you're not throwing yourself against it. The last one made quite a mess, and Angie actually threw up cleaning the mess up that he made. Wasn't pretty.” he said. “Come on, the boss will see you.”
 
 
Brian hesitated as the barrier disappeared and his hand pushed into the building. The need to turn and run away flashed through him. Jason knew he was there, and was most likely prepared for him, not to mention what would happen if he went in. Would the barrier come right back up? If it did, would it keep him in as effectively as it was keeping him out?
 
 
It had all the markings of a bad idea. Yet, what choices did he have? If he was going to save Heather he needed to go in there, and he needed to go now. He had no choice, good or bad he was committed. He was not going to lose her.
 
 
The room was a dark, even for his eyes. It took him a second to make out all the figures milling about. He was surprised how many people were in the place. There were also a lot more people that seemed to be Goth or vampire wannabes filling the inside, unlike the people that were outside the place. He also noticed a large amount of young teenage girls standing around, especially in one place in particular. Brian knew the face as soon as he saw it.
 
 
Jason seemed to be the center of the teen activity. The waiter motioned for Brian to follow him, but before he did, Brian reached back to the doorway and felt for the barrier. It was there again, and just as solid as before. He wasn't going out that way unless someone let him out.
 
 
He only had two hopes now. Either he'd kill Jason, and hope the barrier would die with him, or negotiate his and Heather's way out. A hope that may actually have a chance, if he could convince Jason he wasn't his enemy.
 
 
Jason was wearing a leather coat, and had his hair slicked to the side. Brian was sure that he normally had blonde hair, but it looked as if he had dyed it to be darker, not quite dirty blonde, but not brown either. He looked more like a yuppie than a vampire. Jason waved his hand for Brian to slide in to the seat across from him, a long horse-shoe shaped booth. Jason sat on one end and Brain now sat on the other. 
 
 
“Leave us.” Jason barked, and the litter of teenage girls booed and whined, but surprisingly they left for another part of the room.
 
 
Brian watched as they stood clustered together, looking time from time at the two of them sitting there.
“Fans?” Brian decided to break the ice, rather than just sit and have the man stare at him.
 
 
“Ever since Twilight and all its assorted clones,” the man spoke dismissively, “we can't get rid of them.”
 
 
“How do they even know you're a vampire?” Brian asked, actually curious.
 
 
“I told them.” Jason picked up a mug and took a drink. “They are tiresome, but they do have their uses. Now, let's get down to business. You are here to kill me, but the last I checked, I still have your girlfriend, so what could you possibly want?”
 
 
“I want Heather, of course.” Brian said irritably. “Just hand her over and I'll be out of your life.”
 
 
“Then we shall live happily ever after?” Jason smiled at him. “Please, the company doesn't just give up. You're only one of their many failed attempts.”
 
 
“No, I don't work for the company, Jason. They were just trying to force me to do their dirty work. I told them no.”
 
 
“You expect me to believe that?” Jason looked into Brian's eyes very intently. He wasn't sure, but it almost felt like the guy was trying to move things around inside his head. There was the distinct impression of tumblers spinning inside there, but before Brain could say anything Jason snorted and slammed his coffee back onto the table. ”You are just like me! What did they offer you, to kill one of your own?”
 
 
“Nothing, and yes I'm a vampire like you, I just want my girlfriend.”
 
 
Jason sat there and stared at him for what seemed like hours. Brian matched him stare for stare. He felt that if he were to turn away for a moment, that it would have been a sign of weakness, and something bad would happen next.
 
 
“I'm sorry, but I don't believe you.” Jason said finally, and then turned his eyes away to look into his coffee.
 
 
“So what, that’s it?” Brian asked as he stood up. “I'm just supposed to say 'too bad', and leave, forgetting Heather for the rest of my life, so you can feel safe?”
 
 
Jason shook his head. “No, as I don't think that it would keep you at bay very long. Sooner or later you will just find some other toy, and then what am I going to do? Kidnap that one as well?”
 
 
“Then what? If you're not going to give her to me?”
 
 
Jason shrugged. “I'll just have to dispose of you and her, at least that will serve me until the next idiots they send.”
 
 
“Then why take her, or for that matter, let me in here?” Brian shouted.
 
 
“Isn't it obvious?” Jason shrugged again. “To get you down here where you would be trapped.”
 
 
Brian noticed for the first time that the room had gone quiet. He looked up and saw the entire cafe had armed themselves with clubs and knives and were slowly moving in his direction.
 
 
“Those things can't kill a vampire.” Brian bluffed, as he really had no idea what could.
 
 
“You're right,” Jason said, as he stood up, “but it sure can incapacitate him after being hit over the head a million times.” He smiled and spread his arms apart. “What can I say? We'll take care of the dirty work after you’ve been beaten unconscious.
 
 
This is about to get ugly... Brian couldn't help but think, I knew this was a bad idea.
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He never was very squeamish about killing. Not if he had the right incentive.
 
 
Of course, he didn't like killing for no reason. As he'd said before, he was no monster, he liked to think of himself as a modern equivalent for a vampire. He didn't hunt and kill like vampires of myth. He was civilized and so he drank blood that was willingly harvested by blood banks. That ideal served him well throughout Brian’s young life, and with only a few exceptions, like in recent times when he was defending Heather from the men in black, he had adhered to these principles with great success.
 
 
Still, he had little qualms killing if he needed to.
 
 
This, however did very little to ease his conscience as he smashed one man's skull while snapping another man's arm in two. Once the crowd of controlled people's master said to attack, the entire cafe of employees and clients leaped at him with abandon. These were no mindless automatons that would move around like stupid zombies. No, this group moved with the speed and thought of living people intent on killing him. It took all of Brian’s speed and strength to avoid clubs swinging by his head and then steal what many of the people were trying to stab him with.
 
 
He would have liked to have avoided bloodshed if he could, but the cramped space made it near impossible to use his speed to any great advantage. The only good news was that there were fewer people trying to hurt him, now that he realized he had no choice in the matter. Well that wasn't entirely true. He did have one other choice, but that would most likely lead to his as well as Heathers death. No, he was just being realistic. These people were not that different from the agents he had killed six months before, the only difference was perhaps the agent weren’t suggested by a blood thirsty vampire.
 
 
Three more went down in the time he had finished those thoughts, at least two of them were not mortally wounded. If he could keep this up then things really might not be that bad. He would just need to get his hands on that cowardly vampire, force him to take him to Heather, and then get the hell out of the place. Oh, and he forgot one other detail, he still had to kill the jerk.
 
 


If everything the guy did wasn’t bad enough, now he had to add all the deaths he was causing to list. Yeah, at this point, Jenn didn't even have to ask me to kill this guy. I'm going to do it just because he's really starting to piss me off!
 
 
“You're doing well so far.” He heard the jerk say. “In fact a little too good, I think I'm going to have to even the odds.”
 
 
Brian looked up to see what Jason intended on doing now. The barrel of a very large gun was pointing at him when he did. The flash from its barrel was all the warning he had as Jason began firing indiscriminately into the crowed that was attacking Brian.
 
 
The first few bullets missed him thanks to Brain's speed. Two of Jason’s minions were not so lucky as Brian watched them collapse to the ground still reaching for him. It had to end now, he realized. Sooner or later the guy was going to get lucky and hit Brian, then what? I have to take the fight to him. A third round whizzed by Brian’s face, leaving a trail along his cheek as as it did.
 
 
It's now or never.
 
 
With all the speed and power he could muster, Brian dashed right through the crowed of minions that were in his way. All those that stood in his path flew from him when he impacted into them. He thought he heard the crunching of bones from more than one of them as they were tossed away by his enhanced strength.
 
 
Brian grabbed the barrel of the weapon and ripped the gun from Jason’s hand. The man looked wholly stunned as he did so, and Brian was equally surprised at how easy the gun came from Jason’s hand. He would have expected an older vampire to have greater strength than he had. All the shows he'd ever seen made a big deal of age.
 
 
Perhaps this was one instance that myth did not reflect true life.
 
 
“How the hell--” Jason began to shout, just as a pain ripped through Brian’s chest, somewhere near his heart. A quick glance down to his chest showed the point of what looked like a knife protruding from inside of him. Jason's shock turned to a smile from surprise as he also saw the blade tip sticking out.
 
 
“Well, isn't that something?” Jason laughed as Brian turned to see who had stabbed him.
 
 
His eyes fell on one of the young teen girls who had been hanging around Jason when he had arrived. Brian wasn't sure what he was going to do. He knew he should hit her and knock her away from him, but somehow he couldn't. It just didn't seem right to him. Stars exploded inside his head as a table leg crashed across his skull. Another one of Jason's minions took advantage of his stunned reaction. Before Brian’s sight could clear, several more blows crashed down on him. He could feel the cold touch of metal stinging through his body as either the same girl or others were now stabbing him in the back as he crashed down to the floor. Through the haze that now filled his sight, he could see blood covering the floor underneath him.
 
 
My blood he thought. It looked as if he were about to find out if he were immortal.
 
 
A part of him wondered, if he did die, would he come back like a traditional vampire? Or would he just be dead?
 
 
“Hit him some more.” he could still hear Jason’s voice above the ringing in his head and ears. “The damned boy won't go down. Someone's been eating their spinach.”
 
 
Then Jason was next to him. He knew it was Jason, because he could smell him. Jason's blood, his heartbeat, all of it was different from the rest of the crowd and yet somehow the same. He never really noticed before that he could hear people's hearts or smell their blood so acutely that he bet he could hazard a guess on what blood type they were.
 
 
Maybe it was the fact that he was damn near unconscious that allowed him to notice, or perhaps it was the blood loss that was starting to drive his hunger. He wasn't sure which one it was, all he really knew was that he was hungry, and they all smelled wonderful.
 
 
The smell of so many humans in close proximity was overwhelming. The beat of their hearts drowned out the impact of their clubs to such a degree that he was not even entirely aware at the moment as why or if they were still beating on him. A part of himself was screaming inside his head, but he wasn't sure why any part of himself would want to restrain from such a lovely, wide selection for harvest. It really didn't matter, and it wasn't like he was going to listen to it. In the end, he decided his choice by the rarity of the flavor.
 
 
There was only one person in the room that gave off that scent, so he was easily picked out. With a shrug of his shoulders, and a wave of his arms, the crowd of humanity was thrown off of him.
 
 
Brian’s fangs sunk into the stunned man as he tasted the sweetest blood in the room. He lifted the man from off the floor, completely holding the man's entire body up high enough so that he could drink the sweet nectar that now burned into his body without resistance. His wounds even now closed and sealed themselves as he drained the man of his life giving blood.
 
 
“This is impossible!” He could hear Jason shouting from a short distance away. “No one should still be conscious after what I did to you! How are your wounds healing?”
 
 
Brian’s mind cleared as he finished the last of the man's blood. The madness that so easily gripped him left just as quickly, as his strength returned.
 
 
“This is your fault, Jason!” Brian shouted as he dropped the body and pointed at all the wounded people. “Your arrogance has brought this on you!”
 
 
“You're not a vampire!” Jason shouted, “you're one of them!”
 
 
“What are you talking about?” Brian asked. Of course he was vampire. Hadn't he survived all the knife wounds? Didn't Jason see him drink the man's blood? What else could he be?
 
 
Brian almost asked the man exactly that, except for the fact that Jason ran back to his table and pulled out a small black carrying case, which he flipped open and grabbed what looked like sand, as it was falling out the sides of his hand everywhere.
 
 
“Where's Heather!” Brian shouted at him. Whatever he was planning on doing with that handful of sand, Brian could care less. He was tired of messing with the guy. Enough was enough. If he had to, he would rip the guy in two and then tear the place apart stone by stone until he found Heather.
 
 
“Tell me where she is now or--” Was all he got out before Jason threw the sand in his direction, and shouted what sounded like Latin. Glowing red symbols like triangles inside a circles appeared all over the cloud of sand he threw. The entire scene was surreal, and even as Brain was dragged outside the building and deposited on the sidewalk by the sand, his mind refused to believe what had happened to him.
 
 
In a rage, Brian jumped up and began to beat on the open doorway barrier as he shouted for Jason to let him in. Eventually, Jason walked up to the entry way and smiled at him, chuckling. “Aren't you full of surprises?”
 
 
“Give me Heather!”
 
 
“I think not. Especially not after what I've learned about you today .”
 
 
“What are you talking about? I'm a vampire just like you!” Brian waved his fist at him. “Stop with all your word games!”
 
 
“Like me? No, Brian, I became a vampire the old fashioned way. By drinking blood. I dare say you were born, and that makes you an abomination, neither vampire nor human.”
 
 
“What?” Brian stared, abruptly sidelined. Where had that come from?
 
 
“Now, run away Nephilim. I've taken the liberty of calling the local police. I don't think you're going to want to explain the mess you made in here.” With that, he shut the door. Brian was too stunned to do anything but stare.
 
 
From the moment he arrived to now, he wasn't sure what had happened. Too many things were said and happened, and none of it made sense to him. Like that cloud of sand. What the hell was that? If he didn't know better, that had been the closest thing he'd ever seen that might be magic. Not fake magic, but real magic.
 
 
That couldn't be. There was no such thing.
 
 
Sirens echoed in the distance: Jason hadn't been lying after all. He needed to go. Still, he wasn't giving up. His goals were still the same, just a few things were different now...like whatever magic crap Jason had. He was going to need a way around that.
 
 
Also, he couldn't do it alone, it was time for some help, and there was only one person he could think to ask that of.
 
 
It took some time for him to get his rattled nerves calm enough for him to dream walk again. He wanted with all his might to go see Heather again, and he would, once he was finished.
 
 
The cab of Bobby's truck was still familiar from the last time he had seen it over six months ago, though from his dream state he could see that there were some changes made. Like, for instance, it looked like doodads now hung from the roof of the cab almost everywhere. He had no idea why Bobby would start filling his place up with junk, but hey, who knew what got into that truckers mind. From what he could make out through the windshield, Bobby was on the road.
 
 
Brian never liked trying to wake up in a moving vehicle. Something about it was just unnerving. 
 
 
He supposed he was being stupid, as he never did have a single accident doing it, and besides didn't he just survive being stabbed a hundred times? What’s falling to the ground at seventy miles an hour going to do to him compared to that?
 
 
“Well, it's now or never.” Brain mumbled.
 
 
Placing himself into the passenger seat, he tried to make himself as comfortable as possible so that he would appear right where he was now. Then, closing his eyes, Brian concentrated on going to sleep. The cab around him began to shimmer and waver. Once or twice it began to come in focus, and then blurred back to the grayness of dream land.
 
 
“What the hell?” He frowned, glancing around the dream-cab again.
 
 
This is weird he thought. I never had this much trouble before. I must be more nervous than I thought. Brian closed his eyes again and then concentrated even more. He called back old memories of his prior rides with Bobby, when Heather was there as well. He could hear Bobby's gruff voice telling a joke, and Heather giggling at it.
 
 
A thin layer of 'skin' stretched across his conciseness and then ripped and tore.
 
 
The next thing he saw were headlights as the truck swerved into oncoming traffic. Bobby began to swear loudly as he struggled to wrestle the truck back into the proper lane. Horns honked, and Brian was slammed into the door and then into Bobby as the entire cab thrashed back and forth.
 
 
“What in the nine hells are you trying to do kid? Get us both killed!” Bobby finally got out of his mouth. Well, what was coherent between all the trucker swearing.
 
 
“Need your help, Bobby.” Brian said, as the trucker pulled off the road into a nearby parking lot.
 
 
“What is it this time? Are we going to storm a military base?” Bobby snorted as he reached into his shirt, and then pulled out the biggest cross with a little Jesus hanging on it that Brain thought he had ever seen tucked into a shirt. “HAH! Take that!” Bobby yelled as he stuck it in Brian’s face.
 
 
Brian brushed Bobby's hand out of the way so he could see the old man's face.
 
 
“No, it's Heather, she needs your help.” After a moment, Brian began to realize what all the junk was that hung from the ceiling. “What...is all this junk Bobby?” He asked, as he pointed at all the various religious paraphernalia, such as dream catchers, pentagrams, crosses, stars of David, and so many things that Brian had never even seen before.
 
 
“Oh, they're nothing.” Bobby said as he looked around the cab in disgust. “Just a dumb hobby I picked up.”
 
 
“Alright then...” Brian coughed.
 
 
Hey, who was he to criticize what some people wanted to believe?
 
 
“A vampire is holding Heather hostage, and I need your help to get her.” Brian said, just as water hit Brian in the face from a small bottle that Bobby had been opening while Brian spoke. He sighed.
 
 
This was going to be long ride.
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“Well. I have to finish this run, I have bills to pay, you know.” Bobby snapped, as he bit into a large greasy hamburger. The thing had what looked like liquid cheese pouring out of its sides as he bit into it. Brian wondered absently how he used to love those things. These day's all he really needed was blood. He could eat normal food if he wanted to, but it really didn't do very much, in fact he suspected he would starve if that were all he lived on. Once or twice, he had been forced to do just that, and quickly watched all his vampire abilities disappear as each hour passed by. It was not a thing he wanted to think about or try again.
 
 
Still, he had to convince Bobby to help, and for once, he wanted to do it the normal way.
 
 
“Listen, I understand that,” Brian tried to reason with him. “But this is Heather we're talking about.”
 
 
“I heard you the first dozen times you told me. You think I'm going deaf?”
 
 
Brian shook his head in confusion. “I don't understand, Bobby. I thought you liked her. You two seemed to get along really well the last time we were together.”
 
 
“Kid.” Bobby threw down his hamburger. “The girl's not the problem here. You are.” He pointed straight at Brian. “I don't know who you think you're kidding, but you ain’t natural, and I don't need you mucking around up in my head again. Darn near lost myself the last time I hooked up with you two.”
 
 
“But that wasn't her fault.” Brian began.
 
 
“No, it was yours. I almost died then, too. Eaten by a Godforsaken werewolf for God's sake!” Bobby's voice rose so loud that a couple passing by turned and looked at the two as they talked.
 
 
Bobby lowered his voice so he couldn't be overheard as he continued to speak to Brian. “I love the girl. I really do, but I'm not getting involved in all this insanity again. I swear I'm going to have nightmares for the rest of life already.”
 
 
“I can't believe I'm hearing this.” Brian said as he watched the trucker pick up his burger and take another bite. A large coke sat next to him, which he sipped between chews. “You'd just leave her to the mercy of a vampire?”
 
 
“I don't see what difference it makes. Him or you, you're both vampires.”
 
 
“The difference is I love her and would never let anything bad happen to her!” Brian slammed his fist on the table.
 
 
“Well you sure managed a great big failure on that one didn't you?”
 
 
Brian shook his head in confusion. “What?”
 
 
“You said you wouldn't let anything bad happen to her, and yet here she is needing my help. I'd say that has failure written all over it.”
 
 
Brian hadn't thought about it that way. He'd known he was somewhat responsible for her predicament. But he'd done nothing to endanger her. In fact, he had kept as far away from her as he possibly could. Yet still she got caught up in something he hadn't even had any intention of involving himself in. The irony was kind of sad, really. In fact, had he been there, she most likely would not have been taken, bringing into question if he had done the right thing by letting her leave. He might never know the answer to that, only time would tell, if anything could.
 
 
Still, if Bobby wasn’t going to help him, then he would have to go at it alone. He wasn't going to suggest the guy again. The only reason he came was because he thought the man was his only real friend in the world. Brian figured he guessed wrong.
 
 
“Fine. If that’s the way you feel, I guess I'm in this alone.” Brian stood up and looked around to get his bearings. He was going to have to find a quiet place that he could dreamwalk back home. He supposed there had to be a motel around some place that he could rent for an hour.
 
 
“So what you going to do?” Bobby asked as he took a long drink from the straw.
 
 
“What I should have done from the start. Rescue Heather, and make that dirty bastard who took her pay.”
 
 
“So, you're just going to do this alone, are you?” Bobby queried as he took another bite.
 
 
It seemed to Brian that Bobby was missing a key ingredient to his meal, fries. They were the best part of a fast food meal from what he could remember. He couldn't imagine eating a burger without them. “No other choices, Bobby, what else can I do? Oh and by the way, you need some fries.”
 
 
“I'm trying to cut back on the fat.” The old guy responded.
 
 
“Yeah, and eating big ass greasy hamburgers is the way to do that.” Brian chuckled.
 
 
“I said I was cutting back, not quitting!” Bobby snapped back at him. Brian smiled at him, and then patted him on the shoulder as he started to walk away.
 
 
“What? That’s it?” Bobby shouted after him. “You're not going to use your whammy to make me help you anyway?”
 
 
Brian waved back at him as he caught sight of a motel just down the road. ”Nope, not today, Bobby. You go on and enjoy that burger without fries. I'll figure out how to do it on my own.”
 
 
Brian heard Bobby's heavy footsteps running up behind him. The old guy roared at him to wait, as he sucked in gasps of air in an attempt to catch his breath. “Damn, you walk fast!” Bobby choked.
 
 
“I’m in kind of a hurry, Bobby, I don't have time to just stroll down the street. Besides, I thought you had a hamburger to eat.”
 
 
“You can't do this without me, Kid, you're just gonna get yourself killed if you do.”
 
 
“Are you sure about that?” Brian asked, as he felt a little camaraderie stir in his soul.
 
 
“Now, don't all go to tearing up on me now. I got nothing better to do anyways.”
 
 
Brian pointed back at the table where his coke and burger now sat alone. “What about your burger?”
 
 
“It tasted like crap anyway, let's get this rescue underway.” Bobby slapped Brian on the shoulder then turned and headed towards his truck. “What’s the plan?” Bobby asked as the two of them strapped themselves into the big rig.
 
 
“I didn’t have one yet. I figured I'd come find you, and then just wing it.”
 
 
“Winging it'll get her and me killed. We need a plan, Kid.” Bobby said as he turned the truck back on the road. “Where did you say this is?”
 
 
Brian told him, along with everything else he could think of that had happened over the last few months. Bobby simply sat there quietly listening as Brian talked. It felt kind of good to be able to share everything with someone for once. It was a different feeling, like he actually had a friend to talk to.
 
 
“So let me see if I got this all right, Kid. You have a werewolf that’s hunting you this time, a super spy aunt that’s not really your aunt, and she might be in on all this and selling you down the river...and you invade Heather's dreams every night?” Bobby said, shaking his head and watching Brian intently.
 
 
“Yeah...well, sort of.” Brian responded sheepishly. The way Bobby repeated that, well, it just didn't sound quite right to Brian.
 
 
“You're some piece of work there, Brian. Does Heather even know what you're doing?”
 
 
“Yeah...At least I think she does.” Brian looked at Bobby, who shook his head as he drove. “Well...I've told her in her dreams, that is.”
 
 
“You mean you haven’t told her in real life? Geez, listen to what I'm talking about.” The trucker just sighed and looked straight ahead. “Anyways, the way I see it, the first thing you need to do is find out how to really kill this bastard. I mean really kill him. We don't need him rising from his grave on the next full moon or something.”
 
 
“Ahm, I think that’s werewolves.” Brian interrupted him
 
 
“Dagnabit, don't interrupt me when I'm thinking!” Bobby turned and shouted at Brian. “You know what I mean! We need to do this right. I don't want to wake up one night on the road and find this guy's beady eyes staring down at me as I sleep.”
 
 
Brian simply nodded, he was actually afraid to answer the old guy, as he was sure he would break out laughing instead.
 
 
“Anyways, I made a new friend last time I was passing through Reno. She's a nice young gal that works down at the public library there. Told her I was interested in vampires and she helped me find some stuff on 'em.”
 
 
Brian looked around the cab at all the religious symbols and wondered if this was her advice.
 
 
“Anyway, why don't you pop out the way you do, and look her up a spell. She was supposed to do some more research for me for the next time I came through town.”
 
 
“Are you sure that's a good idea Bobby?” Brian asked taking another look around at all the knick-knacks in the cab of the truck.
 
 
“Do have any better ideas? “ Bobby snorted.
 
 
He had to admit, he didn't. That was why he came after the old guy in the first place. The last time he faced Jason, things hadn't gone so well. He was out of ideas. His only real choices were either find Bobby and see if he could come up with an idea, or ask his aunt. He decided Bobby was the least miserable choice.
 
 
Well...if it doesn’t work, he could always just suggest the entire Reno police department like he did back in Woodland, and let the bullets fly again.
 
 
“Okay, so where will I find her?”
 
 
“What the hell, Boy, don't you pay attention? The library, go to the library!”
 
 
“Alright, but who do I ask for?”
 
 
“First good question you asked. Ask for Meryl, and tell her Bobby sent you. Got that?”
 
 
Brian nodded, then settled back into the seat and closed his eyes. It was always hard to try and enter his dream state in a moving vehicle. The swaying motion should have swayed him into slumber, but instead it made him jerk awake each time they hit a bump or made a quick turn. This time was no exception. Bobby was almost as much of a distraction, as at least once or twice he started to hum or sing as he forgot Brian was there. He even heard him mumble in astonishment that Brian was still there. In the end he did finally find himself in the gray world that people dreamed within. Its swirling mist filled most of the landscape and made it impossible to see very far away.
 
 
It was a good thing that he didn't need to see where he wanted to go; all he really needed to do was think of where he wanted to be. Fast and easy, for the most part.
 
 
It wasn't always this easy, of course. In fact, just a little less than a year ago, he used to travel in a less deep state. Then he could see the real world around him, but travel was much slower, and very dizzying as the world passed by him at super speed. He had to admit, the other state was good for spying out areas, or even watching people, but it certainly wasn’t the thing for traveling.
 
 
Brian envisioned his room back in the motel, and as he watched the environment around him changed and molded into his room until it was a perfect picture of it, except for the gray coloring.
 
 
All he needed to do now was lay down in his bed and go to sleep in this dream. In theory, he should wake up in his room on his bed, at least that was how it worked the rest of the time and he could see no reason it wouldn’t this time. “No need to jinx yourself now.” Brian said to no one in particular.
 
 
Seconds later he was in his bed awake and really there. He couldn't help but think about how cool it was to be him at times. The day was still early, and he would guess it couldn't be too much different from where Bobby was.
 
 
“Damn, I never asked where he was.” He had no idea how long it was going to take. Well, if he had to guess, it seemed like he was only an hour or two earlier than where he was with Bobby.
 
 
“Well, at least the library should be open.”
 
 
A couple of hours later, Brian found himself looking at the doorway to what passed as the main library. He hadn’t been in one in some time, at least not since he'd stopped going to school. He actually never really had a good reason to go to the library before. But Bobby had a point, he had no real idea how to off this other vampire, and if he himself was any indication, it wasn't going to be an easy thing to do.
 
 
The place was pretty full for being only a little after lunch. He was surprised at how many people were there. Perhaps they were in college and were there studying for some kind of upcoming exam.
 
 
It didn't take Brian long to find the help desk, but he waited at least twenty minutes in line before he finally got a chance to speak with somebody. He was directed over to the children's section and told that he should find Meryl putting books away there. He hoped it wasn't her normal area of work, because he just couldn't see someone in that department being a big expert on vampires.
 
 
Surprisingly, that part of the library was almost empty. The only person within it, in fact, was a young woman with dark black hair that hung down to her shoulders in what Brian thought was called a bob. He wasn't sure, as he'd never really talked about hairstyles, but he had heard others in the hallways talk about them.
 
 
She turned as he entered the room that he could now see that most of the shelves were empty. Meryl seemed to be putting books onto them as he came in.
 
 
“I'm sorry, but this area is closed while we renovate it.” She smiled at him. The first thing Brian noticed was that the dark blue eyes she had were heavily outlined in black, and then her bright red lips. He decided that the girl was either partly Goth or into punk. He wasn't sure which, but she was drop dead gorgeous for a librarian.
 
 
“Oh no, actually I'm looking for you.” Brian somehow managed, as he quickly gazed down the length of her body and back up to her face. She wore a dark brown sleeveless shirt with a plunging neck line, under that was clearly a see through red shirt. Her breasts were ample enough to catch his attention and cause his eyes to linger there maybe a bit too long.
 
 
“Excuse me?” She asked. “Do I know you?”
 
 
“Ah...no.” Brian looked back up into her eyes. Good God, they were deep.
 
 
What the hell was happening to him? Was she some sort of vampire as well? He was in love with Heather, how could he even think about another girl? “No. Bobby sent me; he said you might have some information for him.”
 
 
“Alright...and you are?” She put her finger to her chin and then pointed it at him as she finished the question.
 
 
“Me? Oh I'm Brian, I'm Bob--”
 
 
“Not the Brian, as in the vampire Brian?”
 
 
“Yeah...he told you about that?” Brian felt a little worried. He never even considered the fact that Bobby might tell people about him, Hell he hadn't thought about Heather talking to people either. That could actually be a problem he was going to have to think over later.
 
 
“Hell yeah he did. How else do you think he would have gotten me to help him?”
 
 
“I'm a little lost here, could you help me out? You helped Bobby why, and how did this include me?”
 
 
“Well. He needed help on how to kick some vampire ass, and he told me about you because he was really pissed about what you did to him. So I agreed to look some things up so I could actually meet you some time.”
 
 
Somehow, this didn't sound like it was going to go the way Brian hoped it would.
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“Okay, so do you have some information for him or not?” Brian looked at the young woman who was excitedly checking him out. It wasn't the most comfortable feeling.
 
 
“Yeah, I've found a bunch of stuff that might help,” she said as she began to circle around Brian.
 
 
“Well, could you show it to me?”
 
 
A pink bubble of gum grew out of her mouth, then loudly popped as she continued to circle and look him over. It was really starting to make him feel uncomfortable, somehow he felt like she was the predator and not him.
 
 
“I could.” She partially pulled out her gum and wrapped it around her finger. “But...I don't think I will. Sorry.” She said, and then started to head towards the open doorway that Brian had entered the room from.
 
 
“Wait a minute!” Brian rushed to get in front of her, and the speed he traveled at might have been just a little too much, as her hair blew up when he came to a stop causing her to give a startled yelp. “Listen, we need that info. I didn't take all this time out of my day coming out here just to waste it. If you have something, then give it here.”
 
 
For her part, Meryl recovered quickly from her surprise. “Listen, I'd love to share the info with you, and maybe if you invited me out for some coffee,” she smiled at him,” I might change my mind, but why should I believe that Bobby sent you? After all, aren’t you the one he wanted to use this info on?”
 
 
She did have a point, he realized. It was a bit absurd that the vampire who she was looking to help off, or at least find some sort of defense against, would be the one Bobby sent to get the info.
 
 
“Things have changed, Meryl.”
 
 
Meryl held her arms to her chest and started to blow another bubble. “Go on, I'm listening.”
 
 
“For one, Bobby and I are teaming up to rescue a friend of ours that another vampire has.”
 
 
“Is she your girlfriend?” Meryl asked as she started to fiddle with her black beaded necklace.
 
 
“What's that got to do with anything?”
 
 
“I'm just wondering if you're free. By the way, I like your hair.”
 
 
She likes my hair? He thought, frowning. Alright, she doesn't have anything. How can she? She doesn't seem serious about this at all. “Listen, could you please stop circling me? I feel like a piece of meat.”
 
 
She stopped, but she didn't seem happy about it.
 
 
“Look, if I were the bad guy, wouldn't I have just come and taken the info if you had any?”
 
 
That seemed to catch her attention, as she stood up straight and seemed to take issue with what he said. “You could try. Like I said, I've found something.”
 
 
This had to stop now. He needed to come up with a way to convince this girl, otherwise he was going to have to just suggest her and be done with the nonsense. Heather's life could depend on it, and he wanted to be ready when Bobby got into town.
 
 
“What do I have to do to convince you?”
 
 
At least she wasn't circling him any longer.
 
 
She stood there twirling her gum around her little finger again as she stared at him. “I could ask Bobby, I suppose.” She said, “are you sure you're a vampire?”
 
 
“How are you going to ask him? He's not in town yet.”
 
 
“I have his number.” She said, and then produced a small black cell phone. Brian couldn't believe this was happening. The whole conversation could have been avoided, and they could have been working on more important things than a stupid cat and mouse game if she'd just called Bobby to start with. The woman was beginning to infuriate him.
 
 
“Well, please do call him. We need to settle this before tomorrow.”
 
 
“Why?” She glanced up from the phone. “Do you burn in the sunlight?”
 
 
Brian pointed at the nearby windows, which currently had light streaming in from the afternoon sun. Meryl looked and then turned back with a giggle. “Guess not!” She smiled and dialed Bobby's number...at least he hoped that was what she was doing.
 
 
“Hi, Bobby? Yeah, he's here....Um, are you sure? He could have compelled you to tell me that you know.” Brian really couldn't hear what Bobby was saying, at least until that point in the conversation. Once she had said that, a flood of obscenities poured into the room, with a telltale voice that could only belong to Bobby. :
 
 
“Hey!” she raised her voice back at him. “I'm doing this to help you, remember! You don't need to talk to me like that.”
 
 
Bobby's voice faded, and whatever he said must have made amends, as Meryl voice calmed down as well. “Okay Bobby, I'll do what I can. What's that? Yeah, he is.” She looked over at Brian and smiled at him. He couldn't help but wonder what that was about. “I'll see you then.”
 
 
Brian watched as the phone disappeared into her faded blue jeans.
 
 
“Bobby said he should be in town sometime tomorrow night. “
 
 
“And?”
 
 
“And?” She mimicked.
 
 
“What about the reason you called? You know, if you can tell me what you found out?”
 
 
She smiled at him. “You know, you're really cute for a vampire,” she said as she started to walk out of the room, before pausing and waving for him to follow. “Come on. I'll show it to you.”
 
 
The two of them walked silently through the library, then went down a set of stairs marked staff only. The place was stuffier and definitely smelled of old books and dust. After several turns through what appeared to be a maze of book cases and file cabinets, they finally arrived at a large wooden door. She produced a key for it but it seemed)? vaguely out of place for a modern building. Not that he was an architect or anything that could make that call. It was just that the door looked more like something that should have been part of the vault in Gringott's, from that movie he watched years ago.
 
 
“What is this place?” Brian asked as the door opened. It was filled with lots of old books lying around as well as newer ones. A table or two sat around the place as well.
 
 
“Huh? Oh, I think this was supposed to be used for meetings and such originally. For some reason it's just been sitting around and used mostly for storage these days. I like to come here and read. It's my little getaway.” She smiled and walked over to one of the few places that actually had a space cleared off on a table. A soft reading chair was pushed up to the place, and an assortment of occult and vampire books were piled up around the clear spot.
 
 
Meryl produced a manilla folder from one of the nearby piles of books and opened it up, then smiled at Brian. “My notes, you know, to keep my thoughts together. Are you sure you're a vampire?”
 
 
Brian nodded, then started looking through the pages of chicken scratch. None of it made any sense. It was more like a crossword puzzle. Words just ran along in one giant word sentence, and sometimes intersected with other words to form patterns, then seemed totally indecipherable.
 
 
“What is all this? I can't make heads or tails of it.” He picked up a page and turned it side to side and even upside down to see if it made any difference.
 
 
“It's my notes,” Meryl said defensively. Her whole body language withdrew into herself.
 
 
“I can’t read any of this and I'm not sure how you do.”
 
 
“Hey, I don't criticize the way you do things!” She shouted and jerked her notes out of his hands. “I was just doing this as a favor to Bobby...and because I'm interested in vampires.” She said as she hugged her work to her chest. Her overreaction was confusing. He hadn't meant to upset her. It was simply that no one could read that writing, and he seriously doubted she could, either. He was expecting some serious research work done, maybe a list of things that could hurt real vampires, or those sorts of things. In desperation, he began to look at some of the books piled up in the place. Twilight, Vampire Academy, Vampire diaries.
 
 
“What is all this? Fiction? I thought you were doing serious research for Bobby.”
 
 
“I am doing serious research for him!” She emphasized her words by slamming her notes on the table.
 
 
“Then what's all this?” He waved his hand over the myriad of books that seemed to be all about fictional vampires.
 
 
“I told you, I like to read down here.” She spoke like he was a child. She walked over to another table and picked up a large book, something that looked like one of the old family bibles he'd seen in movies before.
 
 
“This is one of the oldest books I could find on the subject.” She then pointed to another table that was littered with other books, “And those are everything I could get from inter-library as well as interstate library books on the occult and vampires.”
 
 
“So, you did find something?” Brian asked, hopeful.
 
 
“The problem isn’t in finding something, the problem is figuring out what’s real and what's not.” She said, smiling at him.
 
 
“So then, you know how to fight vampires?”
 
 
“Yes and no.”
 
 
“Which is it?”
 
 
“Well, I need answers to some questions before I know which book is right. Once we know that, then we know which methods should work. I'm betting on the oldest one,” She pointed at the big bible-like one that she had carried over to the table. “It seems to be the most complete and dates back with info collected from the earliest times in our history.”
 
 
“Is there anything I can do to help?” Brian asked.
 
 
“I was hoping you’d say that. Tell me everything you know about vampires.”
 
 
That wasn't going to take long. What did he really know about them? Even Jason accused him of not being one. Everything he knew about them had been learned either just recently or through movies and books, just like how she got her information. He looked at her as she waited expectantly for him to start speaking. What could it hurt to share what he knew?
 
 
He shared everything he could think of, from his abilities to being normal most of his life, to changing into what he was today. Even the few differences that he noticed between Jason and himself, as well as some of his dream experiences. In the end he had more than he'd realized, and with Meryl asking questions, the conversation went on for some time.
 
 
“So you can change shapes by using an illusion?” She asked excitedly while she made more notes in her sheets of paper. He wondered if he should discourage her from doing so, but then again, whoever could decipher her notes deserved to find all the information he shared.
 
 
“Yeah, I don't use it too often, but I can do it.”
 
 
“And um, these dreams...” She looked down at her notes. Brian almost thought she seemed embarrassed for a second. Did she just blush? “Can you enter anyone’s dreams?” She asked, not quite meeting his eyes.
 
 
“Yeah, sure. I suppose so, but it's not like I wander around looking for someone to see what they're dreaming.”
 
 
“So could you enter my dreams?” She met Brian’s eyes then. Her face seemed flushed. “I mean, I think it would be a cool experiment to try sometime.”
 
 
“Um...” Brian felt heat rising to his cheeks. He wasn't quite sure why he was starting to feel a bit embarrassed, but the idea of maybe going to Meryl's dreams did seem to have some appeal to it for some reason. “Yeah, maybe later,” he said, and then tried to change the subject. What was it about this girl that just seemed to get him feeling like he had two left feet when he talked to her? He'd only just met her, and yet he kept feeling like he was losing control of himself at every turn. “So is that enough information, or are you going to need more?”
 
 
“Yeah, I think this is enough, and I was right.” She got up and walked over to the bible like book. “This seems to have the most information we need, but there’s just one problem still.”
 
 
“Still?” Brian groaned.
 
 
“It's not really that big a deal, and really has more to do with the other vampire. You know...I don't see any fangs on you.” She paused and just looked at him.
 
 
“I have them.”
 
 
“Are you sure? Are they, like, retractable?”
 
 
“Yeah. Anyway, what's the problem?”
 
 
“Well, here it is...” Brian listened as she outlined the entire history of vampires from the earliest times. Apparently, the myth went that a race of beings known as the Grigori watched over mankind originally. Not happy with just watching, they eventually involved themselves with humans and began to mate with them. Depending on what civilization the records were taken from, their God condemned them and they began to wander the earth. The children of their unions with humans became powerful heroes and villains from the dawn of history and all throughout time.
 
 
“What happened to these Grigori?” Brian asked.
 
 
“Well, according to this, some of the most powerful were locked away until the end of time, while others stayed on earth. There is some reference to them moving to the Romanian lands.”
 
 
“You mean like Transylvania?” Brian asked, a bit shocked. “That stuff was real? As in...Dracula?”
 
 
“Maybe?” Meryl said.” Most myths have some basis in fact.”
 
 
“Okay, okay, that’s all interesting, but what's that got to do with killing vampires?” Brian walked over and started looking into the book with her.
 
 
“Well, it depends on the vampire, which kind he is.”
 
 
“Which?” Brian asked confused again. “I thought you just said all vampires are from these Grigori?”
 
 
“They are, but there's more than one kind.”
 
 
Brian sat back down, isn't this ever going to be easy?
 
 
“Listen,” Meryl began again. “The Grigori can't just mate with humans. They aren't quite like us, they're different. Incompatible. According to this, they have to drink the blood of a human and then let them drink their blood. After that, the Grigori is able to have sex and conceive.”
 
 
“And what's in it for the human?”
 
 
“Well, it says here that there are two possibilities. The first is that with the help of a few black magic ceremonies, the recipient can get long life and super strength, but that he will hunger for human blood to keep it.”
 
 
“Sounds like a vampire...sort of.” Brian nodded. “And the second?”
 
 
“The second says that with even darker ceremonies they can become wolves or even other dark creatures of the night.”
 
 
It was starting to make some sense now. A lot of what she said was lining up with some of what he already knew. There was just one problem.
 
 
“I never drank the blood of one of these Grigori creatures, Meryl. And I definitely didn't do any ceremonies.” Brian said, as he got up and shook his head. “If this information was completely true, it doesn't account for me. So there’s a flaw in your theory.”
 
 
Meryl paused and looked down in her book for a second. “You're sure you never drank the blood of anyone earlier on in your life?”
 
 
“I'm sure, Meryl. That’s not something I'm likely to forget. Not to mention you said they had to feed on me, as well.”
 
 
“No, wait.” She lifted her hand to pause him. “There is...one other option that would explain your existence.”
 
 
“Which is what?”
 
 
“You're one of their young.”
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“You're joking, right?” Brian choked at the thought. Raffian had almost suggested it, but he hadn't really considered it before. “Meryl?”
 
 
“Yes?” She glanced up from the book at him.
 
 
“Is there any mention of the Nephilim in that book?”
 
 
“Could you spell that?” She asked, as she started flipping through the pages quickly.
 
 
Brian shrugged. “Not correctly, I'm sure.”
 
 
“Here it is. I thought so.”
 
 
“What is it?” he asked and walked over to her side to try and see what she was pointing at.
 
 
“Yeah, that’s it. The Nephilim are another word for the Annunaki's half human offspring.” she nodded with a smile as she looked up at him.
 
 
So it was true. He was one of them. Different from Jason and yet still one of those things. Raffian had called him a Nephilim back at the old Warren's place, hadn't he? In fact he thought he had called him one of their Nephilim. Finding another chair in the room, Brian sat down in it.
 
 
He wasn't sure what was wrong with him. He knew this was a possibility, in fact it proved that he wasn't quite human, yet...he did not want to be like that thing down in the basement. Was Raffian his father? His real father he'd never met? Brian buried his head in his hands. Why did it matter so much? Was it any different than just being a vampire? Wasn't it better? He wasn't undead, and that should make him happy.
 
 
“What’s wrong, Brian?” Meryl asked, as if she just noticed his reaction.
 
 
“Can you tell me anything about these Nephilim?” Brian asked her. “Were they all vampires?”
 
 
“Actually, no.” She said, as she stood up and walked over to him. She started rubbing his shoulders as he sat there slumped over, still holding his head. “Many of them were supposed to be great heroes. Some were giants. From what I've read they could turn out in almost any way.”
 
 
“What kind of heroes? Have I ever heard of any?”
 
 
“Yeah, I'm sure.”
 
 
“Like who? Meryl, I really need to know this.” He stood up and shrugged off her hands.
 
 
She stared at him for a second, chewing her gum apparently thinking about how to answer him. Or maybe she was just admiring him again. Brian really didn’t know, and in truth, he didn't care. He wanted to finish up and get away from the girl. She was way too distracting.
 
 
“Hercules.” She finally said and walked back over to the book.
 
 
 
 
“Hercules?” Brian laughed. “I think you're getting your myths crossed, because if I remember my myths right, wasn't he the son of Zeus or something?”
 
 
“And who do you think Zeus was?” She started playing with her gum again.
 
 
“You're telling me that the Greek god Zeus was one of these...Grigori?” Brian couldn't believe it. That was starting to push the lines of credibility. He didn't really have a problem with claiming that Zeus was one of those Watcher things. What he did have a problem with was in believing that there had actually ever been a Zeus, or for that matter a Hercules.
 
 
“According to these books, that’s what they were.” Meryl said, as she walked back over to Brian and tried to rub his shoulders again. Brian was far too distracted to stop her, as he continued to mull over the information. “In fact, it makes perfect sense.” She went on. “Remember how Zeus had a thing for mortal woman? All of his offspring were special in some way, in fact there’s tons of myth from different cultures that support this.”
 
 
“Okay, fine.” Brian interrupted her. It was all interesting stuff, but it was getting way off the subject. “Supposing this is all true...”
 
 
“It is true.” She interjected.
 
 
“If this is true. You still haven’t said how to kill a vampire.”
 
 
“Well, according to myth, the children of these gods could be killed. Many times it depended on the kid. But the vampires and changeling creatures, I’d say they die like normal people, just tougher to kill.”
 
 
“Tougher?” Brian asked.
 
 
“Yeah...you know, maybe more bullets than usual.”
 
 
“What about silver? Or stakes in the heart and such?”
 
 
“Those would kill a normal person if used as a weapon,” she said, “but then again some of these books...” She waved at a few smaller books. “Say that the traditional way of killing them is better, as they are more susceptible to it.”
 
 
The werewolf that Brian had killed back in Woodland, had died really easily when he had used silver. Just for safety's sake, he probably needed to take no chances and go by the traditional route. If a bullet killed them, that would be fine, but a stake would be much safer.
 
 
“So that's it, then? There's no other way I need to know?”
 
 
“Well, there were a few others, but they were barely mentioned, so I don't think they would make any difference, and besides, they would kill a human as well.”
 
 
“Like?”
 
 
“Cutting their heads off and stuffing it with garlic...you know things like that.”
 
 
Brian walked to the door then stopped and turned around. “I want to thank you, and I would appreciate it if you don't ever tell anyone else about my little secret.” He smiled at her.
 
 
A part of him wanted to just suggest this girl and be done with it, but he was not going to do it. He wanted Heather and Bobby to start trusting him, and he wasn't going to get that if he kept scaring the hell out of them by acting like a bloodless vampire.
 
 
“That’s it then? Wham, bam, thank you, ma'am?”
 
 
“Excuse me?” Brian felt a bit surprised. He wasn't sure exactly what she meant by her response.
 
 
“In case you hadn't noticed,” She pointed around the room to all the vampire books. “I really dig vampires. I'm really into them you know?”
 
 
“Yeah? What's that got to do with me?”
 
 
“Duh. You're a vampire. You didn't think I did all this out of the goodness of my heart, did you?”
 
 
“I thought you were doing it to help Bobby?” Brian said, as he watched her slowly walking over to him, swinging her hips a little too much for his tastes.
 
 
“Dude. I like vampires. I wasn’t going to help him hurt a vampire.”
 
 
“Then why did you help him?” Brian had to back up back into the hallway as Meryl walked right up into his face, a little too close for comfort.
 
 
“Because I wanted to meet a real life vampire, and now I have.”
 
 
“Um...that’s great. You got to realize a lifelong fantasy, but as you pointed out, Jason is the real vampire, I'm a Nephilimmmm...” he couldn't quite finish, as she wrapped her arms around his neck and locked her lips onto his.
 
 
He supposed he could just push her off, but he didn't want to be rude. She had just helped him answer some questions he really needed help with. Also, she really did smell quite good, and her taste...those lips were way softer than he realized. He found himself embracing her back, just as her warm tongue slipped past his teeth. He let her in as her scent and taste began to overwhelm him. He felt her hands begin to explore his body when she stopped and pulled her head away.
 
 
“Show me.” She whispered to him.
 
 
“What?” He asked
 
 
“Your fangs. I want to see your fangs.”
 
 
This woman must have had some siren in her or something. Her voice was just as mesmerizing as everything else about her. What was it? He couldn't quite put his finger on it, but whatever it was, she was intoxicating. Without even thinking about it, his fangs popped out, almost as if it was by their own accord.
 
 
Meryl squealed in delight when she saw them, and then began to kiss him again, Brian could feel her leg rising up along his side and rubbing him. He reached down and grabbed a hold of it, as she slowly tilted her head to the side, revealing her exposed neck.
 
 
“It's okay, Brian. I want you to drink.” She said, as she reached back and began to squeeze his ass.
 
 
This was really starting to get out of control, and he needed to stop it. He didn't bite people. He wasn't that kind of a person. And yet, he wanted to, no he needed to, and best of all, she wanted him to, as well. What could one little bite hurt? He could hear her heart beating furiously as he lowered his face to her neck. She moaned as he nuzzled it and then tasted the softness of her skin with his tongue. Heat rose off her as he slowly scraped his fangs across it.
 
 
“Do it.” she moaned.
 
 
That was all the encouragement he needed. His fangs pierced her skin and sliced into her artery. A small whimper that almost sounded like a sigh escaped her. She began to pant and squirm her hips into him as he began to suck and draw her life blood out. It was like liquid fire in his mouth. He'd drank living blood before when he had been severely injured, when he had no control of his animal impulses, but never when he was healthy or in full control of his faculties. It was like heaven on earth, as Meryl's blood intermingled with his. It felt almost as if they were slowly becoming one.
 
 
“Yes...that’s it. More.” She gasped as she drove her groin into his side harder, and her body began to tense as Brian continued to taste her. Her fire filled him and spread out to every corner of his body, and he felt alive like never before as she shuddered and screamed at the top of her lungs, before going slack and pulling away from his hungry mouth.
 
 
A door down the hallway opened from up above in the library. A woman’s voice called out. “Is someone there? Is everything alright?”
 
 
Meryl, who had been hanging limp in his arms suddenly, came alive and stood up, fixing her clothes, blood ran from the side of her neck and Brian pointed at it. She touched it and pulled her hand back to look at it for a second.
 
 
“Hello?” The voice said.
 
 
“It's okay, Mrs. Hamilton.” Meryl finally answered, as she walked over to her bag and pulled out what looked like a panty liner and put it against her neck. “Everything’s fine, I just slipped and fell on my butt.”
 
 
“Oh you poor dear!” The voice said. “Do you want me to come down and have a look?”
 
 
“No, no, that won’t be necessary, I'll be right up in a second.”
 
 
“Alright, Dear. Holler if you need any help.” Then Brian heard the door close.
 
 
Meryl finished fixing her clothes then, fixed the pad until it was attached to her neck. Seconds later, she had a scarf fished out of her bag, and wrapped it around her neck. The entire time Brian just stood and watched her. She gave him hand wipes and pointed at his face.
 
 
Looking at his reflection, he found that there was blood on it, around his mouth. He licked most of it off and what he couldn't reach he scrubbed off with the handy wipe. It didn't work as well as his tongue, but it would have to do.
 
 
“So, what was that about?” Brian finally managed to blurt out, as they started walking up the hallway towards the door up stairs.
 
 
“You mean the sex?” Meryl smiled at him.
 
 
“What?”
 
 
“Oh, I'd call that sex, in fact I'd say it was better than sex, it was more like...vampire sex.” She waved her arms over her head as if she were a little giddy.
 
 
“I told you, I'm not a vampire. According to what you read to me, I'm something different.”
 
 
“Nephilim, and yes I would say you're a vampire.” She patted the side of her neck. “Besides, I grew up a fan of Hercules the Series, so I'm still happy.” She stopped before opening the door, and reached up to kissed him full on the lips again. Her scent and taste sent his head spinning again. What the hell is that?
 
 
“That’s till later?” She said, then opened the door and broke away, heading straight for the women’s restrooms.
 
 
“What the hell?” Brian stood there in the doorway scratching his head, as he watched her disappear. He had no idea what happened down there, why he had lost control of himself, and then almost again as she kissed him before leaving. He could still feel her blood running through him as he stood. The sensation should have left a few seconds after feeding, at least that’s how it was with the IVs. The two slips with the people he had killed, they lasted for a few minutes afterward, their essence filling him and healing him as he regained his strength. This however, wasn't passing, and he could have sworn he could still feel her behind the door she went through.
 
 
He touched his lips as he stood there looking around at the people walking by. His lips felt hypersensitive as he rubbed the tips of his fingers across them. Wow, this is so weird. He noticed an older woman standing behind the reference desk frowning at him. Her arms were crossed in front of her, and he couldn't help but wonder if that were Mrs. Hamilton. Rather than wait and find out, as she definitely looked as if she were about to come over and have a word with him, Brian decided to head out of the building a catch himself a cab.
 
 
The ride home was uneventful and took longer than he liked. The traffic picked up thanks to an accident that had happened just minutes before, so he had time to sit back and relax in the stop and go traffic. He idly wondered how much more this was going to cost him and if it would make him a bad guy if he suggested the cabby to lower the price, as it was hardly the cabby's fault about the extra time. Then again, the cabby did pick the street to travel on. There were others he could have chosen as well. Oh well, it wasn't really important.
 
 
The information that Meryl had supplied him was actually what he needed to think on, or the lack of it. What she really gave him was a list of negatives rather than positives. He should be able to kill Jason if he wanted to. But it was something he wouldn't have considered in the past, not for his aunt's company.
 
 
Now, however, with the kidnapping and his refusal to negotiate Heather's release, he'd say Jason deserved whatever he got. 
 
 
He needed to dream walk to Heather and make sure she was okay. As to the other stuff Meryl and he did, well he was just going to forget it.
 

He doubted he would ever see her again. After all, he didn't go to the library.
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By the time he was ready to attempt to contact Heather, he could finally feel the effects of Meryl's blood starting to wear off. Not completely, but its effects were diminishing. The strange thing that bothered him most of all was it had been several hours. Her blood fire should have disappeared long ago. The fact that his senses and strength seemed to still be disproportionate troubled him. There was definitely something different about that girl. What it was, he didn't know.
 
 
Brian grabbed a couple of IVs from the fridge, thinking he might need them. After eating one and barely being able to finish it, he tossed the second back into the fridge. It just didn’t taste good, in fact it was terrible. He had to ask himself if it had always been that bad. “It's just got to be her blood still in me that’s making me this finicky.” It was the only explanation, as the IVs had always been good enough for him in the past. Hopefully, he would be able to stomach them later. If not, he was going to be screwed. Well, he'd worry about that when and if that time ever came along.
 
 
Now the question was could he dream walk to Heather's cage? It'd taken four IVs of blood the last time and he had seriously drained himself then, thanks to staying too long. Was it even worth trying to make it without that much blood in his system? He didn't know...well, actually he did. He wasn't going to leave her alone another night. Maybe with Meryl's blood he would be able to make it to her more easily. That would be a nice boon, and definitely work out. Who knew? If it did work better, maybe he could get more of her blood. No, scratch that. I'm not going to see that girl anymore. It would be a mistake to go back to her, and especially to feed. There's something different about her...and I need to stay away from her.
 
 
With that settled, Brian made himself comfortable on his bed and began to clear his mind. Once or twice he found his mind wandering back to Meryl's soft, shiny black hair, the smell and feel of it. Each time that this happened, he had to sit up and clear his thoughts again, so he could once again attempt to go and speak to Heather. By the second time he found it difficult to concentrate, as he now had a raging hard on. He wasn't sure why he couldn't get Meryl out of his mind, or why his body was reacting in this way. He loved Heather. She'd been the one girl of his dreams since they were children. It had always been his one hope, his one desire to spend his life with her. He even used to imagine what it would be like to raise a family with her before he had become a vampire.
 
 
He was not about to lose risking those dreams just because of one night of what had to be just lust. He wasn't going down that road, not ever. Closing his mind off, Brian concentrated until he felt the familiar tearing that announced his arrival into his dream state. The grayness of the landscape rose in every direction from where he stood. A vague picture of the motel room surrounded him, yet it seemed more of a mirage rather than reality. He had to be careful not to focus on anything in the room, otherwise he would concentrate on it too much and make the room more solid, and then he would risk being stuck again until he could clear his mind of it. He thought about Heather and her blonde hair. Her clear blue eyes and sweet smile.
 
 
Normally that would have been more than enough to take him to her, but with this strange cage she was being held in, it was near imposable to find her without strict concentration. She was out there, however. A pulse of light in the distance, no bigger than a pinhead when he tried to picture it, but the more he concentrated on it, the more it grew, changing shape until it became a room, and then a bed with the one person he wanted to see more than anything.
 
 
“Heather, can you hear me?” He called out to her when he found himself standing in the room. Heather was once again sitting on her bed, he legs drawn to her chest with her face buried into them.
 
 
Her face appeared as she looked up at him, and the tears running down her cheeks were the first thing that he noticed. Under her eyes were dark blemishes, sunken and red.
 
 
“Brian?” She whispered, “Brian, is that you?”
 
 
Brian held open his arms to her, but she just sat there and stared at him with those sullen eyes.
 
 
“No!” She yelled at him. “You're not going to trick me again, Jason!” She lowered her face back down into her legs, and her body shook with great sobs. He was in shock. He never considered the fact that Jason would try to trick her by pretending he was Brian. What kind of monster was that guy? It wasn't enough to kidnap her, to take advantage of her while she dreamed, but now he had to torment her as well? That man was going to pay. Before everything was over, Brian would make sure of it.
 
 
Walking over to her, Brian sat down on the side of her bed and put his arm around her shoulders, trying to hug her.
 
 
“Heather, it's me. I'm really here in your dreams this time.” He felt her crying stop after a moment, and she turned to look up at him, her eyes even more red than before.
 
 
“How can I know?” She asked still in a whisper. “How do I know you're not just him, wanting to get my hopes up, just so you can dash them again?”
 
 
Brian shook his head, tears starting to form in his eyes as he looked at her. He didn't know how to answer that. How could he? There was no definitive proof that he could offer her. He only had his own word, and he wasn't sure that would be enough.
 
 
“Heather, I don't have any idea what this monster has done to you, but I promise you, he's going to pay for it.”
 
 
Heater leaned into Brian’s chest and just sat there sniffling as Brian wrapped his arms around her. He could feel her heart starting to slow as he held her, and it was sometimes amazing (and it was amazing)? to him that dream bodies could perfectly simulate real life ones. Never in a million years would he have thought that dream forms would have a heart beat, but then, everything around them was made from their subconscious and he supposed heart beats, as well as breathing, would be what he would expect as the norm.
 
 
Brian kissed the top of her head, the smell of her hair exactly the way he remembered it the last time, so long ago it seemed. Time had no meaning as he sat there and held her. He wanted to do more with her, to encourage her and to tell her his plans to rescue her, but he didn't. It was enough to just hold her in her time of need. After awhile, he began to feel a tug somewhere in his gut, and a wave of fatigue that followed it.
 
 
“Brian?” Heather sat up and looked at him., her eyes searching his face. “It's you?”
 
 
He smiled at her, and nodded his head. “Yeah.”
 
 
“But how--” she stammered.
 
 
“Shh, that’s not important right now.” He placed a finger across her mouth. “I'm here now, and that's all that’s important.”
 
 
She smiled then relaxed as she laid her head back onto his chest. Brian placed his chin on her head and began to caress her long golden hair. The tugging began to worsen as he held her, and he knew he was going to have to go soon, otherwise he could be out of it for a week again or worse. That wouldn't do Heather any good. 
 
 
A small snore came from Heather as he held her, announcing that she had fallen asleep. Moments later, her body dissipated into mist. He was sad that she left, but she did need the rest. He had to go as well, otherwise...
 
 
Moments later he was standing in a green forest. Something about it looked familiar. A path seemed to be nearby, and the sound of moaning seemed to be coming from somewhere nearby as well.
 
 
“Well this is odd...” He mumbled to himself. “I should have woken up, not gone on to another dream.”
 
 
The possibility that he had entered another dream that Heather created crossed his mind, but even if it was familiar, it didn't feel the same as Heathers. “No, this is definitely someone else's.” He had an idea of whose it was.
 
 
He briefly considered just waking up, but curiosity was getting the best of him. Arguably, he should investigate it just to see who could pull him into a dream against his will. The path wasn't that far away, so he headed for it. It didn't take long before he came upon a grass hill, surrounded by the forest. A bed with white linen sat atop of it. Its movements suggested that it was currently in use, and was clearly where the sounds originated from.
 
 
Brian sneaked up the hill in an attempt to verify what he believed he already knew. He doubted it was necessary, as no one could have heard his approach over the racket, but he still wanted to be careful. If he should startle whoever was dreaming, he could inadvertently wake them. That would end the dream, possibly without giving him a chance to ID them. The back of the bed had a large brass backboard, so he approached from that side, using it for cover. When he reached it, he closed his eyes and willed for a thick pea soup fog to surround him. It appeared instantly, but because it was a dream, it was much harder to control. Stray thoughts had a way of causing his illusions to just disappear, or even do other weird things. The last thing he needed was to have tendrils of fog reach up and maybe tickle or pinch the two he was trying to view.
 
 
When he felt the fog was in place he walked around to the side of the bed to get a better view. He couldn't help but feel like a voyeur, yet he told himself this was necessary. He had to know whose dream it was. The worst he could imagine was that he had somehow found himself in Heather's dream, and he was about to catch Jason violating his one true love. To his relief, this nightmare was not what he found. To his chagrin, it was the second worst possibility.
 
 
Meryl lay underneath a simulacrum of himself, and this version of him had bit her several times from all the puncture wounds he could see. Most of them were still running with fresh blood, while his other self rested atop her, slamming himself into her as quickly as he could. Meryl for her part was oblivious to everything around her. Her eyes were closed while her neck and back arched and her legs rose straight up in the air. The scene was somehow bestial, and yet tantalizing. He could feel desire rising up inside his loins as he watched the scene unfold. The taste of her blood began to fill his mouth as he watched, and without realizing it, his fangs emerged from their hiding place.
 
 
Oh my God. He thought, as he threw his hand over his mouth, hiding his fangs from no one in particular. What the hell is happening to me?
 
 
He fled from the dream in all haste, a part of him actually fleeing from himself.
 
 
He sat up on his bed and walked over to the fridge, grabbing an IV and tearing it open. He drank its contents, ignoring the bitter taste that it left in his mouth. He didn't care about the taste, all he needed was to take his mind off of her, off of the blood that still somehow haunted his taste buds. When he finished that, he looked for the bottle of vodka that he had picked up one night weeks ago. He had used it as an excuse to go into a store he hadn't been in before. It worked well enough to buy it, and he didn't even have to suggest the clerk when he paid for it. The aura of suggestion seemed to grow stronger around him each day.
 
 
He found the bottle, and without waiting to find a cup he began to down the liquid. His body wanted to reject it immediately, but he didn't care. He drank more of it in an attempt to rid himself of Meryl's blood. It was a strange taste, and added with his body's rejection of it, it seemed to work, as by the time he finished it the taste of Meryl was gone. Putting the bottle down, he staggered over to the bed and flung himself down on it. The motion of the bed made him feel nauseous as he laid there.
 
 
Before he knew it, he was asleep. A dreamless sleep, or at least dreams that he could not remember. When he awoke, the room seemed distorted, and the light that bled into the room through the curtain hurt his eyes. A great pain throbbed behind his eyes, and dryness that he could not remember ever having filled his mouth. It felt almost like he could blow dust out of it.
 
 
Brian made his way to the fridge on weak legs, where he grabbed an IV. He made a mental note that he was halfway through his supply already, then made his way back to the bed. The coldness of the IV filled with blood felt good against his head. He laid it there until it had warmed and no longer comforted his head.
 
 
The pain and weakness left him as he drank the blood, and fire filled his mouth and stomach. Not the fire like Meryl's blood, but fire well enough. By the time he finished the IV, whatever effects the Vodka had left in him were gone.
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The morning disappeared into afternoon by the time a knock at the door stopped Brian from pacing inside his small apartment. He had no idea who it could be, as no one usually came to his door. It wasn't like the girl scouts went door to door at a motel. It didn't matter who it was, really, he was grateful for any distraction from his worrying over how slow the operation was going. Opening the door, Brian was surprised to find his aunt standing with two men he had never seen before. His first thought was that they were agents, but he quickly threw that idea out, as neither of them wore the typical garb.
 
 
Both of them towered over his aunt, who was as least average height for a woman. In fact they were much taller than Brian, probably 6'5'' if not 6'6''. They were not slim men, either, as both of them had arms that were as big around as his thigh, and barrel chests that would put some bodybuilders to shame. The dark hared one with the sunglasses wore a black leather biker's coat and matching gloves that were left off of his fingers. The second one had blonde, curly hair that ran down to his waist. He wore a light brown leather trench coat. He looked like something out of a Wild West movie, the straw cowboy hat which sat on his head definitely enhanced the impression of an old west movie.
 
 
“Brian,” his aunt said through a pleasant smile.
 
 
The fact that she had knocked for once, not to mention her pleasant demeanor, put him on instant guard. He found himself wishing it had been later in the evening and that it had been Bobby knocking instead. Whatever was about to happen, Brian had a feeling he wasn't going to like it at all.
 
 
“Hello, Aunty.” Brian tried to sound as confident as he could. The two men only briefly looked at him, instead keeping their eyes moving across the parking lot into the nearby street. They were obviously watching out for something, or perhaps making sure there were no witnesses.
 
 
“Are you going to ask us in?” She asked politely.
 
 
That was the question. Should he invite them in? How many shows had he seen in his lifetime where that was the trick vampires used to get into a person's home? The poor, unsuspecting victims said yes just to be polite, and gave their attackers free access to their home and them. The truth was, however, he had no idea if these two men were vampires. There just was no way for him to tell, not to mention the fact that he didn't have a clue if Jason and vampires like him had to ask permission. Had he needed permission to enter Heather's home? Brian had no idea. It was times like these that made everything worse. It seemed like everyone in the world knew more than he did when it came to the most important matters.
 
 
“Well?” She asked sweetly. For just a moment, Brian almost said no. He really wanted to, but he had to know. Were these men here to kill him, or maybe to punish him for some reason?
 
 
“Why, sure, Aunty, you're more than welcome to come in.” He smiled and moved out of the way so she could enter. She did so without hesitation. The two men briefly scanned the street, then bent their heads down a bit and then walked in after her. Well, they aren't vampires. Brian thought to himself, otherwise the stories aren't true. Brian closed the door, then quickly moved to his one green chair before anyone else could take it.
 
 
“Brian, I'd like you to meet Mack,” she pointed to the guy in a trench coat and hat. “And Carl.” She nodded quickly to the dark haired fellow.
 
 
“What can I do for you today?” Brian asked, in an attempt to keep up whatever charade his aunt was playing at.
 
 
“Mack and Carl are with the local pack,” she answered, “They're here to help us with our little problem.”
 
 
By 'our little problem', he assumed she meant the werewolf, which, as far as he knew, was still at large. As to the pack, he figured she meant they themselves were werewolves as well. He decided to go with that notion until he heard otherwise.
 
 
He nodded to the two, Mack responded in kind, but Carl just stared. He had a feeling Carl didn't appreciate Brian's presence from the look in his eyes.
 
 
“So, you two are here to help?” Brian tossed out.
 
 
Mack quickly nodded again, and in a somewhat southern accent responded. “Yeah, we are, and it's good to meet you.” He reached out a hand to grasp Brian’s.
 
 
Carl, on the other hand, made no motion to move any closer to Brian. In fact, if it wasn't for the movement of his eyes that followed him as Brian moved, the man stood like a statue. Well, Brian could tell that the guy breathed if he really bothered to pay attention, yet still the man didn't like him.
 
 
“So, you two don't have a problem with taking down one of your own kind?” Brian asked in all seriousness. To his surprise Carl was the one to respond in a low gruff voice.
 
 
“Do you?”
 
 
Brian shook his head in confusion, “Sorry, I don't understand?”
 
 
Mack spoke up before Carl could respond; obviously he was ready for Brian's response. “What my friend means, is he understands you're in town to deal with Jason.”
 
 
Brian didn't have a chance to respond before his aunt addressed him. “I have informed them of your mission here, so that they don't get in the way or misunderstand any of your actions.”
 
 
“Yeah,” Carl spoke up. “Wouldn't want no misunderstanding going on here.”
 
 
Mack spoke up again. “There won't be no misunderstandings, I'm sure. Our goals are the same here.”
 
 
“One would hope so.” Jenn glared at Carl, who only bared his teeth somewhat in response.
 
 
“No one wants any rogue elements running wild on either side.” Mack answered, nodding and smiling.
 
 
“I'm glad we understand each other,” Jenn responded with a bit of edge in her voice. She turned back to Brian and smiled. “Brian, you may see these guys about, and I didn't want you to get spooked when you did. They will be as discrete as possible as you wander around town.”
 
 
The last part caught Brian a bit off guard. “Wait a minute, are you saying they are going to be following me?”
 
 
“Technically, no.” She said, “they are just going to stay nearby you, mostly.”
 
 
“I don't need any guards, Aunty. I can take care of myself.”
 
 
“Yes you can.” Carl growled, “As long as the werewolf is unarmed and has its back to you.”
 
 
Both Mack and Jenn turned and glared at Carl. He just turned his back on the two and snorted in what sounded like disgust.
 
 
“Look, they're not here to guard you or babysit you. They won't be hovering around you; they will be hunting as well.”
 
 
“You got that right.” Mack smiled; his bright white teeth seemed almost too big for his face. “You see, Brian, we figure the best place to find him is to go where he's going. That's you. I think it would make it all the more likely we'll catch him this way.”
 
 
“I understand, I think.” Brian said. “My only problem is...won't these two jeopardize my mission? I can't just walk in somewhere incognito with these two tailing me.”
 
 
“No worries about that.” Mack answered. “We don't need to be that close to catch this guy's scent. Trust me; you won't even know we're there.”
 
 
This was iffy at best. Still, having two more people around to deal with Wolfe if he showed should make an impact while taking some of the pressure off of him.
 
 
“Alright,” Brian decided. “I don't have a problem if they don't get in the way.”
 
 
“This isn't up to you, blood sucker.” Carl whirled around, snarling at him. “We aren’t here asking your permission, we're telling you what's going to happen.”
 
 
Jenn stepped between Brian and Carl, while Mack grabbed a hold of the other lycanthrope and tried to calm him down. “It was my understanding that this was supposed to be in the spirit of cooperation and trust.” Jenn raised her voice to a commanding tone at Carl, who looked as if he were about to pummel her. The veins that stuck out across the man's forehead and neck were throbbing so hard that Brian could count the man's heartbeats from where he stood.
 
 
“Yes, yes,” Mack spoke up. “We all want this to go as smoothly as possible, Carl. Control yourself, or I will send you back.”
 
 
Carl turned on Mack, “and who will watch your back? This...I don't know exactly what he is,” the man pointed at Brian, “or a human? We know what we can expect from that lot.”
 
 
“Carl go outside and wait.” Mack raised his voice for the first time. If Jenn's voice had been commanding, his voice was more like a roar. Brian had no doubt that people out in the parking lot, and for that matter several rooms away heard that voice clearly. Carl looked visibly shaken at Mack's shout. He actually looked a bit sheepish as he turned to leave the apartment, but Brian saw Carl throw a withering glance back at him just before shutting the door.
 
 
 That one was going to be trouble if Brian wasn't careful. He had no doubt that, if given the chance, Carl would take a chunk out of him.
 
 
“Don't worry about that one,” Mack spoke now in a jovial tone. “His bark is worse than his bite.”
 
 
“Where have I heard that one before?” Brian said without thinking.
 
 
“Commissioner, I assure you.” Mack turned to Jenn. “Carl will do his job. We all want the same thing here. You're just going to have to forgive his gruffness. I wouldn't have brought him if he wasn't the most trustworthy person to bring on this job. He just has a history he's got some problems with still.”
 
 
“You had better be right, Mack.” Jenn answered. “The company has a lot invested into this and we will not lose any of it at this point.”
 
 
“I understand,” the big cowboy responded.
 
 
“Wait a minute.” Brian interrupted the two. “Are you telling me that you are just going to capture this guy?”
 
 
“That's our hope.” Mack answered.
 
 
“Isn't that going to be hard? Not to mess up your plans, but wouldn't it just be easier to off this guy?”
 
 
“Not from our point of view.” Mack said
 
 
“But...”
 
 
“Brian,” his aunt said, “this decision has already been agreed upon. You need to concentrate more on Jason, and less on this.”
 
 
“Don't worry yourself about this.” Mack cut in, “we're both very good at this, you might say we're experts.” With that, he smiled at Brian. “Well, I'm going to go check on Carl if you don't mind, Madame Commissioner.”
 
 
Jenn nodded at the gigantic cowboy who smiled then nodded again at Brian before leaving the apartment through the front door.
 
 
“I hope you're right.” Brian shook his head.
 
 
“I am. If the company had listened to me from the beginning it would have saved several agents' lives not to mention we would most likely have taken care of this problem already.”
 
 
“You lost a few agents?”
 
 
“Happens every assignment, Brian. Just part of the job description.”
 
 
“What, dying?”
 
 
“So, what is the status of your assignment?” She asked without answering him. It made him not want to answer her, but he couldn’t see how that would help the situation, even if it did make him feel better.
 
 
“I'm just waiting on one of my people to get here, then we're going to move on him.”
 
 
“You mean the trucker? Do you think it's a good idea to involve him again?”
 
 
“I already have, so there’s no point in messing things up by making unfounded changes.”
 
 
She nodded as she listened to him. “You're growing up, Brian. I'd say I was proud of you for doing that except I'm not. Perhaps if I were your real aunt I would feel that way.”
 
 
“Whatever.” He couldn't believe she was rubbing salt in that old wound again. Here he had been willing to forget the past for the moment and just work as a team, but no, she just couldn't have that could she?
 
 
“Don't forget what your objective is here. The girl is just secondary, don't let her confuse you.”
 
 
Yeah right, he thought. I wouldn't even be doing any of this if it wasn't for Heather's involvement in it. He wasn't going to tell his aunt that, however, the last thing he needed were agents tripping all over him as he tried to rescue Heather. Jason was going to get his, there was no doubt about that, just not for the reasons that his aunt thought.
 
 
“Alright then, I'll leave you to your business.” She said, and headed for the front door.
 
 
“What about those two?” Brian asked, “Should I help them if they get into trouble?”
 
 
“If they can't handle whatever they stir up, Brian, they don't deserve your help.” She smiled, then walked out the door. She could be a cold woman. He wondered what the possibilities of getting them to help him take down Jason were. Two big, strapping, wolves like that could come in handy when he took Jason on.
 
 
Well, assuming Carl didn't try to kill him first, that was. He was sure that was going to be a worry if he ever did come across those two. Well, he would just have to deal with that when and if the time ever came about. Now he just needed to be ready for when Bobby showed up later.
 
 
Around midnight, Bobby's rig pulled into the parking lot, and the old guy came tumbling out. He looked ragged and tired, and it looked as if he hadn't slept since Brian had last left him. Opening the front door, Brian let Bobby in. Rather than saying hello or anything, the trucker just headed for the bed and threw himself onto it.
 
 
“Bobby?” Brian asked slightly concerned. “You alright? We got work to do you know.”
 
 
“Just let me rest for a bit.”
 
 
“Bobby, we don't have time for this.”
 
 
Bobby sat up in the bed with fire in his voice and eyes. “Now, you listen to me. I just drove two states without rest and I damn well am going to get it now! And don't you lecture me about not having time, because I wouldn't even be here yet if I'd stopped and rested along the way. Now, you just settle down and I’ll be ready soon enough.”
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Midnight slowly—no, to Brian it felt agonizing--turned into 3 a.m. He knew that Bobby's plans had called for him to arrive around midnight, but Brian had hoped that the two of them would be able to go as soon as he arrived to rescue Heather. The timing was as good as any. By going to Jason's at that time of night, it would mean he wouldn't have as many people around to help defend him.
 
 
Now, however, it was looking like they would be leaving during his regular business hours. That wouldn't do, but the alternative would be to wait until tomorrow night. Brian didn’t think he could handle that. Not another entire day without Heather. Who knew what could happen during that time? What if Jason decided he didn't need her anymore, and killed her? It was impossible for him to guess what that maniac would do with her.
 
 
The need to wake up Bobby was almost overwhelming. Brian found himself standing at the end of his bed staring at him as he slept, several times. The temptation to enter Bobby's dreams was strong. Maybe he could make him see reason, and thus wake up and get a move on. The plan had some merit to it. At least on the surface it did. The only real reason he didn't try it was the risk of somehow getting sucked into another one of Meryl's dreams instead.
 
 
If that happened, he could lose the whole night. He still wasn't sure what the reason was for him ending up in one of her dreams a few nights ago were. He suspected what those reasons were, yet he really didn't want to dwell on it. The easiest explanation was that her blood somehow drew him to her. At least that’s what he hoped.
 
 
Around 3:30, a knock on his door finally broke him from his vigil next to the sleeping truck driver. “Who could possibly be here at this time of night?” He wondered aloud. Would his aunt actually come back again so early? Perhaps it was Mack and Carl? That seemed unlikely, as the two of them had promised to stay hidden and out of the way.
 
 
The door opened to two of the most unlikely people that he had been expecting. Scot, the evening desk clerk for the motel, and behind him stood Meryl. It had been Scot who had actually knocked on the door, his fist still raised up in the air, as if he were about to knock again. His attention however was on his companion. Brian could see why as he looked at her in surprise.
 
 
The full body suit of dark leather hugged every curve of her well rounded body as she stood there, a large black backpack hanging from her shoulder. She smiled when she saw Brian, and immediately let herself in, pushing aside the little clerk and deftly slipping under Brian’s arm. Her very round behind came into view, and Brian could feel a tugging in his abdomen as he watched her head over to where Bobby now slept.
 
 
“Sir,” Scot broke Brian's attention from Meryl's wiggling backside. “May I remind you of the rule about sharing your room with others? Motel policy requires that you pay for extra people sleeping in the room you've rented.”
 
 
Brain could tell that the little man was very uncomfortable coming over and confronting Brian. Still, Brian could see that Scot had a hard time looking at him. The clerk's eyes constantly wandered over to where Meryl was as he talked.
 
 
“Don't worry about it, I'll take care of it.” Brian said with a smile.
 
 
Scot immediately relaxed as Brian answered him. Either the guy was expecting a confrontation, or he was just uncomfortable with his job in general when it came to him having to lay down the law. That was the most likely reason Scot had taken the night shift: so he didn't actually have to deal with as many people.
 
 
“Thank you” he said. “And about that truck?” He pointed at it parked in the middle of the lot. “It really does need to be moved.”
 
 
“No problem.” Brian responded. “We'll take care of that in just a few minutes.”
 
 
 Scot nodded and thanked him, then headed back to the front office, but not without first taking another quick look at Meryl. Brian shut the door and walked towards the girl. She was standing there at the side of the bed with her arms crossed underneath her bosom shaking her head. She looked a little disgusted, most likely that Bobby was still sleeping. The profile that she presented Brian with was almost overwhelming. The leather was smooth and shiny as it reflected the light from the room, despite the fact that it was black.
 
 
“So, how long has he been like this?” Meryl asked as she pointed at him.
 
 
“Since he got here.” Brian said as he sat down on his chair and continued to look Meryl up and down. Surprisingly she didn't even seem to notice Brian’s stares. He had been expecting her to tell him to put his eyes back into his head or some such thing.
 
 
“Well, we need to wake him up and get this started.” She said, then reached down and started to shake the old man.
 
 
“Wait you're not going, are you?” Brian asked.
 
 
“I'm here, aren’t I?”
 
 
“Yeah, but I was only expecting Bobby and me to go. How did you know he was even in town, by the way?”
 
 
“He called me as he was pulling into town. He told me to get ready.”
 
 
Brian stood up and walked over to the bed next to her. “He told you to come over?”
 
 
Meryl stopped shaking the trucker, stood up, and nodded her head. Brian thought about that for a second. It was harder to concentrate on things while she was standing so close to him. He could smell her scent, and hear her breathing.
 
 
The memory of the taste of her blood came rushing back to him and almost made his fangs pop out again. It was just crazy. He couldn't even think around the woman. Well, scratch that, he could think, but only about her. How was he going to conduct a rescue with her hanging around? 
 
 
Bobby's snort caught Brian’s attention as the man rolled over onto his side. Bobby really should have told Brian about the plan of calling Meryl. Then Brian could have told him no, now what was he going to do?
 
 
Brian took his foot and pressed it against the now exposed back of the trucker, with a slight shove Brian sent Bobby spiraling off the bed and smacking down on the wooden floor, maybe a bit harder than he had intended, but then again, it served the old trucker right.
 
 
“What the hell is goin' on!” Bobby sat up with a roar. “I can't get two minutes rest without you buggin' me, kid?”
 
 
“More like four hours.” Brian responded as he glanced over at the nearby clock. “Any longer and it would be four hours.”
 
 
“Nonsense, it's only been minutes, I'm sure of it.” He paused in pulling himself onto the bed when he saw Meryl standing there looking at him with a smile.
 
 
“What are you doin' here already?” Bobby asked as he wiped the spit from his mouth and beard.
 
 
Brian winced as he realized the man had started to make a puddle of spit where he had rolled over. It was a good thing he hadn't slept on his side the whole night, even so, now Brian would have to lay in it when this mission was over. Then again, maybe not. If this was a success, would he even need to come back here?
 
 
“I'm here when you told me to be.” She responded, crossing her arms again underneath her breasts.
 
 
“Well,” He glanced over at the table clock, and then shook his head, almost like he was trying to get the cobwebs out. “What the hell is that you're wearing?”
 
 
“What? This?”
 
 
“Yeah, that. We're supposed to look inconspicuous. Looking like some sort've cross of a Lara Croft movie and a bondage flick ain’t the way to do that.”
 
 
Brian watched as she took a more defensive posture as he spoke. He could see that she was taking quick glances at him as she answered.
 
 
“I thought it would be fine. No one else complained about it.”
 
 
“Yeah right, like he,” Bobby pointed at Brian, “or any other male around his age would complain about the show you were puttin' on.”
 
 
“Uncle, I'm a grown woman, I can dress any way I want!” her voice changed to sound more like a chided girl.
 
 
“We ain’t got time for this.” Bobby threw his hands up as he walked over to Brain. “So what's the plan?”
 
 
Now Brian’s head was awhirl, as if it wasn't bad enough with her standing here. How was he going to function? She was his niece? Great, he all but had sex with the girl, and drank who knows how much of her blood, and she was Bobby's niece?
 
 
“Um, I just figured we would bust in, take him down, and find Heather.” Brian mumbled as his head tried to wrap around who Meryl was.
 

“That’s your plan?” Bobby asked, sounding a bit skeptical. “We're just going to waltz into his headquarters and snuff the guy? Is your head screwed on right?”
 
 
“What?” Brian answered defensively. He wasn't sure what he had done wrong. “What's wrong with it? We go in and I handle this guy.”
 
 
“What’s wrong with it, you ask? Let’s see, I can see a dozen things wrong with your plan, the two biggest are the barrier you told me about, and the fact that he got all wizardly last time and booted your ass outta his place.” Bobby began to storm around the room, “That doesn't count his guards or the fact that Heather might not even be there. If you kill him right out, then what if you can't find her?”
 
 
“I'm sure she has to be there, I mean where else could she be?”
 
 
“Fine, fine,” Bobby lifted his hands up over his head. “Let’s start by you telling me how you're going to get through his magical barrier or whatever it is?”
 
 
“Maybe he just needs to be invited in?” Meryl said
 
 
“That could be,” Bobby nodded, “But what if it isn't, and how do we get this invite? Otherwise the two of us,” He pointed at Meryl, then himself, “will be doing this all by our lonesome, and I don't like those odds.”
 
 
The old guy was right.
 
 
The last time he had been there, he had been invited in by one of the guy’s workers. Maybe he could get them to let him in again on the pretense of wanting to talk. Except, then all the guy had to do was throw that sand at him again and Bobby and Meryl would be alone with Jason. Not a pretty thought.
 
 
The last thing he wanted to see was those two killed, or worse, eaten by Jason. No, what he needed was a way to bring down the barrier, or a way that he could force himself through it. He suspected that whatever kept him out of Heather's cage was that barrier. That’s why he was so sure she was there. In his dream form he could pass through the barrier with enough blood in him, or...
 
 
He glanced over at Meryl, who was sitting on the side of the bed with her legs crossed, staring at him. She smiled as he turned toward her. Meryl's blood seemed to make him stronger than usual. He wasn't sure why, but he bet with her blood in him he could force his way through.
 
 
“I think I know of a way to get through the barrier.” Brian said and looked away from her.
 
 
“Let's hear it.” Bobby said.
 
 
“If I drink enough blood, I should have more than enough strength to walk through it.” At least, he hoped so.
 
 
“When did you figure this out?” Bobby asked.
 
 
Brian explained what he had been doing lately to reach Heather. About his successes and almost failures, of how he was drained one time from staying to long, and how he was out of it for a week. He pointed out that if he actually went in with his body, then he shouldn't be all that tired, or suffer the same effects. He also mentioned offhandedly without naming names about the blood of one person he had drank from, and how it made him strong enough to pass through without any weakness and with almost no difficulty.
 
 
“Isn't it different with a real body?” Bobby asked. “It seems to me it'd be harder, perhaps you should get some of the blood from that person you mentioned, if they're still willing?” Bobby grimaced as he spoke. “Can't believe I just said that.”
 
 
Brian shook his head, “I don't think that’s an option anymore.”
 
 
Meryl stood up as Brian was speaking, and began to zip her leather body suit open so that her neck was exposed. “I don't see why not.” She smiled as she slowly walked toward Brian.
 
 
Bobby's eyes bulged at the sight of his niece's scabbed neck. “You are shitting me!” He stood up with a roar. “I come all the way here to help you, drivin' day and night, just to find out you been feeding on my niece!”
 
 
“Bobby, it's not like that!” Brian lifted his hands to try and defend himself. It would be so much easier if he just suggested Bobby.
 
 
“Like bloody hell it is!”
 
 
“Uncle. wait!” Meryl stepped between her charging uncle and Brian. “He didn't do anything I didn't want him to.”
 
 
“Are you out of your flaming gourd? He's a vampire, a monster! He could have killed you.”
 
 
“Uncle, it's your fault for sending him to me. You knew my obsession. I made no secret about it.” She continued to stand between the two of them, her hands on Bobby's chest. “What did you expect to happen? Besides, you're not my father!”
 
 
That seemed to hit Bobby between the eyes. The fight in him disappeared when she said that, and he turned and headed back toward the bed.
 
 
“I promised your dad that I'd look out for you.”
 
 
Meryl walked after him and placed her forehead on his back. “You have, Uncle Bobby, you've done a great job, but I'm all grown up now. I need to make my own choices.”
 
 
“You think that being fed upon by a vampire is one of them?” The anger rose up in his voice again as he said that.
 
 
“Shh.” She said as he turned and began to stare over her shoulder past Brian. “It's my decision.”
 
 
“Who the hell is that?” Bobby asked as he pointed behind Brian.
 
 
Aunt Jenn was standing by the closed front door shaking her head and chuckling to herself. “I so enjoy family reunions.”
 
 
“Aunty, what are you doing here?”
 
 
“I'm here to help. I know a way around the barrier.”
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“Well, I don't like it, and I think you’re a fool if you accept her offer.” Bobby said in a not too quiet voice, as he stood in conference with Brian and Meryl. Brian had to agree with him. He didn't like being forced to trust his aunt, and if there was a better way, he would do it. He winced at the thought. There were other ways, just not better ones.
 

Sure, he could take Meryl's blood and give it a go. He was pretty sure it would work, too, the problem was twofold, however. First, how would Bobby react? The old man was already up in arms over what little he knew about it. He had no idea how far that would push the old man, and he wasn't ready to test their new found friendship, at least not if he didn't have to.
 

The second reason was that he had to keep his fangs off the girl. He wasn't sure what was flowing in those veins of hers, but he knew one thing for sure: he needed to stay away from it before he became addicted to it and her. The last thing he needed in his life was more complications. He had a lifetime’s supply already, and he was sure Heather would never understand an addiction to someone. There was no question that he loved Heather, and not only wanted to stay with her for as long as the two of them lived, but also to be as normal as possible. A nice picket fence, a home of their own, all of those things. 
 

That wasn't going to be possible if he kept drinking Meryl's blood. God knew what would happen then.
 

Of course, the entire time he told himself this, Brian found himself repressing thoughts that tried to rise to the surface of his mind. Thoughts that he refused to entertain. Like, did he really love Heather? What if it was just a childhood infatuation that would wear off as soon as he had her? What if, worst of all, Heather didn't feel the same way about him, or was just influenced by his suggestion he put in her head? Would that mean in time she would find herself free of it, and then leave him? Would he be forced to let her go, or bend her to his will just to keep her? If he did, how could he ever say he really loved her?
 

Those were the strongest of the storms that raged inside him, the maelstrom of discontent and worry, but not the only ones. He knew at some level that it had been wrong to ever mess with her head, but the necessity as well as the desire was there. And he had to admit, he was younger then, not in years, but as a person.
 

“You’re right, Bobby, I don't trust her,” Brian said, “but if you don't have any other options...”
 

“I say we just go into the place,” Bobby said, “ and put some buckshot into this Jason's ass. Then the barrier should come down. Sounds simple enough to me.”
 

“That’s not going to work,” Jenn answered from the other side of the room. “The barrier’s already up, killing him will change nothing.”
 

“I didn't say kill him,” Bobby laughed, “just put some buckshot in him. Soften him up for Brian.”
 

Jenn arched her right eyebrow as she listened to the old man, then turned to Brian. “I don't see what the problem with accepting my offer is. It comes with no strings attached.”
 

“Yeah, heard that one before.” Bobby snorted then headed for Brian’s fridge.
 

“Pardon me? Before today, I don't think I've ever spoken to you.”
 

“Ya haven’t. I was just saying...Heard that before all the time on TV.” Bobby said as he opened the refrigerator.
 

Which he promptly slammed closed after taking a look in it.
 

“What?” Brian said, “What did you think a vampire would have in their refrigerator?”
 

“I don't know. A beer maybe?” Bobby shook his head as he walked away from the appliance. “I'm starting to dislike this whole thing more an’ more. That ain’t any of yours in there is it?” Bobby stopped in front of Meryl and pointed back at the fridge. She shook her head and stared back at the fridge in what looked like fascination to Brian. She definitely had an unsafe interest in him.
 

“Thank God for little mercies.” Bobby mumbled as he went over and sat on the side of the bed.
 

“Brian, do you want the info or don't you? I have pressing matters elsewhere.”
 

He really couldn't see any reason not to accept her help. She said it came without a price tag, and she was the one that wanted him to kill Jason, which was something that was never going to happen if he couldn't get through the barrier.
 

“Alright, as long as it's free I'll take it.”
 

Bobby snorted behind Brian. For the moment he was just going to ignore him. After all, he doubted the old guy would only snort in derision if Brian told him he was going to need Meryl’s help.
 

“It's simple. The barrier is produced by Anunaki blood. To make an opening in it, simply put some more blood at two points in the barrier. That should open up a breach for you to go through.
 

The barrier was made from Anunaki blood? How was that even possible? What did she mean ‘put more of it on the barrier’? None of that made any sense to Brian, and he told her so.
 

She sighed and looked at him as if he were a child. It made him feel a bit self conscious. Well, how was he supposed to know all that crap? It wasn’t like it was taught in school. Blood was blood after all, and how could it have any kind of effect on anything?
 

Of course, he realized the irony of that thought as he was about to say it. He was a vampire, after all. He survived on blood, and he could do things that others couldn’t solely because of that blood, or at least it seemed so at times.
 

“I forget how little you know, sometimes.” Jenn shook her head and looked a little disgusted. “We’re going to have to fix that if you’re going to be working for the Company.”
 

Like that’s going to happen. Brian thought. The last thing he ever wanted to do was be a part of the company she always talked about. He was tempted to tell her that, too, except she was telling him about the blood and how to use it. He decided another time would be better for that particular conversation, like after he rescued Heather.
 

“The blood isn’t human blood, Brian. It seems to have special properties we haven’t completely worked out yet.”
 

“Like?” Brian asked
 

“Well. Look at it's effect on Jason, or you. You have to admit, that’s not normal.”
 

“Wait a minute. I've never drank Anunaki blood.” Brian said.
 

“That is both true and untrue.” Jenn said, only confusing Brian all the more. “Listen, just place the blood on the floor where you want to walk through. Once it's in place, you should be able to pass through it. Regardless, I need to go. We have a lead on your friend.”
 

His friend? If she meant the werewolf, Brian thought those other two were taking care of that problem.
 

“Okay fine,” Brian said as she was about to go through the door, “Where exactly do we get this blood from? You don't expect us to go to Raffian and ask him for some do you?”
 

Jenn stopped and then turned back toward Brian, a smile on her face that freaked Brian out a bit. Something in it was just weird, Or maybe a mixture of a couple of things, one of them was definitely a look of triumph, and maybe a little bit of glee.
 

“Just use your own blood, Brian. I have a feeling it will work just fine.” She waved at him then walked out the door.
 

Brian watched as it shut. Mine? Brian thought. Mine’s going to work? How? I'm not Annunaki. If anything I'm one of those...Nepher-whatsits.
 

“Well, that was less then useful.” Bobby said.
 

Brian didn't respond to him, as he was too busy opening the door to ask his aunt what exactly did she mean. It made sense when you thought about it. If he was a Nephi...thing, that meant he was a half-blood Annunaki. Which might or might not work. In some circles of thought he was sure it was hotly debated. Still, even if he realized what she meant, he still wanted to hear it straight from her.
 

Somehow maybe it would make it more real, and thus more acceptable to him. He really needed to let it sink in if he was going to try.
 

The door opened and he stepped out into the parking lot. Brian looked left and right, but as far as he could see, there was no one outside. Where in the world had she gone? Brian couldn't remember hearing any car starting up, or for that matter leaving. So late at night...or early in the morning, whichever it was considered, traffic was pretty light, so he should have heard a vehicle. He supposed it was possible that she could have hiding behind one of the parked cars in the lot, but that just seemed a bit too bizarre to even consider. He wasn't sure what to think about his so-called aunt, but that was beyond his strangest estimates.
 

What was he to think of her? She was an enigma. She had been around his whole life and she continued to be, yet he knew almost nothing about her. He was going to have to ask her how exactly she came and went as she wanted. In fact, he never let her into the apartment that last time, and yet there she was anyway.
 

Brian went back into the place and shut the door behind him. He made sure the door was locked and bolted that time, and for good measure he even chained the door. He was going to have to starting doing that more often. Normally he wouldn't even bother locking the door, after all, he was a vampire. Who would want to sneak into a room with him?
 

“Well, are we going to do this or what? I got contracts I need to fulfill, so let’s get this show on the road.” Bobby announced after Brian turned away from the door.
 

“Uncle, we don't have a plan yet. Shouldn't we make one before we leave?” Meryl asked him as the trucker got off the bed and started to head out.
 

“What’s to plan? We spill a little of Brian’s blood so that he can get in, then we shoot another vampire and rescue the girl. Sounds all good to me.” Bobby smiled.
 

It was a simple plan, but in the end that’s really all they were going to do. The question now was, do they wait for the club to open, as it couldn't be that many more hours away, or did they break in? Breaking in had the advantage of not wasting time and getting Heather back immediately. Also, there would be fewer patrons for Jason to use against them. No, the more Brian thought about it, the better ‘now’ seemed to be.
 

“Alright, before we go I'm going to have to suggest you, so that Jason can’t do it instead.”
 

Brian immediately saw the cringe in Bobby when he said that. It had been part of the plan all the way back in Bobby's truck. He hadn't liked it then, either, but he disliked being under the influence of another vampire that he didn't know even more. He more or less trusted Brian. At least a little bit. As far as Brian could tell.
 

But this Jason, Bobby didn't know him and was sure after hearing what happened to the guy’s customers that getting zombie’d by Jason would be a bad thing. Brian fully agreed with him. The last thing they needed was the group fighting against each other.
 

“Are you sure this is necessary?” Bobby snorted, resigned as it sounded.
 

“You know it is, Bobby. We don't want this guy to control you, do we?”
 

“I know, dangnabbit!. It's just...You better not put anything stupid in my head!”
 

“Uncle, quit it. Brian isn't going to do that to us. Why ask us for our help if he was just going to do that?”
 

Bobby just shook his head, apparently resigned to the fact that Brian was going to have to mess with him again. Brian couldn't blame the old man, really. He wouldn't want anyone to mess with his head. In fact, he felt a little guilty now over doing that without Bobby's permission back then. Still, he felt he had no choice then. Heather was in danger, and they needed Bobby's help. Like it or not, Brian would do it again in a similar situation.
 

“Alright,” Brian began, “I'm just going to put a suggestion in you that you need to help me beat Jason and free Heather.”
 

Bobby nodded and swallowed hard as Brain walked up to him and locked eyes with him. It only took a second for Brian to find his will. He couldn't actually see it, it was more of a feeling that was accompanied with a taste or sometimes a smell. In rare instances there were both. In Bobby's case, Brian could taste what his will felt like, as well as feel it. There was nothing really distinctive about it, it just tasted like Bobby.
 

With a little force and molding of Bobby’s will to his own, the suggestion to help Brian was in place. It actually went pretty fast, faster than the first time that Brian had controlled the trucker.
 

That left Meryl. Brian hadn't looked forward to this, in fact if he could have, he would have excluded her from the whole plan. He couldn't, however, as he needed all the help he could get. Not to mention that Bobby already told her she could come.
 

Meryl waited for him in what could only be described as excited anticipation. She smiled as Brian took hold of her chin and locked eyes with her. The closeness of her body sent a thrill though Brian’s. Her scent filled his nostrils and the touch of her soft skin made his fingers tingle. He could swear he could feel her pulse through that touch even though, as far as he knew, he was avoiding any major artery or vein.
 

It was proving difficult to focus on her will alone. Everything about her just screamed for him to take her, yet he knew he couldn't. He was Heather’s, and he had to control himself, not to mention that her uncle was standing nearby watching the two of them.
 

Brian was pretty certain he had a gun on him somewhere.
 

The thought of Bobby and his gun somehow gave Brian the focus he needed to push aside all the distractions that Meryl caused him. Fortunately, Brian was sure she didn’t realize how difficult it was. Once he could focus, Brian found the woman’s will was waiting for him. Not in a way that she was resisting, but more in the way of receiving him. Most people’s will struggled and resisted Brian. They never won of course, but Meryl’s will was completely accommodating. It received Brian as a friend would. It molded and shaped at the gentlest prodding.
 

The entire process was different to say the least.
 

“Well, I think that’s going to do it.” Brian said.
 

“About time, let's get the over with.” Bobby said, and then stopped in front of him. “That's not a woody, is it?”
 

Brian walked right on past the man without looking at him, and headed out the door.
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The trip down to Jason's coffee shop was, for the most part, uneventful, as the streets were mostly empty so early in the morning.
 

Brian found himself seated uncomfortably close to Meryl in the truck’s cab. The entire scenario had an air of deja vu to it. Mostly because of the three of them riding with the sky just starting to light with the approach of dawn. Heather had been sitting in the very same spot that Meryl now sat in the day the three of them headed south into Nevada, when they first arrived in the state. He had such great hopes back then. Too bad they never seemed to come to pass. Brian still wasn't so sure what went wrong. Perhaps he had been a bit naive about what women wanted, or perhaps he just took too much for granted.
 

Whichever it was, in the end, none of his dreams and hopes came to pass. Now, so many months later, here he was once again in the same truck, only this time he was on his way to rescue Heather.
 

Maybe this time, once they freed her, just maybe some of those hopes and dreams could grow and mature into something real and long lasting. Maybe the adventures and dreams they shared in their dream state would manifest in real life somehow, and they could share something together that would be fulfilling for both of them.
 

Yeah, that would be nice, Brian thought, watching the still lit street lamps pass by. But then, anything would be better than how it was before all this.
 

“You look serious.” Meryl whispered into Brian’s ear, jerking him out of his thoughts.
 

“What? Oh. Yeah, I am.” Brian said, anxious as he tried to move what little space he had away from her. It only led to her closing that small gap and leaning in next to him to whisper more.
 

“Is there something wrong?” She asked
 

Her voice sounded genuinely hurt as Brian tried to lean away from her, his face had actually started to press against the passenger door window, as he continued to look straight ahead and not at her. The smell of her breath and the warm tingle of it in his ear was all but maddening. He had no idea how he was supposed to survive the rest of the trip to the coffee shop.
 

What was it that she was doing to him? He half wondered yet again if she too was some sort of supernatural creature herself. Maybe a Siren or something like that? What else could she be that she had this effect on him?
 

“Don't you two kids get too friendly over there.” Bobby's voice broke the silence, causing Meryl to mercifully lean away from Brian. A sigh of relief escaped his mouth even as she did so. “I thought you only had eyes for Heather.” The old man said, the disgust in his voice not even remotely hidden.
 

“Vampires can have more than one woman at a time, Uncle.” Meryl said breathing more heavily than Brian would have liked.
 

“Maybe so,” Bobby answered, still sounding irritated, “But people don’t. And I don’t think Heather’s the kind of woman who’ll want to share that said vampire.”
 

“Maybe so, but it won’t be up to her.” Meryl answered a bit too harshly, causing Bobby to slam on the breaks in anger. The entire truck screamed as if it were in pain while the trailer felt as if it were about to push itself into the cab.
 

“That ain’t gonna happen in my truck!” Bobby raged as he turned on his equally angry niece.
 

“You have no right to tell me who I can see!” Her voice rose to match the old trucker, and Brian was starting to feel like he was in someone else’s nightmare.
 

How did he get himself into it, though, and more importantly, how was he going to get out of it? A quick look around the area revealed the coffee shop just down the street. They were less than a block from its location, and he hoped to God that the truck’s screaming tires hadn't alerted Jason to their presence.
 

“Now, you listen here!” Bobby began to rage at the girl.
 

The fighting had to stop immediately, and Brian couldn't wait for them to get control of themselves. They were sitting in the middle of the street and the last thing they needed were other cars to come along and honk at them, or worse, for the police show up. Those red and blue lights would attract anyone’s attention, if nothing else did.
 

Brian reached out with his will and found Bobby's and Meryl's. Both of them were swollen up and red with indignation, he could almost visualize the two of them like great Sumo wrestlers battling it out against each other, both of them pushing until the other either backed down or fell over. It was ridiculous to view.
 

With just a slight nudge to both of them, he forced their wills to shrink and change colors to a soothing green.
 

The entire process was almost instantaneous. The link he had with both of them from the earlier suggestion was still in place to protect them from Jason’s control, and gave him easy access. He didn't even have to look at them, which was something he had figured out just a few short weeks before. It bothered him that he had to use that control on them, but he didn't have time to argue.
 

Bobby was going to kill him if he ever figured out what had just happened, but what else was he going to do? Seconds later the three climbed out of the truck, once Bobby found a convenient spot to park the rig in.
 

Who’d ever heard of trying to sneak up on anyone driving a semi-truck?
 

The walk to the shop was thankfully quiet. Once or twice Brian had been worried that someone might notice the shotgun Bobby barely concealed with his jacket. The whole plan seemed more and more foolhardy the closer it came to being done. Yet, what choice did he have? Heather had been in that place far too long, and it was time to take her out by force.
 

Hopefully no one besides Jason would be hurt, but whatever way, Heather’s kidnapping was coming to an end. When they finally reached the place, Bobby tried the front door. Brian had intended on sneaking around the back, perhaps forcing a window open and climbing in, but he had no chance to say so.
 

To his surprise, the coffee shops door was unlocked. Bobby looked back to Brian for the word to go. Brian signaled for him to wait as he pulled out one of the silver knives that he had been sharpening for the werewolf.
 

The idea of cutting himself really made Brian feel a bit queasy. It really was silly that a vampire should fear seeing his own blood, but the reality was, Brian really hadn't given the cutting part too much thought. He really didn’t like the idea now that he was faced with it. Short of cutting his wrist, the only way he could come up with to get a workable amount of blood and not seriously injure himself was to slice his hand like he had always seen in movies and like Klingons did in Star Trek.
 

Brian placed the sharpened silverware into the palm of his left hand so that the blade was touching the inside of it. Its cold touch felt surreal as he closed his hand around it. He was going to have to hurry up and do it quickly. Not just to stop wasting precious time, which he was conscious of doing, but to also keep himself from backing out.
 

The blade bit into his flesh and stung and burned at the same time as he pulled the knife out of his hand while still gripping it tightly with his palm. He wouldn't say it felt like fire, but it sure hurt like hell. He squeezed his now dripping hand over where the barrier presumably should be, splashing as much as he could towards the door on each side of it.
 

Then, he quickly wrapped his hand in a small towel that they brought for just that purpose. The desire to drink just a little of Meryl's blood and refresh himself was even stronger upon him now. He wasn't sure if it was the injury, the smell of his own blood, or her close proximity, but whatever it was, he was going to have to control it and hope that his fast healing actually worked on what he was sure was a deep cut. If not, he was going to have to feed on someone to fix it.
 

“Well?” Bobby said in what amounted to a whisper for him, but sounded more like what a normal person would sound while talking normally.
 

Brian held his breath as he tried to step through where he was sure it was. Nothing stopped him as he walked up next to Bobby. Apparently the bit of information his aunt had supplied actually worked. Meryl followed directly behind him, and Bobby gave him a thumb up with a smile. Brian couldn’t even begin to tell him the relief he felt that that part of the plan actually worked. He’d been afraid that if it hadn't he would be left out of the mix, or worse, be forced to call off the rescue.
 

“Alright,” Brian said, “stay behind me. Remember to shoot to kill when you see Jason.”
 

“What about Heather?” Bobby stopped him. “What if she's not here? Shouldn't we keep him alive?”
 

Brian shook his head. He’d decided at the last minute the night before. He couldn't risk Jason getting away, or worse, using Heather as a hostage. He was sure she had to be there, anyway, after all there was nowhere else in the city shielded from him. No, the shop had to be the place, and if it wasn't...well, they would just have to cross that bridge if they came to it.
 

One thing was going to happen for certain, and that was his aunt was going to owe him big time. Hopefully that meant finding Heather, too. If not, then he’d just keep looking until he found her.
 

The door opened with next to no sound, and he assumed the thing must have been oiled regularly. Brian couldn't remember if the door had a buzzer or a bell on it. Either way, he didn't let it open all the way. He slipped through the partially opened door first. His enhanced vision allowing him to see the entire length of the dark room.
 

He doubted either of his two companions could have seen anything. The place was quiet, and as far as he could see, there was no one guarding the room. It seemed strange that the door had been left open and unattended. That just didn't seem like the paranoid person Jason seemed to be. After a moment, Brian entered the dark room even further. He wasn't willing to let the others come in quite yet, because something about the setup said it was a trap. It was far too easy.
 

Halfway through the main serving room, Brian caught scent of something.
 

He paused for a second, surprised by what he found. Brian never thought of himself as one who could smell out someone or even for that matter differentiate between different perfumes or any other scent. Yet, as a vampire there was one scent he was more than familiar with, one that was unmistakable from everything else. Blood. The scent was everywhere in the room, it was almost as if someone had literally painted the rooms walls with it, and yet he failed to even slightly detect it when he first arrived. Even now there was something masking its actual presence from him. Almost as if someone didn't want him to know it was there. It was all wrong. Brian hadn't smelled this blood the last time he was there. It was new, including whatever was masking it.
 

“You know, we’re very good at cleaning up a job.” A deep voice, almost like a growl rumbled through out the room. “It's what we’re trained to do. Did you know that a full team of forensic experts wouldn't find a drop of blood here after I'm done?”
 

“Yet, leave it to a vampire to sniff it out.” The voice laughed. “I suppose it should be expected. You blood suckers live for it, after all.”
 

Brian scanned the room for any sign of movement, and he listened for any sign of life besides the voice that taunted him from the darkness. It wasn't Jason, that was certain. He would have recognized his voice immediately. Still, after consideration, he knew that voice. He was certain of it.
 

He had heard it before, not that long ago. Only it was different now, it sounded more...human.
 

A panel in the wall across from where he stood popped out and then slid aside. A large, naked man walked out of the newly made aperture, carrying the form of a limp man over his shoulder like a rolled up carpet. Brian watched as the new arrival threw the limp figure to the floor in front of him. The man pointed at the unconscious one.
 

“I really don't see what all the fuss was about this one. He put up a pathetic fight. I highly doubt he would have been able to even resist you and your team.”
 

“Who are you, and why are you here?” Brian asked as he squinted his eyes, trying to see anything that brought some recognition to him. Even without any, though, he was pretty sure who was standing before him.
 

“Come now, surely you’re not that dimwitted. You killed my nephew, does that ring a bell?”
 

Brian put his hand on the handle of the knife he had just recently cut himself with. His body tensed as he realized this was about to become a much tougher fight than he had expected. “If you just wanted to kill me, why did you help me with Jason?” Brian asked.
 

He was sure he wasn't going to like the answer, but at the moment, he needed time to think. Hopefully Bobby had brought some silver bullets, and was taking the time to change ammo. He could feel Bobby just outside the door, and he was definitely doing something out there in preparation of coming in. Brian would have focused harder on the two, except he couldn't take the chance of losing track of this werewolf. Any drop of his guard could be fatal, and this time there were no men in black to feed on if he were mortally injured.
 

“Help you?” The naked man laughed. “I think not Brian, I'm not helping you.”
 

“There’s Jason. Unconscious, if not dead from the looks of it. How is that not helping me?” Brian began to slowly move closer to the man as he talked, his grip on his knife tightening as he did so. If he could get just one clean thrust into the man’s chest, maybe into his heart if he were lucky, he could end all it now. If he could just keep him talking, maybe, just maybe it could work. If not, there was still Bobby who should provide enough distraction this time.
 

“I'm a hunter, Brian, and in your own way, so are you. I know the frustration of having one’s prey stolen from them, especially one that has hurt you so deeply, attacking the ones you care about. Oh yes, Vampire, I can see it in your eyes, in your walk day to day. Nothing has been on your mind more than this man’s destruction, and I'm going to take it from you.” The man smiled.
 

“Go ahead, you’re just making my job easier.” Brian laughed. He needed to keep him talking, he was almost close enough to rush him. He might have a chance as long as he stayed in human form if not well. “I don’t care who kills him, as long as he’s dead.”
 

“Maybe so.” The man said. “You are a vampire. Perhaps I gave you too much credit and supposed one of your kind could understand family and honor.” The man’s form shifted and changed to almost three times its previous mass so quickly that Brian didn't have time to react. Evidently that part was utterly contrary to the stories.
 

The newly formed werewolf bent down then, its large maw open wide enough to encompass Jason’s head. Brian’s knife sunk into the wolf with all of his strength and speed just as the beast’s jaws snapped shut and severed Jason's head from his body. The knife tore out of the wolf’s chest as Brian ripped it out and plunged it in again in an attempt to find the creature’s heart, buried somewhere in its massive barrel chest.
 

The second stab was all he could manage even with his vampire enhanced speed. Before he could try another the lycanthrope smashed his fist into Brian’s chest, sending him flying backwards, and sailing into a nearby support beam. Said beam cracked loudly as he impacted it. The room swam and blurred in his sight as the sound of a shotgun rang out in the room.
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Pain screamed through Brian's chest as his eyes began to clear again. The sounds of snarls and yelps filled his ears as he struggled to rise from the ground. The inside of the cafe was now a scene of chaos. Tables and chairs were smashed throughout the whole place. as three massive were-beasts snapped and struggled with each other, and kindling that had once been furniture littered the ground around their feet. The dark gray wolf Garn was on his back, biting at a brown wolf of equal size, while a black wolf snapped at the back of Garn's neck each time he raised his head to try and bite the brown one.
 
 
Mack and Carl. The names raced across Brian's mind as he sat on the floor watching the titanic struggle unfolding before him. Blood smeared across the chest of the old gray wolf as it struggled to get off its back.
 
 
Brian was certain that if either of the other two wolves wanted to, they could have sunk their dripping fangs into the soft areas of Garn's underbelly. That fact alone should have caused Garn to surrender in Brian's opinion, but maybe the old wolf knew they didn't intend to kill him, as he continued to fight even wounded as he was. Brian heard movement near him which caused him to look and see Bobby working his way toward him with Meryl following close behind.
 
 
Grabbing the side of the support beam that he had just recently crashed off of, Brian attempted to pull himself up, only to drop back down to the floor as pain caused the room to blacken and spin before him.
 
 
“Just a damn minute!” Bobby hollered as he moved faster to get to his side.
 
 
Brian could see no reason to argue with him. His insides had screamed in pain when he had tried to stand, and even now they ached in agony as he sat there, hunched over. All that he could think was that the blow broke his ribs. What else could cause so much pain? Now how was he going to get to Heather? He had hoped to show up at her cage triumphant, like the white knight he was supposed to be. Now it was beginning to look as if the only way he was going to get to her was if Bobby helped support his weight, or maybe even carried him.
 
 
Yeah, that was going to look impressive.
 
 
“Where's it hurt?” Bobby asked as he knelt down in front of Brian. The smell of Bobby's blood drifted to Brian nose as he leaned forward and lifted his shirt.
 
 
“Where doesn't it hurt?” Brian groaned.
 
 
Bobby pushed against Brian’s chest sending shock waves of pain causing him to jerk back.
 
 
“Thought so. You're pretty broken up inside, Kid.”
 
 
The look in Bobby's face pretty much said it all. Things weren't going to turn out well if Brian couldn't get some blood soon. A yelp of pain rang across the room from the three werewolf’s as the fight abruptly came to a stop. The old gray wolf now lay on its back, its paws pointing straight up in the air, as the black wolf mouth engulfed the gray's throat.
 
 
“Is it dead?” Meryl whispered at Brian’s side. A part of him hoped so, as he really couldn't deal with the old wolf at this point. In response, the black released the gray, which then quickly stood then lowered it's head in submission to the two.
 
 
“Guess not.” Bobby said, then turned back to Brian. “I don't think you're going anywhere, Kid, except maybe the hospital.”
 
 
Brian shook his head in frustration, tears welling up in his eyes. “We need to rescue Heather.”
 
 
“And how do you propose to do that? You can't even walk.” Bobby said it more like a statement of fact than a question.
 
 
“Blood.” Brian said flatly, knowing all too well what Bobby's reaction would be.
 
 
“Now listen here!” The old man began as he stood up and took a step back. “I'm all for rescuing Heather and taking one for the cause and all, but I'm drawing a line when it comes to letting some blood sucker sink his teeth into my neck.”
 
 
“That's the spirit,” Carl said as he walked up behind Bobby and patted him on the shoulder, causing the old man to jump. “One less blood sucker in the world can't be a bad thing.”
 
 
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Bobby knocked the young man's hand away from him.
 
 
“Just what it sounds like.” Carl gave him a wolfish smile, then turned to Brian. ”Mack says to tell you that our mutual problem is taken care of, and to let your people know.”
 
 
“And just how the hell is he supposed to do that if he's dead?” Bobby shot back at him as Brian watched. He could see Garn being led out of the building by Mack. The older werewolf had no rope or chains or anything that would force the lycan to do anything the other wolf wanted, and yet the older wolf just followed sheepishly behind him.
 
 
“Not my problem.” Carl grinned at Bobby then turned and followed after the two other departing lycanthropes.
 
 
“A lot of help that one is.” Bobby huffed at the back of Carl.
 
 
“Here...” Meryl said as she walked over and bent down in front of Brian. The smell of her filled his nose even before she had brought her neck down to his level. A burning hunger filled him as she did, the memory of her taste came rushing back into his mouth, as she began to unbutton her shirt.
 
 
“Like hell you will!” Bobby's voice boomed. The older man stepped up and grabbed Meryl's shoulder and attempted to pull her back and away from Brian. If it hadn't been for the pain and his inability to move, Brian would have already moved forward and began to drink from the well that was Meryl's neck.
 
 
Instead, all he could do was lean forward somewhat and helplessly watch as the one thing his body desired more than anything else was pulled back reeling and off balance away from him.
 
 
“Uncle, no!” Meryl shouted as she fell off balance to the floor, falling on her side. “Brian will die if he doesn't feed.”
 
 
“You don't know that. You don't know anything about them except what you've read. I've lived with one.” Bobby's eyes widened and Brian thought the man's face changed into something looking more like a mask of rage than the calm bearded thing he had known for the last year.
 
 
“What I know is that he's not going to make it.” She said as she picked herself up off the floor and pointed at Brian. “Look at him. Do you want that on your conscience?”
 
 
Brian had to admit that he couldn't remember a time where he felt so weak and weird. He wasn't all that sure that he was going to die. As far as he could tell, he just had a few broken ribs, and unless they had pierced his lungs he would eventually heal. Meryl's blood would make things go a lot faster.
 
 
“Nonsense.” Bobby turned away and shrugged. “He's a vampire, last I heard they're all undead, so there's no way that's going to kill him.”
 
 
“You just said he was in a bad way.”
 
 
“For a human I mean.” The old man corrected her.
 
 
Meryl stared at her uncle defiantly. He could see that she was on the verge of a losing her temper. He doubted that Bobby was going to stop her much longer. The truth be told, he didn't really want her to be stopped. When Meryl's blood was in him he never felt so alive, and the anticipation of it was almost killing him. The want for it was almost beyond his control.
 
 
“Fine!” She yelled, then tuned and flung herself at Brian. Her suddenness took everyone by surprise, including Bobby. The old man stared dumbfounded as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing, as she pulled her shirt down over her shoulder and stuck her bare neck into Brian’s face. To be fair, Brian had no time to think about it. Or for that matter to say anything. His fangs pierced the side of her neck as liquid fire began to flow into his mouth. His body had reacted without any conscious thought on his part, not that he was going to turn her away if she had offered.
 
 
Regardless, there was no turning back now. The liquid fire that was her blood now rushed through his entire body as gulp after gulp he swallowed. Brian opened his eyes surprised to have found that he had closed them. Bobby was directly behind Meryl, even now pulling for all he was worth in an attempt to pull his niece away from Brian.
 
 
Meryl, for her part, had turned her face as much as she could to try and look into Brian’s face as he drained her. Her mouth was open in what appeared to be a grin as a moan escaped from it. Not of pain, but of pleasure. Brian was sure of that. He wasn't sure how she was enjoying this as much as he was, but she certainly appeared to be. The taste of her blood and her close bodily proximity of her made him feel deeply aroused.
 
 
He was grateful that she now obscured his groin from Bobby's view. If Bobby was having a fit at the moment, he certainly didn't need to see what was going on with Brian below the belt at that moment.
 
 
“Damn it, Brian, let go of her!” The old man shouted as he tugged with all his might. Brain could hardly feel it however, as his body had put Meryl into a death grip, and now with here blood flowing through him, he doubted anything could pull her away from him. Still, he wasn't trying to kill her, and he was sure he had taken more than enough.
 
 
The problem was he didn't want to stop. She tasted oh so good, and she felt almost as good as she tasted.
 
 
“Brian!” Bobby yelled again.
 
 
It was hard, but he had to let go, so he did. Meryl rolled to the floor away from him as Bobby fell onto his back the moment Brian let go, cursing as he did so.
 
 
“What in the hell was that about?” Bobby shouted as he picked himself up and rushed to Meryl's side, lifting her head and looking intently into his barely conscious niece's eyes.
 
 
“Are you all right, Honey?” Bobby whimpered as he waited for a response from the girl.
 
 
She smiled at him, and sluggishly sat herself up. “It was awesome,” She sighed with a smile.
 
 
Bobby began to raise his voice and berate the poor girl, but Brian didn't wait to listen. While the two of them had been picking themselves up, Brian entered the secret door that Garn had emerged from. Through it was a dark stairway, which lead down into a small room. Within the room, he found the metal door that he was sure was Heathers'.
 
 
Without waiting for anyone else, Brian grabbed the door handle and pulled with all his might, only to realize it was still locked. With a second, more determined tug, the metal groaned as the lock broke out of the metal door frame, revealing a small cement room just like he had seen in his dream walks. Heather lay unmoving on a small cot in the far corner of the room.
 
 
“Heather!” Brian yelled as he ran to her side.
 
 
The woman he had been searching for made no movement. Her blonde hair was disheveled and dirty. She wore only her bra and panties, but worst of all Brian could see multiple puncture wounds on just this side of her neck alone, as well as down her arms and sides, and even the insides of her thighs.
 
 
He reached down and picked her up into his arms as his vision began to blur with tears. The smell of blood was fresh upon her, and he could see that several of her wounds were still seeping blood. Brian lifted her up as high as he could, so that he could place his ear onto her chest. The faint sound of her beating heart greeted him to his joy and amazement. She needed help and he wasn't sure if his blood would be enough. Turning, he ran out of the little cell, carrying Heather as fast as he safely could with her head dangled limply from his arms.
 
 
Through the cafe and past his two friends he ran, only yelling over his shoulder briefly that he was going to the hospital to save her. He couldn't risk waiting on the truck or an ambulance. He had the strength that Meryl's blood gave him, and he decided to rely on that and his speed.
 
 
 ****
 
 
Several blood transfusions later, Brian found himself waiting outside her room. An officer was inside taking Heather's statement. Brian hadn't considered the ramifications of what would happen by bringing her to a hospital. All he'd known was that she needed help, and it seemed like the best place to get it. He wasn't sure what he was going to say if the officer questioned him. If somehow he was going to be in trouble, then so be it. Heather was alive, and he wasn't going to be sorry about that.
 
 
A hand on his shoulder caused Brian to jump and spin around, uncertain if he was being attacked or not.
 
 
“Jumpy, are we?” His aunt smiled at him as he found the source of the interruption of his thoughts.
 
 
“What are you doing here?” Brian said maybe a bit too sharply. The fact that his nerves were at their limits, and that he was still hopped up on Meryl's blood didn't help matters too much.
 
 
Jenn frowned as her smile faded away. “I was going to tell you, good job. But I can see you could care less.”
 
 
Brian simply nodded. He didn't need to get into a fight right now, especially as the cop was now coming out of Heather's room and walking towards him.
 
 
“I need to ask you a couple of questions.” The man said as he was flipping through a small tablet that he had been taking notes from Heather with.
 
 
“That won't be necessary, Officer” Jenn spoke up and headed him off.
 
 
“Oh yeah? And why is that?” The officer responded, looking a bit irritated with his aunt.
 
 
Brian watched as his aunt produced a wallet or some such thing and flipped it open in the officer's direction. The man stopped with his mouth open as if he forgot what he had been saying. Jenn took the man's arm in hers and began leading him away from Brian, talking in a hushed tone with the officer as they went.
 
 
“Brian?” Meryl's voice sounded behind him.
 
 
“Yeah?”
 
 
“How is she?” Meryl walked up to him and took his hand.
 
 
Brian looked down at their two hands. Her soft skin felt warm to the touch, and seemed to feel made perfectly for his. Meryl's scent surrounded him and began to fill his mind with thoughts primaeval for her. He realized the only thing he wanted to do right now was to pick her up, and to take her away to a secluded spot where he could have the girl he had just barely met only a short while ago. Instead, he turned from her and released her hand.
 
 
Her blood screamed inside of him to not let her go.
 
 
“She's doing fine. I'm headed in now to see her.”
 
 
“Do you mind if I come?” She asked sweetly.
 
 
Brian shook his head as he began to close Heather's door in front of her. “I need some alone time with her.”
 
 
He heard Meryl say that she would just be waiting outside as the door shut.
 
 
Heather smiled at him as he walked over to her side, her eyes twinkling with something he couldn't distinguish.
 
 
He'd done it. Against all odds, he had rescued Heather, killed a vampire, helped capture a rogue werewolf, and somehow he hoped he might have even mended his relationship with the girl of his dreams.
 
 
He leaned down and kissed her lightly on the lips. To his delight, she returned the kiss. All in all, it was a pretty good end to what started as a bad month. What could possibly happen to them that they couldn't deal with now?
 
 
A knock on the room’s window from the hallway caught Brian’s attention. Meryl stood with Bobby and Jenn, and the three waved at them.
 
 
Now he just needed to explain the month to Heather.
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