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Chapter 1
 
 
He wasn't sure why he spent so much time dwelling on the past, or why he even cared about why he did it. Some days he could spend his whole evening just remembering watching her. He never actually watched her with his eyes. Oh, sure, he would take furtive glances at her general direction whenever he dropped his pencil, or when he stretched and pretended to be bored in class. But he never really stopped and stared at her long golden hair, or her smooth bronze skin. He wasn't sure if she was suntanned or that was her natural skin color, but it fit her somehow. He couldn't even imagine her looking any other way, how could she? She was already perfect, and any changes would just ruin her.
 
Today proved a particularly trying time for stealing glances at Heather in class. Every time Brian would stretch or yawn and glance around the room, it seemed like all he would see was the backside of that oversized jock who claimed to be her boyfriend. The man's gold and red letterman's jacket obstructed view of her beauty, as he leaned on her desk. Brian didn't know what she saw in that muscle bound freak. Sure, he was one of the most popular guys in school, but who cared? He was as dumb as a rock. 
 

With this being one of the last days before summer, he didn't have much more time before he would have to wait what would seem an eternity before the next school year would start again. He wouldn't think of that right now, no, he would remember the few glances he did get of her when that ox wasn't in the way. He concentrated on the curves of her face, the small oh so delicate turn of her nose. He closed his eyes and remembered everything he could of the day and how she looked. The perfect inverted heart shape of her backside as it rolled side from side to side as she walked down the school hallway. 
 
 
He felt his body relaxing as he began to smell the fragrance of her perfume, a lightening of his body as it began to float in her fragrance. Her blue eyes twinkled as she laughed at some unheard joke, and then there was the familiar 'POP'. More a feeling rather then a sound. It was at that moment that he knew he had freed himself from his physical confines and even now hurtled to his destination. He wondered what she was doing at this moment. Would she be sleeping, or would she be home watching TV? 
 
 
The thrill of the unexpected began to build in his chest. He looked forward to these moments each night. His chance to be with her, to watch her and learn about her. But the best times were when she was asleep. It was at these times that he could actually interact with her. These were the times that were the most special, when he could see into her soul, and know the secret parts of her she hid from everyone else. Her true self and his. It was then that he could have a true relationship with her. Her dreams were always rich and full of mystery and laughter, and she always received him in them as her friend or her mentor, or even sometimes as her lover.
 
 
The ruins of a what was obviously once someone's home appeared around him. The shattered remains of a gray couch lay in the middle of the room. Starlit night could be seen through several missing sections of ceiling, dimly lighting the room he was standing in with the four others who occupied it as well.
 
 
"Chuck, let's go, we're not supposed to be here." Heather said, pulling on the large brown haired youth's arm. Brian could see that he still wore his letterman's jacket.
 
 
"I thought we were going to a party!" Another girl spoke up. Brian had seen her with Heather on numerous occasions. He couldn't recall her name offhand, though. Deeta something?
 
 
"This is the party." Chuck laughed, and turned back and grabbed Heather. She wiggled a bit as if she were going to fight his hold but then just smiled and hugged him back.
 

"Where's the beer?" The gangly youth with the other girl spoke up.
 

"Don't' worry, Tom's bringing it." Chuck answered
 

"Chuck, this place is off limits..." Heather spoke up worry in her voice, though she was still snuggled in Chuck's arms.
 

"Who cares?" Chuck answered. "Kids have been coming to this place for years. The government's got no business shutting down a teenager's right of passage!"
 

Heather wiggled her way out of his arms as he spoke, looking cross with him.
 

Great, thought Brian. She's not at home, but here with this imbecile. He looked around trying to get his bearings. From what Heather said and the look of the ruined house, they must be in the old Warren's place. He was surprised the old place was still standing. Ever since the government bought it and fenced off the old place, many people had speculated that it would be torn down and a new federal building would be built in its place. Instead, it remained relatively quiet for the last few months, except for the occasional light that was seen to move around inside of it. That, of course had been happening for ages, or at least since the old house had been abandoned.
 

"Chuck, if we don't leave you're going to be sorry." Brian heard Heather say
 

"Baby, please..." Chuck began to talk smoothly. The sound infuriated Brian as he listened to him. He watched as Chuck calmed heather and began to kiss her. He watched as the tension in her body began to drain and she allowed herself to be lead to the nearby crumbling couch. Why did he have to come here tonight? This was worse than earlier that day. He'd been looking forward to spending time with Heather tonight, and now he realized that wasn't going to happen, at least not until later. He walked up to the couple and stared down at the two as they kissed and grabbed and fondled. The other two had joined them on the couch and were busy doing the same thing. 
 

Great, this is worse than hell.
 

The missing Tom took that moment to appear from outside. Another blonde girl accompanied him at his side. "Hey guys, got some beer!" Brian could hear Tom say, as he waved a six pick of cans around.
 

"What the?" Chuck half shouted. "A six pack? Where's the rest?" Chuck stood up, looking more than a little displeased.
 

"Dude, it was all I could snatch from my father's pantry. He's been watching me like a hawk ever since we took those beers last week."
 

Chuck walked over to Tom and grabbed the dangling cans by their plastic holder. "There's not enough for anyone here," Chuck complained, "how are we supposed to party without any beer?"
 

Brian turned his back on the scene, and began to wander out of the room into an adjoining one. 
 

One of the other girls suggested other things they could do for a party, which elicited several chuckles from the the men. The whole night was ruined, for him and for Chuck. At least that little bit of info brought some pleasure to Brian, that Chuck would be deprived as well. This whole scene couldn't get much further from what he had hoped would be a spectacular time for he and Heather. But, he realized it just wasn't going to happen tonight. Maybe he should just go home and get some rest. Tomorrow night might be a better chance to get some time alone with her. All it would take was a thought, and he would be home again, but somehow the disappointment of the evening was too strong in him. 
 

Nothing was waiting for him there except his empty room and his bed. He wasn't ready to face that right now. Sooner or later, he was going to have to return, the hunger would see to that, but maybe being at least close enough that he could hear her would be a comfort. Even if he had to share her with Chuck, it was better than not having her at all.
 

"Hey, guys, let's see what's downstairs in the basement!" Brian heard Chuck announce behind him. He almost jumped at the sound, mind leaping to being caught, before he realized they couldn't see him here.
 

"Come on, Chuck, drink your beer and come back here." He could hear one of the girls call out.
 

"I already drank my one beer." Chuck snorted over his shoulder as he passed through Brian heading to some stairs and disappearing down them. With any luck, Brian thought, he could fall down and break his neck on the old things. That would brighten his day. The other two guys appeared at the entryway that Chuck first appeared in, laughing and shoving each other forward. Brian could hear the girls complaining that this wasn't fun, and another saying she wasn't going down in that dirty old basement. Brian walked through the two boys as they headed for the stairway that Chuck had taken just moments before. Heather sat where Chuck had left her in his search for more entertainment.
 

Brian couldn't believe anyone would seek more entertainment than her. He couldn't think of anything more interesting or fascination than her. He spent every waking moment thinking of her, and if he dreamed, he imagined he would spend every second of it thinking of her as well. Even now, as she sat on the couch her arms crossed under her breasts, looking annoyed to no end, she was the most perfect vision of anything he could imagine.
 

"Should we go after them?" Deeta asked.
 

"Why should we?" The other girl answered,"there might be rats down there, and definitely bugs"
 

"What do you think, Heather?" Deeta asked Heather, obviously trying to gather support for the idea. Brian watched as she shook her head and stood.
 

"I'm going home," she said, "I'm not sitting here in this musty old house while the guys play Scooby Doo."
 

"Don't you want your beer?" The other girl, who Brian didn't know the name of, asked her, as she pointed at it sitting on the floor next to where she'd been sitting.
 

"You can have it." She said, as she headed for the front door. "Tell Chuck when he gets done playing and wants to have a real date, he knows where I live."
 

Brian smiled to himself at how smart she was. He couldn't help wondering if he should stay and see Chuck's face when he was told what she said. It would take her some time to get home. It might just be worth waiting. 
 

A cold, sickly feeling, touched Brian's feet from the floor as he watched Heather grab the the door knob. A startled yelp rose from the adjoining room where the boys had gone. He wasn't sure any of the girls had heard it, as it was very muffled and they were talking. He wasn't sure what the sensation meant, as it was new to him. In fact he couldn't think of anytime he had ever felt anything touch or effect him in anyway in this form. He didn't know it was even possible, as he thought he was only pure thought, and not actually there in any way. The front door closed as Heather left the house. Brian could hear several feet running up the stairs in the next room.
 

"Sounds like they scared themselves and are running back, Sam." Deeta said to the other girl.
 

"Try to act scared for them," Sam smiled to the other girl conspiratorially.
 

Something didn't sound right about the sounds of the feet coming in from the other room. It sounded like it was more than three pairs of feet to Brian, as a man dressed in a black suit and wearing dark sunglasses appeared in the doorway. He quickly brought his wrist up and spoke into it. "Targets acquired"
 

"Who?" Deeta was the first to realize it wasn't Tom or any of the others. "We're sorry, we didn't mean to..."
 

Four more men dressed exactly like the first entered the room and began to circle the two girls who still sat in the couch. What the hell is going on here? Brian wondered. 
 

The first man who arrived spoke to the two. "Ladies I need you to accompany me." He waved his arm for them to follow. Brian watched as Deeta continued to sit there with her mouth open, apologizing for being there, while the one named Sam stood and started backing away in an attempt to get to the front door. One of the men stepped forward and grabbed for her, surprisingly she avoided his clumsy attempt and turned and ran for the door. A second man pulled a black metallic, gun like object—although it was certainly not a gun he'd ever seen--from his pocket and pointed it at her retreating back, pulling the trigger. Two wires shot out and hit the retreating Sam's back, a high pitched scream escaped from her as she collapsed to the floor thrashing. The click, click, clicking of the device the man held filled the room as Deeta stood with her hands out pleadingly. "Please don't hurt me. I'll be good!"
 

"Then come along with us, Ma'am." The man responded, unperturbed by Sam's whimpering form on the floor.
 

"Okay, okay..." Deeta said, and began walking in his direction. 
 

"Is there any one else?" asked the man as she neared him.
 

"Ah..just Heather, but she already left." Deeta answered without thinking.
 

"No...! You stupid...!" Brian shouted at the oblivious girl. "Why did you have to say anything?"
 

"Tell me how and where this Heather can be found."
 

Brian rushed to Heather's side without further ado. All it took was a thought, and then the room blurred and then he found himself standing beside Heather as she was climbing through the hole in the chain link fence that now surrounded the old Warren's property. Hide he shouted at her, run! Do something don't just walk! He yelled at her. He could hear in the distance the door open and shut from the old house. He was sure she didn't as everything was enhanced in this state. If it hadn't been for that he wouldn't have heard them open and shut the door either. 
 

He had to do something to protect her. He couldn't bear the thought of her spending the night in jail. Someone like her wasn't made for such a place, she would never survive he thought to himself. How was he going to make her hear though? If she was asleep, he could tell her, and she would hear him, but that wasn't going to work now. Or would it? He didn't have much time, as he could hear approaching feet.
 

Without thinking about it anymore, he stepped into her form. Not really into her, but just where her body now walked. It would be a lot harder to stay inside of her as she was moving and not sleeping in her bed, but he was going to have to try.
 

"Heather, hide!" He spoke as he concentrated on her mind. It was how he could sometimes invade her dreams. It would always work to some degree, but not always as well as he would hope. He was never sure why, maybe in some instances she somehow resisted his intrusions, and maybe at other times she welcomed it. At least, he liked to think that. "Hide in the bushes...Danger!" She stopped and began looking around. Brian almost walked out of her as she did so, but he wasn't sure he would be able to keep the link if he did. "The bushes by the side of the road. Hide. Danger"
 

Brian watched from inside of her. It was like having a holographic image surrounding him of her that allowed him to see through her to the surrounding area. She was obviously hesitating, thinking about something as she looked around her. "Danger! HIDE!" he shouted.
 

"This is stupid," he heard her say, " but..." She walked over to the side of the road and crouched down in some nearby brush. 
 

Brian stepped out of her and looked at her hiding place. It might work, he thought, but a little more help couldn't hurt. He concentrated as and (“as he” ?) focused himself at the ground as he had done in the past. a wisp of mist began to rise from the ground, and quickly began to build into a wall of thick fog that rolled out into the road and began to spread in every direction. Racing footsteps came down the road as two of the men in black suits came running down the street. 
 

Brian looked to see if Heather was visible. The fog made it almost impossible to see her, and even with his enhanced eyesight he had difficulty in seeing her hiding place. His only real worry was that she would freak out about the fog and and run away, apparently she heard the running footsteps as well now, for she crouched down even lower as they approached.
 

The two slowed as they came upon the fog. Brian wasn't sure if it was because they suspected something, or if the fog was a bit unsettling. The larger stopped and lifted his wrist to face. "No sign yet, but we've encountered a thick fog." The man tapped a finger to his ear then spoke to his wrist “Roger that. They said to keep looking," he told the other man ,"but keep alert, there's something strange going on." The other man nodded then the two began to run at a slower pace, passing both Brian and Heathers hiding place.
 

"Stay there, Heather." Brian said to the girl as he turned and followed the two men for a bit. Once he was sure she was in the clear, he returned to her and did his best to merge with her again, It was difficult, as she was smaller than him, and she was crouched quite low. "Heather, you need to take the back way to my house. Go to Brian's house, you will be safe.” 
 

He wasn't sure what he was doing, but a thrill ran through him when he decided to tell her to go to his home. He was sure it was the right thing to do, but he still felt excited about the entire prospect. "Do you hear me? Go to Brian's home. Safety. Go to Brian's." 
 

She stood slowly, unsteady and still hesitant, before brushing the twigs from her hair and clothes, and she vacating the bush. She looked down the way the two men had run, but it was obvious to Brian that the fog was too thick to see anything. "Go to Brian's. It's safe there."
 

She shook her head as if trying to clear it. "I...should to go to Brian's till I figure out what’s going on..." 
 

He smiled as he watched her run off into the fog and into the small woods that would take her to his home. He couldn't help but wonder why he never tried this before.
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
Chapter 2
 
 
Brian combed his thick dark brown hair to the side for the hundredth time. No matter what he did, the long swath of hair would drop back down over his right eye, covering half of his face. Well maybe not half, but it sure felt like it. He had been meaning to get more hair gel from the store, but he just hadn't bothered to get around to it lately. 
 
 
"Well it can't be helped now..." he mumbled to himself. Any moment now, Heather would be bursting into his home, panicked and looking for help. A smile crept onto his face as he thought about it. Admittedly he wouldn't have dared anything like this in the past, but the current circumstances were definitely falling in his favor.
 
 
Brian took one last look into the large mirror set into his bedroom dresser. His blue jeans and black tee shirt looked clean enough, he wasn't sure why he was feeling so nervous. He never thought he would be one to have butterflies in their stomach. 
 
 
Downstairs, he could hear the back kitchen door squeak as someone opened it. Well, this is it... he thought. He paused one more time to look at himself, before turning to head for the kitchen, his hair already fell down in front of his face again by the time he left his room. He wasn't too sure where this was all going to lead to, but it really didn't matter. The most important thing was that he was about to get some alone time with Heather. For once, no Chuck, no school, no dreams to wake from. Nothing to interfere with them for the first time. He just hoped she wouldn't find him to boring.
 

"Hello?" he could hear her voice trembling from the kitchen "Brian, are you here?"
 

"Heather?" he walked into the almost empty kitchen. He really hadn't used it since his Mother had died six months earlier in a car accident. There really wasn't much use for it. The only thing he actually used was the refrigerator, and sometimes the table, which sat square in the center of the room. His aunt Margret provided him with all the food he needed, so cooking was not a necessity for him, though he did like the taste of some food still, mostly memories from his past when he was younger.
 

"Heather, what are you doing here?" He asked, as he reached out for her with his right hand. 
 

Heather paused as is if considering his words for the first time, the look of confusion crossing her face. "I..I don't know." She paused, and looked back out the way she had come in. The door still standing wide open.
 

Brian could see cuts along her arms where branches had obviously scratched her as she hurried to the safety of his house, and a smudge or two of dirt lined her beautiful face. "Come here and sit down for a second. You're safe now." He laid his hands on her shoulders and turned her away from the open door. Her eyes locked onto it longingly, until he turned her full away from it. After he sat her down on one of the only chairs around the lone table, he quickly turned and closed the door she had been looking out, locking it as he did so.
 

"You're safe, Heather, tell me what happened to you." Pulling the last chair in the room away from the table and placing it in front of her he sat and looked intently into her eyes and waited for her answer.
 

"I'm not sure..." She hesitated. "Some men were following me and I hid, and this fog came from nowhere, and...and..." She stopped and swallowed, pausing for a second.
 

"Go on," he said, to get her talking again.
 

" I'm sorry... I should be going home. I'm not sure what I was thinking." She began to stand.
 

"Wait a second, Heather!" Brian stood and placed his hands on her shoulders, looking deeply into her eyes as he caught her attention."You obviously felt you would be safe here, and you know what? You were right. Nothing's going to happen to you here. Now, catch your breath and relax a moment." Before she could respond, he pulled her stiff form to his chest and embraced her tightly, whispering into her ear that everything was going to be alright. She pushed against him trying to pull away, but he had her off balance, making it difficult to easily do so. "Relax, I'll walk you home in a bit," he said. He felt her body relax as he spoke the words, and he patted and rubbed her back, telling her everything was going to be alright.
 

He couldn't believe he was so close to her, that he could feel her body tightly against him. He could feel every breath she took as it caused her chest to rise and fall against his stomach. He never thought anything could feel this good, or ever would again. He wished he could make it go on forever, but he knew it wouldn't if he didn't get her talking to him about the night's events.
 

"Now, tell me what happened, and then I'm taking you home." He helped her to sit back down on her chair, then he quickly sat himself down in front of her on his own chair.
 

"Ahm...Chuck and some friends were having a party at the old Warren's place." She wiped her face with the back of her hand, smearing some of the smudges on her face even more so. He couldn't help but think how cute she was, doing that. No one else could smear dirt on their face and somehow look good doing it like she could. "Then, I decided I was bored and left for home" It was a good thing he had witnessed the whole event firsthand, as somehow he had gotten so lost in watching her that he missed part of what she said.
 

"Then these two men came out of nowhere as if they were looking for me, and I hid in some bushes until they were gone." She looked around the room for a second. "Can I have a drink of something?"
 

Brian nodded and got up and walked to the fridge. He wasn't surprised to find nothing but I.V bags filled with blood. He was really hoping something had been left over from when his mother was still alive, or maybe something his aunt might have left for herself.
 

"How about some water? I haven't done much shopping here lately." He opened a cupboard door and sighed in relief to see it still filled with drinking glasses. Dusty, but still usable.
 

"Sure, that would be fine," she said, and then continued her story. "Anyway, I was scared, I kept having this feeling like they were after me, and were really dangerous."
 

Brian smiled to himself remembering the scene from his perspective
 

"All I could think was I needed to get to Brian's house, I need to get to Brian's house. Just over and over." Brian smiled even bigger as he finished rinsing off her cup and began filling it with tap water. 
 

The sound of cars pulling out front in the street made him look up and look out the window over the sink. Several black SUV's were stopped on both sides of the street as several men dressed in black suits and dark sunglasses converged on the house across the street from him.
 

"I just somehow knew..." she was saying
 

"Heather, come here."
 

"What?"
 

"Are those the men outside?"
 

"What?" She jumped up. "Outside? Here?"
 

"I think you need to see this." Brian watched as the men produced a hand carried battering ram and knocked the front door on the other house open and then surged inside, as several others stood around outside in the yard looking about as if on watch duty. 
 

"That's my house! What are they doing?" She all but hollered. He knew very well it was her house, he had been living across from her for several years now, he wasn't stupid.
 

"Lower your voice or they might hear you." He tried telling her unsuccessfully.
 

"Mama, Daddy..." she started to turn to run toward his front door. He glanced out the window before he turned to grab her, he saw in that brief second two figures in various states of undress, with black hoods over there heads being dragged from their home, each between two men who were supporting and dragging them at the same time.
 

"Heather, no, you can't." He grabbed her and began to turn her back toward him.
 

"No, let me go! They have my parents!" She struggled wildly, trying to escape his grip. Brian turned her forcefully toward him and shook her to get her attention.
 

"Listen to me!"
 

"I have to stop them!"
 

"Heather, look at me!" He shook her again, this time more forcefully, and she turned in response trying to knock his arms away. He barely felt her hands striking his arms as he bent down and locked his eyes to hers
 

"Heather, relax, it's going to be alright," he said, as he looked deep into her blue eyes.
 

He felt the fight going out of her as he spoke to her. 
 

"But my parents.." she trailed off
 

"You're going to be alright. Trust me."
 

She stared at him for a moment, confusion crossing her face not for the first time tonight, and nodded. 
 

"Okay then, we need a plan." He pulled her to him, and gently caressed the back of her head. The smell of her hair filled his nose with her sweet scent. He didn't feel any resistance from her, her body was completely relaxed against his. He couldn't help but wonder if she was in some form of shock. 
 

He hoped she was alright, as if anyone could be, with what was going on around them at the moment. Something strange was happening, and that was certainly saying something, given his own regular life.
 

Car doors slamming brought him away from his thoughts, as he moved back to the window with Heather, and watched as all but one SUV pulled away from Heather's house and left in a convoy. The remaining vehicle pulled down under an old weeping willow that hung out over the street. and parked itself facing Heather's home. A stake out, no doubt waiting for someone to return home. Someone currently held in his arms. Yet. he still had no idea what they could possibly want with her. He was there, and he hadn't seen them do anything that would cause this kind of a reaction. 
 

What could Chuck and his friends possibly have done down in that basement?
 

"We've got to do something Brian," she started saying, gaining more strength in her voice as her determination began to resolve. "We need to go to the police or..."
 

"Heather, look at me." He bent down trying to get her to look at him.
 

"No... We need to get help."
 

"Heather, wait!" He grabbed her chin with his left hand as he continued to hold her with his right. "You need to sleep."
 

"No...I need to..."
 

"Sleep, Heather. We will get help after you sleep." He forced her to look into his eyes.
 

"Sleep..." she mumbled, "we'll get help in the morning?”
 

Brian nodded "Yes, after you sleep." She smiled and closed her eyes, her form going limp and her legs buckling. 
 

He caught her before she hit the floor, lifting her easily and then carrying her up to his room. He laid her on his bed, and then watched as she curled into a fetal position. Her breathing was deep but at least it was relaxed. He stood there and watched her for several minutes. The rise and fall of her chest was one of the most beautiful things he thought he had ever seen. It was amazing how wonderful she looked even with the scratches and smudges on her. 
 

It was almost like a dream, standing here so close to her. The fact that she was in his bed was a miracle in itself. He couldn't have dared to hope for this before. But, here she was sleeping in his bed. All he wanted to do was to climb in next to her and slide into a spoon position with her. The thought of it was nearly driving him mad, but he was going to have to control himself. There was to many things he needed to do. First, he needed to find out what was going on. The best way to do that, was to go back to where it all started.
 

He headed out of his bedroom, pausing and looking back at Heather's sleeping form a moment. He probably should have thrown a blanket over her, but it was already starting to get warm this time of year, so she should be fine. As he turned and headed down the stairs, heading for the front room, he wondered what she was dreaming about. This would be the first time that he hadn't shared her dreams with her in a long time, and he wondered if she would miss him. It couldn't be helped, and if he hurried, he should still have time to catch up to her in whatever adventure she was on. 
 

That brought a smile to his face. The things she dreamed of... well he needed to concentrate, so he had to put those memories aside.
 

He laid down on his mothers old couch. He really didn't keep that much of the old furniture that came with the house. He didn't have much of a need for it, as he rarely left his own room. Everything he really needed was there, so what did he need to have the rest of the house cluttered for? Okay, relax. I need to clear my thoughts. That wasn't going to be easy knowing who was waiting for him upstairs in his bed. I need to concentrate on Chuck. The idea seemed repulsive to him. A part of him rebelled against the whole idea of thinking of that monstrous goon. After all, he spent most of his day trying to forget stupid jock. But, right now, he needed to see where he was and what was going on, and truth be told, he knew Chuck better than he knew the others. 
 

Slowly, he cleared his mind, remembering the times that Chuck was with Heather in the school. How they ate together during lunch time, and walked between classes together. That infuriating smile and the ugly bright Letterman's jacket he wore.
 

A pop sounded in his head, and then his front room blurred to his eyes, as he raced to wherever the big jerk was. He stopped abruptly and the blurred vision cleared, sending bells ringing through his head, and causing him to see stars. 
 

"What the?" He grabbed his head, as it throbbed painfully. "I can't hurt myself in this form!" 
 

He looked around at his surroundings, trying to clear the flashing lights that filled his eyes. He was standing in the stairway that he had seen Chuck head down. Turning and looking behind himself, he could see the doorway that led to the room with the old gray couch the girls had been sitting on. 
 

"This doesn't make any sense..." he said out loud, "I don't see Chuck anywhere." 
 

He was sure that this was impossible. He always went to whomever he thought about. Yet, here he stood, his target nowhere to be found. The stairway looked dark the further down it went, but from what he could see, it leveled at a landing and then turned right and went on, descending some more. He wasn't to sure how any of the guys were able to walk down it without breaking their necks, as the darkness was almost tangible in this form. Well, I guess I'm just going to have to go the normal way. He shook his head and began to walk down the stairs. 
 

Three steeps away from the landing, he found he couldn't go any further. He didn't feel a wall, or any kind of obstacle in front of him. He just couldn't move another step forward. It was the wildest thing he had ever experienced. He looked at the walls and the steps, but he couldn't find anything that would obstruct him from preceding further into the basement. He had no idea what was going on. He pondered the problem for a moment before returning to the top of the stairs, determined to see if there was any other way down 
 

"Something isn't right here." He scratched his head. "None of this makes any sense." 
 

He paused in the room with the couch, and thought about the last time he had been here. Well, not here physically, but here in the spirit, anyway. It took him moments in his ethereal form to see that the entire house was empty, with no discernible entrance to the basement except the stairway that was barred to him. This whole place was really starting to give him a bad feeling. Something was going on that he couldn't explain, things that he didn't think were possible.
He didn't like that at all. He went through his life believing he wasn't subject to the normal rules of the universe. If he wanted to see someone, he just went. Doors and locks meant nothing to him. 
 

Yet, here, in this broken down abandoned house, stood a stairway that blocked him better then any door or lock he had ever encountered before. 
 

"I wonder if I could physically walk down there?" But what would that accomplish? He'd seen that people didn't come back up once they went down there. Were Heather's parents down there, or were they some place else? 
 

He needed answers, and he needed them now. He started this for Heather, to help her and to get answers for her. Now, he found he had questions that needed to be answered as well. 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
 
Several minutes later, Brian stood up from the couch, still thinking about the invisible wall that he had run into. Before leaving he had tried twice more to get through whatever it was, failing each time. In his final attempt, he had actually taken a running start from the top of the stairs and tried to jump to the bottom landing, only to be stopped short at the same place. It felt like a solid wall that time, as he had bounced on it. Lucky he hadn't been solid at the time, or he most likely would have fallen onto his rear end. Besides being a bit ignoble, he had no doubt those wooden steps would have been painful to fall onto.
 
 
Walking to the front window, Brian pulled the curtain aside and searched for the hidden SUV. Unfortunately, it was still there. He really had hoped it would have gone by now, but if any of those crime shows that were so popular these days had any shred of truth in them, then they would most likely remain until Heather was found. He wondered if the government would even consider looking in his house for her. To the best of his knowledge, no one knew his true feelings for Heather, so that alone should keep her safe, but still...she couldn't stay here forever even if he wanted her to. Sooner or later, she would leave, or people would come looking for him, and wonder where he had disappeared to.
 
 
The walk up to his bedroom gave him a chance to decided on a course of action. He needed information, and those men in the SUV would most likely have some for him. The question was, would it be worth the risk? That's always what it seemed to be in his life. Risk vs. reward. There was always that battle going. Should he continue the risk of going to school, or was the risk of not going even higher? It seemed each day that he got older, more and more risks were required of him each day. Much more than when he was younger, or when his mother was still alive.
 
 
Heather was still fast asleep as he entered the room He had no doubt she was tired after the ordeal she went through tonight. Hopefully, the next day would bring some much needed answers. She was so beautiful laying there on his bed. The curve of her hips rounded perfectly as she slept in the fetal position. She had grabbed one of his pillows while he had been out, and now hugged it tightly to her face and breasts, and even now her hair looked like golden thread spun perfectly and placed just right on her head. He wondered what she was dreaming right now. He was suppose to be there with her in her dreams...he had waited all night for this chance, and now it was passing away. First thanks to Chuck and his stupid party, and now this.
 
 
"It wouldn't hurt to visit just for a second." He said to himself, as he wrestled with what needed to be done and what he wanted to do. He could slip inside for a few minutes, make sure she was okay, and then slip back out and finish what needed to be done before the sun came up. He knew it would be hard to leave once he joined up with her, but he was finding it hard to concentrate without being with her. Just a few minutes he thought. whats it going to hurt? After all something could go wrong and who knows when I could get this chance again. 

 

Carefully, he climbed onto his bed, taking as much precaution as he could to be careful, not wanting to wake her. Slowly, he slid up to her until he was perfectly spooned next to her warm body. Her touch was like paradise. The sound of her soft breathing was like listening to a masterful orchestra, and her heart beat the rhythm of her soul. If there was a heaven, this had to be it. He couldn't imagine anything more wonderful than being curled up on his own bed with her. The thrill of it threatened to prevent him from relaxing, but relax he was going to have to do. He needed her tonight, and he was sure she needed him, at least he hoped she did. He closed his eyes and just listened to the symphony that her body sung to him. Her scent was intoxicating, and the perfect vehicle to help him make the transition. A pop sounded in the back of his head as he slipped from his corporeal form. There was no distance to travel, so he found himself at his destination almost at once.
 

A grassy field rolled all around him. The smell of summer was strong, as flowers seemed to be freshly growing everywhere he looked. Nearby, he could see her rolling around in the flowers laughing and just enjoying herself. She wore an almost see-through summer dress, pink with blue flower patterned on it. He almost didn't want to bother her, as she looked to be having to so much fun rolling in the grass, throwing flowers up into the air.
 

"Heather?" He called to her as he walked closer to her.
 

"Brian?" She paused sitting up and looked at him. "Brian!" She squealed and jumped up and ran to him jumping in his arms and began hugging him."I wondered where you were."
 

"I'm her now, Heather." He pulled her head back enough so he could look into her beautiful eyes, and admire here perfect face.
 

"I was having the worst nightmare a little while ago." Darkness started to fill the grassy field as black storm clouds began to roll over head. Brian looked up and willed them to pass. "My parents were being taken away by FBI, and you wouldn't let me help them..." Her tanned face began to frown as she looked at him, trying to remember what had happened not so long ago when she was awake.
 

"It was a dream, Heather. I wouldn't let anything happen to you or your family." The dark clouds began to thin. "It's my job to protect you and to watch over you." He smiled what he hoped was the most charming smile he could muster.
 

Her frown changed into a smile, and she laid her head on his chest. "You're right, I'm sorry for accusing you, it just seemed so real..."
 

He brushed the back of her silky blonde hair as to comfort her. "It was just a dream, Sweetheart." He really wished it had been. He didn't have a choice earlier. What could he do? Let her get arrested trying to save her parents? He might as well have just let her get caught originally, then at least her parents would be safe. None of that was suppose to matter in here. She wasn't suppose to be worrying about this in here. He needed to get hr to go on an adventure so she would relax and rest up for tomorrow.
 

"Heather, lets go to our castle. We haven't been there in awhile."
 

"Okay," she said, and smiled up at him. Her blue eyes twinkled.
 

Abruptly, the skyline changed and a large white castle rose up from the flowery field. Banners flew from every turret and every high place that anyone could reach. 
 

This is better. he thought. Something to get her mind off of things.
 

The two of them walked hand in hand as a pink carriage came rolling out of the distant gate, pulled along by white stallions. Since this was a dream, they moved incredibly fast, and covered the distance to them before they had taken more then a few steps in their direction. As the little closed carriage came to a stop next to the couple, Brian reached up and opened the door, revealing a cushy and pillowed interior, all colored in pink. Turning, he lifted her up and swirled her in a circle as she giggled until he put her down into the coach.
 

"You're going to hurt yourself one of these times," she said.
 

"I don't think so. You're a light s a feather," he laughed.
 

"Brian?"
 

"Yes, My Princess?"
 

"Who's that?"
 

Turning, Brian was surprised to see one of those government agents standing not far away, his hand against his ear, as he talked into his wrist. A dark cloud passed overhead again. blocking off most of the light, as a thick, almost solid fog began rising up from the ground, a stale sickly smell rose with it.
 

"He's not there, Sweet One. He's just an illusion." He coughed at the surprisingly foul odor that was now the fog.
 

"Look!" She cried, "there's more, and they're coming for me!"
 

Sure enough, there were now three of the men in black suits. They were all walking confidently, talking to not-so-hidden microphones as they came. Fog ran like tracers behind them, as their speed started to pick up. A scream spun Brian back around to find the coach had changed from bright pink to dark black. The coach door slammed shut in front of him and the window now had bars. Heather stared out at him through them and screamed. "Whats happening to me? Why cant I get out!"
 

The door was locked, now, and no matter how hard he pulled on it, he could not get it to open. A man in black looked down from the driver's seat on top of the coach and laughed a hollow, empty laugh. He cracked a wicked looking multi-forked whip at the train of horses, pulling the coach door out of Brians hand, and sending the coach charging toward the now black castle. 
 

"What the hell?" Brian wasn't sure what was going on here. He had seen some nightmares in the past that she had, but nothing like this.
 

"Brian! Help me!" She screamed from the speeding coach.
 

"I'm coming!" He yelled back at her, just as six arms grabbed him from behind. How they got him around his neck and his chest, as well as his legs, he had no idea. He tried to break away from these phantom agents only to find they were stronger than himself. 
 

"This isn't possible, you're just humans!" he realized the absurdity as he said it, when in fact they weren't human at all. He had to stop treating this as if it were real, and remember this was a dream. In dreams, the laws of physics did not apply. With a thought he passed through all six arms , having become as insubstantial as the mist that surrounded him now.
 

The three agents seemed unperturbed by his escape, and moved with him, reaching and grabbing in a vain attempt to grapple him.
 

"This is getting ridiculous." Brian waved his hand, and the mist that had just been slowly rising up and doing nothing more than hovering about the place came alive at his command. The fog rolled and shifted and struck out at the three agents, wrapping them in thick tendrils as strong as steel bonds. At least that's what Brian wanted it to be. Since this was a dream, anything he wanted should be his to create or command. The key was not to get wrapped up in this fantasy land and forget that it wasn't real. 
 

A scream reminded him of the apparent danger Heather was in. From the looks of it, she was almost to the castle entrance.
 

"Well, I hope you boys don't mind, but I have a damsel to rescue!" He nodded to the thrashing men in black, and willed himself to the inside of the coach.
 

"Brian, you're here!" Heather cried, and wrapped her arms around him, her lips coming into contact with his, surprisingly eager and hungry. He had thought this was to be a simple rescue, but now it just might be more. The speeding coach rose up into the air then dropped back down, send it's two occupants flying apart. 
 

"Brian, what is going on?"
 

He considered telling her the truth. After all, these were her dreams, and she should be able to take control of them far better than he, but he knew it would never work. He could never make her understand what was really going on. It would be better if he just played along and got her to, as well, that way she could change everything with a drop of a hat the moment her mood changed. Looking out of the locked coach, Brian could see that the front gate had been what caused the jolt. The black carriage was now entering the courtyard of what used to be Heather's princess castle. The place was a favorite of her's time and time again, so he was a little bit surprised to see how it was now decorated. In the place of bright banners now waved what appeared to be the dead bodies of her friends and family. Everywhere he looked they were duplicated in macabre positions throughout the high place of the castle. Agents seemed to be in the positions of all her old servants, and even now he could see several of them nailing another corpse of Chuck to the side of a tower. 
 

Admittedly, he did look good hanging there, but the last thing he needed was Heather thinking about him now. 
 

"Heather, I need you to trust me."
 

"I do trust you sir, Brian." Ah, he was knight in this dream. Well, he'd rather be another prince here to take her hand in marriage, but a knight could be fun, too.
 

"Hold on to me tightly, and close your eyes." He said to her.
 

"Why? Whatever for?"
 

"Trust me princess, no ham will come to you," She nodded and closed her eyes, grasping him tightly around his waist. He needed to do this quickly before she lost control of herself and thus took control of everything subconsciously again. It only took a moment and they were both standing outside the castle walls a good distance away from it.
 

"Open your eyes."
 

She did and looked around in wonderment. "How did you do that? " She smiled and brought her hands together in front of her face as she coyly looked at him.
 

"A magician never reveals his secrets, My Lady." He bowed deeply to her.
 

"My hero!" She embraced him, and once again pressed her lips against his. He could feel her breath against him, and the firmness of her body and breasts pressed tightly against his. He had always enjoyed these encounters in the past, and yet it somehow felt hollow this time around. He couldn't help but wonder what her real lips would taste like. What would the firmness of her breasts feel like as they pressed up against his chest? It was one thing to dream about it, but right now in the real world, the two of them laid in the same bed, pressed tightly together, and this fantasy was but a shadow of what could be right now, if he were to wake and wake her as well. .
 

He opened his eyes and pulled away from her kiss. The field and castle were no more, and neither were the pink dress with blue flowers. In their place was a black, red frilled garter belt and panties... topped with the same color bra, They were now standing in a honeymoon sweet with a large, red, heart-shaped bed. It could get real confusing in here at times when her mood was constantly changing.
 

"My Hero. I think it's time to give you your reward." She said as she stuck her finger in her mouth and then slowly pulled it out. "Why don't we get you out of those nasty clothes?" she said as she walked as sexy as he could ever imagine. He hadn't noticed that she was wearing six inch stilettos before, but it did look good to him 
 

You know, maybe this isn't the real thing, but it isn't half that bad. he thought
 

"Room service!" a loud knock at the door interrupted them
 

"Did you order anything?" He asked, expecting a yes.
 

She shook her head. “Tell them to go away."
 

"Not now!" He yelled at the door, "we're busy, come back later."
 

Heather giggled and bent down to unbuckle his belt. A loud crash caused them to both jump as an axe-head burst through the hotel door, producing a large hole. A man with slick backed hair and black sun glasses stuck his head in a moment after pulling the axe back. "I said ROOM SERVICE!" The agent screamed at them.
 

"Oh my God, they're coming for me!" Heather screamed as the agent took another chunk out of the door with the the axe he was using.
 

"I cannot believe this..." Brian shook his head
 

"We need to run, we need to get out of here!" She put her hands on her head and started jumping in a circle.
 

"Heather, relax," Brian stood up and walked over to the door. The agent stuck his head back in and growled at him barring his teeth. Brian leaned his face just out of reach of the growling agent and locked eyes with him for a split second. "Hit yourself with that axe."
 

The Agent paused, then pulled his head back into the hallway, a second later a meaty 'thunk' sound came from the hallway. 
 

Brian smiled to himself and turned back to calm Heather. Two, red, glowing eyes looked in from outside the room's window. They were there for only a second, staring at him, as if pondering him, and then they vanished. 
 

A sickly feeling filled his stomach as he locked eyes with whatever he thought he saw, then, like the eye's themselves, the feeling was gone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
 
The smell of her hair was the thing he thought he would remember the most when he came out of her dream. It wasn't surprising as his face has completely buried in it at the time. It had a strong cherry smell to it. Whatever shampoo she must use, it had to be pretty good as even after a day and a night, her hair still smelled clean and wonderful. Her body shifted away from him as he laid there and just enjoyed the smell of her. It was disappointing, really. He hadn't quite realized how good she felt against his body until she rolled away. Now his body actually began to ache as she stretched and then rolled onto her stomach.
 
 
He contemplated going back into her dreams for a little bit longer, after all, there was no telling what trouble or fun she could be getting herself in to, and he would be missing it all. Glancing out his window from where he lay, he could see that it was already lightening outside. He had stayed inside with her for longer then he meant to, but it really couldn't have been helped. She'd needed him, and without him, she would still be lost in those crazy nightmares she was having. Usually, she had nice dreams, rarely ever had she anything like it'd been that night. Well, then again, he couldn't remember anything quite like that before. when she did have nightmares they were disjointed and chaotic in nature. No one thing was able to keep itself prominent in her mind for any length of time. Brian could usually break up anything that would actually. On? those rare moments, stay for longer than normal.
 

He felt it was part of his job in watching over her. She needed it in this world, and since she wouldn't let him be in it except at long distance, he chose to protect her in that world, The world of her dreams. It was only a few months ago that she had caught swine flu. The dreams that sickness produced had been the worst. She had a high fever from what he had heard, and he could believe it, as her dreams were everything one would expect from fevered dreams. Clashing colors, continuous sounds that never went away. People and things morphing continuously, and situations completely replaying themselves over and over. He could remember one scene where he took it to be from a TV show she had watched earlier that week. The scene itself was innocuous in itself, that was until it kept playing itself over and over, faster and faster as if it were some sort of crazy carnival ride. It had taken him quite sometime to stop it from restarting. The effect of it was akin to some sort of crazy water torture. At least, it felt that way to him, as he too had to live through it.
 

Carefully, he pulled himself off the bed in an attempt to not wake her. Somehow one of the blankets had wrapped itself around his ankle and refused to let him go. He could sympathize with it, as in truth he didn't really want to go himself. Unfortunately, he had things he needed to do. Today, he was going to have to confront these real life agents. He wondered if this was really such a wise decision on his part. As far as he knew, he had kept his 'abilities' secret so far. No one knew about the things he could do, and as his aunt had said, it was best that way for everyone's sake. He wasn't quite sure why people would freak out about him, after all, he was just as normal as them, or...at least mostly normal. He wasn't some dead guy who walked around attacking people for their blood. After all he had been born just as normal as anyone else. He had a perfect childhood, minus the dad, but these days that was almost the norm. Most of the kids he knew in school, or at least heard about, were single parent families. It wasn't that big a deal these days. Of course, he would have liked to know about his dad, even if he was a jerk who deserted him and his mom before he ever got to know him.
 

His mother had said that was for the better, the fact that he had no memories of the man. He wondered if that was so, as he never really had a father figure to learn the normal things that boys his age would learn. Not that he missed any of that, but he couldn't help but wonder at times exactly what his life might have been like, had his father stayed around. Pausing next to the front window, Brian pulled back the curtain just enough so that he could see that the black SUV was still there. He really had hoped that they wouldn't be, that way there would be no risk of him exposing himself. He always felt it would be better to keep to himself, as he didn't want to freak people out, or become the freak himself. 
 

Some time after puberty the change began. At first they thought he had a tape worm, as he was always hungry. But as weeks passed by, he became more and more sickly. Auntie had wanted his mom to take him to see a doctor, but she had refused. As if she knew there was something different about him. Those days were hard, from what he could remember. He too had fevered dreams then. To this day he believed because of those dreams, he had unlocked his ability to invade people's dreams. His mom was the first to discover this unsettling power, as he tried to take refuge in her mind during this time. In fact, it was she who realized that the predominant feature that seemed to accompany him to her dreams, was blood. It's wasn't that long after that she came home with plastic bag filled with the stuff. He never did find out how or where she got it from, but one thing that was sure. The moment she fed him some, the fever passed, and he began to make a full recovery.
 

It was then that he was made aware of his condition. The condition that put him in self imposed exile. Had all he ever needed was just to be given blood intravenously, then it wouldn't have been so bad. But instead he had to ingest it. It never had the same effect unless he ate the stuff. When he first had been forced to drink it, and a few days afterward he had gotten better, he found he couldn't continue to do it. But the thirst changed all that. With the thirst, he had no choice. Sickness and madness was all that awaited him without it, and he wouldn't be surprised if death also waited down that dark highway. 
 

The refrigerator held a good supply of the the stuff at the moment. He could feel the hunger gnawing away at the back of his mind as he passed by it, and considered whether he would need a shot of it. Most likely not, as he was really only in a snacking kind of mood at the moment. Besides, he knew why he even considered drinking some at the moment. It was an attempt to delay the inevitable.
 

He had hoped that the agent would have gone by now, but he knew that was never going to happen. Not if they really worked for the government. They would stay there until she returned, or something else changed. Today, that change was him. It really shouldn't be that much of risk. Granted, going out and confronting government agents had a world of risk involve, but because he could just make them forget they even saw him, that should remove any kind of true danger to his secrets. Assuming no one saw what was going on. He couldn't see having to put suggestions into the entire neighborhood watch. That just wouldn't do. No, he had to be sneaky about it, and he was hoping he was up to the task, of course, at least some cover of darkness would help in this situation, and because of his dream walking with Heather, most of that darkness had seemed to pass, and daylight was fast approaching. Not that he had anything to fear from the sun. Admittedly, he had trouble working his own special mojo in day light, but it wasn't impossible. No, his only worry was being seen by the neighbors. That was his only concern.
 

He decide to leave the house by the back door. He had learned long ago not to make mistakes by taking dumb chances. What if there were other agents in the area, and they saw where he had come out of. That could endanger Heather, especially if they were to call in her possible location. Even if they didn't suspect her being there, they would definitely come for him if they saw where he came out of, which meant, just for safety purposes he was going to have to leave and sneak back in after this, just to be safe. 
 

He decided to come around from the back of the SUV, rather than allowing them the opportunity of observing him as he went up to them. He knew he could just make them forget that, too, but why take chances? You never know what could go wrong, and even if nothing ever did, it was better to be safe than take unnecessary chances. Listen to him. Talking about taking stupid chances. After all, what was he doing now? For a girl who more then likely wouldn't even talk to him in the morning, he was willing to risk exposing his greatest secret. If that wasn't taken foolish chances then he didn't know what was.
 

In the end, though, he didn't see what other choice he had. He had brought himself into this by telling her to come to his house in an attempt to be part of her world, and now he was tasked with protecting her. After all, she hadn't done anything wrong. It was stupid Chuck and his friends that got her into it. They were the ones who should pay, not her. The agent in the driver's side noticed him first in his car door mirror. He watched Brian walk up alongside their vehicles, Brian could see he was talking to the other agent as he approached, most likely notifying him.
 

He paused beside their door and knocked on their window as the two of them exchanged glances.
 

"Can I help you?" The man said, as the window was going down.
 

"I think that's my question?" Brian answered with a smile.
 

The other agent opened his door and began to exit the SUV. I'm going to need to hurry this, I don't want to try to have to suggest both of them.
 

Brian lowered his face so he could clearly look into the agents dark glasses, the memory of the other agent in Heathers dream came unbidden to him as he did so. He had to stifle a chuckle as he remembered what he had made the last agent do to himself. 
 

"Tell your buddy he needs to get back into the car." Brian said with a smile, just as the second agent rounded the back end of the SUV.
 

"Son? Can I help you?" The agent in the SUV asked again.
 

What the? Brian thought. He couldn't understand what just happened. he was sure he had just planted a suggestion into this man head, but instead of complying, he had just acted as if nothing had happened.
 

"I said, Tell your friend to back off." Brian concentrated harder the moment he thought the agent was looking at him. He couldn't remember ever having to concentrate to use his power of suggestion before, but he really didn't know what else to do.
 

The agent frowned and then started to open his door as well. Great, this is not working as I planned. I need to improvise.
 

"Look, buddy, I don't know what you're creeping around for in my neighborhood, but I already called the cops, and they will be here soon. So you better clear out of here now."
 

The second agent took up a position behind him several feet away, interlacing his hands at his waste, and stood with his feet spread apart.
 

The first agent who Brian was speaking to pulled out a black wallet and flashed an ID card that had his picture and the words CIA in big bold letters across it.
 

"Son, we are the police."
 

That was a laugh. Since when did the CIA become part of the police enforcement? As far as Brian had ever heard, they were nothing but spies.
 

"Oh... Well, what are you doing hanging around here?"
 

Both agents looked at each other for a second, then the first who was now standing in front of Brian took up the same pose his partner had, except this one was a bit more relaxed as he leaned back on his heels as he answered.
 

"Government business, Son. But if you want to help, do you know a Heather Jones?" the man asked, as he now leaned forward as if to look better into Brian's face.
 

"No, I don't know her. Why, what do you want with her?" 
 

This wasn't getting anywhere, and Brian was quickly losing control of the situation. He still had a chance to get out of this without taking to much damage to his secret, but that still left the problem that he was getting no information,and why these guys seemed to be immune to his suggestion.
 

"I thought you didn't know her?" The agent leaned forward leaving the back of his heels and moving to the balls of his feet.
 

"I don't, I was just curious, is all."
 

"Well, the police seem to be remiss in their duties. How long ago did you call them?" The agent smiled.
 

Alright, this needed to end, the question was, how? Should he try to take these two out, and risk the firestorm that would create, or should he just back out of the situation? He knew what his aunt and mother would say. He still had all his options, that in itself dictated his choice.
 

"Well, actually, I...meant to call them. I was only bluffing because I really didn't know who you guys were." Brian began to walk to the side in an attempt to get away from the two.
 

"Really?" The agent began to turn and walk with Brian " Exactly what is your name, in fact, do you have any identification?"
 

"No, actually I don't, and I really need to be going."
 

Brian turned to head down the street, he really just needed to get away from this, as his whole plan hinged on him being able to put a suggestion into their heads. That wasn't possible now, and he wasn't sure why. Perhaps the sunglasses somehow prevented him from doing it. Maybe he wasn't actually looking into the mans eyes? Either way, this was turning out to be a real bad idea.
 

"Wait a minute, Son." The agent grabbed his arm and spun him around. "I think we have some more questions for you. Charlie check him for ID."
 

The second agent's feet could be heard coming up behind Brian. Nope, this is not working out at all. Brian smashed his open palm into the first agent's chest, sending him flying backward, he could feel the cracking of the man's upper ribs as he did so. Before the second agent could react, Brian brought his elbow crashing into the man's face, breaking his nose as he did so, and knocking the man to the ground completely senseless. Well, at least that went a bit better. Not immune to violence, apparently. 
 

He had been willing just to get away, but these two had pushed him a bit to far. The first agent thrashed on the ground in obvious pain, and Brian watched as he tried to reach into his now open coat and begin to pull what he was sure was a gun from inside it.
 

"None of that." Brian said, as he took the now exposed gun from the agents fumbling hand. Well, now what? he thought. This night had been among the best he could remember, and the morning was slowly becoming the worst. He had to get the two of them off the street, and the SUV was the best place to put them for the moment. Grabbing the second agent, Brian picked him up, and put him over his shoulder. The first one began to stand up, grasping at his chest. Blood was now starting to froth out of his mouth, as he turned and began to stumble away from the scene. 
 

"Not today pal," Brian threw the mans' gun at the retreating agent, cracking him hard against his head and sent the man sprawling to the ground, where he lay face down and unmoving. 
 

It took only a few minutes for Brian to collect the two and throw them in the back of the SUV, where he to climbed in and shut the doors, just as a garage door across the street began to open. A quick search of the vehicle revealed nothing. It was as if no one had ever used the SUV before as nothing was in the glove compartment, or even on the floor. It was spotless.
 

Another search of the two men revealed their ID cards, a little bit of money on both, as well as keys. The second agent seemed to be dead. The blow to his head had been a little to hard. Brian had avoided fights most of his life, and to be honest he didn't know his own strength.
 

The first agent began to move again as Brian tried to think of what he was going to do now.
 

"Who are you people?" Brian flipped the agent over so he could face him. The man coughed pink spittle. "Talk to me, damn you, what's so important about Heather?"
 

"You picked the wrong fight, boy."
 

"I think you better take a look around and get a clue."
 

The agent laughed and spit as he did so. Brian hated it when people laughed at him. They were always so smug about it, and he had to always put up with it, never being able to show them how much more special he was than them. Not today. Today, he wasn't going to put up with it. He hit the agent solidly in the face, in an attempt to wipe the man's smile off. A loud crack erupted from the agent's neck as his head twisted in response to the blow, and brought a sick feeling to Brian's gut, as he realized he had just killed his only source of information. 
 

"Damn it. Now how am I? going to get any answers?" He sat back and studied the two dead men. His entire plan had failed. Two men now lay dead by his hands, and he had not a clue what was going on. Plus, he had to get rid of the bodies and the SUV. 
 

Could this get any worse? Idly, he licked the first agents blood from his knuckles, and considered where he was going to drop the bodies off at.
 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
 
The sounds of all the various birds hanging around outside filled the house with all their songs. Personally, Brian never liked them very much. Not only were they loud and bothersome, but they were too damn happy sounding in his opinion. Where were all the birds that were depressed? Surely not every bird in the whole world was that damn happy. He wondered what kind of sounds they would be making if the shadow of a hawk, or even a falcon, flew overhead. Would they still sound all chirpy? Too bad he couldn't shape change, like some of those vampires he'd seen in those old movies he used to watch as a kid. Then he could turn into a big hawk and fly around his house for a little bit. I bet they would all stop singing at the top of their voices then.
 
 
He shut the kitchen cabinet that he had just filled with possible breakfast foods his guest might want when she woke up. He began to wonder if she was ever going to wake up today. Perhaps he had put her into a coma and he needed to wake her up? After all, he hadn't ever actually told someone to sleep before. Do I have to tell them to wake up? He wasn't sure exactly what he was supposed to do, so he just headed up to see if perhaps she needed a little help in rousing herself. The sight of her laying there was enough to make him forget the reasons he had come up to begin with. There was something angelic about her, the way her hair reflected the sunlight as it streamed in from his room's window. It made her hair look like transparent gold, as it lay there draped partially over her face. It really was a shame that he had to wake her. Not only did she look so good sleeping, but he was sure she was most likely dreaming, and of course he was missing it.
 
 
Yet, it was a new day. There were things that needed to be done. They had to come up with a plan. She couldn't hide in his house forever, no matter how tempting the idea was. Sooner or later, whoever those agents worked for were going to come looking for him. He had driven the SUV outside of town and hidden it out in the woods, but he was sure they would find it eventually, probably in not very long at all, and then they would come looking for who had killed their people. 
 
 
The good news was that he doubted they would think it was Heather. That would mean someone else in the area was a bigger liability then her, or at least he hoped they would. There was no way they would think that a teenage boy could of taken their CIA agents out, assuming they actually were CIA. What did he know? He had no idea what was going to happen. The shit was going to hit the fan. That was all he knew for sure. Agents or criminals, did it matter? Someone was going to be pissed, and he was smack dab in the middle of it. Him and Heather both.
 
 
Well, what ever happened, at least he was with her. He couldn't ask for more than that. Now, however he needed her up, and then a plan.
 
 
"Heather." He shook her and she moved, actually, she stretched.
 
 
"Heather, are you awake?" Her eyes snapped open, and her entire body tensed. A moment later she sat straight up and looked around the room, confused. 
 
 
"Where...Where am I?" She asked
 
 
"It's okay. You're safe for now."
 
 
"Brian?" She looked up at him, her face clouding as if she were trying to remember sometime.
 
 
"Are you hungry, Heather? I have some food downstairs, if you would like to eat."
 
 
It was as if a light went on in her head at that moment. The confused look disappeared, and worry took its place.
 
 
"Mama? Mama!" She shouted then, jumped off the bed so quickly that it startled Brian into inactivity. The teenage girl ran down the stairs and looked like she was heading for the front door.
 
 
"Heather, no! Don't go out there!"
 
 
But it was already too late, as he heard the front door slam open and Heather's voice calling out for her parents, likely running across the street toward her house. Brian walked to his window and looked out as she reached her front porch. A few seconds later, she was inside her house, he assumed looking for her parents. Now what? What was he supposed to do now? If anyone was watching, they now knew she was here. Brian looked up and down the street from his window. He didn't see anyone heading for the girl's house. Of course, they could already be in there waiting for her. In fact, she could already be in their custody, and any second now a fleet of black SUVs could come screaming up the street to take her away and anyone else stupid enough to be involved with her. Well, if that was the case, then he really didn't have any real choices. He had better hurry over there and get ready for his ride.
 
 
The first thing he heard when he entered the house was Heather crying. He found her in what he assumed was her parents' bedroom. She was sitting there on the edge of the bed, oddly enough holding a red bath robe and crying into it. 
 
 
"Heather?" He asked, hoping he wasn't intruding.
 
 
"They didn't even give them time to put it on." She sobbed at him
 
 
"The robe?" he asked.
 
 
"Why did they take them away Brian?”
 
 
What was he supposed to say to her? He had no idea what was going on. He didn't have anyone to ask for help. All he had was his aunt, and he only saw her these day's when she would drop off his shipment. What was that once, maybe twice a week? Sometimes it would be once a month if the supply was big enough. Then he wouldn't see her for so long, he wondered if she would show up when he was out again, or what he was going to do if she didn't show up.
 
 
"Heather, we need to go. They could come back at any moment, and we can't be here if they do."
 
 
"Why? What did I do? I didn't do anything wrong."
 
 
This wasn't getting anywhere, and they really couldn't stay here any longer.
 
 
"Heather, look at me." He walked over and grabbed her chin, turning her face in his direction. Looking into her eyes, he said again. "Heather, we need to go. Come with me."
 
 
The distraught teen smacked his hand away from her and stood up. "I'm not going anywhere until I find out what happened to my family."
 
 
Great he thought. Strike two. I'm not batting a thousand today.
 
 
"Heather, these are bad men, we can't stay here. Hell, I'm not sure we can stay at my house, but it's better than right here where they're expecting to find you."
 
 
"You go if you want, but I'm not going anywhere." She walked over to the phone on the table next to the bed, and picked up the receiver.
 
 
"Heather."
 
 
She dialed three quick numbers
 
 
"Heather, who are you calling?"
 
 
He heard the clear voice of a woman come over the phone. "911, please state the nature of you emergency."
 
 
"I need to speak with the sheriff." Heather answered.
 
 
"Heather, don't..." he walked over to her.
 
 
"Stay away from me!" She choked, and tried to push him away with one arm.
 
 
"Ma'am, are you in danger?" He heard the woman's voice over the phone.
 
 
He couldn't believe this was happening. After all the trouble he went through for her, all the things that he'd done just to protect her, it was all about to unwind right before him, and he was helpless to do anything about it.
 
 
"Heather, you're not thinking clearly. We need to talk."
 
 
"Talk about what?" she asked as tears ran down from her eyes, as she looked up at him
 
 
"Ma'am, are you in trouble, do you need assistance?" The voice squawked.
 
 
"Those people could have been the police, and if they are, they were looking for you."
 
 
"Why? Why would the police of taken my Mama?" She sobbed again.
 
 
"Ma'am, what is the address you're calling from?"
 
 
Brian reached over and hung the phone up with his finger, as the woman continued to talk on the other side of it.
 
 
"I think it had something to do with the house you and Chuck were at last night."
 
 
"What?" Confusion filled her face again.
 
 
"I think Chuck stumbled into something when he went down stars last night."
 
 
"I didn't see anything."
 
 
Brian softly took her arm with one hand, and took the receiver out of her hand with the other.
 
 
"Heather, we have to go. As in now."
 
 
"But, my parents.." she started, shaking her head.
 
 
"Heather, they most likely have traced that call, and know exactly where you called from. That means the police will be here any moment, and we really shouldn't be here when they get here."
 
 
"Brian, I'm not going anywhere until I find out what happened to my parents. Now, you can go if you want to, but I'm calling the police."
 
 
"No, Heather, you can't, you've got to trust me."
 
 
"Trust you, Brian?" She started to shout, "I don't even know you!" she pulled her arm out of his hand and backed away from him.
 
 
"That's not true. We've been going to school together for years."
 
 
"So? I don't know you. I've never even talked to you before now." She pulled farther away from him, her face turning to disgust. "Who do you think you are, coming into my house and telling me what to do?"
 
 
"Heather..."
 
 
"No! Get out of my house...Now!"
 
 
Brian stopped walking toward, her and just looked at her. She looked at him like he was some kind of monster. Didn't she understand what she meant to him? What he did for her? What he would do for her? He could hear sirens in the distance, and from the way they were getting louder, it was obvious they were coming this way.
 
 
"Heather, don't...!"
 
 
She turned, and ran for the front door. "Help me!" She yelled as she ran outside. Tires screeched, as police cars came to a stop out in front of the house. He could hear Heather shouting, and the sounds of men's voices joining hers. It was only a matter of seconds before they would come into the house in search of him. Yet, a part of him didn't care. He wasn't sure how he expected her to react, but this wasn't it. So he stood there, playing over the last few minutes in his head, trying to see what exactly he had done wrong, and no matter how he looked at it, no matter which side he looked at it from, he still couldn't see it. 
 
 
Shaking his head, Brian walked to the bedroom closet. He could hear the police enter the house from the front door as he opened the closet walked into it and shut the door behind him.
 
 
Well, he was certainly going to have to handle this differently the next time he talked to her, he thought. It was a good thing he had been right about the closet, it was so dark in it, he couldn't see a thing in here, but then, that was the point, wasn't it? The sound of someone in the bedroom came through the closed door. He clearly heard what he assumed was an officer say the word clear. First, he needed to eat and rest up just a bit. Not sleep, since he really didn't sleep anymore. It was like food. He could eat it, and it would keep him alive, but he would start to get weaker and after awhile regardless, his abilities would stop functioning. He wasn't sure how long that would go, or what would happen after that, as he really didn't like going without his special powers.
 
 
The closet door flew open A police officer pointed his gun into the closet, while he shined a bright flash light with his other hand into at the same time. Brian could see the stress and tension on the mans face as he shined the light into Brians face.
 
 
"Clear!" The officer shouted, and then moved out of the bedroom, followed by the other officer Brian couldn't see. He could smell, but not see. Their heightened tension had their hearts pumping like jack hammers in their chest, and their bodies gave off the smell of the one thing he needed at the moment. Still, he was just going to have to wait and get it once he could get back to his house. He had to admit, the thought had crossed his mind of just jumping out of the little closet and sinking his teeth into the startled police officer, and make it look like it was something out of a movie. That would really have given them something to talk about back at headquarters. 
 
 
Yeah, that would have been cool, except that he had no idea what would have happened if they shot him. As far as he knew, he could still be killed with a gun. After all, he had injured himself in the past and he had bled. He also healed, but not like how all those stories always talked about. No, he healed normally, just like everyone else, that was, until he ate. Once he consumed blood, everything changed. Since he didn't eat every day, in an attempt to ration what he had, it was two days until he had eaten the last time he'd injured himself, but once he had, the cut had not only healed, but literally sealed itself shut, leaving not even a scar, when the wound was clearly deep enough to leave one.
 
 
The sound of Heather's voice announced her presence in the house. She was accompanied by several officers by the sound of it.
 
 
"I'm telling you, he was here."
 
 
"Well, he's not now. We're checking his house to see if he's over there. Do you wish to file a complaint against him?"
 
 
"Yes, I mean no, I mean...I don't know."
 
 
"Was he attempting to assault you, Ma'am?"
 
 
"What...Brian? No, he was just..."
 
 
"If he wasn't trying to hurt you, why did you call the police for help?"
 
 
"I didn't. I was calling about my parents."
 
 
"And where are they?"
 
 
"I don't know, that's why I was calling."
 
 
Brian heard the sound of a police radio going off, and a few seconds later the officer that had been questioning Heather spoke again.
 
 
"Ma'am. were going to need you to come to the police station with us."
 
 
An officer walked into the bedroom and looked around. Brian watched as he picked up a few things and looked at them, before putting them back down.
 
 
"What? No, I need to find my parents." He heard her say.
 
 
"I know...Heather, is it?"
 
 
Brian didn't hear her respond so assumed she must have nodded her head in response.
 
 
"We need to clear this up, Miss, and I'm sure we can help you out back at the station." Another screech of the radio announced anther call to the officer.
 
 
"Just a second, Miss, I need to answer this." He heard him say. He could hear the radio dim , presumably as the man walked outside. The officer in the bedroom began opening dresser drawers and rummaging about in them.
 
 
"Alright, Heather, we're taking you downtown to answer some questions," The other officer said, a few moment later, clearly returned.
 
 
"Why? Am I under arrest?"
 
 
"No, Ma'am, we just need you to come with us."
 
 
He heard Heather begin to struggle as the her rescuer must have begun to force her to come with him.
 
 
"Stop it, you're hurting me! I haven't done anything!"
 
 
Here it was again. A choice. Not just any choice, but a choice that once again involved her. A choice that went against everything his family taught him about keeping himself secret. He should just stay here in the shadows until everyone was gone. He could listen to the love of his life be physically restrained and dragged out of her house by force, and decide what to do from there...or he could make the wrong choice and rescue the damsel in distress. 
 
 
He heard Heather scream in pain as the sound of hand cuffs closing came from the hallway. The officer in the bedroom was now on his knees looking under Heather's parents' bed. 
 
 
Really, Brian thought. Am I ever going to get a choice again?

 
 
 

Chapter 6
 
 
He really hated moving quickly. It somehow used up his core strength whenever he did. Some of his abilities didn't seem to tax him at all. Others, like moving so fast that he could knock out three police officers before they realized he was right on top of them, did. In fact, that was one of the worst, for some reason. Couple that with the fact that it was broad daylight outside, and that all added up to one thirsty young vampire. The one thing he had going for him was that he was still indoors. Granted, the front door was wide open, and sun was streaming into the hallway where he was standing with two of the unconscious officers, but for part of the run, he had been sheltered by the house.
 
 
"What...Where did you come from?" Heather looked up from her knees, her hands looked painfully locked in handcuffs behind her back.
 
 
"Happy to see me?" Brian asked with a smile.
 
 
"No...yes, I don't know."
 
 
"Well, if you like, I can just leave you here and let officer friendly drag you downtown kicking and screaming when he wakes up."
 
 
She looked down at the unconscious men, her eyes widening slightly. How she had failed to notice the two men sprawled there on the floor was beyond him. Based on the look on her face, though, she had.
 
 
"Brian, what did you do?"
 
 
"I'm....saving you? Cant you see?" He smiled and pointed down at the two men posing as he did so.
 
 
"Why?" She sputtered.
 
 
"Well, let's see, you were screaming for help and telling him to let go of you." She just stared at him, and from her look she was having a hard time digesting it. "Look, we need to go. I mean really need to go. They're not going to sleep there all day, and I think that some of their friends outside may object to them suddenly taking a nap right now. So, what say we take ourselves elsewhere?"
 
 
"Where are we going to go?" She asked, as she stood herself up without the use of her hands. He was actually impressed with her maneuver. Yet, she was right, he hadn't thought it out that far yet, and he was getting hungry. He needed to get into his house and eat, but right now that seemed to be a problem. Plus, in a normal situation like this, he would have just went home and hid. With all the cops crawling about, he doubted they would let him just stroll across the street, grab his supplies, and just mosey on his way. No, this was going to take some thought.
 
 
"I'm not sure, Heather, just not here. Now, are you coming, or would you like to stay here and explain all this?" He pointed at the officers again.
 
 
"No." She said sheepishly, "I don't understand whats going on. They're...supposed to be the good guys." She nodded down at the men.
 
 
"Apparently they missed the memo on that one." Brian said, as he started rummaging through the men's pockets.
 
 
"What are you doing? I thought we were leaving?" 
 
 
"Do you really want to go looking like that?" He nodded towards the handcuffs. "There should be a key here on one of them, but damn if I can find it."
 
 
"Brian..."
 
 
"They always have one on them, at least in all the shows I've seen." He continued to frisk them
 
 
"Brian!"
 
 
"What?"
 
 
"Freeze!" A mans voice shouted at him from the doorway. Brian turned and to see that a lone officer stood in the doorway, his revolver drawn and held in both of his hands pointing right at him.
 
 
"This isn't what you...think?" Brian stood up slowly with his hands held up just a little past his shoulders.
 
 
"I said freeze!"
 
 
"Okay, Okay, I'm freezing, but this has been a terrible mistake."
 
 
"Walk over here!” The officer yelled, “Away from the others." Brian moved toward the man, until he was several feet away from Heather and the two unconscious officers.
 
 
"Now, on the ground, and keep your hands where I can see them. Now!"
 
 
Brian hesitated for a second before the officer began to order him again. What he did for love? How old was that song? Right now it was playing in his head, and no matter what he did, he couldn't shake it. Lets see, how did that go? The things we do for love...The things we do for love.

 
 
The smell of the carpet said that it hadn't been cleaned in awhile, which was surprising, as he had been sure that Heather's mom was one of those women who were really into cleaning, but the smell of it, with his face down in, clearly said her carpet wasn't on her list of priorities. Maybe he should have rushed the man. It might have worked. He may just have made it to him before the officer could pull the trigger. The problem was that he had been standing in the doorway, and that was literally flooded with sun light. It would have taken a lot out of him, and he was already feeling his strength at an all-time low. No, he was sure he was doing the right thing.
 
 
The officer put his knee in the small of his back, and he could hear the sound of opening handcuffs.
 
 
"Put your right arm behind your back." the man ordered. When he didn't immediately comply, the officer grabbed his arm violently, and pulled all the way back, pinning it in what he supposed would be painful for most. The things we do for love.. He wondered if that song would haunt him for the rest of the day. Just as the handcuffs locked onto his wrist, and he felt both of the man's hands, Brian spun on the ground so he was facing the officer that was on top of him. Grabbing the man by the throat, he squeezed, and heard a satisfactory gurgle as the man choked and tried to gasp for breath. The thought of squeezing just a little bit harder did play around in his mind for a brief second, but no. He hadn't killed any of these police yet, so why start with this one. Besides, he was sure Heather was watching everything, and the last thing he needed right now was for her to think he was some kind of monster.
 
 
The man's body left an imprint in the sheet rock where Brian had flung him. He expected the man to get back up after that, but surprisingly, the officer remained where he had fallen. The other police, on the other hand, were now starting to move and rouse themselves. This was not how it went in the movies. They should have been out for hours, but of course this was the real world, and he just hadn't hit them hard enough. 
 
 
"Brian, how did you do that?" She was staring at what he thought was the officer he threw, or it could have been the imprint in the wall. Either one, he didn't have time to explain right now. 
 
 
"Turn around, Heather." He grabbed the handcuffs and snapped the chain that that held the two cuffs together. "That should work for now. Where's your back door?"
 
 
She pointed. "This way. How did you...?"
 
 
"Vitamins." He answered. "Are we going?"
 
 
She nodded, and took off running. When they came to the door he stopped her before she opened it.
 
 
"Let me look first." Cracking the door open, Brian peered around at the backyard. He was surprised there was no one guarding it. He supposed he had either already gotten all of them, or maybe they had went to the front after securing the house. Either way, he wasn't going to complain about his good fortune right now.
 
 
"It looks clear. Let me go first." She didn't respond, so he guessed she understood. Stepping out into the back, it appeared he had been right. No one told him to freeze, or even asked him who he was. He waved for her to follow him, and as she did, he headed for the back fence. It only took him a moment or two to help her over it, and then scale it himself. Now, all he had to do, was get to his intended destination. The idea had started forming as he had broken her handcuffs. It had occurred to him that if the agents had taken Heather's family away for questioning, then wouldn't it be so with...say, Chuck's family, as well? If his hunch was right, then they had a ready made hideout just waiting for them to happily break and enter it.
 
 
-----
 
 
It took them longer than normal to reach Chuck's home, what with taking all the back roads and alleyways. Sirens had been in abundance ever since they began their little adventure, and he was sure it was all because of them. The entire police force was up in arms and looking for them, he was sure. Not that it really mattered. Life had been getting a little too boring these last few years. The only thing he could find to take the edge off his boredom were his little flings with Heather each night. That really was all he had. To be honest, it wasn't enough any more. Sure, he loved her and he needed to be with her, but he was finding himself constantly looking out over the town each night, contemplating if he should go out there. The idea of maybe hunting sent shivers of excitement through him even now, as he thought about it. Not that he would have actually hunted anyone, just the prospect of doing what just might be natural for him to do. The call of the wild was there, and it was getting stronger each night. It wasn't strong enough to overrule the caution his mother and aunt had taught him, but it was growing, and he was sure given enough time, it would.
 
 
But now, the thrill of the hunt was with him anyway. Well...sort of. He was out, and even if he wasn't the one doing the hunting, he was involved in the hunt. That counted for something. The unknown, the uncertainty. It was enough to make him feel alive. Really alive. He liked it, so much that he wasn't sure he could go back to his old life, not that it would ever be possible after knocking out half the town's police force.
 
 
"There." He pointed. "That house is where we're going to hide."
 
 
"Chuck's house?" 
 
 
He nodded.
 
 
"Why Chuck's?"
 
 
"Because I'm betting they took his family as well?"
 
 
"Why would they..." recognition flared in her eyes. "This is about the old Warren's place last night?"
 
 
"I believe so. After all, the agents did come up out of the basement right after Chuck went down there."
 
 
She stared at him for a second. "How do you know that?"
 
 
Well...that was a mistake. He was going to have to be more careful about his secret. He had forgotten that she didn't know the whole story, or at least what approximated as the whole story, since he had no idea what was going on, either.
 
 
"This is about breaking and entering? That's all?" She stood up from their hiding place behind a hedge of bushes across from Chuck's home. "Well, this is crazy then, I'm going to go right down town and fix this right now.”
 
 
The sound of a pickup or something similar turned on somewhere across the street from them. A black SUV gunned it's engine, and rode up the street towards them, slamming its breaks to a screeching halt when it got to where they were. Two agents dressed in black jumped out of the SUV, and rushed to grab Heather. To her credit, she turned right before they reached her, and tried to kick one in the shins, yelling 'No!' as they grabbed her. The crazy part of this whole scenario wasn't the fact that they were lifting the kicking screaming girl up off the ground and trying to take her to their vehicle. No, the strangest part for Brian, was that he swore he had just killed these exact same men the night before. Now, he understood that the way they dressed made their appearances predisposed to looking just like each other, but these two really looked like the two he meet last night.
 
 
Here we go again. Brian leaped over the hedge, using his right hand to balance him on it as he did so. He felt his hand sink into it somewhat from his weight, but he was moving too fast for it to have enough time to off balance him and send him sinking into the bush. The first Agent went down like a rock from the rabbit punch he gave him in the back of the head. His collapsing dropped Heather's legs as he did so, and allowed her to get her feet back on the ground. The second one typically went for the gun in his shoulder holster, getting it all the way out just as Brian knocked the wind out of him, by rabbit punching him in the gut and taking the gun from his flailing hand as he did so. The agent bent down, grabbing his gut, and sucking in air in great gasps. Glancing around quickly to see if there were any witnesses about watching this spectacle, and finding none, Brian quickly cracked the still conscious agent over the back of the head with his own gun, causing him to fall flat on his face on the ground.
 
 
"How do you move so fast?" Heather gasped, as she looked from one agent to the next.
 
 
"Clean living?" He shrugged and smiled. "Oh and I watch the carbs, as well."
 
 
"Here, help me get them in their car."
 
 
"Why? I thought we were going to Chuck's?"
 
 
"Well, we can't go there now, after this, they're going to know we took their agents out, won't they? And besides, I thought you were going to go downtown and turn yourself in now?" He directed a goofy smile at her.
 
 
"Brian, I'm all confused. I don't know what I need to do." She sobbed, and started crying again. He had thought they were past that point already, since they had had a chance to bond in the adventure. Yet here she was, starting all over again. Well, he couldn't wait, things needed to move faster. Tossing both the men into the SUV, he climbed into the driver's seat. "You coming?" He shut his door, "Hurry up, this bus is leaving." Yet, he smiled at her to lessen the strength of his words.
 
 
She did pause in her crying as she looked at him. He almost wondered if she would go and turn herself in after all. He really didn't want to see her do that. He was enjoying these moments with her, even if they had all the law in the town searching for them, and apparently the CIA as well.
 
 
"Come on, Heather. These aren't the good guys. Do you really think they're going to play fair or by the book?" He patted the side of the door with his arm hanging outside. "It's now or never." He hoped he sounded confident. He really did. Because he wasn't. Not even in the least bit. Sure, he was excited and happy, but that didn't mean confident. What he had was a plan forming in his mind, and right now he needed her to complete that plan.
 
 
"Well?"
 
 
She nodded, then ran to the other side of the SUV and opened the door and climbed in. "Where are we going?"
 
 
"You keep asking that. Did you know that?" He hit the gas hard. Smoke rose from the SUV's tires as it tried to send itself flying down the street, quickly picking up speed and then screeching as it sharply took a right turn. Brian felt a little like Bonnie and Clyde.
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
 
The brown station wagon was the first car that Brian had seen since the two of them had reached the small highway several minutes before. He had no intention of allowing this one to pass by, even if he would have rather been found dead than riding in the old thing. He wasn't sure how many cars would be passing down this road, especially since the sun was now starting to set, so he had to take every opportunity that presented itself. Just to make sure that this one didn't pass them by, Brian went out into the street, waving them down. If they were going to ignore him, then they would have to go completely around him. The last thing he wanted to do was leave Heather out here on this deserted stretch of the highway by herself.
 
 
Luckily, the car slowed and came to a stop. A middle aged man with glasses and a strong smell of onions on his breath rolled down his window as Brian walked over to the car's driver side.
 
 
"What's the problem?" The man asked.
 
 
Brian bent down and looked in the man's eyes, as he did so the man visibly flinched.
 
 
"No problem, you're just going to give us a ride." Brian smiled and waited for the man to reply.
 
 
"That's right, I'm just going to give you a ride." The man repeated and nodded his head. 
 
 
"Oh, and one more thing, you're not going to remember us or this conversation after you drop us off. You got that?" The man nodded and smiled stupidly. It almost looked as if he was happy to obey Brian. Now, the real question was, would it actually work? He knew it did in all the movies and shows he had watched lately about vampires, but he himself had actually never really tried this little stunt himself. If it did work, then this little stunt would create all new possibilities for the two of them. That little thought actually cheered him up some. A wave of weakness flashed over him, and Brian had to grab the edge of the car door before he collapsed. It only lasted a second, but it reminded him that he was getting weaker each time he did one of his little tricks. He needed to eat, and it had to be soon. 
 
 
"Heather." He called over to her. The blond came running over to the car, and ran around to his side of it.
 
 
"This nice man has offered to give us a ride."
 
 
"Really?" She smiled. He'd forgotten just how beautiful she looked when she smiled. After all, it had been awhile since he saw her do it. Certainly not since she came to his home, and never for him. It was always for someone else. Granted, he never ran with her crowd, so it really wasn't a fair observation, but the smile she now had, it was just for him, and that meant it was all his. That little fact in itself made him smile back at her, and all it took was for them both to become fugitives. Not that high of a price when everything was considered.
 
 
"Go ahead and climb in the back Heather, I need to check something real quick."
 
 
"Are you sure? We don't even know him."
 
 
"Trust me, he's the least of our problems." The man behind the wheel turned and nodded in agreement.
 
 
"Hi, I'm Bob."
 
 
Heather smiled and reluctantly answered him. "Hi, Bob, I'm...Alice."
 
 
"That's okay, you don't have to tell me your name, I'm not going to remember you anyway." He smiled matter-of-factly and then turned back to look out the front.
 
 


"I'll be right back." Brian said, ignoring her wary expression. "Trust me."
 
 
Before she could answer him, Brian ran back up the little dirt road they had hid the SUV in. It had been a good mile up the road, but now that Heather wasn't slowing him down, he was able to cross that distance in just a quick minute, if that. The feeling of dizziness welcomed him as he came to a stop at the black SUV, and just as he suspected, the two agents had somehow opened the locked door and were now half out of the vehicle. Still handcuffed together, mind, back to back, but most of the way out of it.
 
 
"I thought I told you to stay put." Brian tsked them, as he wagged his finger at them. The closest one to him looked up at him and actually bared his teeth. The very sight of it was bizarre. If it was meant to intimidate him, it failed badly.
 
 
"You do understand 'stay', don't you?" 
 
 
"Go to Hell!" The other one yelled.
 
 
"You first." Brian rushed the first agent and snapped his neck with both of his hands. The second one just had time enough to turn and look at him, before he, too, was dead. The thought had crossed his mind as he killed the first one that there was plenty of blood in either one of these two men to stop his hunger. But the truth was, that he wasn't quite ready to go that far. Killing them yes, as it was necessary for survival. But drinking their blood like in the movies? Well, not yet. he wouldn't. Not when he had a perfectly good supply of the stuff in his home. All he had to do was to drop in and get it, then get out. It couldn't be that hard. The most they would have later tonight would be one car. After all, they couldn't think he was stupid enough to go back to his house could they? 
 
 
There was just one minor flaw to his plan that he didn't want to think of, and that was what if they had found his blood supply and taken it into custody. The possibility did exist, as how many people would have that much blood in their fridge? Luckily, he had moved it down to the basement fridge when Heather had stayed the night, but still, how long would it take till they found it?
 
 
It only took a minute for him to get back to the car where Heather waited. He decided to climb in on the passenger side, just in case he needed to give their driver some more incentive.
 
 
"Where to?" The man asked. 
 
 
"Just drive."
 
 
"So, where did you go?" Heather asked, as the car picked up speed and they headed down the little highway.
 
 
"Oh, my nature called me." He smiled.
 
 
She seemed a little bit confused by his answer so he decided to change the subject.
 
 
"What's your name again?" He asked the driver.
 
 
"It's Bob, and you don't have to tell me yours, because I won’t remember it or you." He smiled stupidly at Brian before looking back at the road.
 
 
"What's he mean by that?" Heather leaned forward.
 
 
Looking back at her, he noticed she had slid over to his side of the car at some point. He smiled as reassuring as he could, and just shook his head, not sure how he was supposed to answer her. What would he say? 'Oh, don't worry about it, I just screwed with his brain a bit. He'll be fine...I think?'
 
 
"Brian, I'm hungry." 
 
 
"Aren't we all?" he smiled painfully at her. "Um, what's your name again?" He turned and asked the driver.
 
 
"He said his name is Bob." Heather volunteered as the man turned to answer, instead, he just nodded as Heather answered for him.
 
 
"And I wont remember you."
 
 
Brian shook his head. This wasn't going to do at all. "Bob, is there anywhere we can stop and get some burgers or something?"
 
 
The man nodded.
 
 
"Could you please buy us some food?" Brian wasn't sure how much money the two of them had. 
 
 
Bob began to shake his head no, until Brian leaned forward and looked into his eyes, and the man immediately swapped to yes. That last little trick caused a pounding to begin just behind Brian's eyes. It wasn't too bad, but from past experience he knew this was the start to something he rather not go through right now. He needed to find a place to hole up so he could leave Heather alone while she slept. Then he could recover what he needed as quickly as he could. 
 
 
Otherwise he was going to have to go native, and if that happened, he was going to regret not just trying to suck those agents dry. About twenty minutes later, they had found a little truck stop. Bob went in and brought back some food. Brian picked at his, not really eating much, even though it tasted pretty good. He knew that this food wasn't going to do him much good, except maybe keep him alive, and even that wasn't something he knew for sure.
 
 
"So, what are we going to do now?" Heather asked, as she finished her last fries and sucked on her chocolate milk shake. "Are you going to finish that?" She added, when she seen him picking at his burger. He shook his head and offered it to her. She snatched it and his fries, but he decided to keep his strawberry milkshake just in case it would actually help a little bit to get something into his stomach.
 
 
"Where are you putting that all?" 
 
 
She was halfway done with his burger already. This was pretty surprising, considering her size and how big that cafe burger was.
 
 
 
 
"What?" She looked up indignantly. "I haven't eaten in, like, two days?"
 
 
True, he couldn't argue with that. He had offered her some breakfast earlier that day, but instead she had elected to run over to her house. That whole thing didn't turn out brilliantly.
 
 
"Bob, do you know of a motel or anything up ahead?" The man nodded. “Good, why don't you drop us off there, then?”
 
 
"And I won't remember you, either." Bob responded. Brian wasn't sure, but he thought what he was saying was either getting shorter, or more disjointed. Either way, he wasn't sure if that was good or bad. Whichever it was, it was definitely time to get off this train before he had to fuddle with this guy's brain again.
 
 
"Well?" Heather asked, as the last of the hamburger disappeared into her mouth.
 
 
"Well, first we need some sleep. Then...we will need to feed you again from the looks of that." He nodded to the two empty hamburger wrappings, "Then, we will have to decide what we wanna do with the rest of our lives."
 
 
"Well, I know what I want." She said. "I want my Mama and Daddy back, and I'm going to go back and get them."
 
 
Brian had to contain a sigh. He really wished she would get over that. He had to hear that time and again the entire day. Even the two agents that had recently woken up, had begun to complain about the incessant demands to go back after her parents. He had tried to tell her that they had no idea where the agents took them. That, in fact, these men in black may very well have taken them out of the country in one of those unmarked planes to a secret prison in some other country by now. One of the agents chucked at his suggestion, but Heather would have none of that. Her entire plan was to go to the state police, or another town's police, where they wouldn't have been corrupted, and seek their help. Brian tried to persuade her against it, but she was adamant. He had tried to suggest the two agents right before he left them in an attempt to get some useful information about their situation, but like the first two, they seemed immune to his power of suggestion. Even after he had taken their sun glasses off.
 
 
That in itself told him he didn't want to mess with these people unless he had to. The way he saw it, they should just write them off as casualties, and if his ability to make suggestions continued to work, the two of them could move to Jamaica and live quite comfortably. Any of those thoughts and plans were being dashed with her pigheadedness. The only reason they were free now was because of him. 
 
 
If he had been just a normal teen like Chuck, they would both be locked up some where right now, most likely sharing a sell with some big, disgusting rapist. Well, maybe not him. In fact if he had just been normal, he would be at home right now oblivious of any of these goings on. So, in a sense, he was the victim here, and yet she was the one going on about her parents, and her loss.
 
 
"Alright, Heather. Suppose we do it like you want, but we do it in a way I want, just to make sure the whole country isn't compromised."
 
 
"What do you mean?"
 
 
"These agents are US agents. That means government types."
 
 
She looked at him uncomprehendingly. He shook his head. "As in federal government."
 
 
"Just because they said they were, doesn't mean they weren't lying." She said matter of factually.
 
 
"I agree, but please, let's be careful."
 
 
"I will be, Brian. But you know you don't have to go with me when we get to a new town. I won't tell them you were involved, I owe you that much."
 
 
"I think you already did back at your home, in case you didn't remember." 
 
 
She smiled at him for the second time. "That's okay, silly, once I clear this up, you're going to be a hero, and not a criminal." She leaned forward quickly and kissed his cheek. All argument went out of him at that moment. He remembered who he was traveling with. He had just been kissed by the most important girl in his life. The one he had thought about endlessly for the last couple of years. Here he was, practically alone with her, and she thought he was her hero, and kissed him. 
 
 
It was times like this that he remembered how young he really was, and not some impossibly old vampire from TV.
 
 
The car pulled off the road and drove into a parking lot.
 
 
"Bob?"
 
 
"Here's a motel." The driver responded. Sure enough, there was one. It was one of those single level, beat up ones he'd seen on the side of highways all the time. The misty pine name was mostly burnt out, with only a few letters still lit, not to mention the vacancy sign.
 
 
"Okay, Heather. First we get some sleep, and then when the sun comes up we'll try it your way." 
 
 
She smiled and clapped her hands excitedly. "You won’t regret it, Brian, I'm sure this is going to work.”
 
 
He nodded and climbed out of the car, and waited for her to do the same. 
 
 
Bending down to talk face level with Bob, he told him to go home and forget.
 
 
The driver just nodded and put the car in reverse, and began saying over and over as he pulled out of hearing. "I forget you. I forget you. I forg..."
 
 
Brian sighed and scratched his head, and wondered if staying here was such a good idea. 
 
 
Well, if worst came to worst, he would just have to save them again. Right now , he needed a room to put her to bed, and a chance to go eat. It only took a few minutes to suggest the motel clerk into giving them a room for the night, but by the time he sat down in it he felt exhausted and the pain behind his eyes was almost unbearable. 
 
 
He wondered if he would have the strength for what he needed to do tonight. Only time would tell.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
 
The white ice cream truck was almost within Brian's reach. He had been wanting that ice cream all day, as he listened to the army of trucks that seemed to be covering the neighborhood. From the sounds of their music, they must have been one on every street but his. Now, finally, it was his turn. The truck had passed right by him as he stood in front of his mothers home, waiting for it. He thought for a moment that he wasn't going to get any, but 'lucky' Heather had been coming home from the park with her friends, and had waved the little truck down. That gave Brian all the chance he needed to run over to it and present his fifty cents for his favorite flavored ice cream. The line in front of it had got unusually long by the time he had reached it, but thankfully he was finally going to get his ice cream. It seemed to take forever, but eventually he found himself looking at the creepiest looking clown he had ever seen.
 
 
"There you are." The clown said. "I've got your favorite popsicle right here."
 
 
"I don't want a popsicle." Little Brian cried, "I want ice cream."
 
 
"Nonsense." The clown turned and reached into the truck, pulling out a heart shaped red popsicle, dripping blood everywhere as he tried to hand it to Brian. "Here you go, nice and fresh."
 
 
"Nooo...!" Brian cried.
 
 
The hotel room was silent, except for the heavy breathing of Heather, who was asleep next to him. Sweat covered his entire body, and his clothes reeked of it. Brian wiped his eyes, then slid off the bed and headed for the bathroom. The room was a dull white in the light of the little room. He could barely shut the door behind him, and that still hit him in the hip as he tried to move out of it's way. The water looked clean that came out of the facet, and it felt comfortably cold against his face as he splashed some on it. His head didn't throb as much as it had earlier, but he felt as if he were burning up, and he most likely had a fever. He looked around the room to get his bearings, if a you could call it a room. Brian had seen bigger closets than this before. He couldn't believe he had fallen asleep. He couldn't remember the last time he had done that. It wasn't too much later than puberty that he had stopped sleeping. Once his vampiric tendencies had begun to manifest, a lot of what people called normal disappeared from his life. Not that he missed any of them. After all, he could still do most of them if he wanted to. Sleep, eat, love. All those things were still possible once his heritage manifested, it was just that most of that he really had no interest in any longer.
 
 
The fact that he had fallen asleep without meaning to showed how far gone he was at the moment. Now that he really gave it some thought, he didn't feel as hungry as well. That was definitely not a good sign. He bent down and splashed some more water into his face. The cool sensation felt good as it ran down his face. Well, it was time to go. Actually it was time when they got here. He had only meant to watch over Heather until she feel asleep, before traveling back to his home. He had given it some thought, and he had decided before his unexpected nap, to keep his blood supply at his house. He didn't want to risk freaking Heather out. He knew eventually he was going to have to share with her what he was, and he hoped, just like in the books he had read, that she would still accept him. Yeah, he knew that was most likely wishful thinking. No one in their right mind would want to be with a blood sucker. Yet, he did hold some hope in his heart. 
 
 
There must be some primal instinct inside a woman's heart that would attract her to his sort, otherwise, why would there be so many stories about it? Somewhere deep inside of them, they must have a secret yearning. Her, too.
 
 
The door creaked in protest as he slowly opened it to look upon her as she slept. Once again he was going to miss the opportunity to spend time with her as she slept. He couldn't help but chuckle at that. Here he was, spending all his free time with her, and what was he worried about? Missing out on her dream time as well. He shook his head at himself, as he crossed the room and sat in the small brown chair that came with the room. It was stiff and without a doubt, the most uncomfortable thing he had ever sat in. Thankfully, he wasn't paying to sit in it. Otherwise he might have more than just words for the clerk before they left tomorrow. Heather stretched and then turned in his direction. He half expected to see her look at him and smile, until he saw that her eyes were still closed. Wishful thinking. Especially the smiling part. He felt a bit responsible for the trouble she was in, until he remembered that it was Chuck who had started the whole thing. Him and his stupid friends. In a way, he did owe that lumbering idiot his thanks. If it hadn't been for him, he wouldn't be sitting in this motel room in the middle of nowhere with the woman of his dreams. He'd have to thank him if he ever got the chance.
 
 
Pain shot through his head, ending at the back of his eyes. It was starting again, and if he didn't get going he was in for even worse. Normal human things could only do so much. The sleep had restored a little bit of his power, but it never could do very much for him, and in the end it would actually do nothing. Brian reached over to the curtains hanging from the window and peeled them back just far enough for him to see out the window from his chair. The sky looked a little overcast tonight, and that was a good thing, because based on there current look, dawn wasn't too far away. Great, he had slept the greater part of the night away. He couldn't believe he could be that irresponsible. He looked over at the sleeping form of Heather. Well, he was just going to have to go, there was nothing else he could do. If he didn't, he would be absolutely no help to anyone. Not to mention the mother of all headaches which he would be sporting. No, there wasn't anything to think about. He had to do it. He should be back before she woke, and even if he wasn't, it wouldn't be long after.
 
 
That decided, Brian sat back into the chair and closed his eyes. He concentrated on his home, on the room he slept in his entire life, The dirty old curtain that his mom put up years before, when she was still alive. The bed he had grown up sleeping on. He concentrated on all the things he was so familiar with in his home, until he felt a pop sound in the back of his head, then a rushing sound, and the feeling the whole world was passing by him and if he just opened his eyes he would see it shooting by. Long ago he had learned that lesson, when he first gave into the temptation to look. If the world had been passing by him, Brian never saw it, because the moment he opened his eyes, the image of who or where he was going disappeared from his minds eye, and he found himself somewhere between the two. It wasn't any trouble to get back on the path, but it was a way to increase the time of getting from one place to another. Brian's forward movement stopped, prompting him to open his eyes and look about. It was his bedroom, and he was glad to see it. He hadn't tried this before without eating for so long, so he hadn't been to sure this was going to work correctly, or for that matter at all. Well, the easy part was done, now he needed to get to the basement. 
 
 
A quick walk through the downstairs revealed no one as far as he could see, and the basement was empty as well. Several old chairs sat about where he had brought them after his mother passed away, and made the basement seem a bit cluttered. Now, it was time for the tricky part. He sat down in a chair, and closed his eyes. The key here was that he needed to fall asleep. Yeah, he knew the whole metaphysical theory on what he was trying to accomplish, and he knew to the unschooled eye this would never work. But he'd read up on things that said it would, and in those years of his traveling, he had found that they were right, and the rest of the world had been wrong. Slowly, he cleared his mind, concentrating on the feeling of exhaustion he had had just a few minutes before. Slowly he felt his mind starting to slip.
 
 
--
 
 
"Here you go, little boy, take it." The scary old clown held out the dripping red popsicle at him, the smell of blood filling Brian's nose.
 
 
"No! I want Chocolate!" Brian stomped his foot and clenched his little fists.
 
 
"Now, you know Chocolate is for normal boys and girls." The clowns voice began to deepen and long canine fangs began to extend from his mouth.
 
 
--
 
 
Brian awoke with a sense of deja vu. The basement felt cool to his burning skin, which he could appreciate right that moment. Standing, he felt a bit woozy, but steadied himself. It wouldn't do to go to all this trouble just to pass out right when he was within reach of his prize. The fridge opened, revealing a shelf filled to bursting with opened boxes of breakfast cereal and assorted other foods that a teenager would eat. The light that turned on as it opened practically blinded him, and causing him to fly into a panic realizing that it could possibly give him away. He quickly twisted it till it shut off. He hoped that since he was down stairs in the basement, they wouldn't be paying much attention. Even if they did, in few more minutes it would be too late to stop him. Grabbing a box of corn flakes, Brian took it out of the fridge and shut the door. Reaching in, he pulled out a plastic IV filled with blood. A smile crossed his face as if he looked down at it a moment, and then bit the top of it and tore it open. In moments he ingested the entire IV and sat back down in one of the old chairs, feeling life flow through his whole body. He wasn't sure, but he would have sworn he could feel the blood rushing though every vein and capillary in his body. 
 
 
It had been so long since he had last eaten that the sensations he was feeling had to be better than sex itself. At least, that's what he imagined. Except for his dream excursions with Heather, Brian didn't have a clue. His needs were different from typical males his age. He had a need to bond, and be a part of the person he would chose. He had never met a vampire himself, but he had a feeling that if there were more then him, they mated for life. However long that would be for them, and in this case, for him.
 
 
The rush lasted for what seemed an eternity, but when it was over, the hunger was still there. It was the one thing he hated about who he was. The hunger never seemed to be sated. No matter how much he ate, it never went away. Oh, he could ignore it. That was easy enough, at least at first. But, the longer he went without, the harder it became, until it ceased to be a hunger and became a pounding pain in his head, that almost never went away. Brian ripped the plastic package open by the seams and licked it clean. There was no reason to waste any of it. He stuck the plastic back into the empty box of cereal and walked back to the fridge. The temptation to take more was strong, but he didn't know when or if he would be getting any more from his aunt. The reality was, that if he were a suspect, then he doubted they would just let her come to his house and deliver supplies. He wasn't even sure where she got the stuff. He assumed she worked at a hospital or a blood bank. He didn't know. He also didn't know why he could never travel to her. The few times he had tried had ended before they started. When he had asked about it to his mother, she had said something cryptic about his auntie not wanting him to disturb her. 
 
 
Whatever that meant. So, he had just left it at that. Now, he found himself wondering about the whole thing, especially after his encounter with the basement that he could not enter. A mystery he told himself he would have to investigate when got the chance.
 
 
He was going to have to figure out what to do with his garbage as well. He wouldn't be able to take out the trash anymore, and he certainly couldn't burn it or bury it. For now, he would just have to keep it with the rest. He stuck the empty box of cereal back into the fridge. Crossing the room to one of the small rectangular windows that lined the wall near the ceiling he peeked out at the night sky, which was quickly getting brighter. A glance up and down the street revealed no sign of police or black SUVs. That was a bit strange. Could it be that they don't consider him a suspect? One would think that the agent's employer would at least be looking around for him after having two of their men disappear. Four, really, even if they looked so similar. Well, he wasn't going to complain about his good fortune. If they weren't looking for him, then his house might just be safe enough to come back to for food. If not, he would just have to find some other source. For some reason that thought sent a thrill through him. It was disturbing. 
 
 
Well, I better get back, but first... he ran upstairs to his room and rummaged through his things until he found a reasonably clean shirt and pants that he changed into. Finding a comfortable space for him to relax, he repeated the process that brought him to his home.
 
 
The trip back seemed to take forever, and he felt as if he were straining to get to his destination. He considered the fact that the sunlight might actually be hindering him in someway, and he began to worry what would happen if the sun were actually completely up. Would he be trapped in someway here in limbo or would it just become too much of a drain on him to continue? Either way, he couldn't afford to see what would happen. Heather needed him, and he needed to get back to her, now. The hotel room came into view just as he finished the thought. All around him were uniformed police. The hotel room must have had seven at least. 
 
 
"Heather," Brian mumbled to himself. "How did they find her?" 
 
 
Outside he saw his dream girl sitting in the back of a police cruiser. A dozen police were walking around. Two were talking to the hotel clerk. The man just kept shaking his head.
 
 
"I'm telling you, I don't know nothing." He heard the clerk say.
 
 
"You sure there was a man with her?" One of the officers asked, as he wrote something in a tablet.
 
 
"I don't know. I was tired, look, it's late and I'm getting off, did I do something wrong?"
 
 
"No, sir, we just need to clear a few things up."
 
 
He walked over to the car and looked down at her. Tears were running down her face. Brian couldn't help but feel he had failed her in some way. He was sure he had covered their tracks well enough, how was it possible they found her? Now what was he going to do? An officer passed, talking to one of the ones questioning the clerk, saying that some federal agents would be coming down to the station to pick her up. The first two shook their heads, and looked back over their shoulders over at where Heather was waiting in the car and then turned back and continued to talk to the clerk. 
 
 
"Don't worry Heather. I'll get you out of this."
 
 
If those agents were coming for her, how hard could it be to just take her from them again? The world wouldn't miss six agents anymore than it missed four. All he had to do was wait until they picked her up, and then somehow, somewhere, stop them and take her back from them before they got wherever they intended to take her.
 
 
 
 
Chapter 9 

 
 
The old brick building that housed the local police and sheriff department was looking like it was on it's last legs. The thing had to have been on the historical protection lists around the country, and the way it seemed to be leaning to the side made it a wonder that any modern civil service would risk even being in the building. Brian doubted the thing could have too many years left in it. He almost expected the thing to just collapse in on itself as he stood here watching it. Yet, it'd held itself together so far as he watched, as it was the only thing he could do since he followed the car that had brought Heather here earlier this morning. 
 
 
He still had no idea how they had found them. After he followed them to the building it only took a few minutes to travel his body to this location. The hard part was locating enough shadow in any one place during the day, that allowed him to watch the building and still hide in the shadows created by the sun light. It really was the only way he could get away with spending an entire day hanging outside a cop shop without being harassed.
 
 
As the day had rolled along, Brian went over his plan in his head time and again. Originally it seemed like the best plan of action, but as the day pushed on, he began to have his doubts. It didn't help that the agents were taking their time to show up and pick her up. He would have thought if she were so important, they would have been here in a hot hurry. Perhaps it was because of all the agents that disappeared around her that had caused them not to be in such a hurry to get her. Or maybe they had just run out of available agents to send. They couldn't have an endless supply could they? After awhile one would think they would just quit sending them. But who knew if these people were really with the government at all. Apparently, the police believed them, and Brian supposed that should be all the proof he needed. It really didn't matter to him. 
 
 
Government or not, they were still the bad guys to him. Anyone who wanted to take Heather from him would always be the bad guys, and so that made them expendable in his eyes. He wasn't sure if it was some sinister part of him leaking out, or if it was all the vampire movies and books he had read over the years. Those books were the closest things he had to a link to what his kind must be like.
 
 
After all, vampires must exist. He existed, so there had to be more in the vast world, and there were a lot about them in books. Some of those authors had to know something. Even if each one only had a part of the truth. He didn't sparkle in the sun, like one author was known to say, yet he didn't burst into flames or ash in it either. He was alive and not undead, but he wouldn't be too surprised to find out that he could become undead if he died, as some books had suggested. He really didn't know, nor have anyone to ask, so all he could do was keep searching and continue to figure these things out as he went. A deputy sheriff came out of a basement door of the building he has been watching all day. He had seen him pull in several hours before and walk in. The idea to walk over and put a suggestion on him had been tempting at the time, but he decided not to risk it, as he was sure the agents would turn up at any moment. Now, after two more frustrating hours of waiting for them, his original idea for the deputy began to show some merit. The problem was, what would he do with him? He doubted he could just walk into to a police station and rescue her with just one deputy helping him, or that he could just release her. If he knew a judge, he could possibly order her release, but the truth was, he was just a seventeen year old. He really didn't have a lot of experience. It wasn't like he was a hundred-and-fifty years old yet. Assuming, of course, he actually lived longer than normal people.
 
 
The sheriff deputy climbed into his car and sat there instead of pulling out. The opportunity was killing him, and the waiting was even worse. Well, I guess I can just suggest the whole damn station if I have to. Brian jogged across the street and walked up next to the green and white sheriff cruiser. He could see the man was filling out some forms on a clipboard. He was a little surprised that the deputy hadn't seen Brian walking up to him. Having come this far, he couldn't see going back now. Brian knocked on the man's window, The deputy turned, and looked up at him. He didn't look pleased. Reluctantly, the man rolled the window down, it looked to be power windows by the way it just slipped down with no effort by the officer.
 
 
"Can I help you?" The sheriff asked.
 
 
Brian bent down and looked the man in the eyes." Yes, you can help me. How's that sound to you?"
 
 
The man nodded and then asked him to climb in the car. Why not Brian thought, it can't be any worse then standing here talking to him out in the open, 

 
 
"Do you have access to the prisoners?" He asked hopefully, as he shut the passenger side door.
 
 
The man shook his head.
 
 
"Do you know anyone who does?"
 
 
"We could ask the sergeant on watch, he should have access if the lieutenant or captain isn't in."
 
 
"Can he let a prisoner go?"
 
 
The man shook his head again.
 
 
"Well, who can?"
 
 
"Only district attorney's office or a judge can release a prisoner that's already been processed."
 
 
Damn, this isn't working. He could just try to suggest everyone they met like he was thinking, but that could get messy. He really wasn't sure if there was a limit to how many people he could control at once, and unless he really had too, he didn't want to find out.
 
 
"Do you know about the blonde, Heather, that was picked up this morning?"
 
 
"The one the Feds picked up earlier?" The sheriff asked.
 
 
Picked up? What was he talking about? They hadn't picked her up, he had been watching the place all day, it wasn't possible.
 
 
"What do you mean 'picked up'?"
 
 
The man nodded as he answered. "Picked her up like ten minutes ago...I was there when they walked her by. She looked real scared of them. Made me feel bad for her."
 
 
"Ten minutes? Are you sure?"
 
 
The man nodded again.
 
 
He still couldn't see how this was possible. He never saw a black SUV show up, and he certainly never seen Heather being led out.
 
 
"Alright, catch them." Brian started to buckle himself in.
 
 
"I'm off duty right now. I'm not supposed to use my lights to pursue unless it's an emergency."
 
 
"It's an emergency." 
 
 
The officer stared at him, his face showing signs of a struggle. Brian locked eyes with him. "Those men are not government agents. They're terrorists, and they have kidnapped that girl."
 
 
He turned the engine on and took off down the street. "We're going to need back up." He said.
 
 
"No time." Brian put his hand on the radio, stopping him from calling. "We're going to have to handle this ourselves."
 
 
"Alright then, hold on tight." The deputy switched on the lights and gunned the cruiser.
 
 
"How do you know which way they went?" Brian asked.
 
 
"They were traveling in a city of Woodland police cruiser. Only one way they would be going."
 
 
Back to the town the two of them had just escaped. It kept coming back to that time and again. No matter how far away they tried to get, something just kept trying to suck them right back into it. He hoped Heather was alright. He wasn't sure how he was going to get her back from the agents. Most likely, he was going to have to kill more of them, and this time he wasn't sure how he could do it without Heather seeing him do it. He'd have to worry about that once he caught up. 
 
 
If they caught up. 
 
 
No he couldn't think that way, he was going to catch up.
 
 
Fifteen minutes later, Brian still hadn't seen any sign of Heather's cruiser. Brian had the sheriff turn off his siren and radio, as dispatch was trying to get a hold of him. He would have to worry about that if and when the others caught up to the two of them. Right now, he was worried they had gone the wrong way. He kept wondering if each minute was taking him farther in the wrong direction from her. 
 
 
The thought and urge to turn back was almost irresistible, after all, the only thing he was going by was this man he never met before. He didn't think it was possible to lie to him while he had him under suggestion. Even if it was, why would he lie to him, or for that matter take him at high speed in this direction?
 
 
"Are you sure we're going the right way?"
 
 
"Only way back to Woodland, son."
 
 
"Are you sure they were going to Woodland?"
 
 
The officer looked a bit confused at that question. "Why wouldn't they be?"
 
 
Great! The man had no idea where he was going. They very well might be going the wrong way. If they were, then how was he going to find her now, short of waiting until tonight and traveling to her? Unbelievable! He wanted to rescue her now.
 
 
"There they are." The sheriff pointed out in front of them. Sure enough, Brian could see the top lights of a police car in the distance. It was quite possible that it could be the one. If it was, he had to come up with a way to rescue her. 
 
 
"Do you have your handcuff keys on you?" Brian asked him. The man nodded. "Good, give them to me." Reaching into the top pocket in his shirt he pulled out two little silver keys on a small metal ring and tossed it to him. So that's where they keep them, Brian thought as he pocketed the keys.
 
 
"Alright, if this is them, I want you to take them into custody. Be warned, they are heavily armed and may try to shoot us." 
 
 
'I understand." The officer answered. "Here." He pulled out another set of keys and tossed them to him. "Unlock the shotgun."
 
 
Brian did as he was asked. As he sat up, he could see that they were almost on top of the other police cruiser. "Hold on." The officer said, as he passed by them and then turned in front of them, slamming on the brakes. Smoke rose from the tires as they came to a stop. The sheriff wasted no time jumping from the car while grabbing the shot gun.
 
 
"Out of the car, and keep your hands where I can see them!" Brian climbed over the to the driver's seat and out of the car, crouching down so the agents wouldn't see him.
 
 
"Officer, is there a problem?" He could hear one of the agents say.
 
 
"Keep your hands where I can see them!" The sheriff yelled.
 
 
"I was just going to show you my ID."
 
 
"You, over here with the other one."
 
 
"Officer, this is all a big mistake..."
 
 
"The mistake was you impersonating a federal officer! Now, both of you on the ground, hands outstretched above your head." Brian heard the sheriff pump the shot gun. "Now!"
 
 
"Okay...okay." A gun went off, then Brian heard the shotgun go off, twice in rapid succession as another gun shot fired. Brian then heard the clatter of the shotgun hitting the ground. 
 
 
That was a bit unexpected, he thought. Oh well, it's now or never. Running as fast as he could, Brian shot around the end of the car, prepared to attack which ever agents were standing up, hoping against hope that his speed would be enough to take them off guard. To his surprise, he found both agents and the sheriff laying face down on the ground. a pool of blood forming under each of them. Hmm. That didn't go as planned, not that he had a real plan. He supposed he'd hoped the sheriff would have arrested both agents and taken them back to headquarters, where he would have had to explain why he thought they were terrorists. Who knows? Maybe they were? Running over to the side of the other cruiser, he could see Heather sitting back there wide eyed. 
 
 
Opening the door, he told her to be calm as he reached behind her and snapped the cuffs off her wrists.
 
 
"Brian did you see that? Brian...What are you doing here?"
 
 
Brian smiled and lifted his hands apart "Why, rescuing you, of course."
 
 
The sound of tires screeching as air brakes hissed announced an eighteen wheeler coming to a stop. A large, overweight trucker with a black baseball cap jumped out of his cab as it came to a full stop. "Does anyone need help?" The man yelled, as he stopped and stared at the dead officer and agents. Brian rushed up to him and looked him in the eyes.
 
 
"You're going to help us."
 
 
"I'm going to help you," The man repeated. "You want me to call for help?" He pointed at the bodies.
 
 
Brian shook his head as he lead Heather to the truck, "No, I'm sure they're fine."
 
 
The man looked at him blankly, then stumbled back to the truck and climbed in.
 
 
"Where to?" He asked.
 
 
"Just drive." Brian answered.
 
 
The man stepped on the gas and the big rig lurched forward.
 
 
"I'm Bobby," the man volunteered.
 
 
"I'm just keep driving." Brian responded, deadpan.
 
 
"Okay, Brian..." Heather looked at him strangely.
 
 
"What?" Brian shrugged.
 
 
"What's going on?"
 
 
"I told you, I'm rescuing you."
 
 
"Brian...You're just the boy next door. At least...I mean, that's what I thought before all this happened."
 
 
"What do you mean?"
 
 
"Let see, where should I start? How about you taking out several police officers at my home? Or those guys in black at Chucks? Or how you got that sheriff to help you save me. Come to think of it, why are all these strangers risking their necks for us?"
 
 
"Heather."
 
 
"Yes?"
 
 
"Sleep."
 
 
Heather stared at him wide eyed for a second."I think I'm going to sleep now. Good idea." She made her self comfy then laid her head on his lap. In seconds she was sleeping.
 
 
"Wow, I'd pay a pretty penny for that trick." Bobby laughed, as he drove along.
 
 
"I'm sure a lot of people would." Brian answered. At the moment, he felt sorry that he could. How was he ever going to have a real relationship with her if he kept doing that? He just panicked, and he didn't know what to do. it seemed logical at the time. The problem was that she would just ask the same questions again later. There was no way getting around it. Either he was going to be constantly putting her to sleep, or he was going to have to make her forget it all. He might be able to do that, but he just didn't like the sound of that. 
 
 
If that's all he wanted, why didn't he just suggest her years ago? He could of had her then, Chuck or no Chuck. No, he didn't want her that way. He never wanted her that way. He needed her to want him legitimately. 
 
 
The problem was, would she want him once she knew what he was? The possibility of losing her, especially after all he did for her, was unbearable. He didn't know if he could live with it. Like it or not, he might soon have to find out if he could. The overcast sky started to drop rain onto the windshield, and the trucker turned the wipers on. Their rhythmic scraping filled the cab. 
 
 
"Looks like it's going to be raining" Bobby said looking up at the sky. 
 
 
In more than one way.
 

 

 

Chapter 10
 
 
The big white truck came to a stop just outside a small motel. The rain had been nonstop for the last few hours, and it seemed like a good time to stop, as there was currently a pause in it's downfall. 
 
 
"Bobby, you wait here and watch her while I get a room." The trucker smiled and nodded. Heather took that moment to wake up, and stretch.
 
 
"Where are we, Brian...Brian?" She asked as he started to walk away. He had no idea how much time he had before the next downpour, and he really wanted to avoid it, but then, he didn't want her to jump out of the truck and follow him to talk to the motel clerk. That would be real hard for him to explain, so he doubled back to let her know what was going on.
 
 
"I'm getting us a room."
 
 
She looked around quickly, trying to get her bearings.
 
 
"it's okay, Heather. I figured we should take a break."
 
 
"Are you sure we should stop?" She asked
 
 
"Yeah, we're a ways from town now. If they were going to find us, I think they already would have. Besides, wouldn't you like to eat something?"
 
 
"Yeah, that would be good." she smiled at him.
 
 
"Wait here, I'll get us a room."
 
 
"Hey, kid." Bobby spoke up.
 
 
"Yeah?"
 
 
"Could you see if there's a room for me too? I'm bushed and hungry." Brian nodded, and headed off across the street to the motel's office. He wasn't all that sure letting Bobby stay was a good idea. He had intended to just let him drive on and forget the two of them, but having a ready made driver did seem a bit tempting to him right now. The real problem was what he had been thinking about the entire ride. To tell Heather or not to tell her? Every show he ever watched had always shown the girls being furious with the man for not letting them in on their secret. Yes, knew that was only the movies, but he couldn't help but wonder if any of that was true. He had real feelings for Heather, and he really wanted to let her know how he felt. But, would she feel the same for him if she found out later what he was? He really had to chance telling her now. He didn't know exactly what he was going to do if things didn't go his way, but he had to at least try to reach her.
 
 
The clerk was easy enough to suggest, it may have helped that the sun was mostly gone. His abilities always seemed to be strong when the sun was down, proving, at least in his mind, the truth of what he was. He could see Heather peering over Bobby as he walked over to the drivers side of the truck and dangled two sets of keys.
 
 
"Thanks kid, you're a life saver. I thought I was going to drop here pretty soon.."
 
 
"No problem, it was the least I could do for you." The big man climbed down and helped Heather down as she followed after him through his door.
 
 
"How much do I owe you?" Bobby started pulling out his wallet.
 
 
"You don't owe me anything." Brian lifted his hand up
 
 
"Nonsense." The trucker said, "Fifty bucks cover it?"
 
 
Heather reached over and took the money as Brian was about to tell the man no again.
 
 
"Thanks, Bobby, we appreciate it." She smiled at him.
 
 
"It's the least I could do. You two kids need all the help you can get. Well, good night, I'm going to go get a quick bite to eat first." Bobby said, as he headed towards the little cafe that shared the same parking lot with the motel.
 
 
"Heather, you didn't need to take that..."
 
 
"Do you have any money, Brian? Because I sure don't, and he was asking to help us."
 
 
"We can do this without help, Heather, you just have to trust me."
 
 
"I do trust you...somewhat, but I just don't understand some things."
 
 
"I know, and I'm going to try and clear it all up for you if I can."
 
 
She stared at him for a second, and he wondered what she could possibly be thinking. Did she think he was lying, and just putting it off, or did she really believe him? She nodded after a moment. 
 
 
"Are you sure I'm not going to be taking a nap again real soon?"
 
 
He swallowed hard when she said that, but before he could answer her, she turned and headed off to the little cafe that Bobby had just went off to. Well this is going to be awkward. Not only did she seem to notice something was up, but by going to a public place, she was putting it off and letting him squirm for a bit. He was just going to have to, he guessed. At least he had time to think about what he was going to say, not that he thought it was going to help. He had been going over it in his head the entire ride here.
 
 
Bobby looked up from a cup of coffee as Brian walked into the cafe. The trucker lifted his cup to him when he saw him. Heather had already taken a booth, since the sign at the door said seat yourself. He wasn't really hungry for food right now, but he thought maybe a piece of pie would be nice, and since Heather had fifty bucks, he wouldn't have to suggest anyone.
 
 
"Thought you were going to get some sleep, what's with the coffee?" Brian asked Bobby as he went past him.
 
 
"It's decaf." Bobby smiled, then did a fake yawn with his other hand.
 
 
The waitress was just getting to Heathers booth as he slid in on the other side of the table.
 
 
"So, can I get you some coffee, Love?" The little waitress asked Heather.
 
 
Heather shook her head. "How about a coke and some fries."
 
 
"Alright." she started writing on her little tablet. "What about you, hun?" She asked Brian.
 
 
"Um.. Some water and maybe some cherry pie?"
 
 
"Sorry no cherry, how about strawberry rhubarb?"
 
 
Brian nodded "Sure, that would be good,"
 
 
"Alright, I'll have that order up in a jiffy." She walked off.
 
 
"So you're going to tell me." Heather looked at him expectantly.
 
 
"Not here. When we get to our room." Brian said as he looked around
 
 
"Why not now?"
 
 
"Because it's a secret."
 
 
"Brian, you're very strange. Like a mystery in a mystery."
 
 
"Why do you say that?" His stomach was starting to feel queasy. He intended to tell her everything...well, most everything, he figured he'd leave the dreams out. But he didn't expect her to be the one in control about it. He wanted time to ease into it. To let her get use to some of the ideas involved.
 
 
"Well, let's see...where do I start?"
 
 
"Heather, I'll tell you later, I promise."
 
 
She smiled at him. Warm and genuine, and he was surprised that her hand slid across the table and grabbed his. "Brian, I know, I trust you now." She pulled back her hand, but the feel of her touch remained. It had been warm and soft, and he would of sworn that he felt a little electric charge surge through him when they touched.
 
 
The waitress interrupted his thoughts as she slid the pie in front of him. "I figured you wanted it now." She said, as she put his cup of water down to.
 
 
"That's fine." He said.
 
 
"Yours will be up in a minute, Sweetie." She smiled at Heather as she left.
 
 
"So, what brought on this change of heart?" He asked, as he cut a piece of the pie off and ate some. It was actually pretty good. He had to admit, though he didn't eat much anymore, he still had a sweet tooth.
 
 
"What change?" She feigned innocence, and he kind of liked this game she was playing.
 
 
"The trust?" He asked as he took another bite of pie.
 
 
"Well, you have rescued me how many times?" She smiled, perking up. "I'd say that makes you my hero."
 
 
"Well, yeah, I guess..." He was sure he had to be blushing, and from the look she gave him, he guessed she noticed it as well. 
 
 
The waitress walked up and slid a massive plate of fries in front of Heather. "Anything else?" She put a bottle of ketchup on the table.
 
 
"Yeah, could I get a bottle of mustard, too?" 
 
 
The waitress gave her a strange look and crinkled her nose for a second. "Coming right up."
 
 
"Mustard?" He asked conspiratorially to her.
 
 
"What? It reminds me of Hamburgers, and I like to mix it up and dip in it when I'm not really not that hungry." She smiled, as Brian made a face.
 
 
"Why not add a some relish or pickles while you're at it?” he asked.
 
 
She laughed and gave him that smile again. "I think that would be pushing, it silly."
 
 
The two of them sat there and finished their respective food in silence for the most part. Brian was grateful for that, as it gave him more time to think about how and what he was going to tell her. He kept thinking that maybe he should just put it off, but the way she was acting, he felt the cat had been let out of the bag, and he was just going to have to live with it now. He was done with his pie first, so he tried to look around the cafe and seem preoccupied with his thoughts, He could see Heather out of his peripheral vision looking up at him as she swirled a french fry in her concoction of condiments. He tried to act like he didn't notice, but he was sure she could tell. 
 
 
Bobby got up from his meal and waved at them after paying his bill, then left...for his room, Brian supposed. Looking over at Heather, he could see that she was still swirling her fry, quite possibly the same one she had been for the last few minutes, just staring at him, frowning. It occurred to him that she, too, was thinking about what she was going to say when they got back to the room.
 
 
"Are you going to finish that?" He asked her. 


Her eyes seemed to snap out of a dream when he asked her, and she dropped the fries and pushed the plate away. "No, I think I'm full now."
 
 
"Okay, I'm assuming you got the bill?"
 
 
She smiled mischievously at him. "What? Your not paying for our first date?"
 
 
Was she serious? About any of what she just said? The thought ran through his head like a freight train. He wasn't sure what hit him harder, the fact that he was supposed to pay when she took the money, or that this had been a date.
 
 
"Um," he said, "You got all the moolah." He smiled
 
 
She smiled right back at him and leaned closer to him. "I do...don't I?" She giggled and slid out of the booth and slowly walked towards the front.
 
 
Crap...She's going to make me suggest that waitress, isn't she?
 
 
Slowly, he slid out of the booth. Pausing, he looked around the place to see how many people were there. He counted four. A young couple and what looked like two other truckers. None of them were by the cashier. Well that's good news. He didn't want to have to tell the whole place to forget them. Walking to the cash register, he ran his fingers through his black hair. He immediately felt it drop back down in front of his face once again, partially obscuring one side of his face.
 
 
"Was everything alright?" The waitress asked, as she took the check from him. 
 
 
"Yeah...it was good."
 
 
She smiled at him. "Okay, your total comes up to six-ninety-five." she said. 
 
 
Brian leaned forward and locked eyes with her.
 
 
"Here." Heather spoke up. "Take it out of this," and handed the waitress a twenty. She quickly counted out the change and handed it back to Heather, the entire time Brian felt his heart rushing. It was hard to calm himself down, usually his adrenalin would spike right before he suggested someone, he wasn't sure the reasons why, but it did, and after it would just drop to normal, Now it rushed through his body like a trapped tiger, looking for an escape. He literally had to lean against the building's wall outside to catch his breath.
 
 
"Silly, I wasn't going to leave you hanging." She laughed. He supposed she thought it was just one big joke, and he might of thought it was funny too if he could just calm himself a bit.
 
 
"Hey...Don't have a panic attack on me Brian...I was only joking." She started patting his back when he leaned forward and grabbed his thighs trying to catch his breath.
 
 
"Breathe." She said to him, squatting down and trying to look into his face. "Take deep breaths. Come on, you can do it."
 
 
After a few more moments, he was able to get it under control. It took some effort, as he never had that happen before. It was a new experience, and one he hoped to never have again.
 
 
"Alright, I'm good." He said, as he took a few steps away from the cafe. 
 
 
"Brian, I'm sorry. I didn't realize it would upset you this much."
 
 
"I'm fine.” He said, as he started looking for their room number. "Come on, let's get to our room." 
 
 
"I hope this doesn't mean you're not going to tell me." She said, as she followed after him.
 
 
The room was lackluster. Just like the last one. A dresser that a small TV sat on, a small table with one padded chair, a closet, one door that most likely went to the bathroom, and one queen sized bed. He had no idea what they charged for their rooms, but he was guessing it wasn't worth it, whatever it was.
 
 
"I'm going to take a shower first, if you don't mind.” She said. heading for the bathroom. "I feel like I've got layers of filth on me after staying in that awful jail cell." 
 
 
Brian switched on the TV and flipped through the channels. The late night news was on one of the three channels that the TV got. Ridiculous that the place didn't have cable, and from the reception he bet they didn't even have local satellite.
 
 
"Brian, there's only one real towel in here." Heather called out.
 
 
"That's okay, go ahead and use it." He sat down on the beds edge and watched as the news rattled off the top story's for the night. Surprisingly, there was no mention of the shoot out they had been in, or the escaped prisoner. Whoever was involved in covering this up most have had high connections.
 
 
"Are you sure? How are you going to shower?" She peeked out. Brian could see that her shoulders were bare, and from all appearances she had nothing on. 
 
 
"Um." He felt a tightening in his chest, and he could feel heat rising to his face. "I can always just use yours." She gave him a weird look, then pulled her head back in and shut the door. He heard the shower turn on, and the sounds of curtain rings sliding on the shower rod. He really couldn't get her out of his mind, the thought that she had been naked just out of sight did not make the wait for the shower any easier. He felt like his heart was beating almost as hard now as it had been just moments before, outside the cafe. Except now it was beating for other reasons. He heard her start to hum, and then to sing while she showered. 
 
 
The temptation to open the door and see if she needed help, or just to look was almost overwhelming, even maybe, if it were possible to relax, he could travel in and be with her. But he knew that wouldn't be the same, as he had seen her that way before when he had traveled to her. It didn't make him feel the way he was feeling now.
 
 
"Brian!" She hollered from the shower. 
 
 
He walked over to the door and hollered back, "yeah?"
 
 
"Don't forget, you're supposed to tell me afterward." She laughed inside. He wasn't sure what she was laughing about. What had he said or done that was funny? He was really starting to realize he didn't know anything about girls. If anything, he was more in the dark than he ever was before.
 
 
"I won't." he said, and tried walking back to the bed, adjusting his pants in a way that allowed him to walk comfortably. He sat back down and tried to concentrate on what the news stories were about, but he never could seem to recall what they were saying. All his mind kept going back to was her, just beyond that door, naked as a jay bird. It was like a dream come true. The shower turned off and he could hear the curtain sliding open. The door opened and her arm stuck out with her clothes all wadded up in them. 
 
 
"Here," she said. "Go see if they have a washing machine and wash these..". 
 
 
"I have no change." He said, swallowing.
 
 
"Okay, just a sec." She said, as he took the clothes from her hand. A second later, she walked out with a towel wrapped around her and her hair. "Here's some quarters. She dropped a handful into his hands, with a few bills mixed in. "Hopefully they've got a change machine and some detergent they're selling there" She stopped and looked at him as he stood there staring at her. "Go on, we haven't got all night."
 
 
"Yeah...Okay." He paused one more time to stare at her long, shapely legs. She was tan all over apparently, at least her face arms and legs were. "I'll get right on this.” he backed up lifting her clothes then backed into the door, smacking it hard.
 
 
"Go, silly!" She laughed, as he struggled to find the door knob behind him, and slipped out. The cool air felt good to him, as he rushed toward a sign that said 'laundry'. 
 
 
He wasn't sure what kind of night it was going to be, but there was one thing it was not going to be, and that was boring. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 11
 
 
By the time he got back to the room, it had been at least twenty minutes, he figured. The first sign of trouble was when he found the door locked at the room marked 'laundry'. He had to find the motel clerk to get him to unlock it. Then there was no detergent. When he asked the clerk where he could get some, he produced a small box from under the motel's counter. If that wasn't bad enough, he then had to run back to get change once he realized there was no change machine with the laundry machines. In the end, he was almost surprised he managed to get the machine running, and hoped he had enough change for the dry. Of course, the idea of Heather walking around all night in just a towel may well be worth not having enough for the dryer. The very idea, started to make his jeans a bit uncomfortable. Given how long he'd been already, he decided it was safe to wait outside for the cool air to calm him down, before heading in.
 
 
The television was still on as he entered the little room, as was the light in the bathroom. Heather, unfortunately, was sleeping, wrapped in the bed's blankets. A sense of disappointment filled him, as whatever hopes he had were dashed for the night. Well, the good news was that he had until morning before he was going to have to tell her anything. He walked over to the TV and turned it off. Standing there, he watched as the blankets rose and fell with her breathing. She was always quite striking as she slept. It was one of his favorite things to do at night, to simply watch her sleep He wasn't sure if he would ever get over the excitement he felt of actually being with her. He grabbed the one chair the room had and slid it up to the end of the bed where he could watch her. He was really tempted to enter her dreams tonight and share an adventure with her, but if he did that, then he would most likely not get out in time to put the wash in the dryer. He did want to make sure that was taken care of so they could leave tomorrow. 
 
 
The question was, where were they going to go? Jamaica had been one option he had been toying with. Not that he knew anyone there, but he always heard in television shows of people running from government types going there, or Argentina. Personally, he would choose Jamaica. Yet, something in him said that he wouldn't get to pick that option. The entire idea, even though it seemed like a dream come true, also felt like a child's fantasy. He really doubted Heather would run away for long. She did love her family and unlike him, she really did have a family to go home to. Or at least she had before all this.
 
 
The other question was, what did Chuck stumble upon? Who was after her, and now him by default? Would they just keep coming, always looking for her, and why did their agents seem to resist his suggestion power? He really did need a plan, something tangible. If this was really the government they were fighting, how were they ever going to win? After all, the government had thousands of people working for them. Technically, every police officer and soldier was a potential enemy, and unlike the Matrix, he couldn't just jack out. He could, however take a page from that, and go on the offensive. Without them having any real knowledge of him, he would have somewhat of an advantage. Yet, what would he do with Heather? She was no Trinity. Even if she were, Trinity died. 
 
 
His mind spun in confusion as he went over scenario after scenario, each one wilder and more fantastic then the last. If he had been a real vampire, he would have a family or a coven that could help him in this attack. Even if he just had a wild brother that didn't approve of the way he lived his life, that would be one more person with some power to help him. Instead, all he had was himself and one normal girl. Beautiful, yes, but still only normal. If he was just by himself, he could head in commando-style, but then what would be the point? They were after Heather, not him. If she wasn't in the picture, then this whole situation wouldn't exist. 
 
 
He stood up, frustrated with being unable to come up with a simple solution, He was sure it had to exist. I had to be right there, and so obvious he was just missing it. He shut the door quietly, so as not to wake her, and headed back to the laundry room, sure that it must be done by now. Perhaps he needed a watch, so he could keep time better, as he had no idea how long he had sat there. The wash turned off just as he entered. Well, his timing wasn't that off. Hadn't he read somewhere before that vampires were meticulous at counting? Time was a form of counting if you thought about it. He had just enough change to start the dryer, he hopped it would be enough, otherwise Heather was going to be getting into damp, cold clothes tomorrow morning.
 
 
As he was closing the door, he noticed movement just above his motel room door where Heather was sleeping. He stopped to let his eyes adjust. Whatever it was, it definitely moved. It appeared to be a little black blob of some sort. 
 
 
"Hey!" He yelled, as he started to jog across the parking lot trying to get the thing's attention.
 
 
Two red orbs turned towards him. He paused for a second, surprised that it really was something there and not an optical illusion. The thing didn't wait to see what he was going to do. Instead, it quickly pulled off of the top of the door and whipped itself over the roof's edge, fleeing out of sight.
 
 
"Damn it." Shaking off his surprise, Brian ran for where he last saw the 'thing', not stopping, he jumped to the roof from the parking lot. He didn't pause to think about the single story leap he'd just accomplished, instead he continued full board in the direction he last saw the blob head into. As he reached the peak of the roof, he saw a large raven leap into the air and fly up at an impossible speed. Brian stopped, and watched it rise up. He wasn't sure, but it looked as if it had turned a red eye to look back at him as it climbed. 
 
 
"Now would be a good time to be able to fly..." he mumbled to himself. He stood there for a few moments, and looked for any other movement that might have been the blob thing. He didn't expect to see anything else once the raven flew away, but he did hold onto the hope for a short time. In the end, he headed back down to the room and walked in, locking the door as he did so.
 
 
Rubbing his eyes, he surveyed the room. Nothing was out of place, and Heather was still asleep. Well, that was just strange, and as far as he knew, it was also impossible. He suppressed the urge to laugh at that. The irony of a vampire saying something was impossible in the real world was ridiculous. Okay, assuming what I just witnessed was real, and I can't see why it wasn't, it seems we have some sort of a problem. That thing was definitely hanging out over their door, and to make matters worse, it didn't want to be seen. Was it some sort of predator looking for someone to eat? Or was it a spy? He actually hoped it was the first. That, he could deal with. But if it was a spy for whoever was looking for her, what had they gotten themselves into? 
 
 
He had long ago accepted the fact that because of his existence, there had to be others like him. He even toyed with the possibilities of other things existing that were not normal. Yet, to actually come face to face with something that was clearly not normal was a bit disturbing.
 
 
He could wake up Bobby, get Heather, and they could run. Or he could sit and wait for the arrival of the whomever that thing worked for. He had been considering going on the offensive, maybe this was it. He walked over to his chair, considering his options. Heather's clothes weren't dry yet...and he hadn't really spent any time with her, so. He climbed onto the bed with her and laid down next to her. He fluffed up the pillows that were on his side and propped himself up. He decided to wait. He really didn't like running. It was fun and all, when it was like a fantasy with no real danger. But to truly be chased? The fact that these actually weren't normal government agents, and they were making him run brought up a feeling of intense rage in him. No, he didn't like that. His kind were meant to be the predators, not the prey. So if they wanted to play, he would be willing to accommodate them.
 
 
Hours passed as he sat in the room, waiting for the cars to arrive. Once or twice he thought he saw movement on the ceiling, only to find it had been his imagination. He wasn't sure how long he sat there, but it was long enough for his indignation of being chased and hunted to seep away. He began to have second thoughts about staying there. Perhaps he was being hasty. He really didn't know if he could be killed by normal bullets. He did have a half sneaking suspicion that if he died, he would come back to life as undead. Of course if he was wrong, then the alternative wasn't a pleasant thought to him. After all, he was just seventeen, and he really hadn't done anything with his life yet. Heather rolled over and kicked her bare leg from under the blanket, throwing her bare leg over his two, and draping an arm over his chest. From all appearances she was still asleep, but she buried her face into his side before her breathing returned to a quiet rhythm.
 
 
Brian sat there in shock. He could feel the pulse running through her leg. The heat of her body seeped through his clothes, warming him in more than one way. He wasn't sure if he was in heaven or hell as a conflict of thoughts and emotions ran through him. He could see that her hip was bare, and the edge of her rear was partially exposed. He wanted to lay his hand on her leg and slowly caress it's perfection. All thought of the intruder left his mind as he slowly began to put his desire into motion. The softness of her leg was incredible, and yet he could feel the strength and firmness of that leg as he slowly began to trace its path back to it's source, enjoying the curves and silkiness of it. His heart felt like a jack hammer in his chest as he reached the curves of her hip. They too felt silky soft, but he could feel her bones just underneath. He never realized how sensual a woman could feel. He had held her and done all sorts of things with her that were fantastic in her dreams, yet never had her body felt this way before. He could never have expected it to be so wonderful.
 
 
He had to lean a bit forward to reach the curve of her hip. It too was firm yet soft. He tried to cup it as best he could, but he couldn't quite reach it without moving her arm. The thought of moving it was strong, before he noticed that her breathing had changed. Looking down, he could see her eyes were open, looking up at him, he jerked his hand back with out thinking.
 
 
"Exploring, are we?" She smiled at him, then rolled over putting her back against him. He wasn't sure what to say. He was busted, and he wasn't sure if he had offended her or if she was alright with it. He sat there staring at her, waiting for her to say something until he heard her breathing indicate she was asleep again. He could feel the blood still rushing to his groin. He wasn't sure which was worse. The pressure he was feeling, or the yearning he felt to be touching her again. He was beginning to think she was trying to drive him crazy on purpose.
 
 
Hours later, the sun started to brighten the little room's curtains. Heather never repeated the nights adventures, which left Brian a bit disappointed. Neither did the little blob thing reappear. The fact that the agents hadn't popped up yet seemed to indicate that perhaps he imagined the whole thing last night, or that whatever it was, didn't work for the people they had been running away from. Either way, the sun was coming up, and it was time to share some of his secrets and to decided what they were going to do. Slipping out of the room, Brian ran into Bobby as he was heading to pick up Heathers cloths.
 
 
"Heading for breakfast?" Brian waved.
 
 
"That's right. Figured some eggs and toast sounded good right about now." Bobby stopped and smiled as he answered him.
 
 
"Yeah, I need to get Heather's things." Brian pointed at the laundry door.
 
 
Bobby shook his head and laughed. "Kid, I hope you two took some time to get some rest. Long trip ahead of us."
 
 
"About that." Brian said. "I'm not to sure we're going to be going with you."
 
 
"Well, why not? You got someplace better to be?"
 
 
"Actually, I'm not sure. Something we need to talk about between us first."
 
 
"Well get you butt moving. I ain't got all day, I got a schedule to keep."
 
 
"Well, hopefully you'll see us in a bit when we go eat."
 
 
"Whatever. I need some coffee, let me know what you two kids are going to do when you finally decide." The trucker turned and walked off to the cafe. Brian actually felt like he kind've liked the guy. He didn't want to see the man get hurt, which was a bit unusual, as he really never had feelings for anyone but Heather and his mom. He didn't even really feel anything for his aunt, as he always felt like she didn't really have any true feeling about him. It felt almost as if she looked at him like he was a curious lab rat or something. She never had love or compassion in her eyes when she would talk to him, if she would even talk to him. This guy, though, something about him was just likable, even if he was compelled to help them. He actually seemed to care and to want to help. Brian was sure he would have liked him had he ever met him under normal circumstances.
 
 
Holding his breath as he opened the dryer, Brian was surprised to find that the dryer had done it's job properly. He knew how those things could be temperamental at times. The fact that she now had clean and dry clothes would make the coming discussion all the more easier than had the opposite been true. Walking into their motel room, Brian was surprised to find Heather up, sitting on the edge of the bed, running her fingers through her hair. 
 
 
"There you are. I was wondering where my clothes were."
 
 
"Yeah, I almost forgot to go get them."
 
 
She stood up, tucking the towel tighter against her not-so-small bosom. "Are they dry?" She took them and shook them out. "You must have left them in all night. There all wrinkled now."
 
 
"I said I forgot." He said sheepishly, "sorry."
 
 
"Well, at least they're dry. I'm hungry, what about you?" She turned, and headed for the bathroom.
 
 
"Could it wait until we're done talking?” He asked, wanting to get it over with.
 
 
"You mean your secret?" She smiled at him, and then turned and walking into the bathroom, dropping the towel to the floor and giving him a quick peek of her oh-so-wonderful, heart-shaped, rear as she disappeared. "I'm sure we will get to everything soon enough." She giggled from out of sight.
 
 
Yeah, this is going to be a difficult day.
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 12
 
 
Time seemed to slow down as Brian waited for Heather to reappear. The giggling had stopped not long after she actually shut the door. He wasn't sure, but he couldn't help but think she was actually daring him to walk over to the bathroom while the door was open. In fact, it was more like an invitation. He wasn't sure entirely, and when she shut the door behind her not much later, he wasn't sure about anything. He really didn't need this right now. The time to reveal who and what he was, well, it was right now. Even if agents came blasting through the door, he was going to tell her. So, why were there butterflies floating around in his stomach? Why did he feel the need to just run out the door and join Bobby, acting like he never said a thing about telling her anything? He stood up, and started pacing around the room. Several times, he stopped in front of the mirror that the little room had and tried to fix his hair. Each time he returned to it, the clump of hair he had moved once again claimed its spot, half covering his eye and face. He swore that one of these days he was going to cut that thing off. See what it thought about that.
 
 
"Heather?" He knocked on the bathroom door. "You almost done?"
 
 
"What?" She hollered back. "Don't tell me you have to go?"
 
 
"No, no." He nervously brushed the clump of hair out of his face. "Just...we have to go soon if we're leaving with Bobby."
 
 
He heard her sigh behind the door. "Okay, just give me a few."
 
 
He nodded toward the door, realizing as he did how stupid that would look. There was no way for her to see him nod. Oh well. He went back to his chair and sat impatiently for what seemed like forever, before getting back up and repeating everything he had already done. About the time he was going to knock on the door again, the door opened and Heather walked out, radiant as usual.
 
 
"How do I look?" She asked, and spun around for a quick once over.
 
 
How did she look? Like no other girl could possibly look. Perfect in every way. So perfect he wondered how it would be possible for her to ever age. "You look great." he manged to choke out.
 
 
"Alright, great, lets have that talk, because I'm starving." She walked to the edge of the bed and sat down, crossing her legs as she did so. At that moment, everything he was going to tell her just went out the door. Everything he had planed to do, all the examples he was going to say. Gone. Vanished. Instead, he said. "I'm a vampire."
 
 
Heather stared at him for a second, then began to smile. "This is your big secret?"
 
 
He nodded.
 
 
"Brian, Sweetie. You may be a lot of things, but a vampire?"
 
 
Brian wasn't sure how he expected her to act. Repulsed maybe. Afraid possibly, or maybe even accepting. Least of all her reactions he thought would be disbelief. A new determination began to rise up in him to this new challenge. Fine, he would make her believe him.
 
 
"Well, how do you explain me saving you all these times? I don't think Chuck could have done any of that."
 
 
"Maybe," she said as she looked him up and down, appraising. "I've wondered how you did it, I won’t lie to you. But somehow, I think there's a less fantastic answer for that."
 
 
"Name one." He challenged.
 
 
"Brian, I'm sorry, but a vampire? Every girl dreams that they're going to find there vampire lover and become the next Bella."
 
 
Brian started to pace trying to think how he was going to deal with this. He couldn't believe that this was actually happening.
 
 
"Okay, okay, if you're a vampire, then you must drink blood?"
 
 
Brian paused and looked at her. "Yeah."
 
 
"Well, I don't see any bites on me, and I haven't seen you feed in awhile." 
 
 
"It's at my home. I go there to eat."
 
 
She shook her head. "Brian, that's miles away, tens of miles. You haven't been there in days."
 
 
"Where do you think I was when the police arrested you?" He smiled feeling some minor victory was achieved when she stopped in mid-sentence and considered what he said.
 
 
"Okay, Brian, I've known you since you were a little kid. I'm sorry, but unless you got bitten some time recently..."
 
 
"I was born a vampire, Heather. It's something that manifested itself some time after I turned thirteen." 
 
 
"Born? I thought Vampires were made?" 
 
 
Brian walked over to the window and pulled the curtain aside and looked out. Bobby's truck was still there, thankfully. He was half afraid the man would have left them behind, not that he couldn't have gotten them another ride. It was just that he really liked Bobby.
 
 
"Apparently not."
 
 
"So...Are you, like, dead?" She stood up and looked at him better. "You don't look pale."
 
 
"I don't know Heather...no, I'm alive." He walked over to the door, opened it, and peeked out. The fresh air that rushed in felt good on his skin. He couldn't help but think that his might just have been another mistake in a long line of mistakes.
 
 
"Brian, don't get me wrong. I really would like you to be one."
 
 
Brian turned and looked at her like she was out of her mind.
 
 
"Seriously, what young teenage girl wouldn't these days, but I don't even see a ring on your finger or anything, and you're not turning to dust in the sun, and you're certainly not sparkling."
 
 
"Your point? They were dead, I'm alive still...Kinda like Blade."
 
 
"Who?" She asked, confused. Brian threw up his hands in surrender and stalked over to his chair, and flung himself down in it.
 
 
"Don't get mad at me, Brian. You fling this one at me with out any kind of proof, and just expect me to believe it?"
 
 


"You want proof?" He raised his voice and jumped up out of the chair, running over to her and locking eyes with her. "I'll give you proof. Dance for me." He said to her, "Oh, and strip." 
 
 
He walked back over to his chair, sat down, and watched as she began to sensually rub her hands along the sides of her legs and slowly bring them to up to her sides. She spun around so her back was facing him and slowly bent down until she was grabbing her ankles. She was so close, he could almost reach out and touch her. He was surprised how well she was doing, he would have expected her to be awkward and clumsy doing this little dance for him, but from all indications she was quite good at it, as her pink top came off and was thrown to him. 
 
 
A sense of guilt began to fill him, as he watched her parade around in her pink bra, slowly massaging her large breasts through it. 
 
 
Perhaps I'm taking this too far, he thought, as she popped the top of her slacks and slowly lowered her zipper. He was sure if he stopped her now, she would have all the proof she needed. But something in him let her keep going, as she sat down and slowly slid her slacks off over those perfectly tanned legs, until all she was standing in were her pink underwear. He was somewhat surprised that she wore color coordinated underwear, but it was cute, and more. The shape of her thighs, and her smooth flat stomach. he could feel the room in his jeans quickly disappearing. 
 
 
She spun around, and turned her back to him, slowly reaching behind her, and began to pop each hook on her bra-strap. Now was the time, he realized. It was now or never. If he let her finish this, it would have gone from proving a point to--
 
 
"Hello?" Bobby knocked on the already partially open door, and pushed it the rest of the way open. Brian leaped up, and put himself between Bobby and Heather, hopefully hiding her completely from his view. 
 
 
"Stop dancing Heather." He said over his shoulder.
 
 
"Oh, I'm sorry" Bobby averted his eyes and pulled the tongue of his baseball cap down in front of his face. "You two kids really should shut the door before playing around like that."
 
 
"Sorry, Bobby, I forgot it was open." Brian answered, and turning to Heather a moment, he told her to get dressed.
 
 
"That's alright, no harm done. Just thought you would like to know I was going to be pulling out of here shortly."
 
 
"Okay...um. Could you give us another ten minutes?"
 
 
"Why, sure I can, just don't make me waste my sunlight on you two just goofing off. Oh, and here, let me shut this for you." The trucker left, shutting the door.
 
 
Brian turned back to Heather, who had already put her shirt back on, and was now attempting to hurriedly put back on her slacks.
 
 
"Well?" Brian asked.
 
 
"Well what?"
 
 
"Was that proof enough, or do I need to make you do more?"
 
 
"You mean the dance?" Heather paused, searching his face, then continued zipping her pants up. "Brian, I did that because I wanted to."
 
 
"What?” He blinked, and stared at her a few moments. “So...you just decided, out of the blue, to dance for me and take your clothes off?"
 
 
She nodded her head. "Yeah. That's what girls do for guys they like."
 
 
That caused Brian to take a double-take. He couldn't believe he just heard her say that. He hadn't even suggested her to say or even think that, yet there it was.
 
 
"If that was your proof silly, I think you better work on it." She smiled again.
 
 
It only took them a few minutes to get what little things they had together, before stepping out into the parking lot. Brian could see Booby off in the distance walking around his rig, checking the tires, and whatever else truckers did before they take off on a long haul.
 
 
"Alright, wait one second." Brian grabbed Heather's arm. "What will it take to convince you?"
 
 
"Are we still going on about this?"
 
 
"Seriously? Tell me what."
 
 
"Okay," she tapped her chin with her finger. "Bite my neck and drink some blood."
 
 
"Oh, um..."
 
 
"Well? It can't be that hard."
 
 
"Don't you think that would hurt you?" 
 
 
"Silly, you're not a vampire, so you're not going to bite me." 
 
 
"Come on, there must be something else that doesn't involve hurting you."
 
 
Heather pulled her arm away from him and looked over at Bobby who was now waving at them to hurry up. Brian was not happy with the distraction, as he still wasn't sure that he was going to go with the trucker.
 
 
Heather turned back to him and sighed. "Fine, why don't you...oh, I don't know, how about...sparkle in the sunlight?" She laughed as she said it. He was sure that since they were already in the sun that she thought she had proved her point.
 
 
"Your wish is my command." Bright, shiny, gold and white light began to shimmer and sparkle all around him. So much so that he could see it reflected in her eyes. Eyes that were very wide as she took him and his illusion in. He had learned early on he could project images or sounds, and with that ability he also found he could make himself look different. He figured that's where the stories came from of vampires turning into mist, or bats, or even wolves. It made sense to him at the time, and it still did, as to this day he still couldn't change his shape, but he believed with enough practice he could one day make it look as if he could. But, simple illusions like making him sparkle? That was no problem at all.
 
 
"You're, you're sparkling." She said, backing up a step and putting her hand over her mouth. "But I thought real Vampires didn't do that, except in the books."
 
 
Brian crossed his arms over his chest and just smiled, until he saw another woman with two teen girls in tow gaping and pointing in his direction.
 
 
"Oh, crap." He said, before turning off the illusion. “We need to go now.”
 
 
"But why? We have so much to talk about." She said, as he grabbed her arm and began walking as quickly as he could in Bobby's direction, trying to hide his face from the three woman who were now just standing in the parking lot, holding up their cell phones in his direction.
 
 
"What took you two so long?" Bobby asked as they walked up.
 
 
"Brian, wait!"
 
 
"We need to go, Bobby." Brian said, as he reached up to the cab and started to pull himself up to the door.
 
 
"What do you think I've been saying for a good part of an hour now?" Bobby said.
 
 
"Brian, wait...as in stop.!" Heather backed up from the truck.
 
 
Brian looked to where the three girls were now standing with a few more people. He could see they were showing there cell phones to the people who were with them and pointing in his direction. He wasn't sure what they could be showing them, as he was sure he turned the illusion off before they could have possibly taken anything to show to people. Or at least he hoped so.
 
 
"Heather, can't it wait? We really need to go."
 
 
"I'm not sure how I feel about traveling with a vampire." She said, sheepishly.
 
 
"A what?" Bobby stopped what he was doing, and stared at the girl like she'd gone crazy. 
 
 
"A vampire." She stood up straighter as she answered the old trucker.
 
 
"Girl, I don't know what they teach these days in those new-fangled schools these days, but there ain't no such things as vampires, and even if there were, they don't go walking around in the daytime."
 
 
"Bobby, I saw him sparkle in the sunlight."
 
 
"What's that prove?" Bobby scoffed at her.
 
 
Brian couldn't believe they were having this conversation, especially not now, as the slowly building group of people were starting to advance on their position.
 
 
"Heather I'm sorry, and I'd love to explain everything to you, but we've seriously attracted way too much attention, and unless we want those agents showing up, we need to go."
 
 
Heather turned and looked at the growing crowd behind them where Brian pointed, and gasped. "What do they want?"
 
 
"I think they seen my little sparkle display. We need to go before more agents show up, like now."
 
 
Bobby whipped his head over and looked at Brian. "You saying you did sparkle?"
 
 
This was getting nowhere fast. and things were getting out of control. He looked into Bobby's eyes, "Now, Bobby, we need to go."
 
 
The old trucker nodded, and started to push him aside as he too now climbed up to the cab. "Well, what the hell are we standing around her for?"
 
 
Brian reached out his hand to Heather, beckoning her to come. "Heather, trust me. I won't let any harm come to you." 
 
 
She paused and looked at him. He could see right into her eyes even from this distance, and he wondered if he could suggest her from here. The temptation was there, but he decided at that moment, the choice was hers.
 
 
Heather looked at him, searching his face for what seemed like forever, before jumping onto the rig and pulling herself into the cab, then climbing over both men and taking the seat next to the window.
 
 
"I thought for a second you weren't coming." Brian said to her, as the truck pulled away from the crowd of people.
 
 
"I almost didn't."
 
 
"Then why did you?"
 
 
"I don't know." She paused there, silent a few moments, before turning towards the window. Brian watched her as she looked out it, motionless. He wondered what she was thinking about, and whether he had blown his only chance with her.
 
 
"Looks like rain again." Bobby announced, just as rain came pouring down on the windshield. The sound of it crashing down on the top of the cab filled where they were all sitting. Water streamed down the window that Heather was staring out, and Brian couldn't help but wonder if he could still fix things.
 

 
 
Chapter 13
 
 
The rain beat down on the truck's windshield for close to an hour, before it finally started to let up. Heather hadn't said a thing during that whole time. The silence was maddening, or at least it was until Bobby broke it up with some of his country music, which he sang at a much louder volume than the CD. Brian would have liked to say that he preferred the silence to Bobby's singing, except it really wasn't true. At least during all the caterwauling, Brian was so distracted he forgot that Heather was still staring out into the passing terrain and avoiding him. It worked as a very good distraction, at least until he had to ask Bobby to stop, as he forgot why he was putting up with it. 
 
 
Why won't she talk to me? Say something at least. It was driving him crazy with all the silence. He hadn't done anything wrong as far as he could see, so he couldn't figure out why she was giving him the silent treatment. Did she want him to say something? Was she mad? Round and round it went in his head. Over and over he turned it, never once coming up with something new. Well, he did make her dance, but she insisted that it was her idea, so she couldn't be mad about that.
 
 
"Well, I think nature is calling." Bobby broke Brian's thoughts. "To much coffee. What about you two kids?"
 
 
"I'm fine," Brian answered To his surprise Heather turned and answered.
 
 
"I could use some food Bobby."
 
 
"Well, dagnabbit," 
 
 
Brian wondered if he really used those as cuss words when he was by himself.
 
 
"I got a run that has to be a good seventy five miles away to deliver still today."
 
 
"Please, Bobby." She said in a sweet little voice. "I haven't eaten all day."
 
 
"Well, I guess." Bobby smiled at her, which produced a smile from her as well. 
 
 
Great, Brian thought to himself. He gets smiles and I get ignored.
 
 
"Next time, you two need to eat something instead of fooling around when it's breakfast time." The trucker said, trying to sound gruff.
 
 
“Is there a place anywhere around here to eat?” Brian asked.
 
 
"There's a small town coming up in about five miles. Is McDonald's alright with your two?"
 
 
Heather quickly nodded her head. Not that Brian cared where they stopped. One place was pretty much like another when you didn't eat much of real food. He wondered if he should make an effort to calm her by eating something, but then he realized that could sabotage everything he already went through convincing her he was a vampire.
 
 
Several minutes later, the three of them found themselves sitting in a booth. Bobby drinking another cup of coffee, and eating some sort of the cinnamon roll.. Heather had two egg McMuffins an orange juice and a large soda. He wondered how she ate so much and kept her shape. He really liked her shape, though, and he smiled at her with out thinking about it. To his surprise she smiled back at him. Apparently he was forgiven for whatever wrong he had done to her. Which was fine by him, he really wasn't holding up well with the silent treatment.
 
 
"Well, aren't you going to eat anything?" Bobby asked for what must have been for the tenth time, looking at Brian.
 
 
"He doesn't need to eat." Heather cut in before Brian could answer again. "At least not all the time."
 
 
"Well, what in blazes does that mean?"
 
 
"It means I'm fasting." Brian answered Bobby.
 
 
"You religious?" Bobby asked, lifting up one eyebrow and scrutinizing him with a Popeye look.
 
 
"It depends." Brian wasn't expecting to be questioned. He did believe in a higher being, well...sort of. He figured there had to be someone that was watching out for people. After all, if he could be a vampire, couldn't there be a God? Still, what he thought would be an easy excuse to dodge the trucker's question had the potential to become a conversation he would rather avoid. "Sometimes I like to fast."
 
 
"Hmm..." Bobby finished off the last of his coffee, then looked into the empty cup, surprised. "These darned things are to dang small. excuse me I'm getting a refill." He got up an headed off.
 
 
"That was fast thinking." Heather said as she started on her second sandwich.
 
 
"Not really. I thought he was going to start asking about what I believed." Brian laughed and was pleasantly surprised to find her laughing with him.
 
 
"So, what are we going to do, Heather?"
 
 
She stopped eating for a second. "Do? What do you mean?"
 
 
"About us? Where are we going? What are we doing?"
 
 
She shrugged her shoulders. "Why are you asking me? I figured you had some plan."
 
 
He could see how she'd think that. He had been there to save the day time and again. He was the one who grabbed Bobby, and jumped in the truck with both of them. In a way, he was the one making all the decisions. Still, he would like to get a little input on how they should proceed.
 
 
"This is pretty much all I had planned. Getting you to safety was my first priority."
 
 
"Then what?" she looked at him expectantly. 
 
 
"Well..." he scratched his head. "I'm not sure anymore."
 
 
"That's not much of a plan." She took a big drink from her soda. She didn't use a straw or a lid, she just drank out of it a like it was any old cup. Bobby took that moment to show back up with another cinnamon roll. 
 
 
"Didn't you already have one of those?" Brian asked.
 
 
"Yes I did, but since our Little Miss Sunshine was still eating I figured why not.” A bit of an edge crept into his voice as he continued. “I'm not bothering your fast am I?"
 
 
"No no, I'm good."
 
 
"Well I'm happy for that." 
 
 
Brian watched as the two of them stuffed their mouths. He had to admit, he was starting to feel like he really was fasting. All this exertion seemed to be draining him faster than normal, not to mention half the time he had to push himself while it was still daytime, that always tired him faster. The last time, he had went way too long, and he wasn't about to make that mistake a second time. Long before he started having head pains, he was going back home for a refill. He couldn't risk being caught up to and being too weak to stop the agents. He highly doubted the next time thing would go so easily. At least they wouldn't if he were the one in charge of them. By now they had to realize how many they had lost attempting to get Heather. Surely they would have something up their sleeve this time.
 
 
"Chuck?" Heather whispered as she put down her mostly eaten McMuffin.
 
 
"What did you say?" Brian asked, then turned around and looked behind him.
 
 
"It's Chuck. Wait here." Heather stood up and went running for the door.
 
 
"Who did she say?" Bobby asked as he popped the last of the roll into his mouth.
 
 
"She said Chuck."
 
 
"Who the hell's that?" The trucker asked, and turned around and watched her run outside and suddenly stop. Brian wasn't sure what she was doing, but as he watched, she held out her hand and leaned forward, pretending to hug someone who wasn't there. Her mouth was moving as if she were talking to someone.
 
 
"What in tarnation does that girl think she's doing?" Bobby stood up and took more of an interest in what she was doing.
 
 
"I'd say she was talking to some one." Brian began, "but I don't see no one there."
 
 
"No shit, dumb ass, ya think I can't see that for myself? The darned girl's lost her mind. Too much fast food can do that to you. I heard on the radio one time."
 
 
"Yeah?" Brian stood up and started to head for the door. "What station?"
 
 
"I don't know! Some talk show that was on late one night when I was long hauling." 
 
 
Brian nodded as if he understood what he was saying. "I'm going to go check on her."
 
 
"Well, you better hurry, looks like she's about to leave with her imaginary friend."
 
 
Brian realized he was right, she was acting like she was walking arm in arm and starting to head away from the McDonald's. Running out the door, but taking extra care not to run faster than normal, Brian shouted and waved for her to stop. The girl of his dreams paused and turned in his direction, then turned back as if she were arguing with someone. The pause was all the time he needed to catch up to her.
 
 
"Heather, what are you doing?"
 
 
"What doe's it look like, Brian? I'm leaving with my boyfriend." She pointed to the non existent person hanging on her left arm.
 
 
"Heather," Brian stepped up to her then waved his hand quickly, make sure no one was really standing where she indicated. "You see? There's no one there."
 
 
She looked at him stupidly. "Brian why did you just slap him? Can't you see he's hurt?"
 
 
"Hurt!?" Brian laughed for a second. "There's no one here, Heather, you're hallucinating." How she could be this far gone into a full blown hallucination was beyond him, but if she wasn't, then she had him fooled.
 
 
"Brian, Chuck's standing right here." She pointed at the missing person again.
 
 
"No, Heather. He's not. Something is playing with your mind."
 
 
"What in Sam hill is going on here?" Bobby said announcing his arrival.
 
 
"Bobby you see Chuck, don't you?" she looked at Bobby almost pleadingly.
 
 
"I'm sorry darling, I don't. I only see you and Brian here."
 
 
She turned and stared at the non existent person. "But he's right here, how can you not see him?"
 
 
Brian took that chance to step right where the supposed Chuck was and grab Heather by the shoulders. "Look at me." He had to shake her to get her attention. "Heather, look." 
 
 
Her eyes turned to his. "Heather, could I be standing where he is if he were here?"
 
 
"I don't understand!" she started to cry, tears welling up in her eyes. "He says he's hurt and he needs me." She put her hand over her mouth and gasped. "Oh my God, he's bleeding! Why didn't I see that before..."
 
 
"Because it's not real, Heather! Stop!" Brian tried to block her view of the invisible Chuck. "Look at me, Heather. Someone's doing this to you."
 
 
"Brian, he's dying." Her legs collapsed under her, and Brian found himself the only thing holding her up.
 
 
"Heather..."
 
 
"Make it stop!" She placed her hands over her ears and started to sob. The entire scene was playing out way too fast to react. Brian had no idea what was going on with her. There was no one there, as far as he could see, and no one had taken the time to suggest her.
 
 
"Heather, look at me. Look at me and I'll make it stop."
 
 
"He's screaming Brian, they're hurting him!”
 
 
"Look at me." He shook her again and her face snapped back toward him. For a second they locked eyes again, only this time he had her. "Chuck is not here. You do not see or hear him. It was a hallucination. Do you understand?"
 
 
Heather stopped thrashing and looked away. She wiped her eyes as she stood up under her own strength. Then looked around at the parking lot.
 
 
"Brian."
 
 
"Are you okay?” Brian asked, his voice almost cracking from the panic that was starting to rise in him.
 
 
"Where...did that come from?" she asked, fully composed as she wiped the rest of the tears from her eyes.
 
 
The panic passed almost as quickly as it came. He couldn't remember the last time that had happened to him. The fear of somehow actually losing Heather was almost to much for him. It was the first time he ever felt so helpless, and incapable of solving a problem.
 
 
"I don't know, Heather." He took her fully in his arms and squeezed her. At first she didn't respond, then he felt her arms wrap around him and tighten as she began to cry again. He listened to the sound of her as she did. The choking gasps as her body shook under her sobs. He held her there and smelled the fragrance of her hair as he shielded her from everyone and everything around her until she stopped. When she finally pulled away, he found her lips against his. Soft and moist, like he always imagined. The taste of her lips were only surpassed by the taste of her tongue as it darted into his mouth rolling and caressing his. He could feel her breath on his face, as his body began to come alive at the touch of her body pressed against his, and the smell that was uniquely hers filled his nose.
 
 
Bobby coughed. “Get a room, you two."
 
 
Heather pulled back from their embrace, but still held on to him, her crystal blue eyes searching his.
 
 
"Well, are we going to go?" Bobby asked and waved his hands back to his truck.
 
 
"You've saved me again." Heather smiled. "And all I do is treat you badly."
 
 
"No, Heather, you don't."
 
 
She placed a finger over his mouth silencing him. "You need to learn to let a girl apologize when she wants to." She smiled and took her finger away. Brian smiled, too.
 
 
"Oh come on, are we ready yet?"
 
 
"Bobby." She turned and said to him. "I think we're going to take your advice."
 
 
"What advice?" He took his baseball cap off, and scratched his head with the same hand.
 
 
"The room. Do you know of one nearby?" She answered him
 
 
"Heather, I don't know if that's a good idea." Brian said, but she then put a finger on his lips again
 
 
"I just want you to hold me is all. I need you to hold me and never let me go."
 
 
"I can't wait for you two, you know."
 
 
Brian spoke up. "We know Bobby, and we thank you for putting up with us.”
 
 
"Well...hell." Bobby put his hat back on. "Look, I'm only a couple of hours away from my drop." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a cell phone. "I'll take you to a little joint near here where you two can bunk down for the night, at least until I get back."
 
 
Brian nodded to him.
 
 
"You call me you hear? I don't care what it is, if you need something, you call me." 
 
 
"How are we going to do that if we have your phone?" Brian asked as he started to walk arm in arm with Heather as they headed for the truck.
 
 
"That's my spare. My number is in there under Bobby."
 
 
"You call yourself much?” Brian asked smiling.
 
 
"No one likes a smart ass, kid." Bobby said, bringing laughs from both Brian and Heather.
 
 
"I say something funny?"
 
 
"No, no.." Brian smiled and exchanged looks with Heather.
 
 
Twenty minutes later, they watched from their new motel room as Bobby pulled away, promising to return by tomorrow. Brian didn't even have to suggest the clerk, as Bobby insisted on paying for their stay. Two days, in fact, as he said he was going to need to get some sleep when he got back. 
 
 
Until then, he and Heather were on their own
 

Chapter 14
 
 
True to her word, Heather did just as she said. Oh, there was some kisses exchanged here and there, but really all they did was hold each other for hours. Several times he though he felt her shivering, but when he asked she shook her head, with her face buried in his side. It was possible he thought, that she had been crying, but he couldn't come up with a reason why. When she did talk to him and show her face, it was usually just to talk about the past, and the trip. Not the weird parts of it, only the good parts. The motels, the waitresses back at the cafe. She even commented that she had wished she had finished her egg Mcmuffin. Brian offered to go out and find her something to eat, but she had clung to him tighter, and told him that she would be fine.
 
 
At the moment, she was sleeping very quietly next to him, her arm hanging over him possessively. The room itself looked almost exactly like the last room they had been in, except that the bathroom was now on the opposite wall of the last one. really there was nothing peculiar about the place, and that made it extremely boring to be laying on the bed wide awake looking at nothing. He had intended to take a trip home while she slept, a plan he had shared with her. He would just pop out for a short minute and then be right back, refreshed and stronger then ever. However she had refused to let him go, saying she didn't want to be left alone for even a minute. When he pushed to go so he could keep his strength up and quench his ever growing hunger, she had begged him to go tomorrow. Easy for her to say after eating at least one and a half egg Mcmuffins. 
 
 
In the end, he had agreed to stay and keep her happy. He had to admit, that the last time he had left her for similar reasons, she had somehow found a way to have herself captured. Which was something he kept forgetting to ask her about.
 
 
Well, he thought, the least she could have done was to allow me to turn the TV on for a bit. That would have definitely given him something to do while she slept. He considered entering her dreams, but he decided against that for two reasons. One being he wouldn't be on guard duty then, and thus he would be unable to protect her, and two...
 
 
Well, two was because that part of their relationship was past. Something he used to do before they were really together. He didn't doubt that later, when they were closer, he would reveal the ability to do that to her. Then they would both go on adventures together without ever leaving their home. That idea brought him a lot of pleasure for some reason. Of course it would be a long time off before he told her about that. She already had way too many things to get use to with him around. He didn't need to complicate things more right now.
 
 
A dark shadow crossed over the closed curtain, completely blocking out the evening parking lot lights. It seemed strange to Brian that anyone could be so huge as to generate that large of a shadow. He almost yelled out at the top of his voice to lay off the hamburgers, but he thought better to not wake Heather. Besides, he didn't need one of the other motel residents complaining to the front desk about his rudeness. That wouldn't do at all, even if he could suggest the clerk to take his side. It was just that he was really bored doing nothing. Maybe he could travel after the big guy and just see what he was doing? It wasn't like he was really leaving Heather. He would be right outside the door. Practically. Why am I arguing with myself? I know what I'm doing. Besides, I cant take this anymore. I've been here for an entire afternoon, she really can't really expect me to lay here all night, too. Nope, he was going to do it. It wouldn't hurt anything, and he really was curious about how big someone had to be to have such a large shadow. If he hurried, he should be able to catch up quickly.
 
 
It wasn't hard for Brian to shut his mind down. After all he had been practicing most of the evening just to keep himself some what occupied. He had been itching for a reason to just step out, if only just for a few seconds and now he had an excuse. After all what if the guy was really an agent or something? A huge agent. He had to patrol the perimeter at least once in awhile, just in case. He heard a familiar pop, and he found himself standing by the bed. That was somewhat surprising, he expected to travel straight to the guy with the big shadow. He supposed, since he didn't actually see the guy, or know where he was, that it might make it harder to just zoom in on him.
 
 
"Well that's going make this a bit more difficult," he said to himself. But, at least he would get to wander around on his own power. He had to admit, as walked through the still closed door, that he felt in this instance it was a bonus. The first thing he saw was the empty parking lot as he emerged from the other side of the door. A quick glance around the immediate area revealed nothing. Not that he expected the big guy to hang around outside at whatever time of the night it was. After all, if it was another customer then he was here to sleep. Yeah, right after he eats another pizza, he thought, and laughed to himself.
 
 
That was when he heard it.
 
 
"Who goes there?" The voice was gravely, almost like a low guttural growl. At the same instant he noticed movement off to his left. He wasn't sure where the thing had been hiding when he first stepped out of the door, as he could not believe anything that big could have escaped his notice. It was huge and bulky and walked like a giant ape. Yet, no ape that he had ever seen had such a large wolf like snout, filled with rows of sharp teeth that he could see even from where he stood. The thing was covered in thick black fur, and its head seemed to be somewhere between the area of dog-like or wolf-like, yet not quite either. Two large red orbs sat in the place where it's eyes should have been, while it's pointed ears stood up straight and tall and pointed directly at him.
 
 
"Identify yourself!" It said in that guttural growl again. This time, Brian could see that it's snout didn't move as he heard the words, instead it sounded like it had come from inside his own head, despite the fact that he could clearly tell the direction and source of the voice. 
 
 
Whatever the thing was, it could see him while he was in his traveling form. Nothing else ever had. And it wasn't in his realm, it threw a shadow against the motel building, so it had to be in the real world.
 
 
"Who are you, and why do you trespass here?" Brian answered, hoping that he sounded sure of himself, though he wasn't entirely certain it would hear him.
 
 
"I am Terrgoreith, and I have been authorized to hunt." Brian watched as it stepped out into the open parking lot and stood up to its full height. It was gigantic. It had to be as tall as the largest basketball player he had ever seen, but its shoulders were as wide and broad as Brian himself was tall. Now completely exposed in the parking light, Brian could see that he was mistaken about it being wolf like. Now he could plainly see that it could only be a werewolf, and the largest one he had ever seen in any movie.
 
 
"Answer me, why do you interrupt my sanctioned hunt? By what authority do you accost me?"
 
 
Here is the question... Brian asked himself. If he can see me and talk to me, does this mean he can hurt me as well? He would have to guess yes just to be on the safe side. Yet, what was he supposed to do? The thing clearly recognized Brian as something superior, that he asked for his authorization. And, based on the the size of it's shadow, he guessed this was the fat guy he was looking for. He had no choice but to play this to the end, because he had a deathly feeling that what it hunted was sleeping next to him just one small door away.
 
 
"You have no right to be here. Go back to wherever you're from." Brian said loud and firm, and he waved his arm to point out of the parking lot.
 
 
The werewolf sat back on its haunches, seeming confused, as it's ears turned back and forth, following sounds Brian couldn't detect. A thin hope began to rise inside Brian, Perhaps werewolves took orders from vampires? He had seen movies where they served them before. If he was lucky, this would be the case. Then again, there were a lot of movies that werewolves and vampires were at war with each other, as well.
 
 
"Very well." It finally answered. "Give me the authorization code, and I will stop the hunt." 
 
 
Authorization code? What authorization code. Why would a werewolf require an authorization code? This was insane! How was he supposed to deal with that? 
 
 
But, the fact of the matter is, he deferred to me. That means he recognized me as a person in authority. Maybe I could bluff my way out of this. After all, I've seen it work before.
 
 
"Are you questioning my authority?" Brian mustered all the indignation he could . "You are in my territory, I do not answer to the likes of you. You will stand down and leave this place...now!"
 
 
The werewolf looked visibly shaken, and it looked as if it were tensing to leave, before it stopped itself then asked. "Which coven are you a member of.?"
 
 
Coven? Why wont this stupid dog just leave? Why does it keep making this harder and harder?
 
 
"Are you questioning me again?" Brian tried to look as fierce as he could, the thought of him holding a flaming blade came to mind as he pictured himself looking as fierce as possible. In answer to that thought, the blade appeared in his hand, which was a trick he had leaned long ago in his traveling form. The reality was dream-like, after all, which was why he could enter Heather's dreams in it, and just like in dreams, here he could fly, or make weapons, or do anything else he chose to. Hopefully a nonexistent flaming sword would cow the werewolf and make him go on his way. 
 
 
It produced the exact opposite reaction. The great beast stood up to its full height once more, and growled—no, it actually screamed--into his head.
 
 
"You dare to threaten me? I am Terrgoreith. I am the alpha of Warren pack. I answer directly to the Annunaki himself!"
 
 
Crap. This isn't going well.
 
 
"You invaded my territory--" Brian began to shout, but was quickly cut off.
 
 
"And for such a minor offense, you threaten an alpha of the Warren?" It roared. "For such an offense, you shall be clawed!" 
 
 
Whatever that meant, Brian was sure it couldn't be good. He could see lights going on in various motel rooms, he even thought he heard someone behind him yelling "911! Get the police!"
 
 
Yeah, like the police were going to help with this. He would have told them to bring silver bullets but he was sure that even if the werewolf could hear him, the stranger behind him couldn't. Brian jumped to the right, as the Terrgoreith smashed down where he had been standing moments before, and pavement shattered and sprayed up into the air. The fact that he was traveling allowed Brian to move even faster than normal, otherwise he doubted he would have avoided that unannounced pounce.
 
 
"Show your real self, coward!" The werewolf snarled. "Are you afraid of a little clawing?”
 
 
"Here, I thought cats only clawed things. Dogs are supposed to bite, aren't they?" Brian quipped, at the same time looking for where he could go if the wolf should attack him again. At least he was leading it further away from Heather.
 
 
"Dog? Did you refer to me as a dog?" Again, the werewolf attempted to catch him with a quick leap to where he was standing, but avoiding him was as easy as a thought, as he realized that actually trying to run or jump was a mistake, given that he wasn't really standing there.
 
 
"You can't avoid me forever, Vampire."
 
 
"At least until the police arrive, though?" Brian smiled and leaned back against a light pole, crossing his arm while the flaming blade flickered near his face. He had to make sure that he didn't fall through the darn thing, as it really wasn't there for him.
 
 
"You would let the mortals fight for you?" The thing shook it's head in disgust. "Your coven must be so proud of you."
 
 
"And your trainer must think highly of you as well. Too bad I don't have a doggy treat to reward you with. Oh, wait, reward you for what? Making a fool of yourself and being caught by the humans?"
 
 
The werewolf paused and looked around at all the faces that were now peering from windows and doors looking at it.
 
 
"You, too, will be held accountable." It said at a lower tone, as it looked as if it were trapped.
 
 
"Wrong. No one can see me, remember?"
 
 
The thing stopped, and its great red orbs bulged out of it's head at him. Saliva poured out of one side of its mouth as the sounds of distant sirens could be now heard.
 
 
"Oops. Do you hear that? Here come the dog catchers now."
 
 
"Very well...you have bested me this time, little one. I shall not forget this slight you have brought to my pack and my name."
 
 
"Whatever." Brian said then pretended to yawn, while bringing up his free hand to pat his open mouth. 
 
 
"One boon vampire.”
 
 
"Hurry up, Lassie, this is getting old fast."
 
 
"Your name." The thing growled. The sirens sounded as if they could be no more than a couple of blocks away.
 
 
"I don't see--"
 
 
"By the eleventh accords, I demand your name."
 
 
Brian considered not answering, but in the end could see no reason why not. "My name, you ask?"
 
 
"Yes. Your name."
 
 
"Edward." he answered.
 
 
"Very well, Edward. Until we meet again." Red and blue lights flooded the parking lot, as the great Were turned and then bounded to the motel building, jumping to its roof as the police pulled into the parking lot. Brian watched as it disappeared over the roof. 
 
 
Police jumped from their cars, pulling guns and running in the direction it had went. One of the officers Brian could hear radioing for animal control. Brian paused by him, and whispered into his ear. “Good idea, you're going to need all the back up you can get.”
 
 
Smiling at his own wittiness, Brian sauntered back into his room, only to see Heather standing over his body, violently shaking his body up and down in what he hoped was an attempt to wake him.
 
 
 
 
Chapter 15
 
 
"Wake up, damn you." It wasn't the most pleasant first thing he heard upon waking, but the red eyes and wet face said immediately that she had been crying. She couldn't have been awake for very long as the police had just barely shown up, yet from all appearances one would have thought it had been a lot longer.
 
 
"Heather. Relax." He grabbed her shoulders as she shook him. Her eyes widened when she realized he had finally woken up, but still she held onto him, shaking him still, but with less of a sense of emergency.
 
 
"They're here," she said, "and I couldn't wake you." She finally let go of him, and sat down on the bed next to him. A sob escaped her as she hid her face in her hands, her golden hair spilling forward, and concealing her tears. 
 
 
"Heather, it's okay," he put his arm around her and hugged her as he sat up. "They're not here for you."
 
 
"How do you know that?" She turned her tearful eyes to him. "They could be, have you looked?"
 
 
"Shh, it's just the police, and yes, I did look."
 
 
"How could you, you were asleep? You said you didn't sleep."
 
 
Brian smiled and tried to look as calming as possible as he answered her. "I was patrolling outside."
 
 
"You were what?" She stopped crying and pinned him with a skeptical look.
 
 
"I was traveling." He said, as a knock came from the door.
 
 
"There here, there here!" She jumped back further on the bed, grabbing blankets and pulling them up to her chest.
 
 
"It's alright, Heather. Calm down." He stood up, and stretched his hands in her direction trying to calm her. The knock at the door came again, and he yelled over his shoulder. "Just a second!"
 
 
"Now, wait right there, and don't do anything stupid. They're not here for us." 
 
 
She sat there wide eyed, fear completely filling her face. He couldn't believe that she was so scared that they might come for her. Earlier in the day, she acted as if everything was alright, in fact ignoring the Chuck incident, she was taking everything pretty well, he'd thought. Now he could see she was just putting up a good front. Or, at least, she had. He had to admit a lot of crazy things had gone on over the last few days. Her life had completely collapsed, her family and boyfriend were missing. She'd been arrested multiple times, been in jail, witnessed the death of agents and an officer, and even seen some kind of ghost of her boyfriend. What wasn't there in her life that was odd? Oh, and he almost forgot. She had found out she was traveling with a vampire.
 
 
The door turned out to be just the motel clerk checking up on everyone. He was making the rounds and telling everyone to be calm. The police had everything in hand. There had been a big animal of some sort loose in the lot, and animal control was taking care of the problem. Brian almost wanted to laugh at that last statement. As if the dog catchers were going to be able to handle a full fledged werewolf. The entire idea of it was almost impossible to believe. But he had actually seen and talked to a werewolf! Even better, he knew what Brian was, meaning there were other vampires as well. He had always suspected as much, but until this evening, he never had any proof. Now he had something to think about, and maybe to find.
 
 
It only took a few minutes to calm Heather down. Once the police didn't come crashing into the room and several of the cruisers left, she began to relax. He asked her if she was alright so many times, that eventually she began to get irritated with him.
 
 
"If you ask me that one more time, Brian.." She lifted a pillow like she was about to throw it at him, then just grimaced at him in her beautiful way, before lowering her weapon back to the bed.
 
 
"I'm sorry. I'll stop."
 
 
"Good." She crossed her arms and stared at the ground for a minute. "This is never going to stop...is it?"
 
 
She had said that in such a quiet whisper, he almost thought the question had been rhetorical, until he saw the way she looked at him for not answering.
 
 
"Well, it could." he nodded trying to sound confident. The truth was, he had been thinking the same thing for awhile during the night as he lay there. He had heard before the internet and cell phones, it had been fairly easy to disappear in America. Move to another city, change your name. Maybe take the social security card of some stillborn child and you could have your own life. These days, however, the internet made that almost impossible. Anyone could find out if you paid your bills late if they knew where to look it up online. The chance that they could actually escape the U.S. Government, seemed unlikely. Even if they ran away to some third world country, what kind of life would that be?
 
 
"What are we going to do Brian?" It was more of a plea than a question. Her eyes had filled again with tears as she said that, and he realized at that moment what was nothing more than a fun adventure to him. a break from the doldrums of school and hiding out in his house from, was a nightmare for her.
 
 
"What do you want to do, Heather?"
 
 
"What?" She asked, pausing in the rocking she had just started.
 
 
"What do really want to do?"
 
 
"I just want my life back. I want my parents, my friends. I wish I was home."
 
 
Those were pretty big wishes, and Brian had no idea how to fulfill them. None of them matched anything he was looking to do. He had just wanted to run around the country with Heather and try to live a dream. Now with the knowledge of covens of vampires in the world, his priorities had changed. He wasn't exactly sure why, most likely because everyone in TV or the movies would want to find their people once they found out about their existence. So, it seemed only logical that he do the same thing, besides, he had questions that he really would like answered. Yet, all that was going to have to wait. Now he was tied to Heather, and he had to help her first. Somehow it felt this was all his fault, he couldn't say why, and maybe it really wasn't, but that didn't change the way that he felt about it.
 
 
"I'm not sure how we can fix this." Brian finally answered.
 
 
"You think I don't know that?" She sobbed, the tears were most definitely back now. He watched as she buried her face into a nearby pillow and cried. He felt weak and helpless watching her there, and he truly had no ideas how they could go up against the entire U.S, government. It wasn't possible as far as he knew. So, he did the only thing he could do, he got up and sat down by her, and then wrapped his arms around her while he leaned his head on her back. She sobbed and cried for the longest time. He didn't count the minutes, though, it really didn't matter, He just had to be there for her. He wasn't sure it helped, but eventually, she stopped and fell back to sleep, exhausted. When she did, he just sat there and watched her breathe. Something had to change, and he wasn't sure how to make that change. It was obvious this lifestyle wasn't going to work for her. Sure, she might put on a brave face and go along with everything once again when the sun came up, but tonight, he had seen what was really going on in her heart. 
 
 
This, he was going to have to fix, no matter what the cost.
 
 
Morning came around slower then he would have preferred, as he was left sitting around doing nothing but coming up with plan after plan and rejecting each. He had spent far too many days in his life doing just that, and now that he had the chance to actually do something, he was ready to do it, if he could just figure out what 'it' was. An hour after the sun came up, Heather woke. He was happy to see her stretch and sit up, as the nights worries seemed to have disappeared with her sleep, given that she woke up all smiles.
 
 
"You didn't sit there all night watching me, did you?" She asked, jumping off and walking to the bathroom. He wasn't sure she really expected an answer, so he decided to play it safe.
 
 
"Yes and no." He got up and and leaned against the bathroom door that she had closed.
 
 
"Whats that suppose to mean?" she asked from behind the door.
 
 
"I don't know really, Heather, we need to talk."
 
 
"You've been saying that a lot lately."
 
 
"Yeah, well this time we do."
 
 
The toilet flushed and the sink came on inside. He could here her brushing her teeth after a few seconds. "Can it wait until I'm finished in the little girls room?"
 
 
He smiled to himself. "Yeah, sure...um, sorry."
 
 
He didn't wait to hear her response as he walked over to the lone chair, and moved back to where it had been when they had first arrived. He sat in it and idly leaned back and closed his eyes. He normally didn't sleep if we were eating regularly, but as of late, nothing had been regular about his life. He really did need to make another run to his home and get some food. If he ran into that werewolf again in his normal form, he didn't think he would stand a chance being half starved. Normally, he only really had to eat every few days, but with all his little stunts, that changed everything.
 
 
The door opened, and out came Heather. Even after a night of sobbing, she still woke up looking almost perfect. Her eyes looked a little puffy and were still a bit bloodshot, but beside that, she was picture perfect in his eyes.
 
 
"Okay, what's up?" She said, as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
 
 
"We need to fix this." He said as seriously as he could.
 
 
She sighed as he said that, and from her expression, he realized she had already come to some conclusion. "Brian, I already have an answer..." She stopped, and looked at him waiting for him to respond, when he didn't she continued on. "Brian I've been think about this for awhile, and..." she stood up and walked over to the bathroom door and leaned her shoulder on the bathroom door frame, her back facing him. "I haven't done anything wrong Brian, and even if I had...I would have turned myself in."
 
 
Brian stood up and walked over to her, and grabbed her from behind. "I know what you're going to say, and I forbid it."
 
 
"It has to be done, Brian." She pulled away and turned to face him, her eyes filling with tears again. "I want my family back."
 
 
"That's my point, Heather. You won't get them back by turning yourself in."
 
 
"How do you know?" She stomped her foot and balled her fist.
 
 
"Because you've went down this road before." He tried to reach his hand out toward her, but she knocked it away and stomped passed him and headed out into the main room.
 
 
"And each time you stopped them, Brian."
 
 
"I was saving you!” he pleaded.
 
 
"From what? They're the police."
 
 
"Yes, they were, until they gave you to the men in black."
 
 
"Brian, they were government agents. I probably was in no danger."
 
 
"Then why did they take your parents away, and why did you run with me if you were in no danger?"
 
 
She paused and crossed her arms under her breasts. A move that quickly caught his eye thanks to how they seemed to become more prominent from the gesture.
 
 
"I don't know why they took my parents, Brian. Maybe for questioning? Most likely they're home right now, worried out of their minds about me. As to why I ran away with you?" She threw her arms up and then herself into the waiting chair. "You might as well ask why I went to your house that night rather than just going home. It was almost like I was compelled to."
 
 
Brian was about to retort about her parents, until that last part came out of her mouth. His heart sank when he heard her say that, and then he realized why he had felt so responsible about the entire situation. At the time he was trying to rescue her, he didn't know how far reaching his suggestion ability was, or could be. It had always been more of a magic trick for him, rather than something serious, or even dangerous. It wasn't until he had her do the strip dance that he hand found out that it could actually rearrange a person’s memory so that everything they did to accomplish his suggestion became their own idea. It was frustrating the first time he witnessed it, now he found it downright scary. It was his turn to sit down on the edge of the bed, where he just dropped the hand he had been lifting to make a point in his argument. 
 
 
Somehow he had instilled in her the want to run with him. Not intentionally, of course, maybe unconsciously. After all, his fondest wish in life had been her, and to have her with him always. Now he wondered how much of her friendliness to him, or for that matter her attraction to him was all just an act that he had somehow put into her mind?
 
 
"Brian, it's the only way to end this. To get my family back. Brian?" She stood up and walked over to him sitting next to him. "You understand, don't you?" She picked up his hand and held it.
 
 
Did this mean he could never have an honest relationship with anyone? Would he always find himself wondering if that glance into their eyes planted some subliminal message in their minds that they couldn't resist? The idea seemed monstrous to him. Was he a monster, then? 
 
 
"Brian?" Her voice, filled with concern, snapped Brian out of his thoughts. What she said made some sense of a sort, but she didn't have the big picture, and without it, she could never make an informed decision.
 
 
"Heather, I need to tell you some things. Then, maybe you can make a better decision."
 
 
"What things?" She asked. 
 
 
So, he told her. Starting with traveling to the party that night, and witnessing what those agents did to the two girls. (Explaining the fact)? The fact that he couldn't travel to Chuck later because of the invisible barrier, and then his rescue of her from the agents using the fog. He decided to avoid telling her about the suggestion ability at this point, because he had this feeling she would just lose it with that information as well. He went on to tell her about the agent's attack on him both times, and then he finished it with the werewolf from last night. She sat there without saying a word during the entire time he spoke, until he got to the werewolf, whereupon her eyes widened in shock and fear.
 
 
"You're telling me a werewolf was hunting us outside last night?" She said, as she stood back up.
 
 
"Actually, I suspect it was just after you."
 
 
"Why me?" She said with a gasp, as her hand went to her chest involuntary.
 
 
"That's the question, isn't it? Until last night I didn't even know that they existed. Now I find one hunting for someone just outside our room."
 
 
"But...maybe it wasn't looking for me?"
 
 
"True, but then again, who else would it be on a sanctioned hunt looking for? I don't know about you, but the word 'sanctioned' has government written all over it."
 
 
"But why?" She whispered. 
 
 
He shrugged his shoulders at her, "no idea, Heather, but I have a feeling your capture came to an end the minute they sent that thing after you. I'm guessing they're done with you now."
 
 
"My mom and dad? What about them? Are they okay?"
 
 
"I don't have a crystal ball," he said sheepishly, "but I could travel to them, and also get some food. Just in case we run into Mr. Furry again."
 
 
"You can do that? Travel to my parents?"
 
 
"I don't see why not. Then I could at least see how and where they are."
 
 
"Okay, do it." She said, and got a hopeful smile.
 
 
"First, we need to make sure that werewolf doesn't find you here while I'm gone." He smiled as he reached into his pocket and popped out Bobby's phone. The connection rang a few times before it finally picked up.
 
 
"Yeah? This better be important." The gruff voice of the old trucker answered.
 
 
"Bobby?"
 
 
"That you, kid? Sorry, I thought it was my ex calling for more money. She wouldn't stop calling all last night. Anyway, that's another story. What can I do for you, kid?"
 
 
Brian couldn't help but smile at hearing the old guy's grumpy voice. He hadn't realized he had once been married, but then again, he didn't remember asking him anything about himself either.
 
 
"We got some trouble, and I think we could use your help."
 
 
"Not a problem, you where I left you?"
 
 
"Yeah."
 
 
"Alright then, give me a couple of hours and I'll be right there."
 

 
 
Chapter 16
 
 
The truck's cab rocked and shook as Bobby changed gears. Brian opened his left eye and peered at the older trucker.
 
 
"Sorry kid, but we're not quite out of town. Traffic will be a lot lighter once we get outta this darned blamed town."
 
 
He was right. Once they cleared all the traffic, the big rig they were riding in would start to sail smoothly along with out the jerking caused by slowing and speeding up. Then, it would be a lot easier for him to calm himself and travel. At least, that was the plan. After calling Bobby, Brian had outlined his plan to Heather. She wasn't too thrilled with the whole idea, as she was worried what would happen if the werewolf came back, or even just the agents. When he had explained that was where Bobby came in, she had readily agreed. Theoretically, she should be safe as long as the two of them were moving. It was unlikely that werewolves or agents could take them in the truck. All he had to do was find her parents if at all possible, and get some blood. Then catch back up to them while they would still be driving. Easy and simple as far as he could see. The only weird part would be when he disappeared to feed. He had to explain how that was going to work to both of them twice. Even still they both acted like they would only believe it when they saw it.
 
 
"Only a few more minutes, kids." Bobby said again.
 
 
Heather sat next to him patiently waiting for word on her parents. She did ask if he could check on Chuck again as well, and even though it pained him greatly to find his main competition, he had agreed to look for him as well.
 
 
"Alright, it looks like it's clearing up."
 
 
Brian opened his eyes again and looked out the front windshield. Sure enough, the traffic had cleared up enough that Bobby wasn't hitting his brakes every time some maniac pulled in front of him trying to car jockey himself a little farther up the road. Brian had never actually thought about it before, but how insane was a person who could possibly think of cutting off a truck so massive? Didn't they realize how heavy the truck was, or what the truck would do to their little car if it failed to stop? The whole idea bewildered him. If he ever started to drive one day, he hoped he would never be so foolish.
 
 
"Yeah, you're right, Bobby. Okay, if we can keep this up long enough I should be able to travel. Remember, don't stop unless you absolutely have to." Brian instructed them for what was probably the tenth time. Neither one of them pointed that out however, as he was sure they were nervous and didn't have time to argue with him. Thankfully, the truck's seats were comfortable enough for him to relax now. It would have been nice if Bobby owned a truck with a bed in the back, but he had said that cost a little bit more than he could afford. So, in the end, Brian would just have to do with what they had. Once the truck started running along smoothly it didn't take long before Brian heard and felt the pop in the back of his neck as he found the terrain blur around him. He pictured Heather's parents in his mind. He hadn't spoken to them very often, but he had run into them in her dreams often enough that he actually felt like he knew them personally. So locking onto them should be easy enough.
 
 
The scenery that materialized around him was becoming quite familiar lately. The dark gray shabby stairway shot down in front of him. He could still make out the landing below where he now stood. It's familiar turn and the stairway that continued beyond his sight. A wave of dread rose up from somewhere below where the stairs came from. It was palatable this time. Not only did his stomach feel queasy like some dark hand was reaching up and squeezing it, but now he could swear he smelled a sick rotting rising up with the dread. Whatever was down there was worse than anything he could imagine. He was sure of it, and so, too, were Heather's parents. He wasn't sure how he was going to tell her this, or how she was going to react to this news. 
 
 
He had considered this might be where they were long before, but he never really wanted to broach the subject with her. After all, what were they going to do about it? He couldn't even cross the threshold for some reason. The police weren't going to help them, as they were either in on the whole thing, or were ignorant accomplices.
 
 
No, he would just have to come up with another plan. He was sure Heather would insist on saving them, not that he could see how that would be possible. In the end it would happen, he would just have to find a way to protect her and to come along as well. There had to be a way past this barrier, and they would find it. Now only one last thing to do, and he was pretty certain the results would be the same. Brian summoned Chuck's memory to his mind, and closed his eyes as he concentrated on all the things that he hated about him. He could feel his traveling body begin to move and feel what he was sure was the blurring of everything around him. Just to be safe, he opened his eyes to make sure. The entire house had disappeared just like he thought and replaced with blurred images of god-knew-what. Abruptly, the blur faded and was replaced with the gray staircase again. This is exactly what he suspected, but he had to try again for her sake. Chuck had been here the last time as well, so he really didn't see why things would have changed. Nevertheless, now he could tell her with a clear conscience that he had given it a shot.
 
 
He decided to walk around the top of the house to see if there was anything different, but as far as he could tell, nothing had changed in the old Warren place. "Well I can't see any reason to stay here. " He said to himself. "Good thing, as I'm really starting to get hungry."
 
 
Not much later, he found himself sitting up in his bed at home. The place looked the same, undisturbed, he found that strange, as he would have thought U.S. agents would have at least stormed the house long ago, but they hadn't and he wasn't going to complain. He really hoped Heather and Bobby weren't freaking out right now. He did warn them about his body disappearing when he would come here, and that he would return, but he hardly believed that they took him seriously. Oh, they nodded their heads and acted as if such an occurrence was just a normal thing, but he knew they didn't really believe he could do this. Hopefully, Bobby didn't crash his truck when it happened or there would be a lot more of a mess to clean up when he got back.
 
 
The front room and kitchen were just the way he left them as he headed down to the basement stairs. He threw the door open with a bang as he began to move faster in anticipation of feeding. He didn't even look around the basement as he ripped opened the fridge door and grabbed a box of food, shredding it with his nails that had now involuntary grew to look almost like small six inch daggers. The plastic or vinyl bag filled with the precious liquid was cold to his lips and throat as he poured and sucked the bag dry. Fire rose from his stomach and began to flow through his veins. A sweet, painful, pleasurable experience all rolled into one.
 
 
"You would find it even more pleasurable if you actually fed on someone." A woman's voice said behind him. Brian moved faster than he thought possible, as he leaped halfway across the basement floor away from the woman's voice, landing against the far wall and clinging to it, a feat he had previously not known he could do, either.
 
 
"It's alright, Brian, calm down."
 
 
A dark haired woman he knew too well, dressed in a loose fitting blue blouse and dark slacks, stood by the stairs smiling at him.
 
 
"Aunty? Why did you scare the hell out of me like that?"
 
 
"I don't know. Why didn't you sense me here to begin with?" She said, as she walked into the room, looking around disdainfully "Didn't your mother tell you to clean this filth up?"
 
 
"Yeah. Like years ago, when she was still alive." He answered, as he slid down the wall and landed lithely on his feet. He paused to look at his hands for a second. They looked normal still. He didn't see claws or glue on them, and in fact his finger nails were back to normal again.
 
 
"That's not a very good excuse." His aunt said, before sitting down on the cleanest chair she could find.
 
 
"I didn't know I was making an excuse." Brian walked over and looked down at her. "Is it already time for another delivery?"
 
 
She patted a nearby chair for him to sit. He wasn't sure that he wanted to, as he had to get back to Heather, and he really did want another IV of blood. For some strange reason that last one was better than any other he remembered. Then again, the sooner he got rid of his Aunt Jenn, the sooner he could get going. So, reluctantly, he sat down in a different chair than the one she chose.
 
 
She arched an eyebrow at him, then smiled as she crossed her legs. "Brian, please tell me you're not involved with this Heather Thompson?"
 
 
He shrugged, wondering what she knew. 
 
 
"Mm hm. Well, I'll take that as a yes." Brian still didn't answer her. He didn't see why he needed to. It was really none of her business what he was doing. It wasn't like she cared about anything else he had done recently, why should she care about this?
 
 
"Well, Brian, or should I say...Edward? We're in a pickle of a situation here."
 
 
He hoped he didn't show his surprise when she had said that name. Only one person, or technically thing would know to call him that name. Now, the question was how he should react to this new knowledge. Should he feign innocence and get the hell out of there, or should he press her for what she knew? Considering he would most likely meet that werewolf again, and would still go to the old Warrens place, it was most definitely time for answers.
 
 
"You know about werewolf?" Brian threw at here.
 
 
"Oh, I know a bit more than that." She smiled. He waited for a few seconds wondering why she simply sat there, not elaborating further. If she knew so much, why didn't she say something?
 
 
"Well?" He asked, annoyed. He always seemed to be annoyed with her over something or another.
 
 
"I'm waiting for your answer, Brian. " She tapped her chin with her finger. "I did ask you first."
 
 
This was ridiculous. She wanted to play games with him. Typical of her, always acting mysterious and aloof. Well, fine...if that was the way she wanted to play it, he didn't need her help. Standing, he brushed his pants off as he headed for the stairs to leave.
 
 
"Brian, if you leave without the answers you seek, you may never find them in time."
 
 
He paused as he reached the stairs with his arm resting on the railing and one foot on the first stair. "Tell me then, and quit playing games."
 
 
"Answer my question first." She said, and for the first time he heard what sounded like a barely discernible accent whisper from her voice. He thought about it for a second. Had he ever heard that sing song melody from her before? He really hadn't thought about it before, but now that he thought about it he decided he had. It was really never noticeable before this, yet now it was there clear as a bell, and in his memories he now could see it too. It had to be the fact that he had just eaten. He knew the blood made him stronger, but he never knew how much so it affected just his regular senses, or his memory. He couldn't help but wonder how much more interesting his life would be if he ate daily, or even maybe three times a day like any normal person would.
 
 
"Fine, you win. But I better get some answers." He walked back to his chosen chair and threw himself into it, dust flew up all around him and yet somehow the dust particles seemed to be be moving slowly, almost as if they were suspended in the air, and without thinking he counted every particle floating near his face before he answered her. "Yes. I'm mixed up in this."
 
 
His aunt exhaled as if she had been holding her breath for quite sometime, yet he was sure she had been breathing the entire time.
 
 
"Brian, you interfered in a Class One hunt."
 
 
"Now, what does that mean exactly?" He leaned forward, resting his arms on his knees and clasping his hands together.
 
 
"It means you are in serious trouble, and I cannot protect you any longer." She pulled out a cell phone and hit an auto dial number.
 
 
"Whoa, whoa whoa," He said as he stood up reaching for her, "What do you think..." He didn't finish his question before a small black canister appeared in her one free hand and sprayed him in the face. Brian's eyes burst into fire. Literally, he could see the flames flickering in his vision just before the room went black. His throat burned as well and he found it the pain from both his eyes and throat almost unbearable. An inhuman growl, or shriek, he wasn't sure which, erupted from him. He could feel the cold cement against his skin, he could even hear his aunt talking on the phone still, but all of that had no meaning as long as this fire continued to burn. 
 
 
"Oh, quit it, you big baby. It will pass quickly. It's just Vampire mace."
 
 
Vampire mace? Who the hell made vampire mace, and why the hell was she carrying it, or better question, why did she mace him? 
 
 
"Come on, quit it. It should be wearing off any minute." She was right, the pain was already quickly disappearing, and his vision was clearing as well.
 
 
"Hurry up, we need to discuss some things." The only thing he wanted to discuss with her was how he was going to break her neck after that stunt of hers. He sat up onto his knees, and rubbed his eyes, glad they appeared to still be there. After seeing fire erupt from them, he wasn't entirely certain they would be.
 
 
"You'd better explain yourself before my eyes clear, or..."
 
 
"Or what? You want me to mace you again, perhaps with a larger dose? Brian, this is serious, you broke laws that have been set in place for generations. There are consequences for that."
 
 
"Yeah?" He said, as he got his bearings. He could see she was still sitting in the same place, and the mace was in her lap. If he was quick he could take that damn spray and give her some of her own medicine. "I'm listening."
 
 
"You stopped a hunt."
 
 
"And that means?"
 
 
"Your little girlfriend is supposed to be dead, Brian. Now 'Edward' is on that hunting list, too."
 
 
"Well, I guess Edward better watch his back, then." Brian made a quick dash to his aunt, simultaneously grabbing her can of mace from her lap and emptying it into her face. He watched as she choked and sputtered from the steam of liquid that poured into her face and ran down her blouse. She stood up furiously, screaming at him
 
 
"Are you an idiot? Are you trying to drown me.?"
 
 
"I'm just paying you back in kind." Brian said, as he dropped the hand that had been spraying her.
 
 
"Do I look like a vampire?" She shook her head.


 
 
Brian stepped back, looking at her as she started wiping her face and then her shirt, rambling about how much it cost and how she would never get the smell out.
 
 
"You better sit right down now, boy." She looked up at him and started pointing her finger at him. "Just one more idiotic move out of you, and I'm outta here. You can find your own damn answers." 
 
 
Fine he thought, he had her can of mace, and he didn't seem to be injured, not to mention the pain he had felt was quickly fading from his memory. Another gift thanks to his heritage. Before long, he wouldn't even remember what the pain felt like. Still, it was the principal of the thing.
 
 
"You maced me first." He said, as he sat back down.
 
 
"You're damn lucky that's all I did to you.. Now, do you want some answers, or are we going to keep on playing?”
 
 
He had to admit, he needed answers, and he needed them yesterday. She knew about the werewolf and she claimed to know what was going on. So, maybe he should listen to her, but a part of him really wanted to see what it would be like to try his first bite ever on a human being, and she seemed like a good candidate at the moment.
 
 
Chapter 17
 
 
"You're not really my aunt, are you?" Brian asked her. There were a lot of questions he wanted to ask her, but that was the burning one that really seemed to matter at the moment. If he didn't get that out of the way now, then he wasn't sure he could concentrate on the rest.
 
 
She shook her head in response to his question. "Brian, isn't there more important things we should be talking about right now?"
 
 
"Maybe, but I need to know. This is just excess baggage that needs clearing so I can concentrate on what's important."
 
 
She looked at her watch, and then sighed as she looked at him again. "Alright. But let’s skip the questions. I'll just tell you who I am, and then I need to tell you more important matters."
 
 
Brian nodded.
 
 
"No, I'm not your aunt. I was assigned to provide for your mother and you."
 
 
"By who?"
 
 
"This isn't going to work if you keep interrupting me. Brian, in a short time, agents will be coming here, and it would be best if you are no longer here." She paused to let that sink in. "Now, let me finish."
 
 
Agents, huh? He thought. So she must of called them, how else would she know?
 
 
"I work for the government, Brian." She held up her hand to stop Brian as he opened his mouth. He almost continued with his question anyway, except for the looming threat of the agents. 
 
 
She looked at her watch again and mumbled to herself again. "The government wanted you hidden until they could use you, or that's what I have always thought. I provided the food for you and the money for your expenses. By the way, those have just come to an end."
 
 
"Why?" 
 
 
"Because of your involvement with Ms. Thompson, primarily. We can't hide you if you're going to help her. It wasn't our choice."
 
 
"Why were you hiding me?"
 
 
"Secrecy. You were to be hidden until you were needed."
 
 
"Needed? For what?” Brian asked.
 
 
"Aren't there more pressing questions?" She asked him while looking at her watch again.
 
 
"You mean the werewolf?"
 
 
"Yes. The werewolf is a good start."
 
 
"What is he? And why is he after us?"
 
 
"Correction" she said. "He was after only Ms. Thompson. At least until you broke protocol."
 
 
Brian nodded, already guessing that much.
 
 
"Werewolves are assassins for the Annunaki. They are sent to eliminate those that need removing and then usually they make it look like an animal attack."
 
 
Brian understood the thing was hunting and that it was looking for Heather most likely at the time, but he was surprised that a werewolf could be an assassin. Why not just send out a normal hit man, or just have some agents take care of the job? Wondering this, he decided to ask her.
 
 
"We don't use werewolves for assassin's Brian. The Annunaki do."
 
 
"The Annunaki?"
 
 
She sighed and leaned forward in her seat mumbling to herself about talking to children. "Yes, Annunaki. The immortal ones."
 
 
Brian stood up, and headed for the fridge but he asked a question as he went. "So there are vampires?"
 
 
"Yes and no." 
 
 
He paused, turned, and looked at her. "What are they, then?"
 
 
"No one really knows, Brian. They just are. Some call them the elder gods. Others the Titans. They have been many things to many people throughout history."
 
 
"Vampires?"
 
 
"Maybe, and I wouldn't put it past them." she nodded.
 
 
Opening the fridge Brian pulled out another box with an IV full of blood.
 
 
"Aren't you overdoing it tonight?" she asked him.
 
 
"No, So am I one of these...Annunaki?" 
 
 
"Do you think you are?" She smiled as she answered him.
 
 
"I'll take that as a no. Why are you telling me this now? Especially if you're not going to be helping me any longer."
 
 
She stood up and looked a little uncomfortable. "My bosses like to play it on the edge."
 
 
"And that means?"
 
 
"We're hedging our bets that you will eventually kill this Annunaki."
 
 
Brian's eyebrows went up at that last statement. He really didn't know what one of these elder gods were or how to kill it. He had a feeling that they didn't die easily or that it would just allow him to kill it. Assuming one could kill an immortal. 
 
 
"How exactly am I to do this, and why?"
 
 
"Because, Brian. Either you do this to save your girlfriend, or she will die, and most likely you will, too."
 
 
So he could die, or at least she seemed to think so. If he was immortal, then, like this Annunaki, everything could be killed. To be fair, vampires could always be killed in the movies and books. They always thought of themselves as immortals, but long life did not ever equate to being immortal to him. If you could die, then you weren't immortal, no matter how you looked at it.
 
 
"To the chase then, how do I kill it?"
 
 
"First you will need to kill its dog."
 
 
Brian never really liked his aunt, but he had to smile at her comment. The werewolf hated it when he had made reference to it being a dog. 
 
 
She continued. "Silver, when he is in his wolf form. When he is human, anything will kill him."
 
 
"So all I need is some silver and he's done for?"
 
 
She nodded.. That sounded to easy, but then again, that thing was huge, and strong as well, by the way he destroyed the pavement back at that hotel. No, it wouldn't be easy trying to kill it, but for Heather's sake, he was going to have to try.."
 
 
"And the Annunaki?"
 
 
She shook her head and shrugged. "We don't know."
 
 
"Great. You say I have to kill him, and yet you have no idea how I can accomplish that?"
 
 
She sat back down in her chair and looked at her watch. "Brian, you need to dream walk now." 
 
 
"What the hell is that?" He was sure she meant his traveling, but he wanted to make sure for himself.
 
 
"The agents are only a few blocks away, and unless you're going to fight your way out, you need to go now."
 
 
He licked out the rest of the IV as he thought about what she said. He could kill all of them, depending on how many there were, but why risk it? If he really could actually die, then maybe he should just get back to Heather. He had a feeling he was going to get the chance to kill quite a few agents soon enough.
 
 
"Fine. I'll kill this thing if I can, but not for you or your bosses." He said as he sat back in his chair and began to relax and concentrate on Heather.
 
 
"Fair enough." She said, "we expected no less from you."
 
 
Yeah, whatever, he thought. Stupid government messing with my life. He really couldn't believe it. It was like right out of some old stupid B movie. Scratch that, some C movie. Send the boy to kill the werewolf and the elder god. Except in his case, he was not just a boy, he was a vampire. That had to count for something. In fact, he realized he should have asked about others like him, but there just was so much he needed to ask, and could he even trust her? His supposed aunt? He had to calm himself. He wasn't ever going anywhere if he didn't relax and concentrate on Heather. 
 
 
Her golden hair, and her shiny blue eyes. He could see her now in his mind. The curve of her rear as the towel fell away. Her soft giggle as it happened. A pop sounded in his head and then there was a blurring of everything around him. All motion stopped a moment later and he opened his eyes. He was in the cab next to Heather and yet not really there. He could see that she was biting her lip and looking extremely worried. Bobby was there as well, but instead of looking worried, he looked determined. A harness was in his face.
 
 
He needed to relax again, right here and try to travel, but this time his body. He closed his eyes and cleared his mind of everything and willed himself to fall asleep. Not an easy task in his traveling form, and worse still as an vampire. But he knew he could do it, if he could just close his mind to all thought.
 
 
Brian found himself in a rocky cave. He could feel rocks through his shoes under his feet, causing him to have trouble balancing himself. Fire and heat seemed to be everywhere except where he now stood. A large, red skinned figure walked towards him through the flames. It's head sported two great horns coming out of it's head like what one would see on an old Viking helmet in some old movie. Its eyes glowed a fiery red as the flames parted and let him pass through them. It was then that Brian could see that its legs were covered in thick black fur, and it's feet were cloven hooves like a goat, A long black whip was in it's right hand, dragging behind it on the ground as it came nearer to him. Slowly, it reached it's clawed hand out as it grew closer to him.
 
 
"Brian, wake up!" Heather's voice shouted in his ear.
 
 
He opened his eyes and found himself in the familiar surroundings of Bobby's truck cab. The truck wasn't moving as traffic passed them by. Apparently Bobby had pulled off onto the shoulder since he had arrived, as he clearly remembered seeing that the truck was moving when he was still in travel form. Heather wrapped her arms around him as best she could and hugged him tightly.
 
 
"How the hell did you do that?" Bobby said.
 
 
"You're back, I was so worried," he could hear Heather say as she continued to hold onto him.
 
 
He sat up as best that he could with Heather holding him still. "Why did we stop?" 
 
 
"Well, what did you think I would do? You just appearing out of nowhere." Bobby took his hat off and scratched his head. "Just ain't right, I tell ya."
 
 
"We need to keep moving Bobby." He said with urgency.
 
 
"I hear you, but I've been driving for some time and I did have quite a lot of coffee this morning." 
 
 
Brian nodded. "Next town we can take a break." It was the least he could do for them. He couldn't have the werewolf catching up to them before he found some silver. He had no idea how or where he would get that.
 
 
About an hour later Brian found himself in another roadside cafe. This one was a full fledged truck stop. It had multiple fast food shops in it, there was a laundry mat, showers, all types of stores, and even a small movie theater that was free for the truckers. From what he could see, it was only playing older stuff, nothing that he would be interested in watching. Heather sat next to him in the booth Bobby had chosen. He had made an order, as did the rest of them, though Brian actually ordered a chocolate shake rather than food. He wondered vaguely if Heather had enough left over from what she had earlier. Bobby was off relieving himself and said he would be back.
 
 
"So, did you find them?" Heather clearly couldn't contain herself any longer, and she'd been fidgeting since he'd woken. He wasn't sure why he had delayed in telling her, he guessed he was just putting off the inevitable announcement that she was going to go back, He could suggest her of course, seeing the effect it was having on her, he really didn't want to screw with her head again.
 
 
"No."
 
 
She sat back in her seat. Brian watched as a gauntlet of emotions played across her face, and he felt sorry for her. After all, he'd known she wasn't going to take it well, but it was either that or suggest her.
 
 
"What does that mean?" she asked quietly.
 
 
"It means just that. “
 
 
She swallowed hard, and took a deep breath before asking her next question. "Does that mean they're dead?” Her face was completely flat and emotionless as she asked. Brian could almost feel the storm that was raging in her. He was tempted to lie and tell her it did, just to avoid where the conversation would go from there, but...no.
 
 
"No. It just means I can't find them."
 
 
She sat back and stared up at the ceiling, her arms crossed under her chest as if she were hugging herself.
 
 
"Look, I couldn't find them, but each time I tried, I found myself at the old Warrens place just like when I looked for Chuck."
 
 
"Why there? Why is it always there?" Her voice started out in a whisper, but slowly started to rise. "I told him not to go there. I warned him what would happen."
 
 
Brian doubted this was exactly what she warned Chuck about, but he wasn't about to point that out.
 
 
"If he would've just listened to me!" Her voice was pitching toward a shout.
 
 
"Who should have listened to you?" Bobby said, as he chose that moment to come back.
 
 
"That idiot I've been dating."
 
 
Well Brian couldn't argue with that description. He had been thinking the same thing for quite sometime. It was only now that Heather seemed to figure it out, too.
 
 
Bobby furled his brows. "I thought you were dating Brian?”
 
 
Heather slammed her fist on the table, causing the nearby people to look at her startled, as the silverware on their table rattled and danced. "I should have been!"
 
 
Brian turned and looked at her, actually surprised by what she said, this was a turn of events he had not expected.
 
 
"Is there a problem?" The server appeared at there table.
 
 
"No, we're fine." Brian answered quickly.
 
 
"Well, could you please keep it down? You're disturbing the other customers."
 
 
The three of them acknowledged the server simultaneously. Brian noticed that Heather was blushing as the server left.
 
 
"So. Where are we going now?” Bobby asked, as he sipped his coffee.
 
 
"Didn't you drink enough of that already?" Brian asked smiling.
 
 
Bobby shook his head as he took another gulp.
 
 
"I'm going back" Heather spoke up. Brian knew she was going to make that decision even before he told her. It really was the only choice for her. She would never desert her family, especially if they were in need.
 
 
"What?" Bobby exclaimed. "Why in tarnation would we do that? I thought the whole point of leaving was to get away from there?"
 
 
Brian really liked Bobby sometimes. It was weird the way the guy had latched onto them. Bobby included himself in their group as if he were running away from whatever they were, too. It was nice to feel like Brian had a real friend, even if he'd suggested him to help him. Bobby didn't seem to care about that, and gave his all no matter what happened.
 
 
"Brian," Heather began and put her hand on his arm that was on the table. "I'm not asking you to help me, but somehow I think that if I had a vampire helping me, it would be much easier to find them."
 
 
He wondered if she would ask, or just expect him to follow. No matter which way she had done it, he had already decided he was going to help. The real question was how?
 
 
He nodded to her, and put his other hand on hers.
 
 
"Oh, Hell." Bobby snorted. "Well, I'm coming, too. We're all a buncha idiots you know." 
 
 
He's probably right, Brian thought, but was there ever any other decision?
 
 
 

Chapter 18
 
 
It hadn't taken that long to get back to Woodland, their home. Well, at least Heather's and his home. He wasn't sure where Bobby was from, he never really thought to ask him about it. The little town looked actually the same as when they left it, just a few short days ago. One would never have thought that the two of them were now most likely fugitives from the law. People were just going about their business. Buying and selling, laughing and eating. A part of him kind of wanted to have the life that he watched pass by. After all, what person didn't want to have some normalcy in their day to day. He could imagine even fictional heroes in books or comics would have some part of their life that was normal.
 
 
Yet, his entire life was never normal. How could it be, as he wasn't even really human? At least Spiderman could claim the title of human. No, that title was denied him. Could he have children, he wondered, as he looked over at Heather. She smiled at him, then closed her hand around his as it rested on his leg. He would like that. Children, hopefully with Heather. After all, he was alive, not dead. So maybe, in some ways, he was still human, unlike all the undead Vampires he always read about. That being said, maybe there were a lot of things that were different about him from the legendary killers.
 
 
"You two sure about this? There's still time to turn around." Bobby said once again. Thankfully he had only expressed his opinion a couple of times during the trip. It would have become annoying fast if he did it more than that. Brian watched as Heather shook her head. Her golden hair swung back and forth as she did so. He didn't bother to answer, as the plan was his to begin with. 
 
 
The old trucker just shook his head as he continued to drive. The crux of Brian's plan was a simple one. They needed firepower if they were going to take on who knew how many agents. He couldn't risk letting some of them getting a lucky round off and taking him down when they went to the old Warrens place. That left very little choices, except one, which he felt was poetic justice. 
 
 
"Here we are." Bobby said, as he pulled the big truck up and parked it in front of the local police station. "Are you sure you don't want me to come with you?"
 
 
Brian shook his head "No, I'm good. Just stay low, I'll be back out soon." Brian climbed out of the cab and jumped down to the pavement. "Oh yeah, Heather, you might want to stay down until I fix everything here." She nodded and slid down in her seat as Brian slammed the door. It was early evening still as he walked up to the buildings double glass doors. He didn't see any point in stealth, it should be just a simple thing to do. Walk into the local cop shop, and walk back out with his own private army.
 
 
"Can I help you?" An older officer with sergeant stripes asked, as he sat behind the front desk. Brian smiled at him and looked right into the man's eyes. Thankfully he was giving Brian his complete attention.
 
 
"I need you to help me." Brian said in a simple clear understandable voice. The man's face softened from the professional expression it held before.
 
 
"Yes, sir. How can I help you?" 
 
 
"What's your name?" Brian asked looking at his name tag.
 
 
"Rodriguez." The sergeant smiled at him.
 
 
"I mean your first name."
 
 
"Alex."
 
 
"Okay, Alex. Who's in charge here?" 
 
 
"Me and the lieutenant are currently on shift."
 
 
Brian looked behind him trying to count how many people were in the building, but thanks to all the cubicles it made it impossible to count heads. "Where is he?"
 
 
"I would think he's in his office." The man said.
 
 
"Alright, Alex, please escort me to him."
 
 
The sergeant nodded and walked around to the locked door that prevented Brian from walking deeper into the building. Moments later he followed the old sergeant through the maze of cubicles. Each time they would pass an officer he would stop them, and look into their eyes and tell them to help him. By the time they made it to the lieutenant's office, Brian guessed he had most of the place following him. If anyone asked what was going on, they were sent up to him, and one more person soon joined in with the procession.
 
 
The thick old wooden door to the lieutenant’s office was closed when they arrived. Otherwise, the old man inside would have seen the crowd of officers heading there. Sergeant Rodriguez opened the door without knocking, and Brian walked right in like he owned the place.
 
 
"Who are you?" The lieutenant asked pulling his glasses off and looking up from the paper work he was doing. Brian didn't waste any time at all. He walked right up to him and locked eyes with the lieutenant, which was actually somewhat difficult, as the man was trying to see what was going on outside his door when he realized how many people were standing outside it. "What the hell's going on here?" He raised his voice and started to stand just as Brian told him to help him.
 
 
Brian watched as all the tension left his face as well and a smile replaced his frown as he looked at Brian.
 
 
"How many officers are on duty now?” Brian asked him.
 
 
"I'm not sure. " The older man said. "We're currently on shift change."
 
 
Well, that would explain why so many officers were here, and why a lot of them had been filling out paper work. He turned around and counted at least 12, if he included the sergeant and lieutenant.
 
 
"Alright." Brian looked at the lieutenant. This is what I want you to do. I need you to armor up and get ready for an assault on a known terrorist facility."
 
 
"Do we need to call for state back up?” The lieutenant asked.
 
 
"What's your name?" Brian asked. 
 
 
"Lieutenant Mason, but you can call me Bob, sir."
 
 
"Alright, Bob, we're going to do this ourselves. I want you to bring every on-duty officer back to the station and in here to see me. Every one else get armored up."
 
 
Bob started barking orders. "You heard the man! Get moving!" The group dispersed quickly.
 
 
Within forty minutes, all on-duty personnel had been called back and were now arming up thanks to Brian's suggestion ability. He couldn't help but wonder why more vampires didn't do this in the books he had read in the past. One problem he hadn't anticipated manifested as time went by. He knew that suggesting all these people in the day would put a drain on him, but what he didn't know was that it seemed to be a constant drain on him. As if every one of the officers were slowly draining him of his strength to maintain their obedience. Once again this was something new and he was now grateful he had ate that extra bag. 
 
 
Bob knocked on Brian's open door, which had so recently been his. "We're ready, sir."
 
 
Brian nodded and took note of the helmet and body armor the man was wearing. 
 
 
"Alright, load up every car or form of transport we got Bob. I need you to escort us to my house first." The man nodded and barked some orders. Brian instructed the man where they were going and what they were escorting, and the officer just nodded smiling and never questioned him at all. Before he climbed back into Bobby's cab, he took a portable police radio to keep in contact with Bob.
 
 
"Alright, fire this rig up, we're off to my house."
 
 
"How the hell did you arrange this?" Bobby asked as he fired up his truck.
 
 
"I told you, I'm a vampire."
 
 
"Yeah, yeah, aren't you hilarious." The trucker grumbled.
 
 
"You did it, Brian!" Heather was practically jumping up and down next to him. She stopped when she saw the pained look on his face as he rubbed his temples. "What's wrong?"
 
 
"Nothing I can't handle," he said, but he could tell she wasn't happy with the answer. The convoy got underway with three cruisers leading. A patty wagon followed behind them. His next part of the plan had to be executed quickly and hopefully without incident. He needed to get back to his home and pick up one of his mothers family heirlooms. He was sure they had at least some silverware in the house, but he wasn't sure if it was real or plated. He decided he would be better off taking an old hair needle that had been in his family for years according to his mom. It was supposed to be made of silver, so he hoped that it would do the trick. Still, just in case, he would take a few forks as well.
 
 
"Bob," Brian spoke into the radio. "Begin plan A."
 
 
"Roger that." Bob responded. 
 
 
"Shouldn't that have been commence operation A?" Bobby asked.
 
 
Brian just shrugged. He didn't know the exact lingo, and did it even matter? They were all going to do exactly as he told them. Brian had Bobby pull over as they neared his block. The patty wagon passed by them and followed after three cruisers as they turned out of sight. Minutes later, the radio crackled again, informing him the area was secure. 
 
 
The area around his house did look secure, as the truck pulled outside his home. Across the street was a large SUV. Four agents had their faces down on the ground while several officers stood over their handcuff forms. Three more stood at Brian's front door standing on each side waiting for the command to enter, while several more were standing in the yard with shotguns watching the neighborhood for trouble. He assumed there were officers in his backyard, as well. 
 
 
"Alright Bob, head in." 
 
 
He heard Bob give the order, and he watched as an officer used Brian's key in his door. Seconds later, the team disappeared into the house.
 
 
"First level clear." Came a voice over the radio.
 
 
"Hold your positions." Brian quickly said into the radio. "Heather, I want you and Bobby to stay right here. Be ready to run if anything bad happens. Do you hear me, Bobby?"
 
 
The trucker nodded, but said, "I can help."
 
 
"I know that, and in this instance you're going to keep Heather safe." A sudden pain shot through Brians head, and he grabbed his temples and moaned.
 
 
"What is it?" Heather began to panic, "what's happening?" 
 
 
"Augh," was his best answer. "This is seriously taxing me. Now, stay here." He said as he jumped down and ran for his house, pushing aside the fatigue he was starting to feel. Bob met him as he entered the house.
 
 
"All secure, do you want us to advance?" 
 
 
Brian could see the other team from the backyard standing further in the house.
 
 
"Clear the upstairs." Brian commanded.
 
 
Bob gave the orders and the two teams slowly moved up the stairway in twos. Ten minutes later the all clear order came. Brian ran upstairs and quickly located his mothers heirloom, before heading back downstairs and grabbing some of her forks. Then, he had the basement secured and recovered several cereal boxes containing IVs. As the convoy got underway, heading out to the Warrens, Brian downed an IV. The pain and fatigue left the moment the blood touched his lips, and he noticed Bobby and Heather staring at him as he finished the blood off.
 
 
"Shouldn't you be keeping your eyes on the road?" he asked. Bobby averted his eyes and began looking out on the road again, but Heather continued to stare at him, and by her expression, he could tell she seemed a bit disgusted.
 
 
"What? You know I'm a vampire."
 
 
"Did you kill someone for that?” She pointed at the now empty IV. Brian shook his head as he threw it out his now rolled down window.
 
 
"My aunt brings this for me from a blood bank." 
 
 
"The one in town?" She asked still not sounding happy.
 
 
"I guess?" He shrugged, feeling much better as the blood flowed throughout his body.
 
 
"Brian, I've donated there."
 
 
"So?"
 
 
"So, you may have eaten my blood." He wasn't sure how to respond to that, in fact he really didn't see what the problem was. When he didn't respond, she shook her head, sat back in her seat, and crossed her arms. Bobby just kept looking forward, and Brian thought he had a bit of a wild look to his face.
 
 
"Calm down, Bobby, there's nothing to be freaking out about." Brian said, reaching across the cab and patting the truckers' arm.
 
 
"That's easy for you to say. You're not riding with a vampire." Bobby turned and looked at him, pale-faced. He didn't need his driver jumping ship at the moment, but he also hated suggesting him again. He really liked the idea of Bobby being there because he wanted to be, so he decided to hold off on whammying him again, in the hope that he could reason with him.
 
 
"Bobby, I'm no different than the day you first picked me up. There's nothing to be scared of.”
 
 
The old trucker nodded his head as if he were listening to what Brian was saying. He really felt he was getting through to the old guy until the man abruptly spoke up again.
 
 
"So, are you going to kill me?" There was a wildness in his eyes that Brian hadn't seen before. A fear like a trapped animal would have. It was right then that he realized if Bobby had ever really been here willingly, that was now gone. Somehow watching Brian consume that bag of blood had woken something in the man's heart, and it wasn't pretty. Brian knew what he had to do, but it didn't make it any easier. The man he wanted to count a friend was actually a poor, frightened man that he had suggested into helping him.
 
 
"Bobby."
 
 
"Yeah," the trucker looked over at him. Brian didn't pause. Why should he? He had already suggested a host of men against their wills tonight. Many of them wouldn't survive the encounter with the Annunaki. This man might be one of the ones that didn't. He was no different than the rest, and he need him. He needed him to protect Heather and to take her from danger if the plan didn't work.
 
 
"You're going to help me" He said to him as he locked eyes with him. The fearful expression melted away from him and was replaced with a calm serious one.
 
 
"Well, of course I am! What in blazes did you think I was going to do?" 
 
 
Brian sat back in his seat. A shred of his humanity withered away inside him, as the trucker's attitude changed. A piece of him he doubted he'd ever get back. He could see Heather staring at him from the corner of his eye, and he wondered what she was thinking at that moment. Did she realize the price he was paying to help? Did anyone ever give him a choice in all this? 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 19
 
 
The old Warren place looked about the same that it had through his traveling eyes. The only real difference that he could see was the fact that there were a lot more shrubs and weeds dotting what used to be its yard. One would have thought that whatever branch of the government that used it could have at least afforded some sort of lawn maintenance. Bob had briefed him on his plan and how they were going to secure the first level. Brian told him he didn't think that the top level was being used at all, but Bob insisted that it should be cleared before heading down into the basement. 
 
 
Seems a little pointless to me. Brian thought. Whatever was going on was happening down inside the basement. Not upstairs, in fact, he had been up there several times in his traveling form, and in none of those instances had he seen anyone or anything in the upper levels of the old wreck. He guessed they didn't use it simply because it kept the illusion of the old place being deserted. He was about to tell the Lieutenant to focus more on the basement but at the last second decided not to. Better safe than sorry. After all, one would think that the police would know their job better then a seventeen year old boy.
 
 
A command went out, and Brian watched as the teams headed through the broken chain link fence in teams of three. The lead group went in, paused and knelt down, scanning the area. Moments later, they waved their hands, and the next three moved in past them to the front of the building.
 
 
"Damnedest thing." Bobby said as he walked up next to Brian.
 
 
"What's that?" Brian turned to look at the old trucker.
 
 
"Thought we were running from these guys," Bobby spit, before continuing. "And here we are working with them against those guys in the suits."
 
 
Brian nodded. "Things change, I guess."
 
 
Heather walked up to the two from the big rig that was parked a little ways behind them with the cruisers and patty wagon. "So it looks like they're going in." She pointed as the first team went in through the front door. Brian assumed that the team that had gone around to the back was entering simultaneously out of sight from them.
 
 
"Aha." 
 
 
"Brian." Heather began. I really should go with you. After all I want to be there when you find my parents."
 
 
"We've already been over this Heather, it's just too dangerous."
 
 
Heather shook her head. "I don't think so. With all these police how can it be?"
 
 
Brian heard the radio announce that the first floor was clear. A small throbbing behind his eye's became noticeable once again. He decided he needed to have another IV before he headed in with his teams. This time however he was going to do it out of sight. He didn't need Bobby freaking out again, or worse Bob or one of the officers losing it after watching him.
 
 
"Heather, the moment we find them Bob will send for you."
 
 
"But." 
 
 
"No buts. You go and wait in the truck."
 
 
Heather looked furious that she wasn't able to change his decision. She stomped her foot and balled her fists at her side. She almost looked as if she were going to hit him, before relenting and turning to run back to the truck.
 
 
"Bobby, you stay with her."
 
 
The trucker nodded his head. "She sure is something isn't she."
 
 
All Brian could do was nod to that.
 
 
"Alright then, guess I should be getting to my truck.." Bobby reached out to shake Brian's hand.. 
 
 
"Remember, if anything goes wrong, Bobby..."
 
 
"I know, take off like a bat outta hell and don't look back."
 
 
Brian took the old man's hand and shook it. He had a tight grip for being so old. He liked this Bobby, and a part of him was sad that he would only get to know and meet him like this as long as Brian had him under his sway. He had never thought about anyone ever shaking it off before, but then again he never tried suggesting this many people at one time. He had always thought it was a permanent condition. Never once was there any indication that he somehow held those people under his hold before today. He had always believed it was just putting ideas into their minds. Ideas that, like any other thought, were permanent. Now he could see it was more a...charm or some such thing. Maybe a strong hypnotism? Whatever it was, it was putting a strong strain on him now, and he hoped when things got rough, he would be able to maintain control of his allies.
 
 
Brian followed Bobby back to the truck and retrieved another box filled with an IV. He heard the radio squawk that the upstairs were clear, just as he began to chug the now open IV.
 
 
"Brian, it's clear." Bob's voice came over the radio, and the pain in Brian's head subsided as he finished the IV. He paused for a moment to feel the strength flow through his body, and a sense of peace wash over him.
 
 
"Shall we proceed?" Came the radio.
 
 
Brian wished he could just stand there out of sight behind Bobby's big rig, and just soak in the feeling of peace and completeness. He hadn't drank this much blood since the hunger had first taken him back in his early teens. Then the chaos of fear and self loathing mixed with his insatiable thirst caused anything but a sense of peace when he fed. Today, however, it was like putting cool balm ointment over his aching head.
 
 
"Brian?" The radio chirped again.
 
 
But all good things had to come to an end. "Yes." He spoke into the radio and tried licking the IV bag clean
 
 
"Shall we proceed?" The radio asked.
 
 
"Yeah. Go ahead."
 
 
"Acknowledged."
 
 
Well, it looked as if fun and games were over. He had better get in there while he was still feeling all refreshed. Walking back to the driver's side, he patted on the door twice as he walked by, then turned and headed towards the old house. 
 
 
Bob was standing at the top of the stairs when he got there, chatting to his squad leader as Brian approached.
 
 
"All clear." he said when the transmission stopped.
 
 
"Are you sure?"
 
 
Bob nodded in response. How could that be? The agents had come from downstairs when Brian had been here last. They had to have missed something. 
 
 
"Come on." Brian waved as he headed down the stairway, pausing as he got to the landing. A shiver ran down his spine as he passed through the point he had been unable to in his traveling form. The sound of men chattering could be heard as he turned on the landing and continued to the cement floor cellar. The place looked as any small cellar would that had been abandoned for some time. Garbage littered the floor as well as old wooden shelves that lined the walls of the place. Here and there old hanging light bulbs hung broken from the ceiling. All the squads were down here standing around talking amongst themselves as he entered the place with Bob in tow.
 
 
"Looks like it's a bust." The sergeant said as he walked over to Bob and Brian. "Wrong address, maybe?"
 
 
"Did anyone check the walls for secret passages?" Brian interjected.
 
 
"I don't think there would be any in here. " Alex responded.
 
 
"Well, check them anyway." Brian all but shouted. The man nodded and walked back to his squads and gave the order. Brian couldn't believe there was nothing here. There had to be. Why else couldn't he walk down here in his travel form? Why did he end up here whenever he looked for Heather's parents or Chuck? He was certain that the men in black had came up the stairs. He remembered hearing their footsteps as they ran up it. Everything said they were here. Officers began walking around smacking the walls with the butt of their assault rifles. Brian could tell their hearts weren't really in it as they were disorganized and halfheartedly checking as they walked. It only took a few minutes before they came back with the same response. Nothing.
 
 
Brian walked up to the closet officer and took his rifle. He walked to the closest wall himself and began banging on the wall. It sounded solid throughout the basement he went, smashing the rifle butt into ever nook and cranny he could find, until he had done a complete circuit of the rooms interior. Just like his minions, he had found nothing but solid wall. He stopped and considered what his next options should be.
 
 
"Lieutenant?" Alex asked Bob.
 
 
"Give it a second, Sergeant." Alex nodded.
 
 
Brian could hear all the officers around him mumbling to themselves. He could feel his control over them all slipping again, even though he had just eaten another IV. Apparently that had diminishing returns, he thought. Now what? Over a dozen heavily armed men stood around him and no where to go with them. With no idea how much longer he could control them, or how much they would remember.
 
 
"Alright, lets file out." Bob said without his consent. "Group two and four take the point. Group one and three and five bring up the rear."
 
 
The men ordered up as they were told, the strain Brian had felt building lessened a bit. It made him realize that his control was stronger when they were actually doing something they had been told to do, while the reverse was true as well. Them just standing around talking among themselves must of been allowing them to argue about the orders they had been given being bad he figured. The first groups headed up the stairs and Bob waved for him to follow. he didn't want to leave yet, but what else was there for him to do? He shrugged and began to follow Bob up to the landing.
 
 
"Don't worry about it." Bob put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. "We'll get them." He smiled.
 
 
As they turned back up the stairs Brian felt that strange shiver run up his spine as he passed through that strange spot again. He stopped and began looking around at the ground and floor. searching for anything that could explain what he was feeling or experiencing. The men that were taking up the rear relaxed and began grumbling amongst themselves. The pain in his skull began to increase. What was wrong with these guys? He wondered. Did they do this on normal raids? Or was it just because he was messing with their heads?
 
 
Looking up at the ceiling in one last desperate attempt to find something before his men began to mutiny, Brian noticed some sort of strange symbol on the ceiling It was written in red, and it looked like two large 'S's, but there were two lines that ran through them binding the 'S's together.
 
 
"Whats that?" He pointed at the ceiling to Bob.
 
 
The lieutenant looked up at the ceiling and shook his head. "Looks like some sort of gang symbol to me."
 
 
"Maybe? But what if it's blood?"
 
 
"Blood? What would agents be using blood for?" Bob sounded incredulous.
 
 
A loud click sound came from behind them, something about it was familiar, but Brian didn't have time to think about it, as gun fire began to erupt behind them, Men screamed as automatic fire began to fire as well. But above it all came a loud guttural snarl of a voice.
 
 
"Couldn't leave well enough alone could you?"
 
 
Brian spun in place, just as a huge clawed hand crashed into his chest sending him flying over the railing and smashing into the hard cement floor. Stars filled his eyes as he looked back up and watched as the werewolf ripped off Bob's head with one clawed hand, and threw another officer back down into the basement to Brian with the other. It was then that Brian noted that several of his men were recovering on the floor around him. From what looked like a door on the landing behind them, agents were emerging onto it and were shooting his men indiscriminately. The werewolf had apparently lunged through the back groups flinging them to the sides in an attempt to get to Brian. That would explain why so many of them were here with him. Now, however it was distracted by the forward teams that were firing into it, while the agents were trying to mop the place up. 
 
 
The surprise attack would have worked perfectly if Brian's men hadn't put every scrap of body armor they could find at the station on. Because of that, it was only moment's before they began to return fire. If the agents did have armor on, it wasn't very good. The entire room filled with the roar of gun fire. Agents fell almost as fast as they poured out of there cubby-hole. It didn't take long for them to realize that they were pinned down trying to come out of it, and resorted to using it for cover as the battle progressed. The werewolf had disappeared up the flight of stairs, Brian assumed in pursuit of squad two and four, as he could hear automatic fire and screams coming from up there as well.
 
 
"We're running low on ammo!" Alex shouted over to him. "We're going to need to make a move now!"
 
 
Brian nodded to the sergeant, not knowing what else to do. The smell of blood was beginning to fill the room, and with it, Brian could feel the blood lust increase. A loud bang and flash announced the explosion of a stun grenade in the midst of the agents. What was left of squads one, three and five, moved up to secure the new doorway. From Brian's perspective they seemed to be doing a good job until a loud roar announced the return of the werewolf. For their part, all three squads turned and fired without hesitation. Less trained men would have fled at the sight of the thing's size and fury, if not just for the fact it was right out of some sick movie. Any normal beast would have been cut to ribbons by the sheer fire power that hit it. But not unlike the werewolves of myth, this one seemed to not care about the men's weapons. Before Brian could react, two of his men were already down. 
 
 
Reaching into his belt, Brian pulled the long silver hair pin where it had been braced, right along with the silver forks. and raced at his target. Without pausing, he thrust the pin into its side as deep as he could. The resulting howl seemed to indicate it's effectiveness. Brian grasped the head of the pin preparing to pull it out and stab again, but the large Lycan turned and backhanded him off his feet, sending him spiraling back deeper into the basement. With a howl, the beast lunged off of the stairway and approached Brian, pulling the offending pin from his side and staring at it, before flinging it away.
 
 
"So, Edward. We meet again." The thing bared its fangs and brought its snout close to sniff at him.
 
 
Reaching for a fork Brian attempted to slice the things nose without success.
 
 
"You have more toys? Do you think you can kill me with silverware?" A horse laugh erupted from the Lycan. Brian noted that several officers were getting back to their feet behind the Lycan. He knew there weapons would be of no use, but maybe if they could distract the beast...
 
 
"You have broken many laws, Edward, so it is not mine to punish you. Yet, I still owe you a clawing."
 
 
Brian stood back up preparing to rush the huge Werewolf the moment his men acted. His body tensed, and he could feel his heart racing as they took aim. Several shots fired, and the three men fell to the ground, spraying blood, as agents came out of the doorway behind him. The shock of their death caused Brian to miss his chance to attack as the Lycan looked over his shoulder.
 
 
"Good. Come and take him." He pointed to Brian. Two of the agents walked over and grabbed an arm while the second watched. "But first, my promise." The werewolf said, as it struck Brian in the chest with it's claws and raked his entire chest away, exposing bone and lung. The shock and pain caused Brian to buckle and fall to the ground with such force that both agents lost their grip on him.
 
 
"The Clawing you deserved from our last encounter, Vampire." it hissed into his ear. The pain was something that Brian would have thought was impossible. The fact that he was still alive and thinking was another impossibility, and yet, even now he could see skin and flesh slowly sliding together and closing his gaping chest. He felt weakness and hunger rising up from behind the pain that was quickly beginning to steal his consciousness and send him spiraling into darkness,
 
 
"Brian!" he heard a woman scream. 
 
 
Lifting his eyes back up to the stairway, he could see Heather standing there, both hands against her cheeks as she screamed his name again. Bobby appeared next to her side, a police assault rifle in his hands.
 
 
"What's this?" The werewolf turned and sniffed the air. "My quarry arrives on its own." it snarled and Brian could see it's body tense, about to pounce once more.
  
 
 
Chapter 20
 
 
"Heather, get your butt outta the way." Bobby grabbed her and shoved her back out of sight behind him. The werewolf, however was slowly moving back to the stairway.
 
 
"Run, my little one." It growled, "mustn't make the hunt too easy." then it snickered to itself.
 
 
"Ah hell..." Bobby spit, then opened fire on the Lycan as it hopped to the first landing.
 
 
All three agents had paused to observe what was going on, and Brian could still hear Heather screaming from upstairs. 
 
 
Why doesn't she run? He thought. What the hell was she doing there anyway? He'd told the two of them to stay in the truck. Now all three of them were most likely dead. The Lycan had reached the slowly retreating Bobby near the top of the steps. The assault rifle fell silent as it arrived, whether out of ammo or jammed Brian didn't know. He watched as Bobby tried in vain to hit the werewolf with the butt of the rifle, only to have his entire head engulfed by the razor taloned hand. Brian was sure the thing was about to simply twist or rip the old truckers head from his body. Instead it simply tossed him to the side, intent only on his original prey, Heather.
 
 
The crumpled form of Bobby hit the floor not far from Brian, while he could hear the sobbing shouts of the girl he loved telling the beast to stay away. Why doesn't she run? The smell of blood was intoxicating from all the freshly spilled substance. A yearning was in building in him to simply fall down on it and quickly take it all in. The two agents that held him and supported his weight began to drag him toward the hidden doorway as the third turned and lead the way.
 
 
"Run, my little toy." He heard the Lycan saying somewhere up above. "Go ahead and run. I won't stop you."
 
 
The sick bastard was playing with her. It disgusted him that he was helpless to do anything to help her. Any moment now he would hear her scream as the Lycan took her life. Everything had failed, Nothing went the way it was supposed to. What was he supposed to do, and why wouldn't that smell go away? 
 
 
He wasn't sure where he found the strength, or what drove him to do it. He would have liked to believe that it was his concern for Heather that drove him to act, or maybe even his need to survive. In the end, though, he would always know it was neither. The real driving force was nothing more than the hunger. The first agent was caught completely unprepared as Brian sunk his fangs into his throat and ripped his jugular open, spraying blood into his mouth and everywhere else. The second agent let go of his arm and began to back away.
 
 
Unfortunately for him, Brian was in the throes of blood lust. His hand grabbed his would-be assailant by the throat with his free hand, as he continued to feed on the first. The third agent turned to see what all the commotion was about, and then drew his gun. Brian lifted the second agent in time to block the thirds gun fire, mortally wounding the second. With a flick of the wrist he sent the second agent flying at the third, and struck him with enough force to knock the man off of his feet. Before he could recover Brian was on him, feasting on his second victim, for the first time in his life. Never had he felt such power, such a sense of freedom as when he fed upon these men. Their blood flowed through him, empowering him in a way that none of the blood in any IV ever had. He wasn't sure why this was different, but it was, and he loved it. If he had known how good this would feel and how alive it made him, he would have stopped taking IV blood long ago. The third agent fell to the ground emptied. The second still twitched in the throes of death at his feet. The smell of his fresh blood bleeding out of him burned in Brian's nose.
 
 
"Get away from me! Brian!" he heard Heather scream. 
 
 
He had forgot about her. In fact he had forgotten the reason why he was there. All of it came rushing back to him then. Grabbing his chest and rubbing it, he found that it was completely whole again, Not a scar or mark remained where earlier had been bone and lungs. The agent at his feet twitched again still just barely alive. The urge to feast one more time was overpowering, but the cries of Heather pierced through the darkness that threatened to engulf his mind. The hairpin still lay where the Lycan had left it, not more then a few feet from where he stood. With one more longing look at the dying agent Brian rushed to the pin, then flew up the stairs, top speed. The two of them were still in the room where the old gray sofa had been, which now was turned on its side and pushed out of the way.
 
 
The great beast had it's back to him as it taunted his blonde beauty who curled into a ball near the entryway. He supposed the Lycan was severely disappointed that she would not run, as he stood there waving his claws at her as if he her were shooing her away. It really didn't matter to Brian what he was doing, as he was moving like the wind, fast and silent. With all his new-found strength, he shoved the long hairpin into its back, at where he supposed its heart would be at. With another motion, he drew a fork and leaped onto the things back, then reached around its neck and sliced as deeply as he could across it's throat, sending blood everywhere. As the beast roared in shock and anger, he grabbed its head and twist as hard and fast as he could, just to be safe. A large cracking sound filled the room as the werewolf's roar instantly died away and his body crumpled to the floor. Blood quickly pooled around it, but the thing did not revert back into a man as it always did in the movies. He would have liked to have seen that for real, once.
 
 
Heather stood up and ran to him, throwing her arms around him and sobbing. Her warm body felt entirely sensual as it pressed against him. He could feel her hot breath, and the beat of her heart. Something about her made his body yearn for her as the smell of the werewolf's blood filled the little room and began to seep under their shoes. He put his face into her hair and inhaled her scent, a sweet intoxicant that went just right with all the other smells that filled his nose. 
 
 
“Brian, I thought you were dead.” She pulled back and looked at his chest, her eyes wide, and lost in confusion. "I don't understand. You were bleeding, your chest was ripped open!" she cried.
 
 
He made a shushing sound as he took her in his arms and guided her lips to his. The softness of her mouth sent fire through him yet again, as he pressed his body against her's. He felt her begin to struggle and try to pull away, yet he pulled her even more tightly against himself. Her smell and the blood, it was all so overwhelming..
 
 
"I see how it is." Bobby's voice broke the trance Brian was falling into, and he quickly released Heather as she backed away from him and wiped her mouth slowly as if it were sore. He could see that there appeared to be blood on her lips, but he wasn't sure if it was hers or one of the agents. "You guys could have at least made sure the old guy was okay before rushing to the ending credits with all the kissing and stuff."
 
 
"Bobby!" Heather ran over to him and hugged him tightly.
 
 
"Careful, I'm going to be feeling this for months to come, I think." As he leaned back trying to brace his back.
 
 
Heather released him and looked him up and down. "I thought you were dead." She put her hands on her hips. "Why are you both doing that to me?"
 
 
"Hell, I thought I was, when that monster just walked up those stairs ignoring my bullets like I was just firing spit balls at him."
 
 
Brian walked over to the werewolf and flipped it over onto its back. The thing didn't even move. Blood had stopped flowing from it's wound, and unlike him, it didn't seem to be healing.
 
 
"I'd be careful with that thing. It might not be dead." Bobby cautioned him.
 
 
Brian leaned over to its chest and listed for a heart beat, but found none. "I'd say it's dead." He stood up and brushed his hands off.
 
 
"Now what?" Heather asked in a shaky voice. He couldn't blame her for being shaken up. This was more death than any normal person should have to see. The carnage was unthinkable. He knew he might lose a few men, but the entire police department? Hopefully there were a few that had been off duty when he had come and collected them. Otherwise, the town of Woodland was about to have a shortage of law officers.
 
 
"Now, we see if we can find your family." He didn't want to say they had one more thing to kill. Something that even his aunt didn't know how to kill or deal with. He had to hope that his new-found strength would be enough for what ever this Annunaki had to offer. "Maybe you should go back to the truck, you two, and stay there this time?"
 
 
"No...I'm not going." Heather said, even though she was still shaking.
 
 
"We can't leave you with no back up, Kid." Bobby said as well. as he started checking for a weapon with ammo as Brian started to head for the stairs.
 
 
"It would be easier if I just went."
 
 
"Not going to happen, Son. Like it or not, we're in this together." Bobby dropped his assault rifle and pulled two .45s from the body of a dead officer. Brian looked around at the dead two squads that had led the way. They were some of the first to fall to the werewolf. A part of him felt sorry for them and their families, but another part of him, a stronger part, said it was and had been necessary.
 
 
"Come on, then." Brian headed down the stairs not bothering to look behind him to see if the two followed him. The hidden cubby-hole revealed a long and new looking hallway heading down at an angle. Brian headed down without waiting. Moments later, the hallway leveled off and opened into a large octagonal chamber. A large pentagram sat in the middle of the room with a human skull sitting at each of its points. A black candle sat half melted attached to the top of each skull. Near the far back of the room stood a stone table, with strange symbols painted on the wall above it.
 
 
"Ah, visitors, you really should have phoned ahead so I could have tidied the place up." A man with flowing blonde hair said, as he stepped into the room. His gray-blue eyes seemed to reflect any light source that he faced. A long golden robe enhanced with rubies along its seams rested loosely on his body, which more than filled the robe. Not from fat, but from what seemed to be muscle.
 
 
"Are you the Annunaki?" Brian asked.
 
 
"Yes, I suppose you could call me that."
 
 
Brian ran with all his speed, reaching for the man's neck, but instead found his own caught in the waiting hand of his enemy. The grip of the man was incredible, and exceeded even his enhanced strength as he lifted Brian off his feet kicking and sputtering.
 
 
"Where are your manners, Boy?" He turned Brian back and forth, looking at his face as if seeing something more than just Brian.
 
 
"Put him down now, or you'll be sorry." Bobby yelled, announcing his arrival. Brian assumed the man had pulled the two guns, or at least he hoped he had. 
 
 
"My, my, two more? Oh and a lovely one at that. Are these presents for me?" The man flung Brian to the ground as if discarding him. "Put your toys away, old man, those will not harm me, but they will damage my robes, and for that you will find me unforgiving." He walked over to the two, and Brian was surprised to see that Bobby complied without hesitation. Heather just stood next to his side, smiling blankly.
 
 
"I can see you've hooked them. Poorly done, are you keeping them for a snack?" He lifted a handful of Heather's golden strands, and inhaled deeply. "Oh, I do love your taste with this one." he pointed at Heather, and then walked back to stand before Brian. "Come now, speak up. You were blessed with a mouth, and you did use it just a moment ago."
 
 
"Are you a vampire?" Brian asked, looking up at the man.
 
 
"Who I am, is Raffian, and no, I am not a vampire. Please don't put me in such common company."
 
 
"Then who, or what, are you?" Brian stood up, and rubbed his neck.
 
 
"You answered that when you came in, or have you already forgotten? Now, what business do you have with me?"
 
 
Brian looked at his two companions, and saw that neither one had changed their expressions, nor did they volunteer an answer for him. "I'm looking for her parents." He pointed at Heather.
 
 
The man turned and looked at her, his eyes raising as he did so. "Is this our missing girl? Miss Thompson?” He turned back, waiting for an answer. Brian wasn't sure he should answer that, and if this Annunaki could man handle him so easily, what was he going to do to stop him from taking her? 
 
 
"Speak up, Boy, as I can already read the answer in your face."
 
 
"Yes, it is." Brian let his shoulders drop in defeat. What was he going to do against this thing? Would silver kill it?
 
 
"No, silver will not, my little friend. In fact, nothing in this world can kill 'it'." Raffian turned and walked back to Brian and looked him in the eyes. "If I had known one of our Nephilim already had possession of this sweet little flower, I would have just let her be." He paused and acted as if he was waiting on Brian to say something. "Do you wish to keep this girl?"
 
 
Brian grabbed his left arm with his right, and found that he felt like a small child as this man talked to him. “Yes I want her."
 
 
"I thought so." Raffian turned and headed to the stone table and leaned his hands on it with his back to Brian. "Very well, you can have her...and the old one. I don't need either of them for my plans."
 
 
He turned back to him and waved his hand for them to go. Brian turned to see the two of them shuffle out of the room and head back up the hallway. 
 
 
"Next time you drop by, please call or announce yourself in some way." He turned his back on Brian and leaned his hands on the table again.
 
 
Brian wasn't sure, but he felt as if he had been dismissed. He stood there for a few seconds before turning and following his companions back up the hallway. The secret door shut on it's own accord the moment the three of them had passed through it. A voice sounded in his head as it did so, he was sure it was Raffian. 'The girl's parents and companions are marked and mine. Do not worry, she will not bother you about it.'

 
 
Twenty minutes later, the three of them were heading out of Woodland in Bobby's rig. All of them were silent, except Heather, who was going on about the different places she always wanted to see in her life. She excitedly asked which one they would be able to see first. Brian let her prattle on as she really didn't seem to be waiting on an answer from him. Rain started coming down a few miles outside of Woodland, and Bobby turned on his windshield wipers in response. The rhythmic sound of them swishing back and forth helped to dull Heather's talking. Brian leaned back and stared out the passenger side window, thinking about the events of the day. 
 
 
Who was his aunt, what were the Annunaki? Or for that matter, the Nephilim? What did he mean he had 'marked' Heathers parents? And she'd forgotten about them?
 
 
Questions, and more questions, none of which did he have the answers for. 
 
 
"So, I was thinking." Bobby began over Heather. "I got a run in Vegas. What say we go there, and I could drop you guys off there for a bit while I make all the arrangements?"
 
 
Vegas sounded good to Brian, and Heather seemed to get really excited about it. So Vegas it was. 
 
 
Bobby nodded in response when Brian let him know it was good with him. The truck quickly sped away from the only home Brian had ever known, and he wondered if a part of him would ever regret it.
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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.
 
 
Tainted Blood
http://www.amazon.com/dp/B003R7L6HO
 
 
 
 
You can follow me if you like at
http://twitter.com/Targoun
http://targoun.wordpress.com/
http://www.wix.com/Targoun/Martin
targoun43@yahoo.com
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