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Harley’s Last Christmas
“Harley! Jake! Dinner!”
Harley took the stairs four at a time, careering through the hallway and out into the living room, almost colliding with her grandfather as he manoeuvred himself carefully through to the dining room.
“Careful!” He chastised her fondly, “don’t rush around everywhere, take your time, you have hundreds of Christmas dinners before you, savour it.”
Harley beamed up at him and with slightly more restraint ambled to the table, she still managed to get there before her brother, sliding in the chair nearest the deserts, they had four to choose from this year. Jake frowned when he realised she had taken the seat he desired, squished himself in between his father and grandfather instead.
Molly Jay surveyed her family joyfully as she handed the carving utensils over to her husband. Jack Jay swiped them together to check their sharpness, and with a sadistic looking smile got to work. Harley gazed at the way the blade cut through the flesh of the turkey intrigued, her granddad was forever telling her to slow down and enjoy life, but really, life was short. It was meaningless, a few days ago that very turkey was wondering around a farm somewhere, just enjoying being alive and now here it is, sat on a table about to be eaten. Even its skin took no time at all to cut through. Time was like sand, she decided, Christmas rushed up at them so quickly, it seemed only five minutes ago that they were celebrating and now here it is again. She was fourteen now, fourteen. In a few months she’d be fifteen, and Jake, he’d be eighteen, a grown up. There wasn’t time to go slowly and enjoy things. There was too much to do, she had to have her first kiss, hold hands with someone, drink alcohol, smoke a cigarette, there was loads she had to get done and in no time at all she’d be too old to do it all.
“You ok, Harley?”
She snapped out of her reverie, reached up for the plate her mum offered her.
“Yeah, just thinking about stuff.”
“What kind of stuff?” Jake snorted.
“Stuff your tiny brain couldn’t even begin to comprehend.” Harley snapped.
“Oi.” Jack didn’t need to raise his voice, Harley and Jake fell silent. They knew better than to antagonise their father. Shooting her husband a wary look, Molly raised her glass, already full of wine.
“A toast,” she declared, “to the end of one great year and the start of another one, I have my two beautiful children,” Harley caught Jake raising an eyebrow at that, “I have my dad, I have my husband,” she smiled around the table at the all, “this coming year is going to be great, I can feel it.”
Jack smirked at her, passing the next plate onwards, “oh yes,” he smiled, catching his daughter’s eye, “it’s going to be that alright.”
Harley shovelled a forkful of food into her mouth, she needed to get dinner over with so that she could get started on puddings, and then she had all those cool new gadgets to start using, she couldn’t sit around here listening to her parents getting soppy all day.
“Actually,” Jack remarked suddenly, “I was thinking, I might take the kids out for the day tomorrow, give you a rest Mol.”
Molly nearly choked on a sip of wine in surprise, “oh, oh ok, if you like.”
“Where we going, dad?” Jake asked, intrigued.
“I haven’t decided yet, but it’ll be very… Interesting. I’m sure.”
How Hal ended up leaving Chicago for Glastonbury.
Chicago was a stupid place to base the main coven. Hal never could understand why Chicago was the designated city for the MidWest. Still, he supposed, at least he wasn’t in California where the West coven was located. That was a stupid place for vampires to populate as well.
He still wasn’t entirely sure why he chose to follow Blackwater to America, no matter how many times he tried to escape this life, he always ended up coming back to his recruiter, like a loyal puppy. A bit of him wished he’d stayed in Europe, it was so much easier to resist the pull of the demon inside him when he could escape into uninhabited forest and woodland. There was plenty of that in Europe. He’d spent the last three years living in complete isolation in some wasteland in Russia, and then Blackwater had found him. Again. And Hal had fallen for the spiel again. And here he was, once more tied to a coven, among these creatures that he refused to assimilate himself with, and in the American Midwest of all places. It wasn’t so bad in the winter months, when the sky was full of snow and clouds hung low, shrouding the city in darkness, keeping the sun at bay, giving him the freedom to escape the dankness of the coven and its dark inhabitants. But Chicago was the worst place to be in the summer, when the sun was high and blaring, when the temperature soared and all of them were stuck, hiding in their underground dwelling, waiting for safety. Hal had lost count of the number of times he’d tried to sneak out into the sunlight since he’d been here. Every time he worked up the nerve to get out onto the surface and let the sun do its will, he’d been dragged back below ground by one person or another.
“Move!”
The smell hit him before he registered what was going on. Blood. Sweet, warm, fresh, pumping blood, here in the coven.
Peering out into the court, Hal saw them, Eva and Victor dragging a young girl between them, barely older than he was, blood pouring from the bite in her neck, she gurgled as she screamed, too weak to fight. The smell filled his nostrils, swam into his brain, his mouth watered, his stomach rumbled. He gulped, dragging in a breath that he didn’t need, clenched his fists tightly trying to distract himself. His stomach convulsed with the effort. He would not bow to it. He would not drink. It had been over forty years since his last kill, since he’d last tasted blood, he would not do it again and turn his back on his humanity. The others ran around the body, squabbling and pawing at the girl as she lay still, draining her as quickly as they could.
“Hey! Hal! You’re missing out!” Victor called up at him in Polish, he still refused to learn English, the same way he had refused to learn German back when he was a prisoner of war. Hal shook his head, remained where he was, not trusting himself not to rush forward and drink his fill.
Hal and Victor had met in Aushwitz. When they had first found themselves confined to the same barracks, Victor had been a strong thirty five year old tree surgeon who strutted about the camp, daring the Nazi soldiers to break his spirit, he and another man, a forty something political prisoner from Warsaw had taken the fifteen year old Hal under their wing, they thought him only a child, saw to it that he stayed out of trouble. When they had left only a few years later, Victor shuffled rather than strutted, his sinewy arms no longer up to even holding an axe and Hal still a child in his eyes, malnourished, on the brink of death with no family left. Even their friend, the politician had met his end. The two of them had left the camp, determined to make a new life for themselves, the only trouble being, they were too weak to run away when Blackwater, posing as an American soldier caught up with them. He recruited them both and suddenly, Victor wasn’t the kindly old tree surgeon who never once wavered in front of the Nazis, he was barely recognisable to Hal, the boy he’d practically raised in the squalid conditions of the camp. Now he was a blood thirsty killer, no better than the monsters who had imprisoned him for all those years. Hal couldn’t let himself be over taken by the beast, no matter how good the blood smelled, no matter how inhuman he was now, he clung to the beliefs his parents had drilled into him. Above all, he wanted to be good.
Blackwater broke out of the crowd, forcing his way to the girl’s body, with one powerful movement, he stuck his hand into her chest, ripping out her heart, it pumped twice more, covering his arm with a glistening red sheen before it fell still. He grinned maniacally before licking the organ dry. Hal shivered, salivating. Since 1945 he had suffered a hunger that never ceased, a craving he couldn’t sate, in front of him now was salvation, liberation that could quench his thirst for blood. All he needed was one drop, just one drop would fill him more than a plate of physical food.
“Come on Hal,” Eva taunted, “aren’t you hungry?” She grinned, flashing blood stained fangs in his direction.
“No.” He lied. Hal was always hungry.
“You’re not very good at being a vampire are you?” One of the newer recruits, a mouthy ex accountant called Simon drawled in his irritating, southern accent. English wasn’t even Hal’s first language, or second come to that, but he could speak it with much more clarity than this schmock.
“Yes, our Henry is a bit of a rebel,” Blackwater smiled with a hint of mocking, nodding his head over at Hal.
“I’m not your anything.” Hal remarked. He turned and stalked into the deeper recesses of the coven, heading for one of the back entrances. At least fresh air would clear the scent, reinforce his resolve to stay strong, to resist the blood.
“I’m armed.”
Hal jumped, taken by surprise, there was a man just outside the door, a human adorned with weapons, stakes and crucifixes.
“There’s a lot of them in there,” Hal told him, eyeing up the stake, perhaps this one would do it, stick the pointed end into what was left of his heart and end the misery.
“How many?”
“About two hundred. Most of them are out. If you wanted to go in now, they’ve just killed so the smell of fresh blood will mask you for a moment.” Hal sighed, leant against the wall, angled his chest outwards, make it easier on the human.
“Why are you telling me this?” He asked suspiciously.
Hal shrugged, “I don’t owe them anything. Seems like I’d be doing the state of Illinois a favour.”
The slayer surveyed him for a moment, “I have back up on the way, you might want to clear out.”
Hal nodded, stepped aside and waved the human in, watched as he sunk into the darkness of the coven and listened out for the first screams of his brethren dying.
Danny’s Last day in Ireland
“Danny! Danny!”
Danny flayed, batting away the danger around him, there was so much blood, he was drowning in it.
“Danny!”
He forced his eyes open, his room swam into vision, it was ok, he was safe, it was a dream, just a dream.
“Danny!”
He focused in on the concerned face of his father, his hands still shaking Danny’s shoulders, lolling him into consciousness.
“For God’s sake Danny! Wake up!”
“I’m awake, I’m awake!” Danny croaked.
His dad let go of him, sat back on his haunches and stared at him for a moment.
“You were dreaming,” he lilted in his Dublin accent, so much more sophisticated than the small town Irish accent Danny had been gifted with.
“I know, did I wake you?”
“I was already awake, get up, we don’t have long.”
“What?”
“Hurry up, I’ve packed most of your things, the ferry leaves in two hours, we have to get going.”
“Ferry?” Danny sat up, his head felt fuzzy, his eyes still not yet accustomed to the darkness of his room, he was still disorientated from his dream, just as vivid and real as the one from the night before. At least this time, he didn’t know anyone involved. Thank goodness for small mercies.
“Yes, ferry, we’re leaving. Tonight. Get up, come on.”
“Leaving?” Danny echoed.
His dad sighed, “Dan, things with your mum….” He paused, watched as Danny stiffened, his dad had no idea, not really, he didn’t see the things Danny did, know the things he did, he couldn’t possibly.
“Your mum,” his dad started again, “I know she left us but that doesn’t mean that she doesn’t love you ok? She loves you very much Danny, it’s just, she thinks it would be better for you if you and I didn’t live here anymore, in fact, she thinks that she’s dangerous, that we should get as far away from her as possible, so I’ve booked us tickets on the ferry. That way, if she comes back here, she’ll know that we’re not in any danger. We’re leaving tonight, get up and get dressed, please.”
Danny slid to his feet, shuffled to his wardrobe, all that remained was a solitary pair of jeans and a jumper, his dad had been right, he had packed most of his things.
“Where are we going?” He stifled a yawn as he pulled his things on.
“England.”
“England?” Danny gaped, why on Earth would they go there?
His dad shrugged, “she said far away, England is as far as we can go right now.”
“You’re not serious?”
“Deadly.”
Danny shivered, deadly was right. Especially when his mum was concerned. He wondered if she were here, in the other room, fighting to stay where she was and not come after them. Maybe she was out, feeding, doing nocturnal things that Danny didn’t wish to know about. He stared at his dad for a moment, one arm in the sleeve of his jumper not sure what to say, what to do. He had known about his mother for ages, there had been little clues, how jumpy she’d been about the bible he’d had for his birthday, the fact that she never went near photographic equipment, then he’d seen her, in the dreams and he knew. But she wasn’t a danger to them, she couldn’t be, she never had been, they couldn’t just leave and go to England, this was mad!
“Don’t just stand there!” His dad snapped, “we don’t have time for this!”
Danny pulled the jumper over his head and lifted a suitcase from the floor which he presumed his father had been packing when he’d woken him up.
“Right, come on then.”
Silently, Danny followed his dad out of the room, down the hall and into the car, already filled to the brim with cases and bags. He glanced back up at the house expecting to see the pale face of his mother gazing at them through the upstairs window, but there was nothing, the house was in darkness. Wordlessly, he climbed into the front seat and stared ahead at a street he doubted he would ever see again.
How Topher met Cameron
Cameron kicked at the sliding door, he felt his toe contract painfully but he would not give the door man the satisfaction of letting the look of pain flash across his face. It was bad enough that he had to give them desperation and sorrow, he was not giving them pain too. Eight months. Eight long months of fortnightly visits to this building of misery, they were lucky all he’d resorted to was the kicking of the door frame. He stopped outside, sighing as he looked up at the obnoxiously green sign above the door. It was a deceptively cheery shade of green. The Job Centre was not a cheery place to be. It should be grey like the cold stone of the building. Or black like the hue of his remaining aspirations. Life should not have been like this, when he’d left college with a handful of A Levels, the future looked bright.
“You can do anything with these, Cameron!” He’d been promised. “You’re so young! You can travel the world! Play around with some girls! Get a job no problem!”
Eight months later he was still single, still stuck in the West Country and still penniless, moving from friend to friend in the hope that one day, one of them would take pity on him and let him move in rent free. He wasn’t quite ready to admit defeat and go crawling back to his parents. Not quite yet. One more trip into the soul destroying world of the dole queue might change his mind on that though.
Bracing himself, he stepped away from the building and headed back towards the bus stop. If he was really lucky, he could blag his way to a youth ticket, then at least he might be able to keep some of his £56 long enough to buy some actual food with.
He stepped across the street, cutting through an ally way only to be confronted by something huge, green and slimey advancing on two men, one waved a large stick threateningly while the other snapped photos on an ancient looking camera.
Cameron froze, what the hell was that thing?!
The slime monster wobbled as it whirled around, sensing someone behind it, it caught Cameron’s wide eyed stare in its gargantuan eyes and rounded on him. The two men started yelling, calling for him to move, but Cameron’s knees had locked, his feet refused to lift from the concrete. He watched terrified as the thing advanced towards him, and then, just as it reached out a gooey arm to grab him, his brain leapt into gear, propelling him into the air, swiftly he landed the other side of the creature, grabbed the stick from the man nearest him and plunged it into the back of the slime covered head. The creature roared, spluttered and melted before him.
“What the….”
“That was amazing!” The man nearest him breathed. He grabbed Cameron’s hand, pumping it enthusiastically. “Truly amazing! I’m Topher, Topher Webb and this is my brother Spyder, and that,” he indicated at the green puddle that lay where the monster had stood, “that was some kind of demon. We’ve been tracking it for months.”
“What?” Cameron managed to choke out.
“We’re demon hunters, sort of like rat catchers, but you know, for demons,” Topher continued excitedly, his eyes never leaving Cameron’s face.
“Tell the stranger all our secrets, why not.” His brother muttered darkly.
“Strangers are just friends you haven’t made yet!” Topher returned, “what’s your name?”
“Cameron.”
“Well, Cameron, you have a gift, you should consider becoming a demon hunter yourself, not looking for a job are you?”
Cameron stared at him, he was looking for a job so hard that he would take absolutely anything that was offered to him, even if it was by a crazy man that chased slime for a living.
“Well, actually…”
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