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To the gem I cherish most.

 


Everything comes full circle,

and this book is no exception.

To be sure, this book is dedicated to

all of the women in my life;

no list could ever be complete.

 


 


 



Prologue

 


This story is true. The names have been
changed to protect the innocent and the not-so-innocent. The places
really exist. The events truly took place. The lives remain wholly
affected more than a decade later.

Again, I wish to thank Donovan for the use of
his journal entries, and Chris, Anna and Lilith for allowing me to
tell their story, even though it was so long ago. This is their
story. They have other stories, and, if they allow me to, perhaps I
will visit them and write their stories down again. I would be very
honored.

Let it be known: it would be foolish to
dismiss these events lightly. If DRACULA taught us anything, it is
that Humanity needs to be reminded that vampires do exist. Friend
or foe; angel or devil; lover or lethal -- they are among us. This
remains as true as when Stoker collected his friends’ diary
entries.

Cases of vampirism and witchcraft have been
demonstrated and validated throughout the centuries and across the
borders of many lands. The faiths of many have been tested, and
have proved that vampirism and witchcraft are more than legend. “If
these proofs are in error, then,” as Ambrose Bierce put it, “Human
Testimony and Reason are alike destitute of value.”

 


 


“‘Where shall I begin,
please your Majesty?’ he asked.

‘Begin at the beginning,’
the King said, gravely,

‘and go on till you come to
the end: then stop.’”

-- Lewis Carroll, Alice in Wonderland

 


 



Chapter One

 


The monitor crackled to life when Donovan
turned it on. As his computer came on next, he heard the hard drive
spin up, a sound that was music to his ears. Then a small tune
played, announcing that his computer had booted up and was
ready.

Late last night, Donovan finished his latest
program, an electronic journal. His friend Christian called it
“Don’s Digital Diary” as a joke, but Donovan called it his
“McJournal”; a play on his surname, McElroy. Double-clicking on the
“McJournal” icon brought up a dark, foreboding picture with a
message in bright, blood-red letters that spelled:

 


LASCIATE OGNI SPERANZA, VOI, CH’ENTRATE!

 


Confused, Chris asked, “What is that? It
looks Greek to me.”

Don snickered and said, “Actually, it’s
Italian . . . ‘Abandon all hope, ye that enter here!’”

Chris stopped for a second then realized its
source and proclaimed triumphantly, “Ah! Dante’s Inferno . . .
engraved outside the entrance to Hell. Where did you find the
original Italian version?”

Don sneered comically and replied, “I’ve
studied more than Computer Science, y’know!”

Chris laughed and said, “Perhaps it should be
‘Dante’s Digital Diary’.” Then, seeing Donovan’s rather odd smirk,
added, “Or perhaps not.” Don’s grin widened, and Chris laughed
again.

Don entered his password, and Chris wanted to
laugh out loud when he saw how long it was. He couldn’t read it
because only a string of asterisks appeared on the screen and Don
typed too fast for Chris to read his keystrokes. Chris said,
“You’re kidding, right? What’s with such a long password? How long
is it?”

“It’s 29 characters long . .
. ought to keep even you out of it.” Then he added, “But don’t
panic. I wrote the program to set up multiple journals, each with
unique passwords possible.”

Chris thought that was cool, but wasn’t sure
why Don did this for him. After trying to think of a clever retort,
and failing, he gave up, and simply asked, “So -- ?”

Don smirked. “So you can use this program,
too. That is, if you’d like an electronic journal. I’m not sure
what I’d write in it, but I thought it’d be cool to have, just in
case.”

“Just in case of what, pray
tell?”

“Just in case anything
exciting should ever happen, God forbid.” The two laughed together
over that thought. Chris gave Don a pat on the back and said,
“Thanks, Don. I suppose I could find a use for it . . . even if it
is just to figure out what your bloody password is. Ha!” Then he
bolted out of the room in a classic slapstick retreat.

Donovan McElroy and Christian Armstrong had
known each other since the sixth grade. Even back then, Chris was
the skinny one and Don was overweight. They reminded people even
then of some classic comic duos. At times, however, it was hard to
tell which was the silly one and which one delivered the setup.
Their fellow Arizona natives might have compared them to Wallace
& Ladmo. Others might consider Abbott & Costello or Laurel
& Hardy.

Don enjoyed having his best friend live with
him. He could never seem to thank Chris enough for moving in and
keeping him company after his parents died. In fact, Donovan
decided that would be his first entry in his new journal -- the
events leading up to his parents’ death and Chris’ moving in.

 


* * *

 


McJournal Entry for 10/06/93

 


It was a dark and stormy night . . . well it
had been, for an October night in Phoenix. I thought my car was
gonna float away . . . with ME in it! I mean, really, 19th Avenue
and Grand was a bloody lake! If this weather keeps up, it’s gonna
be another wet Fair. I can’t wait . . . The State Fair will be
celebrating the 100th anniversary of the Ferris Wheel (about the
only ride I’ll go on, hehehe). Okay, okay . . . let’s try the intro
again...

 


Dear Diary,

Oh, I know that’s cliché, too, but it fits
better than the first one. Anyway, I just thought I’d tell you how
this year of 1993 has treated me, so far.

Christian Armstrong, my friend since grade
school -- y’know, the one who moved to California eons ago, or so
it seems. He called me one mid-winter’s evening, somewhere around
the middle of January. He gave me great news -- he wanted to strike
out on his own, and wanted to move back to Phoenix! This year has
really been a roller-coaster, if I may continue with the Fair
motif, but it started here on a very high point.

Of course, I helped him move his things into
storage when he arrived -- it was the least I could do. He stayed
with his grandparents here in town until he was able to find a good
job. He didn’t want to live off anyone, but he appreciated the
offer to stay as long as he needed. He didn’t intend to stay too
long. He really wanted to make it on his own . . . I admired
that.

I was twenty and I still lived with my
parents, which Chris could never understand -- that is, how anyone
could be dependent on their parents THAT long. Little did either of
us expect that this would change as soon as it did.

I turned 21 in February, and Chris and I
celebrated by his buying me dinner -- he had found a job! A great
one, too. So it was a dual celebration. Secretly that night, my
parents were coming home from the store with things needed to throw
me a surprise birthday party. I learned later that Chris and my
parents had planned the surprise party together.

When Chris and I got back to my place, we
weren’t greeted by my parents yelling “SURPRISE,” but by a totally
dark and quiet house. Chris looked puzzled and jumped nervously
when we heard a knock on the door behind us. A policeman standing
there asked which one of us was Donovan Andrew McElroy. I stepped
forward, nervously bracing myself for bad news . . . I wasn’t
strong enough for what he told me. He said that my parents were
killed in a car accident -– the victims of a drunk driver, who was
also killed in the crash. Thank God Chris was there to help me. I
was in such shock that my mind didn’t fully comprehend what had
happened, or what the future would hold. This was the lowest point
on the roller coaster of 1993.

Fortunately, I had smart, caring parents who
had planned for . . . well, their eventual time. Funeral
arrangements made in advance placed them in plots next to each
other. Their wills left everything to me, as I was their only
child. The house was now mine, as well as enough money to pay for
the remaining part of my college education and other bills. Of
course, I would need to get a job eventually. For now, however, I
could rest easy, knowing that they cared this much for me. The
roller coaster was tilting up again.

Chris told me that he’d be there for me when
I needed him, and, well, I asked him a favor . . . a major favor. I
asked him if he’d found a place of his own yet. When he heard the
question, he smiled, knowing what I’d ask him next, and he said
he’d be happy to move in with me. I thanked him, and I felt closer
to him then than I ever felt to anyone. He’s a true friend.

He’s lived here ever since. We’ve been
keeping an eye on the house next door. I figure that he’ll again
want to move out on his own when he can afford it. The house next
door was open to renters for a couple months, but now the real
estate company has put it up for sale. I wonder if Chris still has
designs to move there now that it’s for sale.

At any rate, he’s lived here for about eight
months now, and I’m glad that he’s here.

Update you later, Diary . . . hasta!

P.S. Chris . . . if you ever crack my
password and read this . . . I’ll hunt you down and . . . and . . .
make you watch “Beverly Hills, 90210” . . . so help me!

 


* * *

 


The storm picked up strength again so Don
stopped there and headed on to bed. That night, Don dreamed. Don
always dreamed, but he rarely remembered anything of consequence.
He liked to believe that the ones he could remember came true. It
had happened before, as did many stranger things.

That night he had a dream about a beautiful
woman who beckoned him to her. Every night, Don had similar dreams,
each ending before he could reach her. The circumstances were
different, the settings, too, but the same beautiful,
copper-reddish-haired woman always called to him.

Don woke abruptly the next morning to the
annoying squeal of his hated alarm clock. “Just five more minutes,”
he whimpered, but the alarm never relented until Don got out of bed
to shut it up. By that time, Don was up and moving, and figured he
might as well just keep going.

He moved on towards the bathroom, ready to
take a shower, not remembering a single event from his dream. He
only had the distinct feeling that with five more minutes’ sleep he
might have had a satisfying night’s rest.

 


 


“Only be sure that thou eat
not the blood:

for the blood is the life;

and thou mayest not eat the life with the
flesh.”

-- Deuteronomy 12:23

 


 



Chapter Two

 


The darkness always comforted her, but now
she needed more than comfort: she needed shelter. Another day was
dawning outside, and it was time for Lilith to move on. She was
found again by the Hunters, and needed to escape.

Her dear friend, Anna, vowed that she’d help
her escape. New Orleans was no longer the safe haven that it was
long ago. Anne Rice’s novels had turned it into a haven for vampire
wannabes and a Mecca for would-be slayers.

Lilith was no stranger to wanderlust. She
often needed to leave the security and tranquility of a home at the
most inopportune time. As a result, she learned not to become
attached to many physical possessions. This included her estate in
New Orleans, though she couldn’t help loving the house and the
atmosphere of this town. New Orleans made her feel truly alive.
However, she knew she had to leave yet another home behind.

She was able to sell the estate for a
reasonable price. She knew the property was worth much more, but
she wanted the money immediately, and took what she could get for
it. Afterwards, she decided to visit the bank and finish some
business there.

The bank manager was disappointed to find out
that Lilith would be making a withdrawal – and a substantial one at
that. Lilith was by no means poor, but she didn’t live
extravagantly, either. She decided, after much deliberation, that
it would be best to take her cash with her. Ultimately, she didn’t
want to leave a paper trail for the Hunters to follow. She assumed
that once she reached her destination she would buy a new house and
start a new life.

The question of destination haunted Lilith
and her friend. Lilith had a crazy desire to go to Arizona. She had
heard that the scenery was breathtakingly beautiful and that the
weather was warm and inviting.

“But, Phoenix?” asked Anna
worriedly. “It’s the ‘Valley of the Sun,’ for cryin’ out loud!” she
continued. Lilith appreciated and acknowledged her friend’s
concern, but she replied with a grin, “True enough, but you must
admit that it’s the last place you’d expect to find a
vampire.”

 


* * *

 


As the dawn was threatening to rise outside,
the ladies gathered up all of their desired, transportable
belongings from the house. They didn’t have much time to prepare
for this impromptu journey so their mode of transport was short on
space. They were able to rent a small yet suitable trailer which
they hooked up to Anna’s beat-up white Dodge van.

In the back of the van, Lilith put her travel
trunk . . . her portable sleeping quarters. She gave up sleeping in
her coffin ages ago. The trunk’s chief advantage was that it could
get past customs easier than some dusty old pine box that should
have been six feet under.

The trunk was easy to travel with, and she
easily found her comfort in it. In the bottom of the trunk, she
always kept a mattress filled with down -- and earth. It was
comfortable enough to sleep in, though Lilith would have preferred
a bed to her trunk, with similar mattresses laden with her
home-earth. As Lilith loaded the van with her trunk, she had
already started thinking about a nice bed and how good it would
feel after a few days of traveling in this trunk.

Putting her new road atlas in the front
passenger’s seat reminded Anna of what the man who sold her the
book told her the night before. “Get yerself onto In’erstate 10 and
jus’ head west, cherie. That road’ll take ya right into Phoenix,
sure ’nuff.” When Anna got home with the map, she and Lilith
planned their route along I-10, noting places of interest to make
stops at for the night.

They also noted the number of rivers they’d
have to cross. It was fewer than they expected, but they needed to
plan their crossings over them. Lilith was strong enough to cross
bridges, but she preferred not to deal with the pain that crossing
over running water often caused her. While Lilith sleeps during the
day, she is oblivious to the passage, however, and that is how they
planned their trip.

They’d be crossing their first river early
today. They’d have to cross the Mississippi River, no less, on
their way out of Baton Rouge. They decided to make their first stop
Houston, Texas, which would be an approximately five-and-a-half
hour trip.

It was about 6:40 A.M. when they loaded up
everything they needed. Time for them to hit the road; well, time
for Lilith to rest in her trunk while Anna drove to Houston. As
Lilith stepped into her box, Anna reassured her friend that there
would be no need to worry.

“When the sun sets and you
wake tonight, we’ll be in Houston. We’ll go out for a night on the
town. How does that sound?” Anna asked. Lilith yawned, and replied
sleepily, “It sounds good . . . well, be careful up there.” Anna
smiled, and watched her friend lie down and curl up in her box. She
closed the lid of the trunk, and then the van door.

As Anna got into the driver’s seat, her
watch’s alarm went off to signal that it was now 6:45 A.M. She
closed the door, and looked through the side window to the east,
when she saw the first rays of sunlight begin to appear.

The darkness truly comforted Lilith now. She
could sense that the sun was rising because that sweet oblivion,
that small piece of slumber’s freedom, was creeping over her. Since
becoming a vampire, she wondered if she ever truly slept, since she
never had a single dream. The only disturbances to her rest came if
she wasn’t sleeping on her mattress of earth; then she would be
restless.

However, even though she was comfortably
situated on her mattress now, she had a dream! The dream started
with her walking in the sunshine again. She felt the gentle rays of
sunlight warm her long-cold flesh. She felt almost human again.
Then the dream vanished as fast as it came. It felt to her to be
only a few seconds. In actuality, the day was over, and the sun had
just gone down.

Slightly worried about what had just
happened, Lilith practically threw open the lid of her trunk, to
find herself in a nice motel room. She sat up, and saw a slightly
startled Anna, who, in response to Lilith’s dazed look, said,
“Welcome to Houston, sleepy head.”

 


* * *

 


“You did what?” asked Anna,
trying to confirm her hearing.

“I dreamt!” repeated Lilith
ecstatically. “It was the first time I can remember dreaming since
I became immortal. It was amazing! I felt like I was enjoying the
sunshine again. Unfortunately, it was very short.”

“Well, don’t knock it for
its length. Anyway, how is this possible? I thought you said that
you couldn’t dream.”

“Well, anything’s possible.”
Then she held her arms open as if to say that she was proof of
that.

Anna conceded, “Touché, mon amie. But, still,
how? Any ideas?”

“Well, the only theory I
have is that Time allowed me to ‘mature’ again.”

“I don’t follow . .
.”

“Remember, I told you that
there was a time, in my early stage of immortality, that I couldn’t
cross rivers or other areas of running water?”

“Yeah, but now you can . . .
or we wouldn’t be here in Houston.”

“Exactly . . . I can cross,
but I still feel some slight pain. During the day, at my rest, is,
of course, the ideal time, though. The point is, as I matured as a
vampire, the pain from running water has subsided.”

Finally understanding her friend, Anna added,
“So you believe that you have now reached a stage where dreaming is
possible? Amazing. So what do you believe the dream means?”

“I think it’s obvious, if it
truly is evolution, that it’s possible that someday I can reach a
stage where I can enter sunlight without pain.” Lilith pondered the
wonderful possibility.

“That’s wild . . . but I
hope you don’t have any illusions about running around outside in
the daylight tomorrow.” She gave an uneasy smile.

“Of course not, but I do
feel like enjoying a night on the town tonight.”

Anna felt too tired to enjoy going out that
night. She hadn’t fully realized how tiring almost six hours of
non-stop driving could be. She decided she would get an early
night’s rest, and be fully refreshed for tomorrow’s drive. Perhaps
the next night she might be persuaded to enjoy some nightlife.

Lilith, however, needed to get out and enjoy
some “night life” of her own. She wished her friend a good night,
and told her that she’d see her in the morning. She quietly left
their room, locking the door behind her.

When she was outside, she looked around to
see if anyone was about. Satisfied that she was alone with the
night, she stepped out of the lights, into the shadows, and
dispersed into a mist. Lilith had to admit it; there were times
that she enjoyed being a vampire. One thing that traveling in this
form didn’t afford her was vision. She only had a type of ethereal
sense of touch, coupled with a heightened sense of hearing.

She let the gentle Texas breeze carry her. It
drifted her northward from her downtown Houston motel room. She
crossed a few streets and passing cars that changed the direction
of her carrier wind to a northwestern one. A few more streets and
more slight changes in speed and direction of wind brought her to
what felt softer than the concrete she’d just been hovering
above.

Suddenly she felt a familiar pain course
through her. The pain distracted her enough to cause her to return
to her human form. She materialized standing knee-deep in water.
Instinctively, she ran onto shore to a small park, a landing for
the Buffalo Bayou, as fast as she could. Two things slowed her
down; the currents were slightly against her, and the other was her
unnatural resistance through running water.

Once she did get to ground, she felt the cool
grass of the park; the soft ground she drifted over just prior to
the water pains. She just laid down in the grass, looking up at the
stars. She saw one bright “star” in the heavens that night.

She thought to herself that it couldn’t be
Venus, for it didn’t shine as brightly. Nothing in the night sky
shines as bright as Venus, save the moon of course. The moon was
new tonight so its light was absent. She decided it must be Saturn.
She imagined that she saw the rings around it. Her unaided eyes
were powerful enough that she might have been able to see Saturn’s
rings, had she actually wanted to focus in on them.

An old song slowly made its way to her
recollection and she began to sing, “The stars at night, are big
and bright.” She clapped four times and burst out laughing, but
tried to continue to sing, “deep in the heart of Texas.”

She then came to the solid realization that
she wasn’t in Louisiana anymore. She wasn’t in her beloved New
Orleans. She might never get to see the mighty Mississippi River
and its levied banks again. Maybe it’s just as well, she thought to
herself; the delta that New Orleans was built on is sinking. It
might just become the next Venice. She then shuddered at the idea
of needing to get around town in a gondola. No amount of
justification eased her anger, however.

Damn those Hunters! What a bunch of fools
they are to try to hunt me down, she thought. I’d be a bigger fool
had I stayed. Mob mentalities have a way of justifying
foolishness.

As she continued to gaze up at the twinkling
stars, she felt that familiar tugging feeling. She was hungry.
Lilith tried to avoid feeding on anything but animal blood.
However, being in a new town, she had no idea where she could find
such a meal. So, she thought she’d just find a “lost soul”
somewhere. Besides it had been a while since she last satisfied her
hunger, and other desires, with a human.

 


* * *

 


“So, what does a lady have
to do to get a drink around here?” she asked the bartender as she
sat down on a stool. “What can I get for you, darlin’?” was the
bartender’s quick reply, though it was obvious that he was tripping
over his words. Lilith was the only woman in the bar, and was
probably the first one the barkeep had seen in there in a
while.

“Bloody Mary, and hold the
celery,” she softly replied, laying the influence on thick. As the
bartender hurried off to mix her drink, Lilith noticed the mirrored
wall behind the shelves of drinks and the absence of her
reflection. She had to stop and focus her thoughts for a moment,
closing her eyes to concentrate.

When she opened them again, she saw her
reflection. It takes a little effort but casting a reflection is no
longer a problem. Just one more reason for her to think that there
were stages of development to her immortality. Being able to eat
and drink something besides blood was another. Although she gained
no sustenance from eating, it added to the masquerade.

“Here you are, no celery,”
said the bartender triumphantly as he set the tall glass on the
bar. He then added, “and it’s on the house,” as if it was his
chivalric idea to do so, though it wasn’t. Lilith finished the act
by saying “Thanks, love,” then she leaned over the bar and kissed
him on the cheek. The bartender actually blushed.

She then got up and walked around the bar,
nursing her drink. She found the pool room in the back. Two guys,
obviously drunk, were attempting to play pool. They were even
betting on the game, and the pile of money was fairly large. Lilith
had wondered how many times they’d bet “double or nothing” that
night.

She leaned up against the wall, staring at
the men, slowly sipping from her Bloody Mary. The men were either
too involved in their game or blind drunk, because they didn’t
notice her immediately.

When one of the men, the more handsome of the
two, looked up from the table and saw her, she winked. The man then
missed his shot terribly. Lilith wondered if it was because she
distracted him, or if he was irretrievably drunk. The other guy
missed his shot as well. When the handsome one stepped back up to
the table, Lilith blew him a kiss. That must have sobered him up
instantly, for he proceeded to sink his last two balls, followed by
the eight ball. At that, Lilith clapped softly for the victor.

The other guy, quite upset, and obviously
broke, called it a night and huffed out of the room. The winner
walked up to the pile of cash and stuffed it into his pockets and
some into his wallet. He then walked slowly up to Lilith and stated
the obvious to her, “You’re new to these parts.”

She smirked as she slipped her free hand into
a pocket of her skin-tight blue jeans and slyly said “Yes, and I
just love pool halls. Unfortunately, I don’t have any money.” The
man was observant and noted the drink, which he eyed to call to her
attention. She replied, “It was on the house.”

“Joe always was a sucker for
a beautiful lady like yourself.”

“Thank you,
mister...?”

“Rob. Rob
Stevens.”

“Well, Rob, how about a
friendly game of pool?”

“How friendly?”

“Well, if you win, you can
take me to your place.”

“And if you win?”

“You can take me to your
place.”

“Very friendly. I like those
odds.”

“They’re in both our
favors,” and with that she racked up the balls, bending over the
table, quite obviously displaying her cleavage. Rob almost tripped
as he stepped back from the table, noticing that she wasn’t wearing
a bra under her red tank top. “Ladies first, miss...?”

She stepped back up to the table, cue stick
in hand, gently rolling it back and forth, eyeing the cue ball.
“Lilith Thompson,” she said, and with a quick strike, the cue ball
clapped against the racked balls, knocking in two striped balls
right from the start.

Lilith loved billiards, and she had plenty of
time throughout her immortality to perfect her playing skills. She
often hustled those taken by her beautiful appearance. This time,
she wasn’t playing for money. It didn’t matter, apparently, for
what she played. She was very good; poor Rob didn’t step up to the
table once.

As the eight ball, the last ball, was sunk,
she turned to Rob who had a slightly disappointed look on his face.
“Damn, you’re good. What a hustler. Good thing money wasn’t at
stake. Would you like to give me a shot to play, at least?”

“You don’t really want to
stay here and play pool, do you?” and she gave a playful, pouting
look.

“No, ma’am. I do believe a
bet is a bet.”

Lilith smiled and said, “I do believe you are
right.” She then walked over to her Bloody Mary, which she had
nursed so well that it was only half drunk by now. She turned to
Rob, knowing full well that he hadn’t taken his eyes off her at
all, and practically swallowed the rest. She then licked the salt
and pepper off the rim and licked her lips seductively. As she
walked up to him, she swayed her hips.

When she put her arm around him and the two
walked out of the pool area, she wondered if she was laying it all
on too thick. As the two walked past the bar, she could tell that
Joe the bartender was jealous. Yes, she thought, I’m pouring it on
thick. But when I’m good, I’m very, very good. Tonight, I’m feeling
bad.

 


* * *

 


As Lilith and Rob arrived at the front door
to his apartment, she gently rubbed her hands along his back and
neck from behind him. This made it more difficult for him to calmly
find the key to his apartment. She kissed his neck on his left side
when he finally got the door open. He let out a sigh of relief that
changed to a satisfied moan as she moved to the right side.

Not necessarily rushing in, he moved inside
with Lilith tagging along, giggling. He half-mumbled,
half-stuttered, “P-please excuse the m-mess. I wasn’t expectin’
c-company.” She giggled again and softly whispered, “I didn’t
follow you home to examine your decor. Where’s your bathroom? I’d
like to make myself more . . . comfortable,” and then blew in his
ear.

“It’s down the hall, past
the kitchen, to your right.”

She kissed him deeply and longingly, a
preview of what was to come. Then she walked down to the bathroom.
Before entering, she noted the bedroom just beyond the bathroom
entrance and called back to him, “I’ll meet you in there.” Then she
blew a kiss to him. He wasn’t sure, but he thought he actually felt
it land on his cheek. She then walked into the bathroom, turned the
light on, and closed the door behind her.

Frantic with anticipation, Rob ran into his
bedroom, turned on the light, and tried to make the room
presentable -- at least try to hide dirty clothing by kicking it
all into his closet. He then made his bed neat, knowing full well
that the sheets would probably be tossed around that night. He
heard the bathroom door open behind him, so he spun around, turned
the light off, and sat on the edge of the bed, waiting. Heart
pounding. Blood pumping. Adrenaline escalating.

Light from a streetlamp outside was gently
streaming through the venetian blinds on his bedroom window. The
penetrating beams gave the room just enough light to cast
mysterious, yet alluring shadows all around.

She turned the bathroom light off, then
slowly walked out clothed only in a black silk and lace nightie.
The black was a striking contrast to her milky white flesh, which
was now nearly all exposed and was radiant in the dim light. The
light from the lamp in the hallway behind her bounced playfully
about her head and shoulders, highlighting her flowing, shiny,
copper-red hair.

Taking in this spectacle, drinking it in like
the beers he’d had that night, he suddenly realized that he was
still fully clothed. He immediately took his boots off, but Lilith
told him to stop before he could remove anything else.

She walked over to the bed, crept behind him
and sat on the bed, and then she wrapped her legs around his waist.
She kissed him on the neck and slowly undid the buttons on his
shirt. Then she reached into his jeans where his shirt was tucked
in and pulled it out and took it off him.

After she threw it aside, she wrapped her
arms around his chest and began softly caressing it. She then saw a
gold chain around his neck from the back. It must have been hiding
well in that shirt, she thought and hoped it wasn’t carrying a
cross. She moved her hands higher along his chest and found what
was hanging in front; it was a crucifix. Nevertheless, she wasn’t
frightened at all, so this one’s faith in such baubles was lax,
especially tonight. It wasn’t going to protect him tonight, so she
let him wear it.

She whispered to him to stand up and face
her. He did so, most obligingly, and then she undid his belt and
the button-fly on his blue jeans. As she pulled them down, she
revealed a pair of boxer shorts with red hearts on them, to his
embarrassment, and her amusement. This one was obviously a
lady-killer, which suited her fine because she’d been known to do
some killing of her own. However, that was a long time ago. Tonight
she would only feed to his point of exhaustion, not a drop more. He
would suffer no ill effects, save a neck-ache for a few days.

She leaned backwards to lie upon the bed. He
quickly took his cue, slipped out of his jeans and socks, and was
now wearing nothing but his boxers. Lilith almost giggled again,
but restrained herself when she saw how well built and handsome he
was. She was distracted by the crucifix again, however, so she
asked him to remove it. He agreed and with a mischievous grin he
removed the chain and cross and placed it on his dresser beside his
bed. Out of sight and out of mind.

Then, with a beckoning finger, she lured him
onto his bed. Once in, she pounced on top of him, caressing his
chest, then his legs, and started kissing his neck again.
Meanwhile, he was busy feeling the soft, silky nightie that she was
wearing and found the zipper in the back. As he started to unzip,
she sat up. Her blazing red bangs flopped messily over her eyes as
she did so.

Rob playfully displayed a poutful look, which
was answered by a wide grin from Lilith. She then reached behind
her and easily unzipped the back of her nightie, which released the
pressure on her bosom, and caused her breasts to appear to inflate.
She then slowly crawled backwards, pulling his ridiculous boxer
shorts off, and stepped off the bed.

He was again embarrassed by the shorts, and
when they were removed, she noticed his distraction. So, standing
at the end of the bed, she tossed the shorts aside. She then
slipped the straps of her nightie off her shoulders, and the outfit
slowly drifted down her body. It revealed a shapely and firm bosom
and torso, almost statuesque in proportion, unlike anything Rob had
ever seen in his short life.

Lilith then climbed slowly back onto the bed,
moving stealthily and gracefully like a cat towards him. In his
highly excited imagination, he thought he actually heard her
purring. When she was directly above him, he grabbed her and pulled
her down, flat on top of him. He wanted to feel her skin on his. He
was surprised that she was fairly cold to the touch. As he was
pondering ways to warm her up, she kissed him deeply. Lips
enmeshed, tongues entangled.

She bent her head down and started to kiss
the nape of his neck. She could feel the throbbing jugular vein.
She could taste the salty sweat on the flesh above his carotid
artery. She raised her head back, extended her canines, and then
gently thrust them into his soft neck.

The warm blood welled up quickly into her
mouth and she drank deeply as Rob let out a wail that was due to
the simultaneous pain and pleasure he felt. With the blood rushing
from his neck to her mouth, each draught brought blood from all
over his body.

Having satiated her thirst, her hunger, and
her undead libido, she slowed down her rate of withdrawal, and
finally licked away any dribbled streams of blood from Rob’s neck.
As she backed away from him, she could see that he’d fainted. She
quickly ran to the bathroom to wet a washcloth and grab a small
container from her jeans pocket.

She cleaned up the immediate area around the
neck with the cloth. She then opened the container to reveal a
healing salve. She dabbed some of the salve onto the washcloth and
then proceeded to coat the tiny wounds with the substance. This
salve would help heal the wounds with no scars by morning. It was a
little something that Anna made for her. Lilith found many values
in having Anna as a friend, including the fact that she was a
Wiccan herbalist.

She then quickly, yet orderly, slipped the
unconscious man back into his clothes. Knowing he was in fact
oblivious to her, she laughed freely about the boxers. The
difficult part was the crucifix. She picked it up by the chain and
gazed at it. She did not feel any fear from the crucifix and had a
chance to admire it for its craftsmanship. It’s a pity that it is
worn by someone with little or no faith in it, she thought. To be
sure, though, she grasped the cross in her fist. To her surprise,
and pleasure, she felt no pain from holding it. No faith at all
then, she believed and placed it around his neck. She then bent
down and kissed him again.

“You were wonderful, and if
I might add, tasty. It’s a shame you won’t remember this as much
more than a wet dream, Rob. Au’revoir,” she said as she bent down
to grab her clothes, the washcloth, and the salve. She walked into
the bathroom and put all of her clothes back on as quickly as she
could. She looked in the mirror, and after noticing that there was
no reflection, she concentrated on casting one.

Slowly, her image focused onto the mirror,
and she noticed some blood on her face. She wiped it off with the
washcloth, and then brushed her hair with a small brush from Rob’s
bathroom. She adjusted her outfit to a proper fit, tucked her salve
back into her pocket, and walked out of the bathroom.

As soon as she turned around, her reflection
vanished as she turned out the light. She slowly walked through the
living room, opened the front door just a crack to peer outside the
apartment. She then stepped out and locked the door behind her.
When she decided that it was quiet and dark enough, she took to the
sky.

 


* * *

 


As she flew above the streetlamps, she
climbed above a few small clouds. She knew the motel was northeast
of Rob’s apartment, along the same street. She flew along the way
of the road below, interestingly enough, against the one-way
traffic below her.

She suddenly felt an amazingly strong tugging
at her from below. It wasn’t the same pain as running water, so she
drifted down through the clouds to investigate. As she broke
through, she discovered that she was hovering over a catholic
cathedral.

Rob’s forsaken crucifix was one thing, but
this was entirely different. Upon seeing the holy spires of the
building, fear of faith gripped her and she lost her concentration
and fell hard to the ground.

Since she had just fed, and on strong human
blood, not that of an animal, she was strong enough to suffer
nothing but the shock of the impact. However, she had to get as far
away from the cathedral as possible. Flying was out of the
question, because she didn’t want to risk weakening again. Walking
seemed like the best idea at the time.

So she walked along a different street as
she’d temporarily lost her sense of direction from the fall. Things
just aren’t going to go well now, she thought as she passed a
church of Christ Scientist and then a Methodist church. She decided
she had better call it a night and head back to the motel. She
found that one-way street again, and walked the rest of the way,
almost half a mile, back to the motel room.

As she returned to the motel, she decided not
to disturb Anna, so she shifted to mist and flowed through the door
crack. She reformed beside the bed, standing up, and scared the
hell out of Anna who was awake and watching Letterman.

“Holy shit, Lilith! You know
you freak me out when you do that. Why are ya back so soon,
anyway?” she asked as she calmed herself down.

“I ran into a small problem
. . . three churches in a row. Good thing I fed well tonight. What
are you doing up so late?”

“I just couldn’t sleep. I’m
still pretty tired, though. Thought I’d watch Letterman’s new
show.”

Lilith laughed, “Yeah, and I love the fact
that he’s on earlier now. I can usually catch his show then go out
and prowl an hour earlier.”

Anna laughed nervously at that and asked, “So
you say you fed well tonight?”

“Yes, and don’t worry, I
even used some of your salve on his wounds. In the morning he won’t
know what hit him, er, bit him,” and she laughed again. This time,
relieved, Anna laughed genuinely at the pun.

“And you know, you do look a
little shaken. Did you say three churches?”

“Well, two churches, and one
frighteningly beautiful cathedral. That one took the most out of
me. But I’m fine. I thought I’d come back here, lay my
earth-mattress out on a bed and relax.”

“Then it’s a good thing this
motel only had this room with two beds tonight. I guess it won’t go
to waste after all.” Anna helped Lilith unload her mattress and lay
it on the spare bed. They laid back on their beds and watched the
rest of Letterman’s show.

After the show was through, they turned off
the TV and got ready for bed. Anna was sufficiently tired now, so
she yawned wide and loud, disrobed and crawled between her sheets.
Being a naturalist and a Wiccan, Anna enjoyed sleeping “skyclad”,
i.e. in the nude.

This was the first time that Lilith and Anna
had gone to rest at the same time so Lilith never realized this.
She also never realized what a truly beautiful human being she was,
inside and out, until now. As she tucked herself in, Anna
whispered, “G’night, mon amie.”

“Good night, and blessed
be,” Lilith whispered back, using Anna’s favorite phrase to wish
her a good rest for tomorrow’s trip to Junction, Texas. Damn, this
is a big state, she thought to herself, noting the need to make a
second stop in it. Too many bloody churches so close together, she
sighed to herself.

Lilith tried to sleep but she just couldn’t
seem to do it. She was a creature of the night. She was, however,
good as new when the morning came. At about 5:00 A.M., she woke
Anna up so that they could get ready for their next day and their
next trip.

 


 


“An’ it harm none, do what
thou wilt.”

- The Wiccan Rede

 


 



Chapter Three

 


She was so familiar to him. He knew her
laugh; he knew her tears. He knew her joy and her pain. He knew her
physical and emotional beauty and strength. He also knew of her
love for him, and his for her. A wave of pure radiant ecstasy
washed over him as she turned around to face him. Her shining red
hair, which seemed to him as the finest threads of the purest
copper, flowed around her neck and draped over her shoulders
gracefully.

She stared at him for a moment, and he gazed
back at her. In her eyes he would get lost. She had the most
beautiful and mysterious eyes he’d ever known. They were a
light-grayish, almost reflective color. In fact, they would often
reflect the color of the clothing she wore, or of others around
her. She was wearing a flowing white gown and this was represented
in her eyes by an eerie silver tint.

She smiled a bright smile as she realized
that her beloved was searching her eyes again. She bent forward to
kiss him and bring him back to reality. As she neared to him, she
whispered, “I love you, Xander.”

Donovan was brought back to reality as a
ringing telephone snapped him out of another one of his dreams. He
groggily made his way to the living room where the accursed ringing
device was located.

Christian burst out of his bedroom and
snatched up the phone. Slightly short of breath, he managed to
answer the phone with “Hello, this is Christian,” Chris then turned
to see a tired, confused, and slightly miffed Donovan lazily jog
into the room. He gave Don an apologetic look, then gravitated back
to the conversation on the line. “Yes, M’Lady . . . No . . . A soup
stone? I’ve not been to one of those in years . . . Samhain? That
sounds great, M’Lady. I’ll see you then. Blessed Be, M’Lady. Good
bye.” With that, he cradled the phone.

Quite confused now, Donovan sat down on the
couch in the living room. He apparently was only now beginning to
wake because he just realized that everything was fuzzy. In his
“rush” to get to the phone, he failed to put on his glasses. He
turned to look at Christian, or a fuzzy facsimile of him at this
point, and calmly asked, “Who was that? What time is it? And why
are you awake enough to run around like a madman answering
phones?”

“That was a Priestess of one
of the local covens. It’s about 5:30 A.M. and I’ve been awake for
an hour waiting for that call. I’m sorry if it woke
you.”

“Priestess? Coven? 5:30?
Explain.”

“Since I moved back to
Phoenix, I’ve been quietly inquiring into the local Wicca
community. That Priestess belongs to a coven that is a sister coven
to one that I belonged to in California. I’ve wanted to get to know
some of its members before I decide. They are having a soup stone
meet on Samhain.”

“So-Wayne? Who’s that?” Don
groggily asked.

“Not who, silly -- when.
Samhain is the Wiccan name for the night you know as Halloween. The
soup stone meet is usually a good event. This coven provides the
stone, the pot, soup broth, and meat. Each coven member, and those
invited like myself, brings a vegetable to add to it.”

“Halloween? Aw, but I
thought you’d wanna go to the State Fair with me. Last day of the
Fair, y’know.”

“I know, I know, and I’m
sorry. But this will be my chance to get to know these people in a
casual setting. We can go to the fair any day. How about later
tonight even?”

“What? Opening night? That
would be cool, I guess. But I’m broke.”

“I’ll pay. Just got my
paycheck yesterday.”

“Deal. Oh, by the way. Who’s
Xander?”

“Who?”

Donovan thought for a moment. Then
realization struck! “Oh my God, Chris . . . I just remembered a
name . . . from a dream!”

“Congratulations! Maybe
we’re making progress. Have you been doing the chants?”

“Occasionally. Only when
I’ve been having trouble sleeping . . . like last night! Maybe
you’re right.”

“Anything else? Faces?
Places?”

Donovan laid back on the couch, almost as if
in a psychiatrist’s sofa. He closed his eyes and thought back. “I
see . . . silver. The purest silver I’ve ever seen. And copper.
Copper strands and silver coins.”

“Dreaming of precious
metals? Not sure what that means. But go on. Don’t force it though.
Relax and focus.”

“I feel at ease. Almost at
peace. Almost . . . wait. They’re not coins. They’re irises -- the
most beautiful eyes. They seem to reflect all colors around them
like highly polished silver.”

“Go on,” Christian
encouraged.

“The copper is hair.
Gorgeous, flowing red hair framing a face. But I can’t make out a
face. Why can’t I see her face!?”

He sat up, as if startled again by the phone.
This time, however, it was his anger and disappointment with
himself that caused him distress.

Chris ran over to sit beside Don on the
couch. “Shhhh . . . settle down. It’s all right. First off, it’s
only a dream. Second, it’s the first one that you’ve had any
recollection of since...”

Don teared up as he remembered and said
“...since those nightmares that I had after my parents died. Oh,
Chris. Why can’t I remember her face? And who the hell is
Xander?”

“I don’t know, Don. But, I
do know that you have to leave for school in about three hours or
so. Why don’t you head on back to bed? Get some more rest. Maybe
you’ll dream some more. Tell me if you do.”

As he sniffled his tears away, he stood up
and began to walk back to his room. “I guess you’re right. Well,
see ya later then.” As he made it to the door, he turned around to
face Chris again and said with a curious expression on his face,
“Love. I felt loved. The power of dreams, eh?” He then turned back
into his room without waiting for an answer.

Closing the door behind him, he contemplated
the name “Xander”. Even as he lay in bed, the name haunted him. As
did the fact that he could not recall her face. The woman of my
dreams, he thought humorously, and then settled back into bed. As
soon as he fell asleep, it seemed that his alarm decided to go off.
But it was 7:00 A.M. and he had to get ready for school.

 


* * *

 


Thank God it’s Friday, Donovan thought to
himself as he parked his car in his garage at home. It had been a
long day. The funk he was in was apparently due to his dream last
night. It was on his mind so much that during a few classes that
day, Donovan was writing down some notes for himself. Not class
notes, but notes for a poem, or possibly song lyrics.

Don was relieved to be home now. Chris was
still at work, and would be until the night. He was looking forward
to having the chance to relax and have some fun, for a change.
Opening night at the Fair is always one of the exciting nights. The
atmosphere always seems new and different at the beginning.

Yes, Donovan was certainly anxious to enjoy
the Fair. But now, he wanted to get inside, boot up his computer,
and run his journal program. He felt a need to express his
emotional state poetically; what better medium than a diary.

 


* * *

 


McJournal Entry for 10/15/93

 


Dear Diary,

Has it been over a week since I wrote here
last? I wonder how often most people make entries into their
treasured diaries. I suppose as long as I need to express myself,
and I have this as a medium, then it is often enough.

I could hardly concentrate today at school.
My mind is still reeling over two facts. One, that I’ve now been
able to remember parts of a dream after the accident that took my
parents from me. The other is what I do and don’t remember from
that dream. I certainly recall not being alone, now. I was with
someone special to me.

I believe that this person had red hair and
the eeriest light-colored and reflective eyes. Still, what bothers
me is that those details are all I can recall from her personal
appearance.

I say “her” because I do recall a soft, very
feminine voice say, “I love you, Xander.” “Xander” is yet another
mystery. Who is this Xander? Maybe I didn’t quite catch the name,
or the phrase entirely. With the other confused or missing details,
I cannot be sure at all.

One thing is certain: I am haunted by the
possibilities involved. So much so that the romantic idea has
manifested itself as a song to me. I cannot get a feeling for the
melody yet, so it may just stay as a poem, instead. So, here it is,
collected from scraps of notes that came to me in pieces, as the
dream itself seemed to.

 


“The Woman of My
Dreams”

 


When the darkness falls

And the Sandman calls

I don’t feel myself drifting away.

I see her there

With love to share

And then she’s taken away.

 


When I wake up from my sleep,

Her loving arms aren’t mine to keep.

I forget her every day.

Why must I dream about her?

Why can’t I ever love her?

Why must Love hurt me this way?

 


She’s the woman of my dreams.

The one I can’t love

When I’m awake.

She’s the woman of my dreams.

Love her at night,

Forget her when I wake.

 


I try to find her in the day,

I can’t seem to know her this way,

I can only remember her at night.

It’s bad enough not remembering my
dreams.

It gets so bad that all I can do is
scream!

All I know is I can’t seem to win this
fight.

 


Do you know what I’d give today

To know her and love her in the day

And not have to wait for moonlight.

How can I live without her?

Why can I only dream about her?

Why must I wait until night?

 


She’s the woman of my dreams.

The one I can’t love

When I’m awake.

She’s the woman of my dreams.

Love her at night,

Forget her when I wake.

 


And then one night I saw her again.

I just couldn’t believe it when

She came running to me.

I ran towards her, like in a race

To see who would be the first to embrace.

This was a dream I didn’t want to leave.

 


I prayed that night her love I’d keep.

So forever I shall sleep.

In heavenly arms, I died in my sleep.

 


She’s the woman of my dreams.

The one I couldn’t love

When I was awake.

She’s the woman of my dreams.

I’ll love her forever

For never again will I wake.

 


* * *

 


As Donovan saved his entry and shut down the
computer, Chris pulled up in the driveway. Donovan was relieved
that some pressure weighing him down was removed by writing those
lyrics. He felt so much better that he was of higher spirits when
Chris opened the door and walked in.

Chris saw that Don was happier than he had
been earlier that morning. He thought it was because of their trip
to the Fair. It was because of this that the first words out of his
mouth were, “Just let me get freshened up, and we’ll get on our
way.”

“Cool,” was Donovan’s quick
reply. “And I grabbed some money from an ATM earlier today at
school. Thought it would help me enjoy the fair without taking a
guilt-trip to get there.”

Chris chuckled. “Good call, my friend,” he
said as he walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind him.
About a minute or two later, he emerged and found Don waiting in
the living room for him. He walked up to him and asked, “Okay, so,
who’s driving?”

“I’ll drive . . . but you
pay for the parking,” was Don’s response.

An evil grin washed over Chris’ face and he
said “I don’t think it’s fair for me to pay the fare at the
Fair.”

Don grimaced at the bad pun. However, he
couldn’t resist getting the last word in, so he said, “Fair
enough.” Quickly he ran to the front door, opened it, and bolted
outside to the garage. Chris wailed a slightly miffed “Hey!” as he
locked the door, closed it behind him, then ran to catch up with
his smartass friend.

 


* * *

 


When it came to the Fair, as in Life, Donovan
and Christian had two very distinct opinions on what to do for
fun.

Christian was the kind of guy that liked to
live life for the thrill. As such, he enjoyed going on all of the
thrill rides when at the Fair. He also enjoyed experiencing
different beliefs, cultures, and lifestyles. As such, he couldn’t
wait to sample various snacks from as many food vendors as
possible.

Donovan was slightly different. He’d lived
the free life, he surmised, when he was younger. He was the
quintessential class clown. As a kid, he too enjoyed the thrill
ride called Life. He swore like Peter Pan that he’d never grow up.
Unfortunately, Never-Neverland is based on a double negative, and
the poor shmuck grew up.

Now older, and he hoped, wiser, he had a sort
of “been there, done that, got the T-shirt” attitude towards Life
in general, and now really only lived for one thing: shopping. And,
as such, he saw the trip to the Fair as a chance to buy some really
neat things that he really didn’t need. Even so, one of Donovan’s
favorite phrases that summed up his philosophy of life all too well
was: “He who dies with the most toys, STILL dies.”

Donovan did, however, enjoy something at the
Fair that Christian did: the food vendors. It probably wasn’t the
desire to try new things, however, which attracted Don to the
snacks. Most likely, it was the hunger.

It certainly wasn’t the prices. Both Don and
Chris despised the price they paid for their “meals,” but they
enjoyed them. The two liked to dare each other to see who had the
most stamina (and money) when it came to Fair food.

That night, they each put away: Indian fried
bread with honey, candied apples, cotton candy, chocolate and
peanut butter fudge, egg-rolls-on-a-stick, and popcorn. In that
order, with plenty of cola along the way to wash it all down.
Donovan won out, however, by topping it all off with a hot dog.
Christian just couldn’t take any more.

Chris thought to himself, though, that he’d
win in the end. Christian had one of those hyper-metabolisms. He
could eat his fill, and never gain weight. He also worked out on a
semi-regular basis, which helped. He’d work out a little more after
this night was through, that was sure. At 22, he was 5’11” and 150
pounds. He was very trim and was fairly well built.

Donovan, on the other hand, at 21 years old
was 5’10” and 175 pounds. Tonight alone, he’d probably added 10
pounds at least to that. He wasn’t overly obese, but for his medium
build, his gut could stand out prominently. And, sometimes, he even
thought, proudly. Tonight, it helped him beat Chris at cleaning his
plate.

Amazingly, the pair still had plenty of money
for Chris to go on some rides, without Donovan. Afterwards, Donovan
was able to spend fairly freely on some shopping, with Christian
tagging along.

Besides the vendors outside on the
Fairgrounds, there were a number of vendors in the basement of the
Coliseum. This year, various booths were set up. Including
jewelers, hat makers, jacket and coat sellers. Fudge, cinnamon
rolls, and other sweet snacks sellers. Patches and buttons. Salad
shooters, salsa makers, and knives.

“I feel like we walked onto
the set of a home shopping network,” remarked Christian.

“Or worse, one of those
‘Infomercials’,” replied Don.

“Looking for anything in
particular?”

“Nope, just ‘window
shopping’.”

“Well, I think I see some
lovely windows down the way.”

To that, Donovan back-hand slapped
Christian’s left arm. Just then they came up to a booth vendor with
a lot of crystal charms, crystal balls, pyramids, teddy-bears,
unicorns, and dragons.

“Cool. I love looking at
these things. They’re so beautiful, but expensive,” said Don in awe
of the display.

“I don’t see any natural
crystalline forms, though. That’s what I like. Especially
geodes.”

“Yeah. I’ve got a lot of
amethyst geodes and crystals at home. You find a lot of them in
Arizona. Gem stone shops, that is.”

They moved on, and after passing a vacuum
cleaner booth, they came across a vendor that did have natural-form
crystals. Christian said, “Now this is more like it.” He picked up
a clear, colorless, virtually flawless quartz crystal shard that
was about an inch and a half long. “These are really great for
meditating with.”

Don skeptically replied, “Aw, c’mon. I know
you are into all of this neo-pagan stuff, and I respect that. But I
don’t fall for all that crystal healing stuff.”

“Seriously, Don. They're
good focal points for your energy when you meditate. And yes, some
crystals have healing properties.”

“Meditation,
huh?”

“Yup. Don’t believe me?
Okay, hold on a sec while I concentrate.”

Christian then proceeded to grasp the crystal
in his right hand and form a fist around it. The lady at the booth
was interested now in seeing what was to happen. Donovan just
stared at Chris and almost snickered when he saw his friend tighten
up his face.

Chris opened his eyes and held the crystal
out for Don and said, “Open your hand. Good, now take this.”
Christian placed the crystal in Don’s right hand. As Don grasped
the crystal, it felt very warm to the touch. Not hot enough to burn
his hand, but Don realized that it was hotter than it should have
been from body heat in Chris’ hand.

“Oooh, ow. Hey, that’s wild.
I think I’ve gained more respect for ya, Chris, old mate.” Don then
gave the crystal back to Chris, who then smiled as he placed it
back in the box it came from. Then the two smiled at the lady at
the crystal booth and then continued on their way.

As they walked, Chris said, “Someday, we’ll
have to chat about Wicca and why I believe what I do. That old-time
religion is still around.”

“I’d like that. It’s
fascinating to me, but I'm more curious about why anyone even needs
religion at all.”

The two talked a little more as they turned
down another aisle and came across a booth selling silver jewelry.
Beautiful pendants, chains, bracelets, and earrings were on
display. Near the center of one of the cases were five silver ankh
charms.

“I was also wondering about
ch-- whoa,” Don stumbled as he saw them. “Hey Chris, look at these
ankhs. I’ve never seen anything this cool. And hey, check this one
out with the amethyst set in it at the loop.”

Before Chris could recover from the change in
subject, and comment on the ankhs that he, too, thought were great,
Donovan was asking the girl behind the counter how much the
amethyst one cost.

As he explained which ankh he liked, noting
for her that his birthstone was amethyst, Don started checking her
out without actually realizing it. She was about 5’9” and appeared
to be in her early twenties. She had straight black hair, and wore
a dark blue halter-top, faded blue jeans, and black leather
boots.

“Well, lemme pull it out and
check,” she replied to Donovan. She unlocked the padlock keeping
the glass top down, then lifted the glass and pulled the ankh out.
The price tag was on the back and she read it to Don, “It’s eleven
dollars. Would you like to see it?”

“Please,” he replied
anxiously. She handed it to him. It was about an inch tall,
half-an-inch wide. Where the loop in the ankh should have been,
there was a dark purple amethyst in a raised setting. It was
certainly worth more than $11.00 in Don’s estimation, and with the
conversation Don and Chris were having, it became even more
priceless to him.

“I’ll take it. I’d also like
a nice chain to go with it. Say, about 24 inches?”

“How about this one? It’s
nine dollars,” as she pointed to a box-chain that looked sturdy and
caught and reflected the light wonderfully.

“I’ll take that, too,” Don
replied. As the girl bent forward to open that case to get the
chain, her own silver ankh slipped out of her cleavage and dangled
like a silver plum bob.

The ankh was about 2 inches long and hung on
a leather strap necklace, which caught Don’s eye. The girl noticed
that Don was staring at her chest so she straightened up hastily to
prevent Don from looking down her top.

Don then realized he was staring and tried to
apologize as the girl put the chain and ankh in a small plastic
bag. “I’m sorry, I was admiring your ankh. It’s beautiful.”

She blushed in slight embarrassment and said,
“Oh, thanks. It’s sterling silver, too. It’s my favorite because it
polishes the easiest.”

“It reflects light and
colors very well. You obviously take good care of it,” Donovan said
as he reached into his pocket for his wallet. He then asked, “So,
how much do I owe ya?”

“That’ll be twenty
dollars.”

“Here ya go,” he said as he
fanned out two fives and a ten.

She took the money and handed him the small
bag with his new silver jewelry in it. As she put the money in the
cash drawer, he took the ankh and chain out, then strung them
around his neck.

“Whatcha think?” he
asked.

“Very slick,” replied
Chris.

“It looks very good on you,”
replied the girl.

“Thanks,” Don said to them.
As the two guys started to move on, the girl said, “Thank you, and
enjoy the Fair.”

As Don and Chris walked on, looking at other
booths, Chris tapped Don on the shoulder and said, “I think she
liked you,” and he nudged Don with his shoulder.

“What? No way. She was nice
and attractive and all, but she’s not my type.”

“I worry about you
sometimes, Don.”

Don stopped walking and turned to face Chris.
He shrugged and said, “There’s someone out there for me, I just
know it. I’ll know her when I meet her. Until then, I’m content to
wait.”

Chris never saw Don so serious before,
especially about his non-existent love life. Out of the blue, Don
asked, “How’s Dope?”

“Dope” was Don’s nickname
for Chris’ girlfriend, Mary Jane Hill. People usually called her
“Marijuana”. The guys at their school in California called her
“Mary Wanna”, because she had a reputation. Don just called her
“Dope”. He thought she was a ditz, and that was the polite word he
would use to describe her.

“She called last night and
we decided to end it. Sometimes long distance relationships don’t
work. That was the other reason that I was up so late last night. I
just couldn’t sleep.”

“Hey, look. I’m sorry. I
didn’t know. Forget her, then. I always thought she was bad for ya
anyway.”

“Yeah, I know. We had a
fight and broke up. Up until now we had plans that I’d get settled
out here then she would move in with me; make the transition easier
for her. That was fine with her until last night. She did a
complete 180 on me. That took me totally off guard. She just wasn’t
willing at all to move out here. I need someone here to complete my
life.”

“Yeah, well, like I always
say, ‘A man is not complete until he is married… and then he’s
finished.’” He slapped Chris on the back for emphasis and Chris
laughed. Don was happy to help him laugh, and enjoyed a chuckle
himself.

They had finished scoping out the Fair deals
and meals, so they made their way back to Don’s car. In the
darkness of night, Chris looked at Don’s new ankh. He saw what
looked like a faint glow emanate from the amethyst inside. He
dismissed it however as light, little as there was, bouncing off of
it. He didn’t think much of it again.

 


 


“This is an important
announcement.

This is flight 121 to Los Angeles.

If your travel plans today do not include

Los Angeles, now would be a perfect time

to disembark.”

- Douglas Adams, So Long, And Thanks For All
The Fish

 


 



Chapter Four

 


The sun was shining brightly, high in the
sky. A light breeze wafted by which carried the scent of lilacs and
honeysuckle in bloom. As she looked up, Lilith saw seven birds fly
overhead. She couldn’t remember the last time she felt like
this.

Suddenly, the sun’s warmth was overpowering.
The glow it radiated became a white-hot blast. Quickly, she averted
her eyes and sought cover. She couldn’t find shelter, and soon the
heat was unbearable. She screamed in agony.

Lilith sat up, screaming, and slammed her
forehead into the lid of her trunk. A colorful display washed over
her eyes as the pain started to register. In the darkness of her
trunk, she heard padded footsteps approach. Her lid was lifted open
by Anna, who had a worried look on her face.

“Lilith! What’s
wrong?”

“I.. I.. don’t know,” she
replied as she focused her eyes on Anna and their surroundings.
They were in the van, it was dark out, and the van’s overhead
reading light was on. “I had another dream, but this one got messy.
Why are we in the van?”

“Well, the sun just set. I
figured I’d hear from you, but not like this. I’ve got some good
news and some bad news.”

Lilith stepped out of her trunk, closed the
lid, and then sat on it. She motioned Anna to sit next to her as
she asked her, “What’s the bad news?”

“We’re nowhere near
Junction, Texas.”

“Why? What happened?” she
asked cautiously.

“Well, that’s the good news.
We’re in El Paso!”

“Whoa! All right! That’s
great. You didn’t have to drive so far today.”

“I know, but I guess I got
plenty of rest last night. I got us to Junction around 11 A.M., and
just decided to push on. Then about a quarter after noon, I reached
Ozoma. I grabbed some lunch, filled up the tank and decided to just
keep on going, El Paso or bust. And by about 6 P.M., I made it! I
had a nice dinner, filled up the tank again, and noticed that by
that time that the sun was going down. So, I pulled into this
parking lot and decided to wait for ya to wake up.”

“So, let’s see, I guess we
could stay here for the night. Or, if you don’t mind, I could take
over the driving. We could be in Phoenix by midnight. What do you
think?”

“Personally, the second plan
sounds better.” The idea was golden to Anna who really wanted to
crash right about now. Whether in a hotel bed, or here in the van,
it didn’t matter. But, the thought of arriving this much sooner in
Phoenix was the selling point.

“Great then it’s settled.
Keys, please.”

Anna reached into her pocket, found the keys,
pulled them out, and handed them to Lilith. “Here you go, mon
amie.” Lilith walked up front to the driver’s seat and Anna
followed her to the passenger’s seat. They buckled up; Lilith put
the keys in the ignition and started the van. She turned on the
headlights after she shifted into first gear, when she realized she
shouldn’t rely on her heightened night-vision.

“So, tell me. Why did you
wake up from this dream screaming?” Anna asked as she settled into
her seat.

“Well, guess I should start
from the beginning. It was another dream of a beautiful daytime
stroll...”

“Could you estimate a time?
Morning or afternoon?” interrupted Anna, politely.

“Hmmm . . . well, the sun
was very high, I think, so I’d say very close to noon,” replied
Lilith, this time waiting for a response.

“Okay, go on, mon
amie.”

“Then I.. I looked up and
saw a flock of birds.”

“Do you remember how many
there were?”

Oh, give me a break! thought Lilith, but she
tried to remember anyway. “Let’s see. They were in formation; one
lead, then two behind him, then two each behind them. So that’s,
ummm . . . seven birds.”

“Uh-huh. Seven, eh? Not sure
what the formation means, but go on.” Anna was very intrigued
now.

“Okay, well that’s when the
dream changed. I noticed that it became hot. Too hot. I couldn’t
handle the heat. And the sunlight -- it was blinding and
over-powering me.”

In her mind’s eye she was reviewing the dream
carefully. However she was not paying total attention now to her
driving. The headlights of an oncoming car were blinding her as she
was thinking back to the bright sun in her dream. She started to
coast into the hypnotizing light.

The other driver honked his horn and flashed
his brights on and off at her. That brought her back to reality.
She quickly swerved out of the way, back into her lane of the
highway.

She turned to see Anna with honest fear on
her face. “I’m sorry, Anna. Got carried away.”

“Please, I’m fine, but be
more careful. I’m afraid to ask, but is there more?”

“Not much,” she said as she
turned back to the road, determined to stay focused. “I remember
that I tried to find shelter from the white-hot sun, but I couldn’t
find any. So, I cried out in pain. That’s when I woke up.” She
started rubbing her forehead a little, remembering the bump she got
from the lid.

“Well, there’s a lot of
images in this dream,” Anna said dryly as she reflected on them and
their individual and overall meanings. Dream interpretation -- one
skill Lilith never expected to make use of from Anna’s Wiccan
experience.

“Mind you that no image has
a definite meaning because dreams are as unique as the person doing
the dreaming. In your case, though, I believe they have very
inspirational meaning.”

“I understand, but please,
go on,” was Lilith’s anxious reply.

“First, the image of the
birds usually represents transcending from one state of existence
to another. This may represent your transformation from mortal to
nosferatu. Or, it may represent a coming stage of development in
your nature.

“Next is the number of birds
you saw -- seven. The number seven has long been associated with
good luck, of course. But it can also represent endurance and
completion. Some people even believe that there are seven stages of
spiritual transformation, though I can’t say what stage you might
be at now.

“Another important image is
the noonday sun. Noon often represents the time of your greatest
clarity of awareness.”

Lilith, inspired by the interpretations,
wanted to know more. “What about the change that the dream went
through?”

“I believe that it may be a
sign that you shouldn’t move too fast. Have patience and you may
soon enough make it to the ‘next stage.’”

“Thank you, mon amie. I
appreciate the interpretation. I want to believe that the next
stage is at hand . . . I just wish I knew what it truly
entailed.”

“I think you’ll find out
soon enough.” Anna took in a deep breath, slowly exhaled, then
yawned. “Well, I’m gonna try and catch some sleep. You don’t mind,
d’ya?”

“Of course not. I’ll wake ya
if anything is up. Thanks for getting us this far; you deserve some
rest.”

Lilith turned back to the road and Anna tried
to make herself more comfortable in the seat. After about 15
minutes more of driving, Lilith drove the van across state lines,
into New Mexico. After another 15 minutes the van came to a
junction point where Interstate-10 took a western turn where I-25
continued northward.

A couple minutes past the junction, they made
it to Las Cruces, NM. As Lilith made it just outside city limits,
she saw a sign announcing a bridge ahead; the bridge across the Rio
Grande.

 


* * *

 


“Anna, wake up. Please wake
up.” Anna quickly snapped out of her nap as Lilith was calling to
her.

“What is it? I couldn’t have
been asleep that long. What’s wrong?” She asked as she
yawned.

“I . . . We forgot about the
Rio Grande. I want to . . .”

“Shit. I’m sorry. Maybe we
should’ve stopped for the night.”

“No, no. It’s okay really,
because I have an idea. I want to try crossing the bridge. I want
to know if there is a connection to the dreams.”

“Wha-? Are you sure? I mean,
I know you’ve crossed running water before but...”

“But I still feel some
pains, yeah. I want to know, though. I must know if it’s possible
that the pain could totally fade.”

“Okay. What do you want me
to do?”

“Well, just watch me. If I
need help, come get me off the bridge.”

“You got it, mon
amie.”

They opened their doors and stepped outside,
closing the doors behind them. Lilith parked the van off to the
right side of the road, just before the bridge. She left the
headlamps on for extra light.

Anna watched carefully, like a mother
watching her baby take her first steps. Lilith walked up to the
part of the bridge where the water met the rocks below marking the
edge of the river. She just stood there.

She was trying to get a feeling, if she
could. There was nothing but a soft breeze at her back from the
cool night air. She finally took a step forward, but cautiously
calculated her moves. To Anna, she looked like a careful adventurer
walking gently over an old, rickety rope bridge afraid that one
poorly placed foot would cause her to break through and plummet to
her death.

This bridge wasn’t as dangerous as the ones
in those old movies, but to Lilith it could be, so she was being
just as cautious. She wasn’t sure when she’d start to feel that
tugging in her stomach reminding her not to cross natural
boundaries.

Apparently, natural borders weren’t stopping
her now, for she took a few more steps and didn’t feel even the
slightest tug. Her paced quickened, and a few steps later she was
standing at about the center of the bridge. She turned around
slowly, looking down, imagining the water beneath her.

Anna saw Lilith turn around. Lilith slowly
looked up, grinning from ear to ear. Anna’s suspense was finally
broken; Lilith was all right. Lilith signaled her to drive
across.

Anna ran around to the driver’s side, closed
the door, and started up the van. She quickly shifted into first
gear and drove forwards. In seconds she had caught up to Lilith’s
position. Lilith opened the passenger’s side door and said, “I want
to walk all the way across and enjoy this.”

“Okay, see you on the other
side.” Lilith smiled as she shut the door. Anna kept driving until
she reached the other side of the bridge and pulled off to the side
of the highway. She killed the engine, got out of the van, and
walked around to the back. She stood there and waited for Lilith to
finish her walk.

Lilith was three-quarters of the way across
when she felt a tiny pain shoot through her. She dismissed it
because she was confident that she could make it. A second pain
shooting down her spine made her think twice now. Lilith picked up
her pace now, but a new sharp pain to her legs caused her knees to
buckle.

“Shit-OUCH!” she cried out
as she tripped. She threw her arms forward to stop herself from
slamming into the asphalt. She was kneeling now and cradled her
arms around her ribs, as another sharp pain seemed to stab her in
the gut.

Anna’s heartbeat sped up when she saw Lilith
trip. She broke into a quick run to catch her friend, shouting
“What’s happened?!” as she ran.

“I- I don’t know, but . . .
hurry!” She was having trouble getting the words out. Her body and
her pride were hurt.

Anna stopped in front of Lilith and crouched
down and said, “Hold on, mon amie. Hang on.” She walked to Lilith’s
left side and threaded her right arm under Lilith’s left shoulder.
Lilith tried gripping Anna’s right arm for support without hurting
her friend. Anna pushed her left arm into the asphalt and lifted as
she stood up. “Up we go,” she said as she struggled to lift her
friend. Lilith’s legs were pretty weak now, but she was able to
stand and walk.

Anna and Lilith walked as fast as Lilith
could without much trouble. As they got closer to the van, that is,
closer to the edge of the river, Lilith’s strength returned. She
was able to walk without pain when they had finished crossing the
bridge, so they slowed down to a steady walking pace. When they
reached the van, they stopped and Lilith hugged Anna and said
“Thank you, mon amie.” Lilith took in a deep breath of the cool air
and exhaled it.

 


* * *

 


As Lilith continued driving the van westward
along Interstate-10, she couldn’t stop thinking about what had
happened at the Rio Grande. At this point, she couldn’t determine
what had her more concerned: that she had made it so far across the
bridge with no pain, or that she did eventually feel a good deal of
pain once she was nearly across.

Either way, she was just happy that she was
strong enough to continue driving now and give Anna a real chance
to catch some sleep. Anna was indeed sound asleep. Lilith wondered
what it was Anna dreamt of when she slept. Lilith once was jealous
of Anna and other mortals because they had the ability to dream,
but now she was ecstatic that she had the gift again. She only
hoped they wouldn’t all turn nightmarish like the last one.

In the night, Lilith saw a few lights up
ahead. She would’ve cheered if it wasn’t for Anna’s slumber when
she realized that it was a border station. Arizona was only yards
away. She was practically beaming when she pulled up into one of
the lanes and stopped. She rolled her window down as a man in full
uniform walked up to the van.

“Evenin’, ma’am. Where ya
headed?” He asked; it was a standard question. He tried to ask as
quietly as possible when he saw Anna sleeping.

“Phoenix or bust,
sir.”

“And where are ya traveling
from?”

“New Orleans, cher . . . er,
sir.” She laughed.

“Long trip, eh? Anything to
declare?” He didn’t give her a chance to answer the first question
out of the two.

“Yes, it has been, and no,
nothing.” She smiled innocently.

“And, how long do you plan
to stay in Phoenix?” That was his last official question. He
thought to himself that this was one hell of a boring job,
especially at this time of night.

“Indefinitely, I hope. We’re
moving.”

“Oh really? Well, welcome to
Arizona, then, ma’am. I’m sure you’ll love your new home in the
Valley of the Sun.” It’s been estimated that every 2.7 minutes a
man thinks about sex. For his sensual moment, he suddenly, secretly
hoped that he’d visit Phoenix more often than usual.

Lilith smiled, reading that image in his
thoughts. “I think I’m already beginning to love Arizona,” she said
flirtatiously.

He blushed, and wondered if it were possible
that she knew what he thought. Even though it was, he’d never get
the chance to find out. He fell back into his official capacity
again and said, “Have a nice trip, ma’am.”

“Thank you, cher.” She
smiled as she drove off. Half a mile from the station was a sign
reading “Welcome to ARIZONA!” Lilith sat back and relaxed as she
continued to pick up speed. “Welcome home,” she said to herself,
“Welcome home.”

 


* * *

 


She was speeding. No doubt about it. But
there was no traffic anywhere. Certainly at this time of night
there wouldn’t be any Highway Patrol, she thought to herself.
Besides she was only doing 75 miles per hour; the van shimmies at
80.

She wasn’t quite aware of the time; being
immortal does that to a person. It was actually about 10:20 P.M.,
and she had just passed through Wilcox, Arizona, when she was
pulled over by a highway patrolman.

The siren and lights woke Anna up. “What’s
going on?”

“Oh, nothing. I’ll handle
this.”

Anna wasn’t sure about this, but she decided
she’d better be awake. If not to appease the officer, then at least
to see how Lilith was going to “handle this.”

Lilith rolled her window down as the officer
walked up, flashlight shining brightly. “Evening, officer,” she
said, trying to make eye contact with him.

“Evenin’, ma’am. May I see
your license, registration and proof of insurance?” He was shining
the light around the inside of the van as he asked his
question.

“Certainly.” Damn. As Anna
looked for the registration and insurance papers in the glove box,
Lilith placed her right hand on Anna’s shoulder as a signal to
stop. Watch this, she tried to imply.

“I can’t seem to find my
license, officer.”

“Please step out of the
vehicle, ma’am.” As he opened the door, and she started to step out
of the van, he shined the light in her eyes. He looked at her face,
at her eyes, as they sparkled in the light.

Their eyes met. Gotcha. Her eyes seemed to
him suddenly as deep silver pools, and the black pupils became deep
tunnels. He seemed to fall mentally into the blackness, lost in her
eyes. Her will was stronger than his.

She asked, “Why did you pull us over?”

“You were speeding. I wasn’t
able to gun you, but I’d say you were doing 75.” Wow, a point for
him, she thought; a walking radar gun.

“That isn’t why you pulled
us over,” she said adding stronger influence.

“That is not why I pulled
you over,” he said, lost in her eyes, in her mind, in her
will.

“You were bored. You were
checking plates. You misentered ours in your computer and it came
up as a stolen vehicle.” She stopped, and without looking away,
whispered to Anna, “Name a car that might get stolen,
quick.”

She whispered back, “I dunno, a Buick
LeSabre?”

Talking to the officer again, “It came up as
a Buick LeSabre.”

“I checked your plates
against the computer and it came up as registered to a stolen Buick
LeSabre.” He understood, he had no choice. His memory of what
really happened was now lost.

“My license, registration
and insurance checked out and you let us go without incident;
mistakes happen.” She let go of his mind, certain it was safe, and
she closed the door.

He lowered the flashlight slightly and said,
“Sorry about all this, ma’am. Mistakes happen. I guess it’s been a
long night.”

“No problem officer. Good
night.”

“Night, ma’am. Ma’am.” The
second “ma’am” he said as he nodded to Anna. He turned around and
walked away. Lilith rolled up her window and Anna started to laugh.
Lilith started up the van again, and pulled back onto the
freeway.

“My, my, my, Lilith. I’ve
never seen you do that before.”

“It comes with the
territory, though I spent many years perfecting the method. It
works best when the eyes meet.”

“Funny, but I almost
expected you to say ‘These aren’t the droids you’re looking for;
move along.’” She laughed again.

Lilith laughed as well, catching the “Star
Wars” reference. “I never thought about it that way, but it was
kinda funny.” They had a good laugh over it.

“A Buick LeSabre?” Anna
asked, giggling some more.

“Don’t knock it, it
worked.”

“Well, that’s enough humor
and excitement for me. Think I can get back to sleep now?” Anna
asked jokingly as she yawned again.

“I’ll try to keep it near 65
until Phoenix.” She smiled as she sped the van up to 69 m.p.h. and
honestly tried to keep it there.

Anna fell back asleep halfway to Tucson.
Lilith stopped in Tucson to fill up the gas tank.

As she was filling the tank she smelled a
sickly sour scent waft through the air over the gasoline smell:
domestic beer. Typical university town, she thought. I think I
smell a ‘kegger’ party.

Finished fueling, she quietly borrowed $10
from Anna’s purse with which to pay the attendant. Anna wouldn’t
mind, she hoped

Pulling out of the gas station/convenience
mart she got back onto the freeway, which was now taking a
northwestern direction, and read a sign that told her that Phoenix
was now merely 117 miles away. At this rate, they’d be there around
12:15 A.M. It was all she could do to prevent her anticipation from
getting the best of her and passing the speed limit again.

Without any further hitches from the local
patrol, Lilith arrived in Phoenix on schedule. A hotel would look
mighty good right about now, she thought. She saw a sign for a nice
hotel and made her way to an off-ramp as she tapped Anna on the
shoulder. “Wake up, sleepy-head,” she said. “We’re in Phoenix.”

 


* * *

 


After they checked themselves in, and made
their way to their room, Lilith said, “Can you feel it?”

“Feel what?”

“We’re safe…and we’re home.”
She seemed very relaxed and at ease, and Anna couldn’t deny that
she felt it, too. Though, not as instinctively as
Lilith.

Lilith unlocked the door, turned on the
light, and walked in. “No offense to this room, or the hotel in
general, but I hope we can find a house, or at least an apartment
soon.”

Anna chuckled and understood, “I’ll start
looking up places tomorrow.”

They each walked up to a bed and collapsed
into them.

“Oh, this feels so much
better than that seat in the van.” Anna sighed after she said
it.

“Tell me about it. Oh well,
not yet, though. Got a few things to bring in. Starting with my
trunk,” Lilith added.

Anna jokingly pouted but agreed. They went
out to the van and pulled out Lilith’s trunk and a pair of
suitcases with clothes and essentials. They also checked to make
sure everything was secure in the trailer.

Back inside, Anna locked the front door as
Lilith freshened up in the bathroom. From in there, she heard Anna
turn the TV set on, flipping through the channels. When she exited
the bathroom, Anna nearly ran in.

As Anna worked in the bathroom to prepare
herself for bed, Lilith prepared her bed by laying her mattress
filled with earth on it. She then slipped out of her clothes and
was now wearing nothing but her black silk nightie. As she slipped
into bed, pulling the sheets over her, Anna stepped out of the
bathroom, stark naked.

Anna walked over to the front door and made a
gesture that Lilith assumed was a blessing, so she had to turn
away. Anna then turned off the lights in the room. As Anna settled
into bed, Lilith asked what she did by the door.

“Well, I blessed it as a
symbol of the doorway to our new life. When we leave this hotel to
find our new home, we will be spiritually entering our new life in
Phoenix.”

“I like that. I certainly
know what it means to be ‘reborn’.” She laughed and then said,
“Good night, mon amie.”

“Good night, and blessed
be,” Anna said as she turned off the TV.

As Anna was drifting off to sleep she thought
to herself that she should start looking into finding a coven here
in Phoenix soon. First things first, though, we need a home. She
drifted off to sleep quickly and finally enjoyed a good rest.

Lilith was tired from the driving and did
actually sleep for a couple of hours, but woke up later only to lay
awake until the sun came up, when oblivion snuck up on her.

 


 


“Whenever we are hungry, it
never gets us down;

You never see us mopin’, you never see us
frown.

With just a little water, some fire and a
pot,

Then drop in lots of stones and a feast is
what you’ve got.”

- Marcia Brown, Stone Soup

 


 



Chapter Five

 


After Christian moved into Don’s house and
settled in, back in February, he got permission from Don to turn
the shed in his backyard into a Wiccan temple. Don didn’t mind
since Chris helped him move all the equipment stored in there into
the garage. All that was actually stored in the shed were a couple
of lawn mowers, rakes, shovels, and a few other assorted gardening
tools. There was plenty of room in the garage for them.

Don even offered to help Chris with the
conversion process, but Chris said that he really needed it to
reflect his beliefs so he’d need to work on it alone. Don respected
that and let him work at it. Also out of respect, Don never entered
the temple when it was finished, no matter how curious he was. He
figured if Chris wanted him to see it then Chris would invite
him.

It was October 31 now; All Saint’s Eve,
Halloween, or Samhain as Chris called it. Chris spent the better
part of the day preparing himself and his temple for today’s
sabbat. Chris was still not a member of a local coven but he hoped
that might change tonight. Later he would be attending a Soup Stone
get together that one of the local Coven priestesses, Lady Katia,
was throwing to celebrate Samhain. That coven would have its
private sabbat ceremony at noon today. Christian performed his own
in his temple at around 2 P.M.

During all of this, Donovan was bringing out
all of the candy he bought for the neighborhood kids and setting it
aside in bowls near the front door. When that was done he carved a
Jack-O-Lantern out of a medium-size pumpkin and put a small scented
candle inside and lit it. It was getting dark outside so he placed
the Jack-O-Lantern out on his porch.

This year Don didn’t plan far enough ahead
for Halloween to get dressed up, or at least that was his excuse.
He and his parents enjoyed putting on costumes for answering the
door when Trick-Or-Treaters came by. Somehow it just didn’t feel
right to dress up this year.

Not long after Don put out his pumpkin, the
sun set and they came out. The little ghosts, goblins, clowns, and
cartoon characters began their dreaded rounds. Prepubescent cries
of “Trick or treat!” could be heard in the distance as the night
quieted to a deadly whisper. They were not far away now.

Soon the patter of tiny feet filled the
silence. They were coming up the porch to Don’s house and they
knocked. Together, three young voices cried “Trick or treat!” in
spontaneous unison. An evil grin spread across Don’s face as he
opened the door and spied the kids. Amazingly, all three kids, two
boys and a girl, were dressed as vampires. They were all decked in
the cliché Bela Lugosian count costumes. White face, red lips with
tiny streams of fake blood running down the corners of the mouth,
and completed by glow-in-the-dark fangs.

No points for originality, but he gave them
each a handful of candy anyway. It was the good stuff, too.
Sticky-sweet, chocolate-coated, and bad for you through and
through. Don knew what kids liked, unlike the health nut who lived
down the street and gave out sugar-free candies and healthy snacks.
Don was surprised that the kids still went there. His theory was
that the kids’ parents made them go there to counteract the good
old-fashioned junk food everyone else gave out.

When that first pack of kids thanked Don and
left to wreak terror on some other household, Christian entered
through the backdoor. Both closing doors at the same time,
Christian said in a mock-deep voice, “Trick or treat” and then
laughed a sinister laugh that would have freaked out Vincent
Price.

“Very cute. When are you
leaving for the party?”

“Pretty soon, I’m sorry you
can’t join me. It would do you good to go to a Samhain
celebration.”

“Just out of curiosity, why
can’t I go?” Don pouted jokingly as he asked.

“Because they don’t want any
mundanes there.”

With mock-exasperation he said, “I know I’m
not the most exciting guy in the world, but I wouldn’t say I’m
mundane.”

“That’s not what I meant. A
‘mundane’ is our name for those uninitiated into Wicca. I’ve told
you a lot about our customs and such, but there is much more to
tell you. That’s why I haven’t invited you into my temple
yet.”

“I noticed that. By the way,
you never told me, what’s so special about the Samhain
sabbat?”

“Samhain is the time of year
when we honor and remember friends and loved ones who’ve passed
away. In other cultures this day is called ‘The Day of the Dead’.
American traditional society has commercialized it into a day when
kids dress up as the dead and scare up candy.”

“Okay, that’s fair. But it’s
a tradition nonetheless.”

“True. Anyway, that’s why I
wanted you to come to the party tonight because it would do you
good to stop your mourning for your parents.” Don was about to
respond to that when Chris anticipated it and continued with “I
know, I know. There’s nothing wrong with mourning their deaths, but
you will have to move on sometime, and that is what Samhain is
about. Honoring the dead and then moving on with your
life.”

Don sighed, “Okay, you’re right. But you go
to your little get together and I’ll try to cope with my Halloween
tradition.”

“You sure you’re cool with
this?”

“Yeah, yeah. Go on, have
fun. Meet new friends. Oh, and ‘Love, Light, and
Peace.’”

Chris, surprised said, “Thanks, Don. Good
night.”

“G’night.”

Chris left for the Soup Stone Meet and Don
sat down on the couch as he waited for more Trick-Or-Treaters.

 


* * *

 


In the hotel room that she shared with
Lilith, Anna had a small corner set aside as her “temple”. She had
seen better, more beautiful, and certainly larger temples in her
life. She really loved the room that Lilith set aside for her in
her home in New Orleans. But what is really important is that she
needed a place, no matter where or how big, to center herself, her
ceremonies and sabbats, and her beliefs. So, in the end, this
corner is just as beautiful to her as any she had ever been in.

Now that Samhain, an important sabbat and her
overall favorite, had rolled around, she believed that finding a
coven here in Phoenix was becoming as driving a concern as finding
a home here. Certainly, she still focused her attentions to finding
a new home. She and Lilith had narrowed the choice down to five
houses. Each one had its selling points, but no single house had
everything they wanted and needed. One thing Anna was looking for,
and Lilith understood, was closeness to a coven that she could
join. So she had spent considerable time finding contacts and
looking into local covens.

A number of those sources told her that one
of the covens in town was having a Soup Stone Meet on Samhain that
encouraged outsiders to attend. This particular coven was
considered very outgoing in that respect. That was a quality she
liked in a coven. They weren’t out in the open trying to rope in
members, but they did like to see their coven grow. This particular
meet was an attempt to extend a hand to other covens as a gesture
of unity.

At about 3 P.M., Anna performed her temple
ceremony for the Samhain sabbat. Over the last few years, since
she’d known Lilith, she had changed her ritual slightly. Now, she
recognized the existence of the undead and wished them their
eventual rest. In Lilith’s case, she honored her friend and prayed
that the darkness within Lilith, as it is in all vampires, doesn’t
overcome her.

As night fell, Lilith arose and found Anna
was preparing for the meet. Lilith saw that her friend was getting
her things in order and asked her, “I see that you are almost ready
to go. When will you be leaving?”

“Just a few more minutes. I
still have to swing by a store and pick up some fresh vegetables
for the soup. By the way, I had some time this morning to look
through the paper and found a couple more realtors with houses to
sell. You might look through the listings and see if anything
catches your eye.”

“Thanks, I’ll do that.
Though I thought I would have a night on the town. Get to know our
new hometown some more.”

Anna was ready to go so she smiled and said,
“Have a good time tonight. And I guess I don’t have to remind you
that tonight is the ‘night of the Dead’.”

“Nope. In fact, the Beast
always seems closest to me on this night. I am always vigilant
against that struggle, but this night, I always seem to be more
aware of the danger. Don’t panic, though. I’ll be fine. Now, go on.
Make new friends and have fun. Good night.”

“Good night, mon
amie.”

As Anna left to enjoy making new
acquaintances, Lilith prepared herself for a night on the town.

 


* * *

 


“Welcome, Chris. We’ve been
expecting you. Lady Katia is inside with the rest of the guests.”
The tall man who answered the door was wearing the garb of a Wiccan
Priest, so Chris replied to him in kind. “Thank you, M’Lord. I’m
not late, am I?”

“Not late, but you are the
last invited guest to arrive. And please, the name is Jonathan.” If
he was a Priest, he wasn’t the highest one because his modesty
reflected to Chris that he would find one with the true title of
Lord inside. Probably close to the Lady Katia. Chris acknowledged
him and shook his hand as Jonathan showed Chris inside.

Once inside, Jonathan introduced Chris to a
few of the people and eventually to Lady Katia herself. Her beauty
at once flooded Chris’ senses. She was 6 feet tall, with black
curly hair that flowed like a cascade over her shoulders. Her thin
yet shapely 35-year-old figure was accented by the beautiful garb
that she wore tonight. Chris was humbled immediately. “M’Lady
Katia, thank you for inviting me.”

She smiled, which almost took Chris’ breath
away, and said “You are always welcome here, Chris. Lord Jonathan
will take your soup shares, and start the soup.” Chris turned to
Jonathan and handed him the sack he brought in with him. As he did
so, he slightly bowed his head in acknowledgment that he really was
the Lord of this coven, and a very friendly and modest one.
Jonathan took the bag and headed for the backyard where the pot was
set up and was beginning to boil.

Chris turned back to Lady Katia who smiled
again and said, “I’m glad you could make it. We will be starting to
proceed to the yard in a moment to start the soup. I’m sure you
will want to meet as many people as you can tonight, but there is
someone in particular I think you should meet. Believe it or not,
besides you, there is only one other person here who is not
currently a member of a coven. Like you, she recently moved here to
Phoenix and is interested in joining. Shall I introduce you?”

The prospect of meeting someone on his level
enticed him so he happily replied, “Yes, M’Lady. I would. By the
by, I certainly hope my late arrival didn’t inconvenience the rest
of you and the meet.”

“Not at all, Chris. However,
the soup would not have been complete without your ingredients just
as this evening would not have been complete if we didn’t get to
meet you.”

“Thank you, M’Lady,” he
said. She smiled again, and he couldn’t help but return the smile,
and they then proceeded to meet people. Eventually, they came up to
a 22-year-old woman dressed in dark purple. She was the one that
Lady Katia spoke of.

As the young woman turned around, Chris was
taken aback by her beauty, which in his opinion rivaled that of
Lady Katia. She stood as tall as Chris and had short, straight,
golden brown hair, the color of which matched Chris’ almost
exactly. If I didn’t know better, I’d think Lady Katia was trying
to set me up, Chris thought to himself.

“Chris, this is Anna. She’s
from New Orleans. Anna, Chris is from Los Angeles. Since you two
are interested in joining us, I thought you should meet and get to
know each other. I’ve got to see to the soup now. I’ll announce
when it's ready.”

In unison, Chris and Anna said, “Thank you,
M’Lady.” The three of them enjoyed a laugh over that and then Lady
Katia went off to mingle with others and check on the soup. Anna
and Chris smiled at each other, if shyly. Anna started by asking,
“So you moved here from California, huh? How long have you been
here?”

“Since February. I’m staying
with a friend of mine until I can afford a place of my own. He’s a
good guy, Don. He’s been getting interested in Wicca,
himself.”

“Really? He sounds like a
good friend.”

“The best. So, what about
you? How long has it been since you moved from
Louisiana?”

She laughed, “Not quite as long as you. My
friend Lilith and I have been in town for all of two weeks. We are
still looking for a house to move into. She and I have a few
possibilities marked down but nothing definite yet.”

A small grin appeared as he said, “Well, I
might just be able to help you with that. The house next door to
Don’s recently went up for sale. It’s a nice house in a good
neighborhood.”

“Really? And it sounds like
we’d have good neighbors.”

Chris blushed and said, “I’d like to think
so.”

Anna blushed slightly then and said, “Well,
Chris, you can tell me all about it over stone soup.”

“Okay, let’s go check on it.
Shall we?” He crooked his arm out.

“I’d be delighted.” She
hooked her arm inside his and they walked out to the
backyard.

Lady Katia nudged Lord Jonathan and pointed
to Anna and Chris as they walked outside, arm-in-arm. “Looks like
you’ve done it again, M’Lady,” Jonathan whispered. Lady Katia
replied, “Looks like it, M’Lord. What’s say we start passing out
bowls?” Jonathan’s quick reply was, “As you wish, M’Lady,” then
announced that the stone soup was finished.

A small table was set beside the pot outside,
and then Jonathan placed the bowls on it. There were three long
tables off to the side, enough seating for everyone in attendance.
Everyone gathered in a line starting at the table where Jonathan
had placed the bowls. As someone walked up to the table, Jonathan
would hand them a bowl and say “Blessed Be.” They would return
with, “Thank you, M’Lord.”

Next, they would walk up to the pot where
Lady Katia was stirring the soup with her ladle. As someone walked
up, they would hold the bowl for her and she would ladle some soup
into the bowl for them, then say, “Blessed Be.” They would return
with, “Thank you, M’Lady.” Finally, they walked to the tables and
took a seat.

Once everyone was seated, the Lord and Lady
fixed each other's bowls of soup and sat next to each other in the
middle of one side of the same table that Chris and Anna sat at,
next to each other. Chris and Anna were sitting directly across
from the Lord and Lady, and they both considered it a great
honor.

The Lord and Lady then stood up. Lord
Jonathan said, “We welcome you all to our Soup Stone Meet. This is
the fifth year that we have done this, and each year we enjoy
having you all.”

Then Lady Katia said, “This soup was made
with our Soup Stone that has been passed down from generation to
generation in our coven. We gladly share it with you as you have
shared with us to make it. We wish you all,” and then in unison the
Lord and Lady said, “Love, Light and Peace.” With that, they sat
down and began to eat their soup. Only then did everyone else begin
to eat of their bowls of soup.

The soup was incredible. The stock was hearty
and all of the ingredients were fresh; everyone in attendance made
sure of that. Anna and Chris made sure that they told their hosts
sitting across from them how delicious the soup was.

Small conversations sprang up around them so
Anna decided to start a new one with Chris. She asked, “So, tell
me. What’s the house like?”

Between spoonfuls of soup, he replied, “Well,
it’s a single story house, with a basement actually. It has two
bedrooms and two bathrooms, a humble kitchen and a living room. It
even has some furnishings, including a washer and dryer in the
basement.”

“And the neighborhood?” she
asked.

“Well, most of the neighbors
are unassuming. It’s not a neighborhood where everybody knows
everybody and everything that goes on. It doesn’t seem to bother
Don probably because he grew up in that environment. In fact, and I
just realized this, the only neighbors that showed up at his
parents’ funeral were the ones next door.”

Anna put her spoon down, slightly frowned,
and apologetically said, “I’m sorry to hear that. I mean, about his
parents.”

Chris, now devoted to the conversation, put
his spoon down, “Yeah, he’s been so depressed after they died.
That’s why I moved into his place. I think he needs the company
because he’s never lived out on his own alone.”

“Wow, that’s really nice of
you. Believe it or not, your description of the neighborhood sounds
like what Lilith and I are looking for.”

“If you don’t mind my
asking, what is your friend like?”

“Not at all. The best term
to describe her would be . . . eccentric -- borderline reclusive.
That’s why the neighborhood sounds right on target. See, she made
her fortune early in her life.”

Curious, he asked, “How did you two
meet?”

“I met her five years ago
when I was down on my luck and she gave me a job as her assistant,
or retainer, if you will. In years since, we have become very close
friends. She’s been very good to me and I’d do anything for
her.”

“She sounds like a good
friend,” he said.

“The very best,” she
added.

She and Chris both looked towards their hosts
just then. The Lord and Lady quickly looked down towards their
soups and took nonchalant sips from their spoons. Anna and Chris
looked at each other and smiled at the slight embarrassment of
their “matchmakers.” Then both couples continued to finish off
their soups.

At the end of the evening, Chris wrote down
his and Don’s address and phone number on a napkin for Anna. He
also, at the bottom, wrote the address of the house for sale next
door and the name of its realtor.

She thanked him, saying, “Well, I appreciate
the info on the house, Chris. And it was nice meeting you. I look
forward to our next meeting -- hopefully our moving in next door to
you. I’d give you the hotel phone number, but I wouldn’t want the
phone to disturb Lilith -- she sleeps during the day.”

“Well, until then, m’Lady,”
and having said that he took her right hand in his and kissed
it.

She blushed and said, “Well met, and good
night.”

He opened the front door for her and said,
“Good night, and Blessed Be.”

She smiled back and closed the door. After a
moment of reflection, he started off to find his hosts to thank
them for the evening and to wish them a good night.

 


* * *

 


Near the hotel, Lilith found a bar called The
Black Swan which had a small lounge. The sign outside usually
proclaimed that they had a karaoke system there, but tonight they
were proud to feature a local, original, alternative band named
“The Narrow Way”. From outside the bar, Lilith could hear, and
feel, an instrumental that was being played inside. Intrigued and
thirsty, Lilith decided to check it out.

The lights around the joint were off. The
wide selection of neon signs continued to glow, as did a few lights
over the bar itself. The only other lights were the ones shining
down on the five member band.

Lilith sat down on a stool at the bar and
practically had to yell over the music at the bartender to order a
Bloody Mary without celery. Apparently, the bartender didn’t hear
the last part of the order because when the drink arrived she had
to take out the celery stalk. A bloody shame, she mused to
herself.

As she started sipping, she slapped five
dollars onto the bar, which brought a smile to the bartender’s
face. She actually paid because she was in her new hometown. She
had to make new friends, new connections, and new allies. She
always believed that you get a good reputation by paying fast and
tipping well. Since she and Anna had arrived, she had taken care of
moving her finances to a local bank. She was certainly ready now to
make new friends . . . and influence people.

As the band finished their instrumental, the
audience of more than thirty people applauded wildly. Lilith
clapped as well, although not with as much excitement as the
others. She thought they played well, but it would take more than
one instrumental, and possibly more than one Bloody Mary, to get
her to be that enthusiastic.

The bartender walked back over to where
Lilith was sitting and waiting for the band’s next song. The
bartender leaned over and whispered to her, “I think you’ll like
the next song. It’s called ‘Deranged’. By the way, you’re not
casting a reflection.”

She turned around quickly to look at him and
the mirror behind his bar. She focused for a moment on the mirror
and her image quickly appeared. She then turned to look at the
bartender who only grinned at her. He swiftly flashed his teeth,
slightly revealing his fangs, letting her know that she wasn’t
alone in her new hometown.

She said, “’Deranged,’ eh? Sounds
interesting. Thanks.” Then she winked at him, letting a little red
glow shine in her open eye, subtle enough for only him to see. She
then turned back around to watch the band. The music played for the
next song as she began to sip from her bloody Mary.

Adam Thomas, the lead singer who wrote this
song among others, then began to sing:

 


Words said in haste make strong feelings
erupt,

Shaking my poor soul from sweet ennui.

Out of the blue, into the black, through
brick red Hell.

Chance meeting in the hallway,

Why do these things always happen to me?

 


Impassioned romance gives way to dire
bloodlust.

“Do unto before unto is done
to me”, is your word.

Scratching vainly at the last threads of
self-respect.

I justify nothing; simply declare, “I’m
right!” to the world

And love can make you deranged.

 


The nights have grown so much darker of
late,

And as I gaze upward the stars seem gone for
good.

I can still hear your voice in my dreams and
my nightmares,

Yet I survive, though you never really
thought I could.

 


I’ve had friends, I’ve had lovers. I kept my
bed warm.

I’ve said, “I love you” many times, it made
the night long.

It may not do me any good; I don’t seem to
care.

It may not always feel good, but it never
feels wrong.

And love can make you deranged.

 


I’m feeling no pain, you got what I
deserved.

You pushed me to the edge, but I just
broadened my scope.

I’m beginning to think I can endure
anything.

I hate to say it, but thanks to you I’m
better able to cope.

 


Words said in haste make strong emotions
erupt,

Shaking my poor soul from cold ennui.

Out of the blue, into the black, through
blood red Hell,

Yet I’ve grown because of what you did to
me.

And love can make you deranged.

 


When the song had finished, Lilith was truly
impressed with the band and the lyrics of the song. It really
seemed to have deep roots. Many stanzas seemed to have vampiric
connotations that she found difficult to believe that mortals could
express. She joined wholeheartedly in the applause this time.

The band announced a short break and Lilith
actually was looking forward to the band’s return. A song hadn’t
moved her so much in some time; she hardly expected some local band
in a new town to do that.

Curious now, she turned back to the bar,
called the bartender over, and asked, “They’re not...?”

“Nope. As a matter of fact,
you and I are the only two here tonight.”

“About that. If you’re a
vamp, why didn’t you hear me ask you to hold the
celery?”

He grinned again and replied, “I did, but I
wanted to see how old you were… how far you’d pushed back the
Beast.”

Understanding him, she picked up the stalk of
celery and bit right into it. She made quick work crunching through
it, eventually washing it all down with her Bloody Mary.

“Good. Very good. There
aren’t many as old as you here, then. Of course, the ‘voivode’ is
older.”

“Voivode, eh?
Traditionalist, is he?” she asked.

“Very,” he nodded sternly.
Then he asked, “How long have you been in town?”

“Since after the new moon --
about two weeks.”

He inhaled through his teeth as if he had
been stung by alcohol on an open wound. “Ooooh. You’ll have to meet
with him soon. If you need a sponsor, I’ll be there for you. By the
way, the name’s Michael. Michael Barrett.”

“Lilith Thompson, and
thanks. In a new town, I never know what to expect. I could use the
good word on my behalf. When’s a good time then?”

“Tonight at
midnight.”

 


* * *

 


Lilith flew back to the hotel as fast as she
could in order to prepare herself for meeting the vampire who was
considered the prince of Phoenix when it came to matters of the
undead. Malcolm was his name and from what Michael told Lilith, he
was a fair governor of his domain, but strict and quick to punish
those few who defied him.

“Voivode” was a title that
she hadn’t heard used in quite a while. It is Romanian and means
“prince.” She'd last heard it used as the title of Vlad Tepes, the
Impaler Prince of Wallachia, better known in historical and
fictional accounts as Count Dracula.

Lilith hated announcing herself to the
princes wherever she tried calling home. Nevertheless, it was a
tradition that she respected. She thought maybe, just maybe, the
Valley of the Sun would be different. Finding a prince here further
suggested to her that her expectations were wrong. For if a city
has a prince, it has a large population of vampires in his
domain.

She wanted Phoenix to be her new home so
badly that she actually found herself a little bit nervous to be
meeting the Voivode. When she arrived at the hotel, she found that
Anna was back from her get-together.

As Lilith walked in the door, Anna turned off
the TV and turned to face her friend. The two almost simultaneously
asked each other, “Did you have a good time?” They laughed and then
Anna said, “Yes, and I think I’ve got a solid possibility on a
house for us. The neighborhood suits both our needs. I suggest we
check it out sometime together later.”

“Great, and I had a blast
tonight, but I’ve got some good news and some bad news.”

“What’s the good news?”
asked Anna, inquisitively.

“I have to meet with some
important . . . people tonight. One of which is the Voivode of the
Valley of the Sun.”

“Hmmm . . . there’s a prince
in Phoenix, eh? So, the bad news is?”

“The bad news is that he is
the one vampire that can make our move here all for naught. This
won’t be home if the prince doesn’t ‘welcome’ me.”

At that moment, Anna felt something that
brought her down a bit. It wasn’t the fear of having to move again.
It wasn’t the feeling of losing Phoenix as a home. It was the
possibility that she might not see Chris again. She tried to block
that idea from her mind.

“It’ll be all right,” Lilith
said, immediately sensing her friend’s funk. “But, I must prepare
to meet the elder at midnight.”

 


 


“Darkness falls across the
land,

The midnight hour is close at hand.

Creatures crawl in search of blood,

To terrorize your neighborhood.”

- Vincent Price, Michael Jackson’s
“Thriller”

 


 



Chapter Six

 


Lilith met Michael at the bar ten minutes
before midnight. Michael was relieved when she showed up. He was
sitting on a stool at the bar talking to another bartender behind
the bar and waved her over.

“Lilith, I was getting
worried about you. Hell, even Jake got here faster than you did.
Jake comes in when I can’t make it or when I have to leave, like
tonight. Jake, this is Lilith, the one I’m taking to meet
Malcolm.”

Jake turned to Lilith and smiled, light
glinting off his pearly extended canines. “Good luck tonight. I
hope you’ll be sticking around, Lilith.”

Lilith thought to herself, my fellow vampires
here seem to be welcoming enough; I only hope Voivode Malcolm is as
receiving. She smiled back and replied, “Thanks, and I hope so as
well, Jake.”

With that, Michael said, “Now, I think we’d
best be on our way. We’re not going far to meet Malcolm, but we
don’t want to be late. We’ll need to fly over. Just follow me, and
we’ll make it. Shall we?”

“Let’s go,” was all she said
before she noticed that Michael had flashed over to the door and
was holding it open for her. Whoever said chivalry was dead was
only half right, she mused to herself.

They walked outside and went around to the
back alley where it was dark; a striking contrast to the
streetlamp-lit front entrance. Michael took to the sky first to
make sure all was well. Receiving her signal, Lilith followed,
floating above the alley below. Michael was heading east from the
bar, with Lilith only a foot or two behind and to the right of
him.

They flew swiftly above the buildings
downtown. Lilith marveled at the sight of Phoenix at night, flying
high above the sleeping city below. Within five minutes, they were
approaching Papago Park, outside of Phoenix. Michael signaled for
them to fly low because of the military district in the area.

They reached Papago Park, and stopped inside
a large hole that had been weathered out of a large sandstone hill
with a steep cliff face. When they landed, Michael said, “This is
‘Hole-In-The-Rock’ and it is one of Malcolm’s favorite places in
the valley. It’s also a favorite of hikers, which this state is
rich with.”

Lilith took in the scene and also breathed in
a familiar scent. “I smell blood nearby . . . animal blood.”

Just then, Malcolm stepped out of a pocket of
shadows inside the hole that they were all standing in and said,
“That, my dear, is the Phoenix Zoo. I find it to be a veritable
smorgasbord when the taste of animal blood is what I crave. You
must be gentle if you feed from them. They are very well cared
for.”

She was taken aback by his young appearance.
He stood about 5’4” and looked the mortal age of early teens. In
the dim light, he seemed to have blond hair and bright blue eyes.
His features and build suggested to Lilith that he was German. His
voice, however, had lost nearly all trace of an accent.

Lilith quickly lowered her eyes and waited to
be announced. Michael cleared his throat and said, “My Lord
Malcolm, this is Lilith Thompson. She is a newcomer to your domain
and seeks to make it her new home.”

“Thank you, Michael. Lilith,
you may look up. Do you seek to make the Valley your new home?”
Malcolm asked maintaining an air of respect about him.

She lifted her eyes and looked into his. She
could feel the pull of his eyes, of his mind, on her. She replied
honestly, “I do, my Lord.”

Malcolm sensed that she was telling the truth
and that she honestly hoped to make a new home here. He also sensed
that she was approximately 300 years old and wouldn’t be a threat.
He let go of her mind and said, “Then I hereby welcome you to my
domain.”

She turned to Michael who said to her,
“Welcome home, Lilith.”

She smiled wide and said, “Thank you. And,
thank you, my Lord.”

“Please, Lilith, call me
Malcolm. You two should get going, before her excitement gets the
best of her.”

“Thank you again . . .
Malcolm,” she said, humbly.

“Let’s go, Lilith,” said
Michael and he turned to Malcolm and bowed slightly. He then
hovered and took Lilith’s hand in his. She pushed off lightly and
the two flew off into the starry night.

As Michael and Lilith left Malcolm’s sight,
Malcolm sensed a cold presence was near. No corporeal body
presented itself, but Malcolm knew that he was not alone. He knew
immediately who had joined him in the small space of the
Hole-In-The-Rock -- the only vampire that he would call Master.

A chill ran down Malcolm’s spine as the
Master spoke mentally to him, saying “Well done, Malcolm. She is no
longer any concern of yours.”

The sensation passed almost as soon as it
arrived. Malcolm calmed himself down after the experience and then
felt sorry for Lilith. He had no idea what the Master wanted with
her, but he certainly didn’t envy her. He might have tried to warn
her if he didn’t fear the Master’s wrath turning to him as a
result.

 


* * *

 


Anna couldn’t sleep. There was no way she was
going to be at ease until Lilith was back at the hotel room. She
tried not to think about the possibility that they would have to
leave, but it was too difficult, and by now, she was nearly
frantic. The suspense was getting to her.

She was startled by a rapid knock at the
door. Lilith wouldn’t need to knock; in fact, Anna half expected
Lilith to sneak in as a mist. Anna went to the door and heard
Lilith moaning in pain. When she looked through the peephole she
found a man clutching and holding up a hunched over, shaking
Lilith.

Quickly, she undid the deadbolt lock and
opened the door. The man introduced himself as fast as possible,
“I’m Michael Barrett. Lilith’s in pain and needs her earth.”

“Come in, come in,” Anna
said opening the door all the way, inviting the two vampires
inside. She helped Michael situate Lilith on her mattress. Anna
then pulled the covers up over her friend, who by all appearances
was now shivering.

Michael said, “She needs to rest. Let’s step
outside for a moment.”

Anna agreed and turned out most of the lamps
in the room. She then followed Michael outside and closed the front
door behind her. As soon as she pulled the door shut she asked
sternly, “Okay, who are you and what happened?”

Michael expected the questions. He replied,
“I’m Michael Barrett. I own the bar down the street. I was tending
it tonight when Lilith came in. I realized she was new in town and
learned that she had yet to meet Voivode Malcolm. I took her to
meet him tonight. He extended his welcome to her.”

“Well, that’s a relief. But,
if she was allowed to stay, what’s wrong with her?”

“I was getting to that. I
have no idea what happened, exactly. We were on our way back to my
bar; flying, mind you. Suddenly, she cried out in pain. As I turned
to see what was wrong, she had already fallen to the ground and was
writhing in pain. I landed beside her and asked her what was wrong.
She wouldn’t answer; she only screamed louder.

Eventually, I had her calmed down enough to
tell me that she was in pain and needed her earth mattress. I had
to reach past the pain in her mind to find out that you two were
staying at this hotel. I picked her up, flew her here, and the rest
you know.”

“Oh my,” she gasped. Then
she realized she owed Michael some thanks and said, “Where are my
manners? I’m Anna Foster. Thank you for everything you’ve done for
Lilith tonight.”

“My pleasure, Anna. Let’s go
in and check on her.” He opened the door for her, she walked in,
and Michael followed. Except for the bathroom’s light, which was
streaming in to that part of the room, the lights were still off.
The small amount of light that there was showed Anna and Michael
that Lilith was not in her bed.

It didn’t look like she was in the bathroom,
since the door was open. Michael wanted to be sure, so he said,
“Let me check the bathroom.” Anna just stood in front of Lilith’s
bed as she watched him carefully walk into the bathroom. Just then,
Anna heard what sounded like a low wildcat growl. She turned around
to face the front door, which was where she heard the growl come
from.

Out of the darkened corner, two bright red
eyes flashed open and Lilith pounced out of the shadows onto Anna
and knocked her down. She had the wind knocked out of her, which
prevented Anna from making a sound. Anna tried to push Lilith off,
but she was pinned down solid.

Lilith bared her fangs and was about to dig
them deep into her friend, who was now her prey, to feed her blind
hunger. Just then, Michael stepped out of the bathroom, saying,
“She’s not in there.” Then he turned to look at the room and saw
Lilith and Anna on the floor. Shocked, he yelled, “Lilith!”

Lilith, clouded by her hunger and her pain,
looked up at Michael. As she watched, he extended his left index
fingernail and dug it into his right wrist. Lilith, attracted to
the smell of fresh blood, leaped off Anna. In a heartbeat, she was
at Michael’s wrist, drinking hard and without abandon. Michael
moaned at the pain and pleasure of her feeding from him.

She continued to draw from him to the point
that Michael started to get weak. She was out of control as the
Beast had overcome her in a moment of weakness. He would have to
stop her now before she drank too much. He needed to find a way to
snap her out of her frenzy.

At once, he pushed her back. Quickly, he
turned around to the basin area of the room. He found and grabbed a
hand-held mirror, turned back around, and flashed it at Lilith.
When she saw herself in the mirror, blood smeared all over her
face, she screamed and turned away. Then she broke into tears and
fell to her knees, crying.

Anna, no longer afraid and somehow sensing
that her friend was back and needing her, knelt in front of her.
Lilith looked to her brave friend and hugged her tight. In between
strained breaths, Lilith kept repeating, “I’m sorry… I’m
sorry.”

 


* * *

 


Anna woke up the next morning sore. She had
been too sore to take her clothes off last night, so she ended up
sleeping in her purple Wiccan garb. Aggravating her soreness was
someone nudging her to wake. When she realized that it was daytime,
she was startled to find Michael doing the nudging. Trying to
understand, hindered by morning grogginess, she asked, “Wha-?
Aren’t you...?”

“A vampire? Yes. You mean,
Lilith doesn’t wake to the day?” Michael asked.

Anna, mystified at the actual possibility,
only shook her head and said “No.”

“Well, then she will
certainly need her rest today. Perhaps tonight she can tell us what
happened. That is, if you two don’t mind my coming by to check up
on you.”

“No, not at all. Forgive me,
I’ve just gotta ask . . . how old are you?”

He laughed, “I’m about a score older than
Lilith, I’d say. If you are asking in reference to my being awake
during the day, I don’t actually know if my age has anything to do
with it. I’ve been able to walk in the sunlight for about 50 years
now.”

“Hmmmm . . . fascinating. Do
you think Lilith will ever be able to walk in the sunshine
again?”

“A wise man once told me
long ago, ‘Anything’s possible.’”

She smirked as if to ask him what kind of
answer was that, but she accepted it. Now she had only one more
question, “Okay so, why’d you wake me up?”

“Well, I have to get back to
my bar and get some rest. Lilith took a lot out of me last night. I
need to regain some strength. I didn’t want you to wake up
eventually and find me gone. Besides, it’s 10 A.M.”

She laughed, “Well, thank you. Really, for
everything. If there’s anything you need, you need only to
ask.”

“Well, actually, there is
something you can do for me. I’ll need a pair of sunglasses before
I can go out there. Can you help?”

“Just a sec,” Anna answered
as she got out of bed, her purple garb all wrinkled from being
slept in. She walked over to her purse, which was sitting on the
dresser by the TV set. She reached into a side pocket and produced
her pair of sunglasses. She turned around and handed them to
Michael.

He opened them up and placed them on his
face, adjusting them to fit. Anna smiled and said, “They’re
you.”

He smiled and thanked her, “I have to get
going. I’ll be back tonight after sundown, all right?”

“Fine, see you
then.”

He nodded, unlocked the front door, and
opened it slowly. After carefully letting his eyes adjust, he
stepped outside and started walking back to his bar.

Anna closed and locked the door after Michael
left. She walked back to her bed and sat down on the edge. Trying
to decide what to do today, she realized that a shower would be a
good start. But a warm bath would be better. That was the best plan
she’d had all week.

She drew herself a soothing bath and she
loved every minute of it. The surrounding warmth did wonders for
her aches. The relaxing water seemed to wash away the tensions of
last night.

She got out of the tub and pulled the
stopper. She towel-dried herself off, and then blow-dried her hair.
She left the bathroom, naked, and turned the corner to grab some
clothes from her hanging travel-bag. She picked out an outfit for
the day, and walked back into the bathroom to change into her
clothes.

Finished dressing, she stepped out of the
bathroom, rounded the corner again to get her shoes. Picking a pair
of comfortable running shoes, she decided to sit on her bed to put
them on.

As she walked past the hanging closet on her
way to her bed, she stopped short. What she saw sent feelings of
fright, surprise, and joy simultaneously to her. Lilith was sitting
straight up in bed with a look of confusion on her face.

Anna held back her fear and asked her friend,
“Lilith, do you know what time it is?”

“I was just going to ask you
that. I think our clock is wrong.” She looked at the clock and
laughed uneasily, then said, “It says it’s almost 11
A.M.”

“Lilith, I don’t know how to
tell you this, but it is almost 11 in the morning. The sun is up,
and you are awake!”

 


* * *

 


“That has to be the most
damn foolish thing you’ve done, Lilith,” said Anna, who was trying
to do her best impression of her own mother.

“It was probably the most
human thing I’ve done. Speaking of which, I’m really sorry about
what happened last night.”

“We can talk about that
later, right now I’ve gotta find something for your burns. Where’d
you put that salve I gave you?”

“It’s in the
bathroom.”

Anna bolted up from the chair she was sitting
in and half-ran to bathroom; she found the small container by the
sink. She grabbed a washcloth and wet it a bit in some cool water.
She jogged back to Lilith who was still sitting at the table by the
window.

She sat back down in the chair next to Lilith
and applied some salve on the small burns on her left hand and arm.
“I know you wanted to see daylight again, but...”

“But I should have known
better. I know. But, neither one of us knew exactly what would have
happened. I had to find out. Besides, it’s no real
damage.”

“True. In fact, it doesn’t
look any more serious than normal sunburn. But I bet it
stings.”

“Yeah, but the salve is very
cooling.”

“Good, I wonder how fast
these will heal,” Anna asked, wondering if sun damage would take
longer than Lilith’s usual speedy healing. She finished coating the
burns then asked, “So, how do you feel?”

“Much better, now.
Thanks.”

“I mean overall. Feel any
different to be awake now?”

“I feel tired. Waking up at
night I usually feel wide awake.”

“So, I guess then the big
question is, what happened last night?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I was
so glad that Malcolm granted me welcome here. I couldn’t have been
happier. Then it seemed that as we were on our way back, I just
felt a tightness…a sharpness in the air. It seemed to rip through
me and knocked me down. It made me so weak. I couldn’t move. I
couldn’t think. I could only scream.”

“Have you ever felt pains
like that before? Desperate hunger pains, perhaps?”

“Neither the Hunger nor the
Beast within has been so violent before. In fact, I don’t think
I’ve felt a pain like that since . . .” Lilith drifted off as she
remembered in painful flashbacks, “. . . the Rio Grande
bridge.”

“I remember that night. I
was just as worried then. But, you didn’t attack me that
night.”

“I wasn’t as weak as I was
last night.”

“Do you think there is any
connection between the two nights?”

“I don’t see how there could
be.” No, certainly there couldn’t be a connection. “I wonder if
what happened last night might have anything to do with my current
state?”

“Well, I’ve always liked to
believe that whatever doesn’t kill us only makes us stronger,” Anna
offered.

“You mean that maybe the
fact that I survived gave me the strength to push to the next
level?”

“Anything’s possible.” That
made her think of Michael. “Hey, that reminds me. Michael woke me
up this morning. He walks during the day as well.”

“Perhaps, I gained the
ability from him? The way the blood works that may be the strongest
argument. Maybe we should talk to him about what to do.”

“Well, he seemed tired. I
think he’ll not want to be disturbed until later tonight. He said
he’d drop by around sundown. In the meantime, what do we
do?”

“Follow his lead. I think
I’ll get some rest. What are you gonna do?”

Anna thought to herself, what was I gonna do
before all this happened? “I think I’ll check out that house I told
you about last night.”

 


* * *

 


“Mondays reek, now this,”
Donovan said to himself as he parked in front of his house. A car
and a van were parked in the driveway leading to his garage. He’d
seen the blue car before. It was the company car for the real
estate firm that was selling the house next door. The white van
must have been a prospective buyer.

Don grabbed his book bag from his trunk,
walked over to the house next door, and rapped on the open front
door. He called out, “George. Oh, George.” George Shaeffer was the
agent assigned to this house. George always parked in the driveway
blocking Don’s garage door, even though Don had asked him not
to.

Don wondered if it had become a joke with
George. His suspicions were confirmed when George walked to the
door, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Hey, Don. Oh, did I park in front
of your garage again? I thought you were home already.”

“George, it’s a school day.
You know I don’t get home until 1 P.M., at least on Mondays.” In a
hushed voice, he said, “Are you ever gonna sell this house?” He
smiled. George’s grin immediately soured.

“I certainly think it’s a
possibility, Don,” said a female voice from behind
George.

Don suddenly felt embarrassed that the
customer heard him. George’s grin reappeared at Don’s expression.
Not to let George have the last laugh, Don said, “George, you’ve
gotten good at throwing your voice.” The customer laughed and
stepped from behind George.

“Wow” was the only thing
that came to mind when he saw her. He immediately realized that
this was the woman Chris had told him about. “You must be
Anna.”

George was impressed and said, “Don, you must
have been practicing your mind reading.” Then he enjoyed a good
laugh to himself over that one. He continued by adding, “Donovan
McElroy, this is Anna Foster.”

Don and Anna shook hands and said “Hi.” Then
Don said, “Nice to finally meet you. Chris said you might be
dropping by to check the place out. What do you think of it?”

She looked at George for a second and said,
“Well, it’s a bit smaller than I expected, and it could use a
little work, and George here is asking a good sum of money for
it.”

“Georgie’s a softy. I’m sure
he’ll bring the price down for ya.” George gave Don a look, but he
ignored it. “Also, I’d be willing to help you do some work on the
place. I’m sure Chris would, too. As for the size, you need to
consider both yards are good sized and the basement is large -- all
taken into account, it’s not that small.”

“Well, Don. The house sounds
more promising now. I still have to talk to Lilith about the place,
and she should see it, too. But I think you just sold the house.”
Anna smiled.

Don grinned and gave George a pat on the back
and said, “Did you hear that, George? Does that mean I get part of
the commission?” Don and Anna had a good laugh over that. George
asked Anna, “So, shall we head back to the office?”

Anna smiled and said, “Guess so. It was nice
to meet you, Don. By the way, I love your ankh.”

“Thank you. I look forward
to seeing you again. Oh, and I’ll tell Chris that you stopped by
today.”

“Great. Well, George, let’s
go move our cars out of his driveway.”

 


* * *

 


As soon as the sun set, Michael was knocking
on Lilith and Anna’s hotel door. Anna noticed as she opened the
door that he was wearing a different pair of sunglasses. The first
thing he did was hand her pair back and thank her for letting him
borrow them.

He walked in, took off his own sunglasses,
put them in his breast pocket, and sat next to Lilith on her bed.
She looked much better than she had last night. He quickly noticed
her slightly red left arm and fingers. Curious and concerned, he
took her left arm gently in his and asked her, “What happened
here?”

“Well, Michael, for the
first time in about 300 years, I saw sunlight.”

He quickly turned to Anna, who nodded
confirmation. Shocked, he asked, “You mean...? But only your left
hand and arm here were burned, and not very badly. What did you
do?”

“Well, when I woke up and
Anna told me it was daytime, I didn’t believe her. So I ran to the
curtains over there, and peeled the right side back. The sunlight
burst through and hurt my eyes, so I brought my left hand up to
shield my eyes, and the sunlight burnt me. Anna quickly closed the
drapes and sat me down. She used some salve to help the healing.
Now it just looks like a light sunburn.”

“Indeed, and you are lucky
that is all the damage it did. I must admit, when I first realized
that I could wake during the day, I did the same foolish thing.
However, unlike you, I didn’t heal for over a week. I think yours
will be healed by tomorrow.” He continued to look at her burns in
awe.

Anna then sat down on the edge of her bed,
across from them. She asked Michael, “So, do you have any idea why
she might be able to walk in the day, now?”

“It’s very likely that her
feeding from me last night passed some of my small invulnerability
to sunlight to her.”

“We thought of that as well.
Just how invulnerable are you,” Lilith asked.

“Well, it’s a misnomer,
actually. If I don’t wear sunscreen lotion and UV-protective
sunglasses, I’ll burn just as you did. I try to stay inside as much
as possible. In the summer, I’ll wear a hat and light-colored
clothing. I would recommend that you do the same, Lilith, if you
plan to spend any time in the sunshine.”

Lilith wiped her brow in mock-relief and
said, “Whew, I’m glad that you think it’s possible to go outside
during the day. How soon do you think I could try it?”

“How soon can you do some
shopping?”

Michael recommended some sunscreen products
-- waterproof lotions with high SPF factors. He also named a few of
his favorite sunglasses fashions, all of which sported 100% UV
protection.

Anna and Lilith bought two pairs of
sunglasses for Lilith and three different bottles of sunscreen.
They bought the extra pair of shades for an emergency spare. The
three types of sunscreens they bought for variety and to find the
one that worked the best for Lilith.

They decided that they would try their
daytime experiment tomorrow; when they would both go to the real
estate office and check out the house together.

 


* * *

 


Tuesday morning came and Lilith just couldn’t
wait. She applied sunscreen lotion virtually all over her body, but
she made sure that plenty covered her face, neck, and arms in
particular. She dressed casually, in a white T-shirt and
tight-fitting, acid-washed blue jeans. She also put on white socks
and white running shoes. She was definitely going for the light
colors approach.

She put on her new sunglasses and brushed her
hair long, letting her bangs flop over her forehead. She hoped her
flowing hair would also act as a shield of sorts against the sun.
She decided that she was ready. It was 9 A.M. by now, and Anna’s
alarm went off to wake her up. When she came to, and shut the alarm
up, she noticed that Lilith was dressed and ready.

“Now, Lilith, I thought we
agreed to wait . . . at least ‘til I was dressed. What were you
planning to do?”

“I was going to wait for you
to wake, then I wanted to try the window again. If that works, I
want to go outside into the direct sunlight.”

Anna rubbed her face trying to wake herself
up more to be ready for anything that could happen today. She threw
on a robe and walked over to the window. “All right,” she said.
“Stand here, I’ll peel back the curtains. Then slowly, walk into
the rays of light.”

“Fine,” Lilith said
expectantly. As she described, Anna pulled back the curtains and
Lilith walked into the light. No burning. The light was bright as
Lilith looked out the window, but it didn’t hurt her eyes. A wide
smile emerged as she shouted, “Thank you, Michael!”

She walked over to the front door, undid the
lock, and opened it slowly. She stepped outside and walked out from
under the overhang, into the open. She ran back inside, closed the
door behind her, and hugged her friend.

Now that Lilith was acclimated to the
sunlight, and Anna agreed she was safe, they got ready to go to the
real estate office.

Once they arrived, George met Lilith, and
they decided to drive out to the house in Anna’s van. Lilith had a
chance to look the place over, asking questions of George the
entire time; making sure he answered her truthfully.

When they arrived back at the office, Anna
and Lilith agreed that the house was perfect, and Lilith wrote a
check for the down payment. Lilith and George worked on the right
mortgage for the house. Once all the proper documents were signed,
George said, “Congratulations, ladies. Welcome home.”

As soon as the ladies got back to their hotel
room, Anna called the number Chris gave her. His voice messaging
cheerfully answered the phone. She left a message telling him that
they bought the house and would be moving in that night, finishing
up by Thursday. She invited him and Don over for a Housewarming on
Friday night.

After that, Lilith and Anna left again to do
some furniture and appliance shopping. They knew what they needed
to buy, and asked for delivery by Thursday at the latest on
everything they bought. Once they finished shopping, they came back
to the hotel for the last time. They packed up all of their things
into the van and checked out of the hotel.

 


* * *

 


It was getting late when Don got home
Tuesday. As he pulled into the driveway, he noticed the white van.
The van was parked in the carport next door. He also noticed that
the front door of the house was open. After parking inside his
garage, he walked over to the open door and saw Chris and Anna
sitting at the table in the kitchen. Don rapped on the door and the
two waved him in.

“Don, you know Anna.
Lilith’s in the basement cleaning up a bit. She said she’d be up in
a minute.” Chris pulled a chair over as Don waved “Hi” to Anna.
Anna said, “Have a seat. I’ll go get Lilith.” Anna stood up, walked
down the hall, and disappeared down the basement.

Don noticed the boxes scattered amongst the
slightly bare house and said, “So they moved in today, eh? You meet
Lilith yet?”
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