
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
BLOOD RED ROSE

 


Mark Stewart

 


 


 


 


“You can’t force me to drink that, I’m
innocent,” yelled Haleton. “Rose-a-lee what have you done?”

There was no reply.

 


William Haleton is a normal man looking for
love and the good life then the council of four modifies his DNA
and uses him as a guinea pig. They transform him into a vampire.
Pleading his innocence falls on deaf ears.

Haleton is hungry for the next evil soul, but
deep down he has a burning desire for the love of a girl. Her blood
is sweet and hypnotic. Her genetic makeup is his perfect match.

Being transported again through time is not
an option.

The clock is ticking.

Haleton will do anything to stay by Amber’s
side, but is it possible for her to love him? Can Craig Benyon,
Amber’s close friend, be trusted? After all he loves her as much as
William Haleton.

If an antidote to the vampire’s curse is
found in time, will it be successful, or is everything Haleton
going through part of the vampire curse?
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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


 


England: Early Spring, 1749AD.

 


THE tall athletic built man longed for the
next female to walk his way.

It was that time of night.

The man didn’t blink as he stared down the
cobble stone sidewalk. His presence would make whoever passed the
deep doorway he was standing in die of fright if they knew he was
lurking in the shadows. He adjusted his tanned top hat and tails
then pulled at his long sleeved frill shirt. The man stepped
further back into the doorway of the three-storey building that
housed the city clock and watched amused at the rats and mice
scurrying about the rubbish in an attempt to discover food.

The man looked calm and relaxed as he stood
in the cold waiting to hear the scraping echo of ladies shoes.
Their giggling would heighten the thrill.

William Haleton had been told countless times
by many a young lady as they danced that he was indeed handsome and
was the perfect gentleman. He had lost count of how many times
young single ladies commented on his strong shoulders, taut muscles
and dark hair, but love had failed to mushroom in his life. For
several heartbeats he studied the ground he was standing on. His
facial expression was drawn and sullen. He pondered what might be
the reason for his loneliness. Then his thoughts fell on Alex
Crompton. His murderous cousin had to be stopped and he was the
only one who could do it. Maybe after the death of the man, love
would flow unhindered toward him. How he yearned the warm embrace
of a woman. He didn’t want any girl; he wanted to be married to a
beautiful creature. One he could love, cherish and adore. He wanted
to smell the perfume on her neck and the sweet smelling oils in her
hair. He wanted to buy and shower the love of his life, gifts of
expensive perfume and clothes. Soon he would start his medical
studies. He wanted to be the finest surgeon in the country. He
wanted to look out on the waiting room and see a room full of
clients. To top his dream goal he was praying that the young lady
he was to marry would embrace the medical side. Female surgeons
were indeed a rarity, but he was determined to unearth the woman,
even if fate took him to another country.

A methodic tap approached as flat heel shoes
scraped the cobble stone sidewalk. The echo was faint at first,
barely noticeable. Then slowly the tapping increased in volume. The
familiar noise brought Haleton out of his thoughts. He knew the
killer had to be close. Crompton wouldn’t stop until he had killed.
The moon was full and tonight would be the evening of the next
victim.

He had to be ready.

 


 


 


CROMPTON, wearing a black felt top hat and
tails loosened his shirt collar and hugged the wall of the only
brick dwelling in the village. His cold murderous black eyes
surveyed the area where he was standing. He shrunk into the shadow
of an old oak tree. Between the tree, the single storey dwelling
and the filtered moon, he was practically invisible.

Crompton smirked as he caught a whiff of the
enticing perfume from a young female heading his way. He closed his
eyes and inhaled. He nodded and a deep satisfied expression
wrinkled his brow. He looked to be almost lost in the aroma that
came from standing downwind from the sweet perfumed scent.

 


 


 


HALETON spied Alex Crompton, placed his
tanned coloured felt hat on the ground and slipped across the road
as two young females, walking home from a near-by all night party,
closed in. He was close enough to Crompton that he could smell the
man. Every muscle in his body was compressed to the point of cramp.
He had to win the fight. Crompton had to be stopped at all costs.
The lives of the young women approaching, and his love life,
depended on his victory.

Two females from the nearby party came soon
enough. They were staggering from the effects of the wine they had
secretly drank and were giggling at their noisy footsteps.

One of the girls stopped and leaned on the
other’s shoulder. She laughed loudly at her slurred speech.

“Stand still for a moment, I’ve broken the
strap on my shoe and it keeps slipping off my foot.” The tall
slender young woman leaned forward and picked both shoes off the
sidewalk. Her long blonde hair fell forward and swept the ground.
For several seconds the girl swayed back and forth as if trying
desperately not to fall over. “Hey sister, thanks for catching me,
I nearly fell over,” she stammered as she straightened. “Okay,
let’s go home.”

Both young ladies were wearing the same style
of eveningwear. They were dressed to impress all the men at the
local dance. A red shirt with frills around long sleeves, tight
corsets to decrease the size of their already narrow hips, and a
long white pleated dress that kissed the ground as they danced
around the floor.

“We cannot walk about the streets with you
wearing no shoes. What if we are seen?”

“Sister, I’m too drunk to bloody care.”

“You should not use words like that someone
might hear.”

“Take a look around, I can’t see anyone, can
you?” Half smirking she palmed an open hand around the deserted
area. “Tomorrow I’m going down to the local peddler’s shop and give
him extra strong verbal diarrhea. That small rat featured,
irritating little man, had my shoes for a whole week and now
they’re broken.”

“You should blame that well rounded man at
the dance he was the one who stepped on your foot.”

“No, it’s the peddlers fault for not making
the shoe strap strong enough in the first place.”

“Shhh, not so loud, this is the area where
the last murder took place.”

“Lightning doesn’t strike in the same place
twice, sister,” said the taller of the two. She staggered over a
cobblestone and was propped up again by her sister.

“I have a strange feeling we are being
watched.”

“Who would bother with two drunks? Especially
me, I’ve no shoes on my feet.” The girl giggled again and leaned on
her sister. “It sure is a nice night for a walk. Shame you’re not a
man.”

The knife Crompton was holding glistened in
the light that was being emitted from the full moon. He twisted it
before his eyes as he studied the etched wooden handle. He had it
custom made. The explanation he gave to the craftsman for wanting
the knife perfectly balanced, light and strong was for cutting up
rabbits.

The wind had picked up and had blown the dark
clouds off to the South. He slipped the knife behind his back and
watched the two young ladies stagger past.

Haleton knew Crompton didn’t care about his
female victims, or whether they had a child or a husband. All he
knew and sensed was the burning desire to kill. Once he had a
victim in mind their time walking on the earth was drawing to a
close.

The female pair passed safely.

Haleton studied the killer’s face. He looked
disappointed as he stepped from the shadows. Was he growing soft?
Haleton frowned at his thoughts. Not possible.

Crompton had stepped from the shadows in full
view of Haleton and the two girls. If the two young women had known
he was staring at them holding a long sharp knife they would have
caused a blood-curdling scream that would have split the charcoal
coloured sky.

Crompton cleared his throat and waited for
the two young women to stagger past before speaking.

Haleton estimated both girls were between
sixteen and nineteen.

“You’re too drunk for me. Have a nice life,”
Crompton taunted.

The two girls turned and waved. The
nineteen-year-old blew him a kiss and was quickly marched off down
the road by her younger sister.

The man turned his collar up to keep warm
from the cold and walked slowly toward the ocean.

The killer passed a doorway. He stopped and
stared at the figure of a tall male. “Show yourself or suffer the
consequences.”

“You don’t know the meaning of the word.”

“I don’t have to.”

The figure emerged and stared at the
killer.

“Crompton, I’m here to try and talk you out
of what you’re going to do. Haven’t you scared every female in the
fishing village enough?”

“William Haleton, I should have known it was
you lurking about.”

“Answer my question?”

“I might stick around to make sure I haven’t
left any females off my list. Be told, my gang and I are going to
continue. There isn’t anyone here who can stop us. The twelve of us
are unstoppable. When I feel the urge, another female will end up
face first in the sea.”

“Are you sure?”

“Don’t tell me you decided against joining
us. That would be the biggest mistake you have ever made.”

“I don’t care for the way you’re heading.
It’s the wrong road.”

“Don’t give me that high priced talk
again.”

“You need it.”

“You’re weak Haleton. You always have been
and you always will be. All women were born to be used in whatever
way men like me want.”

“You’re crazy. A young lady should be gently
romanced.”

“You talk nonsense. Ever since we were old
enough to walk we’ve never seen eye to eye on anything,” snapped
Crompton. “And for that I hate you. I’ll give you one last chance
to join my gang.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

“Your sour lonely life will draw to an end.
If you think your way is the best how come you’re not married?
Where’s the good looking woman with skin like honey hanging from
your arm?”

Haleton remained silent.

“Just what I thought? This is your last
chance. Join us or die.”

Giggling from a potential new victim
interrupted the standoff.

“Haleton, come and witness what you’ve been
missing.” Crompton slipped behind a small upturned fishing boat and
again watched the new arrivals.

Haleton slipped back into the doorway and was
swallowed up in the shadow. Every fiber of his being cried out for
the love of a young woman. He sniffed the air and caught a whiff of
an expensive French perfume as it wafted toward him on the wind
from the sea. He had entered many a perfume shop over the years to
smell the delight from the endless array of small bottles only to
be tossed out by the female owner.

He replayed the last encounter in his
mind.

The woman looked feisty and yelled louder
than the steam train that rushed past the only road in and out of
the village. “This is no place for a man. Get out,” she
demanded.

A rat crossed Haleton’s feet then stopped to
eat a morsel of food. At lightning speed the man squatted and
killed the vermin. He kicked it into the rubbish and then refocused
his attention on the two young ladies heading his way.

Haleton readied himself. He carefully
considered which was going to be Crompton’s next victim. One at a
time that was his first rule. His second rule that he never broke
was that they mustn’t be drunk. The killer had never broken either
rule. Which one would die first, the brunette that was leading or
the shorter blonde one? Haleton knew the pattern. Blonde then a
brunette then the cycle would start again. The corner of his mouth
lifted slightly as if he was a dog full of rabies. He had to read
Crompton’s mind. Would he let both live like before? Haleton shook
his head. No was not an option. There had been too many missed
chances since the last killing four weeks ago. He had viewed the
corpse of a small pretty blonde. His spirit was grieved and he felt
great pity for the girl’s family. He had talked to her on several
occasions. The girl didn’t act her age. Crompton had destroyed the
contents of several rooms of a house when he had been informed that
the girl was only fourteen and not twenty as he had been led to
believe. For the first time the third rule he lived by had been
broken. Crompton was unstable and becoming worse as the days wore
down.

Haleton surmised the man would have a
sensational appetite for blood and would stop at nothing to quench
it. He cast his thoughts back to the scene of Crompton’s first
murder. They were two young ladies. One tall, the other was short.
For reason unknown he had let the tall woman escape, if only for a
time. He must have thought it more sporting to think she had
outwitted the murderer.

Haleton was fed up with hearing his name in
the countless whispers. As far as he was concerned Crompton had
accomplished his last murder.

To push all thoughts of his cousin to one
side, Haleton, for several moments, was lost in his usual daydream
of discovering love. He had dreamt of the same woman many times.
She was intelligent, tall and the most beautiful creature that ever
walked the earth. He had yet to meet her. The only woman that he
was in love with was married. He was no marriage breaker. He had
conceded in the fact that they would only ever be friends. He then
decided that his luck might change in another country and was
preparing to leave. England was a great place, but the ladies
seemed to stay away. Maybe they had an inclining that Crompton was
the killer and his cousin.

Haleton was brought back to reality by the
sweet smell of the perfume both ladies were wearing as they
strolled past the doorway. Their giggling from the nightlife
muffled any noise he made. Their approaching presence had
momentarily distracted Haleton and he lost sight of Crompton.

The rat’s death surfaced in Haleton’s mind
and he wondered if the young ladies would scream when they saw the
carcass. Crompton loved the way women screamed. He’d brag down at
the local pub that each one would scream in a different way and
that the noise was like sweet music to his ears.

“Curse you rat,” Haleton whispered a decibel
too loud. He had tipped off the girls. They started to run. He
pursued them with feet that barely touched the ground.

The taller girl squealed as one of her shoes
fell off. She kicked the other away and ran ahead of the shorter in
bare feet.

“Shantal wait for me, I’m slower than you.
Please, do not leave me. I dislike this part of the village, it
un-nerves me no end.”

The young woman stumbled and fell face first
onto the gravel. She rolled over and looked up into the cold
murderous eyes of her attacker.

Crompton was hovering over her. He was
grinning as he slowly slid his knife from a hidden sheath that had
been sewn into one of his long boots. He stared long and hard at
the steel blade. He seemed to relish in the fact the woman would
soon be dead. He switched his focus from the long sharp blade to
the woman who was cowering on the ground.

“Do you like the blade?”

“No,” she stammered. “I beg you, please leave
me be.”

“You can beg all you want it will do you no
good.”

The murderer stared into the woman’s eyes as
if studying his reflection in her pupils.

“Please, I have a son. He has not been long
in this world.”

The man lowered himself over her like he was
ready to accept his trophy. His lips parted into a full-blown
smirk. “You are my next victim,” jeered Crompton.

The girl’s eyes widened to the size of golf
balls. She tried to cower away on all fours, but the man held her a
prisoner by a white knuckled grip that was wrapped about her pink
blouse. The girl watched as the knife rose slowly into the air.

Then she smirked.

As the knife reached a good height, the
attacker paused. His eyebrows angled to a point. He looked puzzled.
The woman had lost her terrified look.

From his new hiding place behind a tree
Haleton knew he didn’t like that. He didn’t like that at all. The
woman would pay dearly for making him lose the edge. The edge he
needed to satisfy his hunger and quench his thirst.

Crompton lifted the knife higher into the
air. At its maximum extended point the young woman laughed in a
tone that was cynical, as if she was taunting the man to even more
anger and hatred. It was a noise that would certainly place the man
deeper into the dark crevasses of his mind where he would lose all
logical thinking and go completely insane.

As Haleton walked up behind the murderer his
fingers were so tightly compacted that every knuckle on both his
hands were the colour of a starched bed sheet.

Haleton thrust both fists into the murderer’s
back. Crompton lost his vice like grip on the knife sending it
sailing through the air. The knife landed blade first into the
ground two metres from the woman’s head. Crompton crumbled forward
and reached for the knife handle. He hurriedly jumped to his feet,
lifted his shark eyes and glared at his aggressor. He wore a slight
evil smirk as he lunged at the intruder.

Haleton had slid his knife from his long boot
and retaliated. He fought hard, but was losing the fight. Crompton
had always been the stronger. He knew his life was slipping away.
He could see the young lady watching as she crouched at the base of
a nearby tree. He felt sorry that once he was gone she was next.
His face showed bewilderment at why she hadn’t run. Escape, escape,
he screamed inside his head. I’m buying you precious seconds.
Escape. Go now before it’s too late.

The rain that was starting to fall was cold.
Haleton knew Crompton would triumph in a matter of seconds. He was
hit across the jaw by a rock hard fist. His eyes closed and then he
was tossed across the cobblestones in an exact copy of how he had
discarded the dead rat.

For what seemed like minutes Haleton lay in a
crumpled heap on top of a pile of rubbish. Blackness blurred his
vision. The stench from the rotting trash made him feel nauseated.
He vomited as he slipped into un-consciousness.

Crompton glared at the woman as she brought
to his attention the crowd that had gathered. They had arrived in
droves. The entire village had come out of their homes to watch.
They herded Crompton close to Haleton and a big heavy fishing net
was thrown over the top of them both. Crompton’s eyes looked wild
as he twisted in tighter circles dragging and wrapping Haleton into
the imploding cavity.

In seconds both men were wrapped up like a
mummy in a straight jacket. Crompton’s struggles were futile. He
slipped his knife into Haleton’s boot and fell to the ground
gasping for air.

Haleton opened his eyes in time to hear the
warning. He shook his head and tried to defend the charge.

“Drop the knife,” yelled the young cop. “If
you don’t listen to me you’ll be arrested.”

Haleton hesitated and was downed by a kick to
the ribs.

“You have finally been caught Haleton. Your
roaming torment is at an end.”

“Yes arrest the murderer,” hissed Crompton,
nodding viciously. “I followed the man and tried to stop him before
he tried to kill the young lady over by the tree. All my attempts
to talk him into walking away were of no use. He didn’t listen. He
pulled the knife he’s now holding from inside his boot and lunged
at my throat. I was able to deliver one lucky punch to his jaw. If
it weren’t for all of you, I’d be dead.”

“Is what he said true, Miss,” said the young
cop walking over to the visibly shaken young lady.

She looked up at him, but failed to utter a
word.

A man dressed in top hat and tails stepped to
the front of the crowd. “I’m a doctor and I can tell that young
lady is in shock. She’ll not be able to help you in any way. I saw
the whole thing and witnessed Haleton trying to fight Crompton. He
alone wanted to attack the young lady.”

“Take both men to the police station,” yelled
the cop over the ruckus created by every one of the onlookers.
“Don’t unwrap either of the prisoners before they’re behind bars
and the door locked.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


 


HALETON watched the solid metal door slam
shut and the cover to the small square window that was no bigger
than his fist was pushed opened. The cop stuck his face to the
opening and started laughing. He looked to be content with his
arrest. Haleton surmised that the young man had only recently
joined the force. The arrest would be a talking point at the local
pub in the many nights to come.

Haleton turned from the door and studied the
cell. It was a rectangle structure made up of hand cut bricks that
weren’t any larger than the wooden crates that had been nestled on
the wharf after the ships had docked. There was nothing in the
room. It was barren and hostile. A window, too narrow to even try
to escape through, was the only light. He glared at Crompton who
was looking out of the window, grinning.

“Haleton you were always the predictable one.
Before you decide to lunge for my throat let me remind you of the
hidden knife. You know it’s real I’ve shown it to you on several
occasions in an easy attempt to persuade you in accomplishing what
I want and when I want it.” Crompton’s grin widened as he stepped
back from the window. “As I see the situation that has been laid
out before me, you have no choice, but to join my gang. With my
brains at the helm we’ll be unstoppable.”

Haleton walked over and let fly with a tight
fist to the man’s jaw.

“That’s enough out of you Haleton,” snapped a
cop, opening the door. “You’re wanted in the next room.” The solid
wooden whip he was carrying portrayed the man who was un-reasonable
and wouldn’t respond to idle chat.

Haleton walked out of the cell and stepped
through the door on his right. The solid wooden door was promptly
slammed shut and a large silver key was turned in the lock.

The room was identical to the one he had been
standing in moments earlier, except for the small table and two
chairs that had been placed in the middle of the room.

“Sit down,” growled a man pacing the
floor.

The man was tall and had a solid build. His
moustache was thick and black. It didn’t twitch when he talked.

“I want to plead my case,” said Haleton.

“I won’t ask you to sit again.”

“And if I refuse?”

“You’re kidneys will feel bruised.” The man
behind the moustache gave a sharp smirk and nodded at a second
well-built man standing in the shadows.

Haleton didn’t want to antagonize the
situation further and sat.

“Good,” said the man with the moustache. “I
feel at this time to formerly introduce myself.”

“I know who you are. You’re inspector Vardum.
Derrick Vardum. You live on top of the hill overlooking the sea.
You have a petite wife and two lovely young daughters, seven and
five. Your son was born six months ago. Your wife almost died of a
hemorrhage after giving birth on the last day of winter, but she’s
doing fine. She has regained all her strength and has never looked
back on those dark days.”

“You seem to know a lot about myself and my
personal affairs. This is of no consequence. I know all I need to
know of you William Haleton.”

“Your reputation for being a tough cop has
gone before you?”

The inspector glared long and hard at the man
sitting in the chair. “You are in big trouble. Your killing days
are over. All the women in the country can now breathe easy.”

“I suppose you’ll be there at my
hanging?”

“I would never miss such an exciting
moment.”

“What if I was to tell you I’m innocent?”

“You’re swimming in guilt.”

“Crompton was the one with the knife.”

“That’s not what I have been led to
believe.”

“Any witness that says otherwise has led you
astray.”

“What you have said is not new. All insane
criminals say the same thing.”

“It’s the truth. I was following Crompton to
stop him from killing.”

“It makes no difference to me what you say.
Crompton and you and his gang of thugs will be hunted down and
incarcerated for eternity. The look on your face is telling me that
the rest of the gang members will never be caught. I have the top
man and his sidekick on the job. It’s only a question of time
before the rest will be rounded up. They will suffer the same fate
as you.”

“A hanging?” said Haleton.

“No far worse.”

“What could be worse than a hanging?”

“You’ll find out.”

“How long before the act takes place?”

“All in due time.”

“As a tough inspector who runs a small, but
tight police department, I thought torture would be on your
mind.”

“Not in the equation. As far as I’m concerned
you have sealed your fate. A special team calling themselves the
council of four had devised and constructed a worse punishment than
you could ever imagine. It will be a pleasure to rid this time zone
of you and Crompton.”

“What are you implying?”

“Banishment to permanent exile with no hope
of a pardon is devilish clever.” The inspector looked like he had
won a free ticket to immortality. “Chain this man and drag him and
Crompton outside to the town center.”

A six-man lynch mob dragged the wretched
prisoners in chains outside. For a few agonizing minutes they stood
on the top step of the police station waiting for a crowd to
gather.

People rushed to the town square for the
perfect vantage point as Crompton and Haleton were dragged past the
many houses and shops. Both prisoners pulled hard on the chain in
an attempt to get close to the crowd.

Crompton stared at the sea of faces and spat
at the many young women who had lined the sides of the dirt road.
They were all pointing and laughing at the condemned men.

“I will have my revenge,” he spat.

“May God have mercy on these men and us for
what we are about to do,” said the priest to all the people who had
gathered at the square. “Chain them to the post. After they have
been demoralized and taunted by the village, the council of four
had asked me to escort Haleton and Crompton to the dungeon.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


 


 


THE dungeon walls were wet from the cold and
rats scurried about in hundreds searching for food.

As the group descended into the depths of the
cavern, four hooded men lit kerosene lanterns to light the narrow
stone stairs. The rodents stopped to sniff the air before fleeing
into the shadows.

Haleton watched the hooded figures through
narrow slits. His eyes were swollen from the punches he had
received while tethered to a heavy metal ring in the town square.
He thought of Crompton and wondered how he was fairing. He had lost
count of the whip cracks and the punches they had both received.
The worn poles they had been tethered to had seen a lot of traffic
over the years. He never wanted to see them again.

The black hooded figures, wearing their long
ponchos looked bazaar. Their faces stayed hidden as they walked
around in circles. Their chanting and mumbling’s were low ghostlike
and eerie. Every syllable seemed to bounce off the walls twice
over. Then one of the hooded figures accidently giggled as it
passed within arm’s reach of Haleton.

His stare honed in on the figure. Was he
hearing things or could one of the black hooded figures be a woman?
He studied the form as it walked. The person was the odd one out.
The figure was noticeably shorter than the other three and seemed
to bounce slightly compared to the others as it followed. Haleton
then studied the walk of each one of the four council members. He
smirked at the knowledge that the figure who had giggled was indeed
a woman. There was no doubt in his mind. The more he watched and
studied her movements the more he was convinced. But who was she?
Had they met? If only he could grab hold, and remove the hood then
he’d know. He looked across at Crompton. The man was smirking and
licking his swollen lips. Dry blood had stained his shirt and neck.
His eyes were half shut and both his ears were thicker than they
should have been. In the semi darkness Haleton could tell he had
received a good bashing.

For a couple of antagonistic minutes each of
the black hooded figures stopped and stood in front of the
prisoners. They kept their heads bowed and hidden. When the woman
was directly square to Haleton he couldn’t hold back his
curiosity.

“Hello there,” he whispered. “Please, tell me
your name.”

The woman lifted her head slightly. She wore
a smirk behind her red lips. “You should know me, I’m Rose-a-lee
Cantala.”

“I thought it was you,” he lied. “You have to
help me. You know me well enough to believe I’m innocent. We go
back a long way. Remember? Search your heart and you’ll know I’m
correct.”

Without so much as a shrug of the shoulder,
she turned and followed the other three to the opposite side of the
dungeon where a table had been set with a blackened edged gold
chalice and two small gold cups.

Haleton had a bad feeling things were about
to get worse.

Rose-a-lee Cantala was standing with her head
bowed at the table. She looked to be busy preparing a drink. The
other three figures walked over and spoke first to Haleton then to
Crompton. Their voices were low mumblings.

“You chose to be corrupt without a moment’s
remorse. You chose your fate years ago by changing direction and
walking down the wrong path. One day you will wish that you were
never born.”

“I’m innocent of all charges,” said Haleton,
coughing up blood.

One of the three raised his hand to signal
for silence. “Your fate has been sealed. It makes no difference to
which way you plead. Your sentence will be carried out without
delay.”

The three drifted off to the table where they
stood waiting with their hands buried inside their black robes.
They watched as Rose-a-lee poured the bubbling white liquid from
the chalice into the cups and then she placed them both back on the
table, allowing the brew to cool and settle.

“You can’t make me drink that,” spat
Haleton.

Crompton echoed his concern. “What is it
anyway, a poison?”

One of the four council members stepped
forward and signaled that both the prisoners be quiet. “This is far
worse than any poison. Your incarceration is all thanks to the
scientist who makes up one of our council members. She has
perfected the formula to transform anyone we choose into a vampire.
Without confessing the formula, and to put the explanation into
simple terms that even you two can understand. Listen closely to
what I have to say.”

Haleton spat a mouthful of blood at a rat and
stared through narrow slits at the man facing him.

“In the thirteenth century a package was sent
from Transylvania. It took seven months to reach the shores of
England. Many crewmen lost their lives as they battled through no
less than eleven storms. Upon arrival, the package was delivered to
the council of science. Included in the package there was an
official letter. In it the people in countless villages had
sacrificed many lives in an attempt to extract a sample of blood
from a vampire who was pilfering any woman he could get his hands
on. He would sneak into their rooms while they slept, place them
into a trance, bite their jugular vein and suck their blood. When
the full moon was at its highest point in the night sky, each new
victim would be transformed into a vampire. They were given the job
of seeking out the next victim. Vampire numbers were growing
stronger by the month. A posse was formed, but they had limited
success in eradicating the vampire brood.

After the bile had been collected, the
villagers all signed the letter in their quest to persuade us to
help exterminate the vampires. Four hundred plus years later we
have achieved the impossible. Although we have failed to discover
the exact antidote that can kill the beast that lives inside a
human and turn him back into a mortal. We the council of four had
discovered something new and have decided to use this knowledge to
our advantage to go one step further. It is a branch or off shoot
from the ancestry line of the Transylvania vampire. I personally
think it is a stroke of genius. The only difference is that there
is no known antidote for this new strain of vampire. One part of
the formula is from the vampire bat’s venom and a mosquito bite. Of
course there is more to the formula than what I’ve stated, but you
have no need to know. The combination of two main ingredients in
exact proportions has given us the perfect solution to rid all evil
doers from our society.”

“How is all what you are saying possible?”
said Haleton.

“Sounds all too barbaric to be true,” spat
Crompton. “It must be a joke. You’re trying to trick us into a
false hope. It’s the ultimate taunt on our behalf.”

“We the council of four and our good
scientist have discovered special properties in the vampire bat’s
blood. Careful examination after the death of the captured pest,
and a few minor adjustments through genetic manipulation, plus
several additives that we threw into the mix and years of
painstaking trials on various humans, we have finally succeeded in
creating a potion that is one hundred percent effective,” said
another of the council members.

The woman of the group walked over and
sidestepped next to Haleton. She waited for the other three in the
group to walk towards the table before lifting a long slender
finger to her lips. As she leaned close to his ear she whispered.
“I can’t stop the ceremony taking place, but what I can do is in
the years to come uncover the antidote that will free you from the
curse. Remember the following name and numbers. Haleton it’s your
only chance to have an early release from the curse. His name is
Priest P.T. Macularta. You can trust him without question. There’s
one more thing, whatever you do don’t forget the numbers ‘777.’
Find Macularta even if he’s dead.”

Haleton looked for her eyes, but couldn’t see
past the large hood. “Please, let me see your face.”

The woman shook her head. “No, but I have
always loved you and thought you were an honorable man.” She bowed,
and stepped away, managing only barely to join the others as they
looked around the semi lit dungeon for her.

The four nodded at each other and, as they
started to slowly stroll about the dungeon, their chants grew
louder. Slowly their circles tightened. Every few steps they
hesitated long enough to stare at the two prisoners and curse the
ground they stood on. Eventually they stopped and faced the
accused.

Three out of the four pointed a finger at the
faces of the two prisoners while the woman peeled off and collected
the two gold cups from the table. She handed one to a fellow
council figure and, at the same time stepped toward Haleton and
Crompton.

The tallest of the group spoke. His voice was
monotonous and shot an ice shiver through Haleton’s body.

“These are the rules of the curse. You will
be cursed for no less than one hundred evil souls. Take a life of
an innocent and you will start over. Stay too long in the year
without a kill and you will start over. You will never drink or
sleep, only the blood of the guilty will you consume. After each
meal of blood you will be transported through time for the next
kill.”

“Think about what you’re doing,” spat
Haleton. “This isn’t fair, I’m innocent.”

“Turn and look at your image in the mirror
that is next to you. The mirror image will reveal a human form.
Once you have tasted and drank the vampire blood no more will you
see your reflection! Eventually you will forget what you looked
like. Your blood will run hot till the last evil soul has been
consumed. As I’ve already stated if you take the life of an
innocent their blood will be like acid. You will crave food, but
you won’t be able to eat. Love and romance will escape you for you
will not be in the same year for more than 48 hours. If you have
failed to take the life of an evil soul in that time span, you will
start again back here in 1749. You will never have a home or
offspring.”

“I beg you, don’t do this,” snapped Haleton.
He looked sideways at Crompton hoping for back up, but the smirk
that was painted on his face seemed to invite the torment. His eyes
looked to be hungry and his mind was ready to bathe in what was
about to happen.

“Alex Crompton and you, William Haleton, will
be the hunter by night and a shadow by day. Your bodies will
scream, your minds will scream, but neither of you will ever find
sanctuary from the curse. You will never die from the hand of a
mortal man. Any other like you who bears the vampire’s curse can’t
kill you. Look out for them your paths will eventually cross. It is
all part of the curse. If you are wise you will know what to
do.”

Haleton spat through bloody swollen lips.
“How many more have you condemned to this insane way of life?” His
voice was anger hot and he didn’t care to control it. “Tell me how
many?”

“Counting you, there are thirteen so far.”
The member of the council of four swiveled his head and faced
Crompton. “Don’t be alarmed, you’re gang has gone before you.”

“You’re all insane,” hissed Haleton.

The council member moved his stare back to
Haleton. “After each evil soul has been consumed you will be
transported back and forth through time. No two killings will be in
the same time zone. This will be your punishment for your crimes.”
The hooded figure waved his finger at two of the council of four.
“Force the accused men to drink the vampire’s blood and then
prepare the special grains of sand. Their judgment is at hand.”

“I’m innocent,” screamed Haleton. “I’m
innocent.”

Haleton struggled against the chains by
twisting and turning. His brow glistened with moisture then tumbled
down his hairline and onto his neck. The violent twisting of his
wrists was so powerful he heard a snap and knew the moment he felt
the excruciating pain that he had broken one.

One of the four grabbed him by the hair and
yanked his head back, exposing his neck.

The pain shooting through his hand was that
excruciating Haleton hardly had the strength to fight off the
hooded man. He succumbed to the plans of the council of four and
dropped to his knees.

His forearms were twisted up and the exposed
underneath skin was cut with his own knife. A small yellow oval
object no larger than a grain of rice was inserted under his skin.
The performance was repeated on his left forearm, but the granule
was a red colour. The cup was pushed between his teeth and the
vampire’s blood trickled down his throat. He avoided swallowing the
liquid and tried to force it out of his mouth in a last ditch
effort. He was jabbed in the ribs and he swallowed hard for a
breath. Then a transparent jar was placed open end down on his arm
and he watched through bulging eyes as the skinny mosquito bit into
his flesh. The combination of the bite, and the vampire’s blood
felt like acid as the blood pulsated through his veins. He tried to
slow his heart rate by relaxing, but it was of no use. His temples
started to throb and his head felt like his brain was about to
explode. He looked up at the council of four through blurred
vision.

The tall man who was one part of the council
of four had a grin that looked satanic. He stepped over to Haleton
and jabbed him in the ribs a second time. He lifted the prisoner
off the floor by his hair and stared deep into his eyes. “Your
first year will be 1849. Before you try to taunt me into thinking
nothing happened and it’s all a farce, guess again. Soon your cells
will soak up the warm vampire blood and then you will be gone Take
heart in knowing Crompton’s turn will be minutes after you.”

What did you place in my arms?”

“The grains are the surprise. You’ll find out
soon enough. Even if you cut them out and throw them away, the
grains will materialize exactly where they were placed.”

“You could at least tell me what they
are?”

“They have special properties that have been
absorbed over the centuries. They act like magnets for what lies
ahead. Enjoy your trip.”

Haleton’s knees gave way as the tall council
member dropped him onto the floor. He felt faint and had to use all
his strength and willpower just to keep his eyes open. His wrist
was burning from the break. His eyes closed and he decided to
concentrate on his breathing. His lungs ached from the effort. It
was as though he was underwater and knew if he took a life saving
breath he’d drown. He tried to force a yell, but only a feeble
squeak passed between his lips. Thousands of red dots formed under
his skin and then burst through causing blood to trickle down his
body and onto the ground. He could plainly hear the throb of his
heart in both ears as it beat against his ribs. The noise slowly
intensified. With his strength gone he crumbled to the floor on all
fours. For a second he lost consciousness and, as he dreamt of
falling from the edge of a high cliff, his left shoulder hit the
ground. Four brave rats starving for food sprinted to his feet and
started to eat and lick the blood. He had neither the strength nor
the will power to kick them away.

Haleton glanced across at Crompton. His eyes
were bulging and staring across the semi dark dungeon. His face was
drawn and he was foaming at the mouth, but strangely he wore the
same smirk as before. The man opened his arms and was stretching
towards the council of four. Haleton could barely make out what he
was saying.

“Give it to me. I want the curse and I want
it now. Don’t leave me in suspense. I want it all.” He voluntary
drank the vampire’s blood and held out his hands for more.

Haleton shook his head. He came to the
conclusion that the man was indeed insane.

The council of four started walking to the
stairs that led out of the dungeon. They blew the candles out as
they climbed the rough-cut steps. The flame from the candles that
had been twisted into the candelabra that each member of the
council held in their hands danced wildly on their retreat.

Crompton’s stare was transfixed on something
across the room.

Haleton followed his gaze then slowly pushed
his back into the cold wet wall. His mouth fell opened and his eyes
bulged. Then he yelled. “Rose-a-Lee Cantala what have you
done?”

There was no reply.

The council of four had retreated out of the
dungeon to the safety of their homes.

The small round light was no larger than the
head of a pin and was hovering on the other side of the dungeon.
Haleton’s body started tingling. His mouth was dry and around the
edges of his eyes his vision started to fade and then go black. He
fought to stay conscious.

The dull orb of light was hovering knee
height above the ground. Then in silence it made its way
closer.

As the ball of light grew in size Haleton
noted that any noise in the room was dying. It was as though he was
turning deaf. He had to fight to deliberately persuade his mind
that he wasn’t going deaf and not to panic. The task was fast
draining the remainder of his strength. No sooner had he relaxed
than the panic onslaught came back with vengeance. For the second
time he knew he had to relax even if it was only for a few seconds.
He focused on the rat eating his ankle and kicked it through the
air. It and all the others scurried to the many rat holes and
vanished.

The light from the ball was starting to
brighten and pulsate. Its smooth sides radiated different colours
from one second to the next, red then green then blue. All the
while it was steadily growing.

Both Haleton and Crompton watched in silence
as their knives and personal belongings levitated off the table.
For several seconds they remained stationary before slowly floating
through the air towards them. Both knives slid silently back into
the men’s boots. Crompton’s hat dematerialized and reappeared on
his head. It was sitting exactly how he always wore it. Then both
coats the men owned materialized and sat over their shoulders in a
perfect fit. The bone in Haleton’s wrist snapped and the bone
knitted together. There was no pain only instant healing. The red
drops of blood on his long sleeved shirt disappeared and any dirt
stains vanished.

Haleton didn’t have long to catch up on what
was happening. The ball of light was close and had grown to the
size of his fist. Small arcs of light resembling fingers of light
shot out from the sides in all directions. The light show was
hypnotic. Haleton closed his eyes to rid the numbing feeling from
his mind. Four numbers flashed into his consciousness. ‘1-8-4-9.’
His eyebrows angled to a point. He could do nothing to shake the
numbers from his thoughts. As the clock counted down to zero the
numbers grew with increasing intensity. From faint numbers that
were easily discounted to big bold black numbers the colour of the
midnight hour. He controlled the numbers at first and was able to
push them to one side of his mind, but he knew they were there
lurking in the crevasses of his brain and in the shadows of his
mind. It was like he was watching them moving slowly across his
consciousness and at any second would explode into house size black
numbers. He couldn’t stop his mind being fixated on the numbers,
and as they grew they occupied his entire thought pattern.

Haleton gulped as he watched the ball of
light close in on the two prisoners. He looked across at Crompton
for the last time. He was grinning at the light and looked to be
embracing the moment and prepared for what lay ahead.

Haleton tried to yell, but his voice was
nonexistent. He scraped the ground with his shoe in an attempt to
rectify his hopelessness to make a sound, but the growing shiny
ball of light seemed to swallow all noise in the dungeon. Then
without warning he could feel his internal temperature changing
from normal to red hot then to white hot. He swiveled his head
towards the stairs. His yell was only a croak of a whisper.
“Rose-a-lee, what have you done?”

Haleton knew from the start of his medical
studies that he was burning from the inside. It wouldn’t be long
before his heart malfunctioned and then he’d be dead. So much for
the dream he had about being a doctor and then a fine surgeon. All
he ever wanted was to help cure the sick.

Haleton’s body temperature suddenly plummeted
and he felt as cold as the sea in the winter. His heart pounded
against his chest like a hammer striking a horseshoe time and time
again. He tried to think of a nice warm place, but again couldn’t
manage the feat. He pondered the fact that this must be the moment
before death. He had arrived at the door and was knocking. He
managed to smirk, as he wondered why death hadn’t opened the door
to let him enter. Why prolong his misery? Was death that cruel that
it wanted to play a game?

The round ball of light started to change
shape. It went from round, to flat and oval. It slowly rose above
head height and centered itself over Haleton. He knew that Crompton
would be next.

The large blanket size object lit up the area
where Haleton was standing. The thick heavy chains that kept him a
prisoner, rattled violently and were then flung to the ground. For
a fleeting moment Haleton thought he was free. He tried to run, but
his feet were glued to the ground.

Particles from the net of light that the
blanket was starting to emit felt warm and, as rogue particles of
light floated down, they fell upon his exposed skin. More small
particles the size of dust followed the onslaught and embedded in
his hands and face.

Haleton lifted his shirtsleeves and through
saucer size eyes witnessed the start of a metamorphosis. His hands
were pulsating along with his arms in time with the blanket. Then
his hands changed to transparent. His clothes too started to
pulsate and disappear before his eyes.

“What magic is this?” He tried to say.

The mirror on his right beckoned him to look.
He didn’t disappoint.

Haleton focused on the image looking back at
him. The figure looked scared as if half out of his mind. Surely
this is only a horrid nightmare, he thought and gave the image in
the mirror a chuckle. It laughed back. His mind went blank and then
numb. All Haleton was able to focus on was the large black numbers
1-8-4-9 that were running about in his mind. He looked closely at
this arm, and as the pulsating light particles embedded in his
unprotected skin, his arm turned transparent. His hand was next. He
glanced across at Crompton and he too was suffering the same fate.
His face had lost its outline. Haleton refocused on his shirt and
that too was losing the image. For the last time he studied the
image in the mirror. He could barely recognize any features.

The image looking back at him was made up of
distorted lines. As he tried to focus harder it disappeared and he
too was gone.

All that was left was a wisp of black smoke,
but that was also gone in several seconds.

 


 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


 


HALETON walked down the narrow road toward a
long jetty. The sea breeze filled his nostrils with lovely aromas
of food being cooked on wood fired ovens. He stopped next to a bin
and picked up what appeared to be the evening newspaper. It was a
small single sheet of white paper that had been printed on both
sides. The print had been smudged and the words hard to read. The
date was 31st October 1849. “Halloween.” He snorted and looked
around the area.

Haleton watched an old man with a bent back
slowly limp towards him. At every head height lamp he stopped to
fill the empty bottle with kerosene and then lit the wick. He
repeated the performance down one side of the road and then as he
struggled back up the slight incline he lit the lamps on the other
side.

A small mob of people carrying torches that
were flickering flames was coming closer.

“The lousy council of four certainly did a
good job on me,” he spat. “When they forced me to drink that
vampire blood I thought it was all a joke. Then my body started to
change. Little did I know that it was the start of the curse? Enter
a new year and I have exactly forty-eight hours to kill a lawless
person or I start again. No romance, no let up and no getting used
to my surroundings. One kill, then a new time zone. This back and
forth through time has made me exhausted. I’m on ninety-eight
kills. Two more deaths then a different time zone and maybe, just
maybe, there will be no more Mr. Bad Guy. All I want is a chance to
meet a nice young woman to help me to settle down. Hopefully soon
I’ll be able to start my medical studies. If I had a choice in
which year I’d like to stay, I’d have to pick after the year
2000.”

Haleton shook his head and cringed at the
thought that somebody had heard him. Too many times he had fallen
victim to his hatred ramblings. He sighed in relief at seeing no
one and moved away from the bin.

A skinny black kitten was looking at him
through lonely eyes. It was purring as it walked about his
legs.

“Beat it kit, I’m no good for you. Where I’m
going, you can’t come.” Haleton stooped and gave the cat a back
rub. He picked it up and the cat muzzled into his chest. “You do
have nice sweet smelling blood for a cat.”

The torches were closing in fast.

Haleton placed the cat on the ground and
pushed it toward a mouse hole in the side of a wooden building. He
then hid in the shadow of the baker’s mill. He quickly compared it
to the ones in the new millennium and decided it was a poor man’s
bakery.

Haleton stared down the road at the flames
riding on the top of the torches and was lost in a fantasy. He had
completely missed the year two thousand and the celebrations of a
new millennium. How he longed for that year to come back. He
wondered could he be that lucky. The four that made up the council
and their vampire curse had made his life miserable. He loathed
them for what they had done, and what of Rose-a-lee Cantala? Why
hadn’t she warned him? He finally surmised that she had done all
she could. Still, he was given the poison so long ago that it
seemed to be a dream, a fast fading nightmare.

“A couple more killings and my incarceration
will finally be at an end,” he mumbled.

Haleton’s lips curled up at their ends. Over
the centuries he had witnessed and endured many things that a
normal sane person should never have had to see. How he longed to
be mortal and for the day when his life would be normal once again?
Only then could he ever hope to put all of the horrendous things he
had seen behind him. He paused, lost in another short fantasy of
what it might be like to start a new life.

Heavy drunken footsteps echoed towards him.
Haleton shook away the warm thoughts to sit and wait. He studied an
old man carrying a wine bottle as he staggered toward him. Then he
watched him slowly hobble past.

“Evening,” croaked the old man. “I’d stop for
a chat, but by the time I get home it’ll be as dark as the inside
of a cave. I don’t like the dark.”

“You stink as bad as the sewer,” said
Haleton.

“Whatever,” the man stammered. He hunched his
shoulders and looked to be trying his hardest to pick up his slow
walking pace. A snail would’ve laughed at the speed at which the
gap between the two men widened.

The old man eventually turned the corner and
disappeared down a lane. Haleton cocked his head to the side and
decided to follow. He easily jumped onto the roof of the building
behind him and walked to the leading edge. Peering over the side he
spied the baldhead of the old man. His strides were long and
calculated. Not old and frail as was expected.

“Interesting,” whispered Haleton. “I can hear
his heart beat even from my bird’s eye view. It was beating slowly
and now it’s pumping his blood faster by the second.”

Haleton slid down a pipe to the ground. He
didn’t bother to scan the area or keep to the shadows like he
normally did. He copied the supposed drunken man and stayed within
arm’s reach of his worn out brown jacket. He sensed that trouble
was about to erupt.

One hundred metres in front of the man, at
the entrance of the only lane in the immediate vicinity, something
scraped metal. Haleton had heard the noise many times. He had even
created the exact scraping on numerous occasions for fun. It was a
knife’s sharp edge being slid across wrought iron in an attempt to
scare whoever could hear the noise.

The man’s walk slowed and he resumed his bent
shoulder old man look with an exaggerated limp. His face changed
from middle aged to a look that portrayed him as a defenseless old
homeless man. His eyes signaled that he was scared and half out of
his mind.

Haleton jumped and squatted on the rooftop.
He watched with keen interest at the charade.

The noise came again, this time a lot closer.
Laughing filled the moonless sky. Haleton honed in on the voices
and surmised there had to be at least five individuals, more than
likely young males waiting to ambush the man. He listened to their
young heartbeats.

“Correction,” he whispered. “There are six
louts laying in wait to either steal from the man or to rob him of
his life.” Haleton slid his knife from its sheath hidden in his
boot and stared at the long steel blade.

The old man clutched his chest, his eyes
protruding from their sockets. Then he crumpled to the road. The
louts swarmed the area and surrounded the man. One ventured close
to the figure and kicked him in the ribs with his foot.

“The man opened his eyes and lunged at the
closest youth with a knife. He was restrained just as quick. Then
robbed and beaten unconscious before he could make a sound.

Haleton slid down the wall of the building
and hissed. “Does that make you a real man?”

“No, but after you join the old fella on the
ground our newest recruit will be a fully fledged member of our
gang.”

Both arms of the young man had been heavily
tattooed. He pointed at Haleton and spat on the ground at his feet.
“Prepare to meet thy maker.”

“Are you sure you want to pursue such a
statement,” warned Haleton.

“Fellow gang members, we have a real tough
jerk in front of us. Do you all agree to sever his life line?”

A roar of agreement hovered above their heads
like a thick blanket of fog.

Haleton growled a deep throated noise and
prepared to fight. He raised his knife and flashed it in the face
of the lad with the tattooed arms. “This is your first and last
warning, leave the area before each one of you gets hurt. I only
need one soul to help me on my way.”

Each one of the gang members crouched and
readied themselves to strike.

As the old man exhaled his last shallow
breath a barrage of shouts came from the other end of the road.
Haleton watched the lads disperse as fast as they had arrived and
then swiveled his head to view the lynch mob bearing down on
him.

“You there, leave that man alone. Step away
and put your hands in the air.”

“My name is William Haleton. Do you have any
idea what my name means.”

The lynch mob was at least twenty deep. The
first man pointed a sword at Haleton and yelled again. “Yes. We
have all heard of the name. Now step away from that man. If you
fail to do exactly what I tell you, I will be forced to hang you at
the nearest tree.”

“Don’t make me laugh. That can’t stop me,”
Haleton taunted. “Besides, I came to the aid of the old fella.
There were six young males looking to rob the man. He died from a
knife attack from a lad with tattooed arms.”

The lead man sighed and stared at the
accused. “Your story is highly unlikely. We’ve been watching over
the area for years waiting for the time that you would show your
ugly face. The crime in this area has been stamped out.”

“I think you need to take stock and have a
look around. The area mightn’t be as secure as you might think,”
said Haleton.

Laughter echoed as all eyes stared at
Haleton.

The lead man turned his head and smirked at a
short stocky man standing ready with a large metal webbed net in
his hands.

Then he was given a sharp nod.

“The net won’t be necessary,” said Haleton,
sensing what it was about to be used for.

“We have all waited far too long to meet you
William Haleton. If the rumours about you are true then the steel
mesh net must be used.”

“Again I say there is no need to use the
net.”

“Haleton you are under arrest for the death
of the innocent man,” screeched a policeman.

“In my defense I have to plead innocent. I
didn’t murder the man. If I did then I wouldn’t be here.”

“We don’t care what you have to say. We have
all read about your goings on and the curse you were given in a
textbook. It’s been years since you drank the vampire blood.
According to the rules of the ancient scroll you must start
anew.”

“I offer you my word as a gentleman I’ll come
peacefully.”

“Your word has no back bone to it,” snapped
the leader of the posse. “Use the net. If the prisoner tries to
escape run him through with a sword.”

The net was thrown outwards into the air.
Haleton ducked at lightning speed and watched it fall harmlessly to
the ground. He glared at each man in the group in turn. “Now you
can escort me to the courthouse.”
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THE man, leaning on the small table that had
been set up in the center of the courthouse, said in an official
voice as he thrust his nose at Haleton.

“The deceased old man that you said was
attacked by a group of lads was a vigilante masquerading as an old
man. It was his night to patrol the streets. He was in perfect
disguise. He and several of the men standing in this room have
taken a solemn oath to sever your life if you ever appeared. And
look, here you are. Haleton, do yourself a favor do not say another
word. Men, bring forth the chalice.”

“I’ve seen that all before,” said Haleton. “I
have some sad news. I can’t die, so I suggest you search the area
for the gang of six boys who are laughing at you.”

The leader of the posse stepped forward.
“There are no out of control lads.”

“You’re wrong. I can hear their hearts
beating. They’re hiding outside the rear wall and every one of them
is laughing at you.”

“Give up on the story. Be man enough to admit
your guilt.”

Haleton chuckled and shook his head. “I won’t
confess to something I never did.”

The man leaning on the table stood and
clicked his fingers. “After you have drunk from the chalice you
will confess all of your sins,” said the big man.

“Poison just tickles my throat,” said
Haleton.

“This is no ordinary poison. Inside the
chalice is a mouthful of acid. It will eat you from the inside out.
I’ll give you a few seconds to weigh your options.”

Haleton wasn’t totally convinced that the
acid wouldn’t hurt him. He decided in a single heartbeat to play
safe. “I’ve been thinking. Acid might neutralize my vampire
blood.”

“That’s a word I don’t recognize,” said the
leader of the posse.

“That’s because I have the knowledge of the
future,” said Haleton.

“What year did you acquire the word?”

“It was around the year twenty fifteen.”

“None of us were totally convinced when we
captured you, but we are now. You’re definitely William Haleton.
We’ve all heard the rumours of your murdering days. Be warned,
knowledge will be your down fall. Men drop the net over his head. I
do not want the mongrel to escape.”

Haleton opened his mouth and his eyeteeth
grew long and sharp. As he stood the chair was torn apart.

The lead man lifted his arm and the steel
meshed net landed over Haleton’s head. He squirmed from beneath.
The harder he tried to set himself free the worse he was tangled.
Unable to move he stared at each male of the group in turn.

“Take the man to Hangman’s square dungeon.
The trial will start and finish in the morning. Let’s see how right
the information is. Whatever happens, do not untangle the man.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


 


 


NEWS of Haleton’s capture spread like a
firestorm. A crowd had squashed into every crevasse of the small
courthouse to watch the anticipated hanging.

The judge brought the gavel down hard and the
courtroom fell to a deadly quiet. “Haleton, after hearing the
evidence against you, I sentence you to hang. Upon hearing the
rumours that you can’t be killed, I have decided that the
preposterous words spoken by you that you are a vampire are not
true. In the event that I’m wrong, it won’t change my decision that
you will be hanged until you are dead. Then your body will be
thrown to the gallows and you will have your head torn away from
your shoulders.”

Haleton was dragged into the next room and a
rope was placed over his head. His wrists were bound tight and then
they were tethered to his ankles. The coarse rope scratched his
neck. His skin took a heartbeat to heal.

In less than three minutes the small viewing
area had been filled to capacity. The women all wore the same
excited expression, while the men folded their arms across their
chests and looked displeased with the whole affair.

“Silence in the room,” shouted the judge.
“The execution will now take place. He faced Haleton and said with
a stone face and an ice-cold voice. “Before you are hanged by the
throat until you are dead, is there anything you wish to say?”

“I’d like to address each and every person in
this room.”

“As you wish, but let me warn you everyone
here is waiting to view the outcome of the hanging.”

“I’d like to announce to all who have come to
witness my execution that I pursue the length of road known as
Innocent Street. I am not guilty of anything that has transpired. I
admit I was following the old man and that I snuck up on him, but I
wasn’t there to hurt the man. I knew, thanks to the vampire curse
that flows through my veins that there was trouble where he was
about to walk. I only wanted to help him to arrive home safe.”

“Enough idle talk, get on with the hanging,”
spat a big man sitting in the front row. There ain’t no such thing
as a vampire.”

“What about the young man who was dead not
far from where the old man breathed his last?” sobbed a woman at
the back of the room. “He was my son. He was standing outside the
door to the bakery minding his own business. He told me he was
alerted by a noise coming from within. After he placed me in a safe
hiding place, he went to investigate and was attacked by a young
robber. He died in my arms.”

“Madam, did he give you a description of the
murderer before he closed his eyes for the last time?” asked
Haleton.

“I believe he said that man was you.”

“Enough delay,” chorused several men from the
center of the crowd. “Hang the man.”

“The woman’s testimony is floored,” said
Haleton. “Her son obviously didn’t describe me at all.”

A stocky man standing at a bench at the side
of the room reached his hand out and picked up what looked like a
black bag. He opened it using rock steady hands and then looked at
the judge. He was given a sharp nod and he walked over to Haleton.
He was about to slip the bag over the head of the guilty when
Haleton spoke.

“Can I have one more minute? Just thirty
seconds perhaps?”

“What would a minute delay make? What is it
you want?”

“I’d like to feel the heat of the sun on my
face one last time?”

“That is an odd request. Denied. Complete
this execution, my lunch is ready,” snapped the man holding the
black bag.

Haleton twisted his head to look at the
judge. “Please, Sir, a condemned criminal to a gentleman. Surely
it’s not too much to ask to feel the sun on my face one last
time?”

The man puffed out his cheeks. He gazed about
the small room at the sea of faces then rubbed the stubble on his
chin. “Very well, I’ll grant your last request. Before the curtain
is opened someone check that William Haleton’s hands are securely
tied behind his back.”

The man holding the black bag stepped up and
checked that the rope that bound him was tight. He nodded at the
judge and stepped to the side.

The judge glared at a woman standing in front
of a blackened curtain and then waved his hand at her. “Please,
step to the right and drag the material open. After you have
counted to thirty close the curtain. Then we’ll complete the
execution.”

“This is all a farce,” yelled a man sitting
in the back row. “He’s stalling the inevitable.”

The judge addressed the room. “Quiet each and
every one of you. A condemned man has a right for one last request.
We are not animals. A few more seconds will make no difference to
the outcome.”

“What of the rumour that he’ll disappear into
another time.”

“That is all here-say.” He looked at the
woman clutching the black curtain. “Please, dear lady, if you’d
open the curtain and count to thirty, thank you.”

The woman opened the curtain without
muttering a word. A black cloud had drifted in front of the sun and
Haleton’s face remained in the shadow.

“So much for the rumour,” muttered the judge.
“Get on with the execution. Close the curtain.”

“Please?” Haleton yelled. “A few more seconds
and the sun will shine. It’s the least you can do.”

A midnight hush fell on the room waiting for
the judge to give the final word. Haleton was switching his stare
from the window to the judge every few seconds. The sky outside the
window was starting to lighten. He knew the sun’s lifesaving rays
would be on his face in seconds. His eyes were bulging as he saw
the judge raise his hand to signal the close of the curtain. He
strained against the ropes that tethered his wrists tight. The
forearm bones were at breaking point as he tried to capture the
first rays. “Sun come on out,” he whispered. He groaned from the
exertion of leaning to his left. The ropes creaked under the
violent force. He looked at the heavens. “If there is a God
watching me struggle, then make the sun light fall on my face. Do
it now.”

The judge had a bead of sweat form on his
temple then it tumbled down the side of his face and fell into the
dust- covered floorboards. The many rows of people were starting to
fidget. Somewhere amongst the sea of faces a man coughed and a baby
started to cry. The judge lifted his hand and signaled the woman to
close the curtain.

“No,” Haleton yelled. “Wait, I beg you for
mercy.”

The curtain started to close.

Sunlight suddenly beamed through the window.
Haleton’s face shone like a beacon lapping up the warmth. He closed
his eyes and yelled. “I’m a shadow by day and a hunter by
night.”

Not waiting for the black bag the executioner
pulled the long wooden handle next to the trap door. There was a
thud and the mechanism was triggered. The flap in the floor that
Haleton was standing on opened downwards. Haleton only laughed as
his shadow slipped through the noose and climbed the wall. At the
window the ten rows of citizens heard a laugh and saw a shadow pass
between the five horizontal bars that had been placed in front of
the glass window.

Then both Haleton and the shadow were
gone.

 


 


 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


 


 


NIGHTFALL on Halloween night in 1849 was
interesting, thought Haleton glancing at the full moon seeping over
the treetops. No one noticed him weaving his way through the back
streets of the village. He had made a neat and tidy escape from the
clutches of the executioner.

He could hear a ruckus of the jubilee in the
center of town. As long as the village folk stayed mingling around
the tall clock in the heart of the village, Haleton was confident
to never being discovered until it was too late. Time was fast
running out. He had only two hours in which to find the next
victim. He needed every second to make sure the victim had an evil
heart. He couldn’t afford another mistake. He had been forced by
the curse to start again too many times. He was so close. He
certainly couldn’t risk the death of an innocent. His body trembled
from the thought of having to start again for the third time. Twice
was bad enough.

A mid to late teen walked past the doorway
where he was standing. He looked to be carrying something under his
long coat. Thick English fog was starting to roll in from the sea.
The vile smell of the remnant of fish guts in the many large
fishing nets that had been hung up to dry filled the air and
Haleton’s nostrils.

The young man checked the area and slipped
into the doorway opposite Haleton. The lad struggled with the lock
for at least a minute then stepped inside. He closed the door in
his wake.

Haleton crossed the street and peered through
the window. He found him raiding the draw. The shop was a general
store. Crates of food, fishing gear and material had been set out
ready for women buyers as they shopped the next day. The young man
had a brown leather bag open and was scooping up handful after
handful of English pounds. He looked pleased with himself for
hitting the jackpot.

Inside of three minutes the young robber
ventured outside, closed the door and lifted his collar against the
cold moist fog. He glanced up and down the road and with a smirk on
his face walked towards the sea.

Haleton followed the robber through the back
lanes of England. There was the occasional muffled yell from women
as they danced with drunken male sailors. The robber kept to the
shadows and never once looked back. Haleton was sure he would
eventually end up at the local ladies for gentlemen whorehouse.

The young man entered a lane and squatted
behind a stack of sea rotted wooden crates. He was slowly counting
the loot and didn’t notice Haleton hovering over him.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

The lad looked up and then stood. “It’s all
mine. If you act nice and leave the lane you won’t be hurt.”

“Is that right? I guess that means that you
have never heard of the rumours that followed William Haleton?”

 


 


 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


 


 


Melbourne Australia: 2010AD.

 


 


 


THE young lady hunched her shoulders as she
read the computer screen. She launched her chair back and stood. “I
hate these machines,” she yelled quietly. “Why does this always
have to happen at the most inappropriate time?”

In her rush to get away from the computer she
knocked the crystal vase full of red roses from the side table. The
vase shattered into thousands of small fragments and scuttled
across the polished floorboards. The echo of the accident made her
freeze.

Seven sharp knocks on the wall next to her
right ear saw her tremble.

“Amber Cantala, are you alright?” croaked a
woman’s voice from behind the thin wall. “I heard something
crash.”

The young lady sidestepped to the wall and
said in a calm voice. “I’m fine Mavis. Thank you for caring.”

“I thought you might have fallen to foul
play.”

“I’m fine, really. I accidentally knocked the
vase onto the floor.”

“I hope you don’t have friends over. You know
the rules against a party. I’d have to report you to the building
manager. I do like to have peace and quiet. That’s why I live in
this quaint old building. The tenth floor is my lucky number.”

“I’ll try to remember that,” called Amber.
She walked into the bathroom and came back with the largest towel
she owned and threw it over the pond of water. Then she punched ten
numbers on her mobile phone pad and paced the floor waiting for the
person to answer. She stared at the wall and, through a locked jaw,
whispered. “I’ll remember the warning you interfering old biddy.
One day soon I’m leaving this shoebox size room on the tenth floor
to start a new life. It won’t be long before I have my medical
degree. Then I’ll set up my private practice many miles from here.
Close to the beach would be nice. You and I will never see or hear
each other again.” She stuck her fist in the air and scrunched her
nose at the wall.

“Good evening Amber,” said a man’s voice at
the other end of the phone, interrupting her one sided
argument.

“Craig Benyon, could you be a darling and
come over. My computer crashed again.”

There was a soft sigh then a short silence
marred the phone line.

“Please,” Amber pleaded. “I need someone I
can trust to do a good job.”

“Okay,” he answered in a voice that sounded
completely flat a monologue. “I’ll be there in two minutes.”

Amber opened the door wearing a schoolgirl
expression. “Craig thanks for coming so quick. You always come
running when I call and for that I love you.” She leant forward and
kissed his cheek.

The young man pushed his brown hair from his
face and looked the girl in the eye. “It was no bother.”

“Are you sure? You seemed to hesitate before
agreeing to my request.”

“I had just stepped out of the shower.”

The girl looked doubtful.

“That’s the God’s honest truth.”

Craig Benyon walked through the door and
headed for the computer. He had been to the exact place many times
before. Glancing at the roses on the floor he asked. “What
happened? Did Mrs. Croaky from next door bang the walls over the
noise?”

“She sure did. I hate this building and I
hate this room. The slightest noise I make and the old woman behind
the wall threatens to have me evicted.”

Amber flicked her blonde hair from off her
shoulders and smiled at the young man looking at her.

“If she’s successful you can live at my
place,” said Craig. His smile looked genuine, his voice, strong and
assertive.

“You’re so sweet.” Amber pinched his cheeks
and then rubbed his shoulder.

“Amber, I’ve waited for the right time to say
something.”

“Speak your mind, I’m a brave girl.”

The lad started to fidget and looked about
the room. He focused on the one remaining shard of glass that had
been left on the floor and walked over to pick it up. “Forget it.
What’s on my mind isn’t important.”

“It must be or else you wouldn’t have brought
it up.”

“You should buy a good anti-virus for your
computer.” Craig gave a short sharp smirk, settled himself at the
table and readied himself to start work on fixing the machine. “I’m
happy that you called me. At least I get to see you every week,” he
confessed.

“I don’t believe for a heartbeat that’s
what’s on your mind.”

Craig ignored the taunt and started to fix
the computer. In half an hour the machine was as good as new.

“All done,” he quipped.

Amber took the young man by the arm and
escorted him to the door. They walked to the lift and stepped
inside.

“What are you doing?” said Craig.

The lift doors opened on the roof.

“Sit on the seat and we’ll have a heart to
heart chat,” said Amber.

She was smiling at his sullen expression.

“You want to sit in the rain,” said Craig.
His eyebrow shot upwards like a bolt of lightning.

“I sure do.”

The pair sat on a two-person seat and looked
at nothing in particular.

“Seeing how you dragged me up here to sit in
the rain, you can start the talk,” said Craig fidgeting.

Amber leaned closer to the young man and
smiled. “Let me start by saying that you’re a great friend.”

“Before you say another word,” said Craig,
interrupting. “I’ve something important I’d like to say.”

“I had a feeling you were thinking something
and only needed an opportunity to say it.”

The lad sprinted over to three large pots
that had been lined up perfectly near the building’s wall, stooped
and picked a blood red rose. He was grinning as he sat and
surrendered the flower. “It’s all I could come up with on so short
a notice.”

Amber gently cradled the long stem rose and
lifted her warm gaze to look into the eyes of the man. “Let’s hope
old Mrs. Croaky doesn’t discover your vandalism or she’ll have your
guts in a pot.”

Craig let a chuckle escape. He slipped off
the seat and downed his knee. He looked up into the girl’s eyes.
“Amber, I know your dream is to have a private medical practice and
mine is to build and sell computers. I know they are two totally
different worlds, two different dreams, but please, Amber, consider
being my wife. There’s no hurdle higher or wide enough that we
can’t conquer together.”

“I had a feeling that you were going to ask
me to marry you. I can’t say yes. Out there somewhere amongst the
café’s and the nightlife of Melbourne there is a young lady waiting
for you. She’s your Miss Right. It wouldn’t be fair of me to deny
her a happy life with you. I know this might sound crazy, but I
have a feeling my Mr. Right isn’t far away. Our paths have yet to
cross. If I pursue a relationship between us then the two people
searching for their rightful partners that they are destined to
meet will be devastated.”

The lad’s eyes had welled with tears. To hide
his embarrassment he swiveled his head and looked at the sky. “It’s
still raining.”

“Craig, I need you to face me.”

The lad slowly looked the girl in the eyes.
“I want you to know that since the moment we met in the lift I have
loved you.”

“You’ve never said.”

“Not in so many words, none actually, but I
was hinting every chance I could.”

“Was it you that left a red rose behind my
door every few days when I first moved in?”

He slowly nodded. I didn’t know how to say
they were all from me so I kept quiet. “I’ve left 74 roses so far.
The one in your hand is number 75.”

“I’m flattered, but I honestly had no idea.
Craig, can you understand that I can’t love you? It’s not you it’s
me. One day a young woman will enter your life and you’ll spoil her
rotten. That person isn’t me.”

“It could be?”

Amber shook her head and reached for his
hand. “No, it can never be me. Please believe me when I say that
you are the nicest, sweetest young man I have ever known. It
wouldn’t be fair if you and I were together.”

“I don’t see it that way. I would always
treat you with utmost respect.”

“I know you would.”

“I’d always be thoughtful and faithful to the
most attractive and perfect person in the world.”

“I believe every letter of each beautiful
word you have spoken.”

Craig bowed his head. “I understand what
you’re trying to say, but deep down inside me I know we were meant
to be together. I‘ll be waiting for the time you come knocking on
my door. My light will never be turned off for you.” He looked up,
leant forward and gave Amber a kiss on the cheek. He gave a short
sharp smile, stood and headed for the stairs.

Amber watched him go without moving or
uttering a word.

 


 


 



CHAPTER NINE

 


 


 


HALETON glanced at a newspaper that had been
carelessly left in a bus stop. He sat and read the date. “Thursday
15th September 2010. Not much has changed since the 18th century,”
he whispered looking about. “The expressions on the faces of people
going about their business were the same two-hundred years ago.
I’ve one more victim to find and then I’ll be free of this wretched
curse.”

A car drove slowly past and then the bus
stopped. The door rattled opened and the driver stared at
Haleton.

“You getting on?” the man snapped.

Haleton shook his head and started to read
the newspaper.

The driver stepped off the bus. Verbal
diarrhea flowed thick and fast like an English fog from the man’s
mouth.

Haleton slammed the newspaper onto the
ground, stood and stormed up to the bus door. “You Sir, have a
polluted mouth.”

“If you didn’t want me to stop, don’t sit in
the bus stop.” The driver clicked his fingers and chuckled. “Top
hat and tails without the top hat and gloves. Did your car break
down on the way to the masquerade party?”

Haleton’s growl was a terrifying low rumble
that lingered in the air long after the bus had travelled down the
road. “Nothing had changed in a man since the fifteen hundreds.
Only technology had improved. People’s attitudes were still the
same world over. Attack or be attacked. Kill or be killed.” He
looked skywards. “The moon is on the rise. The only difference to
the bright full moon shine is that the light it emits has weakened
due to the pollution content in the air. It’s now a dull red
ball.”

The echo of stiletto heels rang loud in his
ears. He swiveled his head to search for the exact location of the
noise as his eyeteeth grew long and sharp. Haleton slipped into the
bus shelter and, sitting on the top edge of the seat, waited
patiently for the next potential victim to arrive. He looked
relaxed, blending into the year.

The stilettos came slowly. He fidgeted in the
stagnant air. His next victim was closing in.

A young lady stopped to study the bus
timetable that had been screwed to a metal pole. Haleton inched
closer. He could smell her perfume as it wafted toward him. It was
a strong desirable scent. As he slid closer the young lady turned
and faced him. Her long blonde hair glistened in the net of light
from the over-head street lamp.

She flashed him two rows of perfectly formed
white teeth. He noticed her pupils were dancing. He surmised that
she had just been told of exciting news. For a heartbeat he
wondered what it was.

“Do you know what time the next bus
comes?”

The pitch and tone of her voice mesmerized
Haleton. He managed to stand, but couldn’t move his feet. The
thought of anything more than the next victim aroused his inner
man. He shook his head allowing the thought to slip away into the
night.

“Hello,” said the young lady. “Are you
alright?”

“I’m fine thank you.”

“Do you know what time the next bus is
due?”

“No, but I’m sure when it arrives the driver
wouldn’t dare to drive past without picking you up.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Such an attractive young lady shouldn’t be
walking about at a late hour as this. It’s not safe.”

“I had to go for a walk to get out of my
shoebox size apartment and right away from Craig. Do you know he
asked me to marry him? I’m sorry, of course you don’t. I’m Amber
Cantala.” She thrust her hand toward Haleton.

“I knew a Cantala once. Rose-a-lee was a
polite sweet little thing. She was a good wife, but her husband was
a stubborn mule. He forced her to work like a slave. What I would
have given to help her get away from the man. I told her once in
the secret garden at the castle wall that I’d take her to another
land. Maybe we could have discovered an island for just the two of
us? It would be a slow journey, but the reward in the end would’ve
been worth it. I tried to explain that she needed someone who would
treat her with all the love and devotion she deserved.” Haleton
looked Amber in the eyes. “She was a lot like you, clever to the
Maximum. She was a scientist and sure had the brains. It was a
shame she didn’t see me for what I was.”

Amber pulled her hand away and stared at the
man. “You’re not making any sense.”

“I apologize for rambling.”

“I accept. I have to confess and I don’t know
why, but I feel drawn to you.”

“I feel the same way.”

“Any ideas?” asked Amber.

“I can’t think of a single reason. The only
thing I can see is that in all the women I’ve come across you’d
have to be the sweetest sounding and the most appealing woman I’ve
ever laid eyes on.”

“I hear the words you are speaking, but
instead of listening to my mind that says I should be running, I
feel as though I should stay. It’s like I’m magnetized to you and I
really don’t know why?”

“I feel that I have known you all my
life.”

“You didn’t say your name,” said Amber.

“My name is William Haleton.” He extended his
hand.

They shook hands in a business-like
manner.

“That’s an old fashioned name.”

“You don’t like it?” said Haleton.

“I didn’t say that. Listen don’t take my
opinion the wrong way. As a matter of fact I think your name sounds
cute.”

Haleton knew deep down that the young lady
had never done anything illegal. He had to move on. The clock was
ticking. He had no time for idle chitchat. He held her hand like he
was holding a delicate flower made of glass. Though he was running
out of time there was something about the woman that intrigued him.
Was it her easy-going nature? Or was he being drawn to her?
Compelled to stay in her life? Maybe this was all part of the
curse. As he came close to ending it, love was trying to
triumph.

“I don’t mean to pry into your personal
affairs, Miss Cantala, but I have noticed that you’re clothes are
wet through.”

“I’ve never met a man that was so
polite.”

“Again I thank you for the compliment.”

“I asked my friend Craig to follow me to the
roof of the building where I live. I made him sit in the rain on a
seat built for two. I knew he had something on his mind and that he
was too shy to say. After a while I convinced him to talk.”

“He asked you to marry you.”

“Yes. Craig downed his knee in a puddle of
water and asked. I thought it was a lovely gesture, highly
romantic.”

“Did you say yes or no?”

Amber looked at Haleton portraying a coy
expression. “What do you think William?”

“I think you might have said no.”

“You’re right on the money,” said Amber.

“I think you’re a little tease.”

“I’m not.”

“Then why did you say no?”

A second bus rumbled to a stop and the single
door opened. Both Amber and Haleton entered, paid for the ticket
and walked to the second last row. Haleton closed his eyes. His
jugular vein surfaced and his face changed to red. He then sighed
heavily and the interior lights went out.

“Sorry folks the lights must have blown a
fuse. You’ll have to ride in the dark,” said the bus driver.

“You haven’t answered my question,” said
Haleton, turning his head and looking at Amber.

“I told Craig that out in the world somewhere
there is a Miss Right waiting for him.”

“Is there a Mr. Right out there for you?”
said Haleton.

Amber looked out of the window and whispered.
“I sure hope so.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER TEN

 


 


 


HALETON and Amber stepped off the bus ten
minutes from where they had met. He bid her a good night and
watched the girl walk off back the way they had travelled. She had
squealed when she had missed her bus stop by one hundred metres and
hurriedly pushed the stop button.

A black shadow moved slowly across the wall
of the building across the road. It was keeping pace with the young
lady as she walked with a purpose.

“He’s so predictable in shadowing the young
lady,” said Haleton. “I can almost hear his evil mind swinging into
action, and I can certainly hear his heart pounding in his chest.
The only thought he’s entertaining is that he wants her small bag,
take the few dollars and buy drugs. What’s different about this
year to any other year that has come and gone over the last
two-hundred years; nothing, nothing at all?”

A small wiry built man who had been shadowing
Amber was watching Haleton’s every move from across the busy
street.

The vampire blood raging through Haleton’s
body raced harder. The urge to protect the girl from the creep
across the street surged through his body. He hadn’t felt that
feeling for a long time. Was it possible he either loved the girl
already or was his body preparing him to be a mortal once again? He
had forgotten what both feelings were like. He shook his head and
forced both thoughts to be dismissed.

Haleton crossed the street and slipped into
synchronization with the man with the dancing shadow well aware the
whole scene was a trap.

“Who cares, I can’t die,” he mumbled. “The
words that were sworn to me when I was captured and given the
vampire blood still haunt me. Stay too long and the hunter will be
the hunted.”

For several seconds Haleton allowed his mind
to wander. How many more vampires roamed the earth? How successful
were Rose-a-lee Cantala and the council of four in turning mortal
humans into vampires? Would they ever meet? If they did would they
side with him or would they be his enemies?

Amber had picked up her walking pace and
turned down the darkening lane. The man with the dancing shadow
followed soon after.

The trap was set.

Haleton entered the lane and almost
immediately heard a flick-knife blade extend with a click. Why, if
the young robber only wanted to steal from the young woman did he
have murder on his mind? His vampire fangs slowly extended as he
leapt above his attacker like a flying fox. He clung to a down pipe
and viewed the scene below. The thug reeked and smelt of murder.
His gang members were closing in to watch.

Haleton decided to wait.

First came the taunt then as the circle
around the young woman tightened, five members of the gang jostled
each other waiting for the murderer to take the life of the woman
and extinguish her life flame.

That was when Haleton would react. He
couldn’t afford to intervene till he was sure she would be a
victim. The smell of freedom from the curse was growing steadily
stronger by the moment. One mistake and to start all over again was
in comprehendible.

“Girlie come closer to us,” said the stocky
leader of the gang. “We all want to smell the perfume that’s
clinging to every strand of hair on your pretty little head.”

“Stay away from me,” she screamed.

“You look cold and wet. Come closer and I’ll
help you to feel warm.”

“Correction, we’ll all help warm you,” said
one of the gang members stepping next to the leader.

He was punched in the shoulder and everyone
in the gang burst into laughter.

Amber’s eyes portrayed how she must have
felt. She was out of her mind with fear. Her eyes were protruding
to the point of bursting from their sockets. She hadn’t noticed her
rescuer slowly climbing down the wall.

“Come on over and have a good time,” jeered
the leader of the gang. “That’s why you’re here.

“Please, stay away. I have no money. Please,
I beg you, leave me be.” As she back stepped away from the group
she fell over a wooden pallet and hit the ground backside
first.

The gang members looked at each other and
grinned. They sprinted to and hovered over the young woman with
hearts that must have been ice-cold. They showed no remorse as they
laughed satanically. The leader held out his hand as if he was
willing to help the girl to her feet. She took his help and feebly
stood then looked to be on the verge of collapse.

Then Amber crumbled into a heap on the
ground.

The young woman was half carried and half
dragged to the lift in the nearest building. As the group waited
for the lift car to arrive they stroked her hair and grinned
cynically at each other.

“This thing will be a great trophy,” said the
biggest of the gang. “Come sun up, we’ll all be able to say the
tail end of the night more than made up for the boring start.”

The lift doors opened on the seventh floor.
The area was still being finished and small puddles of water pooled
the area. The group crossed to the glass-less windows and peered
over the edge. The up draft of wind ruffled the leader’s long mouse
coloured hair.

The shadow of a man followed their every
move. It was hungry for blood. The gang of youths placed the girl
prone, and face up in the dirt. Then one of the boys straddled her.
He squatted and tapped her cheeks. The young woman slowly opened
her eyes. Once she realized what they were up to a blood-curdling
scream flowed over her lips.

The whole gang grinned and jostled for
position waiting for their turn. The biggest youth was first.

“I think we should fight for the privilege of
being first,” said the weasel of a youth.

He was pushed to the ground and fell back
into a puddle of water. The rest of the group pointed at him and
laughed.

Haleton saw his cue, stepped from the shadows
and tapped the biggest youth on the shoulder. He turned and faced
the man.

“Where did you come from?” said the
leader.

“I think the skinny weasel had a valid point.
There should be an arm wrestle to see who has the right to be
first.”

The leader shoved a fist into the air. I was
elected leader of the gang, I go first.”

Haleton grabbed him by the collar and flung
him effortlessly through the air to the other side of the building.
Three other boys crumpled next to him. They resembled a pile of wet
disused rags. They slowly untangled themselves and started nursing
their broken bones and dislocated shoulders.

Haleton tapped the last youth on the
shoulder. The weasel turned and swung a white knuckled fist.
Haleton ducked and jumped back.

The youth seized the moment and dragged the
girl to the window by her hair. “You want a piece of me?”

“That could be arranged.”

“Can you catch the girl at the same time?”
The skinny whippet of a man gave a satanic laugh.

“I doubt you have the strength to lift the
girl into the air or brave enough to push her over the edge.”

“I’ll prove to everyone that I’m the best one
who should govern the gang. The death of this girl will clench the
deal.”

Amber started to wriggle free of his grip and
slapped the lad across the face. He pushed hard against her
shoulders. She over balanced and stared through fear filled eyes at
the ground. Clinging to the top edge of the building with a white
knuckled grip she screamed at the top of her lungs. The lad readied
himself for the fatal push.

“Are you sure you want to go that far? Your
fellow gang members are hobbling over,” said Haleton.

“Don’t kill the girl,” said the biggest gang
member.

“You said it would be fun,” said the lad.

“I was wrong. She doesn’t deserve to
die.”

The skinny youth glared at the team leader.
He yelled something indescribable and pushed the woman out of the
window.

In the time it takes lightning to fork across
the sky, Haleton had dived out of the window and had caught the
woman by the ankle. He jerked her back and held her firmly in his
arm.

The ground was coming up fast. Haleton
reached out his hand and grabbed hold of the second floor window
ledge. He didn’t grimace at the super human effort and, using his
head, easily shattered the glass window. He jumped through the
square hole and gently stroked the woman’s cheek. He pushed her wet
hair from her face and looked her in the eyes.

He was captivated by the colour of her skin.
The jugular vein on the side of her neck protruded slightly. His
fangs started to descend. He had to fight the urge to have a bite.
He shook his head violently back and forth trying to rid himself of
the torment. His lips brushed her neck. He could smell the blood
flowing through her body. He gently placed the girl on the concrete
floor and stood.

He hovered over her like the other man. He
inhaled deeply, turned and walked away.

The girl opened her eyes and stared. “Where
did you drop from?”

Haleton froze in his footsteps and faced the
innocent girl. He spoke in a deep sincere voice. The tone was
sharp, calm and pleasant to the ears. The sound sat on the hypnotic
side of pleasure. “From the sky,” he said.

“Are you insane?”

“No.”

The molester sprinted down the make shift
stairs and pointed to Haleton. “Leave, you’re not welcome at this
two-some party.”

Haleton looked the man in the eyes. “I
believe it is you who should leave while you are still breathing.”
He knew far too well that he should have been the one to leave, but
there was something about the girl that forced him to stay. Was it
the sweet smell of her blood that triggered off a memory that had
long been buried” Or was it the curse? He had to find out once and
for all.

Sirens grew louder. Blue and red flashing
lights flooded the area. The walls of the partially completed
building looked like disco lights that had flooded the fashionable
1970’s era. Haleton smirked and gave the man his undivided
attention. His fingers beckoned the lad closer as if taunting him
into attacking.

The lad showed off a flick knife. Its blade
glistened in the dancing police lights. “Come this way and I’ll cut
you in half.”

The woman opened her eyes to full extent and
screamed. She staggered to her feet and showed guts by stepping
between the two men. “Stay away Mitch.”

The man with the flick knife grinned. “Lucky
for you I’m a nice bloke.”

“Do you know this creep?” said Haleton.

“Sadly, yes. He was a good kid not such a
long time ago. That was before he joined the gang.”

“We are a good batch of blokes. We rid the
streets of bad dudes like this one,” said Mitch, pointing the flick
knife at Haleton.

“You terrorized a young lady and then threw
her off the seventh floor.”

“I didn’t want to see her hurt All I wanted
was the gang to accept me.”

“The death of an innocent woman is a strange
way of showing how much you care.” said Haleton.

“I’ve have had enough of seeing your ugly
face. Do yourself a favour and get out of the area. Go join your
fancy dress party,” snapped Mitch.

“If I thought that was at all humorous I’d
laugh.” Haleton let a deep-throated growl slip. It seemed to rumble
around the area for an eternity. “If I gave you my worst you’d be
dead.”

“Mighty big words,” said Mitch.

“You look as though you wouldn’t give a
second thought if the young lady was hurt or had died.”

“Disappear old man or I’ll cut you.”

“That’s not possible, but if it makes you
feel better, or happy? Take your best shot.”

The middle to late teen young man pulled a
small handgun from his back pocket and pointed at Haleton. “Who’s
the scared one now? Old man I’ll give you three seconds to drop to
your knees and start to convince me you’re a defeated foe or I’ll
deliver a bullet to your heart.”

“Hey man this ain’t part of the gang deal we
live by,” shouted one of the gang members. Clutching his right arm
with his left hand he nodded at the gun. “Cough up the revolver.
You know the rules of the leader, no guns.”

Mitch glared at him and sidestepped away. The
other members ran off leaving only one.

“Mitch, put the gun down. Murder ain’t worth
it,” said the leader who was sitting on the floor and leaning
against the wall. If I could walk I’d come over and break your nose
with my fist.”

“Jake, you can be a chicken too and go join
the others,” spat Mitch. “This old dude is going feet first out of
the window.”

Amber screamed as police spread out across
the un-finished second floor.

“Every-one freeze,” growled the biggest cop.
“You, with the gun, don’t be a hero, put the weapon on the ground
nice and slow and step away.”

Mitch arced up. “That man attacked my
girlfriend.”

“Son, put the gun on the floor, I won’t tell
you again.”

“If I do as you ask then this old man is
likely to break my neck.”

“He won’t move. I’ve got you covered.”

Mitch started to sway. He steadied the gun
and pointed it directly at Haleton’s heart.

“I’d do as you were told.”

“Shut up. I need to think,” spat Mitch.

The leader of the gang slid along the wall.
He spied a big cop shaking his head. “Mitch, do as the cop
said.”

Haleton raised his hands and slowly stepped
backwards.

“That’s as close to the window as you get. I
want you and hero boy lying on the ground,” said the cop.

“Drop to your knees or I’ll give it to you
right here and now,” snapped Mitch. “This is your last warning.” He
clicked the revolver’s safety off and was poised to fire. He
smirked. “You’ve got guts mate. You don’t even look nervous.”

“Amber, don’t be afraid,” said Haleton. “I’ll
protect you come what may.”

“I don’t feel good,” she whispered back. “It
must be the shock.”

“You can’t protect anyone,” yelled Mitch.
“Look around the place, I hold all the marbles. If you can’t
understand what that means take a long hard look at the barrel of
my gun. The bullet in the chamber has your name on it.”

“Son, don’t be a fool, put the gun down,”
said a closest uniformed cop. He looked poised and more than ready
to fire his weapon in a heartbeat.

Haleton remained in a standing position
square to Mitch. He knew he could easily over power the young man,
but there were too many uniformed witnesses. By the time he got
through with the explanation the cops would have had him committed
to the insane institution wearing a straight jacket.

Mitch’s smirk widened. His wrist was locked
and steady. Then he pulled the trigger. The bullet struck and
wedged in Haleton’s heart. He closed his eyes and fell back against
the wall. He ended in a sitting position with his head resting on
his chest.

Amber screamed and fainted.

Two police charged at Mitch and wrestled him
to the ground. He was quickly handcuffed, dragged to his feet and
escorted from the building.

“The ambulance and the coroner have been
called,” said a rookie cop, viewing the gruesome scene. “The rest
of the gang members have been handcuffed, but I don’t think an
interview at the moment is possible, they’re all in shock.”

The Sergeant in charge of the group turned
his attention to the young woman. He gently tapped her on the cheek
several times. “Miss, what’s your name?”

The girl was staring at nothing in
particular. Then she slowly swiveled her head and looked at Haleton
slumped against the wall. Her statement was a mere whisper. “I
don’t understand.”

“What don’t you understand?” asked the
cop.

“I don’t understand,” she said again.

The Sergeant stood as the ambulance boys
trotted over. They gave the girl a cursory check and then bundled
her onto a wheeled trolley.

“She seems out of it, we’ll take her to the
hospital,” said the driver of the ambulance.

The Sergeant nodded and paced the floor. He
waited for the lift doors to close before lighting a cigarette. He
walked over to Haleton and shook his head. “Poor fella, I have an
inkling that he was trying to help the girl. I believe he could’ve
been innocent as all heck.”

The rookie cop wandered over and folded his
arms across his chest. The coroner will be here in a minute. Then
he’ll take the trash to the morgue.”

“Don’t you have anything better to do?” said
the Sergeant. He finished his cigarette and blew smoke into the
face of the rookie then threw the butt on the concrete floor next
to Haleton.

“No I don’t.”

“Find something to do.”

The rookie scooted off to the lift and busied
himself writing the report. Haleton opened his eyes and lifted his
head.

“Sergeant, which hospital was the young woman
taken to?”

The cop swiveled his head. His eyes almost
popped as they protruded out of their eye sockets to full distance.
His mouth opened, but his words were drowned in the gargle of his
saliva.

Haleton stood and looked the cop eye to eye.
“I don’t mean to shock you, but I must know if she’s alright. Which
hospital was the girl taken to?”

“Don’t twitch a muscle. Arrest this man,”
yelled the Sergeant. He pulled his gun and pointed it directly at
Haleton’s chest.

“I’m fine thanks, which hospital was Amber
taken to? And in which direction is the building?”

The rookie cop looked over his shoulder and
was frozen where he stood. “How can this be? The man had a gun-shot
to the heart.”

A brave cop stepped forward. He nodded at the
Sergeant and then handcuffed Haleton at speed.

The Sergeant said as he housed his gun. “We
need to have a chat down at the police station.”

“What sort of chat?”

“It’s a chat to explain the magical trick on
how the bullet bounced off your chest?”

“The bullet missed,” said Haleton. “He wasn’t
such a good shot.”

The Sergeant grabbed hold of his shirt and
pulled at the hole directly over his heart. “Do you want to change
your story?”

“First thing that needs explaining is why you
didn’t answer my question?”

“Quit talking or things will grow steadily
worse for you. Faking a fatal gun-shot wound is a serious
offence.”

“What about the answer to my question?”

“I don’t recall you saying anything.”

Haleton rolled his eyes. “I asked you where
they took Amber Cantala.”

“Who?”

“The young woman the ambulance had taken to
hospital.”

“She must have slipped away when all the
commotion erupted. Take this hero away,” spat the Sergeant reaching
for another cigarette. “I’ll be at police headquarters soon after
you arrive. I’m sure we’ll get to the bottom of this mess one way
or the other.”

 


 


 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


 


 


HALETON was marched down a short corridor
that had four doors, two on each side. He was herded into the first
room and shown a chair with the aid of a jab to the left shoulder
blade. Sitting opposite him was a detective that looked like he
wasn’t in the mood.

“Have you had a rough day? Haleton asked.

“The cop snorted, extracted a cigarette and
lit the end. “I suppose you want one?”

“No thanks. Smoking is bad for one’s
health.”

The cop snorted again and cleared his throat.
“What’s your game?”

“I’m not playing a game.”

“Playing dead is an offence.”

“Is it?”

“You might as well quit wasting my time,
admit your guilt and then we can move forward. The Sergeant will be
here in five minutes and he won’t be as nice to you as me.”

“I apologize,” said Haleton.

“What for? Speak up I want the recording to
be crystal clear.”

“I’m sorry for faking my death.”

“What’s your name?”

“I’ve been called lots of names over the
years. Which one would you like?”

“The name that was originally recorded on
your birth certificate, it’s the one your mother gave you.”

“William Haleton.”

“Middle name?” he said in a droll voice.

“I don’t have one.”

“Let’s say I believe you. What are some of
the other names you go by?”

“Is there a need to know them?”

“I might want to cross match any other name’s
with the computer.”

“I’ve been known as the Hunter; Vamps; Hunter
of the night; Hunter by day shadow by night; the man who never
sleeps or eats.”

The cop signaled a stop. “Let’s back track.
You say you’re a hunter.”

“Correct.”

“What do you hunt?”

“I can see where this is leading and you
wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” Haleton leaned forward and gave
the cop the handcuffs that had been securely fastened around both
his wrists. “They’re a present. The cuffs were digging into my
flesh. Let’s move onto more exciting questions like, where did the
ambulance take Amber Cantala?”

“The hospital I guess,” said the cop.

“Which one?”

“The hospital that’s closest to the building
where we picked her up. What’s the goss on the attack?”

“I was in the right place at the right
time.”

“I’d say wrong place at the wrong time,” said
the cop. Tell me something. What is the girl to you?”

Haleton shook his head. “She’s nobody
special.”

“Then why are you so interested in the young
lady?”

“She has an aura around her.”

The cop reached into his pocket, extracted
another cigarette and lit the end. He inhaled then puffed smoke
into the air. “Tell me something intelligent,” he said leaning back
on his chair.

“Like what?”

“Like what is she to you?”

“I told you, she’s nobody special.”

“Why are you dressed in a seventeen hundred
era costume? Had you and this girl been to a fancy dress party? Is
that where you met?”

“Nothing could be further from the
truth.”

“I’ll give you a few minutes alone to think
through your answers. I’m sure when I return with the Sergeant your
story will have changed. Keep this warning in mind. If your answers
stay the same there’s going to be a lot of trouble.”

The cop stood, glared at Haleton and then
headed for the door.

“Please, all I need from you is the name of
the hospital.”

“Don’t go away. I’ll be right back.”

“I won’t be here when you return.”

The cop chuckled, opened the door, walked
down the corridor and stepped into the anti-room. “Lock the door to
interview room one and stand guard. I don’t want anyone in or out
of that door except me or the Sergeant.”

The rookie cop nodded, walked the short
distance to the door and locked it. He stood at attention facing
the corridor.

Haleton slowly walked to the small barred
window. He leaned forward and allowed the first rays of the new day
to cover his face. In seconds his body was a shadow and he easily
drifted through the bars into the outside world.
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AS a shadow, Haleton headed for an overpass
not far from the cop shop. In the shade of the bridge he
materialized. He spied a pair of male joggers. He waited patiently
for them to draw closer. His heart started to race faster than they
were jogging. He knew his time was short in the year 2010 and that
the next victim had to be soon.

The pair closed in on the bridge. Haleton
called out as they approached.

“Do either of you know where the nearest
hospital is?”

Both men produced an annoyed look and
stopped. One kept jogging on the spot while the other gave cursory
directions.

“Down this road, turn left at the third
corner and follow the road. It’s the five-storey building directly
ahead.”

“How long would it take to walk there?”
Haleton asked.

“We could jog there in nine minutes. By the
look of you I’d say you’d get half way and need an ambulance. Have
you come from a fancy dress party?”

Haleton shook his head, gave a cursory wave
and watched the men jog off. They were laughing quietly as the gap
between them and the bridge widened.

Haleton’s vampire blood almost had the better
of him. He started to run after the men, but the bright sunlight
had him floating over the ground. He turned and headed toward the
hospital.

Being a shadow had its advantages, he
thought, as he made a beeline for the building. Inside a minute he
had the hospital in view.

Haleton stopped to survey the area and spied
a small truck being driven through a gate. “A local delivery,
perfect,” he whispered.

He clung to the back of the truck and entered
through the kitchen. He materialized as he walked through the heavy
plastic doors. A lift at the other end shrilled a bell and the
doors opened. Haleton greeted the female kitchen hand and entered
the lift car. He pressed the ground floor button. In the time it
takes the doors to close he knew the woman was gob smacked at his
strange old-fashioned attire. He gave her a sharp nod and a warm
grin.

The hospital’s general enquiries area was
like a grand-ballroom filled to capacity with people all talking
above each other to be heard. The receptionist looked to be on the
verge of a headache. Haleton looked at each of the overhead lights
in turn and waited for each one to pop, creating a dark net
directly under each light fixture. He stepped to the small glass
window above the counter and stared at the woman massaging her
temples.

“My name is William. A young woman was
brought in by ambulance not too long ago,” he started. “She’s
blonde, about nineteen at a guess. Is there any chance that you
might be able to locate her?”

“Sir, I need a name.”

“Yes of course you do, but I don’t know it.”
Haleton was lying through his teeth and hoped he sounded genuine in
the misleading information. He didn’t need the cops arriving and
throw a panic into the mix. He didn’t care too much over the ruckus
that would develop; he only cared how much time would be
wasted.

“Sir, please step aside. When you remember
the girl’s name come back.”

“I don’t want to be any trouble, but surely
you could look up the new arrivals?”

“Mister, don’t give me any grief.”

“Haleton, William Haleton.”

“Look, Sir, I’m having a bad day. It’s bedlam
in here. Come back when you discover her name.”

“Her last name is Shine. Amanda Shine,” he
lied.

“Now you remember?”

Haleton faked a smile and read the new
arrival sheet upside down. He was grateful that the names on the
sheet had been typed in alphabetical order.

“According to this sheet I don’t have anyone
by that name. Maybe she was sent to another hospital.”

Haleton said as gently as he could. “Please,
if you could check again I’d be most grateful.”

The woman sighed and ran her fingers down the
ten or so new patients.

Haleton found Amber’s name and read the room
number.

“Nope, sorry. Next.”

“Thanks for your time,” said Haleton and
walked off towards the lifts. He entered and pressed the second
floor button.

“Room twenty-two is at the end of the
corridor,” said a woman who reeked of authority. She was sitting
behind a computer at the nurse’s station. “I’m sure the young lady
would like a visitor. You’re the first.”

Haleton bid her a good day and, as he
strolled down the brightly lit corridor every overhead light blew
and went out, shrouding the corridor in darkness. Each door he
passed he heard gasps and whispered screams from doctors and
nurses. He didn’t have to look to know that they were madly
searching in draws for torches.

Haleton stood at the doorway that led into
room twenty-two. The room was bright from the sunlight streaming in
through the wall to ceiling window and the over-head fluorescent
lights. He stepped through the door and dematerialized into a
shadow. As silent as smoke rising into the air he slowly floated
along the wall and past the sleeping woman in the bed.

In the shadow of the heavy window curtains he
materialized and pulled the drawstring that closed the curtain.

The room plunged into semi darkness.

Haleton slipped his hand into his coat pocket
and looked at the overhead light. The fluorescent tube was
extinguished.

The room was midnight black. He stepped to
the foot of the bed and stared at the sleeping woman. He could feel
pangs of a warm feeling starting to surge through his body. He
frowned at the thoughts. Haleton then stepped to the side of the
bed and studied her face. He could smell her sweet blood being
pumped through her veins by a healthy strong heart. Already his
mind was slipping into fantasy thoughts of how the red liquid would
taste. He fought hard to control the urge.

The woman stirred and then she opened her
eyes.

Haleton, not wanting to alarm Amber said in a
gentle tone. “Hi there young lady, it’s about time you woke. Don’t
be nervous I’m a friend.”

“William, I saw you shot. If you’re not a
ghost how come you aren’t dead?”

“It takes a while to explain. Can I say at
this time that he missed?”

“I’m not sure I believe you or ever
will.”

“I’ll explain everything at a later
date.”

“I think you should leave. Why is it dark in
here?”

“The lights seemed to have gone out,” said
Haleton innocently.

“I’d like to see the daylight. Would you mind
opening the curtains?”

“Please, take no offence when I say I’d like
to keep them closed for now.”

“You’re a strange man, but something is
definitely drawing me to you. It’s hard to explain. It’s like I
know I should be afraid to talk to you, but at the same time I feel
as though you are a friend and that I can trust you with my
life.”

“Thank you for the compliment.” Haleton
looked at the door. “Someone is coming. I have to leave.”

“Do you have to?”

Yes, it’s important that I do. Like I said
before we’ll catch up again.” He produced a long stem flower that
had been hidden in his coat and placed it on the bed at Amber’s
fingertips.

She picked it up and breathed its sweet
perfumed aroma. “A red rose. Thank you. It’s the biggest flower
I’ve ever seen.”

Haleton stepped forward, reached for her
hand and kissed her knuckles. “It’s a blood red rose.”

A ruckus outside the door interrupted the
moment. Haleton was at the window in a heartbeat. He faced the
young girl and knew in his heart that he didn’t want to leave. The
vampire urges were definitely slowing. They were being replaced by
feelings of love and compassion. Both were his traits that he
valued and kept guard so he would never forget who he was.

Haleton tilted his head slightly towards the
girl. She responded by angling her eyebrows to a point. Her lips
parted. It was as though she was about to suggest that he not go,
but the ruckus outside the door forced him to flee. “Till we meet
again?” he whispered.

Haleton opened the long block out curtains.
Sunlight filled the room. Then in a blink of an eye he was
gone.

The door opened and a nurse stepped in.
“There’s nothing to be alarmed about. The maintenance man is on
site and has said that the lights will be on soon. How are you
feeling Miss Cantala?”

“I’m fine.”

“The doctor will be here shortly. If he says
you can go then I’ll arrange the discharge papers. It’ll probably
be dark by the time you can leave. Is there anyone I can call to
pick you up?”

“No I’ll be fine. Besides, the man that was
just here, I believe, will be waiting for me when I walk
outside.”

“I didn’t see anyone.”

“He was standing at the curtains right before
you entered the room.”

The nurse walked to the window and fully
opened the heavy curtains. She looked outside at the warm sunlight
then turned to face Amber. She gave her usual doubtful look.

“I must have dreamt the whole thing.”

“I’m positive you did,” said the nurse. “If
there isn’t anything you require I’ll go and finish my rounds.”

“No. I’m sure I can manage,” said Amber.

The nurse gave a sharp nod and walked out of
the room.
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A black shadow peeled away from the doorway
as a big man walked past the shop window packed full of home-wares.
The shadow almost immediately mimicked the big man’s movements and
blended in with his shadow. They crossed the street together and
then they walked up to and entered the train station. The big man
was totally unaware of what was shadowing him as he stepped onto a
travelator and descended to the floor below the road. He stood
staring at nothing as he waited for the next train to arrive.

Haleton materialized behind the man and
joined in on the wait.

The train screeched to a stop. The man and
Haleton boarded. They sat opposite each other. Haleton watched the
man start to read a horror paperback novel.

The train doors closed with a bang and
quickly picked up speed then the carriage they were sitting in
started to sway from side to side. The big man glanced up and
housed the novel back into the side pocket of his brown leather
carry case. To hide his face he extracted the afternoon edition
newspaper.

Haleton read the date on the front page and
smirked at the centuries since his incarceration. Deep down he
decided not much had changed. People might look and sound
different, but they were all the same no matter which country he
happened to be in.

“Are you right mate?”

Haleton looked into the eyes of the young
Australian teenager and smirked. “I’m right. I’m burning up
time.”

“You look a little seedy. I hope you don’t
chuck. The smell in a sealed train carriage ain’t good.”

“I don’t travel on trains very often. I’m
okay, thank you for caring.”

“I don’t care at all mate, I just don’t want
to smell vomit for the next fifteen minutes.”

Haleton faked a smile and went back to
reading the newspaper from across the floor. The big man was now
reading page five.

The train slowed and he decided to abscond.
The concrete platform was crowded with commuters and he had to push
his way through the sea of faces to the station’s only exit.

The train ride back to the hospital was
uneventful.

Haleton checked the train platform. Seeing no
one, he sprinted at lightning speed. He turned the corner and
viewed the hospital. All up the run took him thirty seconds. At the
main entrance to the hospital he portrayed a person who was neither
in a hurry or flustered at having to wait. He leaned against the
concrete wall and waited for Amber to walk outside.

His wait wasn’t long.

He watched her look around. She checked her
watch and with the shrug of her shoulder bounced down the steps and
headed for the train station.

The sun had almost lost its shine and warmth
as it sunk slowly into the west.

“Yes,” mumbled Haleton. “People hadn’t
changed at all. They were so predictable.” He wished he had set his
watch to have a silent bet with himself how long it would be before
Amber was in trouble again.

Haleton shadowed the girl as she walked. He
watched her purchase a train ticket and he stood behind her as she
waited for the train. He was that close he could smell the faint
perfume that she had placed on her neck hours earlier. He could
smell the shampoo she had used the last time she had washed her
hair and her sweet blood as it was being pumped through her body.
It had a tantalizing effect on him. And he could also smell the
hospital. He scrunched his nose at the ugly sterile scent.

Amber entered the carriage closest to the
engine. Haleton entered at the other end. From the last seat at the
furthest point in the carriage Haleton sat watching the girl. Every
couple of minutes she looked around as if she knew someone was
watching then she’d bow her head and close her eyes.

Haleton walked the length of the carriage and
hovered over the girl. He cleared his throat to announce his
presence. “Hi there, we meet again.”

Amber opened her eyes and looked up.
“William, hi, I thought you would have been waiting for me at the
hospital.”

“I was waiting. I see you’re carrying the red
rose I gave you.”

“A blood red rose,” she correct with a slight
hint of a giggle.

“Yes you’re right,” said Haleton. “May I have
your permission to sit next to you?”

The girl palmed her hand at the next seat and
smiled as he sat. “It was nice of you to give me the flower.”

“Thank you for accepting it.”

“Tell me, if you were waiting for me at the
hospital why didn’t you show?”

“The last of the day’s sun light had yet to
fade.”

“That sounds too much like a riddle. I’m
tired and I haven’t the strength to figure it out. Do you want to
enlighten me?”

“Not at this moment in time, but before you
anger, I will explain everything to you.”

“Good. Start confessing.”

“Not here where people could listen in. You
deserve a nice quiet place. It’ll help you to absorb all the
information.”

Haleton fell into a trance, as he looked the
girl in the eyes. He was cast back to the hospital room. Standing
at the foot of her bed, in the dark, smelling her sweet blood as
her heart pumped the scent around her body. He did all he could to
stop himself from lunging at the woman as he sat next to her in a
rigid posture. It was hard, but he had to control himself. If he
took her life he’d never be free of the wretched curse, or for that
matter, fall in love with possibly the only woman he might ever
feel connected to. He was so close to freedom he did not want to
make a fatal mistake. Time was fast running out. He had to find the
last remaining kill.

“What are you thinking about?”

Haleton looked at the girl with a faraway
look. He started his explanation with a friendly smirk. “Giving you
the red rose was no bother.”

“You have a strange opening line to a
confession.”

“I’m not sure where to start.” Haleton looked
up and down the entire length of the carriage. They were alone. The
remaining ten commuters had left the train at the last stop. As he
sat looking deep into Amber’s brown eyes he could hear her heart
starting to pound that bit faster. Was it possible she had feelings
for him?

“Thanks for visiting me in the hospital.”

“Again it was no bother.”

The girl’s eyebrows angled to a point. “How
is it possible that you’re alive when I saw the hole in your shirt
that was made from the bullet? It was a perfect shot to the heart.
I don’t want to blow my own trumpet, but within my first five
minutes of medical studies, I discovered that when shot in the
heart; you die.”

Haleton looked over her shoulder at the
scenery whizzing past the train. It was all a blur. “I have yet to
mention that your name matches your pretty face.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” said Amber,
her cheeks instantly flushing red.

“I apologize I didn’t mean to embarrass
you.”

“I can sense you’re skirting the question I
just asked.”

“That’s all part of my explanation that is
forth coming.”

“When you choose how to relay your
explanation I’d like you to add how you saved me from the fall I
had hours earlier?”

“It was no mean trick.”

He girl had doubt written all over her face.
“Are you a magician that preys on young ladies?”

“No, I’m not a magician and I certainly don’t
prey on pretty girls.”

“Then explain it all to me and be quick about
it.”

Haleton sighed. “This isn’t the ideal place
to talk, but seeing how we are alone I think I owe you at least
partial explanation.”

The girl sat crossed legged and was nodding
slowly. She pursed her lips and folded her arms about her waist.
“I’m waiting. It had better be good and believable. If your story
isn’t then we’ll never see each other again.”

Haleton faked a smirk then his face took on
an ice-cold expression. “I knew before I dived out of the window
after you that there was scaffolding directly underneath. I caught
you just in time.”

“I’m not sure if that washes, but it will do
for now.”

“That bloke who attacked you was he your
boyfriend?” asked Haleton.

“He’s my ex-boyfriend. I told him and warned
him for weeks that I never wanted to see him again. He’s so
obsessive it’s not a joking matter anymore. I can’t go anywhere or
do anything without him spying on me.”

“If nothing else I’m glad to have helped you
on that score. I don’t think he’ll be of much trouble again.”

The train pulled into a station and jolted to
a stop. Five mid to late male teenagers full of testosterone
boarded and stared at the girl. One brave lad walked over and sat
opposite.

“Nice night,” he said.

Haleton didn’t comment.

“I said it was a nice night,” snapped the
lad, as his mates joined him.

“We don’t want trouble,” said Amber.

The group snickered and stood as one. “Girl
you smell very nice. Let’s all walk to the other end of the
carriage and have a good time.”

Haleton stood and faced the group.

“You look as though you’re looking for a
fight,” said the first boy, curling his fists.

“What’s your name son?”

“I’m not your son, so shove off. I want a
piece of the girl and I’m going to get me some action.”

“I’d repeat my question, but I reckon you
won’t answer. You’re looking for a fight and you won’t stop until
you find it.”

“You got that in one, old buddy.”

“My name’s Haleton.”

“Name’s Lion,” spat the boy.

“I suggest you and your friends should leave
this carriage at the next stop,” said Haleton.

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

“Who’s going to make us?”

“Lion, I’ll be the one.”

The girl shrunk back as far as she could and
looked terrified at the inevitable fight. Lion produced a
pocket-sized knife as the train rumbled to a stop at the next
station.

Haleton smirked and set to work. He moved at
lightning speed. None of the boys knew where he was in any one
second and, as the door to the carriage opened, each member of the
gang were found sprawled on top of the other on the concrete
platform five metres from the train’s door. They were all moaning
from bruises and sore ribs, to sprained ankles and concrete gravel
on their knees.

The train door closed and with a jolt the
train moved away from the station leaving Amber to stare wide eyed
at the man who had single handed defeated five louts.
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HALETON turned to the girl. He noticed that
she was slumped like a blob of jelly on the seat. She was staring
at him through bulging eyes. Her arms were hanging loose by her
sides and her hands were palm up and laying limp on the seat. He
strolled over and extended his hand so that his fingers were
touching her arm. “We need to talk.”

“Get away from me.” She pulled her arm free
and pushed her shoulder blades further into the back of the
seat.”

“Please, we have to talk.”

“I’m through with talking. Leave me alone.”
Her voice was dry and hostile.

“Amber, whatever you’re thinking it’s
wrong.”

“You don’t have a clue what I’m
thinking?”

"I can guess.”

“I don’t care to ever want to see you again.
At the next station I’m getting off the train, and you won’t.”

“I’m someone you can trust,” said Haleton as
soothing as he could.

“I doubt that,” she snapped.

“Please, you asked for an explanation. I
think you owe me five minutes to explain.”

“Who are you?”

“I’d like to answer that, but you need to
have an open mind.”

Amber started to tremble. As her face drained
of colour she pulled her knees up to her chin and hid her head
behind her legs. Haleton knew the meaning of her white face. Maybe
that was for the good, he thought. Maybe if he pushed that little
bit harder she would slip into the dark world of her mind. That
would make his job that much easier.

He leant forward and stared deep into her
eyes. He had to fight the urge to bite and feast on her sweet
smelling blood that was pulsating through her veins. He could hear
her heart as it pounded out of control inside her chest. It was a
melody that had the perfect pitch. It stirred and quickened his
entire body to the core. It had been too long since he had held a
woman in a loving embrace. He couldn’t wait for his killing days to
be over. He thought back to the time when he was forced to consume
the vampire blood and the feeling of helplessness as he waited for
the mosquito to bite into his flesh.

It was an insane curse. One he was forced to
endure whether he liked it or not. Maybe that was the idea the
council of four had? Why had they not listened to his pleas of
clemency, of his innocence? If he was unfortunate enough to have
his path cross with Alex Crompton he would certainly stand up to
the man. He wanted to fight him and kill the man for what he made
him put up with. All the centuries he had wandered the planet, and
country after countless countries watching the continents being
discovered, and then the inevitable world wars, and the fame and
fortune of the rich as they made their millions, only to lose the
lot in the great depression of the 1930’s. The world had never
changed. Man’s nature was barbaric to the bone. To top all that he
had lived three lifetimes of long lonely nights without a woman in
his arms. It was too much to bear. He certainly needed that special
someone he could hold and love and cherish for the rest of his
days.

Amber’s eyes were glassy. They rolled back
and her mind slipped into darkness. Haleton scooped her up like a
rag doll and headed for the doorway.

“Is the girl okay?” asked a young railway
employee as Haleton stepped from the train at the next station. He
barred his vampire teeth and growled.

The young man raised his hands and backed
away.

Haleton easily jumped the two-metre high wire
fence and bolted like lightning to the nearest building. He counted
the floors to the top. There were thirty. He smirked and, griping
the girl around the waist, jumped, and then ran vertically up the
outside wall to the roof.

The whole exercise took less than ten
seconds. He gently sat Amber on the concrete roof, placed her back
and shoulders against the low wall and peered over the side. The
cars and people walking past the building hadn’t noticed the stunt.
They looked like ants that he could squash with his fingers. He
portrayed an-all knowing look and squatted next to the girl.

Amber started to stir. Haleton swiveled his
head and gazed across the rooftop. He knew he was hopelessly in
love with the girl, but didn’t want the feeling to betray him too
early. He had to tread on eggshells. To explain his past life would
un-nerve the girl and take her to the edge of the cliff face in her
mind. He didn’t want her to jump into a world full of doubt and
void of all light. A person’s mind was a powerful tool. One minute
you could be sane, and in seconds through devastating shocks a
person could be thrust into an insane imaginative world with no
hope of a pardon.

Haleton shook his head. “This would never
work,” he whispered. “How and why could she ever love him? He
walked to the other side of the building and growled. “I hate this
curse. All I want is to find a way to love and be loved.” He looked
to the heavens. For several seconds he paused. Then he shouted.
“Hey, the being that says he is God of all creation, is it too much
to ask that I’d be freed from this wretched curse? If you’re real
you’ll do what I ask. Thanks for listening.”

Amber opened her eyes and slowly rose to a
standing position. As she looked about the building’s rooftop she
leaned against the low wall. Looking over the edge of the building
to the road below, her eyebrows angled to a point. When she spoke
her voice was a feeble whisper that was almost void of breath.

“William, if you’re near-by where is your
hiding place?”

Haleton stepped from behind a large
air-conditioning unit, walked over and faced the young woman square
on.

“The last thing I remember is sitting on the
train and you were fighting those boys.”

“I was protecting you. Every cell in my body
wants you to feel safe. I must emphasize that if you’re with me you
will never be harmed. That is my vow and promise.”

“That’s a big promise.”

“It is one I intend to keep. I will never
fail to live up to that promise.” He smiled a warm friendly grin
that he hoped would melt her heart and move logic to one side. He
had discovered a single chance to start to explain his life. He
caressed the chance. Failing was not an option. He couldn’t afford
to let the woman he had fallen in love with slip through his
fingers.

Amber looked the man in the eyes. He had
backed out of arm’s reach. “You seem to be always in my line of
sight. I remember you saying that you wanted to talk. I don’t know
whether to yell at you, thank you for your interference at stopping
a horrid crime or to scream at you so you will leave.”

Haleton stepped closer and sat on the roof’s
sidewall facing the girl. “First and foremost I need you to
understand that I mean you no harm.”

“You keep saying that it’s your solemn vow to
keep me safe.”

“Thank you for understanding.”

“I’m not sure what I need to understand? I
think to satisfy my mind I want you to stay away. Go over there.”
Amber was pointing to a seat three metres away.

“As you so desire,” said Haleton standing. He
jumped to his feet, crossed the roof and sat on the seat. He looked
the girl between her eyes. “If you don’t mind me saying, if you
remember the train incident so clearly, you will realize the
distance between us is nothing. I might as well be holding your
hand.”

“That’s not an option. Stay away.”

“I’d like to have that chat now.”

“You sat next to me on the train and said the
same thing.”

“I thought this rooftop would be a perfect
place to talk?” said Haleton.

“Did you bring me here on your own?”

“Yes.”

“How did I get here?

“At the moment that’s not important.”

“Mister, it mightn’t be important to you, but
it is to me.”

“I’m concerned that when I tell you
everything I will never see you again.”

“You might be right. Did you pick the roof of
a building to keep me a prisoner?”

“No. You are free to leave at anytime. I
won’t ever stop you. It’s your choice.”

“Are you an alien from another planet?”

Haleton chuckled. “No nothing like that. I
don’t believe in life on another planet.”

Amber sighed and seemed to relax slightly.
“If you’re out to please me I need you to swap places. The seat
looks more comfortable than leaning on the edge of a concrete
wall.”

The pair traded places. Amber crossed her
arms and stared at Haleton with a melting expression.

“Is that a sign that I can be by your
side?”

“I’m not willing to be that friendly. How did
I get here?” said Amber.

“You’ve asked that question?”

“You didn’t answer me.”

“I suppose the explanation is inevitable.
Whichever way I say the answer you won’t like it.”

“Is that why you brought me to the roof of a
ten story building?”

“Twenty actually.”

“Straight for the jugular.”

Again Haleton chuckled, but this time it was
more of a growl. He sprinted toward Amber and before she could
blink he was by her side.

She screamed and Haleton sprinted back to
where he had been standing only a second before.

“What was that?”

“The start of my explanation,” he said.

Amber stood to leave. “I think I agree with
you that I’m not going to like the answer to my question. I’m not
sure I want to find out the truth either.”

“Please, stay for five minutes. I believe,
come what may, you deserve the explanation. I’ll try to explain it
as painless as possible. I ask only one thing, please, keep an open
mind.”

Amber nodded. “Okay. I’m ready, but let me
warn you, as soon as you are through with the explanation I’m
walking to the lift door and we’ll never see each other again.”

“Tough choice to make,” said Haleton. “You
will win no matter what.”

“That’s my deal. If you don’t like it; then
as they say in the movies, ‘suck it up bro.’”

Haleton’s laugh caused Amber to let go of a
chuckle. He was sure she was starting to warm to his presence, but
only barely. “Firstly, I know that what I’m about to tell you might
sound like I’ve escaped from the insane asylum. Let me reassure you
that I’m not crazy. Second, when I reminisce over my life it does
sometimes sound that I’m crazy and I have to convince myself that
what I’m enduring is not a dream or a nightmare. It is real.”

“Now I’m scared,” said Amber slowly. She
started to walk to the lift door.

“You promised that I could have five
minutes.”

The girl froze and leaned against an air
conditioner unit. “I did.”

“Do you recall when I spoke to you about
Rose-a-lee Cantala?”

“Yes, you said you knew her.”

“That’s right, I did. To me it seems like an
eternity since I held her hand as we sat and talked under the
pepperbush tree. The sea breeze that used to blow through her hair
helped her to glow. She was a sight that took my breath away.”

“I thought you said she was married.”

“I did and she was.”

“Then she was your fling. What has all this
got to do with me?”

“Everything.”

Amber placed her hands on her hips and
glared. “Here I am standing on top of this building hoping the rain
won’t fall any harder than what it is, eagerly waiting for your
five minutes to be up so I never have to see you again? And you’re
talking in riddles. I’m not a priest that you can confess your sins
to just because you feel guilty of an affair you had with a married
woman."

Haleton chuckled and looked sideways at the
girl. She didn’t seem to be amused. “I love the way each long
strand of hair captures the fine drizzle.”

Amber blushed slightly. “I’m undecided
whether I should stay or run like the wind? Do you understand what
the word, fling means?”

“Of course I do. She wasn’t my ‘fling’ as you
call it in these modern times.”

“Mistress?”

“She wasn’t that either.”

“You’re not having too much success in
confessing that you did have an affair with a married woman?”

“I would never contemplate such a thing;
though she’d have made a great wife.”

“If she wasn’t anyone special why do you talk
like she was?”

“She was unburdening herself on me.”

Amber let go of a whispered chuckle.

“I heard you laugh.”

“I wasn’t laughing. It was a chuckle.”

Haleton laughed at being laughed at. “You
think I sound funny at the words I use?”

“They do sound a tad old fashioned.”

“I can’t say I’ve heard that word
before.”

Amber shook her head. “Where have you been
hiding?”

“I’m getting to that. The woman I was talking
about thanked me wholeheartedly when I agreed to sit and listen to
her problems. All this happened twelve months before my forced
exile. Before you ask, her husband was working and he didn’t have a
clue about me calling on her. Though come to think of it, maybe
that’s why I was one of the thirteen.”

“I’m not following a word you’re saying.”

Haleton could plainly hear Amber’s heart
quicken. His vampire urges were dictating that he needed to hold it
in his hand and smell the sweet blood running through her veins one
last time. He buried the thought as deep as he could. He wanted
love to finally win the battle of his mind. “It might be easier to
explain myself if I give you a demonstration.”

Amber didn’t look impressed. She shrugged and
raised an eyebrow, wrinkling her forehead. “Your time is nearly up.
If you think this demonstration of yours might help then go ahead.
It’s your five minutes.”

“Do you believe that a man could jump from
this building to the next?” said Haleton palming his hand at the
gap that was wider than a two-lane road.

“What are you trying to say?”

“I thought it was a simple question.”

“You’re not thinking of trying such a
dangerous stunt? Anyone who tries would be suicidal. There’s no way
anyone could make it. You’d only just make it to the road.”

Haleton chuckled as he jumped easily onto the
top edge of the wall. Amber started to back step toward the lift
call button. She was wearing a look of someone who was scared to
the bone.

“You’re insane,” she yelled.

“Before you have a chance to enter the lift,
I’ll be by your side to stop you.”

Amber screamed as Haleton lunged for the
building across the double lane road. Her scream was still in half
stream when he jumped back and landed by her side.

The lift door opened and the girl, goggle
eyed, moved to step through. Already her fingers were reaching for
the ground floor button.

“I can’t allow you to leave,” said Haleton
blocking her path with his arm. “Not until we’ve had our talk. He
pushed the ground floor button and the lift door closed.

“I warn you stay away from me,” said Amber,
walking backwards towards the seat.

Haleton started to follow. He was determined
to have his say.

“Please don’t hurt me.”

“Amber, I would never hurt a hair on your
head. Of all the women I have known in my long exhausting life,
you’d have to be the most pleasing on the eyes.”

“I’m not a stupid girl. This is the only life
a human can live. You can’t be more than twenty. I don’t call that
a long exhausting life. Besides studying to be a surgeon, I know
that no one on the face of the earth could have jumped from one
building to the next and back again from a standing start. Either
you are from another planet or I’m in a nightmare.”

“Neither assumption is correct,” said
Haleton.

“Then who or what are you? I need you to
answer that question. It’s been sitting below the surface since the
moment we met. After that, I never want to see or hear from you
again. Got it?” She wagged her finger at his face. “Got it?”

“I’ll do my best.”

Amber placed her fists on her hips and glared
at the man. “You have exactly one minute left then your five
minutes is up.”

“I understand. This is hard to say. Hell, I
can’t understand it sometimes and I’m living in my nightmare. I’m
from this planet. I’m nineteen the same age as you.”

“You don’t look it.”

“Thanks, I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“You’re stalling and it’s raining harder.
Make it fast.”

“It’s difficult to explain when I know you
will never want to see me again.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.”

“Do you understand that I never want to see
harm come to you?”

Amber rolled her eyes and smirked. “I guess.
You did save me from the fall and the louts. If you’re having
trouble with the explanation, then try this question. “How could
you know about one of my so-called ancestors?”

Haleton knew the explanation she sought would
be hard to swallow. “Ask something else.”

“No. I want to know why you believe
Rose-a-lee was my ancestor.”

“The petite woman I described earlier was one
of your ancestors. That is true.”

“Why do you think that?”

“What if I explained to you that one plus one
is equal to three?”

“That means nothing, besides the equation
isn’t correct.”

“Okay. Let’s try it this way. “When you were
eight-years-old you fell off your bike. It was your first time on a
pushbike and it was too big for you. You lost your balance and
stabbed your knee into the wall. You cried for ages and had five
stitches in your kneecap. You thanked the doctor and whispered in
his ear that you wanted to be a doctor too.”

Amber stood frozen to the concrete. Her eyes
were wild and saucer size as she stared at Haleton.

“Please, you must have an open mind and
remember I won’t hurt you.”

“How did you know about the bike?”

“I was there watching you.”

“What else?”

“I was around when you had your first date
and you kissed the boy after he walked you home.”

“How old were we?”

“You were both fourteen.”

“What time was it?”

“You arrived home as the sun was setting.
Your mother had dinner on the table. She had cooked a roast
chicken. She was quite upset and worried that you had arrived home
so late.”

Amber’s eyebrows angled to a point. “I
thought I sensed somebody watching, but I couldn’t see anyone. I do
believe I saw a shadow moving, but I wasn’t positive. Come to think
of it, I’ve seen a shadow moving about me many times over the
years.”

“I was that shadow.”

“How could it have been?”

“We are now at the part that’s hard to
explain.”

Amber relaxed her hands and allowed them to
drop by her side. “I have figured out you’re not trying to kill me.
You might be crazy, but at least I think that you believe you want
to look after me.”

“That’s a good start,” said Haleton.

“In regards to my life, how far back do you
believe you went?”

“I was in the hospital when you were being
born.”

“That’s not possible? I’m not a shrink, but
you need help.”

“I don’t need that kind of help. I’m telling
you the truth.”

“I understand that you believe in your mind
what you are saying is the truth.”

“Again thanks for the compliment. What I’ve
explained is all true,” said Haleton.

“If what you say is correct that would make
you an immortal person. You certainly don’t look old. Can you grasp
the concept that your brain is living in a fairytale?”

Haleton looked at the sky. The rain had
temporarily stopped and the stars started to brighten. “Okay, the
only way to explain all this quick and easily is to say. I’m a
vampire. There you go, I’ve said it.”

Amber backed away and started to walk off.
“Stay away from me you fruit cake. Leave me alone.”

“I can’t. I have loved you since the moment
you were born.”

“You believe in your twisted mind that you
were in love with my ancestor and you want to live a life through
me.” Amber massaged her temples. “What am I saying? This is all a
nightmare. I don’t believe a word that you’ve said.”

“What about the accident on the push
bike?”

“It was a lucky guess.”

“What about the jump I made.”

“The jury is still out on that one. You
probably hypnotized me into thinking that you jumped.”

A tall slim figure wearing a black top hat
and tails stepped out from behind the air-conditioner unit on the
other side of the building and commenced to clap. “Doesn’t he paint
a most pretty pathetic picture?” he called.

Haleton faced the uninvited guest. “Who might
you be?”

“I’m surprised you haven’t tried to guess.
It’s been a long time, but I’m shocked that you don’t remember.
I’ll come a tad closer.”

The figure moved like lightning. Both men
stared each other in the eye. They were standing so close their
breaths would have mixed if Haleton hadn’t turned his head to the
side.

Amber screamed. “Will someone tell me what’s
going on?”

“She’s a trifle slow. Shall I intervene and
try my tact at explaining our past?”

“Alex Crompton you old shady character, it
has been a long time. I vowed that the next time I saw you, your
life would end.”

The man ignored the taunt and pointed to the
girl. “The chick has a strong resemblance to that woman you wanted
to marry way back in 1749. She looks vaguely similar, but her DNA
is off a few degrees.” He sighed. “Rose-a-lee’s DNA lingers in your
mind. This chic’s blood smells exactly the same as her ancestor.
It’s been a long time since I saw that woman. I can scarcely
remember the date. It’s a shame you didn’t want my help. I told you
I’d fix it so that she would be a widower.”

“I think in your best interest you should
leave.”

Crompton tilted his head back and commenced a
laugh that sounded more like a growl. Then in silence he stared at
Amber. “I take it William hasn’t told you the story.”

Amber started a fast retreat away from the
two men, but after taking three steps she had her back to the
wall.

“William I’m shocked. I know you like to take
things slowly with the women, but our time is precious. You have to
go straight for the jugular. Allow me to help with a small
demonstration.” He faced the girl and grinned.

“No,” Haleton growled, a micro second too
late.

Crompton took off his hat and tossed it over
the edge of the building like someone would dispose of an old
ripped cloth.

“What are you doing,” screamed Amber, “that
hat looked brand new.”

Crompton started to hum that changed to a
whistle. Amber’s eyes were bulging as the black hat materialized
back on his head. The man’s smirk matched his confidence.

“Are you a magician?” asked Amber. She didn’t
sound too convincing. “With top hat and tails you look the part.”
Her eyes looked sideways at Haleton. “You both look as though you
belong in the eighteen hundreds. Either that or you’re both
magicians and are having me on.”

“We are both from the year 1749,” said
Crompton in a matter of fact voice. “Hasn’t my cousin explained
anything to you?” He sighed and looked upset. “What a sweet
innocent child,” taunted Crompton. “I’d never waste my unique
ability on being a magician?”

“She’s no child,” said Haleton. “Let me warn
you off from any more demonstrations.”

“Tut, tut, tut,” said Crompton wagging his
finger. “I’ve two more demonstrations.” The tone in his voice had
instantly changed to evil.

“If you’re not a magician then explain your
presence,” snapped Amber.

“Feisty and sweet, I can see why you two are
drawn together,” said Crompton. “You would have made a perfect
couple. If I dare say, it was never to be.”

“What are you implying?” whispered Amber. Her
voice sat on the side of terror.

Crompton slowly extracted the long knife from
his right black book and studied the sharp metal blade. He slowly
twisted it circles. “I love the way this particular blade was
forged. I had the blacksmith repeat the creation four times before
it was perfect. It stays sharp as a razor blade. Effortlessly
slices through flesh. I’ve lost count how many victims the blade
has known. If you run the edge over the victim’s skin slow enough,
one can hear the tearing of the cells.” He glanced at Amber then
faster than lightning arcing across the sky from east to west he
had lifted his hand into the air and had thrown the knife, blade
first.

Amber screamed. Haleton moved faster than the
knife. He watched it soar through the air and vibrate in the brick
wall next to his heart.

Crompton started to whistle and placed his
hands behind his back. “Again watch the knife,” he whispered.

Haleton looked uninterested. Amber had opened
her mouth to scream again when the knife disappeared in a small
puff of black smoke. Her gaze was glued on the smoke as it wafted
through the air and materialized back in Crompton’s boot.

“Anyone for a replay?” he snickered,
extracting the knife again. He stared directly into Amber’s eyes.
“I know Haleton doesn’t care for a repeat performance. I guess you
don’t either judging by the amount of tears falling from your
lovely soft eyes.” He chuckled, replaced the knife in his boot and
reached for a small short stem rose flower that sat rigid in the
buttonhole of his coat.

Haleton watched as he stroked each petal in
turn. His eyes shone like beacons on a dark dead flat sea. The ends
of his lips curled upwards.

“This beauty is a blood red rose,” Crompton
whispered. “Miss Cantala would you like to own it?”

“Don’t agree,” warned Haleton.

Amber shook her head.

“Such a lovely flower should belong to
someone. This glass rose is a lovely piece of art. Are you sure you
won’t change your mind?”

“No. I don’t want anything from you.”

Haleton used a deep stern voice that caused
Amber to tremble from head to toes. She swiveled her head and
stared at the stairs and the lift door.

“I know what both of you are thinking,”
snapped Crompton. “Miss Cantala you are thinking that if you
sprinted for the lift it will take too long to arrive here on the
roof, so you’re next best option would be the stairs. There is the
problem. You are wondering if my cousin, William, will stop me long
enough for a successful escape. Part two of that problem is; will
he want to fight his own cousin. What if he doesn’t? What if he’s
in karhoots with me? Haleton my dear boy you are thinking why
haven’t I fought you as yet and what of this beautiful glass rose I
want desperately to give the young lady?”

Haleton took a slow step towards Amber.

“Don’t move again. If you do things will turn
ugly.”

“Give it all up Alex I’ve heard you say the
same line to countless women before.”

“You’re quite correct. Do you know how many
times they have fallen into my trap? Women can’t resist the man who
gives them a flower.”

“I can,” croaked Amber.

“Are you sure? Crompton whispered. “You don’t
sound too convincing.”

“I’m absolutely positive. Your charm won’t
work on me.”

“That’s a pity.” He sighed and extracted a
small round plastic container from his side pocket.

“What are you up to? Haleton said.

“I almost forgot to explain what I’m about to
do.”

“I doubt it,” said Haleton.

“You’ve seen through me yet again,” said
Crompton. “I’m too much the professional to forget a thing. Please,
give me a moment of your time. My explanation is short lived.”

“We’ve given more minutes than you deserve,”
snapped Amber.

“Change your attitude girl. You sounded
exactly the same as Rose-lee.”

“Get on with it,” snapped Haleton.

Crompton’s smirk was evil. His lips had
curled at their ends and he seemed to relish in the sudden fame of
his captive audience. He sighed heavily and lifted the small opaque
canister no larger than a thumbnail to shoulder height. He gently
twisted the cap off and sniffed the liquid contents.

“What’s inside the capsule?”

"Amber you are a very nosy person. This
little container is the highlight of my show. As you can see from
where you’re standing the small capsule has a liquid. Do you know
how an inkwell works? I’ll take your silence as a no. Allow me to
explain. You dip the ends of the feather into the ink so you can
create poems and write them down for all to read. This liquid is a
lot like that. I place the stem of the glass rose into the liquid
and wait a few seconds for the liquid to be absorbed into the tip.
Then I gently screw the small lid back on the container and place
it safely back in my pocket. You must have nimble fingers to
accomplish such a feat. The lid was quite small. Now I’ve done
that, I again attempt to hand the rose over to you.”

“I don’t want it,” snapped Amber.

“Is that your last offer?”

“Yes.”

“I thought as much. Let me try to convince
you to change your mind. The liquid that was transferred from the
capsule to stem of the rose has three parts to it. One part is
venom from a Tiger snake. The second part is from a brown snake.
The third part is from a red-belly black. The three slithering
creatures are from right here in the Australian bush, and if I may
add highly venomous. I captured each of the three snakes and milked
them. The venom is no more than an hour old. One scratch and I’ll
be planting a rose bush at the foot of your grave.”

Without looking, and at the speed of
lightning, Crompton threw the rose, stem first, at Amber’s neck.
Its sharpened point was deadly accurate. It struck hard and easily
pierced the skin on Haleton’s hand. He closed his fingers and
shards of glass cut into his palm. As he opened his fingers, Amber
watched the coloured glass fall like dust to the roof of the
building. The stem of the flower was stuck hard in his hand. He
pulled it out and sniffed the blackened edge.

“There’s definitely fresh snake venom on the
tip.”

“You have a keen nose and an eye for detail.
If you were any slower the dart would have entered the girl’s
jugular vein. Her death would have been something exciting to
watch,” growled Crompton. He stormed the gap between himself and
Haleton and pushed his opponent in full flight across the concrete
roof and through the lift doors.

Haleton clung to the top edge of the lift
well and watched over his shoulders as the doors crashed to the
ground floor. He reached out and started to claw his way out of the
black hole where the lift had been moments earlier.

Crompton, hovering over Haleton like a shark
waiting to attack a defenseless prey, stuck his nose in the air.
His smirk widened as he readied himself to kick out. “After you
have gone from here it will be a pleasure to extinguish the
lifeline of that woman. Your pathetic vow you made, I assume, with
yourself that I will die by your hands, means nothing. I Alex
Crompton am immortal. I cannot die. As you and I both know I have
the upper hand. I always had and I always will. You’re weak
Haleton. Let me remind you of the fact that you have never defeated
me.”

“Get a grip Crompton. This is all part of
their plan. The council of four, they’re the insane ones.”

“Do you honestly think that thought is
correct?”

“Yes. They had pre-ordered dates and times so
that both of us would eventually meet.”

“How did you come across that information?”
snapped Crompton.

“You forget I was the one who listened to
Rose-a-lee Cantala’s problems each and every night.”

“Pre-ordered dates, what good would that do,
we can’t die?”

“It’s a way of wasting our time.”

Crompton growled long and hard. The
expression on his face turned slate cold and calculated. He had
murder written in his eyes. At speed he kicked Haleton in the ribs
and sent him crashing down into the black void. Crompton cupped a
hand around his ear and listened for the dull thud.

He wasn’t disappointed.

“That takes care of that problem for the
moment,” he growled. Tapping the dust from his hands, he turned his
attention to Amber Cantala. “All there is left to do is kill the
female.” He clapped his hands together and in a heartbeat was at
her side, reaching for her throat. “I can hear your young fit heart
quickening. It’s music to my ears,” he whispered in her left ear.
“Did you know that every heart has a tone of its own? Its rhythm is
like a fingerprint, unique in every way. Yours my dear must be the
best and the sweetest sounding beat I’ve ever heard. Shame it won’t
beat for too much longer.” He lifted her off the ground by the neck
and started to examine her blue face. Her eyes were bulging from
their sockets.

Amber was attempting to hit her attacker with
weakening punches to his shoulders. She seemed to change tact and
grabbed hold of his wrists and attempted to pull his arms free.
Crompton was undeterred by the pathetic restraints.

Crompton was studying the girl’s dying face.
His slight smirk was widening with each passing second. “Your time
walking on this planet is almost exhausted. Your life flame is all
but extinguished. Your feeble struggles will be over in seconds.”
He tightened his grip and Amber’s eyes closed.

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that
statement.”

Crompton swiveled his head and looked Haleton
in the eyes. “I thought I’d have at least seven more seconds before
you interrupted my twosome party.”

“Sorry for interrupting.”

“You always were a party stopper.”

“The girl’s with me. Place her gently on the
ground, feet first.”

“Since when have I ever listened to what you
had to say?”

Crompton tossed the young woman across the
building’s roof. She resembled a pile of rags as she came to rest
against the wall. Haleton only just managed to grab her before her
head turned to pulp.

“There’s your big mistake,” snapped Crompton,
pointing a stubby finger. You’re weak. You have always been and
you’ll always be weak.”

“It’s the love I have inside me trying to
escape. It’s a feeling that is lacking in your nature. In some way
I pity you. Loving a woman is the missing gap in your trait. You
can’t understand the meaning.”

The clouds had once again hidden the few
stars that had remained in view. A sun bright blue flash arced
across the black ink sky. Then a deep rumble that seemed to shake
the building followed close behind. Crompton outstretched his arms
and looked skywards. “I love the smell of the air just before a
storm hits, don’t you cousin?”

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

In the rain and the thunder and lightning,
Crompton laughed a deep animal growl. Both men stared long and hard
at each other. Large drops of rain fell about Haleton’s feet. Every
muscle in his body tightened. He knew what was going to transpire
next. He had to be ready. He had to win. Losing the fight was not
an option. He glared without blinking at his opponent. He was
looking at him through lifeless shark eyes. He wore a smirk that
would send any mortal man sprinting for a hiding place. This time
there would be no hiding. No cowering in a corner or backing away.
He had made a promise to Amber and he intended to keep it. This was
where he would stand his ground.

Crompton was pacing back and forth glaring at
his cousin. He stopped and stood side on. “So it’s come down to
this?”

“You can always back away,” growled Haleton.
“It’s your choice.”

Crompton tilted his head back and laughed as
the rain fell. It was more a growl and seemed to bounce from wall
to wall.

Amber stirred and opened an eye. She seemed
to be watching the scene, unable to move.

Haleton glanced her way and signaled to stay
still.

Crompton slipped out of his coat and threw it
over the side of the building. “This torment has gone on far too
long. I should have killed you back in 1749.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I saw you as a scapegoat.”

“Your little plan to frame me backfired.”

“Maybe it did, but there’s a reason behind
everything that happens.”

As Crompton launched himself across the roof
of the building, Haleton did the same. They collided in mid-air
about five metres above the concrete. Both came crashing onto the
building’s roof. Water was forced upwards like a blowhole out of
the filling puddles. Amber struggled to sit and then started to
crawl away.

Crompton growled his bone chilling words.
“Thinking over my plan when we were tangled in the net I might have
made a miscalculation. I should have killed you and pleaded self
defense.”

“Maybe you should have. Now it’s too
late.”

“That’s right, neither of us can die.”

“I’ve one more soul to catch and I’m free,”
said Haleton.

“Me too, but I’m going to make sure the
victim is innocent.” He looked across at Amber and grinned. “She’ll
do just fine.”

“Why? Why does it have to be her? Why an
innocent? Don’t you ever want to be rid of the curse?”

“Don’t you get it? As a vampire I am
invincible. Why would I want to be a mortal?”

“Then our meeting is to waste time. We’ll be
so locked up in fighting that our valuable time will end and we’ll
have to start all over again. Can’t you see it?” snapped Haleton,
landing a punch to his opponents ribs.

“Yes, I want to waste time. Yes a thousand
times yes.” He grabbed Haleton by the throat and started to lift
him into the air. He walked slowly to the edge of the building.
“With you out of my way there will be no one to stop me or my gang.
We will rule the world, year by year. Once I find the antidote to
the vampire’s curse I’ll alter the formula and then slowly everyone
on the face of the earth will be changed into a vampire.”

“You don’t know the where-a-bouts of the
formula?”

“Yes I do. You forget I’ve started again
numerous times in 1749. I went and found where Rose-a-lee Cantala
lived and persuaded her to tell me the formula. To make sure she
wasn’t lying I tried it out on a good friend of hers. She was
reluctant at first, but I have a persuasive nature to help people
see things my way. All I have to do is find the note she left and
you’ll have no choice, but to join me in my quest to populate the
world with vampires. ”

“You’re insane,” said Haleton. “The curse has
caused you to lose your mind.”

“I don’t disagree. I should feel compassion
as you fall from the roof to the road below, but I can’t muster the
thought.” He threw Haleton from the roof and watched him fall.
“That should at least give me enough time to rid the girl of her
life.” He sprinted to where the girl was hiding. “Too bad, she was
a pretty thing, but I must sever the blood line so the Cantala name
will be no more. I’m bound to keep my promise I swore to
Rose-a-lee.” He picked the girl up by the collar and glared.
“You’ll be landing next to Haleton very soon.”

Haleton flew over the wall and king hit
Crompton on the back of the shoulders. The girl headed for the
concrete and was caught by Haleton. He gently placed her into a
sitting position and faced his cousin.

Crompton stood and ran to the other side of
the building to shake off the hit that he received. In seconds he
was in front of Haleton with a fist to his throat. He ducked and
grabbed his wrist. Haleton heard it snap.

“I’ve some sad news to tell you,” said
Haleton. “I’ve only thirty hours left before I’m in another time.
If I don’t find my victim I’ll be back at the start in 1749.”

Crompton stopped his struggle and stared at
Haleton. Both men were staring at each other, nose to nose. It was
a stalemate, neither wanted to concede defeat.

“If what you say is true then the council of
four would have known that when the two of us are locked in battle
neither one of us will back down,” snapped Crompton. “We’ll both be
back at the start at the same time.”

Haleton looked at the sky and laughed. “The
first one that comes to his senses will be the one to back
away.”

Crompton stood his ground. He pushed his
wrist straight and then grinned. He curled his fingers on both
hands into tighter fists and spat. “I’m not weak. I will never back
down. I’ve nothing to lose.”

Haleton stepped away and strolled over to
Amber. He looked through her tear filled eyes and said. “Come.”

She looked scared to the point that she was
half out of her mind. Haleton took her gently by the hand and
pulled to her feet.

“You’re weak Haleton. You’ve always been the
weaker. This love thing you so desperately want to cling to will be
your down fall.”

Crompton watched his opponent pick Amber up
in his arms and sprint for the edge of the building.

In seconds both were gone.

 


 


 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


 


 


IN a semi conscious state Amber watched the
rooftops of building after building pass from under her feet. She
looked at the face of the man carrying her and slowly the ends of
her lips curled upwards.

Haleton landed on the roof of a building he
had visited before. The rain slowed to a drizzle, then stopped
altogether. After analyzing a couple of different scenarios in his
mind, he placed the girl gently onto a seat built for two then
retreated to a safe distance. He leaned casually against the
building’s large air-conditioning unit and watched closely.

Amber’s frightened expression didn’t alter.
Then her face seemed to signal a change.

The sun was trying to shine through the break
in the clouds at the dawn of a new day. On the street below a truck
sounded its horn and a few angry shouts rang in Haleton’s ears.

“You can stand next to me,” whispered Amber.
Her voice was a decibel above a whisper. The tone she used was
friendly with a hint of skepticism. “I won’t bite.”

“I know, but the dawn is about to break and
I’ll change to a shadow.”

Amber had the expression of someone who was
frightened and excited at the same time. To relieve her fears,
Haleton spoke gently with a pitch that would melt the heart of any
woman who happened to be listening.

“This building is where you live. While the
sun has yet to surface and if you’d be kind enough to allow me to
escort you all the way to your door, I promise you’ll feel safe.
Nothing can get through me to hurt you, and I will never allow
anything or anyone to get that close. Don’t give a thought of
Crompton. He won’t be back.”

Amber nodded slowly and rose to her feet. She
allowed Haleton to escort her to the door. As they walked arm in
arm each one of the over-head lights blew plunging the corridor of
the old building into darkness. The girl surrendered the room keys.
Haleton opened the door and helped her inside.

“Who are you?” she managed to whisper,
jerking her head round to face the man. “And please explain how you
managed to break over head lights without touching them?”

Haleton let a friendly smirk lighten his
face. He wanted to portray that he was a man she could trust and
fall in love with. He knew that he had to tread extremely gently.
“Now might be the correct time to answer all of your
questions.”

Amber flopped onto a chair and stared at
Haleton as he slowly paced the floor.

“To cut three life times into a few sentences
that make sense is something I don’t usually do. In fact I’ve never
done this before.”

“It’s your story. I’ve figured out on my own
that you’re telling the truth when you say you won’t hurt me, so
please, enlighten my curiosity.”

“You need to have an open mind to understand
what I’m about to explain.”

“Okay, I’m ready.”

Haleton shook his head. “I’m not sure if you
really understand what being ready means, but I’m game.”

“Good, I am too.”

“In 1749 I had the same appearance as I do
today. Alex Crompton is my cousin. He has turned down the wrong
road. He’s a murderer and will stop at nothing to attack and have
his way with any young lady. He had been an uncontrollable maniac
for many years before our incarceration. After careful
consideration to my actions I decided that he needed to be stopped
and I was the only one who could do it. I was framed for being on
his side when both of us were caught. We were both forced to drink
a concoction that turned both of us into vampires. After killing a
bad person I am transported back and forth through time.” Haleton
paused to study Amber’s blank expression. He wasn’t sure whether
she was following his explanation or not, but it was too late to
retract any of his story. “I know what you’re thinking and I’ll be
the first to agree. Don’t do anything wrong and everything will
turn out.”

“That’s what I was about to say,” said
Amber.

“It’s not that simple. All I’ve ever wanted
was to be mortal and be loved by the same woman for the rest of my
life. If I had any idea the trap Crompton was heading into I would
have stayed away.”

“I don’t know what you want from me?” said
Amber.

Haleton downed his knee and looked her in the
eye. “I believe when love comes knocking you have to open the door.
I’m willing to do the very thing that I have never done in my
entire life just so I could have you near me.”

Amber stood and walked to the door. She
didn’t look happy as she crossed the grey carpet. “Leave.”

Haleton was on the other side of the door in
a heartbeat. “Before I go, I want to say one last thing.”

“I’ll give you three seconds then I never
want to see or hear from you again. To me your story came from the
heart of an insane madman.”

“I need your help. To ascertain whether I’m a
bad person or not I want you to search your heart. I need you to
recall the moment in the hospital when I handed over the red rose
and our hands touched for the first time.”

Amber slammed the door shut and melted to the
floor. Haleton could hear her sobs and slowly turned and headed for
the rooftop.

He stood in the lightening sky over-looking
the busy street far below. He watched the people scurrying about
like mice dodging the many puddles of water. He was at a low point
in his long life. He knew the vampire blood raging through his body
was going to be hard to keep control of. His mind had to be at
perfect peace if he was to win the war. He had lost the battle
twice before that landed him back at the start in 1749. Tracking
down Rose-a-lee Cantala was the easy part. Trying to persuade her
to hurry in finding the antidote to the curse was painfully slow.
She had agreed both times, but the antidote was proving to be
elusive.

Above the noise of the early morning traffic
he heard a door squeak. It was only a whisper of a rusting hinge.
It was so quiet even he nearly missed it. He swiveled his head and
found Amber standing near the door to the stairs watching him. His
eyes feasted on her beauty. Even though she was covered in water
droplets, the perfume she had bathed her skin in had revitalized
his mind. The smell lingered in his nostrils and brain. He didn’t
care whether he could smell her or not. His mind believed it and
that was enough.

Haleton forced his grin to be subdued as
Amber lazily walked toward him. He showered his mind with her
majestic walk. It was as though she was deliberately taunting his
eyes.

He let go of a massive sigh.

The young woman’s walk slowed as she drew
close then she was within arm’s length. The light kinks in her hair
were gone, replaced by the heaviness of holding onto the
rainwater.

As Amber squared herself to the man before
her the edges of her lips curled slightly up. Haleton deliberately
stepped slowly forward.

Then the gap between them was no more.

Amber looked up into the man’s eyes. He
gazed back. They both smiled at the same time. Their stares were
intertwined for what seemed like minutes. Haleton fidgeted in the
silence.

Finally Amber spoke. “Are you trying to tell
me you’re a vampire?”

“To put our conversation into some order and
intelligent perspective; yes.”

“So even though you adore the smell of my
blood you resisted the animal in you to bite and feed on me?”

“I’m not sure if l would label my-self an
animal, but that about sums it up.” Haleton pushed his body harder
against Amber’s.

She didn’t resist. She closed her eyes and
whispered. “Is it possible that you can put me into a love
trance?”

“That only happens in the movies.”

Haleton’s lips swept Amber’s cheek and
hovered above her red lips. The gap was only the width of a hair.
He could feel the warmth of her breath as she exhaled.

“I take it you can hear my heart beating?”
said Amber.

“Yes I can. It’s quickened its pace in the
last minute.”

“By how much?”

“It is moving at triple the pace.”

The rhythm of Haleton’s heart matched the
speed of Amber’s. His breathing matched hers. The heat in the place
where their bodies were touching was warming at an alarming rate.
Both didn’t seem to be perplexed as the rain started to fall.
Indentations in the rooftop quickly refilled and over flowed.
Haleton looked deep into Amber’s shiny brown eyes. For the first
time he was at a loss for words. He didn’t want anything to spoil
the moment.

Amber pushed him gently to arm’s length.

Haleton moved to step closer.

“Stay right where you are,” snapped Amber.
“I’ve a few more questions.”

“I’ll do my best to answer each one
honestly.”

“That would be a good start. That other man,
the one whom you had a fight with; he called you weak. Why?”

“Alex Crompton is wrong. I’m not weak.”

“Why would he say you were weak if it’s not
the truth?”

“I think we’d be more comfortable talking out
of the rain.”

“I’m happy to stand in the rain. I’m not
troubled with my health over a little water falling from the sky.
Are you?”

“Rain has no affect on me.”

“Good. That’s one question answered. I wasn’t
sure if rain was like acid when it touched your skin.”

Haleton chuckled, sidestepped and leaned
against the wall of the building. “You are a very interesting young
lady, Amber G. Cantala.”

“Before you say another word, explain to me
how you know the initial of my middle name?”

“Lucky guess,” said Haleton pausing.

“That won’t wash. I surmise that you somehow
know my full middle name?”

“Grace.”

Amber’s shoulders slumped as she exhaled. “I
think you’d better start your explanation again. No one knows my
middle name. I don’t like it so I’ve never said. Not even Craig
knows.”
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