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Prologue 

 

Anie awoke a full hour before her alarm was set to go off and immediately got out of bed to open 

her curtains.  How could she waste time sleeping when she was getting to spend her sixteenth 

birthday in Japan with her father?  He wasn‘t awake yet, having been up for most of the night 

working on the project he‘d been sent to Japan for.  She debated waking him up by the most 

violent measure possible (like the cannonball method she favored on Christmas morning when 

she was five) but her mercy won out. 

 So Anie enjoyed a steaming bath for as long as she felt like, then put on her favorite 

outfit and brushed her long golden hair.  Dad promised her carte blanche for today and she 

thought first on the list would be a haircut and dye-job with a bold color scheme.  She then 

applied a bit of makeup to ensure her hazel eyes stood out and checked that her teeth were as 

straight and white as ever.  When she was losing her baby teeth, four extra canines had replaced 

four of her molars but they were just far back enough to be hidden when she smiled.  But 

something seemed different today.  She probed at one of them and became so engrossed in the 

endeavor that a knock on the bathroom door caused her to yelp. 

 ―Happy birthday kiddo!  You ready to go?‖ 

 ―One more minute, Dad,‖ Anie shouted back.  She looked down at her right thumb where 

a small pearl of blood was forming.  For a second she was captivated by the sight – she hadn‘t 

even felt the prick.  Were her teeth growing that sharp?  Anie shook herself out of contemplation 

and proceeded to washed the injury and apply a liquid bandage. 

 Opening the door, Anie was startled by her father, standing there with a single lit candle 

stuck in a chocolate cupcake.  ―Make a wish,‖ he said. 

 ―A cupcake?  Thanks Dad, I love you too.‖ 

 Her dad pretended to be hurt.  ―You said you were watching your weight.‖ 

 ―A girl still wants cake on her birthday!‖ 

 He put on his best puppy dog face.  ―Dumb Dad screwed up again.‖ 

 Chastised, Anie blew out the candle. 

 ―Great!‖ her dad said, his smile returning.  ―Now let‘s go get you a real cake.‖ 
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 ―My wish came true!‖ she replied, giving him a big hug.  ―Today‘s going to be a good 

day after all.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

Two months later: 

 ―Papers.‖ 

 Jack took them from his father and scanned them.  ―Dammit, not high school.‖ 

 ―Exchange student is a stable cover,‖ his father replied. 

 ―You‘ve never been to school in Japan,‖ said Mama Tambre.  ―It could be a lot of fun.‖ 

 ―I doubt it,‖ said Jack.  ―Have you seen the uniforms they have to wear?‖ 

 Their father pulled out a chrome hip flask and held it out.  ―Stop it.  We all do our part to 

protect the family.  There are no others of our kind on these islands and I‘d rather not learn why 

that is.‖ 

 Jack looked at his parents and older sister.  Then with a sigh, he took the flask and went 

up to his room to get ready.  ―Too bad you can‘t come,‖ he said as he passed Orrick, patting his 

always stationary brother on the shoulder. 
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1. New Man 

 ―We have a new student joining us today.‖  

 Anie broke off the conversations with her friends and looked up to see one of the hottest 

guys she‘d ever seen at the front of the class.  He was just over six feet tall with black hair cut 

short.  His skin was pale as death but his eyes were a vibrant blue that she could see from the 

back of the room. 

 ―Hi.  My name is Jack,‖ he said in English with a British accent that drew a sigh of 

longing from every girl in class. 

 The instructor whispered something to him. 

 ―Sorry.  My name Jack,‖ he said again in Japanese.  ―Family born from United 

Kingdom.‖ 

 Some of the boys in class snickered at his grammar. 

 The teacher silenced them with a glare then gestured for Jack to take a seat.  He walked 

toward the back of the class, his smooth stride and half smile stealing hearts from most of the 

girls.  A subtle wave of jealousy passed through the room when he sat down away from the 

windows in the empty desk next to Anie. 

 ―Hi there,‖ he said to her as he fished out a notebook and pencil. 

 Anie pretended to be interested in the lesson plan the teacher was putting up on the board. 

 ―In case you didn‘t hear, my name‘s Jack.‖ 

 ―Good for you,‖ she said with a bit more harshness than she intended.  He just… smelled 

funny to her. 

 ―I like your hair.‖ 

 Anie looked over at him with contempt.  How dare he speak to her.  ―If I get bored with 

the other guys in school, I‘ll give you a call.‖ 

 Crestfallen, Jack turned back to his notes.  Before he fell silent for good, she heard him 

mutter, ―You give yourself too much credit.‖ 
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 At lunchtime, Jack found the girl eating a salad with her friends in the cafeteria.  He 

considered sitting somewhere else but the only empty tables were near the windows.  As he 

walked over to their table, his eyes were drawn to her blue-green hair and the way it had been cut 

and feathered as if the ocean itself had been captured on top of her head. 

 ―Hello again,‖ Jack said as he sat down opposite her, ignoring the conspiratorial giggles 

from her friends. 

 ―Our table‘s full…‖ she began but stopped when she turned to find her pals had 

abandoned her.  Jack‘s sharp ears heard her mutter, ―And they say ninjas aren‘t real.‖ 

 ―We got off on the wrong foot.  Let me have another chance to meet you,‖ he said with 

the brightest smile he could muster. 

 ―Please spare me.  I doubt you have a cheesy line I haven‘t heard before.‖ 

 Jack changed tactics and switched to his wounded puppy expression.  ―I‘m being 

completely honest.  I‘m new here.  It‘d be nice to have a friend.‖  He then leaned in to whisper, 

―A friend that can speak English properly enough.‖ 

 Anie stared at him.  He had managed to surprise her.  ―Just friends?‖ 

 Jack nodded with sincerity.  ―Only friends.  Nothing more.‖ 

 The girl‘s face softened as she tucked an errant lock of hair behind her ear.  ―Alright.  Hi 

Jack.  My name is Stephanie.  But everyone calls me ‗Anie‘.‖ 

 ―Pleased to meet you, Anie,‖ he replied.  ―Where are you from?‖ asked Jack as he began 

tearing open dozens of ketchup packets. 

 ―A lot of places,‖ she answered as she resumed picking at her salad.  ―I‘m a citizen of 

Canada and the United States and I‘ve been practically everywhere.  Dad moves around a lot.‖ 

 ―Sounds exciting.  Does your mom enjoy the traveling?‖ 

 ―I‘ve never known my mother.‖ 

 Awkward silence saturated the table. 

 ―Hey girl, who‘s your new pal?‖ said a muscular Japanese boy in decent English as he 

plopped down next to Anie. 

 ―Tamotsu, this is Jack.  Jack – Tamotsu.‖ 

 ―Pleased to meet you,‖ said Jack refused Tamotsu‘s offered hand with a wave. 

 ―What brings you to the Nagasaki prefecture, Jack?‖ 
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 The Briton shrugged.  ―My family likes to travel the world and we‘re interested in some 

of the medical advances around Japan.‖ 

 ―Do you intend to stay long?‖ 

 ―We don‘t… plan that far ahead.‖  Jack then turned his attention back to Anie.  ―How 

long are you in Japan for?‖ 

 This time her smile was genuine.  ―I love this country.  I‘m not sure I ever want to leave.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―How was school today?‖ 

 Anie shrugged as she set the table.  ―Average.  We had a British guy join our class.‖ 

 ―Is he cute?‖ 

 ―He‘s not… unattractive,‖ she answered.  In truth she‘d been trying to get his piercing 

blue eyes out of her mind all day.  And his accent… 

 ―Did he flirt with you?‖ Her father asked while he checked the status on the pressure 

cooker. 

 ―Dad!  We‘re just friends.‖ 

 The timer beeped and her father took the cooker to the sink to run water over it.  ―Well 

are you going to the movies with any of your ‗friends‘ this weekend?‖ 

 Anie threw a wadded up napkin at him.  ―What about you?  Any hot dates yourself?‖ 

 ―I have too much to do.‖ 

 She helped him set the food down then began filling up her plate.  ―I guess being anti-

social runs in the family.‖ 

 ―It‘s not healthy.  You don‘t even hang out with your girl friends.‖ 

 She shrugged.  ―They‘re alright, we just don‘t have many common interests.‖ 

 Her father poured himself a bit of the boxed wine.  ―Then let‘s do something ourselves, 

just the two of us.  Like… I‘ll treat my favorite girl to the new Pixar movie this Sunday?‖ 

 Anie smiled.  ―That would be great, Dad.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 
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 ―Go!‖ 

 At his sensei‘s command, the student leaped into action.  His foot found the first pole, 

barely wide enough for him and jumped to the next post, which was a little taller.  Then he 

hopped to the third pole and the fourth.  On the tenth, he sensed no other platforms ahead jumped 

from it, back-flipping as he did so.  A bell ring echoed in the training room as he completed his 

turn and landed steady.  He stood up and held out his hands, showing his sensei that both eggs 

were undamaged. 

 ―Well done, Tamotsu.  Go to your meditations now.  I want you to transcend at least half 

a level.‖ 

 Tamotsu removed the black hood blinding him and bowed before returning to his room.  

He sat cross-legged in the middle of it, facing the door, and began stretching his consciousness.  

It was frustrating.  His physical results were flawless; it was the mental challenges that were 

holding him back from the next rank.  Tamotsu tried to clear his problems and his peers‘ taunts 

from his mind by focusing on his breathing.  He slowed the processes of his body until he could 

feel his spirit detaching.  For a moment the he could sense nothing but soon the clouds parted 

and he found himself hovering over the shore.  Below were two figures and when he focused on 

one, Tamotsu felt himself being violently yanked toward it.  The vertigo settled and he found 

himself looking through his own eyes.  Near the water line stood a girl with hair like the ocean, 

bidding him to follow her.  He realized it was Anie as she started to walk into the sea and he ran 

after her.  He begged her not to go but the waves swallowed her up.  Enraged, Tamotsu cried out 

to the water and it responded.  A dark, large shape moved beneath the waves as the surface began 

to churn.  He now realized he was without any weapons or shadows, utterly defenseless. 

 ―What is this!?‖ 

 Tamotsu opened his eyes and jumped to attention. 

 ―Were you confused about your instructions?‖ demanded the sensei as he waved a small 

picture in front of him. 

 Tamotsu grew nervous.  The picture had been a gift from Anie and he‘d forgotten he had 

it on him.  ―Sir, I didn‘t realize I had the photo!‖  He hesitated.  ―I transcended.‖ 

 ―Really?  Describe what you saw.‖ 
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 He did as instructed, watching his teacher‘s expression closely. 

 ―Come with me,‖ his sensei said when he was finished. 

 The two of them walked through the interdimensional halls of the dojo to the highest 

ranked level.  In one of the rooms they found half a dozen students throwing stars at a very old 

man.  The elder sat perfectly still even as the deadly projectiles barely missed him.  The two of 

them waited until the old teacher held up his hand, catching one of the stars between his fingers.  

The class ceased the exercise and saluted the younger sensei. 

 ―Use the rocks to practice with each other,‖ said the elder.  ―Remember, it is not about 

moving the object – that is impossible – it is about making your opponent miss before they 

attack.‖ 

 Tamotsu followed the two instructors to a private room and waited as they talked 

between themselves. 

 ―Tamotsu, is it?‖ asked the elder when they have finished. 

 ―Yes, sir.‖ 

 ―Your sensei believes it is time for you to face a new challenge.  I hope you are up to it.  

The clan‘s been without a seer for too many generations.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Son, what are you doing?‖ 

 Jack looked at his father, leaning on his metal cane in the cold night air.  ―What?‖ 

 ―Were you sleep walking?‖ asked his dad as he examined Jack‘s eyes with a pen light. 

 Jack looked at his surroundings.  He was standing in the middle of a suburban 

neighborhood, in front of one mysterious house in particular without any knowledge of how he‘d 

got there.  ―I… guess I was.‖ 

 ―You haven‘t slept walked in years.  Is this all over…‖ His father paused to look inside 

the house, ―some curvaceous girl?‖ 

 ―I don‘t…‖  He looked inside the house to see Anie sitting at the table.  Why was he 

here?  What interest could he have in a girl a fraction of his age? 
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 Jack started to continue but his father silenced him.  Looking inside again, they saw a 

man, undoubtedly Anie‘s father, clearing the dishes. 

 Jack‘s own dad twisted the grip on his cane.  ―Good find son.  It looks like you‘ve saved 

the family after all.‖ 
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2. No Mistakes 

 ―Have a good day at school, Anie!‖ Richard said as he waved goodbye to his daughter.  

He glanced at the sky and noted that it was going to be another cloudy, cool day before heading 

back inside the house.  He switched the computer on in his office then went to clean up the 

kitchen while it booted.  Once that chore was done, he returned to the office to bring up his 

current project.  It took an additional minute to load and he hated to waste any time, so he went 

to the back of the house where the laundry room was set to fill the washer with a load.  Returning 

to his office, Richard nearly ran into the figure standing in the main hall. 

 ―Scott!‖ he said, taking a few steps back.  ―How– how did you get in here?‖ 

 ―You don‘t remember the open invitation you gave me?‖ the pale man said as he 

examined the decorations of the house‘s main hall. 

 ―I didn‘t,‖ the old man answered as he regained his composure.  ―Well, it‘s good to see 

you again.‖ 

 ―Stuff it, Richard!‖  Scott slammed his cane into the wall.  ―Did you think we‘d never 

find you?‖ 

 Richard looked down at the floor and adjusted his glasses.  His next words were slow and 

deliberate, ―Would you believe me if I said I‘d been looking for you?‖ 

 ―To ‗help‘ us – again?‖ asked Scott with heavy sarcasm. 

 ―Yes, exactly!‖ 

 Scott growled as he threw a vase from the stand next to him.  Richard flinched as it 

shattered inches from his head.  ―No more lies, and no more empty promises!‖  He pointed his 

cane at Richard and held up a cell phone.  ―At this moment, Jack‘s in the same class as your 

precious daughter Stephanie.  You are going to fix your mistakes for good, or I will tell him to 

rip your little girl to pieces.‖ 

 ―There‘s no need for threats,‖ said Richard as he raised his hands for a show of peace.  

―But I‘ll need equipment.‖ 

 In the blink of an eye the cell phone disappeared and a business card flew across the 

room. 

 Richard picked the card up in the most unthreatening manner possible and read it.  ―Who 

is this?‖ 
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 ―The real reason we came to Japan.  He‘s one of the top researchers in robotics.‖ 

 ―Then let me get my journals and we‘ll go straight there,‖ Richard said, gesturing to the 

office.  ―Call Jack and tell him to meet us.‖ 

 ―No, he‘ll stay in school – to keep watch.‖ 

 Richard whirled around to face Scott.  ―Then swear that she‘ll be kept safe.‖ 

 ―As long as you‘re helping us, we won‘t harm her.‖ 

 ―No.  While I‘m helping you, you will protect her from any harm.‖ 

 Scott mulled over the offer.  ―Very well.  We‘ll keep her safer than the emperor.‖ 

 ―Thank you,‖ said Richard as he entered his office.  ―Let‘s see if I can rid you of that 

cane by the end of the day,‖ he continued while selecting some thick, leather bound notebooks 

from his shelves. 

 ―No,‖ said Scott.  ―First you‘ll fix Orrick.‖ 

 Richard turned around with a perplexed expression.  ―I‘m sorry but… nothing should 

have happened to him.‖ 

 ―Nothing has.  That‘s what‘s wrong.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Jack bugged her.  Here she was, hunched over her desk, scribbling down notes as fast as she 

could, while he slouched in his seat, barely writing anything.  All through the morning she kept 

stealing sideways glances at him, seeing his paper covered with more doodles than words.  By 

lunchtime, Anie wasn‘t sure she‘d learnt anything.  She hoped her reflexive notes were coherent 

enough to read but she couldn‘t exactly check them against her neighbor‘s.  As everyone else left 

the room for lunch, he remained while she brought out her packed lunch.  He just sat there, 

staring at the rain, sipping from his hip flask. 

 ―What is the deal with you?‖ she said suddenly, slapping her sandwich down on the desk 

and sending bits of mayonnaise all over the place. 

 ―What do you mean?‖ he asked in surprise. 

 ―You don‘t have anyone else you can bother?‖ 

 ―Well… no,‖ Jack answered.  ―You‘re the only friend I have.‖ 
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 ―Then as your friend, let me warn you that the teachers will get angry if you don‘t start 

taking notes.‖ 

 He shrugged.  ―So far they haven‘t told me anything I don‘t already know.‖ 

 ―Really?  You‘ve learned all of Japanese history?‖ 

 Jack nodded. 

 ―Fine,‖ said Anie as she leaned over and snatched his notebook.  ―Let‘s see how you do 

on a pop quiz.‖ 

 ―Test away, sensei,‖ Jack replied with a cocky smile. 

 ―Nitta Yoshisada and Kusunoki Masashige were defeated by the Ashikaga in 1336, at 

which battle?‖ 

 ―The battle of Minatogawa,‖ answered Jack without hesitation. 

 ―That was easy.  What were the two imperial courts called that ruled Japan after that 

incident?‖ 

 ―The northern and southern courts.‖ 

 ―What word eventually was used to describe the Shugo who became powerful lords of 

provincial strongholds?‖ 

 Jack yawned in an exaggerated manner.  ―Daimyo.‖ 

 Anie pulled out her cell phone and began typing on it furiously.  After a moment, she 

brightened and asked, ―Name the first two cultures in Japan?‖ 

 ―The Jomon and the Yayoi.‖ 

 ―Why are you here?‖ asked Anie with exasperation. 

 ―That‘s the eternal question isn‘t it?  Why are any of us here?  Is there some great 

purpose to our existence or—‖ 

 ―I mean, why are you still in high school?‖ 

 ―It‘s customary for people at this stage of life to attend educational instruction at this 

level to better aid their efforts to determining their own existential purposes.‖ 

 ―Argh!‖  Anie held up her phone.  ―That last question is on college entrance exams.  You 

could be there already.‖ 

 ―Maybe I enjoy being here.‖ 

 ―Bullshit!  Nobody likes high school.‖ 
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 Jack started laughing.  ―Too true, madam.  Too true.‖ 

 ―So why are you here?‖ 

 ―I have to be.‖ 

 Anie scooted back a little.  ―You‘re like… stalking me?‖ 

 Again Jack laughed.  ―No – the world, much less mine, does not revolve around you.  

Meeting you is only a pleasant bonus and the silver lining to my day.‖ 

 Anie stood up to throw away her trash and to hide how red she knew her face had 

become. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Are you Richard?‖ 

 Richard nodded as he stood up and shook the hand offered to him. 

 ―I am Okamura,‖ said the Japanese man in a polo shirt and khaki pants. 

 ―Your reputation in robotics precedes you,‖ Richard said with a bow. 

 ―Arigato,‖ Okamura replied with his own bow.  ―I don‘t normally accept offers of 

collaboration but some of the ideas in your email were… quite radical.‖ 

 Richard turned and gestured to the box that had been sitting next to him on the bench.  ―I 

brought all of my notes for your review.‖ 

 Okamura looked around before whispering, ―Bring them to my office.‖ 

 A minute later his eyes were growing steadily wider with each turn of the page of 

Richard‘s journal.  ―The dates on these have got to be faked.‖ 

 ―I assure you they‘re not,‖ said Richard. 

 ―You have gig capacity memory chips years before the floppy drive was invented.  Some 

of these processors still haven‘t been invented!  Where‘s your knowledge been?‖ 

 Richard shrugged.  ―I worked secretly with the American and Canadian governments for 

years.  I think some of my notes have now been declassified.‖ 

 Okamura shut the book and slid it across his desk.  Richard offered him another but the 

roboticist declined.  ―You have ideas, I‘ll give you that.  For a minute I almost believed you.‖ 

 ―Give me fifteen more minutes and I‘ll give you hard proof.‖ 
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 Eventually the Japanese man nodded.  They waited in awkward silence for eight minutes 

until the secretary buzzed in reporting a soaking wet man, standing in the building lobby with a 

body in his arms.  At Richard‘s insistence, Okamura let them back to his office and showed them 

to the building‘s basement where he had some spare labs set up. 

 ―Okamura, this is Scott and his son Orrick,‖ said Richard as Scott set his son into a chair. 

 ―What‘s wrong with him?‖ 

 Richard turned and slapped Orrick as hard as he could.  ―He reacts to nothing.‖ 

 ―He‘s always been like that?‖ 

 ―No,‖ said Scott.  ―He was fine until Richard‘s experiment.‖ 

 Okamura looked at Richard.  ―What did you do?‖ 

 In reply, Richard reached up to Orrick‘s right temple and carefully pealed back a flesh 

covered plate of metal to reveal a recessed USB port with a couple of blinking lights around it.  

Okamura stared at it slack-jawed. 

 ―Interested in helping me now?‖ asked Richard with a sly smile. 

 As his new partner vigorously nodded, Richard‘s cell phone rang. 

 ―Hi pumpkin,‖ he said as he answered it.  ―No, I‘m still working.  So how was school 

today?‖ 

 While Anie filled him in, he heard another cell phone go off and turned around to see 

Scott answer his.  ―Hullo, Jack.‖ 

 The two fathers watched each other with their children talking to them. 

 Scott spoke first.  ―No, they‘re still working on Orrick.  Stay near her until I tell you 

otherwise.‖ 

 ―Hey,‖ said Richard, cutting off his daughter‘s rant.  ―Listen to me.  I have to go.  I‘ll be 

home late tonight but supper‘s in the oven.  Don‘t leave the house for anything until I get there.‖ 

 Then he hung up the phone and concentrated on the output from his code editor. 

 

   *   *   * 
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Jack was bored and there was nothing he hated more than being bored.  The torrential rain didn‘t 

bother him in and of itself, but it kept him from reading a book or enjoying a video game.  So 

there was nothing to do but sit here on the roof of the house and wait for something to happen. 

 A knock at the door awoke him and he heard Anie greet Tamotsu followed by the boy 

entering the house.  Jack dropped down to the sloping part of the roof, sliding down it until he 

reached the edge and grabbed it.  Flipping down onto the first story roof, he dropped onto his 

belly and slid face first.  Close to the edge, he dug his nails into the shingle and stopped himself 

with half his body hanging over the edge.  Upside down, he looked into a first story window and 

saw both of them huddled too close together over books spread out over the kitchen table.  Jack 

turned his head so that his ears would pick up their conversation over the thundering roar of the 

rain. 

 ―Lovers… look at… things,‖ said Tamotsu. 

 ―Good,‖ said Anie.  ―… forgot the ‗to‘… of ‗look‘.‖ 

 ―… appreciate you… with my English… accent,‖ Tamotsu said in Japanese. 

 ―It‘s… least… do.  … all, you… lot… my Japanese,‖ Anie replied in kind. 

 Jack listened to pieces of English and Japanese for an hour and a half until Tamotsu got 

up to leave.  Jack quickly pulled himself up and then leaped.  Grabbing the edge of the second 

story roof, he flipped on top of it.  The shingles were slick but he managed to scramble up 

without slipping.  Once there, he ran to the front edge and watched for Tamotsu below. 

 ―You sure you don‘t need a ride home?‖ asked Anie as she opened the front door. 

 ―I‘ll be fine,‖ Tamotsu said as he exited and zipped up his hoodie.  ―Though I do have 

one favor to ask of you.‖ 

 ―What?‖ 

 ―Stay away from Jack.‖ 

 ―Come on, Tamotsu.  Don‘t tell me you‘re jealous.‖ 

 He laughed in an obviously fake manner.  ―Not at all.  I just don‘t… trust him.  Besides, 

you can do better.‖ 

 ―Good night, Tamotsu,‖ said Anie with a laugh as she closed the door. 

 Jack watched as the other boy just stood in front of the house in the rain.  He wondered if 

the kid was going to stand there all night when he blinked and realized Tamotsu was gone.  Odd, 
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thought Jack as he immediately leapt from the roof.  The sidewalk cracked as he landed in front 

of the house and began sniffing the air.  Though some of Tamotsu‘s scent remained, it proceeded 

in no direction. 

 ―What‘s going— Jack?‖ 

 He turned around to see Anie standing in the doorway. 

 ―What are you doing out here?‖ 

 ―I was just taking a walk, appreciating the neighborhood,‖ he answered as he ducked 

under the front awning. 

 ―In this weather?‖ 

 Jack shrugged.  ―I‘m British.  We don‘t even close our airports until the planes are 

floating.‖ 

 ―You idiot, you‘re going to catch cold,‖ she said as she beckoned him in.  ―Come on in, I 

was just about to warm up some supper and I have enough for two.  Let me get you some 

towels.‖ 

 So Jack stood, dripping in the entrance as he savored the warmth and smells of the house.  

A few seconds later Anie returned with an arm full of towels. 

 ―Now dry off while I get the food ready,‖ she said as she headed toward the kitchen. 

 ―Should I disrobe?‖ said Jack with a mischievous smile. 

 ―Please no!‖ she shouted back, her cheeks reddening slightly. 

 A few minutes later Jack was no longer dripping, though he still put some towels on his 

chair before he sat down. 

 ―Did you make these?‖ he asked as Anie set down a plate of four hamburgers. 

 ―My dad,‖ she explained.  ―He says he‘s been longing for a taste of the old world.‖ 

 Jack poured an excessive amount of ketchup on his before biting into it and groaning 

with pleasure.  ―He‘s not the only one,‖ he said through a mouthful.  ―Now I have two things to 

compliment your father on.‖ 

 ―What‘s the second?‖ Anie asked as she dressed her own burger with everything she 

could. 

 ―A most beautiful and wonderful daughter.‖ 
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 Her face reddened a little.  ―Are all Brits taught the silver tongue or does it come 

naturally?‖ 

 Jack laughed before taking another large bite.  ―I‘m mostly natural I assure you.  So 

where have you been in Canada?‖ 

 ―Saskatchewan.‖ 

 ―I‘ve never been there.  What‘s it like?‖ 

 ―Beautiful.  Wild.  If I couldn‘t live in Japan, that‘s where I‘d want to be.  So where all 

have you been?‖ 

 ―Well I‘ve also been to Canada but only in the more civilized areas.  Most of the United 

States.‖ 

 ―What was your favorite state?‖ 

 ―I liked Washington.  It‘s great if you enjoy the rain.‖ 

 ―Where‘s the craziest place you‘ve ever been?‖ 

 ―There were the years we spent in France.‖ 

 Anie giggled as she tossed a spoon at him.  ―France doesn‘t count!‖ 

 ―Oh, well in that case…‖ Jack trailed off as he ate in silence a moment.  ―It‘d have to be 

the Amazon or Congo.‖ 

 ―No way!  You‘ve really been there?‖ 

 He reached into his pocket and pulled out an off-white object. 

 ―What‘s that?‖ asked Anie, recoiling a little. 

 ―It‘s a ward against evil, carved from pure ivory,‖ explained Jack.  ―Which makes it more 

potent or something.‖ 

 ―You killed an elephant?‖ she said with horror. 

 ―Not on purpose!  A wild elephant went rampaging through the village we were staying 

at and my father and I had to put it down.  In gratitude the villagers carved this.‖ 

 ―Was that your most exciting adventure?‖ 

 Jack stared off into space. 

 

The smell of blood was thick in the air and they soon found out why.  The village was wrecked 

with broken bodies. 
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 “Over here!” shouted Scott. 

 Jack and his mother ran over to find him crouched over one of their friends. 

 “He’s dying,” his father said as the body on the ground began to convulse. 

 Mari used her nail to slice open her palm, dark blue blood oozing out of it.  “I’ll do what 

needs to be done here.  You two take care of the rest.” 

 As Jack followed his father into the jungle, he glanced back to see his mother clamp her 

hand on the villager’s mouth, forcing him to drink. 

 The attackers weren’t hard to find.  Their scent was all over the village and they hadn’t 

gone far before Scott and Jack caught up to them.  Jack was on the verge of attacking them when 

his father pulled him back.  Instead they followed. 

 By nightfall, the half dozen attackers led them to a militant camp, filled with two dozen 

men and enough weaponry for a private war.  This time Scott let him go.  Jack dropped into the 

middle of the camp, grabbing a guard and tearing his throat out with his teeth before anyone 

realized what happened.  As the blood poured down his throat and his eyes grew red, guns fired 

and the bullets knocked him to the ground.  A moment later new screams echoed through the 

camp as Scott attacked, using the militants as weapons against each other.  Jumping to his feet, 

Jack picked out his next prey and attacked, tearing the mercenary apart as he charged one 

shooting at his father. 

 

 ―That‘s terrible.  Did you ever find who was responsible?‖ 

 Jack shook his head.  ―They were long gone by the time we got back.  There was only 

one survivor and he almost didn‘t make it.  After some intensive medical care, he joined our 

family and that‘s how I got my older brother Orrick.‖ 

 Anie suddenly felt unable to continue eating her burger and slid it across to Jack who was 

enjoying them thoroughly.  ―Did you have any… more pleasant adventures?‖ 

 She listened to him speak for hours, until the door opened and she heard her father calling 

her name. 

 ―You‘re still up?‖ he asked when she replied. 

 ―I lost track of the time.‖ 
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 He looked about ready to commit murder when Jack came into the hall.  ―Good evening 

sir.  Allow me to compliment you on your burger making skills.‖ 

 ―What are you doing in here?‖ 

 ―He was in the neighborhood and I invited him in out of the rain,‖ Anie answered. 

 ―Get out of my house,‖ Richard said. 

 ―See you tomorrow, Anie,‖ said Jack as he dashed out. 

 Anie waved then turned on her father as soon as Jack was gone.  ―Dad, that was rude!‖ 

 ―I work late one night and—‖ Richard stopped when he saw the towels in the kitchen.  

―What have you been doing here?‖ 

 ―Nothing!  Tamotsu came by for his tutoring session then Jack and I had supper.  That 

was it!  Neither of them even touched me.‖ 

 Richard started rubbing the bridge of his nose.  ―It‘s late.  Go to bed and we‘ll talk about 

this in the morning.‖ 

 ―There‘s nothing to talk about!‖ Anie shouted as she stomped upstairs. 
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3. Nothing Much 

 ―I love sushi,‖ she said. 

 ―No, really?‖ 

 Anie glared at Jack. 

 ―That‘s your fourth helping,‖ he explained.  ―You either love it or are a part of a bizarre 

science experiment.‖ 

 She stuck out her tongue at him before shoveling a few more bites in.  ―I didn‘t like it at 

first but now… definitely a fan.  Sometimes I feel like just jumping into the ocean and cutting 

out the middle man.‖ 

 ―You‘re too weird,‖ he chuckled. 

 ―You don‘t like it?‖ Anie asked through a mouthful. 

 ―It‘s not quite de fish ‗n chips of me old homestead,‖ Jack answered in a thick, overly 

cockney accent. 

 Anie chuckled.  ―So tell me about you.  Traveling all over the world… where was your 

favorite?‖ 

 Jack picked at his food and sighed.  ―Home always has a magical hold on one.  But there 

is something about untamed Africa… the best food in the world there.‖ 

 ―Really?‖ said Anie as she grabbed Jack‘s plate and pulled his uneaten meal over. 

 ―Nothing‘s tastier than the meal you‘ve hunted down and killed yourself.‖ 

 ―High school must seem pretty boring then.‖ 

 Jack flinched a little.  ―That‘s something of an understatement.‖ 

 ―So, ummm… where are the hottest girls?‖ 

 ―Depends on what you‘re in to,‖ answered Jack. 

 ―Based on what you‘re in to.‖ 

 ―Ireland and Australia,‖ he said without hesitation. 

 Anie considered this a moment.  ―What in the world are you in to?‖ 

 ―Redheads.‖ 

 

After the meal, Jack and Anie took the cable car to the observation tower on top of Mount Inasa 

and savored the view of Nagasaki at night. 
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 ―Rain‘s coming,‖ said Jack. 

 ―How do you know?‖ asked Anie. 

 ―The smell in the air, a distant sound of thunder…‖ 

 Anie chuckled.  ―I should have known; you smile more when it‘s raining.‖ 

 ―I do not!‖ 

 ―Nothing wrong with that,‖ said Anie as she lightly punched him in the arm.  ―I find the 

rain peaceful myself.‖ 

 ―The storms here do remind me of soggy old England.‖ 

 ―Do you think someday you can show me around there?‖ Anie asked as she leaned back 

against the observation wall. 

 A light sprinkle began outside.  ―It‘s changed so much I‘m not sure even I would 

recognize the place anymore.‖ 

 ―It couldn‘t have been that long since you were there.‖ 

 He stared out into a distance that seemed far greater than the miles between Japan and 

Britain. 

 ―Jack?‖ 

 Her companion shook his head and turned to her, his piercing blue eyes almost glowing 

in the dark.  ―Sorry, madam.  Nostalgia is always the most potent trap.‖ 

 ―You‘re weird, Jack.‖ 

 ―I‘m not the one who ate twice their body weight in sushi.‖ 

 ―It wasn‘t that much!‖ 

 ―What would your boyfriend Tamotsu think if he saw you eating like that?‖ 

 ―He‘s not my boyfriend,‖ Anie said as she suddenly made efforts at hiding her blush. 

 ―Good.  I don‘t like him anyway.‖ 

 ―Why not?‖ she asked, with a hint of gratitude at the topic change. 

 ―Something‘s just not quite right about him,‖ Jack answered.  ―Sometimes I think he‘s 

stalking you.‖ 

 Anie laughed.  ―I doubt it.  At least, no more than the average boy.  I trust you‘ve never 

stalked a girl before?‖ 



23 

 

 ―Certainly not!‖ said Jack, grateful that he had lost the ability to blush.  ―Well, not 

unjustifiably.‖ 

 ―The mystery deepens,‖ Anie said with a chuckle as she leaned closer.  ―What are these 

justifying circumstances?  Any of them include me?‖ 

 ―No, you‘re not appetizing.‖ 

 She drew back.  ―What?‖ 

 ―I‘m a vampire don‘t ya know.  All my stalking is done in the name of food.‖ 

 Anie stared at him for half a minute before bursting into laughter.  ―I wondered if you had 

any of that classic British humor, Jack.‖ 

 He laughed along with her.  ―You looked like you believed it for a minute there.  Thought 

I was really going to eat you?‖ 

 ―Or be offended if you didn‘t.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Jack feigned discovery at learning which house was Anie‘s as he walked her home.  ―Thank you 

very much for making this a not entirely boring evening,‖ he said as they stood on her doorstep. 

 He could feel the increased heat from her as she blushed.  Before her reply, the door 

opened.  ―And who‘s kept you out so late?‖ asked Richard as he examined them. 

 ―Hey, Dad!‖ Anie said.  ―Jack, was showing me around the city.‖ 

 ―How nice,‖ said Richard with heavy sarcasm.  ―I hope you‘ve been treating my daughter 

well.‖ 

 ―Better than a princess.‖ 

 ―I‘d accept nothing less‖ Richard said with a smile that seemed too fake.  ―Upstairs, 

Pumpkin.  You don‘t have much time to finish your homework before bed.‖ 

 ―Goodnight, Jack – I had a lot of fun.  Night, Daddy,‖ she said with a kiss to her father‘s 

cheek. 

 ―I meant to ask you last time about your lying to your daughter,‖ asked Jack once she 

went upstairs and was out of sight. 

 ―It‘s just between us, Jack.  There‘s no need to complicate Stephanie‘s life.‖ 
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 ―How magnanimous of you.‖ 

 ―I‘ll remind you that if anything happens to my little girl, the deal with your family is off.  

Keep – her – safe.‖ 

 ―I doubt she has anything to—‖ 

 ―Whatever you do, don‘t let her… get her hands dirty,‖ said Richard as he shut the front 

door. 

 As he heard the locks engage Jack wandered off into the rain and down the street.  He 

usually turned around the corner of the block before doubling back and taking his customary seat 

on their roof.  But tonight, his father was waiting for him in the light of a street lamp. 

 ―I thought you‘d be hungry,‖ said Scott as he handed Jack a thermos. 

 ―How goes things?‖ Jack asked before he took a long drink. 

 ―No progress on your brother, but Richard does seem to be trying as hard as he can.‖ 

 ―Then I can leave the poor girl alone?‖ 

 Scott looked at his son.  ―Do you… care for her?‖ 

 Jack took another drink from the thermos instead of answering. 

 ―Remember the last time you fell for a mortal?  We‘re not having another repeat of 

Washington.‖ 

 ―It‘s not tha— Dad!‖ yelled Jack as he pointed at the black metal star sticking in his 

father‘s right arm. 

 They looked at the street to see a dozen more of the projectiles flying toward them.  Jack 

raised his hand but his father knocked him out of the way with his cane just in time for them to 

hit the fence instead. 

 ―Get out of here!‖ Scott said as he turned in the direction of the attack.  Three more stars 

hit his chest and a thin trail of smoke started to rise from the impact. 

 ―But—‖ 

 ―They‘re coated with garlic.  Run!‖ 

 Jack jumped over the neighborhood fence just as a dozen more missed him and began 

running as fast as he could.  Scrambling from yard to yard, he glanced back as lightning flashed 

and caught a glimpse of two dark shapes chasing him.  Vaulting over another fence, Jack realized 

he had unconsciously ended up at Anie‘s house.  With a leap, he pulled himself up to the first 
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story roof and crawled over the slick shingles to a darkened window.  It was unlocked and he 

dropped through it onto a bed, causing someone to yelp.  He clamped his hand over their mouth 

before realizing he was in Anie‘s room. 

 They stared at each other; Jack, dripping wet on her bed, and Anie, staring at him with 

wide eyes.  He signaled for her to be quiet then slowly removed his hand. 

 ―What are you doing?‖ she asked in a harsh whisper. 

 ―I was being chased and needed to hide somewhere safe.‖ 

 Even though he could only see her outline in the dark, he could feel her glare.  ―That has 

got to be the weakest excuse for getting into a girl‘s bedroom I‘ve ever heard.‖ 

 Jack‘s reply faded as full realization came to him.  A recent bath had given her a very 

pleasing scent, one that made his heart flutter.  His ears detected little cloth beyond the sheets 

rubbing against her smooth skin.  He felt so unworthy to be this close, this intimate with her.  

What was it about this girl that kept him so off-balance? 

 ―If my father catches you in here, it‘s going to be the unsafest place in the world.‖ 

 ―Of course,‖ said Jack, shaking a little as he opened the window and checked to see if his 

pursuers were still out there.  Confirming that the night was empty with another flash of 

lightning, he exited through the window with many apologies. 

 Outside, he climbed up to the roof of the house and sat down.  Some deep, buried instinct 

shouted that he should confess to her father, that a flogging would be no less than he deserved.  

As the cold rain pelted him, Jack silently begged for it to wash Anie from his mind. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Scott‘s awareness returned to him in a dark room where he was bound to an uncomfortable metal 

chair.  His internal clock, honed by centuries of survival, told him it was two hours and twenty-

six minutes before sunrise.  Remaining still, he tried to feel out the details of his situation 

without letting his captors know he was awake. 

 ―We know you‘re awake,‖ said a voice with a thick Japanese accent. 
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 Scott looked up to see two figures clad entirely in black standing before him.  He started 

to reply to them with his own wit but as soon as he took a breath to speak, he began coughing 

violently.  The taste in his mouth was unmistakable.  The room was filled with garlic dust. 

 ―You will speak when we let you,‖ said a second voice.  ―How many of you are there?‖ 

 At the end of the question, one of the figures snapped open a traditional Japanese fan and, 

with one wave, cleared the air around Scott‘s head. 

 ―Just my family.‖ 

 ―How many are they?‖ 

 ―There‘s only five of us,‖ he answered before he started coughing again. 

 ―Why are you in Japan?‖ 

 Scott waited as another wave of the fan cleared the air.  ―My son is very sick.  The rest of 

us are suffering as well – though not as bad.  We came here seeking help.‖ 

 ―Too bad,‖ said one of the figures as it produced a large wooden stake.  ―We don‘t care.‖ 

 ―Why are you doing this?‖ asked Scott as the dust gathered around him again.  ―We don‘t 

hunt people!  Haven‘t in centuries.‖ 

 The other figure stopped the advancing one with a hand on its shoulder.  ―Japan has no 

unhumans.  We would like to keep it that way.‖ 

 ―Then we‘ll leave,‖ Scott said through the coughing.  ―Once we get the aid we need, 

we‘ll leave.‖ 

 ―You lie.‖ 

 Scott shook his head.  At last another wave of the fan allowed him to continue, ―We 

haven‘t hurt anyone since arrival.  And I swear we won‘t before we leave.‖ 

 ―Not a soul?‖ 

 ―No one,‖ he answered before coughing again. 

 The two figures looked at each other and seemed to communicate through a method Scott 

couldn‘t detect.  At last, one of them spoke.  ―We‘ll grant you a treaty.  You can remain for no 

longer than one hundred years, but harm one person on Japanese soil and your ‗lives‘ are 

forfeit.‖ 

 Scott nodded his agreement before being robbed of his consciousness again. 
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4. No Mercy 

Richard removed his glasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose while pages of white text on a 

blue background scrolled across his computer screen.  He was feeling tired and old.  Okamura 

brought in a cup of green tea and offered it to him. 

 ―What do you think?‖ Richard asked before taking a sip of the potent beverage. 

 ―The same as you,‖ his assistant answered.  ―Nothing looks wrong; everything‘s working 

by design.  I ran some computer simulations to test possible alterations to the code but they 

returned expected results.‖ 

 ―Failure.‖ 

 ―Catastrophic.‖ 

 Richard wandered off into his own thoughts as he sipped the tea. 

 ―While I‘ve appreciated your notes and company,‖ said Okamura, ―it‘s been six weeks 

and I‘m ready to be rid of them.‖ 

 ―What‘s‘te matter?‖ asked Alicia as she suddenly appeared behind them, perched on a 

chair like some waiting raptor.  ―Not enjoying our company?‖ 

 ―Not at all!‖ Okamura said as he backed away. 

 ―Okey doesn‘t like me?‖ she said in a faux whiney tone, referring to her pet name for 

him. 

 ―Well it is uncomfortable the way you look at us like we‘re something to eat.‖ 

 Alicia leaned dangerously forward in her chair, shoving her grin and sparkling white 

teeth into his face.  ―I thought most guys‘d want to get eaten by me.‖ 

 ―You‘re not… unattractive,‖ said Okamura as he tried to keep his eyes off the cleavage 

she was displaying through her black, skin-tight tank top. 

 ―Cut your losses and quit now,‖ advised Richard, who hadn‘t moved except to drink his 

tea. 

 ―What‘s taking soooo long?‖ Alicia asked as she refocused her attention to the computer 

screen. 

 ―I—We can‘t figure out what the problem is,‖ answered Richard.  ―And I‘d rather be sure 

of what it is before we go cutting into your brother‘s skull.‖ 
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 Alicia began toying with one of the strands of her lengthy purple streaked reddish-brown 

hair.  ―Why?  You can‘t make him anyworse.‖ 

 ―First rule of life: it can always get worse.‖  Richard drained the rest of the cup.  ―Go 

home Okamura.  We‘ll continue in the morning.‖ 

 ―Are you—are you sure?‖ 

 Richard nodded and his assistant ran out of the lab as fast as he could. 

 ―He‘s funny,‖ Alicia said.  She then leaned in very close and sniffed loudly.  ―But you‘re 

not afraidof us.  Why?‖ 

 The older man tapped the keyboard to change the view on screen.  ―There are worse 

things than you, out there.‖ 

 ―Like what?‖ 

 Richard shut down the system and began gathering his things.  ―You wouldn‘t believe me 

if I told you.  Now I‘m going home for the evening.  Are you going to join us for dinner or just 

sit on my roof with Jack?‖ 

 ―Thanks Doc, but it‘s my turn to sit‘wit Orrick tonight.  Tell brother I said hi!‖ 

 He waved as he left, his mind turning his many plaguing problems as he fired up his 

segway and started home.  By the time he reached his front door, neither his mood nor ideas had 

improved.  He parked his ride in the entryway and took off his shoes before entering to find Jack 

and Anie sitting at the kitchen table, laughing. 

 ―Hey, Dad!  We got some KFC and I saved the big piece of chicken for you,‖ said Anie 

as she pushed a bright red and white bucket down to his end of the table. 

 ―You are truly a noble and excellent child,‖ said Richard as he sat down and began filling 

his plate with food.  ―I trust you two were behaving yourselves.‖ 

 ―Of course, Dad.  We were just laughing about this thing that happened in school.  Oh 

that reminds me!‖ she said before jumping up from the table and running upstairs. 

 Keeping his eyes on his food, Richard muttered just loud enough for Jack to hear, ―Enter 

my daughter‘s bedroom again and I‘ll destroy you.‖ 

 Out of the corner of his eye, the old man watched Jack‘s mouth move as he tried to find a 

reply. 

 ―It will be very painful,‖ continued Richard.  ―No excuses.‖ 
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 Stephanie returned with a piece of paper in hand.  ―My class is taking a field trip.‖ 

 ―Where to?‖ asked Richard as he scanned over the permission form. 

 ―The capital, Nagasaki itself!‖ 

 He stared at the permission form. 

 ―The entire class is going to the museum of history and culture,‖ she added. 

 ―Even me,‖ said Jack with a hint of teasing. 

 ―I think I‘d feel better if you were going alone,‖ said Richard. 

 As usual, Anie put on her best wounded puppy expression. 

 Richard chuckled as he pulled out a high-quality pen and signed the permission slip. 

 ―You‘re the best,‖ Anie said as she kissed his cheek then returned the paper upstairs. 

 ―The class will have some free time on this trip?‖ asked Richard once she was, again, out 

of sight. 

 ―Probably an hour or two for meals and shopping,‖ Jack answered. 

 ―Keep her safe,‖ Richard commanded as he left the kitchen. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Anie loved this city.  She‘d only been to it twice, once with her father on her birthday and once 

at Jack‘s invitation.  He‘d invited her to hang out twice only to be rejected until he learned of her 

love for Nagasaki.  After that treat, she had learned to tolerate his presence a lot more; even 

finding him to be somewhat enjoyable company.  On the way to the city, Anie‘s friends searched 

for Jack, and sighed with disappointment when they couldn‘t find him.  While the students were 

listening to the teacher explain the day‘s itinerary, Jack seemed to appear among them from 

nowhere, brightening many moods. 

 ―What‘d I miss?‖ he whispered in conspiratorial tones. 

 ―Where have you been?‖ Anie asked in a low voice. 

 ―I wanted to take the scenic route,‖ he answered. 

 She noticed Tamotsu glancing back at the two of them before returning his gaze forward.  

Anie had wondered what the term ‗alpha male‘ meant until she saw Tamotsu and Jack together.  

The two of them would glare at each other so intensely she sometimes wondered if they wanted 



30 

 

to be left alone.  It reminded her of the way her dogs and cats would face off against each other.  

Within the last few weeks, though, something had changed.  Now the two of them simply 

ignored each other. 

 Part of her felt guilty for their animosity.  Tamotsu had been one of the first friends Anie 

made upon coming to Japan and she did enjoy spending time with him.  He appeared to 

reciprocate those feelings and frequently invited her everywhere – invitations that she never 

turned down.  However, there was some very deep part of her that protested them being anything 

more than friends (and sometimes that part seemed to protest even that much).  Some days she 

resented Jack for coming here and giving her more than one boy to have to deal with. 

 Her friends had made their choices at least.  Two of them had chosen to spend their 

efforts on wooing the tall, lean Briton while the other two begged for the shorter, muscular 

Japanese boy to pay attention to them.  The display only grew worse during the field trip, with 

one of her friends on each side; their flirting cranked up to eleven.  By the end of the museum, 

Anie thought she was going to be sick. 

 While everyone else in the class was splitting up for lunch, the two boys stepped aside, 

leaving the girls behind to giggle and conspire about who was going to have the fortune of being 

taken out on a romantic interlude (blown out of all possible proportions by their imaginations).  

Jack and Tamotsu whispered between themselves for a moment before finally devolving into 

what looked like a match of paper-rock-scissors; though they blocked a view of it with their 

bodies.   

 Jack stalked off as Tamotsu turned around with a big smile and said, ―Alright ladies, it 

looks like you get to spend the afternoon with me.‖ 

 The group half cheered and half complained as they followed after him.  Anie was 

lagging behind when Jack sneaked up and touched her arm. 

 ―Care to join me for a meal, madam?‖ 

 ―You buying?‖ asked Anie. 

 Jack acted shocked.  ―That would be very chauvinistic of me!‖ 

 ―Screw feminism, I want free food,‖ Anie said as she wrapped herself around his arm and 

dragged him away. 
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 Jack didn‘t protest as they went to her favorite sushi place and ordered a family meal 

deal.  He even gave up his portion of it so Anie could savor an extra helping.  Before she knew it, 

several hours had pass with Jack carrying the conversation while she ate six servings and drank a 

copious amount of water with salt added.  He was even gentlemanly enough to pay for the entire 

tab. 

 By sunset the clouds that had loomed during the day finally opened to pour rain onto the 

city.  Anie and Jack were coming out of a store when she noticed the rain and how late it seemed.  

―Shit, the school may have left without me,‖ she said. 

 ―Don‘t worry about it,‖ said Jack.  ―I can get you home.‖ 

 ―This was all an evil plot wasn‘t it?‖ said Anie with a chuckle. 

 ―Yes and there is no white knight to save you!‖ Jack said in overdramatic tones as he 

loomed over her with his arms raised like some cartoon villain. 

 ―I guess we‘ll have to do.‖ 

 Anie stopped her giggling.  They had exited the store into an alley that was now blocked 

with three thugs.  ―It was just a joke,‖ she said as her face grew red.  ―The princess doesn‘t need 

rescuing today.  Thanks anyway.‖ 

 ―That‘s where you‘re wrong, girly,‖ said one of them in a black leather coat as Jack put 

himself between Anie and their advance.  ―Now tell your boyfriend to step aside before he gets 

hurt.‖ 

 Before she could respond, Jack suddenly leaped forward.  A left hook toppled one thug as 

a right uppercut caught another that ran at him.  But the one in the leather coat slipped by him 

and grabbed Anie, pressing a knife against her throat before she could react. 

 ―Back off!‖ said the thug in Japanese. 

 Jack hesitated a moment until Anie screamed his name.  The sound of bones breaking and 

a knife falling filled the alley as Jack crushed the thug‘s hand.  Before the ruffian could scream, 

Jack yanked him forward, grabbed the front of his shirt, and slammed him into a wall. 

 Anie tried to stop the shaking affecting her limbs when she noticed a more familiar figure 

at the end of the alley.  ―Tamotsu!‖ she cried out, running towards him.  She held her arms out, 

anxious to be embraced by someone familiar.  Her friend reached for her too, but just as she 

reached him, she fell unconscious. 
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   *   *   * 

 

Jack stood rigid in the alley, examining the body on the ground before him.  As always he had 

pulled his punches to avoid permanent damage, until Anie had shouted his name.  Before he 

knew what was happening, Jack was on the verge of tearing the punk apart and pulled back just 

as the kid‘s body hit the side of a building with enough force to chip the masonry.  He was still 

alive but the back of his head had been scraped open and the exquisite scent of blood was now 

filling the alley. 

 Jack stood there, salivating, hungering, and fighting an urge he‘d never experienced 

before, when Anie shouted Tamotsu‘s name and ran down the alley.  As he tried to regain 

control, he saw out of the corner of his eye Anie fall.  Jack spun around, bearing his elongated 

teeth and roared with a voice that sounded more mountain lion or bear than human. 

 ―She‘s not injured,‖ said Tamotsu as he laid her gently on the ground.  ―I just hit a few 

pressure points to make her unconscious.  We don‘t want her involved.‖ 

 ―With?‖ 

 Tamotsu took off his coat and lifted Anie to slide it under her.  He then stood up and 

withdrew a two foot long kodachi whose blade was dyed black.  ―Your death.‖ 

 Jack straightened his fingers and a two-inch long, triangular silver metal claw popped out 

of the end of each of them. 

 Tamotsu charged first, bringing his blade in a downward arc that seemed so slow to Jack 

he almost yawned.  He knocked the blade aside and drove his claws in a straight jab at the other 

man‘s face.  With impressive speed, Tamotsu twisted out of the way, slicing open Jack‘s 

stomach as he did so.  The wretched scent of garlic filled the alley as Jack‘s skin began to smoke 

and bubble around the wound. 

 Jack glanced at the cut before attacking with every ounce of fury and speed he had.  His 

opponent darted backwards, dodging and deflecting every blow until he was able to land another 

slice on Jack‘s right shoulder.  Jack winced with the sudden, searing pain and Tamotsu attacked 

again, driving him backwards.   
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 Jack defended himself as best he could, but his arms were burning with each cut from 

Tamotsu.  Suddenly, he saw an opening and lunged forward with a wide, telegraphed swipe.  He 

could sense Tamotsu‘s laugh as the boy leaned out of the way then counterattacked with a thrust 

of his blade.  Jack smiled instead as he used his own momentum to sidestep the strike.  He held 

up his left hand, letting the blade go through it before twisting the weapon out of Tamotsu‘s grip.  

At the same time, Jack brought his right hand up and buried it to the second knuckle into his 

opponent‘s left side, between the ribs. 

 ―Sorry, Tamotsu,‖ said Jack. 

 In reply, his opponent trapped Jack‘s arm against his side before bringing his right hand 

over in a hook strike.  A loud crack echoed as Jack‘s elbow shattered right before a backhand 

crushed his jaw and twisted his head over his left shoulder.  At last Tamotsu released the grip on 

Jack‘s arm just as a powerful front kick sent the Briton flying down the alley.  All three moves 

had taken less than a second. 

 Jack lay on his back a moment, staring at the ground as he tried to take stock of what was 

happening.  His right arm was useless.  With his left, Jack turned his head around, wincing as he 

touched the side of his face that had been scrapped raw on the ground.  A few feet away, 

Tamotsu was locating his weapon.  Jack pushed himself upright and began hitting his chest and 

side as hard as he could. 

 ―Shame,‖ said Tamotsu as he stood over Jack and raised his weapon.  ―You seemed like a 

decent enough chap.  Considering what you are.‖ 

 At that moment, a loud click sounded.  Jack tore off his shirt and propped himself up as 

six spikes with wires attached exploded from his chest. 

 ―What the—‖ said Tamotsu as all six struck him followed by sixty thousand volts. 

 After three seconds, the electricity stopped and Jack tore the wires loose as his opponent 

fell to the ground, shaking.  It took all of his strength, but he got to his feet.  He concentrated on 

his left hand, straightening it out with his teeth clenched until the claws on them finally retracted.  

Then he made his way over to Stephanie and hoisted her onto his left shoulder before wandering 

out into the rainy evening. 
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5. News Mass 

Scott was reading from an old, leather bound tome – the smells of ancient parchment filling the 

room – while Tambre knitted.  The sound of rain tapping the roof and the windows was so 

soothing that Scott allowed himself a relaxed smile. 

 ―This is disappointing,‖ said Tambre as she put down her needles. 

 ―What is?‖ asked Scott, innocently. 

 ―The kids have been gone for three weeks now, and we act no different than when they‘re 

here.‖ 

 He laughed as he limped over to sit beside his wife, putting his arm around her.  ―What 

would you like to do?‖ 

 ―No,‖ Tambre said as she crossed her arms.  ―Spontaneity is part of the fun.‖ 

 ―We could go out.‖ 

 Tambre shook her head.  ―No, you always get surly around crowds.‖ 

 ―Want to cuddle in the tub?  I put in the hot water system for you, so we may as well 

enjoy it.‖ 

 ―Complain all you want, Scott, but I like my baths.‖ 

 ―And I like you happy.  Now what say you we go and enjoy the fruits of my labor 

together?‖ 

 Tambre smiled and they stood up when the electricity shut off.  ―What‘s happening?‖ he 

asked as his eyes adjusted to night vision.  He grabbed his cane and headed to their bedroom. 

 Tambre closed her eyes and rubbed her temples.  ―I can‘t be sure.‖ 

 Scott stood in the doorway to their room and shouted, ―Give me a clue, babe!‖ 

 ―It‘s an attack!‖ she shouted as she ran after him. 

 Scott went to the chest at the end of their bed as his wife opened a secret panel on the side 

of their dresser.  As he pulled out several boxes of .38 special shells and a full bandolier with a 

dozen moon clips hanging from it, she withdrew a machete and some grenades. 

 ―Get to Orrick.  I‘ll meet you there.‖  Scott popped his cane open and began loading 

bullets into the revolver chamber concealed within.  With a loud click, he snapped it shut. 

 ―You might need one of these,‖ Tambre replied as she tossed him an explosive. 
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 They pulled each other together for a too brief kiss before separating.  As she ran toward 

the stairs, Scott spotted five figures coming through the dark. 

 ―Run!‖ he shouted.  One of the figures jumped at him, but Scott raised his cane and fired, 

dropping the stranger.  A second tried to run past Scott, but he hooked him with the cane and 

tossed him into the third.  The remaining two hung back and tossed a mass of throwing stars as 

Scott closed in.  He managed to knock most of the stars aside, but a few embedded in his 

shoulders and arms.  Heedless of his injuries, Scott pushed forward into a storm of kicks and 

punches.  Grabbing a leg, he tossed the attacker out the window.  Spotting an opening, the other 

one hit the old man hard enough to crack his jaw. 

 Scott turned slowly to the invader, his eyes a solid dark red.  Grabbing the attacker‘s 

clothing, Scott lifted and slammed him into the floor with a thunderous force.  With a loud groan, 

part of the second floor gave way and the two of them fell into the kitchen. 

 Scott‘s legs buckled as he landed and he fell down.  Unable to find his cane, he used the 

fridge to help himself stand as another figure dropped down through the hole.  His hands dug 

into the fridge‘s metal skin as he used it to knock the attacker down.  Dropping the fridge onto 

the body after a few extra blows, Scott hobbled over to his cane.  As he reached for it, someone 

tackled him.  His skin burned and smoked with each wound as the attacker stabbed him over and 

over.  With a growl of pain, he reached back.  With a bit of shock, he realized as he grabbed this 

attacker that she was female.  Part of him felt a little guilty as he threw her into the cabinets.   

 Scott savored the momentary silence as he grasped his cane and slowly stood up.  

Turning around, Scott‘s jaw dropped as he watched the three fighters stand up, shaking off the 

injuries he had inflicted upon them.  He couldn‘t help but ask, ―What the hell are you?‖   

 They didn‘t respond but pulled out new weapons. 

 Scott glanced around and realized he was standing next to the closet where they kept the 

propane tanks for the hot water heater.  Tearing the door from its hinges, he tossed it at his 

enemies then ripped one of the tanks from its moorings.  Scott with a contemptuous laugh, he 

knocked of the tank‘s top valve and tossed it into the middle of the room.  The gas‘s loud hissing 

made them pause cautiously, leaving Scott just enough time to pull out a grenade.  He chuckled 

as he pulled the pin and tossed the grenade at the tank. 
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 A second later, a massive explosion destroyed most of the first floor.  ―You‘ve got to do 

better than that!‖ shouted Scott as he tumbled into the sewers with the remains of his house. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Anie awoke with stiff and bruised joints.  A quick glance at her surroundings told her why.  She 

was lying on a cold, hard concrete floor in an abandoned building.  Looking around, she found 

junk piled everywhere.  Most of the windows had been boarded up except for the highest ones, 

which let in bright shafts of morning sunlight.  A few feet away from her, propped against the 

wall furthest from where the sunlight struck the floor, lay Jack. 

 Anie gasped.  His right arm had been bent at an impossible angle from the elbow and his 

head lolled onto his left shoulder in an unhealthy way.  Anie shouted his name as she scrambled 

over to him.  Holding the back of her hand against his face, she felt no breath.  With growing 

panic, she checked his wrist and neck, but found no pulse.  ―No!‖ she screamed as she shook his 

shoulders. 

 ―Ow.‖ 

 Anie yelped. 

 Jack grimaced as he opened his eyes and lifted a pained gaze to her. 

 ―Jack?‖ 

 ―You slammed my head into the wall.‖ 

 Anie laughed as fear and dread released her.  Now it all seemed funny.  ―I thought you 

were…‖  Her voice trailed off.  Jack‘s head was still twisted and resting on his shoulder in a way 

the spine didn‘t allow.  To confirm that she was not hallucinating, Anie reached out and touched 

him.  His skin was still cold, and there was still no pulse.  ―What are you?‖ she shrieked, 

scrambling backwards. 

 ―What do you mean?‖ Jack asked in a tone that signaled him preparing to lie. 

 ―You have no pulse!‖ she screamed. 

 ―Is that important?‖ 

 ―Yes!  Otherwise you‘re like a… zombie.‖ 

 ―You ever know a zombie this lucid?‖ Jack pointed out. 
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 Anie considered it.  ―Not in any movies or TV shows I‘ve seen.‖ 

 ―See?  I‘m not a zombie.‖ 

 His casual tone and attempts at humor helped calm Anie‘s heart.  She still remembered 

the friend she had once known and part of her resumed the rapport they‘d always had.  ―So then 

you must be…‖ 

 Jack chuckled.  ―You‘re smart.  Guess.‖ 

 ―The Easter Bunny?‖ 

 Jack glared at her.  ―That doesn‘t even make sense.‖ 

 ―Haven‘t you seen Monty Python?  Pale white and plenty bloodthirsty!‖ 

 Jack grunted as he rolled his eyes.  ―I don‘t have all day.‖ 

 ―You‘re dead!‖ Anie reiterated.  ―By definition, you have all of eternity.‖ 

 ―And the guessing game has become boring.  What am I?‖ 

 The half smile Anie had worn while teasing him faded as she grew serious.  ―Vampire.‖ 

 ―Hallelujah, we can move onto final jeopardy,‖ Jack said with a sigh. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Richard was staring bleary-eyed at his coffee maker, willing it to work when he heard a knock at 

the front door.  He stumbled through the house and opened it, ready to unleash the entirety of his 

wrath upon whoever was disturbing him at this wretched hour. 

 ―Everyone‘s gone,‖ said Alicia.  It was a bright and sunny day after the previous 

evening‘s rain.  Dressed in baggy sweat clothes with her hair hanging down around her head – 

kept in place by a red baseball cap – and a pair of sunglasses so large they covered half her face, 

Alicia looked like the most conspicuous shoplifter ever standing on his doorstep.  ―Please… it‘s 

hot out here.‖ 

 Richard sighed and stepped back, beckoning her in. 

 Alicia darted into the house. 

 ―You couldn‘t wait till I get to the office?‖ muttered Richard as he returned to the 

kitchen. 
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 In the main hallway, Alicia stripped down to her standard black jeans and tank top, 

shaking her hair loose.  ―I thought you‘d have called me already, asking where Anie was.‖ 

 Richard hit the coffee maker.  ―Need.  Coffee.  First.‖ 

 Alicia pushed him away and began fiddling with the appliance.  Seconds later it was 

bubbling happily as the aroma of fresh coffee filled the kitchen. 

 ―Now, Richard we—‖ 

 ―Shh!‖ he silenced her.  ―After coffee.‖ 

 Alicia stood there fidgeting while Richard half-dozed standing up.  Before the coffee pot 

was full, she grabbed it, letting the maker‘s continuous stream of caffeine goodness spill over the 

kitchen counter.  She poured the contents into a mug with Gandalf on the side and handed it to 

Richard. 

 Before she could talk, he held up a hand to signal quietness then took a sip of his favorite 

elixir.  Blinking to clear his eyes, Richard looked at Alicia and said, ―Now tell me again what‘s 

going on.‖ 

 ―Everyone‘s gone!‖ she blurted.  ―Including your daughter.‖ 

 ―How do you mean, gone?‖ 

 ―Not here.  Missing.  Unaccounted for.  Unable to contact.‖ 

 Richard rubbed his forehead.  ―No… Anie came home last night.‖  He trailed off as his 

memories aligned.  ―Didn‘t she?‖  Setting his mug down, Richard ran upstairs and banged on his 

daughter‘s door as he shouted her name.  When there was no reply, he burst in to find it empty. 

 His heart sank as he said, ―No, she didn‘t.‖ 

 Running back downstairs, he grabbed his phone, saying, ―So help me, Alicia, if 

anything‘s happened to her…‖ 

 ―It‘s probably happened‘ta Jack‘r Mom‘r Dad,‖ said she replied.  ―I called them but no 

one answered.‖ 

 By the second time Richard heard the automated voice recording tell him the customer he 

was dialing was unavailable, his anger boiled over and he threw the phone across the room.  

―Come on, Alicia.  We have to find them!‖ he said as he grabbed his coat hanging in the hall. 

 ―Wait!‖ 

 ―For?‖ 
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 Alicia couldn‘t help but smile a little.  ―You‘re not dressed!  You can‘t go searching for 

Stephanie without any pants on.‖ 

 Richard glanced down and realized he was still in his midnight blue bathrobe.  ―Oh.  

Right.‖ 

 ―And remember who‘se best tracker in the family?‖ 

 He took a deep breath and dredged up old, dusty memories.  ―Orrick.‖ 

 ―Fix‘im and he can find‘ur missing families.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―You really drink blood?‖ 

 Jack nodded.  ―As long as it has iron.  Any other kind makes us sick.‖ 

 ―What other kinds are there?‖ asked Anie. 

 ―Some crustaceans have copper blood.  Hence why you‘ll never see us even fake-eat crab 

or lobster.‖ 

 Anie hugged her knees to hide the growling of her stomach as she pondered the truth 

about her friend.  ―Don‘t you normally sleep during the day?‖ 

 ―We don‘t need to sleep at all,‖ said Jack.  ―My kind only sleeps because we‘re bored or 

because we‘re hungry.‖ 

 ―Why would you sleep if you‘re hungry?‖ 

 ―Blood‘s our fuel, like gas to an engine.  Moving, fighting, healing grievous wounds: all 

of those take blood.  If we do too much without eating, we start to… shut down.  First we start 

falling asleep more and more often.  Eventually we become catatonic.‖ 

 ―For good?‖ 

 ―Until we‘re given blood again – I think.  I‘ve never experienced it and most who do 

don‘t survive.‖ 

 ―It does kill you?‖ 

 Jack shook his head.  ―No.  It‘s the freezing outside when the sun rises or being found by 

angry people that kills you.  As long as that doesn‘t happen…  I‘ve heard there‘s even an ancient 
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city of vampires that are sleeping, waiting to be awoken again.  Though I doubt they could have 

persevered that long.‖ 

 ―Do you want to go to sleep now?  You‘re looking tired.‖ 

 ―No!‖ he shouted.  ―Keep pestering me Anie.  If I pass out before I feed, I may never 

wake up again.‖ 

 Anie looked down at her warm, living body, full of blood.  She suddenly felt very 

conscious of her heartbeat.  ―Are you… going to eat me?‖ 

 ―My colony gave up humans centuries ago.  We only drink animal blood now.‖ 

 Anie mulled that over.  ―Does that make you like… vegetarian vampires or something?‖ 

 Jack started laughing.  ―No, we‘d be vegetarians if we drank only tomato juice.  We call 

ourselves ‗anti-soylents‘.‖ 

 She stared at him blankly. 

 ―Soylent Green,‖ Jack explained.  ―It‘s a famous sci-fi story?  It was made into a movie 

starring Charlton Heston?‖ 

 Anie continued to stare at him. 

 ―Kids these days.  No sense of culture,‖ grumbled Jack. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Okamura walked into the lab to find Richard standing in the corner opposite of Orrick, staring at 

half a dozen whiteboards covered with pseudo-code.  Every few seconds he would go up and 

erase part of one of them and write something else.  Nearby, Alicia was perched precariously on 

a chair as usual, but for once, she seemed to be trying to help. 

 ―Maybe his wires‘re crossed,‖ she said.  ―His ears‘re seeing, his eyes‘re tasting, etcetera.‖ 

 ―That was my first thought,‖ replied Richard.  ―But the input relays are working as 

designed and are sending to the proper sensory brain regions.‖ 

 ―What‘s going on?‖ asked Okamura as he approached them. 

 ―Okey!‖ Alicia said before vanishing from her chair and appearing next to Okamura in 

the blink of an eye.  ―Our families‘ve been kidnapped,‖ she whispered in a conspiratorial tone as 
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she steered him to the boards.  ―My brother‘s the best tracker ever so we‘re trying‘ta get him 

fixed now.‖ 

 Okamura freed himself from Alicia‘s grasp and joined Richard at the boards.  As he 

reviewed the work, Okamura leaned over and whispered, ―Sure this isn‘t an elaborate ruse?‖ 

 Alicia looked shocked and offended.  ―We‘d never!  Besides, ya‘ll‘re the ones with time 

running out.  We‘re immortal.‖ 

 The two scientists sighed and stared at the whiteboards. 

 ―Orrick‘s probably figured‘t out already,‖ said Alicia.  ―Too bad he can‘t tell you.‖ 

 ―That‘s it!‖ Richard exclaimed as he began erasing one of the boards clean. 

 ―What is?‖ asked Okamura. 

 ―Let‘s look at this problem anew.‖ 

 Alicia and Okamura nodded. 

 ―Let‘s divide everything a person does and experiences into two groups: input and 

output,‖ Richard said, writing it down.  ―Now, which one is Orrick‘s problem?‖ 

 ―Output,‖ said Okamura. 

 ―And we‘ve been testing?‖ 

 ―Input.  No discernible errors there.‖ 

 Richard stepped back.  ―Right.  So if input works but output doesn‘t… where is the 

problem?‖ 

 ―Rich,‖ Okamura began.  ―We‘ve tested his output and got responses if we force fed the 

relays.  There‘s no problem in his output either.‖ 

 ―So where is the problem?‖ 

 ―In… whatever connects input to output?‖ Alicia offered hesitantly. 

 ―Processing?‖ said Okamura.  ―But we‘ve checked that more often than anything else.  

No errors there, either.‖ 

 ―But the problem has to be there,‖ Richard said.  ―It must be a processing issue that 

doesn‘t produce a processing error.‖ 

 ―That‘d have to be… a resource problem.‖ 

 The two scientists looked at each other before running to their computers.  Alicia perched 

on an extra table, watching them as they typed as fast as they could. 
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 ―That‘s it,‖ Okamura said, leaning back from his screen.  ―All of his processing power is 

being devoted to the processing of incoming data.‖  He studied the numbers a moment.  

―Where‘s all of this coming from?‖ 

 Richard smacked his forehead loudly.  ―Ambient noise.‖ 

 ―What about it?‖ asked Alicia. 

 ―You know…‖ Richard stopped a moment, struggling to find the right words.  ―Every 

second we‘re conscious our brains receive trillions of gigabytes of information from our 

surroundings.  From an early age we learn how to ignore some input and focus on others, we 

create ‗filters‘ for processing everything our brains receive.‖ 

 ―And you forgot to build a filter for Orrick,‖ Okamura said when he realized what 

Richard was referring to. 

 ―Exactly!  Of course all of our tests show him as working perfectly.  He is working 

perfectly – too perfectly.  It‘s taking everything he has to process every sight, sound, smell, taste 

– everything that he‘s detecting.‖ 

 ―So we design a filter for his brain and he should be all right.‖ 

 Alicia cheered. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Could you make me like you?‖ 

 Jack shook his head.  ―No, I can‘t.‖ 

 Anie was offended a little.  ―Can‘t or won‘t?‖ 

 ―I mean, it‘s as impossible as you turning me into a newt.‖ 

 ―Then how are vampires made?‖ 

 Jack took a deep breath.  ―A pureblood drains a victim nearly dry then forces the victim 

to drink the vampire‘s blood.  If the victim survives the ordeal, they become an impure or imp.  

Impures have too much of their humanity, so their blood is unable to turn anyone.  However, 

they can breed once with another imp and produce a pureblood vampire.  Repeat the cycle.‖ 

 ―What happens if an imp and a pure mate with each other?‖ 

 ―Same thing if either one of them mates with a human: nothing.‖ 
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 ―Is that the only difference between purebloods and impures?‖ she asked. 

 ―More or less,‖ said Jack.  ―There might be some other differences I‘m forgetting but 

they‘re minor.‖ 

 ―So how strong and fast are you?‖ 

 ―On average we‘re as strong and fast as your best Olympians.  But each vampire is gifted 

with a particular strength.‖ 

 ―Such as?‖ 

 ―My dad‘s incredibly strong and my sister, Alicia, is very, very fast.‖ 

 ―So vampires only get… physical blessings?‖ 

 Jack laughed.  ―Not always.  My mom has limited precognition skills.‖ 

 ―Do vampires have any weaknesses?‖ 

 Jack pretended to be hurt.  ―I can‘t believe you‘d ask such a thing!  I thought you were 

my friend.‖ 

 ―And I thought you were human,‖ was Anie‘s snarky reply. 

 ―Touché,‖ Jack said with as much of a bow as he injured neck could do. 

 ―Letting me know that you even have weaknesses would go a long way toward salvaging 

our friendship.  I mean – what am I supposed to do if you attack me?‖ 

 ―Anie, there‘s a future for you in politics.‖  Jack trailed off a minute, in thought.  ―Every 

one of us can be killed with direct sunlight or by being burned alive.  Garlic is to us as kryptonite 

is to Superman.  These,‖ said Jack as he held up his arm to show the multiple lacerations on it, 

―haven‘t healed yet because the weapon was coated in garlic.  Vampires are also as diverse in 

our weaknesses as our strengths.  Each of us has one unique weakness.‖ 

 ―What‘s yours?‖ 

 Jack looked over at an old palette and broke off a piece of wood with one blow.  As he 

held it up, Anie could see skin smoking while she recoiled from the stench of burning skin. 

 ―All wood?‖ she asked. 

 ―Some don‘t bother me as badly.  Particle board and treated lumber for example.‖ 

 ―So a natural wooden stake to the heart would kill you, but not another vampire?‖ 

 ―Not unless they were also weak to it.‖ 
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 Anie couldn‘t help but look for the closest piece of wood.  Scooting closer to it, she asked 

the one question she‘d secretly been dreading.  ―How old are you?‖ 

 ―Nineteen.‖ 

 ―Really?  You seem older.‖ 

 Jack laughed.  ―No, I mean I was turned when I was nineteen.  Pures count their 

birthdays.  Impures consider themselves the age they were at turning.‖ 

 ―So how long have you been nineteen?‖ 

  ―Awhile,‖ sighed Jack. 

 ―Do you… feel pain?‖ 

 ―Yes, and I‘m in a lot of it,‖ Jack said, pointing to his head, ―And I‘m suffering from 

vertigo.‖ 

 Anie inched a bit closer.  ―I can help – if you promise not to bite me.‖ 

 ―You know how to kill me if I try,‖ replied Jack. 

 Anie reached for his face but paused.  ―Promise?‖ 

 ―I didn‘t bite while you were sleeping!  Now are you going to straighten me out or—ow!‖ 

 A loud crack echoed after Anie grabbed his head and set it right. 

 ―How‘s that?‖ she asked. 

 ―Better,‖ Jack answered, despite his eyes being a little crossed.  ―But you suck as a 

nurse.‖ 

 Anie smiled.  ―Good thing I‘m practicing on dead people.‖ 

 This time Jack couldn‘t help but laugh. 
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6. Nemesis Monsters 

It was about noon when Scott made an entrance in the basement lab‘s floor from the sewer. 

 ―What is that smell?‖ said Alicia, Richard and Okamura near simultaneously in their own 

languages. 

 ―We‘re under attack,‖ answered Scott as he climbed up.  ―I need a headcount.‖ 

 Everyone looked at each other for a second before Alicia answered.  ―Only Orrick & I‘re 

here.  No word‘rom Jack.‖ 

 ―Where‘s Tambre?  She should have beaten me here.‖ 

 ―We… haven‘t seen her.‖ 

 Richard and Okamura covered their ears as Scott let out a mournful, strangled cry.  Alicia 

put her head down in a moment of silence. 

 ―Find Jack!‖ barked Scott. 

 ―Why?  What‘re you doing?‖ asked Alicia. 

 ―See if there‘s anything left of my wife.  Then – if these people want a war – I‘m going to 

give it to them.‖ 

 The three of them watched as Scott dropped back into the hole he had made. 

 ―Aren‘t you going to search?‖ asked Okamura. 

 ―At nightfall,‖ Alicia said, wrinkling her nose.  ―No‘ay I‘m going through sewers.‖ 

 The two humans turned back to their work while Alicia went over to Orrick and talked 

with him in whispers.  As Richard typed, he saw a notification in the bottom right-hand of his 

screen.  Clicking on it, a small chat window from Okamura appeared. 

 Should we b doin this? Okamura typed. 

 I always correct my mistakes. Richard sent back. 

 U sure they’ll let her go 

 Yes. 

 Wat if they don’t? 

 Their new enemies might be our new friends.  I’m sure 

they’d love to know where the vampires are. 

 

   *   *   * 
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Ever since he had been changed, Jack hated sleeping.  Spending daylight hours reading or 

expanding his knowledge was more productive than lying around unconscious.  One year 

avoided the sun all together by traveling west around the globe, staying just a few hours ahead of 

sunrise.  Only three times since leaving humanity behind had he slept: Once he fell asleep when 

he was buried alive and bored out of his mind.  The other two times were when he‘d been injured 

enough he wanted to save his energy for healing.  This time he knew dozing off might result in 

never waking up again – especially if the family‘s new enemies found him.  Interacting with 

Anie had helped him hold on to consciousness well enough but her hunger had finally reached 

the point it couldn‘t be ignored so she‘d left him to find some food.  Now he was longing for one 

of his portable game systems or a cheap romance, fantasy, any genre or access to Youtube – 

anything to keep his mind just active enou… 

… 

Jack jumped as he realized he had drifted off, though he couldn‘t tell for how long.  Anie still 

hadn‘t returned.  Would she?  He‘d been mostly truthful with her from the first day they met – 

just not forthcoming.  Indeed for reasons he was still trying to figure out, Jack found it highly 

difficult to lie to make himself lie to her. 

 A crash drew his attention to the middle of the building where a black clad figure had 

broken through one of the windows and landed with a sword drawn.  ―Really?‖ asked Jack 

credulously as he used the wall with his good hand to stand up.  ―A ninja?  In Japan.‖ 

 The ninja walked toward him. 

 ―A lot of us are trying to fight stereotypes you know,‖ laughed Jack.  ―Look at me, I‘m 

British, but I‘ve never liked tea.  But then someone like you has got to go and set all our efforts 

back a decade.‖ 

 The ninja stopped a foot away. 

 ―You should be ashamed of yourself.‖ 

 The sword thrust straight at Jack‘s heart but he lifted his body out of the way and shoved 

off from the wall.  The vampire sailed over the ninja‘s head then hit the ground running as fast as 

he could.  Jack tried to calculate how far he could get before passing out for good when some 

thrown debris hit the back of his legs, pitching him forward. 
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 He struck the ground hard.  He tried to get back up but found his legs wouldn‘t work 

below the knees.  He began crawling as fast as he could, but after just half a yard, Jack felt a pair 

of strong hands pick him up and throw him.  A second passed in the air before he hit the ground 

on his back and slid directly into one of the abandoned building‘s patches of sunlight. 

 The heat was unbearable, like being tossed into a furnace alive.  Jack wanted to scream 

but refused to give his enemy the satisfaction.  He looked up with defiant eyes and saw that Anie 

had returned, standing just behind his attacker.  Both she and the ninja shielded their eyes as Jack 

didn‘t burn, but sparkled in the sunlight like a male model carved out of a disco ball.  Again he 

tried to crawl away but his enemy recovered too fast and jumped onto the vampire‘s chest. 

 ―Fooled you,‖ Jack laughed in his face. 

 The ninja drove his sword into Jack‘s chest. 

 ―I should learn to shut up,‖ he coughed. 

 His enemy pulled out a zippo lighter and flicked it on. 

 ―Not again…‖ 

 ―NO!‖  The cry echoed through the building as Anie charged.  Jack knew the ninja had to 

be aware of her, but the ninja paid her no heed.  Both were surprised when Anie grabbed the 

ninja from behind, spun around and tossed him through a wall on the far side of the building. 

 ―Come on, we‘ve got to get out of here,‖ said Anie as she bent down to help Jack.  A few 

feet away, a fire was beginning to spread from where she had accidentally knocked the lighter 

into a pile of rags and carboard. 

 ―How the hell did you do that?‖ Jack blurted. 

 ―Adrenaline rush,‖ Anie replied with determination as she lifted Jack up in her arms.  

―Just like how I‘m going to get you out of here now.‖   

 For a second the light caught her eyes and he thought they her pupils looked slitted.  

Draped over her shoulder, Jack wondered if he had really seen it or if the blood delirium was 

affecting him worse than he thought. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Do you know what you did wrong?‖ 
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 Tamotsu forced his teeth to stop chattering to give a clear answer.  ―Sensei, he violated 

the treaty.‖ 

 ―We‘re not arguing against that,‖ his teacher replied.  ―But you should have known better 

than to move against him that fast.‖ 

 ―He harmed a human on Japanese soil!‖ 

 ―Irrelevant.  We had a plan to attack them during the day if necessary.  They would have 

been weaker and their routes of escape would have been limited.  Instead your rash actions 

forced the trainees honing their following skills into attacking two pure vampires.  The matriarch 

may have been killed but now the patriarch is on the offensive.  One initiate and two field 

operatives have been killed by him now.‖ 

 Tamotsu bowed his head in shame.  Their enforcement efforts had morphed into a war 

and he was to blame.  Now he sat naked in the punishment chamber – an empty room with metal 

walls, ceiling and floor that was chilled just short of condensation. 

 ―No,‖ said his sensei. 

 The boy looked up at his teacher with his head cocked to the side.  Normally penance 

required the offending party to meditate past the cold in this room for several hours.  If the 

offense was severe enough, the room was filled with loud noises, horrid smells and/or flashing 

lights to make the meditation much more difficult. 

 His sensei pulled out a small ball of metal with some wires dangling from it and tossed it 

at Tamotsu, who caught it.  ―You will serve penance via that, from the matriarch.‖ 

 ―Where‘s this from?‖ asked Tamotsu as he examined it.  One side had circles painted on 

it, making it look very much like an eye.  ―Vampires leave nothing behind but their clothes.‖ 

 ―This one left more,‖ noted his sensei.  ―Use it to find them.‖  Then he was gone and the 

door was locked. 

 Tamotsu focused his mind on the object and his energies into transcending.  With any 

luck he would again be able to— 

 

The smell of ozone brought Tamotsu out of his meditation as several high pitched squeals made 

him tear up with the pain.  It was bright, the middle of the day it looked like, and he was in a 

jungle somewhere crouched behind a huge fallen log with several others.  To his right and left, 
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people stood up and fired odd guns toward a forest that seemed to be shooting back.  Tamotsu 

thought he saw a familiar figure and looked harder at the pale person immediately to his left. 

 ―Hey Furby, want to give us a hand?‖ asked Jack. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

He felt far too heavy, but Stephanie had to admit that she didn‘t know how much vampires were 

supposed to weigh.  After much protesting from her back and legs, she eventually found a 

secluded enough corner of the city and dropped him onto the ground with a huff.  Between gasps 

of air she said, ―I was away for so long trying to find a butcher willing to give me a quart of 

animal blood.  And then I spilled it back there.‖ 

 Jack didn‘t reply, his eyes already rolling back into his head. 

 ―No!  Stay with me!‖ screamed Anie, shaking him.  She glanced down at his useless right 

arm and notice that large metal claws were still sticking out of the end of his fingers.  Without 

hesitation, Anie sliced her palm open on one of them and shoved the oozing cut into Jack‘s 

mouth. 

 For a moment nothing happened, but then Jack suddenly twitched and began drinking 

with vigor.  A few seconds later he violently pulled away and began coughing hard.  Anie 

watched in horror as he threw up her blood and what looked like the meals of several past 

months.  The sound of his retching broke her heart again and again until he finally lay still.  With 

moist eyes, Anie rolled Jack over onto his back and realized she was too late – he was gone. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Help…ing… Thanks… For…‖ 

 Richard couldn‘t help but smile a bit at Orrick‘s first words since freezing up so many 

decades ago.  ―Hold on a sec boy,‖ Richard muttered as he made a few last code changes.  With 

a punch of the enter key, his and Okamura‘s latest designed subroutines transferred from their 

testing computer directly into Orrick‘s brain via a USB cable.  ―Talk to me,‖ he said once the 

progress bar finished.  The passing seconds were even longer working alone in the middle of the 
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night.  He knew the building was empty except for some cleaning staff on the floors above, but 

his imagination still ran wild with every strange noise.  Finally he brought up Freecell and began 

playing.  After beating his fifth game, he realized that fifteen minutes had passed.  ―Orrick, 

please tell me you‘re working.‖ 

 ―I am working, Richard.‖ 

 Richard flinched.  While he had hoped for a response, finally getting one was surprising. 

 ―My apologies.  I had turned off all my senses and am turning them on one at a time to 

adjust the filters.‖ 

 ―So they worked?‖ Richard asked eagerly. 

 ―Quite elegantly.  Designing them in LISP so I could configure them ‗on the fly‘ – so to 

speak – was brilliant.‖ 

 ―I just had the idea.  Okamura is the genius at coding.‖ 

 ―If it‘s any comfort, my sister was wrong.  I was so focused on dealing with all the input I 

didn‘t have the capacity to think about a solution.‖  Orrick‘s eyes slowly opened.  He blinked 

twice before his gaze focused on Richard.  ―Ah, much better.‖ 

 ―Glad I could help.‖ 

 The two of them sat there in uncomfortable silence until Orrick noticed the cell phone 

that had been placed in front of him.  He picked it up and began dialing.  ―Scott?  Hi dad, long 

time no talk.  Two hundred percent better.  Shall I go find Jack now and bring him home?‖  The 

rest of the conversation was Orrick muttering agreements before he was finally able to hang up 

the phone. 

 ―Scott‘s not going to keep his end of the deal is he?‖ Richard stated. 

 ―Please understand,‖ replied Orrick.  ―Most vampire relationships don‘t last past a 

century.  Scott had been with Tambre for at least two.  We all loved her.‖ 

 ―She was a remarkable woman.‖ 

 ―It‘s a shame Dad‘s taking out his anger on everyone now.‖  Orrick looked at Richard.  

―Please don‘t kill me.‖ 

 Richard sighed.  ―I didn‘t put a bomb in your head.‖ 

 ―I could tell.  Thank you by the way.‖ 

 ―The fact remains, my daughter is still out there with Jack.‖ 
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 ―While you are alone with me,‖ Orrick said.  ―I doubt my father realizes he‘s been 

stalemated.‖ 

 ―So do we sit here glaring at each other or go do something to help our families?‖ 

 ―I‘m sure the audience would appreciate us doing something.‖ 

 Richard raised an eyebrow. 

 ―Sorry, years spent doing nothing but observing has given me some… insights into the 

world that most people wouldn‘t believe.‖  Orrick turned and winked at you. 

 ―Snap out of it,‖ said Richard as he stood up and pulled on his long blue coat.  ―You‘re 

going to help me find the people fighting your family.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

On a boat crossing the ocean, Alicia huddled in the middle with her eyes shut tight.  She had no 

idea where Jack was, but he was last spotted in the city.  So here she was in the middle of the 

night bribing a fisherman, who smelled a little too strongly of lust, to help her to the city proper.  

They had no clues as to who were attacking them nor if any more of them were waiting 

elsewhere in Japan.  If the boat driver was truthful, Alicia calculated that she‘d have three hours 

before dawn – enough time to glance through the city but not enough for a thorough search.  ―I 

never even wanted to come here,‖ she muttered to herself as she willed for more speed and tried 

to ignore the threatening sound of water hitting the boat. 
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7. Nonlinear Memories 

Beatrice held up the hem of her skirt as she ran down the narrow streets of Paris, twisting and 

turning blindly as her feet hit the cobble stones.  Her dry mouth gasped for air and pushed on 

despite the sharp pain in her side.  Needing to stop, she glanced back for a sign of her pursuers 

and slammed into a large body. 

 ―What‘s going on here?‖ demanded a male voice in French. 

 Beatrice apologized profusely as she picked herself up.  She was about to offer assistance 

when she realized it was a soldier she had run into. 

 ―Is everything all right…‖ the soldier began as he stood up, stopping abruptly as he 

looked at her face.  His gaze shifted past her shoulder and Beatrice‘s heart sank as she realized 

he was comparing her to a wanted poster.  She tried to run again but he grabbed her.  The girl 

struggled, expecting him to cry out for more soldiers to come and haul her away, but before he 

could do so, a mysterious person struck him down. 

 Her rescuer hoisted the soldier onto his shoulder and gestured to Beatrice.  ―Follow me,‖ 

he said in English with an unmistakable British accent.  Though her legs ached, she stumbled 

after him to a well-to-do apartment as more and more soldiers seemed to flood the streets.  

Somewhere near the heart of Paris she could hear the alarm calling all citizens to alert. 

 ―Who are you?‖ Beatrice asked.  She closed the curtains and sat down in a rich, 

comfortable chair next to the fireplace.  The color left her face as her fingers dug into the chair‘s 

armrests.  The soldier‘s throat had been torn open and her rescuer was bent over the wound, 

drinking from it.  Dare she scream?  She chocked down the instinct to do so as she weighed her 

options.  The forces of France would scarcely treat her better but would they be preferable to a 

meal for an unholy creature?  Could she run to the door and make it back outside before it caught 

her?  Concealed under her dress, her legs, shaking off the evening‘s mad dash, told her no.  

Finally she realized her only recourse and resolved to fight as she began surveying the room for 

any weapon to use against it. 

 He looked up at her and suddenly dropped the body as he wiped blood from his mouth.  

―Oh dear, where are my manners?  Forgive me, madam, my name is Jack.‖ 

 Beatrice froze as her terror reached new bounds.  ―Stingy Jack himself has come for me?‖ 
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 Jack surprised her as he started laughing.  ―No madam, I‘m not Stingy Jack.  Though the 

bastard does owe me three pounds.  Just plain, Jack at your service,‖ he said with a bow. 

 ―I warn you that if you intend to make a meal of me I shall not make it easy.‖ 

 ―Oh?‖ 

 ―At least I would scream and take my chances with Napoleon‘s court,‖ Beatrice said with 

more courage than she felt at the moment. 

 ―I would never harm a citizen of the crown!‖ he protested with a pained expression. 

 ―Then… why…‖ she stuttered. 

 ―I‘m a Briton first and foremost, madam.  A sister of the isles is spying deep within the 

enemy‘s home, and you have to ask?‖ 

 ―You… know?‖ 

 Jack nodded.  ―I also know your cover is lost, but you have gained important knowledge 

to deliver home.  I thought you could use my help.‖ 

 ―What are you doing in Paris?‖ 

 Jack dipped his fingers in the soldier‘s blood and stuck them in his mouth with a content 

moan.  ―Sorry, madam.  I‘ve gone a little too long without food.  The fact is, the king won‘t 

allow even patriotic vampires to serve in his army, so I aid Britain the only way I can.  And now 

I can aid her even more.‖ 

 Beatrice considered carefully his words.  The story was so ludicrous that it had to be true 

for who would invent such a thing?  Surely children of the Devil would be more skilled at lying.  

She was at his mercy a moment ago.  He could have done to her what he did to the French 

soldier and not bother with all this.  Couldn‘t God use wicked things to serve His purposes?  

Perhaps this was a blessing, for how better to escape Paris in the night than with a creature of the 

night?  She spoke slowly, ―You swear on the crown jewels you will see me safely across the 

channel?‖ 

 Jack shrugged.  ―It‘s going to be hard to swear to you without knowing your name.‖ 

 ―I am Beatrice.‖ 

 ―A pleasure, Beatrice,‖ said Jack with a bow.  ―On my honor, and by the glory of the 

British crown, I will see you home – without harm.‖ 
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 She nodded her acceptance as she stood up.  ―While I hate to rush you out of such a 

pleasant domicile, when do we leave?‖ 

 ―Immediately.  I know ways around the city to keep us from the soldiers.  Besides…‖  

Jack paused as he dipped his fingers in the blood again and used it to draw a Union Jack on the 

wall.  ―This isn‘t my house.‖ 

 Beatrice followed him up the house‘s stairs.  ―But I thought vampires couldn‘t enter 

home uninvited.‖ 

 ―We can‘t,‖ replied Jack with a wink.  ―I wish I could see the look on the councillor‘s 

face when he finds his mistress.  She‘s quite the unfaithful woman.‖ 

 Perhaps he was a blessing, but Beatrice still felt horrified as he led her up to an opening 

onto the roof.  Jack helped her climb up, then bent down and began ripping the lower part of her 

dress. 

 ―What are you doing?‖ she practically screamed as the confidence in her current plan 

faltered further. 

 ―Just removing the frills,‖ he said before standing back to admire his handiwork.  ―Now 

you can climb onto my back.‖ 

 Feeling a little exposed and self conscious, Beatrice hooked her arms and legs around 

Jack.  Grabbing her thighs, he hoisted her up a little then began running. 

 ―Hang on tight,‖ he said before leaping into the night. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Tamotsu was convinced the jungle had been designed to offend him in every way.  The high 

pitched squeals of the weapons – silent to most people – felt like they were drilling a hole in his 

brain while the stench of rotting, evaporating wood made him gag. 

 ―You forget your earplugs?‖ Jack shouted over the blasting as he offered a pair of simple 

yellow ones to Tamotsu. 

 He quickly put them in.  ―What‘s going on?‖ 
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 Jack grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled the Asian closer.  ―We‘re being shot at!  

Now are you going to do your little shadow dance, Fur-ball or do I have to do everything 

myself?‖ 

 Tamotsu was unable to answer as he focused on a small circle of sunlight that had pierced 

through the canopy and was resting on Jack‘s upper arm.  But instead of bursting into flames, the 

vampire‘s skin glistened and reflected the light. 

 ―The ninja‘s broke, Mah‘ji!‖ shouted Jack.  ―Don‘t suppose you have any of your variety 

among the crew, do you?‖ 

 A feminine voice with a bit of reverb and a strange accent answered from behind 

Tamotsu.  ―Sorry!  Only Earth‘s cool enough to have ninjas.‖ 

 A life of training and instinct finally caught up to him and Tamotsu shook himself free 

from Jack‘s grasp.  ―Forget it!  I‘ll save your asses this time.  Just thought you could say please.‖ 

 Rising up, he peered over the fallen tree and counted four places where shots were being 

fired from.  Tamotsu twisted into a crouch then used the log to propel himself high into the air.  

At the top of his jump, he detonated a few smoke bombs just as glowing red bolts of energy 

streaked toward him. 

 Everyone stopped, causing a lull in the shooting as they watched the smoke cloud for 

Tamotsu‘s body to fall.  A cry went up.  Three bipedal monsters with dark armor covering their 

scaly, rubbery-looking skin turned to the black-clad figure standing behind the falling body of 

their comrade.  Their feelers – the closest thing their octopus-like heads had as faces – wriggled 

in anger as a guttural, angry, unintelligible clatter spilled from their approximation of mouths.  

Their prodigious claws lifted their monstrous ray-guns to fire, but Tamotsu was faster.  He tossed 

some throwing stars into two skulls of two more before ducking behind a tree.  The remaining 

monstrosity hissed a curse in its own language as it began firing wildly into the trees.  Consumed 

by rage, it failed to notice Jack rise up behind it.  Grabbing it, the vampire sank his teeth into its 

neck, ignoring the tentacles that protested and tried to push him away until the creature grew 

sickly pale and collapsed. 

 ―Mmmm… foreign food,‖ laughed Jack as he wiped bright black blood from his mouth.  

―Although I could do without that bitter slime their skin secretes.‖ 
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 ―Good job, you two!‖  Tamotsu turned to see a tall woman with blue skin stand up from 

her position behind the log.  She was dressed like a pirate from the eighteenth century except for 

random, small anachronisms – various colored lights blinking here and there on her clothes – and 

on her hip was a gun unlike anything Tamotsu had ever seen and she carried a rifle that was even 

more futuristic in appearance.  ―Salvage any clues you can, but hurry!  More are on their way,‖ 

she said.  Other odd pirates stood up beside her, each dressed like her with blue skin, and 

approached to search the creatures‘ bodies. 

 ―Your face looks like you walked into the middle of the movie,‖ said Jack as he slapped 

Tamotsu‘s shoulder and steered the ninja away. 

 ―Um – thanks for your help,‖ he stammered. 

 ―I thought for sure you were going to do your little shadow teleporting trick behind them, 

but I guess even honored ninjas need to mix it up once in awhile.‖ 

 Tamotsu choked, and stumbled.  Honored ninja?  Was Jack teasing him?  The vampire 

didn‘t smell like he was joking, but a quick glance at his own body proved that Tamotsu wasn‘t 

that much older than when he‘d been in the punishment chamber a moment ago.  There was 

almost no way he could have obtained such a high recognition at this age; the youngest ninja on 

record for doing so had been in her forties. 

 A few more steps and the two of them broke through the jungle onto a bright beach with 

a huge, old fashioned wood sailing ship on it. 

 Jack strode toward it, glittering in the sun like a statue carved from a disco ball.  ―Come 

on, Furby.  They‘re going to need both of us to push it into the water.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Jack!  What are you doing?‖ 

 The young man snapped out of his reverie as he pulled his blood-soaked fingers out of his 

mouth. 

 The woman pointed at a dozen people running east.  ―You‘re letting them go!‖ 

 ―I‘m sorry, Love.  Are you not full?‖ 
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 ―That‘s not the point, Jack!‖  She stormed over and grabbed his hand, dragging him 

away. 

 ―What, we‘re leaving already?‖ 

 ―Thanks to you!‖ 

 ―Why?‖ 

 ―Because you let the peasants escape, Jack!‖ 

 ―But I was full.‖ 

 ―Yes, but now they‘re going to run to the clergy.‖ 

 ―So?  Can we not defeat them as we defeated these?‖ 

 She slapped him hard enough to knock him off his feet.  ―The peasants were surprised.  

Untrained and unready.  The churchmen won‘t be.‖ 

 ―They know how to kill us?‖ Jack asked as he stood up. 

 ―They make a living of it,‖ she snapped.  ―Remember this: never fight the Church.‖ 

 Jack looked back at the village they had just ravaged.  His mind wandered off into 

philosophical musings as he followed her bright red hair into the forest. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

The ship was heavy, but with the two of them and some of the sailors, they were able to get it 

into the surf and put the island behind them.  On the surface, the ship looked like any Tamotsu 

had seen in books, museums and history reenactments from nineteenth-century Europe.  Even 

below deck it looked authentic, except for the keypad set next to each door.  The wood floor was 

polished to such impossible smoothness that it felt almost like metal to his bare feet.  As he and 

Jack followed the woman through the ship‘s halls, squeezing past members of the crew, Tamotsu 

noticed the vampire avoided touching the walls.  As he puzzled over this, a cabin boy ran past 

them and bumped into Jack, knocking him into the wall.  The ninja recoiled at the smell of 

burning flesh, noticing that the vampire‘s forearm was covered with burn blisters where he 

touched the wall.  As he was mulling this over, the captain reached the door at the end of the hall 

and pressed her thumb against the pad to the side.  A second later, the door dissolved away and 

the three entered. 
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 Tamotsu glanced back and saw the door reappear before turning his attention to the room.  

It was nearly a story tall – far too tall for the ship, it should have been sticking up through the top 

deck – with the walls and floors made of a grayish metal he didn‘t recognize.  It was almost as 

wide as it was tall and dominated by a huge metal table, which the captain tossed a bag onto.  

Several items spilled out and Jack went over to inspect them. 

 ―That‘s everything we could get off the bodies,‖ she said as her breasts and hips seemed 

to meld back into her torso.  At the same time, her legs and arms stretched out until they were 

three times longer.  Her head elongated as her nose melted back into a pair of slits and her eyes 

grew larger and darker.  She took off her pirate hat and tossed it onto a hook by the door as her 

golden hair lengthened until it reached her waist.  Only her voice remained unchanged.  She 

reminded him of the rumored aliens that had crashed in Roswell except for her hair, and she was 

much taller than them.  Her arms and legs also looked well muscled and part of him wondered if 

she could snap him in half. 

 ―So where we going, Mah‘ji?‖ asked Jack as he picked up a small cube and stared at it. 

 ―I hoped you two could…‖ the captain trailed off as she looked at the ninja staring at her.  

―Tamotsu what‘s going on?  You act like you‘ve never seen me transform before?‖ 

 ―The fur-ball‘s having an off day,‖ said Jack.  ―Happens to the best of us.‖  Tamotsu was 

about to respond but the Brit kept talking.  ―No.  I can‘t smell or see any clue on these.‖  He 

turned to Tamotsu and held out some of the items.  ―Think you can use some of your psychic 

mojo on these to find Anie?‖ 

 Tamotsu felt as if he‘d been hit with a ton of bricks.  That two strangers outside the clan 

knew of his special skill was bad enough, but now his friend Stephanie was missing?  He could 

only nod as he swiped some of the trinkets from the vampire and ran out into the ship.  He was 

halfway down the deck when he realized he had no idea where his quarters were – if he even had 

any.  He stopped one of the crew to ask and he gave him a perplexed look before giving him 

directions to a room two decks down and along the port side.  The keypad there accepted his 

thumb and like before, the door dissolved to allow him inside. 

 Tamotsu slowly walked into the room, every sense alert for traps.  He located a trip wire 

and a pressure plate that were definitely his style, and easily sidestepped them.  Flicking on the 

lights, any doubt this was his room evaporated like the door.  It was painted entirely in black 
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with a single mattress on the floor.  Along one wall were racks and shelves holding the weapons 

and tools of his trade.  In one corner was his old trunk, the one he used to carry clothes, 

especially disguises, and in the opposite corner was a full length mirror that Tamotsu 

immediately went to.   

 His hair was longer and pulled back into a ponytail, a sign that he was ready for field 

missions but his facial hair hadn‘t increased except for a bit of length on his sideburns.  Dropping 

the items on the floor, Tamotsu lifted his shirt.  His well toned, muscled chest showed two 

horizontal scars.  What caused those? he thought.  His people never got scars.  Looking for 

something familiar, he searched his pockets but grew even more dismayed as he realized that the 

wallet photo Anie had given him as a token of their friendship was not present.  Overwhelming 

sadness sank onto his shoulders.  Had the picture been destroyed by whatever scarred him?  Was 

it related to her current predicament?  How could she be missing?  He had always made sure she 

was safe, protected. 

 Tamotsu turned and noticed the scented candle in the middle of the room.  It was a smell 

designed to aid meditation.  Lighting it, he took a seat and concentrated on his breathing.  This 

entire incident was nothing like his other visions; the realness of it had convinced Tamotsu that 

he‘d somehow traveled into the future.  He wasn‘t sure how, but he had to return to his original 

time.  Maybe in the past from now he could find a way to save Anie and keep her from being 

kidnapped in the first place – even though Jack already had.  Tamotsu shook the distracting 

thoughts from his mind and focused.  It was just like he transcended before.  He just had to do it 

backwards to where he was then.  How hard could it be? 

 

   *   *   * 

 

He was whistling again, even though he knew Jack hated whistling.  Bad enough they were stuck 

inside this tent, wasting time until nightfall, but now the other guy had to disrupt Jack‘s reading.  

It seemed that the angrier he got, the louder the whistling became.  Jack was about to toss his 

partner outside and let him scream in the sun for a change of pace when the captain came into 

their tent. 

 ―Jack!  Edwin!‖ 
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 Both vampires jumped up and saluted. 

 ―It‘s looking a bit overcast out there today.‖ 

 They glanced at each other.  Jack spoke up first, ―Still a lot of sun, sir.‖ 

 ―Not now.  The Germans have tossed gas.  Get your butts out there and wreck havoc 

before they overrun us!‖ 

 Both of them grabbed a hat, pulling it low over their heads, and stuffed their hands in 

their pockets before running outside.  The two vampires jumped out of the British trench and 

began running as fast as they could, ignoring the smoke that coiled off their exposed skin. 

 As they entered the gray-green cloud, Jack pulled off his hat and stuffed it in his jacket 

before he grabbed a lumbering figure and bit into his jugular.  As he took a moment to savor the 

rich liquid, he saw Edwin tear the gas mask off a German and let the fellow fall.  Under the noise 

of battle, Jack could hear Edwin‘s mad laugh as he dispatched the enemy in creative manners 

while Jack cut them down with brutal efficiency.  In their own ways, the two of them fought 

through a charging regiment back to the enemy lines where they descended like a plague. 

 ―This is fun!‖ laughed Edwin as he leaned against a trench wall in the shadows. 

 Jack turned to the other vampire and saw a pale creature rise up behind Edwin.  A 

machete sliced through Edwin‘s arm as Jack cried out.  He grabbed his partner and tossed all the 

debris he could, hitting two addition thin, emaciated bodies. 

 ―What are they?‖ Edwin wondered as Jack tossed him over his shoulder and began 

running. 

 Jack glanced over his shoulder and saw the first attacker pick up Edwin‘s arm to munch 

on as they followed.  ―Nachzehrer!‖ screamed Jack in horror. 

 ―Never heard of them.  They look like our cousins,‖ said Edwin. 

 ―It‘d be nice if you helped, Ed!‖ he yelled as he crawled out of the trench then ran back 

into the chlorine cloud.  Jack considered heading back but the sounds of gunfire and dying 

echoed from the British lines.  With a heavy heart, he turned away and ran to the hills, eventually 

finding a nook in the rocks well-shaded. 

 ―Wait here,‖ said Jack as he dumped Edwin.  While Edwin examined the stump of his 

right arm, Jack scrambled over a ridge and ducked down into some thin shade.  Picking up a 
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sizable, flat rock, he tried to sniff for the approaching enemy and realized his sense of smell had 

been ruined by the gas. 

 ―Jack!  Don‘t leave me!  Oh – you‘re hiding.‖ 

 Jack sighed as he rolled his eyes.   At least Edwin‘s loosed babble would tell him when 

the enemy arrived. 

 ―A fine plan.  You should hear the soldiers.  Their screams are carrying all the way to 

here.‖ 

 As the other vampire rambled on, Jack concentrated on the rock he‘d picked.  Focusing 

with all of his might, his mind pushed as hard as he could, nearly screaming until a splinter flew 

off.  He focused again until another chunk of rock fell.  Then he did it again and again until the 

rock was fashioned into a crude blade. 

 ―Hey cousin!  You didn‘t bring any of the others?  How can we have a party with just the 

two of us?  I like you.  You‘re quiet through and through.‖ 

 Vaulting over the ridge, Jack missed the nachzehrer, landing an arm length away from it 

in front of Edwin.  The creature grabbed the new target and brought him closer, its tooth-filled 

maw wide open.  Jack quickly fished a coin out of his pocket and shoved it into the creature‘s 

mouth just before it could bite his nose.  It let him go as it staggered back but before it could 

react, Jack tackled it, driving the rock blade he‘d fashioned into its neck.  They hit the ground as 

he pulled back the rock and slammed it into the creature‘s throat again.  It thrashed beneath him 

but through its claws and attacks, Jack kept hacking until the creature‘s head was severed and it 

lay still. 

 ―Oy!  A tan‘s not good for ya,‖ said Edwin as he grabbed Jack and pulled him into the 

shade. 

 ―Nice for you to finally help,‖ Jack sighed as he check himself.  The back of one of his 

hands had caught fire and where his clothes had bullet holes, his skin now had sun holes as well.  

He could stand the sun longer than any others he‘d met but that time he had pushed himself 

nearly to the limit. 

 ―Hold your tongue until you‘ve borne my cross,‖ Edwin snapped. 

 ―What cross?‖ 

 Edwin just stared at him. 
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 ―You mean your gift?  Is it some sort of curse?  All this time and you‘ve never told me 

what gift you have in the first place.‖ 

 Edwin‘s perpetual smile faded as he grew serious for the first time Jack could recall.  

―Like you I was given the power of the mind.  Only… I can hear the thoughts of others.  I think.  

I don‘t practice much.  Never tried putting thoughts into others.‖ 

 ―You‘re telepathic?‖ 

 Edwin nodded.  ―It‘s always there.  Everyone‘s always talking but I can‘t close my ears.  

Yak yak yak incessantly.  Great pain silences it briefly.  I almost starved to freezing that first 

year.  Try to eat someone and their fear – panic – pain, pound inside your skull until you throw 

up…‖ 

 Jack sighed.  Edwin was holding his knees as he rocked back and forth, having entered 

one of his loopy states.  Since the first time they‘d met, he had known the other vampire was 

insane, but some times were worse than others.  Now everything about him made sense, 

especially his persistent rudeness. 

 With nothing better to do, Jack settled back and listened to the sounds of war as he waited 

for nightfall. 
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8. Narcomancy & Mactation 

Anie couldn‘t remember the last time she was this cold or miserable.  She was exhausted, 

starving and her back hadn‘t stopped itching all day.  The silent, unmoving form of Jack made it 

worse.  She hadn‘t realized how much his ever-present cocky smile had been a comfort.  With 

her cell phone lost to the chaos of the last few days, the city she‘d loved now felt monstrous.  

Between Jack and herself, they had a bit of money.  She‘d used a pay phone to call home but 

only the voicemail answered her.  Anie tried to call her dad‘s cell phone, but a wrong number 

proved how much she had relied upon the information saved in her own phone. 

 She was so tired.  Her eyes stung and coherent thoughts were growing fewer.  Surely just 

a moment‘s rest wouldn‘t hurt… 

 Anie jerked awake to find a woman standing over them.  ―Get away,‖ she screamed as 

she felt around for anything she could use as a weapon. 

 ―Hi!‖ the woman said with a cheery smile.  ―My name‘s Alicia.  Jack‘s sister.‖ 

 Unable to find any bottles, Anie cursed the city that kept its streets this free of litter.  

―Prove it,‖ she growled.  The attacker from earlier in the day looked like a ninja and Anie wasn‘t 

sure what, if any, deceptions would be beyond their ability. 

 The woman calling herself Alicia bared her teeth and, as Anie watched, her top and 

bottom canines grew an inch longer. 

 ―So,‖ said Anie as she swallowed a bit of her fear.  ―You‘re a vampire too.‖ 

 Alicia nodded.  ―C‘mon.  I found a spot we can hide‘rm the sun that‘ll be up soon.‖ 

 She hooked her arms under Jack‘s shoulders leaving his feet for Anie to get.  With much 

struggling and effort the two of them got him inside a building half a block away. 

 ―Do you really need to be out of the sun?‖ asked Anie as she wiped the sweat from her 

forehead. 

 ―It kills us,‖ Alicia answered while she checked her brother. 

 ―Really?  Earlier today Jack was caught in a patch of it and he seemed to sparkle.‖ 

 Alicia froze.  For the first time in a long time she spoke slowly with heavy annunciation 

on each word.  ―We are… different.  Even among vampires.‖  She stood up and whirled around, 

resuming her fast talking patterns, ―I gotta get Jack some blood ‗fore dawn.  I‘ll return quick.‖ 
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 Before Anie could respond, Alicia was gone.  With a sigh, the girl sat down next to Jack.  

―What does it mean when I think you‘re the only sane one?‖ she asked. 

 Jack remained still. 

 ―It all seems better when you‘re around.  I never thought I‘d say this but, I miss you.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Tamotsu had no idea how he did what he did.  To all ninjas reality and existence were optional as 

there were plenty of other dimensions to choose from.  However, Tamotsu‘s attempts to visit 

these other planes had shifted him through time instead.  At first it was to the metaphorical 

future; the possibilities of events to-be in non-literal visions that his mind could comprehend.  

This latest incident was something different.  He had ended up in the literal future, one that 

seemed set in stone which most time theories said was impossible.  Tamotsu pushed aside the 

questions of a paradox and focused instead on leaving his body again.  After an hour of breathing 

exercises, he could feel his mind and soul start to detach— 

 ―Tamotsu!  Hello?  Are you ok?‖ 

 He might have been able to ignore the voice, but the hand gripping his shoulder was too 

disruptive.  Angered, he opened his eyes and looked over at a mocha-colored man.  The smell of 

dead flesh indicated that he was a vampire, and a rude one at that.  

 ―Oh, shit,‖ said the vampire as Tamotsu‘s instincts kicked in and he knocked it across the 

room.  As it hit the wall, he leaped forward and drove his kodachi into its shoulder, pinning it 

there.  ―Welcome back,‖ it said in Japanese with a hollow laugh.  ―Might I inform you on what 

you‘ve missed before you kill me?‖ 

 Tamotsu paused to look around.  He was no longer on board the ship but in a room of 

what appeared to be the pack‘s dojo.  However, there were oddities scattered about; items in the 

wrong place and incorrect color schemes.  By the door stood two high ranking ninjas with a 

sapphire full moon on their gis.  On the wall behind him was a banner with an ornate kanji 

symbol emblazoned over a stylized full moon.  This moon only appeared over one place in all of 

Japan: the central, ancient dojo hidden beneath Tokyo. 
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 Curious about when he was, Tamotsu lifted his shirt and found his well-sculpted chest 

free of wounds.  He had to be in the past, a time earlier than the ship.  ―How much have I 

missed?‖ 

 ―You have returned to your original time frame, approximately half a day from when you 

left.‖ 

 Tamotsu calculated it in his head and realized that he had spent nearly half a day in the 

future.  ―And in that time,‖ he said, voicing his thoughts.  ―I‘ve entered the central dojo with a 

vampire?‖ 

 Orrick said quietly, ―Like I said, you‘ve missed a lot.‖ 

 The ninja weighed the options, torn between his intellectual curiosity and his instinctual 

need to kill this thing.  Finally he turned to the higher-ranked guards and prayed they didn‘t take 

offense as he asked, ―Can you leave us for a minute?‖ 

 Both of them bowed to him before instantly vanishing. 

 Tamotsu felt a bit of the tension in his shoulders ease as he returned his attention to the 

vampire.  ―All right, fill me in.  Starting with who you are.‖ 

 ―I am Orrick,‖ it answered, holding out the hand not attached to the shoulder pinned 

against a wall. 

 Tamotsu stared at its gesture until it was put away.  ―What‘s going on?‖ 

 ―I‘m working with a man named Richard to end to this conflict between my family and 

yours before it spirals out of control.  With my… skills, we found your people‘s hideout.  Then, 

as now, I was about to be executed when you appeared and pressured your leaders to spare me.‖ 

 ―What?  I did not!‖ 

 ―Oh, right.  Well, you will.‖ 

 Tamotsu arched one eyebrow as he wondered if his English skills were lacking. 

 Orrick deduced the confusion and added, ―It was your future self.‖ 

 Tamotsu remained befuddled.  ―But I was in my future self.‖ 

 ―And what did you think happened to your future-mind while you were there?‖ 

 ―It…‖ Tamotsu trailed off as he realized he hadn‘t thought of that question.  ―So…‖ 
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 The vampire sighed.  ―You were given the eye of my mother, Tambre, who had the gift 

of precognition.  Asking one psychic to use their powers on the energy infused item of another… 

well that‘s the ultimate uncertainty principle isn‘t it?‖ 

 He paused with a smile on his face but Tamotsu didn‘t laugh at the joke. 

 ―Right.  Anyway, your consciousness was sent into the future where it settled onto its 

natural state: your body.  Of course, the universe prefers balance so your mind from some time in 

the future was forced out and it, of course, went to its body that was vacant.  You from twelve 

hours ago.‖ 

 ―I swapped places with my own mind.‖ 

 ―Summed up… yes.‖ 

 Tamotsu rubbed his forehead as he processed everything.  ―How do you know all of 

this?‖ 

 Orrick held up his good hand.  ―I have tactile telepathy.  I can communicate with people‘s 

minds but only by touch.  After you proved to your senseis that you were indeed from the future 

– and I proved the same to Richard – they brought all three of us to Tokyo.‖ 

 ―Why Tokyo?‖ 

 The vampire shrugged as best he could.  ―Nobody said and nobody would let me touch 

them…‖ 

 They stared at each other a moment. 

 ―Oh dear, that didn‘t sound right at all.  What I mean to say—‖ 

 ―I know what you meant, vampire.  Continue.‖ 

 ―It was a long trip but when we arrived, you came to this room and asked me to aid you 

upon your return and here you are.‖ 

 ―What am I supposed to be helped with?‖ 

 ―I‘m not sure,‖ said Orrick with a bit of shame.  ―You will learn great mental discipline.  

I couldn‘t see anything beyond what you wanted me to see.‖ 

 ―Why wasn‘t I clearer?‖ 

 ―The reason I found floating behind your thoughts was a concern that you‘d unwittingly 

contaminate time.  You warned us of a greater concern than this war but didn‘t tell us more.‖ 
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 ―How is that of any help!‖ shouted Tamotsu, throwing his arms up.  ―Did you see how I 

became such a prick?  Maybe I can avoid that.‖ 

 ―Like I said, you hid details well, only revealing generalities.  I got the impression you 

were in a bit of a – what‘s it called – a catch 22.  Not telling us would result in tragedy, but 

telling us would result in a different, but just as painful, if not worse, tragedy.‖  Orrick‘s mood 

suddenly brightened.  ―But you did tell me a number and said to start there.  One-zero-one-seven 

point six.‖ 

 The ninja repeated the number to himself.  ―I don‘t recognize it.‖ 

 ―I figured it referred to a clue.‖ 

 ―To what?  A locker?  An address?  It could be anything!‖ 

 Orrick shrugged.  ―I repeat: you seemed paranoid about telling too much and messing up 

Time.  The number must refer to something you can get to and access without extra effort, 

otherwise this plot isn‘t going anywhere.‖ 

 Tamotsu drifted off into doing a kata as he pondered. 

 ―You were the one that suggested we come to Tokyo,‖ Orrick added after some 

contemplation.  ―I assume that number deals with something that‘s here, and not in Nagasaki.‖ 

 The ninja remained lost in thought for another minute before he froze.  Comprehension 

dawned behind his eyes and he spun around, yanking the kodachi out of Orrick‘s shoulder.  ―I 

think I know where to go.  You can come along, but I‘m dusting you at the first sign of trouble.‖ 

 ―Oh, thank you,‖ groaned Orrick as he rubbed his shoulder.  ―I had lost all feeling in that 

arm.‖ 

 ―Are we clear vampire?‖ 

 ―Crystal.  I will behave from this page to the next.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 “Come, Jack.  It is time to feed.” 

 “No.” 

 The pale, beautiful woman with red hair almost tripped from the shock of his reply.  

“What did you say?” 
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 “I said no.” 

 “Have I not explained the consequences of what happens to our kind if we don’t feed?” 

 Jack finally turned to face her.  “You did, Love.  But I don’t want to eat the peasants.” 

 Her expression was one of pure bafflement and confusion.  “Why?” 

 “It’s too easy.  They are weak and unsuspecting.”  Jack turned back around.  “I want a 

challenge.” 

 “Like what?” 

 Jack pointed to a house that could be seen just beyond the trees.  “The baron is hated by 

the people here for his cruelty.  Thus he has grown paranoid and fearful of them and fortified his 

home for protection.” 

 “I suppose a meal off his guards could satisfy,” she said as she embraced him from 

behind. 

 “No, still too easy.  We kill only the baron and his lovers without alerting the house and 

see how long it takes for them to discover it.” 

 “We’d have to be invited to enter his house.” 

 Jack turned and smiled at her.  “All part of the challenge, Love.” 

 

A warm, rich liquid slid down his throat and Jack felt a new burst of life flood through him.  It 

wasn‘t enough for him to move his limbs but he was able to lift his eyelids and see the faces of 

Stephanie and Alicia. 

 ―Don‘t try to talk, Jack,‖ whispered Alicia as she put a hand on his chest.  She looked up 

at Anie and explained, ―There‘s not enough blood‘n those rodents for‘im.  We know he‘s 

functioning but he should save‘is energy.‖ 

 ―How long till we leave?‖ Anie questioned. 

 ―Dawn‘s here.  We‘ll depart at twilight.‖ 

 ―To where?‖ 

 The two vampires looked at her with blank expressions.  They hadn‘t considered the 

question. 

 ―Can I go home?  I haven‘t had a bath for days, my back won‘t stop itching and I miss 

my own bed,‖ sighed Anie as she ran a hand through her hair.  ―Please take me home?‖ 
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 The vampires looked at each other, then Alicia nodded.  ―We‘ll get you there before 

sunrise.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―What is this?‖ asked Orrick in a whisper as they descended ancient, stone stairs. 

 ―The deep library,‖ Tamotsu whispered back.  ―It contains all the secrets and history of 

my pack.‖ 

 The twisting stairs ended at a narrow landing and they found themselves looking at a 

heavy, wrought iron door.  Two ninjas with full-moon shaped rubies on their gis, wolf masks 

covering their faces and bishamon yaris in hand, stood guard on either side.  Tamotsu turned 

around and whispered as quietly as he could, ―We have a saying that, for every ninja you see, 

there‘s five you don‘t.  Which is why we call that,‖ he said, pointing over his shoulder, ―the 

‗dozen-guard‘.‖ 

 ―Ah.  So I should be extra careful and polite then.‖ 

 Tamotsu nodded then turned back to the guards.  He wasn‘t even supposed to approach 

them until he was at least a moon rank. 

 Orrick tapped his shoulder and whispered, ―They honor seers and you as one.  Use that.‖ 

 ―Greetings, honored masters,‖ said Tamotsu in Japanese as he stepped forward and 

bowed. 

 Both guards bowed in return. 

 ―May I proceed?‖ 

 The guards stepped to the side. 

 Muttering his thanks, Tamotsu proceeded.  The door was even heavier than he estimated 

as it took nearly all his strength to push it open.  Beyond it he found a cavern filled with shelves 

upon shelves arranged in a haphazard manner, giving the room a labyrinthine feel.  Tamotsu felt 

as if the actual weight of history was pressing upon him as the mere thought of reading 

everything within this cavern drove him to near madness.  There was far more to it than he could 

even see as the floor dropped down while shelves stretched to the ceiling with walkways at 
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several levels stretched like a web between them.  Even with the enchanted crystals glowing, he 

was unable to see the top or back of the chamber from his position. 

 The awe of the moment was broken by the sound of metal clashing.  Tamotsu spun 

around to see that the guards had crossed their spears in front of Orrick.  ―Let him pass at once!‖ 

demanded Tamotsu. 

 The guards looked at him. 

 ―I‘ve had a difficult to interpret vision,‖ he said, working past his suddenly dry throat, 

―and this vampire might be able to aid me in unraveling it.‖ 

 Both of them continued to stare at Tamotsu as he struggled to keep fear from breaking 

out on his face. 

 ―Let him pass, please,‖ the boy repeated with a bow. 

 Finally the guards relented and Orrick entered the library with him. 

 ―Oh dear,‖ Orrick gasped as he saw the cavern. 

 Tamotsu nodded his agreement.  Another second of silence passed before he uttered, 

―I‘ve got to ask… Why are you going to all this trouble?‖ 

 ―I‘ve been trapped within my own body since the seventies,‖ replied Orrick.  ―There‘s 

much I still have to do and I don‘t want to dust before it‘s done.‖ 

 Tamotsu chuckled a little.  ―Dare I ask what‘s on a vampire‘s to-do list?‖ 

 ―I‘ve only mastered seven instruments, fourteen languages and three combat styles.  The 

genome has finally been cracked and I need to read up on that.  I‘d like to see what the grand 

unified theory really is.  It‘d also be nice to try having a suburban lifestyle for a bit.‖ 

 ―Why not run for president?‖ 

 ―A novel about a vampire president?  Who would read that?  Though people do seem to 

read anything with vampires in it nowadays,‖ laughed Orrick. 

 Tamotsu looked at him, perplexed.  ―What does a novel have to do with anything?‖ 

 ―Everything and nothing,‖ replied Orrick as he lead the way into the maze of knowledge. 

 

   *   *   * 
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Anie couldn‘t unlock her front door fast enough.  As soon as she was inside, she took a deep 

breath and felt a weight lift from her shoulders. 

 ―Good to see you smiling like that again,‖ said Jack as he walked up from behind. 

 ―Good to see you moving again,‖ Anie replied with a smile. 

 ―I bet you‘ll never again tell me shut up.‖ 

 She playfully punched him in the arm.  ―Keep talking and I‘ll revise that promise.  Dad!  

I‘m home!‖ 

 Scott walked into the hallway from the kitchen, his face set with cold determination. 

 ―Father!‖ Alicia exclaimed happily.  ―We didn‘t know you were here.‖ 

 Without a word to his kids, Scott walked up to Anie.  His expression unchanging, he 

grabbed her throat and squeezed.  ―As your father took my son from me, I‘ll take you from him.‖ 
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9. New Mission 

Anie tried to scream but it came out a strangled yelp.  Her fingers desperately clawed at Scott‘s 

hand to no avail.  His grip was stronger than iron and his scowl was resolute in its lack of mercy.  

As her eyes watered she hit and clawed at the vampire‘s arm, but though she felt his flesh tear, 

he did not release her. 

 ―No!‖ shouted Jack as he slammed into his father with full force. 

 Scott and Anie crumbled to the ground.  Alicia darted over and dragged her out of the 

way as Scott rose, glaring at Jack.  ―Must you always defy me?‖ he growled. 

 ―Not this time,‖ Jack replied calmly, though his body remained poised for action. 

 Scott looked surprised.  ―What?‖ 

 ―Remember what you said about the difference between principles and philosophy?  One 

of them is always true.  That‘s why I joined you, ‗father‘.  I‘m not going to let you toss aside 

your vows now.  Tambre wouldn‘t want you too either.‖ 

 ―Don‘t you dare bring her into this!‖ 

 A low snarl simmered under Jack‘s words, ―I‘m not the one trampling on her memory.‖ 

 Anie‘s head was swimming as she coughed and heaved, forcing air back into her lungs.  

The attack within her home, the one place she believed was absolutely safe had disoriented her 

drastically.  Her instinct screamed for her to escape but where could she escape to?  On top of all 

that, the constant itch on her back had reached distracting levels and no amount of effort or 

squirming quenched it.  She had given up trying to understand the world and focused only on 

immersing herself within warm waters and getting a heavy back-scratcher. 

 In the midst of her spinning thoughts and the vampires‘ argument, the telephone rang. 

 Looking down at it, Scott said, ―Let the machine get it.‖ 

 Anie latched onto the phone‘s piercing noise, using it to focus her attention elsewhere.  

But after four rings, it stopped. 

 With a vengeance, the itch returned and Anie clenched her teeth to keep from screaming 

at it.  For three days it had bothered her and she was willing to do almost anything to stop it.  

Then the phone rang again, and a second time. 

 A long pause followed.  Scott opened his mouth to speak but the phone interrupted him 

again. 
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 Three rings passed before silence.  After seconds of silence, Jack started to speak but the 

phone interrupted hm.  Anie nearly laughed as the phone seemed to become a malevolent force, 

determined to keep anyone there from speaking.  Finally, after the fifth interruption, Scott 

furiously picked up the receiver. 

 ―Do not touch my daughter!‖  Despite her near state of madness, Anie picked out the 

voice of her father and smiled. 

 ―How…?‖ Scott asked, holding the phone away from his ear. 

 Anie ignored the rest of the conversation as she withered on the ground, rubbing her 

shoulders against the smooth tile. 

 ―What‘s going on?‖ asked Jack. 

 ―We‘re going to Tokyo,‖ Scott answered.  ―Alicia, bring the girl.‖ 

 ―Please,‖ begged Anie, near tears as her shoulders twitched.  ―Let me take a bath at 

least.‖ 

 ―No,‖ Scott coldly replied.  ―The night will not last that long.‖ 

 Anie screamed.  ―Then someone please scratch my damn back!‖ 

 The vampires looked at each other until Alicia reached out and began scratching Anie. 

 ―What are you doing?‖ demanded Scott. 

 ―What does‘t look like?‖ Alicia snapped back. 

 ―She‘s a prisoner,‖ he said. 

 ―That‘s no reason to be cruel,‖ said Jack. 

 ―I think this,‖ Scott said, holding up his right arm to show where it had been torn to 

shreds around his elbow, ―is reason enough.‖ 

 ―That‘s not enough!‖ said Anie with frustration.  ―Jack!  Gimme your claws.‖ 

 ―Anie,‖ he said nervously, ―I don‘t think that‘s—‖ 

 ―Do it!‖ she shouted, turning her back to him as she tore her shirt off, holding it against 

her chest. 

 As he walked over, Jack popped the metal claws out of the end of his still working left 

hand.  ―Where should I—‖ 

 ―My shoulders!‖ she blurted out, her eyes shut tight.  ―As hard and deep as you can.‖ 

 ―No!  I—‖ 
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 ―Do it, Jack!‖ 

 ―But you could really be—‖ 

 ―Do it!‖ Anie yelled at the top of her lungs. 

 Jack drove his claws as into her skin and Anie screamed.  There was a moment of intense 

pain followed by a sense of relief something tore loose from her left shoulder, knocking Jack 

back.  Her eyes watered as she savored the sensation of something other than a constant irritant.  

―That feels so much better,‖ she said. 

 Looking up, she noticed Alicia was staring past her.  Turning her head, Anie gasped as 

she saw a dark green, membranous wing stretch out from her shoulder. 

 ―Looks like Richard‘s been dabbling in genetics,‖ said Scott sardonically. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Tamotsu saw books everywhere, even behind his eyelids.  Every dream and hope he‘d had of the 

origin den of his pack were crushed under the weight of these innumerable tomes.  Beside him, 

Orrick sighed. 

 ―In Author‘s name, this place is maddening.‖ 

 ―It is meant to be to the non-ninja,‖ explained Tamotsu. 

 ―Then does Mr. Ninja mind taking us to what we‘re looking for?‖ 

 ―I‘m only an I.T.A.N.,‖ Tamotsu protested.  ―I still have years of training ahead to be a 

ninja.‖ 

 ―What should we do then?‖ asked Orrick. 

 Tamotsu shrugged. 

 ―Wait for a plot contrivance then,‖ the vampire said. 

 ―Pick up the damn phone!‖ a third voice shouted out. 

 Tamotsu and Orrick looked at each other.  They had assumed they were alone in the quiet 

confines of preserved knowledge.  Tamotsu cautiously led the way through the shelves as they 

hunted for the voice‘s source.   

 Rounding a corner, they found Richard standing in front of a narrow, bare strip of wall 

between the shelves.  He swore again as he punched buttons on his cell phone before listening to 
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it.  Seeing the two of them, Richard waved and said, ―Greetings, fellows.  I didn‘t know both of 

you were down here.  Pardon me a moment.‖ 

 As he continued fiddling with his cell, Orrick and Tamotsu looked past him to see that 

part of the wall was ajar, exposing a secret chamber. 

 ―Do not touch my daughter!‖ Richard suddenly shouted so loudly that the ninja and 

vampire flinched.  ―You think I don‘t know what happens in my own home?‖ he said after the 

other party‘s reply.  ―Leave my daughter there and face me in Tokyo – or else.‖ 

 Richard gestured to Orrick. 

 As the vampire approached, Richard held his hand over the phone‘s mouthpiece and 

whispered, ―Tell your father to come here so all of you can leave.‖ 

 Orrick nodded and picked up the phone.  ―Dad!  I‘m waiting for you and Alicia and Jack 

here in Tokyo.‖ 

 Richard grabbed the phone out of Orrick‘s hand and disconnected the call. 

 ―Is there something wrong with Anie?‖ asked Tamotsu. 

 Richard took a deep breath and smoothed a bit of his hair that had come free.  ―No, I‘m 

watching her.‖ 

 ―Is that the young seer I hear?‖ asked a new voice in archaic Japanese from the blackness 

of the room behind the secret door.  ―And do I smell a vampire in this sanctuary?‖ 

 The menace in the last question made Tamotsu shiver.  Orrick looked at the other two 

then pivoted and sprinted through the book maze. 

 ―Richard, the pup should join us,‖ the voice said with greater calm. 

 Richard gestured to the door as he said, ―By all means, Tamotsu.  After you.‖ 

 Tamotsu suddenly felt very self-conscious as he entered the dark room where something 

large, its breath filling the room, waited.  His gi was faded and tattered and he wasn‘t sure when 

the last time he had had bathed, but Richard pushed the secret door closed, dashing any hopes 

Tamotsu had of making himself look more presentable.  It took a minute for his eyes to adjust to 

the room‘s low light provided by the four torches hanging in each corner.  At last he was able to 

make out the dark grey form in the middle.  Standing over eight feet tall at the shoulder, sitting 

on his haunches was a massive hokkaido wolf. 
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 ―What‘s your name little pup?‖ it said with its teeth bared in a wolf‘s approximation of 

smiling, which made Tamotsu quake. 

 ―T-tamotsu, sir,‖ he answered with a deep bow. 

 ―It‘s been a long while since we‘ve had one that moves through time among us,‖ said the 

wolf as it lowered its head to eye level with Tamotsu.  ―I hear you were the one who reunited 

Richard and me.‖ 

 ―You… you two knew each other?‖ Tamotsu gasped, forgetting his manners a moment. 

 ―Who do you think made the ookami?‖ Richard, with a bit of smugness, said in the same 

archaic Japanese. 

 ―But,‖ protested Tamotsu, ―But the Clan of the Blood Moon, stretches back thousands of 

years.‖ 

 ―Sit, young pup.  Our first seer, my beloved – of whom you probably descended from – 

believed that to best interpret the future, one needed to know the past.  Let us speak of older 

times that you might tell us the fate of times yet to come.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Are you comfortable?‖ 

 Stephanie shot Alicia an exasperated expression.  How could she be comfortable 

crammed into the bowels of a small boat with a pair of wings she didn‘t have yesterday sticking 

out of her back?  ―I‘ve been kidnapped, nearly killed, had my conceptions of the world shattered 

and grown two new appendages in the last twenty-four hours.  All things considered, I‘m doing 

well.‖  She smiled slightly.  ―At least my back‘s stopped itching.  You remember what it was like 

teething?‖ 

 Alicia shook her head. 

 ―Neither do I, but I think it felt like this: intense irritation.‖   

 The two girls sat in silence as the boat rocked gently on the ocean. 

 ―Why are you down here?‖ asked Anie after too many seconds of boredom.  ―Shouldn‘t 

your brother and father rotate guard shifts?‖ 

 ―I‘m… down here because I have to be,‖ Alicia answered. 
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 ―What?  Why?‖ 

 ―What did Jack tell you about our kind?‖ 

 ―The basics: Some common strengths and at least one unique one.  Two common 

weaknesses as well as a unique one for each.‖ 

 ―How did he explain our strengths?‖ asked Alicia. 

 ―Some are physical, some are… tele-related or something.‖ 

 The vampiress nodded.  ―Yes, some are given mental gifts.  The same goes for our 

weaknesses.  Some are physical – like Jack‘s reactions to wood and some are mental.‖ 

 ―You have a mental weakness?‖ 

 Alicia nodded again.  ―Very acute hydrophobia.‖ 

 ―You‘re… afraid of water?‖ 

 Alicia nodded so vigorously Anie was afraid her head was going to fly off. 

 ―How do you go outside?  Is Antarctica your personal hell?‖ 

 Alicia laughed nervously.  ―No no.  It‘s only liquid, running water that bothers me.  Ice is 

ok.  And my reactions are proportionate to the amount.‖ 

 ―A drop isn‘t bad but the ocean is hell?‖ 

 Again, Alicia nodded. 

 Anie snapped her fingers.  ―That‘s why you‘re speaking slowly.  You‘re trying not to 

think about the water outside.‖ 

 ―It‘s not easy.‖ 

 ―Can‘t you just… learn to face it or something?‖ Anie asked. 

 Alicia shook her head.  ―It isn‘t like a human fear.  My mother, Tambre, thought it might 

be overcome.  She had catoptrophobia and once she had us lock her within a room full of 

mirrors.  Mom… she never fully recovered from it.  She took up knitting to help cope.  As long 

as she used wooden needles, there was no possibility of seeing a reflection.  Scott wasn‘t quite 

the same either.‖ 

 ―Am I bothering you?‖ asked Anie. 

 ―In a good way,‖ Alicia answered with a smile.  ―I need to keep my mind off what‘s 

outside.‖ 

 ―Oh.  So… was Scott always an asshole?‖ 
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 Alicia chuckled.  ―No, he used to be a much kinder person.‖ 

 Anie hugged her knees as she tried to think of more stuff to talk about.  ―Jack said that he 

‗joined‘ Scott,‖ she said, remembering what had occurred at home.  ―What did he mean?‖ 

 ―Jack‘s adopted.‖ 

 Anie cocked an eyebrow.  ―How does that work for vampires?‖ 

 Alicia laughed.  ―Orrick and I were turned by the blood of Scott and/or Tambre.  We are 

their ‗biological‘ children.  Jack was turned by someone else and later joined our colony by 

choice.‖ 

 ―What did he do before then?‖ 

 Alicia shrugged.  ―He‘s never said.  But you‘ll see hints about it now and then.  

Especially if human blood is mentioned.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ 

 Alicia paused as she searched for the right words.  ―Think of it like chocolate: some 

might pity you for never having tasted it, but if you haven‘t it‘s a lot easier to resist temptation.  

Orrick and I have never tasted people.  From the day we were turned, mom and dad have fed us 

only animals.‖ 

 ―But Jack…‖ 

 ―It‘s very clear he has tasted.  Just smelling it will paralyze him as he fights against going 

into a frenzy.‖ 

 ―A ‗frenzy‘?‖ 

 ―Did he… tell you how Orrick joined our family?‖ 

 ―A little.‖ 

 Alicia drifted into memory.  ―Yes, he usually leaves out the part where he and dad found 

the scum who had attacked Orrick‘s village.  Scott killed some with his bare hands but didn‘t 

drink a drop, even with blood soaking the jungle.  Jack though… he went through them like a 

shark on two legs.  After that day, my parents never needed to encourage me again.  I swore I‘d 

do whatever I could to avoid becoming that.‖ 

 Anie mulled the image of an enraged Jack but found herself unable to comprehend it.  

―But why did he join your family in the first place?‖ 
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 ―I don‘t know.  He just appeared out of the blue, claiming to have grown bored and 

wanted to try this anti-soylent philosophy of ours.‖ 

 ―Bored with what?‖ 

 Alicia shrugged.  ―I don‘t know.‖ 

 ―What will happen if he becomes bored with this… ‗anti-soylentry‘?‖ 

 ―I don‘t want to know,‖ said Alicia. 

 ―Why?  What‘s his gift?‖ 

 ―Telekinesis,‖ Alicia answered. 

 ―He can move things with his mind?‖ 

 Alicia nodded. 

 An uncomfortable silence smothered the cabin as Anie thought about everything Jack 

could do.  ―So…‖ she said, ―why did your parents stop eating people?‖ 

 ―We‘re not the apex of the food chain,‖ replied Alicia.  ―There are many things out there 

that enjoy killing us.  Some humans even train their whole lives to do so.  Apparently one night 

after feasting on some villagers, one of these ‗hunters‘ – or something – came after them.  Their 

first turned, was a casualty.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Not all you‘ve learned about history is completely accurate.  There are many gaps 

within the common knowledge.  Most often this is deliberate such as the ninja who was not 

known to history until the 1400‘s.  Long, long ago, the world was ruled by unhumans.  England 

called them the Fey.  To Japan they were known as the Yōkai.  With their powers they enslaved 

Man and kept him weak – ignorant. 

 ―One day a rebellion began.  The specifics are forgotten, though many think the fight 

began with a small collection of tribes in the Middle East.  As the news of uprisings spread 

through the world, more and more slaves revolted.  Throughout the world mankind fought back 

with a variety of tools and methods.  Some utilized the weapons the Fey used.  Some refused 

anything less than a wholly human victory and invented their own weapons. 
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 ―Deep within Nippon, the ninja had risen, but the Yōkai were powerful – even the 

strongest warriors could not dislodge them.  After many years of fruitless struggle, a stranger 

came to the nation.  He had great powers and cunning.  Already he had fought the Yōkai in many 

other lands; now he and his kind traveled to free other places from them.  He talked long with the 

ninjas and formulated the best plan.  One evening, under the light of the full moon, six of the 

fiercest Ezo wolves and six of the strongest ninja – three males and three females of each – were 

brought to him.  Using an awl of pure silver, he stabbed one of the wolves and inscribed its 

essence onto the back of one of the people.  Then, with the same tool he stabbed the person and 

inscribed his essence onto the wolf.  Back and forth he went until, by night‘s end, twelve new 

werewolves stood ready to fight.  With increased strength and speed accenting their ninja skills, 

the Ookami freed the people of Nippon.  Then they hid themselves, letting Man live as he 

wanted, but ready to defend the nation against any that might return.‖ 

 ―And that stranger was… you?‖ asked Tamotsu, pointing at Richard. 

 ―Age is more of an ‗option‘ for wizards,‖ Richard said. 

 ―A wizard.  Sure, why not,‖ Tamotsu muttered as he turned to the pack leader.  ―Were 

you one of the wolves or people?‖ 

 Its shoulders rolled up in imitation of a shrug.  ―I don‘t even remember.  After that night 

the twelve of us could all become man, beast or a mix of the two.  The distinction was pointless.  

Now… tell me what you have seen of the future.‖ 

 Tamotsu considered his next words carefully.  He couldn‘t tell the last Ookami that his 

brief time travelling had been mostly unfruitful.  He wasn‘t sure he even had the words for what 

he had experienced.  Taking a deep breath, he resolved to explain it as best he could.  ―The war 

is wrong.‖ 

 ―What?‖ growled the wolf. 

 ―I mean, we are fighting the wrong enemy.  Something is coming more dangerous than 

the vampires.‖ 

 ―Vampirism can spread.  What could be more dangerous than it?‖ 

 Tamotsu shrugged.  ―I don‘t know, sir.  But it was so fearful we had to ally with the 

vampires to defeat it.‖ 
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 The pack leader stared at Richard for a minute and their eyes told Tamotsu they both 

knew something that neither was talking about.  A loud cracking sound echoed in the room as the 

wolf reared up on its hind legs.  Fur fell from it like snow as its bones and muscles reshaped 

themselves into a beautiful woman. 

 ―Tamotsu, bring my clothes to me,‖ she said, pointing to a chest in the corner.  ―Will you 

be aiding us again, Richard?‖ she asked as Tamotsu pulled out a silver gi. 

 ―If I can,‖ he answered as he stood up.  ―Perhaps we can keep either of my creations from 

destroying each other.‖ 

 ―That‘s up to the vampires,‖ she replied as she tied her belt. 

 Tamotsu turned to Richard.  ―Your… what?‖ 
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10. Nasty Mishap 

 ―Good morning!‖ said a voice that was too chipper for the hour. 

 Anie rubbed her eyes as the sunlight, reflecting from Jack‘s twinkling skin, stabbed them.  

Adjusting to the light, she watched him steer the water craft.  ―You never told me how you‘re not 

destroyed by sunlight,‖ she said with a yawn. 

 Jack looked down at his arm and laughed.  ―Well, my family and I are special.‖ 

 ―I know, Alicia mentioned that too.  So your family… sparkles?‖ 

 ―No, that‘s just me.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ 

 Jack set the course of the boat and then turned to Anie.  ―Haven‘t you wondered why my 

right forearm still hasn‘t healed even though the rest of my wounds are gone?‖ 

 ―A little,‖ she answered.  ―Though with everything else that‘s been going on…‖ 

 She trailed off as claws popped out of Jack‘s left hand and he used them to cut into his 

right forearm.  Pulling aside skin and muscle, he showed her a glint of metal. 

 Anie yelped, stumbling backwards. 

 ―In the 1950s a man proposed incorporating mechanical parts from the recently invented 

computers with humans.  The Canadian and American governments liked the idea but didn‘t 

want to risk their own people.  So he suggested testing his ideas on creatures that couldn‘t die.‖ 

 ―Like vampires.‖ 

 Jack nodded. 

 ―You‘re all… cyborgs?‖ 

  ―The first,‖ he confirmed.  ―This man was brilliant.  Some of the components he created 

for us wouldn‘t be seen for another decade or two.  Orrick was his most ambitious project; his 

brain was replaced with a completely artificial one.‖ 

 ―What was done to you?‖ 

 ―As you‘ve seen, my forearms were given some weapons and tools.  The biggest 

adaptation was in here,‖ Jack said, thumping his chest. 

 ―It was…?‖ she prodded him to continue. 

 ―The doc figured out that an impure vampire has a lot of vestigial organs from his former 

human self; we only really need our hearts to act as our digestion and power distributer.  So he 
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removed most of my innards and put a large battery in instead with an adaptor that converts 

electricity into energy I can use and vice versa.  I can go far longer than most vampires without 

blood.‖ 

 ―This makes you immune to sunlight?‖ Anie asked. 

 ―Oh no, it doesn‘t.  But he gave me a liquid reflective that I also store in here and secrete.  

It‘s too small to see normally, but there is enough of it to reflect the sun and keep me from 

burning.‖ 

 ―Why wasn‘t this given to the rest of your family?‖ 

 ―The inventor gave each of us a unique adjustment in order to test the greatest variety.  

The others just don‘t have the room for this reflective.‖ 

 ―But why you?‖ 

 ―I could stand sunlight the longest.  It was easier testing me.‖ 

 ―That doesn‘t make a bit of sense,‖ Anie blurted out.  ―Who would make a vampire 

immune to daylight?‖ 

 ―Your father.‖ 

 ―What?‖ 

 ―He was the one who experimented on us.‖ 

 Anie stood there, staring at him.  A few seconds later she finally blinked.  A minute later 

she sat down and put her head in her hands. 

 ―That‘s why none of us were too surprised by those wings growing out of your back.  

He‘s always seemed interested in the most cutting edge developments.  How much do you know 

about him?‖ 

 ―Apparently very little,‖ she said, raising red-rimmed eyes and sniffing as she wiped her 

cheeks.  ―You know, my life was pretty boring till you appeared.‖ 

 Jack double checked the boat‘s heading before kneeling next to Anie, and placing his 

hand on hers.  ―Trust me on this: it‘s best to have friends when you‘re living through remarkable 

times.  Especially those with experience.‖ 

 ―So what‘s your advice?‖ she asked, trying to smile. 

 ―Adventures are worth the trial.  All that matters are friends and family.  Maintain your 

self-respect.‖ 
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 Anie‘s smile became genuine as she chuckled, ―What else did the fortune cookies say?‖ 

 ―The sun may set but it will rise again,‖ he said, winking. 

 She smiled and squeezed his hand.  ―Thanks, Jack.‖ 

 ―Always, Stephanie.  Always.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―What‘s going on?‖ 

 Tamotsu turned around as Orrick dropped down from above.  ―You‘ve been up there the 

whole time?‖ 

 ―I‘m in a place filled with ninjas that want to kill me,‖ Orrick pointed out.  ―I didn‘t want 

to wander too far from you.  What happened?‖ 

 ―Far more than I have time to explain.‖ 

 ―Ah, an exposition bomb.  I‘ll ask later off-camera.‖ 

 Tamotsu stared at Orrick in confusion. 

 ―What?‖ 

 ―I was going to ask if you had found the number,‖ said the ninja hesitantly, ―but now I‘m 

afraid of the answer.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ replied Orrick with a nonchalant tone.  ―The answer is no.‖ 

 ―All the time I was stuck in there and you couldn‘t find a simple book?‖ 

 ―I can‘t find the pattern here so I‘ve been systematically combing through every shelf to 

see if I can find it.  By my calculations, I should have the entire library checked in twelve years.‖ 

 With a sigh, Tamotsu slid to the ground.  ―But we only have a few hours until your 

family arrives here and… something or other hits the fan,‖ he said. With a sleight of hand, 

Tamotsu produced a throwing star and began rolling it between his knuckles.‖ 

 ―Shit,‖ muttered Orrick. 

 ―What?‖ 

 ―The phrase is, ‗the shit hit the fan‘, though you can sometimes hear ‗eggs‘, ‗soup‘ or 

‗stuff‘ used instead.‖ 

 Tamotsu laughed.  ―You are a walking encyclopedia, aren‘t you?‖ 
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 ―I‘ve always loved knowledge.  I was thrilled to have my brain scooped out and replaced 

with a positronic one to help me better retain it.‖ 

 ―Was Richard the one who did that to you?‖ 

 ―Yes, in fact, he was.‖ 

 Tamotsu tossed the star into the air and caught it between two fingers.  ―Turns out he‘s 

the one that transformed my ninja clan into werewolves.  Which is what he meant when he said 

he didn‘t want his ‗children‘ fighting.‖ 

 ―So…‖ Orrick said with a hint of laughter, ―from a perverse point of view, we‘re distant 

brothers?‖ 

 Tamotsu nodded absently. 

 ―How very Dickensian,‖ Orrick muttered as he stared intently at the throwing star 

Tamotsu played with.  ―Eureka!‖ he suddenly shouted. 

 ―What?‖ Tamotsu asked as he jumped to his feet, catching the star without a second 

glance.  ―And who still uses that word?‖ 

 ―Nobody today,‖ replied Orrick as he took the star and stared at it. 

 ―What are you doing?‖ 

 ―The library‘s pattern!  It‘s a star or spiral system.  I can‘t believe I didn‘t see it before!‖ 

 ―So you can find 1017.6?‖ Tamotsu asked hopefully. 

 ―This way,‖ Orrick called out as he ran into the shelf maze.  With purpose he led 

Tamotsu deep into the library, where dust covered everything like a thick quilt and cobwebs 

clung to the corners.  Finally they reached a slab of ancient stone carved into a latticework 

resembling a wine rack, but it contained ancient scrolls instead of bottles. 

 ―1016… 1017.2… 1017.5… Here we go,‖ said Orrick as he reached up and carefully 

withdrew one of the scrolls. 

 Tamotsu released a breath he hadn‘t realized he had been holding and moved closer to 

examine the prize. 

 Orrick ran his hand over it.  ―Is this…‖ 

 ―Animal skin,‖ Tamotsu answered. 
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 But before they could open it, a voice called out their names.  Tamotsu grabbed the scroll 

and stashed it in his gi as the two of them ran back to the library entrance where Richard was 

waiting for them. 

 ―What‘s going on?‖ asked Tamotsu, breathing heavily from the run. 

 ―The wolves are preparing to greet your family,‖ Richard said, looking at Orrick.  He 

turned to Tamotsu and said, ―They want the prophet to contribute.‖ 

 ―How are we getting the vampires there?‖ Tamotsu asked. 

 ―Leave that to me,‖ said Richard with a wink. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

As soon as the sun was beneath the horizon, Scott climbed out of the boat‘s lower decks to gaze 

at the coastline of greater Japan.  Jack pointed to the glittering jewel that was Tokyo and said, 

―We‘ll be near the harbor close to midnight.‖ 

 ―Where might we find Orrick?‖ Scott asked. 

 Jack shrugged.  ―Weren‘t you told on the phone?‖ 

 Scott shook his head with a sigh as he ran his fingers through his hair.  ―We just have to 

find him in a large city where we‘ll be obvious.‖ 

 ―While ninjas, able to blend into the crowds, hunt us down.‖  Jack smiled with a touch of 

dark humor.  ―Doesn‘t look good for us.‖ 

 ―Guess we‘re all supposed to die some day.‖ 

 ―Speak for yourself, Scott,‖ Jack snapped with feigned grievance. 

 The two of them savored the evening‘s air as the boat‘s motor droned on. 

 ―Jack… thank you.‖ 

 The impure vampire remained silent. 

 ―It was her dream, to make a difference in the world.  In my anger, I… you‘re right – I 

almost trampled on her memory.  The twilight of my life hasn‘t been host to my greatest 

moments.‖ 

 Jack put his hand on Scott‘s shoulder.  ―Compared to what I‘ve done at the dawn of my 

days… you‘re all right.‖ 
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 Scott smiled as he knocked the hand away.  ―Enough of that.  Go take a break.‖ 

 Jack let the other vampire take over the helm and moved to the lower decks. 

 ―Jack?‖ 

 He stopped and looked up. 

 ―Take care of my children; keep the movement going.‖ 

 Jack nodded.  Down below he found Alicia knitting in a blur.  On one side Anie was 

sprawled, sleeping with her splayed wings taking up most of the cabin.  ―How long she been 

out?‖ Jack whispered. 

 ―Forty minutes,‖ Alicia answered in her tense, deliberate tone.  ―Poor girl‘s exhausted 

after everything.‖ 

 ―Growing wings must be stressful,‖ noted Jack as he settled against the wall. 

 ―Remember when times were simpler?‖ 

 ―Nope.  They never were.‖ 

 They sat in silence for awhile, Alicia knitting as Jack watched Anie sleep.  By the time 

Alicia‘s scarf was twenty feet long, Scott shouted that they had arrived.  She wrapped the scarf 

around her head as a blindfold as Jack gently shook Anie awake. 

 Jack helped the blinded girl navigate the stairs, then noticed that they were still in fairly 

deep waters.  ―We‘re not docking?‖ he asked. 

 ―That involves paperwork, bureaucracy and more hassle than we need,‖ Scott pointed 

out. 

 ―And you know what will happen if Alicia hits the water,‖ snapped Jack. 

 ―I‘ll take her,‖ offered another voice, interrupting Scott‘s response. 

 The two vampires looked at Anie as she shook out her wings.  ―If I have them I may as 

well use them,‖ she said with a shrug.  ―That okay with you?‖ 

 ―Better‘n swimming,‖ Alicia nearly shouted as she nodded vigorously. 

 Scott and Jack dropped anchor and gave the boat a final check before jumping into the 

water.  Anie lifted Alicia into her arms.  The vampiress was lighter than Jack but still heavier 

than she expected.  Staggering as she got used to the weight, Anie stepped to the front of the boat 

and spread her wings.  Closing her eyes, she savored the new sensation of the air against the 
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sensitive membrane.  Instinctively, her mind‘s eye saw the wind‘s movement and she turned.  It 

called to her, begging her to embrace it. 

 Anie, joyful anticipation welling up in her chest, crouched down and jumped with all of 

her strength.  The boat dipped, bobbing in the water as she felt herself rocketing into the sky.  

Salty air rushed by and a laugh escaped her.  At the apex, Anie opened her eyes and gasped at 

how far below the dark waters were.  An impulsive intuition took over and her wings caught the 

air.  With them, she glided to the shore with her legs dangling very undignified, Alicia clinging 

to her tightly and trembling. 

 ―Impressive,‖ said Jack as she landed. 

 ―How was the ride?‖ asked Scott, keeping his distance from Alicia, as he and Jack were 

dripping wet. 

 ―Lots‘a fun!‖ Alicia laughed as she unwound the blindfold, making sure her back was to 

the ocean.  ―Anie, you‘ve a great future as‘n amusement park ride.‖ 

 The other girl smiled and playfully hit Alicia in the arm. 

 ―You didn‘t bring us into the bay?‖ Jack noted as he scanned the area. 

 ―I brought us up a river near the Miura district,‖ said Scott.  ―We can grab some food in 

these woods then head into the city and from there, north.  Tokyo should be a little over twenty 

miles.‖ 

 After stealing a car, they reached the outskirts of Tokyo a few hours later.  Scott pulled 

the car over and got out of the driver‘s seat to come around to the back seat window.  ―I won‘t 

ask you to forgive me,‖ he said, leaning down to talk to Anie, ―but nonetheless I find myself 

needing to ask you a favor.‖ 

 Anie felt torn between hatred and curiosity.  ―What is it?‖ 

 ―Would you cover me with your wing while we drive through the city?‖ 

 As Jack slid behind the wheel, Alicia joined him in the passenger seat. 

 ―If I don‘t?‖ Anie asked with a bit of menace. 

 ―Then I‘ll have to ride in the trunk,‖ he answered with obvious dread. 

 Anie thought it over.  ―Why do you need to do this?‖ 

 ―Dad‘s very sensitive‘ta sunlight,‖ explained Alicia.  ―More so‘an most.‖ 

 ―But it‘s night,‖ Anie pointed out. 
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 ―What‘s the difference between the sun and a light bulb?‖ Scott added. 

 Anie thought about it.  ―Size?‖ 

 ―Well… yes,‖ he replied, rolling his eyes.   

 ―And the type of radiation produced,‖ Anie continued. 

 ―Ok, right again,‖ Scott sighed, a hint of frustration in his voice.  ―But besides all that, 

intensity.‖ 

 ―So you should all be ok,‖ said Anie. 

 ―Not exactly,‖ said Jack. 

 ―The right wavelengths over a certain amount‘re deadly,‖ Alicia added.   

 ―And most of these modern day cities are very bright,‖ said Scott with a flinch. 

 ―Will you be ok, Alicia?  Jack?‖ 

 The other two vampires shrugged.  ―It will sting, but we‘ll heal faster than‘t burns,‖ 

Alicia answered. 

 ―But not Scott,‖ Anie concluded. 

 Scott huffed.  ―Hell I‘ll go ride in the trunk if we can get going already.‖ 

 Anie smiled deviously and then shifted to the side as she pressed her wing against the 

back of the seat.  ―Nah, get in.‖ 

 Scott muttered his thanks, carefully climbing in.  Once he was seated, Anie let him wrap 

her wing around him like a blanket. 

 ―No more killing me from now on, right?‖ she demanded. 

 ―No, no more killing,‖ grunted Scott. 

 Driving into the city, Anie gasped in awe at the sights of Japan‘s brightest gem.  ―Alicia,‖ 

Jack called from the front seat as he steered through the thick traffic, ―do you see it?‖ 

 She leaned against the window, looking out.  ―What‘m I looking for?‖ 

 ―The advertisements.‖ 

 Anie looked out the windows as well.  ―Is it just me or are they advertising the same 

thing?‖ 

 ―They are,‖ Jack replied. 

 ―Narita International Airport,‖ Alicia read from the Kanji to English. 

 ―Shouldn‘t Tokyo have more businesses than that?‖ wondered Anie. 
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 ―It‘s the message,‖ said Jack. 

 ―So we‘re leaving on a jet plane?‖ Anie asked with a smirk. 

 ―And we don‘t know when we‘ll be back again,‖ replied Alicia, beginning to sing. 

 ―No!‖ shouted Jack and Scott simultaneously. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

After another hour driving through the streets, they reached the line to enter the Narita 

International Airport.  Several long, boring minutes later, the car full of vampires and Anie 

arrived at the security gate.  Jack rolled down his window and greeted the guard in Japanese. 

 The large, muscled man leaned down and peered into the car. 

 ―Can we help you, officer?‖ Jack asked when the guard remained silent. 

 He glared at Jack and Alicia and they noticed his nose was twitching.  His gaze moved to 

Anie who was trying to sink into the back seat‘s meager shadows to hide her wings; though one 

of them was obvious, wrapped around an object in the passenger seat. 

 ―Follow the left path around there,‖ the guard said in Japanese with a gruff voice, 

pointing at their destination.  ―Door‘s open, we‘re waiting for you.‖ 

 Jack nodded as the gate arm rose.  Driving slowly, he maneuvered down the closed lane 

until they found themselves behind the terminal on the tarmac. 

 ―They‘re not even hiding that it‘s a trap,‖ growled Scott as they climbed out of the car. 

 ―They‘ve got‘a plane parked,‖ Alicia said, pointing to the small one nearby. 

 ―But this wing is abandoned or something,‖ noted Jack, who had been staring up at the 

airport‘s windows.  ―It‘ll be too easy for them to kill us and remove the evidence.‖ 

 ―We‘ll face them on our own terms.‖  Scott signaled.  ―Jack!‖ 

 Nodding, Jack stepped forward.  He pointed at one of the windows, shattering it.  Alicia 

then moved into position, crouching down.  When Jack nodded, she jumped, his mind pushing 

her the rest of the distance to the window sill.  After she gave a thumbs up, Scott followed suit, 

leaving Jack and Anie alone on the tarmac. 

 ―You… you can telekinetically lift us up there?‖ she gasped. 
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 ―It‘s hard,‖ he said.  ―You‘re all very heavy – no offense.  It‘s easier if you help me out a 

bit and jump.‖ 

 ―But then you‘ll be like… groping me with your mind,‖ Anie replied, looking squeamish. 

 ―I thought you wouldn‘t mind a little groping from me,‖ Jack chuckled. 

 ―That‘s before I found out you‘re an older man.‖ 

 ―Chicks dig older men!‖ he pouted. 

 ―I draw the line at the century mark,‖ said Anie, sticking out her tongue.  ―Besides, I 

think I can do this.‖  Crouching down, she spread her wings and tried to ignore how natural the 

movement was starting to feel.  Dust exploded from the ground as she leaped, pumping her 

wings for extra height. 

 ―Impressive,‖ said Alicia as she helped Anie through the broken window. 

 ―I think I‘m getting used to them,‖ Anie replied, shaking her wing. 

 The sound of thunder made them twitch as Jack sailed through. 

 ―I hate it‘en you do‘at,‖ Alicia snapped. 

 ―I thought telekinetics could fly,‖ said Anie as she helped him up and dusted his clothes. 

 ―Can you pick yourself up into the air?‖ Jack replied. 

 ―Um – no.‖ 

 ―I‘m no different.  What you heard was me pushing myself off the ground.‖ 

 ―Not very subtle,‖ said a new voice. 

 Scott whirled to the source of the sound and smiled as Orrick appeared. 

 ―Dad!‖ Anie exclaimed as Richard walked up. 

 ―Hey, pumpkin,‖ he smiled as another familiar figure appeared behind him. 

 ―Tamotsu?  What are you doing here?‖ she asked. 

 ―Anie!‖  The ninja gasped as the light hit her wings.  ―What happened to—‖ 

 Without warning, a throwing star flew by Tamotsu.  Jack barely saw it as he stretched his 

hand and mind to block, but it sailed past him.  The world slowed as he watched it slam deep into 

Anie‘s chest.  As she fell, Jack‘s rage exploded, shattering every nearby window.  Out of the 

ceiling and shadows, several ninja fell along with everyone else. 

 ―Alicia!  Cover us!‖ he shouted as he picked Anie up with one hand using his injured 

right arm to cradle her head.   



92 

 

 ―I‘ll get Orrick!‖ Scott shouted, running at the enemy. 

 As she stood, the skin on Alicia‘s right arm shredded, exposing metal and circuits 

rearranging themselves into a five barrel Gatling gun. 

 ―Let‘s get out of here, son.‖  Alicia‘s bullets zooming around them as Scott picked Orrick 

up.  ―Spread out!‖ 

 Alicia kept firing random bursts a few feet above ground, aiming to keep the ninjas 

pinned down, but not dead.  Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Scott and Orrick jump out the 

broken window while Jack carried Anie into an emergency stairwell.  She hesitated a moment 

then ran as fast as she could to the stairs. 

 Trying not to get his feet tangled in Anie‘s wings, Jack struggled up the stairs until he 

reached the locked exit to the roof.  Focusing on the barrier, Jack‘s eyes turned red and his teeth 

grew as his entire body shook with effort.  After several groans, the door finally flew off its 

hinges.  Stumbling onto the airport‘s roof, he called to Anie as he examined her wound. 

 ―I don‘t think I killed any of them, but we have a few seconds,‖ Alicia said as she ran out 

the stairwell.  ―Scott‘n Orrick went to the car.‖ 

 ―Buy us some time,‖ Jack ordered as he gently prodded the ninja star still stuck in Anie‘s 

chest. 

 Alicia coolly nodded as her left arm shredded, distorting and reforming into a five-

pronged flame thrower.  Turning back to the stairwell, she unleashed a torrent of flame. 

 ―Oh God.  Please don‘t die on me,‖ begged Jack. 

 ―Trying… not to,‖ Anie whispered. 

 ―We…‖ Jack glanced at the throwing star still lodged in her chest.  ―Stephanie, whoever 

did this is still coming.  You must get out of here.‖ 

 She weakly nodded as she raised a shaking hand.  Jack looked down and realized that at 

some point, her nails had transformed into large, black talons.  Using her first two, she dug into 

the wound.  With a grimace and muffled grunt, Anie pulled the star out with a sickening suction 

sound. 

 ―What are you—‖ 

 ―Much better,‖ Anie groaned as she stood up, dark orange blood dripping from the 

wound.   
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 ―Anie, what‘re you doing?‖ demanded Alicia. 

 ―You should be dead!‖ Jack shouted, grabbing her shoulders. 

 ―But I‘m not!‖ she screamed back.  ―And if we stay here, they‘ll ensure we are.‖ 

 ―No leavin‘ this way,‖ noted Alicia. 

 ―Then we‘ll try another,‖ Anie said as she grabbed Jack and hoisted him onto her 

shoulders.  She stepped over to the building‘s edge, fluffing her wings a few times to be sure 

they were free.  Over her shoulder she ordered, ―Alicia!  Stay alive!‖ 

 Alicia watched as the girl crouched and leaped, her wings catching the air, carrying the 

two of them away.  The vampiress flashed some more flames down the stairwell when another 

throwing star came out.  Even with her speed, she wasn‘t fast enough twisting out of the way and 

took it in the shoulder.  Half a dozen more hurtled forth as Alicia turned left and ran.  She hit the 

roof‘s edge at top speed and sailed into the air.  Before she hit the ground, she felt two more stars 

thud into her back, the skin burning where they were tipped with garlic.  Rolling as she landed, 

Alicia brought up the Gatling gun and blistered the building‘s edge.  It wasn‘t easy getting to her 

feet without hands, but Alicia managed to stand and started running as fast as she could. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Tamotsu reached the roof, just in time to see his clan-mates jumping down.  He ran to the edge 

and watched some of them pursue Alicia while the rest chased after a gray car.  Anie had to be in 

one of those directions, but he didn‘t have enough time to check both.  Knowing that hesitation 

doomed her, Tamotsu turned around to clear his mind.  A shape on the ground caught his 

attention.  Scrambling over, he found a discarded throwing star covered in a strange smelling 

liquid.  A few more drops of the liquid led his nose west, where a small object flew that didn‘t 

belong around an airport.  He ran to the edge and examined the airfield calculating his options.  

As some late flights started landing, Anie‘s dark shape was moved higher and further away, 

though she seemed to be carrying extra weight.  With a plan, Tamotsu darted several meters 

down the roof and spun around, stopping in a sprinter‘s crouch.  His eyes changed to animalistic 

yellow as his ears grew longer and pointed.  Several teeth regressed while pointed fangs grew in 
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their place.  He waited.  And waited.  Then, with a deep growl, Tamotsu ran faster than he ever 

had ever managed to the edge. 

 At that moment, a Boeing airplane descended toward the runways.  Tamotsu‘s aim and 

timing was perfect as he hit the edge of the wing.  Without breaking stride, he dashed to the 

fuselage, using his hands to clear it in one leap.  Tamotsu tapped his reserved strength and flew 

faster down the second wing, leaping from it straight at his friend.  For a moment the evening 

seemed totally silent.  To Tamotsu‘s senses, the rest of the night faded away, leaving only him 

and his target.  Unaware, Anie continued on her course, until Tamotsu slammed into her back.  

The impact knocked her off balance and the three of them tumbled from the sky. 

 They hit the dirt near the airport‘s fuel tanks hard.  Anie scrambled to her feet, screaming 

and lashing out wildly.  Tamotsu tried to get out of her reach, but her claws caught his chest, 

tearing his gi and into his skin.  He howled as intense pain flooded his body, bringing him to his 

knees. 

 ―Tamotsu?‖ Anie shouted, taking a step back. 

 ―Anie… don‘t run,‖ he gasped through the pain. 

 ―Did you… did you hit me with the star?‖ she demanded, her eyes watering. 

 ―No – not me,‖ said Tamotsu.  He staggered to his feet, secretly withdrawing a kusari-

gama. 

 ―Please…‖ begged Anie.  ―Please stay away from me.‖ 

 She turned her back to him as Tamotsu flung the weapon.  It barely missed Anie but the 

hook caught Jack‘s shoulder.  She roared in protest as Tamotsu dragged Jack to him with a single 

yank.   

 ―If it keeps you here—‖ Tamotsu started to say when she charged at him.  He raised his 

left arm to block her claws and felt it shatter as she connected.  He tried to block the following 

punch but it broke his other forearm and several ribs, sending him flying.  Tamotsu rolled, 

coughing up blood.   

 ―I‘m sorry,‖ said Anie as she bent over Jack and helped him pull the weapon out of his 

shoulder. 

 Tamotsu‘s cry changed to a howl, punctuated by loud cracks. 

 Jack stood, dusting himself off as he said, ―Anie, I don‘t think—‖ 
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 ―Let‘s get out of here, then talk,‖ she ordered. 

 They turned to the highway only to be stopped by a large, brown wolf standing in their 

way. 

 ―Why can‘t we leave?‖ Anie shouted. 

 Without reply, the wolf pounced, hitting Jack and knocking the vampire out of Anie‘s 

grasp.  Biting into his right arm, the wolf quickly dragged Jack further away. 

 Anie walked two steps forward and stopped.  She glanced back at the highway, then at 

Jack and the wolf.  With conflicting expressions, the girl turned away from them and started 

running.  The wolf pawed at the ground as if it wanted to follow, but was afraid.  At the fuel 

tanks, Anie glanced back one more time before she climbed up them and flew off into the night. 

 ―That… could have gone better,‖ noted Richard as he jogged up. 

 ―What just happened?‖ asked Jack, staring at the wolf who still had his arm in its mouth. 

 ―She worked you over pretty good didn‘t she, Tamotsu?‖ 

 The wolf barked, releasing Jack. 

 ―That‘s Tamotsu?‖ the vampire asked, pointing at the beast. 

 Richard nodded as he helped Jack stand.  ―He hasn‘t practiced enough with that altered 

mouth to speak person with it.  Usually at that age, transformations are still involuntary.‖ 

 Jack stared slack-jawed.  ―Tamotsu is a wolf.‖ 

 ―Werewolf,‖ corrected Richard.  ―Shifting forms heals their wounds, but it costs a lot of 

energy.  We‘ll need to get him some food.‖  He crouched down, rubbing the wolf‘s back as he 

looked at the pair of lacerations on its belly.  ―She scratched you too?‖ 

 Tamotsu nodded his head with a whimper. 

 ―So now what?‖ Jack demanded. 

 ―Would that Tamotsu had delayed her just another few seconds,‖ sighed Richard. 

 Tamotsu growled. 

 ―I know you did the best you could,‖ he replied.  ―Still… Jack might be useful.‖ 

 ―Useful for what?‖ 

 ―Saving my daughter.‖ 

 ―From?‖ 

 ―Her inheritance.‖  
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11. Novaturient Mightily 

It took awhile for Anie and Alicia to find the car containing Scott and Orrick.  Piling in, the four 

of them drove west as fast as they could.  By the time they reached the Sengokuhara region in the 

Hakone national park at the base of Mount Fuji, it was nearly dawn.  However, thick clouds, 

promising rain, hid the sun. 

 ―Welcome back, son,‖ said Scott with great joy as he hugged Orrick tightly. 

 ―It‘s been too long, dad,‖ replied Orrick, returning the hug. 

 ―We lost Jack,‖ added Alicia. 

 Anie‘s primal scream scattered several birds.  The vampires turned around as she struck a 

tree, leaving four deep gashes, and collapsed. 

 Orrick ran over, crouching to put a hand on her shoulder.  ―Anie, we‘ll get him back.‖ 

 ―Attacked by a friend,‖ she cried, touching the scab on her chest.  ―Another literally 

stolen.  Betrayed by my father.  This is the worst day of my life!‖ 

 Alicia stood indecisive of what she should say.  ―Anie…‖ 

 ―Find me a hot spring.  Now!‖ 

 Alicia looked to her father and brother.  They all had the same idea; she would go hunting 

while Orrick and Scott helped Anie.  She watched as they gave Anie support to stand up and 

guided her through the forest.  Suddenly feeling protective, Alicia followed.  Eventually they 

found in the hills, a spring exhaling volumes of steam into the winter air. 

 ―I think that‘s a little too hot for humans,‖ warned Scott. 

 But Anie ignored them as she stumbled forward, the pool‘s heat reddening her skin.  The 

vampires shouted, watching her fall face-first into the spring, the scalding waves smothering her 

body.  Alicia raced forward until she saw the water and the fear knocked her to the ground, near 

sobbing.  Scott and Orrick shouted Anie‘s name over and over as Alicia scrambled backwards. 

 Finally, Scott shed his shirt and jumped in.  The water churned before he exploded forth, 

gripping an arm that was almost as large as he was.  He was halfway out when it dragged him 

back down.  Orrick and Alicia watched as the water grew calm again.  Suddenly, Scott was 

thrown out of the water, sailing through the air, landing near Alicia. 

 His skin was boiled red and he coughed water out of his lungs to speak.  ―I think she 

wants to be left alone.‖ 



97 

 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―You Americans make the most delicious sandwiches,‖ Tamotsu said through a mouthful 

of a triple bacon cheeseburger as he strolled into the common room of the hotel suite with a 

bulging canvas bag slung over his shoulder. 

 ―I‘m not from America,‖ replied Richard without looking up. 

 ―And I‘m British,‖ Jack pointed out. 

 The ninja unconsciously touched the bandages covering part of his chest.  ―I don‘t 

suppose you have a spare shirt for me to wear after your daughter ripped mine off.‖ 

 ―Thanks, Tamotsu.  That‘s just what a father wants to hear.‖ 

 The werewolf stopped and stared.  ―What, are you two doing?‖ 

 Jack was sitting in a chair with his right arm on the armrest, the skin pulled back from his 

forearm to expose glistening metal.  Richard was hunched over the elbow with precision tools 

and a pair of reading glasses perched on the end of his nose.  ―He‘s trying to fix what you 

broke,‖ answered Jack. 

 ―You deserved it,‖ Tamotsu spat. 

 ―Quiet!‖ ordered Richard.  ―It‘s already hard enough operating on a mystical, quick-

healing being.‖ 

 Tamotsu took a few more bites of his burger, flopping into a chair nearby.  ―Why bother 

with him in the first place?  We‘re losing track of Anie more the longer we wait.‖ 

 Sparks flew up inches from Richard‘s nose.  ―You‘re going to need his help.‖ 

 ―He‘d just get in the way.‖ 

 ―She was never stabbed while I was around,‖ replied Jack. 

 They fell silent, Tamotsu eating and Jack blindly staring at the room.  A few minutes 

later, Richard sighed and straightened up, his back cracking loudly.  ―That should do it.  Jack, 

can you move your hand?‖ 

 The vampire concentrated, staring at his right arm.  Seconds later, a couple of his fingers 

twitched, then more.  Slowly, he lifted his arm and twisted it back and forth. 

 ―Looking good,‖ said Richard with a smile.  ―Now see if you can retract your claws.‖ 
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 The vampire concentrated on his right hand as he straightened his fingers.  Eventually, 

the metal claws at the end receded. 

 ―I call that a success,‖ Richard said as he wiped his hands on a shop rag.  ―I don‘t 

suppose you‘ll help me test something.‖ 

 Jack looked a little wary.  ―What?‖ 

 ―You ever heard of the gray goo scenario?‖ 

 ―No.‖ 

 Finishing his burger, Tamotsu spoke up.  ―That‘s the prediction that eventually, mankind 

is going to invent these tiny, self-replicating machines that will wipe us out.‖ 

 The other two stared at him. 

 ―What?‖ demanded Tamotsu.  ―A ninja can‘t have interests outside killing?‖ 

 ―Moving on, he‘s more or less correct,‖ replied Richard as he held up a small canister 

with gray slime inside it.  ―They‘re frequently called nanites.‖ 

 Jack raised his eyebrows.  ―What does that have to do with me?‖ 

 Richard took a deep breath before he said, ―Jack, the first computer worm was a mistake.  

It was a program designed to measure the size of the internet, but a bug in the code made it 

malicious.  Now imagine something like that happening with a collective of tiny machines that 

self-replicate.  One typo and humanity‘s doomed. 

 ―I have here some prototypes to inject into your storage unit.  If I‘ve programmed them 

correctly, they‘ll fix machines, giving your cybernetic parts the same healing ability as the rest of 

you.  But in case I made a mistake, I‘m hoping your mystical healing ability will keep the nanites 

in check while I debug them into a less extinction prone design.‖ 

 Jack sighed and leaned back, lifting up his shirt.  ―If it keeps the world from being 

destroyed; I am rather fond of this planet.‖ 

 A circular aperture opened up at Jack‘s belly button.  Leaning over, Richard attached the 

canister to it, then twisted.  With a hiss, the goo slid into Jack. 

 ―So what does Anie need to be saved from?‖ he asked, pulling his shirt down after 

Richard removed the empty canister. 

 ―Other than the leeches?‖ growled Tamotsu. 

 ―Eat me, furball!‖ the vampire spat. 
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 ―Boys!  Postpone your contests until she‘s around to be suitably impressed!‖ Richard 

shouted.   

 Both of them fell silent. 

 ―I don‘t want to say yet.  I could be wrong and she‘s ok.  Until I know for sure, both of 

you get some food and rest; you‘ll need to be at your peak if this gets worse,‖ he said strolling 

out of the room. 

 The two of them sat in silence, processing what Richard had expressed.  Eventually 

Tamotsu sat up and started digging through the sack he‘d brought in.  ―Hey, Jack, thanks for 

getting my stuff earlier.‖ 

 ―How could I say no to those puppy dog eyes?‖ Jack laughed before a throwing star just 

missed his head.  ―Where… How do you carry all that?‖ 

 ―That‘s why you‘re not a ninja,‖ Tamotsu pointed out.  ―So what‘s going on with Anie?  

She has wings?‖ 

 Jack shook his head.  ―I don‘t know.  Not even she knows why – or what – she‘s 

changing into.‖ 

 Tamotsu pulled an object out his bag.  ―Maybe this has the answer.‖ 

 Jack squinted to see the item the werewolf held.  ―A scroll?‖ 

 ―One of the earliest records of my clan,‖ Tamotsu explained as he carefully unrolled it.  

―It‘s so ancient it was actually made out of animal skin instead of paper.  I think it has an 

important clue.‖ 

 Jack waited as the ninja reviewed the scroll.  ―Well… does it?‖ he asked when Tamotsu‘s 

eyes grew wide and his jaw dropped. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 OVC: confirmed: core is preserved. 

 Merlin2.0: Side effects? 

 OVC: deep programming has obtained separate personality.  

pseudo-reincarnation? 

 Merlin2.0: Probable.  Undesirable. 

 OVC: assassination? 
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 Merlin2.0: Let me get Jack & Tamotsu there first.  Even if 

you can, it will be plan B. 

 Richard closed the chat program as Jack and Tamotsu stormed into the room.  The 

vampire spoke first.  ―What the hell is Anie?‖ 

 ―My daughter,‖ Richard answered, not looking at them as he tried to remain calm. 

 Tamotsu slapped an unrolled scroll across the old man‘s laptop.  ―A history of this land.‖  

He pointed to a set of Kanji with a sewn image of a cloaked figure next to them.  ―After some 

review about the land being ruled by Yōkai, it mentions here a stranger arriving to bless the 

people with the strength to fight back.‖ 

 ―And your people were given the wolf, as you already knew,‖ snapped Richard as his 

frustration boiled over. 

 ―Right, but look who we fought against.  Look who was the leader of the Yōkai,‖ said 

Tamotsu, his finger moving to another image. 

 ―A dragon,‖ interjected Jack. 

 ―After some cross references to some battle records, there‘s this mention of the stranger – 

you – leaving Nippon.  With a prize.‖ 

 Richard stared at the ancient depiction of him, in a cloak, carrying an ovoid. 

 ―What – is – Anie?‖ Jack demanded. 

 Richard leaned back in his chair and sighed. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

The rain came about midday, soon after Orrick had returned with a heavy bounty.  Despite her 

discomfort, Alicia had refused to leave the hot spring so her brother had volunteered to hunt, 

acting gleeful at being able to after so long.  She was on her second rodent, trying not to break 

down into a quivering heap, when the waters began to stir.  The vampires rose to see a large claw 

reached out.  Its black talons dug deep rows into the rocks and muscles roiled beneath dark blue-

green scales.  A large, reptilian head with piercing yellow eyes emerged from the waves, 

followed by a pair of large, glistening membranous wings.  The rest of the creature‘s body was 

thick and heavily muscled with a long, thin tail.  Numerous canines jutted up and down past its 
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lips and rows of dark green, pointed spines cascaded down its back until they tapered to nothing 

at the end of the tail. 

 The vampires looked up and up as the creature rose to its full, eight foot height.  It 

walked on the balls of its elongated feet, its heels stretching back into the air.  The ground shook 

as the beast dropped to its hands, to bring its head now level with them.  ―I feel much better 

now,‖ its rumbling, voice hissed. 

 ―A-Anie?‖ stuttered Alicia. 

 The creature nodded.  ―It felt so good to shed my skin.‖ 

 After a few tries, Scott finally uttered, ―You‘re… a dragon?‖ 

 She nodded again.  ―Your lady has returned.‖   

 Mysteriously compelled, the vampires kneeled.   

 She examined each of them in turn.  ―Three vampires may not be much, but every army 

has to begin somehow.‖  She raised her right hand and light seemed to flow over her scales for a 

second before she struck the ground.  Behind them, they heard Mount Fuji begin to rumble.  Her 

fangs glistened while she curled her lips back into a wicked smile.  ―That should get their 

attention.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―We swore to never harm innocents unless we had to,‖ explained Richard.  ―It was 

debated for weeks, but in the end, we – the rebels – decided that the unhatched eggs of the 

dragons were – innocent.  When Nippon was free, I decided to take the high queen‘s egg and… 

experiment.‖ 

 ―So you gained a ‗daughter‘,‖ concluded Jack. 

 Richard nodded.  ―I carried it for five – six centuries before it hatched.  Dragons were 

considered physical incarnations of solid magic and had some shape altering abilities.  I hoped to 

use those two traits to change the unborn whelp into…‖ 

 ―A human,‖ finished Tamotsu. 

 Richard nodded again.  ―I had to help her out of the egg the day she hatched; my spells 

had worked too well.  I can‘t express to you the joys of seeing that little girl healthy and… 
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human.  I continued to treat her with enchantments and spells over the years, but some of her true 

nature always remained.‖ 

 ―What do you mean?‖ asked Jack. 

 ―She grew at the speed of a dragon.  Always had a taste for raw meat.  Loved 

swimming…‖ 

 ―Wait,‖ interrupted Tamotsu.  ―How old is Anie?‖ 

 ―How old do you think she is?‖ 

 ―Sixteen,‖ Jack answered. 

 Richard shrugged.  ―Add a few zeros to that.‖ 

 Their eyes bulged. 

 ―I hoped she was steeped enough in her human identity that I could return to Japan.  

But… being here, where her mother fell, her true has reawakened.‖ 

 ―So?‖ said Jack.  ―What does it matter whether she‘s human or not?‖ 

 ―Have you ever heard of the idea of genetic memory?‖ asked Richard. 

 ―Yeah, it‘s bullshit,‖ replied Tamotsu. 

 ―Not exactly for dragons.  When their eggs were laid, the parents would enchant them 

with their memories and knowledge.  When I say Anie‘s got a little of her mother in her, it‘s 

literal in more ways than one.‖ 

 ―Who were her real parents?‖ asked Tamotsu. 

 ―The world was divided in territories ruled by various inhumans with the dragons ruling 

over them all.  The highest, she who controlled the largest territory, was Stephanie‘s mother.‖  

Richard took a sip of hot tea before continuing.  ―We took Asia from her when she was away, 

visiting her favorite consort on a distant island.‖ 

 ―The island of… Japan,‖ Tamotsu guessed. 

 ―Here is where she fell, and here is where she‘ll rise again,‖ Richard sighed. 

 ―Maybe Anie won‘t be like that,‖ offered Jack. 

 The room suddenly shook, followed by the sound of a distant explosion rattling the 

windows. 

 ―What was that?‖ asked Jack. 
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 Richard leaned over his laptop and began typing while the other two came around the 

table to see the screen. 

 ―Mount Fuji has erupted?‖ read Tamotsu from the news streaming website. 

 ―No,‖ said Richard grimly.  ―It‘s her first strike.‖ 
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12. Nostalgic Monarch 

Anie opened her eyes to a black sky overflowing with stars.  She smiled and savored the 

indescribable cosmic beauty.  It was all so overwhelming she lost herself in the immensity.  A 

slight tickling of her bare arms brought her attention back to earth and she turned her head to 

the grass she lay upon.  It was the richest, most beautiful shade of green and more comfortable 

than any bed she had ever slept on.  How had she gotten here?  Anie rubbed her forehead, trying 

to remember, but the harder she thought, the more memories slipped through her grasp.  

Deciding to look for clues, Anie stood up to better examine her surroundings. Looking down she 

found herself clothed in a summer dress of the lightest sky blue.  The patch of grass circled 

around her for several yards before ending at still water or glass – something that reflected the 

night sky.  She walked over to the edge of the green and looked down.  Her stomach and rational 

mind fled as she saw the earth floating thousands of feet below.  Central to the sapphire sphere, 

set like an emerald jewel, the land of Japan beckoned to her. 

 “Beautiful… isn’t it?” 

 Anie scrambled backwards, falling onto the grass.  Before her, a huge, deep-red dragon 

paced on the air just beyond the green. 

 “It should be yours,” the creature continued.  “That land and many more.” 

 “I'm dreaming,” groaned Anie.  “It's just a dream, any moment now I'll wake up.” 

 The dragon stopped, and sat on its haunches as everything beyond the grass changed to 

an opaque white.  With a sigh, its image began to shimmer.  “It’s my fault really, letting those 

filthy sekkuls near you.”  The rest of the dragon faded into a pale, tall woman with dark red hair 

that matched the tight, scaly leather dress she wore.  She moved toward Anie, not walking as 

much as gliding, taking a poised seat on the grass facing her.  “You are right.  We are inside 

your mind.” 

 “Great,” Anie chuckled nervously.  “I’d like to wake up now.” 

 The other woman was on her feet impossibly fast.  “Of course my dear.  This way,” she 

said, offering Anie her hand. 

 The girl hesitated.  She had never had trouble waking up before.  She'd never had dreams 

like this before either.  Was she really a stranger within her own mind?  There was a lot wrong 
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here and worst among them was the lady in red.  Without bothering to hide her unease, Anie 

asked, “Who… are you?” 

 “Your mother.” 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―What was that?‖ demanded the last ookami as she turned around and saw a large, white 

plume of smoke rise from Mount Fuji.  She swore under her breath. 

 ―Mistress, your orders?‖ asked a ninja that appeared at her side. 

 ―What else?  Get over there and start rescuing people!‖ she ordered.  Immediately every 

ninja within the sound of her voice took off; many changing into various rescue uniforms while 

others scattered to spread the command.  ―She‘s begun…‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―What do we do?‖ shouted Jack. 

 ―Evacuate,‖ answered Richard with considerable calm for a man too close to an erupting 

volcano.  He pulled out a black briefcase and opened it on the bed. 

 ―I‘ve got to go help my clan,‖ Tamotsu said, as he moved toward the door. 

 ―No!‖ Richard shouted, grabbing the ninja.  ―That‘s her plan.  She distracts her enemies, 

separates them and then attacks.‖ 

 Jack, standing by the suite‘s window, twitched as a flaming sphere of lava crashed a few 

yards away from the hotel.  ―You mean this isn‘t her attack now?‖ 

 ―No,‖ said Richard as he grabbed his laptop and tossed it into his briefcase.  ―It‘s going to 

get much, much worse if we don't stop her.‖ 

 ―Are we planning to stay here and die?‖ demanded Tamotsu. 

 ―No,‖ said Richard forcefully.  To their shock, he reached deeper than possible into 

briefcase and withdrew a long, gnarled wooden staff.  It looked ancient, one end curled and 

bulbous, while the other tapered into a narrow point.   

 ―I've seen some good illusionists in my time,‖ Jack remarked, ―but no trick that good.‖ 
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 ―It's not a trick,‖ explained Richard as he tucked staff against his arm.  ―The briefcase 

doesn't hold anything, I just use it as a door to a secret storage room,‖ he said, pulling out his cell 

phone.  It looked similar to other smooth, button-less designs but the casing appeared to be made 

from solid crystal instead of metal or plastic.  Tamotsu and Jack watched him tap it rapidly 

before shooting blue lightning at it from his fingertips.  ―We‘re locked in.‖  He set the staff then 

let go, leaving it standing perfectly upright.  ―Get ready, gents.‖ 

 Tamotsu and Jack looked bewildered. 

 ―I though werewolves and vampires wouldn't have this much trouble with magic,‖ 

Richard muttered as he grabbed their shoulders and positioned them around the staff. 

 Jack looked uncomfortable.  ―Now what?‖ 

 ―Stand still.  Oh, and I'm sorry.‖ 

 Before either could ask, a pulse of multicolored light engulfed them, shattering all three 

into a fine, multicolored dust.  The particles swirled around the staff as it slowly sank.  Suddenly, 

the staff plummeted through the suite‘s floor, dragging the dust cloud behind it.  Only a tiny, 

charred circle in the carpet remained. 

 On the other side of the nation, a clap of thunder shook Richard‘s house as the staff 

violently struck the middle of the living room.  The spinning dust cloud settled around the staff 

and began to slow.  Seconds later it stopped, congealing into Richard, Tamotsu, and Jack. 

 Tamotsu looked like he wanted to say something, but instead he ran to the bathroom as 

fast as he could. 

 ―Jack, how are you doing?‖ asked Richard as retching sounds echoed through the house. 

 ―I‘m glad you removed my stomach,‖ the vampire whined. 

 ―Now you know why wizards hate teleporting,‖ Richard chuckled as he went to the 

kitchen and got some alcohol. 

 ―So what do we do next?‖ demanded Tamotsu, walking out of the bathroom, dabbing a 

towel at the corner of his mouth. 

 Richard took out three shot glasses and poured Saki into each.  ―We save my little girl.‖ 

 Jack walked over and picked up one of the drinks.  ―Are you… sure there‘s anything left 

to save?‖ he asked, staring at the liquid. 

 ―If not, we'll have to kill her,‖ Richard said with displeasure before taking a drink. 
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 ―How hard can that be?‖ asked Tamotsu with obvious false bravado.  He took the third 

glass and drained it to shore up his courage. 

 ―You know the stories you've heard?‖ Richard asked as he got a refill.  ―Of St. George 

and Sigurd and many more?‖ 

 ―Yes,‖ they said together. 

 ―The dragons in those stories were all males.  And if you boys know your reptiles, you 

know that the females tend to be larger, angrier and more powerful than the males.‖ 

 ―So we're all doomed,‖ Tamotsu grumbled as he reached for the Saki bottle. 

 Richard grabbed the bottle and pried it out of the werewolf's hand.  ―Not yet.  Anie isn't 

lost to us yet.‖ 

 ―How do you know?‖ asked Jack, handing his cup to Tamotsu. 

 ―Orrick told me,‖ Richard answered, taking another drink. 

 ―How?‖ Tamotsu asked. 

 ―When I recently updated him, I installed WiFi into his brain,‖ Richard explained.  

―When you two interrupted me earlier, I was chatting with him.‖ 

 ―And?‖ they said simultaneously. 

 ―With his gift, Orrick has been able to seal away Stephanie‘s human identity before the 

draconic inheritance corrupted her.‖  Richard refilled his glass only to drain it again.  ―She's 

protected, but if she chooses to embrace her past, she'll be lost to us.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 Anie recoiled from the woman.  “Dad’s never mentioned you.” 

 “Of course he... oh, you mean the beast that raised you.”  The red lady spat on the 

ground.  “I'm sure there’s much he’s never told you.” 

 “But you will?” 

 “Always.” 

 Anie felt like she was drowning in mysteries and revelations.  So much of her former life 

now seemed a cardboard stand of lies.  She needed some fact, some rock she could cling to and 
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get a perspective on everything.  Yet she doubted that this stranger in her own mind could give 

her one.  “How do I know you’re not lying?” she demanded. 

 A three pronged tongue flickered between the red woman’s lips.  “A curse of our kind – 

we cannot lie.  But what reason would I lie to you, my only daughter?” 

 Anie rubbed her forehead.  “But this is all in my head.” 

 “Yet I am not of your mind,” the woman pointed out. 

 “You... aren’t a figment of my imagination?” 

 The red lady shook her head.  “I am the legacy of your egg bearers – though your father 

should be here too.” 

 At the mention of her father, something sparked within her memory.  “What do you want 

from me?” 

 “An end to this charade.  I want to see you resume your true form and take your rightful 

place as ruler of this world!” 

 Anie considered it.  Was everything in her life a lie?  Her father had let her believe she 

was human, that he was her parent and the other had been lost, but did that make everything he 

told her a lie?  Richard had been around for all her life.  She remembered the nights he'd read a 

story before she went to sleep.  Sometimes he even made up his own – though now Anie 

wondered if those had been just tales.  But the fact remained that he was there nearly every 

night.  His love for her wasn't a lie.  Finding her rock, Anie slowly stood up.  Looking the red 

woman straight in the eye, she took a deep breath and said with determination, “No.” 

 The red lady backhanded Anie, the impact bending the grass around them.  “Did I say 

you had a choice?” 

 Anie blinked and rubbed her jaw.  She had felt the blow, but no pain.  The red woman, 

meanwhile, seemed to be suppressing a grimace.  “You can’t make me,” Anie noted hopefully. 

 “Apparently not,” sneered the red woman, backing away.  “But as long as you’re here, 

you’re not in control.”  She stepped out into the boundless white and faded away.  The void 

changed to the perspective of Anie’s eyes.  Her gaze lifted from a forest to an ash-covered sky.  A 

pulse of multicolored light surged into the air. 

 “I’ll figure out how to stop you!” Anie shouted with defiance. 

 A voice echoed back.  “So corrupted by man… you think you have a chance.” 
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   *   *   * 

 

 ―The spell should be in here,‖ said Richard, picking through the shelves in his office.  

After more cups of Saki than Jack thought was wise, Richard had taken him and Tamotsu to his 

office where he was now scavenging through the volumes of tomes.  Richard's cell phone 

suddenly rang and Jack picked it off the desk. 

 ―Steve Jobs?‖ he read from the caller ID.  ―You know the Steve Jobs?‖ 

 Richard snatched the phone in annoyance.  ―One of my brethren from the old days,‖ he 

explained.  ―That‘s why Macintoshes always work better with magic than other tech.  Hello?‖ 

 Tamotsu and Jack exchanged glances as they listened to Richard‘s side of the 

conversation. 

 ―Yes, I've heard; I‘m in Japan right now.  –  Not yet, we should maintain the charade.  –   

I won‘t, Steve.  Trust me on this.  – I do have a solution.  –  One that‘s better than undoing 

everything we‘ve worked for!  –  No, I haven‘t spoken to Lenka, you‘re the first.  –  Contact the 

remnant and get them ready.  –  Fariz is still alive?  –  No shit.  –  Keep the lid on, Steve and be 

ready in case I fail.‖ 

 Hanging up his phone, Richard turned his attention to the other two.  ―What's wrong?‖ he 

asked. 

 ―What do you mean?‖ Tamotsu replied until he noticed that Jack was standing very rigid. 

 ―Oh no- Tamotsu!  Get ready!‖ Richard shouted. 

 Before Tamotsu could respond, Jack‘s eyes turn solid red and he threw the werewolf 

through a wall.  The vampire then tackled Richard who was trying to pull something out of the 

desk.  He slammed the wizard into the bookshelves then shoved him to the floor, his fangs 

extending in anticipation.  As Tamotsu pulled himself out of the wall's remains, he found a 

broken piece of the house‘s wood frame.  The entire house shuddered as a bright blue flash of 

light exploded between Richard and Jack, knocking the vampire back.  Tamotsu grabbed the 

impromptu stake and pounced, tackling Jack in midair.  Through another wall they crashed into 

the kitchen, tumbling across the floor.  The ninja finally managed to pin Jack to the floor as he 

raised the crude stake. 
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 ―Tamotsu, don‘t!‖ commanded Richard, running after them. 

 The werewolf hesitated.  In that second, Jack flipped him over.  The vampire's metal 

claws popped out and he aimed a killing blow at Tamotsu‘s face. 

 The werewolf braced himself – but no blow came.  Tamotsu carefully opened his eyes 

and saw the claws hovering millimeters away.  Suddenly, they retracted and Jack scrambled 

backwards. 

 ―What just happened?‖ Tamotsu asked angrily. 

 ―I… I lost control,‖ answered Jack, his voice thick with shame. 

 ―I suspect Stephanie has sent out a call to the Yōkai,‖ Richard explained as he helped 

Tamotsu off the floor.  ―I knew this was going to happen eventually.  And I suspected it would 

prove Jack a valuable ally.‖ 

 ―By having him nearly kill me?‖ Tamotsu shouted. 

 ―By resisting the call,‖ said Richard with soothing calmness.  ―I'm not sure how, but, 

Jack, you have the ability to disobey my daughter.‖ 

 Jack continued to sit there, holding on to his head as if he was afraid it was going to fly 

off at any moment.  ―Why is that even an issue?‖ he demanded in a shaky voice. 

 Richard took a deep breath.  ―It has to do with the origin of vampires…‖  
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13. Nosferatu Manufacture 

Doru rubbed his hands nervously as he waited outside the clearing.  The Sphinx had been 

rambling without end for twenty minutes now and he was afraid he would never get his turn.  He 

heard the Sphinx's voice growing louder and soon she was being dragged onto the path by an 

irate faerie.  Her protestations ceased when both of them saw Doru standing there. 

 ―What are you doing here?‖ the faerie demanded as the Sphinx doubled over with 

laughter at the human's attempt to shelter his gaze.  She was one of the most beautiful creatures 

he'd ever seen with translucent skin of light green and hair the prismatic colors of the rainbow.  

Her diaphanous wings twinkled in the afternoon light as if they were made of diamonds. 

  ―I-I-I wish to bring uh- grievance to the lord,‖ Doru said, his guts shivering with fear. 

 The faerie sneered at him as the Sphinx sauntered away, chuckling.  ―Begone!  Do not 

sully his presence with yours!‖ she spat before turning her back on him. 

 From the clearing, a deep voice seemed to shake the world, giving the faerie pause.  

―Fariz, I said I would heed any of my subjects as long as the sun touched not the horizon.‖ 

 Doru and the faerie peered to the west.  Dusk was almost upon them.   

 ―At least go clothe yourself with more appropriate attire,‖ Fariz grumbled. 

 The man's head dropped.  His simple brown clothes did seem pitiful compared to the 

faerie's tunic and skirt which were as richly vibrant as her hair.  ―These… these are the best 

clothes I have,‖ he nearly whispered. 

 ―Then let him approach me.‖ 

 Spitting at his feet, Fariz shrank from three feet tall to one.  Twinkling, she flew through 

the underbrush, leading Doru to a forest clearing.  There a black dragon as large as three or four 

huts towered over him. 

 ―Do you come to complain about your treatment, human?‖ said the dragon, the rumble of 

his voice causing even the grass to tremble.  ―Perhaps you think it unfair that we allow you a role 
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of usefulness in serving your betters?  Should you be wiped from the world as your cousins 

were?‖ 

 ―No, my lord!‖ Doru pleaded, prostrating himself.  ―I-I-I-I um...‖  The villager trailed off, 

forgetting a moment what he had come for.  He looked down at a bright red string tied around his 

wrist and drew courage from the memory of who had placed it there.  Rising to his knees, he 

shouted his request as fast as he could, wishing to have it over with immediately.  ―I only ask 

that we have a seat on your council.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ the dragon demanded. 

 The lord had been solemn, not angry which encouraged Doru further.  ―That you may 

remember your s-s-servants when weighing your decisions!‖ 

 ―Should that representative be you?‖ asked the dragon.  With the last word he sent a 

powerful blast of steaming breath that lifted Doru from the ground and tossed him like a leaf. 

 ―Not if I displease you,‖ he said with difficulty because of the ache his ribs received from 

the landing. 

 ―Not at all,‖ the dragon chuckled.  ―Though you are stupidly brave, great power fills my 

discussions and a beast as weak as you would not survive.‖ 

 Doru could only nod as he tried to suppress the tears pooling in his eyes. 

 ―However...‖ 

 He noticed Fariz's glow changed from a soothing blue to a furious red. 

 ―Yes... I have an idea,‖ the dragon chuckled with disturbing glee.  ―Shekkul, return here 

when a new moon has birthed.  On that night I shall give you new life that you might sit on my 

council.‖ 

 ―Thank you, my lord,‖ said Doru, ignoring the insulting moniker the fey had attached to 

humans.  With a bow, he exited  the clearing with a bit of a skip in his step.  Part of him 
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wondered what the dragon and faerie were arguing over in their own tongue behind him, but the 

rest of him was too hopeful to care. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

The village was shocked when Doru returned alive.  Most had expected – and he knew some had 

hoped – that he would have been killed or worse.  As the weeks passed, word spread through the 

region and with it, hope.  By the night of the new moon, Doru was wondering if he could fulfill 

the expectations surrounding him.  Some had tried getting him some better clothes, but no human 

had any.  A faint glow flickered through the trees as he made his way to the clearing, where he 

found a roaring bonfire.  The faerie, Fariz, waited beside it with a pale man dressed in black 

robes. 

 ―Where's... um – where's the lord?‖ Doru asked nervously as he looked around, 

wondering where a dragon could hide. 

 The pale man smiled as if laughing at a silent joke.  ―Do not worry about that.  I speak for 

him.  Do you still wish to serve him?‖ he asked in a warning tone. 

 Doru suddenly found his mouth so dry, he couldn't swallow.  ―I... wish to serve my 

people.‖ 

 ―Then drink this,‖ said the pale man, offering him a golden goblet filled with a dark 

liquid.  ―It will give you the strength you need to sit on the council.‖ 

 Running a filthy hand through his thick, blond hair, Doru considered the offer.  With 

shaking hands, he took the goblet and lifted it to his lips.  The liquid was hot and felt like a fire 

sliding down his gullet.  As he struggled to choke it down, the pale man suddenly tipped the base 

of the goblet, drowning Doru where he stood.  Intense pain wrecked through his body as he 

collapsed.  Before darkness took him, the villager heard the pale man say, ―Make sure he returns 

before dawn.‖ 
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   *   *   * 

 

Some time later, Doru came to the outskirts of the forest.  Standing, he looked himself over, but 

saw no visible injury despite the earlier pain.  Stumbling through the fields, he noticed that 

though he could feel the cold night air, he wasn't shivering as he had before.  With surprising 

vigor, Doru began sprinting, noticing that he felt no ache in his bones or muscles. 

 ―Halt!  Who goes there?‖ the night watchman called out as Doru neared. 

 ―It is I!‖ he replied. 

 The old man tottered out of his guard shack.  ―Doru?  Did you survive after all?‖ 

 Hunger washed over him with the fury of a spring thunderstorm.  ―I – I think so,‖ Doru 

replied distractedly.  He felt his four canine teeth extend as a rhythmic pounding assaulted his 

ears.  He tried to ignore the sensation, but he was so very hungry.  Suddenly he couldn't see 

anything, but the old man approaching him. 

 ―Are you well, boy?‖ 

 Doru sprang forward, his eyes a solid red.  Grabbing the old man, he sank his elongated 

teeth into his neck, drawing forth a rich, delicious liquid.  Doru's eyes rolled back with pleasure 

as his greedily drank.  After what felt like hours, but was no more than a minute, he released his 

victim and watched the body fall to the dirt.  Gasping, he covered his mouth, trying to 

comprehend the monstrous act he'd just done.  He stumbled back, then turned and ran into the 

woods as fast as his feet could carry him. 

 Blinded with rage, Doru charged charged through the undergrowth, ignoring the branches 

and thorns that tried to stop him and crashed into the clearing.  With an anguished cry he 

shouted, ―You‘ve betrayed me!‖ 

 ―I gave you what you asked for,‖ the pale man replied calmly. 
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 Roaring, Doru tackled the pale man, sinking his fangs into his neck.  Through the 

punctures flowed a bitter, dark orange blood that repelled him.  He fell to the ground, coughing 

violently 

 ―Did you think I would let you drink from me or my kind?‖ the pale man sneered.  ―Now, 

stand.‖ 

 Though he didn't want to, Doru found himself climbing to his feet.  ―What did you do to 

me?‖ he asked.  

 ―What I promised.  I've made you stronger, faster and more difficult to kill.  But none sit 

on my council without cost,‖ the lord answered coldly.  ―The humans love the sun; now it is your 

worst enemy.  I know they favor a spice that brings great flavor to meals, but now it is your 

second worst enemy.  They fear the night; it now belongs to you.  Humans are social creatures, 

insisting on being hospitable to one another.  Now you cannot enter a home without invitation.  

The humans‘ greatest taboo is eating each other‘s flesh.  Now you must feed upon your former 

kind.  They have short lives and fear death.  You are dead but will live forever.  I have given you 

the chance to represent mankind, and in exchange I've made you a not-man.‖ 

 ―This is more than I can bear,‖ the villager sobbed.  ―Please, kill me.‖ 

 ―I have just granted you one boon,‖ snapped the pale man.  ―You may not ask me for 

another.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―And with that, Doru became the first vampire,‖ sighed Richard.  ―Some time later, his 

betrothed, a fiery girl named Rodica, sought an answer to Doru's fate.  The dragon told her that 

he was dead and she begged to join him.  So he obliged and the second impure vampire was 

made.‖ 

 ―And they had a child,‖ added Jack, dreading where the story was heading. 
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 Richard nodded.  ―The first pure vampire.  Their offspring.  He was named... Dracula.  

It's difficult to explain.  Doru and Rodica did the best they could for humans, even as vampires.  

In some ways, their presence on the dragon lord's council did improve the people's lot, and they 

tried to go as long as possible without feeding – even then they only ate the old or criminal.  But 

their son... he had no ties to humanity.  He delighted in terror and considered men to be his 

playthings.  Some say he was even worse than any dragon.  Despite all this, some worshiped him 

and sought his favor that they might be turned.  A lot of secrets of the vampires are locked within 

those first three.‖ 

 Tamotsu, who had been quiet through the story, hesitantly raised his voice.  ―Richard, 

you explained to us where the vampires' weaknesses come from, but not their strengths or gifts.‖ 

 Richard shrugged.  ―From the dragons.‖ 

 ―Yes, but where did the dragons draw the power?‖ 

 ―From dragons,‖ Richard emphasized.  ―Everything, a vampire can do is merely a 

manifestation of a fraction of any dragons' abilities.  Great strength, incredible speed – even 

powers of the mind like telekenesis or foresight, all could be accomplished by dragons.‖ 

 Tamotsu and Jack sat there, stunned.  Finally, Jack voiced their thought, ―Then what hope 

have we of defeating Anie?‖ 

 ―The spell I used to make her human has been reinforced for years, it won't be easily 

broken, which means Stephanie will be weak.  As long as some of her humanity remains, we can 

save her – or... kill... her.‖ 

 ―Richard, why can I fight Anie's control?‖ Jack worried. 

 ―I don't know, yet,‖ he sighed.  ―Orrick can fight it because I've replaced his brain with 

the positronic one.‖ 

 ―But how can she control me and my kind?‖ Jack demanded. 

 ―Because the lord that created vampires... was her biological father.‖ 
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14. Nocturnal Musings 

Anie had never considered what going through Hell would feel like, but the past day had given 

her a pretty good idea.  Beyond the circle of grass that seemed to protect her, she still saw, 

heard, smelled and felt with her senses, and she could not block it out.  She watched in horror as 

the vampires followed her obediently down the hills.  The smell of ash stung her nose while cries 

of panic and desperation filled the air.  Then she found three of the humans. 

 No.  The rescue worker helping a husband and wife – his scent was different, not entirely 

human.  She saw the throwing star in his hand as he turned to face the dragon. 

 Anie shouted for him to run but her voice didn't travel beyond her skull.  Instead she 

heard laughter and someone else speaking with her voice.  “Come, pup.  Try your best.” 

 Her eyes followed the weapon until it shattered against her blue-green scales.  The ninja 

charged her, a sword withdrawn.  In spite of her will, her arm reached out and impaled the 

werewolf's chest.  His  reply was drowned by his own blood but he continued swinging his sword 

wildly.  Her spare hand grabbed the sword and crushed it like cardboard. 

 The ninja's heart was slowly extracted from its chest.  “Stop it!” she whimpered from the 

island insider her mind. 

 She turned to survey the woods.  Her new ears, nose and a couple of additional senses 

she was trying to get used to detected more werewolves coming.  Anie grabbed Alicia and 

Orrick, tucking them under her arm. 

 “You,” she snapped, pointing to Scott, the wings on her back stretching.  “More are 

coming.  Show me how long you can fight them.” 

 “Not long,” the vampire answered, “but I can follow you through the air.” 

 She felt her new mouth stretch into a smile.  “Then do so.” 

 Crouching down, Anie felt her tail coiling beneath her.  Then, with a great leap, she was 

in the air, her wings catching the heat from the volcano and carrying her west. 
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   *   *   * 

 

 ―Our only hope is to intercept her,‖ said Richard, grabbing several large books from his 

shelves and setting them on his desk.  ―Tamotsu, you still have that scroll?‖ 

 The ninja nodded and retrieved it from his pack. 

 ―Excellent,‖ Richard said with unusual excitement.  The alcohol was wearing down his 

calm demeanor, ―See if there's any clues in it.‖ 

 ―What am I looking for?‖ Tamotsu asked exasperatedly, unrolling the ancient scroll. 

 ―This,‖ said Richard, spinning a very old tome around.  The werewolf and vampire 

looked at one page filled with a script they couldn't read and a sketch on the other. 

 ―What is that?‖ they both asked. 

 ―A throne of power.‖ 

 ―That's not a throne,‖ replied Jack.  The sketch showed the top of a hill.  On the hill stood 

a tall doorway made from three large stones.  Facing it was a shorter circular dias with an 

arching, flat wall curving around the half of the circle. 

 ―It's designed for a dragon's body,‖ stated Richard matter-of-factly.  ―The dragon would 

sit here,‖ he explained, pointing at the dias.  ―It's tail and weight would brace against the wall.  

Then the front of the creature, would lean against and over this,‖ he said, pointing at the 

doorway.  ―Besides the heirlooms given to their offspring, these were an additional legacy left.  

They would pour a bit of their power into it, like a... safe deposit box.  Over time, it would 

become an unimaginable repository of magic, knowledge and raw energy.  While sitting upon a 

throne, a dragon was nigh invincible.‖ 

 ―So Anie is going to go for this Throne of Power to restore herself and her reign,‖ 

concluded Tamotsu. 
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 Richard nodded.  ―If she reaches one of these, this volcano will seem like cuddling in a 

meadow.  The whole world will be laid to waste.‖ 

 ―If you know where she's going, what are we standing around here for?‖ demanded Jack, 

already heading toward the door. 

 ―I don't know where it is,‖ sighed Richard, putting his head in his hands. 

 ―All these years and you don't know where this thing is?‖ Jack furiously snapped. 

 ―Not the closest one, no.‖ 

 ―Wait... there's more than one?‖ Tamotsu asked, growing pale. 

 ―It was considered a sign of status,‖ sighed Richard as if he had told this story too many 

time.  ―Whenever a dragon family reached dynasty status, they would build one.  After we 

defeated the fey, we searched for them.  Most hadn't existed long and we were able to destroy 

them.  Some we couldn't destroy so we hid those,‖ said Richard as he flipped to a picture of 

Stonehenge.  But there are some we might have missed.‖ 

 ―What can I do to help?‖ asked Jack. 

 ―You wait,‖ Richard answered. 

 ―What?‖ asked the vampire with a hint of indignation. 

 ―She has sent out only a wake up call.  When she's to the goal, a summon will be sent for 

the fey to assemble.‖  Richard pointed at Jack.  ―If you experience a sudden, overwhelming urge 

to go somewhere, let us know.‖ 

 With a sigh, Jack left.  Tamotsu unrolled the scroll and began studying it while Richard 

read. 

 

   *   *   * 
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Anie flew through most of the day, until close to dusk.  By then, she was exhausted and 

plummeted.  The volcanic ash cloud still obscured Alicia's vision for nearly a minute before they 

finally broke through.  She wiped her eyes clearing her vision until she saw the lake before them, 

growing larger.  She panicked, twisting in the dragon's grasp in a vain effort to escape.  But Anie 

held her tightly, turning around as she dropped sharply.  Alicia screamed, expecting to feel the 

dreaded water close over her when the dragon's back crashed through a roof instead. 

 The three of them hit the concrete floor hard enough to crack it.  Alicia disentangled 

herself quickly, patting herself to ensure she was still dry.  ―Where are we?‖ she asked. 

 ―It would appear to be a warehouse district on the shore of a lake,‖ said Scott, walking 

forward.  ―Orrick, any idea... where is Orrick?‖ 

 ―I am here,‖ came a groaning reply.  Alicia and Scott darted toward the voice and 

dragged Orrick free from the scaly shoulder pinning him.  ―Though I've been in worse shape,‖ he 

said, twisting his twisted leg into the right shape with a loud crack. 

 ―There a GPS in your brain?‖ asked Scott, shoving his son's shoulder back into its socket. 

 Orrick nodded.  ―Was part of the upgrade.  It's showing us as in Suwa.‖ 

 ―Guys?  I think something's wrong,‖ said Alicia, biting her lower lip. 

 The three vampires looked at Anie, realizing the dragon was breathing heavily. 

 ―We should leave now,‖ said Scott, his body twitching as if he was trying to do so. 

 Orrick nodded half-heartedly but Alicia didn't move.  They all knew what they should do, 

but they all felt rooted to the side of the fallen dragon.  Anie snorted and twisted, struggling as if 

she were restrained by invisible chains.  ―Need... food,‖ she growled weakly. 

 ―What can we get you?‖ asked Scott like a concerned parent. 

 ―Fish,‖ Anie weakly growled.  ―Meat... anything.‖ 

 The three vampires turned around, heading to the building's exit. 
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 ―Alicia... stays,‖ the dragon commanded. 

 Without question, Alicia went over to Anie, sitting near her head so the dragon could see 

her. 

 ―I told you you were doing too much,‖ Alicia scolded in a hollow, playful tone. 

 ―There's... much to do,‖ the dragon whispered.  ―Soon... a better world for us all... soon.‖ 

 Alicia looked into the dragon's eye, and watched the red, reptilian eye become blue and 

human.  Like echoing from a cavern, miles away, she heard a faint voice.  ―Alicia, help me...‖ 

 The dragon suddenly reared up onto her hands and knees, shaking her head.  Alicia stood 

frozen in fear as those red, slitted eyes turned toward her menacingly.  ―Why are you staring?‖ 

demanded an angry, murderous voice. 

 A strong compulsion seized Alicia, an overwhelming urge to spill the darkest secrets of 

her life.  She felt compelled to confess what she'd just seen, but her instinct warned against it.  

Alicia thought she would be torn apart so  she picked a semi-truth and confessed, ―I didn't realize 

how big you've become.  Even now your shoulder is higher than I.  No wonder you're so 

hungry.‖ 

 That red eye burned into Alicia until she forced to look away.  With a sigh, the dragon 

drooped, settling down like a cat, her great tail pulling the vampire closer  ―I should be... bigger,‖ 

Anie mumbled before drifting off to sleep. 

 Alicia sat down cross-legged, resting her chin on her hands.  Perhaps Anie hadn't truly 

changed, but was trapped somewhere within the scaly beast.  But how could she help?  When 

changed, she had been granted great speed, not abilities of the mind like her brothers.  She knew 

nothing about either magic or dragons.  So Alicia stayed there, hoping a way to save her friend 

would present itself. 

 

   *   *   * 
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By nightfall Tamotsu abandoned Richard.  Following the scent, he found Jack in Anie's room, 

standing disturbingly still.   

 ―What are you doing?‖ asked the werewolf cautiously, pulling out a wooden stake. 

 Jack half turned.  In his hand was a picture of Anie when she was younger.  Bright, 

blonde hair curled around her joyous face like a halo.  Richard was holding her up for the camera 

while she proudly showed off the floral patterned dress she wore.  ―You don't know what it's 

like.  Not yet,‖ Jack sighed. 

 Tamotsu moved closer, bringing the stake up.  ―What do you mean?‖ 

 ―Living for this long.‖ 

 Jack's back was within arm's reach.  Tamotsu could see the point to strike, his ninja 

training telling him the angle that would be fatal.  The vampire was there in his vision of the 

future.  In a few seconds the vampire could be dust, the future would change – Anie might be ok!  

He hesitated.  Or would she?  Would anybody?  Other than Richard, Jack was the only person 

that wanted to save her as much as he did.  If she could be.  Could he save her on his own?  If he 

failed, could he kill her?  Now Tamotsu wished he had stayed in the future longer.  Maybe it 

wasn't that bad.  They had said Anie was kidnapped, and he doubted anyone could kidnap a 

dragon.  Or was it a metaphor for her current predicament, kidnapped in her own body by a 

legacy of her mother?  Why was he even hesitating about killing a vampire?  The leech deserved 

to die regardless of the future. 

 ―When you're undying, most people think you become cavalier about death,‖ muttered 

Jack, heedless of  Tamotsu's dilemma.  ―But you don't.  You travel about and meet the most 

fascinating people.  But too soon they'll die; leaving the world a far duller place.  You scream 

and rage, that you cannot give them immortality as it was given to you.  Some days you wonder 

what's worth the effort, but you go on out of habit...‖ 

 Tamotsu lowered the stake.  It seemed dishonorable to kill anything while it was 

philosophizing. 
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 ―She was... different.  Interesting.  Part of me was thrilled when Richard told us she was a 

dragon.  At last I had found someone that could survive the ages.  But now...‖  He turned to 

Tamotsu, his eyes puffy with tears that would not shed.  ―You don't know what it was like when 

that command came.  I felt a part of that monster inside me, urging me to awake, to kill.  It was 

not Anie.‖  He looked down at the picture in his hands.  ―I know you and Richard think the 

relationship we had was only ancient pacts and instincts but you're wrong.  What we had was 

real.  And I won't let that monster keep her.‖ 

 ―Neither will I,‖ replied Tamotsu, splintering the stake behind his back. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Meanwhile downstairs, Richard's modified cell phone rang.  Curious that no ID showed for the 

caller, he answered it. 

 ―You've failed,‖ said a familiar voice in a language he hadn't heard in many years. 

 ―Not yet,‖ he replied with more calm in his voice than he felt. 

 ―Someone has died.  One of my pups by your dragon,‖ the last ookami snapped.  ―That 

was your last chance.  She's dead now.‖ 

 Richard laughed mockingly.  ―Even if she's weakened, she won't be easy to kill.‖ 

 In the background, he heard a chest opening and some objects being moved around; a 

radio theatric for his benefit.  ―She won't, but I still have the claw, and three arrows.‖ 

 Richard uttered a curse in a forgotten language that singed the air.  ―You don't.‖ 

 ―Their feathers are as red as the day they were made,‖ Mikazuki said, bitterness clouding 

her tone. 

 Abandoning any pretense, he pleaded, ―Please... don't.‖ 
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 ―It must be done.  For the good of the world.‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Orrick placed the local gently on the ground, letting the man sleep.  His mental intrusion had 

revealed where the nearest restaurant was located, but at this time of night it was filled.  The two 

vampires located the service entrance and waited until one of the cooks opened it to dump trash 

in the dumpster. 

 ―What's going on?‖ he demanded as Orrick forced his way inside. 

 ―Clear the resturant,‖ Scott ordered as he headed toward the street. 

 ―How?‖ 

 ―In the most obvious way possible, I'm getting us some wheels.‖ 

 Orrick turned to the kitchen staff that were staring at him while the head cook shouted 

obscenities at him in Japanese.  Be obvious?  His father never told him to do that.  Orrick 

grabbed the head cook and tossed him over the stove.  He let his canines decend and his eyes 

turn red, growling with great menace.  The restaurant erupted in screams  while he charged, 

snarling.  By the time he cleared the joint, a SUV crashed into the kitchen. 

 ―What's that for?‖ Orrick wondered as he joined Scott. 

 ―These,‖ he answered, opening up the walk-in freezer. 

 ―That's a lot of fish,‖ Orrick said, looking at the shelves packed with sushi. 

 ―Enough for a dragon,‖ Scott replied, opening the SUV's rear hatch. 

 Orrick grabbed an armful of sushi and tossed it into the vehicle.  ―Why are we making 

such a scene?‖ 
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 ―We can't disobey the dragon,‖ Scott answered, tossing in another arm full.  ―But 

others...‖ 

 ―You want her to get attacked,‖ said Orrick, stopping. 

 ―The police, firemen, army, samurai, ninjas, Godzilla – by anyone and everyone 

available,‖ Scott replied as he continued.  ―With any luck, she'll be distracted long enough that 

you and your sister can escape.‖ 

 ―But father-‖ 

 This time Scott stopped and looked at his son.  ―Orrick, we came to this country to get 

you better.  We've already lost your mother.  Don't let our effort be meaningless.‖ 

 ―As you wish, Dad.‖ 
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15. Nearly Mulcible 

 ―Get down here right now!‖ 

 Jack and Tamotsu ran downstairs as fast as they could to find Richard standing 

triumphantly. 

 ―What is it?‖ they both said. 

 ―Orrick semitted a signal,‖ answered Richard.  ―We can get to Stephanie.‖ 

 The two of them noticed the staff standing ready and they grew queasy. 

 ―We have to go now?‖ Tamotsu asked sheepishly. 

 Richard carefully opened a very old, very thick book that was nearly a foot thick.  As he 

flipped through the pages he said, ―She's resting a moment to eat.  If we don't strike now, we 

may not get the chance before she reaches a throne.‖  With a slight cheer, Richard reached down 

at a drawn circle.  His fingers rested on the page a second before the image  popped off the page 

into solidified form.  The wizard held up a disc made of a bronze-like material.  It was a perfect 

circle, six inches in diameter and half an inch thick.  Inside was a strange twisting shape that 

gave them a headache if they stared at it too long.  ―Now listen to me closely,‖ said Richard 

sternly.  ―This spell only works because dragons can change shape on their own.  First you must 

make sure she looks at this symbol.‖ 

 ―Should we just make a wallpaper of it?‖ Jack pointed out. 

 ―No, it has to be this specific disc.  Once she's seen it, you must recite this,‖ he said, 

pushing the book around so they could read the incantation above the now-missing illustration. 

 ―Who needs to say it?‖ asked Tamotsu. 

 ―Anyone and everyone possible.‖  Richard pulled out a blank sheet of paper and laid it 

over the book.  ―I think I can remember the transcribing spell.  While this works, recite after 

me...‖ 
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   *   *   * 

 

 A loud crash drew Alicia's attention from the sleeping dragon.  A red Lexus sports utility 

vehicle crashed through the main entrance.  It turned around and backed up to a few feet short of 

Anie's nose.  Scott and Richard got out, popping open the rear hatch to reveal a wealth of fish 

within.  Anie sniffed a couple of times before her eyes opened.  With a lethargic effort, she rose 

up and began eating the offering. 

 With Anie eating, crunching sounds filled the warehouse from her teeth crushing frozen 

bones.  Orrick carefully approached the dragon.  When she paid no heed, he touched her right 

leg. 

 

Anie couldn't remember ever feeling this starved.  While she couldn't control her body, she still 

felt everything it went through, and the hunger was intense enough to be debilitating.  

Thankfully, it was distracting enough that she had been able to get a message to Alicia.  

However, despite her mother gaining strength, Anie had to admit the fish the vampires had 

brought was good – really good. 

 “Stephanie?” 

 Anie spun around to see a mocha colored man standing on the grass.  She stumbled back, 

nearly yelling when he grabbed her mouth and pulled her back to the center. 

 “Sorry for the surprise,” the stranger said, keeping his voice low.  “My name is Orrick, 

I'm Jack's brother.” 

 “And you're in my mind?” Anie asked. 

 “It's my vampiric gift.  I'll spare you the details but I can interact with someone's mind 

through touch.  This,” he said, gesturing at the surroundings, “is my handiwork.” 

 “What is 'this'?” 
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 “Richard was afraid the awakening of your parents' heirlooms would overwhelm your 

personality.  He asked me to create a place you could be preserved.” 

 “Preserved?” 

 “Your true self.  Your soul.  It has a name across every culture.  On the grass, it cannot 

be harmed or changed unwillingly.” 

 Anie scratched the back of her head.  “So I can't step off this grass?” 

 “No,” said Orrick.  “Not even I have the power to imprison you.  It's ultimately your 

choice if you want to step out and embrace your heritage.” 

 Anie thought over everything that had happened lately.  Eventually she shook her head.  

“I don't think that's for me.” 

 He smiled.  “Be patient, Stephanie.  Jack is on his way and we'll have you back in--” 

 

The impact interrupted Orrick and sent him flying across the warehouse.  He hit the ground and 

skidded across the concrete, until the dragon was on top of him.  The vampire screamed in pain 

when her right index claw pierced his shoulder. 

 ―Why were you in my mind?‖ she growled, leaning over him, her teeth bared. 

 ―I wasn't,‖ Orrick protested with a weak laugh. 

 ―Tell the truth!‖  Her voice shook the warehouse and Orrick felt the command grab hold 

of his being and try to force him to obey. 

 The dragon leaned close to Orrick and sniffed him twice.  ―You're lying.‖  Raising her 

arm she said, ―I have no use for liars.‖ 

 ―Now the comic relief dies to prove shit is getting real,‖ said Orrick sardonically as he 

tensed for the killing blow. 
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 The scaly arm descended, but recoiled as Anie roared in pain.  Orrick opened his eyes to 

see a red fletched arrow sticking out of the dragon's forearm, dark orange blood oozing from the 

wound.  Another arced through the air, but she opened her wings and beat them once, sending it 

spiraling away.  The great, membranous wings flapped twice more, assaulting one end of the 

warehouse with gale force winds until a gray clad shape fell from the rafters.  ―Kill her!‖ the 

dragon roared. 

  Alicia raced past Orrick before he could respond and slammed into the werewolf 

matriarch.  The ninja flipped landing on her feet while Scott picked up Orrick. 

 You can disobey her? Scott thought. 

 Give me a moment, I think I can free you too, Orrick replied through the link. 

 No, get your sister out of here.  ―That's an order!‖ he shouted out loud as he set Orrick on 

his feet. 

 Alicia and the ninja were a blur of motion, attacking and blocking each other.  Although 

Alicia was clearly faster, the other woman was smarter; moving like she knew what the 

vampiress would do next.  Scott grabbed the back of his daughter's shirt and yanked her out of 

the way of a devastating counter blow, tossing her at Orrick.  With her out of the way, Scott 

brought his fist straight at the ninja. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

A loud pop echoed through the warehouse with an ancient staff slamming onto the roof the 

stolen SUV.  The vehicle groaned as a swirling cloud of dust orbiting the staff slowed down and 

coalesced into the forms of Jack and Tamotsu.  Tamotsu immediately doubled over and nearly 

threw up before his features shifted and hair sprang up over his body. 

 ―Hey,‖ he said happily as he straightened back up, ―shifting cures nausea.‖ 
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 Jack only mumbled something unintelligible in reply. 

 Tamotsu gazed up to where Jack was staring and gasped when he saw the dragon 

looming over them. 

 ―Did you do something with your hair?‖ the vampire suddenly blurted. 

 Tamotsu looked over at Jack, picked up the staff and smacked him on the head with it. 

 ―Jack!‖ the dragon exclaimed, ―I thought I'd never see you again!‖  Reaching for the 

vampire, she knocked Tamotsu off the vehicle.  She grabbed Jack with both hands, holding him 

tightly, like a child who had just recovered their favorite toy.  The dragon moved to the hole in 

the warehouse roof while Tamotsu scrambled to his feet and ran after her.  Withdrawing a 

collapsed grappling hook and rope, he snapped open the hook's prongs with a twist.  Anie 

crouched, but before she lept into the air, the ninja threw the grappling hook and lodged it on the 

spikes running from the dragon's back to its tail.  Before he could brace himself, Tamotsu was 

dragged into the sky. 

  



131 

 

16. Never Miss 

Mikazuki hated fighting the nonliving.  No matter the type, they had nightmarish endurance.  

They never got exhausted or tried, fighting as hard as they could to the very end.  Points of pain 

and other mortal weaknesses didn't affect them, one had to cripple the body's very structure. 

 The vampires that had trespassed on her nation had ceased hiding and were making grand 

spectacles of themselves.  It seemed odd but she couldn't afford to lose them again.   So with a 

cadre of her pack-mates, Mikazuki followed two of them from a restaurant to an empty 

warehouse reeking of the dragon's scent. 

 Mikazuki couldn't remember ever feeling this alone.  The last of the ookami, she was the 

only person in Japan who had fought a dragon.  The return of one had caught them all by 

surprise.  She didn't have the time to prepare her pups for a battle.  Thus, alone, she infiltrated the 

warehouse. 

 The vampires and dragon didn't notice her sneaking inside and climbing into the rafters.  

She settled in, locking her leg around a beam before pulling out her short bow.  She pulled out 

one of her three remaining arrows and notched it.  She kept the arrow in place without drawing 

the string, waiting for the perfect shot.   

 While Mikazuki waited for a clear shot, the dragon stuck its head into the back of the 

vehicle and began eating.  Meanwhile, the darker skinned vampire moved to the dragon's flank.  

It seemed strange to her the leech's actions, it acted hesitant before gingerly touching the 

dragon's hide.  Seconds ticked by until the beast's tail flicked, sending the vampire flying.  The 

dragon jumped and pinned the vampire a few feet short of underneath Mikazuki.  The ninja 

nearly gasped, she couldn't ask for a better shot.  Thankful of her good fortune, Mikazuki 

adjusted her position and drew back the bowstring. 

 ―Why were you in my mind?‖ the dragon's voice boomed through the warehouse. 

 Mikazuki hesitated.  Even with these arrows she doubted its skull could be pierced.  

Ignoring whatever conversation the dragon and vampire were having, the ninja aimed for the 
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dragon's lungs.  It raised an arm, giving her an even better shot.  Mikazuki exhaled and released 

the arrow. 

 The dragon's arm came down just in time for the arrow to pierce it instead. 

 Mikazuki muttered a stream of ancient swear words as she tried to load another arrow, 

but the dragon raised up.  With a single flap of its large wings, a powerful gust of wind buffeted 

the warehouse, knocking the werewolf from the rafters. 

 ―Kill her!‖ roared the dragon. 

 Mikazuki kicked upright, just in time for one of the vampires to cold-clock her.  She 

shook her head and blocked another blow without looking.  The leech swung wild and Mikazuki 

could only lean out of the way, taking a moment to examine the enemy.  It was apparently the 

impure vampire that had been a girl once.  Her speed was impressive, just a little faster than the 

werewolf's, but the vampire was predictable.  Mikazuki blocked a few more punches before she 

regained her footing enough to drive a kick deep into the vampire's stomach.  It wasn't fazed but 

the impact put a bit more distance between them.  Using the extra second, Mikazuki secretly 

withdrew a garlic-laced throwing star.  She leaned away from a jab and stabbed up into the 

vampire's arm. 

 The vampire grimaced and Mikazuki felt a small shock hit her hand.  ―What the hell are 

you?‖ the werewolf asked. 

 Suddenly, the imp was yanked backwards.  Mikazuki barely saw the bulky replacement 

before its fist filled her vision.  The ninja ducked, kicking hard at its knees.  She cried out in pain 

as several bones in her foot shattered as if kicking solid metal.  The vampire, a pureblood that 

tended toward masculinity, reached down and grabbed her clothes.  Without strain, he lifted her 

up and hurled her through the walls. 

 Mikazuki felt several more injuries tear through her body as she landed.  Tapping into a 

well of power within, the ninja brought forth a bit of the wolf.  Instantly her bones knitted 

together and her injuries faded as her face and nails elongated and hair sprouted over her body.  

The vampire stomped towards her as if it was having trouble walking.  Waiting until it was close, 



133 

 

Mikazuki kicked out, using its legs for purchase in order to back-flip onto her feet.  The vampire 

punched again.  The werewolf brought up her arms to block, the blow's impact shaking her entire 

being.  She twisted her hands to grab the vampire's arm before stepping into his stance.  Planting 

her foot, she twisted, throwing the leech over her hip.  He skittered against another warehouse 

while Mikazuki unclasped the sword hanging on her back.  Strapped from her right hip to left 

shoulder, she let gravity pull the weapon into her hand as she placed a foot on the vampire's chest 

before he could move. 

 Seeing her brandish the roughly hewed, golden blade, the pureblood laughed.  ―You 

expect that to hurt me?‖ 

 Mikazuki stabbed his left hand.  The vampire howled as the parts around the blade 

immediately crumbled to ash.  ―It will.‖ 

 Seconds later, the rot-like effect spread to his fingers until he was left with only a stump 

at his wrist.  Then she heard the flap of leathery wings and her heart sank.  Mikazuki looked up 

to see the dragon climbing into the air, heading northwest with a figuring dangling from a rope 

snagged on its tail.  Growling, the vampire took advantage of her distraction and grabbed her 

legs, shoving the ninja aside.  She hit the ground but spun with the inertia, putting her back on 

her feet at the same time he was on his. 

 ―Now... I'm pissed.‖ 

 It charged.  Mikazuki aimed for its heart but the vampire used its stump to know the 

blade aside.  She dropped back, trying to drive a strike to its body but it kept deflecting the 

weapon with its left arm, heedless of the ash falling from the wounds.  Finally he was able to 

knock the blade far enough aside to slam his fist into the werewolf's face. 

 She crumpled to her knees, blood pouring out of her mouth.  ―Why?‖ she gurgled out. 

 ―She told me to kill you,‖ said the vampire.  It picked up Mikazuki by the throat and 

slammed her hard against the wall.  ―And I'm not inclined to disagree.‖ 

 ―And you... want to be ruled by it?‖ she asked, trying to buy time for her mystical healing 

abilities to work. 
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 The leech shrugged.  ―Not really.  But you killed my wife.  This was on my to-do list.‖ 

 ―You broke the treaty.‖ 

 ―We were only here to find help!‖ he practically screamed.  ―Yet you couldn't let us be?‖ 

 ―Help me... and we will aid you,‖ Mikazuki offered. 

 His grip relaxed, making it easier for the ninja to breathe.  ―You can't bring my wife 

back.‖ 

 ―You're purebloods.  It wasn't your wife.‖ 

 This seemed to make the vampire angrier.  ―We are what we choose to be.‖ 

 ―So choose freedom.  Help us and you can leave Japan safely.‖ 

 A wistful gaze filled his eyes and his grip relaxed further.  ―Doesn't matter.  I can't 

disobey the dragon's commands.‖ 

 ―So?  Creatively interpret,‖ said Mikazuki with a wink. 

 He let her go.  ―You'll see my children leave without incident?‖ 

 She nodded.  ―As long as they behave without incident.‖ 

 The vampire nodded toward the ground.  ―Get your weapon.‖ 

 As Mikazuki bent down to retrieve her sword, she noticed the skin of the vampire's legs 

rip and tear as they reshaped themselves below the knees.  Before her eyes, the lower half of his 

legs transformed into a pair of rockets. 

 ―Ready?‖ he asked after she straightened up and sheathed the sword. 

 ―No, but don't let that stop you.‖ 

 The vampire actually seemed to smile before it grabbed Mikazuki's gi.  Spinning around, 

it threw her high in the air, northwest in the dragon's direction.  She began calculating on her 
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landing when the leech suddenly slammed into her.      Holding her with his one good arm and 

with flames shooting from his ―feet‖, he propelled them after the dragon. 

 ―Can all of you do that?‖ she asked. 

 ―No, only I got the rocket thrusters,‖ it shouted over the roaring wind. 

 ―Wait... rockets are noisy...‖ 

 She glanced at the dragon just when it turned around.  It opened its mouth, a reddish 

orange glow climbing from its throat. 

 ―Good luck,‖ said the vampire, dropping her. 

 Falling, Mikazuki watched as dragon's flame consumed the vampire, leaving nothing left 

but the mechanics of his cybernetic legs.  The ninja hit a roof, rolling so fast with the impact that 

she had to leap from the building's edge.  Spinning around, she watched the burning wreckage 

crash where she had just been. 

 Hitting the next building, she skipped a few steps until she was able to stop.  Looking up, 

she watched as the dragon twisted and maneuvered through the air.  It was too high and too far 

over the water now, there was no way she could catch it. 

 Mikazuki took off her gi and used it to make a bundle with the sword, her remaining 

arrows and bow and other supplies.  ―I'll catch you on the other side,‖ she muttered.  With a loud 

crack and popping sounds, her body twisted remade itself until a wolf as large as a car stood 

instead.  Picking up the bundle in her teeth, the last ookami jumped down and began running 

along the lake's shore as fast as any vehicle. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Jack struggled as hard as he could, but he had no hope of breaking Anie's grip on him.  He was 

about to resign to his fate when he noticed a shape below.  Tamotsu had snagged onto the dragon 
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with a rope and was climbing toward her.  ―Where are we going?‖ he asked, hoping to keep her 

from noticing any change in weight. 

 ―The ocean,‖ the dragon's booming voice answered.  ―I can use that throne until I am able 

to reach my mother's.‖ 

 ―Are you sure you want to?‖ he asked with his best pleading expression.  ―I know I'm 

kind of fond of this world.‖ 

 ―Only because you don't know any better,‖ she said with a toothy smile that made Jack 

nervous. 

 ―What will we do in this new world?  Go to the movies?‖ 

 ―Nothing so droll,‖ Anie replied, her wings slowing down a little. 

 Noticing this, Jack pressed his inquiry.  ―I'm afraid you're going to change, dear.  You'll 

be busy with power and world ruling and won't have time for us.  Come on, you don't really want 

to do this.‖ 

 ―You don‘t know what it was like, when we ruled.  Everyone knew their place, 

everything ran smoothly.  Humans have ruined the kingdom they pried out our hands…‖ 

 ―Not all of it.‖ 

 The sound of rockets broke their conversation.  Still missing a long, serpentine neck, 

Anie had to turn her whole body around to look behind, and see Tamotsu.  Spinning in the air, 

she had caused him to land on her underbelly. 

 Remembering that she was making his power stronger, Jack used his telekinesis to hold 

his friend onto the dragon while shouting, ―He's not the threat!‖ 

 The dragon looked up and saw the oncoming form.  She opened her mouth and Jack felt 

the heat building from her throat.  Before he realized what was happening, fire poured forth, 

consuming the pursuing figure Jack just realized was Scott. 
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 'If she breathes fire, she might be lost to us,' Richard had told them.  His mentor dead, his 

new friend lost, Jack felt numb, unaware.  The dragon spiraled, circled and spun through the air, 

trying to shake the ninja gripping her back. 

 ―Jack!‖ 

 The vampire blinked and looked up to see Tamotsu shouting at him from Anie's shoulder.  

When had he made it there. 

 ―I can't do this alone!‖ the ninja shouted over the howling wind. 

 The dragon turned and began climbing into the sky.  ―You've already lost.‖ 

 ―I'm not trained for that!‖ shouted Tamotsu as he pulled back.  Yelling, he struck a 

cluster of nerves next to the dragon's spine; the impact sounding like a clap of thunder. 

 The dragon's eyes crossed and her grip loosened.  Suddenly, Jack was free, flying up 

from the inertia as the dragon's flight slowed. 

 Below, he saw Tamotsu staring, pleading at him. 

 Shaking himself out of his stupor, Jack pulled out the medallion as he began falling.  

Anie awoke from the temporary numbing and focused on him, and the amulet his right arm held.  

He started chanting the ritual and Tamotsu quickly joined him.  In reply, the dragon opened her 

mouth and Jack saw an orange glow emerge from her throat. 

 

Anie saw the medallion that seemed so familiar as archaic words spoken by Tamotsu and Jack 

echoed through her being.    'Stop it!' she shouted, but there was no sign her mother heard her.  

Anie stepped to the edge of the grass.  Orrick had warned that only this spot was protected, that 

she should not leave it.  To hell with any of it, she decided.  She jumped out into the realm of her 

mind screaming, 'Leave my friends alone!' 
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The fire was worse than sunlight, even with his immunity.  Wondering what the afterlife would 

be like, Jack opened his eyes, and saw that the three of them were still falling.  He kept reciting 

the ritual, looking at his right half.  That entire side of his body was charred; his torso and 

extremities cooked down to blackened bones with all of his hair and most of his clothes 

consumed by the heat.  The metal remains of his hand glowed bright along with the medallion it 

clutched.  On the other side, a metal spike stuck out of his left shoulder, leading to a thin chain 

gripped by Tamotsu. 

 Anie seemed to be dazed again, heedless of their plummet.  With her giant wings slowing 

the fall, Jack reached Anie as they finished the last word of the ritual.  He hit the center of the 

dragon's underbelly, the still red-hot medallion branding her center. 

 The dragon's wings shrank and her tail retracted, causing them to reach terminal velocity.  

Jack and Tamotsu held tight onto Anie. 

 ―Jack!  The lake!‖ shouted Tamotsu while Anie continued to shrink. 

 ―Keep me in front!‖ he replied. 

 The ninja nodded and with Anie nearly human sized, was able to twist the three of them 

until Jack was between them and the ground.  The vampire waited, stretching out with his mind 

as far as he could.  After too many seconds, he felt the surface of the water and hit with all the 

telekinetic force he could muster.  He hit again, then again.  Over and over as fast as he could he 

churned the water's surface like a storm made manifest. 

 Then the lake swallowed them. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

On the northern shore, Tamotsu hauled himself out of the water, pulling Jack's limp body with 

his right hand, and Anie's with his left.  He dragged them three steps through the dirt before 

letting go, and collapsing face first. 
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 Jack spit out a lung full of water.  ―Should... left me,‖ he could barley say. 

 Tamotsu slowly turned his head and glared at the vampire.  ―You're... broken,‖ he 

replied, breathing heavily.  ―Would have frozen... and never come up.‖ 

 Jack chuckled and nodded.  ―Anie?‖ 

 Tamotsu turned to the girl, reaching for her wrist.  She was cold – ice cold – and there 

was no pulse. 

 The werewolf felt as if his own heart had been ripped out.  ―No.‖  He half crawled, half 

pulled her toward him.  ―Anie?  Anie!‖  But there was no warmth, no pulse, no breath from her.  

He wanted to howl, to scream to at the world but his own body felt as dead as hers.  He tried to 

position himself for CPR, even though his arms shook violently with exhaustion, but out of the 

corner of his eye, a figure approached. 

 ―Matriarch?‖ he sobbed at Mikazuki, who stood there in wolf form. 

 ―Looks like you did what I was trying to,‖ she said growled in archaic Japanese.  The last 

ookami's voice was flat, her expression stoic. 

 ―Help her,‖ Tamotsu pleaded. 

 Fur tumbled from her like a snowfall as she changed into a beautiful woman.  Tamotsu 

looked away as his leader put on the gi she was carrying.  He turned back when he heard the 

sword withdrawn.  From a red sheath Mikazuki withdrew an off-white blade, crudely fashioned 

as if from stone.  ―I'm sorry,‖ she said.  Tamotsu realized her sorrow was from one of her pups 

hurting. 

 With trembling legs, he slowly stood between her and Anie.  ―What...‖ he began, lacking 

the strength to even finish the question. 

 ―Dragons are notoriously difficult to kill.‖  She held up the sword for emphasis.  ―I'm 

going to confirm that she's dead.‖ 

 ―No.‖ 
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 Her smile was loving as she walked up, and lightly touched Tamotsu's chest.  Again he 

hit the dirt.  He watched her bare feet pass him.  It took all of his strength to reach up and grab 

the leg of her gi. 

 She looked down at him.  ―Still?‖ 

 Tamotsu tightened his grip in reply. 

 Mikazuki crouched down and touched Tamotu's cheek.  ―You are too much like him,‖ 

she said with sorrow and nostalgia.  ―I'd be a fool to drive one who fights this hard away.‖  She 

smiled.  ―For you, I will see no more harm comes to her body.‖ 

 ―Both,‖ he muttered. 

 She looked past him at the broken vampire who had slipped into unconsciousness. 

 ―Helped,‖ Tamotsu explained. 

 This time, Mikazuki's smile was even wider.  ―Then the pack's honor demands it.  We'll 

take care of both of them.‖  
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17. New Mission 

Using his first two fingers, Richard smeared specially made pale orange paint on his floor.  

Finished, he stood and looked at the drawing.  It was a large triangle with ancient symbols of 

immense power painted in all three corners.  Even with most of his furniture removed, it covered 

most of the floor in his combination sitting room and kitchen.  Taking a deep breath, Richard 

stuck his paint covered fingers in his mouth.  While the magical paint had the consistency of 

frosting, it was one of the most bitter tastes in the world.  It took all of his effort to swallow the 

mixture without throwing up.  Once successful, he recited the ritual in a language that was dead 

before civilization began.  With the last word, he took a step into the corner labeled for him, 

careful not to disturb the sides or symbol. 

 The hairs on his arms and neck stood up as the magic took effect.  In the corner to his 

right, a woman sitting on an ornate chair shimmered into view. 

 Richard stifled a laugh at the wild strands of her usually shoulder-length black hair. 

 She spoke as if they had seen each other yesterday, ―Are they still calling you Richard?‖ 

 ―Yes,‖ he answered, unable to keep a smile hidden.  ―What is your current moniker?‖ 

 ―Lenka.  It's popular enough in this part of the world to afford me the anonymity I 

desire.‖  One half of her thin, small lips was pulled back in a sort of smirk, the closest she could 

grin. 

 ―You're looking well,‖ he said, with difficulty not from the magic but from being so close 

yet so far from her. 

 ―You're not.‖  For a brief second, her smirk was replaced with genuine sympathy.  ―Has it 

been that bad?‖ 

 ―A dragon loose in Japan?  It's probably worse,‖ said a third figure as he finished 

appearing.  In the corner to Richard's left stood a bald, olive skinned man dressed in a very 

expensive three piece suit. 
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 ―No need to worry,‖ said Richard.  Feeling very self-conscious in his black jogging suit, 

Richard stood up a little straighter.  ―Everything is under control now.‖ 

 ―The dragon may be but nothing else is,‖ snapped the other man, fidgeting with his cuff-

links.  ―Or did you somehow miss the fey call she emitted.‖ 

 Richard closed his eyes and took a deep breath.  ―I did not--‖ 

 ―Then I shouldn't have to remind you that there's a spike of fey incidences all over the 

whole damn world.‖ 

 ―Do only three of us remain?‖ Lenka asked, giving Richard a moment to swallow the first 

response that had popped into his mind.  ―Are there no others?‖ 

 The other man nodded.  ―There are.  We may be few but are still greater than three.  

Some are busy doing their part.  Some continue to pretend they have no role in this chaos.‖ 

 ―I see no need to disturb them from civilian life.‖  Richard smiled, knowing how much 

his phrasing annoyed the other. 

 ―Is that your excuse?  The Israelis already have me working overtime.‖ 

 Richard felt his stomach plummet.  ―Governments are getting involved?‖ 

 The other man nodded.  ―Many Central and South American nations as well as China still 

have active control agencies.  I have good indications they've been deployed.‖ 

 Lenka muttered a string of latin swear words unbecoming a lady.  ―Then the U.S. will be 

operating soon and most of Europe are probably already reassembling their organizations.‖ 

 The three of them stood silent, pondering what was coming. 

 The other man broke the silence first.  ―The conflicts and strife in the Middle-east and 

Southeast Asia will give me the cover I need to work.‖ 

 ―I'm close enough, I'll do what I can for Europe and Russia,‖ said Lenka, her eyes glazed 

over with calculations. 
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 ―Japan's in good hands so I'll handle Indonesia, Australia and eastern Asia,‖ said Richard.  

―I'll also ask Steve Jobs to set up an info network for us.‖ 

 ―I trust we'll keep in touch if any of us hear anything from Africa or the Americas?‖ 

asked the other guy. 

 Lenka and Richard nodded. 

 ―Till then.‖  His foot scraped a side of the triangle wherever he was, causing the image to 

shimmer away. 

 ―How long till he figures out where the dragon came from?‖ Lenka asked in a concerned 

tone. 

 ―He probably already knows but wanted to behave in front of you.‖ 

 She got out of the chair and stepped closer.  ―This never would have happened if you'd 

done the right thing the first time.‖ 

 Richard's lifted his chin.  ―I did the right thing then... and I did the right thing today.‖ 

 Before she could respond, Richard's toe smeared the edge of the triangle and she faded 

away, leaving him alone.  Deciding to clean later, he went to the garage.  ―Hello, Preppa,‖ 

Richard said to the cherry red '99 corvette.  In response, the machine hummed to life.  He drove 

through the city deep in thought, barely conscious of the roads or of reaching his destination.  

Quiet, he entered the building.  Nothing broke him from his meditation until he reached the lab 

in the subbasement. 

 ―How go things, Okamura,‖ asked Richard. 

 ―I feel great, doc,‖ Tamotsu interrupted, squirming in his hospital bed.  ―How about 

letting me go home?‖ 

 Richard grabbed the ninja's wrist and checked his pulse.  ―Not a chance, boy.  You need 

at least another day of nutrients less you burn yourself out.‖ 

 ―Mikazuki is looking for me,‖ Tamotsu protested. 
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 ―No she's not.‖  Richard moved to the other bed.  ―I've already told her where you are.  

How you doing, Jack?‖ 

 The vampire smiled as best he could with half of his face missing.  Muscle had grown 

back over his head and side but his eye and most of his arm were still missing except for the 

mangled remains of his cybernetics. 

 ―The nanites are working pretty good, breaking down parts and reassembling them,‖ said 

Okamura, leaning over Jack, studying him. 

 Richard bent down for a closer look at Jack's right hand.  ―We may have to rebuild this 

from scratch.‖  The vampire had held onto the medallion as hard as he could, when the heat 

softened the metal of his hand.  Hitting the water had caused all the metals to cool in a fused 

together shape.  Now, Jack had a hand unable to let go. 

 ―Whosth bloo?‖ asked the vampire as best he could. 

 ―Mine,‖ answered Richard.  ―It's the least I owe you.‖ 

 ―Buth...‖ 

 ―Don't argue.  You need human blood to recover from this kind of damage.  By the time 

it's out, we'll have you back on the animal stuff.‖  Richard smiled at Jack.  ―Very very few can 

say they survived dragon fire.  Count your blessings.‖ 

 ―It won't be easy getting the metal for his arm,‖ said Okamura, following Richard to the 

third hospital bed in the lab. 

 ―We can help,‖ said Orrick with Alicia nodding in agreement. 

 Richard shook his head.  ―Won't be necessary.  Stay there with your brother.‖  He moved 

a lock of hair out of his daughter's face and sat down.  ―I can handle the cost.‖ 

 Okamura stood silent, scratching the back of his head.  Finally he said, ―Still... still no 

change in her condition except for...‖ 

 ―Thank you, Okamura.‖ 
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 Everyone went back to their concerns, leaving him along with his little girl.  Taking a 

deep breath, Richard lifted the book resting next to the bed and turned to where they had left.  

―The same moment her nurse came into the room, sobbing.  When she saw her sitting there she 

started back with a loud cry of amazement and joy...‖ 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 “I will not stay here forever, my dear.” 

 Anie smiled.  “Leave now, if you can.” 

 The red dragon hissed but stayed curled up on the black bed in the middle of a solid 

mustardly color bedroom. 

 “It didn't have to be like this, mother.” 

 “Yes, it did.  One day you'll understand that.” 

 Anie shook her head.  “The world has changed.  It's not yours – anymore.” 

 She slammed the door close before the dragon could reply.  A quick stroll down the hall 

and she was outside the house, growing larger.  Once she was fully grown, Anie picked up the 

doll house and shoved it into the back of the closet in the bedroom of her mind.  Taking a deep 

breath, she headed outside into the waking world... 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 ―Sing Curdie's riddle like you used to.‖ 

 The storybook dropped out of Richard's hands.  ―Pumpkin?‖ 
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 Anie smiled weakly.  ―Not getting rid of me that easily.‖ 

 Behind him, Richard heard Tamotsu and Jack struggle to sit higher.  ―I hope not.‖ 

 ―Jack?  Tamotsu?‖ 

 Richard moved aside and pointed to the opposite end of the lab.  ―Still alive.  They 

brought you back.‖ 

 Her smile brightened.  ―I know.‖  Turning to Richard she said, ―Daddy, I'm very hungry.‖ 

 ―Just wait a few more hours pumpkin.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ 

 Sighing, Richard held up a clove of garlic.  Without warning, he touched it to Anie's 

hand, causing her to yelp and jerk back as it burned her worse than any fire.  ―A side effect I 

didn't expect,‖ he explained.  ―Whoever recites the spell that locks your form... you become like 

them.‖ 

 Her eyes narrowed.  ―So I'm...‖ 

 ―For now?  A vampire.‖ 

 ―What do you mean, 'for now'?‖ 

 ―In a few hours... you'll become a werewolf.  Both a vampire and werewolf recited the 

spell simultaneously, so you'll switch from one form to another every twenty-four hours from the 

time the spell was cast.‖ 

 ―Oh,‖ said Anie, trying to take it all in.  ―Can you make me human?‖ 

 ―I'd... rather not.‖ 

 ―Why?‖ 

 ―Because I'm not sure how... this will affect the spell,‖ said Richard, looking down. 
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 Anie followed his gaze.  Lifting up her shirt, she saw a familiar spiral pattern branded on 

her stomach.  ―Will this... keep me from becoming a dragon again?‖ 

 Her father nodded. 

 Anie smiled as she grabbed her father‘s hand.  ―That's ok then.‖  
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Epilogue 

 ―It has been fun, Orrick.‖ 

 The vampire smiled as he shook Tamotsu‘s hand.  ―There are a lot of adjectives I might 

use to describe the last few days, but I‘m not sure ‗fun‘ is one of them.‖ 

 The ninja rolled his eyes.  ―It was a joke.  Too bad we‘ll never see each other again.‖ 

 ―I wouldn‘t say never.  Who knows what the sequel will hold?‖ Orrick shouted over his 

shoulder as he boarded the personal plane. 

 Anie walked up and touched Tamotsu‘s back saying, ―Well I‘m thankful for new friends 

and a lovely country that was a pleasure to visit.‖ 

 Smiling, the werewolf gave her a hug. ―You are welcome here any time,‖ he said to her, 

glaring at Jack. 

 The two of them parted, Anie saying, ―And you come visit Dad and me sometime.‖ 

 Jack and Tamotsu shook hands. 

 ―Sorry about stabbing you in the ribs,‖ said Jack. 

 ―Sorry about breaking your arm,‖ said Tamotsu. 

 While they and Richard boarded the plane, Mikazuki came up to Tamotsu. 

 ―What were you and the wizard talking about?‖ he asked, waving to Anie who waved 

back from a window. 

 ―Old times,‖ the matriarch answered.  They watched the plane taxi onto the runway.  ―I 

commend your efforts, Tamotsu and believe they earn you the rank of nintern.‖ 

 ―T-thank you ma‘am,‖ he said, bowing repeatedly. 

 ―Don‘t thank me yet.  I‘m having you begin your pilgrimage immediately.  Much of the 

world will need our help,‖ she said, walking away. 
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 Tamotsu followed her, planning the initial stages of his journey, but he stopped.  Turning 

to the plane flying away from the approaching dawn, he muttered to himself, ―What did Orrick 

say?‖ 

 


