EXCERPTS FROM

VAMPIRES ANONYMOUS.

by Rick Taubold & Chris R. Hosey

CHAPTER ONE

Detroit, Michigan--Wednesday, April 15, 1998

Adrian knelt on the pavement of the Detroit RiverWalk, next to the railing and bars that separated him from the water, and poised the razor blade over his left wrist.  Above him one of the overhead streetlights reflected off the blade.  He shivered.  Tonight was a little cool for his favorite "You've Mistaken Me For Someone Who Gives A Fuck" T-shirt.


The empty bottle of cheap wine stood nearby.  One of his sometime friends thought maybe he deserved a present today, being his seventeenth birthday and all.  He'd tasted better, but it was enough to give him a light buzz and relax him.  Of course, the wine was probably stolen, like most of the things he got from anyone who gave a fuck about him.


He shivered again.  He'd expected the wine would warm him up more than it had.  Real cheap wine.  He wasn't buzzed much, either.  Maybe all those bets he'd won for being good at holding his liquor had made him immune.


Most of his friends were no better off than he was.  No, that wasn't completely true.  Some of them had parents still alive, for whatever that was worth, even if they were abusive or drunks--or both.


He stared down at the razor blade less than an inch above his wrist.  "Is this a coward's way out?"


No one answered him because no one, except stupid people who didn't know any better, came out on the RiverWalk this late.  Nobody around to watch him leave the world.  "Lots of ways to die out here."  He tilted the blade and pressed the side of it against his wrist to feel the cool metal on his skin.


Across the river, the distant lights of Windsor, Canada, stared back at him.  This was as good a place to die as any, more exciting than South Dakota had been--not that he particularly enjoyed living here with his loser cousin, the one who taught him how to gamble and run drugs to help pay the bills.


He lifted the blade away from his wrist and studied the clear, moonlit sky.  "Why'd you have to go and die on me?"  His words slurred a little.  "Isn't there some rule against parents leaving their kids all alone?"  He was only eleven when he was sent to live with his Aunt Louise--his mother's sister--and Uncle "I don't give a shit about you, kid."  Their son, his cousin here in Detroit, ran away from home at sixteen because he didn't like getting slapped around, either.


"Fuck, it so wasn't fair!  My parents..."  Adrian tried to blink away the tears he'd sworn he wouldn't shed tonight.  "...loved me."


He sniffed back the snot running from his nose.  Just after he'd turned twelve, he stole money for the bus trip, packed his small suitcase, and came here.  At thirteen, he had his first taste of drugs--speed or X, he didn't remember which.  Whatever, it made him so sick he thought he was going to die.  Cocaine gave him serious nosebleeds every time he'd tried it.  And he was the only one he knew who was allergic to pot.


Must be drugs didn't mix well with his Native American metabolism.  His cousin didn't seem to have a problem with any drugs, though.  Maybe that was because he was only half-Native.  Alcohol...now that did him just fine, once he learned his puke level.


It seemed like only yesterday, not a year ago, that he'd won a new PC from a gambling debt.  He'd thought maybe things were looking up for him when another of his friends taught him how to hack into other people's PCs.  So far, he hadn't been caught.  A couple of times he'd thought about doing it for a living.  "I coulda made enough money to get out of this fucking hell hole if--"


Nearby, a loud splash in the water startled him.  His left arm jerked up.  "Ow!"  His wrist stung, then it began to burn like from a giant paper cut.  "Fuck.  They said it wouldn't hurt much if I used a new blade."  He watched the line of blood trickling out of his wrist.  He'd really done it.


He should cut the other wrist, so it wouldn't take so long for him to bleed out.  But, fuck, it hurt!  Before he lost his nerve, he did the other one.  Yeah, that hurt even more.


His blood, dark and rich in the moonlight, dripped onto the pavement.  He lay down on the deserted walkway and stared out across the river.  Soon, no more pain, no more suffering.

Two years ago, right here, on his fifteenth birthday, he'd run into Marcus.  That was the night his life turned to complete shit, although he didn't find out it had until a long while afterwards.


"Hey, Adrian."


"Hey, Marcus."


Marcus, several years older than him, had given him a low five.  "Ya comin' over to my place tonight?  We're havin' a party for you, with a special surprise."


The usual pizza-and-drugs party.  "I guess.  What's the surprise?"


"Wouldn't be a surprise if I told ya."


That evening, Marcus set the mood by having them all sit around six large candles.  After the pizza and plenty of beer, he brought out a brand-new syringe still wrapped in the packaging, and a small bottle like doctors gave shots from.  The liquid inside it had a golden sparkle under the candlelight.  "This is mighty fine shit."


Adrian shrugged.  "I'd rather have sex."


One of the other guys, already trashed, giggled.


"Fuck, ya can get laid anytime," Marcus said.  "An' it's over way too fast.  This keeps ya goin' a lot longer."  He grinned at Adrian.  "The birthday man gets ta go first."


"I'll wait."  He didn't like needles.


"Suit yourself."  He watched Marcus do the others.  They barely flinched.  The looks on their faces said it was everything Marcus promised.  Maybe it wouldn't be so bad.  The needle was small, and Marcus seemed to know his shit.


While the guys moaned on the floor, Marcus filled the syringe a quarter of the way.  "Your turn."  He flicked the needle.  Adrian slowly stuck out his arm so Marcus could tie the rubber hose around it.  "Nice veins.  Ya ready?"


He forced himself to look, pretending it was someone else's arm, so they wouldn't think he was a wuss.  He clenched his fist.  The needle barely stung when Marcus slid it in.  Then Marcus pressed the plunger and all of the misery had gone away.  For a while.  But that was two long years ago, and things hadn't gotten any better since.


The water lapped against the shore of the RiverWalk.  Well, the past is the past.  No way to change it.

Adrian inhaled the scents of the water.  Shoulda, coulda, woulda.  Shoulda stuck to the liquor; coulda said no to Marcus; woulda lived longer.  If he'd taken the needle first, like Marcus had offered, he probably wouldn't have gotten infected.  With his bad luck, it was the "rapid onset" kind, which meant soon he'd be suffering like one of his now-departed friends had.


"What a fucking stupid thing that was," he mumbled.


He'd kind of wanted to see the new century.  It was just two years away, but lately he hadn't felt all the great.  Not much chance he'd last two more years.  Not much at all.  He closed his eyes and imagined his tombstone:

Here Lies Fucking Stupid Adrian Shadowhawk

b. 4/15/1981

d. 4/15/1998


Income tax day.  Fucking stupid day for a kid to be born.

Two strong hands tightly clamped his bleeding wrists.


His eyes snapped open.  "What the fuck!"  He tried to pull away.


"You have a problem, young man."


Adrian tilted his head up at the bald, black cloud holding him.  "Mind your own fucking business."  He struggled in vain against the man's iron grip.


"Right now, you are my business."


The man sat him up and ripped off the T-shirt.


"Hey, that's my favorite shirt!"


Ignoring him, the man tore it into two wide strips.


"I got AIDS, and it's a particularly nasty version.  Better leave me alone unless you want yourself infected, too."


This black man wore seriously expensive leather.  Adrian watched with fascination while he tied a cloth strip tight around each bleeding wrist.  "Can't you fucking let me die in peace?"


"Is there anyone you want me to contact?"


"No."


Sleep.

Adrian felt his eyes close.

# # #


Adrian awoke with a ghetto blaster booming inside his skull.  In a dimly lit room.  He moved his body a little.  Apparently, he was on a bed, a comfortable bed.  He rolled his head on the pillow and instantly closed his eyes.  "Fuck!"  His head throbbed something fierce.  He'd never been hung over like this.  Cheap shit wine.  When he dared open his eyes again, he saw the IV stuck in his left arm.  Great.  I'm in a fucking hospital.  He shut his eyes and tried to wish away his misery.


He heard the door open.  Footsteps on a wooden floor came toward him.  "Feeling better?"


"Fuck, no."  He carefully opened his eyes.  The black man.  He was a lot bigger than Adrian remembered, and lighter skinned.  A doctor had found him?  Just his bad luck.  "Can you give me something for a headache?"


"Are you allergic to aspirin?"


"No."


The man put a hand under Adrian's back and scooted him up against the headboard.  He opened a drawer in the nightstand and took out a bottle.


"I need three."


The man gave him two tablets.


"Water?"


He handed him a cup of water from the nightstand.


Adrian focused on his surroundings.  This didn't look like a hospital.  "Where the fuck am I?"


"You're in my home."


"And who the hell are you?"


"My name is Eli Howard."


Adrian lifted his arm a couple of inches and inspected the IV.  "You're a doctor?"


"I've had medical training."


"Did you give me some blood, too?"


"Not necessary.  You hadn't lost that much.  For future reference, it works better if you make the slit along the vein, not across the wrist."


Adrian looked at his wrists.  "You saying I'm stupid?"


"Only for trying to kill yourself."


"And you stitched me up."


"Suture strips.  Less chance of scarring.  You didn't require stitches."  The man gave him a fatherly stare.  "Now, tell me, why does a fine young man like you want to commit suicide?"


"Nothin' fine about me."


"AIDS can be treated."


How's he know I got AIDS?  Oh, right.  He'd mentioned it when the man grabbed him on the RiverWalk, hadn't he?


Adrian popped the aspirins and washed them down.  "Only if you got the money.  And you care."  He handed back the cup and slid down the bed.  He pressed his fingertips into the top of his head and massaged in tight circles.


"Detroit has clinics that treat you based on what you can afford."


"What difference is it gonna make?  Die now, die later."  Still rubbing his head, Adrian turned away on his side.  Everyone at that party had ended up with AIDS, even Marcus.  Some justice there.


"Like your parents died six years ago in the auto accident in South Dakota?"


Adrian turned back toward the man.  "How the fuck did you know that?"  Six years ago this month, a freak ice storm in April.  Only his cousin knew about that.  And he had not told this guy, not that he remembered.


The man returned the aspirin bottle to the drawer and checked the IV bag.


"Hey, I asked how the fuck you knew about my parents."


"You were thinking it."


"You saying you can read my mind?"  He wasn't that gullible.  This guy was mindfucking him.  "What time's it?"


"Nearly ten."


"In the morning?  I've only been here since last night?"


"Correct.  I imagine you're hungry.  Would you like something to eat?"


Adrian pressed the thumb and middle finger of one hand into his temples and massaged.  When was the aspirin gonna kick in?  "Yeah, I'm hungry."

# # #


His headache was mostly gone by the time he finished eating.  He sat with his back against the tall headboard and the empty breakfast tray on his lap.  He'd never had steak for breakfast before, and his stomach hadn't been this full for a while.  It had taken him a minute to figure out what he had on his plate because of the dim light in the room.  Did this Eli guy have a problem with light?


For an old house, this one seemed in great condition.  On his left, heavy navy-blue drapes covered the room's only window, which had a window seat underneath.  A small chandelier in the middle of the ceiling had four bulbs with small lampshades over them.  From the bed, he could look underneath and see the dull orange filaments.  The main illumination came from the bedside lamp, also with a dark shade.


Against the wall to his right stood an intricately carved dresser with an oval mirror, probably an expensive antique.  Too big and too heavy to steal.  Unfortunately.


Eli knocked on the half-open bedroom door.  "May I come in?"


"It's your house."


He twisted a knob on the wall next to the door and the chandelier lights grew brighter.  "You and I need to have a serious discussion, Adrian Shadowhawk."


"You know my name because you rifled my wallet, right?  Good thing I didn't have anything in it worth stealing.  Probably called the police to report me, too."


"I didn't touch your things, and I did not call the police."  He removed the bed tray.  "Shadowhawk isn't your real last name.  It's the one you made up for yourself."


What the fuck?  Only his druggie cousin knew that.


"I won't contact him, either, unless you wish me to."  He set the tray on a chair.


"Contact who?"


"Your druggie cousin."


"How you know about him?"


Eli put a finger on his own forehead and smiled.  "I only pry into someone's mind when it's important to do so."


Yeah, right.  "There's no such thing as reading minds.  It's all cheap tricks."  However this guy did it, he wasn't bad.  Adrian took a deep breath.  "My cousin won't even notice I'm gone."


"I see."


Who the hell was this Eli, and what was his angle?  "If you're some kind of sex predator, I don't do sex with guys.  You ain't my type anyway."


"It's nothing like that."


"Yeah?  How come you know so much about me if you ain't been stalking me?"


"You also like computers.  And you weren't always a bitter young man."


Lucky guesses.  "Life sucks then you die.  You wanna know how much life sucks?  Losing your parents was only the first part of the suck.  I had this aunt and uncle who were always nice to me when they visited.  So, I figure leastways living with them wouldn't be too bad.  Right?  Wrong!  Turned out my aunt pretended to like me so as not to offend my father.  My uncle couldn't stand me.  He liked hittin' me for no good reason.  How's that for suckiness when your only relatives don't even want you?"


"What if I could offer you an opportunity to reclaim your life?"


"That only happens in the movies."


"Sometimes you get a second chance."


"Not for scum like me, not when you're infected with AIDS."


"What if there was a way to cure it--completely.  Would you be interested?"


Adrian said nothing for a long while.  This guy knew how to play the game.  "Ain't no cure.  Everybody knows that."


"What if there were?"


"Okay, say there is.  How much would it cost me?"


"Nothing."


"And afterwards?"


"Again, nothing."


"What kinda con you running on me?"


"It's not a con."


"You some do-goodie counselor who gets himself off trying to turn gutter trash into upstanding citizens?  Good luck with that 'cuz they don't get any trashier than me."


"I'm not a counselor."


"Maybe one of those born-agains who's gonna preach at me until I repent my sinful ways and my filthy fucking mouth.  Already been tried.  You can see how much good it did."


"Not exactly.  I'll be downstairs, if you feel up to talking more."


By evening, Adrian was bored of lying in bed with nothing to do and no TV to watch.  The nightstand had some books in it, but he sure wasn't going to read, not that shit they made read in school.  Of course, after he moved to Detroit, he never went to school again.  This Eli Howard had told him he could come downstairs for dinner if he wanted.  Might as well.  Anything was better than staying up here.

# # #

(chapter continues...)

CHAPTER TWO

New York City--Tuesday, December 9, 2003

Shortly before noon, Adam Mathews sat on the tan leather couch in his Upper Manhattan penthouse apartment and pondered his future prospects.  Prior to one week ago, he'd mostly worked for the vampire Cyrus Hayes.  He'd never figured out why Cyrus had chosen him in the first place.


Then, his life had taken this unexpected turn.  Cyrus Hayes had died--murdered most likely, by Eli Howard.  Adam had no doubt he could live well without Cyrus.  He was still a hit man, one of the best, and not all of the jobs in the past nineteen years had been for Cyrus.


Adam went to his computer to examine the email again.  He'd lost count of how many times he'd read it.  He'd thought about printing it out, but in the computer his password protected it.  No one had ever robbed his apartment.  Still, why chance leaving a copy around?


Adam, if you are reading this, I am no longer alive, or else I am severely incapacitated or a prisoner and my PC is not under my direct control.  This message was to be sent automatically if I did not enter a private code within the previous forty-eight hours.  I assure you that I would not do it under duress.  Regardless of my actual state of being, you are to assume I am dead, and you are to act in accord with the instructions herein.


At the end of this message is the number for a Swiss bank account containing ten million dollars.  This is yours to spend as you wish.  Make dealing with Eli Howard a top priority, but I recommend caution in exposing yourself.


A certain Reverend Jeffery Thomas is running for mayor of Detroit in 2005.  I have made Mr. Thomas aware of satanic elements in his city that will require his attention once he is elected.  I did not mention specifics or name names.  Reverend Thomas would be a good place for you to begin to establish yourself in control.  With generous campaign contributions to ensure his election as mayor, you would be in a position to control him.  I have also planted seeds of distrust in his own organization.  He should be very open to your offer of support.  His phone number is included at the end of this email.


In addition to you, an elite group worked for me to handle larger problems requiring less delicacy.  One of them will contact you.  This brings me to the bottle of serum.  It is my gift to you, my most trusted employee.


While this serum will give you the immortality you desire, the side effects are most unpleasant.  Use it only if you have no other choice.


Do not disappoint me, Adam.  Remember that revenge upon Eli Howard is only one small part of my grand plan.  I recommend that you transfer the ten million to another bank as soon as you finish reading this, before Eli Howard finds it.  He may now be in possession of my computer.


Make my vision a reality, Adam.


How the fuck could Cyrus be dead?  He was a vampire.  Sure, they died eventually, but they were supposed to live for centuries.  Cyrus wasn't even a hundred and fifty!


The apartment buzzer startled him.  "Who the fuck is that?"  He went to the door and pressed the intercom button.  "Yeah?"


"Special messenger, delivery for Adam Mathews."


"What service you with?"


"Quik Trak."


Sounded like a kid, but voices could be deceptive.  No one except Cyrus knew where he lived, and Cyrus always used FedEx.


"What kind of delivery?"


"Not my job to ask."


"How big is the package?"


"Letter size.  Hey, I got other deliveries.  You want this or not?"


"Leave it."


"It requires a signature."


Adam grunted.  "All right."  He buzzed the guy in, then put on the bulletproof vest that resembled a heavy sweater, strapped a gun behind him, and clipped an extra-strength pepper spray onto his belt.


The micro camera installed above the door let him check visitors in complete safety.  The steel-reinforced door would stop most bullets, and he could open the special locks from the side without having to stand behind it.  He'd purposely moved into a building without a doorman, to avoid anyone getting to know him too well, by sight or by habit.  He watched the monitor and waited.


The kid popped into view.  He seemed legitimate--slender with tousled brown hair and no match for Adam's brawny, six-three.  He unclipped the spray can, opened the door, and stepped into view.


The kid's eyes went wide.  "Whoa.  I'm just deliverin'.  I'm not gonna mug you."


Adam looked the kid over.


"Uh, you want this?"  He glanced down at the clipboard and envelope in his hand.


Adam clipped the pepper spray back on his belt.


The kid slowly lifted the clipboard with the letter on top of it.  "Sign, please?"


After scrawling his signature, Adam handed the kid a twenty-dollar tip.


"Thanks!"  The kid pointed at the spray can.  "I should get myself one of those.  Friend of mine was robbed in his apartment last week by two guys he met at the gym and invited up for a drink."


"I hope you're smarter than your friend."


"Try to be."  The kid saluted.  "Have a good one."  He pivoted and strode toward the elevator; Adam closed and locked the door.


With the unopened cardboard envelope on his desk, Adam sat.  What the hell was this about?  It had no sender's name, only the printed initial, "Z" with a dash through it, and country of origin: England.  He figured it was probably legitimate and safe to open.  Any respectable assassin, like himself, never did a job long distance.  The pleasure of watching the target die was part of the thrill.  The personal touch ensured that the job got done properly.  Still, he put on rubber gloves before he pulled the tab to unseal the envelope.


Inside, he found a piece of paper with directions plus a smaller envelope of high-quality, cream-colored paper, like a formal invitation.  It wasn't sealed.  The envelope contained a folded card neatly hand-printed in small letters:


Mr. Mathews,


In light of the recent death of a mutual acquaintance, we need to meet regarding matters of interest to both of us.  I am aware of the money that has come into your possession.  I propose a partnership that will increase your wealth and protect you and your interests as well as mine.  In your profession, ten million dollars is not sufficient to guarantee a life long enough to spend it.  On Friday, December 12, at four p.m. your time, a private jet will be waiting at JFK airport to bring you to England.  I have included instructions to enable you to locate the plane.
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Then he remembered something in the email from Cyrus.  In addition to you, an elite group worked for me to handle larger problems requiring less delicacy.  One of them will contact you.


He also had the half-full vial of serum, the milky pink liquid that Cyrus had sent him a week before the email.  He'd locked it in his wall safe.  He still had no idea how to find out what the mysterious serum really was, or how to test it without wasting what might be his only chance at immortality.  This invitation didn't mention the serum.  Was this the contact Cyrus had mentioned or was it someone else?


An inch-high script letter Z graced the bottom of the invitation.  Only one way to find out.  But he'd take precautions.

# # #

(chapter continues...)

