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 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1
THE RIDE


The hitchhiker appeared so suddenly, just a pale face in the darkness, that Paul barely registered the sight before he was speeding past.  It took him a second before he tapped the brakes and pulled to the side.  He was about to throw his Camaro into reverse when the passenger door opened.  “God, thank you for stopping,” said a strained Southern drawl.


Paul watched the man slowly fold his tall, skinny frame into the passenger seat.  “Any time.  It’s a long way to L.A., and you look like a couple miles of bad road.”  In the Southwest, thin ribbons of highway stretched like bridges over endless miles of empty, brutal desert, connecting islands of civilization.  It was condemning someone to hell to make them walk it, and only someone in trouble would be hitchhiking out here in the middle of the night.


“Well, thank you, mister.  I can’t thank you enough.”


Paul put the car back in gear, looking sideways at his passenger.  He was young, maybe twenty or so, and had a starved look to his face, although his full-length heavy leather coat must have cost a pretty penny.  His hair was unfashionably long, curling in untidy waves around sharp features, with sideburns that reached his jaw line.  He sat stiffly, as though he were in pain, holding his right leg at an awkward angle.  “So where you headed?” Paul asked.


The stranger started.  “Oh.  Sorry.  Burbank, eventually.  But I’d be mighty grateful if you’d drop me off at Primm.  I got a friend waitin’ there for me.” He blinked at the dashboard a few times, rubbed his long hands together, and said, “Sorry.  Don’t know where my manners are.  I’m Sean Patrick O’Connor.”


“No problem.   I’m Paul Rodgers.”  He reached out a hand which was gripped in a good, strong shake.


“Thanks again for the ride, Mr. Rodgers,” said O’Connor.  Polite.


“Call me Paul.  I always feel like I have to welcome you to my neighborhood when people call me Mister.”  


O’Connor laughed a little, a dry sound with only a ghost of mirth in it.  “All righty, then, Paul.”


 “Sean, is it?  Where you coming from?  Vegas?”


“Sean Patrick, please.  I’ve always gone by both names.  Yeah.  I was in Vegas.”  He rubbed his forehead, then leaned his head back against the seat.  There was something oddly familiar about him Paul couldn’t quite place.  He chewed absently on the inside of his lip as O’Connor continued, “It didn’t turn out to be quite the vacation I was hoping for.”


“How the hell’d you get so far out here on your own?” asked Paul.  He looked at his passenger, trying to remember where he’d seen him before, when O’Connor turned toward him.  


Paul yelped in surprise as O’Connor’s eyes changed from dark brown to a weird gold color, glowing from inside as though a fire had been lit inside of his skull.  He could almost hear, inside his head, O’Connor’s voice telling him to pull over, to sleep, to forget, but Paul fought the mental suggestion.  He jerked away, the Camaro careening across the fast lane and onto the left shoulder before he overcorrected and shot back to the right.


O’Connor was next to him, glowing eyes brighter than the radio on the dash, trying to hold Paul’s gaze, still commanding in that mental voice.


Paul shoved at him.  “Jesus H. Christ!  What the FUCK are you?” he managed, as they both struggled for the wheel.  


The Camaro bounced off the right side of the road, sending dust flying into the Nevada sky.  They bounced several feet off the asphalt, down a slight dip away from the road, and through the brush to screech into a barbed-wire fence at the bottom.  The barbs squealed as they scraped deep gouges in the car.


“Stop, stop,” O’Connor was saying, holding the wheel steady as Paul struggled.  “I won’t hurt you.”


“Get the fuck away from me!” shouted Paul.  He started to struggle with the door handle, even as O’Connor had the presence of mind to put the Camaro into park.  He reached past Paul to hold the door shut.


“Listen to me.  I won’t hurt you,” repeated O’Connor.  His eyes were still glowing.  His open lips revealed fangs that looked about two inches long.  Paul shrank back against the door of his car, trying to get as far away as he could, still fumbling with the handle.


“Vampires aren’t real,” Paul said, staring at the fangs.

O’Connor drew slowly back.  He was panting a little, his tongue held on the flat teeth between the fangs.  “I’m sorry, Paul.   I didn’t realize you couldn’t be hypnotized.”


Paul scrambled to get his pistol out from under the seat as he pushed the door open behind him, falling backward onto the desert sand.  He got away but O’Connor followed, still stiff but fast, faster than Paul could go.  One long-fingered hand grabbed at his shirt, but Paul kicked as hard as he could, connecting with O’Connor’s chest.  To his surprise, O’Connor gasped in pain and let go.  Paul scrambled up and ran.  Before he got three feet, O’Connor was in front of him.  Paul froze.


“Listen to me, Paul,” O’Connor said, holding his hands up, palms out.  “I swear, I won’t hurt you.”


Paul had seen pseudo-scientific studies which said magic was real, that it had been driven underground long ago by the Christian church.  They hadn’t been talking about weirdo new age shit with tree-hugging nude dancing, but real magic, a real science which affected real things.  Ghosts.  Werewolves.  Spirits.  And vampires.


Sporadic late-night traffic sped past on I-15 above.  They were hidden from the freeway by the slight depression they’d driven into and the scrubby chaparral.  Even the glow of the Camaro’s headlights, shining down the line of the wire fence, wasn’t noticeable when driving by at eighty miles an hour.  Paul shoved the barrel of his gun into O’Connor’s stomach.


The vampire jerked back in surprise, holding his hands up.  “Jesus,” he muttered.


“Oh, yeah, like a vampire can say that,” said Paul, starting to feel relaxed as his world view shifted back into place.  It had to be a fake-out.  “Okay.  The special effects are great.  I don’t know how you do it.  But you’re afraid of the gun.”


O’Connor quirked a half-hearted smile.  “Gunshots hurt,” he said simply, shrugging.  The movement made him wince.


Paul studied O’Connor.  “So you’re saying it won’t kill you?” Paul taunted, cocking the trigger back with one thumb.  From what he could remember, there were four shots left.  He hadn’t been out to the range in awhile.  Of course, he could be completely wrong and it could be empty.  Didn’t matter.  It gave him some measure of sanity, a line of safety held between him and the weird-ass freak he’d picked up.   “Suppose I try anyway?”


O’Connor kept his hands up.  “Well, I suppose you could, and I suppose I’d deserve it, but I’ll beg you not to,” he said.  “I’m already hurting plenty bad and if I lose any more blood it’s a pretty sure bet I won’t be able to get to Primm.”


Paul looked O’Connor over.  Under his leather coat he wore a denim jacket buttoned up tight, plain jeans, and dusty cowboy boots.  “How does a vampire get hurt?  Someone else shoot you?”


“I had an, um, disagreement with a fellow vampire back in Vegas,” replied O’Connor after a brief hesitation.  “May I?”  He slowly moved his hands toward his chest, again wincing as he moved.  Paul tightened his grip on his gun.  O’Connor unbuttoned the jacket and opened it, drawing the edges wide to reveal what had probably once been a white shirt, darkly stained in several places with what looked like ink.


“What’s that?”


“Vampire blood is darker than human blood,” replied O’Connor, pulling the jacket edge further open on the right to reveal a wet stain.  “You could see it better if I were in the light.”


“Move slow,” said Paul, edging to the front of the Camaro.  He gestured O’Connor into the headlights.  The white shirt showed up better, the dark stains perhaps red.  Didn’t look much like blood, though.  Something was poking out of O’Connor’s right shoulder.  “What’s that?” Paul asked, motioning with the gun barrel.


O’Connor unsnapped the shirt and peeled it away from a thin chest.  More stains smeared his chest, running away from harsh white scars that lined his collarbones, to the left of his sternum, and just above the big cowboy belt buckle he wore.  Fresh blood trickled from a wound that wasn’t closed just below his right shoulder.  “It’s a crossbow bolt,” said O’Connor.  “They missed my heart.  Hurts like a motherfucker.” 


Paul couldn’t help himself.  He let out a slow whistle.  No human being could be moving around like this guy was with all that.  “Can’t you pull it out?”


“I can’t get a grip on it,” said O’Connor.  “The point’s just barely sticking out, and I can’t reach the back.”  
Paul nodded, not moving the gun barrel.

O’Connor sighed.  “So I guess I got some walking to do,” he said, snapping his shirt.  He paused, and touched the tips of his fingers to a medallion hanging around his neck.  “But I swear by all I hold dear, Paul, I won’t try to bite you again.  I won’t hurt you.  I just want a ride.  I want to sit down for a while and still get to where I need to go.  That’s all.”


Paul looked at the medallion with narrowed eyes.  “What is that, some kind of holy symbol for vampires?  I know you sorts can’t touch a cross or anything.”  For the first time he regretted that his Presbyterian upbringing was long behind him, and he hadn’t owned a cross since college.


“Actually, that’s a myth.  I’m Catholic.  It’s a St. Christopher medallion.”


“Bull.”


“No, I’m not kidding you,” said O’Connor.  “It is.”


“Throw it to me.  Let me see it,” said Paul.  


A slight crease appeared in the space between O’Connor’s eyebrows.  “I don’t take it off,” he said.


“Oh, come on.  Show it to me.”


Paul caught the medallion as O’Connor tossed it to him, moving closer to the headlights while trying to keep one eye on the vampire.  The medallion was heavy on his palm and it shone in the glare of the headlights, despite the dark blood that stained it.  As Paul got to the corner of his Camaro, he noticed the barbed wire.  “Shit.  Look what you did to my car, you stupid fuck,” he said, forgetting the necklace.


“Sorry about that.  I’ll pay to get it fixed.”


Paul gave the vampire a skeptical look.  “You don’t look like you could pay for a Happy Meal, buddy.  No offense.”


“None taken.  But I can spring to fix a custom paint job, honest.  And whatever else,” he actually looked apologetic as he spoke, “You might need some suspension work after that.”


Paul growled under his breath, flipped the medallion in his palm and looked at it.  It appeared to be solid gold, but the stamp was set deep, as though it was very old, and he couldn’t see the karat information.  The front read “St. Christopher Protect Us,” while the back was engraved “Sean Patrick Timothy Titus O’Connor, 1876.”  He looked up at the vampire and narrowed his eyes, thinking more about his car than he was the religious symbol.  “How do you know it’s custom?” he asked, remembering what O’Connor had said about the paint job.


“The ‘71 Camaro didn’t come in metallic red,” said O’Connor.


“How did you know it’s a ‘71?”


“The seats.  But if I’m not mistaken, you’ve got a ‘70 engine in it.  Sounds like, anyway.”


Paul couldn’t help but feel pride in his vehicle, and a weird liking for anyone who knew his way around a classic muscle car.  “How does a guy who was around in,” he looked at the medallion again, “1876 know that?”


“One of the most powerful Chevy engines ever, 360 horses.  Only way to get more is to get the Chevelle Super Sport or a truck.  I have the ‘70 Camaro engine in my El Camino.”


Paul felt his eyebrows lift.  He threw the necklace back as he tried to analyze why in the world he was feeling he could trust this guy, just ‘cause he knew what a good engine sounded like.  O’Connor surprised him by glancing at him furtively and quickly kissing the medallion before he put it back on.  “How do you plan on paying for my car?” he asked, letting the religiosity go as O’Connor snapped his shirt closed.


“May I?” the vampire asked again.  Once more he opened his jacket, this time reaching inside.  Paul tightened his grip on his gun, but all O’Connor withdrew was a wallet, one of those long flat ones, obviously made from high-quality material.  He opened it and rifled through the cash inside.  “I don’t have my checkbook with me and I doubt you take American Express.  How about I give you five hundred as a down payment and my business card?  You can send me the bill when you have the work done.”


“How do I know you didn’t just kill the last guy you hitched a ride from and steal his wallet?  And that necklace?  How do I know you are O’Connor?” asked Paul, wondering why he hadn’t asked that before.  Maybe that’s what the vampire did, move down the highway changing identities as it suited him.


“Look at my driver’s license,” replied the vampire, and tossed him the wallet.  The clear window on top showed an ordinary California license.  There was no doubt it was the vampire, although in the picture his hair was shorter and combed neatly.  Paul looked from the license to the vampire, then back.  If it was a fake ID, it was a pretty good one.  He wanted to look through the rest of the wallet, but he didn’t dare lower the gun.


The sand scraped.  O’Connor moved, dragging that right foot.  Paul jerked, stiffened, and before he thought, squeezed the trigger.  The sound of a passing semi on the freeway above them swallowed the snap of his pistol and the bullet tore through O’Connor’s filthy white shirt.  He spun slightly, but he didn’t fall.  He turned back to Paul, his eyes glowing again as fresh dark red began to seep down his chest.  “God damn it!” he shouted. 


Paul didn’t even blink.  One second the vampire was twenty feet away, the next he was right on top of Paul, one arm heavy across Paul’s shoulders, just below his windpipe.  Paul was slammed him backward over the hood of the Camaro, the vampire’s weight slight but his strength horrifying as one long hand almost crushed the wrist of Paul’s gun hand, while his head banged the heated steel.  Paul saw stars as well as the vampire’s glowing eyes hovering over him, less than an inch away.  The fangs looked even longer than they had inside the car, white against the darkness of the vampire’s mouth, which seemed to open impossibly wide.  Paul closed his eyes, struggling against the powerful, if thin, arms, expecting to feel the fangs ripping into his neck at any moment.


But the bite never came.  Paul dared to ease his eyes open to see O’Connor still hovering, his expression furious, but the crushing grip on Paul’s wrist was relaxing.  O’Connor slipped his hand up and took the pistol from Paul’s slackening grip, then slowly backed away.  “God damn it, you didn’t have to do that,” he said in a voice that spoke betrayal.


Paul scowled.  “I don’t owe you anything, O’Connor.  You attacked me.”


“Granted.”  O’Connor slowly bent to pick up his wallet, which had fallen to the ground next to the Camaro.  He opened it and counted out five hundred-dollar bills, took out a piece of black cardstock, and handed it all to Paul along with the pistol.  “Sorry again about your car.”  He turned away and started walking south, along the fence, angling up toward the freeway.


Paul looked down at the money in his hand.  The black cardstock was a business card, with vibrant neon blue writing proclaiming Sean Patrick O’Connor the owner of The Nightmare Saloon, “Best Place for Live Country Music in Burbank.”  The logo was a brilliant neon blue horse jumping a fence.


Paul blinked.  That was where he’d seen O’Connor before.  “Shit,” he muttered.  He looked up and saw the shadows were already swallowing the vampire’s tall, lean figure.  “Hey!  O’Connor!” he shouted.  “You really run The Nightmare?”


O’Connor turned.  “Yeah,” he said.  “What, you hate country music and want to shoot me some more?”  His tone was wry and more than a little annoyed.


“No, I don’t hate country music,” replied Paul, feeling his own surge of irritation.  What, did the vampire not expect people to fight back?  “Why the hell’d you think that?”


“Just figured.  You were listening to Zeppelin in the car.”


“I have wide tastes,” Paul said, a little peevishly.  “I write venue reviews for the Times.”


Interest flickered across O’Connor’s face.  “You’re that Paul Rodgers?  Your writeup for the Dale Watson show last year is hanging in my lobby.”


“The owner of the place opened that show,” said Paul, his eyes narrowing again as he studied the battered figure in front of him.  “If you’re that O’Connor, you’re one hell of an awesome singer.”  It was true, Paul wasn’t exactly a country music fan, but he knew good music, and musicians, when he heard them.  He’d gone to that show because a friend had highly recommended it.  Paul had been intrigued enough to make the trip up to Burbank and had enjoyed the hell out of the venue, the powerhouse headliner with the booming baritone, and the venue’s apparently youthful proprietor, who had opened the show with the five-piece house band and a magnificent tenor voice that rocked Paul to his music-loving heart.


“Thanks,” said O’Connor.  He didn’t come any closer.  “So you know where to find me.  See ya around.”  Again he turned and started away.


“Look, I’m sorry I shot you,” Paul called, although part of him wondered what he would have done if, in fact, O’Connor had just been some weird-ass human who filed his teeth and pretended to be a vampire.  Even his little .22 would have killed a normal human being with that shot.  It looked to him like it had gone right through the heart.  How could he have dealt with that one?  “You scared the hell out of me.”


“I apologized,” said the vampire without turning around, his voice floating back through the dark.


“I meant just before I shot.  You moved.”


“They called that a hair-trigger, back in my day,” replied O’Connor.  “Wasn’t an admirable trait.”


“Fuck you.”


“Same to you, pal.”  He started walking again.


“So do you want a ride, or not?” Paul shouted.


The desert was silent.  Even the freeway had stilled, only a faint hum of traffic in the distance.  “Did you hear me?”


“I heard you.”  The vampire’s tired voice was further away than Paul expected it would be.  “You serious?”


“Yeah.  I won’t shoot you again.  If you don’t try and bite me.”


“I promised I wouldn’t.”


Paul went back toward the Camaro.  “Come on, then,” he called over his shoulder.  He almost expected the vampire to be there by the time he got there, but apparently O’Connor had used up all his energy.  He dragged back along the fence, weary as any normal human.


Paul turned the engine off.  He walked around to the trunk, lifted it, turned on his hanging lamp, and opened his ice chest.  “Want a beer?” he asked.  “I mean, can you drink something besides blood?”


“I drink alcohol to excess,” replied O’Connor, taking the long-neck bottle from Paul.  “Thanks.”  He glanced at the label, didn’t object to Bud Light, and twisted off the cap.  He drank most of it in two swallows.  “Thanks,” he repeated, then finished the beer.  He looked around, saw the recycling bag, and put the bottle with the others.  Paul waited a moment, then offered him another.


“Sorry to make you drink alone, but I’m driving, you understand.”


“Yup.”


“Have a seat,” said Paul.  O’Connor sat down on the bumper, half in and half out of the trunk.  Paul sat down, flipping the business card over in his fingers.  “So, um.  It really hurts?”


“You ever get a bad burn?” asked O’Connor.


“Yeah.”


“Getting shot is sort of like when a sharp knife cuts you and you don’t realize at first how much it hurts blended with a really, really bad burn.  First the heat of the bullet followed by the torn skin.”  He rubbed a hand over his chest where the bullet had entered.  “It didn’t pass through, either.  Fucking .22 caliber.”


“Sorry,” said Paul.  “I just use it for target shooting, mostly.  You’ve been shot before, I take it?”


“Yeah.  I got mugged about a week ago.  The .38 slugs mostly went right through, though.”


“Shit, you’ve been having a bad week,” said Paul.


“Tell me about it.”  He finished the second beer.  “I had a doctor friend cut the other bullets out.”


“Can he do it for you again?”


“I guess I’ll find out,” said O’Connor.


Paul was silent a few minutes, still looking down at the card.  “You, uh, want me to try?”


The vampire grinned at him.  “No offense, pal, but you’re not a surgeon.”


“I just thought I’d offer.”


“Tell ya what.  You could pull this crossbow bolt out for me, if you would.”


Paul considered a moment, then nodded.  “All right,” he agreed.


O’Connor eased off the heavy leather coat.  Without it, Paul could see the denim jacket was badly stained by the dark blood, both back and front.  It took some work getting the jacket off, since the back was still hooked on the fletching of the bolt.  “I really liked this shirt,” said the vampire with a sigh, easing it off after the jacket.


“Damn.  Whoever it was you had a ‘disagreement’ with sure did a number on you,” said Paul, taking a pair of wire cutters from his tool box.  “Lean forward.”


O’Connor complied, revealing a boney back.  His skin was actually a lot darker than Paul expected it to be, an even pale brown all over.  Paul cut the bottom of the bolt off with a quick snip, but the vampire still winced as it pulled at the wounded skin around it.  


When the vampire sat up again, Paul looked at the bullet hole over his heart.  It was already closed, but the scab was there.  He drew a deep breath and gripped the pointed end of the bolt with the pliers part of his wire cutters.  “You might want to hold onto something.”


“I don’t want to dent your trunk,” said O’Connor.


Paul snorted.  “It’s Detroit steel, O’Connor.  You should know that.  I don’t think you can hurt it.”


“I can bend rebar, Paul.  You don’t want to see what I could do when someone’s yanking six inches of wood out of my chest.”


Paul couldn’t help the skeptical look that crossed his face when he looked at O’Connor’s lean chest.  There was some muscle in his arms, but he sure didn’t look strong enough to lift much of anything.  “Pardon my disbelief, O’Connor.”


“Just pull it out,” said O’Connor.  


Paul shrugged and pulled.  O’Connor’s long hands closed around his own thighs, his knuckles whitening as the bolt came slowly out.  As soon as the snipped end cleared, O’Connor let out a long breath, a sort of whimper in the back of his throat, and he held the sleeve of his ruined shirt to the bleeding wound.  His face took on a grey, ashen look, his skin seeming to shrink, clinging even more tightly to his bones.  He leaned back, taking in several deep breaths.  “Thank you,” he said.


“You’re welcome.  Want another beer?”


“Sure.”  This time he didn’t immediately open it and drink.  He sat with his head back, his chest laboring to draw a slow breath.


“You gonna be okay?” asked Paul.


O’Connor didn’t immediately respond.  Finally, he opened one eye and twisted his head slightly as he eased the shirt sleeve off the wound.  Unlike the bullet hole, it was still open and oozing blood, the scabbing thick.  Angry red streaks spider-webbed around the wound.


“Jesus H. Christ,” said Paul.  “Why isn’t it closing up like that one did?”


“Wood,” rasped O’Connor, licking his lips.  He lifted the beer, noticed the cap was still on, and struggled a moment to open it. 


“And you were worried you were going to dent the trunk,” Paul said, laughing, as he put his tools away.


“You got a hammer in there?” asked O’Connor.  “A forged steel one?”


“Sure.  What, now you’re fixed, you’re gonna knock me out and steal my car?”


“Gimme the hammer,” demanded the vampire, but he was smiling.  Paul handed him the hammer.  O’Connor hefted it a moment, then bent it in half.  He gave Paul a sideways grin, then bent both halves in half again.  Paul was speechless as O’Connor handed the hammer back.  “I’ll buy you a new one,” he said.  “Now let me just catch my breath a sec.”  He finished his third beer as Paul stared at his folded hammer.


Good God.  The vampire could have crushed him like a bug.  Paul rubbed at his wrist.  O’Connor had not even bruised him, much less broken any bones.  “Do you mind if I have a beer?” he asked, surprised his voice didn’t shake the way his muscles were.


“I don’t care, if you think you can handle it,” replied O’Connor.


Paul sat down again and opened his own beer.  “I never believed that vampires were real,” he said after a moment.  “I mean, I’ve seen some of the studies, I know there used to be magic and all that, but I always thought the rest was just myth.  Legend.  You know, like Paul Bunyan or something.”


O’Connor chuckled.  “So what were you in Vegas for?” he asked.


“Writer’s conference,” said Paul.  “We were at the Imperial Palace.  I was on a few panels, drank some, gambled some, schmoozed around, you know, the usual.  I gave a talk on the lines between fiction and reality.”  He looked up at O’Connor.  “And then I meet a vampire on my way home.  Go fig.”


O’Connor chuckled.  “I exist to upset world views lately, I think,” he said.  “My girl, the one I’m going to meet, she believed in vampires, but she thought we were all monsters.”


“If I had believed, I probably would have, too,” said Paul.  “The movies are very convincing.”


“Yeah, we all like the horror movies,” said O’Connor, looking at the cheap watch on his wrist.  “I should get going.”


“I guess you don’t want your girl to worry,” said Paul.


“Yeah.  I wanted her out of harm’s way so I sent her on ahead.  I figured I could make this run easy.  As usual, I sort of overestimated myself.”  He grimaced as he put weight on his leg.


“What about that leg?”


“It was broken, but it’s almost mended,” was the vampire’s offhand reply.


“When you get beat up, you don’t do it by halfway measures, do you?” asked Paul, closing up his trunk.  “What really happened, O’Connor?” asked Paul, wincing as he pulled the car slowly away from the barbed wire, listening to the steel scrape steel.


“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” replied O’Connor with a slight grin, although he winced, too, at the scraping sound.


“Well, we got about a twenty-minute drive.  Try me.”


O’Connor talked as Paul drove, often rambling off-topic and discussing cars or music  rather than his human girlfriend, their brief vacation in Vegas, and the vampire hunters who were waiting for him in Burbank, holding his bar hostage in exchange for his life.  Paul was certain he hadn’t really gotten the whole story when the lights of Primm appeared.


“There,” said O’Connor, pointing to a truck stop just off the exit.  “I see my El Camino.  You don’t have to pull all the way in.  Just drop me off here.”


“You sure?” Paul pulled to the side.

“I’ve interrupted your trip enough, Paul.  I wanna thank you again for the ride.  And the trust.  Say, why did you change your mind?”


Paul thought about it a moment, then shrugged.  “You changed my mind.  You could have killed me, and you didn’t,” he said.  “When you walked away instead of, well, biting me, it gave me pause.”  He reached out his hand and they shook again.  This time Paul noted the vampire’s cool, dry skin.


“Make sure you come by the bar so I can take care of your machine here,” said O’Connor as he unfolded himself from the seat.


“You know I will.  Try not to get yourself beat up again.”


That made O’Connor laugh.  “I’ll try.  See ya around, man.”  He turned and walked off the highway.  Paul didn’t immediately pull back onto the road.  He sat a moment, watching as the vampire disappeared into the darkness between the highway and the gas station.  A few moments later he reappeared in the lights.  A tiny figure leaped off the El Camino’s tailgate and hurled itself into O’Connor’s arms, almost knocking the vampire down.  The two figures merged into one.


“Well, what do you know,” Paul muttered.  There was a lot here he just didn’t know, but now he wanted to.  He made a mental note to go by the University library and look up those magickal studies he’d read about.  Maybe he needed to find out more about vampires.  He put the Camaro in drive and pulled back onto the freeway.


